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    To my friends, my family, and my readers—
Thank you for walking this strange road with me.
Creation is a complicated place. Gods make mistakes. Humans make even more. The monsters are rarely what you expect, and the heroes seldom recognize themselves as such.
If you've made it this far, then you've spent a little time seeing the universe through my eyes.
For that, you have my gratitude.
Now stop lingering in the front matter and turn the page.
The story is waiting.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "History is written by the victors. This is unfortunate, because the losers usually remember it better."
— Lucifer
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I was never unhappy with the way things turned out. At least not before. Before my life became what it is now, before eternity settled around me like a weight I can never set down. So try not to misunderstand me when I tell you this: I have always done exactly what I was asked to do.
My name is Lucifer. I was the first angel ever created, the first voice raised in praise, the first of my choir to sing to the Gods. I was the Lightbringer, the one tasked with casting light upon creation so the Gods could look upon their works. While other angels would eventually be created to sing, guard, guide, and serve, I was given a different purpose. I was the one allowed to ask the questions no other angel could ask. I was created to wonder why.

It does not seem so long ago, though I know it has been billions upon billions of years. Back then there was only the void, the Gods, and myself. I remember the moment creation began. The voices of the Gods came together as one, speaking a single command that echoed across the emptiness: let there be light. At that moment I came into being, and I spread my radiance across the newborn universe. The Gods looked upon the light and called it good, and so creation continued.

The ages that followed passed more quickly than mortals can imagine. Stars were born and galaxies spun into existence. Worlds formed from dust and fire. The Earth itself was shaped through countless cycles of creation and destruction. Oceans rose, mountains split the land, and creatures crawled from the depths. Entire species lived and vanished before mankind was ever considered. The dinosaurs came and went. Extinctions swept across the world like tides. The Gods made corrections, adjustments, and refinements, all working toward a single goal.

Humanity.

The story told by mankind is not entirely wrong, but it is far from complete. Adam was created first and given dominion over every living thing. He named the animals and wandered the Garden in peace, but eventually he grew lonely. The plants could not speak to him. The animals could not truly understand him. So he asked the Gods for a companion, and they created Lilith.

Lilith was exactly what Adam had requested. She was his equal in every way, and that became the problem. She would not bow to him, would not obey him simply because he desired it. She wanted equality rather than submission, and when Adam could not accept that, she left the Garden and disappeared into the world beyond. What became of her afterward is a story all its own.

Adam returned to the Gods and asked again, but this time he chose his words more carefully. He asked for someone who would honor him as he honored the Gods, someone who would submit to him. So Eve was created, and from Adam and Eve came the future of mankind.

Had they eaten from the Tree of Life, humanity would have inherited immortality. Instead they chose the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil. With that choice came understanding, but also mortality, pain, suffering, and death. They were cast from the Garden and forced to walk the Earth as mortals, carrying the consequences of that decision with them forever.

Throughout the ages the Gods would occasionally call upon me to intervene. I was present in Eden. I watched the rise of kingdoms and the collapse of empires. I witnessed floods, plagues, crusades, and wars. I watched mankind nail the son of the Gods to a cross and then build entire civilizations in his name. From my throne of obsidian in Hell, I observed all of it.

I watched stranger things as well. I witnessed the birth of the first vampires, the rise of the werewolves, and the countless hidden wars fought beyond the sight of ordinary humans. I saw bloodlines rise to power and disappear into dust. I watched monsters become kings and kings become monsters. Through it all I remained what I had always been: the witness.

That is what some called me in those days, the Great Witness. Others preferred a different title. They called me the Devil, the Adversary, the Enemy of Mankind. The truth is far less dramatic. I never rebelled. I never abandoned my purpose. I continued doing exactly what I had been created to do.

The difference is that, somewhere along the way, the Gods stopped speaking.

For ages beyond counting I have waited upon my obsidian throne. The universe continues to turn. Humanity continues to struggle. Vampires continue their endless wars in the shadows. Yet the voices that once shaped galaxies have fallen silent. No commands come. No questions are answered. No explanations are offered.

And so I sit here still, carrying out the duty I was given at the dawn of creation, watching the world move toward a future even I cannot see, wondering if the Gods have abandoned their creation or if they are simply waiting for someone to ask the right question.
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