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Before Heaven had laws...

Before Hell had a king...

Before Death had a guardian...

There was silence.

Not darkness.

Darkness did not exist yet.

Not light.

Light had not been imagined.

Not even time had learned to count itself.

There was only Possibility.

The Void was not empty.

It was asleep.

It dreamed of worlds that had never existed.

Worlds where oceans floated through the sky.

Worlds where stars grew like trees.

Worlds where death had never been invented.

And among those impossible dreams...

someone was watching.

Not creating.

Not destroying.

Waiting.

When the First Door appeared, everyone believed it had no creator.

Heaven called it an anomaly.

Hell called it a mistake.

Anubis called it a responsibility.

Morrigan called it forbidden magic.

Lucifer called it regret.

They were all wrong.

The Door had never appeared by accident.

It had been left behind.

Like a key beneath a stone.

Waiting for someone curious enough...

or desperate enough...

to use it.

Lucifer had opened it.

He had paid the price.

His memories had been stolen.

His daughters had been separated.

The worlds had survived.

But survival was never victory.

It was postponement.

Three months had passed since the crack appeared.

Earth had returned to normal.

Or what humans believed was normal.

John continued developing Zombies vs Vampyres.

Players celebrated the mysterious updates.

Nobody questioned why certain creatures felt impossibly real.

Dog still believed every visitor existed solely to pet him.

Cat had reclaimed every comfortable surface in the apartment.

Parrot had learned two new words.

Neither improved the atmosphere.

Lucifera had discovered music.

She had discovered coffee.

She had discovered sarcasm.

She had discovered that humans argued over pineapple on pizza with greater passion than they discussed the apocalypse.

She had decided Earth was magnificent.

Confusing.

Ridiculous.

Perfect.

She still called John...

"My favourite pet."

John had accepted defeat.

Some battles were unwinnable.

In Hell...

Lucifer had stopped smiling.

Morrigan noticed immediately.

"You haven't made a terrible joke in two weeks."

"I'm working."

"That's how I know something is wrong."

Lucifer stood before shelves that had remained sealed since before kingdoms had names.

Books bound in dragon hide.

Scrolls written on forgotten skin.

Tablets carved from black stone.

Thousands of years of forbidden knowledge.

Every page said the same thing.

Nothing.

Not a single record mentioned the crack.

Not one prophecy.

Not one forgotten god.

Not one celestial decree.

As if reality itself had no language for what had happened.

Then Morrigan found it.

Not a book.

A missing space.

One shelf.

Exactly one book-shaped gap.

Dust surrounded it.

Meaning...

something had once rested there.

Something that had been removed.

Not stolen recently.

Removed long before memory itself had become reliable.

She whispered:

"Lucifer."

He turned.

"What?"

She pointed.

"The shelf."

Lucifer approached.

His expression changed.

Slowly...

very slowly...

he reached toward the empty space.

His fingers touched nothing.

Yet a voice answered.

"Finally."

The room froze.

Not metaphorically.

Time itself stopped moving.

The flames became still.

The shadows stopped breathing.

Even Morrigan's heartbeat paused.

Only Lucifer remained capable of moving.

And standing inside the empty space...

was a silhouette.

Not a man.

Not a monster.

Not a god.

A figure wearing a long black coat.

Its face hidden.

Its hands stained with ink instead of blood.

Its voice carried no anger.

Only certainty.

"You've been reading the wrong books."

Lucifer's eyes narrowed.

"Who are you?"

The figure laughed quietly.

"That's the wrong question."

"What is the right one?"

The silhouette stepped closer.

The darkness around it folded like pages turning.

Then it spoke the words that would shatter every truth the saga had built since Book I.

"Ask yourself why every book you've lived through already bears my name."

Silence.

Lucifer understood before the reader did.

Every title.

Every volume.

Every prophecy.

Every war.

Every Door.

Every daughter.

Every sacrifice.

The answer had been written on the cover from the very beginning.

The silhouette smiled beneath the darkness.

And whispered...

"At last..."

"...the Black Magician has begun."
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Lucifer didn't move.

For the first time in an eternity, the Lord of Hell had absolutely nothing to say.

The silhouette remained inside the empty space on Morrigan's shelf.

Black coat.

Black gloves.

No visible face.

Only two pale eyes beneath the shadow of the hood.

Morrigan finally managed to breathe.

"Who are you?"

The figure turned toward her.

"I already told Lucifer."

Morrigan frowned.

"You said that wasn't the right question."

"Correct."

"Then answer mine."

The figure smiled.

"You're still asking who."

Morrigan's expression hardened.

"Fine."

She raised one hand.

Ancient symbols appeared around her fingers.

"Then I'll ask what."

The figure looked at the spell.

For the first time, it seemed amused.

"You've always been clever, Morrigan."

She froze.

"You know my name."

"I know everyone's name."

Lucifer stepped forward.

"Enough."

The figure looked at him.

"Lucifer."

The way it said his name was different.

Not with fear.

Not with respect.

Almost with affection.

As if Lucifer were an old acquaintance.

"You know me."

"I knew you before you knew yourself."

Lucifer's eyes narrowed.

"Then tell me."

The figure tilted its head.

"Tell you what?"

"Why?"

"Why what?"

"Why did you erase my memories?"

Silence.

Then the figure laughed.

"I didn't."

Lucifer's expression changed.

"You said—"

"I said you had been reading the wrong books."

The figure stepped out of the shelf.

For a moment, its boots touched the floor.

Morrigan felt something she had never experienced before.

Fear.

Not fear of death.

Not fear of magic.

Something much worse.

The sensation that she was standing in front of something that did not need to obey reality.

The figure walked toward Lucifer.

"You blamed Heaven."

Lucifer said nothing.

"You blamed Hell."

Still nothing.

"You blamed Anubis."

Lucifer's jaw tightened.

"And you blamed the Void."

The figure stopped directly in front of him.

"But you never blamed yourself."

Lucifer stared into its pale eyes.

"What did I do?"

The figure whispered:

"You asked me for help."

Lucifer froze.

A memory surfaced.

Not from his childhood.

Not from the war.

Something older.

A room.

A table.

A book.

His own hands.

And a man sitting opposite him.

The same black coat.

The same pale eyes.

Lucifer stumbled backward.

"No..."

Morrigan grabbed his arm.

"What did you see?"

Lucifer stared at the stranger.

"I've met you."

The figure smiled.

"Yes."

"When?"

"Before you became Lucifer."

Morrigan's eyes widened.

"Before?"

The figure nodded.

"You were still learning what power meant."

Lucifer whispered:

"What was your name?"

The figure's smile disappeared.

"I had one."

"What was it?"

"I no longer use it."

"Why?"

"Because Heaven erased it."

Morrigan stepped forward.

"They erased your name?"

The figure looked at her.

"No."

It raised one finger.

"They erased the memory that I ever had one."

Morrigan felt a chill.

"Why?"

The figure turned toward the shelves.

"Because a name gives a thing definition."

It looked back at them.

"And I was never meant to have one."

Lucifer stared.

"Then what are you?"

The figure smiled.

"Now you're asking the right question."

The flames in the room suddenly turned black.

The shelves began shaking.

Every forbidden book opened simultaneously.

Pages turned by themselves.

Thousands of forgotten words filled the chamber.

Morrigan looked around.

"What is happening?"

The figure answered calmly:

"History."

Every page showed the same symbol.

A black circle.

Inside it...

a single white line.

Morrigan recognized it.

She had seen it once.

In a manuscript older than Hell itself.

She whispered:

"The Magician."

Lucifer looked at her.

"What?"

Morrigan pointed at the symbol.

"This symbol."

She approached one of the books.

"Every ancient text calls it something different."

"Such as?"

"The First Hand."

She turned another page.

"The Writer."

Another.

"The One Beyond the Veil."

Another.

"The Nameless."

She stopped.

Then slowly looked at Lucifer.

"And one text..."

She swallowed.

"...called him the Black Magician."

Lucifer stared at the stranger.

The figure smiled.

"Finally."

Suddenly, a massive explosion shook Hell.

The entire hotel trembled.

Morrigan ran toward the window.

The sky above Hell had changed.

A black line stretched across it.

Like someone had drawn a crack through reality with a pen.

Lucifer looked upward.

"Heaven."

"No," said the figure.

Morrigan turned.

"Then what?"

The figure looked at the crack.

"The opposite."

Lucifer's expression hardened.

"There is no opposite to Heaven."

The figure smiled.

"Exactly."

The crack opened.

Something looked through.

Not an angel.

Not a demon.

Not a creature.

An eye.

Morrigan stepped backward.

"What is that?"

The Black Magician looked at it.

"My mistake."

Lucifer turned toward him.

"Your mistake?"

The figure nodded.

"One of many."

The eye blinked.

The entire realm shook.

Lucifer summoned his flames.

"What did you create?"

The Black Magician looked at him.

"I didn't create it."

A pause.

"I forgot to destroy it."

On Earth, Lucifera woke suddenly.

John was asleep beside her.

She sat upright.

Her golden eyes opened.

Something was wrong.

She could feel it.

Not Hell.

Not Heaven.

Not the Void.

Something outside all three.

John woke.

"What happened?"

Lucifera looked toward the window.

"I don't know."

Then she heard a voice.

Very faint.

Very distant.

But unmistakable.
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"Daughter."
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She stood.

John sat up.

"Who is that?"

Lucifera whispered:

"My father?"

The voice answered.
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"No."
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Her blood ran cold.

The voice continued:
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"I am the father of the magician."
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Lucifera stared into the darkness.

And somewhere far beyond Heaven, Hell and the Void...

something laughed.

"Now the real story begins."
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CHAPTER TWO
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John sat upright in bed.

Lucifera remained standing by the window.

Neither of them spoke.

The voice had disappeared.

But the room still felt different.

John rubbed his eyes.

"Okay..."

Lucifera turned.

"Yes?"

"Please tell me that was your father."

She shook her head.

"No."

John stared at her.

"That's worse."

"Yes."

He looked around the bedroom.

"Is it going to come back?"

Lucifera listened.

"Not yet."

"How do you know?"

"Because it wants us to know it exists."

John frowned.

"That's not particularly comforting."

"It wasn't supposed to be."

He sighed.

"Right."

Then Dog barked from the hallway.

Cat hissed.

Parrot screamed:

"IDIOT!"

John looked at the door.

"Even the pets know something is wrong."

Lucifera smiled faintly.

"They have excellent instincts."

Far beyond the human world, the Black Magician stood beneath the fractured sky of Hell.

Lucifer watched him.

"You said you made a mistake."

"Yes."

"What mistake?"

The Black Magician looked upward.

"Long ago, I believed knowledge was enough."

Morrigan frowned.

"Enough for what?"

"To control creation."

Lucifer crossed his arms.

"And you were wrong."

"Completely."

The Black Magician walked toward the enormous crack.

"I discovered something Heaven never understood."

"What?"

"Creation doesn't obey knowledge."

He touched the air.

Reality bent around his fingers.

"It obeys belief."

Morrigan stared.

"That's impossible."

The Black Magician smiled.

"You're a witch."

She narrowed her eyes.

"And?"

"You've spent your entire existence proving that impossible things are possible."

Morrigan smiled.

"Fair point."

Lucifer stepped closer.

"Who is behind the crack?"

The Black Magician's expression became serious.

"My father."

Silence.

Lucifer stared at him.

"Your father?"

"Yes."

"Then who is he?"

The Black Magician looked toward the crack.

"The first being that learned how to exist without being created."

Anubis entered the chamber.

He had heard enough.

"That's impossible."

The Black Magician looked at him.

"Is it?"

Anubis raised his staff.

"There was nothing before creation."

The Black Magician smiled.

"That's what they taught you."

Anubis froze.

"Who?"

"Heaven."

A pause.

"Hell."

Another.

"Everyone."

The Black Magician looked at Lucifer.

"Your universe has always believed that something must create everything."

He pointed toward the crack.

"My father proved otherwise."

Lucifer's eyes narrowed.

"What is he?"

The Black Magician answered:

"An existence that simply decided to be."

Anubis looked disturbed.

"You are saying he predates Heaven?"

"Yes."

"Hell?"

"Yes."

"The Void?"

The Black Magician nodded.

"Especially the Void."

Morrigan whispered:

"Then what is the Void?"

The Black Magician looked at her.

"An attempt."

"An attempt at what?"

"To contain him."

Lucifer stepped backward.

"The Void was created to imprison your father?"

"Not exactly."

"Then explain."

The Black Magician looked at him.

"The Void was created because existence needed somewhere to put everything it could not understand."

Morrigan's eyes widened.

"And your father..."

"Was the first thing they couldn't understand."

On Earth, Lucifera stood beside the window.

John approached.

"What are we going to do?"

She looked at him.

"I don't know."

He smiled.

"Good."

She raised an eyebrow.

"Why good?"

"Because every time you know what you're doing, something terrible happens."

Lucifera laughed.

"You are becoming wise."

"I'm trying."

She took his hand.

Then she felt it.

A presence.

John noticed her expression.

"What?"

"Someone is here."

The bedroom door slowly opened.

Nothing stood outside.

John whispered:

"Lucifera..."

She stepped forward.

The hallway was empty.

Dog stood at the end of it.

He was staring at something.

Something John couldn't see.

"Dog?"

The dog growled.

Lucifera's eyes began glowing.

"Don't move."

John stopped.

The darkness behind Dog began changing.

A silhouette appeared.

Tall.

Thin.

Motionless.

John whispered:

"Is that him?"

Lucifera shook her head.

"No."

"Who is it?"

She stared.

"I don't know."

The silhouette raised one hand.

A black symbol appeared in the air.

John recognized it.

It was the same symbol from the loading screen of his game.

The one he had never consciously designed.

He stared.

"That..."

Lucifera looked at him.

"What?"

"That symbol."

"Where have you seen it?"

"In my game."

Her expression changed.

"Show me."

John grabbed his laptop.

His hands were shaking.

He opened the game files.

The symbol was everywhere.

Hidden in textures.

Buried in code.

Embedded in unused character models.

John stared at the screen.

"I didn't put this here."

Lucifera leaned closer.

"Someone did."

John scrolled through the files.

Then stopped.

There was a folder he had never created.

Its name was:
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He clicked it.

Inside was one file.

No extension.

No date.

No author.

Only a single word.
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John looked at Lucifera.

"Should I open it?"

She stared at the screen.

"No."

John nodded.

"Good."

The file opened by itself.

A voice came from the speakers.

Calm.

Male.

Ancient.
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"Hello, John."
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John jumped.

"How does it know my name?"

Lucifera moved in front of him.

The voice continued.
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"You have been creating worlds without understanding what a world is."
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John stared at the screen.

"Who are you?"

The answer came immediately.
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"Your imagination."
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John frowned.

"What?"
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