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Prologue
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The moon sat low in the azure sky, its once serene glow now tainted by a sinister red hue. In the heart of the West African village of Zangbeto, shadows danced around a flickering bonfire, casting grotesque shapes upon the ancient trees that stood like silent sentinels. The air was thick with the acrid scent of burning herbs and the rhythmic thumping of drums echoed through the night, creating a feeling of dread.

In the center of the village, surrounded by an assembly of fearful yet entranced villagers, stood the grand priestess. Her eyes, as dark as the abyss, appeared to penetrate the soul of anyone who dared to meet her gaze. Clad in a robe made of woven reeds and animal bones, she raised her arms to the heavens, chanting incantations in a guttural dialect passed down through generations.

“O ba ọ̀run, ẹ̀mí aláwàdá,” she intoned, her voice resonating with a power that seemed to vibrate through the earth itself. “Àáh, a máa pè yin lọ́jọ́ tó máa di owújẹ̀, tí ó máa jẹ́ra nígbà tí àwòrán kì í ṣàfihàn.”

The villagers responded in unison, their voices a haunting chorus that carried the weight of ancient secrets. Among them, a young girl named Adisa trembled, her wide eyes reflecting the fire’s glow. She clutched a wooden effigy close to her chest, a token passed to her by her late grandmother, who had whispered tales of the Blood Moon and its malevolent power.

As the chanting grew louder, the sky darkened further, and a gust of wind swept through the clearing, extinguishing the fire in an instant. An oppressive silence fell over the crowd, broken only by the distant howl of a wild animal. The priestess's eyes gleamed with an unholy light as she continued her invocation.

“Ẹ̀mí àìsàn àti ikú, mo pè yín láti inú òkúta àti ojú omi, láti inú ayé tó lọ́kọ́,” she cried, her voice rising to a fever pitch. “Ẹ wá, kí ẹ kó ire àti ọdún mi jáde!”

Suddenly, the ground beneath the priestess began to crack, and a sulfurous stench filled the air. From the fissures, a thick, black mist oozed out, swirling and coalescing into ominous shapes. The villagers gasped, some falling to their knees in terror. The mist took form, manifesting as ghostly apparitions with hollow eyes and gaping mouths that seemed to whisper unspeakable horrors.

Adisa's grip tightened on the effigy, her heart pounding in her chest. She had heard the stories, but witnessing the ritual unfold before her was a different kind of terror. Her grandmother had always warned her about the Blood Moon, how it was a time when the barriers between the living and the dead were at their weakest, and how the spirits of the damned could be summoned to wreak havoc.

“Àdísà, mọ́ jíròrò,” the priestess's voice sliced through the fog of fear. “Wá síwájú, ọmọbìnrin.”

Adisa's legs moved of their own accord, carrying her forward until she stood before the priestess. The elder woman’s eyes bore into hers, and for a moment, Adisa felt as though her soul was being stripped bare.

“Ẹ̀mí àìṣedé, jẹ́ kí ó rọ̀rùn,” the priestess whispered, placing a cold, bony hand on Adisa’s forehead. “Ṣùgbọ́n ọ̀pọ̀lọpọ̀ ẹ̀mí náà yóò túù sí i, tí ó máa ṣẹ̀sẹ̀ nígbà tí a máa fi owújẹ̀.”

With a final, blood-curdling cry, the priestess plunged a ceremonial dagger into the ground. The earth shook violently, and the spirits surged forward, their ethereal forms enveloping Adisa in a suffocating embrace. She screamed, a piercing sound that echoed into the night, as the spirits' whispers became deafening, each one a fragment of a lost soul’s agony.

The Blood Moon cast its baleful light over Zangbeto, illuminating the village in an otherworldly glow. The ritual was complete, and the spirits had been summoned. What horrors they would bring remained to be seen, but one thing was certain – the ancient voodoo practices of Zangbeto had awakened something dark and insatiable.
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1 Forbidden The Ritual
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In the days of old, before the missionaries arrived and the colonizers carved up the land, Zangbeto was a village hidden from the prying eyes of outsiders. Nestled deep within a dense forest, the village was protected by spirits known as Egungun, guardians of the dead who ensured that the souls of ancestors remained undisturbed. These spirits were revered and feared, for their protection came with a price – they demanded strict adherence to the old ways and respect for the sacred rituals that bound the village to the spirit world.

Among these rituals, none was more feared than the Blood Moon ceremony. It was said that when the moon bled red, the veil between the worlds of the living and the dead was at its thinnest. On this night, the spirits could cross over, and the living could commune with them. But the ritual was not merely a chance to speak with ancestors; it was a night when dark forces could be summoned, and the price for such power was steep.

The Blood Moon ritual began at dusk. The villagers gathered in a clearing at the center of Zangbeto, surrounding a towering altar made of ancient stones, each one etched with cryptic symbols. The air hummed with tension as the villagers prepared for the night’s events. Elders whispered prayers, mothers clutched their children tightly, and the youth exchanged nervous glances.

Adisa’s grandmother, Yemoja, had often spoken of the ritual’s origins. “Ọmọ mi, the Blood Moon is a time of great power and great danger,” she would say, her voice low and grave. “Our ancestors discovered the secret of summoning the spirits, but they also learned that such power comes with a terrible cost. Each time we call upon the spirits, we must offer a sacrifice – a life for a life, blood for blood.”

[image: _fc6c133c-9f80-436d-b5ee-fb0328859800.jpeg]Yemoja’s words echoed in Adisa’s mind as she stood before the priestess, the weight of her wooden effigy heavy in her hands. The effigy was carved in the likeness of Eshu, the trickster god, and it was said to hold protective magic. Yet in this moment, with the spirits closing in, Adisa felt anything but protected.
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The grand priestess, known to all as Mama Efun, was a woman of formidable presence. Her hair, white as the snows atop distant mountains, framed a face marked by deep lines and tattoos that told the story of her life and the countless rituals she had performed. Mama Efun was the link between Zangbeto and the spirit world, a role she had inherited from her mother and her mother before her. Tonight, under the Blood Moon, she would perform the most dangerous of all ceremonies.

As the villagers chanted, Mama Efun began to dance around the altar, her movements slow and deliberate. She called upon the spirits with each step, her voice rising and falling in a haunting melody. “Ẹni ọ̀run, wá sí mi,” she sang, her voice echoing through the forest. “Ẹni inú ilẹ̀, jáde sí ayé.”

The ground trembled, and the air grew colder. Mama Efun’s eyes glowed with an eerie light as she continued her dance, her arms weaving intricate patterns in the air. The villagers watched in awe and fear, knowing that the fate of their village rested on her shoulders.

As the ritual reached its climax, Mama Efun stopped before Adisa, her gaze piercing. “Àdísà,” she said, her voice a whisper that seemed to echo from the depths of the earth. “You have been chosen. The spirits have spoken. You must be the vessel.”

[image: _bcfc7e0a-d13f-4181-b994-4925d605fc96.jpeg]

Adisa’s heart pounded in her chest. She had always known that her family was close to the spirits, but she had never imagined that she would be chosen for such a role. She looked up at Mama Efun, fear and determination warring in her eyes. “What must I do?” she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

Mama Efun placed a hand on Adisa’s shoulder, her grip firm and comforting. “You must open your heart to the spirits,” she said. “Let them in. Do not resist, for resistance will only bring pain. Trust in the power of the old ways, and the spirits will guide you.”

Adisa nodded, her mind racing. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, willing herself to relax. As she did, she felt a strange warmth envelop her, followed by a cold chill that seemed to seep into her very bones. The spirits were close, and she could feel their presence all around her.
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The moment stretched into eternity as Adisa stood before the altar, her heart pounding in her chest. The villagers’ chants grew louder, their voices merging into a cacophony that seemed to come from all directions. The black mist that had risen from the ground swirled around Adisa, its tendrils reaching out to touch her skin, sending shivers down her spine.

Mama Efun’s voice cut through the noise, clear and commanding. “Ẹ̀mí ọ̀run, gba ọmọbìnrin yi. Ẹ̀mí inú ilẹ̀, wọ inú rẹ̀,” she chanted, her arms raised high. “Ẹ jẹ́ kó di ẹni tí yóò ṣàkọ́so.”

Adisa felt a sudden pressure in her chest, as if a great weight had been placed upon her. She gasped, struggling to breathe as the mist closed in, its tendrils wrapping around her like a vise. 

Her vision blurred, and she felt herself being pulled in all directions at once, her mind filled with whispers and shadows.

The world around her seemed to fade away, replaced by a dark void. In the depths of this void, she saw faces – twisted, anguished faces that stared at her with hollow eyes. They whispered her name, their voices a chorus of pain and despair.

“Àdísà,” they moaned. “Àdísà, wá sí mi. Wá sí ayé àwọn ẹ̀mí.”

She tried to speak, but no sound came out. The faces grew closer, their whispers louder, until they filled her mind completely. She felt herself slipping away
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