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Dear Reader,

It was such a delight to write the second story in the Hanbi Trilogy. Baruk and Orla made for some heated moments amid the danger surrounding their faction.

Forged by Twilight Paranormal Romance: Love Awakens Their Royal Soul.

Orla Murphy wanted a tattoo on her upper arm. How she ended up with it in a very intimate spot, she had no idea. If only the damn tattoo didn’t throb and burn every time she encountered the most irritating man, who seemed to think he was God’s gift to women... and her best friend’s brother-in-law!

Baruk Pazu, aka Humbaba, aka an Immortal Demon and a Hanbi Royal, thought he had more time, but the curse Lucifer had bestowed on all the factions of the otherworldly creatures threw a wrench in the works. The love of a variety of women to ease his lusts was over. He had to find his soulmate... and quickly.

To exacerbate matters, their family amulet had disappeared again, placing them right back where they started—weakened powers and struggling for the survival of their faction and of humanity. All too soon, their faction powers began to wane, and he was forced to speed up the courtship of his human truemate.

Easier said than done. 

Lucifer was up to his usual tricks, bringing about discord among the Hanbi faction. Bound to Baruk by a mate-kiss, he believed Orla was safe from Satan’s cruel intentions. He was wrong, and the decisions he made threatened to destroy not only his faction but the entire human race.

The trilogy must be read in order, so if you haven’t read GUARDIAN’S SPELL, The Hanbi Royals Book 1, why not delve into the delicious world of demons and devils?

I hope you enjoy this story.

Warm regards,

Kimila Taylor
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Prologue
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WITH DARK BROWN HAIR TIED BACK AND A NEAT goatee shining with the blaze of the fire before him, Lucifer stood by the edge of the forge, his head thrown back in fury. His tall, powerful stance vibrated with power as he lifted his hands in the air and chanted.

“Forged by twilight, cursed by fire

Powers of each divided by my ire

Sever them in three  

One to true love it will be

One to the nearest object, the curse will keep

The last with the beings, the power will sleep


To bring weakness to might, all three will need to be right



Forged in fire and light, bringing all beings' powers

together to be put to right.”
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Chapter One
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Humbaba came, and everywhere he stepped, 

he left a track,

the paths and the way left well-trodden...

In his wake, through every forest, birds sang.

A desolate pigeon moaned, 

upon which a turtle dove chirped.

Monkey elders sang aloud as a baby monkey bawled.

Like an orchestra’s rhythm

They played a melody in the presence of Humbaba.

Humbaba’s personal lair, deep inside the Cedar Forest in the Land of Desodotamia, at the outer bounds of the ocean, the entrance to the Underworld.

“ENOUGH, OH MIGHTY HUMBABA! PLEASE, NOW!”

“You should know better than to rush me, Katja.” Humbaba Pazu, aka Baruk in human form, the demon-God protector of the Cedar Forest, brother to Pazuzu and their sister Phoenix, was the master of touch. No female—human or demon—could resist him once his lustful essence flowed from skin to skin.

Known for his sexual prowess in both human and demon form, he had become the conquistador of many, pursuing his pleasures far and wide in the Underworld and across the Universe, Earth included.

“Besides, little demon, the night is still young. Why rush the pleasures of the flesh?” He grinned wickedly as he twitched his cocks inside her two orifices. It was the advantage of being a Hanbi demon—they had the multi-phallus of a serpentine. He was one of a limited number of demons who could retain that attribute in human form. It made for hours of pleasurable wickedness, introducing human females to his split penis. When he needed a rough sex session, a demon female had the strength and resilience he needed to exert pent-up energy. With them, at least, he didn’t have to hold back.

“Do rush, brother dear. You are once again late for a meeting with King Pazuzu, and he’s not in the best of moods as it is.”

The amused voice from the doorway elicited a furious shriek from Katja as she attempted to cover her naked form where she straddled Baruk. As the niece to Beleth, a mighty and terrible king of Hell, she was feared by many, but not by Humbaba’s fiery sister, Phoenix, who ignored the fierce glower she cast at her for the untimely interruption.

“I’m not easily impressed, Baruk, so there’s no need to torment the girl. Get it done. I’ve been tasked not to return without you.”

“Very well, little sister.”

“Ohh... fuck!” Katja’s raw scream echoed through the room as Baruk sent her over the edge with a butterfly touch of his finger. She shuddered as spasm after spasm rippled through her. The embarrassment of being watched while in the throes of a climax was forgotten as her lover fed her lust until, with a roar, he ejaculated inside her, setting her off in a throng of climaxes that stole her ability to breathe. With a desperate gasp, she gave over to the black void of unconsciousness while her body shuddered in the aftermath of the multiple climaxes his hot cum triggered inside her.

Like his brother, Blane, Baruk posed a frightening figure. The Hanbi demon males were hybrids—the body of a man, the head of a scowling dragon-snake, and the multi-penis of a serpentine. Their distinctive canine and feline features kept friend and foe mesmerized by the spirit with huge wings and talons, like birds of prey, and the deadly tail of a scorpion.

“Nothing beats starting a new day with a good hard fuck.” His deep growl rumbled on the wind as the scorpion’s tail cracked in tune with every flex of muscles as he stretched lazily.

“Your slut passed out, Baruk, so you can stop parading your naked glory,” Phoenix quipped as she watched the familiar glimmer of the swirling lilac and dark purple-onyx scales covering his body in the glow of the rising sun, ending with a shimmer along the sharp demon horns on his head.

“You take the fun out of everything,” Baruk grumbled as he finished washing and headed to the door.

“Stop right there.” Phoenix pointed at the royal purple with gold trim cloak hanging on a hook against the wall. “I have no intention of tripping over your oversized phallus. Cover yourself, please.”

“Like I said, you spoil all the fun.”

Demons preferred to parade around the realm in their natural form and as a rule, hated the restrictions of clothes. Baruk particularly found it a chore since he was always primed and ready for sexual pleasures. In his opinion, it was a waste of precious time to rid himself of whatever covered him.

“What has our dear brother’s hackles up this early in the day?”

“Gmphf, early? Take a look outside. It’s already noon.” She shook her head. “You better get your head out of all those pussies you bury yourself in, Baruk. We have to find our amulet. You know how important it is for our faction’s survival.”

“You don’t have to remind me,” he grumbled. Snapping his fingers, he transported them to the hallway of the Hanbi Royal Castle.

“If you weren’t only interested in heating your cock from dusk to dawn, I wouldn’t need to,” Phoenix said, not missing a beat.

“Do I detect a note of jealousy, little sis?” Baruk glanced at her with a teasing glimmer in his eyes.

“Of what? That you continue to indulge in senseless sex like a snothead little demon who just discovered he has two dicks?” She tossed her long, red tresses over her shoulder. “Be warned, Baruk, you’ll be so busy fucking every woman in sight, you’ll miss the one—your soulmate—who can save you from total darkness.” She glared at him. “Need I also remind you until you have found, fallen in love, and mated with her, I can’t carry on with my path searching for the one out there meant for me?”

“Ah, so that’s the red-hot poker sticking up your ass,” he drawled with a lazy grin. He exhaled slowly, more than aware of the burden of the curse placed on them by the degenerate Devil, Lucifer. He had stolen their family’s amulet, which guided their strengths and powers. The only way to break the curse was to find the amulet. Each of the Hanbi Royals had to fall in love with their soulmate and mate-bond once it had been secured. Blane was already in love with and happily married to his fiery human wife, Zara Santiago. Whereas Blane had readily searched for his mate, Baruk enjoyed the variety of pleasures of the flesh too much to want to mate-bond as yet. Falling in love wasn’t even a consideration.

“I don’t see why you’re surprised.” Phoenix sulked. “I’ve made it abundantly clear I am ready to mate-bond. You know very well it can’t happen until you, as the next successor to the throne, fulfill your duty to the faction.”

“That’s a fucked-up rule,” he growled as they approached the gold-crested door to King Pazuzu’s chambers. “One that was made in ancient times. Pazuzu can change it.”

“You know as well as I do, that’ll never happen. Blane is a stickler for demon traditions. No, dear brother, I suggest you accept your fate... unless you want it on your conscience when our entire faction is destroyed.”

“Why don’t I just kill Lucifer... problem solved. Yeah, I don’t understand why no one in all the factions hasn’t already thought about it.”

“You’re such a fucking leathcheann!” Phoenix slammed a fist against the King’s chamber door as she cast a scathing look at Baruk. “Do you honestly expect me to believe you aren’t aware of all of those who have tried since he uttered that stupid curse? Or that every one of them was obliterated in a ball of flames for their trouble?” She snorted as Blane’s gravelly voice ordered them to enter. “You better get your head out of your ass. Wishing away your responsibility and Lucifer’s curse won’t change anything. None of us have a choice in this, Baruk. You know it as well as I do.”

Baruk didn’t respond as he pushed open the door, then followed her inside. He had searched harder than either of his siblings for the amulet and was overjoyed when Blane found his soulmate, albeit a human. He knew how their faction depended on them to save them from being without any powers or worse, extinction. Phoenix was right. 

He’d been hiding his head in the sand for the past couple months to forget his time as a bachelor had come to an end. What he dreaded more than anything was that he would also be saddled with a human mate. His sexual needs were of such a nature an earthly female wouldn’t survive the daily demand to fulfill his desires. As a Hanbi Royal, he would never dishonor the family name by looking for alternative pleasures outside of the wedded restrictions placed on him as one of the family.

In all honesty, Baruk didn’t believe he’d be able to find what he needed in a monogamous marriage, demon or otherwise. One woman had never been enough for him. He thrived on variety, more specifically, two at the same time. Just the thought of being forever bound to touch, feel, and fuck the same woman, day in and day out... he shuddered at the dour future ahead.

“It’s about time.” Blane’s gravelly voice preceded their approach. He stood on the balcony, looking out over the sixth river of the Underworld, the Oceanus, which encircled the realm and marked the east edge they ruled.

“Next time, you can fetch him yourself.” Phoenix perched on the wide stone ledge of the balcony. The look she cast at Baruk spoke volumes. “I’ve had it with him and his torrid sexcapades. Maybe you should hack off one of his cocks. That might solve all our problems once and for all.”

“Ouch, that’s rad, little sis, even for you,” The pained expression on Baruk’s face spoke volumes as he cupped his crotch in a protective gesture.

“Enough.” Blane cut their bickering short. “Time is running out. If we don’t find our amulet and the two of you find your soulmates, the entire faction is doomed.” He glowered at them. “So, own up to your responsibilities as my successor, Baruk, and stop drilling every willing orifice you can find just to avoid fulfilling your duty. Fucking your dicks until they turn green isn’t going to change it.” He turned a glacial look at Phoenix. “You know what I expect of you, so stop putting the blame on your brother for not being able to move on with your life.”

“But Blane! I can’t mate-bond until Baruk has found his soulmate.”

“Which doesn’t stop you from finding yours and making him fall in love with you while this dipshit gets his ass in gear. The quicker all three of us are mate-bonded, the quicker our faction is safe.”

Blane ignored the icy look between his siblings.

“Dev just visited me at the Pazu Gym.”

“One of the werewolf owners from the Twilight Bar and Grille at the Twilight Sphere Hotel?” Baruk asked with a puzzled look. They hadn’t heard from any of the factions in the three months since Blane had gotten married. He had been naive to believe it was because Lucifer had backed down. Just another twist in the make-believe world he’d been living in instead of searching for their amulet.

“Yes.” Blane poured each a mug of Curata,  an elixir that fed their powers and tasted similar to espresso, only much stronger. He took a deep sip before continuing, “Lucifer is becoming impatient with the lack of urgency from the factions. Apparently, he’s interfering with every Royal’s quest to find the amulet and their mates. Two Royals have died, which voids their participation in saving their factions.”

“How the fuck does that work?” Baruk barked angrily.

“We all know how sly Lucifer is. He has us all locked in an iron cage to which he holds the key. Apparently, it’s in the fine print. If all three Royals can’t fulfill their duty, they are left with two choices. Their faction dies or offers fealty to Lucifer and serves only him.”

“So, he runs around killing us off to secure his place as the mighty leader over every otherworldly realm.”

“It’s one way he can be assured of becoming the only ruler of the Underworld.”

“Not on my fucking watch.” Baruk finished his drink and stomped toward the door.

“Where are you going?” Phoenix shouted after him as he disappeared in a hazy swirl of purple.

“To find our amulet, and this time, I’ll make sure we don’t lose it again!” Baruk’s voice sounded hollow as it echoed from a distance as he transported back to his lair.
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Chapter Two
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Twilight Ink Parlor at the Twilight Sphere Hotel, City of Sin, Las Vegas...

“ARE YOU SURE ABOUT THIS, ORLA?” MORENA Drummond glanced dubiously at Zara, their best friend and wife to Blane Pazu, as the three women stepped inside the plush entrance to the tattoo  parlor. Zara just shook her head. They both knew Orla well enough not to even ask the question.

“Well, I have to say, this is very different from other ink shops I’ve seen,” Orla Murphy said, preferring to ignore the question as she looked around the tastefully decorated shop.

“I suppose it’s because the tenants have to keep to the hotel’s decorated guidelines and color schemes.” Zara sat down in a plush dark red chair, a stark contrast against the black shaggy carpet and walls. The interior was done in accents of black, red, and silver, with large mirrors on the walls and a delicate chandelier in the center of the room, hanging high from the ceiling.

“Then this is the best place to get my first ink, don’t you agree?” Orla peeked down the hallway. “Do you think they’re even open? I don’t see or hear anyone.”

“Far be it from me to point out the obvious, but you’re not really the ink type, Orla.” Morena gracefully crossed her legs as she sat down opposite them. “You squeal in pain from a mosquito bite.”

“Pfft, you’re exaggerating. Besides, I specifically chose this parlor because my friend from work says the ointment they use is like an anesthetic.” She smiled brightly. “I won’t feel even as much as a needle prick.”

Morena looked at Zara, who shrugged negligently. “Let her be, More. You know, once she’s set her mind on something, nothing we say or do will change it.”

“Also true.” Morena jumped up and searched the reception desk. “Are you sure they’re not out for lunch? I don’t even see a bell to ring for service.”

Orla checked her watch. “Can’t be. It’s barely eleven in the morning.”

Just then, a young woman with pitch-black hair arrived through the door like a whirlwind out in the desert.

“Oh! I’m so sorry,” she whispered loudly and quickly skipped around the counter to put away her handbag. Peeking around the corner down the hallway, she sighed in relief when she saw the two closed doors. “Thank goodness they’re busy; otherwise, I would be out on my ass for sure.” Her equilibrium restored, she smiled brightly at Morena, who stood in front of the counter. “Have you been helped?”

“No, we were just wondering if you were even open today.”

“Of course we are,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper again. “I completely overslept, then I couldn’t find my car keys, and...” She waved a hand through the air, her cheeks blotched with color. “Well, you know how it is... one thing led to another, and just like that, I’m two hours late for work.” A painful expression crossed her face. “I just hope Marku and Radut didn’t realize just how late, or I’ll be without a job... again.”

“No need to apologize.” Orla walked closer and frowned at Morena for her sharpness. They all had been in trouble a number of times when they were young and struggling to make ends meet. “We only just arrived.”

“That’s perfect, then. My name is Pearl. What can we do for you ladies today?”

“Only her,” Morena interjected quickly. “Zara and I are definitely not the ink type.”

“Ignore her. She hasn’t had her morning donut sugar shot yet.” Orla tapped a finger on the appointment book. “I have an appointment at eleven. With Radut, is it?”

“Ah, yes, Miss Murphy.” Her eyes sparkled. “Do you know what design you want?”

“Sort of.” Orla’s cheeks turned red. Morena looked at her with curiosity, but Orla ignored her. “I have a drawing... something I’ve seen in my dreams. It’s so beautiful and delicate, it felt like the right thing to do. You know, to ink it on my upper arm.”

“That means you’re ready. When it feels like the right thing, that’s when you know it’s meant to be.” She checked the large silver clock against the wall. “It seems he’s running a little late. Do you mind waiting?”

“Not at all.” Orla sat down.

“Any idea how late?”

“Morena, really!” Zara admonished their friend.

“Just asking. I mean, if it’s going to be half an hour or more, we might as well go to the cafe for coffee and a quick snack.”
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