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Evil. Vile. Unclean. There are so many words bantered around about my kind. Demons. Humans believe the stories created by man to explain our presence. Believing those stories allows them to feel better about themselves.

Everyone knows the stories that have been told for many millennia about Lucifer. The Light-bringer. The Morning Star. Everyone knows of his fall from grace.

Or, rather, they know the stories that were created to vilify him. That's all those are. Stories. They're not the truth. The truth is so much more than the tales created by men claiming to be the mouth of Deity.

What are demons, exactly? They are children born from Angels and humans who chose to remain earthbound. Nephilim who preferred to enjoy the pleasures of the flesh over living a life of monotony under God’s thumb.

Are demons inherently evil? No, they’re not. Are some evil? Of course. Just as some men are evil. Despite popular belief, demons don't make humans do anything. Some can influence evil thoughts that already exist, but does that truly make us evil? Or does that merely make us opportunists? I like to think the latter is more accurate, where most of my brethren are concerned.

Do you want to know the real reason why Lucifer, and those who chose to follow him, were cast out and painted as evil, deformed creatures?

Jealousy. That's right, I said jealousy. You see, God was envious of the attention, the affection, humans had for Lucifer and his brethren. He wanted humans to only love him. Those who didn't were annihilated, wiped from the face of the earth. It was done to teach others a lesson, to make them fear displeasing him. Don’t believe me? Open the bible and read through the Old Testament. It is rife with such atrocities. Entire civilizations decimated because they chose to worship a Deity other than God.

Yet, no matter how hard God tries, no matter how many atrocities he commits against humans — for he is still committing them — there are still those who follow Lucifer.  Men and women who believe there is nothing wrong with enjoying the pleasures of the flesh. Men and women who choose to follow a different path of enlightenment.

How do I know all this? Easy. I'm Kaiya, daughter of Lucifer and Lilith, the Devil's Daughter, and heir to the throne of Hell.


Chapter One

Kaiya
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There is something so primal, so feral, so intoxicating about a hurricane. The driving winds, torrential rains, the churning clouds, all sent a thrill through me. Okay, to be honest, my presence helped make all of it even more intense, more savage.

There is a well-kept secret about demons — one that we protect with a ferocity that could play a part in the misconception of us being evil. Some of us have special...talents. We can influence more than just a persons thoughts. There are some among us who can control one of the four elements. We have been called many things as a result. Djinn, deity, elementals.

The next time there is an intense storm, take a good look around and you might find me, or one of my brethren, with our arms wide open, welcoming the chaos we’ve created.

"You're having way too much fun."

An annoyed growl escaped me at the sudden voice. "Maddox. What do you want?" I looked over my shoulder to glare at the demon who’d disturbed me. His dark umber skin shone in the late afternoon light. His obsidian and platinum hair, which hung down in heavy locs, swayed around him from the driving winds. 

"Don't shoot the messenger, Kaiya. Trust me, I'd rather be anywhere but here. I was enjoying the company of some very luscious triplets when I got the summons."

I turned to face him fully, turning my back on the storm I’d influenced. "Spare me the details of your debauchery." My eyes narrowed at him. I had to tip my head to look up at him. At 6’2”, Maddox was a full foot taller than my own 5’2”.

"For a demon, you are such a fucking prude."

I laughed. I couldn't help it. "Just because I don't brag constantly — which, incidentally, makes it sound like you're full of shit — doesn't mean I'm a prude. It just means I'm confident enough I don't need to brag." 

I gave him a deceptively sweet smile. "Besides, we both know you're just still nursing a bruised ego because I turned you down."

There was a time when I'd lusted after the man in front of me. Who wouldn't? Tall, dark, sexy, and deadly, he was everything a demoness could want. The problem was he knew it. Maddox thrived on being an embodiment of lust. It was one of his talents. He could take a person's interest and increase it tenfold.

"Really? I distinctly remember having those pretty little lips wrapped around my cock."

Like I said, once upon a time, I lusted after him. Then I realized his ego, and his man-whore ways, were just too much for me.

"And yet, it was so unremarkable for me that I never sought out a repeat encounter." My voice dripped with mock sweetness.

"You are such a fucking bitch."

I laughed at his failed attempt to insult me. "You say that like it's a bad thing." I turned my attention back to the storm. It had quickly escalated from a category 3 to a cat-4 simply because I'd wanted it to. "You haven't answered my question. Why are you here?"

"Lucifer sent me."

"Fuck."

I might be heir to the throne of Hell, but my father was its King. When he summoned you, you answered his call. "God damn, motherfucking, son of a bitch. I wanted to watch the havoc I created."

I stomped my foot and knew I looked like a spoiled brat throwing a tantrum. I didn't care, and I really didn't give a shit what Maddox thought. I was pissed I couldn’t stay and enjoy my storm.

"Oh, poor little Princess. Can't have her fun because her daddy wants to see her. Better run along now, Princess. Don't want to keep daddy waiting."

I detested the way he said ‘Princess’. There was so much condescension in his voice that it grated on my nerves. "I'd tell you to go to Hell, but that would be redundant. You've been a good little errand boy, so you can go fuck off now, Maddox."

The glare he gave me before he disappeared made me laugh. It was so much fun goading him. Besides creating havoc, it was one of my most favorite pastimes.

With one last look at the churning clouds, I sighed and closed my eyes. The sounds of the storm raging around me faded, the rain no longer pelted my skin, and my hair no longer lashed against me due to the wind. 

The pungent smell of swamp mixed with the almost overwhelming scent of flowers lingered, but within moments, that too was gone. When I opened my eyes again, I was home.

I know how Hell is described in popular literature. It’s been described as everything from scorching heat with flames everywhere, and the screams of the damned filling the air to vast wastelands reminiscent of a post apocalyptic world filled with crumbling edifices. It is all of that, and none of it.

Think of Hell as a mirror image of the Earth. We have our deserts of scorching heat, our desolate towns of crumbling buildings, and our bustling metropolis'. We even have vast flatlands, mountains, lakes, rivers, and swamps. Our sun may not shine quite as brightly, there may be a haze in the air from time to time, but the idea that Hell is a place filled with horror is downright laughable.

Are there those here who are considered damned? Yes, but only because of a jealous Deity. Did they do anything really to warrant being sent to Hell? For most the answer is no.

Do the souls of the damned weep? Yes, but not because they're all being tormented unendingly. Not most, anyway. No, they weep because they miss their loved ones who’d made a different choice. They miss seeing the faces of their husbands, wives, parents, or children. They miss their families.

That isn’t to say that none are tormented. There are those who committed such atrocities while alive that their souls truly are black with evil. The truly evil souls, well, they're learning the error of their ways.

So many of the so-called damned are in Hell simply because they refused to toe the line.  They refused to bow down to a Deity that ordered everything from genocide to mass rape and even infanticide. Tell me, how loving, how benevolent, of a Deity can God be if he turns his back on humans for desiring to think for themselves?

"Welcome home, Princess." I was pulled from my thoughts by a voice I hadn’t heard in ages.

I really hated being called Princess. It didn’t matter that that was what I was. The title was so fucking pretentious.

My distaste of such pretentiousness was part of the reason why I stayed Earth-side so much. There I was just Kaiya. Quirky, sexy, always looking for a thrill,  but still just Kaiya.

I nodded at the guard who'd spoken. "Gorzan. I see my father still has you on door duty. Why am I not surprised?"

My father could hold a grudge for eons. Several hundred years ago, Gorzan spoke up against a decree my father made, and as punishment he'd demoted the demon from royal guard duty, as one of my personal guards, to house guard.

I know, I know, I don’t look like I am hundreds of years old. Demons stop physically aging once they reach a certain age, unless they wish to grow old. A rare few have made such a choice, but most prefer to remain young in appearance. Is it vanity? Perhaps. Does that change anything? Not at all.

"The King has his reasons, Princess,” Gorzan replied. “You know as well as I that he can be very stubborn. It's good to see you are well."

"True, he can be.” I smiled faintly. “It’s good to see you are as well." I knew I was only delaying the inevitable. 

I sighed before I nodded at him and stepped into my childhood home. It hadn't changed much in the centuries I'd been alive. Dark marble with red and gold veins covered the floors. Columns rose up every few feet to hold up the massive structure that housed not only the royal family but many servants as well as the guards.

The walls were burnished bronze with flecks of red that sparkled and looked like gems when the lights hit them just right. Furnishings were covered in blood red silks and crushed velvet, with hints of gold, black, and bronze.

Bronze chandeliers hung down from the vaulted ceiling, red gems looking like droplets of blood trailing from them.

 Looking at my father's palace, I could see why some would think he bathed in blood. But no, it's not blood. Just luxury with the right kind of lighting.

"Kaiya. You're home."

I turned toward my mother's voice. She was human, once. I know the tales told about her. According to myth, Lilith was Adam's first wife, in the Garden of Eden, but she refused to lie beneath him. As a result, she was cast out by God before he fashioned Eve from Adam’s rib.

Don't make me laugh. My mother was never in the Garden of Eden. Father found her bathing in a spring, thousands of years ago, and the moment he saw her, he wanted her. Her beauty had pulled him in like a siren pulls a sailor into the sea.

He didn't entice her into sin, he didn't seduce her, he didn't steal her away. He wooed her, he won her, and he made her his Queen. Binding herself to my father made her immortal. She is just as beautiful today as she was three millennia ago.

Jet black hair, piercing green eyes, and a figure most women would kill for, my mother knew men lusted after her. She was tall and statuesque, and she commanded attention when she entered a room. 

I wish I could say I took after her but no. I got my father's blonde hair and gray eyes. I'm also several inches too short to be called 'statuesque'. At least I've got the curves. 

The velvet gown my mother wore had splits almost to the hip and hugged her every curve. The bodice pushed her cleavage up and drew the eye to her chest. If you’ve ever wondered where the phrase ‘If you’ve got it, flaunt it’ came from, you have my mother to thank for that.

"Hello, Mother. It's not like I had much choice. We both know what would have happened if I'd ignored Father's informal summons."

"You act like it's such a hardship, being you. Do you know how many demonesses would kill to trade places with you?"

"That's because they think being the heir means I get whatever I want. They have no idea the strings that come with it, Mother."

I believe my mother loved me, as best she could, but she was the creature my father created. She was cold, calculating, and hard. She thought in terms of what she could gain from those she interacted with.

"Bah. Ungrateful wench. Come give me a hug. It's been too long since you were home last."

"I've missed you, too, Mother." It was true. I had missed her, even if her lack of warmth did sometimes grate on my nerves. 

We embraced before she took a step back and looked me over. "You should go freshen up before you see your father."

Her words gave me pause. I knew my hair looked windblown, but I wasn't a mess. "Why would I need to do that? What aren't you telling me, Mother?"

"Just be a dove and do as I say. He'll be expecting you in the throne room within the hour." With that, she turned and sauntered off, hips swaying seductively.

I eyed my mother as she walked away. Something was up and I didn't like it. Not one bit.	

I moved through the palace, taking mental note of the number of servants about. There were a great many cleaning and polishing every surface until it shined. My mother did thrive on appearances.

When I’d come of age, I’d moved from the family wing into a private wing in the palace. I knew that, eventually, it was where my husband and I would live and raise children of our own. Not that I was even remotely interested in marrying anyone at the moment. I had more important, more pressing, matters to contend with than finding a husband.

My footsteps echoed softly as I made my way down the corridor to my personal suite. I paused outside the door and closed my eyes. There was a discussion I needed to have with my father, one I’d been putting off for fear of disappointing him, but perhaps this summons was the opening I needed to finally spill the secret only my mother and I knew.

Shaking my head to clear it, I stepped into my suite and pushed the door closed behind me with a heavy sigh. Whatever my father was planning, it couldn’t be good. Two steps into the main part of the suite, I froze. I wasn’t alone. 

“Welcome home,  Your Highness.”

I think I detested that more than ‘Princess’. “Batala, how many times do I have to tell you to call me Kaiya?”

“It’s not proper, Princess. It is good to see you, though.”

“It’s good to see you as well. I trust you have been kept busy in my absence?” Batala was my personal attendant when I was home and assisted with everything from bathing to clothing decisions.

“I have, Your Highness. There is always something needing to be done here in the palace.”

“Very true. I assume you’re here for a reason?”

“Yes, Your Highness. Your mother ordered a bath to be prepared for your arrival. She has already chosen your attire for this ‘eve and I am to assist you in preparing in whatever way you deem necessary.”

Oh, now I really knew something was going on. “Why all the fuss, Batala?” Sometimes the servants heard things and talked.

“I…do not know. I only know what I was told.”

A growl of frustration escaped me before I sighed. Her hesitation meant there was more to it but I let it drop for now. “Let’s get this over with.” 

Crossing my suite toward the large, marble encased bathroom, I barely took note of the décor. It hadn’t changed since the last time I was here. Not that I expected it to. Mother sent someone in to clean it, but nothing would be changed without my say so. 

The marble floor was covered by a deep purple carpet so thick my feet sank into it when I stepped on it. I’d always enjoyed the plushness of it whenever I walked on it in my bare feet. The walls were a pale lavender, with hints of burgundy and gold. 

Studying the colors, I realized I’d outgrown them. When I was home again for any length of time, I would see to it that they were changed. 

Stepping into my bathroom, I breathed in the thick, warm air. The lavender, burgundy, and gold theme carried over into the luxurious room. The bath — which was big enough for two people to bathe together in — was filled with steaming water. The scent of jasmine and water lilies hung heavy in the air, and I suddenly felt this insane urge to flee. Shaking it off, I stripped and eased into the tub.                                                                                                       

“I see you’ve gotten a few new tattoos since you were home last.”

Batala’s comment made me smile despite myself. “It’s an addiction. I love the feel of the needle as it’s biting into my flesh. You can’t deny the artwork is sexy.”

“And what if your husband does not like it?”

I frowned up at her. “I’m not married. I’m not even close to being married.”

“Perhaps, but what happens when you do become wed?”

“If my ‘husband’ doesn’t like it, he can fuck off. He won’t be my husband for long.” I shifted in the water once my hair was washed. “Why the sudden reference to a husband? Is there something you’re not telling me? Something you’re not allowed to tell me?”

I watched as her eyes widened before she averted her gaze. “That’s what I thought. You may go, Batala. I shall finish dressing on my own.”

“Please, Your Highness. I am under a geas. The Queen will be most displeased with me.”

“I said leave. Now.”

I watched her go before I picked up the bottle of bath oils next to me and threw it against the wall, where it shattered. My father was up to no good. This summons did not bode well for me. 

I finished quickly and climbed out to dry off. Again, I considered just leaving, but my father had less pleasant ways to get me back to Hell. I’d rather not have the hellhounds dispatched to retrieve me. They wouldn’t maim me, but their teeth fucking hurt.

The gown my mother laid out for me was daring; more daring than anything I’d worn in court to date. The deep burgundy gown reached the floor once I’d slipped it on, and it had slits on both sides that came to mid thigh. The bodice was low cut, showing off a great deal of cleavage. The soft silk hugged my body like a glove, showing off every curve. 

I scoffed at the heels that my mother had chosen for me to wear with the gown. I might wear the dress, but strappy heels just didn’t fit the dress, or my personality. It didn’t take long for me to find a pair of fuck me pumps in a similar shade in my closet. I did have nice taste in shoes. The added advantage of the heels? I wouldn’t feel so short next to my mother.

My blonde hair brushed my shoulders in loose curls once it was dry. I was already prepared for the lecture my father would give me over that. He thought a woman’s hair should at least reach her waist. Why? Because, to quote my father, it gave her mate more to grip during sex.

The only makeup I applied was some eyeliner and lipstick and I was done. I took one last look around the suite and exited. It felt like I was walking to my doom.


Chapter Two

Kaiya
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The sound of my heels clicking on the marble as I walked through the palace echoed off the walls. More than a few pairs of eyes followed my passing and I added an extra bit of sway to my hips. Leave them panting and wishing they had a chance. That was just one of my mottos. In that way, I was very much like my mother.

The doors leading into the throne room opened when I approached. I took note of the guards who stood at attention as I passed them. The one seemed to watch me with an intensity that puzzled me, but I didn’t have time to think about it at the moment. I could revisit it later when this meeting was over. 

My gaze swept the room. Given the gown, and all the extra cleaning taking place, I’d expected dignitaries from other provinces to be here, yet there were none. 

“There is my beautiful daughter.” 

I turned my attention to the dais where my father sat upon his throne. Ah, yes, another reason some humans might think my father was evil incarnate. His throne was made of burnished gold that looked like it had been melted over human bones.

Sometimes I think my father enjoyed catering to the image of evil that had been created for him. “Hello, Father.” I watched as his gaze moved over me in approval. I knew the moment he noticed I’d cut my hair. His eyes narrowed at me.

“What did you do to your hair?”

“I cut it. I would think that was obvious, Father.”

“Do not get smart with me, girl.”

The suppressed anger in his voice made me wince. When he so wished, my father’s voice could render you deaf, for a time. Or permanently, if that was his desire.

“My apologies, Father.” I inclined my head at him. “It was cumbersome to deal with on Earth, so I cut it.”

“You should have come home, then, Kaiya.” 

I opened my mouth to respond but he didn’t let me. 

“No matter. You’re here now. Come, there is much to discuss, Daughter.”

Just as I reached the dais, the doors to the throne room opened again and in strode the last person I wanted to see. Maddox.

“Ah, Commander. So good of you to join us.”

I watched his eyes widen slightly when he saw me before he addressed my father.

“My King. I am honored to receive your summons.”

I snorted. “Really? Wasn’t it just an hour or so ago that you were complaining about how annoyed you were because you had to leave your little incestuous debauchery? Please. You really shouldn’t lie to your King.” Oh, the look he gave me. He’d kill me if he could.

“You’re just envious I was with them and not you.”

“Keep telling yourself that, Maddox.”

“ENOUGH!”

My hands flew to my ears and I winced as my father’s voice bounced off the walls of the throne room. It felt like my eardrums were bleeding.

“You will not bait him into a fight, Daughter. Maddox, join us.”

Maddox. Not Commander. That was very unusual for my father. I watched as he was motioned to the consort’s throne and a frown creased my brow. “Father?”

“As I said, Daughter. We have much to discuss. Sit.”

The command in his voice brooked no argument. I sat on the small throne that had been mine from the moment I was born. Maddox sat to my left. I wanted to move my throne to the other side of the dais, but that wasn’t an option.

“Ah, Wife. There you are,” my father said when my mother sauntered into the throne room.

I watched as my parents kissed before my mother took her seat at my father’s side. My eyes narrowed at the pleased look on her face.

“You look lovely, Kaiya. I knew that dress would be perfect on you.” It was her turn to narrow her eyes when she looked at my feet. “Those aren’t the shoes I laid out for you.”

“I liked these better. They’re more me. Will someone please get on with why we’re here? The foreplay is getting tedious.”

My father leveled his gaze at me and I swallowed reflexively. Maybe I shouldn’t have been quite so glib.

“You are heir to the throne, Daughter. As such, it is time you start acting like it. This wandering the Earth, pretending to be a human vagabond, it’s beneath you. I love humans as much as the next demon, your existence is proof of that, but there comes a time when you have to put away childish endeavors and take your rightful place.”

That feeling of doom I had earlier? It was back, and growing exponentially. “Why is he here?” I motioned to the demon seated beside me. I had a sinking feeling I already knew the answer to my question but I hoped I was wrong.

“He is here, Daughter, because he is your betrothed.”

I stared at my father. He did not just say…. “I don’t think I heard you right. Did you just say betrothed?”

“You heard correctly.”

“No. Not just no, but hell no. There is no fucking way I’m going to marry him.” I stared at my father as if he’d truly become the evil monster humans portrayed him as.

“You have no say in this. It was decreed at the moment of your birth.”

“You can’t be serious! Father, we can’t even stand each other.”
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