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To my readers, who walked by my side when all 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 rift with me.
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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
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