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Part I
In the Beginning
1754 ~ Gold Coast, Ghana
I wait for him here at the place where the night sky and the earth
become lovers. In the tall grass of our homeland, between two
kingdoms, we meet.
Getting here early is easier than slipping away late, especially
now when life in my village is bustling with the preparations for
our wedding in just three days.
But as the reeds lick the backs of my calves, I know that this is
only one part of the reason I wait.
The truth is that I like to feel him coming. At this hour, when my
imagination reigns over every shape and whisper, I can almost
see him walking on limbs taller and stronger than mine will ever
be. He cuts through the night that hides his slightly lighter shade
and stalks his prey. I cannot hear his approach, but I feel him
drawing near, compelled by the same force that holds me where I
stand—the scent of my desire in the air.
I close my eyes and breathe deeply, imagining I can taste him, too.
The flavor is salt, sweet grass, and home. It fills my senses and
makes me thirsty.
On the outside, my knees shake and my heart pounds, impatient
for its mate, while the deepest part of me grows calm and still—
stretching towards the peace that only his presence brings.
5

And he’s close now, so close.
***
When we were children, Ekow was such a scrawny thing. I used
to like to wrestle him just to beat him, just to prove that I could. I
was young, determined and more than a little jealous of the
physical prowess of my older brothers. Secretly, I wanted to be
like them, but my youngest brother, Kofi, was already 10 years my
senior by the time I could walk. With Ekow, I knew I’d finally
found a way to prove that no boy could match me.
My laughter rumbles in the stillness as I think of it. Oh, how
angry he would be every time I beat him! And in the beginning,
there were many, many times when I did. He would get so angry
that his ears would twitch. He would stomp away from his defeat
with his hands balled up in knobby little fists—eyes glaring, ears
twitching, while one of our elders cackled nearby with me
sticking out my tongue. We didn’t see each other often enough
for me to beat him every day, but I looked forward to it whenever
I could. I was always stronger than I looked, and even when he
grew a little taller than me, his limbs seemed to flail awkwardly
about him so that he was never quite coordinated. And in my
delicious reign as his tormentor, time seemed to stretch on
forever, until one day, it stopped.
I remember the sun burned low in the sky that day as the dust
and amber light conspired against me in swirling fits that stung
my eyes. Rolling around on the ground, I was shocked to find
myself panting for air. Suddenly, his legs overpowered me. I
couldn’t throw him the way I had been able to before. His grip
was a vice that I had to sweat to free myself from, and even then,
he could catch me again, quickly—too quickly for my liking.
Unable to break free, I grunted and cursed as he pinned me down
on my back. At first, I refused to meet his gaze. Beneath my
eyelashes, I could swear I saw my own taunting smirk, the same
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one I had given him year after year, curling the corners of his lips.
Enraged, I shut my eyes and kicked my legs furiously, all to no
avail. I could feel the muscles of his powerful thighs holding me
in place without the slightest indication of strain, and I couldn’t
stand it.
As if sensing the scream that would send my brothers flying to my
aid, he suddenly lifted his body from mine, then leaned over to
adjust his grip so that our hands were stretched out above my
head, palm to palm, fingers intertwined in the grass and the dirt
beneath us.
How did I not know, even then . . . ?
Something about the gesture was so strange that it distracted me
from my fury. The feel of his hands pressed firmly into mine
made my stomach flutter and clench in a way that was startling,
but not unpleasant.
“Ama,” he called. “Ama, don’t scream. Ama, please, surrender.”
It must have been the “surrender” that made my eyes fly open to
meet his in absolute indignation.
Sometimes I like to think that if hadn’t opened my eyes, it never
would have happened, but this is, of course, foolish. I was meant
to see.
I looked up to find him staring down at me. The smirk I’d feared
was nowhere in sight.
Instead, his eyes held the same wariness I felt as I looked back at
him, then quickly dissolved into something else.
He eyed my mouth with what I understand now as a mixture of
surprise and captivation. Back then, I still had no idea what was
happening, but as his gaze lingered, I began to feel like someone
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was seeing me truly for the first time in my life. I remember
fighting the nameless emotion that closed my throat and pricked
my eyes.
“Ama, surrender,” he whispered, “Please.”
And that’s when I understood that I held him in place as much as
he held me.
“Please,” he said again, and I finally realized what I needed to do
all along.
Seeing the answer there in my eyes, he released my hands and
rose to his feet. I remember averting my eyes against the sudden
rush of loneliness that came as he left. But at the corner of my
vision, I saw it, his hand extended out to help me up. He’d done it
before, even as I beat him and he’d risen in defeat while I
remained holding my belly in victorious laughter on the ground.
I’d always ignored the gesture until that moment, when suddenly
it felt like the most natural thing in the world to accept his help.
When I finally stood, I noticed for the first time that he’d grown at
least 10 inches since the last time I saw him.
Despite my daze, I frowned. “You’re taller than me,” I said in
dismay.
“No, Ama,” he replied. Ekow’s voice was deep and heavy as he
stepped forward to take my other hand in his. “We are exactly
the same height.”
I was 13 years old; Ekow was 16, and after that, nothing between us
was ever the same.
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***
With my eyes closed, it takes only a moment for him to close the
distance. His hands cover my shoulders as his lips trace the curve
of my neck. This is our greeting. No words. We speak in action.
I let my head fall back against his chest and feel his smile press
into my skin at the place where my hum echoes deepest. He
knows it is a sound I make only for him. When I turn to face him,
I need no invitation. I wrap both hands around his neck and pull
him closer, touching his lips to mine gently, to feel their full
weight and softness. It is a chaste kiss, though I don’t know why I
do this. There is nothing chaste about why we are here. We are
as ravenous as love itself, but I always feel the need to honor this
power between us before we are consumed.
But one thing always leads to another, and as I pull him closer,
lifting my chest to his, reverence gives way to something else
entirely.
He lifts me in one quick motion onto him then lowers me down to
the ground on his lap. We are a frenzy of arms and kisses,
tongues tasting, teeth nibbling, and skin yearning to be closer
still. His hands are in my hair, kneading my scalp as his kiss
deepens. My mouth and my legs open wider in unison. Tears
sting my eyes with every sensation I feel. I want to cry and laugh
and scream. But the release is like the edge of a precipice I don’t
know how to jump off of, and so I choose to move instead, rocking
against him slowly.
His eyes are open now as he kisses me, watching my mood,
reading my signs. Caressing my back his fingers move up and
down my spine, loosening, unfastening, until I am naked in his
lap. I look down in surprise to find that he is too.
My expression makes him chuckle with pride, knowing and
devilish. And if it wasn’t for the same power that I have over him,
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I would be terrified to be so taken with him. Because, in moments
like this, the love I feel is so overwhelming that I’m sure the need
to give it will break me in two.
How can I love one person this much and survive?
As Ekow lays our bodies down, I find myself sucked into the
silence between death and creation. The fear slips between us
like a foreign substance, threatening to cut the very fabric of
which we are made, but Ekow will have none of it. With a heart
that knows me, and steady, faithful hands, he reaches into the
darkness and pulls me back.
Shaking his head, he takes my hand and kisses each finger before
bringing them to his chest.
“It’s just us, Ama. It’s just us.”
And I know it again, as always. My tears release the weight of
silence as something new is born and an even deeper love takes
its first breath. I watch him wait as the tide of my emotions
recede enough for me to breathe and expand.
The lightness of it makes me smile. From his questioning eyes, I
know that he doesn’t quite understand what’s happened, but it
only takes a moment for me to show him. I pull him into my kiss
and pour everything that I know, everything that I am into it.
Above me, he’s breathless, enchanted by the ferocity of my caress.
I pull him closer still and feel the weight of him pressing at my
opening. Large and insistent. Yet, he lingers.
It drives me crazy.
The muscles in my thighs twitch and tremble with desire.
Vaguely, I recall that I’m not supposed to open so readily. Auntie
says I should tease a man, make him beg for my sweetness, but I
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no longer care. There is no room for pretense between us and his
eyes tell me it wouldn’t matter anyway.
He knows what is his.
I squirm underneath him anxiously—half desperate, half greedy,
and all in a rush, but he holds me still with the weight of his body
as he slowly pushes inside.
And whatever feeling I had, whatever thought was racing,
becomes silent. My whole being becomes focused on the path he
is taking. I close my eyes and feel—wanting more, wanting
everything all at once.
“Open your eyes. Look at me, Ama.”
I struggle to find the focus to do what he asks, but then his hand
comes up to rest on my forehead. I feel his thumb gently stroking
my hairline as the heat from his touch settles into my skin. My
eyes open to find that he is cradling me from my head to the very
tips of my toes, from the inside out he surrounds me.
I find his eyes and I can’t help returning the wonder and joy that I
see in them.
I will never be as safe as I am now. The realization makes the air
itself burn in my throat as my tears begin to swell.
He holds us still as time hovers, just allowing us to feel.
It is perfect, until I let out a shuddering breath that seems to
weaken his resolve. He presses his forehead to mine and kisses
me deeper, harder and then we start to move. And there is
nothing and no one else who could reach me in this moment. I
surrender to him as he surrenders to me—affirming that we are
one being in the world that we create.
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There is nothing quick or rushed in how he moves over me. It is
not always like this when we come together, but tonight he savors
every stroke and makes me do the same. Our legs twist and
intertwine with the slim reeds of grass that bend into our
makeshift bed and dance in the cool breeze around us. He keeps
my head in his palm while seeking out my fingers with his other
hand. With our palms pressed together, fingers intertwined, I fall
deeper in love with every second that passes.
Though our marriage ceremony has yet to be, I know we have
loved each other from the beginning of forever. The thought
makes my hips rise in celebration. In response, he spreads me
wider, presses deeper until I’m quivering, incoherent bliss.
His kisses flutter at the edge of my skin, but I feel them deep in
my bones. He’s whispering something to me that I sense more
than hear. He is professing what I already know, have always
known.
He loves me
As I love him.
I say the words back to him though there is no need. We witness
to the Spirits, the air between us, and the beckoning light that
tells us that it is time for us to part.
He holds me tight enough to feel it long after he’s gone before
disappearing into the brush. His quick feet are light against the
ground as he runs, but I can still hear the sounds of his joy,
hooting and howling at the dawn. There’s no need to be quiet.
He’s already late for the morning fishing, and with the grin he’ll
surely be wearing when he gets there, it won’t be hard for his
brothers to guess why.
As I walk back to the place that will only be my home for a little
longer, I’m sure that everything must be right with the world for
him to be with me and me with him. So perfect. His presence
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lingers deliciously in the ache of my limbs and the smell of him
on my skin. The thought makes me smile as I look forward to
everything our life together will bring. So lost was I in my
daydreams, that I was completely unprepared for the sight of
what was to come when I returned to my village.
But I should have known. If I was not so lost, I would have caught
the foul stench of burning flesh.
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Two Souls
One Desire
To Find Each Other...Again
The journey begins with Ama and Ekow ~ Two lovers betrothed, then torn
apart by an enemy disguised as a friend. And in the midst of an
unthinkable bargain, their freedom is sold for a bag of gold.
But what their enemies thought would break them only unleashed a
power greater than life itself.
From the ancient shores of Ghana to the streets of pre-colonial India,
From the burning embers of Oahu to the heart of a nation’s capitol,
Their souls risked war, death, and betrayal to bend destiny to their will.
Will they survive?
Will they succeed?
Join them on this timeless journey and see…
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