

[image: Cover]



Table of Contents


Title Page

Copyright

Praise for the Shadow Unit Series

Praise for Arctic Bound

Praise for Diamond

Acknowledgements

Dedication

Note and Warning to Reader

Shadow Unit Glossary

Quote

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

More books by Tigris Eden

About The Author



 

 

 

THE BLACK PRINCE

Shadow Unit Book 5

 

 

 

By

Tigris Eden

 

 


Copyright © 2017 by Tigris Eden

Cover Design: Rebecca Poole

Editor: Paige Prince & Sheryl Policar

Proofed: Deelylah Mullin

Published by: Kats Kreative Ideas

 

All Rights Reserved

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the work of the author's imagination, or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, locales, or events is entirely coincidental.

 

ISBN-13: 978-1-62-517975-3

 

admin@tigriseden.net

Houston, Texas

www.authortigriseden.com

 

 

 

 


Praise for the Shadow Unit Series

 

 

“The Shadow Unit Series is an edge of your seat thrill ride full of steamy romance, conspiracy and best of all, hot shifters. A great series for any lover of the genre.” -Author S. Cu’Anam Policar.

 

“This was one of the best 2nd in a series books I think I have ever read. I have been waiting to see what happened with Jes and Draven, the hotness that is Royce and Ronin. Great Follow up. Great writing, can’t wait till the others come out!” –Tka3nme.

 

“Just when you think happily ever after there is another twist in the story that keeps you turning the page.” –1safelady.

 

“The Shadow Unit Series is intense, gritty and HOT HOT HOT!!!” –Viki Sloboda.

 

“Intrigue, love and action make an irresistible read.” –Vondetta Carter 

 

“Once you start reading them you can’t put them down until you’re finished. Then you are anxiously waiting for the next.” –Barb A.

 

“Shadow Unit Series is an emotional, raw, sexy, action packed paranormal fabulousness that sucks you in from page one. You will cry, laugh, and blush throughout the series and burn for more.” –Indy Book Fairy

 

“Hunky men, steamy scenes, romance and a touch of the paranormal. What more can you ask for? It’s all here in the Shadow Unit.” –Jennifer Ballam.

 

“The Shadow Unit series is an edge of your seat mix of adventure and romance that will leave the readers wanting more!” –Ty Langston, Author of Decadent Dreams

 

 


Praise for Arctic Bound

 

 

“Arctic Bound is meltingly passionate and explosively sexy! Ms. Eden brings us an amazing story. Arctic Bound kept me guessing! Doesn’t happen often but I was stunned speechless a few times with plot twists I never saw coming.” –Bitten by Love Reviews

 

“I enjoyed Arctic Bound because of the heroine, she was no one’s push over. She was a fighter. There was passion, mystery and all kinds of paranormal creatures.” –Debra Crosby 

 

“Do you want dark and brooding? Check. Do you want a heroine with a troubled past? Check. Do you want the leads to not be physically perfect? Partial check. Do you want your paranormal favorites in one place? Huge Check!” –Jenny

 

“I love Tigris Eden as an author and here’s why, she puts everything I want in a book without it being too much. I am a huge fan of adding diversity into books and Tigris delivers.” –Reese’s Book reviews 

 

“The well-orchestrated events of this romance keep readers on the edge of their seats and ensure that the readers want to know everything. I was completely bewitched by the Arctic Wolves and their fascinating world and I can’t wait to read the next one.”– Evampire

 

 


Praise for Diamond

 

 

“My first book from this author and most certainly not my last. There are a lot of books available that claim to be dystopian with dark undertones but this book just knocked me for six! I wasn't quite sure what to expect but whatever it was it most certainly wasn't this. I read the synopsis and thought alrighty then futuristic sci fi with a mysterious heroine and the stereo typical alpha male. Can I state here and now that this book seems to have a life of its own and if it's a romance you seek then perhaps you will scream but if you want to get knocked on your (no doubt) shapely behind then this book deserves to be read!” – Marta Cox

 

“I feel like if I just write WOW! that will cover the review, yet I know I need to provide more than one word.

 

Let’s begin with the official stuff, I was provided a copy of Diamond in exchange for an honest review via NetGalley.  the cover drew me in; I mean seriously; this has to be one of the best covers I’ve seen in a long time. Once I read the book, it ultimately NAILED the female protagonist, Nadya. 

 

I have been drawn to post-apocalyptic stories for a while and read so many.  This is a world where every breath is a fight, water is scarce, and food… Well, what do people do when food runs low?  It’s savage, raw, and depicts a nightmare world.  The imagery was brutal yet so realistic; I was thankful for my fresh glass of water.” –Boundless Book Reviews
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Dedication

 

 

To you, from me. Thank you.

 

 


Note & Warning to Reader:

 

 

Writing Enri’s book was painful as well as rewarding. I ran into a bit of a snag in the beginning. I was told Enri was too dark and could cause issue for those that have experienced or would have issues with Enri’s mannerisms. 

Faced with the dilemma of how to keep Enri in his true form and tone him down was complicated. But I believe I found an adequate balance. 

There is violence, there is rape, there is also the question of whether the relationships created are healthy or toxic. 

If any of this poses a problem or you feel it will unsettle you, please skip. This is a Dark Paranormal Romance with Erotic overtone. 

But if you’re ready for a book that turns the tide not just for Enri and Yewa, but also the Unit themselves, read on!

To you die hard Shadow Unit Fans, fasten your seatbelts and get ready for the ride of your life! To the new reader, I hope you find this book to your liking. 

 

Tigris Eden

XOXO

 

 


Shadow Unit Glossary

 

 

Aecor: Beneath the Ocean. See Fion.

 

Aja: The den mother of The Lotus.  

 

All Seeing Eye: A Goddess with serpent-like features that guards the Sixth Hour

 

Amrita: Immortal Goddess of Nectar 

 

Aquios: The Ocean Aquarium, from which you can see all the oceans that encapsulate Fion. 

 

Arouni: The city where the Fion Royalty live.

 

Asa: A city also known as The Sixth Hour from the Book of Gates in another realm.

 

Birthing Maids/Maidens: Women who assist in birthing babies

 

Blood Phase:  When a human transitions over to a Vampiri, which happens when they reach maturity. 

 

Book Of Gates: Is not an actual book, but 12 Gates that house different realms guarded by different creatures. In immortal mythology, it claims to house the 12 hours of the night. 

 

Broker Demon: A demon who can make/negotiate deals with others

 

Cleansing: The process where the Defiant Ones kick-start the destruction of Earth to build a new one, which they’ve done twice so far. 

 

Cumul: The place where Air Dragons live, normally considered clouds

 

Cup of Life:  An ancient relic that is used in a blood ritual.

 

Croucher Demon: An entrance demon. 

 

Daedalus' Labyrinth on Crete: An elaborate structure that houses Minotarus the Minotaur (half-man, half-bull) that no prisoner can escape from. Those sent to Daedalus never return… 

 

Daemonia Realm: A forbidden realm to all higher Angels. A place where demons go to get away from persecution. 

 

Danea Trinity: The Blood, the Cup, and the Drinker

 

Defiant Ones: The entity, taking three forms, which sets in motion the evolution of mankind after total destruction; may only be stopped by Clan Ellys; older than the Earth itself.

 

Deva: An endearment, meaning love or loved one. 

 

Elder Angels: Earthbound Angels that act as liaisons between the realms. Their powers are believed to be limitless. But as a checks and balance, they are only allowed to mate with humans, which have diluted their bloodlines over the centuries. There are light and dark Elder Angels. 

 

Elder Wine: An immortal drink mixed with Angel's Blood 

 

Eldoni: Water Sprites

 

Elemental Demon: A demon able to control the elements

 

Elite Council:  A Council of Higher Angels, above the Archangels that control the Seraphim Warriors.

 

Ferals/Blue Bloods: A breed of immortals enslaved by the Gods for their ambrosial blood. They were sometimes called Blue Bloods, as their blood is blue. Their blood contains healing qualities and induces the drinker into a euphoric state. They were believed to be extinct.

 

Fion: Another world inside of Earth, beneath the oceans. Also called Aecor.

 

Fionan: A person from Fion

 

Fire Water: A beverage only Demons can drink

 

Fire Worms: Little worm-like bugs with razor sharp teeth that secrete neurotoxin that causes complete paralysis.

 

Forbidden Ruins: A city that rests on the outer edges of hell. Its inhabitants are mostly slaves, and are forced into labor or sold to demons.

 

Hall of Souls:  A place where souls that can never be reborn go. Typically only the good souls go here, whether it be by request or punishment.

 

He Whose Name is Hidden: First Gate of the First Hour, guarded by two Serpents

 

Host:  Usually a human who is able to host lost souls within. They tend to see immortals in their true form, as all immortals are compatible with hosts. The abilities of the housed can be transferred to the host, lending them their talents or attributes. 

 

House Dead Crest: One of the three Royal Vampiri houses, rumored to be from death demons

 

House Elore: Light Fae Royal House; banished from Fion

 

House Kanis: Jorunn’s family name; current rulers of Arouni

 

House Lial: Light Fae Royal House; banished from Fion

 

House Red Haven: One of the three Royal Vampiri Houses, rumored to be from war demons

 

House Tanna: Light Fae Royal House; banished from Fion

 

House Vayne: One of three Royal Vampiri Houses, rumored to be from true blood demons

 

Immortal Council: Comprised of Immortals such as Elder Angels, the Elite Council, and demons, this group employs and controls the Seraphs

 

Immortal Database (ID): A database that houses all things Immortal (or at least is supposed to)

 

Leviratus: A pack tradition of old where the son marries his brother's widow. He can take her as a the first mate or the second mate if the son is already married. She is also to produce offspring with the second son as quickly as possible so that the child may be claimed as the dead brother's offspring. 

 

Lotus-eaters: Female demons that entice their patrons in a seductive dance, weaving a web of forgetfulness. They enable the watcher to forget for a time.

 

Lycans: A shifter breed of werewolves. They are of lesser class than those directly descended from Lycaons.

 

Lycaons: A race of werewolves that are direct descendants of the Arcadia King son of Pelasgus and Melioboea. He tested Zeus by serving him a dish of his slaughtered son to see whether the God was truly omniscient. In return, he was turned in to a wolf.

 

Majesti: Ruler of Fion

 

Marsu: “Mother” in Fionan

 

Matria: The Matriarch of the Phoenix Enclave

 

Moirai: The Fates

 

Nephil: Half Angel/Half Demon

 

Nephilim: Half Angel/half Human

 

Nesting: A phase of deep sleep that a female phoenix goes into before her death. 

 

Para-Housed: Para-Housed is the being or soul housed inside a host. Usually an immortal but can be a human ghost. The Para-Housed is commonly confused with a Walker, but the two are not the same. A Walker has a body, while the Para-Housed does not, making it thrive only when housed with a Host. 

 

Phoenix: Mythical Immortals said to be descendants of Alexander the Great. There are five Houses now bonded as one. The females go through their nesting phase, then their death, and finally their rebirth. 

 

Primori Walker: An Alpha Walker. Healer and able to walk/step into other's bodies, taking on their pain, or even pleasure. They can dream-walk, as well as incite nightmares if they choose. They are usually awoken when they have been wronged in a way that is detestable 

 

Queen of the Keep: Jorunn’s mother’s title

 

Realm of Light: The sixth hour in the Books of Gates, guarded by the All Seeing Eye 

 

Red Sun Organization: A radical organization of immortals who believe they should not bow to human society.

 

Regs/Regular: Vampires that are considered regular. They do not have fangs, and can only drink blood that is compatible to their own.

 

Runner/Runon: Horse-like, but also stag-like, creature that comes in various colors

 

Sahidic: Ancient Text the Angel of Unveiling asks the team to retrieve.

 

Sanctuary: A place for souls that are on the waiting list to be taken to hell. They can petition for their souls and ask for redemption, but at the discretion of the warden. 

 

Seether: A demoness that guards the crypt beneath St. Michel

 

Semain: Amrita’s brother

 

Shadow Unit: A group of Immortals put together in a task force to police their kind. They are a covert group and only the highest-ranking officials of the world know of their existence.

 

Siren:  A serpent-like creature, usually female, that can look beautiful. Able to lure with their voice or repel. 

 

Sixth Hour:  The Gate is named Throne of our Lord, or The Realm of Light and houses the realm of Asa. It’s protected by the All Seeing Eye a serpent like Goddess and her 12 mummiform Gods. 

 

Sharma: A priestess from House Phoenix

 

Slave Law: A law for Regs to live in servitude to a royal house before they can become part of the family through a Blood Vow.

 

Solum: The part of Earth that is on land

 

Somail: Fionan response to greeting

 

Sonali: Greeting or blessing in Fionan

 

Spawnfire Dragon: An ancient dragon the Archangel Michael fought

 

Sunilit: An animal of Fion that is a cross between a horse and a dragon, but has no feet and possesses large fins

 

Suvack: The Cup

 

Tala: Delicacy eaten in Fion, an animal that tastes like a combination of chicken, steak, and duck

 

Tasting: A bacchanalia of sorts for Ferals to come together to find their mates. 

 

The Agency: A secret organization that keeps tabs on The Shadow Unit.

 

T.I.M.: The Immortal Movement

 

VAB: Vampire Blood AB, a drug sold to humans and other immortals looking for a high. It’s illegal to sell and punishable by death in some Houses.

 

Vampiri: Royal members of one of the three Vampire houses infected with a demon strain of blood. They have fangs, and can drink from any blood source without an adverse reaction.

 

Walker:  A race of warriors that can walk among the living or the dead. They have the ability to temporarily walk into another body or life-form in order to heal, take away pain, or to hide. A Walker must return to its body within 24 hours or risk dying. Only the Primori Walker can be without his body for days at a time. 

 

Warrior Guard: Bodyguards to the Elder Angels

 


 

 

 

I influence the bad, I push the good-hearted over the edge. ~ Enri, the Black Prince.

 

 


Prologue

 

 

Un-definable—and un-observable—the universe did not exist. It didn’t include time or space. To even think one could imagine a parsec—3.26 light years—let alone twenty-eight million of them was incomprehensible. From nothing to something, the universe appeared. Many have tried to substantiate the known universe. Put a name to its beginning. Assumption after assumption with many hypotheses, tales, and even reenactments in closed, confined spaces of the cosmos. In truth, it’s defining moment started with one being and a stream of consciousness. 

It was nothing, and then suddenly it was something.

A thought. 

An idea. 

A theory. 

And in theory, there were multiple verses and a multitude of words to describe its vastness. But even before there was a verse or a vast amount of …anything, there were no words or any true form of communication. 

Only matter and energy. 

It moved. It vibrated. A wave of displacement that when produced, created an awakening through its medium with the help of space. Sound came first. It’s origin of movement only known to a few. But it was because of Sound there was a presence, which meant something occurred in order for it to exist. 

And it existed in the Darkness. 

An empty void in space that collected and assembled Sound. But Darkness became lonely, and out of its loneliness, Light was born. An illumination occurred, bringing forth a phenomenon. Sound called it Immaru. But inside Immaru was a radiance— and it endured the Darkness— who only communicated through Sound. The communication brought forth whistles and howls, which became grunts and growls. And from it, Sound sang out a name. 

Erebos.

Darkness wasn’t aware he had a name, but he did. Unending in its nature, the name itself was an abstraction. The voice he heard in the vast emptiness of his existence called him Erebos. The name at first was raw and needed shape. So, Erebos took form. Not in the shape of a man, but in the shape of what he thought himself to be, for Darkness did, in fact, think. 

He stretched himself wide, blanketing the void, filling the space until he could no longer expand. The expansion itself was exhausted. Infinite and lasting. Erebos existed for a time with just Sound and Light. All too soon, even they were not enough to quell his loneliness. 

It wasn’t until Sound suggested Darkness touch Light that a genesis occurred. Just friction at first. Slow. Steady. Back and forth until a spark ignited. And from that spark, Chaos was born. It burned and became a combination of Darkness and Light—Erebos and Immaru—churning until the embers of its fire turned to cosmic dust, giving way to a sentient being much like Darkness, Light, and Sound. Chaos introduced new elements, formed a kind of magnetic friction where matter made of atoms and molecules thought for itself. No explosion, or even a loud clang, just a beginning.

It started off small and expanded until it went from cold to hot, back to cool—only to start the process over again— repeating until Chaos created life. The first signs were thought to be a man, but Chaos’s mind hadn’t quite captured what it was to be mortal. He spun the stars, billions of stunning bright conceptions that became clusters and nebulae before evolving into vast universes who gave birth to galaxies and dwarf galaxies. And within those galaxies existed the planets and their satellites. From there, a world was born and the first flickers of life began—each occurrence taking consciousness, purpose, and form. It was a singular moment that jumpstarted the known Universe into action.

Not sure how to contain this new form of creation, Darkness watched and waited. The first world emerged on the far edges of the known universe— an icy, barren land. Life there was brutal and unkempt. Chaos chose to father many more worlds, testing his boundaries and pushing himself harder and harder. It made Darkness angry. He wanted ownership of what his offspring had created.

Harsh words were exchanged, and to keep the peace, Sound silenced them both for a time. But as time passed, Chaos created in secret. He felt spurned and unappreciated as Erebos and Immaru basked in the ambiance of his older ideas. But within Chaos’s concept, there was a recipe he’d perfected, an enhancement of awareness, until a different kind of being was born.  

The existence of man. 

The emergence of others more than man.

Chaos had long since felt he should be the rightful heir. Left to his own devices, he, too, evolved. Into something more, something less, and finally, into something he himself no longer recognized. As he took shape into the perfect form—an image of one of his own—he was cast out of his place next to Darkness and Light—his origins erased and handed over to one of his own creations. 

Hades, the would-be jailer of Tartaros and keeper of the Underworld took in Chaos. Led to believe he was spawned from Hade's own seed, Chaos—for a time—tried to please those around him. Seeking favor in his father’s eyes, never understanding, his memory kept from him along with his capabilities.

Chaos was never to know his true nature. He was the spark, the creator. The offspring of Darkness and Light, and true heir to the Throne of Creation.

Erebos claimed the throne for himself, and as he took over what Chaos created, he mutated the verses and produced his own kind of existence. Separating man from the origins of creation, Erebos constructed a veil. He gave birth to the Dawn, who was forever known as Aurora, and her sibling Dusk, known as Astraeus, and the two of them combined became the Night. 

They’d wanted him dead. But as with all things in their world, one thing was constant. Every action constituted a reaction. Kill the spark, and they’d kill his creations, casting them back into nothingness. 

It would be eons, maybe more, before the memories of his true nature surfaced. But for now, this new being, this new kind of Chaos, enjoyed moving others to do as he willed. Like pieces on a chessboard, they played his game. To some, he was simply known as the bastard son of Hades. To others, he was the dark whisper in the night, the devil on your shoulder, and the conscience that encouraged rage or incited fear. He referred to himself, as Enri—the Black Prince. 

 

 


Chapter 1

 

 

He should have told them all the truth. Warned Dietrich and the others that all was not what it seemed. There were those who could change the course of history. Words could be spoken and unspoken, casting things into a spiral of confusion. It was as simple as that. But the conversation Gregor overheard between the two males was anything but the truth.

“I have a question to ask you.” 

“Well, Primori, I have a question for you.” 

“What is it?”

"Who do you think is the devil on your shoulder? It isn't my dear old dad, Hades, or that pussy Lucifer. He’s too busy looking for a way back into the pearly gates—something that’s different for each of you by the way. There’s an order to life and death. There’s a system. You can’t break one rule and bypass another. It’s not done. Just not done!” The Fallen appeared to be out of breath, but he wasn’t finished. He had more to say. “It’s not any of the other pawns I've moved around over the centuries either. It's me. I influence the bad, I push the good-hearted over the edge. And why do you think that is?"  

"Man, I don't give a fuck who you are or what you're capable of. What I care about is the endgame. You have information we need. That's why I'm here, and that's what you're going to give me. You're testing my patience, Enri."  

"Testing you? You think this is testing you? I haven't even begun to fuck with your head. But for argument’s sake, I'll drop you a lifeline."  

Gregor couldn’t be sure what Enri showed Dietrich, but what he knew was that it pissed him off. 

"I don't need to see this shit."  

"Oh, but you do. She's not finished yet, that's just a taste of what's to come. How about we take a look at what's happening right now? While you're standing here trying to get information from me, Stegis and Bren are doing a bang-up job of getting all up in sweet little Jorunn."  

“I said I don’t need to see this shit,” Dietrich snarled.

“Oh, come on. You’re not even a little bit curious whether she can take more than one cock? I mean, she’s already had yours, and apparently, you can’t give her what she wants. What if it was three of us? One in each hole. Then she’d really be doing it well.” 

There was the sound of a fist hitting flesh, and Gregor heard bones crack. The laughter, he knew, came from Enri. 

“Who needs to drink the blood?” Dietrich demanded. 

And there was their issue. Who indeed was to drink Jorunn’s life-force? The Danea Trinity consisted of the cup, the blood, and the vessel that would drink from the cup. Alistair told Draven that much. But no one had told Alistair the rest. It was forbidden. 

The sound of fluid hitting the floor was evident. But Gregor knew it to be blood. It was thicker, and there may have even been a tooth or two in there as something tapped the floor. 

“You’re going to pay for that, asshole,”

There was more hitting, then Gregor stepped in. 

“That’s enough.” 
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“So now you give a fuck about what happens to me? Eh, dog?” 

Enri glared at Gregor. Smug bastard. 

Gregor, a hellhound bitten by Cerberus, was formidable, but still no match for Enri. His current situation, although temporary, still put him at a disadvantage.

“You should not have provoked Dietrich.” 

“Fuck you.” 

“You should not provoke me,” Gregor warned. 

Enri laughed. 

What everyone should be worried about was provoking him. He could be hurt. But he couldn’t be killed. It’s why they’d chosen the chains dipped in stardust. They’d learn soon enough they couldn’t keep a determined bastard down. He was firstborn. The rightful heir to the coveted Black Throne. All of them would pay. He wouldn’t grant them any type of leniency. Not now, or ever. The moment he got free from the crypt, shit would go down. He’d put in a day’s work of staining the walls and ground crimson with their blood. 

“Why don’t you save yourself the headache and just let me go? I’ll walk out of here and leave you all to your own miserable excuse of an existence.” Liar, liar. 

Right after he slaughtered them all. 

“You know I can’t do that. You’ve caused enough trouble, as it is. You are setting things into motion which cannot be undone. Be still, Enri. Lay down your fight.” 

This time, he let out a gut-clenching laugh. It hurt like a son of a bitch, but laugh he did. 

“Lay down my fight? Be still? No one talks like that, Gregor. Not in this century. Have you not been outside these walls? Do you not have any social skills?” 

“I don’t need to leave these walls. My duty is here. I will remain here.” 

“Spare me the melodramatic speech.” 

Enri had to admit bantering back and forth with Gregor did provide some entertainment. 

“Are you hungry?” Gregor asked instead of responding. 

“Sure. I could eat. Bring me some fresh pussy—or better yet, bring me a virgin. Are you still sacrificing them?” He snickered. 

“You disgust me.” 

“Right back at you, bro.” 

Gregor turned to leave, and Enri threw out his last parting remark as his way of communicating just how happy he was to be locked in a crypt. 

“Gregor, I hope you enjoy the afterlife. Because, for you, that’s all you have to look forward to.”

Fucking bastards. He’d give the guy credit, though. He could pull off nonchalance with the best of them. Gregor wasn’t easily upset. 

The air was stale. Rank. The smell of death strong among the old bones resting silent beneath Enri’s feet. Dietrich was long gone and with the answer to his question. Although it had been an easy one, it wasn’t one he’d had to answer. But comply, he had. 

He’d leave this place and continue the path he’d chosen for himself. He’d had worse done to him at the hands of his beloved father. This, well…it was a walk in the motherfucking park. Complete with sunshine and pinwheels. Fuck ’em all. They thought holding him with stardust-dipped chains would do the trick. It wouldn’t. Did it sting? Fuck yeah, it did. But it only lasted for a time. Enri assumed it was why Gregor continued to visit him, and not his half-brother, Zagreus. Z didn’t have a fucked up bone in his body. He was all about forgiveness and peace. 

Stupid fuck. 

Like his brother, he’d once tried to be a do-gooder. Attempting to right the wrongs in the world and punish the unjust. Half of what he knew to be true wasn’t true. Love did not prevail, nor did it conquer fucking all. Whoever came up with that cheesy-ass line anyway? And why did mortals believe the hype? Gullible pawns, that’s what they were. Enri moved them as he wanted. Mortal, immortal—it didn’t matter. Time would be up soon. Very soon. Things were coming to a complete halt, and whether people were ready for the crescendo at the end or not wasn’t his goddamn problem. 

The gusts were picking up again, and Enri knew wind didn’t exist beneath the crypt. Someone was spying on him. Getting their kicks out of his current situation. 

“At least show yourself,” Enri said into the stale darkness. 

No one responded. 

But he felt the breeze again. This time, like a caress against his cheek. Then his arms and chest. 

“Stop fucking around.” 

He knew he wasn’t hearing things because he heard everything. The sludge on the walls as it made its way down the stone. The waves pounding against the cliff outside the very cell that kept him prisoner. Even the microorganisms that crackled and gnawed at the algae gathered in the crevices of the brick walls. If he wanted, he could persuade them to do his bidding. But by the time they delivered him his freedom, he’d have aged at least another fifty years— and his plans needed to be completed in less time than that. He’d procrastinated long enough.

Again, the sound of wind rushed by him—this time funneling through the crypt in a whisper that almost sounded like his name. Z appeared in front of him, a plate of food in hand. His brother tossed it down as if he could easily eat. Didn’t matter. The bread was days old, and he was sure maggots crawled on the meat. 

“So, you do care?” Enri’s voice dripped with pure hate. Such a disgrace.  

Zagreus’s hand came down hard, jerking Enri’s head to the side. 

“You stupid fool!” his half-brother hissed. “You couldn’t stay away, could you? Had to go and mess things up. I don’t know why Father even took you in. Mother was against it.” 

Of course, Persephone was against it. Enri was a constant reminder of his father’s affair, who Hades liked to joke was Ananke, goddess of fate. Enri swallowed the blood filling his mouth. No use wasting good food. The shit they were trying to hand-feed him sucked balls. 

“I’m sorry your mother had to be reminded of our father’s philandering. But come on. Really, Brother? Did you think dad would seriously keep it in his pants? I mean, I have yet to meet my mother, but if she looks anything like me, well…she’s fuckable.” 

Another blow. 

This time to his solar plexus. 

 “You really are an arrogant and ignorant bastard.” 

“I aim to please.”

The robes his brother wore covered him from head to toe, his hands the only things visible. Zagreus’s face, a canvas of protection spells and incantations inked into his skin with iron and sulfur, lacked any kindness.  

“You don’t wish to please anyone but yourself. But what if I told you, you’re going to mess things up for everyone? Not just Father, but everything—this entire way of life?” 

Enri thought for a moment. Or at least he pretended to. What did he care if he upset everyone’s way of life? They were all instruments to him, anyway. Toys. Something for him to play with. He didn’t respond to his brother’s ranting because really…was he even expected to? Half the time, most people wanted to hear themselves talk. He listened. He acted. It was how he’d gotten as far as he had in the life he led now. He’d led several, in fact. More than most immortals. And in the back of his mind, buried deep in the layers of his memory, there was a door he didn’t walk through. Not for lack of trying—but because the door remained sealed to him. A place he couldn’t access, a place buried so deep, should he ever untether its chains and free what lay behind its confines, true terror would reign. 

“I’ve grown quite bored of the sound of your voice. Go away now. Leave me to my silence.” 

Zagreus looked his way and sneered. “If I could kill you myself, I would.” 

Enri lifted his head, and with his good eye, he winked. “Many have tried, all have failed. Good luck, little brother.” 

Gregor returned this time, and Enri watched as the two monks exchanged looks. 

“Have you heard of the Recommence?” Gregor asked. 

“Have you heard of shut the fuck up?” Enri tossed back. 

The look on Gregor’s face was beyond priceless; it even gave the term Kodak moment a run for its money. He’d heard of the so-called Recommence, but it wouldn’t be by his hand or anyone else. Who would want to be the one to unleash Eremiel and all his fucked up siblings? And mortals were afraid of the Four Horsemen. Eremiel, although he was the Angel of Unveiling, failed to mention what his Unveiling entailed. The Recommence would bring forth the one known as Chaos. No one had seen or heard from him since the onset of creation. But no one knew what it meant to unleash said entity. Would it be good? Bad? Did it matter?

“You’re not ready to hear what I have to say.” 

Enri shrugged his shoulders, the chains tugging at his limbs. 

“Not particularly, no.” 

Gregor turned to leave with Z following behind. 

Alone again. Just the way he liked it. The food on the ground made his stomach roll. How long had it been since he’d eaten something decent? He didn’t require sustenance, but he loved the taste. Food, when done right, had a way of transporting a person into a place of fond memories. What he’d really like was a rare—no, a bloody steak. Something he could sink his fangs into and shred. That’s what he needed. 

Instead of getting what he wanted, he fantasized. 

In his dream, he was formless in a vast sea of darkness where no light entered. Where even the air itself seemed frozen in place. But a swift breeze picked up, howling into the vast void of nothingness. Enri found if he listened hard enough, he could hear it speaking to him. 

“You are no son of Hades,” the voice whispered. “You are son to no known form of this world. You are endless.” 

Endless?

“Yesssss, endless,” the wind uttered against his ear. 

“Whose son am I, then?” Enri asked. His conscious mind was the only thing tangible where he drifted in a weightless environment. Yet, still, he felt powerful. Unwavering. 

“You are the son of Darkness and Light. You are Chaos.” 

“Right. And Santa Claus is really Loki. Try again.” 

A harsh flurry barreled through the space Enri occupied. It lifted him clear off the floor before slamming him back down. 

Now, he was awake. 

And pissed. 

The chains were burning his skin raw. He’d begun to heal, but every time he got an ounce of relief, the fire would return. The pain annoyed him. Because his ass hurt, as well, from sitting on the wet concrete. 

“You shall not mock me,” a voice in the corner said. 

“Show yourself and then we can talk.” 

“There is nothing of me to show. I have no form. I choose no form. I am Sound.” 

“If you are Sound, does that mean there is a Door, a Floor, and an Arm?”  

“Do. Not. Mock. Me.” The voice repeated.  

He hadn’t been locked up long enough to have gone crazy. Had he? Even if he had been out of commission for a while, it had only been a matter of days. Maybe just hours. Not years. 

“All right, Sound, if I am the son of Darkness and Light, why do I have a form?” 

“The form was the only way Hades could accept you into his home. A formless soul is not a soul at all.” 

“Indeed.” The sarcasm was thick in his tone.

Sound was not making any sense to him. At all.

“You are the Black Prince.” 

“Tell me something I don’t know.” 

“Your birthright is to sit at the helm of Creation.”

“Sound,”—he didn’t know how else to address it, as it had no male or female attributes to its voice, “last time I checked, Hades didn’t create anything at all. Just made things a little more uncomfortable in his jail of a home.” 

“You are not smart, Chaos.” 

“I’m beyond smart. I also encourage all forms of chaos.” 

“You don’t encourage, you are Chaos.” 

“Right, I get that. I make trouble. Listen, you’re not telling me anything new.” 

Sound shifted, the force of its voice disrupted the air and made it hard to breathe.

“You are the son of Darkness and Light. You are to sit upon the Throne of Creation. Claim your birthright. Defeat your father.” 

“I find your overabundance of faith disturbing.”
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Two Months later. 

 

There was no real reason why she should stay, but Yewa continued to hear the voice in her head. The creature from her journey outside the keep’s walls spoke to her. Asked her to help. She wasn’t a person to turn away from a person in need. Even if it was him. He needs you, the voice said. She wasn’t clear on why he needed her—but if someone needed her, Yewa would help. Her calling gave her the tools required to assist those in need. She wouldn’t turn her back on anyone in need of assistance. She knew who the Black Prince was; she also knew where Gregor and the others kept him. Locked away in a crypt, given food left out for days. Omari had not understood her reasoning behind staying in Fion. You didn’t give him your true intention. She didn’t need to. Old enough to make her own decisions, and no longer anyone’s prisoner or captive, she could make her own choices. She wanted to help, do what others had not done for her during her time of need. 

Yewa needed to go to Enri and do what wasn’t done for her. 

He needed her, after all. 

Yewa enjoyed the journeys to the surface. She’d even befriended some of the strange yet beautiful creatures she encountered. She’d sailed upon the great blue ocean, although ignorant of its true inhabitants. It wasn’t a voyage she cared to remember, but the view she had now stole her breath. Stegis took her into the water, deep beneath the waves, allowing her to experience all their realm had to offer. In Fion, everything was different. Their sky was the ocean-—but within their own lands, there was another kind of place for them to gather for a swim where water and air acted as one. Yewa found the longer she stayed in Fion, the greater her lung capacity. She’d adapted. 

Everything inside was magnified while swimming in the oceans. She’d started off in the cleaning basin as she learned to get her footing. She’d swum with the sisters, Nareen, Aren, and Par. Even the basin teemed with life. Yewa could hear her own heartbeat in her ears. She could hear the sweet, soothing sounds of whale calls, and the hiss of the waves as they swept across the silken sand floor. A better life existed in Fion for her. The transition from captive to freewoman, smoother. 

Eventually, you must leave this place, a voice said to her. 

Yewa knew that. She was afraid, but with the fear came equal amounts of excitement. She felt ready to explore and make a place for herself in the world. Taea had gone topside with Jorunn, her brother’s mate, and had returned with something she called soul music. It came with a device emitting sounds pleasing to her ears. It made her hips move, and her heart race. Other kinds of music soothed and relaxed her. She’d even been given something called headphones. Phones. Funny things they were. But in Fion, things from the human realm didn’t always work the way they were meant to. 

“What are you doing, girl?” 

Yewa jumped at the sound of Caelian’s voice. His vibrant, green-gold eyes assessed her. She’d been walking, not sure of her direction, but found she was inside the courtyard. 

“I was just walking.”

“You were just walking?” He said with a raised brow.

She nodded. Caelian was the more unapproachable one, out of the three brothers. He wasn’t wearing his robes. He wore a pair of linen trousers with no shirt. The markings on his skin, bold. The ones on his face, faded when in a certain light—as if only visible when he wanted them to be. 

“Turn around and go back to Fion. You don’t belong here.” 

She most definitely did belong here. Enri was here. 

“I am needed here.” 

“Yewa, I’m not going to tell you again. You need to leave.” Caelian’s body vibrated with strength. She knew he could overpower her. Knew they all viewed her as feeble. But no one realized she’d long ago come to terms with her strengths and her weaknesses. She’d endured so much pain she’d become numb on the inside and out. Nothing there but a shell of a woman. Someone who existed for the sole purpose of helping others. Yewa could live with that. She had the love of her brother, and that alone was enough to sustain her. She did not want or expect more. 

“Step aside, Caelian, and allow me to be of some help.” 

“Are you crazy? Did they have you locked up for so long you can no longer decipher between right, wrong, and plain crazy?” 

Head bowed, and voice above a whisper, Yewa answered, “Perhaps. But I will remain here until I’m given entrance to see Enri.” 
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