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

​To my readers, for walking with me through every saga, from the first awakening to the final ashes.

​And to those who, like Pablo and the Michiru from the future, know that there is no greater magic than sacrifice for those we love.
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​Chapter 1: The Shadows of Separation
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​The cursed Guardian... no, I must call him the cursed warlock. He gained powers. That shouldn't have happened, but it did. Still, even though his appearance and his attack surprised me—an attack I managed to deflect just in time—feigning the faint was the icing on the cake; he immediately rushed to help me, fearing the worst. He doesn't know who I am or who he is, but that served to tear them apart.

​I had feared the worst. Those four years pretending to be a "good boy" who wouldn't hurt a fly were disgusting. My only consolation was imagining how I would rip the skin off them, piece by piece, until they begged me to kill them. Naive fools... I would use the dark magic of the merchants to heal them, only to skin them again.

​And that cursed witch... she healed him. Furthermore, the worst part of all is that she is his daughter, the one who comes from the future. I have to be careful with that piece of trash witch, or she might finish me off before I can mature this body and use all my powers to their fullest. A week has passed since the lovebirds separated, but I must ensure that Dante feels his life has turned into a living hell because of magic; that way, I will make sure they never get back together.

​I went to the corner of the yard furthest from the dim-witted monkeys who are my classmates in this cursed prison called school and called for Balthor. He answered my summons immediately.

​—“My lord, tell me, what can I do for you?”— he asked, dropping one knee to the ground and bowing his head.

​Joaquín looked at him with the contempt of one who knows he is superior even in his fragile form and replied:

​—“I need you to send mercenary demons against the witch, my son, and that idiot Dante. Send one every two days; we will keep them under constant attack to wear them down. In that way, the separation will be final, because Dante will blame my son for his new power and for the fact that demons are now attacking him so frequently, making their potential union an increasingly distant possibility.”

​I finished briefing my plans just as the bell rang for the end of recess. I had to return to the act of the shy boy that so moves these stupid humans, but before returning and before Balthor left, I told him:

​—“Remember that my power, though not yet total, is greater than what I possessed five years ago when I returned to life. Do not fail me, and above all, do not try to betray me, or you will have to face the consequences.”

​Balthor looked at him with an expression of terror on his face and vanished from the spot.

​In the afternoon, I returned to Pablo's place. Dante left me there, in his care, after the energy ball incident. According to Balthor's reports, he was still unable to control his magic, unleashing small bouts of destruction in his home; that is why he decided to work from his house. On the other hand, he left me with Pablo and called him daily. They talked for a long while and, from what I could hear, they spoke about what happened with Martín. Evidently, he didn't tell him about the magic, only about their relationship.

​Those bastards make me sick, but this week at Pablo’s has given me a greater freedom of action than I had before. I was only missing one piece to complete my most longed-for desire: time. I would not be able to carry out my objectives for another twelve years, when I reach the maturity of this body and can transmute human blood into demonic blood with the Dark Priest. Then I will have total and unrestricted access to my power, and not even that little witch from the future, nor the former Guardian, nor even my son will be able to stop me. This will, finally, be their end.

​It’s a pity that Kronar was destroyed five hundred years ago by my son and his Guardian; otherwise, he could have matured this body in an instant. But no matter, this only makes my rage toward them grow and gives me time to plan their tortures so they are the most extreme of all time.
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​Chapter 2: Changes in the Past
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A week has passed since I recovered the memories of my dad, but this wasn't how things originally happened. I wonder to what extent my time travel twisted fate to keep them apart. I remember that, in this era, Martín discovered that Dante was my dad Jonás and didn't hesitate to return his gifts and memories; they were back together and doing well. There was no separation, just a unique family bond. Well, almost... I couldn't stand Joaquín; my jealousy of being an only child and having known my dad made me refuse to accept that intruder at first, but over time, I accepted him as a brother.

Instead, now Dad is gone and my other dad, Martín, is just as sad as when Jonás died. On top of that, no matter how much I plead with him because he refuses to return Dante’s memories, he gets angry and won't listen; it’s like trying to reason with a wall.

I was watching over my past "self" while she played when a premonition hit me: mercenary demons were attacking Martín and me at our house, and Dante at his. As part of our "games," I began to train my younger version; not to fight, but to flee. She was still too young to use her combat powers, but at least she could escape and protect herself.

I was about to warn Martín when I saw him grabbing some potions.

—“Stay alert, they’re coming for us and for...”

—“And they’re going for Dad too,”— I interrupted.

He nodded gravely.

—“He can't defend himself alone; he still doesn't control his powers and he’s an easy target. If that bastard Darius sent an attack, it’s because he knows I’m not there. I will protect him even if he hates me more for doing it.”

The sadness was evident in his eyes and his voice. I couldn't contain myself.

—“If you gave him back his memories, you know well he wouldn't be defenseless...”

—“I thought I made it clear I won't do that,”— he cut me off sharply, —“especially not now. I forbid you from even mentioning that option again.”

And he blinked instantly to Dante’s place.

The demons appeared two minutes after Martín left. Now that I could use my powers at full strength, it wasn't too difficult to defeat them; lightning was enough to finish them off. Little Michiru, as soon as the demons arrived, teleported to her room waiting for me to find her. Again, I worried because this didn't happen in my past: I didn't have a nanny named Rocío, nor did I have to fight or hide from demon attacks, as they didn't attack the house—or when they did, one of my dads was there to end them.

The weeks passed very quickly. Every two days there was a simultaneous attack; it was ridiculous. They happened at any time of day, and we couldn't even rest in peace. My only concerns were getting my dads back to how they used to be, ensuring nothing happened to me, and above all, trying to discover the true identity of Darius—that missing piece in my memory that made me live with my heart in my mouth.

I tried to bring up the spell to Dad again, but it was impossible. Every time I did, we ended up arguing horribly and he ended up going to protect my other dad. Darius was playing a game of attrition and he was winning; not so much through physical exhaustion, but through emotional wear. Dante blamed Martín for being attacked all the time, and Martín suffered, resigned to the guilt he felt. When I finally understood that, I let him know. We couldn't let him win like this when we had the solution right before our eyes. I couldn't let them be apart... not again.

That night I was finally able to talk to Martín.

—“Do you realize these attacks aren't normal? It’s Darius, your father. He wants to wear us down and separate us because he fears you two more than anything.”

Martín tried to interrupt me, but I didn't let him.

—“No, Dad. I’m no longer a child you should or can silence. I understand your fear, but look at yourself in the mirror: you have bags under your eyes from not sleeping, you're going through a miserable time separated from Dad just out of pride. It’s no longer valid to say you want to protect him from the truth or the emotional blow. It’s time you resolve this, or if you don't, I will.”

He sighed, defeated.

—“I know. I know you're right, but there’s something you don't understand yet, Michiru. I saw him jump in front of Darius’s attack; I saw him die for me, and I’m terrified that if he regains his memory, he’ll end up doing the same. That, I truly couldn't endure.”

At that moment, I remembered the day Darius killed them. Although I couldn't distinguish his face, the rest was burned into my memory.

—“I told you that in my future, you both died at Darius's hands, but what I didn't tell you was how I knew. I was coming home from school and suddenly you vanished from my Guardian radar. I teleported home immediately, and in front of Dante was a small mound of ashes. I didn't know it then, but those were your remains. Later I knew when he killed Dante in front of me. He didn't sacrifice himself that time; it was you who protected him. So don't think about it anymore: bring your love back and give me my dad back.”

He looked at me and said:

—“Thank you for not giving up on us, but above all, thank you for being our daughter and our pride, because you are an incredible woman.”

He
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