VULNERABLE GIRLS AND MISSING FATHERS
 I don’t know how else to beg my fiancé, I am naked yet again, and I am just realising he clothed me with his presence in my life, he is the reason I am who I am today. He told me I need help, but I don’t think I do, it is just his silence that is killing me. Who am I going to tell my story to that will sympathize with me? 
Ewa cries with a drink in her hands as she stirs at the lady sitting close to her in the lounge, the lady was confused as to why a stranger is talking to her with so much hurts. 
She continues, “I never intended to hurt him at all, I didn’t know I was doing the wrong thing, Uncle Tee told me it was the right thing to do”. 
The lady was still looking lost as she awkwardly sips her drink, she reluctantly draws Ewa’s head close to her shoulder as she permitted her to lean on her “I am sorry for whatever you are going through, I am sure you will be fine”.
It is Uncle Tee, he said we should make love for the very last time, he called it a farewell swive. I didn’t want to do it I promise you; Ewa demonstrated her denial with both hands raised up as she shook it like she was saying her byes, her face was really swollen now making it obvious she had cried the whole day. The loud cheer of people in the lounge disrupted the lady from hearing what Ewa was saying now, 
“Sorry… I am unable to hear you again”. 
It is obvious she is now invested in what Ewa had to say. 
“I can’t hear what you are saying again, the lady increased her voice, do you mind we go to the VIP space?” she didn’t wait for Ewa’s approval as she stands up and helps Ewa to stand too, she embraced her whilst they walk and instructs the bartender to get them drinks. As they moved, she continues to ask, you said Uncle Tee did what?” 
I was running away from him, I tried, I tried my best to make things right. I even told him I was in love with another man, but Uncle Tee insisted. You know, he was even shouting at me already. She laughs so loud as she starts to cry at the same time, it is clear Ewa is drunk. I get terrified when he gets angry at me, I don’t want to hurt him, I didn’t mean to. Ewa broke down again as she admitted. 
“We made love for the last time” she soon covers her face as though she is ashamed of what she had just said.  
What is your name? Mosa asked Ewa,  “Ewaoluwa, you can call me Ewa”. Okay, my name is Mosadoluwa, call me Mosa. The loud music in the lounge had subsided so they could hear themselves well. Now talk to me, what is going on Ewa, I don’t really understand the dynamics. Who is Uncle Tee? 
My life was close to being perfect with Uncle Tee in it, well so I thought until I met him, and we fell in love. Who did you fall in love with? Uncle Tee? Mosa’s face tells she is puzzled; it is clear she is trying to make meaning out of the story Ewa has been narrating. He is my father’s best friend, he was a very good man to us, my mother, and I but I fell in love with Dola. Okay… so now the question is why are you or were you sleeping with him? No! I didn’t know, I didn’t do it on purpose, he said it was love, he was making love to me. Mosa was dumbfounded, what are you saying? 
Uncle Tee warned me, he warned me about this day, but I thought it will never come, I thought nobody could fill the emptiness I felt for years. The bartender comes in to drop a bottle of whiskey as he served both glasses, Ewa on the other hand picks up her glass to drink as she continues to tear up. 
“You can date those boys but don’t stop loving me, don’t stop putting me first” that is what he said to me. Ewa is now sloppy with our words, “He told me this when guys started to ask me out in the university, my mother wasn’t even privy to information about my life like he did. 
Mosa sighs as she continues to talk, 
“Another question Ewa, when did all these started?”
 It all started when I was 11, my father had just died five months ago, and Uncle Tee was the only one that kept to his promise out of the numerous people that came to our house to console us, he said he was going to be there for my mother and I, well he was there, wasn’t he? She laughs. He would come to our house with food stuffs, books for me and he consistently assisted my mother financially.
 I remember the day my life changed, she giggles; he came home that day and told my mum he wanted to take me out to buy ice-cream, I was excited to follow him because I missed those days of driving around with my father, conversing with him like his friend, do you get me? Ewa hiccups as she faces Mosa, Mosa nods and pets her back. Sometimes, we would drive aimlessly most especially when my mother starts to nag. Ewa smiles. 
Unlike my father, uncle Tee had a destination, he took me to a house that I wasn’t familiar with; this doesn’t look like a typical place they sell ice-cream; I told him immediately. He smiled as he said, good girl and further said, this is my second house, and I only bring special people into it. At that moment, I felt really loved, he said he wanted to show me something before we go get the ice-cream. 
I innocently followed him into one of the rooms, when we got in Uncle Tee locked the door and carried me to sit on the edge of the bed. He planted a kiss on my forehead and immediately pulls down his trouser with his boxers also down, I just knew I shouldn’t be looking but didn’t know at what, so I threw my head to the side and grinned. He drew my head to face him as he went down on his knees to talk to me, 
“It is fine Ewa, I love you as my daughter and I want to show you how much I love you; I don’t do this to any other person but as I said before, you are a very special person to me, and I will keep you really dear to my heart. You know, your father would have done this if he was here with us, my eyes lit as I slowly said really? Yes of course, but I will do everything your father couldn’t do”. Uncle Tee stood straight brought out his phallus and said “how do you lick your cone ice-cream? Lick this the same way”. 
Are you kidding me? Mosa’s voice went really high now, as she interrupted Ewa. It is evident she is angry and disgusted at the same time, did you tell your mother? Did you tell anyone?
Uncle Tee asked me not to tell anybody about this, he said the world will be jealous of us and he might just end up like my father, everything he said made sense to me and I didn’t want him to die so I kept it to myself. Oh! I was really stupid, Ewa said as she gave a pitiful smile and shook her head, No! you were a child who trusted an adult, a wicked one at that. Mosa said. 
That day, he made me go on and on in the act, instructing me on what to do with it and how to do it. Afterwards he fulfilled his promise, he got me the ice-cream and when we got home, he gave my mother a huge sum of money to take care of me. 
“I wish you would have just told somebody”, Mosa looked at Ewa miserably. 
I wanted to tell my mother later that day, I wanted to tell her what had happened, not like I knew it was wrong more like I wanted to tell her how I felt but before I could open my mouth, my dear mother expressed how blameless uncle Tee is, she said “he is a good man, he is the only one who has kept to his promise after your father died. Make sure you do anything he ask you to do and be a good girl to him, you know he is yet to have his own children so be there for him”. 
Truth be told, he made life easy and the world bearable for us to live, he is a good man Mosa, he is. Ewa started crying again. No! he isn’t, he molested you, he should be prosecuted, Mosa hugged her now as tears lingered in her eyes. 
How come this went on for years? When did you realise what you were doing with him was wrong? He groomed me, he would take me to the house at least two times and at most three times a week, he taught me different things every time and he told me I was very quick to learn, he would call me his brilliant girl. I remember a week to my fourteenth birthday, he asked me what I wanted for my birthday, and I happily told him I wanted a phone. You will understand how having the latest phone thirteen years ago was, especially as a secondary school child. He didn’t only buy me the phone; he also told me he was going to give me a very special gift that day. 
As usual, he took me to his house and into his room, this time he asked me to take off all my clothes and lay down with my legs widely open, he had never told me to do that before. When I asked him what we wanted to learn today, he said this was the best part of loving, so I excited to experience it. He went down on me and truly I had never felt that much excitement, then he thrusted me. 
“Just hold on there, Mosa abruptly with her hand close to Ewa’s face. At age fourteen? Is this man still alive? What in heaven is this!”. Ewa laughed as she pours the whiskey to gulp at once. He is well alive with a happy home and children. 
Since then, Uncle Tee has been making love to me. I guess when I discovered it was wrong, it was too late for me to tell my mother and I think I was enjoying it too much to stop. I really don’t know; Ewa buried her head close to her thighs. I have been with different guys, slept with them with no emotions but Dola was different, he showed me what love is without sex, I began to fall for him as I consciously reduced the attention I gave Uncle Tee and I knew it was going to be a problem but I still went on with it. 
Does Dola know about all these now? Yes, I wouldn’t be in this position if he had not caught Uncle Tee and I in my house. He was making love to me for the very last time in the house he bought for me, Ewa cries again. 
With shame, I went to Dola’s house the next day to try to explain to him and he really tried to make sense of what I was telling him, but it just wasn’t understandable. 
“I know Uncle Tee to be a father figure to you” he said.
After a year of dating, I finally introduced Dola to him because he had just proposed to me and I couldn’t hide him again. Dola just wanted us to plan our wedding, meanwhile guess who’s wedding is tomorrow? Me! Ewa laughs now. 
“When did these atrocities start? How did it happen? He screamed as he continued to cry, he was the broken one here and I cried profusely because I knew he didn’t deserve it, I cheated on him just a week before our wedding, I felt really sorry, I couldn’t express myself physically anymore. I looked for tears, but my eyes betrayed me.
All Dola wanted was to know how all these started; he finally concluded that I am broken, and I admitted to him I need help just for him to accept me back. 
Do I look broken Mosa? Do I act broken? Uncle Tee said he loved me, he said my father would do the same to me if he was alive, he said that is how he shows his fatherly love.  My mother trusted him, and I trusted every single thing he said to me. Do you want to know the truth? I don’t know how I feel toward Uncle Tee, should I feel hate, or should I be bitter towards him? Am I damaged? I have so many unanswered questions, Ewa finally said. 
I understand you, no you don’t, Ewa said slowly. I lost my father few years ago and it has been a struggle for my siblings and I since then. my father’s family members decided to take over his properties, leaving nothing to our mother and we had to fend for ourselves, Ewa that led me to being an escort. Oh shit! Ewa exclaimed as she covers her mouth whilst she gives a wild smile underneath. Never to worry, your secrets are safe with me. Moreso we are the same, the only difference here is that I don’t take money for mine. Mosa looks at her as she excuses her utterances, you are clearly drunk.
I think you need a therapy though; you are not fine but before we go into the healing purpose, you need to deal with that man. You mean Uncle Tee? Ewa laughs in mockery, he is one of the strongest people in the country, he is simply untouchable. I just need Dola back into my life, I am worth nothing without him. There is nothing a therapist can do for me, I know what I need, and it is just his presence, Dola’s presence will heal me I promise you. 
Ewa, we are both broken, and we sure do need therapy, I have embodied so much hates towards my father’s family that I am unable to move pass the hurts. My father was a wealthy man and I know if he had not died, I won’t be in this predicament. We are just vulnerable girls with missing fathers, tears rolls down Mosa’s cheeks as she embraces Ewa.
