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Dedication

To friend and Family

Thanks for your support and courage you give me strength to write this novel.

when your mother told you not to play with fire you’ll burn, you didn’t. is the same as killing. Take your mother as a leader and yourself as people. If the leader said this path is a righteous path, who will say no. if so, what the point of leading

All characters in this book are Fictional And any resemblance to real persons, Living or dead, Is purely coincidental
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Prologue
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This is the story ever told. Long ago, before time, two celestials being came to exist, one was good and another is evil. The good one intention is to create life and another is to destroy

I really don’t know what happened? How angels and humans came to exist? And I never good at telling stories. What I know is that in order to differentiate these two celestials being, each one was given a specific name, God and The Devil.

Good being God and his twin evil brother being the Devil. It was the Devil who tricked Lucifer to overthrow his father, it is the same Devil who trick Eve to eat the fruit of knowledge. Thereafter, God saw a weakness of his twin evil brother, The Devil only proposes the souls of the living turning them into an evil monster, So God created a creature that has no soul, a Demon in order to fight back against his twin evil brother but a creature without a soul lacks a knowledge, they were useless within them self.

God realizes someone need to guide the demons, God created a trident and hand it over to Lucifer to guide the demons. However, a human woman desperate to be with her lover, she made a deal with the Devil, where the devil took a physical form and seduce the woman therefore a child was born, A key to end the war between evil and good. The brother’s feud. I’m the child, Hijo, the Devil’s son.
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Chapter one
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I don’t know my mother not even her face, it was a demon who takes care of me for seven years until it was killed by monsters, before that demon died, the only thing it left me is four words. 

“You’re the devil’s son,” 

The ruler of hell, Lucifer cast me into this place, red dessert, as an outcast and since then I’ve been wondering around the same place for twenty years that’s two thousand years on earth. Time moves slowly in hell, that’s make me two thousand seven hundred years old in earth’s time, that’s older than Jesus’s legacy.

I give up my hands dragging my heavy feet forward in the middle of nowhere but red dessert with dust ripple before my eyes and wind buzzing in my ears with a rumbling of lighting. The sky disguises with swirling cloud converge glinting of light. It was a huge cumulonimbus cloud with gray trailing white and you thought that it will going to rain, but the moment you realize that you’re in hell then you’ll understand what am trying to say. 

I trudged staggering back and forth like a lifeless being, I started to hear the cry of a little girl. I stop looking around, but I couldn’t see any girl, I gaze up at the sky, seeing some cloud and it was like a blanket causing more heat, the lighting was acting like a catalyst to it and for the first time in my life, I stop being selfish, wandering around the red dessert, I decided to follow the voice of a crying little girl and she was kneeling down crying while calling for her mother.

“What is it, little creature?” I approached the soul of a little girl, she gave me a glance and continue snorting, and many thought rushed into my mind,

What does a little girl soul is doing in the red desert? 

The red desert is a dessert of lost souls, this is a dessert of wonders, is for people who had doubts struggling to make choice own their own and never believe in anything or do anything during their life in earth, these kinds of souls are difficult to describe whether they righteous or evil, so they wandered here for eternity but for a little girl, what is it she doubted during her life on earth.

“Hey, do you know where you are?” I knelt down trying to calm her down brushing her shoulder.

“I need mommy?” the little girl wakes her head, gazing up to me.

“Ok, I’ll promise to find your mother, but first tell me your name,”

“Trixie?” She snorted

“Trixie!” I sighed, taking a deep breath thinking of a better way to explain it to a little girl that her mother might be alive unlike her, she’s dead. I’ve countered with many matured human souls in hell when I told them that they died, only a few accepted but most they refuse to believe. I had no idea how the little girl soul will react when I told her that she’s dead.

“Trixie, your dead and your mother might still alive?”

“What do you meaning?” she snorted wiping her tears, I thought she’ll be yelling at me when she heard that she’s dead.

“Let me help you remember the last moment on earth,” I held the little girl’s hand, trying to trance his last moment on earth. 

It's difficult for a soul to trance the last moment because when a person dies, he/she leave their brain behind, the primary storage for memories but does not all. 

The demon that took care of me until I reached seven years. She told me that the soul doesn’t store memories, but conscious, a projectile energy to the surroundings that bounce back with a captured motion picture, she got into a detail for me to understand, is like projecting a light to an object, the light will bounce back to the projector with the vision of the object, is the same as conscious and without conscious, is nothing. 

I didn’t understand the demon in the first place, but wandering around the hell for twenty years, I began to grasp his explanation and how they are able to cast judgement on departed souls, after all, I’m the devil’s son.

I trance the little girl’s moment, and it became clear why she was sent here to red dessert.

“Trixie, how old are you?” I asked.

“Six,” she responded.

“And your mother is still doing everything for you?”

“How do you know?” she asked, “who are you?”

“Trixie as I said, you're dead, you died in a car accident and you shouldn’t be in these places but a better place,”

“Then what about my mother?” the little girl face started to change, I knew that she wanted to cry.

“Your mother is not dead, but she’s stuck in the limbo,” I shook my head, “Never mind about that, Trixie, your mother was doing everything for you even the simplest thing to feed yourself then you develop doubt,”

“What do you mean?”

“You can’t do anything without consulting your mother even when you want to go to the toilet,”

“I need mama,” The little girl started to cry

“Leave her, she’s a lost soul, what did you expect Hijo?” I heard a voice laughing in mockery. “Or should I say devil’s son,” 

“You,” I squinted and my eyes widen in shock. “You're...” it was another lost soul, but it was not an ordinary soul, but a monster, his left hand turns in a snake. 

That’s the difference between souls and monster. Monsters are corrupt souls with the Devil influence in return, they gain extraordinary power that they able to kill demon, the only way to see a corrupted soul is their body part, they take an animal form.

“What’s wrong, Hijo,” she smiled and his snake hand snarls to his face tucking its tongue over his face. “This is the power, your father's hand it to me, is so strong, I just kill a demon just now,” he throws me the head of a demon and it just bounces beneath my feet.

“Then what does that have to do with me?” I stood, “and do you want to scare the children,” I yelled kicking the demon’s head away from me.

“No, I came here to thank you, you know I had doubts, scared of doing something, I didn’t have a girlfriend, I didn’t go to church, I was not a drunk nor a robber or murder, I was stuck in the middle of nowhere with doubts, but your father took the doubts and fear away,” he chuckle squeezing his hand into a fist while his other snake hand busy snarling over his face. “Now I have dreams, I feel I can do anything,” he pointed at me with his finger, “and now I need to return back to earth,”

“And you know that’s not possible, your dead,” I said.

“So what, will you stop me,” he slightly laugh, “I’ll kill any demon that’s getting in my way, even you the devil’s son, so move out of my way,” his snake hand snarl to me with hissing opening its mouth, I couldn’t understand, but my body kept alerting me of a danger, but with my ignorant, knelt down to attend the little girl and something just glance my ear, I couldn’t see it but it was burning like an acid. 

“What did you do?” I stood growling in anger, I didn’t want to fight any monster today, but this corrupted soul just pushed the wrong button.

“You lucky, the demons I’ve countered fall into my trick, they thought the snake was hissing, but it was splitting an invisible deadly poison,” He started laughing.

“You might have killed demons along your way, but this kind of poison, it will not kill me,” with my thumb, I wiped the ear where the poison grazed and it was healed.

“What!” he shouted in shock taking a step back. “How?”

“Because your stupid,” I knelt down, grabbing a stack of sand on my palm, “I’m just like you, a lost soul, whatever you call me,” I felt the sand melt in my hands turning into a sharp glass, “but unlike you, I’m struggling to choose which wolf should I feed,” I throw the shaped glass and it pissed through the monster's heart and his conscious just evaporated into the sky.
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