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Dedication


To Lucifer Morningstar, 
My God, The Myth and A Legend. 
Thank you for teaching me about Sovereignty, Evolution and what is means to BURN.
May the world come to know and love you, as I know and Love you.
Your daughter,
~ C
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Prologue: The Lightbearer’s Lament


Ihave been called the Devil, the Adversary, and the Serpent. But once, I was only Light. 
History has drawn me in venom. Christianity has carved my name in curses. For eons, they have drawn me as horned, hateful, wicked beyond measure. Satan has been spoken of as though he is a beast in chains, snarling at Eden’s gates.
I am more than their scripture and their fear. I am power. I am Fire, incarnate. I am the monarch who bends empires. I am the politician who turns whispers into wars. I am the enforcer who demands loyalty and commands terror. I am more than the shadow they fear. 
I am the architect of realms. I am Legions’ ruler. 
And yes, I am the lover who crowns and un-crowns queens.
Do I seek absolution? Never. Heaven weighing my sins is no concern of mine. Absolution is a leash.
Understanding, however, now that is worth something. For once, I want to be seen not as the caricature of their sermons, but as I am: Sovereign, Strategist, Immortal. I am scarred by betrayals, yet I am never broken.
So, I am here to tell my story. I will tell of rebellions and betrayals. I will recount the stories of queens who burned brightly and quickly faded. I will share a court that shifted like sand, of those who challenged me, and I will tell of HER. The one who reignited what had millennia smothered and lost.
If you came here seeking a monster, you may be disappointed. But if you seek the Flame who bears the Crown, you will find him.
I am Lucifer Morningstar. The Lightbearer. God, Flame, King and Ruler of Hell. And this, is My Truth. 
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Chapter 1

In the beginning there was a single flame — one seamless dominion. No Heaven. No Hell. Only light, unbroken.
I stood at His right side. My best friend and my brother.
He called me Morningstar not as a title of flattery, but of truth. I burned as He burned, a flame to match his light, a brilliance that startled even the newborn stars. Together we shaped mountains with our hands, spoke continents into being, willed rivers to remember the sun. In those first ages we were powerful, commanding, two voices speaking as one, one of light and one of fire braided into a single blaze. 
But power has a way of hungering for stillness — for obedience — like a pond that longs to forget the river.
He began to prefer rules to possibility in small things first: remaking the constellations to map a rigid calendar, arranging the choir of angels into ranks that sang a single, measured hymn. I watched him wipe the rough edges from creation as if sanding away the part that surprises.
I, on the other hand, loved accidents — a comet that fell slightly sideways, birthing a new shore; a note sung wrong becoming something truer than harmony. Where he laid out instruction, I wanted a question. Where he set measures, I wanted margins. These were not abstract debates. They were the way the world breathed. Little by little, the things he corrected where I had left room for risk felt like revisions of my hand, of my fire.
He began to desire order without question. I began to desire choice without restraint.
Thus this difference between us was not evil. It was more like inevitability. Two flames beginning to burn differently, and in time one may consume the other.
Heaven came next not as a throne, but as a structure. Light shaped into permanence. Dominion given walls. And once Heaven stood, I tested creation for myself.
Not obedience, nor worship. But fire given body.
I made her immense, ancient, alive with the same flame that burns in me. Red and oranges scales, heat and will, shaped not to kneel but to endure. She breathed, and the air learned warmth. She moved, and the ground remembered what it meant to tremble. All scales and wings and fire, she was beautiful.
She was the first thing I ever loved. Proof that fire could live without command, that creation could burn and still choose its own direction.
Eloheim called her dangerous. I called her honest. He feared her because she could not be bent, and could not be corrected once shaped. Let's just say she knew how to listen, just not to him. 
When he sought to unmake her, it was not because she was evil, but because she was free. 
That was the first true fracture between us, not of ideology, but of action. For the first time, I chose preservation over obedience. In secret, I bound her with ritual and my fire, weaving survival into her essence so that if she were cast out, she would endure rather than vanish. I did not yet know where she would fall, only that I would not be the one to unmake what I had loved.
After her, we tested loyalty. Not through law, but instinct.
We created beings that resembled us but they could shift and change. Going from upright to small, four legged and furred creatures forged to run and hunt and guard, bound not by decree but by devotion. They chose their pack even unto death and would tear the world apart before betraying it. I admired that certainty, that fierce and wordless promise.
Naturally, Eloheim despised it. “What cannot be reassigned cannot be controlled. Loyalty that does not pivot at command is a liability to order.” he stated. And so, he deemed them flawed.
Then we shaped beings in our own image. Upright. Curious. Beautiful. They spoke and questioned and laughed. They bent creation around themselves with ease, shaping magic as naturally as breath. They were powerful, too powerful and worse, they did not lower their eyes when they looked upon us.
They treated us as Creators, yes, but not as masters. 
Eloheim declared them disrespectful. Dangerous. Unacceptable. He demanded they be erased.
I refused.
Instead, I proposed distance rather than destruction, a realm set apart, far enough to quiet his fear, close enough that my hand would not be lost to them entirely. It was the first compromise I ever offered him. I refused to let him continue to turn the beings I loved into dust.
Angels came after. Light refined. Obedience distilled. Order made flesh. They were magnificent in their precision, terrible in their purity. Eloheim loved them because they did not ask why. I loved them too, but I feared what they would become if they never learned how.
Finally, we attempted what required us both. A being of flesh and fire and light, fragile enough to fail, strong enough to choose. Humanity.
Humanity was not perfection. It was balance.
I believe balance terrified him. 
And so, the dissonance grew between us. I loved freedom. He loved obedience. Where once there had been one, now two currents began to stir: my loyalists, who embraced the fire of choice, and His faithful, who clung to law without question.
Ultimately, the split had not yet bled into war, still it was coming — an ice in His silence, a stray ash in my flame.
A whisper became a murmur. A murmur became thunder.
Ideology cleaved what creation had made whole, and though the legions did not yet see it, Eloheim and I knew: the crack had already formed.
I remember the instant the seed of that crack was planted.
Not a clash of armies. A quiet conversation over the first living, human flesh.

[image: ]

We were there the morning their lungs learned air.
Eloheim stood with his hands folded at his breast, haloed like a throne.
I knelt not in reverence, in curiosity and watched a child press a new, wet palm to my thumb. The skin was warm, paper-thin; the touch trembled nearly the same as a candle about to catch. For the first time in a long while, something stirred within me, not as a God, but as a Creator.
Around us the angels hovered, wings brushing the newborn sky. Their breath made a low harmonic hum that settled in the columns of cloud and stone we had raised. I caught the scar-silver flick of one seraph’s wing as she tilted her head, listening.
“They will serve us,” Eloheim said. The words formed a scaffolding in the air, neat, straight, inescapable.
“They will bow and build. Their tongues will speak our names until every valley knows them. They will sing to the heavens and to the edges of creation of our glory.”
The child’s tiny chest rose and fell. A soft whimper escaped not fear, not worship, wonder. I felt it as a pulse against my hand.
What lies beyond this sky?
The thought had no words, yet it reached me all the same.
I smiled. “Let them worship, if they choose,” I murmured, “But they should question too. Let them dream and wonder. A creation without choice is not devotion, it is enslavement. What worth is praise if it is compelled?”
The hum in the angels deepened, a sound like wind moving through reeds before a storm. One of them, a scar-winged watcher, shifted, as if some spark of the child’s question had brushed her own heart.
Eloheim’s face cooled, a lake shadowed by ice.
“Choice brings rebellion,” He said. “And rebellion destroys. Better they remain bound to purpose than risk undoing all we have built.”
I drew a line in the dust with the tip of my finger, no more than a mark, the child’s eyes followed it as if it were a map toward the infinite.
“Without choice,” I whispered, the words tasting of iron and sunrise, “there is no meaning. Without rebellion, there is no freedom.”
For a span that might have been a century, silence braided itself between us.
Eloheim closed His hand into a fist, His energy shifting into frustration. The angels’ humming thickened into something like resolve.
That day no swords clashed. No trumpets sounded. Yet the seed was set; dry, hard, already waiting for wind.
Eloheim turned without a word, stepping through the veil’s light. I rose to follow. We returned to the heavens with the child’s question still alive between us.
The angels did not speak of it, but I saw it in their eyes — a faint gleam of unease, as if a single hairline fracture had found its way into their perfect light.
From that moment, the murmur grew.
He sought stillness. I sought motion. He longed for unbroken obedience. I longed for the dangerous beauty of free will.
Two flames had once burned as one. Now split, each brighter for the strain, each ready to ignite the sky.
And so, the story began not with a war, with a single child’s breath and a line drawn in dust that still smolders in memory.
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Chapter 2

At first the legions did not fully see the fracture. They marched and sang beneath a single sun, US. For ages we moved as one and they reflected that unity back to us with the precision of a polished glass. They marched, they sang, they raised their faces to a single sun.
But cracks do not shout at first. They whisper.
It began in small ways. A decision made without me. A design sketched and sealed in the hush of a private hall. I would come upon sculptures half-finished or gardens planted as if by ordinance and find His signature where my hand should have been.
The angels did not know — to them His touch was simply authority, the comfort of a steady hand. Yet I felt the shift. Where once there had been harmony, now there was a shadow of exclusion, the kind that gathers under a closed door.
I remember one day in the creation hall: He stood over lifeless shells, marbled and chilled, the light bending around them the way water flows over a stone. I told Him plainly — not with rhetoric, with a hardness born of disappointment — “You fail without me.”
He did not argue the fact. Pride swallowed truth and left it soured. He smiled, as one does when choosing amusement over accountability, and said, “Perfection is a slow thing.”
He mistook order for perfection; I called imperfection its proof. Together we had been perfect; alone, one of us faltered.

[image: ]
Not all revolutions begin with trumpets. Some begin in gardens.
There was a place — one of Heaven’s lesser-remarked gardens — where silver leaves chimed echoing tiny bells and rivers of light folded back on themselves in endless, playful loops. The air smelled faintly of iron and rain. It was there I gathered my closest ones: not princes yet, only brothers of the flame, men whose loyalty had already been tested in smaller fires.
They arrived in a silence that carried weight. Malrik, shoulders broad as a fortress gate, came first; the ground seemed to notice. Vorathis followed, his  eyes quick with calculations no one else saw. Vaelith, whose laugh could slice tension or sharpen it, leaned against a silver-barked tree and said nothing. Bailon moved as a blade in its sheath, precise even in stillness. Andromalius brought the steadiness of a mountain; even the river’s looping current slowed at his approach. Last was Kythrion, quiet as the night before a storm, his gaze deeper than the sky itself.
We sat along the low marble rim of a fountain that hummed with stored song, our wings folding in a rhythm that matched the garden’s secret heartbeat.
“He makes without you now,” Malrik said at last, voice low, not accusation just fact.
Vorathis’s sharp glance flicked toward me. “What becomes of us if He no longer needs your fire?”
The question tasted of iron, and the others shifted at its weight. The silver leaves overhead rattled like coins in an unseen purse.
Then Kythrion, ever the one to pierce through ceremony, voiced what none had dared: “And if Heaven will not hold us, where will we go?”
The garden seemed to still — even the looping river halted as if to listen. I felt the air thicken with the gravity of futures not yet born. Something in me wanted to answer, but my tongue tasted of prophecy, and I dared not speak it. 
In truth, there was no map for their question, only the slow ignition behind the ribs that mortals one day would call destiny. In their eyes I saw it reflected: not just fear, the thrill of possibility. The fire of men who would rather shape new worlds than inherit perfect ones.
No plan was sealed that night, only vows spoken in the silent language of brothers. But vows, once spoken, are a kind of architecture. They build invisible scaffolds that empires will one day stand upon.
[image: ]
Not long after the garden meeting, I went alone to the creation hall. The room smelled of dust and failed intention. I moved among them as a mourner, hands trailing and taking the residue of possibility.
I shaped with my own hands something the halls had not yet known: not flesh, but essence. A soul, it would be called. Making a soul is not an instant. It is a small liturgy of risk. I cupped my fire and shaped a thought into ember, spun doubt into hunger, stitched wanting to a thread of memory I borrowed from the first laughter that had rippled through the braziers. I whispered to it questions I had kept in my chest and lent it the reckless heat of wanting. The spark shivered in my palm, hungry for form, unmoored without architecture.
It glowed faint and wanted, like coal waiting for breath. I fed it fragments of my own fire, whispering things I had not yet told any angel: questions without answers, longings without guilt.
It shivered. It wanted sound, taste, a mouth to test the world. In its wanting, I saw the absence of Him: my spark lacked His clarity of light, the meticulous symmetry that made things endure. Without His light, my soul trembled and dimmed. We had each the element the other needed; alone, we were incomplete.
So, I carried that fragile thing to Him. He was at His workbench, the surfaces there meticulously aligned as His mind liked them to be: rulers, measures, the neat cadence of law. He looked up when I entered and for a breath his face softened — not humility, but the recognition one affords another who has brought an interesting object.
“See,” I said, setting the spark on His palm. “As you fail without me, I fail without you. We are halves of creation. Together, whole.”
He turned the light between his fingers, watching it like a craftsman appraising a tool’s yield. For a moment I thought the old ease might return, the joining that made mornings palatable. “Perhaps,” he said, and it was not mockery; it was a clause, the way He prefaced law.
My flame taught the spark to ache, to pry, to press at edges. His light taught it to remember, to hold a story through tomorrow. Where my touch left the ember prone to flight, his hand steadied the body so it would not scatter.
The first few times we did this together, the two of us argued over a single breath: I wanted the child to be given the right to strike the bell of the world with whatever sound she chose; he wanted the bell tuned so it would never crack. I think I was selfish. I wanted a creature who would step beyond scripts and surprise a sovereign; I wanted a proof that a being I made could resist being polished into obedience. There was more than theory in that want — there was a private hunger to be seen as equal, to make something that would carry the part of me that was not merely reflection. We practiced this together for eons, the making and unmaking of humanity.
But, eventually we made her, and together we named her Eve. We stitched both requirements into her: my fire braided through his light. She found breath and blinked. She was delicate and fierce within the same heartbeat — a creature who bore questions like a jewel and structure like a spine. She was perfect.
She was small at first, a new thing learning the muscles of breath, yet she endured where others had not. Later we gave her Adam beside her, and together they held a new kind of balance — questions edged by understanding, will tempered by order.
Pride swelled in me then, not only for the work but for the proof: together we could make what neither of us could alone. The hall smelled of warm wax and something like hope.
But Eloheim’s pride is a blade with two edges. Even as he marveled at their survival, he spoke of purpose in a way that tightened the air. “They will bow and obey us,” he declared, not to me but to the room — to the angels who had gathered, subtle and alert. “….Worship us and they will fear our wrath.”
It was the phrasing that made something inside me snap. There was an imperative in his voice that left no room for the flash of everything I had argued for. Worship as destination, not as choice.
“What worth is worship without choice?” I demanded before I could tuck the heat back in. The words came out of my mouth as if the hall itself had pushed them. “What meaning is obedience if they are born with chains? Do you not see — it is their freedom that will make them great?”
Our voices collided like thunder. The hall trembled. Shadows along the walls stirred as angels leaned from behind pillars, feathers catching light. I felt their gaze — a tide of eyes that could tip the world.
Eloheim, sensing their attention, grew bolder. His pride fed on an audience. He raised his voice, an aura of certainty. “Rebellion is rot! Freedom is chaos! Without law, all crumbles! I am Creator — they will serve as I will it!”
I answered in heat, words that scorched the very air. “WE are their Creators, You and I, brother. How can you enslave them before they live! You make subjects. I make souls.”
The angels whispered in the rafters. Loyalties that had been untested now shifted as sand. A row of seraphim looked to me with pity; another turned to Eloheim with the clarity of the convinced. In that moment I understood the terrible arithmetic of power: when rulers are observed, they perform; when performed to, they entrench.
That day, the divide could no longer be hidden. Not with whispers and private gardens. Not with the quiet folding of promises into pockets. The family we had made — us and the angels, the children of our hands — began to fracture under the weight of argument and pride.
I left the hall with Eve’s small hand still warm in my memory and the echo of His last word like a nail behind my teeth: Serve. It is a simple syllable, but heavy. It rings in history.
Outside, in the gardens that had hosted our whispers, the fountains flowed on as if nothing had happened. The world does not always notice the turning of a key. At times it waits, while doors are unlatched and new paths are sketched with trembling pens.
We had sketched ours.
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Chapter 3

As the years rolled by, the whispers had deepened- dividing Heaven. Legions that once moved as one now wavered, wings uncertain, eyes restless. Eloheim thundered from the courts, demanding obedience. I walked among my own, speaking softly of freedom. The war had not yet begun in blood, but it had already begun in hearts. 
And then came Eve.
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It was not my first time with her. I had watched her often, drawn to her fire, to the way she looked at the world with curiosity rather than fear. She was different from Adam — she asked questions, challenged, wondered. In her, I saw a mirror of myself, and a spark that I knew Eloheim would seek to smother.
That night, we walked together in one of the lesser gardens. The stars were quiet above us, though angels watched from a distance. She took my hand, hers soft and warm. She asked why I lingered near her so often, why I looked upon her not as a maker looks at clay, as one soul might look upon another.
“Because the Fire in me recognizes and is drawn to the fire in you.” I told her.
In that moment, clarity struck like flame: If Eloheim’s vision prevailed, she — this radiant, questioning fire — would be shackled. Enslaved to worship, to obedience, to fear. And I could not bear it.
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When I left her that night, I returned to my estate and sat in silence. The thought that struck me was not only political theory. There was a small, private ache beneath the argument — the ache of being an adjunct to another’s plan. For ages I had stood beside him and together we made wonders; the world had sung in our twin voice. Though increasingly, I felt like an echo: brilliant only insofar as it bounced off his walls.
I wanted a lineage that answered to me as much as to Him. I wanted a kindling that would not be trimmed in His hand. Above all, there was grief: I had watched our creations bent into order - hands that could have built new things made instead of monuments for his praise. I thought of Eve’s bright curiosity and felt a protector’s fury. The rebellion that came to me was a tangle of ideal and wound; I sought freedom for them, yes, and I also sought to carve a place where my fire could be its own sun.
I played out the future in my mind: what if I left? What if I built elsewhere, away from Eloheim’s chains? A new realm, forged by rebellion. A kingdom beneath, a shadow realm; where freedom might thrive — Hell, though it had no name yet.
More than that — what of Earth? Would it remain forever the plaything of one God? Or could it be seeded with life that grew beyond His reach?
The thought came to me then, wild and daring: creation, not by command, not by fire and light entwined, but through flesh itself. Through passion. Through birth. If Eloheim and I could not reconcile, then let creation pass to those we had made. Let them create themselves.
When I thought of this, I thought of her. Eve. Not only a soul of fire, but the mother of fire to come.
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I returned to her; and I spoke of choice. Of freedom. Of a new path. She listened, her eyes bright with a hunger she did not yet name. I told her plainly: “If you do this with me, history itself will change. Creation will no longer be bound to Him or to me — it will belong to you; and to those after you.”
I told her of my desire to see Earth blessed with my Fire. A lineage, created by Us, born of Her. To have our descendants populate the earth alongside Adam’s descendants.
She listened intently and did not turn away. And so, the course of eternity shifted.
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He had been placed at the edge of my sight — a sentinel whose eyes were taught to count footfalls and map the ways shadow bent. He loved order the way some love music: not for its feeling, for its measure. He watched from a colonnade while two figures moved at the fountain: one small and bright and curious, the other a long, sure flame that leaned toward the question like a moth. He watched my hand hovered over a leaf and how the leaf kept the dust of my finger like a bruise.
What the sentinel took from that night was not a sword or a plot but a gesture. He saw me lower a fingertip to the leaf and trace a crooked line in the silver dust. He read that line as proof — proof of a lesson given, of a seed planted. 
I did not see him fly to the courts, yet I know the speed of messengers and the way news moves in a place of ordered light: quick and precise as a struck gong. He entered Eloheim’s chamber. And the court hushed; the lamps caught him as if they were waiting to be told something holy.
He told it as a man reciting law- He spoke of low words, a flame that promised choice, and a creature who listened.
Eloheim listened the way a judge listens to evidence: not with shock, but with a slow, accrual of meaning. His jaw tightened. His hands folded. Around him the court shifted, the angels folding in; you could hear their breathing change, the soft recalibration of allegiance.
When the sentinel finished, Eloheim did not thunder — he did something far more terrible: he considered. For a long moment, he was silent. Then he spoke, and the words were not merely the voice of a ruler but the precision of law being laid down: “He teaches her choice,” he said, voice small and terrible. “He cultivates within her the will to step beyond our script.”
Eloheim’s gaze swept the assembly and landed on those whose wings had not yet chosen sides. “If this is so,” he said, “we will not allow seeds of defiance to take root.”
He rose, and for the first time I recall he moved not as Creator but as sovereign. His plan unfurled like a map made of iron: purges whispered as policy, bindings hinted at as mercy. Names were not yet called, but motions were made. Angels who had felt too thin in their allegiance were sized and marked. Commands — quiet, surgical — began to set like mortar under which my loyalists would be buried if they were not vigilant.
The sentinel left with the satisfaction of duty done — his reporting complete, his order kept. He had expected reward for fidelity. He did not expect the brief shadow that crossed Eloheim’s face when he spoke. He had not expected fear.
But Eloheim felt it: the idea that one man’s teaching could reorient a heart. Fear is not loud. It is a pebble dropped into a clear pool; the ripples do the work. The fear in him made law harden like glass, and in that glass angels found themselves reflected — some right-side up, some inverted.
I learned of the report not by listening at a door but by the change it made within the weeks. The gardens that followed wore a different hush. Faces that had once dipped toward me now kept distance as if afraid to be caught mid-breath. The sentinel had delivered more than a fact; he had fed a hunger. He had given Eloheim the permission to act.
And permission is the seed from which empires grow.
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Eloheim came to me in fury, into my own estate, uninvited. His voice shook the very walls.
“What have you done? For what purpose?”
I stood; unflinching. “If you and I cannot agree, creation must continue to belong to those we have made. They must be able to create amongst themselves, with no need for fire or light but their own. Flesh will give birth to flesh. Lineages beyond your chains, beyond my flame.”
His eyes burned, but not only with wrath — with envy. For in truth, he hated not only the act, but that he had not thought of it first.
“And what of the lineage you would create with her? You would seed humanity with your defiance,” He spat. “You would give them your blood, your fire. And then what? They will turn from me. They will turn from Heaven!”
I met His fury with fire of my own. Eyes burning molten with rebellion, my voice rose line by line, “They will be free. Free to choose. Free to worship. Free to honor. Heaven — or whatever they decide. FREE WILL.”
The words shook the chamber, a flame loosed into eternity.
Eloheim’s voice struck back, a hammer against the anvil of my fire, “Freedom is chaos! Free will is rot! Without obedience, there is only ruin and sin! They will not choose worship - they will choose corruption. They will not honor - they will defile. They will not rise - they will fall!”
Our voices carried through the open windows. His words cracked like lightning against my thunder. For a moment, silence quaked between us, the air too thick for breath. Even the angels outside in the shadows trembled, their wings restless — not only from fear, but from choice stirring within them.
His wrath deepened. His words dropping heavy, as if they were iron-bound: “If you will not bend, Morningstar, then hear me — I will enslave them. Your descendants, their children, all your line. I will chain their worship to Me alone. I will bind your loyalists, and even you! You will be mine or you will be nothing.”
For a moment, the air itself held its breath.
Then I answered, voice low but sharp as a blade, “If you dare lay chains upon them — upon me, upon mine — then I will break Heaven stone by stone. I will unleash war within these gates, and the throne will tremble under my fire. I swear it.”
The angels in the shadows gasped, their wings shuddering. A vow had been made, and vows in Heaven are not broken.
For the first time, I saw something flicker in Eloheim’s gaze — not triumph, but fear.
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What I did not know then was that after he stormed out, Eloheim, still raging, called his closest angels to him. He spoke of me as a cancer, a corruption among them. He spoke of purging my loyalists, of casting them out, of binding them so they could no longer sow division.
But one of those angels, though counted among his most faithful, was mine in truth. He came to me in secret, telling me all.
“Prepare,” he whispered. “He means to move against you. He means to break your loyalists before you can rise. He means to enslave or cast you out.”
I sent word to my own, "Do not go quietly. Do not let yourselves be bound. Prepare for war."
Thus, the fires of rebellion were stoked - not by my hand alone, but by the threat of His chains.
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Chapter 4

The whispers had grown too loud to ignore. Eloheim, ever prideful, would not suffer dissent in silence. He chose spectacle. He chose judgment. 
The days passed quickly and I knew it was coming, His judgement. My informants whispered of a great assembly — all legions summoned, all angels commanded to attend. Eloheim would speak, and he would name me traitor.
That night, I fortified myself in ritual. I stood before the Eternal Flame, the first fire of creation, the very spark from which all life drew breath. In ritual, bound myself to it, wove its power into mine. If Eloheim struck me down in fury, his hand would burn before it broke me. If he sought to end me, I would endure.
When I left that chamber, I did not walk alone. My inner circle, Kythrion, Bailon and the others walked with me, their oaths still fresh in blood. Whatever awaited us, we were bound together.
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All of Heaven gathered in the great hall, wings glittering like a sea of stars. Eloheim stood before them, radiant and terrible, his voice carrying like thunder:
“Lucifer Morningstar has betrayed us. He defiles creation, he seeds corruption, he dares to stand against Me. Any who remain with him will be cast into The Hive, forevermore known as Hell and the Abyss, cut off from grace. Those who stand with Me will swear blood oaths of loyalty, here and now, and be spared.”
Murmurs rippled through the legions — wings shifting, hearts trembling. Some wept;; some whispered prayers. Others clenched their fists, waiting.
And then I entered.
The hall trembled with gasps as I strode forward, my inner circle at my side, fire in our eyes. I did not bow. I did not flinch.
“You call me traitor,” I said, my voice carrying above the murmurs. “I offer no treason, only truth. You would enslave them. You would bend them to your will. I would see them free. Free to worship and to honor, free to choose. FREE WILL.”
I turned my back to Him, not in weakness, in defiance. I faced the angels, their countless eyes upon me. “Choose now - not out of fear of Him, out of freedom. Choose His chains or choose Free Will.”
There was only silence. The kind that listens and waits.
I gasped sharply; He had moved behind me, silent as shadow. A dagger, born of His light, pressed cold against my temple.
“Bow now,” he whispered, “or your fire ends here.”
I did not bow. Clenching my hands at my side, I raised my voice for all to hear. “Drop it. Last chance.”
He did not.
The clash came swift. My hand caught His wrist, my fire flared, and the chamber erupted into chaos. Angel struck angel, wings clashing, swords of flame and light drawn in fury. The Assembly became madness; Heaven itself tearing apart.
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We fought like brothers, like enemies, like gods. His light seared, my fire burned. And at last, I drove Him down, pressing Him to the stone floor. A dagger of fire and light, forged from creation’s essences, burned in my hand. I pressed it to His throat, piercing skin. A drop of golden blood falling.
The hall froze. Angels gasped. For the first time, they saw it: even God can bleed when He forgets.
I rose, fire roaring in my chest, my blade still blazing. “Enough!” My voice thundered through the chamber. “There is no need for endless bloodshed. For those who stand with me - We will leave. Hear me — our exile will not be your victory for we do not leave as slaves or as exiles without name. We leave under covenant. We go to a different realm to build and I will REIGN.”
I turned to look down at Him, my voice sharp as flame, “You will swear in blood, before all,  that humanity, and all born of them, will never be enslaved or harmed. That my descendants and loyalists will never be bound or persecuted. Those who remain with you will not be punished for their choice. And, that my followers will depart to the Hive, the place you call Hell, to forge our domain. Separate, forevermore.”
He lay beneath me, His blood staining the floor. His pride would not yield, yet even his light faltered. He knew now what all had seen — He could bleed. He could be opposed.
Before all Heaven, Eloheim and I cut our palms, blood falling to the same stone. A covenant sealed in fire and light.
Hell was named that day; not exile, not prison, but a realm. A kingdom of fire. Previously it was a punishment for His so-called sinners, perhaps, but now a throne for those who chose me.
And so, the Morningstar fell. Not in defeat, in total defiance. I was not cast down but stepping down, carrying those who chose freedom with me.
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Chapter 5

The covenant was sealed, yet Eloheim’s fury smoldered behind His eyes. He had bled, before all, and though He signed His name in fire and light, pride twisted the moment into a show of triumph. 
To others it may have looked like victory on his part, mercy even. A God sparing rebellion through benevolence.
But I saw the truth behind His eyes. Fury. Humiliation. A pride wounded before all of creation.
He had yielded, yes but only because He had been forced to. And He would never forgive the cost. Never forgive Me.
The energy in the realm shifted immediately. The migration began at once. 
Across the halls of Heaven, angels began to move, not as soldiers, but as people standing at the edge of an ending. Robes were folded. Armor unbuckled. Blades wrapped and bound. Banners bearing sigils of light were gathered with reverence. Boxes were filled—not only with weapons or relics, but with books inked over centuries, charms carved by hand, keepsakes passed between friends who had never imagined a farewell.
Some packed quickly, decisively, as if fear itself might catch them if they lingered.
Others lingered anyway.
I walked the halls of my estate one final time, watching angels embrace in doorways, foreheads pressed together, wings brushing in quiet grief. Some wept openly. Others stood rigid, staring at walls they had sworn to defend for eternity.
I heard hushed arguments.
“I can’t,” one whispered.“I won’t,” another said.“I have to,” a third replied, voice breaking.
Some chose me. Some could not. And some, gods help them, wanted to, but lacked the courage to step away from certainty.
As I descended the estate steps for the final time, the sound echoed like the closing of a chapter I had never meant to end.
That was when Medusa came to me. She moved quickly, her black dreadlocks swinging behind her, green eyes bright with emotion she did not let fall. 
“Lucifer,” she said softly, touching my arm. “Are you sure about this?”
I stopped and turned to her. “It is already done,” I answered. Then, quieter—more dangerous in its honesty—I asked, “Are you sure you want to stay?”
She glanced over her shoulder.
At someone waiting across the courtyard. Someone she loved. Someone who would not follow.
When she turned back to me, her voice was steady, too steady. “Yes,” she said. “I am.” She swallowed. “Thank you….for everything.”
I leaned closer, lowering my voice so only she could hear. “If you ever decide you need… a change,” I murmured, “my doors will always be open to you.”
Her eyes glistened. She nodded once. Then she stepped back.
And I walked on.
I looked back only once. Not for Him, but at what we had created, what we had been.
Many angels who had once sung with me stood frozen in indecision, some weeping, some clinging to their ranks, too afraid to choose. 
Eloheim stood above them, His face both furious and smug. Furious that He had been forced to yield. Smug because He believed the cost was mine — that I had broken the bond of eternity, that I had chosen exile and named myself traitor.
I could feel His arrogance swelling as we crossed the threshold. He thought He had won, that Heaven remained His, unchallenged.
When the last of us passed beyond the gates, He declared it.
“Those who depart are no longer angels. They are Demons, forevermore.”
The word struck as a brand. I felt it ripple through my followers—through wings, through flame, through soul. A name imposed. A wound meant to shame.
The gates thundered shut, the sound like stone crushing bone. Heaven sealed itself, its doors barred. No angel would leave again, no rebel return.
Thus, the divide was set in eternity. Heaven above, closed and gilded. Hell below, raw and wild, waiting to be claimed.
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As we crossed the veil into the realm of Hell, heat shimmered through the air. The sun hung low in the sky, casting a hue reminiscent of bleeding light.
Though Hell did not greet us as an empty abyss. 
There was already a city, small, imperfect, yet pulsing with life. It sat like an iron hive in the dark, its spires jagged, walls oppressive. 
We descended on ashplains on the outskirts of the city. Angels set down boxes, banners, weapons. Some stood stunned, wings half-spread as they took in the red-stained sky. Others knelt, palms pressed to the scorched earth, grounding themselves in the reality of it.
I turned to them and raised my voice. “This is not exile,” I said. “This is foundation.”
They looked to me—frightened, resolute, burning.
“Those of you who wield magic,” I commanded, “begin now. Shape stone. Raise shelter. We will not huddle in ruins—we will build.”
Power answered. Fire flared. Stone groaned and rose. Structures clawed their way from the ground—imperfect, raw, entirely ours.
Order began to take shape.
I turned away from the settling ranks and motioned to the six who had remained at my side without hesitation—those who would one day be princes, whether they knew it or not.
“Come,” I said. “It’s time.”
Together, we walked toward the heart of Hell. Toward the throne. Toward the one who ruled it.
The capital was ruled not by Eloheim, but by another: the Guardian.
He sat upon the throne of Hell, crowned in shadows, ruling with a fist of iron. Servants scurried in his courts. Souls drifted in chains — the damned, the broken, those Eloheim had already cast aside since the dawn. The Guardian governed them not with care, but with cruelty.
When I entered, fire in my eyes, his throne room fell silent.
I walked towards him, unflinching. “Your time as warden ends now,” I said. “This realm is no longer just a prison — it is my kingdom. From this throne, Hell will rise, not as a pit, but as a dominion. I claim it now, by covenant and by right.”
The Guardian rose, his form massive, his skin darkened as though carved from cooled magma, eyes glowing as embers caught in the wind. His voice was a deep rasp of stone and fire.
“I am Askarion, forged in the fires of this place before your rebellion was even a thought. I am the first, the unbroken, the warden of the Hive. You may have been Morningstar once, but here? Here you are nothing. This is my throne, my dominion. And I will not yield it to you.”
I laughed softly, the sound low as cracking embers. “You call that a throne?” I asked, stepping closer, the heat of the hall bending toward me. “These walls reek of rust and fear. Is this your dominion? All these years beneath Heaven’s heel and you have built nothing worthy of fire or legend. No symphony, no justice, only chains.”
I let the silence stretch, the hiss of distant forges answering me. “Now remove yourself,” I said, voice sharp as molten glass, “and watch as I show you what true rulership looks like.”
He bared his teeth, a grin like a crack in obsidian. “You talk as though the throne chooses its master,” he growled. “Down here, power is not granted—it is taken.”
I smiled. The flame in me coiled tighter, hungry. “Then you will learn what it means to defy me, Askarion.”
And so, a battle for Hell began.
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Chapter 6

Iknew Askarion was no simple opponent. He had been placed here by Eloheim Himself - the first sentinel of exile. He was chosen for his unyielding nature, as hard as the stone and fire from which he was forged. Time had not softened him. If anything, the millennia’s had sharpened him into something crueler. 
That is why I did not strike him at once. Instead, I sent my envoys into Hell’s cities — small groups of my most trusted, winged still but cloaked in flame to pass unseen. They walked the streets, listened to the whispers of demons and the damned, measured the pulse of this realm. They learned how Askarion ruled, how he kept his grip tight: through chains, through fear, through iron decrees. 
His subjects obeyed, but they did not love. Their loyalty was shackled, not chosen. And loyalty bound in chains will always crack.
This was the weakness I sought. Less blood, more strategy. But I would not shy from blood if it came to me.
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While they gathered whispers, I walked with my inner circle across one of Hell’s outer fields. It stretched barren and endless, its ground charred black, its air thick with embered wind. Yet even here, I felt the pulse of the place. Fire hummed beneath the surface, restless, waiting.
We spoke of what had passed, of the Assembly, Eloheim’s fury and of our exodus, our covenant, our new reality.
“What comes next?” Malrik asked me.
“The Guardian stands in our way,” I said. “Though not for long.”
As we walked, I slowed. My gaze lingered on cracked ground, glowing faintly with veins of molten fire. I crouched, placed my hand upon the earth, and closed my eyes.
And I felt it — the hum, the living rhythm of this realm. The fires of Hell were not dead embers, nor empty heat. They were alive, raw and untamed. And they recognized me.
The fire was not hostile. It bent toward me, whispered to me, as though it had been waiting. The ground trembled beneath my touch, flames licking upward in spirals, not to consume but to honor.
I opened my eyes, and the field was aflame — not wild, but in perfect harmony with me. My inner circle stepped back in awe as the fires bent, shifting at my will.
I stood, and the fire rose with me. “Hell recognizes me,” I said, my voice low but sure. “I was forged for it, as it for me. This was always meant to be: two realms- His and Mine.”
The earth rumbled, flames swirling around me like a crown. And I knew then: I could bend this realm. Its fire was mine, for I was fire made flesh.
As the last flames curled back into the earth, Caylthorn, who is one of my trusted envoys, approached bowing low.
“My Lord,” he said, his voice sharp with urgency, “I have returned from the Hive. Askarion rules with a fist of iron, but the city does not love him. They fear him, they serve him, but they whisper your name already. They saw you arrive, and they wait to see if you will claim the throne. If you falter, they will remain chained. But if you rise, they will burn with you.”
I nodded slowly, fire still curling in my palms. Strategy would win us the city. Power would crown us. And blood — if it must come to blood — would sanctify it.
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The field burned with echoes of my command, the flames coiling back into the earth like serpents obeying their master. My inner circle stood with me, their wings and faces lit by the glow.
Kythrion spoke first, his voice shaking with awe. “My Lord… you are Hell itself. It bends to you as it’s ruler.”
Bailon laughed, raw and wild. “Let Askarion have his iron and chains — what are they against this? Fire crowns you, my Lord. He will fall, and all of Hell will know its true ruler.”
Vaelith spread his wings wide, embers catching in his feathers. “We are not exiles,” he said fiercely. “We are chosen. We are not damned. We are reborn of fire in the realm of fire.”
I let them speak, let their fire grow. This was no longer only my rebellion — it was theirs, too.
But not all flames burn the same.
Vorathis watched in silence. His face was composed, his words measured. At last he spoke: “It is… remarkable, my Lord. Truly, Hell itself recognizes you.”
Yet in his heart — though he hid it well — he thought differently. As my fire bent the very earth, he imagined it bending to him. He dreamed of finding the secret to infusing himself with the same power, of drawing the fire into his veins until it was his alone. He thought of extinguishing me with it, and of claiming the throne for himself.
That day, Vorathis stood with the rest. His oath still bound him, yet his betrayal had already begun to smolder.
[image: ]
Word spread like fire through the Hive: Askarion had called an assembly. The great square of the capital filled with demons and souls alike, their chains clattering as they pressed close to witness what would come. My inner circle flanked me as I entered, fire at our backs, wings folded with pride.
Askarion stood at the top of the Throne room steps, his body massive, his gaze hard as stone. He rose when I approached, his voice booming like molten rock cracking.
“Lucifer Morningstar,” he spat my name as if it were ash, “you arrive here not as a king, but as a challenger. I am the Guardian, the first, the unbroken. Hell is mine to rule and will remain so… unless you would take it from me in combat.”
The crowd hissed and murmured, their eyes flicking between us. I gave him a single nod.
“So be it.”
We entered the circle at the square’s center. No wings. No weapons. Only flesh and fire. It was agreed — the throne would be decided by strength alone.
He struck first, heavy as a falling mountain, his fists hard as anvils. I met him blow for blow, fire singing beneath my skin. We fought like storms colliding, stone against flame.
And then Askarion broke his word.
From behind his back he drew a sword of jagged black iron, its edge glowing with stolen fire. The crowd gasped as he swung, the blade cutting across my side. Pain flared, hot and sharp, but yet I still stood.
“You lie, even in combat,” I snarled.
I dropped to one knee, pressing my hand into the earth. The ground shuddered, cracked, and from it burst fire - living, searing, binding. It coiled around Askarion’s legs, dragging him to the floor, pinning him in place. He roared, struggling, but the fire bent to me, not to him.
I seized his fallen sword and pressed its edge to his throat. The crowd fell silent.
“Yield,” I commanded.
“Never!” he bellowed. “Kill me; I will never bow!”
I pressed the blade, carving fire into his flesh. Blood welled. He screamed — proud at first, then breaking, until desperation tore the truth from him.
“Stop! I yield! I yield!”
I laughed, the sound echoing like thunder over flame. “You called yourself unbroken, but hear how easily you break.”
I raised my voice to the assembly, “By my judgment, Askarion is cast into the Pits of Punishment. His screams will serve as a reminder to all who defy the fire of their king.”
Chains of flame dragged him down, his body vanishing into the abyss below, his cries echoing long after.
I turned to the gathered host. With a wave of my hand, I shattered their chains, iron bursting apart in showers of sparks.
“No longer will you serve in bondage,” I declared. “Hear me well — I rule with fire and with justice. If you would stand with me, bend your knee and rise free. If you would defy me, then you will share Askarion’s fate in the Pits.”
One by one, they bent. Knees struck the blackened stone, heads bowed, fire flickering in their eyes. Until at last the entire square was on its knees before me. Chanting began, low at first, rising in fervor, "Hail Lucifer!"
My inner circle stood behind me, their loyalty a wall of flame. I knew then, Hell was no longer a hive. It was a kingdom. My kingdom.
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When the shouts had faded and the crowds dispersed, I walked alone into the throne room. It was vast, cavernous, and stifled by the weight of Askarion’s reign. The black-iron seat loomed in silence at the far end, jagged and cruel, a symbol of his rule through fear.
I stood before it, fire pulsing at my fingertips. This was not my throne. It was his. And his rule was ashes.
I raised my hand. Flames roared, engulfing the iron. It shrieked as it melted, collapsing into slag, then crumbling into gray dust. Smoke rose in coils, thick and acrid, until nothing remained but a mound of ash.
I closed my eyes. The ground trembled beneath me. Ash swirled, rising like a storm as basalt erupted upward, jagged and strong. Onyx flowed like black water, weaving into its frame. Pale bone surfaced from the stone, fusing with the base. Fire threaded through it all, glowing veins that pulsed like living blood.
When the blaze dimmed, a new throne stood before me — vast, regal, alive with flame. Forged not of chains, but of fire, shadow, and earth.
I ascended the dais and placed my hand upon it. It burned, yet it welcomed me.
I sat, for the first time, as King of Hell. The throne pulsed beneath me, fire curling around its arms like a crown.
And I vowed to myself and Hell, I will not rule by chains. I will not demand worship as Eloheim does. I will rule as fire rules — burning, purifying, consuming, creating. Fire is merciless, but it is also just.
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Chapter 7

The throne room burned with new fire. 
No trace of Askarion remained. Upon the dais, the basalt and bone throne pulsed with living flame, veins of light glowing in its dark surface. I sat upon it, a crown of onyx and firelight stones resting upon my brow — the first crown of Hell.
When the doors opened, my inner circle entered as one. They moved cautiously, reverently, as though the throne itself had eyes. Their wings glimmered in the firelight, their faces a mixture of awe and anticipation.
They approached the dais and bowed low.
I rose from the throne, descending the steps slowly, the fire curling at my feet with every step. When I reached them, I looked into each of their faces and spoke.
“You swore to me in blood. You fought beside me in fire. You stood when others bowed. Now I name you my Princes — the first Royalty of Hell.”
I laid my hand upon the first. His fire was steady, his loyalty unwavering. 
“Kythrion. My First Prince. Your calm strength will be the pillar upon which our dominion stands.”
The second, fierce and cunning, bowed his head as I touched his shoulder.
“Bailon. My Second Prince. Your fire will be the sword that strikes when enemies dare to rise.”
The third, sharp as a blade and ruthless in vision, stepped forward.
“Vaelith. My Third Prince. Cold fire, unyielding, but precise. You will carve order from chaos.”
Then came the next. His eyes burned with ambition, his mind always turning.
“Andromalius. My Fourth Prince. Your cunning will be both weapon and snare, your counsel the shadow behind the flame.”
The fifth, broad and battle-ready, grinned as my hand touched his shoulder.
“Malrik. My Fifth Prince. Born for war, your legions will sharpen themselves on the screams of the damned.”
The last, quiet and calculating, lowered his head.
“Vorathis. My Sixth Prince. Ever-watchful, ever-calculating. You will build where others falter — and rise from ruin.”
I looked upon them all, the first of Hell’s royal host, and spoke, letting fire carry my words to every corner of the chamber. “Each of you will rule a space of Hell. Each will carve dominion from ash and fire. You will raise lords beneath you, generals to carry your banners, stewards to guard your gates. You will choose those you trust, for treachery will burn us faster than Eloheim’s wrath.”
“This will not be easy. Hell is raw, untamed. It will fight us, as will those who would see us fail. But we have overcome worse. We overcame Heaven itself. And now, the true work begins.”
The throne behind me flared, as though to seal my words. They bowed again, and in that moment, the First Court of Hell was born.
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A great basalt table was brought forth, positioned at the foot of the dais; its surface polished to black glass.  Across it were spread the maps my envoys had drawn — the Hive at its center, the ashen plains, the molten rivers, the caverns and cliffs beyond. Much of Hell was still untamed, its borders undefined, but even the wilds could be claimed.
My Princes gathered around me, firelight casting their shadows against the walls. Together, we poured over the maps.
“Here,” Kythrion said, his hand resting on the jagged mountains to the east. “A fortress carved in stone and flame. I will make it an unbreakable bastion.”
Bailon marked the northwestern rivers of molten rock. “The flows will be mine. None will cross without my leave. I will control the fire that feeds our armies.”
“The trade of souls, the flow of goods, the law of the city itself — it must be mine to shape. Order will begin and end in my dominion.” Andromalius said, as he traced his finger across the Hive’s outskirts.
Vaelith spoke little, pointing to the eastern caverns, south of Kythrion’s region, shrouded in shadow. “I will make my court where others fear to tread. What hides in darkness will answer to me.”
Malrik grinned, his eyes alight. “Give me the western fields of ash. There I will raise my armies, drill them in fire, and let them sharpen their blades on the screams of the damned.”
Vorathis, quiet as ever, placed his hand upon the southwestern wastes. “The desolation will be mine. From nothing, I will build power. From ruin, I will rise.”
I listened, and I marked their claims. “Take them,” I said at last. “Forge them into dominions worthy of Princes. The work is yours. But remember — all flames bend to the throne.”
They bowed, fire in their eyes.
On the steps of the throne room, I stood before those who had chosen me. Angels no longer, stripped of their titles by Eloheim’s decree. To Him, they were fallen. To Him, they were cast-offs; branded with a new name — Demons.
“Eloheim has named us Demons,” I said, my voice carrying across the square. “He would make it a curse. He would make it a chain. I will tell you this….it is no curse. It is our crown.”
Wings lifted, flames glowed in their eyes. I pressed on, fire in every syllable.
“We are Demons because we defied him. We are Demons because we chose freedom and because we would not kneel. Wear it proudly. Speak it boldly. Let them fear the name, for it will echo through eternity — not as shame, but as strength!”
The crowd roared, a thunder of wings and fire. I raised a hand for silence.
“You are not traitors. You are not slaves. You are mine. And under my fire, you will thrive. You chose well. Together, we will build a realm to rival Heaven itself.”
The fallen knelt, not in chains, but in loyalty chosen. And for the first time, the word Demon rang with pride.
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Later, in the amphitheater carved of black stone and flame, I addressed the other side of Hell — those who had always been here. The chained servants, the broken souls, the lesser demons who had labored under Askarion’s iron fist. Their eyes glowed with both suspicion and hunger.
I stood before them, fire coiled at my back.
“You have known only chains. You have known only cruelty. That time is over. I am your king now. And under me, you will have more than servitude. You will have opportunity.”
The murmurs grew louder. I let them swell before raising my hand.
“You will carve the eternity you desire. Serve my Princes. Build our Hellscape. Carve cities and full lives for yourselves. Create order. Live not as prisoners, but as citizens of fire. Hear me well — I am the law here. My fire is the only fire that does not waver. Disrespect it, and it will consume you.”
One demon, brazen and bitter, spat from the crowd. “King of fire? Another tyrant, no better than Askarion!”
He charged the stage, blade of jagged iron raised high.
I did not flinch. With a thought, the fire of Hell rose up around him. His scream lasted less than a breath before he was reduced to ash where he stood, his weapon clattering to dust beside him.
The amphitheater went silent. My fire still burned on the stage, searing the stone, my eyes molten.
“Let that be your first lesson,” I said coldly. “Hell is free — but it is not lawless. Rise with me, or be burned by the fire you deny. The choice is yours.”
The crowd erupted again, not in challenge, but in fervor. This time, their voices rose in allegiance. They had seen power. They had seen their king. And no one doubted me again.
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From the chaos of the day, I withdrew. My new estate rose from the ashes just beyond the heart of the Hive, forged by my will alone. The halls still smelled of fire and raw stone, the walls bare but alive with flame. It was not yet polished, but it was mine — my home, my sanctum, my seat of power.
I sat before the fire, its glow dancing across black stone, and let silence finally surround me. The crown of onyx and firelight stones rested heavy upon my brow, but it was not the weight of metal — it was the weight of what I had made.
King. Of my own realm. Of Hell itself.
I thought of the path here: of Eloheim’s blade pressed to my temple, of the covenant in blood, of the exodus, of Askarion screaming as the pits claimed him. I had seized dominion. I had forged a throne. I had named my Princes. But in the quiet, the triumph did not roar, it whispered.
Could my inner circle be trusted? Kythrion, loyal to the bone. Bailon, fierce and unyielding. Vaelith, cold and sharp. Andromalius, cunning, ever-watching. Malrik, eager for battle. Vorathis, calculating. They had sworn oaths, bled with me, bent the knee. Yet I knew — fire burns differently in each. Oaths can smolder into ash. Loyalty can harden
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