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        There is a problem in the Underworld, and danger now hides in plain sight.

      

      

      Ana Drake lives happily with the Greek gods Poseidon, Hades and Dionysus, but when someone from Hades’ past comes to town, trouble begins.

      As Ana endures a string of strange illnesses, she also grows closer to their guest while Hades deals with trouble in the Underworld.

      When Ana’s condition severely deteriorates and the gods find her on her deathbed, a hard decision has to be made and someone must pay the price.

      But will it be Ana—or the visitor—who suffers the consequences?

    

  


  
    
      Bound by the Gods (A Reverse Harem Romance)

    

    
      
        Carly Fall

      

      
        Edited by Divas at Work Editing

        Cover by Covers by Combs

      

    

    
      Westward Publishing

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Carly Fall

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        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

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        More stories from Saint’s Grove

      

      
        More from Carly Fall

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ana

      

      

      “Would you please quit talking about my ass?” Poseidon yelled from the bedroom. “Quit talking about it, quit looking at it, quit fucking thinking about it!”

      Hades and I exchanged grins at the outburst. Dionysus, a bi-sexual, had a thing for Poseidon and never let him forget it by throwing out a little compliment about his butt every now and then. Not to mention the blatant sexual overtures…

      I couldn’t say I disagreed with Dionysus. Poseidon was a Greek god and built to perfection, just like the other two.

      However, it seemed Poseidon had grown tired of the harassment.

      He stomped out to the kitchen and gave me a quick peck on the cheek on his way to the coffee machine. I glanced over my shoulder to check out his globes and grinned at the way his jeans hugged them to perfection. Not too tight, not too loose.

      “Why is it that I like you staring at my ass, but not him?” Poseidon murmured, turning to me.

      “Because you’re straighter than your trident,” Hades said as he rose from the chair. “And that thing is pretty linear.”

      I laughed as I moved in next to Poseidon and put my coffee cup in the sink, then took an ass cheek in my palm and gave it a good squeeze. “You can’t blame him for wanting a piece of this,” I whispered. “It is pretty.”

      Poseidon chuckled, leaned over, and gave me another kiss. “How’s your back?”

      I’d developed some serious muscle issues while working at a desk all day. At least at the post office I had moved around, taking packages and sorting mail. In my new job, my butt was planted in the chair for eight hours and sometimes more.

      “It’s sore,” I said. “But I’ll be fine.”

      I then turned to Hades. “Are you ready to go?”

      “Yes.”

      Hades and I traveled to work every morning together.

      “Do you want to walk or drive?” he asked.

      We’d finally gotten a car, but spring had sprung, and the weather was beautiful. Although we sometimes needed coats under the sunny skies, this afternoon we would most likely be in short-sleeves.

      “Let’s walk,” I replied. “It’s really nice out again today.”

      “As you wish.”

      Mistress.

      A blush warmed my cheeks as the word hung between us. A lot had changed since the winter. Hades had shown me what he needed from me, and after some hesitation, I had been able to give it to him.

      He slipped on his sunglasses and we both gave Kerby, that sweet Hound of Hell, some love before leaving the house. I longed to intertwine my fingers in his, but I didn’t. The gods and I had been the subject of gossip for months. Everyone wondered if I was sleeping with all three of them. I didn’t deny it, but I didn’t encourage the blather, either. People could think what they wanted. I’d found happiness with my gods I had never known could exist.

      “I’ll see you when I get home,” Hades said as we approached the street that would take us our separate ways. “Be careful.”

      “I always am,” I said with a wave and a wink.

      The community college job had been a dream come true. I held the title of Professor’s Assistant to the head of the Mythology Department, Dr. Meyer. I had started the job in January, and I loved going to work every day. It still shocked me that I’d spent so much time dying a slow death at the post office.

      I nodded to a few students as I made my way to my office. As I set down my backpack on my desk, horrible noises emanated from Dr. Meyer’s office. Was he… throwing up?

      The door between our offices was closed, which rarely happened, unless he was meeting with a student or on a personal phone call.

      Should I knock?

      The sound came again, this time followed by a low groan.

      I wrapped my knuckles against the wood. “Dr. Meyer?”

      “Ana. Come in.”

      I found him seated behind the dark, wooden desk with a trashcan between his feet and his elbows resting on his knees, his head in his hands.

      “Are you okay?”

      He shook his head and leaned back in his chair. His coloring almost matched his gray beard. After pushing his glasses up his long, thin nose, he stared at me for a long moment.

      “I need you to take over classes today,” he said. “I can’t do it.”

      Me? Teach a mythology class? I cleared my throat, trying to calm the swarm of nerves that had cropped up as I sat down in the chair in front of his desk.

      “Do you think that’s a good idea?” I asked as I ran my sweaty palms down the front of my slacks. “I’m not really qualified… am I? I mean, I never graduated.”

      He waved his hand in front of his face. “Nonsense. You know this stuff back and forth. You were always one of the most engaged students in class.”

      Dr. Meyer had been one of my professors when I had attended the community college almost a decade ago.

      “Are you okay?” I asked after he heaved forward again.

      “Look, Ana,” he said as he wiped his brow. “I’m going to be counting on you a lot more over the next couple of months. Can I tell you something in confidence?”

      “Of course.”

      “I’ve had to start chemotherapy. I talked to the school about someone taking over my classes if I wasn’t feeling well. When I suggested you, they agreed. It will only be for a couple of months until I’m back on my feet, and it won’t be every day.”

      The words hit me like a fist. Dr. Meyer had cancer?

      “I… I’m really sorry to hear that,” I said, tears welling in my eyes. I had a very soft spot in my heart for my professor. He’d always been kind to me.

      “Don’t get upset, Ana. Please. That’s what I have a wife for. Just tell me you’ll help me out while I go through this.”

      I wiped my cheeks. “I will. I’ll do my best.”

      After taking a deep breath, I reeled in my emotions. I would do anything I could for the professor. But taking over a class? Standing in front of people and talking about Greek mythology when I was sleeping with three Greek gods? Does one laugh or cry at the irony?

      “Okay. Good. Thank you.” He reached into a drawer and tossed a file at me. “Class starts in ten minutes. Today, you’ll be discussing Poseidon and his influence on Ancient Greece.”

      I flipped through the pages of handwritten notes, reminding myself I would have to be careful about what I said. Knowing a lot more from the actual source could translate into trouble for me. I couldn’t give away facts that would be impossible for me to know. I had to stick with what had been published.

      “You better hurry,” Dr. Meyer said. “You’ll teach both classes today, and I’ll see how I feel tomorrow. Sound good?”

      “Yes.”

      A small grin upturned his lips. “Nervous?”

      “Yes,” I said with a sigh.

      “You’ll do fine.”

      I rose from the chair and took his notes with me. With every step toward the classroom, my heart seemed to thunder a little bit harder. By the time I stepped behind the podium and gazed out at the twenty or so faces who stared at me expectantly, a bead of sweat slithered down my back.

      “Good morning,” I began as I gripped the sides of the lectern. “Some of you know me from visiting Dr. Meyer’s office. For those who don’t, my name is Ana Drake. Dr. Meyer isn’t feeling well today and asked me to take over this class.”

      After I took roll, I opened the folder containing the notes.

      “Today we’re going to discuss Poseidon and his influence on the Greek culture.”

      I was tempted to start spewing the facts listed, but as a student, I had hated when professors did that. Instead, I preferred engaging conversations within the class.

      “Let’s have an open discussion about what we know about him,” I said as I pulled out a dry erase marker. “Please call out what you remember about him, and I’ll write it down. We’ll then talk about it all.”

      “His brothers were Zeus and Hades,” a man said.

      I nodded and jotted it down.

      “He carried a trident and was considered god of the sea.”

      “He formed the horse as a gift, but I can’t remember for whom.”

      The insights kept coming. When the class finally went quiet, I turned around.

      “Nice job, guys. Now these are the facts we’re aware of. Here are a couple more.”

      When I’d finished writing, I studied my work to make sure there weren’t any errors.

      Poseidon had a palace underwater, but preferred to spend time on Mount Olympus.

      He rode in a chariot pulled by four horses.

      He had a tendency to be hot-headed.

      I left out the part where Zeus seemed to be the biggest catalyst for his anger mainly because I couldn’t remember if that was ever written or if I knew it from surviving a godly war between them.

      With a grin, I turned and faced the class again. “So, as god of the ocean, who do you think would be his biggest followers?”

      “Probably fishermen,” someone said.

      “Voyagers.”

      We discussed it for a few moments, then a gentleman in the front row raised his hand.

      I pointed to him.

      “In certain portrayals, Zeus and Poseidon look exactly the same. Poseidon was also known as the god of the sky in early Greece. Do you think that maybe they are one and the same, and throughout time the god of the sky and the god of the sea were separated from one being into two?”

      Pursing my lips, I fought to keep quiet. I knew for a fact that there were two gods. One had almost killed me, and I fucked the other a couple times a week.

      “Of course it’s a possibility,” I said. “We are talking about mythology. I suppose anything is likely.”

      My heart hurt saying the words. Poseidon had proven over and over again to be a good, kind man. Just entertaining the idea that he may not actually exist sickened me. Poseidon had become my rock, my stability. Sweeping his existence under the rug as a story that had evolved over time disgusted me.

      Yet, I couldn’t argue with the man. Sometimes the truth needed to be hidden.

      “What about his children?” a woman asked.

      I glanced around the room and gasped when I found her. She sat toward the back with her arm raised above her head. Long blond hair flowed around her oval face while a piercing green stare unnerved me. With her pale skin and just a hint of pink at her cheeks, she may very well have been the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

      For a brief second, I lost my train of thought as I took her in. She reminded me of springtime—fresh, dewy, and blossoming beautifully.

      I cleared my throat and glanced back at my notes.

      What the fuck was wrong with me? The student had left me with hardened nipples and completely breathless.

      “Poseidon did have children,” I said. “And like most gods, he had them with many different mortal women and goddesses.”

      A smattering of laughter took my mind off the woman.

      Poseidon and I had talked briefly about his children. They had scattered all over the godly universe eons ago and he hadn’t seen them since. It didn’t seem to be something that hurt him. Perhaps in the past it had, but not now.

      “Didn’t he have a child with Medusa?” a man asked.

      “According to mythology, yes,” I replied.

      “The thing I never understood was how the wives put up with these guys,” another woman said. “Poseidon was supposedly married to Amphitrite, and he had kids with all these other gods and mortals.”

      “I think it was a culture we don’t fully understand today,” I said. “And remember, these are the stories of the gods. The Greek culture obviously encouraged such stereotypes of manly men taking what they wanted and bedding who they wanted.”

      “I’d kick his sorry ass to the curb,” the woman said.

      More laughter filled the room and I smiled.

      “Poseidon’s story is a perfect example of this. He’s been labeled as hot-headed, greedy, impulsive and violent. Back in ancient Greece, wouldn’t these traits be considered attributes of a strong man?”

      The class fell silent for a moment as they considered my words. I couldn’t help it—I glanced back at the blonde. She stared at me with a small grin on her face, resting her chin on her palm.

      My breath once again caught in my throat. Her gaze warmed me from the inside out, causing a chill to break out over my skin as I began to sweat.

      “Tomorrow, we’ll discuss his brothers,” I said, my tongue resembling cotton.

      As the class filed out, I gathered my notes and took some deep breaths. When I glanced up, the blonde stood in front of me. She wore the same smile and a sleeveless green dress that matched her eyes.

      Up close, she was even more beautiful.

      “Hello,” she said. “I just wanted to introduce myself. I’m Peony. I’m new to the school.”

      I took her outstretched hand and shook it. “Like the flower?”

      “Yes.”

      “Very pretty name. I’m Ana Drake.”

      Her easy, gentle touch and kind eyes sent shockwaves through me, unnerving me to my core.

      “Thank you for stepping in for the professor,” she said, her voice soft and shy as she released my hand. “I enjoyed it.”

      “I appreciate that,” I said with a laugh. “I was really nervous.”

      “It didn’t show.”

      We stared at each other for a moment while my cheeks warmed.

      She stood about my height with a slim frame.

      “I better go,” she said. “Thanks again.”

      Words failed me as I watched her walk out of class because the only thing I could think of was how her full lips would feel pressed against mine.
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      I didn’t mind my job at the steel company. Working with fire definitely ran right up my alley, and I did enjoy watching the metal warm and become pliable. Creating things was so much more satisfying than ruling the Underworld.

      “Hey, Harry!” one of my co-workers named Fred called out. I despised my human name, but it was as close to Hades as I could get. After flipping up my welding mask, I stared at him. I hated the douchebag, and if he wasn’t careful, I’d fucking make his life so miserable, he’d be praying for a trip to Hell.

      “Did you get any action from that slut you live with last night, or were all her holes already plugged up with your brothers’ dicks?”

      A couple of the other employees laughed as I sighed. It had been a mistake to tell everyone that we were Ana’s cousins. It had been something she’d said on the fly. Someone had started the rumor we were all sleeping together, and we had all been deemed a bunch of perverts. Well, in a way we were, according to those who lived by traditional standards of what a family should be like. Our relationship didn’t resemble the typical mom, dad, kids and dog clan, but it worked for us and we weren’t hurting anyone.

      Why people couldn’t mind their own business, I didn’t understand.

      I should have let the insult go, but I couldn’t. If he’d had something nasty to say about me, then I’d let it slide. But Ana, that was a different story. No one called her a slut and got away with it.

      Plastering a grin on my face, I walked over to Fred. He took a few steps back, and I crowded him up against the wall until we stood inches apart.

      “I’m going to say this once,” I murmured. “If you bring up my living situation, or my cousin, Ana, ever again, I’m going to take a long, thin piece of hot steel and butt fuck you until your colon bursts into flames. Do you understand?”

      The way his skin paled and his mouth hung open, I wondered if he saw flames dancing in my eyes. Unfortunately, that was something I couldn’t control. It happened when I became highly aroused or highly pissed, and at that moment, I wanted to incinerate good old Fred.

      He nodded and I stepped back while keeping my stare firmly on the ground. If Fred happened to mention what he saw in my gaze to someone else, they would think him crazy. However, if anyone else noted the flames… I had no idea what fuckery that would bring down upon us, and I didn’t want to find out.

      I returned to my corner of the shop and kept my back to everyone. A moment later, I heard machines fire up and people resuming their work.

      Hours passed as sweat dripped down the sides of my face. Energy sizzled from my shoes into my heart and my blood rushed through my veins. Pressure built within me, making me feel as though I would explode from the inside out. Of course, that wouldn’t happen to a fucking god.

      However, the intense stress wasn’t from my mortal job, but from my godly assignment as ruler of the Underworld.

      For a while, I tried to ignore what the universe was trying to tell me, but I couldn’t do so any longer. Something had become amiss, and it didn’t seem to want to fix itself.

      After pulling off my welding mask, I wiped the sweat from my face with a small towel I kept at my station. The anxiety from the rumblings of the Underworld weighed on me more and more with each second. Being god of that horrible place had been the last thing I’d wanted when Zeus, Poseidon, and I had decided who would rule what part of the world. Yet, once I realized that Zeus’ word would stand as law, I threw myself into the role of the god of the Underworld. I never left the torturous place. And dealing with the dead all the time… especially those who’d been trash in their mortal lives? It took its toll. The stress was unsurmountable. It fucked with the mind.

      I rubbed my face, feeling the need for release building within me.

      Having been around for forever and an eon, I’d tried everything to find relief. Drugs. Dionysus’ wine. Sex. Violence. Yet, I’d only found one option that gave me the liberation I needed.

      After pulling the cell phone from my pocket, I studied it for a moment. I had hated the idea of getting one, but now, I found it very handy. Quickly, I dialed Ana.

      “What’s up?” she asked, sounding cheerful.

      “How’s your day going?”

      “Oh, my god, Hades. I taught a class today. It was so weird talking about Poseidon like I didn’t know him.”

      I chuckled, recalling her riding him two nights ago. Yes, she had become well-acquainted with all of us.

      “I’m looking forward to hearing about it.”

      The line went quiet for a moment.

      “Are you okay?” she asked, her voice dropping to almost a whisper. “Is it happening again?”

      I shut my eyes and pursed my lips. She knew me so well. “Yes.”

      “Do you… do you need me?”

      “Yes.”

      Another moment of silence passed and I thought I heard a door closing on her end.

      “If you want something from me, you’ll address me correctly,” she said, her voice firm. “Now, let’s try this again. Do you need me, Hades?”

      More than she’d ever know. Ana. The one who relieved the overwhelming stress of my existence.

      My cock engorged and my breath tightened in my chest. In a few hours, I would find the relief I so desperately needed.

      “Yes, Mistress. I need you.”

      “Good. I look forward to tonight.”

      The call ended and I stared at the phone.

      “Just a couple more hours,” I whispered. “Then, you’ll be free from your own private hell.”
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      I arrived home to find the house empty, which I’d expected when I saw the blue scarf tied to the front door handle. It had become our way of telling Poseidon and Dionysus that Ana and I required time alone. They could enter, but under no circumstances could they come into the second bedroom. Most of the time, they simply stayed away for a couple of hours.

      The second bedroom had become our sacred space, where Ana helped me keep my sanity.

      I knocked gently on the door and she opened it, then turned away from me. She wore a black leather corset with a matching thong. Her ass cheeks jiggled as she strode across the room.

      “You’re late,” she said, sitting down on the bed.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Undress and take a shower.”

      I glanced up at her and she stared at me with such lust, I wanted to take her right then and there. That would give me a bit of satisfaction, but I needed more. I needed to be fully sated.

      As I turned to cross the hallway to the bathroom, she said, “No. You undress right here. I want to see you.”

      I nodded and pulled off my shirt, then slid my jeans down my legs. My cock bobbed at my hips, and I took it in my grasp.

      She shook her head while standing from the bed. “You don’t get to touch yourself.” She slapped my hand away and gently stroked me from tip to base. “I’m the only one who touches you until I say differently. Go shower, and you better be this hard when you come back to me.”

      “Yes, Mistress.”

      Like I’d have a choice. I’d be like a fucking rock until Ana told me otherwise.

      I quickly showered and headed back into our room, then shut the door.

      Ana pointed to the foot of the bed, and I moved there facing the mattress. She strode over to me then stood behind me. I felt her breath between my shoulder blades and my body tensed as she reached around and grabbed my cock, then gently stroked me.

      “Good boy, Hades,” she whispered, her lips barely caressing my skin and sending goosebumps over my flesh. “You know I like my dicks hard. It pleases me.”

      A shudder traveled through me while I watched her hand move over my flesh. I became entranced at her delicate, soothing touch. Yes, it excited me, but at the same time, my senses had become heightened, the rabid ache of anxiety slowly fading.

      Seconds later, a loud crack and a firm sting on my ass brought me back to reality. I winced when the paddle landed again.

      “Lie down,” she ordered, dangling a pair of handcuffs in front of me. “Put those on and fasten yourself to the bedframe.”

      I did as she instructed, a sheen of sweat breaking out over my body. It wasn’t from the two hits my ass had sustained, but from the anticipation of what would come.

      When the click of the locking mechanism sounded, Ana appeared at my side with a feral grin tilting her perfect lips.

      “What’s your word today, Hades?” she asked as she traced a white feather up and down my abdomen. The feather was new. I concentrated on the soft sensations before answering.

      “Asparagus.”

      “Very well. I’m going to blindfold you today,” she said, wrapping a piece of white silk around my eyes.

      My safe word needed to be something that couldn’t possibly become voiced while in a scene, but one I would remember once I reached my subspace. ‘No’ and ‘stop’ were poor choices because sometimes I might want her to push forward even though I uttered the words. I loved the vegetable, so it was a good choice for me.

      The room went completely quiet except for my heavy breathing. A car drove by outside. A bird chirped. I waited patiently.

      “Ah, Hades,” Ana whispered, her mouth next to my ear. “Whatever am I going to do with you today?”

      I knew she didn’t want an answer.

      Something soft tracked from my toe up to my inner thigh, then circled my balls. The same was repeated on the other leg, but this time a hot trail was left in its wake. I hissed at the pain. Candle wax? Yes, definitely.

      “Shh,” she said as she cupped my nuts. Her delicate fingers traced over them gently. I groaned as she massaged me.

      A second later, talons of pain radiated through my torso and a snapping sound cracked in the room. A leather flogger followed by a smattering of soft kisses. She used the whip again against my upper thighs, then gently tickled my cock with the leather straps.

      My mind spun as the pleasure and pain continued. With each second, she became a little rougher, her touch a little harder. I yelled when the flogger cracked across my chest, but then gasped when I felt her hot core around my cock.

      “Don’t you dare come,” she said. “Not until I tell you to. Do you understand?”

      I nodded.

      Pain burned on my chest, followed by her hand… and ice. She held ice to subdue the burn.

      “Yes, Mistress,” I said as I fought my desire to explode inside her.

      She developed a torturous rhythm. Every time she sank down onto me, the pleasure rippled through me. As she rose, she cracked the flogger across my chest, then applied the ice.

      All my senses faded away, except for what Ana did to me. Each stroke, each time the leather met my skin and the ice followed held my concentration. My worries and stress slipped away and I arrived at a place where nothing mattered.

      “Do you want more?” she asked.

      “More,” I growled through gritted teeth. “Please, Mistress. Give me more.”

      She continued to rock her hips, but quit the whip. A few seconds later, cool steel met my nipples as she applied the nipple clamps. Pain rippled through me, each wave ending up at the tip of my cock.

      “Come for me, Hades,” she whispered against my mouth as she pulled on the chain connecting the clamps.

      The scream that tore from my soul sounded far away, but carried my anxiety and angst to another place, another dimension.

      And being with Ana had never felt so good.
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      When Hades had first shown up at my door, I hadn’t understood why he didn’t take part in the sexual romps I had with the other two gods. He had always said I wasn’t ready, and he’d let me know when I was.

      He had been right. If he’d asked me to do the things I’ve done to him too early on, I would have run from the room. First and foremost, I had no self-confidence. Dean, my dead husband, had taken it from me with brute force. Yet, little by little, after the gods showed up, I came out of my shell. I became self-assured, and when Hades had thought I could handle his wishes, he’d approached me with his requests.

      At first, I had been caught off guard and immediately wanted to deny him. But something stopped me. Curiosity? The need to experience the taboo? The desire to please Hades? Maybe all three.

      So, I’d said yes.

      And I’d studied BDSM as he guided me, showing me what he wanted. I became more confident and before I could snap on my leather G-string, I had taken on the role with excitement.

      See, I quickly learned that the scenes I performed with Hades weren’t about him getting off. He’d come inside me many times. They represented so much more.

      I came to see Hades as a nuclear bomb waiting to go off. The stress of his unwanted position as god of the Underworld grated and wore on him. He explained he had a constant connection to his realm, one he could never turn off or ignore. Dealing with the dead for his existence brought on enormous pressure, especially when confronting the worst of the mortals. The burden boiled within him until he felt as if he couldn’t take it anymore. I provided the relief.

      After our scene, Hades lay cradled in my arms, snoring softly. There wasn’t any of the tossing and turning that usually happened when I shared a bed with him. Instead, he finally found peace. He explained to me how it was like a balloon getting a pinprick and all the air leaking out. He became deflated, his curse kept at bay… for now.

      Hades had trusted me with the most precious gift—not just his physical pleasure, but the safety of his heart and soul.

      It wasn’t a role I took lightly. I wanted to help Hades fight his inner demons more than anything, and if assisting him in riding that line between pleasure and pain did so, then I loved being the one he relied upon.

      When I considered it, the shift in power astounded me. Ana Drake from Saint’s Grove ruled over Hades, the god of the Underworld, if only for a little while. Six months ago, I could barely manage my own pathetic existence. Forget whipping a god.

      An hour had passed since I’d unlocked
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