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  Foreword



In the heart of New Orleans, where the air hums with whispers of the past and the pulse of the supernatural thunders beneath every cobblestone, a desperate woman dares to summon the power of the ancient Yoruba deity, Oshun. When her family is threatened by a vengeful spirit intent on revenge, she finds herself at a perilous crossroads. The only way to save her loved ones is to forge a treacherous bargain with a powerful force beyond her comprehension.




But as she delves deeper into the labyrinth of magic and sacrifice, she discovers that the cost of protection may demand more than she’s willing to pay. The boundaries between good and evil blur as she grapples with her own emerging dark power, igniting a fearsome battle not just for her family’s survival, but for her very soul.




“The Orisha’s Bargain” invites readers to plunge into a riveting tale where love and fear collide, and where every choice echoes through the ages. Feel the weight of sacrifice as the protagonist confronts the shadows of her past and the darkness within. This emotionally charged journey explores the themes of family loyalty, the quest for redemption, and the terrifying allure of power.




In a world where myths come alive and spirits roam free, will she find the strength to reclaim her destiny before the ultimate price is paid? Join her on this tumultuous ride through the supernatural, and uncover the true meaning of courage and sacrifice in a world ruled by unseen forces. Will you take the plunge into the depths of “The Orisha’s Bargain”?
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  Chapter 1: The Weight of Sweet Tea

  
  




The air in New Orleans hung thick and humid, a sweet, cloying blanket that usually soothed Anessa. But today, it felt like a shroud. The scent of magnolias and jasmine, usually a comfort, now seemed to mock the sterile, metallic tang of the hospital room that had become her second home. Outside, the vibrant pulse of the French Quarter throbbed – the distant murmur of jazz, the clatter of streetcars, the laughter of tourists – a symphony of life Anessa no longer felt a part of.




Inside, the only sound was the shallow, rattling breath of her younger sister, Sabella.




Sabella, her vivacious, quick-witted Sabella, lay pale and still, a fragile bird trapped in a cage of medical tubes and wires. Her once luminous skin, the color of rich pecan pie, was now a sickly ashen grey. Her tightly braided hair, usually adorned with colorful beads, lay limp against the crisp white pillow. Doctors, a rotating cast of earnest but baffled faces, spoke in hushed tones of “undiagnosed neurological decline,” “aggressive systemic inflammation,” and “atypical presentation.” Their words were clinical, detached, and utterly useless.




Anessa sat by Sabella’s bedside, her hand clasping her sister’s cool, listless one. The warmth that had always flowed between them, the unspoken understanding, was now a one-sided current, Anessa pouring all her love into a vessel that seemed to be slowly emptying.




“Sabella,” Anessa whispered, her voice raw, “you have to fight.”




A shimmer of moisture glazed Sabella’s eyelids, but they remained closed. Anessa swallowed a sob. She closed her eyes, trying to conjure the image of Sabella as she was just months ago: twirling in a cheap sequined dress during Mardi Gras, her laughter echoing through the narrow streets; debating politics with a fierce glint in her eye; teaching Anessa the latest TikTok dance with endless patience. That girl, vibrant and full of life, was fading.




Their small shotgun house in the Marigny, usually filled with the aroma of Mama’s gumbo and the sounds of Sabella’s pop music, felt empty, haunted by the silence. Mama Olani, their matriarch by extension, a woman whose wisdom was as deep as the Mississippi and as old as the live oaks, had been their rock. But even Mama Olani, usually so unflappable, had begun to look at Sabella with an unsettling blend of pity and something else Anessa couldn’t quite decipher. A knowing dread.




The hospital had become a mausoleum of hope. Anessa had mortgaged their small inheritance, drained her savings, even sold off some of Mama’s antique jewelry, but nothing worked. Western medicine had thrown up its hands.




Desperation was a bitter tea, but Anessa was ready to drink it down to the dregs. If science couldn’t save Sabella, then perhaps something older, something woven into the very fabric of this city, could. New Orleans was a city built on layers: French, Spanish, African. Below the tourist veneer of beignets and bounce music lay a deeper current, the whispers of spirits, the rustle of divination bones, the ancient rhythms of drums that had crossed the ocean in the hearts of the enslaved. A world Anessa had always respected from a distance, but never truly touched. Until now.




She remembered Mama Olani’s quiet pronouncements, her almost imperceptible nods when discussing the unseen world. Mama Olani, a Mambo, a Voodoo priestess, but more than that, a keeper of Yoruba traditions, brought across the ocean generations ago.




Anessa squeezed Sabella’s hand one last time, a silent promise hanging in the air between them. “I’m not giving up on you, Bella. Not ever.”




She rose, her legs stiff from hours of sitting, and walked out into the oppressive New Orleans afternoon. The city hummed with its usual chaotic energy, but for Anessa, it was a siren song, pulling her deeper into its spiritual heart. She would find an answer. She had to. For Sabella.
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The house was not in the French Quarter, nor the Garden District with its stately mansions. It was tucked away in an older, quieter neighborhood, where sprawling live oaks dripped Spanish moss onto cracked sidewalks and the air was thick with the scent of rain-soaked earth and something else… something ancient and green. Mama Olani’s home was a shotgun house like Anessa’s own, but it hummed with an almost palpable energy. Potent herbs hung drying from the porch rafters, rustling like quiet secrets in the humid breeze. A small, vibrant shrine sat nestled among ferns in the front yard, adorned with cowrie shells, smooth river stones, and a splash of cool, clear water.


Anessa hesitated at the gate, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. She had always known Mama Olani was a Mambo, a spiritual guide for their community, but her knowledge had been distant, respectful. This was different. This was seeking.


Mama Olani met her at the door, her face a roadmap of wisdom and experience. Her eyes, dark and piercing, seemed to see not just Anessa, but the frantic turmoil churning beneath her skin. She was an imposing woman, with a regal bearing despite her simple, flowing dress and the vibrant headscarf that framed her face. Her voice was a low timbre, like water flowing over polished stones.


“Anessa. I’ve been expecting you.”


Anessa’s breath hitched. She hadn’t called, hadn’t announced her visit. Mama Olani simply knew.


They sat in the living room, cluttered with carved wooden figures, colorful cloths, and shelves overflowing with books, some in English, many in languages Anessa didn’t recognize. The air was thick with the scent of frankincense and something else, something earthy and sweet. Mama Olani poured them strong chicory coffee, but Anessa couldn’t taste it.


“Sabella,” Anessa began, her voice tight with desperation, “the doctors… they can’t do anything. I don’t know where else to go.”


Mama Olani nodded slowly, her gaze fixed on a distant point beyond Anessa’s shoulder. “The doctors see only the flesh, child. Not the spirit. Not the truth.” She took a slow sip of her coffee. “Sabella is afflicted by an Abiku.”


The word was unfamiliar, yet it resonated with an ancient dread. Anessa felt a chill despite the humid air. “An… Abiku? What is that?”


“In my people’s lore,” Mama Olani explained, her voice soft but firm, “an Abiku is a spirit born to die young. It is a child of the spirit world, destined to return there, time and time again, to torment the family it leaves behind. It feeds on grief, on sorrow, growing stronger with each cycle of death and rebirth.”


Anessa stared, horrified. “But… Sabella isn’t a child. She’s eighteen.”


“The spirit does not care for age,” Mama Olani said, her eyes finally meeting Anessa’s. “It cares only for the bond, the heartbreak it can cause. It has attached itself to Sabella, leeching her


































