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		On Pg. Explicit Sexual Situations 

		 On PG. Written British/Scottish Accents 

		ON Pg. Slang

		On PG. Murder

		On Page Colloquial ethnic Speech

		ON PG. Violence

		On PG. Dark Magick Spells/Curses.

		Lots of Profanity

		Violence against Magickal Sects

		Light Magick/Spells
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	Once More…Rated R-Reader Discretions is Advised 18++++for.

	Explicit content, lots and lots of profanity, Dark Magick, Dark Violence, Murder, anything goes Magickally.

	Oh Hey…also be sure to check out the back of the book for pertinent author info, a word glossary, as well as genres as well.
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This Book is Dedicated to My mother… as well as mi gente of the Boriken & Boricua Populaces.

	We are a Rich, Vibrant, Black, Brown and Tan community who champion the rights of others, embrace our gorgeous heritage, culture, and mix, all while loving it and others hard…
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	Durazno, Amor y Bendiciones

	Así que, ¡nos vemos muy pronto!

	Y recuerda “Mas viejo que el frio”
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If I Let Go

	Ancient Ones

	Aglain
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Prologue

	Scottish Highlands…

	35th Century…Before Common Era
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	“An dae ye…

	[image: Image] Aglain MacGinnis ó the House Gaithway take the sacrosanct oath ó oór Clan… wit breath an life? Tae fulfil yer duty as Chieftain tae this Clan, Cree an peoples? Tae rule wit the force an reverencey as yer forebears … an yer father before ye?” Druid master Maoileanach catechized as he attempted to hide his smirk of pride as Aglain held his hand over the ancestral book. 
Druid Elder Vass moved two steps forward, then placed Aglain’s left hand on the consecrated staff.

	“Ah dae, wit the full power ó the Gods.” Aglain swore proudly nodding, Elder Vass took two steps back, nodded as well, and the Druid Elders each placed their hands on Aglain.

	“Ye are recommenced in the power of Béal, bathed in the Fire of the Gods, and are from this day immortal to Existence, Terra firma, and the supremacy thereof. May you reign in Adoration, Contentment, Fervor and Elation; each of these the dyad of this Clan and Peoples.” Elder Maoileanach called, the Elders stepped forward once more placing their hands on Aglain, Aglain yelled into the power, it swept him up, and he simply held on until he smacked the Earth panting the breath back into his body blinking rapidly. 

	When he could breathe once more, Elder Maoileanach motioned for him to rise, this time the grin visible, and Aglain did so panting; the power in him finally settling. Amaya rushed forward throwing herself at her husband, causing even the Elder Druid priest to laugh.

	“I now give you Chieftain and Lord, Aglain MacGinnins of the House Gaithway!” Elder Maoileanach shouted, and Aglain’s men, as well as the people raised their swords and fist chanting his name. Amaya jerked him into her arms then kissing him deeply, and the people cheered even louder. 

	When she drew back, Aglain laughed as he smoothed the hair from her bronzed face, kissed her forehead, then snatched up her hand leading her towards the village behind the chanting people. 

	As the procession made their way towards the village, Aglain and Amaya cheered with them, for it was a day of days.

	 

	*

	 

	“The Numinous swore thá Ah wud be Chieftain!” Amgen spat, and both Felecia and Rathor exhaled deeply.

	“And we had assumed that Maoileanach was well with our choice, however, we were wrong as I vane vision now.” Rathor stated peering towards the procession as they entered the village.

	“Then we shall simply alleviate this wrangle.” Felecia grinned, Rathor exhaled for a second time, nodded, then turned on his heels motioning them after him.

	 


1619 Seaport

	I am the enslaved

	The New Colonies
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	I was a child of 12…
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	when first I encountered this New Land. My mother and father were both killed attempting to secure my freedom, and for this I have held contempt and rage against my pale skinned imprisoners. 

	Lacking large-scale inlands, what these insipid skinned individuals, whom I would later come to coin Masters …called induced forced labors of these plantations in this New England needed no mass labor force; therefore it did not require the same parallel demand for enslaved peoples, so I would once more set upon a new journey, to a land and home not my own.

	 


The island

	Puerto Rico 1620
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	A Prayer to Ṣàngó

	With the blessing of Olofin, Olorun and Oloddumare. I request the blessing of my father Shango. King who never knew defeat. You who defeat your enemies breathing fire through your mouth, today I ask you to conquer victory for me. May your energy reign in my life, warding off any Osogbo, and for your greater glory, may I become a worthy representative of yours on earth, full of life, health, and prosperity. Ashe to iran eshu." I praise Oba kosó, spirit of thunder and lightning.

	 

	Once again…

	[image: Image] the inhabitants and dialect were extraneous to me, however, I was less anxious, for the reason that there were a peoples akin to me, if not exactly like me. I became somewhat knowledgeable of this new language and its bearings aboard that hideous vessel, and although not completely known to me, I could gain some meaning from their actions and indications to the language itself. 

	Here, the pale skinned governed as well, and I understood too that those who appeared akin to me were too not unrestricted, and labored as I would be forced to do as well. They too were constrained by the pale skinned peoples, and this drew my curiosity. I observed many of the pale skinned Chief’s Gods, and knew I was not well with them.

	I prayed once more to Ṣàngó, seeking his protection and guidance as my mother had always taught me. I was brought before a large dial in the center of the village, struck several times, when the pale skinned men drew forward, as if to inspect me once more, they gave me great distress. The man before me placed his hand to my head, struggled for breath, then observed me sharply.

	 

	*

	 

	“Éste.” This one, Juan Carlos indicated with a smile, when Julio Martín nodded smiling as well, as they exchanged currency to secure the boy.

	“Ven... me harás bien chico.” Come…you will do me well boy. Juan Carlos stated with a wide grin, not caring if the boy understood him or not.

	 

	*

	 

	I was motioned forward, something was exchanged between the pale skinned men, when I was directed to follow the elder one. 

	And thus began my contemporary nightmare…

	 


1898

	Atiwan Achebe

	Esto es Puerto Rico 

	Now Known as Humberto Luis Santigo…
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	I was  by now…
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	a man of great magick and means… so to speak, for I was able to not only buy my freedom, but marry the woman I loved, garner a son and daughter; and find my station on the island that was known to me now as Puerto Rico and my home. 

	My master Juan Carlos cultivated a magick and power in me, that I had no knowledge I possessed. I became the most powerful Oscuro Brujo on the island, superseding even my master Juan Carlos, however, that legacy brought me no great joy as I had envisioned it would. 

	I had deliberated on the ancient language, wisdoms and spiritual Gods of my wife’s Taino people, cultivating it too, and it enhanced my power beyond a level, even my ancestors knew not of. My life thus far was not one of happiness, however, my wife had indeed cured it to be a sunshine in the darkness with her presence; however short that was. 

	The Spanish… as they are called, generally contemplate those memoirs only worthy to be read or remembered as their victories, which abound in great or striking events, those, in short, which in a high degree excite either admiration or pity.

	All others they consign to contempt and oblivion where we the slaved and recently free reside. It is, therefore, I confess, hazardous in a private and obscure individual, to which I am neither saint, hero, nor tyrant, I conscribe this life that I have fashioned and endured. 

	I believe there are few events in my life, which have not happened to many of my peoples. It is true the incidents of it are numerous, and if I were to consider myself a Spaniard, I might say my sufferings were great: but when I compare my lot with that of most of my countrymen, I regard myself as a particular favorite of Heaven. 

	I acknowledge the mercies of Providence and great strength from my Orishas in every occurrence of my life. When I set foot upon this island two-hundred-years ago, I was inducted into a sphere, one which was not well known to me and my people; and I had no forewarning, that I would become the man I am at present. 

	I have lost many belongings dear to me, my wife, my son; and I feel it is now time to seek guidance and a new reverence to life, and the magick that I have not only killed, but , maimed with; must therefore seek some semblance of balance, if for no other reason than to give my daughter Teneja the life that I wished for myself, my wife, and my son decades ago. 

	I have garnered a power that few have known, and I will do with it…what I…will…from this moment on…

	 


Chapter One 

	21st Century…Boston

	Massachusetts
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	As I unlocked…

	[image: Image] the door to my shop, I exhaled noisily with content. I jerked off my scarf, then immediately walked to the coffee pot and flicked the switch, my mind screaming yes! I peered at the clock, then locked the door behind me for the reason that technically I wasn’t open yet. 

	As I leisurely glanced at the clock once more, I was just a bit surprised that I’d actually gotten here so early. Since quitting my normal five days a week nine to five job, my days were mine now, so rising early as if I were going to a brick-and-mortar company not my own was weird to me. We were in the dead of winter, and as I glanced towards the closed blinds I grimaced.

	Winter was being his bitch ass self this week, and I guess because we’d complained earlier in the season that we barely got any snow, he decided to show up, and show out. Like, we barely had any snow through November and December, the beginning of January was a flake here or a flake there, but this week-Old Man Winter resolved that he was here for it. 

	I barely made it to the shop! 

	I thought as I smoothed my hair back into place after dusting it for snow. Not to mention me having to pay my neighbor Kenny fifty-bucks to shovel the snow from my walkway. I remember looking at my driveway and saying screw it, for some reason I decided to park on the street last night; maybe my witch’s intuition knowing that was the better of the two. 

	As the coffee began to brew I smiled as I hung up my winter apparel surveying the shop. I snatched up the red leather-bound book on ancient Druid spells on the counter, walked it to the book shelf and placed it in its proper place smiling widely. 

	“This is mine.” I gushed peering around the shop for a second time, and even the devil himself couldn’t have wiped that smile off my face. I scratched Gus-Gus’ ears as I passed him on my way to the coffee pot as it finished brewing my cup and thanked myself once more for buying the Keurig. 

	Those little pod things were a feat of amazement. 

	I breathed in the fresh aroma, then added my homemade caramel macchiato creamer, took my first sip, then hummed at its goodness. I’d stopped using the store brought coffee creamer years ago, since it contained too much trash, the main ingredient palm oil. 

	I immediately walked to the new book finds on the counter setting my coffee aside as I began to rifle through them, placing them on the counter as I went; reminding myself that I would need to label them before I placed them on the shelves. 

	When I was done I reached for my coffee surveying the shop once more with pride. The sitting area actually worked out great, and I smiled once more as I noticed the wiccan table set up my mom perfected grudgely. I laughed to myself then, since my ‘little shop’, as she called it looked remarkable to me. 

	I swear I couldn’t be happier in my life right now. 

	Finally, after six years of scraping and scrounging as my Nan would say, I was finally able to purchase the deed from old Zelda. Zelda was nearing ninety-seven human years now, and swore her old bones couldn’t take the work of running the shop anymore, despite the fact that she was a Verde Witch. But I was not only happy that she’d decided to sell it to me, but ecstatic that I would finally be my own boss.

	And I’d sacrificed everything to do it too, but I’d never felt so accomplished in my life as when Ms. Fagan and I signed the papers, and she handed me the keys to the bookshop; the bank congratulating me. 

	Yeah, I was the stereotypical witch/cat lady, and I loved every bit of it. To me there was nothing greater, or more soul satisfying than the smell of a bookstore and it’s ancient pages. 

	I vow there was love written in that smell. 

	Anyway, I came from a long line of Dark Magick Afro-Spanish witches, and Dark Magick French Creole witches, so there was a bit of Voodoo/Santeria meshed in with my teachings, however, I don’t fuck with that. 

	Although born to the dark, I wasn’t dark. 

	Or at least I tried my ever best not to be. 

	I am an only child, who had parents who wanted to dote on her every need, but I just never wanted that, since it wasn’t who I was as a person. I took pride in getting by on my own, unless it was simply something too difficult for me to handle. 

	But Dark Magick was in my blood, and had been in this line for centuries. I am now, what is known as a White Luminary witch. 

	Since childhood I, with my mother’s help, have toned my magic to come from all things goodness and love, but I’ve always felt in our world that can change on the head of a dime. There have been times where I have felt the dark magick in me permeating through my entire body whenever I was pissed off; so I would just shake it off, fill my mind with light magick, and just ignore it.

	My tutor for the last thirty-years swears that if I don’t at least acknowledge it, then at some point it may rear its ugly head and I may go postal; but as I said, I basically ignore it hoping it will simply pass. 

	I went through several of the new boxes categorizing the books as I went. I seriously needed to hire someone to do this, I thought groaning. 

	Finally, after thirty-minutes of box searching, as well as categorizing as I went, I looked at the clock, nodded, then walked to my front door. As I flipped the closed sign to open and unlocked the door smiling, I felt a burst of magick. It literally slammed me in the chest, where I had to take a deep breath to settle my own magick. But what was so weird, I realized as I panted the feeling through, was that it remained in my chest, as though it belonged there. Like it instantly became a part of me, meshing with my own magick, making it one. 

	The word home, suddenly popped into my head as the frown on my face deepened. I moved closer to the door, peered through the blinds, then jerked them up to have a better look. I exhaled deeply as I saw nothing, turned from the door and walked towards the counter snatching up a pile of books to shelve them. 

	That was just completely bizarre. 

	And the magick had been powerful, although it seemed cloaked. I’d gotten a small burst, not nearly the full scale of it, which I felt in my bones I’d probably never felt anything akin to it in my life. I inhaled deeply, then let the breath out slowly, praying I’d have no shit today. Peculiar stuff magickly had been going on ever since the League had their issues with the Dark.

	But I instantly put it from my mind though.

	I wanted no gloominess today, since my dream had finally come true, and nothing and no one would mar that. I waved my hand, then did a little dance as Sam Smith’s Unholy seeped into the shop. I grinned to myself as I suddenly wished I had a bad boy to do some unholy shit to me, if nothing else but for the sex. 

	Hell! 

	I barely remembered what it felt like to be touched by a man. It'd been almost a year since I had my last sexual encounter, and even then it was pretty pathetic and basic. I remember wishing I could actually use a bit of magick to make it better, since he was so terrible! But I don’t use magick for my gain, for you never know if that spell could backfire into something else! My bestie was so fucking sick of today’s men that two months ago she conjured up a Golem just for that, and that shit was insane. The Numinous finally had to step in, since she was lost to the sex, and he was draining her life-force. If I weren’t mistaken, she was at this very moment attempting to save his life. 

	But that’s a story for another day. 

	I just knew that I was horny as shit, and my ten-speed Julio wasn’t doing the job of it anymore. 

	While I hummed to myself shelving, I turned as I heard the bell chime, then looked towards the door. Strange, I couldn’t see whom or what entered my shop for several moments. That was completely odd, as if they were under a cloaking spell. My dad had spelled my shop from day one, stating that I was a beautiful witch, who worked alone in a magick shop. 

	I remember laughing, but he was serious. I kissed him then grinning, since fathers always imagine their daughters were beautiful. I was okay, not average, but in my book not beautiful either. I loved him even more for the fact that he wanted me protected, not the fact that he’d said I was beautiful. 

	That was just who my daddy was. 

	But I digress. 

	He’d spelled the shop so this wouldn’t happen, therefore that caused the hairs on the back of my neck to stand on end, for the reason that whoever this was; they had to be seriously fucking powerful. I took a deep breath readying my magick as I took two steps back so that I could actually see the door and the new customer if there were one. 

	I pulled a face slightly as the man suddenly materialized, but paused a bit surprised, since he was wearing what appeared to be an eighteenth-century cloak. It was beautiful to say the least, and I would swear vintage too as the red embroidery stitching screamed expensive, and it appeared as if the lining were red fur as he flicked it away from his body. 

	I continued to watch him as he peered around my shop, when I noticed the crest on the lapel of the cloak and glowered. 

	The Red Dragon intertwined with the Tree of Life.

	The gawd damned Numinous. 

	Shit! 

	Every witch on the planet knew about the Numinous League, and if they were smart, they stayed as far away from them as possible. The Numinous were nearly an exact replica of a ‘Grown-Up Version’ of Gryffindor. 

	Sanctimonious, self-righteous, priggish, pious, hypocritical and any other adjective you’d like to throw in there; all the while pretending to be holier-than-thou when they were literally Slytherin dipping. 

	They got down with some of the vilest shit, all to keep the Numinous as the Shining Light and Hope for New Supernaturals. It was a load of crap to me, for I’d seen exactly just who and what the Numinous truly was. Yes, you had several hundred who were truly good well-intentioned people, but I just felt as if there weren’t enough of them to actually make the Numinous decent! And well, we all know that saying about the road to hell, and good intentions. 

	The Numinous was the governing body for all things supernatural here in America, and sister Council to England’s Delineate Council, Italy’s Numinous Luce Splendente Council, Germany’s Numinous Gerade und Schmal Council, Japan’s Numinous Chō Shizen-Tekina Enchanto Council , France’s Numinous Seulement Nous Council, Romania’s Încântare Supranaturală Council, and finally Africa’s Bonatuurlike Betowering Council; whom I might add don’t fuck around; Delineate Council being the fiercest. 

	From what I’d heard growing up…if you were scheduled a meeting with Delineate, it was more than likely that you were being put down, given the veritable death, or entombed. And The Numinous ruled EVERYTHING. 

	This meant Witches, Demons on this plain, Werewolves as well as shifters of all kinds, Vampires, Warlocks, Angels on this plain, Fae, Demi-Gods, Shades, Morphs; basically, anything with magick or power to overrule humankind. 

	That is…except actual True Gods. 

	They were factually the only beings the Numinous attempted not to fuck with. There were thirty-six-Grand Numinous Leagues across the world. Four Mid-level councils here in America, and 0ne-hundred-thirty-eight Mid-level councils across the world; each League having twelve lower houses as well. They each held thirty-two levels of magick to their Leagues, each more powerful than the next, with the thirty-second being basically God-Status and serious GOATs.

	There was a Head Ardent Council that sat fifteen members, the oldest ones being Deidre, Denia, Timmons, Melina, Cranston, Glover, Sapatha, Rawlins, Grenna and Javier. There were a few more, but I couldn’t think of them off the top of my head. Not to mention, as of this moment we were working from the Southern League, due to the shit with Tafar, Focul, since the rest of the Dark League had taken over the Northern Numinous. They revolted and took over three lower leagues last year. That shit was mental, and that was so much fucking evil that the Merchants were barely able to contain it, and that was saying something. 

	We were sanctioned by Delineate, and from what I knew, the White, who hadn’t been on this side in one-thousand-years, and the Red who too were ghost for the last thousand years were due as well, and the league was on pins and needles because of it; especially the higher-ups. 

	Both Light and Dark Head Councils could do some serious damage to our leagues if they chose to, for we were bound by them for the last thirty-centuries, and it hadn’t changed. But from what I knew they were due here in two months, which would be complete chaos, and I’d actually planned on taking that long coveted Caribbean vacation just so as not to be here when they arrived. 

	They had the power to put someone or something down on the spot, and they imagined they were the all-powerful because of it too. 

	But that was another story to read in another volume.

	And not only were there levels of magick, but there were also levels of what I call supernatural police. They ranged from CIA type shit, to our version of FBI, to our version of regular Police, with the Death Merchants being our literal CIA; and they too were the most powerful and the oldest to be able to take out the supernatural trash. 

	There were five stations of so-called policing to the Numinous; Death Merchants, A.T.E.Cs, Quixotic, Cognizance, and L.W.W.D.As. And the oldest Merchants who ranged in the thousands were Coeus and Medgar who began them a millennia ago, to the Gladiators like Draken, Sephoroth, Argus, Callum, Mathis, Samuel and Aziz. 

	The rest of the Death Merchants were all under eight-hundred, but the most powerful of them under the ancients were Harry; a baby at one-hundred-fifty -years old, and Jacob at three-hundred-seventy. But as far as I knew the actual oldest and…most powerful of them all were Sephoroth, who is rumored to be Spartacus, Coeus the Titan, who is now Stenos, and Medgar, who was fricken Sumerian if the legends were true. But then, since the power switch, it’s rumored that Sephoroth surpasses both.

	But we rarely saw Medgar, unless it was something grave. My point though, that was power untold.

	Merchants were inducted into the Merchant timeline at twenty-one from what I knew, and lived until their timeline was either severed, or they decided they’d done enough living and asked for the departure, which was basically akin to the old Norse version of Valhalla for them, for the reason that they’d been warriors nearly all their lives. 

	Few supernaturals reached that level, let alone humans.

	However, besides the merchants, and Avalera, whom I’ll get to next; there was one in England under our sister Numinous Delineate who was linked to five separate men, Thor being one of them; and she deadass cornered the market on Fuck Around and Find out. From the rumors, she was even more powerful than all the merchants combined, and the amazing cool part; was the fact that she was a woc! But she was the one person the Numinous’ couldn’t control, so their bitch asses called in the White as well as the Red, and from what I knew they were init. 

	Also, from what I knew she was literally the most powerful person on the planet next to her son. Yeah, you must read those fucking annals, they would seriously blow your mind.

	Or the fact that she was linked to and married to five of the most powerful supernatural men on the planet was mental! Thor, which I’m sure you get, nothing else needed towards explanation. Sephoroth, a four-thousand-eighty-seven -year-old vampire rumored to be Spartacus and now the God Pthat, the three-thousand-five-hundred-year-old Keltic Demi-God Dagdha, Stenos, a seven -millennia-year old vampire rumored to be the Titan God Coeus, and a four-hundred-seventy-seven-year-old changeling werewolf rumored to be the literal earthly incarnate of the Egyptian God Shu and son to Osiris. 

	That shit was crazy, and not only was she linked to the Gods, but she was an Orisha Succubus Priestess, so I was so here for it, and prayed at some point I got to meet her. And the Kant alone, which was like this powerful lust that attached itself to people whenever she was turned on, because as I
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