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PROLOGUE
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There have been numerous sightings of curious and bizarre phenomena worldwide that have fascinated human understanding throughout the centuries up to the present, such as humans walking the streets or hallways with others, then suddenly vanishing into thin air right before the eyes of intrigued witnesses; vehicles crossing roads and disappearing instead of continuing their usual motion like other vehicles.

Ghost sightings, weird things happening in certain houses claimed to be haunted; doors and windows opening without any human touch, items lifting themselves off tables and other places.

Even coming face to face with some of these entities physically and in our dreams, with absurd human sculptures of all sorts. Who and what is responsible for these occurrences, which seem to be revealing themselves to humanity more and more by the day, provoking us to know of their existence, and why must we know of these beings? What is their business with us, normal human beings, that we must know?

And is there any connection, or any reason, why whenever the name of Yeshuah (Jesus Christ) is mentioned to their hearing, they quaver and then vanish with alacrity? Who are they and where do they come from? 

Recently, bizarre sightings were recorded: millions of miles away from Earth, on Mars, where structures similar to the pyramids of Egypt were supposed to be seen. Many movements of mechanical structures were seen on the moon, really; with the speed of light, going where and coming from where? 

What beast and human-like beings are located within the Ice-caked land of Antarctica that attracts some world leaders to pay anything to own a piece of that space? 

The above observation led Kofi into a deep dream, in which he saw himself on the moon, with a pregnant woman in labour, who was transplanted from the moon to the earthly desert.

Kofi woke up from the dream to his presence, alone on the bed, conjecturing. He sat up.

“Was I on the moon a while ago...and back? Yes, I was on the moon...but in my dream...the moon?” 

He got up; the frog leapt to the window to see the busy human and vehicular traffic plying the streets of the Bronx in New York City.
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Chapter 1
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A deep voice filled the atmosphere, without a source, with a message that pierced the very soul of every human and non-human on earth alive:    

“Read the scriptures...Yes, read Revelation 12 vs. 12: ‘...woe for the earth and the sea, for the devil, have been cast down to the earth, having great anger, knowing he has a short time...’"

The deep voice echoed across a quiet, beautiful, exotic beach with a few beach-goers, mostly women in their exotic swimming wares of all kinds, exposing thus exhibiting their bare bodies, in the name of feminism, enjoying the sea waves excitedly, whilst others relaxed at the front of the beach (shore), enjoying drinks and hot dogs among other small chops.

Suddenly, a strange-looking aircraft zoomed across the sky and descended toward the sea horizon, catching everyone's attention in a split second as it plunged into the sea without a trace.

The beach-goers, both those relaxing in the sand and swimming, look on in shock.

Some pointed towards the spot, wondering if others had also seen what they had just witnessed.

Amongst them was Jeff, a young, well-built, mixed-race (half-caste) male of about thirty-five, sitting in his lazy beach chair, asleep and snoring, oblivious to what was happening around him.

Some of those swimming hastily stepped out of the sea, still wondering if they had seen right. Most of them are in fear of what may happen next. Others were also wondering if the strange, mechanically functional aircraft with an unusual shape would reappear on the beach.

However, the strange-looking aircraft continued its strange mission, under the sea, at the speed of light through a waterless concrete tunnel, and then stopped abruptly.

The base of the craft opened, and a creepy-looking human-dragon hybrid named Mystic-Russia stepped out, looked around for a moment, and then beckoned in the direction he had stepped out from, as if asking someone to come down.

A handsome mixed-race (half-caste) male in his fifties, with red hair and a red beard, bloody eyes, stepped out. The two walk the long, creepy, waterless concrete tunnel, like a human and his animal pet, without saying a word to each other. 

They walk toward one of many chambers connected to the tunnel for diving functions. One such chamber is vast and equipped with a wide range of medical laboratory tools and devices. Vaccinations are being administered to tens of white folks in one way or another, by some bizarre-looking aliens of all kinds. 

The handsome mixed-race (half-caste) male and Mystic-Russia walk in, they inspect the ongoing

activities for a while and turn toward another group at the rear of the vast chamber. Here, the same alien-looking creatures, with tattooing devices, are busily tattooing all kinds of images on the bodies of humans of all ages. Among these humans is Jeff, the young, well-built white man.

Jeff turns in time to notice the handsome mixed-race (half-caste) male and then makes eye contact with Mystic-Russia, who winks at him in acknowledgement. Jeff pulls a face, wondering how and why a human could be walking with such a beast.

Mystic-Russia smiles mischievously at Jeff, whose questioning stare follows the strange pair as they walk across the vast chamber. 

The tattoo on Jeff‘s right hand, by one of the Aliens, is the exact image of Mystic-Russia, the red dragon.

The handsome, mixed-race (half-caste) male walks into another huge chamber, full of hundreds of black folks lying on wheel stretchers. Some are sitting in wheelchairs and looking very disillusioned and traumatised, as all kinds of blood-draining apparatus are fixed on each of them, draining blood from them, whilst some of the aliens carry lifeless bodies out of the chamber.

The handsome, mixed-race (half-caste) male turns to follow the transparent tube, through which the blood is drained into a huge glass-like storage tank; he looks on with indifference.

Mystic-Russia walks in with Bob, a white male, of about forty years, who takes a glance of admiration at the handsome mixed-race (half-caste) male, turns to the lifeless black bodies being carried out.

Mystic-Russia whispers something into his ears, and he turns briefly to look towards Bob.

The handsome, mixed-race male then paces towards the huge glass blood storage tank with a subtle smile. After a moment, the three walk out, towards another chamber, more like a steaming hall, where hundreds of dead black bodies at various stages of decomposition have been hipped on each other, harvesting some body fluid, coming of the bodies, into another huge collecting glass pot of a sort, as the aliens bring in more bodies to dump on. The three men walk past the entrance into another chamber, a bigger one, full of jubilant aliens of all kinds, sizes, and heights, waiting in anticipation, whilst Bob and Mystic-Russia walk onto a podium. Mystic-Russia raises his right hand, bringing the aliens into total silence. Then, with a

loud voice, he yells out:

“The master is with us today...”

The aliens shout in high jubilation, and then the handsome mixed-race (half-caste) male, described

as the Master, walks in, prompting louder shouts and jubilation. He raises his right hand! His tread makes a symbol; two horns emerge on his forehead. This is to authenticate his being as Lucifer. Thus, prompting a switch from excitement to total silence, he began to declare.

“The signs are everywhere that the Messiah has never been given birth to, nor would he come...so while we wait for a hopeless promise, let’s equip ourselves with enough human blood to sustain your kind, here on earth...”

There are more shouts of jubilation. 

“Since the days of Enoch, we confuse and trickily twist the Hebrew, especially the twelve tribes, while we give wisdom, the technology of all kinds, to those we, begotten...we are their source of power and money...so we can do with them what we want, at any given time. They will be the tools we will use to get to those who were the reason we were cast out of our rightful heavenly places. It is they who created enmity among us, and we shall hate and destroy them with passion and at will, notwithstanding anything.”

The jubilation becomes even louder.

Meanwhile, another large number of astonished and traumatised humans, blacks, and whites of all ages are being led through the concrete tunnel by aliens who hear the jubilant cheers and respond in their way, by pushing their devastated victims with triumphant enthusiasm.

At a point, the blacks are separated from the whites and directed toward a different entrance with a huge gate, where another group of hundreds of equally traumatised-looking blacks, of all ages, in deplorable conditions, are already in place. 

A child who holds tight to his mother`s waist, shouting out and crying, as he stares at various disillusioned faces.

“Mum...I want to go home...”

The child‘s mother stares at her child and drops to her knees. The child tries to dry the tears from her mother‘s face as she continues to plead.

“Let‘s go home, Mum....”

The disenchanted mother stared at her child without a word as the jubilant shouting aliens echoed through their captive hall, prompting tears to fall from her eyes.

The aliens continue their jubilation as Lucifer excites them.

“Now let us prepare for the final annihilation of the human race before we are destroyed; that is,

if it would ever happen...as we develop a technology that can kill humans on a large scale by the

push of a button...”

Mystic-Russia laughs out loud; his laughter echoes throughout the underwater base, hidden from human knowledge and sight, undersea-concrete-tunnels and chambers. There is more jubilation among the aliens as Lucifer beckons to them to listen.

“...don‘t waste time on those who know the truth, for they are but a few...it is easier to adopt those who don‘t know what they are worshipping... (Laughs) Yes, the mass, they worship and bow to my image, in diverse forms and shapes, which appears to them in different systems, as their light and redeemer...even in their dreams, which they accept as visions from the light, while the truth lies right beneath their noses!”

Lucifer waves to the aliens and briskly walks out, followed by Bob, who turns to face the crowd of aliens briefly, with a victory sign, before walking out, and then the Mystic-Russia faces the crowd and, on his victory, signs with authority, “We are part of this universe and shall remain so...”

The jubilation continues as Mystic-Russia walks out. 
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Chapter 2
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Twelve aliens sat around a long table, working on various miniature designs of laptops, smartphones, wristwatches, sunshades, and propeller jet engines designed to lift any human into the skies, when a door opened and Lucifer, without his horns, Mystic-Russia, and Bob entered. 

All twelve aliens stand up and bow in unison to Lucifer. Lucifer, who appears to admire and enjoy the adoration, stares on for a moment and turns to Mystic-Russia.

“What is new?”

At this point, all the aliens turn to look at Mystic-Russia; when a dark shadow appears on the surface of the wall and gradually transforms into the image of Kofi, aka `The Black Shadow`. A Black African, of about forty-five years of age, staring, all those present, including Lucifer, are oblivious to Kofi’s shadow on the wall.

“We know the huge technological progress you have made in your effort to impact humans and make them overly dependent on us, thus leading to their eventual destruction...But it must be as the master directs, programming for now; one at a time! The first is what we will call `Smartphone! ` It will be introduced soon to humanity...and they will be more addicted to it than any drug on earth...” 

The captain of the 12 alien hands over a sample product of the smartphone, a blueprint, and a pen drive to Mystic-Russia, who takes a curious look at it, smiles, and hands the smartphone to Lucifer. 

“This new product is a game-changer! The new software would be introduced later, which, when it is installed on any smartphone or computer-based hardware, with the control from a central point, can become a time bomb anywhere on earth...” 

“Of course; from my base...the centre of the world!” Lucifer emphasised, with a subtle smile.

“Yes, Lord Lucifer... it would work on any computer device that downloads the masked software...”

Cynically, they all laugh in appreciation of a job well done.

“They will not know what it is that hit them so hard...” Bob whispered, prompting a frown on Lucifer`s face, and handed the smartphone to him.

Mystic-Russia keeps the pen drive as he addresses Bob directly.

“Bob, you are doing well among humans! Great job! For now, go out there and introduce this irresistible product! The `smartphone`!

Bob takes a curious look at the smartphone before the rest of the instructions follow with emphasis: 

“The destructive software shall follow later...”   

Mystic-Russia turns to the rest and addresses them: 

“The master has brought you enough humans, and their blood should last you another three months...”

“Continue with your good work! Sooner or later, you will qualify to join humanity on earth, just like Bob here. Sooner than later!” Lucifer interjected.

In an Adolf Hitler style, they all raise their hands to salute Lucifer as a sign of appreciation as he walks out. Mystic-Russia and Bob immediately walk out in the same direction as Lucifer.

***
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The alien, tattooing Jeff, had just finished working on him; he got up from the operating chair to inspect the tattoo, noticed the red dragon, and looked up abruptly as if something just crossed his mind. Just then, from the corner of his eye, he notices a human shadow appearing and gradually revealing, its fullness on the wall. 

It is the shadow of Kofi, with eyes staring at Jeff.  

Jeff turned around and looked curiously at the others, wondering if they had also witnessed the phenomenon. However, it appears none of them is aware of it. He looks back at the shadow and points toward it, confused. He tried to talk to it, but the words couldn`t be heard, neither by him nor by the others. 

***
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Jeff, who was, in reality, sleeping and snoring in the lazy chair, along the beach, hysterically screams out! 

Beach-goers curiously turned towards him, staring, wondering what had gone wrong. Jeff scarily looks around, trying to make sense of his current surroundings. His thoughts seem to be incoherent, as he exclaims, “Oh gosh..., what was that? My God...! It was a dream...! A dream? Daydreaming?”

Jeff gets to his feet suddenly, still confused, and rushes toward the sea, as if possessed by some spirit; however, he stops abruptly.  

“Are you okay?” a voice asked him. He turned to see a young woman staring back at him.

Jeff looks sternly at the young woman for a moment but then ignores her; standing still for a long

while, he stares at the sea as if searching, looking for something. Then, he turns back towards the baffled crowd, who are gesturing desperately at him to get off the seawater. Still confused, Jeff remembers something and looks at his right hand, up his shoulder, where he had been tattooed by the alien; in what now appears to him as a nightmare, he is traumatised by the absence of any clear or visible tattoo on his arm, prompting a sigh.

“Oh...What a creepy world!”

“That shadow...! That face on the wall...the tattoos... !”

He walks back hurriedly to his lazy chair, picks up his items on the ground, near the chair, and walks away from the beach, as confused as all the other beachgoers looking on in shock.

Jeff walked down the street; still, in a kind of trance, as he hops across the street towards the main entrance of a saloon, which turns out to be a tattoo saloon. He hesitates for a moment, debating with his inner self, before being drawn in by what appears to be an external force, obviously against his will. 

The salon set up is a large hall, hosting a reception and studio, in the foreground.

Jeff walked toward the receptionist, who was tattooed with all kinds of images from head to toe; indeed, her total skin surface. The receptionist breaks into a broad smile to welcome Jeff.

The smile slowly fades as Jeff turns his attention toward the studio’s main salon, where there are three men, already on operating tables, currently being tattooed with different images.

The
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