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      Rosa Colasuono was born in Puerto Rico, though her soul belongs to two worlds—the rhythms of Borikén and the ancient stones of Latina, Italy. Since childhood, Rosa Colasuono has walked the corridors of faith and mystery. She spend her summers in Rome, wandering from cathedral to cathedral while her father, José Antonio—an art curator—worked among relics, ancient manuscripts, and sacred artifacts. Surrounded by incense, marble, and silence, she grew fascinated with the secret language of devotion—the stories whispered in Latin prayers and painted in the cracks of frescoed ceilings. As she grew older, that fascination became vocation. Rosa devoted herself to study, immersing in theology, history, and the discipline of monastic life. But behind the velvet veils of the Church, she began to sense a deeper story—one hidden between scripture and secrecy. Everything changed the day she opened the Nag Hammadi. What began as curiosity became revelation. The text shattered her perception of divinity, exposing a truth older than the Church itself. From that moment, Rosa’s life became a pilgrimage of remembrance—a journey to translate forbidden wisdom into the modern age. Blasphemous is the culmination of that journey: a bridge between faith and heresy, shadow and illumination. Today, Rosa writes from within convent walls, where candlelight still flickers over ancient texts. She believes truth does not belong to temples or thrones—it lives within every human soul, a spark that seeks remembrance.
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      “The truth was never lost—only buried.”
      





      
    


      Prologue 0: Breadcrumbs
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      My memories do not fade. Not as they should.
    


      I still breathe the mildew of the Berlin archives, feel the Sinai sand grinding against my skin, taste the bitter coffee of twenty-three sleepless nights in the damp basements of Cambridge, bent over fragments of Aramaic that refuse to stay silent.
    


      This was not just curiosity. It was hunger. An obsession that only grew with every passing second.
    


      
    


      I chased the trail through prophecies and hymns, tax records and burial inventories, and the scribbled margins of monks who never realized what they were preserving. Patterns emerged: names echoing across Babylonian merchant logs and Carthaginian manifests, dates carved into stones from Anatolia to Armenia.
    


      They knew.
    


      Every collapsing civilization knew.
    


      Priests encoded it. Kings buried it with their dead. Scholars who came too close burned their notes—vanished into the margins of history themselves.
    


      I have both—their notes and their disappearances—cross-referenced in twelve notebooks and a database three governments would erase without hesitation.
    


      This is not only about enlightenment. It is about survival.
    


      What is coming has come before—hidden in myth, veiled in metaphor, layered in the ashes of sieges, inscribed in the silent gaps of history where entire cities should stand.
    


      You deserve the truth.
    


      Reading these words reopens what you have been taught to forget.
    


      It is a revelation—one the world was always meant to reclaim.
    


      For what was buried cannot remain in darkness forever.
    


      In this unearthing the silence breaks.
    


      Let there be light.
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    





      
    


      Chapter 1: The Search Begins
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      The library carried a scent of dust and slow decay. Not the romantic kind—the kind that clogs your throat and clings to your skin. The kind that whispers: no one has cared for these books in decades. Until now.
    


      My desk waited in the back corner of the Theological Seminary’s restricted section—Old San Juan, Calle Luna, not far from San Cristóbal Castle, where La Garita del Diablo keeps watch over the sea and the centuries it has devoured.
    


      Before me lay a first edition. A cracked leather cover. Pages brittle as ash. The librarian had made me sign three forms just to touch it.
    


      Two years of chasing ghosts through grand myths and records no one dared to acknowledge: shipping manifests from third-century Alexandria, court transcripts of forgotten trials, and the Vatican’s Index Librorum Prohibitorum—its margins bleeding with the furious scrawls of censors long buried.
    


      Through it all, the patterns emerged.
    


      Sumerian tablets speaking of gods who fashioned humans as slaves. Egyptian sun disks and serpent guardians at the gates of unseen realms. The Nag Hammadi texts, hidden in a jar before the flames of the Church could devour them.
    


      The Apocryphon of John, where the so-called Creator dared to proclaim:
    


      “I am a jealous God. No other gods exist before me.”
    


      The Flower of Life carved into stones continents apart. Platonic solids woven into sacred art. Geometry etched like a secret language beneath centuries of paint. These sounded like metaphors, but they were more than that; they were coordinates.
    


      A map of symbols, leading back to something humanity was meant to remember.
    


      But every trail ended the same: fragments missing, scrolls reduced to smoke, footnotes collapsing into silence. As though someone—or something—had scattered breadcrumbs only to set fire to the forest behind them.
    


      And then, the Gnostics.
    


      Pistis Sophia. A fourth-century Coptic gospel that should have vanished.
    


      A fallen goddess. A false creator. A world not shaped in love, but engineered as a prison.
    


      A shiver traced my neck. I reached into my satchel—old leather, worn smooth by years. My father’s gift before he died. In the lining, stitched in faded thread, was a name:
    


      Antonio.
    


      His second name, now mine.
    


      But the stitching had frayed. The A and N had unraveled. The thread curled into a new word.
    


      Néoapôtre.
    


      I blinked. Rubbed my eyes. I looked again. Only Antonio.
    


      The lamp sputtered. Once. Twice. Again.
    


      And the shadows stretched, shifting, rising, pressing against the shelves like something desperate to break through.
    


      I froze. Breath shallow.
    


      A whisper of movement. Not from the aisles. From behind me.
    


      I turned. Nothing.
    


      “I am alone,” I said, a prayer disguised as certainty. “Dios me guarde,” I whispered into the hollow air.
    


      But the room had thickened. Colder. Like the air in a tomb—or in a chamber just vacated by something not meant to be.
    


      I had spent years chasing phantoms in ink and parchment.
    


      And then, from the edge of the shelves, it slipped away.
    


      A shadow that carried weight.
    


      It had always been there. Watching, waiting. But this time…
    


      it wanted me to know.
    


      
    


      
    





      
    


      Chapter 2: One Beyond All
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      I leaned closer, my breath fogging the lamp’s glass. The air around me seemed to hesitate, unwilling to disturb the words shimmering before me. 
    


      
    


      The only sounds were the faint crackle of the flame and the occasional creak of wooden floorboards—soft, irregular, as if the library itself was exhaling in its sleep.
    


      
    


      The ancient text spoke of a god beyond gods. A fundamental state. A force, a will—or perhaps a pure, undifferentiated existence.
    


      Either way, the ancients dared to name it:
    


      The Monad.
    


      The concept burned at the edges of my mind. How could something without beginning or end give rise to everything? I tried to define it, contain it, imagine it, but every model collapsed.
    


      The Monad was potential, vibrating with fluctuation. Perfect symmetry, unbroken.
    


      Frustration pushed me back into the chair. My gaze drifted to the lamp, and the realization struck like lightning: The Monad is what exists before flame. The substrate that allows combustion.
    


      From its perfect state, the first excitations emerged—like ripples in the aether. The ancients called them Aeons. Neither gods nor angels, nor beings in any sense we understand beings to be. They were standing waves in the Monad’s fabric—too stable, too radiant to remain still.
    


      They existed within the Pleroma—the Fullness. A realm where vibration defines reality, where every resonance folds into perfect, infinite equilibrium.
    


      The Aeons pressed against my thoughts—too vast to name, too quiet to ignore. They didn’t speak—not in words. But I felt their cadence, like vibrations under my skin. A harmony not heard, only known. A signal too pure to be noise. 
    


      No conflict. No lack. No desire. Just radiant emanations of the Monad’s infinite presence. Unbroken. Eternal.
    


      Among them, one was like no other.
    


      I pursued her through fragments of forbidden texts, through parables half-erased and symbols faintly etched into margins. Her story was not lost. It had been hidden. Deliberately.
    


      She appeared in whispers, in metaphors broken, in images too faint for the unprepared to see.
    


      And then—as if my thoughts had become a threshold—she crossed it.
    


      The page dissolved.
    


      A presence stirred; Cold, ancient, utterly real.
    


      I felt her before I saw her. A ripple slithered into my consciousness, winding itself around the core of my being. The library was gone. 
    


      Or perhaps… I was.
    


      And there she stood.
    


      Her form shimmered—luminous and profoundly restless. A flickering echo of something too vast, too ancient, to be fully contained by perception. Older than time. The raw essence of understanding itself.
    


      Her voice bypassed sound entirely, threading itself directly into my thoughts—as if they had always belonged there.
    


      
    


      “I am Wisdom,” she said.
    


      It felt like an intrusion. And yet—I invited it in.
    


      “My name is Sophia.”
    


      Her name resonated through me, sinking into the marrow of my bones. I swayed, struggling to maintain balance, my body reacting as if it had been forced to remember something that felt like light.
    


      
    


      “You feel it too, don’t you? She asked. “The hollowness in the dark?”
    


      I tried to answer, but my body was no longer under my control.
    


      She continued, her presence pressing closer, surrounding me like an ocean I was inexorably drowning in.
    


      “There is more out there. Something beyond this light. I cannot stop asking myself… What is it? What lies beyond the Pleroma?”
    


      The library flickered in and out of existence, a backdrop to this impossible encounter.
    


      The Pleroma was perfect. And yet—she sensed something beyond.
    


      “There must be more to learn. More to uncover. Perhaps even the truth of my origin. Perhaps even… a complete understanding of the Monad.”
    


      The gravity of her words bent the world around me. I felt it in my bones. In my head. In the searing space behind my eyes.
    


      This was not just curiosity. It was a force.
    


      In that profound moment, I understood:
    


      She did not simply exist. She sought.
    


      And for the first time in all of existence—there was a desire that could not be fulfilled.
    


      A tension too great, too unnatural to survive within perfection.
    


      At first, it seemed impossible. How could there be a flaw in something absolute?
    


      But the more I thought about it, the more it made terrifying sense.
    


      Because you cannot have wisdom without knowledge. And you cannot have knowledge without curiosity. And the moment curiosity truly existed—
    


      The fall became inevitable.
    


      A sound—if it could be called that—echoed through me. Not a voice. Not a word. Something unmaking itself. A shattering beyond comprehension.
    


      And just as she had appeared—
    


      She was gone.
    


      It felt like a dream. Except I was wide awake.
    


      I reached out and touched the page, my fingers trembling, the ghost of her presence still thick in the air.
    


      The ink felt alive beneath my skin—humming with a truth it could barely contain.
    


      And at the very bottom of the page, bold and jagged, as if scrawled in desperation:
    


      STOP READING.
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    





      
    


      Chapter 5: Darkness
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      My eyes widened as the ink of each word rose from the page, not just appearing, but emerging, a physical presence forcing its way into reality. I pressed my fingers against the parchment, feeling the unnatural warmth left behind, a searing heat that had passed through the fibers of the page as the words became real.
    


      The lamp flickered before extinguishing, its light swallowed by a darkness that carried a predatory hunger. It absorbed every photon, every shape, every sense of boundary. A profound chill clung to my skin and seemed to seep into my very being.
    


      My heart slammed against my ribs—wild and lawless. I demanded myself to hold it together, clenching my jaw as I shoved my chair back. The sound shrieked through the silence like a blade drawn in a crypt. I fumbled for my phone. Its screen was a useless, pale glow, a light the darkness devoured before it could reach the walls.
    


      I swiped 
      to the
       flashlight. And that’s when I heard it.
    


       Footsteps.
    


      Soft. Deliberate. The sound bent inward, deeper, until I felt it inside my bones. The footsteps were everywhere.
    


      I froze. My hand shook as the beam of light of my cellphone swept the room. Grotesque shadows slid just out of reach, melting before the light could touch them. They moved just beyond comprehension. And then, a perfect silence. No more footsteps. No sound. The air felt impossibly thin, and my own body’s warmth became erratic.
    


      Swallowing hard, I crept back to the desk. My fingers, trembling and stiff with cold, fumbled for the lighter. Four times the flint sparked, a desperate, futile effort, before the wick finally caught. The lamp flared to life—a warm, golden, defiant glow. A tiny flame against the void.
    


      I turned to the book. The words… they were gone. The phrase—“STOP READING”—had vanished. I ran my fingers across the page. Smooth. Clean. Blank. No sign it had ever existed. I exhaled. Could I have imagined it? The raised ink? The weight of the warning?
    


      No.
    


      I knew what I saw. I felt what it did to me. And the deep, abiding chill of the room was proof. Yet I wouldn’t stop now. No matter what was watching. No matter what had stepped through the darkness. 
    


      The page demanded to be turned.
    


      
    


      
    


      
    





      
    


      Chapter 8: Descent Into Chaos
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    


      This was not a story anymore. It was a manifesto that morphed into a revelation.
    


      
    


      Sophia’s fall cracked eternity wide open.
    


      No Aeon had ever wandered from absolute potential, for them, the Monad was everything—the foundation of existence. To question it was unthinkable, an impossibility among emanations.
    


      Yet, Sophia did, and when she stared into the abyss, the abyss stared back.
    


      My eyes widened. "The abyss stared back?" I whispered aloud, flipping frantically through the pages.
    


      What I witnessed came with a cost. The words blurred. My eyes burned, as if they were being scorched.
    


      And then—
    


      A book detonated against the floor, so hard it shook the walls of the library like an earthquake.
    


      Holding on to my desk, I turned, slow, cautious, my blood running cold.
    


      The book lay open, with the pages fluttering erratically like they were caught in a storm.
    


      But there was no wind.
    


      I stepped forward—hesitant, compelled by a dreadful pull. My gaze dropped to the open pages, as my stomach twisted into a knot of pure dread.
    


      The words weren’t written in ink. They bulged from the parchment, rising like swollen veins beneath pale flesh—a sickening, visceral presence.
    


      A low groan vibrated through the floorboards. I looked up.
    


      The aisle… stretched.
    


      It wasn’t an illusion. The bookshelves on either side warped, the wood groaning as they bent and curled inward, pulling away from something I couldn't see. The far end of the aisle receded, the familiar shapes of shelves and books melting into a deepening gloom.
    


      And at the end, where the reference desk should have been, was an absolute void. A vortex of ink-black nothing that absorbed the very idea of light. It was hungry.
    


      And from that void—a sound.
    


      It wasn't a whisper. It was the absence of sound given voice, a resonance that bypassed my ears and bloomed directly in the marrow of my skull. It was layered, a chorus of countless tones speaking as one—the dry rustle of dead stars, the bottomless hunger of a yawning chasm, the lonely intelligence of something that had measured eternity and found it wanting.
    


      It knew my name. It knew my fear. And it was ancient.
    


      The library dissolved. The warmth of the lamp, the smell of dust—gone.
    


      I was no longer reading about the abyss.
    

