EKOW
    These days I talk to my cat more than I do my own brother. Throw in the fact that she mysteriously got pregnant and I’m a man on the edge. After getting our things at the mart I’m still in deep in thought when I abruptly bump into someone. Or to be exact, someone bumps into me. 
I hear a soft grunt and look to find…Shika staring up at me. She’s wearing a T-shirt and shorts, like me, and bright pink slides. She has her natural hair in small twists and has just her phone and wallet in her hands.
“Ekow?”, she says, smiling. Her front teeth are slightly longer than the others. It’s the cutest thing.
“Heyy, Shika. What’s up?”
She glances behind me and says she’s here to get some things. 
“Right, right. Let me get out of your way.”
She shakes her head and tries to sidestep me. Unfortunately I move in the same direction, blocking her. This happens two more times before she gives in and bursts into laughter. She sounds like… a song when she laughs. It makes me hold her by both arms.
“You come this way,”I tell her, moving her body past me.
“And I go here.”
“Okay, okay. Thanks.”
She’s still grinning when she steps inside, looking back at me looking at her.
I should go back home. I really should. After everything there’s no reason for me to lean by my car and wait. But  that’s exactly what I do. I wait. Even after I swore to myself I’d try to stay away. When she comes out the bright lights from the mart silhouette her curves. Her. Her shapely legs peek out from the bottom of her shorts and suddenly an insane image fills my mind. Those legs wrapped tight around my waist. Her full mouth parted in ecstasy. I almost punch myself. Wait a bloody moment.
“Oh, you’re still out here?”, she asks me, oblivious to the  things I’m thinking about.
“I am. I was waiting for you.”
She raises her eyebrows in surprise.
“Why would you do that?”
I shrug noncommittally. 
“Because.”
I nod at the plastic bag she has now.
“What did  you get?”
“Ice cream.”
“So let me get this straight, you left your house that’s like several stops away from here-“
“I got a taxi.”
“To come get ice cream?”
She has the cute nerve to look smug about it.
“This is the only place near me that has what I want.”
She then peers at my car.
“What did you get, Ekow?”
My face gets hot when she asks me that and I almost look away.
“I came to get…cat food.”
“Oh? That’s nice.”
Then she takes a step closer. She hasn’t pressed herself against my body but it feels like she has.
“I haven’t seen Esi in a while.”
“You haven’t, have you?”
She hears purring from the passenger seat and pokes her head fully through the window.
“Oh my God, she’s here.”
A smile dances on my lips while she strokes my cat’s head.
“I can’t believe you brought her along.”
I walk to the other side of the car and unlock the doors.
“How could I not? She’s pregnant.”
At that she draws back quickly and bumps her head.
“Shit. I’m fine. I’m fine.”
“I’m glad you are.”, I say truthfully in concern.
“Wait, how?”
I shrug again.
“I don’t know. Cats are sneaky little shits.”
She continues staring at her with a silly smile on her face. 
“Sit down. Let me drop you home.”
This time she doesn’t protest and quickly scoops Esi up, replacing her.
“Ekow, you’re such a cat dad.”
“But I am a cat dad. Technically a cat grandpa soon.”
“Yes, you are. And I’ve been meaning to ask. Her name? Esi?”
“What’s wrong with Esi?”
“Are you serious? It’s such a human name. It’s not a cat name.”
I laugh, starting the engine and pulling out of the driveway.
“There are cat names? What are they?”
“I don’t know, Angel. Daisy. Luna? No one names their cat Esi.”
She lifts her and plants kisses all over her fur and sees me watching her with a puzzled look on my face.
“What? She’s clean. And she’s so calm. She’s the calmest cat I’ve ever seen.”
Shika seems different tonight. More at ease. I could listen to her ramble on and on about cats in that voice. I could listen to her ramble on about anything.
“What are you going to do about the kittens?”
I think for a moment and answer.
“I suppose I’ll have to keep them till they’re weaned. Then I’ll give them away.”
“You aren’t going to keep them?”
I shake my head no.
“I’m not sure I’ll have the time for kittens.”
From the corner of my eye I see her look out the window. The car goes quiet for a while after that. A good kind of quiet that isn’t awkward.
“How long have you been here again?”, I ask, like I don’t already know the answer. I’ve been subconsciously doing that. Keeping track of what’s going on with her. I’m not  very proud of it. It started as an innocent urge to satisfy my curiosity but now? I find myself asking Nina and sneaking too long  glances at her during shoots. It’s a miracle she hasn’t caught me yet.
“Nearly two months. Doesn’t feel that way.”
“Like you’ve been here way longer than that?”
“No.”
She turns to me looking ahead.
“The opposite.”
“Is there anything you particularly miss?”
She bites her lower lip and sighs.
“My family obviously. And strangely enough my old boss.”
“You’re telling me this. Does it mean we’re friends now?”
She covers her face and groans.
“Ugh you remember that?”
Weeks ago, before we became cordial, I’d been a turd and done a few things to offend her. . I still recall her quietly saying,  “I don’t tell you anything. Same with you. So Ekow Hagan, we are not friends.”
“I don’t think there’s anything about that night I forgot.”
How could i? That night I’d been so close to acting like a lunatic and ripping an old friend’s hand off her back. He was doing what I so badly wanted to do when she looked like that in her dress. Like a walking dream. And because of that I’d been a total asshole to her. I’ll never stop regretting that.
“So you remember me running off like a coward from the conversation?”
“Uh uh. I remember you excusing yourself like a lady.”
She closes her eyes and breathes in relief.
“Then running off like a coward.”
“You are so annoying.”, she says, trying not to smile and I feel like I won at a game. 
“Friends are meant to be annoying.”
I turn through a junction and soon we’re on her road, nearly in front of the apartment building.
“Shoot we’re here already?”
She places Esi at the back of the car and holds her plastic bag close to her chest. It’s late. I know that. And still, I don’t want her to go.
“Do you want to go back in right now?”, I ask her quietly in the dark of the car. What am I doing?
“Do you want me to go?”, She asks back, leaning more into her seat. I accept that it’s a good sign.
“That’s not what I asked you, Shika.”
An adorable grin splits her face and I swear I can feel my heart miss two beats.
“No. I don’t want to do that.”
I mentally fist bump myself in joy.
“Then what do you want to do?”
“Talk. To make up for my Friday night.”
I nod turn up the air conditioner by a notch.
“Is this okay?”
“Yeah.”
I sit back and let me eyes roam over her. She’s doing the same thing.
“I like your hair.”
She touches it lightly and thanks me.
“I’m trying to do better with my natural hair. Don’t you need to feed your cat?”
“Isn’t your ice cream going to melt?”
We both laugh at my weak comeback and ignore the many other things we have to do. So Shika and I do that. We talk for so long I don’t realise how late it is. When I get back I notice that I did the dumbest thing in the comfort of the moment. I forgot to ask for her number. 



Doris

    After my first year of national service I went out with this guy. He was in a different department of the company I had my service at and he was sweet and very funny. I didn’t know how to approach him while I was working there so I just left it at that. After I was done he texted me soon after and asked me out. Later when I asked him why he did that he told me it was because he’d spent the entire year waiting for me to give him any indication that I was interested too. Hell yeah, I was but I never said anything. Never did anything. Our relationship was short but it was pleasant. So pleasant that sometimes I catch myself wondering what would’ve happened if I’d just asked him about it. It’s why I chose to do something like this and definitely not for the first time I’m realising, I am so full of shit. It’s unbelievable. I’m also a loser when it comes to flirting . Because everything I said in the kitchen back there? I totally made them up. I’ve seen your work. I love it. Do you think you could send me a few after here?   I don’t know why I couldn’t walk up to him like a normal person and ask if he wanted to spend time with me. I am a grown, independent woman. It shouldn’t have been that hard. Instead I made up a bunch of rubbish to get a man near me. It was sad, it was pathetic. It was also so worth it. I remember his voice when he was driving to the town square. Deep and going on and on and on. He was telling me about how old Takoradi is, how stable the churches and schools are, and how similar it is to Cape Coast. To my advantage the others had gone off and  grouped themselves on their own  so it was just the two of us. Even though he didn’t try to make any move on me (I so desperately wanted him to) I enjoyed the ride. He told me things about the city I’ve never read about and not for the first time I realised how just  smart he is, knowing this stuff off the top of his head. I didn’t want to let go when we finally arrived but  the others basically dragged me away. The festival quite obviously drained me so  when it’s starting to get dark, I sneak out of the room my friend and I are sharing and head there for a swim. Someone’s already beaten me to it. When I realise who the broad back belongs to I quickly turn back around.
“Okay so I know I’m a big guy.” Ekow starts.
My goodness he’s seen me.
“But you really can’t think I’m hoarding the pool.”
I slowly turn back around and fist the towel around my waist.
“I…didn’t think you were.”, I answer truthfully.
“I had to back inside for a thing.”
He nods thoughtfully.
“Mm. A thing.”
“Yes. A thing.”
Then he drags his gaze over my body, leisurely. Like I’m something that needs to be studied. For some reason it makes me warm all over.
“I think you’ve got everything you need here.”
“No. I really don’t.”
He rolls his eyes and splashes the water lightly.
“Come on. Get in. It’s still warm.”
I bite my lip, thinking about it. He’s going to see my large thighs and the stretch marks on my ass if I take the towel off. I’m not sure I want him to see them just yet. As if reading my mind he turns back around, giving me privacy. I quickly drop the towel and slide into the water. Because that’s exactly what I do. I slide. I notice another tattoo through the water, smaller, on his lower back. Right above his waist. I can’t make out what it is.
“See, I told you it’s warm.”, he says, still looking ahead. It makes me curious and I ask,
“What are you looking at?”
He glances at me and beckons my closer.
“Come. Look right ahead.”
There are lights on the ocean. Tiny lights but still bright. They look like little stars.
“Oh my goodness are they fishing boats?”
He chuckles and I feel it rumble through his body.
“They’re most likely cargo ships. Going to the harbour.”
I continue staring at them in wonder and I almost don’t notice him doing the same to me.
“You’re gorgeous.” He mutters and it makes me unreasonably shy. I avert my eyes and feel him swim away.
“I’m not saying it to be creepy or anything.” He tells me when I thank him .
“I’m just stating a fact. The sky is blue. Grass is green.”
His voice goes lower.
“Doris Bannerman is one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.”
At this point my heart is beating entirely to fast. I have to say something to take the edge off.
“Careful, Ekow. I might think you find me attractive.”
He only smiles and looks away. And for a moment I think it’s fine. That I’m safe. But he fully immerses himself into the water and re-emerges right in front of me , like something from a dream. Drops of water hang from his eyelashes and beard and his lips move to ask me,
“And what if I do?”
I inhale sharply when he does that. 
“What if I do find you very attractive? What happens then?”
My ears are ringing and it’s not from the chlorine. It’s deathly quiet and the only sounds are from the light ripples in the pool. I gulp and tell him,
“I would say it’s not very friendly of you.”
This dance we’re doing, it’s so hot. Because that is what it is in its rawest form. Hot. I’m into him and I think he’s into me too, but he plays along.
“What, is there a written rule somewhere that says friends can’t find each other attractive?”
“Not if they’re going to be good friends.”
He looks down at my lips and draws closer, as if it’s even possible. We’re touching now, albeit lightly. The points of my nipples graze his firm chest and his legs are on either side of mine.
“I’d say we’re already good friends, Shika. Don’t you agree?”
“No. I don’t.”
“Why don’t you?”
I think he can hear how fast my heart is beating. How restless the butterflies in my belly have grown.
“Because friends don’t look at each other the way you look at me.”
“Tell me, how have I been looking at you?”
Too many questions. Not enough doing.
“Like you want certain things from me.”
He smiles when I say that and I decide to put some space between us. Before I can do that his hand finds its way onto my back and nudges me close, till I’m plastered to his chest. My touch starved body can barely stand it.
“You did this last night and I let it go. I don’t think I want it to happen again.”
Jesus Christ, is this actually happening? I think I might have a heart attack. 
“I’m not afraid of you.”, I say, looking up at him.
“Don’t worry love. I know you’re not.”
Why does he have to do that? Why does he have to call me love? Now there’s no way I’m leaving without doing what I want to do. He tightens the hand on my waist only a bit, but the effect feels like an inferno.
“So, you’re telling me,”
He leans his head down all the way to my ear.
“That friends can’t kiss each other too?”
At this point I should know we’re way past joking. That he’s dead serious about everything he’s saying.
“Why, do you want to kiss me?”
He doesn’t say anything, only grips both my thighs and sets me higher, wrapping my legs around his waist. Right on that spot. .
“Well what do you think?”
I spread my hands over his chest and soon our faces are only inches apart.
“Um, Ekow? Doris?”
Gideon is standing at the edge of the pool, looking everywhere but at us. Oh God I need to hide. Under the water seems like a good option.  Ekow realises what I’m about to do and holds my legs firmly in place around him. I am mortified.
“What?”, he asks him, his eyes still on mine.
“The concert’s in an hour. That is if you want to come at all.”
He looks down at our…compromising position.
“Or you could stay too. It’s an option.”
Can Ekow drown me? I want to ask him to drown me. 
“We’ll be out in a minute.”
Gideon nods.
“Right.”
Then he quickly walks away.
“Were you trying to run away?”, he asks me, smiling.
“That was a possibility, yes.”
“You do that a lot, Shika.”
I stutter when I try to explain myself.
“W-well why wouldn’t I? He’s your friend.”
He raises his eyebrow in question.
“And?”
“And?”, I ask him back, my eyes nearly popping out of my head.
“He saw us like this. With you-“
I look down at our bodies.
“Glued to me.”
He gives me a small smile and stays quiet for a moment.
“Got it. I  think you should go first.”, he whispers. And I can feel the reason why through his trunks. My goodness. It’s been too long. 
“Mm, yes. Of course. Let me just…move.”
He waits till I’m fully wrapped again before turning to me.
“I want to talk to you tonight. After we get back.”
I nod, in a hurry to disappear.
“Uh, yeah. Sure. That’s fine.”
He cocks his head to the side.
“Shika, Im serious.”, he says quietly.
“I’ll come find you.”
Then I feel a fleeting wave of courage and tilt my head higher.
“I know you will. I’m counting on it.”
Even as I attempt to get ready for the rest of the night, i can’t see tiger our conversation out of my head. I replay our conversation in several different ways in my head in endless scenarios. I can only delve into the night and hope for the best going forward. Because what are we if not hopeful?



