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	Season one


	

	 


	Umuduru Town faces domination by the malevolent Leviathans, but a young boy armed with spiritual power and insight emerges as their sole opposition.


	 


	 


	The Leviathan Coven. 


	 


	

	 




	Episode One. 


	Wednesday, 13th of April 2005.


	In the big town of Umuduru, where the whispers of evening breeze danced through the narrow streets, Achebe, a fervent young preacher, embarked on his usual Wednesday evening evangelism rounds. Little did he know that darkness lurked in the shadows, waiting to engulf the peaceful evening in chaos.


	 


	As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a golden glow over the horizon, Achebe ventured forth, his heart brimming with zeal and his voice resonating with passion as he spread the word of God to the townsfolk. However, unbeknownst to him, a group of nefarious individuals known as the Leviathan Boys plotted their malevolent schemes in the depths of the night.


	 


	Among the Leviathan Boys were the tall, muscular Dolex, the cunning strategist; the one who always wore military outfit-Zoro, the ruthless enforcer; Ogodo and Frank, the silent but deadly assailants; the handsome and good-looking Bobby, the hotheaded bruiser; and Buka the stammerer and master of deception. All armed heavily with chains of bullets coiling all over their bodies. Together with their cohorts, they descended upon Umuduru people like a storm as was with their custom in many occasions, leaving trouble and destruction in their wake.


	 


	As Achebe fervently preached the gospel on the dimly lit streets, he sensed a palpable tension in the air, a foreboding presence that sent shivers down his spine. Ignoring the warning signs, he pressed on.


	 


	Suddenly, the tranquility of the night was shattered by the sound of shattering glass and terrified screams from a few blocks ahead. The leviathan boys were robbing, raping, killing and destroying the people and properties of Umuduru people, who proved stubborn to their demands. Their sponsorship came from their demonic superiors who manipulated them from beyond. This wasn't their first time as the people now lived in fear. 


	Achebe's heart sank as he realized that the Leviathan Boys were unleashing their reign of terror upon the unsuspecting town. With a steely resolve, he set forth to confront the perpetrators, his voice ringing out with righteous indignation.


	 


	"Stop this madness!" Achebe cried out, his words echoing through the deserted streets. "In the name of God, I command you to cease your wicked deeds!" He was just a boy full of zeal. 


	 


	But his pleas fell on deaf ears as the Leviathan Boys turned their gaze upon him, their eyes burning with malice and contempt. Without a moment's hesitation, one of them unleashed a barrage of gunfire in his direction, 


	"Taa! Taa! Taa!" The gun sounded, their bullets tearing through the evening with deadly precision.


	"Who dares challenge my operation? Show your face, you little rat!" A deep and mean voice asked, heading speedily towards Achebe. 


	 


	Miraculously, the young Achebe managed to evade the hail of bullets, his heart pounding in his chest as he darted through the labyrinthine streets, his pursuers hot on his heels. Through the marketplace he dashed, weaving through stalls and carts in a desperate bid for escape. But the Leviathan Boys were relentless, their footsteps echoing ominously behind him.


	 


	With sweat-soaked brow and heaving breath, Achebe sought refuge in the dark recesses of the container garage where marketers kept their goods, his mind racing as he contemplated his next move. Yet even in the suffocating confines of the garage, he could not escape the looming shadow of his pursuers, their sinister presence looming ever closer.


	 


	Desperation gnawed at his soul as he fled into the dense undergrowth of the surrounding forest, the thorny brambles tearing at his flesh as he plunged deeper into the darkness. Yet still, the Leviathan Boys pursued him with unyielding determination, their malevolent laughter echoing through the night like a macabre symphony of death. Achebe prayed silently they turned back reason being that it was getting dark. 


	 


	In a final, desperate bid for survival, Achebe threw himself with his Bible into the murky depths of the river; the town river which stood as a boundary between Umuduru and Azusi town, the icy waters enveloping him in their embrace as he plummeted into the unknown depths below. For a moment, he was consumed by the suffocating embrace of the river, his lungs burning for air as he struggled to break free from its watery grasp.


	 


	But as he emerged from the depths, gasping for breath and clinging to the banks of the river, he knew that his ordeal was far from over. For the Leviathan Boys still lurked in the shadows, their malevolent presence casting a dark pall over the town of Umuduru.


	 


	The moon hung low in the sky, casting a silvery glow over the tranquil waters of the river as Achebe emerged, his clothes sodden and his spirit weary, but his resolve unbroken. With each step he took along the riverbank, he could feel the weight of his mission pressing down upon him, a burden he bore with unwavering determination.


	 


	As he trudged through the darkness, his mind replayed the harrowing events of the night, each memory etched into his consciousness like scars upon his soul. The screams of the innocent, the crackle of flames consuming homes, the sinister laughter of his pursuers—all served as a haunting reminder of the evil that lurked in the hearts of men.


	 


	As dawn broke on the horizon, painting the sky with hues of orange and gold, Achebe found himself standing at the edge of the town once more, holding his Bible firmly, his gaze fixed upon the smoldering ruins that lay before him. Though the scars of the night's atrocities would linger for years to come, he refused to be consumed by despair.


	 


	As he walked through the charred remnants of some destroyed shops and wares of Umuduru people, he could feel the eyes of the townsfolk upon him, their expressions a mixture of gratitude, awe, and reverence. For in the face of adversity, Achebe had emerged as a symbol of hope and resilience, a testament to the power of faith and the indomitable spirit of humanity.


	 


	And though the memory of that fateful night would forever linger in the hearts and minds of those who had witnessed its horrors, Achebe knew that it was not the end, but rather the beginning of a new chapter in the town's history. For as long as there were those willing to stand against the forces of darkness and uphold the light of righteousness, Umuduru would endure, a testament to the power of the human spirit to overcome even the greatest of trials.


	 


	Word of Achebe's bravery spread like wildfire throughout Umuduru, igniting a spark of hope in the hearts of the townsfolk. Some young boys would gather around him, their faces drawn with weariness yet filled with newfound resolve, eager to lend their hands in whatever Achebe had resolved to do. Together, they toiled tirelessly, clearing away debris, salvaging what they could.


	 


	But amidst the chaos and destruction, whispers of dissent began to circulate among the townsfolk. Some questioned Achebe's motives, accusing him of recklessness and foolhardiness for daring to stand against the Leviathan Boys. Others feared that their efforts would be in vain, that the darkness that had descended upon Umuduru was too great to be overcome.


	 


	As the sun set on the horizon, casting a warm glow over the town of Umuduru, Achebe stood at the wooden pulpit once more at the marketplace during his Evangelism, his voice ringing out with hope and conviction. And as the townsfolk gathered around him, their faces alight with determination and resolve, they knew that no matter what trials lay ahead, they would face them together, united in their purpose to rebuild their beloved town and to reclaim the light that had been stolen from them by the leviathan forces. 


	After that event, Achebe traveled to the City for his studies only to return five years later a new man.


	 




	

	 


	Episode Two. 


	Five years later. 


	**The Beginning**


	That fateful night, around 11:30 p.m., after his one-hour devotion, he tried to sleep, but it eluded him like a shadow in the darkness. Gradually, he felt a strange, avid fire burning in his heart, a sensation so alien it sent shivers down his spine. He attempted to call for help, but his voice faltered, drowned in the thick, oppressive silence of the night.


	Struggling to rise, he felt an invisible force pulling at his very essence, tearing his spirit from his body. He fought against it with all his might, but he was overpowered, helpless against the unseen assailant. Unable to speak or make a sound, he could only watch in horror as the fire within him raged on.


	Then, as if emerging from the depths of a nightmare, he saw them—ferocious, grotesque creatures cloaked in dark clouds of malevolence. Some had human heads atop serpentine bodies with scorpion tails, while others bore no heads at all, their eyes and noses grotesquely arranged across their muscular chests. The sight froze him in terror, his very soul quaking with fear.


	Amidst them sat a figure resembling a man, yet twisted and contorted in a sinister semblance of beauty. Beside him lay a black book, its pages oozing with darkness, its presence foreboding. As the figure summoned nine of the most monstrous creatures, his heart pounded with dread, every fiber of his being screaming for escape.


	 


	"Ziki," the master called, his voice echoing with chilling authority.


	"Yes, my lord," the Python-headed beast responded, her voice a haunting melody that sent shivers down his spine.


	"Your focus shall be on those in the Orphanage homes," the master decreed, his words dripping with malice. "You must implore every possible means to achieve this task. Every force available shall stand as your subordinates. They shall provide you with all necessities. You may leave now."


	"Daemon," he called next, his voice a dark whisper that curdled the blood.


	"Yes, my Lord," the river goddess-like creature responded, her beauty belying the darkness within.


	"Your spotlight shall be on the students," he commanded, his words dripping with venom. "You shall lure them to me with your allure. Their souls are mine."


	 


	"To the third beast," he continued, his voice a sinister hiss. "Zigla!"


	"Yes, my Lord," the wolf-like creature responded, its voice a low growl that sent chills down his spine.


	"Your heart shall be on young men," he commanded, his words dripping with malice. "You must never fail because Time is not on our side."


	The decrees continued, each more horrifying than the last. Their intentions were clear—to corrupt, to manipulate, to destroy.


	The fourth beast, Lucy, a complete dog with the tail of a serpent, was tasked with corrupting the Christian gathering, defiling their pulpit and destroying their marriages.


	The fifth beast, Salmon, with the appearance of an owl but with a tail as long as that of a dog and the legs of a dinosaur, was ordered to focus on the hospital, injecting every newborn child with their blood and reprogramming their minds.


	And to the remaining four beasts, the master commanded, "Mount surveillance on the lives of these ones and make sure they are handled according to pronouncement." With a flick of his hand, they vanished into the darkness, leaving behind a palpable sense of dread.


	As the echoes of their decrees faded into the night, a voice spoke to him, its words a chilling whisper in the darkness.


	"Unto you have these been revealed," it intoned, its presence suffocating. "Teach men the way of purpose and help them find their roots in me."


	With a shudder, he awoke to find himself in the hospital bed, his body drenched in cold sweat. Confusion and fear gripped his heart as he struggled to comprehend the events that had transpired.


	 


	"We thought we lost you," his mother's voice cut through the silence, her eyes filled with relief and apprehension.


	As reality began to sink in, he realized that he had been thrust into a world of darkness and despair, where the line between good and evil blurred into oblivion. And as he gazed out of the window, he knew that his journey was far from over.


	His name is Achebe, and this is his story—a tale of horror and redemption, of light struggling against the encroaching darkness.




	

	 


	Episode Three. 


	**Elijah Pentecostal assembly**


	It was a dry season, distinct from the harmattan period. However, the people of Umuduru Town were not accustomed to religious activities due to ongoing developmental changes, which may have influenced various aspects of their lives, including their belief in God Almighty. Many voiced complaints, alleging that certain clergymen brought to Elijah Church had caused turmoil, especially among their womenfolk. Consequently, they became indifferent to anything or anyone representing the church or the worship of God.


	 


	Umuduru Town, of Igbo origin, serves as the largest hub of commercial activities within Obara Local Government. Historically, it welcomed foreigners and strangers seeking to engage in commerce or find asylum. Over time, many of these individuals integrated into the community, resulting in a populace with diverse traits, skin tones, and unconventional birth names unfamiliar to the typical Igbo person.


	 


	Despite its economic significance, Umuduru Town has been plagued by issues such as murder, corruption, crime, and witchcraft. These societal ills were believed to be perpetuated by a powerful malevolent entity known as the Leviathan Coven, which maintained a stranglehold on every aspect of the territory for many years. Consequently, the town's residents and neighbouring communities lived in fear, yearning for a saviour to emerge and challenge this oppressive force. Regrettably, such hopes were dashed, as those who attempted to confront the coven, particularly the clergy within Umuduru Town, met destruction.


	 


	This grim reality fostered a sense of disillusionment among the populace, especially concerning matters of religious worship. Many perceived it as futile to serve a deity seemingly incapable of delivering them from the clutches of wicked forces entrenched in their midst. Likewise, there was skepticism towards venerating impotent clergy members, further contributing to a prevailing sense of apathy.


	 


	Elijah Church stood as the largest in Umuduru Town. Some claimed the roof was tall, likening it to the tower of Babel in the Holy Bible. However, it was actually the tower beside the roof that garnered attention. The building's walls were repainted with expensive white latex, giving it a rejuvenated appearance, despite being constructed many decades ago. Nevertheless, some of the children serving in the ministry were unruly, and the musical instruments were already out of order. Despite these challenges, the church attracted a significant number of wealthy individuals, and the clergy assigned to minister to them benefited greatly.


	 


	The church building appeared modern and new, except for some broken ventanna glasses that trapped stains of dust, indicating the peak of the dry season. The presiding clergyman had repeatedly complained about the sanitation department's indolent approach to keeping the church premises clean and orderly, but their pleas fell on deaf ears. However, everything changed when one of their own, Achebe, returned from the city, reigniting religious fervor with his dynamic preaching.


	 


	The billboard at the entrance gate displayed a large picture of Pastor and Dr. Mrs. Ozele, with the caption: "Pastor and Dr. Mrs. Ozele." Some claimed they were the founders, while others believed they were handed over the church by the founder, although this couldn't be proven. The church, known as Elijah Pentecostal Assembly, was also dubbed "the house of prosperity." The weekly activities were outlined below the picture, with italicized words attributed to Pastor Ozele's teachings.


	 


	Achebe, a tall, lanky, black-complexioned, and handsome individual, became a figure of influence and deep spiritual knowledge in Umuduru Town. Despite not being physically ordained as a pastor, he displayed unwavering commitment to church matters, drawing admiration from Pastor Ozele and the congregation. However, his dedication to fasting and praying resulted in health issues, which some misinterpreted as zeal without knowledge. Nonetheless, Achebe continued to make a significant impact during church services, particularly in the deliverance section, where his prayers left a lasting impression on those in attendance.


	 


	On a typical Sunday morning, the church was filled to capacity, with the choir renditions setting the atmosphere for worship. Despite some members' belief that Pastor Ozele had become more time-conscious recently due to attention shifting towards Achebe, the service proceeded as scheduled, with Gideon, the choir master, leading the congregation in uplifting hymns.


	"One, two, go..." He ordered. 


	"I have a friend,


	A precious friend,


	Oh, how he loves me,


	He says his love,


	Will never end,


	Oh, how he loves me,


	 


	Chorus!


	Oh, how he loves me,


	Oh, how he loves me


	No not one, I only cry,


	Oh, how he loves me... 


	 


	As the choir's melodious voices filled the sanctuary, anticipation grew among the congregants for what promised to be another impactful service. Gideon, with his poised demeanor and commanding presence, directed the choir with precision, guiding them through each hymn with skillful finesse.


	 


	The lyrics of the songs resonated deeply with the worshippers, invoking a sense of reverence and spiritual reflection. Each word seemed to penetrate the hearts of those present, stirring emotions and igniting a fervent desire for a divine encounter.


	 


	As the last note reverberated through the air, a hushed silence descended upon the congregation, signaling the beginning of the sermon. Pastor Ozele, clad in his customary attire of flowing robes, stepped forward with an air of authority, ready to deliver a message that would captivate the hearts and minds of all who listened.


	 


	His voice, rich with passion and conviction, echoed throughout the sanctuary as he expounded upon the scriptures with clarity and insight. His words were like a soothing balm to the weary souls of his flock, offering hope and encouragement in the midst of life's trials and tribulations.


	 


	But it was Achebe, the young and charismatic preacher, who truly captured the attention of the congregation. With an aura of spiritual authority that seemed to emanate from him, he took to the pulpit with a confidence and poise beyond his years.


	His message was simple yet profound, centered around the theme of purpose discovery and destiny fulfillment. As he spoke, his words carried a weight and power that resonated deeply with all who listened, stirring something deep within their souls.


	For the people of Umuduru Town, this Sunday morning service was not just a religious ritual, but a sacred encounter with the divine. It was a moment of transformation and renewal, as they were reminded of their calling and destiny in the grand tapestry of God's plan.


	And as the service drew to a close, the congregants departed with a renewed sense of purpose and determination, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead with faith and confidence in the God who had called them to a higher purpose.


	After the service that day, a woman approached Pastor Ozele with a sense of urgency. "Man of God," she began, her voice trembling slightly, "my daughter, who just returned from school, is seriously ill. It's a strange ailment, and I've taken her to the hospital. However, the doctor demanded a deposit of N50,000 before any treatment could commence. Please, sir, I desperately need your prayers. I don't understand why this has to happen now..." Her eyes welled up with tears, but she fought to maintain composure in front of the clergyman.


	 


	Achebe, standing nearby, interjected with concern. "What did the doctor say was wrong with her?"


	"He didn't tell me anything," the woman replied, her voice filled with frustration. "He didn't offer any explanation, just insisted on the deposit before any treatment. I've come here seeking divine intervention and your prayers."


	Pastor Ozele, recognizing the gravity of the situation, took charge. "Can you guide us to the hospital?" he asked, his tone firm yet compassionate. Lightning flashed in the distance, and thunder rumbled ominously, signaling an approaching storm.


	"It's not about the rain," Achebe clarified, his voice calm but determined. "It's about the girl in the hospital. She didn't bring herself there."


	"I did bring her," the woman interjected, her voice trembling with anxiety.


	"No, you didn't," Achebe asserted, his expression grave. "This was orchestrated to appear as if you brought her. These are manipulations from higher evil powers. We must hurry before it's too late."


	With a sense of urgency, Pastor Ozele led the way as they quickly made their way to his car. They embarked on a journey to the hospital, their hearts heavy with concern for the young girl's well-being.




	

	 


	Episode Four. 


	**Penta-Dagon hospital**


	**Hospital Reception:**


	Nurse Nora, a strikingly beautiful young woman, greeted them at the reception desk with a warm smile, her pearly white teeth on full display.


	"Welcome. How may we assist you today?" she inquired politely.


	"I'm the mother of the young lady admitted here yesterday, by the name of Benty," the woman stated.


	Nurse Nora swiftly reviewed the documents to confirm her claim before directing them to the appropriate location.


	"Please, use that door," she instructed, gesturing towards the entrance to the ward. The woman, familiar with the layout, needed no further guidance.


	As they made their way towards the ward, Achebe couldn't help but notice the splashes of grey-coloured paint on the walls, reminiscent of bloodstains. Despite being mere decorations, they emitted an unpleasant odor, adding to the antiseptic smell permeating the atmosphere. Spiritually, Achebe sensed a more sinister presence, detecting the stench of decay and malevolent forces lingering within the hospital grounds. Strange beings moved about unnoticed by others, but Achebe was acutely aware of their presence.


	 


	"In the name of Jesus..." Achebe began to pray, and the others joined in, invoking divine protection and guidance. Nurse Nora, wearing a solemn expression, quietly exited the ward.


	 


	**Inside the Doctor's Office:**


	"Doc, this people are disrupting the peace of the patients. They cannot simply barge in here and disturb everyone. Some patients are even sleeping. They need to be stopped," Nora complained to Doctor Chucks.


	 


	"Is there anything wrong with their prayers? Their intention is to pray for the sick and leave. Besides, that doesn't prevent me from collecting payment from my patients," Doctor Chucks replied nonchalantly.


	 


	"What are you suggesting? Don't forget we have a patient with high blood pressure here. Allowing them to continue could jeopardize our efforts. You should know better than this," Nora said, her voice tinged with frustration as she approached the doctor, who struggled to resist her advances.


	 


	"Fine, do whatever you need to do. Let's not discuss this in my office," Doctor Chucks relented, and Nora promptly left.


	 


	**Inside the Ward:**


	"That's enough. The doctor has ordered you to stop or leave immediately. You are disturbing the patients..." Nora began to reprimand them, but Achebe interrupted her.


	 


	"What will happen if we don't leave? We came here to pray for our sick loved one. Since when did the government ban hospital visitations and prayers, or dictate to doctors..." Achebe retorted, his tone firm.


	 


	"How dare you speak to me in such a manner? What audacity do you have?" Nora's eyes narrowed, filled with malice. Pastor Ozele was taken aback by her hostility, feeling as though he were in a surreal nightmare.


	Before they could continue, Benty stood up from her bed, looking healthier than ever.


	"Unfortunately, your plans have failed. Jesus is alive, and those who believe in Him shall live. Whatever enchantments you're using on these patients, may heaven intervene..." Benty declared boldly.


	Doctor Chucks entered the room, interrupting the tense standoff.


	"Oh, you're awake already. I thought you were sick. You were diagnosed with blood cancer, which is why I couldn't inform your mother. I was afraid she wouldn't be able to handle the news. But here you are, standing healthy. What happened?" Doctor Chucks exclaimed in surprise.


	 


	"Jesus healed her" Achebe answered confidently.


	Nurse Nora stormed out of the ward, seething with anger.


	"We'll see about this," Nora muttered under her breath. Achebe paid her no mind as he continued speaking with the doctor.


	"Did you have a disagreement with my nurse?" Doctor Chucks inquired, puzzled by the tension.


	"It's nothing, just a minor issue. I believe it's resolved now," Achebe replied, brushing off the incident.


	 


	**Outside the Hospital Building:**


	"Hey, Achebe, do you happen to know that lady? Have you met her before?" Pastor Ozele asked, curious about the connection.


	"Not really, but I know she's not what she appears to be. She's among the host of principalities inflicting people with strange illnesses to fill the hospital and generate profits for the doctors. It may shock you to learn that some doctors are complicit in this scheme, even maintaining relationships with demonic entities disguised as nurses, and betraying their marital vows. These are matters that only God can address," Achebe explained solemnly.


	 


	"It was quite startling the way you confronted her," the woman remarked.


	"The important thing is that I have a testimony. The Lord Almighty delivered me from a terminal illness," Benty declared, her smile radiant with gratitude and newfound health.


	"We give all glory to God," Mr. Iddo added, reflecting on the profound spiritual experience. Though initially skeptical, he felt his faith deepening.


	They all climbed into Pastor Ozele's Pathfinder Jeep and departed from the hospital grounds, their hearts filled with gratitude and faith in the miraculous power of God.


	Episode Five. 


	Achebe knelt in prayer, aware that his life's mission required more hands. He fervently prayed for additional labourers to assist in the field.


	As the mild Tuesday afternoon sun cast its gentle rays, Achebe sought respite from the stifling heat. Indoor comfort was elusive, forcing many to seek refuge beneath trees or by makeshift swimming pools, seeking relief from the oppressive heat.


	Seeking solace, Achebe ventured into a nearby eatery, hoping to grab a snack. His attention was drawn to a rough-looking young man seated nearby, his sparse side-beard resembling burnt grass. Opposite him sat a young, beautiful lady, engaged in flamboyant conversation.


	"Please, get us more chicken, two cans of drink, and two plates of fried rice," the lady ordered, her voice commanding attention.


	"Yes, madam," a voice responded from within the eatery's confines.


	As the table filled with delicacies, the young man showed little interest in the feast before them.


	"Why aren't you eating? Shall I order more?" the lady inquired, concern etched in her voice.


	"I think I'll just have some water," he replied, his tone subdued.


	"More bottles of water, please," the lady directed, her voice tinged with authority.


	"Didn't we already have three bottles on the table?" the young man questioned, disappointment evident.


	"Don't be ridiculous. We need more," the lady dismissed his concern.


	When presented with the bill totaling N13,700, the young man's reaction was visceral, almost comical. He choked on his water, his shock palpable.


	"What's wrong, honey? Are you okay?" the lady asked, oblivious to his distress.


	"Yes, I'm fine. I just... prefer tap water," he stammered, his discomfort evident.


	Confusion ensued as the young man insisted on borehole water, much to the lady's bewilderment. His insistence led to a confrontation with the eatery manager, demanding an explanation for the exorbitant bill.


	In a surprising turn of events, Achebe intervened, offering to pay the bill. His unexpected gesture silenced the room, drawing attention to the unfolding drama.


	"Did you say you'll pay?" the young man exclaimed, disbelief colouring his voice.


	"Yes, I will," Achebe confirmed, his resolve unwavering.


	As tensions simmered, Achebe's offer of kindness stood as a beacon of goodwill amidst the chaos, leaving a lasting impression on all present.


	The manager, taken aback by Achebe's offer, hesitated for a moment before accepting. Ayo, the young man, watched in disbelief as Achebe produced his ATM card, ready to settle the bill.


	"Please, manager, deduct N500 for the water I drank. The rest is for the lady's meal," Ayo instructed, his voice calm yet firm.


	As the transaction was processed, Ayo couldn't help but feel a mix of gratitude and embarrassment. The lady, however, appeared unfazed, her demeanor shifting from annoyance to curiosity.


	"Excuse me, sir," Achebe said, addressing the manager once more, "Can I have a word with you?"


	"Certainly, young man. Let's step aside," the manager replied, gesturing towards a quieter corner of the eatery.


	Meanwhile, the lady, still visibly irritated, muttered under her breath as she gathered her belongings. Ayo, feeling a sense of obligation, followed suit, eager to learn more about the stranger who had intervened on his behalf.


	In the secluded corner, Achebe and the manager engaged in a private conversation, their voices hushed yet intense. Ayo, intrigued by their exchange, strained to overhear their words but to no avail.


	After a few minutes, Achebe rejoined Ayo at their table, his expression composed yet thoughtful.


	"What did you discuss with the manager?" Ayo inquired, curiosity piqued.


	"It's nothing of concern to you," Achebe replied cryptically, a hint of mystery in his tone.


	Unsatisfied with the response, Ayo pressed further, eager for answers.


	As they exited the eatery, the atmosphere remained charged with tension and uncertainty. Achebe's act of generosity had left an indelible mark, sparking introspection and curiosity among those involved.


	As they parted ways, Ayo couldn't shake the feeling that his encounter with Achebe was anything but coincidental. There was something about the stranger that intrigued him, something he couldn't quite put into words.


	And so, as Ayo ventured into the bustling streets, his mind abuzz with questions and possibilities, he couldn't help but wonder what other surprises life had in store.


	Few meters away from the eatery, the young lady with Achebe, hidden away from sight, just behind a fuel station, texted Ayo and said,


	"For embarrassing me publicly, I will show you that the Leviathans are not a people to mess with". She disappeared into thin air after that.


	Ayo had entered into trouble. 


	 


	**Achebe's residence **


	It was a one-bedroom self-contained apartment, suitable for a serious bachelor like Achebe. Books and Bibles of various translations were scattered here and there on the floor and the table, depicting his hard work and devotion to seeking knowledge. In the event of many visitors, finding a suitable place to sit might prove challenging due to the lack of chairs, with only two cushions available, which he and Ayo occupied when Ayo visited after being invited by Achebe when they met at the eatery. 


	Ayo had shown Achebe the text message sent to him by the unexpected evil woman he had taken for a girlfriend, and now he desperately needed help.


	"How long have you been in a relationship with that girl?" Achebe asked Ayo, who was seated opposite him with a bottle of water in his hand.


	"Well, my brother, it's a long story. My life hasn't had any meaning since I started having affairs with these ladies. I used to sing in my church when I was in secondary school. I was very committed to what I was doing. People began to see me as a star singer and as someone who should run a music ministry. Girls started flooding into my life. They would text me, call me, and tell me they would like to sing with me at the next Sunday service. I agreed, never knowing there was more to it. Not long after, some of them began to visit my house. Though I stay with my parents, I have my own room. Before I could understand what was happening, I found myself sleeping with some of these girls. Honestly..." he took a deep breath, twisted his fingers, and gave Achebe a fleeting look to gauge his reaction while supporting his chin with his fist. Ayo continued, "Honestly, I was enjoying these girls. I couldn't resist them. One common experience I had each time I had sex with these girls was that I would surely encounter them in a dream and have sex with them too, and whenever I woke up, I felt my passion for music declining. Look, brother, I know you didn't ask me all these, but the truth is that I'm tired and I need someone to talk to; someone I could trust, and someone who could tell me what is wrong with me and where I have gone wrong. In fact, the girl you saw me with was a lady I just met along the way while I was walking home. Her thighs caught my attention, and I couldn't help but approach her and sweet-talk her into the canteen where you met us. I forgot I had no money on me. The only thing that got me to her was simply to sleep with her. Nothing else. Brother, I don't know you much, but seeing your Bible and your attire speaks volumes about you. Maybe, you can be of help somehow."


	Ayo brought out his handkerchief to wipe off the beads of sweat dropping from his mustache and chin. He looked expectantly into Achebe's eyes, which were shut, and his lips making slight random movements. He waited patiently as he buried his head in between his palms.


	Finally, Achebe opened his eyes and began to speak. "The Devil came to steal, to kill, and to destroy, and our Lord Jesus Christ is the way, the truth, and the life."


	"Yes, sir," Ayo said, nodding.


	"Brother, our meeting is never a coincidence. Heaven has decided to show you mercy and give you a brand new life. Satan is never happy to see any destiny flourish. His entire job on earth is to steal destinies, kill blossoming potentials, and destroy every giant God placed in us. But Jesus died that we may have life in abundance. If you must know the way forward and the truth about your life, you need Jesus back into your life."


	"Yes, brother. I will. I just can't continue to live the way am living now. Now this evil woman will be tormenting me. I don't know how I got myself into this kind of trouble" Ayo said, almost weeping.


	"On that note, repeat these words after me: My God, My Father,"


	"My God, My Father," Ayo repeated.


	"Today I come to you... I give my life to you... Take my life and let it be yours... Give me grace to live the way you want... Restore unto me the joy of my salvation and renew the right spirit within me... From today, Lord Jesus... I make you my personal Lord and saviour... Take control over my life... In Jesus' name, Amen."


	"Amen," Ayo responded in alternate choruses.


	"I declare you protected from the activities of any evil power that would oppress you from now henceforth. I put a seal of the blood of Jesus on you and declare you free in Jesus name Amen."


	 




	

	 


	Episode Six. 


	**Ziba Orphanage home**


	Reverend Father Bede was the priest in charge of Ziba Orphanage Home, which was affiliated with St. Joseph Catholic Church in Asuzi Local Government, a neighbouring district to Obara Local Government. Being one of the largest Catholic churches with an orphanage home as extensive as the church itself, stories circulated about the numerous babies adopted by childless couples over the years, many of whom went on to achieve remarkable success in various fields, including academics, business, entertainment, and government.


	Over the past decades, ongoing challenges were notably associated with the babies, especially the boys. It was believed that those who worked in orphanages possessed a special calling from God Almighty, which granted them an intricate understanding of babies. Analogously, a nun working in an orphanage could be likened to those handling deceased bodies in the morgue. The noise, chatter, kicking, fighting, and other bustling activities in orphanages were not dissimilar to the activities surrounding lifeless bodies in the morgue. The same courage required to function in orphanages was almost equivalent to that needed for those attending to the deceased. Many nurses and reverend sisters who couldn't tolerate the chaos of caring for babies had to request transfers. To retain the remaining few, their monthly salaries were automatically doubled. Eventually, the salary ceased to matter; what truly counted were the innate qualities required to care for the young. Those lacking such passion had to sign for transfer, regardless of the salary increase. One could say Reverend Bede remained at Ziba not as a baby caretaker but as a church priest managing the affairs of the orphanage.


	Nurse Belinda was a petite lady with a robust physique and well-rounded hips. Her buttocks appeared as if they might detach from her body as she walked. With her light skin, flowing brown hair, oblong face that revealed dimples when she smiled, and dazzling white teeth that illuminated her natural red lips even in the dark, she possessed an impressive figure that captivated Reverend Bede. Her inherent passion for caring for parentless babies gave her an advantage over other workers who cared only as much as their temperaments allowed.


	 


	At Ziba, every newly arrived baby had to be baptized and given a name, which could be changed by subsequent adoptive parents if desired.


	That evening, dinner was served. Babies needing milk and porridge were attended to, while those capable of sitting at the dining table were seated. Reverend Sister Judith presided over the dinner, opening the floor after the grace was said.


	Chuby, the oldest child at Ziba at six years old, was a source of trouble for his fellow babies. Countless homes that had adopted him had promptly returned him, citing his challenging behavior as the reason.


	One such victim of this unfortunate circumstance was Mrs. Idara. Married for eleven years without children, she turned to adoption as a solution. After visiting Ziba and being persuaded by the distressed and frustrated nurses and nuns, she took Chuby home. Despite his young age, Chuby had a knack for contaminating freshly prepared dishes by dipping his fingers into them, leading to spoilage by the following day. Additionally, fish and meat would mysteriously disappear from the stew pot shortly after being prepared. 


	Mrs. Idara's nightmare escalated with each passing day. Her husband, who was always preoccupied with office work, only exacerbated the situation by consistently blaming her, disregarding Chuby's capabilities.


	 


	One morning, Idara discovered that the buttons of the television remote had been chewed off, and the television screen lay face down on the bare floor, shattered into thin shards of glass. Words bubbled in her mouth, refusing to be spoken aloud. Standing with arms akimbo, she gazed around in complete bewilderment and utter dismay.


	 


	"What is happening here?" she finally whispered, though her intention had been to scream, she lacked the strength.


	 


	"Chuby!" she called out, but he was nowhere to be found at home, not just that day, but for an additional two days without a trace. After an extensive search, he was eventually located, and without a moment's hesitation, Idara, without informing her husband, returned him to Ziba Orphanage Home. Despite being surrounded by his peers, Chuby persisted in his mischievous behavior, causing even more trouble.


	 


	On one such day, during mealtime, forks and knives were given to those capable of using them, while spoons were provided for those still learning. Kamsi sat adjacent to Chuby, who would use his fork to sneak bites of fried plantain from her plate. She cried out, drawing the attention of others who couldn't help but laugh at the situation. Chuby was notorious for his antics. Nurse Belinda rushed in upon hearing the commotion.


	 


	**Engineer Mike's House**


	"Honey, I suggest we bring Chuby back," Idara suggested to her husband, Mike, as they sat in the well-furnished living room.


	All children are the same. We can always correct his mistakes," she implored, drawing closer to Mike, who paid her no attention, engrossed in his newspaper.


	"I understand how difficult this is for you, dear, but you must understand my reasons. The boy upset me," she paused, taking a deep breath and staring blankly at her husband's face. "I shouldn't have sent him back without informing you." At this point, Mike could no longer maintain the pretense. He reached for his cell phone on the glass centre table, stood up, and stormed out, slamming the door behind him. Idara knew such behavior was typical of Mike. Had he spoken, neighbours would have intervened to prevent a fight.


	 


	Mike was not particularly handsome; he was tall with a bald head, bulging eyes, a squashed nose, and large lips, giving him a displeasing appearance that frightened children and left strangers wondering. It was no longer a matter of how a beauty like Idara had married such a "deity" of a husband, but rather why. 


	 


	Despite his unattractive appearance, Mike was immensely wealthy. As the only son of his parents who owned a multimillion-dollar company and various industries, he had the opportunity to enjoy the fruits of their labour. After numerous dalliances with women of questionable character, he settled down with the innocent Idara at the age of 37.


	 


	"Oh God! What is wrong with my husband? Is he impotent? No, on several occasions I felt his touch. He was man enough," she pondered silently, rising from her seat and following Mike into the bedroom.


	 


	**Achebe's Home**


	If you had known Ayo before and saw him at Achebe's home that day, you wouldn't believe your eyes. The once unkempt Ayo now appeared more handsome than one could imagine. His ragged sideburns and goatee were neatly trimmed. Achebe had provided him with new clothes, though he already had some, they were not of a gentleman's caliber. The most remarkable change was his new Bible, which he held firmly under his right arm as he walked with Achebe.


	 


	"You must never forget your quiet time every morning, or at any convenient time. It's advisable to try to do it in the morning hours. Maintain it. Don't get tired, otherwise, you'll find yourself reverting to your old ways. Your numerous girlfriends will surely try to lure you back, but you must stand firm in the Lord. Always remember that you were bought with a price, and therefore, you are not your own. Understand?" Achebe advised.


	"Yes, sir," Ayo responded.


	Suddenly, just a few meters ahead of them, it happened. A speeding bike struck an unsuspecting young man crossing the lane. The panicked rider, unable to bear the sight of the profuse bleeding, fled the scene. Street urchins and villagers gathered after a few minutes as the commotion spread. Ayo and Achebe hurried to the scene to investigate, only to discover that the victim was Kennedy, Ayo's best friend.


	"Jesus! This is Kennedy, my friend!" Ayo exclaimed, his hands lifted in shock.


	 




	

	 


	Episode Seven. 


	**Ziba Orphanage home**


	It was lights-out. The snoring of some of the children mixed with perceivable pungent odors and some chunky-cranky noises emanating from the storeroom, supposed unwashed water closet, and the large hall made the night even more dreadful. As for the noise, if it were a warehouse, one could say a Belgium rat was busy. However, the storeroom was always kept neatly, preventing such creatures from gaining entry. The light outside was dim when viewed from within the storeroom.


	Reverend Sister Judith, who resided in the adjacent building, couldn't bear the commotion any longer. She tiptoed from her room, entered the babies' lodge, and made her way to the storeroom. She gradually turned the doorknob, which creaked in response. She felt disappointed and somewhat terrified.


	"Kpakarara!" That was another sound that came from behind. She quickly turned but saw nothing. She was now very much alert. The darkness seemed to have become much denser, and she could sense evil all around her. Her eyeballs dilated, and her body shook with fear. The world seemed deaf to her cries as no one in the room stirred from their slumber despite the incessant noise.


	"Meow!" That was a cat's cry from the ceiling directly opposite her. She staggered backward and fell, fear gripping her tightly. She regretted ever coming out to face such horror in the middle of the night. She remembered the last time witchcraft activities were reported in Ziba. The turmoil clouding her mind wasn't ready to release any productive thoughts. She succumbed to her fears, closed her eyes, and wished she were only dreaming.


	"God, save my life this night. Holy Mary, I beseech you to intervene now," she prayed silently. Although she wanted to shout to awaken other staff members, she felt as though the demon was right beside her. She held her mouth with her palms.


	"Pam! Pam! Pam! Pam!" Those were footsteps closing in behind her. She opened her eyes, feeling relieved that someone had come to her rescue. With renewed confidence, she kissed her Holy Chaplet, made the sign of the cross, and prepared to leave. However, she found herself face to face with an imaginary figure.


	"Did you see anything?" she asked the creature before her, hoping for answers.


	"Yes," a crude voice responded.


	Drawing closer, she asked, not certain who she was speaking to, "Who?"


	"You," the voice responded again, sending shivers down her spine. A little more fear crept in as the being moved closer in the darkness. Reverend Judith had never seen such a grotesque and disgusting creature before. She felt her head swelling with a thunderous bang, her eyes darker than the darkness itself. Her trembling feet could no longer support her weight, and she collapsed helplessly on the ground. She had encountered a demon.


	 


	**The Church Parsonage**


	He found himself swimming in a deep, dark sea. Strangely, he was wearing his suit, and his black shoes were on. He struggled in the water, feeling lost without a functioning compass. Exhausted, he began to drown, but suddenly, a huge sea creature approached him. He tried to scream, but salty water filled his mouth, causing him to sink deeper into despair. Just when he thought all hope was lost, the creature grabbed him and swam to the shore.


	As he lay on the sandy beach, he opened his eyes to find his wife, Sandra, standing before him, almost tapping him awake from his slumber. He rubbed his eyes, trying to shake off the remnants of his dream.


	"So it was all a dream?" Pastor Ozele asked Sandra, his wife, who stood before him, eager for an explanation.


	"You had a dream. What was it about?" Sandra inquired, moving closer to her husband on the bed.


	"It's quite a long story, but I'll tell you later," he replied, reluctant to relive the terror.


	"Please, tell me now. I'm curious because I've never seen you so frightened before," she pleaded, and he obliged.


	He rose from the bed and went to his altar, a round plastic table in the corner of the room, adorned with a large Bible, a rechargeable lantern, a notebook, and a pen. Kneeling before the table, he prayed silently, seeking divine guidance.


	Afterward, he sat down, opened his Bible, and began to prepare a sermon. Tomorrow would be Sunday service, and he needed to be ready.


	**Penta-Dagon Hospital** 


	Kennedy lay in a coma, bandages wound around his head stained with blood, oxygen mask covering his mouth and nose to aid his breathing. Achebe and Ayo spent the night at the hospital, fervently praying for his recovery. In the morning, they sat beside Kennedy's bed, hoping for signs of consciousness, but the doctor had already warned that it would be several days before he fully regained consciousness due to the severity of his head injury.


	"The Devil is a liar. We must pray earnestly for our brother's instant healing," Achebe declared, and Ayo nodded in agreement.


	"Do you know his parents?" Achebe inquired.


	"Yes, but I'm not sure if they'll be home now. They're usually busy with their business," Ayo replied.


	"At least inform his siblings of his whereabouts. Please hurry and do so while I keep watch over him," Achebe instructed.


	As Ayo left, Achebe sat exhausted on the bed, opening his Bible to seek solace and guidance.


	 


	**Kennedy's Home**


	Ayo found Kennedy's home, the wooden door already ajar, with no visible curtains. He greeted Joy, Kennedy's aunt, who seemed preoccupied with her needlework.
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