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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to the sisters who want to grab the Minotaur by the horns and hold on for a good ride.
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This novel is intended for an adult audience and may contain themes and element troubling or unsuitable for some readers, which includes graphic language, violence and sexual activities on page. For a full list of content warnings, please visit my website at beebeevans.com
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The Six Laws

	Thou shall not kill

	Thou shall not steal

	Thou shall not commit adultery

	Thou shall not bear false witness

	Thou shall not contempt thy parents

	Thou shall keep the species pure
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Prologue

T

he sun flung its golden fingers over the hushed forest glade, tracing the dense foliage and quivering water. Emperor Anu, hidden in the fertile undergrowth, let his hungry eyes feast on Viracocha as she swam in the pond beneath the waterfall. The tumbling water caressed her body, stroking her softly like a lover. Droplets clung to her bare skin like precious gems, catching the rays and setting off a seductive dance of light that left him breathless. 

“Damn,” he murmured, his voice choked with desire. His gaze slid greedily over the provocative dip of her neck and the inviting curve of her back—contouring lines that hinted at a sensuous playground below the water. She was oblivious to his heated observation as she swam the length of the pond.

His eyes traced down her body, pausing appreciatively at her rounded breasts. Her red hair floated around her like an enticing curtain, glinting under the sun’s rays. He could almost feel the smoothness of her skin under his calloused hands, taste the fresh sweetness of her lips as he imagined pulling her close. His body responded enthusiastically to his imagination, heat pooling low in his belly.

He was not just observing Viracocha; he was worshipping her. He craved every inch of her—wanted to touch, taste, and possess everything he saw illuminated under that magical sunlight. His heart pounded against his chest, echoing his need for this intoxicating woman unknowingly presenting herself to him in such an intensely erotic display.

As she neared the edge of the pond, the atmosphere changed subtly, hinting at an impending twist of fate. A sinister force lurked beneath the serene surface, waiting to ensnare her. Anu, his eyes narrowing with wicked satisfaction, watched his plan unfold before him.

With a flick of his wrist, an invisible snare wrapped tightly around her delicate foot, tugging her forcefully beneath the water’s shimmering facade. Panic ignited in her eyes, and a desperate plea for help escaped her trembling lips, reverberating through the once tranquil glade.

His heart thrummed with exhilaration, but it was not fear that quickened his pulse. It was the intoxicating rush of power and control he felt as the orchestrator of her plight. A sinister smile crept across his lips, betraying his enjoyment of this twisted game he had devised.

Her arms flailed wildly in the water, each gasp for air growing more desperate as she fought against the invisible bonds that held her captive.

“Your life is in my hands, Viracocha,” he muttered to himself, relishing every syllable laced with dominance and control. This newfound hunger consumed him entirely. He reveled in knowing he alone possessed the key to her survival.

Desperation etched itself onto her face, her gasps for air growing more frantic. With her deep green eyes wide and pleading, her struggles intensified.

“Help!” she managed to gasp between desperate breaths, her voice a fragile plea floating on the breeze. Her eyes mirrored terror as she fought against the invisible tether that bound her foot.

His demands lingered in the air like an evil promise. “Only if you come with me to my kingdom in the Afterlife,” he declared, his voice weaving through the surrounding trees. 

As her dark emerald eyes filled with determination, he felt a flicker of uncertainty. He was not used to resistance, and her unwavering spirit caught him off guard. In that moment, he realized the complexity of their connection, deeper than mere desire or power. She was a force to be reckoned with, an unbreakable spirit that might challenge his own. With a wave of his hand, he released the invisible tether binding her foot, watching as she surfaced with a gasp of relief.

The voice of his wife, Ki, called him like a whisper through the trees, urging him to return and check on his brother. He turned away from his almost victim, opening a shimmering portal. The swirling vortex of colors beckoned him, leading to the realm known as the Far Viscera. 
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With a sense of foreboding, Anu and his wife, Ki, appeared in King Hunter’s judgment chambers, where they found themselves in the middle of a crowded feast, surrounded by Hunter’s court. 

The crowd felt his presence, but his wife drew the attention away. Ki, magnificent in her white dress laced with gold, was the living embodiment of classic elegance, adorned with gold leaf on her arms and hair. Her radiant golden skin seemed to glow against her snow-white hair, which shimmered under any source of light. Her eyes were like full moons on clear winter nights.

Anu was a figure that exuded an air of wisdom and authority. His age reflected in his silvery white hair, a stark contrast to his rich, dark skin. Weathered yet radiant, his face bore the traces of time, and his eyes held an indomitable spirit that spoke volumes of the wisdom he had gathered over the years. He wore an immaculate white robe trimmed with intricate patterns of gold that hinted at his royal lineage.

Their arrival broke King Hunter’s attention away from his daughter, and he rushed over to greet them.

“Something is wrong, brother,” Anu explained to Hunter. “The balance of power is about to shift.” 

“I know,” he said. “Our brother is tempting my wife with his damn raging hormones. I have to save her before Anasazi finds out.”

“She’s aware.” Ki pointed.

Anu turned his head to the other side of the judgment chambers; Anasazi was pushing her way through the crowd of drunken soldiers. Anger was etched on her face, while ice flames swirled around her feet, encompassing her legs, consuming her existence. 

Forming an ice ball in her palms, Anasazi pushed her arms outward from her chest, releasing it from her bitter heart. Striking the column, icicles formed at the base, crawling upward. With the core of the structure beginning to cool, she summoned all her magical strength to form another ice ball, even larger than the last one, and hurled it across the room.

The building material of the column exploded in all directions, showering the crowd with deadly fragments. The throng of people stumbled backward in shock. They watched in terror while she launched a third icy sphere toward the weakened column. With an almighty crash, the column collapsed into pieces, showering marble shards on Circe. All music ceased, and pandemonium ensued with screaming. They watched as Circe and Gorgon collided with the wall, which was now scattered with column fragments.

Handing his daughter to Delphi, Hunter pushed through the shocked crowd. Lying on the floor, buried in the rubble from the waist down, Circe was unconscious and unresponsive. Anu followed his brother across the room, watching him struggle to get to his wife.

Hunter fell to his knees, cradling her fragile body against his chest. “Circe,” Hunter cried, brushing the dust from her face and pushing back a piece of her black hair. He held his wife’s limp body with tears in his eyes. A crimson streak trickled down the side of her face, her hair matted by the blood coming from the wound just above her ear. Turning his attention to Anasazi, he asked, “What have you done? Circe has done nothing to deserve this.”

“You are a fool if you truly believe that,” Anasazi insisted. “She cast a spell on my husband to tempt him. I hear him call her name in his sleep.”

Hunter held his limp wife. The room fell silent as Hunter’s cries filled the hallways of the castle and echoed throughout the kingdom. When Anu tried to pull his brother away from his dead wife, Hunter gripped Circe even harder. 

Through his tears, he begged his brother, “Please, bring her back to me.”

“I can’t,” Anu muttered, bowing his head helplessly.

“Yes, you can. You have the power, brother!” Hunter yelled.

“My power has limits. It doesn’t work on immortals,” Anu explained. “I can’t save her. Circe is gone.”

Empress Ki abruptly spoke up. “She can be reborn. We can remove her spirit and soul and place them into an unborn child. It has been done with mortals.”

“Will she remember who she is?” Hunter asked. “Will she remember me?”

“No, she will have no memory of this life, and she may be mortal.” Ki warned. “She will have to be born into the living world.”

“I will find her again,” Hunter insisted.

“She won’t be the same,” Ki warned.

“I don’t have any other choice,” Hunter said with a heavy heart, tears blocking his sight. He hugged his wife’s body one last time, leaning over to kiss her on the forehead. He whispered, “I will find you again, my love.”

In a grand display of sorrow and hope, Hunter gently laid his beloved wife’s head down, creating a space for Anu and Ki to perform their sacred chant. They stood on each side of Circe’s lifeless body, their hands extended over her serene form.

Fingers spread wide to harness the queen’s magic, they chanted, “From this body, extract the spirit and soul to bring our loved one back as a whole. Please guide them to the living side. Come now across the great divide.” As they continued chanting with passion and devotion, a brilliant radiance enveloped Circe’s body. The light emanating from her being grew steadily brighter and more intense until it seemed to consume her entirely. “Take this one to fulfill an unborn’s eyes. Hear her voice in this child’s cries. Three times greatness in her name. One, but not the same.”

In response to their powerful invocation, a shimmering sphere of pure white light emerged from Circe, now giving her physical body to the empty void. A place of no existence, like a wasteland of the forgotten slain in the Far Viscera. Floating gracefully above the crowd, it seemed to hold all the love, strength, and essence that had once lived within her. Transcending the bounds of physicality, the ball of light began its journey toward the towering red double doors at the far end of the chamber.

With an otherworldly gust of wind from across dimensions, the majestic doors swung open effortlessly, creating a portal through which the white ball of light would pass. The force of this divine wind propelled the essence swiftly, carrying it across realms and weaving it into the tapestry of existence.

“This was supposed to protect you,” Hunter said as he held his wife’s ring. “Anasazi!” The crowd willingly parted to allow Hunter to look the accused in the eye. “I want your head as a trophy.”

“Oh, please,” Anasazi laughed, “your threats are meaningless to me.”

He opened his right hand to summon his staff. In a swirl of light smoke, his loyal, accurate weapon appeared. He had forged the staff from the magic of the Saqqara bird’s claw, which rested on top of the staff, fueling the red sapphire gem held by the claw. His battle cry reverberated through the chamber. The sharp hiss of smoke from his staff created a thunderous boom as it surged across the room toward Anasazi. The red sapphire gem pulsed with magical power, turning it into a deadly spear. Before the blade struck, Anasazi’s form dissipated into a swirling cloud of icy smoke as her laugh lingered in its wake.
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Chapter one

Storm

S

torm Smoke had calloused hands, permanently dusted with the gray of crushed stone. The relentless sun beat down on the rock quarry of Prison Island, where the clash of metal against stone reverberated through the air like a never-ending battle cry. He swung his pickaxe in a steady rhythm, muscles straining and sweat tracing rivulets down his dirt-streaked face. The intense heat clung tightly to him. 

Around him, other prisoners toiled, their silhouettes blurred by the haze of dust kicked up by their labor. The quarry was a gaping wound in the island’s heart, separating the men’s and women’s prisons with a chasm of labor and suffering. Here, every swing of the pickaxe was a reminder of the distance from freedom, every load of broken rock a measure of days that turned into years. His sentence was six months, but he had been swinging that axe for three years. 

This wasn’t the life he had envisioned. The future he had once imagined, full of promise and purpose, now seemed a distant dream. He had taken the oath, swearing his allegiance to his gods for his loyalty and courage. The words he spoke were hollow and devoid of true conviction, because the Niberians required the ritual. It was a tradition steeped in age-old customs and expectations. He would never truly pledge loyalty to Lord Gorgon or Lady Anasazi, whom others revered, but who stirred only resentment within him. 

His upbringing instilled in him a deep contempt for the human gods and all they represented. He would be damned before he would worship someone who allowed him to live in such misery, a life marked by struggle and unfulfilled desires. The gods’ temples and statues loomed ominously over every city. Their shadows were a constant presence, but to him, they were nothing more than monuments to a hollow promise.

From the corner of his eye, he noticed an unfamiliar figure, distinguishable even in the monochrome landscape of grime. The prisoner moved with an ineffable grace that belied the harshness of their surroundings, his movements almost a dance as he lifted and carried rocks from the pile. The man’s hair was an unusual shade of midnight blue, and his posture bore the pride of someone not yet broken by the island’s heavy hand.

“Fresh blood,” muttered a fellow prisoner, following Storm’s gaze.

“Looks like it,” he replied, his voice rough from disuse and quarry dust. He watched as the newcomer navigated the treacherous terrain with an ease that spoke of an unfamiliarity with defeat—or perhaps a defiance of it. There was something about him, something more than the striking hue of his hair or his agile form. An air of mystery clung to him.

“Commander Jitatma,” the man called himself when the guard barked a question at him. His voice was smooth, unscathed by the quarry’s harsh choir. Even his name seemed to cut through the noise, resonating briefly before being swallowed by another crash of stone.

“You don’t command anything here.” The guard shook his head, shoving the new prisoner forward.

Storm’s curiosity piqued, a rare feeling in this place that dulled senses and numbed minds. He found himself stealing glances at Jitatma throughout the day. He noted how the man’s eyes seemed to hold knowledge, how he appeared untouched by the despair that had claimed so many others, and how he carried himself with a hint of authority. He knew reality would eventually catch up to this stranger and this place would beat that out of him.

Upon arrival at Prison Island, he had the impression his release would occur in a matter of months. Instead, all he had gained were bulging muscles in his arms and chest from the relentless forced labor. Each day felt like an eternity as he toiled under the blazing sun, his skin darkening and hardening from the punishing work. The only solace he found was in the strength and endurance he gained, both physically and mentally, from the grueling tasks forced upon him. He’d sworn the oath yesterday, clinging to the hope that his sentence would end soon, but the weight of the pickaxe in his hands was a constant reminder of his dilemma.

“Hey, Smoke, back to work, unless you’d like to earn a night in the pit!” one guard said, snapping him out of his reverie.

With a scowl, he gripped his pickaxe tighter, forcing his attention back to the stone before him. Every moment spent in that wretched pit was a torturous eternity, with no reprieve or escape. The guards would toss the prisoners into the murky hole, where they could not find comfort in any position. 

The horrific memory of his previous visit still haunted him, igniting a fiery rage. He had only just begun to experience his Quickening when a guard threw him in the pit. The conflicting emotions of intense arousal and confinement made it difficult to control his rage. A single misstep in the crowded mess hall had landed him in a week-long sentence of solitary. 

In the dark, his body and mind conflicted with each other. He ached and throbbed with unsatisfied arousal, craving food he couldn’t have, while every nerve stabbed his Nibmarks, making him easily irritated. 

Worst of all was the knowledge that there would be no release, no comforting embrace from a willing female to ease his torment. In his desperation to reach the fifth stage of his Quickening, he had considered the company of a willing male. The physical repercussions of being denied the final stage of sexual satisfaction were excruciating and lingered for weeks, a constant reminder of what he had lost. He wouldn’t wish that agony upon anyone, not even his enemies.

“Mealtime, assholes!” the guard announced.

As the guard escorted them back to the confines of the prison, he felt grateful for the blast of cool air hitting his face as they entered the mess hall. When he grabbed a tray, he remembered the inedible mush that passed for food here. 

The tray in front of him held a brown, lumpy substance with the edges crusted and dry. The nauseating stench hit his nose like a wave. It was a disgusting combination of spoiled food, body odor, and the dank scent of the prison walls. It made his stomach churn. Even before his first bite, he knew the mush would taste like bland, flavorless dirt. He could almost taste the grit and grime on each spoonful.

Despite its unappetizing appearance, he knew he needed the nourishment offered by the slop on his tray to make it through the rest of his day. He shuffled over to the nearest open seat in the mess hall, trying to avoid attention as he kept his head down and absentmindedly stirred the mush with his spoon. His arms were so fatigued from a long morning of physical labor that he struggled to lift the spoon to his mouth.

“Do you mind?” a voice asked.

He lifted his eyes slightly to see the new prisoner they called Jitatma. He stood tall with a straight back, suggesting he had received training. His hazel eyes were still bright from the outside world and hair neatly trimmed around his face. 

“Suit yourself.” Storm nodded at the empty seat across from him. Since he had seen the stranger in the rock quarry, he wanted to have a conversation with him, but he had learned a long time ago to mind his own business. As much as this new fish intrigued him, he didn’t need to find his way back into the pit by associating with a former commander. He kept his head down while the stranger took a seat at the table.

“Jitatma,” he introduced himself.

“I know.” 

He chuckled. “It seems I have a reputation on my first day.” 

Storm wasn’t amused as he avoided eye contact with the new prisoner. “That’s not exactly what you want around here, Commander.”

“My reputation served me well in the Sumerian Army. It got me to commander, Storm Smoke,” he said, leaning over the table. Storm finally looked him in the eye. “I guess I’m not the only one with a reputation in this place. What do they call you again? The beast, I believe, is what I heard.”

“I heard.” 

“Is that what landed you in this wonderful place?”

“No, not exactly.” He chuckled at the irony of his story. “It’s quite the opposite. I just let everyone believe there’s something to fear about me. I never took the time to correct anyone.”

“Not much of a talker,” Jitatma said.

“Not usually,” he said with a wicked grin. “When you have a face like this, you don’t need to talk. I got caught with the wrong crime lord’s daughter.” 

“That’s stupid, but not a crime.” 

“It was when she ran away and he accused me of kidnapping her,” he explained. “The kidnapping charges were dropped. I was charged with harboring a minor. If anyone asks, I took on a crime lord. What about you?”

“Treason. I tried to negotiate a treaty over the border wars, but it turns out that Sumerians like war,” Jitatma said in a low voice.

“I wouldn’t go around telling that story.” 

Storm rotated his right forearm, revealing a tattoo that seemed to catch Jitatma’s attention. It was a circle with three inward swirls, enclosed by a shield. 

“I have some favor with a few guards I served with in here. When was the last time you made a visit to the tunnels?”

“It’s been a while since I was given the privilege of a conjugal visit from the women’s prison,” Storm admitted.

“Do you have any preferences?” 

“I don’t fuck redheads. They’re crazy,” he said.
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Jitatma and Storm walked down a dimly lit hallway that seemed to stretch endlessly into the bowels of the prison. The air grew increasingly stale and damp as they descended farther into the depths of the basement to the infamous sex tunnels.

Their footsteps echoed against the cold stone walls, a stark contrast to the scorching sun and dust of the quarry where he spent most of his days. As they reached the entrance, Storm knew it had been several weeks since he last set foot in this forbidden place, having fallen out of favor with the guards who controlled access to such privileges. Yet here he was again, this time accompanied by Jitatma, who seemed to have quickly woven himself into a web of alliances within the prison walls.

The flickering light of a single bulb illuminated the entrance to the tunnels, casting eerie shadows that skipped along the rough-hewn walls. Storm’s senses were on high alert as he followed Jitatma into the darkness, each step echoing with a sense of foreboding. The sound of distant dripping water filled his ears as they followed the pipes while they navigated the maze-like corridors of the tunnels. 

Jitatma moved with purpose, his demeanor shifting subtly as they ventured deeper into the labyrinthine network. Storm observed his companion closely, noting the way his eyes glinted with cunning intelligence. It was evident that he possessed a skill for navigating not just physical spaces, but also the intricate social dynamics that governed life within these prison walls.

As they finally arrived at their destination—a dimly lit room lined with crude cots and tattered blankets—Storm braced himself for whatever company they were to receive. 

“Holy shit, it’s my lucky day,” a woman’s voice said. “Storm, the beast himself.”

The woman, her voice sultry and laced with a hint of mischief, emerged from the shadows of the tunnel entrance. Her long, red hair cascaded down her back like a fiery waterfall, framing her face. Storm recognized her instantly as Jade, a fellow prisoner who had a reputation as a seductress. She moved with a fluid grace that belied the harsh reality of their surroundings, her emerald eyes locking on to him with a mixture of hunger and anticipation.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” Jade purred, eyes flickering between the two men. “I must say, I wasn’t expecting such distinguished company tonight.”

Storm felt a shiver run down his spine as her gaze seemed to strip away his defenses, leaving him exposed and vulnerable in a way he hadn’t felt in years. He could sense Jitatma’s calculated observation beside him, a silent acknowledgment of the dangerous game they were about to play in this den of temptation. As she sauntered closer, her movements were hypnotic.

“Jade, always a pleasure,” Storm responded, his voice betraying a hint of unease beneath the facade of nonchalance he wore like armor. He knew better than to underestimate the cunning of a woman like Jade, known for weaving a web of seduction that was as notorious as his own for instilling fear.

Her lips curved into a knowing smile, her gaze lingering on Storm with an intensity that sent a jolt of awareness through him. “I heard you don’t fuck redheads,” she remarked, her tone laced with amusement as she closed the distance between them. “But perhaps you’ll make an exception for me?”

He felt a surge of adrenaline rush through him as her words hung in the air, sparking a primitive instinct he had long suppressed. Her proximity was intoxicating, her scent a heady mix of lemon and something floral that stirred a long-dormant hunger deep within him. As she reached out to trace a finger along the edge of his jaw, he felt a rush of conflicting emotions swirling within him—desire warring with caution, attraction battling against the ingrained instinct to protect himself at all costs.

Jitatma’s presence at his side served as a reminder of the precarious balance they both walked in this underground realm of forbidden pleasures. Storm tore his gaze away from her mesmerizing eyes to glance at his companion, seeking an anchor among the whirlwind of sensations threatening to overwhelm him. Jitatma’s expression was unreadable, a mask of neutrality that hinted at layers of complexity lurking beneath the surface.

With a sharp inhale, he forced himself to step back from her tantalizing touch and said, “No exceptions, Jade.”

“Then it would be my lucky day,” another woman’s voice said. She appeared from the shadows, her presence adding an unexpected twist to the already charged atmosphere in the dimly lit hallway. Her dark, short curls framed a face that bore the scars of a past filled with hardship, yet her eyes sparkled with an innocent glint. She had the sweet “girl next door” look that was irresistible to Storm. “My name is Frida.”

“Enough of the pleasantries,” Jitatma barked, grabbing Jade around the waist and pulling her closer, a possessive spark in his eyes. The sudden shift in his demeanor sent a ripple of tension through Storm. It was clear that beneath his charming facade lay a darker, ruthless side that allowed no defiance.

Jade fixed him with a challenging stare. “Careful, Commander,” she taunted, her voice dripping with honeyed venom. “You may have friends in high places, but I’m not one to be tamed.”

“We’re going to have some fun, love.” He smiled.

Storm’s jaw tensed at his fellow prisoner’s possessive gesture toward Jade, and a flicker of unease settled in his chest. His gaze darted from Jitatma’s smug expression to Jade’s defiant stance, and finally to Frida, whose innocence seemed to mask a depth of resilience that intrigued him. As the commander’s smile widened, his grip on Jade tightened possessively, and Storm felt a surge of protectiveness. 

Jade’s body language immediately softened against Jitatma’s chest, and she let out a playful giggle. “Too bad we only have an hour.”

Suppressing a growl, Storm balled his fists tightly by his sides. Jitatma’s arrogant demeanor only fueled the resentment burning inside him. There was something about this new ally that made him uneasy and distrustful. He couldn’t shake the feeling of discomfort twisting in his stomach. Seeking some sense of stability, he glanced at Frida, who stood quietly beside him. She reached out to touch his arm, as if sensing the change in the power dynamic. With a slight shake of her head, Frida urged him to relax his defensive stance. Though he complied, he remained cautious and on guard.

The overpowering smell of musty bedding and gloom greeted him as they entered the room. The tattered sheets and blankets were haphazardly strewn about, giving the room a sense of chaos. It was a familiar scene for him, one he remembered all too well. The room wasn’t exactly luxurious, but then again, luxury was a concept he had never known. 

In his early years, he often slept on the cold, damp, wooden floor of a one-room shack with his mother, barely protected from the elements by a thin blanket. Compared to those memories, this room seemed almost lavish with its two worn-out mattresses resting on metal frames. It still held an air of desperation and poverty that filled him with a bittersweet nostalgia for his humble beginnings.

Jitatma and Jade didn’t waste a hot second, eagerly peeling off their confining prison jumpsuits. He pulled her down to the far mattress. The sounds of skin meeting skin filled the room as a low moan escaped her throat when Jitatma entered her from behind. Her red hair fell around her face as she buried her hands in the blankets beneath them. 

Frida, however, took a more discreet approach to undressing, yet her demure act did not diminish the appeal of her nakedness. The contrast of her shy girl manner as she revealed her body stoked Storm’s burning attraction. Even clad in nothing but innocence, she was one hell of a tempting sight. The hesitation in her eyes was an erotic contradiction that could make any hardened criminal weak in the knees. He wasted no time in removing his prison attire. 

Frida kept her back turned, but as she carefully guided him onto the bed, he caught a quick glimpse of her Nibmarks. Unlike his own, which ended on his left shoulder like traditional Sumerians, Frida’s were in the middle of her back with a few scattered on her left shoulder. She was born from Anunnakian and Sumerian blood, representing the ultimate violation of the sixth law. Being an Anusum, she was like forbidden fruit to him, but just knowing he shouldn’t have her made Storm want her even more.

She straddled him, then lowered herself onto him. His cock was enveloped in her tight warmth, caressed and squeezed in ways that sent shockwaves of pleasure through him. He reached out to touch her arm, but she pulled away slightly, increasing the depth at which she took him inside her. It was a delicious tease that left him wanting more.

Frida began to move atop him, riding his thick cock with a slow rhythm that left them both gasping for breath. The sight of her breasts bouncing in time to their movements was enough to drive any man wild. He gripped her hips tightly, guiding her movement as they found a steady pace together. It was pure, unadulterated pleasure. He thrust his cock up deeper into her pussy, seeking more of what she had to offer.

Her eyes were closed, her face a picture of bliss. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, leaving claw marks that would surely fade into bruises by morning. She may have had the innocence of an Anunnakian, but she had the raw sexual appetite of a Sumerian. 

He grunted softly, his hips rising to meet hers. He lost himself in the pleasure she was providing him—from the warm squeeze of her pussy to the way her soft body felt. He allowed a growl to escape his lips, one that was more beast than Sumerian. The sight of her Nibmarks only served to drive him wilder; they were a testament to a unique heritage.

With a final thrust, he reached his breaking point. His orgasm exploded deep within her, as if they had become one in that moment of pure ecstasy. He grabbed her tightly, pulling her close. She let out a satisfied sigh, her chest heaving with the exertion of their passion. She collapsed onto him.

Jitatma’s and Jade’s moans continued to echo through the room. Storm turned his head, meeting Jade’s intense green eyes. While Jitatma was pounding into her from behind, her eyes were on Storm. As he watched, her red hair fell around her face, reminding him of someone he’d rather forget. The thought of slapping her ass and calling her a good girl did sweep across his mind. 

Jitatma’s hips collided against her ass as he drove deeper, grunting with each thrust. His ecstasy reached its peak, and with a final cry, he slammed into Jade one last time before collapsing onto the mattress. 

“You really know how to take care of a girl,” Jade said, out of breath.

Storm turned his attention back to Frida. She slowly moved off him, cuddling up to his left side. She traced the outline of his Nibmarks, admiring each one as she went. 

“You have a long family line, Storm,” Frida said.

“Do you know much about Nibmarks?” 

“It’s my thing. I was studying the heritage of Nibmarks across each region before lockup,” Frida confessed as she pulled away, immediately jumping up to retrieve her prison jumpsuit, and hastily slipping it back on.

“I have never seen Nibmarks like yours,” Storm said. Before she could cover her left shoulder, he tugged at her jumpsuit. He pulled her onto the bed with her back toward him. He slipped her jumpsuit down and traced the Nibmarks that outlined her left shoulder. He followed them down to the narrowing of her back.

“My father was Sumerian, and my mother was Anunnakian. Damn sixth law,” she mumbled, frustrated. “I have a life sentence because I was born.”

“It’s a stupid law that is three thousand years old,” Jade scoffed.

“I wouldn’t give up my father. My mom died a long time ago. I was locked up while I was attending college in Grand View,” she said. “The Council didn’t have anyone else to blame, so they ordered the National Investigation Agency to arrest me.”

“Well, you never would have met me.” Jade laughed.

“I don’t think any of us are fans of the N.I.A.” Storm smirked.

“Is that why you’re here? Because of your father?” Frida asked. “He is clearly someone important.”

“Why do you say that?” Storm asked, confused.

“Your father’s Nibmarks are missing. If he were Sumerian, you should have three spots right here,” she said as she pointed out the bare spot where his Nibmarks ended on his left shoulder.

“I don’t know who my father is,” he said, lifting his forearm. “The only thing I know about him is that he gave me this tattoo.” 

Jade laughed. “Well, then you two must be brothers because Jitatma has the same tattoo.” 

Storm’s eyes widened in surprise as Jade’s laughter filled the room. He stared at the tattoo on his forearm. He looked at Jitatma, who was still lying on the bed, recovering from his intense sexual encounter. His eyes were closed, his chest rising and falling rhythmically. Now that she had pointed it out, Storm couldn’t deny that they looked similar. They shared the same sharp jawline, the same dark hair, and now, the same mysterious tattoo.

Storm sat up abruptly. “What did you just say?”

“Yes, I recognized your tattoo the moment I sat down at the table,” Jitatma said matter-of-factly, barely opening one eye. “That tattoo is the symbol of the Templars. I thought you knew since you like to show it off. There are three of us that I know of. We were born to protect the Far Viscera, magic, and the first human born on Niberia in three thousand years.”

“A human? No way. Our gods never did any favors for me,” Storm insisted.

“It’s not our human god.” He shook his head.
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Chapter two

Storm

T

ension hung heavily in the air as a guard escorted Jitatma and Storm to the prison yard. Storm’s gaze flickered toward Jitatma now and then, a silent inquiry hanging in the stillness between them. Jitatma’s stoic demeanor remained unchanged. The guard led them down a lengthy hallway, passing a row of other inmates returning from their designated time outside. 

As they crossed the threshold into the prison yard, they lined up to be given their weekly libido inhibitor. These shots were the only thing keeping their libido in check and preventing any aggressive outbursts.

The walls loomed high around them, a reminder of their captivity. The guards took their posts on the corner towers, watching all the inmates move around. Above them, the sky blazed with hues of crimson and gold. It was a fleeting moment of beauty in the unpleasant reality of their situation, a reminder that even in the depths of despondency, there was still a glimmer of hope. That hope was just out of reach under the watchful eyes of the guards. 

“We have a problem,” Jitatma said, breaking the silence between them once they were out of earshot of the guards.

“Just one?” he said, trying not to show his frustration in his body movements or facial expression. The last thing he wanted was to draw attention to them. 

“If a simple-minded Anusum whore can figure out who you are, you are not safe in here,” he said. “I don’t know how you survived in here for this long.”

“I’ve kept my head down for the last three years.” 

“We have to get you out of here before the rumors start. I hope that someday you will forgive me for this.”

“For what?” Storm asked.

He didn’t see Jitatma’s fist until it was too late. Storm stumbled backward in surprise. Taking advantage of his shock, Jitatma’s knuckles connected with his jaw once again. The second blow left him with the taste of iron sharp on his tongue.

“For a beast, you move too slow,” Jitatma growled, his voice a low rumble that carried an undercurrent of fury. 

The other prisoners, sensing the shift in atmosphere, began to drift closer, their interest piqued by the prospect of violence. Their murmurs rose and fell like the tide, eager for a spectacle to break the monotony of confinement, each cheering for their favorite fighter.

Storm regained his footing, his gaze locking with Jitatma’s. “What was that about?” he asked. His voice remained steady, despite the pounding of his pulse in his temples. Confusion and tension settled in his body, causing his muscles to tighten. His brow furrowed and his eyes darted back and forth as he struggled to understand the situation.

“Nothing personal,” Jitatma muttered. With a swift motion, he lunged forward again, using his weight to take Storm down. 

Storm grunted as his back hit the ground, a cloud of dust rising around them. Jitatma loomed over him, his silhouette outlined by the glare of the sun. A murmur went through the gathered prisoners as they closed in tighter, forming a ring that felt equal parts arena and cage.

“Stay down!” he ordered, his voice now a snarl as he pressed his advantage on top of Storm. His hands found Storm’s shoulders, pinning him with surprising strength. 

“Get off me!” he protested, struggling to free himself. 

Jitatma’s grip tightened. Then, with a calculated slowness, he reached into the sleeve of his jumpsuit, his gaze never leaving Storm’s. In one fluid movement, he pulled out a shard of broken glass, its jagged edge glinting in the sunlight. He used a strip of cloth to fashion a crude handle, which he now gripped firmly, ensuring the deadly point aimed at Storm. A hush fell over the onlookers as the sense of danger palpably thickened the air.

“Jitatma, what are you doing?” Storm’s voice was barely audible, choked with dust and fear.

“Shh,” he hissed, leaning in so close that Storm felt the heat of his breath. “I know who your father is, Storm.” His words were a venomous whisper, intended only for Storm’s ears.

“What?”

“Listen!” Jitatma’s hand trembled, but the sharp edge of the glass remained steady, a hair’s breadth from Storm’s throat. “I’m trying to protect you. You can’t let them know, or it’ll be the end of you.”

“Protect me? By attacking me?” His voice cracked with disbelief and anger.

“You’ll have enemies at every corner in this place and be dead by morning.” His gaze never wavered, though it seemed to carry a burden far heavier than the weapon he wielded. “This is the only way to get you out of here.”

“You’re going to get me a week in the pit.”

“Forgive me,” he muttered, the words barely reaching Storm’s ears.

Before Storm could process what was happening, Jitatma pressed his arm across his throat, holding his left arm in place. He swiftly sliced the makeshift blade across his Nibmarks where the intricate pattern had marked him as different. Jitatma’s hand trembled with a hesitancy that betrayed his toughened facade.

He watched Jitatma complete the ruthless task. A guttural cry, filled with agony and despair, tore from deep within him as he felt a searing pain ignite through his body. It was more than just a physical wound; it felt like his very soul was being violated. It was as if he could see his own identity being erased before his eyes, leaving behind only a shell of who he once was.

Storm felt something pushing against him, which he had longed to remain deep within. Fear had stirred it. His breaths came in harsh gasps, each one a struggle. He could hear his own heartbeat thundering in his ears. 

“What’s happening to me?”

Then it began.

The air around them crackled, and the atmosphere thickened. Storm’s muscles bulged and expanded at an alarming rate, his bones elongating and reshaping beneath his skin. Gasps and murmurs rippled through the crowd as they witnessed the impossible transformation. 

In the chaos of his conversion, his cries merged with the deep-throated roar of a beast, a feral sound that reverberated off the stone walls of the prison compound. His very essence seemed to shift and twist, his Sumerian form warring with a newfound bestial nature that threatened to consume him whole. 

Jitatma staggered back with eyes wide. The Minotaur stared at him, towering and formidable. Its fur was like the darkest night and his horns spiraled upward.

With a bellow that shook the very ground, Storm, now the embodiment of might, lunged at Jitatma. There was no thought, only the raw instinct of a creature cornered and provoked. His powerful arms encircled the man who had unleashed this fury, lifting him as though he were only a feather in the wind.

“Storm! No!” His voice carried a desperate plea.

However, Jitatma could not easily quell the Minotaur’s wrath. With a heave of its muscular form, Storm sent him hurtling across the prison yard. His body arced before crashing down against the unforgiving cobblestone yards away, lying still as the silence descended upon the yard.

The Minotaur stood heaving in the center of the prison yard, its breaths coming in ragged gasps. The adrenaline that had fueled his violent outburst was waning, and with it, his strength began to ebb. A deep, throbbing pain seared through his left shoulder where Jitatma had sliced his Nibmarks, the wound now a gaping testament to betrayal and bewilderment.

Blood, thick and dark, welled from the cut, streaming down his arm and dripping onto the ground. Each drop seemed to carry with it a fragment of his vitality, leaving a trail of his life force. He swayed, a dizzying lurch that made the world around him tilt and blur.

As the mighty Minotaur’s knees buckled, the transformation retreated, the beastly brawn melting away to reveal his Sumerian form once more, but weakened, pale, and bleeding profusely. His vision flickered, shadows creeping into the edges of his sight, the murmurs of the prisoners fading into an indistinct hum.

In that tenuous place between consciousness and darkness, his eyes locked on to the high walls of the prison. An image of an older man in a white and gold robe appeared floating just above the prison wall.

The emperor’s face, stern and regal, bore an expression of silent judgment. For a brief, lucid moment, Storm felt the weight of his heritage pressing down upon him, a burden he had yet to fully understand or accept. He was sure Emperor Anu had come to him.

“Son,” Anu whispered.

“Father?” The word slipped from Storm’s lips, a whisper lost in the growing void as his legs finally gave out beneath him. The hard ground rushed up to meet his faltering body, and the image of the emperor’s gaze seemed to follow him into the black abyss that clawed at his consciousness.

With one final effort, he reached out, seeking something—anything—to anchor him to the waking world, but there was nothing. Only emptiness greeted his fingertips as his eyes fluttered closed, and the world of the living slipped away, leaving him in the silent embrace of oblivion.
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Chapter three

Storm

S

unlight streamed through the high, arched windows of Lord Gorgon’s castle, casting a warm glow over the cold stone floor where Storm and his companion played. He couldn’t recall her name, only that she had the brightest red hair like his mother, and she had worn simple clothes. The little girl was the daughter of one of the servants, but Storm didn’t know who she belonged to. He was just happy to have someone his own age to play with. His chubby fingers grasped at wooden soldiers and mythical beasts carved with exquisite detail, a smile dancing on his lips as he orchestrated an imaginary battle. He had just turned three a month ago. 

Storm would play near the window in the shadow of the ice castle on the mountain. The castle stood as a monument to a different kind of beauty, its glacial walls reflecting the faint light in prismatic hues that painted the surrounding landscape with a soft, haunting glow. Delicate patterns of frost adorned its surfaces, creating intricate designs that seemed to shift and change with every passing moment. When the little girl looked up at the blue castle, tears came close to the surface. She never said a word. He wasn’t sure if the girl could speak at all. 

“Take that, dragon!” Storm declared triumphantly, pushing a knight forward to face off against the fire-breathing creature the little girl held in her hand. He was defending the dark
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