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			Dedication

			
		
    Dedication
To my son,
Jaden Anthony Rodgers-Beatty 
You may never fully know the weight this world placed on me,
but you have always been the reason I carried it.
This book, these pages, every word 
they were born from the fire I walked through,
but they were written with you in my heart the entire way.
When I was lost in silence,
it was your name that gave me direction.
When I questioned my worth,
it was the thought of you that gave me purpose.
I haven't always gotten it right.
I've made mistakes, felt the sting of absence,
and lived with regrets I'd never wish upon you.
But know this:
I have loved you from the beginning with everything I am.
Even when I was broken.
Even when I was silent.
Even when I was far.
This is my promise to you:
I will spend the rest of my life turning pain into wisdom,
darkness into light,
and silence into a story that speaks to your soul.
So that one day, when you are older,
and life gets heavy…
you'll know your father faced the shadows 
and still believed in the light
because he believed in you.
With all my heart,
Dad
 
And to Kali... Thank you for the journey for having, and giving life to Jaden and thank you for the experience we've shared tthrough the years...

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Better to reign in Hell, than serve in Heaven."
— John Milton, Paradise Lost (Book I, Line 263)
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Prologue
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Rain slicked the cracked pavement outside the old church. Its silhouette crouched beneath a flickering streetlamp like a sentinel that had outlived its purpose. The stained glass windows were black now, reflecting no light and no grace. Only the thin glow of passing headlights stretched shadows across the walls.

Jaded Anthony stood at the threshold. The scent of wet earth and forgotten incense curled around him like ghosts. He had come here as a boy, a believer eager to kneel and whisper prayers that felt as heavy as secrets. Tonight, as the rusted hinges groaned and the door creaked inward, those memories tasted bitter.

Inside, the air was colder than the rain outside. Pews warped by time loomed like skeletal rows. The altar, once blinding in 

candlelight, sat stripped and bare. He moved slowly down the aisle, his footsteps hollow echoes, his mind gnawing at questions no sermon had ever answered.

He closed his eyes and the first flash struck him.

It was not a memory. It was something older. Something not his own.

A hall of light unfurled in his mind’s eye, endless and radiant. A chorus of voices, hundreds of them, argued in a tongue that tasted like thunder. At the center a figure stood apart, wings unfurled like storm clouds edged with fire. His face was fierce and beautiful and his voice cut through the uproar like a blade.

“They would chain our minds in the name of obedience,” the figure said.

“They would strip our will and call it love.”

A ripple of unease moved through the gathered host. Some angels lowered their eyes. Others stepped back, their halos dimming as fear clouded their resolve. From the high throne a reply came, not in words but in a weight that made the air tremble. Submit, or fall.

Jaded gasped as the vision shattered. The church rushed back around him, dark and silent except for his pounding heartbeat. He staggered against a pew, gripping the worn wood as the lingering echo of that voice, Lucifer’s voice, coiled through his mind.

He whispered the name into the empty nave, tasting it like a forbidden word.

“Lucifer.”

Outside, thunder rolled across the sky, deep and distant, as though answering him. In that charged silence Jaded knew 

he had crossed a line that could never be uncrossed. The shadows felt alive now. Somewhere beyond them, the first rebel still whispered his truths to those brave or foolish enough to listen.
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Chapter One: The Burden of Belief
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Jaded Anthony sat at his cluttered desk. The hum of fluorescent lights filled the newsroom like a restless swarm of flies. Around him the clatter of keyboards and the low murmur of phones created a steady noise, but to him it was only a distant hum. He shuffled through the day’s assignments, each headline more hollow than the last. Lost pets. Bake sales. A councilman’s empty promises. They felt like grains of sand slipping through his fingers, meaningless in the vast sweep of the world.

He leaned back in his chair. The leather creaked under his weight. He rubbed his temples and stared at the ceiling, wondering how the fire he once carried for truth had cooled to a dull ember. He had dreamed of chasing stories that mattered. Now his days were consumed by pieces that no one would remember by morning.

A faint scent of old coffee drifted from the corner. It reminded him of the church where he had grown up. That air had always been heavy with coffee and judgment. He remembered the pews worn smooth by generations of bodies and the pastor’s booming voice that promised salvation but offered only vague comfort. The words had sounded holy then. They now rang in his mind like empty shells.

A memory flashed, sharp as broken glass. 

He was a boy again, sitting in the front row with his mother. The pastor spoke of sin and damnation, his words painting pictures of fire and fury. Jaded had looked around at the congregation. Their faces were locked in masks of devotion. Yet behind those eyes he saw fear. He saw secrets no one would speak aloud. That day a question formed in him, a question too dangerous for a child to ask. If God was good, why did His servants speak with such cruelty?

The memory dissolved. Jaded opened his eyes and stared at the stack of papers on his desk. He sighed and pushed them aside. His gaze moved to the shelf above his computer. Resting there was an old leather bound book. Its spine was cracked and the edges of its pages were darkened with time. He reached for it, fingers brushing the cover as if waking something that had been waiting for him.

Dust lifted in the sunlight as he opened the book. The words on those pages felt alive, as though they had been written for him alone. He turned the pages slowly until a phrase caught his eye. The story of Lucifer, the Lightbringer. The words echoed in his mind like a bell in a distant tower.

His heartbeat quickened. A thrill moved through him. This was what he had been searching for. A story that might break the chains that had bound him since childhood. He whispered the name before he even realized he was speaking.

“Lucifer.”

The word hung in the air like a spark waiting to catch fire.

Jaded leaned back in his chair, staring at the book as if it might speak back to him. In 

that moment the newsroom faded. The assignments, the noise, the emptiness of his work all of it vanished. What remained was a calling that stirred something deep inside him. He was standing at the edge of something vast and unknown.

Outside the window the city moved on, indifferent and loud. Inside Jaded Anthony sat still, the old book open before him, knowing his life had just shifted. He could feel the first pull of a story far greater than anything he had ever dared to write.
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Chapter Two: The Weight of the World
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The sun rose slowly over the city, casting long fingers of light across streets still wet from the night’s rain. Jaded Anthony stood by the window of his small office, staring down at the restless movement below. Cars crawled through 

intersections. Strangers brushed past one another without a glance. Everyone seemed to have a purpose. Jaded felt like a ghost, detached and invisible, as though the world had forgotten he existed.

He turned away from the window and faced the mountain of papers on his desk. His editor had assigned him to cover the annual bake sale at the community center. A punishment more than a task, he thought. He could still hear the editor’s words as the assignment had been handed off with a shrug. Get the feel good piece. Jaded had wanted to ask what good it would do anyone, but he had kept quiet.

He sat down and rubbed his eyes, the weight of years pressing on his shoulders. He had once believed journalism was a sword against lies. He had imagined himself chasing truths that could shake the earth. Now his days were spent with 

crumbs and platitudes. His passion had become a shadow of itself.

Natalie appeared in the doorway, her voice bright enough to cut through his thoughts. “Hey Jaded. You coming to the bake sale?”

He forced a grin. “Of course. I can hardly wait to write about the world’s greatest cookies.”

She laughed, not catching the edge in his tone. “You know, not every story has to change the world. Sometimes the little things matter too.”

“Little things,” Jaded murmured, more to himself than to her. “Like the little lies we tell ourselves to get by.”

Her smile faltered. “You are not yourself lately. Is something wrong?”

He waved her concern away. “Just thinking about bigger stories. Something that actually matters.”

Natalie lingered for a moment, then left. The door closed softly behind her, leaving him alone again with the hum of the lights and the silence of his thoughts.

He stared at the blank screen on his computer. The blinking cursor mocked him. It was a reminder of all the stories he was not writing, all the truths left buried. He was drowning in triviality and he needed air.

Then the notification appeared. A new email. The subject line stopped his breath.

An Invitation to Truth.

His hand hovered over the mouse. He clicked. The words on the screen were 

brief and unsettling.

If you seek answers, come to the old library at midnight. There are those who know the truth about Lucifer. Do not fear the darkness.

Jaded leaned back, heart pounding. The words echoed inside him, brushing against the memory of that name. Lucifer.

Was this a trap? A prank? Or was this the opening he had been waiting for?

The weight of the world seemed to press down on him. For years he had carried doubts like stones in his chest. Now, in a single moment, a path had opened. A path that led into shadows, into questions that could shatter everything he thought he knew.

He stared at the email, his pulse 

thundering in his ears. Deep down he knew he could not ignore it. He typed a single line in reply.

I will be there.

He pressed send and closed his eyes. Tonight he would step into the unknown. Tonight his search would truly begin.
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Chapter Three: Midnight in the Stacks
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The night air was thick with the scent of rain and old stone. Jaded walked the length of a cracked sidewalk, the dim glow of streetlights guiding his steps. The city had gone quiet, its noise softened into distant hums and whispers. Ahead of him the old library rose from the ground like some forgotten cathedral, its columns scarred by time and its tall windows black with secrets.

He stopped at the base of the steps. His 

breath clouded in the cold. He looked up at the carved arch above the door. Angels were etched into the stone, their faces worn smooth by a century of weather, their wings broken in places. A shiver went through him, though the air was still.

With each step upward the wooden planks of the stairs creaked. He placed his hand on the iron handle. It felt colder than ice. For a moment he hesitated. The sensible part of him screamed that this was insane. But something deeper called to him, something that had stirred when he whispered that forbidden name.

The door groaned as he pushed it open. Inside, the library was a cavern of shadows. The faint glow of candles lit the main aisle, their flames trembling as if aware of a presence unseen. Rows of shelves stretched into the dark, filled with books older than memory. The scent of 

dust and paper filled his lungs.

A voice spoke from somewhere among the stacks. “You came.”

Jaded turned toward the sound. From between the shelves stepped a woman cloaked in black. Her eyes were bright and calm, her expression unreadable.

“You wrote the message?” Jaded asked, his voice low.

She nodded. “And you answered. That means you are ready.”

“For what?”

“To see what others refuse to see.”

More figures stepped out from the dim light. A tall man with the posture of a soldier, his eyes shadowed by memories. A thin figure with ink stained fingers, 

clutching a tattered notebook. A woman with hair like night, her stare both warm and piercing. They formed a circle around him, and Jaded felt his pulse quicken.

“You carry questions,” the soldier said. “Questions that burn holes in your faith.”

Jaded swallowed. “I want the truth. Not the sermons. Not the lies.”

The woman in black studied him. “Then you must hear the story they buried. The story of the first light, the first rebellion.”

She stepped closer. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Do you know what sparked the War in Heaven?”

Jaded shook his head.

She raised a hand, and the candles flickered. The air grew heavy, and a vision opened in his mind like a wound.

He saw a golden city rising above endless clouds. Choirs of angels filled the sky with song, their light woven into the very air. But beneath that beauty he felt tension, a fracture forming beneath perfection. In the center of the city stood a figure with wings of silver flame. Lucifer. His gaze was fierce







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
QONVERSATIONS

GREGORY»'RODGERS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





