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The Net Zero team thought they had seen it all—ice-yacht sailing across Antarctica, covert infiltration of secret bases, and battles against ancient gods themselves. But nothing prepared them for what awaited inside the orbital paradise of Life Eternal.

What should have been heaven became a prison of horrors: glass coffins, false Edens, frozen wastelands, and hollow Xanadus built from propaganda and lies. Thousands of souls—embalmed alive—trapped in digital eternities that were never theirs to choose. And at the center, a single truth: the collapse of entire civilizations, engineered for profit.

This time, Iris must bear the unbearable. As Curator, she inherits the weight of every soul in Life Eternal—and discovers the fury burning inside her wings. But divine power alone cannot win. To destroy the station, to free the enslaved, and to escape damnation themselves, Iris, Ariel, and Jenna must trust their most dangerous allies: Ghost and Bob, military AI constructs designed to infiltrate and annihilate.

Eternal paradise was never meant to last.
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Chapter 1: A New Sport Is Born
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The katabatic wind screams down from the Antarctic transcontinental plateau, rattling the rigging of their sailboards—sleek rigs fitted with twin runners for windsurfing across snow and ice.

Jenna stands on the summit’s knife-edge, peering into the valley below. “This is insane! I wish I’d thought of it first.”

She and Ariel glance at Iris.

Iris giggles, her wings pulsing with prismatic light to match her excitement. “The Isabella II got a bit scratched up on her shakedown cruise. The crew’s sharpening the blades and touching up the paint. I figured, while we wait for the Izzy to get patched, we could still fly on ice—but on a smaller scale.”

Her grin widens. “Jenna told me how people used to surf waves in California before the oceans were polluted. Bad Mexico—dumping sewage into the Pacific. Anyway, I thought we could do the same thing, but on ice. And instead of waves... a mountain slope.”

Jenna smirks. “I wish I’d thought of it first.”

Ariel leans into a gust, the midnight-blue sail on her board snapping taut. “This is going to be wicked.”

Jenna’s grin is pure trouble. “To think, I thought Antarctica was going to be boring.” She swings her board to face the slope, runners whispering on the ice.

Iris tilts her head into the wind, translucent wings flaring for balance. Veins shimmer inside them with a kaleidoscope of shifting colors. “First one to the bottom—”

“—earns first bragging rights,” Ariel cuts in, smirking. “If we don’t kill ourselves, this could catch on. Maybe even become a sport.”

Iris laughs. “—gets to play in bed with me.”

Jenna arches a brow. “What if you win?”

“Then I play with myself while you two watch.” Iris ogles them, unashamed. “Oh, who am I kidding? Both of you smash with me.”

They launch. The wind hits like a fist, yanking them forward. Runners shriek over hard ice, sending up glittering sprays of frost. Behind Iris, a ribbon of rainbow light unspools in the wind.

The mountainside becomes a blur—blue-shadowed gullies, sunlit ridges, yawning crevasses lunging at them from nowhere. Jenna banks left, vaulting a pressure ridge in a clean arc. Ariel threads between two towering seracs, the cold biting her cheeks. Iris skims overhead for a heartbeat, scattering rainbow light over the snow, then drops back into the race.

The slope changes. Smooth blue ice fractures in a spiderweb of cracks, opening into nothing but darkness below. Boards rattle beneath their boots. The sound of splitting ice thunders in their ears.

“Uh... that’s not good,” Iris shouts.

The entire face collapses—slabs of ice shearing away into a crevasse vast enough to swallow a city. From its depths, heat and pale blue light bloom: bioluminescent veins snaking like rivers through black basalt walls.

Ariel tries to veer off, but the wind is too strong, their speed too fast. “We’re going in!”

They shoot over the edge, boards hanging in freefall for one breathless moment before gravity drags them down.

Below, carved into the cavern wall, rises a gate of midnight-blue metal, etched with silver sigils. At its center coils a massive serpent, jaws open to swallow a blazing sun—Ganzir-Kur.

The impact slams through their knees as runners bite into smooth basalt, spraying sparks. Ariel’s board skids sideways. Jenna rides her slide out clean. Iris flutters to a stop with infuriating grace.

Iris beams. “Ariel won. She gets to sleep with me first.”

The cavern air is warmer, tinged with minerals and something faintly floral—orchids blooming in deep shadow, entwined with Inbu vines. The walls rise into darkness, veins of blue light pulsing down toward the gate.

The serpent sigil stirs. For a heartbeat, it looks alive—obsidian scales shifting, the sun in its jaws flaring molten gold. Then, deep within the gate, ancient locks disengage with a rolling clank.

A seam appears, opening with the patience of centuries.

A column of Ereshkigal’s personal guard marches out—tall, electrum plate over midnight-blue tunics. Their armor is sleek, jointed like insect carapace, yet it flows like silk. Serpentine helms gleam with silver fangs. They form two lines before the gate, spears grounded.

From within, a softer gold light spills out. A tall figure steps into it—Ereshkigal. Her midnight-blue gown clings like poured silk, silver sigils rippling with slow fire. Chestnut curls spill over her shoulder. Her piercing blue gaze fixes on them, calm and unreadable.

“You arrive in style, as always,” she says, her voice curling like smoke. “But you’ve scored no merits this day—the wind and slope did most of the work.”

Iris grins sheepishly. “We didn’t break anything... important.”

One of Ereshkigal’s brows lifts. “Not yet.”

She turns, her guards parting to admit them into the city beyond the gate. Warm air rolls out—carrying scents of stone, metal, and flowering vines, impossible so deep beneath Antarctic ice.

“Come,” she says without looking back. “If you’re here for sport, you’ve had it. If you’re here for work... I have something that will test even your definition of outrageous.”
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Chapter 2: Tartarus
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Persephone sits upon her golden throne; its armrests shaped like flowering vines of electrum that twine into serpentine coils. The throne rests on a dais of black basalt polished to a mirror sheen, reflecting her like a ghost in deep water.

Flames in the wall sconces burn an unnatural blue, their light gliding over walls, floor, and ceiling carved from the same volcanic stone. Each column reflects the light with an eerie blue glow that faintly shimmers. 

Behind the thrones, the great window of Tartarus looks out into an abyss without bottom, where drifting embers glow like dying stars. Streams of molten lava run through crevasses. The glow pulses with the same slow heartbeat as the dark citadel itself. From far below, the moans of tormented souls plea for mercy.

Persephone leans toward her husband, her voice rich with disappointment.
“Are you certain they are gone — out of our reach? Is there no way to reclaim them? To barter for their souls?”
Hades rises from his throne, a living statue of chiseled bronze muscle, every movement casting ripples of blue light across his skin. His black trousers tuck neatly into knee-high boots of boiled leather reinforced with midnight steel. At his hip hangs Chaos, the obsidian-hilted blade that whispers faintly when the sconces flicker.

His voice rolls through the courtroom like distant thunder. “They have sworn an oath of fealty to Ereshkigal. They are hers now.” He strokes his goatee with his right hand, eyes narrowing. “They are no longer
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