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Chapter 1: Crossroads  
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The rain drummed steadily against the windshield, blurring the chaotic streets of Accra into streaks of color and light. It was one of those afternoons where the sky couldn’t decide if it wanted to pour or hold back, leaving the air thick with humidity. Water pooled in the uneven roads, forcing cars to crawl through traffic, their headlights reflecting on the wet asphalt.  

Frank sighed as he drummed his fingers against the steering wheel, his wipers working over me. He had left work later than planned, and now he was stuck in the usual Friday gridlock, with the rain making it even worse. The hum of the radio filled the silence in his car, interrupted only by the occasional honk from impatient drivers.  

His phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen. A message from Kwame.  

“Wedding at 6 pm today. You better be here, Frank. No excuses!”   

Frank exhaled, rubbing his temple. He had almost forgotten about Kwame’s wedding. Work had consumed his entre week —endless reports, investor meetings, and a growing list of unfinished tasks at Veridex Innovations. The last thing he felt like doing was going to a wedding. He picked up the phone and typed back:  

“I’ll be there. Stuck in traffic, but I’ll make it.” He tossed the phone back onto the seat, staring out at the rain streaked windshield. Lately, something had felt... off. He had built a good life—steady job, nice apartment, comfortable routine— but there was a hollow space in the middle of it all.   

A part of him was restless.  

Maybe it was the work. Or maybe it was something else. The rain continued to fall, tapping against the roof of his car like a quiet reminder that time was moving, whether he was ready or not.  

Across the city, in a small café in Osu, Aisha sat by the window, watching raindrops race down the glass. The dim lighting inside contrasted with the gray sky outside, casting a warm glow over the space. The scent of freshly brewed coffee mixed with the earthy smell of rain, filling the air with something oddly comforting.  

Her laptop sat open in front of her, untouched for the past fifteen minutes. She was supposed to be reviewing the final details of a data analysis project, but her mind wasn’t co-operating. The numbers, usually so clear, felt distant today. She took a slow sip of her tea, letting the warmth spread through her. The wedding.  

She had almost talked herself out of going.  

Weddings were complicated for her. Growing up, she had seen love that didn’t last, especially between her parents. She and Ama were born into a financially unstable family, causing issues between her parents. Her father got involved in some activites unknown to Aisha after her mother died. He wanted to make sure that his two daughters didn’t struggle when it came to money issues. She had watched people force relationships that had long since cracked. It had made her cautious, wary of believing in anything too deeply.  

But this was Kwame. He was one of the few people who had always believed in love, even when she couldn’t. And despite her reluctance, she couldn’t ignore the small voice in the back of her mind telling her to go.   

She glanced at her watch. 5:30 p.m. With a quiet sigh, she shut her laptop and packed up her things. The rain had slowed to a drizzle as she stepped outside,  pulling her jacket tighter around her shoulders. The city felt different in the rain— quieter, softer. The usual rush of life was subdued, with people huddling under umbrellas or ducking into tro-tros, their laughter and conversation muffled by the weather.  

Maybe tonight would be nothing more than another event.  

Another wedding.  Or maybe, just maybe, it would be something else entirely.       
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Chapter 2: The Encounter  
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The rain had eased into a light drizzle by the time Frank pulled into the parking lot of the wedding venue. The grand event hall in East Legon was already buzzing with life, its entrance decorated with cascading white flowers and golden fairy lights that shimmered against the damp evening air. Guests in vibrant kente and lace outfits moved in and out, their laughter and chatter mixing with the faint strains of highlife music drifting from inside.  

Frank stepped out of his car, adjusting his cufflinks as he took in the scene. Weddings weren’t really his thing. He never knew what to do with himself at events like this—small talk exhausted him, and the thought of being asked “So, when are you getting married?” by every auntie in the room made him want to turn around and leave.  

But this was Kwame’s day. He had to be here.   

He walked through the entrance, his shoes clicking against the polished marble floor. Inside, the hall was breathtaking— high ceilings draped with white and gold fabric, chandeliers casting a warm glow over elegantly arranged tables. The scent of fresh roses and jollof rice filled the air.   

He spotted Kwame near the front, dressed in a crisp white agbada, laughing heartily with some relatives. When he saw Frank, his face lit up.  

“Chale, you finally made it!” Kwame clapped a hand on Frank’s shoulder. “I was starting to think work had swallowed you whole.”   

Frank chuckled. “It almost did. But you know I wouldn’t miss this.” Kwame grinned. “Good, because tonight isn’t just about me, my guy. It’s me for you to loosen up. Enjoy yourself.”  Frank rolled his eyes. “I came for the food, nothing more.” Kwame laughed and waved over a waiter. “Then eat, drink— just try not to look so stiff, eh? I have a feeling tonight might surprise you.”  Frank shook his head as his friend disappeared into the crowd. He grabbed a glass of wine from a passing waiter and moved toward the seating area, scanning the room for a familiar face. And then he saw her.  

Aisha hadn’t been at the wedding for long, but she already felt out of place.  

She sat at a round table near the edge of the hall, sipping her drink as she watched guests move effortlessly through conversations and dance circles. Weddings had a way of making people seem more alive, more open, but she wasn’t sure if she could match that energy.  

Her dress—a flowing emerald-green gown—clung to her skin in the humid air, and she absentmindedly wiped a bead of moisture from her forehead. She had greeted the bride and groom, exchanged pleasantries with a few acquaintances, and now she was trying to convince herself that she wasn’t counting down the minutes until she could leave.  

Then, her eyes landed on him. Across the room, near the bar, stood a man who looked just as out of place as she felt.  

Tall, well dressed, with a quiet confidence that set him apart from the more animated guests. His deep brown skin contrasted against the sharp navy-blue suit he wore, and there was something thoughtful in his expression, as if he were observing the room rather than engaging with it. For a brief second, their eyes met. Aisha looked away first, but not before something unfamiliar stirred in her chest.  

Frank, on the other hand, found himself staring longer than he should have. There was something about her— something intriguing. She wasn’t like the other women at the wedding, the ones laughing easily, moving from one conversation to another. She seemed... reserved.  

And that, more than anything, caught his attention.  

Without fully understanding why, he picked up his drink and made his way toward her table.  

When Frank reached the table, Aisha looked up, her expression unreadable.  

“Mind if I sit here?” he asked.   

She hesitated for a split second before gesturing toward the empty chair. “Go ahead.”   

Up close, she was even more stunning. Her cheekbones were sharp, her full lips painted a deep shade of red, and her dark curls framed her face in soft waves. But it was her eyes that held him— the quiet intensity in them, as if she were always thinking, always analyzing.  

“I’m Frank,” he said, offering his hand.   

“Aisha.”   

Her handshake was firm, but brief.  

“You don’t seem like the wedding type,” Frank observed, taking a sip of his drink.   

Aisha smirked. “Neither do you.”   

Frank chuckled. “Guilty. I’m only here because the groom is my best friend.”      
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Chapter 3: Unfinished Conversations  
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The wedding reception had shifted into full swing. The lively beats of highlife music filled the air, blending with the laughter of guests and the rhythmic tapping of heels against the dance floor. Servers moved gracefully between tables, refilling glasses and serving steaming plates of jollof rice, grilled tilapia and kelewele.  

At their table, Aisha and Frank remained locked in conversation, oblivious to the growing energy of the celebration around them.  

“So, Veridex Innovations,” Aisha mused, tapping her fingers lightly against the rim of her glass. “That’s where you work?”   

Frank nodded, swirling the deep red wine in his glass before taking a slow sip. “Yeah. We specialize in network optimization and security solutions.”   

Aisha raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “That’s... oddly specific.”   

Frank chuckled. “It is. I won’t bore you with the details, but basically, we make sure businesses don’t crash and burn under heavy traffic or cyber threats.”   

“Sounds intense,” Aisha said. “And let me guess—you’re one of those guys who always has his laptop open, even on weekends?”   

Frank smirked. “Guilty. But in my defense, work keeps me busy. Helps me avoid unnecessary distractions.”   

Aisha tilted her head. “What kind of distractions?”   

Frank hesitated, his fingers tightening around his glass. He wasn’t sure how to answer that.   

Relationships? Love? The idea that he might have been running from something he didn’t fully understand?   

Before he could respond, a loud voice interrupted them.  

“Ah, Frank! You’re finally socializing!”   

Frank turned to see a man approaching with a wide grin, his agbada swaying slightly as he walked. Kwame.  

Aisha hid a small smile as Frank let out a resigned sigh.  

“I’ve been socializing,” Frank defended.   

Kwame folded his arms. “With one person?” He turned to  Aisha. “I hope he’s been good company.   

Frank can be a little... how do I put this? Reserved.”   

Aisha laughed, the sound smooth and easy. “I’d say he’s holding his own.”   

Kwame grinned. “Good. Then I won’t drag him away just yet.” He leaned toward Frank. “But don’t think you’re off the hook. You owe me a dance before the night is over.” Frank groaned, and Aisha chuckled at the look of horror on his face.  As Kwame walked off, Aisha leaned in slightly. “So... you don’t dance?”   

Frank exhaled. “It’s not that I can’t dance. I just don’t see why people voluntarily embarrass themselves in front of a crowd.”   

Aisha arched an eyebrow. “You mean to tell me you grew up here in Ghana and somehow avoided every school dance, wedding, and Christmas party?”   

Frank smirked. “I survived.”   

Aisha shook her head in mock disappointment. “That’s a shame. Dancing is one of life’s simple joys.”   

Frank studied her for a moment, his curiosity deepening. “You like dancing?”  

Aisha shrugged. “I do. Not the choreographed, Instagram perfect kind. Just... moving to the rhythm, getting lost in the moment.”   

Something in the way she said it made Frank wonder if that’s how she approached life—letting things flow, following an unseen rhythm.  

“Then why aren’t you on the dance floor?” he asked.   

Aisha hesitated, then gave a small, knowing smile. “Maybe I’m waiting for the right dance partner.” Their eyes met again, the space between them charged with something unspoken. For the first time that evening, Frank wondered if he was ready to stop standing on the sidelines.  

And then, just as he was about to speak, a distant roll of thunder rumbled through the night.  

Outside, the rain had started again.       
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Chapter 4: Rain and Rhythm  
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The rain fell in steady sheets against the glass windows of the reception hall, blurring the golden lights outside. Inside, the music had shifted to a slower, more intimate rhythm—one of those classic highlife songs that felt like nostalgia wrapped in melody.  

Aisha tapped her fingers lightly against the table, eyes flickering toward the dance floor. Couples swayed effortlessly, their movements fluid and unhurried, lost in the warmth of the music. Frank followed her gaze. “You still waiting for that dance partner?”   

Aisha smirked. “Maybe.”   

Frank exhaled, rubbing the back of his neck. He wasn’t the type to be impulsive, but there was something about the moment—the dim lights, the scent of rain in the air, the way Aisha’s eyes held just the slightest challenge. “Alright,” he said, pushing back his chair. “Let’s dance.”   

Aisha raised an eyebrow. “I thought you didn’t do dancing .”   

“I don’t,” Frank admired, offering his hand. “But I’m willing to risk public embarrassment if you are.”   

Aisha laughed softly before slipping her fingers into his.  

Her hand was warm against his palm, her touch light but firm.  

As they stepped onto the dance floor, the music wrapped around them, smooth and intoxicating.  

The song was one of those old Ghanaian love ballads—so percussion, mellow guitar, lyrics that spoke of love found and lost.  

Frank moved cautiously at first, unsure of himself. Aisha, on the other hand, moved with practiced ease, guiding their rhythm .  

“Relax,” she murmured. “Just feel the music.”   

Frank took a slow breath and let himself go, matching her steps, falling into the sway of the moment.  

He wasn’t thinking about work, deadlines, or the expectations of others.   

Just the music. Just her.  

Aisha looked up at him, studying him with quiet curiosity.  

“See? Not so bad.”   

Frank smirked. “Don’t get ahead of yourself. I’m barely keeping up.”   

Aisha chuckled, resting her chin lightly on his shoulder. “You’re doing fine.”   

The warmth of her voice, the closeness of their bodies, the rhythmic press of her hand against his—it all felt strangely natural.  

Outside, the rain continued to fall.  

Inside, the distance between them had disappeared.  

After the Music Fades  

The song ended, but neither Frank nor Aisha moved. The room was still alive with laughter, the clinking of glasses, and the shuffling of feet as the next song began—a faster, more playful tune that sent the crowd back into motion.  

But they remained in their quiet corner of the dance floor, caught in something neither of them had expected. Aisha was the first to break the silence. “See? You survived.” Frank chuckled, stepping back slightly but still holding her gaze. “Barely.”   

Aisha tilted her head, amused. “You might even admit you enjoyed it.”   

Frank smirked. “Let’s not get carried away.”   

Aisha laughed, and something about the sound—unfiltered, effortless—made Frank realize how much he liked it.  

Before he could think too deeply about that, Kwame’s voice cut through the noise. “Ah, there you are!” Frank turned to see Kwame approaching, his agbada slightly rumpled from too much dancing, his face glowing with happiness. “I was looking for you two,” Kwame said, grinning. “Enjoying yourselves?”   

Aisha exchanged a glance with Frank before replying, “I’d say so.”   

Kwame waggled his eyebrows. “Good. Then you won’t mind staying a little longer.” Frank sighed. “You know I was planning to slip out soon, right?”   

Kwame clutched his chest in mock betrayal. “You see how my own best man wants to abandon me on my happiest day?” Aisha laughed, and Kwame shot her a grateful look. “At least you appreciate good company.” Frank rolled his eyes but couldn’t hide his smile.   
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