
[image: ]


​[image: ]The Warlock's Rebirth Saga:

​The Complete Trilogy (Books 1-3)

Martín Portas 

The Warlock's Rebirth Saga: The Complete Trilogy (Books 1-3)

© 2026, Martín Portas.

All rights reserved.

Includes: Michiru’s Journey, The Rebirth of Magic, and The Ashes of Destiny.

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.

​Dedication

​To my readers, who walked by my side when everything seemed lost.

​Getting this far is proof that true connections transcend time and pain. Because where some see an end, we see a seed waiting to sprout under a new light.

​Thank you for crossing the threshold with me.

​To my family, for being my anchor in this two-decade journey.

​And finally to you, who knows that love is the oldest and strongest magic, capable of defying time and even destiny to ensure that the light overcomes even our own darkness.
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​Book 1:Michiru’s Journey
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​Chapter 1: The Weight of Sacrifice
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​I arrived at Yanina's house, tears streaming down my face. When Yani saw me, she stopped dead in her tracks. She was holding Michiru in her arms; the little one wouldn't stop crying inconsolably. She hesitated for a moment, unsure whether to approach. I lowered my gaze, unable to meet hers, and my voice came out as a broken whisper:

​—“You knew, didn’t you?”

​She looked down, pressing the baby against her chest. Her silence hurt more than any words.

​—“Martín, I...” —she began, her voice cracking.

​I interrupted her with a weak wave of my hand. She stepped closer and wrapped an arm around me, joining us in a desperate embrace. In that instant, Michiru, who was struggling between the two of us, reached out her tiny hand and touched my scar with her little fingers. The effect was immediate: she calmed down. Despite my searing pain from losing my beloved Jonás—this time forever—I felt something strange. Between her clothes, I felt something soft; upon checking, I discovered an envelope.

​I looked at Yani and the girls waiting behind her, and none of them knew about the envelope. Looking at the back, I recognized Jonás's impeccable handwriting. I ran my fingers over the letters as if I could stroke his hand while he wrote Michiru's name and mine. With trembling hands, I opened the envelope and found a letter. I couldn't contain my sadness, but I had to know what it said.

​Martín, my love, and little Michiru:

​If you are reading this, it is because fate has finally collected its price and my physical presence is no longer there to protect you. Do not look for traces of me on the earth or ashes in the air; what I did, I did of my own free will, giving up every last atom of my being so that you could have a tomorrow.

​Martín:

I know that right now you feel a void that burns more than any fire. I see you searching for my eyes and finding only the silence of the battle. But listen to me well: do not blame yourself. For five hundred years, my only mission was to be your guardian, and there is no greater honor for me than to have given my life for the man who taught me what true love is. Do not look for me in the darkness; look for me in the light that now protects this world. Take care of Michiru; she is the legacy of our struggle. In her eyes lives the magic we defended. Do not let the pain extinguish you again; the world needs the warlock, but I need the man I love to keep walking, even if I cannot go by his side.

​Little Michiru:

You are the future. In your hands remains the knowledge and the purity of our lineage. Grow strong and never forget that there was a guardian who loved you enough to ensure you could grow in a world free of shadows. When you feel fear, remember that the strongest magic is not born from spells, but from sacrifice for others.

​Girls:

Thank you for being so much to both Martín and me—companions, advisors, and our pillars in this cursed war. Thank you for your sacrifice, giving your gifts and your essence as witches to Martín so he could fight. I know I shouldn't ask anything more of you, and I know you will do it anyway without me asking; but let me ask one last favor: take care of Martín and Michiru, do not let them fall into the darkness of my departure. Blessed be.

​For both:

Perhaps the universe is capricious and will allow us to meet again, in a way I cannot yet understand. But until that day comes, remember nankurunaisa: live today for the sake of tomorrow.

​Martín, I leave you my heart in these words. This is not a goodbye; it is the fulfillment of my promise: I will always be with you, in one way or another.

​Forever, your guardian.

Jonás Heredia.

​I couldn't handle this right now. I hugged Michiru tightly and she smiled, making more tears spring to my eyes. Right then and there, she became my anchor, my purest connection to Jonás; from now on, my entire life would be for her, just as her father's life was.

​—“I can't understand how I didn't feel the letter in her clothes; she was sleeping after Jonás said goodbye to her and suddenly she started crying, and nothing could calm her...” —Yani told me, still with tears in her eyes after hearing Jonás's words.

​—“A magic disguise and the connection she had with her father. She felt his death; that’s why she was crying. And when she touched my scar, Jonás's blood mixed with mine during the battle broke the magic disguise spell. I’m sure he thought of everything.”

​I handed Michiru back to Yani. I couldn't be there; I had to go back and talk to him. I had to try to find him; I couldn't let it end like this.

​I blinked back to the cabin. There, I recited the spell to summon a warlock, modified for a guardian: “Call of the guardians, cross the invisible skies, bring to me the one who guides me, return my guardian to me, bring my guardian here.” Nothing happened. I tried to invoke his spirit: “Hear my words, hear my plea, spirit guide I invoke you, cross the great divide now,” but that didn't work either.

​Completely frustrated, I approached the crater and screamed at it:

​—“How dare you? How dare you die and leave me here? Don't you know you were always the strongest, the one who always had the answers? Tell me how I will go on without you! I don't know how to do it without you, my love...”

​The next morning, I took the girls to their homes. I left them some potions just in case, though I knew full well they wouldn't need them. For now, the underworld is without a leader and is surely in chaos; besides, since they no longer have their powers, they would no longer be targets for demon attacks. But I couldn't trust that and leave them unprotected.

​What neither Yani nor I knew was that someone was watching us from the shadows. They knew how to hide their presence, especially with my emotions in turmoil, clouding my empathy.

​A month had passed since the final battle, and Martín hadn't let me explain what I knew and didn't know about the battle. That’s why I decided he should know, so he could heal his pain a bit, for his sake and for little Michiru's.

​—“Martín... I realized that Jonás, when he brought us back, hadn't told us everything. He asked me not to tell the girls until you returned and to take care of you and Michiru. I know if there had been another way, he would have taken it, but there wasn't, and he didn't want you to live with regrets for his sacrifice. Besides, you have Michiru; she needs you now more than anyone in this world.”

​Martín just listened and lowered his gaze. I knew him too well to know that while my words weren't enough to take away his pain, they at least gave him some comfort knowing that Jonás thought of him until the end.

​Ever since I made the decision to give my powers to Martín—something I didn't hesitate for a second—I only had one concern, and that was Hernán. His powers appeared as soon as I discovered my past. Although they are controllable, since he only possesses telekinesis and levitation, it worries me not to have my own to protect them from possible attacks. And while I know it's selfish of me to want to nullify his magical being, I can't stand the idea of him having to risk himself alone regarding witchcraft. I told Martín as much.

​—“I've been thinking a lot about everything that happened, and I decided I want to repeat the ritual with you and Hernán, so he can pass his powers to you and no longer be a warlock. I know you won't want to do it and that it will seem selfish of me, but I don't want that life for my son. I’ve already lost too much in this life and the previous one, and I don't want him to have to go through that without me to protect him. And maybe you should do the same with Michiru.”

​Yani was asking me to absorb her son's and Michiru's powers to save them from going through what we went through. But I couldn't assimilate anything at that moment. How could I without Jonás? He wasn't there, and nothing made sense without him. Besides, I didn't want to take Michiru's powers away; it would be like losing that magical connection with Jonás.

​—“You can't ask me to do something like that. I can't lose him again, understand? She is the only thing I have left of his power. And you shouldn't do that to Hernán either; it doesn't seem fair to me,” —I replied. To which she began to respond, shouting and with tears streaming from her eyes:

​—“Fair, you say? You asked me to sacrifice my essence as a witch for you, and now you tell me it's not fair to worry about my son? Do you think I enjoyed giving up being a witch? Do you think I can be at peace while a demon could come for my son and I can't defend him? Don't talk to me about losing; I also lost too much in this damned war!”

​I couldn't stand it. We had never fought like that. I simply blinked to the ruins of the cabin in San Luis. I didn't even realize where I had gone until I got there. Then I collapsed. All that false control I tried to show Yanina fell away at once, and I could do nothing but cry. Then I remembered the spell in the Book of Shadows. I searched the cabin and there were still some candles left; I needed them to call his spirit. I needed to see him one more time, even if it was like this.

​I made the magic circle, lit the candles, and recited the spell: —“Hear my words, hear my plea, spirit guide I invoke you, cross the great divide now.” —A blinding light appeared in the middle of the magic circle as a silhouette took shape within it. I had done it; I would see him again.

​—“What are you doing here?” —I said, confused, to Connie, who appeared after the spell.

​—“What a great welcome you give me,” —she replied, smiling... She was right; I shouldn't speak to her that way, but I wanted to see him, and I let her know: —“You know what I mean. It's not that I don't want to hear from you, Connie, but I need to see him, even if only once. I have so many things to talk to him about that I think I'll go crazy if I don't.”

​She listened patiently and said: —“I know, my boy, I know. But you are not allowed to see him, not yet. Because that will only anchor you to him and won't allow you to move forward. Besides, he has to adapt to not being physically by your side, and he won't be able to do it if he sees you now.”

​Crying, I replied: —“How am I supposed to manage without him? I gave everything, I sacrificed everything, and now when I need his advice, he's not here and I don't know what I should do...”

​She interrupted me and said: —“Are you sure you don't know what to do, or is it that you don't want to do it? Yes, I know about Yanina's request, and I know that deep down you know the right thing is to fulfill her wishes. And regarding Michiru, I know it will be difficult, but you have enough power to guide and protect her on this path of witchcraft.”

​I understood that what she was telling me was right, and I decided to do the ritual with Hernán for Yani's sake. I said goodbye to Connie and decided to return to Yani.

​The next day we performed the ritual again, and I acquired Hernán's powers. Therefore, I decided to stay one more month with them; only then could I ensure that demons wouldn't attack them and use the time to get used to my new powers.

​During those days, we had an incident with Michiru. She wanted a wooden toy that Hernán had and decided to attract it to her with her telekinesis, with such bad luck that she hit herself in the forehead with the toy. The good thing within the scare she gave herself and us was that from that moment on, she stopped overusing her telekinesis, and we got a bit of peace, at least as far as baby magic is concerned.

​Yani was still surprised by Michiru's strange birthmark. That small trident in the center of her back made her unique, even more so because it matched her name. Jonás had done well to name her after Sailor Neptune, my favorite Sailor Scout.
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​Chapter 2: The Guardian’s Vessel
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​I do not know where I am. The last thing I remember is saying goodbye to Martín as I offered him my strength and love so he could defeat Darius; after that, everything turned to darkness. I don't even feel the passage of time. I was supposed to meet my parents in the "beyond," but... who are my parents? I cannot remember them, and bit by bit, I feel every part of my life fading away. As much as I try to cling to those memories, they slip through my fingers. I no longer remember who I am or what I am doing here.

​However, I feel a presence darker than the night, with a violence and malice that feel familiar, though I do not know what it is or where or when I felt it before. Just as I was trying to discover who that presence was, a shadow with a human form appeared before me and grabbed me by the throat. We began to struggle... The next thing I remember is falling deeper into the darkness and disappearing.

​I begin to hear a rhythmic beeping coming from somewhere. My body feels heavy and very sore. Slowly, I open my eyes and see a powerful light; turning my head slightly, I notice a machine—that is where the annoying beep is coming from. Cables descend from it... toward my body? I try to get up, but hands pin me against the bed, and with a soft voice, a young man tells me:

​—“Easy, Dante. You had a serious accident; you are in the hospital.”

​My head throbbed, and I couldn't speak. There was something stuck in my mouth; it bothered me, and I began to thrash, trying to break free from the person’s grip. I wanted to scream and couldn't. Within minutes, more hands were holding me down, and I managed to see them inject something into a tube. Seconds later, everything went black.

​I don't know how long I was unconscious—perhaps minutes, hours, or days. All I know is that when I woke up, the tube was no longer in my mouth, but my throat felt like it was burning with an implacable fire. I wanted to speak, but only guttural noises escaped my lips. That young man was by my side again, and once more, he told me the same thing.

​—“Dante, take it easy. You are at the Clinics Hospital. You had a car accident. You won’t be able to speak for a couple of hours because we had to intubate you, and your vocal cords need to rest before you can speak normally. Now, rest. In a couple of hours, I’ll come check on you and explain exactly what happened. Welcome back to life.”

​I couldn't understand; memories were muddled in my mind. On one hand, I knew my name was Dante, that I was 27 years old, with a wife named Helena and a one-year-old son named Joaquín. I remember we were going out to dinner for our anniversary... the rain, a very bright light ahead, and then nothing else. But a part of me couldn't feel it as my own; it was as if I were watching that whole life from the outside. Moreover, I had flashes of images of a young man, the warmth of his body, his scent, and that feeling that I would give my life for him... I loved him.

​The sun was rising over the horizon. I was still in bed when Doctor Roberto Miller came to see me. He asked what I remembered, what year it was, if I remembered who I was and what had happened. After confirming I had no memory loss, he explained what occurred.

​—“Dante, as I told you before, you had a car accident. A truck crossed into your lane and hit your car head-on. You were severely injured and arrived at the hospital without vital signs. By a miracle, just as we were giving up, you came back to life. Unfortunately, your wife Helena did not survive. I am very sorry for your loss.”

​I wanted to die. Helena was dead. The first thing I did was ask about Joaquín. Fortunately, he also managed to survive, but that didn't compensate for the pain of losing Helena.

​Four months had passed since the accident. I had lost the love of my life, my parents had died long ago, and a part of the family I had created vanished in the crash. I am only left with my son, the publishing house El Umbral which I inherited from my parents, and a house that now felt enormous and empty.

​The manager had been running the publishing house in my absence, so I didn't have to worry about it for the moment. But I had to return to my usual life, or else I would fall into depression again, or worse, into madness. Since the accident, I haven't stopped having strange dreams. In them, I am always with a young man of about 25 years old, and he calls me "love," or by my name—only it isn't my name; he calls me Jonás. He also talks about gypsies, warlocks, and demons. I don't understand why I have such confusing dreams.

​This worsened when I asked the manager to send me some projects that were arriving at the publishing house; at least between rehabilitation and the hours in bed with nothing to do, I could read something and keep my mind busy with work.

​Among the manuscripts, there was one that caught my attention. It was from a relatively new author whose book of poetry we had published two years ago. It was a fantasy story called The Warlock's Awakening. In the manuscript, the author placed himself as the protagonist and named three people who intrigued me far too much. Two of them I would have to change the names of to avoid legal problems: Ian Rodríguez and his partner Claudio, since they were well-known models—especially Ian, who died last year. The third was named Jonás Heredia. That name, Jonás, was the same name the young man in my dreams called me. Once I am discharged from the hospital, I will have to have a meeting with the author, because it is too much of a coincidence.
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​Chapter 3: Fragments of a Broken Future
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​Twenty years had passed since my father, Jonás, sacrificed himself to defeat the Supreme Demon. I grew up with the story of his sacrifice until, at the age of five, he returned to us. He had reincarnated into the body of Dante, the owner of the publishing house that published my other father, Martín. At first, we didn’t know he had returned, but over time he grew closer to Martín, and eventually, we discovered the truth.

​Dante had a son, a year older than me. At first, I didn't want him around, as I couldn't understand that my father wouldn't be exclusively mine—only-child syndrome, I suppose. But through time and living together, I grew to accept him and even grew fond of him. How naive I was not to see the truth in time: Joaquín was withdrawn; he didn’t socialize much and preferred solitude over schoolmates.

​What none of us knew then—what none of us could see—was that he hid an ancient, age-old secret. Everything exploded when I was seventeen. Joaquín, having turned eighteen, fully developed his dormant power that had been lying in wait for years. I still remember that day when the world was dyed in darkness.

​I was coming home from school when I suddenly felt it: Martín had vanished from my guidance radar, and Dante, my father, was devastated with pain, unable to react. Since I was alone on the street, I teleported directly home
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