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Prologue

—Do you think you know what you’re about to read?

—You don’t.

Because if you did, maybe you wouldn’t open this page.

And if you already have... it’s because something inside you is asking for answers the ordinary world can’t give.

—Let me warn you now: this is not an easy story.

It’s not the kind that fades when you close the back cover.

This one bites deeper.

—There are pacts here.

Yes, pacts.

But not written ones, not signed with ink.

Pacts sealed with a gaze, with hunger, with absence.

—There is Voodoo here... but not the kind they sell online.

No dolls.

No needles.

No stage tricks.

What you’ll find here is ancestral memory, inherited pain, and twisted justice.

—And yes, there is a binding.

But let me tell you something before you go on:

One Voodoo Knot won’t hold.

Because there are forces that can’t be controlled—only unleashed.

And desires that don’t get granted—they get collected.

—Are you ready?

—Are you sure?

—Good.

—Then remember this:

Some doors open easily...

but they never close the same.
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Where the Dead Still Do Not Sleep

More than a millennium ago, in the region of Oshamkwe, west of the African continent, there lived a tribe wrapped in mystery and reverence for the invisible.

Their leader was not a warrior of spears, but a man of quiet voice and deep eyes named Akande.

His power did not reside in physical strength but in his bond with the other side—

he was a master of Voodoo, interpreter of the words of the dead,

a vessel for forces most people feared to even name.

Akande was in love with Luteni, a young woman of serene beauty and wise gaze.

She loved him too, but her fate had already been written by others.

No one beat the drum as he did.

Not the elders of the Dahomey kingdoms,

nor the sorcerers of the Niger River.

When Akande danced barefoot over the blood-soaked earth,

the bones buried in the jungle trembled.

They said he was born with the double shadow—

the mark carried only by the sons of Ogun and Legba.

A child who came into the world without a cry, without an umbilical cord,

and looked upon life with the eyes of the dead.

And yet, his power did not come from death...

but from love.



Luteni was the daughter of King M’Batha,

promised since the age of seven to a general old as the sun.

But when she first saw Akande at the river ceremony,

her spirit trembled like a dry leaf.

She did not yet know what love was.

He did not yet know what surrender meant.

It was a love that burned like a forest in drought.

They stole nights in the warriors’ hut,

met beneath trees where only the owls bore witness.

And every time they joined, Akande sealed their memory with salt and ash—

so that no spirit could reveal their secret to Luteni’s father.



But it wasn’t enough.

War came.

And Akande did not fight with spears.

He fought with the dead.

He painted his face with ash,

summoned the fallen warriors,

and walked to the front carrying a staff of bones—

each skull whispering in ancient tongues.

When the enemy saw his army rise twice—

one of flesh and one of dust—

they threw down their spears and fled

like children without mothers.

The war was won.

But Luteni’s heart was lost.



King M’Batha, upon learning of the forbidden romance,

locked his daughter under sacred roof,

awaiting the day of her wedding to the general—

already set for two dawns ahead.

Yet the heart cannot be locked away.

A guard, devoted to the gods and a childhood friend of Luteni,

helped her escape that very night,

knowing that the punishment for treason would be the noose.

Luteni ran like a wounded doe into the sacred forest,

where Akande was waiting for her,

altar prepared, soul resolved.



There, with no human witnesses,

they performed a forbidden spell.

Two voodoo dolls, carved from iroko wood,

were bound together with red thread, human hair, tears, and blood.

Their names were written on palm leaves

and sealed with a knot that no spirit could undo.

“If this world is not ours,

let the next one be where love finds us.

Let not death silence us.

Let not oblivion erase us.”

Then they drank poison

mixed with Oshún’s sacred water,

and closed their eyes without fear—

like two warriors who know they will return.



The dolls were placed in a basket woven from palm fibers

and cast into the great Ogooué River.

The waters carried them to the sea,

where it is said the depths keep promises that time cannot break.

Their bodies were found days later—

his on the forest shore,

hers in the clearing where the flowers of the dead grew.

But their souls were no longer there.



Since then,

when two people meet for the first time and feel they already know each other,

they say they are Akande and Luteni,

returning to find one another again,

life after life,

even if only one of them remembers.
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A Thousand and Twenty Years Later
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A thousand and twenty years later, in the Dominican Republic, a young man named Jonathan Concepción was celebrating his twentieth birthday in the warm heart of San Cristóbal.

The house overflowed with laughter, loud music, and hugs that tasted like family—

yet he felt something was missing.

As if his soul were slightly out of tune with his body.

Since childhood, he had carried a feeling he could never quite explain—

a hollow in his chest that nothing could fill.

Sometimes he thought it was anxiety,

other times, simple sadness.

But deep down, he knew it was something else.

––––––––
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His dreams were unlike anyone else’s.

He dreamed of dense jungles, distant drums, figures of fire dancing beneath unknown moons.

In his nocturnal visions, he spoke tongues he had never heard awake,

yet understood with perfect ease.

Those dreams made him wake drenched in sweat,

his heart pounding as if he had been running for his life.

For years, he ignored them,

telling himself they were just tricks of imagination.

Until that night.

After the party, he threw himself onto the mattress, exhausted.

The heat was thick, almost sticky.

He closed his eyes,

and almost immediately, sleep took him.

But it wasn’t like the others.

This one was different—

more real.

More alive.

He found himself standing in the middle of a humid, steaming jungle,

barefoot on wet earth.

A heavy mist surrounded him, and though he couldn’t see clearly,

he could feel everything—

the sounds, the scent of fertile soil,

the whispers carried by the wind.

And then he saw her.

A woman with sorrowful eyes and skin like moonlight emerged from the fog.

She didn’t speak,

but her eyes did.

They looked at him as if they had loved him all a lifetime,

as if they had been waiting for him for centuries.

And in the silence, the drums began to sound—

deep, ancient,

thundering as though they rose from the earth’s own heart.

Suddenly, voices surrounded him.

Voices of men and women,

old and young,

whispering a name that didn’t belong to him—

and yet, it did.

Akande.

The sound struck him like lightning in the chest.

“Akande?” he whispered into the dream.

“Who is Akande?”

The voices didn’t answer.

They only repeated the name, again and again,

an endless echo.

The woman with the moonlit eyes slowly lifted her hand,

reaching to touch his face.

Just before she did,

the dream dissolved like smoke in the wind.

Jonathan woke with a start.

The room was dark,

but he could still feel the jungle inside him.

The name kept repeating in his mind,

and his heart beat to the rhythm of drums that were no longer there.

He sat on the edge of the bed, breathing hard.

He didn’t know who Akande was,

nor who that woman could be,

but there was one thing he knew for certain:

this wasn’t the first time he had dreamed of her.

And that name...

That name belonged to him—

that name was him.

But how could that be?

He had never heard it in his waking life,

and yet it sounded more his than his own last name.

He rose from the bed and walked to the window.

Outside, San Cristóbal slept in peace,

but within him, everything was burning.

His heart pounded furiously,

his skin tingled as if the wind itself were calling him.

He opened the glass pane,

and a warm, heavy air rushed in—

carrying a scent that didn’t belong to the city.

It was the smell of wet earth,

sea salt,

and dry leaves...

a smell he recognized,

yet could not name.

In the kitchen, while he heated water for coffee,

he grabbed his phone and typed the word Akande.

He didn’t know why—

he just needed to see it written.

When the first result appeared on the screen,

a shiver ran through him:

“Akande (Yoruba name): ‘the one who brings the arrival.’”

His hands trembled, and he dropped the phone without realizing it.

He felt the floor vanish beneath his feet.

He didn’t understand why,

but the meaning felt like a key sliding into an invisible lock.

The arrival of what?

Of whom?

Was it a message?

A warning?

A calling?

Suddenly, the image of the woman from the dream returned to him—

her sorrowful eyes, her pale skin,

the way she looked at him,

as if he had failed her in something he no longer remembered.

As if her very presence in that dream

meant something sacred he must not break.

Jonathan clenched his fists.

He could no longer ignore what had been knocking at his door for years.

There was something behind those dreams.

Something buried deep within.

Something that was beginning to awaken.
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The Drum of the Dead
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That night, Jonathan dreamed again.

But this time it wasn’t a loose image or a fleeting vision.

It was a journey—

a deep immersion.

He felt it in his chest, as if something inside him—

something that had slept for centuries—

had finally been summoned.

He was standing in a clearing in the jungle,

the round moon hanging from the sky like an eternal eye.

Around him, men and women with bare chests beat enormous drums with ancient hands.

The drums did not make ordinary sounds—

they spoke.

Each strike was a word.

Each rhythm, a memory.

At the center of the circle stood her.

Luteni.

Dressed in a red skirt and shell necklaces,

the dark skin of her back glistened with the sacred sweat of ceremony.

Her eyes were closed, yet her face radiated power, not fragility.

She was young, yes—

but her spirit was ancient.

She carried centuries in her gaze.

When she opened her eyes,

she looked straight at him—

as if she knew he was there,

even if the world had not yet remembered her.

“Akande,” she whispered,

her voice reaching him without passing through his ears.

“Are you waking up?”

Jonathan—or whatever part of him existed in that realm—

took a trembling step forward.

“What’s happening?” he tried to say,

but his lips wouldn’t move.

Luteni extended her hands,

and the drums fell silent.

Only one remained—

an old drum, deeper, slower,

beating from a dark corner of the jungle.

A drum that no one played.

A drum that spoke from the other world.

“It’s the drum of the dead, Akande,” she said,

gliding toward him without moving her feet,

floating among roots and ashes.

“They remember too.

They are waiting as well.”

Then he understood.

It wasn’t only he who was returning.

It wasn’t only a dream.

The entire past was coming back with him—

like a wave,

like a debt left unpaid.

Luteni raised her arm

and placed a small black cloth doll in his hands.

“We made a pact,” she said softly.

“We loved beyond death.

We bound ourselves in soul and bone.

But I...”

—her voice faltered, her eyes clouded—

“...I no longer remember.”

The drum struck one final time,

and Jonathan fell to the ground

as if pushed from the sky.

He woke up gasping.

The sun was just beginning to rise through the window.

He was drenched in sweat, tangled in the sheets,

and on his chest...

there were red marks—

as if someone had gripped his heart with their bare hands.
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Akande, Son of Ogun
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The first time Akande heard the word war, he was barely five years old.

It was not a word spoken with hatred or fear.

It was a whisper of reverence that came from the lips of the elders when they spoke of Ogun,

the god of iron, of roads,

and of the machete that cuts through jungle and enemies alike.

“That child doesn’t cry or bleed like the others,” said the midwife when she saw him born, fists clenched tight as if holding a secret.

“He came unbound. There was no cord.

He was born free—

as if the gods themselves had placed him there.”

“He is the son of iron.

The son of Ogun.”

Akande grew up in a small village between rivers and mountains.

He never knew his father, but the elders of the spiritual council said his soul did not come alone—

it came burdened with warrior spirits.

By the age of eight, while other children still played with stones and mud,

Akande already mastered minor rituals.

He knew how to read the cowrie shells,

to recognize spirits in the shadows,

and he spoke to fire as one speaks to an ancestor.

He had a slender body, muscles carved by training,

and eyes so deep they seemed to be looking at something no one else could see.

One afternoon, while helping his mother grind maize,

they heard screams in the distance.

War was coming.

A group of raiders—cast out from other kingdoms for heresy and murder—were descending from the hills,

seeking to subjugate the smaller villages.

The elders gathered in haste.

No one knew what to do.

The village had no soldiers.

Only faith.

And Akande spoke.

“If Ogun made me his son, it was not to hide,” he said.

“Give me the necklaces.

Give me the ashes.

I will fight.”

They laughed at first.

But that night, Akande went to the river,

drew a circle with red earth,

and made his offering.

He sacrificed a black goat,

buried his childhood doll,

and vowed:

If I live, I will be the sword.

If I die, I will be the shield.

When the invaders came the next day,

they expected no resistance.

But what they found was a thin child,

covered in ash and goat’s blood,

shouting Ogun’s name with a fury that did not come from his size,

but from something far older than himself—

an energy that tore through the air,

as if the god lived inside his bones.

They say Akande’s shadow multiplied that day.

That his machete did not stain with blood—
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