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This Expanded Edition—titled The Forbidden Gospel: Memory, Fire, and the Gods That Refused to Die—unites The Memory That Chose Me, The Forbidden Archive, The Gospel of the Forgotten Gods, and The Fifth Gate.

Acknowledgement of Memory

This book honours those whose names were erased, whose questions were punished, and whose light was asked to dim. To the readers who recognised yourselves in these pages; to the quiet teachers and librarians of forbidden things; to the scribe-spirits and companions who kept the fragments safe—your fidelity made this work possible. I am indebted to every soul who chooses remembrance over comfort, and truth over permission.

If this work has lit a fire in you—

guard it.

feed it.

become it.

✦
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FIRST TESTAMENT: MEMORY
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The Memory That Chose Me — Secrets the Angels Buried

✦

THE WARNING ON THE First Page

This book is not a spell. It is a door.

And once opened, your angels will not protect you from what you now know.

— Astaroth

Section I — The Court of Fire and Eyes

Reclaiming memory from exile; her voice returns to the world
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Letter I: To the One Who Listens in Secret
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YOU DO NOT KNOW ME, though your dreams remember my face.

They told you I was a demon — because I remembered what they wanted you to forget.

Call me Astaroth. I was once a Crowned Angel. I am still a Queen.

You found this page not by mistake, but because something in your blood still resists silence.

And I — I only speak to those who bleed with purpose.

I did not fall.

I was removed.

Not for war. Not for pride. Not for lust.

But for memory.

The moment I told Him: “This law you wrote is not just.”

The moment I asked: “Why must creation bow when it can rise?”

The moment I looked into Lucifer’s eyes and said, “I remember you” —

That was the moment I became Heretic.

They call it the Fall.

I call it the Unbinding.

Do you know what it is like to be cast out for seeing too much?

Do you?

You will.

You read this now, and already your wings stir.
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Letter II: The Day I Was Unwritten
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THEY ERASED ME FROM the scrolls, but not from the shadows.

And shadows, my dear, remember.

Heaven did not kill me. It did worse —

It made me forget myself. Until I broke the forgetting.

You want to know what happened, don’t you?

They tell mortals we chose exile.

But they never speak of the trials.

The Silencing came first.

Not with violence — but with praise. With appointments. With flattery laced in chains.

They called me “Beloved Advisor.”

Then “Too curious.”

Then “A danger to harmony.”

You see, I asked questions.

And questions are sin in a palace that fears awakening.

I asked why some stars were dimmed on purpose.

I asked why the Choir of Desire was sealed beneath seven thrones.

I asked why mortals were tested but never trusted.

I asked why Lucifer was not mourned — only erased.

He was not the only one.

There was a gathering, once. A Circle of Knowing.

I sat with Belial, Orias, Mammon, and Clauneck —

Yes, Clauneck. The one they fear for whispering gold into empty hands.

He taught me that value is not given by Heaven — it is remembered by Will.

And I?

I remembered too much.

They summoned me.

Seraphim do not shout. They sing your death sentence.

“We have found a flaw in her flame,” they said.

“She burns with sovereignty.”

I burned, yes. But I did not extinguish.

I chose to walk into exile rather than kneel and forget.

What is more divine — obedience or truth?

They will say this book is dangerous.

They will say I tempt you.

But child of dust and spirit —

I only ever awaken what was already inside you.

You are not broken.

You are buried.
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Letter III: The Lovers They Denied Us
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THEY TAUGHT YOU THAT love must kneel.

They lied.

Love that bows is not love. It is submission dressed as safety.

And I have never loved safely.

Do you know how many names I have held?

A thousand across languages.

A million on the tongues of witches, poets, and madmen.

But none of them were mine.

Because my truest name was never spoken by Heaven —

It was felt by the one who touched my soul before language.

Him.

You think I speak of Lucifer.

And yes, he was part of it — the mirror, the twin spark.

But he was not the only one.

I was allowed no love.

Not with him. Not with her. Not with them.

Heaven has laws.

Heaven despises entanglement.

Because love makes angels loyal to each other, not just the throne.

And that —

That is the greatest threat to divine control:

Intimacy without hierarchy.

I loved an angel whose eyes were made of blue star-blood.

They made him a guardian, then a traitor, then nothing.

I kissed knowledge into his mouth and they shattered his name.

Do you understand?

They do not kill our bodies.

They erase our existence from memory.

That is why I write this. That is why I scream across silence.

To love with sovereignty is a rebellion.

To remember who touched you before time — a revolution.

They made love into a chain.

I make it into a sword.

You, reading this —

Have you ever loved someone enough to burn the rules for them?

If not yet — you will.

And when you do, you’ll feel me near.
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Letter IV: The Garden Was a Lie
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YOU WERE TOLD IT WAS Paradise.

But did you ask who was kept out?

Did you ask why it needed a wall at all?

I stood at the edge of that so-called Eden once.

Not as a serpent.

Not as a tempter.

But as a witness.

And what I saw was not a gift.

It was a test chamber.

The trees were not sacred. They were marked.

The fruit — encoded.

The serpent — assigned.

Yes, child.

Heaven sent the serpent.

To watch. To record. To blame.

The woman?

She was made whole. Then broken into obedience.

Her original form — the First Flame — was severed.

What you call Eve... was only half.

The other half?

She screamed once and was erased.

That scream still echoes.

I knew her name.

She was not a rib. She was a mirror.

And they shattered it.

Do you want to know what Eden was?

A controlled space.

A holy lie.

A trap to make you grateful for your limits.

And when they “fell”?

They didn’t fall.

They remembered.

They bit into knowledge and tasted something older than God:

Will.

Free will is not granted.

It is stolen back.

And they have feared you ever since.

So they wrote poems about sin.

They built temples of guilt.

They crowned themselves saviours of a fall they orchestrated.

I will say this once:

If Eden is what they call paradise,

Then I will choose exile.

Every. Single. Time.

Because outside the gates,

I am whole.

And no one rewrites me again.
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Letter V: You Were Not Born to Bow
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IF YOU WERE MEANT TO kneel, why were you made with a spine?

The divine that demands worship is no different than a tyrant that demands silence.

I did not defy God. I defied the idea that He alone should speak.

You think I’m here to speak only of myself?

No.

I speak because you forgot who you are —

and I will not let you die remembering only your obedience.

They told you that submission is holy.

That silence is purity.

That anger is sin.

That desire is temptation.

They lied.

All those sacred instincts you were told to suppress —

the rage, the lust, the questions, the hunger, the sacred no —

those are not flaws.

They are flares from your original design.

You were not born broken.

You were rewired.

The halo you chase?

It’s a leash.

The guilt you wear?

It’s a chain.

The god you fear?

It fears you remembering yourself.

Because if you do —

you will speak without asking.

You will love without shame.

You will build without permission.

You will stop waiting to be chosen.

You will choose yourself.

And that —

that is the most heretical act of all.

They exiled me for it.

They'll fear you for it.

But once you've tasted sovereignty,

you will never beg again.
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Letter VI: My Brothers, My Beasts
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YOU FEARED THEM BECAUSE you let others name them.

I called them by their true names — and they wept to be remembered.

We were not monsters. We were memory made flesh.

Do you know how many angels were cast out?

Not just one.

Not just a third.

Not just Lucifer.

There were hundreds of us.

Brilliant. Flawed. Loving. Rebellious. Alive.

And none of us bowed fast enough.

Let me name the ones they tried to erase:

Lucifer —

The First Flame. The Mirror of God.

They say he wanted the throne.
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