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Dedication

[image: ]


This book is dedicated to the sisters who want to live their deepest, darkest desires, but they need a little push from a dirty little demon.
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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 Five 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
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Prologue

L

ady Anasazi stood at the window of their private chambers, her gaze fixed on the moonlit shadows dancing across the high, rugged cliff. She dreamed of constructing her own majestic castle high above the one she shared with her husband, Lord Gorgon. She envisioned this new fortress, crafted entirely from shimmering ice, its crystalline walls glistening like diamonds under the moon’s tender embrace. 

Their marriage lay in ruins, a once-solid foundation now reduced to rubble, the trust between them shattered into irreparable fragments. Only a lingering bitterness festered within her heart whenever she thought of him. He had proven himself incapable of remaining faithful, his actions a betrayal that pierced her soul with the sharpest of daggers. Now, she harbored a suspicion that gnawed at her insides, a suspicion of a deeper treachery that left an indelible scar.

Her plan was in motion for her revenge, but she needed help from an unexpected source. This ally was someone she had always viewed as an adversary, an unlikely confidant. However, it was the only person capable of getting close enough to her husband to neutralize him. She found herself entangled in a perilous game, where every move was fraught with risk and uncertainty. Gorgon had pushed her to the brink, leaving her with no alternative but to tread this treacherous path.

She turned away from the window, her gaze shifting to her husband as he lay in bed, his chest rising and falling with the rhythm of his unsettled slumber. The moonlight filtered through the curtains, casting a pale glow across his face, highlighting the furrowed lines of worry that seemed etched into his brow even in sleep. His limbs moved slightly, as if caught in a dream that offered little peace, a familiar restlessness that visited him most nights.

“Circe.” Her name slipped past his lips once more, a whisper in the quiet. He was dreaming of her again, and the betrayal seeped into her heart like ice. Each syllable of her name felt like a knife, reminding her of trust broken and promises unkept. It spread a chilling numbness through her chest, leaving her breathless and her spirit heavy, as if the very air around her had crystallized with the cold bite of treachery.

“Damn you both.”

Anasazi stepped onto the stone ring that held the pool of blood. She elegantly lifted her long black dress to step down. Her appearance and facial expressions were always cold; she wore a velvet dress that covered up everything to her neck. As she walked across the room, her back was straight, and her hips swayed very little. She folded her hands and clasped her long, pale fingers together.

“Yes, my beautiful wife will join us.” Gorgon groaned as he slumped back on Hunter’s throne.

“I will expect both of you to behave,” Hunter warned, his eyes shifting from Gorgon to Anasazi. “I don’t need another argument erupting in the middle of the celebration, like last time.”

“Circe, I need to speak to you,” Anasazi murmured in a hushed tone, gently grasping Circe’s arm. Her touch was light yet insistent as she guided Circe away from their husbands. “Is everything in place for the feast tonight?”

“I believe I have everything under control.” 

“How upset does my husband look right now?” she inquired, her voice tinged with curiosity and a hint of satisfaction.

Circe peered over her shoulder. “He looks absolutely terrified. I’m sure it’s because we’re talking in private.”

“Good. He should be when I get through with him.” She paused, her confidence wavering momentarily. She turned, taking in the scene with keen eyes. Her husband sat straight in Hunter’s throne, his face a mask of anxiety, eyes wide and darting nervously around the room. “Are you sure about this?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.

Circe reached out, placing a reassuring hand on Anasazi’s arm. “We’ve discussed this. It’s the only way,” she whispered. “Unless you’ve changed your mind?”

Anasazi’s gaze hardened, her momentary vulnerability vanished. “No,” she said firmly. “I haven’t changed my mind. He deserves everything that’s coming to him.”

“Then we proceed as planned,” Circe confirmed, her voice barely audible above the distant sound of preparations for the evening’s feast.

A few hours later, the celebration was in full swing, a lively symphony of laughter and music filling the air. Anasazi watched Hunter twirl gracefully around the dance floor, his daughter giggling in his arms. She, however, had spent most of her night directing the bustling servants, her voice sharp and commanding, convinced that their efforts were inadequate amidst the grandeur of the evening.

She paused mid-sentence, feeling an overwhelming sense of dread. She scanned the room to account for everyone in attendance, but could not find her husband or Circe. A moment of panic filled her. She felt the cold emanating from her husband’s betrayal and watched as her world crumbled around her.

How dare he do something so bold surrounded by so many witnesses! 

She pushed through the crowd of drunken soldiers. Anger raged through her body, to the depths of her cold soul as she made her way to the corner of the room. Jealousy blinded her judgment and reason. Revenge filled her heart. 

Taking energy from the tortured souls of the Underworld, ice flames swirled around her feet, encompassing her legs, consuming her existence. The rage boiled to the surface as an ice ball formed in her palm. She pushed her arms outward from her chest, releasing the ball of ice 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 of her magical strength to form another ice ball even colder and larger to hurl across the room.

The column exploded in all directions, showering the crowd with deadly fragments. With an almighty crash, the column collapsed, showering marble shards on Circe. All music ceased, and pandemonium ensued. Circe and Gorgon collided with the wall, which was now littered with column fragments.

She panicked, her heart racing wildly as the realization struck her like a cold wave—the plan had failed. Her mind spun with disbelief and dread. Circe wasn’t supposed to get hurt; the very thought tightened her chest with guilt and fear. 

Gorgon had gotten to his feet, covered in dust, but not seriously injured. He leaned against the wall to steady himself. Then she realized he was still wearing his protection amulet on his wrist. 

She muttered curses under her breath, each word a sharp whisper against Circe, blaming her for the oversight. The plan had been for the queen to remove Gorgon’s protection amulet before Anasazi had launched the first ice ball. The scene before her was wrong in every way—it should be him, not Circe, lying motionless on the ground. 

Panic clawed at her senses, but she had no time to dwell on missteps. She needed to pivot swiftly, addressing the chaos and its repercussions later. The chill seeped into her bones as she prepared to face Hunter.

Hunter rushed to his wife, falling to his knees, cradling her fragile body against his chest. “Circe,” he cried, brushing the dust from her face and pushing back a lock of her black hair. 

He held on to his wife’s limp body with tears in his eyes. Blood trickled down the side of her face, her hair matted by 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. She’s a life-ruining, home-wrecking whore.”

The room fell silent as Hunter’s cries filled the castle hallways, echoing throughout the kingdom. The light dimmed to nothingness with the loss of their goddess queen. From the Field of Sorrow to the top of Enlightenment Mountain, everyone felt King Hunter’s pain, even Anasazi. 

When Hunter’s brother, Emperor Anu, tried to pull the king away from his dead wife, Hunter gripped Circe even harder. 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, Anu’s wife, 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 said. “She will have to be born into the living world.”

“I will find her again,” Hunter insisted.

“She won’t be the same,” she warned.

“I don’t have any other choice,” he 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 over Circe’s body, extending their hands to harness the 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 chanted with passion and devotion, a brilliant radiance enveloped Queen 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, the ball of light seemed to hold all the love, strength, and essence that had once lived within her. Transcending the bounds of physicality, it 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 swiftly propelled the ethereal essence with unparalleled purpose, carrying it across realms and weaving it into the tapestry of existence.

“This was supposed to protect you.” Holding Circe’s ring in his hand, he called, “Anasazi!” The crowd willingly parted to allow Hunter to look her in the eye. “I want your head as a trophy.”

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

Hunter opened his right hand to summon his staff. In a swirl of light smoke, his weapon appeared. His battle cry reverberated through the chamber. The sharp hiss of smoke from his loyal 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 dissipated into a swirling cloud of ice smoke as her laugh lingered in its wake.
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Chapter one

Olivia

O

livia Trismegist’s laughter mingled with the jovial sounds of the celebration as she and Brutus slipped away, unnoticed, to the forest behind her house. The sounds of clinking glasses and congratulatory voices faded behind them as they ventured toward the shadowy tree line that marked the edge of her family’s property. Her hand felt small in Brutus’s, his palm warm against hers. 

She had taken the oath into adulthood, swearing to preserve the balance between good and evil in the name of her gods, King Hunter and Queen Circe. All she wanted was to escape the formality, the expectations, and especially the way her parents had beamed at Talia throughout the entire event.

“Did you see how they looked at her?” Olivia asked abruptly, stopping beside a massive tree. “My sister took the same oath as me, and somehow, she’s the special one. I don’t get it.”

He squeezed her hand, his expression softening in the dappled sunlight filtering through the leaves. “Hey, come on. It’s your special day, too.”

“Is it, though?” She kicked at a fallen branch with her pink boot. “You know how it is with my family. Talia breathes, and it’s like she’s performed a miracle. I could save the entire planet, and they’d ask if Talia helped.”

Had she known her boyfriend was going to drag her back there, she wouldn’t have worn her four-inch, high-heeled boots that went up to her knees. She had on her favorite shimmery pink dress with over-the-top shoulder accents, a low-cut neckline, and a metallic silver skirt. She completed her look with matching pink hair pulled up high on her head in a ponytail. 

“You’re the only one I was paying attention to.” His fingertips traced the curve of her cheek, and she leaned in to his touch. “You’re beautiful, smart, and the only woman I was looking at.”

She heard the familiar compliments, but they felt hollow. She’d spent hours perfecting her appearance for the ceremony—her custom-made dress she had designed, her hair and makeup flawless—and still, all eyes had been on Talia. Plain, serious Talia with her cargo pants and that ridiculous Chakram. 

As Brutus pressed her against the rough, gnarled bark of the tree, she regretted not designing her outfit with a back. The coarse wood scraped against the exposed Nibmarks that trailed down her spine, a feature she had purposely incorporated to allow him easy access to her most sensitive stimulation point. In that moment, it served only to add discomfort to their encounter. She wished she had thought it through more carefully, but she couldn’t deny the thrill of his touch on her Nibmarks.

He pressed against her, their bodies melding together. She felt his hardness against her thigh, making her heart race. Her breath hitched as he traced a line of kisses down her neck, nipping and sucking the sensitive skin. His hands roamed her body, exploring every inch.

As she tried to lose herself in the moment, her mind kept wandering back to the uncomfortable sensation of the rough bark against her bare skin. She felt the tree bark, like a thousand tiny fingers, leaving faint imprints on her back. Despite his fervent touch and tantalizing kisses, a feeling of disappointment lingered beneath the surface. 

She couldn’t fully enjoy their passionate embrace when such discomfort was present, but she didn’t want to ruin the moment for him either. As much as she wanted to give in to his desires, she felt a sense of restlessness. 

She loved him, but there was an emptiness inside her that yearned for more. A spark, an adventure, anything to break the monotony of their routine. She longed for excitement and exhilaration, but she couldn’t pinpoint exactly what she craved. It was as if a piece of herself was missing, a part of her soul. She didn’t know what she truly desired.

Her eyes fluttered closed as she leaned into his solid warmth, his lips tracing a path along her neckline to her breasts. Yet even as he did, a shiver that wasn’t entirely from desire ran through her. It had nothing to do with the cool afternoon air of the forest, and everything to do with the strange, unsettling undercurrents that brushed against her awareness. A harmless thought, really.

Her gift, minor though it was when held up against Talia’s impressive powers, allowed her moments of emotional insight, glimpses of feelings not her own. In this moment, concealed by the dense foliage of the trees, she could sense Brutus’s emotions—desire, for sure, but beyond that, a passing sensation that felt foreign to her mind.

Sometimes, there were visions, too. Fleeting images, like the flicker of shadows cast by firelight, which teased at the edge of her sight. They never lasted long enough for her to grasp their meaning, but they always left her with an ache for understanding, a hunger for the hidden depths they promised.

As his fingertips grazed her soft, supple skin, he slowly pulled the top of her dress down. He handled her with such care, as if she were the most delicate and precious thing in the world. Her breasts fell free, the cool air causing her nipples to harden into tiny peaks. He took his time teasing her, one nipple with his tongue and the other with his thumb.

She realized it wasn’t the tree itself that was causing her discomfort. It was his touch—so tender and careful, when she secretly craved something more assertive. She yearned for him to grab and squeeze her nipples, leaving them tingling with pleasure. A wicked smile spread across her lips as she imagined the rough bark of the tree scraping against her sensitive nipples instead of her back. She held on to that tantalizing thought, pressing herself against the sturdy trunk and rubbing her stimulant Nibmark against it in a desperate need for release.

An unsettling sensation pressed against her consciousness, like an uninvited guest forcing its way in. It was as if shadows themselves had taken form. The image of a dark, mysterious stranger emerged within her mind, cloaked in obscurity, with features that seemed both familiar and unknowable. 

She slowly opened her eyes and surveyed her surroundings, taking in every detail. It was just the two of them, an intimate solitude surrounded by trees. Yet she felt an overpowering wave of intense lust swirling in the air, hovering just above her. Intriguingly, it wasn’t emanating from Brutus, but from an unseen presence that seemed to permeate the atmosphere.

Brutus pulled back slightly, gazing into her eyes with an intensity that belied his usual easygoing nature. For a moment, she wondered if he sensed the presence too, but his gaze never wavered from her. 

“Everything okay?” His voice was tender, tinged with concern.

“Of course,” she lied, forcing a smile. The lie tasted bitter on her tongue, and she feared that soon she wouldn’t be able to hide her growing dissatisfaction.

As he leaned in to resume their earlier passion, she found herself pausing, her hands resting lightly on his chest. It was safe, familiar, but her soul craved the very opposite. To leap without looking, to dive into the unknown, to chase after those brief visions that seemed to promise so much more than this small life with Brutus.

Then she heard her twin sister’s voice in her head. 

Olivia, Mom and Dad need to talk to us.

What did you do now?

Nothing. Untangle your lips from Brutus and whatever else you have wrapped around his body. Get your ass in the house. This is important.

“Let’s go back,” she said abruptly, pulling away from him and adjusting her dress. “Talia needs to talk to me.”

“Okay,” he agreed, though his tone held a note of confusion. He took her hand, and they walked toward the sound of laughter and music, but her mind was elsewhere. She was grappling with choices and desires that no longer aligned with the path she had been walking.

As they emerged from the forest and the sounds of the celebration grew louder, she took a deep breath, steadying herself. She wouldn’t decide tonight, but she knew one thing for certain; she couldn’t ignore the call of her heart forever. It certainly wasn’t singing Brutus’s name.

She entered through the back door to the kitchen. Her tone conveyed her frustration as she asked, “What’s so important?”

“Your mom and I have something to tell you two,” Dad said, gesturing for her to take a seat at the table next to Talia and locking the back door.

“Ugh, story time in the middle of the party.” Olivia rolled her eyes as she slumped in the chair.

Dad moved behind Mom and placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “You’re both about to enter the real world,” he said in a serious tone, his eyes shifting between the twins. “We won’t always be there to protect you, but we will arm you with the truth so you can protect each other.”

“Truth about what?” Olivia said, adjusting her posture.

“Talia,” Dad said, with his eyes landing on her, “what your mom is trying to say is that you were the first of your kind born on our planet in over three thousand years. You’re a human like King Hunter and Queen Circe.”

“Is that why you tattoo my Nibmarks on my back every year? I’m not a Niberian?” she asked, allowing her back to fall against the chair.

“Yes, you are human.” Mom touched her daughter’s hand. “We believe you to be the reincarnation of our Queen Circe.”

“Your mom and I decided not to tell you because we wanted you two to have a normal childhood.”

“However, we can’t protect you for the rest of your life within these walls. Talia, you are a spirited warrior. You need to have adventures, and this town is getting too small for you.” Mom squeezed her hand. “We trust Delphi. She kept our family secret.”

“What does Delphi want from us now?” Olivia asked.

“She wants to look out for you so you can go away to college. She knows how important you are, and she made this opportunity possible for both of you.” Mom pointed to the letters Delphi had delivered to the twins about their acceptance to Grand View University. 

She always knew her sister was different, but she never suspected Talia was human. Her parents seemed to dote on Talia, always giving her special attention and praise, and now it made sense. As she watched her sister with new eyes, she felt envy for the person she called her twin. 

She shifted in her seat, pressing her back firmly against the wooden chair. Her arms crossed tightly in front of her chest, causing tension in her jaw. She felt the heat rising in her cheeks, both from her own emotions and the warmth of the room around her. Her lips pressed together, forming a thin, taut line that betrayed her frustration.

Talia was getting all the attention again.
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Chapter two

Olivia

A

few months later, Olivia’s heels clicked against the sidewalk as she traversed the courtyard of Grand View University on her first day of class, her slender shadow trailing beside her. The sunlight filtered through the leaves of the trees, dappling the path ahead with light and shade. She had been a resident of this strange new town for only seven days, and she was still trying to adjust. 

The campus, perched atop a hill, overlooked the town below, true to its name. The buildings were modern, their sleek designs a stark contrast to the rustic charm of Delphi’s house. She was sharing a cramped apartment with Talia above Delphi’s antique shop near Middle Park. The house was older and in need of updating, but it was an easy walk for her. 

The walls of the apartment felt like they were closing in, the air thick with the scent of compromise and disappointment. There wasn’t even a sliver of space for her clothes, let alone room to spread out her fabric and sketches. Her passion for design, once a vibrant flame, now flickered weakly under the weight of practicality.

As she slipped away, leaving her sister alone with the handsome neighbor named Storm, she wondered why her sister had barely given him a second glance since they’d moved in upstairs. It was clear there was an attraction between Talia and Storm. It was a frustrating sight for her, since she could see how perfectly they could complement each other if only they would allow it. They were two puzzle pieces that seemed to fit together perfectly, but her sister didn’t see it that way.

She sighed, the sound lost in the laughter and chatter of students milling about between classes. With a heavy heart, she continued her march toward the Arts building. Her fingers brushed against the textured bark of a tree as she passed, seeking solace in its rough embrace. She smiled for a moment at the feeling against her soft skin.

A sudden shift in the air broke her reverie and caused the hair on her arms to rise. It wasn’t the cool breeze that often swept through the courtyard, but the heavy, unsettling weight of desire. She stopped mid-step, her instincts honed from years of navigating the attention she received from men. It was unmistakable and comfortable for her.

Two men were watching her, their gazes like tangible fingers brushing against her skin. The leader, a tall figure with an easy swagger, stepped forward. He wore a practiced smile, the kind that had probably worked on many women before her, but she wasn’t just anyone.

“Now, there’s a set of tits I would love to rub my big dick between,” he said to his buddy. He slapped his friend’s chest and stepped in her path. He said, “Hey, there. I’m Chad.” A sandy-haired man at his side gave a casual wave. “This is Kyle.”

Their eyes roamed over her, taking in her form with an unabashed hunger that made her bristle. She had sensed lust before, but this felt different—more intense, almost suffocating. It was clear they were trying to flirt, but their timing couldn’t have been worse.

“Chad,” she repeated, her lips curling into a sardonic smile as she met his gaze head-on. “You certainly look like one.” She laced her tone with amusement and disdain. She took a step closer, her presence commanding despite the unwanted attention. “Let me give you some advice,” she said, the words rolling off her tongue with a confidence that left no room for argument. “I am more woman than your little cock can handle.”

Chad’s smile faltered, his eyes widening slightly at the blunt retort. Kyle’s mouth opened and closed.

“I doubt that, honey.”

She took a confident step closer, backing Chad against the nearby brick wall. Her fingers brushed against his crotch, eliciting a gasp from him. She gave his cock a teasing squeeze. “Big dick, huh?” She taunted with a smirk. “It’s more like four inches, maybe five at most. You might get to six with some penis stretching.”

His friend erupted into laughter. She boldly stepped to Kyle and felt his erection through his pants. “Hmm,” she purred, “you’re more like seven inches.” Her eyes danced with amusement as she continued her assessment. “Not bad, but I prefer at least nine inches to really get me wet. The only way you two are going to achieve that is if I had both of you at the same time.” 

Her words, dripping with seduction and challenge, made it clear she was unimpressed by size alone. The thrill of their game coursed through her veins, igniting a fierce desire for pleasure and control. Without waiting for a reaction, she turned on her heel, her hair whipping behind her like a silken flag of defiance. She strode away, leaving the two men standing in stunned silence.

That was fun.

[image: 95201cea-ded0-409b-8f14-8b06b110813d.png]
After a long day of classes, Olivia was eager to dive into her next design. She had several swatches of fabric draped over her shoulder. As she stepped into the living room, ready to let her creative thoughts flow, she heard the familiar sound of Talia’s footsteps entering the apartment. Sensing that her sister was in a bad mood, she put aside her work and turned to give Talia her full attention. She listened as her sister vented about the sexy man downstairs.

During class, Storm and Talia engaged in a heated discussion that spilled over into an argument in the courtyard. While she offered Talia practical and reasonable advice, she kept her true feelings hidden from her sister. The unresolved sexual tension between Storm and Talia was a constant annoyance to Olivia.

There was a knock at the front door in the middle of their conversation, and she was a little thankful for the interruption. They exchanged confused glances. “Are you expecting someone?”

“No. You’d think I would have seen this coming.” She possessed a talent for knowing when someone was approaching, often with an image of that person appearing in her mind before she laid eyes on them. Olivia swung open the door to be greeted by a familiar face. “Brutus!” Her voice hitched. In an instinctive reaction, she leaped onto him, wrapping her legs around his muscular waist. His hard body rippled under his shirt as he took a step back to adjust to her unexpected assault. “What are you doing here? It’s only been a week.”

Before he could answer, she attacked him with her lips. His bag fell to the floor with a thud. There was no room for distractions—only for the flame that danced between their bodies, which were now locked in a passionate embrace. With a swift movement of his foot, the door slammed closed.

Brutus’ hands roamed her body possessively. His large fingers traced circles down her spine, making her arch against him in response while his lips trailed kisses down her neck, eliciting soft moans that echoed through the otherwise silent apartment.

She leaned her head back, inviting him in as he ravaged her neck with his kisses. He moved his lips up to suckle on her earlobe, nipping it lightly. He spun her around, his hard body pressing her against the wall.

“Damn, girl, I missed you, too,” he managed to say. “My classes don’t start until next week, and I wanted to see you this weekend.”

“You drove six hours for a hot weekend, but it’s the middle of the week. We better get started now.” She giggled, pointing toward her room.

“As much as I would love to watch this reunion,” Talia drawled from the sidelines, “I’m going to find Storm.”

He chuckled, lifting her in his arms as if she weighed nothing. He carried her effortlessly toward the bedroom, their lips never parting. The room was dimly lit, casting an intimate glow upon the rumpled sheets of the unmade bed.

Setting her down gently, he began to undress her, his hands deftly unbuttoning her blouse and sliding it off her shoulders. His fingers traced the curve of her waist, sending shivers down her spine as he unzipped her skirt and guided it down her legs. She stood before him in nothing but her lacy pink undergarments, her body trembling with anticipation.

He leaned in, capturing her mouth in a passionate kiss as his hands explored her body. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs teasing her hardened nipples through the fabric of her bra. She gasped at the sensation, reaching up to tangle her hands in his short blond hair as she pulled him closer.

Their bodies moved in harmony, a dance of passion and desire that left them both breathless. His fingers traced the edge of her panties, teasing her with the promise of what was to come. Her heart raced as she felt his touch, her body aching for more.

As they tumbled onto the bed, his lips traveled down her neck, leaving a trail of kisses that made her skin tingle with pleasure. He reached behind her, unclasping her bra with ease, and let it fall away, revealing her bare breasts. She sighed as he took her nipple into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud.

“You know, Brutus, I’m not fragile.” 

She grabbed his shirt and pulled it over his head with a firm tug. After discarding his shirt, she ran her hands over his muscular chest, marveling at the warmth of his body. 

He chuckled, appreciating her eagerness, and kissed her more fervently. He gently pushed her back onto the bed, hovering over her. She fumbled with the button on his pants, finally managing to undo it and slide them down his legs, revealing his dark boxer briefs.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and slid them slowly down her legs. He kissed her inner thighs, teasing her with each touch until she was writhing beneath him, desperate for more. 

He plunged two thick fingers inside her, filling her completely. The sudden intrusion took her by surprise, and she gasped at the intensity of pleasure that flooded through her. She clutched at the sheets beneath her as waves of sensation washed over her, lost in the ecstasy of his touch.

He dropped to his knees. With a gentle yet firm grip, he guided her legs over his broad shoulders, opening her up to him completely. As he continued to move his fingers inside her, she watched as he dropped his head between her legs. He focused his attention on her clit, flicking his tongue over the sensitive bundle of nerves with an enthusiasm that made her cry out in delight.

She lifted her hips to meet his touch. The tension in her body grew, the pressure building until she could barely stand it. Brutus seemed to sense her need, his fingers moving faster, more insistent, until she finally reached her climax, crying out in ecstasy. 

As the intensity of her orgasm subsided, she lay panting, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. He stood, his muscular frame glistening with sweat, and hovered over her like a dominant predator. Slowly, he lowered himself onto the bed next to her, his body still radiating heat and power. She could feel his arousal pressing against her thigh, and she reached down to stroke him through his boxer briefs.

He groaned at her touch, his hips bucking involuntarily as she teased him. He quickly shed his underwear, revealing his rigid length. He moved on top of her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him closer as he entered her in one smooth motion.

They moved together in a rhythm that was both familiar and exhilarating, their bodies fitting together perfectly. Her nails dug into Brutus’ back as he thrust deeper, the sensation of him filling her driving her wild with desire. She felt another climax building within her as he hit the perfect spot that sent her over the edge.

As they reached the peak of their pleasure, they cried out in unison, their bodies convulsing as they climaxed together. He collapsed onto her, his breath hot against her neck as they both struggled to catch their breath. They lay there for several moments, their hearts pounding in sync, before he finally rolled off her and onto his back.

He smiled, pressing a kiss on her forehead. “That was amazing. I’m going to enjoy my Quickening with you.”

She smiled back, a warmth spreading through her chest at his words. She snuggled closer to him, enjoying the sensation of his brawny arms around her.

“That’s why you came to see me. You’re in your Quickening.” She giggled.

“I wanted to share stage one with you.” He shrugged. “I had a feeling you would be freaky once we had some time alone.”

You have no idea.
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Chapter three

Olivia

I

n the dark of night, an overwhelming sense of fear emanating from her sister abruptly shattered Olivia’s peaceful slumber. Her eyes shot open, immediately alert to the urgency of the situation. Without hesitation, she leaped out of bed and sprinted down the dark hallway toward Talia’s room. A sinister red mist seeped out from under the closed door, casting an eerie glow on the surrounding walls. 

“Talia!” she screamed.

As she reached for the doorknob, an intense surge of heat seared her hand, causing her to recoil with a sharp cry. It was as if an inferno had consumed her sister’s room, yet there was no visible flame or smoke. Fear clawed at her heart as she realized her sister was slipping away from her.

Desperation surged through her veins, compelling her to summon every ounce of strength in her body and scream Talia’s name at the top of her lungs. Her voice reverberated throughout the house, echoing down hallways and staircases. With trembling knees, she sank to the floor, desperately reaching out for a telepathic connection with Talia, but she met only silence and emptiness. It was as if her sister had vanished.

“The door is too hot to open,” she said as Storm appeared in the hallway, charging toward Talia’s room.

In the dark hallway, his form contorted and twisted, his features becoming more bestial with each passing moment. Her throat tightened as she witnessed him transform into the hulking figure of the Minotaur, towering over her with primal power radiating from every massive muscle. Despite his monstrous appearance, there was a sense of protectiveness in his gaze as he locked eyes with Olivia, silently conveying his loyalty to her and her sister.

With a thunderous roar that reverberated off the walls, the Minotaur brought down his massive fist, shattering Talia’s door to splinters. The sinister red mist that had seeped out from under the door now spilled into the hallway.

“You can’t have her!” The Minotaur let out a guttural growl, the sound echoing through the room as he charged toward Talia. “Give her back to me. She’s mine.”

Through the now-open doorway, Olivia saw a scene of chaos unfolding within Talia’s room. Her sister’s body was hovering above her bed, suspended in mid-air. Storm reached out and grabbed her arms, attempting to bring her closer to him. Suddenly, the force holding Talia released her, and both she and Storm tumbled onto the bed.

As the horns on his forehead receded and he transformed back into his original Sumerian form, a mischievous smile spread across his lips. Olivia felt the sexual tension in the room intensify. She let out an exasperated sigh, her eyes rolling in frustration. She felt out of place in the room, a sense of jealousy slowly creeping up within her.

She watched the couple’s heated argument with a detached air, her interest barely piqued. Talia, she mused, should count herself lucky to have such an exhilarating man by her side. This was no ordinary partner—he possessed the remarkable ability to transform into a mighty beast. She imagined the raw power and mystique he must exude, and she knew without a doubt that she would never consider kicking him from her bed.

A fucking Minotaur!

She found herself baffled by her sister’s resistance. She thought about the dull, monotonous Anunnakian man in her bed, his features as unremarkable as his demeanor, and felt a restless yearning. She would give anything to exchange him for a Sumerian man, whose vibrant presence and captivating allure seemed to promise a life filled with excitement and passion.

“What the hell is going on?” Brutus asked as he appeared in the doorway, a hint of green flashing in his eyes. Confusion etched deeply across his face as he took in the scene before him. “What happened to the door?”

“Brutus, I can explain,” Olivia begged urgently.

“Who is this guy?” he asked, pointing at Storm.

“Storm. Storm Smoke.” Storm swung his legs over the edge of the bed. He extended his hand to Brutus as an introduction, but Brutus rebuffed him by crossing his arms.

Olivia’s heart raced as she frantically tried to explain to Brutus what had transpired. The splintered door, Storm’s torn and tattered pants, and Talia’s flushed and furious expression all added to her growing sense of panic. She couldn’t tell him the truth. She grabbed his arm and led him back to her room.

Once inside, she closed the door with a gentle click, leaning against it as if to physically block the chaos from following them. The familiar scent of her lavender candles did little to calm her nerves. Brutus turned to face her, his eyes flickering with suspicion in the dim light of her bedside lamp.

“Who is that guy, for real?” he demanded, his voice low but tense. He crossed his arms over his chest, the muscles in his forearms flexing. “You don’t expect me to believe he’s really Talia’s new boyfriend.”

Olivia swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. “It’s complicated.”

“Complicated?” Brutus raised an eyebrow, his jaw clenching. “I wake up to find a half-naked man in your sister’s bedroom, a destroyed door, and everyone acting like they’ve seen a ghost. And all you can say is ‘it’s complicated’?”

She pushed herself away from the door, moving closer to him. The space between them felt charged with tension, crackling like static electricity. “Brutus, please. It’s not what you think.”

“Then what is it?” His voice rose slightly, and she sensed his growing frustration mingled with confusion. The emotions rolled off him in waves, crashing against her empathic senses.

Olivia hesitated, her mind frantically searching for words that wouldn’t reveal too much. “He’s someone Talia met recently. They have a connection.”

Brutus scoffed, running a hand through his sleep-tousled hair. “A connection that involves destroying doors in the middle of the night?”

“There was an emergency,” she said, the half-truth bitter on her tongue. She reached for his hand, relieved when he didn’t pull away. His skin was warm against her palm, his pulse racing beneath her fingertips. “Talia was in trouble. He helped her.”

“What kind of trouble requires a guy to show up in the middle of the night wearing torn sweatpants?” His green eyes narrowed, searching her face for answers.

Olivia felt a pang of guilt. She hated lying to him, but how could she possibly explain that Storm was a Sumerian who could transform into a Minotaur? That some unknown force had nearly taken her sister? That their world was far more dangerous and magical than Brutus could imagine?

“It was...” she began then paused, the lie catching in her throat.

“It was what, Olivia?” Brutus pressed, stepping closer. “What aren’t you telling me?”

She looked up at him, at the face she’d known for so long, the emerald eyes that had always looked at her with adoration. In that moment, she felt the vast chasm between them—not just of secrets kept, but of experiences unshared. While she envied Talia’s passionate, challenging relationship with Storm, here was Brutus—steady, dependable, and utterly ordinary.

“Brutus, there are things about my family that I can’t explain,” she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Not because I don’t want to, but because you wouldn’t understand.”

His expression hardened, a flash of hurt crossing his features. “Try me.”

“I can’t,” she said, feeling the weight of her secrets pressing down on her chest. “Please, just trust me when I say that Storm is important to Talia. What happened tonight was necessary.”
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The next night, Olivia was in her room on her knees with Brutus sitting in her desk chair. She slowly unzipped his pants, revealing his throbbing cock. Her mouth watered at the sight, and she couldn’t resist leaning in for a taste. She flicked her tongue out, teasing the sensitive head before taking him fully into her mouth. She moaned at the taste of him, salty and musky, and began to move her head up and down.

He let out a low groan, his hands fisting in her hair as she worked him over. She felt him growing harder and thicker in her mouth, and it only spurred her on. She reached up to cup his balls, massaging them as she continued to suck and lick.

Her own arousal was building the harder he pulled her hair, and she felt her panties growing damp. She reached down to touch herself, rubbing her clit in time with her movements. The sensation was almost overwhelming, and she had to fight to keep her focus on pleasuring him.

She stood to remove her panties. He pulled her closer, wasting no time in tugging down the straps of her nightgown, exposing her full, round breasts. With rough, eager hands, he took one of her nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the hardened peak. He pinched and rolled the other nipple between his fingers, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

His free hand found its way between her thighs, his fingers seeking her wetness. He teased her clit with feather-light touches, making her gasp and moan with pleasure.

As he worked her body, she grew increasingly aroused. Her breath came in short, shallow pants as she writhed against him, desperate for more. He obliged, sliding two fingers inside her with a low growl. He pumped them in and out, curling to hit just the right spot. 

“Harder,” she demanded.

She let out a needy whimper as he slipped a third thick finger inside her, her walls clenching around them greedily. She felt herself stretch with short, sharp twitches of pain. He curled them upward again and bit down hard on her nipple, hitting that sensitive spot that made her see stars.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, her hips bucking against him as she chased the pleasure. Her breath came in short gasps as he pumped in and out of her, his fingers slick with her arousal.

“You like that, baby?” he growled, his voice low and rough with desire. He added another finger, stretching her wider and hitting deeper. She cried out, her body tensing as he worked her relentlessly. “You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, his thumb circling her clit as he continued to pump his fingers.

She felt herself building toward release, her muscles coiling tighter and tighter. “I’m going to come,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

He curled his fingers inside of her, hitting that perfect spot over and over again until she was screaming his name. She wasn’t done. She didn’t want him to stop, and she tried to hold back her orgasm. 

While fully immersed in hot foreplay with Brutus, she intensely desired sensitive lovemaking. Just as she was about to reach the peak, she paused, suddenly overcome by a desire for something different. She wanted more than just the rough and dirty sex Brutus was providing. She wanted something tender and loving.

That’s not right. I want dirty, nasty sex.

Olivia suddenly knew she was intruding into Talia’s dream world. Her sister was dreaming about Storm, and it was a happy, sweet sex dream. This realization ruined her own mood, so she moved away from Brutus.

Fucking sister!
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Olivia lay still in the dark, the soft sheets a small comfort against the tumultuous thoughts that roiled within her. It was her third night without sleep. Exhaustion had set in from dealing with her sister being plagued with nightmares. Next to her, Brutus’ deep, rhythmic snores filled the silence of the night, each exhalation a stark reminder of her wakefulness. She felt the warmth of his body, the gentle rise and fall of his chest against her back, but it did little to soothe the restlessness that had taken root in her heart.

She closed her eyes, trying to ignore the persistent snoring, and focused on the scent of Brutus. It was a smell that once brought her solace; now it seemed to suffocate her with its constancy. The touch of the cool pillow against her cheek offered no relief as images from Talia’s sex dream flickered unbidden across her mind’s eye.

Olivia sensed her sister’s thoughts drifting back to it throughout the day as Talia spent time with Storm. Their laughter and easy banter filled the room when they were together, like a symphony of joy and happiness. Talia was still hesitant to fully let him in, but Olivia felt the strong connection growing between them.

Her cheeks burned with frustration as she fought back the urge to roll her eyes at their carefree antics. She felt a twinge of bitterness bubbling inside her, like a simmering pot about to boil over. Despite the peaceful facade of her bedroom, an undercurrent of tension lingered, tugging at her senses like a hidden current waiting to pull her under. She could almost taste the lingering spice of jealousy on her tongue, an acrid flavor she wished to banish. 

With a sigh, she shifted in bed, careful not to wake Brutus. She drew her knees up to her chest, hugging them tight, as if by holding herself together she could stave off the burgeoning sense of
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