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Your mental health is important. Please use discretion, this book contains materials that some may find disturbing or triggering. 
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Achoo! “Damn dust,” I bite. 
The number of times I've sneezed while dusting down in the historical archives was becoming ridiculous. As the librarian and self-proclaimed historian of Grant's Grove, I've dusted and organized the old books numerous times; it's a tedious and endless chore. It's one of the few downfalls of my job, considering it's my dream job. Nevertheless, I do it even if it makes my allergies rage like an ancient Spartan warrior.
I continue with the task at hand, turning the corner to the back side of the row. I notice a book pushed slightly to the edge. That's strange since the only other person with access down here is my sixty-seven-year-old boss, who looks like a clean-shaven version of Dumbledore. He hates climbing down the stairs to the basement level, so he never comes down here. The text on the spine catches my attention as it's a book I don’t recall seeing. This is an old historical library, but I've been working here for eight years and have had to catalog all the archived books into our updated computer system. 
"ORDINEM," I whisper to myself. I take the book off the shelf and run my fingers over the capitalized font across the cover. “I’ve never seen you before.”
There’s a symbol on the front of two dragons wrapped around a sword. It's bound in old leather with a metal clasp and corner pieces. My Latin is rusty, so I’m not sure what it says. It looks over 200 years old but is in extraordinary condition.
I flip open to a random page, and it kicks up dust that makes me sneeze again.
“We desperately need an air purifier down here,” I say to myself out of frustration. The page I opened showed a diagram of random symbols and strange text I've never seen before. It doesn't look like any language I've ever come across. I flip through, and the whole book is covered in  this unknown language. The only thing written in English is several names on the cover page. Only one name looks familiar: the founder of our sleepy old town, Harrison Grant. He settled here with his wife after having a plantation built in central North Carolina. It wasn’t long until there was a small bustling town named after him. He financed a lot of the buildings in town and spared no expense. Many are built in Italian Revival and Colonial architecture. It's a gorgeous, picturesque little town that looks like it was dropped from a Hallmark Christmas movie.
A squeak from the door at the top of the stairs grabs my attention.
“Amy, are you down there dusting again?” Clint asks in a dry, raspy voice.
“Yeah. I’m coming up now. Is someone looking for something?” I yelled up to him, knowing he wouldn't come down to talk to me.
“Nope. Just getting ready to close for our lunch break,” Clint says as I head towards the stairs.
“Is it one already?” Time flies when you're busy discovering new, old books.
“Yeah, you’ve been down there a good while,” he croaks out. “I don’t know why you bother dusting down there. No one asks to see those old books anyways. We should just give them to a museum and be done with ‘em.” He waves in irritation as he hobbles over to the back office. Although we have a thirty-seven-year age gap, we tend to get along just fine, even if he can be a grouchy old man.
We've grown close in our eight years of working together, and he puts up with my love of books, history and wanting to preserve it, while I put up with his love of Elvis Presley and Planters Peanuts. That man can't have any other brand, or he'll throw a fit like a toddler who was given the wrong colored cup. 
I follow him through the door into the office, where I grab my lunch from the mini-fridge. “Clint, I'm going to sit at the main desk and call Charles. I found this old book downstairs that I’ve never seen before,” I say as I hold it up so he can see, hoping he might recognize it.
“Suit yourself. Tell Charles I said hi,” he huffs while shrugging me off, not acknowledging the book I’m holding up. “He's a good egg,” he mumbles to himself. As I leave the small room, the click of the radio brings Elvis’ voice to life. I walk across the lobby. My dirty converse seems squeakier than usual on the polished marble floors. It's a small town where everyone knows everyone. Thankfully, Clint isn’t big on dress codes, so he allows me to wear my ripped-up jeans and band tees to work. Most people around here don’t wear suits unless you work at the university a couple of towns over. So, Clint never felt the need for us to dress professionally.
I can't help but admire the beautiful detailing that went into the main entrance to the library, no matter how often I see it. The stone pillars were tall, with intricate carvings at the bottom. Two curved staircases on either side of the main desk lead to the second story of books with a small reading lounge and a robust stone fireplace. The ceilings were exquisitely detailed with plasterwork that a master of the craft could have only done. To top it off, a perfectly placed skylight bathes me in light while sitting at the main desk. Sometimes I have to pinch myself because some people only see these kinds of buildings in movies.
The weight of the book in my hand seems to grow heavier, feeling more like stone than bound paper. I sit down, placing the book on my desk, and I notice the gold inlay has faded and rubbed off over time in places. It's a beautiful book for its age, but I want to figure out what the writing inside says.
As I pick up the phone, the old twisted cord slaps the desk as I bring the dingy beige handset to my ear. I call my best friend from a local university who's an expert in languages. If he doesn't know what it says, he definitely has the resources to translate it. “Professor Charles LaRue,” Charles answers in a clear masculine voice.
“Hey, I need to use your brain for a minute,” I say as the book's unknown language completely enraptures me. The letters look familiar, but when they're all put together, it just looks like gibberish. It's like I've seen them before, but I know I haven’t, and it’s making my mind itch.
“Well, hello, beautiful,” Charles says flirtatiously.
“You’re a dork,” I roll my eyes and giggle at his usual flirtatious banter. “I found an old book I’ve never seen before in the basement archives. It's in a weird language I don't know, and I was hoping you could help me if you aren't too busy.”
“I have a few spare minutes for my favorite girl,” Charles says. 
I shake my head even though he can’t see it. Charles is my best friend, but he has always wanted us to be more than that ever since we met during our first year at university. He's a great-looking guy by traditional standards. He's tall at 6’1” and athletic. He has straight, chestnut brown hair that he wears short on the sides and long enough on top to be coiffed, with a few pieces perfectly misplaced. He has round eyes that are misty grey and a jawline that could cut glass with a permanent 5 o'clock shadow. 
Even though I like safety, he feels too safe, too conventional. He doesn't compare to the morally grey men in the books I read daily. Charles is sweet, charming, and funny, but there’s no mystery or danger to him. Most girls would love to date a guy like him, and he's had a fair share of those women, but he always comes back to me, and I’m not entirely sure why. I'm sure I’m setting myself up for failure in the love department, but I can't help but want the tall, broody man with an attitude and a sense of danger. One who knows how to treat every curve of a woman's body and has that ‘touch her and you’ll die’ attitude.
“Scan a few pages and send it over,” he says, snapping me out of my thoughts. Grabbing the book, I place it on the scanner, then flip through a few more pages and scan again. 
“I'm sending it over now.” I’m getting impatient waiting for him to tell me he’s received it.
“Got ‘em,” he says. “Woah. I haven't seen something like this since grad school.”
“So, you have seen this before?” I ask. My curiosity is piqued, and I can't stand the anticipation.
“Yeah, it was brief, and I mean a brief, vague lesson about languages used by secret societies, witches, and other miscellaneous groups. When I was in class, I honestly didn't pay much attention to it because what were the chances.”
“Wait, secret societies? Witches? Are you making fun of me? Because if you are, I'll hang up on you.” Charles loves to poke fun at me when I don't know specific languages, which usually ends with us laughing at my expense. He once told me an old Latin book I found was a book of erotic sexual rituals. In reality, it was a book on agriculture. He taunted me about it for weeks, and I nearly killed him.
“Amy, I promise you, I’m not joking. As I said, it was a brief lesson. Almost like the professor felt it was a waste of time to talk about it.”
“I haven't heard of any secret societies in Grant’s Grove, though.”
“Well, of course not, or it wouldn't have been a secret.” He was right, but stuff like this always leaves a paper trail somewhere. Typically there are little hints and clues left behind.
“It has Harrison Grant's name in it, too. I assumed something would show up somewhere.”
“Well, I can’t answer that for you, but I’ll do some digging and see what I can find. Can you send me a couple more pages so I can have a good range to go off of?”
“Sure. Thank you for doing this for me. I owe you,” I say as I scan a couple more things, including the diagram with the mysterious symbols. It looks like it could be something important, and there are several different versions inside.
“You can always have dinner with me tonight,” he urges.
“I would, but I'm closing the library tonight, and I have to catalog the new batch of books we got yesterday,” I say with a fake sigh of disappointment. Even though Charles is my best friend, he loves trying to romance me into changing my mind. He's always been a gentleman about me turning him down, though. I'll never understand why he wants me when he can have any woman he wants. I'm a good six, maybe seven on a good day. While he is a nine and most of the women he's dated look like models. I just can’t see myself being his type, and it isn’t from a lack of confidence. I just feel we aren’t in the same league.
“Alright. I guess I’ll catch you some other night.” I can practically hear him pouting on the other end of the phone.
“For sure. Thanks again, but I have to get going. My lunch is almost over.” We say our goodbyes, and I hang up the phone. I tuck the book into a semi-empty drawer with a few random pieces of  loose paper I should throw away, but I don’t out of laziness. But I keep returning to the book, staring at the closed drawer. Besides the odd writing, it doesn’t seem important, but a small voice in my head says it is. I try to push it out of my mind as I finish the rest of the day's work before I head home for the night. 
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Three Weeks Later 
I'm sitting at the main desk in the library, reading a dark fantasy novel. My elbow rests on the marble top with my chin resting on my palm. My book is about to get to a spicy scene, and I find myself biting my lower lip in anticipation when suddenly the phone rings, and I curse before answering.
"Grant’s Grove Historical Library. This is Amy. How can I assist you today?" I answered with the best customer service voice I could muster.
"Hey. It's Charles," he says, sounding a bit on edge. He usually calls me beautiful, gorgeous, hell, even sweet cheeks when he's feeling brave. I can tell right away that something's wrong.
"Oh, hey. Are you okay?” I ask. “You sound a bit off?” It's rare when he’s in a bad mood. Typically, he's pretty forthcoming when something has him peeved. Usually, it would be his opener. He is definitely one of those ‘you won’t believe what happened to me’ people when something goes wrong. 
“Yeah, I’m fine, just lacking caffeine and sleep. Not to mention, a couple of kids were being assholes in my last class.” I know he's lying; he sounds distracted and distant. Then his voice cracks a little when he says fine, but he continues. "But I'm calling to let you know I have some information on that book you found."
"Really? Spill the beans." I sit straighter in my chair in anticipation, pushing my book to the side. My excitement practically has me bouncing on the edge of my seat, waiting to hear what this book could possibly be. Maybe it’s an old guide to medieval sword-fighting techniques or something about dragons being real. But neither feels right. There is no reason for a book about sword-fighting to be written in code, which has been discussed for centuries.
"It turns out that book is an extremely rare and extraordinary find. I couldn't decipher the language, but a colleague of mine who specializes in occult studies knows it. He was able to decipher some things." He pauses for a long second. I'm trying to be patient, but the overwhelming urge to tell him to hurry up is at the tip of my tongue. He sighs again, but this time he sounds exhausted. "Amy, I'm sending my colleague to look it over. I really don't think you should be messing with it."
"What the hell do you mean 'You don't think I should be messing with it'? It's a book, Charles." This catches me off guard. What could be in this book that's so damning?
"Exactly! You, of all people, should know that the information in books can have power. And this book is no exception." The irritation in his voice is unmistakable. He hasn't raised his voice at me before, which has me on edge now. Two can play the attitude game, and I serve it up better than anyone.
"I'm not sure what you found, but I fully intend to ask your colleague," I say with a bit more sass.
"Look, his name is Jensen Norwood. He'll be there this afternoon. Please…" He pauses and lets out another breath. "Just do what he says and hand over the book. It’s dangerous."
"You can't be fucking serious? It's library property," I say condescendingly. He's being so dramatic over a book, it makes me think he’s hiding something, which pisses me off.
"I'm dead serious," he responds dryly.
"Charles, what's gotten into you? You’ve never been afraid of a book before, so what gives? We’ve translated some crazy things from those archives. How is this any different?" I'm secretly fuming that he thinks I can’t handle whatever is in this book.
"I really don't have time for this. I have a class starting in 10 minutes. I have to go." The line goes dead. That son of bitch hung up on me.
I can't believe he just did that. I slam the phone back on the receiver and lean back in my chair in frustration. What did Charles discover that is so damn 'dangerous'? And who the hell is Jensen Norwood? I blow loose hair from my face as I stare at the plastered ceilings.
My mind is flooded with questions I don't have answers to, but I know one thing. I'm not letting go of that book.
[image: ]
It's now 2 PM, and still no sign of this Jensen Norwood guy. I think it’s a prank until I hear the double doors open. In walks a man about 6'5" and drop-dead gorgeous. His dark espresso-colored hair is tousled but not messy, with a few loose strands brushing his eyebrows. His cerulean blue eyes glow and swirl as the light bounces off them from the skylight above. His beard looks several days old, and it enhances his high cheekbones and chiseled jaw. The expensive black suit he wears accentuates his broad shoulders and slim waist.
I have to stop myself from drooling as I stand from my seat. This man looks like he just stepped off the cover of GQ Magazine, and I'm staring like an idiot. I look down briefly to compose myself before looking up again and clearing my throat.
"Hello, is there anything I can help you with?" I say as my mouth suddenly feels as dry as a desert. Damn, where is my water when I need it?
"Yes. I'm looking for Amy Rinde." His voice is deep and gruff. It sends a chill down my spine and tingles between my legs.
"I'm Amy," I say, trying to sound as professional as possible since I can feel the tingling turn to a throb. I squeeze my thighs while shifting my weight to my other foot when I notice him staring at my red lips.
He smiles knowingly and reaches over the desk, and I take it. His hands are rough and callused, unusual for a professor at a university. "I'm Jensen Norwood. I believe Charles told you I was coming." Jensen oozes raw sex appeal, and staying focused is becoming a monumental task.
"Yes, he did. Charles didn't tell me why or what you've translated. Before, he mentioned witches and secret societies, but I hoped you could tell me more. I’m a bit of a local history buff, so this would be an awesome piece to display." The mention of witches and secret societies made him stiffen, but he relaxed a moment later.
"If I could just look at the book and read a bit more. I would love to tell you what I've found. Is there anywhere I can sit and read it privately?" He turns on the charm while giving me a flirtatious grin, and I damn near melt into a puddle. I have to fight to keep a level head since I'm skeptical he won't try to snag it and run off. Charles mentioned handing over the book, but that won't be happening regardless of the smoking hot man in front of me.
"Unfortunately, we don't have a private conference room, and the only other room we have is our back office which is locked right now." Clint had gone home early because it was a slow day. "But there are a few study tables on the second floor, past the fireplace. No one is up there right now, so it's fairly secluded." I never realized how fucking hard it is to remain professional when dealing with a man that instantly makes your panties wet, but I bend down and remove the book from the drawer I placed it in three weeks ago.
"Perfect." He steps back from the counter as I come around to lead him up the stairs. Suddenly his hard body slams into my back, and his hand is over my mouth as he yanks my head to the side. I have no time to react before I feel a sharp stab in my shoulder near my neck; everything goes blurry and black.
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Charles could've warned me how stunning Amy was. Seeing her sitting behind that desk, biting her lower lip as she reads, makes my cock twitch behind the zipper of my slacks. Her long, wavy black hair is tucked behind one ear as her pale green, almond eyes glided over the page, nearly making me stumble. Her skin is creamy ivory, and her lips are tinted red with the cutest button nose. Then she stood up, and I could see her curves. 
God damn!
She has perfectly round tits that peak out of the V-neck of her cropped band tee. Her high-waisted jeans made her ass and hips look delicious. When she looked at me, I could see the lust in her eyes, and I knew I could charm the hell out of her.
This isn't part of my plan with Charles, but she's been in possession of ‘ORDINEM’ for three weeks. I can’t take the chance that she may have researched it herself or contacted someone else for information. As she rounded the desk, I injected her with a strong sedative in her trap muscle before she could take the first step up the staircase. She struggled against my hold; feeling her thick, soft body pressed against me made my cock twitch again.
I quickly throw her over my shoulder and grab the book she dropped. As I'm walking towards the back door to my SUV, I can't help but notice her full, round ass is so close to my face that the temptation to bite it is overwhelming. But I hold back the urge until she begs me to bite her.
I quickly find the back entrance to the library, and exit. I parked my car by the back door earlier so it would be easier to go unnoticed having an unconscious woman over my shoulder. I cross the small alleyway and lay her down in the back seat. After I get in, I start the car and  quickly text Charles.

I have the book, and I'm on my way.

Charles
Did Amy put up much of a fight? I knew she was pissed to hand it over.

She did, but I handled it.

Charles
Good. See you soon. I'm just closing things up at the university.



It only takes about 30 minutes to get to the cabin, where Leo is already waiting for me. His graphite grey sports bike sits out front as I pull in next to it. He comes outside and leans against the porch wall while lighting a cigarette.
“Did you get it?” he asks, pulling the cigarette from his lips and blowing out a plume of smoke.
“Yeah, I did.” I approach the passenger side while holding it up and open the back door. I lift Amy over my shoulder and close the door.
“Holy fuck…” Leo’s mouth falls open. “Charles is going to be fuckin’ pissed you kidnapped his girl.” I readjust Amy to get a better handle on her and find my hand falling on the back of her upper thigh, igniting something feral in me. I wonder what kind of underwear she’s wearing, cute boy shorts that let her ass cheeks peek beneath them, or maybe a thong I can pull off with my teeth. Then it occurs to me that she could be going commando, which makes the blood rush to my cock again.
“If he didn’t want me taking what was his, maybe he should've done this job himself,” I mutter as I walk past him into the small wooden cabin. Most of the furniture is handmade from logs, driving home the rustic cabin aesthetic. I lay Amy down on the couch that has smaller log armrests.
Leo walks in at that point and closes the door. “What're your plans for her?”
“I’m still figuring that out,” I say thoughtfully. “Where are the handcuffs?” I look around to see Leo pulling them from a kitchen drawer. I have a feeling she’s feisty, so I’m taking the extra precaution to cuff her to the couch.
“Did you tell Charles what ya did?” he asks.
“No. Now we just have to wait until she comes to and for Charles to get here.” I know he'll be pissed, but I couldn’t give two shits. He had his opportunity to tell her everything, to bring her into the loop, but it's always followed by excuses. It was his way of keeping her away from us because he's terrified it would break the image he's built. Today, I'm the sledgehammer who will shatter it for him.
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Everything feels heavy as I struggle to open my eyes. There are sounds behind me. People are talking. I lie as still as possible to get my bearings without alerting anyone that I'm awake. A door slams, and I would've jumped if I didn’t feel so weighed down. The silence stretches on for a long moment. 
“Where is it?” The voice is familiar, and I realize it's Charles. It should be comforting, but it isn’t. There's a lump in my throat, and my mouth is so dry. I remain silent while slowly becoming more aware of my surroundings.
“It’s on the table,” I hear Jensen say smoothly.
"What the fuck, Jensen? I told you to take the book, not Amy." Charles is clearly livid about me being kidnapped. That should make me feel better, but he was still plotting to steal from the library and me. If my mind weren’t so groggy, I'd be angry. I know I should be pissed or scared, but Charles wouldn’t hurt me. At least, I don't think he would.
"We don't know how much she knows. How do you know she only reached out to you?" Jensen's voice was calm and even, not the least bit concerned at Charles' outburst.
"Are you fucking serious? I know Amy better than anyone. She came to me because I'm the best at what I do," he snarls. I've never heard Charles talk like this. Hearing him so angry sends a chill down my spine. He's always the happy-go-lucky one who never gets mad at anything. Even when drunk guys would hit on me in the bar after I told them to fuck off, he somehow diffused the situation calmly and funnily.
"You two can bitch and moan all you want, but Snow White over there should be waking up any time now. So figure your shit out." The deep raspy voice with a southern accent is unfamiliar to me.
"Fuck off, Leo. I don't need your shit." I hear the door slam again. I can finally open my eyes now that my mind is clear. My body still feels groggy, and it's a fight to move. That's when I notice I'm lying on an uncomfortable couch, and my right arm is numb from lying on it. There is a deep biting pain in my wrist too. I shift my eyes toward the armrest, and shiny metal handcuffs are wrapped around my wrist. My mind begins to race, and I should be panicking, but my body's so sluggish it won’t allow me to. I try to swallow again, and it feels like sandpaper.
“You could've given him a heads up about Snow White,” Leo says from behind me.
“Yeah, I could’ve, but I honestly don’t give a shit. Charles is just pissed he can’t keep up his perfect pretty boy act anymore.” The man I thought I knew, who I claimed was my best friend, has some type of alter ego or deep dark secret. My chest tightens at the betrayal, and tears prick my eyes.
No, Amy. You will not cry. 
I can’t get emotional now. Turn it off and focus on what's going on around you. I have to get out of here. Charles seems pissed that they took me, so maybe he's still on my side. I just have to get out of here, and hopefully, he'll let me go. How can we be friends for twelve years, and he turns on me like this?
“I've got to admit. I can see why Charles has been obsessed with her for all these years. She's fuckin' sexy as hell,” Leo says, his voice dripping with lust, but Jensen remains silent.
Heavy footsteps come toward me. My eyes dart frantically to see who it is, but my back's to them. There's a coffee table in front of me, and it has a long umbrella on it. A large hand grazes along the side of my waist and down to my hip.
Grabbing the umbrella with my free hand, I swing it back blindly as hard as possible. My back and shoulder hit the backrest of the thinly cushioned couch, causing pain to shoot down my arm, but Leo grabs it easily. My muscles are still slow from whatever Jensen injected me with. Fuck! All I did was expose that I was awake without getting a single hit on this dickhead.
“Ooh, and she's feisty too. I like that.” He has a wicked grin on his tanned face. Leo’s ashy blonde hair hangs in his face while leaning over me. One hand rests on the top of the wooden frame of the couch, and his forearm flexes as he yanks the umbrella from my hand and tosses it to the floor. When he stands up, he runs his hand through his hair, pushing it back to expose a piercing on his left eyebrow with neat, thick eyebrows. His sage green eyes are playful but intense, and his beard is a bit scruffier than Jensen’s.
“Fuck off,” I snap. “Where's Charles?” I say through clenched teeth.
Not a moment later, Charles storms through the door. He grabs my numb arm and undoes the handcuff. I rub at my wrist, trying to get the blood circulating again as I notice my fingers have turned a violent shade of purple. I get up from the plaid, rustic couch they'd cuffed me to, Charles reaches for me, but I throw a swift punch to his gut.
“What the fuck, Amy?” He clutches his stomach and takes a step back to catch his breath. I hear Leo chuckle, and Jensen's eyes are glued to me while I rub my now sore knuckles. I wasn’t expecting his abs to be so hard.
“You had me fucking kidnapped, and then you have the nerve to ask me why I punched you? I thought I knew you, Charles. I guess I was wrong.” My anger radiates off me as I try to storm past him, checking him with my shoulder when I do. Leo moves towards the door blocking my exit with his massive frame. While Jensen remains unmoving in his spot, leaning against the counter in the kitchen. Charles grabs my wrist, spinning me around, then holds me by the shoulders. His face is inches from mine now, his grey eyes staring at me intensely.
“I didn’t have you kidnapped. I sent Jensen to get the book from you. This wasn’t supposed to happen,” he says, his breath brushing against my lips. I can see the remorse and the desperate plea to let him explain, but I heard what he said to Jensen. It doesn’t change the fact that I’m hurt. He felt I couldn’t handle the book so he sent Jensen to steal it. Not only that, he's hiding something from me. We tell each other everything, sometimes we tell each other too much. For him to hide something this big from me, which got me kidnapped, has me fuming.
I turn to look at Jensen and threaten, “Maybe I should punch you in the fucking nose next, you son of a bitch.” I try to charge after him, clenching my fist when Charles grabs my waist and pulls me into his body. I know I'm out of my league trying to fight men who tower over me. So I try to breathe. I’m still pissed, but what can I honestly do to a man like Jensen, who is a foot taller than me and twice as broad? Then, I noticed Charles still had his body pressed against my back. His breath brushes my face, and damn, he feels good.
I’m now a fucked up mix of fury and lust. God, it's been so long since I've slept with a man. I've tried so hard to avoid things that may put us in sexual situations, more for him than me. I never wanted to lead Charles on, even though he still tries to pursue me. Sure, we hug, but it isn’t a full embrace. Our bodies haven’t ever touched this way. His fingers gently dig into my flesh at my waist above my belly as if he can hear my thoughts.
“Feisty and has a mouth on her.” My head snaps to Leo, who's now seated in an armchair across from the coffee table. It's obvious he thinks this is just hilarious, with a stupid shit-eating grin on his face. They may assume I'm a quiet librarian, but I refuse to be pushed around by these behemoth men. I need to be smart about this because blind rage won’t get me anywhere. I take a few more deep breaths to calm the raging storm of emotions inside me.
Jensen is still quietly brooding, completely unphased by my threat while leaning against the counter with his arms crossed in the open kitchen of the small, rustic cabin. It's charming with a large wood-burning fireplace, and cozy furniture that looks hand-crafted from logs. A small eat-in kitchen table opens to an adorable old-world kitchen with a wood stove and solid wood counters. It would be the type of place I would love for a romantic getaway, to curl up with a book and just waste the nights with someone in bed. Unfortunately, this isn't a romantic getaway. I'm stuck here with three insanely hot men who kidnapped and drugged me. And my anger is back again. I try to pull from Charles grasp but his grip only tightens.
“Amy. Stop. I know you're pissed that you're here. I am, too, but there’s more to what's happening here. I'll explain everything, but I can’t have you throwing punches at everyone.” He still has my back pressed to his front, and I can feel his heart beating rapidly now. A part of me wants to go ballistic, another part wants to cry, but my curious side desperately wants to know what's going on. I yank myself from his grasp and face him.
“I want to know everything. No lies, and then maybe I won't try to beat the shit out of you.” It's big words for a girl outnumbered by men who tower over her, who all clearly work out. He looks into my eyes with a smirk and laughs half-heartedly.
“We'll be staying the night here before we go to the permanent safe house tomorrow,” Jensen grumbles as he pushes off the counter and starts towards the front door. Leo gets up and follows him out. Now that I'm alone with Charles, the urge to cry overwhelms me. My resolve to stay strong crumbles.
“What's going on?” My voice is barely a whisper. Any louder, and it would've cracked from the lump forming in my throat. I've always allowed myself to be vulnerable with Charles. He's been there through family drama, breakups, and everything else, and I was always there for him.
"Do you want some water first?" he offers, and I nod. He moves around the small kitchen, fills a glass with tap water, and then returns to me. I take it and gulp it down which helps my dry mouth and sore throat.
Charles moves closer to me, reaching out to touch me, but thinks better of it and puts his hands back down by his sides. He turns away, giving me his back, putting space between us as he unbuttons his sleeves and rolls them up, showing off his muscular forearms. Charles turns again as he loosens his tie, pulling it over his head and tossing it on the coffee table. He undoes a couple of buttons of his white shirt, exposing his collarbone, my eyes linger on his chest. He sits on the hard wooden couch, bracing his elbows on his thighs and dropping his head into his hands.
"I never meant for you to find out this way." He sighs and runs his hands through his coiffed hair, tousling it from perfection. It frames his face and makes him look so sexy. The thought strikes me as out of place, but I try not to focus on it. Now is not the time to start thinking with my pussy.
"Find out what?" I urge him to continue as I place my glass on the coffee table.
"The book you found, ‘ORDINEM,’ is essentially an instruction manual on opening and closing portals between realms. Jensen, Leo, and I are part of a secret society called The Order. The first-born descendants of the original members have passed on this duty to the firstborn of every generation after them." My jaw wants to hit the floor, but I keep it firmly clenched, thinking this has to be another one of his jokes that's just gone too far.
"Our families have protected the gateways to these realms, but somewhere along the way, the book was lost. What you found is the original book for The Order. It started as a small group in Grant’s Grove, which eventually grew to have multiple chapters across the United States. Every chapter has a form of the ‘ORDINEM,’ but ours is the complete version of every variation." He lets out another sigh. Again, I'm stunned.
"A secret society?" I whisper as his words finally hit me.
"Yes.” His face is stoic, and it seems he's gone somewhere else for a moment. “I was raised for this. When you found it, I knew what it was immediately, but Jensen and I needed to translate a couple of pages to be sure. It took longer than expected; we hit a few snags. But you're safe here with us. We won’t do anything to hurt you." His eyes finally reach mine, and he looks relieved to get this off his chest.
"Safe?" I bite out. "What makes you think I feel safe? That giant asshole drugged me and dragged me off into the middle of nowhere." My voice breaks, the anger rising, and tears well in my eyes. "How can I feel safe when the man I thought you were is a lie? Twelve years, Charles! You could've told me." The tears roll down my face; the betrayal I feel on full display.
"Tell you!" He scoffs. "How could I tell you any of that without any proof? You would've thought I was a goddamn lunatic," he says, ultimately defeated. I finally sit next to him and stare blankly out the window at the dense forest outside.
"I'm still me. You know who I am. No matter how badly I wanted to, I just couldn't show you this. There were so many times I wanted to tell you, but we're bound by secrecy. Now that you have been thrown into this, it's better you know, than go in blind."
"Go in blind?" I shift uncomfortably in my seat. "What does that mean? And Jensen mentioned a permanent safe house. What's that about?" His brows are pinched together, and he takes a deep breath.
"Now that the book's been found, we need to keep it safe somewhere only we can find it. Unfortunately, someone found out that it was rediscovered. We've been receiving texts of vague threats. We don’t know who it is, but it's best to assume they’re dangerous. I guess it’s good that Jensen brought you because they would've traced it back to you eventually.” Charles stands and starts pacing in front of me.
"Do you think these people would’ve hurt me?" He freezes.
"We’re not going to find out." He continues to pace. "You know you're taking this pretty well, considering I just told you about portals to different worlds," he says, his lips turning up in a half-hearted grin.
"Well, I'm pretty sure I'm in shock. So it'll hit me later. Plus, what kind of book nerd would I be if I negatively freaked out over magical portals?" I say jokingly. Another half-hearted laugh escapes his lips. “I just wish you would've told me about all this sooner. Even though I'm still not sure what all this is yet.”
“Amy, I wanted to tell you so bad. There were so many times when I almost let it slip. I envisioned how I would tell you about this part of my life. This is not how I pictured it.” He bends down before me, placing his hands on my knees. My face falls, and I look at my hands in my lap. He lifts my chin with his knuckle, forcing me to look at him. His eyes are blazing with desperation and need.
“I just don’t know what to believe anymore,” I say in a breathy whisper. Charles's hands slowly move up my thigh, my stomach flutters, and I feel the heat building between us. This man just wholly broke my perception of him. The man I thought was safe and conventional has a whole side to him I've never seen before, and it excites me. A side that gives off danger, secrets, and mystery. Somehow, his intense gaze on me makes my heart race and heat build at my core.
What the fuck is wrong with me? I should hate him, be furious, or hell, even sad, but all I can think about is his lips touching mine and feeling his body pressed against me. Again, like he can hear my thoughts, he moves closer to me, our faces just inches away. My breath is coming in fast and shallow from the tension. Our gaze locks, his grey eyes darkened with lust, and I’m sure my face mirrors his.
Suddenly the door swings open, and he pulls back from me. We look at the door, and Charles removes his hands from my thighs. I can't help but notice the loss of his touch and feeling disappointed. 
Leo starts bringing in some supplies for the night. Then I realize I don't have any spare clothes or even a toothbrush. At least I don't have to worry about birth control anymore. I am so glad I got the implant put in. I always forgot to take those stupid ass little pills.
“I need to get some spare clothes from home,” I say, still feeling the moment between us.
“I can take you.” My head whips towards Jensen as he brings in a stack of blankets.
“I don’t trust you,” I say snidely. Charles puts his hand back on my knee.
“Just play nice. I have to work on the book, so it would be best to let Jensen take you. Or you'll be stuck wearing my clothes.” The thought of wearing Charles's clothes suddenly didn’t sound bad, but I would be far comfier in my pajamas.
“Fine.” I cross my arms while giving Jensen the best bitchy face I could muster.
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Amy sits in the front seat of my new black SUV, staring out the window as we speed down the highway. She's chewing her bottom lip, deep in thought. I keep peeking at her from the corner of my eye, and she doesn’t seem to notice. I guess having your world implode can do that to a person. 
“I hope you understand why I did what I did,” I finally say, staring at the highway as I weave through the late afternoon traffic.
“Oh, you mean drugging me and dragging me off to a cabin in the woods? Yeah, totally understand,” Amy spits out sarcastically while she rolls her eyes at me, which drives me crazy. I grip the steering wheel tighter after she sasses me, and all I can think about is wanting to punish her. But I clench my jaw and try to let it go. “You know, I would've been more than willing to go with you if you had just asked or explained the circumstances.”
I scoff. “Fat chance.” She whips her head towards me and glares. Fuck, she's so damn sexy. She keeps pouting and it makes me want to bite her plush lower lip. But I want to see what they look like wrapped around my cock, with tears spilling from her eyes and makeup running down her face. I want to see her saliva dripping from her mouth while I plunge my cock deep into her throat. I imagine my hands in her black hair holding her head while she bobs up and down my length.
Fuck! Now my dick is hard and straining against my jeans. Damn it, all the things I want to do to her. I know Charles has had his eyes on her for a long time, but he hasn’t gotten her to sleep with him; I'm not sure why. If he can’t pull his shit together, I will sweep right in and make her mine. And he won’t be able to do a damn thing about it.
Thankfully, we pull up to her small craftsman bungalow. As I step out, I adjust myself so she won’t see my raging erection as we walk in. She hops out and walks up the path past two garden beds filled with tons of flowers of various colors and a few wind chimes hanging on her porch. Funnily enough, one even says, “blessed be.” Something to ask her about later. As she walks up the stairs, I can’t help but watch her ass bounce with every step, and I bite my lower lip, trying to contain myself.
She unlocks the front door. Before I step inside, I scan to ensure no one has followed us and nothing looks suspicious. I have to bend down a bit to walk through her front door. I close the door and lock it behind us. Then she leaves me alone in the living room. It looks like a typical woman's house with tons of throw pillows, blankets, candles, decor, and plants; a Pinterest home but with a shit ton of bookshelves. It could be another library.
She walks out of what I assume is her bedroom with a bag that's already half-full. I watch her walk into the bathroom, her hips swaying back and forth as if to tease me. Her round ass is just perfect in those jeans, and I would love nothing more than to bend her over that counter and plunge my cock into her. I want to hear her scream my name as I slip it into her ass.
Amy leaves the door wide open, and I notice she doesn’t grab anything that resembles birth control while grabbing her toiletries. Well, that could be a problem, but nothing I can’t get around. She must feel me staring because she turns and glares back at me. It seems like she may be trying to sneak something into her bag, so I turn and watch from the corner of my eye. She must think twice because I don’t see anything unusual. Then I scan the shelves that are in front of me. There are tons of books in different genres, but most are fantasy and romance, and surprisingly I see a whole section of books on witchcraft.
“Are you a witch?” I ask casually.
“I’ve dabbled a bit, but nothing too serious. I have done a couple of unsuccessful love spells.” She chuckles, giving me a wry grin.
“Not like you need it,” I say absently. It’s true, and any man that can’t see that she’s irresistible must be blind. More dirty thoughts run through my head as I watch her again.
“I wish that was the case. Men these days kind of suck,” she says sardonically. I can’t speak for most men, but if I had the chance to be with her, she would be the one sucking.
Amy walks out of the bathroom and to her bookshelf. She grabs some books, stuffs them into her bag, and heads for the door. She unlocks it and waits for me to walk out so she can lock the door behind us, then walks around me, heading for the stairs.
“What about Charles?” I ask. She seems to stiffen mid-step and then continues walking down her front steps.
“What about Charles?” she repeats questioningly. I scan the street again, ensuring no suspicious cars are lurking on the road before we hop into the SUV.
“The man is a puppy at your feet and a good-looking guy. Why haven't you tried dating him?” I want to know why he hasn't been able to seal the deal with her, and she ponders my question for a minute.
We get into the car as she answers. “Not that it's any of your business, but he's just my friend. At this point, I thought I knew him well enough, but that's clearly not true.” She looks over at me with a hint of sadness in her eyes, and I want to pull her soft body into mine, so I can caress her worries away, then fuck her stupid. But I don’t make a move for her.
“Everyone has secrets,” I admit. “You can know someone your whole life and still not know who they are inside.” She looks over at me curiously, crossing her arms over her chest.
“Maybe. So what's your story, Jensen Norwood?” She emphasizes my name, and I imagine what it would sound like to hear her scream it.
“As I said, everyone has secrets. My back story is mine." I put the car in gear, and we roll off the street and make it back on the highway.
“Fine. Are you single? Since you’re so curious about my love life, tell me about yours,” she demands with attitude. My eyes dart to hers, and her brow is quirked, waiting to hear why I’m single. Again the urge to punish her for her sass is getting harder to contain.
“Yes, I am, and I have been for a while,” I say, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.
“Why's that? Can’t keep them drugged up long enough?” she snaps at me, and my jaw clenches. My teeth grind together, and I swallow my frustration at her jab.
“I don’t need to drug women to get them in my bed. That's fairly easy, but they quickly realize I'm not who they expected and can’t handle it. Maybe you'd like to find out for yourself.” My eyes dart toward her again, and she visibly shrinks down into the door from the intensity of my stare. She swallows, then crosses her arms over her chest to look out the front window.
I leave it at that, and the rest of the drive back to the cabin is silent.
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The drive back to the cabin felt like it took forever after my awkward conversation with Jensen. When we finally roll to a stop, the sun's setting, but the cabin is already dark from the surrounding forest. An orangey glow from inside emits a warm, cozy feel against the chilly autumn air. 
Leo's leaning against the cabin a few feet from the door, smoking a cigarette. His short-sleeved shirt is unbuttoned, exposing a large tattoo of two dragons wrapped around a sword that takes up most of his chest, and the point almost hits the waistband of his jeans. I let my eyes run over his body completely unabashed. Leo’s body looks like it is chiseled from stone. He’s ripped, and his tattoos only make it more noticeable.
“Like what you see, Snow White?” Leo asks, flashing a prize-winning smile, then places the cigarette back between his pillowy lips.
“Maybe I do,” I say flirtatiously. He chuckles as he runs his hands through his blonde hair. Jensen comes up behind me and gives me a gentle nudge to keep me walking, and my stomach flutters.
“Charles found somethin’ you should see,” Leo says, all flirtation gone from his voice.
“Go clean up,” Jensen says to me, stepping into my back and placing his hand on my waist, guiding me forward, which only makes my stomach twist into knots. I'd be lying if I said his hand on my waistline didn't send chills down my body. I’m biting back the desire to tell him where else he can place his hands on me, but after what he said in the car, I would be afraid of what he would do to me. Damn, when did I let a man affect me so much? I’m acting like a damn virgin around these men; every action makes me wet and needy.
Well, I don't get to hang around men that are all drop-dead gorgeous. I spend most of my time with a sixty-seven-year-old grump. It's been about six months since I’ve gotten laid. Vibrators and dildos are great, but they just don’t compare to the weight of a man on top of me. The thought makes me shiver again as my mind imagines what his body would feel like above me.
We step through the door, and I see Charles shirtless leaning over the kitchen table. His back is to me, and I can see his muscles ripple as he stands to his full height when he realizes we're walking in. He turns to face us, and I can see the entire outline of his dick in his grey sweatpants.
Thank you to whoever created grey sweatpants.
Unknowingly, I lick my bottom lip at the sight of him. Fuck, how have I never noticed how big he is before. I look up, and he catches me staring, and I blush.
“Where's the bathroom?” I choke out. Charles lifts a brow at me and points to a door behind the couch where they had me cuffed earlier today. Practically running to the door, I close it behind me quickly. I turn on the shower to let the water warm up as I get undressed. When I step in the hot water it runs down my body, making my tense muscles instantly relax. Moving my face under the stream, I think of how crazy this day's been. Then my mind instantly goes to how Charles’ and Jensen's bodies felt against mine. Warmth slowly starts building at my core. Seeing Leo leaning against the cabin and showing off his body has my pussy tingling.
My hand roams down to my clit, and I circle it with my middle finger, letting out a small moan. Not sure how thin the walls are, I slap my hand over my mouth. I slide my fingers along my pussy, which is slick with wetness. I insert a finger moving it in and out of me, then another, and I moan against my will. I let my head rest on the wall; my hips rock back and forth when I hear the door open. Instantly I freeze.
“Havin’ fun in here, Snow White?” Leo asks teasingly.
“Fuck,” I curse to myself.
“Sounds like ya are.” Then the curtain suddenly pulls back, and again I'm frozen by the sight of a naked Leo. When I say this man is a god, I mean it. I bite my lower lip and move to the side as he steps in front of me, and closes the curtain behind him. My eyes never leave his body. He towers above me as I watch the water flow over his shoulders and down his chest. “So… you do like what ya see,” he says knowingly.
He turns and leans his head under the water giving me his back; the top half is covered in tattoos. I can’t tear my eyes away from the parallel muscles that run down his spine to his sculpted ass with two dimples on either side. I never knew a man could have an ass you could bounce a quarter off of.
But he does.
He turns while pushing his hair back and steps toward me. He places his hands on either side of my head, his 6’2” frame towering over me again. There's lust in his sage green eyes, and I'm panting just from the closeness of his body. The smallness of the shower feels even smaller from his presence.
“Now, be a good girl and stay quiet while I get a snack.” I nod eagerly as he kneels in front of me. He grabs my thigh and puts it on his shoulder. I lean against the wall for support, pushing my hips forward toward his face. He slides his fingers along the lips of my aching cunt, and I let out a whimper. His eyes shoot up to mine as a warning.
I should push him away, tell him to get the fuck out of here, but damn, I haven't had a dick in so long. I need to get laid and ease some of this unwanted tension. It doesn’t help that the man is walking sex, and I turn to putty in front of him.
“Fuck. Snow White, you’re soo… wet.” He growls as he plunges a finger deep inside me, and I gasp at the sudden but delicious intrusion. His tongue is on my clit the next second. I bite my lip to stop myself from moaning again as I watch him. My fingers run through his ashy blonde hair, and I hold him against me. His finger works inside me while he laps at my clit hungrily. My legs start to tremble when he puts in a second finger. This time I couldn’t help the moan that escapes my lips. He stops licking my swollen clit and removes his fingers. He stands; Leo’s face is now inches from mine.
“The time to share you with the boys will come soon enough.” His voice is full of lust as his lips brush against mine. The thought of being passed around between them has my head reeling, my heart pounding, and pussy aching for more.
“But right now, I don’t want to share. So unless you want me to leave, I suggest stayin’ quiet. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” I say through a panting breath. The thought of him leaving the shower now seems fucking awful. So I’ll play his little game.
“Yes, sir,” he corrects me.
“Yes, sir,” I repeat. He kisses me hungrily, and I can taste myself on his lips. Leo pinches my nipples, tugging them, and I whimper against his mouth.
“Do you like a little pain with your pleasure, Snow White?” He pulls back just enough that his mouth brushes against mine with every word, his breath dancing against my lips. He tugs harder, and I suck air through my teeth and let my nails dig into his shoulder.
“Yes, sir.” The ache was becoming unbearable. He releases one nipple to grab the other, and I get a second of relief before the pain returns. He tugs, and his lips trail down my neck.
“Oh fuck,” I whisper as the pain becomes intense, but my pussy is throbbing for his cock, my wetness dripping down my thigh.
“Tell me what you want, Snow White,” he demands as he fists my hair and yanks it back. His kisses now trail back up to my ear. “Beg me to fuck you.” His breath brushes the delicate skin of my neck, sending shivers down my spine to my pussy.
“Fuck me. Please, sir.” I'm breathless, and the ache between my legs is becoming painful. I will do anything for him to take me in this shower.
“Get on your knees.” He leads me down to the floor, and I move eagerly. His cock is so hard. He's one of the biggest guys I've ever seen, and I've
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