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​Dedication
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​This book is dedicated to all those who always knew that love is the magic that transcends time and space. That magic capable of defying fate itself, if necessary.

​Thank you for being part of this magical journey with me.
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​Chapter 1: First Encounter
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​I entered Dante’s office. He looked up from some papers on his desk, and his gaze met mine. I couldn't explain it, but I felt a shiver run through my body; his eyes, though brown, held the exact same expression as Jonás’s. That deep calm... but I knew it was impossible. He wasn't coming back, and it was only my loneliness playing tricks on me.

​He stood up. I couldn't help but notice a scar that disappeared beneath his shirt; I remembered the accident he’d had and looked away, not wanting to make him uncomfortable. He extended his hand, and as I took it, an electric current traveled from my fingers through my entire being. Simultaneously, I had a vision: in it, I was standing before Dante, kissing him passionately. We were in a room I didn't recognize, undressing each other with hurried lust. Just as I was pulling off his shirt, the premonition ended.

​Coming back to my senses, a slight dizziness hit me. He must have noticed because his face showed concern, and he asked me to sit down. He began asking if I was okay; I told him I was, that it was likely because I hadn't eaten lunch—between writing and caring for little Michiru, it had slipped my mind. Once I was seated and the shock of the dizziness had passed, the meeting began.

​He told me he had been reading the manuscripts I’d been sending. He said the story had great potential, but there were some things to modify.

​—“Did you really know Ian Rodríguez? The model Ian Rodríguez? Because if so, I understand why you’ve included him in the novel you’re writing—which I will be editing personally—but we’ll have to change his name and that of his ex-partner, Claudio. Especially regarding his death; we could face serious legal issues with his family, mainly concerning his passing, since you describe exactly how he was found dead in his apartment. I hope you can understand.”

​I listened intently, though I couldn't stop thinking about the premonition I’d just had. He continued:

​—“As I said, your story is excellent. I truly admire your ability to create this fantasy world of demons, warlocks, gypsies, and guardians...”

​He fell silent for a moment, as if those last words had a resonant effect on him. In that instant, a fleeting spark crossed his brown pupils—a glint that didn't belong to the present. It was a surge of melancholy and pure confusion that made my empathy shudder; it wasn't a simple distraction, it was as if something inside him had knocked on a closed door. Something about this story was affecting Dante, but he didn't yet know what he was truly feeling.

​—“Thank you for your words,”— I replied, trying to catch my breath. —“Truth is, I’ve always had a big imagination since I was a kid. My parents said I used to play alone with twigs and stones, making up stories about robots or ninjas; while others played together, I created those fantasies. But, in reality, the supernatural element came from Jonás. He was my partner; he died in a motorcycle accident in San Luis.”

​I moved my hand to my own scar while he watched me.

​—“I only suffered a few scratches; he, unfortunately, didn't survive. He loved everything related to the supernatural; he was a fan of series like Charmed, Buffy, Lost Girl, and other genres he’d force me to watch with him. That’s why I started telling our story, but as a tribute, I decided to write that supernatural part to give it the style he loved to watch.”

​Dante listened with an almost magnetic attention. I could see him reach for his own scar when I told the "lie" about the motorcycle accident. Obviously, I couldn't tell him: "It's not an invention; I'm a warlock who lived 550 years ago and I was reborn in this era to kill my father."

​When I finished telling that half-truth, he picked up a picture frame from his desk and passed it to me. The photo was of him with a beautiful woman in her twenties hugging him, while he held a baby only a few months old.

​—“That was Helena. We took that photo two months after Joaquín, our son, was born.”

​He moved a hand to his shirt, unbuttoning a couple of buttons to show me a scar running down from his sternum, and continued:

​—“Ten months ago, I also suffered a car accident. A truck crossed into my lane and Helena didn't survive. I was left a widower with a two-year-old. I understand your grief and, above all, the difficulty of being a single father. So, take your time with the writing; I won't rush you at all. We will work together to make this novel a success that your partner can be proud of, wherever he may be.”

​With those words, we ended the meeting, agreeing to meet in a couple of days to start working on the manuscript, dividing it into chapters and correcting the details.

​As I left the office, I pulled out my wallet and looked sadly at the photo inside: it was the one Yani took while Jonás held Michiru in his arms and I hugged him from behind.

​I went home with my head in a whirlwind. I couldn't stop thinking about that premonition. They always came true, but something didn't feel right. I couldn't do that to Jonás... could I? Besides, Dante is heterosexual, which makes the fulfillment of that vision seem impossible.
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​Chapter 2: The Escape of the Forgotten Demon
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Silence in the Land of Oblivion is not peace; it is sandpaper, wearing down my essence until I am reduced to nothing. Beneath this bile-red sky—like stagnant blood that refuses to fall—I remain motionless among the obsidian crags. My eyes, ancient pits of malice, watch the desert horizon as I chew on a fury that has been maturing for five centuries.

I, the mighty Kronar. I, the architect of eras, before whom mortals, warlocks, and demons alike once trembled, ended up reduced to a fugitive in this plane of ashes. And all because of that cursed warlock, the son of Darius, and his disgusting guardian. I still feel the echo of Martín and Jonás’s magic in my bones; that unbearable light that dragged me into this exile five hundred and twenty years ago.

As I wait, my mind retreats to an era of dark order, long before chaos ruined everything. I remember the Ancient Supreme Demon, the only Master I ever respected. Not out of fear, but because of his lineage and the legitimate power that emanated from his presence. Until Darius arrived. I still feel disgusted remembering how that upstart wielded the Black Athame—that cursed blade that knows no honor—to plunge it into my Master’s heart. Darius did not win the throne; he stole it. And now, by a stupid twist of fate, his own blood—that Martín—was the one who sentenced me to this void.

An electric roar jolts me back to the present.

From the mountains of black stone, the Beast emerges. It is a nightmare of dense black smoke, a colossal lion whose limbs are bolts of violet-blue energy that char the ground in its path. I see it leap upon a group of lesser demons. The wretches don’t even try to run; they are petrified by terror. The Beast opens its storm-flecked jaws and sucks out their souls, erasing them from history to return them, clean and empty, to the cycle of life.

—“You will not have me,”— I hiss, clenching my fists. —“I am not food for a mindless animal.”

I have spent centuries escaping it, moving like a shadow among the rocks, calculating every second so as not to be detected. But today, something in the air has changed.

An invisible vibration, a discordant note in the symphony of time, shakes the entire plane. I stand up, alert. My temporal senses catch a tear, an anomaly that smells of a powerful but erratic magic. Someone has forced the hands of time, leaving an open scar in reality. I do not know who committed such an aberration, but that rift is my salvation.

At the base of a distant mountain, it appears: a thread of white light, thin as a needle, piercing the reddish sky.

The Beast stops. Its lightning eyes turn toward the glow. It is a flaw in its domain that it cannot ignore. I know it is my only chance
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