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Author’s Note

This work belongs to the realm of fiction.
The names, figures, and settings presented here are part of a narrative and symbolic construction.
Any resemblance to real persons, living or deceased, is purely coincidental. There is no intention to allude to, portray, or affect the image of any individual.

The universe of this story belongs to dark fantasy and bears no relation to religious doctrines, nor is it meant to be interpreted within that context.

I invite each reader to experience this story with an open mind, understanding that it is a work of imaginative literature. Those who wish to see symbols may find them; those who prefer only the action may do so as well. In the end, interpretation belongs to each soul who journeys through these pages.

This fantasy narrative, with existential and experiential roots, was crafted with poetic interludes that do not seek to break the storyline, but to breathe with it.

Each poem — here called an Echo or Resonance — emerges as an intentional pause: a space where the narrative grows still to let the soul speak.

They are not interruptions.
They are not ornaments.
They are part of the spiritual fabric of the work.
Their purpose is to purify the emotional current of each chapter, reflect its philosophy, and offer the reader a moment to feel, not only to move forward.

My desire is not merely for this story to entertain, but to invite contemplation, to listen to the silences, and to share in the intensity of the spirit from which it was born.
PROLOGUE

On Love and the Fall

The ancient wise ones spoke of two roads by which man walks toward his ruin.

The first is hatred — that crude, devouring flame that blackens everything it touches. Hatred is simple. It destroys what it rejects. It burns the world from the outside.

But there is another path, more refined, more radiant in appearance, and therefore more dangerous: love that has lost its center.

For if hatred is poison poured into the blood, unrestrained love is a fever born within the heart itself. One annihilates what stands apart. The other corrupts what it longs to hold.

The fire that warms the home is the same fire that, left untended, reduces the house to ash. So it is with affection. When love forgets its measure, it ceases to be virtue and becomes hunger.

There was a time when the human heart did not yet know this.

In those first days, when the earth was still young and heaven seemed near enough to touch, one of the first men loved God.

He loved with a purity so intense that it began to consume him. He did not wish to rebel. He did not wish to wound. He did not seek evil. His downfall was not hatred — but devotion without limit.

He longed to be the closest to the Divine Face.
The most seen.
The most favored.
The most loved.
What began as reverence slowly turned into need.
Need hardened into entitlement.
Entitlement became a silent demand.
He no longer sought to love God — he sought to possess His favor.

And when love turns inward, even the innocent become obstacles.

His brother stood beside him, offering his own devotion, simple and unclaimed. And in that moment, love twisted into comparison. Comparison into jealousy. Jealousy into a wound too deep to bear.

The earth received the first blood not from hatred...
but from love that could not endure to be second.
He did it all for love.

But love, when it circles only itself, no longer seeks the good of the other. It seeks relief. Satisfaction. Certainty. And in that thirst, the brother became a barrier, the offering a contest, and devotion a blade.

Thus the world learned, in its first crimson lesson, that love without measure is not purity, but power without restraint.

And the punishment was not death.

Death is mercy. Death is boundary. Death is rest.

The true sentence was to live.

To walk beneath a sky that no longer answers.
To breathe where grace no longer descends.
To carry a heart that still burns with love... yet can no longer love well.
Since that fall, there have been beings who love without end but have forgotten how to love rightly. Beings who seek closeness and find only hunger. Beings who cannot release, cannot rest, cannot die.

For there was one who gave everything for love.

And in giving everything, he lost himself.

From that first wound onward, the history of men — and of the shadows that walk beside them — cannot be separated from this truth:

Not all love saves.
Not all love elevates.
And sometimes, all for love...
is the beginning of the darkest eternity.
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December 4, 1947, dawned without visible omens.

The sun fell over Atalaya de Caballero, Cotuí, as it always had—without announcement, without ceremony, without warning that on that day, the world had already been observed, long before the world knew how to observe itself.

Three men appeared on the main road without sound, without dust, without transition. They did not walk there. They were simply there. The pavement did not recognize them, the trees did not greet them, and the air itself seemed to hesitate for an instant before wrapping around them.

“Do you feel that scent in the air?” one of them said, closing his eyes not to smell, but to confirm. “I told you it was here.”

The second did not respond at once. He studied the surroundings like someone measuring an invisible structure. He was not searching for supernatural signs; he was searching for coherence.

“We’ve waited too long to be wrong now,” he murmured. “The Flow does not announce itself. It is built.”

The third smiled faintly. Not out of joy, but out of certainty.

“And yet,” he said, “it is always born in silence.”

Beneath the trees, a few meters away, a child was walking. José, son of Julián and Altagracia, was five years old and had a habit he could not explain: he preferred places where no one spoke. He walked slowly, touching tree trunks, gathering leaves, breathing deeply. He did not know he loved nature. He only knew that there, his chest felt ordered.

Then, the world broke without breaking. One of the men materialized in front of him. He did not descend from the sky nor emerge from shadows. He was simply too close, too fast, too real.

José fell to the ground. Before fear could organize itself into thought, the other two were already there.

“I propose something simple,” one of them said. “No tricks. Just physical force. Let’s see who’s faster.”

The second turned his face with restrained contempt.

“Why would I bother with physical force when I possess superiority by other means?”

“Are you sure about that?” the third intervened, stepping forward. He crouched in front of the child. He did not touch him. He did not examine him as an object. He looked at him the way one observes a process not yet complete.

José was trembling. He was not crying. Panic had not yet found a shape. His eyes searched for an explanation where none existed. The third shook his head.

“No. It’s not him.”

The other two tensed.

“He is only the Crucible,” he continued. “The vessel. But that is enough. At last, we have achieved it. Now all that remains is to wait for The Flow.”

The word was not spoken as a threat, nor as a promise. It was spoken as a law.

One of the men transformed. It was not a theatrical metamorphosis. The body adapted the way a well-designed tool does. Bone, muscle, weight. An animal emerged where a human form had been.

The second vanished at a run. He did not flee. He relocated. The speed was not magic—it was absolute mastery of the body.

The third remained. He looked at José one last time.

“Do not die,” he said without affection or cruelty. “From you, we will obtain the product we have waited for.”

And he evaporated into the air—not like smoke, but like a concluded decision. The forest began to breathe again.

“José! José!”

Altagracia’s voice cut through the silence like an anchor.

“I’ve been looking for you,” she said when she found him. “I told you that you can’t be alone in this forest.”

José did not know what to say. He did not know what had happened. He only knew that something had occurred and that he had no words to name it. Years later, when he would understand that history does not advance through miracles but through accumulated causes, he would realize that this day had not been chosen. It had been inevitable.

Because The Flow does not appear. The Flow is prepared. And that child, without knowing it, had been marked not for what he was, but for what he would make possible.

This is not where a war began. This is where a waiting began. And every true waiting is a form of discipline.
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Altagracia watched José in silence. What she felt was not fear, but something deeper: the certainty that her son inhabited an inner world to which she had no access. He was not a restless or rebellious child. He was, rather, too still. Too attentive. As if he were listening to something others could not hear.

“That boy is slipping away from me,” she said one night as Julián closed the front door. “Not with his feet... but with his mind.”

Julián did not answer right away. He knew his son. He, too, had been a child of the countryside, but José was different. He did not play at conquering the forest; he seemed to be in dialogue with it.

“I can’t watch him all day,” Altagracia continued. “Today I found him alone again, far away. He doesn’t get scared. That’s what worries me.”

Julián sat across from her. He did not try to comfort her; he searched for a solution.

“Nature isn’t the problem,” he said. “The problem is that it has no form. Anything without form overflows.”

She looked at him. “So what do you propose?”

Julián took a deep breath.

“Discipline. Body. Method. Martial arts.”

The following Monday, José crossed the threshold of Master Barahona’s dojo for the first time. The place did not impress by size or ornament. Worn wooden floors. Clean walls. Silence—the kind of silence that does not suffocate, but organizes.

“You don’t come here to fight,” Barahona said without raising his voice. “You come here to learn how to be.”

José did not understand the sentence, but something in his chest fell into place. Training began with the basics: stance, breathing, repetition. There was no rush. Every movement had to be correct before it could be fast. Every strike had to be born from balance, not strength.

José fell. He stood up. Fell again. He did not cry. He observed.

The master noticed quickly. “That boy doesn’t run from mistakes,” he told Julián. “He learns from them.”

The years began to move without noise.

At eight, José already understood that the body is not a tool, but a system. At twelve, he learned that the mind is disciplined the same way as muscle: through consistency. At fifteen, he stopped asking why and began to execute.

That was when Jennifer appeared.

Not as a rival. Not as a romantic interest. But as a mirror.

Jennifer trained with a seriousness that commanded respect. She did not seek approval; she sought precision. Her discipline was quiet, almost severe. While others celebrated progress, she repeated the fundamentals. José watched her for months before exchanging a single word.

“Your guard is correct,” he told her one day, “but you rely on it too much.” Jennifer looked at him without offense. “And you rely too much on your patience.”

From that day on, they trained together. Time advanced in invisible leaps. At twenty, both were already teaching the younger students. At twenty-five, their names began to circulate beyond the dojo. Not through arrogance, but through coherence. Their students were not aggressive. They were solid.

Master Barahona’s philosophy had taken deep root: The fight is not against another, but against one’s own disorder.

In 1972, José turned thirty. He no longer trained to learn; he trained to transmit. His school was recognized not for trophies, but for the character of its students. Jennifer’s was the same. Two different paths, one shared essence. Both knew that respect is not demanded; it is demonstrated.

The tournament was approaching—not as a personal challenge, but as the natural consequence of two solid systems meeting.

José felt it one morning as he watched his students perform a perfect form without the need for correction.

The Flow was still waiting. But the decision had been made a long time ago.
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The day of the tournament dawned promising—fully positive, charged with an energy that was almost visible. The sky was clear, nearly indifferent, as if unaware that not only bodies would be measured there, but worldviews. The Atalaya venue began to fill early: firm steps, restrained voices, measured breaths. No one shouted. Everyone understood this was not a spectacle; it was a test.

José’s students entered first. Their walk was orderly, disciplined. There was no arrogance on their faces—only focus. They had been trained to endure, to absorb a strike and return it with precision. They were strong. They were solid.

Then Jennifer’s students entered.

Something about them was different.
Not more aggressive.
Not obviously faster.
But there was an unsettling lightness in their movements, a fluidity that seemed to defy the natural rigidity of the human body. They did not walk like those who march; they moved like those who already know where they will land.

The first match began.

José’s student advanced with impeccable technique—high guard, measured steps. Jennifer’s did not retreat. He turned. He did not block; he redirected. The strike passed where no one was anymore. The response was immediate, clean, exact. José’s student hit the ground before he could understand what had happened.

It was not humiliation.
It was precision.
Match after match, the pattern repeated. José’s students endured more. They absorbed. They stood back up. But every movement arrived a second too late. Jennifer’s style did not fight strength—it let it pass and turned it into emptiness.

The defeat was total.
Not from weakness.
But from evolution.
José watched in silence. He did not clench his fists. He did not lower his head. He analyzed. He understood that he was witnessing something he could not yet name. Jennifer, from the opposite side, did not celebrate. She did not smile. She knew she had not defeated men, but a system.

When the venue emptied and the lights began to dim, José remained. He was responsible for the place. He was always the last to leave. He closed doors. Checked locks. The echo of the matches still lingered in the air.

Then he felt it.

Not a sound.
A presence.
“Good venue,” a voice said. “Enough space to fly.”

José turned.

A man stood beside the platform. Slim. Motionless. His eyes did not scan the place—they possessed it. Without warning, he took a step... and the world seemed to fold.

The man jumped.

Five complete rotations in the air. Not forced. Not exaggerated. Natural—like gravity had forgotten to claim him. He landed at the center of the platform without noise, without tension. Then he executed the kata.

Aerial movements. Impossible axis shifts. Suspended rotations. Praying mantis techniques carried to a plane José had never seen. It was not strength. It was not speed. It was absolute mastery of space.

José did not applaud. He did not speak.

“My name is Raúl,” the man said. “And you know what you saw isn’t taught here.”

“That doesn’t exist in any dojo,” José replied.

Raúl smiled.

“That’s why it works.”

No agreement was signed that night. There were no promises. Only one sentence:

“If you’re willing to unlearn, I can teach you.”

José accepted.

Time folded again.

Months of training. Then years. Aerial techniques. Impossible displacements. Using the body as a vector, not as mass. José did not become another man—he became a more precise version of himself.

He taught his students without revealing the source. Only the method.

The next tournament arrived.

This time, José’s students did not endure—they flowed. They did not attack—they controlled. Jennifer’s style, for the first time, found a limit. One by one, her students fell. Not from error. From late understanding.

Jennifer stood still.

She had never lost.
Not the match.
The certainty.
The venue emptied again. José approached.

“Are you okay?”

She took a moment to answer.

“How did you elevate your students so far?” she asked. “That style... I don’t know it.”

José executed a movement. Then another. A short jump. An impossible turn.

Jennifer’s eyes widened.

“When we trained together, Master Barahona never taught us that.”

“No,” José replied. “That came later.”

“Who taught you?”

José paused for a second.

“Someone.”

They stayed.

He taught.
She learned.
The venue filled again—but with something different now: complicity. There were no promises. There was presence.

Time moved forward again.

They married without excess ceremony. With respect. With awareness. And one day, Dioni was born.

As he slept for the first time in Jennifer’s arms, something ancient, distant, and patient stirred once more.

Act One had concluded.

The Flow was no longer a wait.
It was a direction.
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Two years had passed since Dioni’s birth, and time had not stopped; it had simply learned to flow differently around the school. Jennifer and José no longer divided their existence between home and the martial arts hall. The hall itself had become their home.

The Kairos School—named not after a passing trend, but after a deep conviction about the rightness of the moment—had grown into a silent point of reference in the region. They did not merely teach people how to fight. They taught them how to be—how to occupy space with conscious presence.

Kairos did not operate under the tyranny of conventional schedules. It functioned through living cycles. Some groups arrived with the first breath of dawn, others trained as evening descended, and between those sessions there were intervals where the body rested while the mind sharpened itself through observation alone. The style born from the fusion of classical discipline, technical innovation, and the silent rigor José had inherited from Raúl’s knowledge had elevated the school beyond imitation. No one could replicate it without first understanding the architecture of the soul.

That Thursday seemed like any other entry in the ledger of fate.

Jennifer was leading her advanced session. Her movements across the tatami were precise, stripped of all unnecessary ornamentation. Every correction she offered her students was exact. Every word was measured, indispensable. When the group completed their practice, José entered the hall without disturbing the flow of air itself, naturally occupying the space that already belonged to him.

Jennifer handed him Dioni. The child had spent the entire session seated on a mat, playing with his own hands, observing his surroundings—not with rational understanding, but with a fixed intensity that suggested he was recording every vibration of the place.

“Your turn,” she said, smiling with the satisfying fatigue of work done well.

José nodded silently.

Jennifer stepped into the inner garden of the school—a small wooded space they had preserved from the beginning as a living reminder of balance between stone and leaf. She sat on a rustic wooden bench. Dioni, barely two years into life, walked clumsily beneath the trees, touching the bark, chasing shadows cast upon the ground.

Jennifer lifted her gaze casually.

That was when she saw it.

One of the trees... was leaning.

Not bent by wind—the air was completely still. The trunk curved slowly, deliberately, with an organic intention Jennifer could not name. Its crown descended gently toward Dioni, as if the vegetal structure itself wished to observe the child more closely, recognizing in him a familiar frequency.

Jennifer blinked, disoriented. She thought of accumulated exhaustion. Of endless training hours. Of how the mind sometimes invents shapes when the body demands rest. She stood immediately and walked toward her son, breaking the scene.

Instantly, the tree returned to its natural position. Upright. Motionless. Silent.

Jennifer stopped short and scanned the garden. Everything appeared normal. Dioni laughed, unaware of the anomaly, burying his fingers in the damp soil. She lifted him into her arms, feeling a subtle tremor in her chest—one she chose not to share with José.

That night, she said nothing. Not because it felt unimportant, but because she did not know how to describe it without sounding like an exhausted mother exaggerating shadows.

Time continued its inexorable course.

When Dioni turned five, he already understood the sacred language of the hall. Instinctively, he knew when to remain silent, when to sit, and when to observe without interfering. On that particular day, he was seated near the main wall of Kairos, where the old training weapons hung—not as tools of use, but as symbols of respect and lineage.

Suddenly, a sharp metallic sound cut through the stillness.

Metal against wood.

A practice sword detached inexplicably from its upper support and fell. It did not scrape along the wall. It did not bounce or tumble. It fell in a perfect straight line—heavy, decisive—directly toward Dioni.

Jennifer screamed from the opposite end of the hall. José ran with desperate speed. But before either of them could reach him, the sword had already struck.

There was blood.

A thin, vivid red line appeared on the child’s delicate skin. José reached him first and lifted him with steady hands, though fear was unmistakable in his eyes.

“Dioni...” he whispered, voice fractured.

Then the impossible occurred.

The wound... closed.

Not slowly. Not through any recognizable biological effort. It simply ceased to exist. The blood stopped flowing, and the skin became whole again—unbroken, flawless—as if the initial cut had been nothing more than a poorly executed idea by reality itself.

Absolute silence fell over the hall. Seconds stretched into something vast and unbearable. Jennifer approached and touched the impact point with trembling fingers.

There was no scar.

No mark.

José said nothing. He stared at the sword lying on the floor. He never rehung it. That same afternoon, he removed it from the school entirely.

From then on, their vigilance over the child was constant, though never explicit. They did not want to raise a fearful being. They wanted to forge stability.

At ten years old, Dioni began formal training. Not as a student bound to a curriculum, but as a natural extension of the environment itself. His body responded with unusual speed, a coordination that was not chaotic, but mathematically precise.

Jennifer decided to integrate him into a mixed martial arts class as a controlled technical demonstration.

“Just flow,” she whispered before they began. “No unnecessary force.”

Dioni nodded with a seriousness that did not match his age.

The exchange began as an elegant, measured demonstration. Jennifer advanced with her refined technique, and Dioni responded accordingly. At first, everything remained within expected margins.

Then the air changed.

The atmosphere tightened, like a string drawn to its breaking point.

Dioni entered a state of awareness no one at Kairos had ever witnessed. It was not destructive anger. It was not beginner’s fear.

It was... absolute clarity.

His movements accelerated beyond what was physically possible for a child his age. He missed nothing. He hesitated nowhere. Jennifer attempted to block, then to retreat and create distance—but it was impossible.

Every strike found an opening. Every displacement surpassed her peripheral vision. For the first time in her career as a master, Jennifer could not read her opponent.

A sudden turn. A technique executed with impeccable perfection.

The floor received Jennifer before her mind could process the reaction.

Silence engulfed the dojo.

Dioni stopped instantly. He blinked several times, as if waking from a trance, and became once again just a child.

“Did I hurt you, Mom?” he asked, genuinely concerned.

Jennifer, still lying on the floor, looked at him—not with fear, but with a new and overwhelming certainty. José watched from the back of the hall. He did not intervene. He did not speak.

That night, when the school stood empty and the lights were extinguished, neither of them dared to say the word both carried etched into their minds.

It was not an illness.
It was not mere prodigious talent.
It was something radically different.

Euthymia, they would understand much later, was not joy nor superficial calm. It was the absolute balance of matter and will. And when that frequency emerged...

...the physical world seemed to have no choice but to obey.

The Channel was no longer waiting in the depths of inheritance.

It was awakening—with unstoppable force.
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Power, when exercised without love, is not authority.
It is organized cynicism.
And that afternoon, without knowing it, Cotuí was breathing cynicism.

The sun was beginning its descent when José stepped out of the Kairos compound. The echo of impacts still vibrated along his forearms, but something in the air had shifted. It wasn’t intuition. It wasn’t a premonition. It was dissonance.

The main street, in front of his father’s house, had been overtaken by armed men. Flashlights were already lit, premature against the lingering daylight. Voices were tense. Orders were given with poorly concealed urgency.

“What’s going on?” José asked one of the officers.

The man hesitated. They always hesitated when it involved Julián. Not only because he was José’s father—but because he was the Mayor of the region. A respected man. Above all, feared for his unbreakable integrity.

“Rosa...” the officer finally said. “She’s been missing since this morning.”

The name fell like a stone into still water.

Rosa was not merely an acquaintance. She was blood without a surname. Family without inheritance. To Julián, she had been refuge in youth, support in poverty, witness to decisions never recorded in official minutes. To José, she was an aunt without title. To Dioni, she was another home.

Without a word, José took his son’s hand. Dioni walked beside him without asking anything. Sometimes children don’t ask because they already know.

The search moved into the forest.

Flashlights tore through the darkness like clumsy blades. The trees seemed to watch—not as guardians, but as silent judges. The murmur of the dam’s water grew louder, heavier, as if it were reclaiming something that already belonged to it.

Then Dioni stopped.

He let go of his father’s hand.

“She’s there,” the boy said.

All voices ceased instantly.

“Where, son?” José asked, crouching to meet Dioni at eye level.

Dioni pointed.
Not toward the shore.
Not toward the underbrush.
He pointed to the very center of the dam.

“At the bottom of the water.”

A police officer let out a nervous laugh, thick with disbelief.

“How do you know that, kid?”

Dioni didn’t look at the man. He stared at the black water.

“I can see her.”

The silence became absolute.

Hours later, when Rosa’s body surfaced from the depths, no one laughed again.

Rosa’s house filled with people—prayers, restrained footsteps, whispered condolences. Grief was dense, like a fog that refused to let anyone breathe. Julián spoke with the authorities. José assisted him with the cruel bureaucracy death demands, knowing his son was safe in the garden.

It was a place of trust for Dioni. A place where time seemed to walk barefoot. The boy played alone, as always, touching leaves and listening to things no one else could hear.

That was when the dog appeared.

It didn’t bark.
It didn’t growl.
It simply emerged from the shadows.

Dioni, in his innocence, extended his hand.

The attack was instantaneous.

Fangs sank into small flesh. Blood burst forth—vivid, scandalous—shattering the garden’s stillness. Dioni dropped to his knees without a single scream. Children who scream still believe someone will arrive in time.

This child did not scream.

Raúl was watching from a distance.

He had always been watching.

Since Dioni’s birth. Since before José even understood what had changed in his life. Raúl had been there—not as a shadow, not as a spy, but as an ancient sentry no one had detected.

He advanced calmly. The dog stepped back, intimidated. Raúl knelt beside Dioni. The wound closed before his eyes; flesh reunited with supernatural efficiency.

Raúl showed no surprise.

Only confirmation.

“Good boy,” he said, passing a hand over Dioni’s head.

He lifted him with a mix of roughness and reverence, then set him down and took him by the hand, guiding him back toward José and Julián. The dog fled toward the forest.

Raúl followed.

Night swallowed the trees. The dog ran until its bones could no longer sustain the lie of its ordinary anatomy. Having tasted the blood of the Channel, its power multiplied more than a thousandfold.

The transformation was brutal.

Muscle tore through skin. Bones expanded into monstrous proportions. The creature did not lose its lineage as a dog—but it emerged as a war-beast capable of crushing steel.

Raúl stopped.

He smiled bitterly.

Then his own body answered the call, reclaiming its lycanthropic form.

The clash was savage—fangs against claws—but the empowered dog defied all logic. Raúl fell, defeated, struck down by a creature that had once been insignificant.

Hours later, Raúl rose.

He took out his phone and dialed the secret number.

“It’s him,” he said. “It’s the Channel. A common dog bit him and defeated me with terrifying ease. At last, we’ve found him. At last, we can break the balance of power we’ve held with the blood-drinkers.”
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La Atalaya awoke that day to a sound that did not belong to nature, nor to the world of men.

It was not a scream, nor a passing thunderclap. It was a sustained melody—low, repetitive—like dawn itself being played by an instrument born in the abyss. Those who woke would later swear it was not noise.

It was music.

A sequence of vibrations that seemed to organize terror, to give it structure, to impose rhythm upon horror itself. Each pulse returned, inevitable, as if the morning had decided to march to a funeral cadence.

What followed could exist only in macabre literature or in the memories of the condemned.

Humble homes—wood and zinc, patched by years of survival—were opened like defenseless bodies. Walls yielded not under brute force, but as if the structures themselves recognized the authority of what entered. Human bodies were torn apart without rage, without pleasure, without urgency. The destruction carried no emotion.

Only function.

Each death was executed as necessity, like disposable notes removed from an infernal score. And after every violated home, the same trace remained: blood, a sepulchral silence... and the melody, persistent, unwavering.

The beast had been born.

It was no longer the stray dog that begged in shadows, nor merely a monster of folklore. It was an aberration of nature—an active error, a biological impossibility made flesh. By consuming Dioni’s blood—an act forbidden even by the unwritten laws of this world—an ancestral symmetry had been shattered.

For millennia, vampires and lycanthropes had existed in a forced equilibrium. Equal power. Equal threat. Equal restraint.

That balance was now broken.

And when equilibrium collapses so violently, reality knows only one response: to scream.

The creature moved through La Atalaya like a symphony of destruction. Every motion carried cadence. Every strike obeyed a precise measure. It did not run—it advanced, with terrifying elegance. It did not hunt—it executed.

Houses fell in rhythm. Lives ended on beat.

When dawn threatened to arrive, the horror paused.

Far from the village, hidden among the mountains, the beast rested beneath the trees. Even hell, it seemed, required intermissions between movements of its work. The air thickened there. The night became heavy—almost solid—under the weight of the unseen.

Then four presences manifested.

They did not arrive by road, nor descend from the sky. They simply were. As if they had always belonged to the landscape, and reality had just remembered them.

Three of them had walked La Atalaya decades earlier, when José was still a child and the Channel had not yet begun to flow with its current force. This time, however, a fourth accompanied them.

“Your blood has begun to cause devastation,” one said, observing the beast with a mix of scientific interest and millennial disapproval.

“We must intervene,” replied the second—whose voice did not emerge from his mouth, but from the fabric of space itself.

“Cain,” concluded the third, cold and resolute, “we must take control and remove the Channel with us. This is slipping from our hands at an alarming rate.”

The fourth remained silent.

The beast opened one yellowed eye. It did not attack. It did not roar. Something in the essence of those presences imposed an unnatural stillness upon it—a submission its newfound strength could not resist.

At last, the silent one spoke.

His voice was not loud. It did not need to be. The wind stopped instantly. The trees ceased their creaking.

“It is premature.”

“We cannot take him under our wings yet,” Cain continued. “The Channel is not a tool to be seized. It is a process to be lived. Interrupting it now would be a far greater error than allowing its initial consequences.”

“But Cain,” one insisted, “the Conclave of Primogeniture is already taking notice. We expose ourselves too much. Direct intervention risks our own stability—and the secrecy of our lineage.”

Cain stepped forward.

The earth vibrated in response.

“This stage is necessary,” he decreed. “Even if we risk everything. The Channel cannot mature in a protected or artificial environment. It must confront life—its physical limits, its bitter losses. Only then, forged in chaos, can it be elevated to the next threshold.”

The beast stirred, as if instinctively aware that its existence was being debated by the architects of the world.

Cain emanated an impossible aura.

Neither light nor darkness—pure authority.

Within dozens of meters, reality froze. The terrain locked into stillness. The creature halted mid-motion, suspended in an eternal instant that could not continue.

One of the others performed precise hand movements—ancient, devoid of theatrics. The aberration began to compress: bone, flesh, fury folding inward with a dull, echoing crunch, until the colossal nightmare was reduced once more to a harmless dog, floating in the air like an object emptied of will.

From its interior emerged a small sphere of brilliant red liquid.

Blood.

Cain took it between his fingers without haste.

At that exact moment, the melody ceased across all of La Atalaya—as if the world had finally reached the closing chord of a movement long delayed.

Without farewell. Without warning.

The four vanished into nothingness.

And though the people of Cotuí would awaken believing the night of terror had ended, the true Requiem had only just begun.



Epilogue: The Decree of Reality

When those beings—guided by a magic older than the mountains themselves—set foot upon La Atalaya in the depths of dawn, the physical world seemed to hold its breath.

Under Cain’s imperative command, one of his companions stepped forward: a being whose mere presence distorted light itself. His name was Rafael.

Rafael did not destroy through force. He wielded an ancient power of ontological restoration—a whisper of authority that compelled time and matter to retreat.

At his gesture, blood soaked into wooden floors dissolved like mirages. Shattered walls reassembled without scars. The bodies of those who had been discarded notes in the beast’s composition
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