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​Dedication

Sometimes, separation only strengthens the bonds that unite two people... I dedicate this book to those who had to let someone go in order to heal the relationship.
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​And for Jonás: thank you for not giving up when everything inside me was darkness. You were my light—the one that never stopped shining.
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​​Chapter 1: The Darkness Within

​​The Awakening and the Shadow of the Void
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​I couldn’t understand what was happening... I found myself floating in a space of absolute blackness. All that darkness was beginning to cloud my mind to the point where I could no longer remember things. At times, the image of Jonás lying on the sofa with a wound on his shoulder would flash before me, but I couldn't remember why he was hurt, or I began to forget who he was; above all, who I was. The harder I struggled to remember or cling to that memory, the faster it vanished.

​But what I could understand with total clarity was my anger, which had already grown so great that it turned into pure rage—a rage that intensified with every forgotten moment. I could feel it surging inside me, taking over who I was or who I was supposed to be; I was no longer clear about that at all. I only felt a craving to hurt, to torture, and to kill.

​I don’t know how long I spent like that, struggling. I only know that a remnant of warm light still remained within me; that light kept the rage at bay. When I understood this, I decided to let go so the internal war could take its course and, perhaps, find a way to escape this immense darkness surrounding me. After hours, days, weeks, and months, a truce was declared, and I was finally able to wake up.

​I was in my bed. I remembered everything: the dark guardian, Jonás’s wound, the power-swapping spell, and the inner fire I felt when healing Jonás and repeating the spell. I sat up abruptly. Jonás had fallen asleep on the bedroom sofa. In a chair beside my bed, Connie was looking at me with surprise.

​"You’re awake; I expected nothing less from you," she whispered, and continued, "Jonás has been awake for the last four days keeping watch over you; he’ll be so glad to see you’ve recovered."

​Four days had passed? To me, it felt like much more time. I was about to ask Connie if anything had happened during those four days when Jonás woke up.

​"I fell asleep again without realizing it," Jonás murmured. "Martín is still unconscious, and being unable to do anything but stay by his side is killing me."

​I begin to wake up upon hearing a whisper; surely Mom is praying or talking to Martín to try and get him to wake. The poor woman has had almost no rest between my wound and the four days Martín has been out. As I open my eyes, I cannot believe what I see: Martín has woken up. In one leap, I go to the bed and embrace him; I need to feel him to know I’m not dreaming. Indeed, it is no dream, but something is different: I cannot feel his warmth as before.

​Jonás leaped over to hug me. I see he is fine; the spell worked. But why can't I feel his warmth or his love? Before the spell, I could feel his love for me and, after regaining my powers, my empathy made me feel everything he felt; but now, that was gone. In its place, only a cold, dark void remained.

​A few days passed, and after proving to them that I was fine and having a vision of a demonic attack, I managed to get those two to stop treating me like an invalid. My father wouldn't stop, and neither could we. The demon in question was a mercenary sent to attack a witch. In the middle of the fight, I asked Jonás to take her to safety while I finished off the demon.

​"Jonás, take her and explain what’s going on; I’m going to have some fun with the demon for a while."

​Jonás looked at me in surprise, but said nothing and left with her. Now the good part would begin. I blew off one of the demon’s legs with a precise fireball. I know from my own experience: when the pain is too severe or the blood loss is too great, demons cannot vanish, so I took advantage of the moment to torture and interrogate him.

​"Tell me how you want to do this, the easy way or the hard way, you decide. It’s just that I don’t have much patience, so tell me who sent you after the witch. TICK TOCK, TICK TOCK, time is running out, and you wouldn't want to lose the other leg, would you?"

​The demon looked at me, terrified, but didn't speak. I had to admit he was tough, but that wouldn't last once I blew off his arm.

​The demon refused to talk, so with a second fireball—goodbye left arm! The demon let out a sharp scream and then said:

​"Ok, ok... I’ll talk, you damned bastard. The one who sent me was..."

​A potion bottle fell upon the demon followed by an explosion, and the demon vanished. Furious, I turned around to face Jonás, who was standing behind me.

​"What do you think you’re doing? Can’t you see the demon was about to talk?" I shouted. I couldn’t understand how he had interfered like that, how he dared to kill my demon.

​Jonás, his voice breaking, replied:

​"No, Martín. All I could see was you torturing that demon, and I don’t know what is happening to you. You aren’t like this; please, wake up."

​I fixed him with a cold stare and, with a half-smile, told him:

​"Am I just 'Martín' now? Am I no longer 'love'? Fine, next time let me know, and the demon can be yours; it seems you needed to kill him more than I did."

​I vanished from there. I was starting to feel angry and needed to be alone for a while, but mostly, I needed to get away from Jonás and his judging attitude. I didn't quite understand what was happening to me; suddenly I felt a need to demonstrate my superiority over that demon and a satisfaction in torturing him, as if through that I could rid myself of the pain, the losses suffered, and all the evil my father had done to me.

​I vanished because I couldn't stand Jonás and his questioning. He had been strange since I came back from the coma; he treated me as if I were a different person, and the fact that he didn't call me "love" as before... that hurt. I didn't even realize where I had vanished to until I arrived: it was Ian’s old apartment. It had remained empty since his death. I picked up a picture frame with his photo and understood that his death happened because of me, simply for having been part of my life. I was cursed, and everyone around me was in danger. I’m tired of all this; I must find a way to end my father, only then can I have peace.

​I followed the trail of Martín’s vanishing to be able to talk, and how great was my surprise to see that he was at his ex’s apartment, Ian. He was looking at a picture frame with a gaze full of sadness; it was too much for me. Not only
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