
[image: ]

Table of Contents

Title Page

THE FINAL BATTLE | ​THE AWAKENING OF THE WARLOCK SAGA Book 3

The Final Battle

Table of Contents

DEDICATION

Chapter 1: Back Home | ​The Reunion Refuge

Ghosts of the Past

The Talisman of the Triple Goddess

Chapter 2: The Talisman and the Forgotten Witches

El Cadillal: Romina

The Reunion at Mount Uritorco and Forgotten Memories

Chapter 3: The Summit of Agony

The Conception

The Magic Disguise and the Silenced Empathy

Chapter 4: Little Michiru and the Coven’s Decision | ​The Birth of the Light of the Future

Between Diapers and the New Normal

The Shared Dream and the Witches' Decision

Chapter 5: The Final Battle

Epilogue: After the Sacrifice

Author’s Note

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​THE FINAL BATTLE

​​THE AWAKENING OF THE WARLOCK SAGA Book 3

​

​









[image: ]


​​MARTÍN PORTAS
[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Final Battle

[image: ]


© 2026, Martín Portas.

All rights reserved.

​Publisher: Ediciones Martín Portas

First Edition: May 2026

Country of Origin: Argentina

​No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, without the prior written permission of the author.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Table of Contents

[image: ]


Dedication ............................................................................... 7

Chapter 1: Back Home ........................................................... 9

Chapter 2: The Talisman and the Forgotten Witches .......... 19

Chapter 3: The Summit of Agony ........................................ 25

Chapter 4: Little Michiru and the Coven’s Decision ........... 31

Chapter 5: The Final Battle .................................................. 41

Epilogue: After the Sacrifice ................................................. 45

Author’s Note ........................................................................ 47

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​DEDICATION

[image: ]


​Love can lead us to commit acts of madness: from the most sincere sacrifice to the darkest of obsessions.

​This book is the culmination of decades of experiences and learning. I dedicate it to all those who love with madness, and I hope they find the happiness and redemption that I found in Jonás.

​And to you, beloved Jonás, may your light always guide my steps.

​Blessed be.
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​Chapter 1: Back Home

​​The Reunion Refuge
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​I woke up in Jonás's arms, just like before. It was as if everything we had lived through these past few months had been a bad dream; as if we were still simply the writer and the gypsy who met in a pub. Although I knew that wasn't the case, I felt at peace and at home with him by my side. Now we would have to resolve a few things, but we were back together, and that was all that mattered to me at that moment.

​I was absorbed in my thoughts and didn't notice when he woke up until he said to me:

​—“I had already forgotten how beautiful it is to wake up with you in my arms.”

​His sincere smile always managed to melt me. I smiled back and said:

​—“Coffee with milk and croissants as always, right?”

​He looked at me, surprised, and said:

​—“I see you haven't forgotten.”

​I gave him a kiss and told him "I'll be right back" as I walked to the kitchen to prepare breakfast. Once it was ready, I was about to bring it to him when he appeared from behind, kissing the back of my neck, and said:

​—“Let's go outside instead.”

​He grabbed the tray with one hand and took mine with the other, guiding me outside to a garden table I didn't recognize. My look of surprise must have been very evident, because he laughed and said:

​—“It was Romina's idea. She supported me all this time and told me that, for my sake and yours, when you decided to come back we had to remodel the house so it wouldn't be a daily burden by being the same as before, and to give it utility again. You know, all this time you were gone I stopped training at the old tree; I couldn't do it anymore without you or my mother.”

​I was marveled at how he had transformed the place. I perfectly understood what Romina had said: this had been the place where everything went to hell. The renovation didn't take away the memories, and furthermore, Jonás had placed a grave for Connie near the tree. He saw me contemplating the grave from a distance and only nodded, sadly. I approached the headstone and said:

​—“I know I should have come sooner but, as you well know, I can't find the words to ask for your forgiveness for your death, for protecting me with your life, for having fled, and for the damage I caused your son. But what I can do is swear to you here and now that I will avenge your death and protect Jonás with my life.”

​Tears streamed down my face. My other mother, Connie, was now only a headstone and ashes, but her spirit had visited me that day to give me the strength I needed; even from beyond, she was still looking after me. Jonás hugged me from behind and said:

​—“She already forgave you for everything. It's time for you to forgive yourself and move on; she would have wanted it that way, don't you think? Let out all that pain that eats away at you; for once you must allow yourself to be unwell, to cry, and to unburden yourself. I won't see you as weaker if you do, and I'm here so you can fall and I can help you get back up.”

​He was right. I always held back the pain, I always had to be strong for others... but what about me? So, without further ado, I let out all that pain that had been stuck in my throat for months. I cried for everything we went through, for everyone I lost, for Connie, for Ian, for Pablo—that dear friend I no longer had—and for Jonás, for all that I made him suffer and everything I suffered being away from him. For the first time in a long while, I found peace.

​By noon, I decided to invite Romina to lunch. She hadn't seen my true self, only the bad side, and I wanted to thank her for looking after Jonás these months and for contributing to my recent salvation. I hadn't seen her or dealt with her since the day I saved her; I knew she had stayed in contact with Jonás, but back then I was so out of my mind that it was as if someone else was doing things in my place.

​She was a very pleasant girl and a "great witch in development," in Jonás's words. We shared the gift of premonition, and it was good for me to finally be able to talk to someone who understands how difficult it is to have premonitions out of nowhere. That feeling of being pulled toward another time and place, that ringing in the ears that attacks you when you return to your reality, and the tremendous responsibility of paying attention to even the smallest detail—because that can mean the life or death of an innocent—it's all too much. We also talked about her partner, Luciano, a mortal who is completely unaware of witchcraft, which on one hand was a balm for the crazy days, but at the same time a torture to have to keep lying to him about what she does, as she doesn't know if he will accept her as she is with her big secret or not. On the other hand, the witches of the coven she frequents want her to leave him because they consider him a momentary distraction.

​In the afternoon, we took her home; thanks to Jonás, she was already used to teleportation. With Romina safe in her home, we returned to mine, and Jonás helped me with the move to live in his house once again.
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​About two quiet weeks passed, free of demon attacks, which we took advantage of to remodel the house. It was mostly a facelift for the facade and walls, along with changing furniture and rooms; we needed a new beginning. The house held too many painful memories that we had to leave behind to move forward. To achieve this, we re-enchanted the crystals so the house would appear as it did before—though the magical elements wouldn't be visible unless you were a mystical being.

​That night, we decided to go out again. Although we had been back together for two weeks, the relationship was still in the process of healing old wounds and recovering our shared complicity. Even though we had forgiven my distancing and the matter of Lucas and Jonás, those were still subjects floating between us that hurt us both. The love was still there, but those ghosts took away its shine and strength; thus, we had to find each other again as a couple and as legendary lovers. Recovering that old trust was a day-by-day job, a task we were both willing to do to become who we were before.

​We were calmly watching the drag queen show when suddenly I saw none other than Lucas walk into the club. Jonás hadn't seen him, but he did notice my change in mood and how my gaze darkened upon seeing him enter. He looked in his direction and understood my unease; he immediately dissolved into excuses:

​—“Love, I swear I didn't know he would be here; otherwise, I wouldn't have brought you here today.”

​My anger only grew.

​—“Of course you wouldn't have brought me; that way you wouldn't have all your cattle in one place, right?”

​I stood up, ready to get out of there; I couldn't stand this. I felt my world falling to pieces. Jonás held me by the arm and said:

​—“I didn't mean that. You know that only you matter to me—yesterday, today, and forever.”

​I heard his words but couldn't feel them. All that rage I had left behind along with my demon half was showing its ugly face again in the form of a jealousy attack. I could only respond:

​—“You certainly showed it by sleeping with that faggot.”

​Just at that moment, Lucas approached, sauntering like the damn boyfriend-stealing snake he is, saying:

​—“Oh, Joni, don't tell me you traded me for this”—with his high-pitched and disgustingly effeminate voice (that last part is my jealousy talking, I know).

​If looks could kill, Lucas would be dead thirty times over from the glare I fixed on him. I said:

​—“He's all yours. This is going to a place with more class and beauty than here, where they let just any slut in.”

​I pulled my arm from Jonás's hand and left like a soul being taken by the devil. Upon reaching the deserted street, I blinked to our house; the night was already lost.

​We
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