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Prologue: Scriptures of the unspoken bible
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As it is written in the books not bound by mortal hands, so shall it be known: the Son of the Morning star shall be born unto this world, and by his coming shall he bring despair, poverty, death, and the end of all mankind. Through him, the Father of Lies shall be set free from his prison of fire and chains, and once again walk the earth he once sought to claim.

Since before the first breath of man, there has been war between Heaven and Hell—a war fought in shadows and in light, in whispers and in thunder. The angels who serve the Most High and the demons who serve the Fallen One have clashed across eternity, and their battle shall come to pass upon mortal soil.

Two destinies hang in the balance: The angels could rid the world of evil, but at the price of sacrificing millions of innocent lives. The demons could vanquish the angels and rid the world of God Himself.

Choose, for the end begins now.
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CHAPTER ONE: VISIONS OR NIGHTMARES

The dream came again.

Countless bodies covered the land—human, demon, and angel alike, their forms tangled in eternal embrace of war. The ground itself wept blood, soaking into soil that would remember this carnage for a thousand years. Broken golden chains lay scattered among the dead, their links shattered by forces beyond mortal comprehension.

Trumpets sounded. Not the trumpets of celebration or warning, but something ancient and terrible—the horns of judgment.

Then the images flooded his mind all at once: A woman screaming in a chapel. A child's drawing of wings. A dagger descending toward an unborn baby. A pair of eyes, black as the void between stars, opening in the darkness.

And finally—a blinding white light spreading across everything, consuming all.

Jason's eyes snapped open.

He sat bolt upright in bed, his body drenched in sweat despite the cool night air filtering through his window. His heart hammered against his ribs like a caged bird desperate for escape. For a long moment, he simply breathed—in through his nose, out through his mouth—the way he'd learned to do across countless lifetimes.

Could this be your way of telling me what shall come to pass? he thought, pressing his palm to his forehead. Or are you trying to make me pick a side?

His hand paused against his skin.

Something was wrong.

The room had grown too quiet. The usual night sounds—the distant traffic, the rustle of leaves outside his window, the hum of his refrigerator—had all ceased, as if the world itself held its breath.

"How long are you going to stand there?" Jason said, not turning around.

A voice emerged from the darkness by his window, smooth as silk and cold as winter stone. "So you know I'm here. Seems you're finally getting your powers back."

Jason swung his legs out of bed and stood, still not looking toward the corner where the presence waited. "Zachariah. To what do I owe this pleasure?"

He walked past the shadow and into his bathroom, turning on the light. When he emerged moments later with a towel around his neck, the figure had moved—now standing directly in his path.

The man called Zachariah wore white from head to toe, his clothes immaculate, his face handsome in the way that made artists weep and poets despair. But his eyes held something cold, something ancient that had forgotten how to feel warmth.

"Jason," Zachariah said, rolling the name across his tongue like something distasteful. "That's what they call you in this... human form. It saddens me to see what you've become."

"What do you want?" Jason moved past him into the living room, not bothering to see if he followed. He knew he would. "It can't be that you came all this way just for coffee and reminiscing."

Zachariah appeared on the couch as Jason passed by the kitchen. "It took me a very long time to find you. Can't we talk as brothers?"

Jason stopped at his coffee maker, gripping the counter as he fought to control his breathing. "That time has long passed. State your case before you overstay your welcome in that poor soul's body. Though I must say, he does look remarkably like you."

"You know I hate humans." Zachariah's lip curled. "Why our Father loves them so much remains a mystery to me. Their smell alone sickens my celestial senses. And if you must know, this 'poor soul' begged for his body to be used in service of God's bidding."

The same lie we always tell ourselves, Jason thought. That they want this.

Zachariah continued, "Enough chit-chat. You know why I'm here. I'm sure you've felt it by now."

"So you're the one giving me those visions." Jason finally turned to face him.

"Of course. How else would I show you the end of the world?"

"You want the world to end, don't you?" Jason walked to the living room, stopping before the couch where Zachariah lounged like a king on his throne. "Tell me—what is it about humans that you hate so much?"

"Let's not forget, my brother, you despised them long ago. Don't tell me you've changed?"

The words struck deeper than Jason wanted to admit. He stood in front of his coffee maker, fighting the anger rising in his chest.

"Zachariah, I told you long ago: I shall not join you, nor shall I pick a side between Heaven and Hell."

"Are you forgetting who you're speaking to?" Zachariah rose from the couch, his form seeming to grow taller, more imposing. "I came here to extend the welcome you deserve. Stop this foolish act and come home to where you belong."

"The war is coming, isn't it?" Jason asked. His hand moved casually to the knife drawer, his fingers finding the handle of a small paring knife. He pressed the blade against his right index finger—just enough to draw blood.

"Yes. A war that will rock the foundations of earth, heaven, and hell. I want you to join us. Be part of this glorious day. Think of it—we could end the pain, the suffering, the darkness that has cursed mankind."

Jason walked to the coffee table, standing directly across from Zachariah. The angel's eyes followed him, missing nothing—except, apparently, the blood now dripping from Jason's concealed hand.

"You must think me a fool, Zachariah, not to see what's really going on."

Zachariah's expression shifted. His gaze dropped to Jason's hand, and for the first time, something like uncertainty flickered across his perfect features.

"Wait. Jason, what do you think you're doing? I could kill you where you stand."

"Be gone from my sight."

Jason grabbed the tablecloth and yanked. It slid free, revealing symbols carved into the wood—ancient sigils of binding, inscribed over years of patient work. He slammed his bloody hand onto the center of the design.

"WAIT—" Zachariah's roar cut off mid-word as the room filled with blinding light.

When it faded, Jason stood alone in his apartment. The couch where Zachariah had lounged was empty. The oppressive presence that had filled the room was gone.

So the incantation to send an angel back to Heaven still works, he thought. Interesting.

He looked down at his finger. The cut had already healed, the skin smooth and unbroken.

Interesting indeed.
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CHAPTER TWO: UNHEARD PRAYERS

The dungeon beneath the world smelled of rotting flesh.

Not the clean rot of natural decay, but something fouler—corruption that had seeped into the very stones over centuries of suffering. Fog clung to the ground like a living thing, curling around the ankles of those who walked the gloomy halls. Skeletons hung from walls, still chained in the positions where they'd drawn their last breaths, their bones now home to spiders and darker things.

Through this hallway of horrors walked Lucian, the Prince of Darkness, the son of the Morning Star, the one who would unmake the world.

His footsteps echoed off stone walls slick with moisture that might have been condensation or might have been something else entirely. From cells on either side, the sounds of men praying echoed through the darkness—not prayers of hope, but of desperation, of last resorts, of souls who knew their God had abandoned them.

Lucian paid them no mind. He had heard such prayers before, would hear them again, would answer them in ways these fools could never imagine.

He stopped before an old wooden door at the end of the corridor. Blood stained its surface in patterns that might have been random to the untrained eye but formed ancient symbols of torment to those who could read them. Without hesitation, he pushed it open and entered the Chamber of Torment.

"My lord." James, his most loyal servant, bowed immediately. "You've come."

Lucian ignored him, his gaze fixed on the figure kneeling in the center of the room—a man in priest's vestments, hands clasped in prayer, lips moving in constant devotion. Father Emanuel. One of the most renowned priests in the world. And now, their prisoner.

"Have they spoken?" Lucian asked. "About where the woman is?"

"No, my lord." James kept his head bowed. "After all this time, they just stay there. Praying."

From a wooden door on the left, another priest emerged—this one wearing a black robe with red beads wrapped around his hands, beads that dripped with fresh blood. As the door swung briefly open, those inside caught a glimpse of the room beyond: a pastor lying on a table, beaten beyond recognition, battered and broken, yet still his lips moved in whispered prayer.

"My lord Lucian." The dark priest approached. "Should I continue with what I started?"

Lucian waved him off and walked toward Father Emanuel. He crouched before the old priest, studying the lines on his face, the tears that had carved paths through the dirt on his cheeks.

"Your prayers will not be heard, priest."

Father Emanuel opened his eyes. They held no fear—only a calm certainty that Lucian found almost irritating.

"You've grown fast," the priest said. "Your look has changed. But your heart remains as evil as your father's. My God and His angels shall smite you down."

"Priest, I do not fear you or your God." Lucian's voice remained level, conversational even. "Your prayers mean nothing
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