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PROLOGUE
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I opened my eyes.

The world swam into focus. Disorienting, yet familiar.

I sat in my car. Wrapped in the stale quiet of the past.

The faint scent of old coffee clung to the air. 

My hand pressed against the worn fabric of the seat.

Then came the crushing, impossible realization: I was back.

Before.

Before it all went wrong.

Before I died.

I was alive.

Again.

Job 33:29-30 (ESV)“Behold, God does all these things, twice, three times with a man, to bring back his soul from the pit, that he may be lighted with the light of life.”

Explanation:  That he may be lighted with the light of life” – The purpose is not just survival but spiritual awakening, illuminating the soul with a renewed understanding of God’s presence and purpose.
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Chapter 1 Born Again


[image: ]




The digital glow of the clock pulsed in the corner of my vision: 5:54.

One minute.

This wasn’t a dream. Not a hallucination. This was real.

Jesus had given me a do-over—but He hadn’t set me down in a safe bed. He'd thrown me straight into the jaws of death, into the grim reaper’s waiting embrace, again.

The highway was a slick, black ribbon under sheets of rain. To my right, the earth dropped away into a steep, mud-slick embankment. Behind me, an eighteen-wheeler—my executioner—hurtled forward, its engine’s roar building like a war drum.

I had minutes. Maybe seconds.

My fingers fumbled for the keys, shaking so badly they nearly slipped from my grip. 

I jammed them into the ignition. Twisted. Hard.

Click.

Click.

Chug— 

The engine coughed, lurched...and died.

The silence that followed was suffocating. 

The world shrank to the rain hammering the roof and the blood roaring in my ears.

“No,” I whispered, twisting again.

Clickclickclick—nothing.

I slammed my palm on the steering wheel. “Come on! Please!”

The seatbelt cut into my chest like a vice. 

I thumbed the release—click—no give.

I yanked with both hands, but it cinched tighter, biting into my ribs. Panic burned through me like acid.

“No—no—no—” My voice broke, turning raw.

The air thickened. My breath came in short bursts, fogging the glass. 

Through the blur, the clock blinked 5:55.

Out of time.

A scream tore from my throat, ragged and desperate. 

I pounded the dashboard as lightning flashed green, throwing my wide-eyed reflection back at me—pale, sweating, feral. 

The driver’s side door—locked.

The manual latch—fused, unmoving.

I kicked hard. 

Metal groaned but didn’t give.

The passenger door—creeeak.

It moved, slow, fighting me like something alive. 

An inch. Then two. Cold air rushed in, slicing through my panic.

I hurled myself at the gap, shoulder-first. 

My hips stuck—I shoved harder, skin scraping raw—until I spilled out into the mud like a diver bursting from a sinking wreck.

The ground gave way beneath me.

The slope crumbled, and I tumbled, head over heels, rain and dirt blinding me.

Then, through the rain, I saw it. 

A glimpse of the angel of death, the same one I had seen on the staircase. Its face was a blur of shadows.

Then—CRASH.

A blast like the sky itself had split open. 

The truck slammed into my car, metal shrieking, glass detonating in shards of fire and light.

Flames roared to life, devouring the wreck in seconds. 

The shockwave punched the ground. Trees bent. Smoke rolled thick and choking.

I lay in the mud, chest heaving, staring at the inferno that had almost been my coffin.

Something had spared me.

Something else had tried to stop me.

A command rose in my mind—urgent, undeniable: Help him.

I forced myself to my feet, sliding down the last of the slope until my shoes slapped the steaming asphalt.

The eighteen-wheeler loomed ahead, half-tipped, its frame split open like a ribcage. 

Flames licked greedily at its undercarriage.

I grabbed the cab handle—searing hot—jerked my hand back, skin stinging.

Through the cracked, spiderwebbed window...

No driver.

No body.

Only the drivers clothes were there.

Luke 17:34-35 (ESV) “I tell you, in that night there will be two in one bed. One will be taken and the other left. There will be two women grinding together. One will be taken and the other left.”

Explanation: 

One will be taken and the other left” – Some will be caught up (taken) to be with the Lord, while others remain on Earth to face judgment.

The ordinary activities—sleeping in bed, grinding grain— show that this separation will come suddenly, in the middle of normal life, without warning.

Your passage visually dramatizes this prophecy: the driver is “taken,” leaving your character “left behind” to witness and endure the unfolding tribulation

––––––––
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Folded. Perfectly. On the seat.

Shirt. Jeans. Socks. Boots, aligned neatly on the floor.

A chill, colder than the rain, washed over me. 

My mouth opened, but no sound came out.

He hadn’t run. He hadn’t been ejected. He was just... gone. Peeled out of existence. 

I stumbled back from the cab, my heart hammering against my ribs.

I turned slowly, eyes lifting toward the bruised, storm-thick clouds.

And I saw them. Floating. Motionless.

A cluster of brilliant white lights. Not stars. Not helicopters. They hovered too still, too deliberately—a perfect formation, flickering through the haze with no tether to natural law.

I held my breath. 

The lights above me were people that had been lifted away from this world in the blink of an eye.

I saw the tear in the sky and bright lights that surrounded it. 

I looked closer and harder and that’s when I noticed it was Jesus. 

He gently was floating high in  the green sky next to the tear in the clouds and he appeared in white with his hands raised on both sides of him. It was like he was raising his people up to safety. It happened in just seconds that  he had raised thousands of people from the earth. 

Unfortunately people like me were the ones who witnessed this, and didn’t partake. From the ground, it was  the most intense sight I had ever witnessed being alive. 

Heaven was like a dream. But this, this was something I was experiencing in my physical body, and it was more real than the wreck I had just escaped out of alive.

The lights of all the people and Jesus pulsed once. 

A heartbeat. And then they vanished in a flicker gone from earthly view.

No trail. No sound. Just the empty sky staring down.

The rain stopped. Instantly. Like a switch had been flipped. But the air remained heavy, saturated with something vast. 

The green haze lingered, stretching across the heavens like a wound refusing to close.

The sun should have returned, but it didn't. Only that sick, artificial glow remained, trapped behind the veil of clouds.

Then I knew. Not guessed. Knew.

I had just witnessed the rapture and was left behind.

“Woe to the inhabitants of the earth... for their hour had come.” (Revelation 8:13)

Explanation:

depicts an angel (or eagle) crying “Woe, woe, woe” after the fourth trumpet, warning that the next three judgments will be far worse

.

“Inhabitants of the earth” refers to unrepentant unbelievers facing these coming judgments.

“For their hour had come” is a paraphrase meaning their time of judgment has arrived, the period of grace has ended, and catastrophic wrath is imminent.

I knew Jesus had a message he wanted me to deliver and I wasn’t about to fail Fail him.

I had been left behind.

But not abandoned.

Destined.

Assigned.

The words from my vision rushed back.

“Your work isn’t done.”

Jesus sent me back for a reason that was soon to be uncovered yet would I be able to handle it.
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Chapter 2 Enter The  Tribulation
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This was the beginning of the end. And I was wide awake in it.

The digital glow of my watch was cold and indifferent. It read 6:00 PM on March 11th. Each pulsing digit glared like a countdown I hadn't agreed to, a harsh reminder that time still moved forward even as the world unraveled.

Around me, a strange stillness clung to the air. It wasn't quiet or peaceful, but a heavy hush of aftermath—as if the world had just exhaled and forgotten how to breathe.

The wind had vanished. 

Trees stood paralyzed. 

Smoke from the burning wreckage hung in thick, unmoving ribbons. The air stank of scorched metal and something worse—ozone, perhaps, or disturbed earth, like the crust of the world had cracked and exhaled a long-buried stench.

I was still here.

I turned away from my car. It was a burnt, black shell. The engine was all melted, and the car made soft ticking sounds like a clock. 

Smoke came out of the broken windows and went up into the green sky.

My phone was gone, burned up in the fire.

I only had my watch. It was still ticking, still counting. What was it counting down to?

My home was about five or six miles away on the big road. Thinking of "home" felt strange and old, like a song I used to know but had forgotten.

I started walking. One step, then another. 

The road was wet and shiny from rain and oil. It was messy with broken things: twisted metal, shiny bits of glass, burned rubber, a pink sandal, and part of a burned picture. The quiet was not empty. It felt like it was watching me.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
" A BRIGHT ONE SERIES PART 2
“THE BOBESOF SECRETS”

- e

JACELYN FINLEY ™ o





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





