
        
            
                
            
        

    
	One is a king, the other a bodyguard. There’s no way it can work—right?

	 

	 

	Yakim is a bodyguard to the prince of Hell’s consort, and he likes his life as it is. He could do with fewer attempts by the mysterious society to unravel Berith’s work and take over Hell’s throne, but he’s satisfied with his life. As a half-demon, half-human hybrid, he never expected to rise so high in the ranks of the demons serving Berith.

	He certainly didn’t expect to catch the eye of the king of Hell.

	Lucifer is visiting Berith to meet his new human consort and to talk about the secret society plotting to take his throne. He’d be amused if it didn’t happen at least once a year, but his family might be involved this time, and he dislikes dealing with them.

	At his welcome ball, he can’t look away from one of the consort’s bodyguards, and while he realizes how complicated this would become if he attempted to seduce him, he can’t get him out of his head.

	Yakim has never aspired to be more than a bodyguard and wouldn’t know where to start being the king of Hell’s consort. The two of them are too different to make any kind of relationship work.

	But even if they do manage to make it work, it might not be for long, because the society wants Lucifer’s blood, and they won’t stop until they spill it.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	A Demon’s Duty

	Copyright © 2024 Catherine Lievens

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-4099-2

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: A black and white sign

Description automatically generated with low confidence]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	A Demon’s Duty

	Demons Destinies 5

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Catherine Lievens

	 



Chapter One

	 

	 

	“How long until we arrive?” Lucifer asked.

	Bretton, one of his best friends and his personal assistant, looked down at his tablet. “We should almost be there.” He wrinkled his nose. “Was it necessary to visit? I’m sure Berith could have done this on his own.”

	He had done it on his own. When he’d contacted Lucifer to tell him about the society, Lucifer hadn’t been surprised to find out about it. Many people wanted power, and it made sense that some would organize into a society trying to get rid of the princes of Hell. It wasn’t the first time it happened, and it wouldn’t be the last. Sometimes they were successful and managed to kill the prince they targeted, and other times they failed miserably.

	They had in this case. Berith had learned about the society and gotten rid of the members hiding in his palace. Then he’d let Lucifer know that from what he’d discovered, there were more members, some of them in Lucifer’s palace.

	Hence, Lucifer was here.

	“He’s a very capable prince,” Lucifer agreed.

	Bretton glared at him.

	Most people didn’t dare look at Lucifer that way. Most demons kept their distance and skirted around him when they couldn’t. Bretton never had that problem. Even when they’d first met, he’d been respectful but had called Lucifer on his bullshit, which was one of the reasons Lucifer had wanted him to work for him. He needed people who would be honest with him instead of catering to his every need and telling him he was right every time he did something, even when it was obvious he wasn’t. Only a few people could do that, and Bretton was one of them.

	Lucifer relaxed in his seat. “Do you have a problem with Berith?”

	Bretton sighed and put down his tablet. Lucifer didn’t fully understand how the technology worked here in Hell. He just knew it did, and he was thankful for that. He needed to relax at the end of a long day, and there was nothing better than a TV series and a cup of tea to do that.

	“I don’t,” Bretton said. “As you said, he’s a very capable person. He hasn’t been giving us any trouble, and he’s followed orders. He has a strong hold over his subjects, and as far as I could find, they respect and even love him. Most of the people who live here don’t want things to change.”

	“And you think my arrival will change things.”

	“I know it will. People aren’t used to seeing you. You spend most of your time in your palace, and people don’t know you. They only know about you, and you’re aware of the kind of gossip flying around.”

	Lucifer grinned. “How many wives do I have by now?”

	Bretton huffed, clearly not finding the situation as funny as Lucifer did. But Lucifer didn’t exactly find it funny. He just took it that way because otherwise, he’d spend his days screaming.

	“We’re at five,” Bretton said stiffly. “And there are rumors about you visiting Berith to take a sixth spouse. Some even say you’re interested in his consort.”

	Lucifer snorted. “As if I’d take away anyone’s consort.” He never would, even if they weren’t as in love as Berith and Mel.

	“You might not want to steal them, but some of them wouldn’t hesitate to throw themselves into your bed.”

	Bretton was right, and it had happened before. That was why Lucifer had several bodyguards and why Bretton spent a lot of time with him. That, and Lucifer didn’t enjoy feeling lonely, which was incredibly easy even when people surrounded him. Lucifer knew all of that since he’d been in charge of Hell for many decades, but sometimes, it still surprised him.

	The vehicle they were traveling in jerked sideways, and Lucifer leaned forward to peer outside. He could have traveled by portal, but he enjoyed seeing Hell as he traveled through it. Many people didn’t. It was too hot and dusty, and when in the desert, it could be dangerous. Lucifer didn’t care. He could defend himself easily from most demons and attacks, and traveling like this meant he could spend more time away from his palace than he would have if he traveled by portal. In his view, it was a win-win situation.

	He was excited to see that the city he’d noticed in the distance a few hours ago was much closer now. From where they were, he could see a big palace at the center of it, and he knew that was where they were headed. It wouldn’t be much longer at all, and he leaned back in his seat, grinning at Bretton. “Do you already have everything planned?”

	“Of course. I talked to Sabin, and he sent me a schedule.”

	“I’m surprised the two of you have never been together. You share a passion for schedules.”

	“We like schedules because we’re personal assistants to a king and a prince and need everything to be in order,” Bretton said primly. “It doesn’t mean it would work between us. How could it, when we live so far away?”

	He wasn’t wrong, and since Lucifer was only teasing, he let it go. He knew from Berith that Sabin had found love, so even if there had been a possibility of anything happening between him and Bretton, it was gone. Besides, Bretton had always been too focused on Lucifer and being the best personal assistant ever. The few times Lucifer had suggested he take some time off or slow down a bit so he could find someone and maybe build a family, he’d looked at him like he was nuts and had ignored his suggestions.

	It only took them another twenty minutes to reach the palace. By the time they did, Lucifer was ready to get out and stretch his legs. He wasn’t sure how long they’d been sitting, but it felt like years, and he didn’t have infinite patience like Bretton.

	As soon as he got out, a gaggle of servants rushed forward. It wasn’t the first time Lucifer had visited, and he looked around, knowing who he needed to greet first. It would be one of two people, and he bounced on the balls of his feet as he waited.

	A tall woman appeared. Her skin was pale green, her hair was long and white, and she wore a gown that told everyone her status at the palace. She glided instead of walking. When she reached Lucifer, she held out a hand with three long fingers in welcome. Lucifer took it and bowed his head.

	“Your Highness,” she said.

	“Please. I already told you to call me Lucifer.”

	Meana pulled her hand back and curtsied. “Only if you call me Meana.”

	“I always do. Where’s Olin?”

	“Busy organizing the ball to celebrate your arrival.”

	Lucifer groaned. “It’s no use telling the two of you I don’t want a ball, is it?”

	“You know better than that, your Highness.”

	Lucifer did. He had to go through these parties any time he traveled out of his palace. They were meant to welcome him and give people the opportunity to see him from afar and maybe even talk to him. Usually, they irritated him, but he didn’t quite feel that way here. He liked Berith and was looking forward to an evening of relaxation before they had to get to the point of his visit and talk about the society.

	“How long do I have to get some rest and clean up?”

	“As long as you need, your Highness.”

	Meana and Olin were the two people in charge of everyday life here at the palace. They organized everything and kept the servants in line, and they were extremely good at their job. One of them always welcomed Lucifer when he visited, ensured he had everything he needed, and told him more about the schedule.

	“We both know that’s not true,” he teased. “I’m sure you and Olin have organized everything down to the second. Email everything to Bretton, will you?”

	“Of course, your Highness. A servant will show you to your rooms.”

	Lucifer nodded and followed the servant Meana had gestured to. The woman kept glancing at him, and he grinned, his smile widening when she jumped slightly.

	Most demons feared him. He had a reputation and was one of Hell’s strongest demons. He wasn’t the king of Hell for nothing. Sometimes, he wished people would see him for who he was instead of what he was, but this visit wouldn’t be that time.

	He sighed. He was eager to see Berith and finally meet Berith’s consort, which wouldn’t happen if he wasted time. “Show me the way,” he told the servant.

	She rushed forward, and Lucifer followed.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Yakim didn’t like parties and balls. They were noisy and crowded, and they made it harder to keep an eye on Mel. With so many demons around, it was imperative that the consort be protected, and doing so during a ball made Yakim and Roque’s lives harder. Roque didn’t seem to mind, but Yakim did.

	“How long is this thing?” he muttered.

	Roque grinned at him. “You really want to run back to your room already?”

	“I want Mel to be safe.”

	“He is. He has us, doesn’t he?”

	He did. Berith had assigned Yakim and Roque to his consort’s protection soon after Mel arrived at the palace, and they’d kept him safe since then. Mel was a sweet human, and while he was aware of how harsh Hell could be, he led a protected and sheltered life at the palace. Berith wouldn’t have it any other way, and Yakim understood why. Mel was precious, and he was changing things in Berith’s territory in a way no one had expected, but everyone was grateful for it. Life was easier for everyone, and as far as Yakim was aware, most of the demons living in Berith’s territory loved Mel. The demons who belonged to the society didn’t, but they were outliers.

	That didn’t mean Mel didn’t need protection, which was where Yakim and Roque stepped in. Usually, it was fairly easy to keep him safe. Mel led a quiet life. He might be consort to a prince of Hell, but he was happy being a teacher to the children who lived at the palace. He spent most of his days doing that, then he had family time with Berith and the rest of their people. He seldom left the palace, something for which Yakim was grateful. It would be hard to protect any consort of a prince of Hell, but a human made everything more complicated.

	The ball was a good example of that. Mel probably didn’t realize how many people were staring at him, but Yakim did. He kept an eye on everyone, which wasn’t easy considering how many demons had crammed into the ballroom. He understood the curiosity to see Lucifer, even from afar, but this was ridiculous. The demon was in charge of Hell because his father had been before him. Yakim had never met him, but he doubted Lucifer was special in any way.

	He had to admit he was curious anyway. He knew Berith and Lucifer were close and somewhat friends, which he’d been surprised to find out. If Berith liked Lucifer, the king had to be a good person, which wasn’t what Yakim had expected.

	He eyed the demon in question. Yakim hadn’t known what to expect, but it wasn’t this.

	Lucifer had spent time with Berith before the party. Yakim hadn’t been there to listen to their conversation since he’d been with Mel, and when they’d joined the prince and the king, Mel and Lucifer only had the opportunity to say hello to each other before having to walk into the ballroom. Lucifer had been respectful. He’d treated Mel like he would have if Mel had been a demon, and Yakim was glad. Mel was a gentle soul, and he didn’t deserve to be treated harshly just because of what he was, like some demons did.

	Lucifer had been a surprise because of that, but also because of the way he’d dressed. Yakim had expected something extravagant, but the king of Hell wore black instead. The suit was human, cut to perfectly fit his body, and made him stand out.

	With the heat in Hell, most demons wore flowy clothing. Even Mel, who was human, had taken to the style. Lucifer didn’t seem to feel hot, though. He moved as if he was perfectly comfortable in his suit and tie, and Yakim couldn’t look away.

	Lucifer appeared human. No one would doubt that he wasn’t as soon as they got close to him, because he exuded power, but from where Yakim was, it would have been easy to make a mistake. There were no external signs of Lucifer being a demon.

	He had long black hair styled at the back of his head. It looked soft and slick and reflected the buttery light in the ballroom. His black eyes seemed to take in everything around him, always with a smile. Even now that he was sitting at the table for dinner, talking to Berith’s brother, Tobal, Lucifer was smiling. Tobal looked uncomfortable, which Yakim could understand. It had to be unnerving to have the attention of the king of Hell.

	“Stop worrying so much,” Roque whispered. “Mel is safe. He’s not going to jump up from his seat and run away. No one can reach the table unless they’re invited, and even if they could, Lucifer is there, along with Berith. Do you think either of them would allow anything to happen to Mel?”

	Yakim glared at his friend. “I can’t help but notice that you haven’t mentioned either of us. We’re the ones supposed to protect Mel.”

	Roque chuckled and winked. “It was implied.”

	Yakim turned his attention back to Mel, only for his gaze to lock with Lucifer’s. Yakim knew how he should behave. He should quickly look down and bow his head, silently telling Lucifer he respected and feared him. He wanted to do just that, but he couldn’t seem to look away. Lucifer wasn’t looking away either, and Yakim found himself trapped. He swallowed, telling himself it was ridiculous.

	Lon arrived. He excused himself for being late and sat next to Tobal, and Lucifer glanced away from Yakim to say hello. Yakim’s shoulders slumped, and he relaxed.

	What the fuck had just happened? Why had Lucifer been staring?

	“What was that?” Roque asked in a whisper.

	“What?” Yakim answered, acting as if nothing weird happened.

	“You know that rumor about Lucifer having five wives?”

	Yakim frowned. “What about it?”

	“You think he wants to make you his sixth consort?”

	Yakim growled but kept his attention on the table. Thankfully, Roque had had his fun, and he dropped it.

	They spent the rest of dinner watching the table and the room from behind Mel and Berith. Once the food had vanished from the tables, it was time for dancing. It unnerved Yakim because he couldn’t stay with Mel as he moved on the dance floor, but he told himself to relax. Berith was with him and would keep his consort safe.

	But he wasn’t the first to offer to take Mel for a spin. Lucifer did, getting to his feet and holding out his hand to Mel with a bow. He said something about dancing with the most beautiful person in the room, and Mel’s cheeks flushed. It was adorable, and Yakim had to resist the urge to grin. He was pretty sure Mel hadn’t expected Lucifer to be so charming. Yakim certainly hadn’t.

	Mel didn’t hesitate to take Lucifer’s hand, and Yakim watched them as they moved to the dance floor. They weren’t the only ones. Tobal dragged Lon there, even though Lon looked like he’d rather have all of his teeth pulled out. But he didn’t argue with Tobal. He loved him too much not to give him what he wanted.

	Hell wasn’t a loving place. It was harsh and cruel, and it wasn’t often that demons allowed themselves to love. It wouldn’t do anyone any good if they were seen as weak, but things were changing. Berith had never hesitated to show Mel how important he was to him, and it had a ripple effect on the people who lived in the palace and the city. The demons weren’t ashamed to show they cared about their spouses anymore. They weren’t afraid to love, and it was good to see. It was one of the reasons Yakim liked Mel, and as he watched him move around the room in Lucifer’s arms, he once again promised himself that he’d do whatever he had in order to keep Mel safe. He was precious and meant the world to too many people for Yakim to allow anyone to hurt him.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Lucifer should be focused on the human in his arms. It hadn’t been hard initially, but then Lucifer glanced up, and his gaze crossed with the gaze of one of the bodyguards standing behind Mel and Berith. Since then, the demon had been the only thing Lucifer could focus on, and it wasn’t like him to be distracted, especially in a place where he might not be safe.

	He considered how he felt about all of this. He was here to discuss the society with Berith and visit with him since he was one of his closest friends. They didn’t spend nearly enough time together or even catching up on the phone. They both had heavy responsibilities, and knowing that Berith was in charge of this part of Hell meant that Lucifer didn’t have to worry about it. He trusted Berith with his people and his life.

	That was why he felt safe. He knew that Berith’s people feared him, but they loved Berith. He was such a good prince that more demons were moving into his territory than ever before. Most of them didn’t want Hell to be a place of pain anymore. They wanted to live their lives without struggling to find food or worry about getting killed, and they could do so in Berith’s territory.

	A big part of that was due to the man in Lucifer’s arms. He looked down, wondering how Berith had gotten his hands on the small human. Mel was beautiful, and from the way he and Berith looked at each other, it was clear they loved each other very much.

	“I don’t think I’ve ever heard how you and Berith met,” Lucifer said as he twirled Mel around the room.

	Mel wrinkled his nose. “I was kidnapped from the human realm. The demon who took me gifted me to Berith. He thought that by doing so, he’d eventually be able to kill him and take his place here at the palace.”

	Lucifer needed to keep in touch with his friends. How could he not have known about any of this? “And you fell in love?”

	“It wasn’t hard. Berith is an easy man to love.”

	Lucifer wasn’t sure about that. Berith was a demon, and it was never easy to love a demon. Mel didn’t seem to care about what Berith was, thankfully. He just loved him, and that was that.

	Lucifer looked around for the handsome bodyguard again.

	He didn’t think he’d ever been in love. He’d liked people and had relationships, but none of them had turned to love. He’d certainly never wanted to make any of them his consort, yet Berith hadn’t hesitated, even though Mel was human.

	Lucifer had a lot to learn from his friend.

	“You’re not what I expected,” Mel declared.

	Lucifer grinned at him. “Please tell me I’m much more handsome than you thought I would be.”

	Mel laughed. “You are. I expected you to look more like a demon.”

	Lucifer had known he would. When demons first met him, they were always surprised and almost never recognized him as the king of Hell. “I don’t need to look like a demon to be one.”

	“Oh, that’s not what I was implying. Berith has assured me you’re the most powerful demon in Hell, and I believe him.”

	“But you didn’t think I’d look human.”

	“There are so many different demons even in this ballroom, and so many variations. I love the diversity, but I can’t deny seeing someone who looks like me for once feels good.”

	Lucifer nodded. He couldn’t fully understand where Mel was coming from because he was a demon, and more importantly, he was the king of Hell. He did know how he felt when he visited the human realm, though. It was good to be anonymous and not to have people falling all over themselves to do whatever he wanted. He could vanish in the background in the human realm, even with his bodyguards following him around. He was just one of many humans there.

	Even though he wasn’t human.

	He’d always looked this way, and that would never change. Some demons believed it meant he was part human, but they quickly changed their mind once Lucifer showed them how powerful he was. He knew how it felt to look nothing like everyone surrounding you, so he squeezed Mel tighter.

	“You feel the same?” Mel asked.

	“I won’t deny it is pleasant,” Lucifer admitted. “But I’m not sure if it’s because we both look human or because you’re such a sweet person.”

	Mel’s cheeks flushed again. He was adorable, and Lucifer wanted to tease him even more. He was pretty sure Berith wouldn’t be happy if he did, so he pressed his lips together.

	“Thank you,” Mel murmured.

	“Oh, it wasn’t a compliment. It’s the truth.”

	He’d been excited to meet Mel after everything Bretton had to say about him, and he hadn’t been disappointed. Mel might be human, but he had the respect of every single demon at the palace. When they bowed to him, it was because of the kind of person he was, not because he was Berith’s consort. They loved him more than Berith, even though Berith was a good prince. He was even better now that he had Mel.

	And everyone knew it.

	“Can I cut in?” Berith asked, appearing next to them.

	Lucifer grinned. “I’m tempted to whisk Mel away to my palace.”

	Berith scowled, but it was playful. “You could try.”

	“I’m not going anywhere,” Mel said with a chuckle. “I’d be happy to dance with you, Berith.”

	Lucifer let him go. He watched as they turned to each other, and Mel melted in Berith’s arms. They looked at each other with so much love that it made a part of Lucifer that he hadn’t realized existed ache.

	Would he ever have this? He didn’t have a consort, contrary to what gossip said. He’d never wished any of his relationships to go that way, mostly because they all wanted something from him. They weren’t with him because they loved him but because of what he could give them. A few had tried to push things into consort territory, but Lucifer wasn’t an idiot. He hadn’t trusted anyone to sit by his side on his throne, and he still didn’t.

	But part of him yearned for what he could see between Berith and Mel. Mel wasn’t with Berith because he was a prince of Hell. He was with him because he loved him, and that wasn’t something Lucifer had ever experienced. He hadn’t even realized it was something he might want.

	He turned to go back to the table, not one bit surprised to see that the two bodyguards who’d framed Mel earlier were still there. They were watching Mel and Berith, but their stances were relaxed. They knew Mel was safe in Berith’s arms.

	Lucifer sat and watched the guard he’d stared at earlier. He wasn’t sure what made it almost impossible for him to look away.

	The demon was handsome, but that couldn’t be it. Lucifer was around lots of handsome people every day, but no one had ever caught his attention so completely the way this bodyguard had.

	He was taller than Lucifer, but that wasn’t difficult in Hell. Lucifer looked human, and he was sized like one. He was tall for a human, but not for a demon, so most of the people around him towered over him. The guard wasn’t any different, and the twisted horns that rose from his forehead made him appear even taller. He had long fingers tipped with claws, dark and patchy skin, and white eyes. His white hair was short and exposed his pointed ears. Like most demons, he was a mix of different species, and it made him incredibly interesting.

	And that was all there was to it. It had to be.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Yakim could feel someone watching him and didn’t have to check to know who it was. He didn’t understand why the king of Hell seemed so interested in him, but it didn’t matter. He didn’t care who was watching him as long as they didn’t stop him from doing his job.

	Right now, there wasn’t much for him to do. Berith was dancing with Mel, and no one would dare attempt to attack the prince’s consort when the prince was there. They probably wouldn’t dare attack Mel even when he wasn’t with Berith. Most of the people living in Berith’s territory loved Mel and would never hurt either.

	But not all. Some demons felt like Mel didn’t belong by Berith’s side or in Hell. They didn’t want him here and wished to take Berith down from his throne. That was one of the reasons they’d created the society. The society had been dispatched, but only from this palace. Yakim hadn’t been surprised to find out they were still out there, and it made him uneasy.

	His only role was to protect Mel and Berith, but he couldn’t protect them from an entire group of people intent on hurting them. He was only one demon, and even with Roque, they sometimes were stretched thin. Their priority was Mel, followed by Berith and the rest of their family.

	Right now, they were safe, but how long would that last? The society was gone from the palace, but it was still out there, plotting. They wanted what most demons wanted—power, control over others, and wealth. They were ready to do anything to get that, but they’d have to go through Yakim to get to Mel, and he wouldn’t let anything happen to the sweet human.

	Berith and Lucifer had yet to meet to talk about the society, but from what Yakim had seen, he doubted Lucifer would work against Berith. He wanted to know who was undermining his authority in his own palace, and hopefully, he’d dispatch them quickly. Doing so would keep Berith and Mel safe for now. Plenty of demons in Hell wanted to take them and other princes down, but it was something Yakim would worry about when it happened. At the moment, his focus needed to be on the society and protecting Mel.

	It was hard to do that when he could feel Lucifer watching him. He kept his attention on Mel and Berith, watching them move around the dance floor, but it was as if Lucifer’s eyes were burning a hole in Yakim’s forehead. He didn’t understand why the king of Hell was watching him, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to find out.

	He had to be respectful, but he’d be firm if Lucifer tried anything with him. He didn’t want to land in the king of Hell’s bed. He had a job to do, and being another notch in Lucifer’s bedpost held no interest for Yakim.

	But even so, he couldn’t deny how fascinating and handsome Lucifer was. Everyone was watching him, yet he was watching Yakim. It didn’t make sense because he could have anyone he wanted in his bed with just one snap of his fingers, but Yakim hadn’t seen him take an interest in any other people in the ballroom. The king was focused on him, which could end badly.

	Yakim swallowed. If things came to that, he’d talk to Berith. Berith was under Lucifer when it came to Hell hierarchy, but that didn’t mean Lucifer wouldn’t listen to him. Besides, Berith was Lucifer’s friend, and he wouldn’t be if Lucifer was a bad person. Berith trusted him, and Yakim trusted Berith.

	Everything would be all right. Even if Lucifer was interested in Yakim, Yakim doubted he’d force anything. Yakim just had to let him down gently so he wouldn’t make an enemy out of the king of Hell, and things would be just fine.

	He had to believe that because he’d run away screaming if he didn’t.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	The ball had been delightful, but that was yesterday. Today, Lucifer had to face the reason he was visiting Berith—the secret society that was trying to kill his allies and take his throne.

	He wasn’t looking forward to it. He wanted to spend time with his friend and have fun, something that didn’t happen often enough. One would think that being the king of Hell, Lucifer could decide when he wanted to work and when he could relax, but that wasn’t what happened. Bretton had Lucifer’s schedule under control, and he’d hurt him if he as much as thought to deviate from it.

	So here Lucifer was, on his way to Berith’s office. It wasn’t the first time he’d visited the palace, so he knew where it was. He didn’t have a problem walking down the hallways without a guide with his two bodyguards trailing behind him.

	He ignored them. He didn’t despise them or anything like that, but he strongly disliked the fact that he needed them. He wasn’t even sure he did. As the most powerful demon in Hell, he wouldn’t be hurt if he were attacked, or at least, that was what he’d told Bretton when his friend had insisted that he needed bodyguards. Bretton had ignored him and handpicked these two, and while Lucifer knew it gave his assistant peace of mind, it annoyed him.

	He didn’t need those two trailing
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