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Chapter 1
Omotara George
Channels of my Spirit, open up
I am with the Father, open up
No boundaries, no limits, open up
Let deep call unto deep, open up
Tears stream down my face as the congregation sings.
Few minutes into the worship, I can feel the presence of
God strongly in the hall. My eyes rest on four ladies on
the floor, speaking in tongues. A guy is on his knees,
crying unashamedly.
This is what I love. Using my voice to draw people into
God's presence. Using my voice to bring sinners into
God's kingdom.
"There is a lady whose father is down with a stroke. The
Lord asks me to inform you that He has healed him," I
smile in tears as I speak.
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"A guy is here. You've been struggling with sexual
addiction. God says you are free. You're no longer a slave
to that addiction. "
I see a guy raise his hands in acknowledgment.
"Thank you, Jesus," I say under my breath.
Apart from the gift of singing, I have the gift of prophecy.
It manifests each time I sing.
Thirty minutes later, Pastor Fred, my parish pastor, takes
over the microphone from me.
"Can we give the Lord a clap offering?"
The hall rings in applause.
"I believe we were blessed by tonight's ministration. You
were blessed, let me see your hands up."
Everyone in the hall raises his hands.
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A smile spreads on Pastor Fred's face. "Glory be to God."
He turns to me where I sat at the choir stand. "Thank you
for that beautiful ministration, sis Omotara. God bless
you. You'll continually be relevant in God's kingdom in
Jesus' name."
I mouth an amen. I stare down at my hands as the pastor
sings my praise to the congregation. How I am only
twenty-one years old and I have dedicated my life and my
talents for God's kingdom. How I am a shining example
to other young people in the church. How he is proud of
me and is sure heaven is prouder. How I don't defile
myself with guys like the way girls of my age do.
I can’t look up because if I do, I will see him. I will see
that sneer on his face.
***
Joel Adeoye
It is my first time attending Grace Assembly. I am new in
Ile-Ife, Osun State. If not for the compulsory NYSC
programme, it has never crossed my mind for once that I
6

will leave Lagos for a small town like this. Scratch that.
Save for the prestigious university here, this place is a
village.
After spending two Sundays in my house, I know I have
to find a place to worship. And my new friend, who's also
a corps member, introduced me to the church.
I wipe the corners of my eyes with my white
handkerchief. I have never experienced this before. The
worship leader is not from this world. I mean, how can
you lead a normal worship song and everyone is slain
under the power of God? And the prophetic words too.
She talks as if she sees God face to face.
God, I feel challenged right now. I want to dig deeper into
you. I want to be used mightily like this beautiful lady.
Enough of being a mediocre Christian, I scream in my
heart.
Thirty minutes later, a middle-aged man, whom I assume
is the pastor, takes over. I feel disappointed because I
want her to continue. It's been a long time since I had this
experience.
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As we sit, my eyes stray to her. She will be a happy lady.
I'm sure her parents, if they're here in this building, will
be proud of her. I nod as the pastor talks about her. I make
a mental note to speak to her after the church service; I'll
like to be her friend.
My eyebrows furrow into a frown. This lady doesn't look
elated. In fact, if I should go by her pursed lips and her
bowed head, she is sad. But why? Why is she sad? Why is
she looking down like that, as if she's avoiding someone?
I scan the congregation. No one looks scary here. Who
then is she afraid of? This is strange. I need to find out
what's happening.
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Chapter 2

Omotara George
I heave a sigh of relief as he walks out of the hall. At
least, I don't have to worry about him for now.
I look up and smile. The pastor asks the congregation to
clap once again.
"I give all the glory to You, Lord," I say. My mom has
drummed into my ears that I am what I am only by God's
grace. All good gifts come from above, she would say. So,
I have learnt to give God the glory always.
I feel someone's eyes on me. My eyes survey the pew and
lock with a young man's. I haven't seen him in church
before. He averts his eyes, giving me the opportunity to
check him well. He's clad in a navy-blue suit. He's fair
and handsome.
I take my eyes off him and concentrate on the pastor's
message.
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Forty minutes later, service ends. I exchange pleasantries
with other choir members. I notice that Alero didn't
respond well. Envy and jealousy, I think. I shrug that
thought off. I won't allow any negative thoughts to breed
in my heart.
As I move out of the hall, I notice the handsome stranger
tag behind me. I know what he wants and I'm not
interested. I won't give my number to a stranger, not after
the awful experience I had last time.
"Sis, good afternoon," he calls behind me.
I ignore him.
"Sister Omotara."
I turn and force a smile. "Good afternoon. How are you
doing? Your face doesn't look familiar. Is this your first
time here?"
He throws me a bright smile and nods. "Yes. I was blessed
by your ministration."
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"To God be the glory," I say.
"I'll like to know--"
I cut in. "Sorry, I have to leave now. Maybe some other
time."
I leave before he can reply. I don't care if I cut across as
rude. Once bitten, twice shy.
***
Joel Adeoye
I watch her as she scuttles off. Her behaviour confirms
what I think. Something is troubling her.
My friend joins me outside and hands me a white
polythene bag. "That's for first timers. You didn’t wait to
get yours."
I rummage the bag. I see a customised jotter, a pen, a
take-away plate, and a bottle of coke. "Thanks."
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"How far, guy? Why did you run off like that? I opened
my eyes after the closing prayer and found out you've
disappeared," my friend asks as we wait beside the road
for a bike that will take us to Parakin where we stay. We
both refused to take the accommodation the government
gave us. We wanted to be comfortable.
"Do you know that lady well?"
"Which lady?" he asks.
"The lady who led worship this morning."
"I don't know her. I only know she is a Pharmacy student
in OAU."
My heart sinks. That's no information. "Okay."
My friend stops a bike man and haggles with him. As the
bike man leaves, he turns to me. "By the way, why were
you asking?"
I shrug. "Just asking na."
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My friend smirks. "Abi you don fall in love? The babe fine
die. Plus, she's fireful."
I smack his back. "Must that be the only reason a guy will
be interested in a lady?"
"Na you sabi. How was service today?"
I fill him in about my experience in the church service as
he stops another bike driver and tells him our address.
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Chapter 3
Omotara George
My face creases into a frown. I remember locking the
door to my room before leaving for church in the
morning. Who could have opened my door?
As I make to open the door, my neighbour's daughter
steps out from the opposite room and greets me. "Aunty
Tara, good afternoon, ma'am."
I smile at the pretty seven-year-old girl. "How are you,
dear?"
"I'm fine." She raises her right hand to reveal a packet of
biscuits. "Uncle gave me this. Thank him for me."
Uncle? Who is Uncle? I slap myself mentally as I
understand who she's referring to. Panic fills my heart but
I force a smile at her. "You're welcome, dear. Say hello to
your mom for me."
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Who else knows where my key is except Ifesinachi? My
legs shake as I walk into my room.
"Welcome. I thought you wanted to sleep in church
today," Ifesinachi says as he climbs down from my bed.
I drop my bag on the blue plastic table in my room and
face him. "Ify, why are you here?"
"That was a beautiful ministration. I had to leave when
the message started. I still wonder how you manage to do
that," he says, ignoring my question.
"To do what?" I ask, anger rising in my throat.
"To worship, to get people slain under your ministration,
to prophesy, despite all we do together."
I feel a stab of pain. I have wondered too. Why will God
still use me despite my sexual escapades with Ifesinachi?
For the gifts and calling of God are without repentance.
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The Bible verse flashes through my mind. It's God's gift.
He won't take it from me. I sigh. That's why it's easy for a
minister of God to be living in sin and still be used by
God.
"Are you listening to me?" Ifesinachi's voice slides into
my thoughts.
"Ify, you have to leave my room now."
He looks at me as if I 've just pooped on my body. He
bursts into laughter.
"Who are you talking to like that? You've got some guts."
He stands and moves closer to me. "It's been two weeks
now since we had sex. I want you, Tara. I want to feel you
in my arms."
I step back. I won't allow him this time. Enough is
enough. Pastor Fred preached about fear today. He told us
to face our fear. "I'm not sleeping with you. You have to
leave my room now!"
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He chuckles and moves closer. I step back, till my back
reaches the wall.
"I will shout. I will say you want to rape me."
"And who will believe you? Your neighbour? Even if
anyone believes you, all I need to do is to show them the
video."
My shoulders drop. I have no way of escape. Maybe I
should try pleading with him. "Please, Ify, I don't feel
well. Can we do this later?"
He touches my neck. "You don't look sick. Don't worry.
I'll be gentle."
My eyes blur with tears as he takes my lips into his.
***
I weep into my pillow. I feel dirty, used, and unwanted.
I'm filthy. I know God is not pleased with me.
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Who will believe that the fireful Omotara George is a
fornicator? I hate myself. God, how did I get myself into
this?
My phone rings. I can't stand from my bed to take it. I let
it ring. I'm not in the mood for any chit chat.
I hate Ifesinachi. I hate what he has turned me to. I wish I
had missed Sunday service that day we met.
My phone rings again. I amble to the table and pick up the
phone. I see "Pastor Fred" and I tremble. Why is he
calling me? I let the call drop and I switch off my phone. I
need some peace. I return to my bed and pull my duvet
over me.
***
Pastor Fred
I rub my forehead in despair as I notice she has switched
off her phone. Why is Omotara not picking my calls? The
dream was vivid. I saw a masked man dragging Omotara.
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I cringe as I remember her cry for help, but no one came
to her rescue.
I puff out a breath. What can really be wrong with
Omotara George?
My wife comes behind me and rubs my back. "Darling,
don't worry about her. Let's keep praying. I'll call her with
my phone later in the day. Maybe she doesn't want to
speak with you. Come and eat."
I shrug. "Okay, then. I'm just worried."
We move to the dining room. After church service, I
stayed behind to attend to some members. I had taken a
short nap when I got home. My nap was plagued with
dreams about her.
"I prepared ayamase stew with semovita." She smiles at
me and opens one of the dishes on the table.
That's my favourite. I settle down to devour the food,
pushing the thought of Omotara to the back of my mind
for the moment.
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Chapter 4
Joel Adeoye
My eyes dart to the entrance door to see if she will walk
in any moment. I didn't want to come for today's service,
not because I hate being in God's presence. But, after the
entrepreneurship programme with my senior secondary
school students today, I was fagged out. Richard had to
use a bait to bring me here. He told me Omotara would be
ministering today and I could get a chance to speak with
her.
I focus my attention on the praise singer on the podium.
All I can say about the chocolatey, tall lady is that she's
trying to display herself. I mean, how can you wear a
short, tight-fitted gown with heels to the podium to
minister? I shake my head as I notice how she struggles to
breathe. Yea, I may be conservative but I feel that is too
extreme.
My mind goes back to Omotara. I check my wristwatch.
It's some minutes to 6pm. The parish pastor, whom I now
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know as Pastor Fred, mounts the podium. Won't she be
coming today?
I try to push thoughts about her away. But, she keeps
coming back. God, what about her do you want me to
know?
Pray for her.
I hear that gentle voice. I look at Pastor Fred talking
animatedly. I hope he knows his member is troubled. I
close my eyes, not minding what Richard who sits beside
me may think. I don't know what to pray for. Romans
8:26 flashes through my mind. I begin to speak in tongues
under my breath.
After some moments of relief, I open my eyes. Service
ends some minutes later with her not showing up. I feel
some disappointment but I chide myself. I didn't come to
church to see a lady. At least, I was blessed by Pastor
Fred's message.
***
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Omotara George
I fold some gowns and put them in the medium-sized bag
on the floor in my room. I pick two pairs of sandals from
my shoe rack, put them in a polythene bag and drop it in
the bag. I look around the room to check if I dropped any
necessary stuff. When I confirm I have everything I'll
need for the trip, I zip the bag.
I pick my phone from the armrest of my bed and scroll it.
I see ten missed calls. Four are from Pastor Fred, five
from mama, as we fondly call our pastor's wife, and one
from Cynthia, my bestie in the choir. I know they're
worried that I wasn't around yesterday for Bible study.
Midweek services hold on Tuesdays and Thursdays and I
usually lead worship on Tuesdays. For the past three years
that I have been attending the church, I have never missed
a service. Yes, you read that well. I am that committed.
But, how can I stand in front of the whole congregation
after I have slept with Ifesinachi a few minutes to the time
for church? After Sunday's episode, Ifesinachi returned on
Tuesday to sleep with me.
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You may think I'm a fool. You may even be disgusted at
me. I know I didn’t do some things right. But hey, do not
be quick to judge someone until you know their full story.
You don’t know my story, so don't judge me yet.
I need to find peace with God. Thank God my school is
on break. I'll be travelling to my new mentors' place to
pray and rest.
My phone rings, distracting my thoughts. It's my sister. I
make to end the call but on a second thought, I pick it.
"Good afternoon, Omotolani. How are you doing?" I greet
her.
"Good afternoon, big sis. I'm fine. How are you too?"
"I'm fine." Isn't that the reply to the question? But
sincerely, I'm far from fine.
"That's good. Sis, please, I need #10,000."
I frown. "#10,000 for what? I thought I sent some money
to you on the 1st of this month?"
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"Calm down, sis. I need it to buy a textbook. I need to pay
before tomorrow ends."
"I don't have any money," I state flatly.
"Ah, sis. I need money o. These Unilag lecturers won't
listen to any complaints. I'm to pay before Friday."
Anger courses through me. "I say I don't have. Should I
turn to money?"
"I'm sorry. Maybe I'll look for someone to lend me till the
end of the month when your salary will be paid."
"I won't be giving you any #10,000. Go and look for a job
too. Get something to do!" I snap and end the call.
I break down in tears. I know I shouldn't have done that
but I am just tired. After my mom died ten years ago, I
have been saddled with the responsibility of taking care of
my younger sister and me. We never met our father. Mom
told us he died in a road accident.
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When mom died, no family member came for us. I had to
sell different things to get money so we could finish our
secondary school education. When I got admitted to study
Pharmacy, I had to work to my bones before I could
gather my tuition fees. Even my church at home didn't
help me.
I had to take up a private coaching session with some
secondary school students to survive in school. From the
little I gather, I send to my sister. She got admitted to
study Medicine and Surgery in the University of Lagos in
my second year.
That was how my trouble began. We couldn’t get her
tuition fees. I was just a new member at Grace Assembly
and I didn't know who to meet for help. That was how
Ifesinachi came in.
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Chapter 5
Omotara George
I had seen Ifesinachi twice in church before the day we
finally spoke. Service had just ended and I stood by the
road, waiting for a bus that would take me to campus. I
stayed in Alumni hall on campus then.
I felt a tap on my back. I turned and found a young man
grinning at me.
"Hi. Beautiful singer."
I returned a smile. "Hi. How was service today?"
"It was great. Thank you for that song."
I nodded. "You're welcome. Glory to God."
"I'm Ifesinachi by the way." He held up his hand.
I shook his hand. "Omotara George."
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As we talked, I thought he was nice and friendly. He told
me he worked in a bank on campus. We exchanged
contacts and went our separate ways.
I didn't see him in church again for the next three weeks. I
chatted him up and he informed me he went for a training
organised by his bank in Abuja. When he returned, we
became closer. I went to see his house in Parakin.
When I had troubles with getting my sister's fees, I
approached him for help. He told me he would help and
he invited me to his house. I was suspicious and didn't
want to go.
However, when help was not forthcoming from any other
place, I went to visit him. To cut a long story short,
Ifesinachi cajoled me into sleeping with him.
I felt terrible after the act. I fasted and prayed for three
days, pleading for God's mercy.
A week later, he called me saying that he wanted to see
me. I knew what he was up to, so I ignored him. That was
when his threat began. He sent me a video clip of the sex
28

we had. I didn't know he had a hidden camera in his room
that evening. He told me he would upload it on the
church's WhatsApp platforms and on Facebook. I could
have called him bluff, but I didn't want to damn the
consequences. That was how my numerous sinful trips to
his house started.
When I got to 300 level, I couldn't get a hostel. Ifesinachi
rented a house for me at Asherifa. With that, he had easy
access to me and my room.
***
Omotara George
Today is my third day at my mentor's place in Sagamu. I
haven't been able to pray as I want to. I decide to stay for
three more days. I don't want to return to Ile-Ife as the
fearful girl I am. Something needs to change about me.
My phone rings beside me on the bed. I see it's Ifesinachi.
I refuse to answer his call. He calls again. On the fifth
ring, I drop the call and text him. I tell him I'm not in
Ile-Ife, so he should stop disturbing me with his calls.
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I need to see you, Tara.
I read his reply. What does he want to see me for if not to
sleep with me? I send him a reply.
You can't see me. I'm done with you. Enough is enough.
I send and wait for his reply. It comes in a minute later.
I don't understand this new level of confidence you have
nowadays. You're done with me? You must be kidding.
Angry, I send a reply.
Get lost!
I block his number. I don't want any distraction here. I
came here to have a personal retreat with God and that's
what I'll do. I pick my Bible and leaf through it, looking
for a verse that will speak to me.
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Chapter 6
Omotara George
I have a weird feeling something terrible is going to
happen to me today. It's Monday already, the fifth day I
arrived at Sagamu. I check the time. 7:30am. I need to do
my quiet time.
After my quiet time, I pick my phone from the table in my
room. My heart slams against my ribs when I see 50
missed calls on my phone. They were from Pastor Fred,
his wife, mummy Aloho and Cynthia. I think of who to
call first and I settle for Cynthia.
"Hello, Cynthia," I say as soon as she picked.
"Where are you, Tara?"
Her voice isn't cheerful as it usually is. What's wrong? "I
travelled to Sagamu."
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"Hmmm, and you couldn't inform me or any other person
in church. Anyway, please check your WhatsApp." With
that, she ends the call.
I click on WhatsApp. I noticed 700 messages on my
church's WhatsApp group. That's strange because people
hardly talk there. I check the choir group and I find 23
messages. I decided to read those first.
I see Alero's message first.
Things are happening in this church. Some people will be
behaving like Mary, the mother of Jesus. All na scam.
Another person replies.
As in, it shocked me. I didn’t expect such from her.
I read Peter's message.
Tara fall my hand. Big time.
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There is only one Tara in the choir and that's me. My
hands tremble as I read Rachel's reply. Rachel is the
oldest lady in the choir and she acts like that.
Guys, let's stop this. This is one of us. We should be
praying for her, not doing this.
I see Alero's reply to her message.
Abeg, let me hear word. Does she say she needs prayer?
Birds of a feather!
I stop reading and move to the church group. I scream as I
notice the video Ifesinachi dropped with the caption "You
will find this interesting." I know his number offhand, so I
know he's the one, even though I have blocked him.
Tears spill from my face. Ifesinachi has ruined me. He
made good his threat. What will people think of me now?
I see messages from some members but I ignore them. I
click on status and I see Alero's status updates, each
talking about me indirectly. I have always thought Alero
was jealous of me. Her actions confirmed it.
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I break down in tears, regretting my compromise with him
the first time.
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Chapter 7
Joel Adeoye
I am in the living room making some designs on my
laptop. Richard walks in and gives me his phone.
"See this," he says.
I check the phone and notice it's a video. I drop it beside
me. "Guy, I'm busy. I need to finish this work before
9am."
"Check it first. It's about Omotara."
His sad tone makes me drop my laptop immediately and
grab his phone. Midway into the video, I close my eyes.
"Omo, who would think such a powerful singer could do
such a thing?" Richard says, disappointment spilling from
his voice.
I drop the phone on the table and I look him hard in the
face. "Who did this?"
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"That's the funny part. The guy only came for service one
or two times. We don’t really know him. He left the group
immediately after he dropped the video."
"Can I get Omotara's number?"
His eyes bulge. "You want to call her?"
"'Can I get her number?' is the question. Yes or no?"
"I don't have it but I can help you check on the group."
"Thank you." I pick my laptop and move to the door. I
have lost interest in the designs. I'll do them later.
"As in, people can pretend. Who thought---?"
I raise my hand. "Please, keep quiet. I don't want to hear."
I notice the surprise on his face as I move to my room but
I care less. It's easy to cast stones at others. It's easy to
judge someone else. I won't allow that around me. Not
even from Richard who claims to be a Christian and still
has multiple girlfriends. Each girl thinks she's the only
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special person in his life. I have talked to him to stop it
but he didn't listen.
I now know why she wasn't excited that Sunday morning.
She was involved in premarital sex. She needs prayers
and I'll pray for her. I pick my Bible and close my eyes.
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Chapter 8

Omotara George
I feel weak from crying. My mentors travelled for a
ministration and won't be back until Sunday. So, I have no
one to console or comfort me. I have switched off my
phone to prevent seeing things or receiving calls that will
break my heart further.
I pad to the kitchen to make myself a hot cup of tea.
Maybe the heat will burn away the bitter taste in my
mouth.
Somehow I feel better than the previous days. What
Ifesinachi has been using to get me into his bed is the sex
tape. Now that everyone has seen it, he has no hold on me
again. He can't force me to sleep with him again. I'm free.
I'm ready to bear the consequences of my sin. Maybe
rejection from loved ones, or discipline from the church
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council. I might even lose some friends. Whatever it is,
I'm ready.
I will return to Ile-Ife the following day. I will drop a note
to explain to my mentors why I need to leave. The truth is
I don't want them to ask questions when they see my
swollen face. And trust mummy Amoo, she'll get to the
root of the matter.

And now, I will call Pastor Fred. I want to know what he
thinks about me.
***
Pastor Fred
I puff out a sigh of relief as she ends the call. At least, I
know she is fine and doing well.
Even though I'm greatly disappointed in her, I can't leave
her alone. She is my spiritual daughter and it is my duty
to watch over her. I can't delete the video, but I have
pleaded with church members to stop watching it. She's a
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wounded soldier and we can't abandon her. We can't lose
her to the devil.
***
Joel Adeoye
I tap the table with my finger as I make the call. I hope
she won't reject my calls.
On the second ring, she picks. "Hello. Who is this?"
"Good evening, Omotara. This is Joel, a member of Grace
Assembly. Do you remember me?"
"I think so. What do you want?"
Her tone is defensive. Maybe she thinks I want to mock
her. "I heard all that happened. Omotara, I want you to
know that you're not the only person that will happen to.
David in the Bible fell into sexual sins. But he didn't stay
there." I check the phone to see if I'm still connected.
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"I have also been there too. And I will like to share my
story with you, if you're willing to listen." I pause. "Hello.
Are you there?"
A minute of silence passes before she finally replies.
"Thank you."
"You're welcome. Like I said, I'll like to meet with you in
church or outside. Anywhere that will be comfortable for
you is fine."
"All right. I'll call you when I get to Ile-Ife."
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Chapter 9
Omotara George
Going back to church was not easy. Pastor Fred insisted I
came for service on Sunday. He had prepared my mind for
people's reactions. He also told me he would discipline
me in front of the congregation, so as to serve as a
warning to anyone engaging in such acts. I told him I
understood perfectly and was ready to serve any
punishment meted to me. I cherish my relationship with
God more than anything.
Now that I'm in church, I feel more relaxed than I
expected. No one gave me funny looks. Even when Pastor
Fred called me out, no one said any hurtful words. No one
except Alero who has her nose upturned and has a sneer
etched on her face.
After service, Cynthia walks up to me and hugs me.
"You should have told me about him. We would have
gone way ahead of him." Pastor Fred had told the
congregation the true story when he called me out.
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"I'm sorry, Cynthia. I was just ashamed and tired."
"Have you heard from the Ifesinachi guy since then?"
"No. I already blocked his contact on my phone. He has
done his worst. There's nothing he can do again. Pastor
Fred and mama have gotten me another place in Oduduwa
Estate. So, I'll be leaving the place he got for me in
Asherifa soon."
"That's great. I didn't even know you're an orphan. How is
your sister?"
"She's fine." I called her later to tell her I was sorry for
talking to her harshly when she called. She told me her
Faculty was giving out scholarships to indigent students
and she had been selected.
"But, you're a fish o. I still feel like beating you. How can
I be your best friend and not know much about you?"
"I'm sorry."
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The church secretary comes to inform me that Pastor Fred
wants to see me in his office. I round off my discussion
with Cynthia and head for the pastor's office.
When I enter, I meet Joel there. We've been talking on the
phone. I told Pastor Fred that he said he wanted to see me
and he suggested he should see me in his office, to avoid
gossip from church members.
"Good afternoon, sir."
"Good afternoon, Omotara. How are you doing?"
"I'm fine, sir." I turn to Joel. "Hi."
"Hello, Tara."
Pastor Fred faces Joel. "Bro, Omotara told me you have a
story to share with her. Because of recent happenings, I
don't want you to be seen alone with her. I don't want her
reputation to be further damaged. Do you understand?"
The knowledge that someone cares about me despite my
mistakes thrills me. I mouth a thank you, sir to him.
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Joel nods. "I understand and I respect your wisdom, sir."
***
Joel Adeoye
"I have never shared this story with anyone before. So,
I'm grateful for the opportunity to share it again," I bow
slightly.
Pastor Fred smiles and nods at me, a signal for me to
continue.
"My battle with pornography addiction started when I was
in SS2. That fateful Tuesday afternoon, our English
teacher didn't come to take us and we had nothing to do in
class. As the diligent student that I was, I picked my
Chemistry textbook to read. Some minutes later, I
observed my classmates crowded in a spot, giggling and
laughing. Curious, I went to check what amused them. I
noticed they were watching a porn video. Normally, I
would have left immediately but I remained rooted on the
spot, watching with them.
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"Later in the day, I found myself thinking about the naked
pictures. My father bought me a smartphone when I aced
my JSS 3 exams. I picked it in my locker and went to
Google. I searched for porn sites and I saw quite a number
of them. I downloaded some videos."
"Hmm," Pastor (Mrs) Fred, whom everyone refers to as
mama, chips in.
I continue. "Every evening, I would watch a porn video. It
was terrible that if I didn't watch a video, I would not feel
okay that day. Pornography led to masturbation. My
pillow was at the receiving end of my perverse behaviour.
"I struggled with this till I finished my secondary school
education. My parents had no idea what was going on
with me. I did well in school, so there was no cause for
alarm.
"I got admitted into the university to study Chemistry.
During the freshers' welcome programme held by the
University's fellowship body (UJCM), I gave my life to
Christ. It was such a wonderful experience. I felt alive.
46

"I stopped watching pornography and busied myself with
doing God's work. In no time, I became the Bible study
coordinator in my fellowship. You can't listen to me speak
and not be charged. I have the gift of teaching, so each
session of bible study was always a blessing time.
"However, I struggled with masturbation. I masturbated at
least twice in a week. Each time I did that, I felt drained. I
would cry and pray, asking God to set me free.
"This went on till my 300 level days. I became frustrated
that I stopped attending fellowship. I lost passion for the
things I once loved. I gave excuses each time I was told to
hold a Bible study session."
"Wow," Omotara says.
"Yes. But, I'll always remain grateful to God and my
friend, Akinola, who was also a member of my
fellowship. He sensed something was wrong and he began
to pray for me. He visited one day and I revealed my
problem to him. With God's help and his, I was able to
overcome it.
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"He made me see some mistakes I was making. Even
though I had stopped watching porn, I read romantic
books. Most of these books had sex described vividly in
them. I also watched these PG and R rated movies, which
always left me thirsty for more. I had to stop reading and
watching any sex-related stuff. I had to even go on social
media fast for a month, praying and reading God's words.
With that, I was able to get my victory over masturbation
and pornography addiction."
"Thank you for sharing this with us, bro Joel," Pastor Fred
says. "And I'm glad you've been able to overcome your
addictions."
A smile touches the corner of my lips. "It's a pleasure,
sir."
"Darling," Mama turns to Pastor Fred. "I'm thinking that
we should bring these two to talk about freedom from
sexual addiction. What do you think?"
"It's a good idea, dear. The truth is many, believers and
nonbelievers, struggle with these addictions. And while
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the society may be quiet about them or may even proffer
wrong solutions, I feel it's time we started talking about
them. We have the truth. We should let them know,"
Pastor Fred replies.
Mama turns to me. "So, what do you think?"
I smile. "I'm game, ma'am."
"What about you, Omotara?" Pastor Fred asks. "Do you
think you're strong enough to talk about it now?"
She nods. "I am, sir."
"Beautiful," Pastor Fred and his wife say in unison.
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Chapter 10
Omotara George
"My fiancé and I have agreed to wait till after marriage
before having sex. However, he requests that I send him
my nude pictures, which I do. Since we'll be getting
married to each other, I feel nothing is wrong with that.
What do you think?" Mama reads from a piece of paper.
I gulp as I listen to the question. Mama organised a
question-and-answer session for the singles and married
in Grace Assembly. She invited the popular Nigerian
addiction coach, Dr Seyi Obembe. She asked that Joel and
I join him in the session.
"I'll direct that question to Sister Omotara." Mama turns
to me. "Sending nudes to your fiancé/fiancée, is anything
wrong with that?"
I clear my throat. "Everything is wrong with it."
A murmur arises in the hall.
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"Praise the Lord," Mama says. "Please, let's keep quiet so
we can finish on time."
The hall becomes quiet.
"Can you explain more?" Mama says.
"Thank you, ma'am. I'll like to ask a simple question.
When you, as a guy, see a naked picture of a lady, do you
just look and move on? No. You begin to imagine things.
At least, I know that men are moved by what they see. So,
you can't tell me you'll feel alright after seeing a naked
picture. It's the same as watching a porn video.
"Moreover, if things don't work out as planned, if you
don't eventually get married to each other, he can
blackmail you with those pictures. He can do anything
with them."
"Yes, that's true. Can I chip in something, please?" Joel
says.
Mama nods. "Go on."
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He collects the microphone from me. "Even if he doesn't
blackmail you with them, anyone can have access to
them. His friends can. What if in the process of sending it
to him, you mistakenly send it to someone else, what will
you do?"
I nod in affirmation. I once read of a pastor who wanted to
send his nude pictures to his wife but mistakenly sent
them to the WhatsApp group of his church. He later
committed suicide out of shame and embarrassment.
Joel continues. "We're in the internet age. We should be
careful of what we do with our smartphones. And like she
rightly put it, it is the same as seeing a pornography
video. Help that guy by not sending your nude pictures to
him."
"Thank you for the replies," Mama says. She picks
another piece of paper and reads. "My fiancée disturbs me
about having sex with her. She says I need to prove I'm
not impotent. I have told her several times I'm okay but I
won't prove it by sleeping with her. She informed my
parents and they are also mounting pressure on me. I feel

52

I should just sleep with her once to prove that I am a man.
What do you think?"
"I'll answer that." Pastor Fred stands and walks to the
podium. He collects the microphone from mama. "It's not
about what we or the society thinks. It is what God
commands that's important. What the Bible says is the
final. Hebrews 13:4 says, 'Marriage is honourable in all,
and the bed undefiled: but whoremongers and adulterers
God will judge.'
"My dear, you don't need to prove to her that you're potent
by sleeping with her. Go to the hospital. I believe there's a
way to prove that. If she doesn't agree, please let her go.
Moreover, it's important to marry someone who shares the
same values with you. Same goes for the females. Don't
let any man trick you into sleeping with him. They'll tell
you different lies and myths. Don't fall for them."
"Thank you, sir." Mama retrieves the microphone from
him. "You've heard that. You have been bought with a
price. That's what 1st Corinthians 6:20 says. Your price is
high. Don't reduce your worth on the altar of sexual
immorality."
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Her eyes roam the hall. "I believe we're following or
should we stop for today?"
"No," the congregation shouts.
"Okay then. Another question goes thus. I thought
watching porn videos would enhance my sexual life with
my spouse. So, I encouraged her to watch them with me,
even though she didn't like them. The problem now is my
wife can't satisfy me sexually. She just can't, no matter
how hard she tries. And that's causing tension between us.
Also, I'm now addicted to these videos that I can't do
without watching them in a day. I need help. What can I
do?"
As Mama gives Dr. Obembe the microphone to answer,
my eyes travel round the hall. I can see that many people
have questions; questions that need direct and concise
answers. Many have been trapped in the web of sexual
immorality. Many struggle with staying sexually pure. I
release a sigh. Lord, help me reach as many as I can with
the truth, I pray. Something flashes before me. I see
myself teaching some young people in school uniforms. I
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see them paying attention to me. I see many crying on
their knees, with their hands outstretched.
I know what that means. I bow my head as I pray for
grace to do what's required of me.
THE END.

Thank you for reading.
Do you have a moment? Please, drop a review of this book
online. Thanks for the support.

55

Note From the Author
Thanks for reading this story. I wrote it for the Sexual
Purity day (November 14) awareness. I believe you were
blessed by it.
I had many things to say in chapter 10. Many burning
questions I wanted to answer. But, time and space could
not permit me. In all, know that God frowns at sexual
impurity, irrespective of the form it takes. He wants us to
be pure within and without.
It doesn't matter what sexual sin you're struggling with. I
want you to know that Jesus can set you free. You can be
free indeed. Keep praying. Take away things that can
make you fall into sexual sins (erotic movies and books,
porn videos, a sin partner, etc.) Take your stand in faith
against it. Feed on God's words. And you'll be set free
totally.
I advise you to get a copy of The Purity Principle by
Randy Alcorn. I love the book and I'm doing a review on
it on my WhatsApp status every Wednesday presently. It
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has practical principles that can help. You can also read
other books on sexual purity.
God bless you.
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