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Chapter One

The sweat on her brow was what pulled her out of sleep, the window was wide open and a cold breeze was coming in off the river. As Melody sat up and quickly crawled out from under the warm covers, her breasts prickled and her nipples ached against the damp fabric. 

That was the first clue she picked up on, alerting her that this was a dream. 

The second came when her feet touched the chilled floor. Now she was certain it was a dream, she had a carpet in her room and she never wore a nightgown. This one was cotton, sleeveless and hung just below her knees. It reminded her of something she would have worn as a young girl, or as an adult in a past life, maybe. There was an odd vulnerability that passed over her, it felt somewhat foreign, but not entirely unwelcome. Soothing discomfort.

The most familiar hands rested upon her shoulders as she stared out her bedroom window, at the sun rising in the distance and a sense of guilt settled into her bones. Those hands felt too real.

Not a dream after all, not really. 

She knew exactly who those hands belong to, she didn’t need to turn around to see him. The intricate cross tattoo on his left ring finger blared out at her, fear gripped her heart, oh yes. It was him. She couldn’t believe it. And the defenselessness that she felt, it was also too real and far too intense. 

Something deep inside her made her want to fall to her knees before him. She felt naked, vulnerable in a way she’d never felt before. It felt like he could see her every thought, her every desire. For the first time she felt like she didn’t quite have the upper hand on someone psychically. 

But what really made her shiver was the thought blaring out at her, the one thing in his mind that she was able to make out in this dream world. A thick, coagulating word that not only frightened her, but made her wretchedly excited. She didn’t really know what it meant. It stood out in her mind painfully though.

Dungeon.

She closed her eyes, willing the feeling to pass, but it didn’t. Of course it didn’t… because it wasn’t a dream, even if it felt like one. If it wasn’t a dream, where the hell was she?

Guilt replaced the disbelief she felt, it swelled in her throat, painfully. The taste of putrid dereliction came because she’d brought him here with her thoughts. Personal gain was a serious offense, especially for someone who had as many supernatural gifts as she did. 

There was always a level of responsibility that came with such gifts.

It was never her intention to form such a strong connection between the two of them, no, it wasn’t deliberate. She’d just been so consumed with thoughts of him, she’d become so curious. Who wasn’t? She certainly hadn’t intended to connect them on a psychic level. 

Had she?

It didn’t matter because his hands trailed down her arms, the fine hairs there stood on end and she let her head fall back against his thick, firm chest. His hands continued their descent, delicately he caressed the length of her arms, took her small hands into his large ones. He slid his nails back up her skin as he closed his mouth on her neck and tore the thin cotton of her nightgown apart in his fists. Her hitched breath rang in her own ears, her heart thundering there too.

Her aching breasts yearned for his grasp and he immediately satiated her need, harshly twisting her nipples before roughly spinning her around and claiming her mouth. Briefly she noted the familiar hooked nose, the hooded eyes, such a brilliant blue even in the dark. 

Oh God, it was him. It was him and she was going to be in trouble for this.

Personal Gain. The word echoed in the corners of her mind, taunting her.

But she wanted help. She needed his help, to help the others. So it wasn’t really personal gain, she rationalized as her insides began to burn.

His hands roamed up her stomach and over her heavy breasts slowly, methodically, as if memorizing her. He was crouching slightly. The way he had to bend down to her level made her think that he were floating a foot or so from the floor. 

She could taste him as she inhaled and took his breath into her lungs, the act stirring hot desire deep in her belly. She pulled away long enough to focus on those hooded eyes, they were like a bird of prey, she was that prey. Her mouth fell open, she trailed her fingers along his neck, over the black and grey ink of the tattoo that covered his back and climbed over his shoulders before she sought out his mouth again.

Her torn nightgown evaporated and suddenly she stood naked before him, her breasts were instantly crushed against his chest. His right hand trailed along her thigh, hooked it over his hip as he aligned her body with his. His clothes were suddenly gone too and not a fraction of space was spared between them.

When he entered her, she could have stopped it, if she’d wanted to. But she hadn’t. His body was like a magnet, she felt the pull deep in her core, as if it were connected to the base of her spine. She needed to connect with him, on some raw, primal level she needed to know him, so she could trust him. She’d called him here, maybe not directly but hadn’t she wished for it? Hadn’t she let the thought of him occupy her mind far more often than she knew she, an Empath, should have? More importantly, after what she’d learned about his family history, she was quite certain they shared more than just an ability to sense other people’s feelings. If they were in fact both descendants of The Order of The Dragon, then she’d played with fire.

Oh, she could try and hide that from herself, tell herself it was a silly celebrity crush and that looking so deep into his past had only been out of curiosity…but deep down she’d known he would come. She’d known he would come the second she’d sent that email about suspecting that he was Empathic. She’d known deep in the corners of her mind as she searched his name and paged through images of him on the internet, obsessively that the energy would lead to linking with him. She’d gone too far. She’d connected with him psychically. She’d wanted him too strongly.

The heat of his body was overwhelming as they were joined, it wasn’t like anything Melody had ever experienced in the real world, in the land of wakefulness. It felt suddenly, as if she were going to burst into flames, not orgasm. But she didn’t, and as she constricted around him her screams woke her from the dream. 

She sat upright in her bed, pawing at her sweat slicked bare breasts and intact panties. 

Melody searched the darkness of her room just as Corbin’s footfalls came hurrying down the hall. He knocked twice on the door.

“Mel?” Her twin brother called from the other side.

“I… I’m fine.” She offered, bringing her hand up to her sweaty forehead.

“You sure?” You don’t sound fine.

“Yeah. Yes, I’m sure I just… had a dream.” She wished he’d keep his thoughts to himself.

“Night.” Corbin called and Melody listened to his steps fade back down the hall and then listened to them descend the stairs.

Her chest heaved as she loosed the breath she’d been holding, even small moans were still trickling from her throat as her insides cooled and her chest opened up. She’d never experienced an orgasm in a dream before. She wasn’t even sure that what had transpired between her and her visitor was an orgasm. She also wasn’t sure if the sensation was pleasurable, or if it was downright frightening. Could it be The Lodge? Had her and her brother’s exploring opened it up even more than she’d originally thought?

Her window was wide open and she walked over to close it quickly, goose bumps rising on her arms. She admired the carpet on her toes, relishing in the realness of it. From somewhere near she felt eyes on the back of her neck. Melody spun around, searched the dark empty room.

“Who’s there?” She asked softly, hugging herself.

The wind chimes in the corner of her room tinkled and she smiled softly to herself, rubbed her arms fiercely before she looked out the window again. Those spirit chimes had been given to her by her grandmother, who was also a Projective Precognitive Empath and a Telepath. 

The moon was nearly full, it hung low in the sky, a halo was around it. A perfect circle. The ring stretched out so far, it almost looked like an alien planet, looming upon the earth from behind it. Melody knew it as a twenty two degree halo, but this one looked larger than that. The halo was eerily dense. Her grandmother would have told her it was a sign.

An image came to her, two tall men, friendly yet guarded, walking up their driveway. They would be here soon. She could feel it in her bones as surely as she could feel her brother lingering at the bottom of the steps, to make sure she really was okay. She didn’t know if it was a premonition or if it was a precognition. The only difference she knew between the two, as far as she knew, was that her precognition was not always definite. When she had a premonition, it never failed to become déjà vu, the problem was, she hadn’t yet figured out how to distinguish the two. It didn’t really matter. They’d be here.

She would reach out to him again in a day or two. She could send another email… something to get his attention again. Bastian even seemed to be reaching out to her on some psychic level, but she was so unsure of her abilities. She needed to know if he was aware of what had just happened. Melody wasn’t even sure if they were aware of what was happening. 

He couldn’t just keep using her energy this way. Sapping it from her while she slept to feed to creatures from the other side for his movies. It wasn’t right, it wasn’t fair.

Most importantly, he needed to know it was real and that it was dangerous. 

The lump of guilt returned to her throat and she sighed, shook her head again, disappointed in what she’d done. 

She never should have made contact with him.

~

The room was cold and Brock ran his hand up his arm, the memory of last night’s dream tugging at his mind as he reached for the plug on his laptop, the last item he had to pack.

“Wait.” His brother’s deep voice rang out behind him. “Check your mail first.”

“Come on, man. We’re done here.” Brock said quickly, his blue eyes were tired, soft bags from a restless night hung there.

“It’s her.” Bastian urged.

“You’re kidding me, right?”

“She just sent it. Come on bro.” Bastian’s voice was irritated and he suddenly dove onto the bed, shoved open the laptop’s screen. “Open it.”

“All right, move. I’ll check it.” Brock sighed, drawing his brows together as he reached across his brother’s chest.

They were both exhausted, having spent the night before last across town in a haunted Irish pub, they’d been asked to document several entities there. The footage they’d collected would be analyzed and they would be able to determine if what they found was demonic or not. From there it was up to the owners. The only catch was, in order to capture enough evidence, they’d let the entities feed from their own psychic energy, in hopes of them manifesting more clearly. It left them drained for at least two days after a hunt.

Brock quickly turned questioning eyes to his brother when he saw the email, it was close to the top. Had he not opened it up then, it would have been lost among the hundreds of fan emails they got daily. 

“I told you not to fuck with her man. You brought this on yourself.” His brother shook his head, a sly grin on his face as he wound a thick black power cord around his hand, never making eye contact with Brock.

“How was I supposed to know?” Brock asked, regret muddying his words.

“It doesn’t matter if you knew or not. You don’t fuck with people’s heads Brock. That’s it and that’s all. The fact that she is gifted and obviously her brother is too, is just karma finally biting you in the ass. You can’t drink from someone else’s cup without permission, no matter how empty yours is.”

Brock gritted his teeth, ran his hand through his thick black hair. He knew his brother was right. He’d known for months that he shouldn’t have been dabbling in dream walking and as his blue eyes skimmed the email again he felt an odd fluttering in his stomach. One sentence stuck out at him over the other two.

I’d advise you to stay out of my dreams, Mr. Bethlen, unless of course you’d be okay with me returning the favor.

Her words made his stomach drop. How could he have let this happen? Was this even real? Of course it was. He knew it was the same woman he’d seen in his dreams and now he was certain he’d returned to his own bed recharged. Amped up was more like it. As if he’d taken in too much caffeine. It had all been sapped during their investigation.

“What the fuck?” He sighed harshly as he collapsed back on the bed, covered his face with his arms.

The laptop made a ping, announcing a new message. Brock and Bastian both jumped and their eyes darted to the new email.

“It’s her again.” Brock said, peering out from under a thick bicep. Bastian was chuckling now, winding up cords and stuffing them into his black duffle bag.

“Shut up. This isn’t funny.” Brock looked worried. “She left her phone number. I’m calling her.” He glared at his brother while digging his phone out of his pocket.

She answered on the first ring. Her laugher was like fine crystal, fizzing champagne. “Have I got your attention now Mr. Bethlen?”  She asked softly, her voice becoming serious.

“Yes.” Brock could scarcely breathe. “Who are you?” It’s her. She’s the one from the dreams.

“You know who I am.” She sighed. “I’m the one suffering a terrible migraine because of energy loss. I think you know why, don’t you, Mr. Bethlen?”

Brock ran his hand down his face. He was so disappointed in himself. He had never, ever betrayed his professionalism this way. Suddenly the word dereliction popped into his head. He looked up, Bastian was studying him carefully.

“It’s an accurate description.” Bastian said, his psychic brother never missed a beat.

“Please, call me Brock.” Brock said into the phone after a long pause.

“Do you, Brock?” Her voice was low now. She was disappointed in him too.

“I’m so sorry, Melody.” Brock said, looking away from his brother.

“Ah. So you do know who I am.” Were those tears he heard in her throat? Or was she smoking? “Well, can you do me one favor and tell me, why?”

Brock blinked, his eyes were burning as he watched his brother leave the room with the last bag to load into the car. “I don’t know. I don’t even know how it happened.” How easily he could lie when Bastian wasn’t there to call him out on it. He was disgusted with himself.

“Was it the email I sent you, or from that social site?” Melody’s voice was so appealing to the ears.

“Both.” His stomach was in knots, she drove every thought he had right into his gut. Somewhere deep down, he knew she was doing it on purpose, somehow she was willing it to happen.

“Maybe there’s a way you can make it up to me.” Her voice had grown smaller, almost meek sounding.

Brock ground his teeth together as desire stirred inside of him powerfully. “How?”

“I need help cleansing a local pub. The Lodge. There are close to eighteen resident spirits, I can’t cleanse them alone.”

“I don’t work with spirits.” Brock stated matter of factly.

There was some annoyance in her voice. “I’m well aware of that. I’ve seen your movies. I wouldn’t have contacted you if I could handle what’s happening here on my own. Your brother is very powerful, I think he could help me. I think there is demonic activity behind what’s happening there.”

“How long have they been there?” Brock asked when Bastian came back into the room.

“Since the eighteen hundreds. Activity increased with renovations and they’ve become violent. The owner is a friend of mine. Small town you know?”

“Yeah.”

“She said they’ve had attachments. After we went there to feel the place out, I left with one.” Melody was hesitant to admit that, he could tell by the way her confidence wavered.

“Possessions?” He asked, Bastian’s ears perked up.

“Possibly. Can I ask you an honest question for an honest answer?”

“Why don’t you just poke around a bit?”

“It doesn’t work that way.” Melody sighed.

“Okay… shoot.”

“Did you know you were taking energy from me?”

He paused for a long time. “I suspected.”

“I won’t take no for an answer then. You’re still in Seattle, right? You feel pretty close.”

“Feel?”

“Sound. The connection.” She tapped her finger on her phone and it beat into his eardrum. “Pretty strong. It doesn’t sound like you’re in Los Angeles.” 

“Look, I don’t think we can…” He began.

“You will.” She replied harshly, then her voice softened. “You have to.” It was a plea.

“The timing isn’t right. We just finished up here and have to analyze our findings back in LA… the network will never go for it-”

“You’ll come here and help my brother and me before you leave this area or I will make a scene about this.” Melody said, her sweet voice turning arrogant.

“Are you trying to blackmail me?” Brock half laughed.

“Is it working?”

“No. No one would ever believe you.” He scoffed, but fear had settled into his throat.

Melody let the silence hang between them for a moment, her confidence building as his waned. “No one would believe that you could catch demons on camera, either, Mr. Bethlen, yet here you and your brother are… famous demon hunters.”

“Why are you so desperate to get us to this place? The Lodge is it?” Brock’s curiosity was peaked, this woman was obviously desperate. 

She was serious about this and it had nothing to do with wanting to meet the famous Bethlen Brothers. He’d even bet money that she was not interested in being in one of the documentaries. 

“Because I know this place is active and I think it’s attached to me. I can’t rest, I can barely maintain my appetite. I need to know why these spirits won’t let me go. I need to help them and your brother has a gift as powerful as my brother’s. I know we could help them. But I need your help, both of you.”

Brock didn’t know why he felt so compelled to give her what she wanted. Maybe it was the fact that he really had stolen her energy, used it to his benefit. He owed her he guessed. 

“What’s your address?”



Chapter Two

Melody ended the call, her heart thundered in her chest as she recalled Brock’s body. He had been so overwhelming. His presence so large, his rippling muscles where heavy on her and his skin was hot, too heated to be real skin… it felt as if it had been burning her. The goose bumps that rose along her arms and accompanied the twinge in her stomach alerted her that he was recalling it again too. She closed her eyes and shook her head. Their connection was uncanny. Hanging up the phone had not ended their interaction, not at all.

She shook her hands fiercely, shaking him off while taking deep, cleansing breaths until she’d centered herself. The question was, if it was real, or if their connection was simply a result of their shared capabilities? The thought confused her.

“Mel?” Corbin called from downstairs, even though she’d known he was coming inside the house to find her before she’d ended her call, the sound made her jump as if she’d been caught doing something naughty. Well, she supposed she had, if he’d bothered to poke around her head at all he would have agreed.

“They’re coming.” Melody finally called, hurrying from her bedroom and out into the hallway where Corbin was reaching the top landing, his dirty boots thudding on the old wooden steps.

“Who?” He asked as he wiped his oily hands on a red rag.

“The Bethlen Brothers.” Melody was breathless and cast her eyes to the floor, not able to hold his gaze.

“No…Mel? Please tell me you didn’t.” Her twin brother was psychic, he’d known she would do it, but sometimes his visions were wrong. She suspected he’d hoped the latter were true in this instance.

“I did.” She said hesitantly and he turned away from her. “Wait! Corbin, I had to.”

With most things his visions and feelings were spot on. But with Melody’s Empathy, on top of their connection as twins, a mere thought could appear as real as the here and now in his mind. It had been that way since they were children. Mostly he could block it out, unless it was accompanied by a very strong emotion. Melody felt terrible for confusing him so much, she’d deliberately put up blocks to hide her actions from him. 

Melody had learned about the mental walls, from their grandmother. She’d taught her to envision thick brick walls that nothing could penetrate. Only the walls she built for Corbin never seemed to be complete. There was always a hole or two that she missed. She could never block him completely, they’d broth tried several times throughout their life, but it was impossible.

“You did not have to.” Corbin tossed over his shoulder as he jogged down the steps, she felt his need for space, distance between them, so she stayed where she was.

“I need to meet him!” She couldn’t hold the words back, they even felt foreign to her and when she realized she’d let them out, she clamped her hand over her mouth.

“This isn’t right Mel, you know it. Something feels very wrong with this situation. It’s too easy.” He wiped his lower lip between his dirty thumb and forefinger.

“It’s easy because I’m supposed to meet him or-them. It’s meant to be Corbin, I really feel it.”

“Why? Wasn’t it enough he was toying with you?” Corbin turned to look up at her from the bottom of the porch, the bright sun bounced off his dirty blond hair. “How many times did he come and take your energy, Mel, three?” He had that tilt to his head, that one she couldn’t stand. 

That, I’m-so-sure-that-you’re-wrong, I’m-daring-you-to-prove-me-wrong cock to his head… she wanted to hurl something at it. She even searched her surroundings for something to wrap her shaking hands around, but the entryway was bare.

“That isn’t fair.” She said through gritted teeth, her eyes widening, fists clenching at her sides.

When they fought, it was never a good thing. Their anger bounced back and forth between them endlessly until one of them remembered to block, or leave the area. That happened very rarely. At this second, the anger that Melody was emitting was sinking into Corbin’s bones, fueling his words with more anger than he had originally felt.

“What if I hadn’t seen it, what if you hadn’t known better? If we weren’t gifted you’d be someone who never knew that they were being visited by someone who can dream walk. What then?” Corbin’s green eyes were blazing into hers and he was only a foot or so away now.

“That isn’t the point.” She was exasperated. “He isn’t a walker.”

“It is the point, Mel. If you were any other girl out there, trying to talk to a so called celebrity, he probably would have killed you. Walker or not.”

“I don’t think he even realized he was doing it Corbin.” She whispered, she knew he was right, but she knew she was right as well. 

This was why she needed to meet him. It was all too confusing. She needed to feel him, to speak to him face to face so she could read him. She had to figure out what was going on here… her suspicions were too ludicrous to even allow herself to consider, let alone share with Corbin. Were they all really destined to come together? What would happen when the Bethlen brothers got here? Would there truly be changes to her abilities? She’d read that when descendants of The Order, true descendants came together, their supernatural gifts would become stronger. 

Melody closed her eyes and tried to cool down. She couldn’t bring it up. Not yet, not until they were here and she could get her footing, choose her next move.

“That’s irrelevant.” Corbin’s anger was subsiding. “Stop it. Don’t project onto me.” He shouted.

But what was it that caused her to try and calm him? What was behind it? It was gone before she could tell, she withdrew and tossed her hands up at her sides. Maybe she didn’t want to know, especially if it had something to do with The Lodge.

“I’m tired of trying to explain this to you. Don’t you understand? They have the energy we need to find out what’s going on at The Lodge.” Melody tossed at him.

“You need to stay away from The Lodge Melody. I need to stay away from it, we never should have gone to see it!”

“They need our help.” Not a night had passed that she didn’t wake up to the tinkling of her spirit chimes since the owners of The Lodge had contacted them about the strange activity they’d been having.

“How do you know?” Corbin’s voice was steady, his eyes searching hers. 

“Because she was afraid. I felt it. You saw it, Corbin… please just help me do this. I have to help them.” Melody said softly, reaching for her twin brother’s hand but he shoved them both into his pockets. “Please.” She said again.

“I’m not helping you because I agree with what you’re doing.” He said quickly, averting his gaze. “I’m helping because for some reason, I feel like I need to.”

She thought she might have an idea what that reason was, but she stashed it down deep and forced it into the darkness of her mind.

Melody burst into a smile and tried to hug him, but he caught her wrists in his hands, gave a single shake of his head before he turned to go back out to the garage. Melody chewed on the inside of her lower lip as she watched him. 

Her inner struggle was likely confusing to him, he could always tell when she was hiding something from him. It frustrated him as much as it frustrated Melody when he did the same. It was like a cheese grater to the skull, a sharp nagging in the corner of her mind whispering that there’s more, more to the story than is being shared. 

The nagging never stopped until the truth came out. His frustration would only build. But she had to be certain before she brought it up and clearing The Lodge was the only way she would know for certain.

~

The Bethlen Brothers’ black SUV kicked up rocks from the gravel drive way as they approached a large white house surrounded by forest and a large piece of land.

“Is that it?” Bastian asked his brother as he slowly led the car through the dense greenery that surrounded them.

“I think so. Turn here.”

The gravel crunched beneath the tires of the vehicle as they slowed down and a woman with long, curly dark hair stepped out onto the large porch. Brock’s mouth went dry when he saw her. She was barefoot and wearing a long fall dress with a leather headband that matched the red leather wrapped around her left wrist. Around her shoulders she wore a brown wrap, which she pulled tighter as she spotted them. She watched them cautiously. He knew it was the woman in the dreams. Which made it all the more real to him, and a new sense of remorse inched over him.

“Try not to beat yourself up too much man. She knows it wasn’t entirely your fault.” Bastian said, he was hiding something, but Brock didn’t have the energy to ask about it.

“Stay out of my head.” Brock grumbled.

Bastian put the vehicle in park before opening his door and stepping out. Brock watched the woman lift a hand above her head as she made her way across the white, old wooden porch. The house must have been at least a century old, he’d come to recognize old architecture because of all of the locations they’d traveled to.

Bastian held his hand out to the woman, Melody. Her name rang in Brock’s ears as he watched his brother introducing himself to her. It was obvious that she wasn’t wearing a bra and Brock chuckled at Bastian’s wandering eyes. Her face lit up as she shook Bastian’s hand before he motioned back at Brock. He raised his eyebrows pointedly.

Brock took a deep breath before stepping out of the car. He put his signature smile on his face, as if the cameras were rolling and approached her. He held his hand out.

“Hey Melody, I’m Brock.”

~

The brothers couldn’t be more opposite. Bastian was tall and lean, a swimmers build with boyish sandy hair, a clean shave and warm brown eyes. Brock was tall also, but of broader build. His hair was dark and thick as a Brillo pad. He kept it short and manicured at the sides, a thick line down the center was disheveled in a sort of foux-hawk. His crystal blue eyes were startling in person. The thick dark stubble that graced his jaw seemed to make them pop. Melody hesitated before meeting them.

“Thanks for coming.” She said softly before taking his offered hand, albeit reluctantly.

When they connected, it felt as if someone shoved her back by the shoulder, she immediately released Brock’s hand. She plopped her hands on her hips before forcing a smile up at him, her eyes felt heavy as she fingered her headband.

“Well, Brock. We’d better not do that again until you’re more comfortable with being in my presence.” Her voice shook as she lifted a match to the end of a joint, even though she was trying to sound upbeat.

Melody smiled as she shook the match out. “Don’t worry boy scout, it is completely legal here.” And winked.

Bastian burst into obnoxious, teasing laughter beside his brother and Melody turned her gaze to him, amused by his openness. 

His energy was pleasantly light, very positive which belied his dark clothing and persona. She offered her score to him and he looked at Brock briefly before lifting his eyebrows and taking the joint from her. 

“It’s legal?” Bastian asked.

Melody nodded. “They passed it last year. No pressure. More for me, but I don’t want to be rude.”

He examined the end and then shrugged before taking a small puff and giving it back to her.

“Thanks.” He blew a thin cloud of smoke in his brothers’ direction. “Great ice breaker.”

Brock’s arms were crossed uncomfortably over his chest.

Melody grinned, rubbed her forehead again, her head was already starting to throb. The joint would help, but not much. She hopped off the white porch after pinching the cherry off her cigarette and shoving it back into her headband. The grass felt cool beneath her feet, but the grounding that she got from it was such a relief. She was at least a foot shorter than Brock and had to look up at him when she spoke. 

“Let’s go find Corbin. He wants to meet you boys.” She called over her shoulder as she walked to the back of the house so she wouldn’t have to meet Brock’s steely gaze.

“Are we going to need to turn the cameras on?” Brock tried to laugh. 

Melody smiled back at him knowingly, but said nothing. 

“Shut up.” Brock said, obviously to his brother, but Melody hadn’t heard what Bastian said. 

“Mel?” Corbin’s deep voice came from the garage.

“Yeah, they’re here.” Melody said as her feet reached the concrete of the garage, narrowly sidestepping a large pail full of thick black oil.

Corbin came out from behind a large red Ford, wiping his hands on a rag. Melody knew he was listening in as much as he could, whatever he found was obviously okay because he held his hand out and shook both men’s hands heartily. He did hold Brock’s gaze a fraction of a second longer than he normally would have, Melody could tell it made both brothers uneasy. She wondered if Bastian was able to read her brother’s thoughts. She wondered how much of the things she watched in their documentaries was real, how much was made up.

“Brock.” Corbin said as he held Brock’s hand firmly in his grasp. “Seems we have a lot to discuss.”

“I didn’t know man.” Brock began quietly but Corbin held up a hand.

“Not right now. You need to speak with my sister first. I’m starving. How are you guys feeling?”

“I’m starved too.” Bastian offered quickly and Melody smiled up at him.

“Well, let’s go get some dinner.” She said.

Corbin looked at her intently and she put her hands on her hips, slightly annoyed. “Well what do you want? Want them to stay in town? We have plenty of bedrooms. We own a bed and breakfast for Christ’s sake.”

“It isn’t in operation in the Fall.” Corbin reminded her.

“Yeah. We could use the funds. But I did blackmail them into coming here when they’re supposed to be helping other clients. It’s the least we can do. They’re staying here.” Melody stated with finality, her dress caught around her legs as she stormed away and into the house.



Chapter Three

Brock stared down at the china plate, lined with gold trim atop a dense mahogany table big enough for twenty people to eat a comfortable feast. It made him feel sad, it reminded him that generations of family had eaten family dinners from this table, this plate. 

Brock looked across the table when he felt eyes on him, Melody’s skin seemed to almost glow in the soft light, her eyes were fixed on him, strange, intimidating. He wasn’t used to receiving that from women. It was intriguing.

She looked at her brother pointedly and something seemed to pass between them. Brock frowned at them, he got the distinct feeling it had to do with what he was thinking about the plates. It also seemed a bit rude, like they were talking about him behind his back… to his face.

“What?” Brock asked and Melody averted her gaze.

“Nothing.” She said.

“Bullshit.” He laughed. “What is it? What’s going on?”

“How old are you?” Melody asked, sipped her wine.

“What? How old are you?” He sat back in his chair, swallowed some of a Lager from an amber bottle.

“Twenty six.” She smiled. “How old are you?”

“Thirty five.” He said, glancing at his brother.

“Are you lying to me?” Melody cocked her head to the side and peered at him with half a smile.

Brock’s lips twitched involuntarily. Her smile was luminous and he couldn’t help but feel the need to return it. He thought the shy dimples at her cheeks were the perfect accent to her pouty mouth.

“He’s thirty six.” Bastian said with a grin. “I’m thirty four.”

Melody’s face lit up, even brighter, if that were possible. “So, Brock…” She began to fidget in her seat.

“Yes?” That gleam in her eye was contagious. The confidence she exuded was breathtaking. 

“Tell me how you did it.” She sipped her wine, but held his gaze, it was a challenge, he loved challenges.

“How I did what?” But he already knew.

“How did you dream walk? Do you astral project?” The light bounced off one of the beads on her leather wrist band as she held her hand up in curiosity and he thought he glimpsed dark ink on her wrist, but it was gone before he could tell.

Melody peered deeper into his eyes every second that passed without an answer from him. Brock wasn’t sure what to say, or how to respond because he wasn’t even sure about what had happened. So he decided to tell the truth.

“I don’t know. It wasn’t astral projecting.” He said, leaning back and looking over at his brother, the dim light catching in his brilliant eyes.

“No, I wouldn’t call it that either.” Bastian said before scooping a spoonful of food into his mouth.

“It was definitely a dream of some kind.” Brock said, staring into his thoughts. “I don’t know how it happened. I must have read your email ten times. After that I looked at everything I could find online about you, which wasn’t much, so that night I was…”

Melody’s face was serious but she nodded at him with that sexy smile, urging him to continue before taking a gulp of her red wine. She averted her eyes and the smile collapsed, she was as uncomfortable as he was.

Brock felt his face reddening but he went on. “I was just imagining you. Trying to think of what you might be like, look like, where you might live and what you might do for fun. I fell asleep at some point and the next thing I knew…” He held his hands out to the sides.

He watched Melody’s smile return, she nodded before she placed her glass gently on the table. Was her heart pounding as hard as his was? His stomach flipped as she licked at invisible wine on her bottom lip gingerly. He even thought he could taste the red liquid, sweetly bitter on the tip of his tongue. He stared at her darkly, remembering those lips sucking softly on his own in the dream, or whatever it had been.

Bastian cleared his throat.

Melody lifted her hand to her head again. She locked her eyes on Brock and he frowned.

“What is it?” Corbin asked her.

“It’s just been a long day.” Melody said, her eyes closed as she rubbed her forehead rhythmically. “I’m drained.”

“He’s strong.” Corbin said, looking pointedly at Brock.

Melody nodded. “We shouldn’t talk about this anymore. Not tonight anyway.” Her eyes were still catching her brothers intermittently.

“Okay.” Corbin said as if he understood perfectly well what was happening.

“What’s going on here that you’re not telling me?” Brock wanted answers.

Nothing irritated him as much as a psychic having the upper hand mentally on him. Mostly because his brother had been doing it since they were kids.

“My sister told you in her email that she’s an Empath.” Corbin said as if that explained everything. 

“Ok. So?”

“Some things are a bit draining for her, they sap her energy. Going to new places, or haunted ones, and meeting new people, especially gifted people like you, are things that are very tiring for her. Not a big deal. She just needs to get a good night of sleep.” Corbin said with a trite smile.

Brock nodded at him, accepting the jab. He deserved it. He had been visiting her too often. He shouldn’t have visited her at all. If he’d known how serious it was he wouldn’t have let it happen twice more after the first time.

“I’m going to go for a walk and ground myself.” Melody said, but her eyes connected with Brock’s before she left the table. “Reconnect with mother nature. That’ll help. Want to come with?” She was looking at Brock.

“Don’t do it.” Corbin sang, looking down into the neck of his beer as he lounged in his chair.

“I’ll be back in a bit.” She tossed at him before looking pointedly at Brock again.

When Brock turned his eyes to Corbin, he was already staring intensely at him, right into his thoughts. Brock’s face burned slightly as he scooted back from the table and went after Melody. He heard the cringe worthy sound of a squeaky door hinge as she exited through the kitchen door. Everything in his body compelled him to follow her. 

A hearty laugh rang out behind him.

“Your brother should have brushed up on Projective Empaths.” He heard Corbin say to Bastian. 

Brock didn’t care. Their laughter faded as he shoved out the door and saw Melody in the grass, a thin spiral of smoke trailed from between her fingers. She turned to smile at him when he closed the door. Brock came down the steps quickly, his hands tucked into his pockets. 

“It’s cold out here.” He said beside her.

“Because it’s so clear. No clouds up there. Isn’t it pretty?” She asked before taking a deep pull on her cigarette. 

“Gorgeous.” He said, but he was looking down into her face. “It feels nice.” She beamed at him. “It’s still cold though.”

Melody looked him over from head to toe twice before slowly crossing the yard and heading into the garage. “Did you know you were an Empath before your brother knew he was a Psychic?” She asked.

“No. I can’t believe you’re barefoot out here. Your toes are going to fall off.”

She turned to flash that smile at him again, her laughter was light and genuine.

“I’m used to it. I hate shoes.”

Brock followed her to the very back of the garage, which was much bigger than it looked from outside. It was made up of two large rooms. A massive storage of wine and sandbags in one room, beyond that an abundance of yard tools, pottery, rubber boots and other odds and ends, separated only by a half wall. It looked more like a garden house or barn than a garage aside from the military sized canned goods.

“Good thing you run a bed and breakfast from your home then huh?” He grinned at her and she returned half of it.

“I guess so.”

“You don’t like it?”

“I enjoy helping my brother with something that’s important to him. I enjoy being back home after a few years of instability and grief.” She laughed to ease the revelation, as if she were embarrassed to have said it.

“Grief.” He nodded. “Still dealing with it?”

“In different ways.”

“We are our own worst enemies.”

“You have no idea.”

“Look I’m really sorry about all of this. If I knew it was real, that I was really connecting with you, I wouldn’t have…” Brock began, but he couldn’t find the words he wanted.

Melody was shaking her head anyway, a knowing smile on her face. “I don’t want you to apologize. I told you, I want you to help us with The Lodge. As far as I’m concerned, you’re here… so unless you sneak off in the night, I think you’ve proven yourself sorry.” She winked. “Well with a little coercing from me anyway.”

She stepped closer to him, the scent of lavender engulfed him while her fingers swiftly undid the front buttons of her dress and her eyes devoured him. Brock looked back at the garage door, Melody seemed to read his mind again, reaching for him, turning his face to meet her gaze. Her brilliant eyes searched his face, she was so close, he wanted to plant a chaste kiss on the tip of her freckle speckled nose.

“No one will come. It’s just the four of us.” She said as she lifted her fingers to his chest and looked up at him, her mane of dark hair trailed down her back.

“Sometimes my brother gets nosey.” Brock breathed down at her, enthralled with her nearness, the soft warmth that radiated from her skin.

“Not this time he won’t.” Her eyes were lowered, as if she was studying his beating heart at his clavicle. “I know a way you can repay me for those visits.” She said, low. Her fingers floated up to trace the outline of his lips. “Sort of, give back the energy you stole… if you want to do that of course.”

He felt his pulse increase as she brought her face closer to his, locked her deep green eyes on his. Her breath tasted his lips before she pressed her soft tongue to his lower lip. She slowly licked the span of it, sending warm jolts of electricity straight to his lengthening cock.

Brock’s hands came up to her shoulders and pressed her back. “Melody.” His eyes were wide and he looked at the door again.

He felt that he was being watched but no matter how he searched the shadows he couldn’t find what was hiding there. She pawed at him, trying desperately to close what little space stood between them. He didn’t want to resist her. He wanted to take her on the concrete floor, then and there. But this wasn’t the time or place for such exploration as he craved.

He needed to keep a safe distance from this woman. For her sake.

~

There it was again, peering at her from behind a corner in his mind that he’d managed to block from… everyone. He studied her, battling with his own thoughts. That singular word that called so desperately for her attention stood before her again.

Dungeon. 

But this time, an image accompanied the thought. The image was of her, shackled to a cement wall, wearing nothing but fine lace panties, writhing on the floor. Ecstasy such as she’d never felt in her life, let alone seen etched into her own features, blared out at her from the picture. When she blinked, the image was gone.

“I know you want me Brock. I’m an Empath. Each rush of blood that fills that eager cock thunders between my thighs too, you can’t hide it from me.” She whispered, cupping his hard dick through his jeans, she kissed his neck briefly before looking back up to him.

Brock searched her face, his breath was quick, his arms solid with whatever he was restraining himself from doing to her. But she wanted it. Oh God, she wanted him to let go, to let whatever he was holding back loose to ravage her. The thought brought a smile to her lips.

“What are you hiding from me Brock Bethlen?” She asked softly.

He shook his head.

“It’s okay, I want you to.” She stated, reaching up on her tip toes and licking his bottom lip again before pulling it between her teeth . She sighed into his open mouth as his hands reached up to grasp her breasts. 

She pressed into his palm as she reveled in his kiss, his spicy cologne drifted into her nostrils. When she groaned softly he yanked his hands away, a nervous laugh passed between his swollen lips and he took a step back from her.

“Melody.” Another warning. “You don’t want to do this with me.”

“Don’t you want me?” She asked. 

“You have no idea.”

Another thought came to her then and she wasn’t quite sure what it was. It wasn’t a word or an image, it was a feeling. Desperate and delicious, she felt like she was peering in dark yet somehow everything was clear and vibrant. 

“Please?” She offered with some degree of hesitation.

But finally he relented and wrapped his arms around her before claiming her mouth.

She bowed back slightly, caught off guard. She clawed at his clothing to get her balance before she shoved him backward. He landed on an empty green crate with a surprised laugh and in a second Melody was atop his lap, a curtain of thick hair fell around him. His lips tasted like wine, his large hands were warm on her bottom, massaging and spreading her cheeks before snaking his fingers between her thighs. He trailed them along the damp lace of her panties and the burning hot flesh beneath.

“Fuck.” He whispered appreciatively into her neck.

Melody tossed her hair behind her with a groan and looked down at him, but he didn’t remove his fingers. He only lifted his eyes and gazed up at her, she felt him admiring her, he thought she was beautiful. He thought he needed to take in every detail of her face that the dream world had left out. He thought about the mole on her neck and the scar on her chin.

She closed her eyes and shut out his thoughts.

Melody couldn’t stop her hands from shaking as she pulled his thick cock from his black jeans. It sprung free, smacking against her thigh and she began rubbing him down, twisting her hand as she did so. The words and thoughts that were pouring through his mind were almost too much for her to handle, and one blared out at her above them all.

Dungeon.

Between the visions of bound wrists and ankles, blindfolds and a thick wooden door, that word stood out the boldest. It was almost frightening. But she needed this. She needed to recuperate, get rid of the migraine and reenergize. At least, that’s what she was telling herself. She would only take what was stolen… hell, she might even give him an exchange later. But for now… she would tell that warning voice in the back of her mind to shut the hell up while she scratched this itch.

Brock lifted his hips slightly, his hands were also shaking, but not from nerves as he pulled a condom from his back pocket and quickly slipped it on. Melody barely pulled her thin panties to the side before sliding over him, her lust for him growing stronger by the second. Brock let his head fall back as gooseflesh broke out on his arms, Melody ran her fingers delicately over his throat, his Adam’s apple.

“I knew it.” She whispered triumphantly, lifting her hands to his face again and willing him to look at her. 

Odd glimmers were swimming in his eyes, similar to the ones people got when they had déjà vu, or in that instance they pick up their phone before someone they know calls or sends a text. But these were supercharged, they were faster shimmers of light and they vibrated with his sheer delight.

It was real. It was possible. She could hardly believe it. But if it weren’t possible would this be happening so easily? So fluidly?

Was this part of the increase in ability she’d read about? Something inside of her was screaming at her to jump off of him, to run into the house and send them away immediately. 

It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but the feel of his rippling cock carving its way through her sacred passage.

She watched him look down at her arms, they were also charged with energy. “What’s happening?” He forced out, his hands possessing her curves as she rode him relentlessly. 

“You should know. Except this time we’re awake.” She panted.

It was an energy exchange, not unlike what he’d done only this was in person, not through psychic communications. She only smiled at his shocked features through the haze of ecstasy she felt.

“Just feel it, Brock. Don’t you feel it?” Her eyes were closed now, elation clouding her thoughts.

“Without a doubt.”

Brock’s hands ran over her thick thighs, he traced the muscles that were flexing as she lifted her body and curled her tailbone gently over his shaft in short, grinding thrusts. His thumbs wove small circles over her hips before he slid his palms up her stomach, kneading her soft skin in a domineering quest to her breasts. That word blared out at her again, made her stomach tighten.

Dungeon.

Why did he want her there? What was this dungeon? More importantly, why did she want to be there so damn bad? It was exhilarating and frightening at the same time, wanting something that you didn’t understand. It excited her.

Her hands were resting on his neck now and as she came closer to orgasm her grip tightened. A surge of energy went through her and Brock’s lids became heavy, his chest heaved and Melody pressed her hands to it. He slid his wide palms over her hips just as she started to cry out. Her shimmering orgasm was too much, too soon. She screamed in surprised delight, nearly lifting away from Brock. 

His grip on her hips turned almost violent as he held her close. His thick arms flexed and bulged as he rocked her over his throbbing cock. Melody beat on his shoulders, another orgasm ripping her in two before he grasped her shoulders and pulled her down on his chest, hugging her to him. So there wasn’t a fraction of space between their bodies. He quaked inside of her, his hands possessed her, squeezed her, there might even be bruises on her hips the next morning, but she didn’t mind. Her body was buzzing with electricity.

“Jesus.” He whispered as he shook inside of her one last time, his fingers finally releasing her soft flesh.

His girth was teasing, still filling her wonderfully, she protested when he gently removed himself from her. 

She couldn’t believe it had happened, it was possible. What would happen at The Lodge tomorrow? She sat up, desperate to tell Brock about The Order, about her suspicions. But she held back. She had to wait until she was certain.

Brock squeezed his eyes shut, pinched the bridge of his hooked nose between his thumb and forefinger, took a deep breath. “Holy shit.” Melody pressed her lips to his gently.

“Thank you.” She said softly next to his ear before pushing off of him and straightening her dress. “I can’t believe that actually happened.”

~

Brock watched her leave, perplexed and exhausted. After several moments he regained enough strength to stand up and fix his pants. His steps were short and weak but he made it back to the house and eventually found the kitchen, where he downed three glasses of water. 

He wiped his mouth on his arm and collapsed into one of the chairs at the breakfast nook. Melody came down the stairs to his right and he looked over at her, the dimples playing at her cheeks, her swollen lips. The area around her mouth was red and irritated from his beard. She hadn’t even bothered to change out of her clothes. Just seeing her again made him ache. 

He watched her brazenly walk into the next room, her hair a mess, her face still flushed. She wanted them to see her that way. 

Brock smirked at the thought, sipped his glass of water as he watched her bare feet pad over the wooden floor gingerly.

If she were his, he would have given her something she could really show off. Maybe he’d even parade her down the country road topless. The thought thrilled him. Oh the fun he could have with Melody. She was so curious to know what he was thinking, so curious about the thoughts she did catch.

Brock shook the thoughts out of his head. He hardly knew this woman, how could he be thinking about this? No matter how he tried to force the idea from his mind the stronger it called to him. The way her heartbeat accelerated when she was unsure of his next move, the way she searched his eyes for approval. Yes, he could have a lot of fun with her indeed.

It was going to be a long night.



Chapter Four

Corbin took a long drink of his beer as he focused on blocking out the words that were being exchanged between his twin sister and Brock out in the garage. He’d only intended to listen in about the dreams. But things had ignited between the two of them quicker than he was prepared for.

Bastian must have been chewing on the quip Corbin had made while finishing his meal. When he’d finished his plate, he wiped his mouth and took a gulp of ice water. Swallowed and turned serious eyes to Corbin.

“Projective, or projecting even.” Bastian stated while nodding his understanding. “As in, she has the ability to project?”

“Yep.” Corbin said quickly with another swig of beer. “It’s a gift no woman should have.” 

They both laughed but Bastian looked concerned as what he’d heard began to sink in.

“So she can make people feel what she wants them to?” Bastian looked astonished, Corbin smirked.

“No. She wishes.” Corbin said pointedly. “She can project what emotion she is experiencing onto others.” Bastian’s brow furrowed and he glanced out the window.

“I don’t get it.”

“So, once when we were sixteen, I was in my room, getting ready for a date.” Corbin finished his beer and grabbed a new one as he continued his story in the kitchen. “Suddenly, about ten minutes before I’m supposed to leave to pick up my date, I start feeling really down. So down that I ended up calling my date and bailing on her. That night when I gave up on TV and went to bed, I heard Mel crying in her bedroom.”

“No fucking way.” Bastian said, but he was rapt on Corbin’s story, practically coming out of his seat as he leaned forward, brows raised.

“Turns out her boyfriend had broken up with her over the phone. I’d been feeling her emotions.”

“Holy shit.”

“She knows how to control it now. She can’t just make up an emotion and all of a sudden you’ll feel it. It has to be genuine, it has to be real for her to feel it strong enough to influence her surroundings.” Corbin said, handing Bastian another beer and heading into the living room.

“Which can be good or bad I’d assume?” Bastian asked behind him.

“Yeah.” Corbin said quickly as the cries from the garage intensified. “It took quite a tole on her relationships before she figured out what was happening.”

“That must really suck.” Bastian said after several moments. 

“Which part?”

Bastian nodded out to the garage, which was silent now. “That. Sharing a bond like that with your sister. There are things about Brock that he thinks I don’t know. I can’t imagine knowing those things about a sister.”

Corbin sighed, “Yeah. But it comes in really handy most of the time. I can block it out of my mind, not so much my ears.” 

They both laughed as the kitchen door closed and there were footfalls on the stairs. They were soft and light, Melody. Corbin got up and looked out the window, Brock was making his way back to the house, slowly.

“Your brother is going to need to sleep good tonight. If he can sleep at all.”

Bastian nodded and the kitchen door slammed before the sink rushed for a few moments. 

Melody came to the doorway, her hand resting at eyelevel as she chewed on her lower lip. “I’m going to bed. See you at breakfast.”

“Night.” Corbin grumbled.

Melody opened her mouth to say something, thought better of it and nearly scampered away, never meeting her brother’s harsh gaze. She did glance briefly at Bastian, an odd sort of confidence gleamed in her wide eyes. He smiled at her before she hurried away.

“You okay?” Bastian asked Corbin when Melody was gone.

Corbin nodded. “She’s going to suffer some consequence for doing that. I don’t care how she wants to justify herself. No matter what stupid thing your idiot brother did… there is always a consequence for personal gain.”

“Maybe it’s not so bad as you think.”

Before Corbin could respond Brock appeared in the doorway, he was glaring at his brother.

“You warn me about anything and everything you possibly can, you nose in to everything I don’t want you to…but you can’t warn me about something like that?” Brock was irritated.

Bastian only laughed. “I’m sorry bro, I didn’t really see that one… coming.”

“Stop. It’s not funny. Look, is there somewhere I can sleep?” Brock asked Corbin, moving his hands to his hips, like a man trying to catch his breath.

Corbin nodded, a wide grin on his face as he pointed down the hall. “Third door on the right is mine, you can have either of the other two that are down the hall.”

“Thanks,” Brock turned to his brother, “see you in the morning asshole.”

“Love you too.”

~

Melody opened her eyes when she heard Brock on the stairs. She stared at the dancing shadows of the trees on her ceiling as her mind received his most powerful thoughts. 

Soft. So soft. He thought. He wanted to take her soft flesh and do… something. The thought was lost before she could grasp it.

She turned her head slowly and watched the light that came beneath her closed door when the hall light was turned on. She was neither surprised nor afraid when a shadow passed by. Her tongue came out slowly to wet her bottom lip as the shadow returned and the antique doorknob lifted slightly. It clicked loudly as the latch gave way, but the door did not swing open.

Melody placed her left index finger between her teeth and bit down, frowned as her wide eyes searched the shadows. Her heart began to beat faster as she realized it might not have been Brock seeking her out after all. The door suddenly began to move, torturously slow. She sat up, prepared to run if she needed to. Whatever snarling beast from the other side that had found her wouldn’t get the best of her if she could help it.

Melody watched desperately, relief washing over her as Brock’s dark figure slipped silently into her room, closing the door behind him.

“Thanks for taking me back to being eight years old.” She gasped after he stood there for a few seconds. “You scared the shit out of me.”

Mostly she was embarrassed she’d let her imagination get the better of her, but after the last few weeks anything was possible and she wasn’t about to let her guard down. Not for one second.

“Sorry. I thought you were awake.” He said, looking over his shoulder. “I feel like there’s someone watching me in this house.”

Melody smiled and watched him rub his arms before looking back down at her. “It’s my grandmother probably. She died here. Sometimes I can smell her perfume.”

“You were close?”

“Very.”

Brock studied Melody for a second and then motioned at the door. “I have no idea why I even came up here. This is so weird. This house is strange.” He said.

Even in the pale glow of the moonlight that poured up the foot of her bed through the open curtains his face looked flushed. 

His eyes roamed slowly over the smooth curve of her naked shoulders. Another flash of bound limbs assaulted her, this time she was able to make out the small brown birthmark on her left foot. How had he remembered such a minute detail? This was something he wanted desperately, he wanted to take her in there and have his way with her.

Dungeon.

She wanted to ask what it meant, something in his eyes told her that he knew she could hear those thoughts, feel those desires. It was as if he were challenging her, or willing her to ask him. 

“I’m really sorry.” He swallowed hard after his eyes ravished her and then he abruptly turned.

“Don’t go.” She whispered, catching his forearm and letting the sheets fall a little lower, revealing her full breasts. “Come here.” She smiled.

“I don’t know if we should.” Brock said, but there was a grin tugging at one corner of his mouth. “I had a taste of my own medicine and it was harsh.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll play nice this time.” Melody took his finger into her mouth, sucked it deep while swirling her tongue.

He licked his lips as she kissed another of his fingers, smiled when she took it into her mouth.

“I don’t have any more condoms. We’re lucky I even had that one.”

“Have you been tested?” She asked softly.

“Two months ago. I haven’t had any partners since then.” He spoke seriously, looked directly into her eyes when he said it. “Are you on the pill?”

Melody laughed. “Hell no. I don’t put toxic shit into my body. It makes me psychotic. I can’t get pregnant anymore anyway.” She said sadly.

“What?”

“Endometriosis. Well, that’s what the doctors call it. After months of not being so sure of what it really was.” There was strain in her voice as she played with his fingers mindlessly and she tried to swallow the lump in her throat.

“What would you call it?” His voice was soft.

“Too much negative energy blocking my chakras.” She forced a fake laugh.

How could she tell him that the last relationship she’d been in had ended a year ago when she’d found out she couldn’t carry a pregnancy past the first trimester, if at all? That was when she’d come back home to help Corbin with the Inn.

“We don’t have to talk about it.” He said.

“Good. I wasn’t intending on doing anything that would cause a pregnancy anyway.” She winked at him as she bit her lip, let her eyes wander down to his groin.

Brock watched her left arm reach for his pants, she pulled him closer to her by the drawstring, exposing the tattoo on her inner wrist. Brock’s eyes widened and he seized her hand, turned it over to examine the black ink closer. A cross, two dragons wove around it to watch the other’s back, their raised wings formed a circle of protection. It was Dracula’s cross.

“Do you know this symbol?” He demanded, his eyes blazing.

Melody frowned up at him, incredulous as she tried to wrench her hand free. “Do you?” She asked. Holy shit. Did he?

He didn’t respond, but he released her wrist… his eyes were unsure. Melody wished something would come through, some clue that she could use to find out if he really was a descendant of The Order.

“It’s a family thing.” Melody began. “My grandma wore a necklace that had the same symbol. I never knew him but she said my grandfather wore it on a ring, even to the grave.” Melody offered and Brock nodded slowly.

“Yeah. Let’s cut the shit shall we?” He said sternly and she winced.

Melody cast her eyes down and rubbed her fingers over her wrist, some of the deepest points of the tattoo were slightly raised, tracing them soothed her. “Okay.” She whispered.

“Tell me what you know about this symbol.” He demanded.

Melody looked back up at him and cleared her throat. “It’s the cross of Vlad Tepes Dracolya.”

She observed the way his features remained unwavering, he wasn’t at all surprised by what she’d said. He knew it to be true. He knew more than she’d hoped he did. Maybe telling him about her haunch would go better than she thought?

“Go on.” He urged.

“It’s said that whoever wears this symbol will enhance the protective guidance of God in their life.” Melody finished.

Brock nodded, but she was sure he wondered if she was holding anything back.

She was of course. Simply knowing about a famous historical symbol was hardly grounds to go telling him that she thought they were descendants of the Order of the Dragon. She had to bide her time.

“It’s a nice tattoo. Do you have any others?” She thought he was hiding something too. 

Maybe the rumors were true? Maybe he did know something about The Order of the Dragon after all? Whatever the reason for his relent, Melody was glad to about face from the subject, for now.

“Nope.” Melody answered simply, took his hand in hers and pressed his palm to her breast.

She smiled demurely up at him as she pulled his heavy cock from his pants. Suddenly the need to give him pleasure was all she could think of. It was convenient that it also deterred their conversation. She couldn’t bring it up to Brock, or the others until it was definite that her suspicions were true.

Melody wet her lips as she worked her hand slowly over his shaft. He was already firm, throbbing beneath her fingers, she moved her hand, massaging his organ slowly as she brought her lips to his head.

Melody sighed as she tasted him, swirled her tongue along his silky cleft and explored the folds she moved slowly back and forth, enamored with his lengthening shaft. Brock’s hands were in her hair as he climbed onto the bed beside her, keeling before her. He caressed her neck as she relaxed her throat, swallowed him further.

Slowly, Melody slid her hand up Brock’s firm stomach, his muscles jumped reflexively as she wandered. Then she slowly dragged her nails down his chest, over his torso, let her hand rejoin the other at his solid root. His moans urged her on, his stunning eyes mesmerized her, she watched them carefully. 

It was terribly distracting. 

His hands twisted her mane of hair painfully, but the prickling feeling that rose on her scalp was invigorating, a deep moan came from somewhere deep within her.

Brock leaned back against her pillows, one hand still tangled in her hair, her stomach fluttered at the look in his eyes. What was it? Approval? Another image flashed into her mind as she stared into those eyes. He was holding something, what was it? Something leather. Now he was patting her bottom with it, sending tingles along her skin. It looked like a riding crop, but with a wider paddle.

Melody moaned and closed her eyes, too excited to continue to hold his gaze. Too confused by the desire that filled her womb from such startling scenes that filled her mind and too afraid of receiving more. She tightened her grip ever so slightly as she massaged his head with her tongue and she didn’t release his cock until she’d swallowed every drop of hot liquid he offered to her. 



Chapter Five

Melody watched Brock open the hatch on the Bronco and quickly made her way over to him, placed her hand on his forearm. When his eyes met hers she shook her head.

“You really don’t want us to film it?” He frowned against the bright sun that was making sporadic appearances between the dark clouds.

His breath sent large puffs out in front of his face. The temperature had dropped significantly since the day before.

“I told you… We aren’t interested in being filmed. We just need your help getting rid of whatever is causing trouble.” Melody said softly around her thick red scarf. “Something just doesn’t feel right.” She admitted.

“Okay.” Brock looked at Bastian to confirm their agreement. “We’re taking them later, though. For evidentiary purposes. You said you weren’t sure if it was demonic or not.” He said with finality.

Melody nodded but said nothing. She was unnerved by being so close to the cemetery. It always seemed to resonate within her, like waves of heat moving through her. She couldn’t put up a block, because then they wouldn’t be able to make contact. Instead she stayed quiet, reserved her energy for when it was important. It was risky to even be here.

The sun moved behind a dense cloud and the air instantly chilled. A soft breeze whispered through the trees, lifting some of Melody’s hair. She tugged her hat down around her ears and hugged herself, followed the three men toward the small natural archway. It was made of blackberry branches, they were dark and bare for the winter. Another sort of vine was woven through it and Melody recalled how beautiful the white flowers had looked against the vibrant green in July. Blackberries had the sweetest fragrance, even now in fall there was a hint of them perfuming the air.

“Okay.” Corbin said, all of his blocks were up and his energy was high, Melody walked closer to him, let the waves of his tranquil thoughts comfort her. “This is where it started. We came here after they rearranged the stones, cleaned them up and made it look nice and pretty in here.” 

Brock was following them, glancing at some of the stones as they passed. There were only about a baker’s dozen of them. 

“Why were you here?” Bastian asked.

“We had our grandmother laid here.” Corbin said softly and Bastian visibly blanched.

“Sorry.” He said, looking at Melody.

She gave him a tight lipped smile, her dimples flickering. 

“This is where you saw the spirit of the woman you think attached to you?” Brock asked.

“Yes.” Melody said softly. “I think this is where she’s buried.”

“Who?” Bastian asked. “The woman or the child?”

Melody looked over at Bastian, studied his face. “I’m not sure.” She said before looking back at her brother. “Neither of them are here. Her child was, but when we came back and it was cleaned up, the headstone that had a child’s dates of birth and death, was gone. It was crumbling away to nothingness anyway. I’ve only ever seen the woman as an apparition.”

“What’s the woman’s name?” Brock asked, studying a tall dark headstone with the name Bleakman carved into the bottom. 

“We think it’s Persephone. But we aren’t sure.” Melody said and Brock nodded. “She was a prostitute at The Lodge when it was a brothel.”

He walked around the tiny cemetery for nearly forty minutes as she spoke. He listened quietly as she told him about what she’d uncovered about The Lodge’s history. When she’d finished he stared at the sky for what seemed like an eternity before turning to look at Melody. His eyes were glassy, his jaw working as if he were trying to process something.

“What is it?” She said quickly, her hands held up to him, but hovering at a safe distance.

If she touched him with her blocks down, it might be painful to receive whatever he’d picked up on. It was best to keep physical contact to a bare minimum.

“I’m not sure.” He said, he was being honest.

Melody wondered if he was aware of his abilities, if he knew that he too had been born an Empath.

“Not born.” Bastian suddenly said from behind her. 

Melody spun on him, looked him over with her mouth turned down.

“I’m sorry,” Bastian said, “Sometimes I can’t help it.”

Melody nodded, hugged herself tighter as another frigid breeze whipped around them. “Are you sure?”

“No. But he never had any experiences before…”

“Shut up about things you don’t understand.” Brock said suddenly, his voice dark and menacing.

Melody whirled around as he broodingly made his way past them, frozen leaves crunched beneath his feet. She wanted to go after him but Corbin caught her elbow.

“I’m sorry bro.” Bastian said, patting his brother on the shoulder twice when he’d caught up to him.

They silently headed back to the car and piled in. Corbin directed Bastian to The Lodge, which was only a street down and two over. Brock was staring at Melody the entire drive, but she kept her head turned to the window until Bastian parked. She was concentrating desperately on the passing scenery, but Brock’s thoughts were so loud.

She saw herself kneeling, folded forward on cold cement, his hands around her neck, lifting her jaw and holding it high as he caressed her thighs, her ass.

Melody’s insides clenched deliciously, her cheeks flushed and she pressed her cool fingers to them as the engine clicked and sighed. She swore she heard Brock chuckle from behind her.

Some of the bounce had returned to her step as she got out of the Bronco and she and Corbin led the way down the street. She loved this old town. It was a wonderful recharge after being at the cemetery. The streets were already decorated for the hordes of Antique hunters that visited for the Holidays. Wreaths hung on lamp posts that were swirled with twinkling lights. Over the street a canopy of white Christmas lights hung gaily, they were strung from post to post, shop sign to shop sign.

The entire street was decorated. Every shop owner had closed down for the evening as they made their way past ice cream shops, a barber, beauty salon and magic shop. Brock peered up at the sign that hung over a saloon style door and reached for one of them. Melody walked though first, followed by Bastian and finally Corbin.

Inside The Lodge, live music was playing, two men sat at the bar, drinking beer. There was one couple in the corner of the room, eating burgers and fries. Several couples were dancing on the tiny wooden dance floor. Melody loved the live bands that played here, mostly jazz, classic rock and blues. It soothed the soul.

“I love this place.” Brock said quickly.

Melody smiled, her own mood elevated several notches.

“Can I help you?” A woman of about fifty asked from behind the bar. “Do you need menus?” Her hair was teased and hair sprayed to nineteen eighties perfection.

“Yes, four please.” Melody said as she slowly removed her coat. 

Brock’s hand had somehow found its way to the small of her back, sending a trickle of want down her tailbone, searing heat in her core. It was overwhelming.

Corbin slid into the booth, which sat against the brick wall and Melody sat beside him, her eyes trained on Brock’s formidable size, the curve of his thick shoulders in the black tee he wore. She imagined the things she might do to that firm hunk of meat if she ever were to wrap her hands around it. 

He wasn’t big in the sense that he had bulging barbarian muscles, or lifted weights for hours and hours in the gym. No… he was simply naturally big. One of those country grown boys from the Midwest, he looked to be -and he was- an Aries through and through. He held himself proudly and knew exactly what he wanted.

Most of the time.

Brock and Bastian took the chairs on the other side of the table, Bastian clearing his throat and Melody shook her thoughts away, embarrassed that she’d not been mindful of Bastian’s presence. She watched Brock’s eyes scan the wall behind her. 

“You’re not wrong.” He laughed.

“I’m really sorry. I’m so used to Corbin blocking me out!” She laughed.

“I’m not even worried about it. It’s amusing.” Bastian said easily, a brilliant smile lighting his features.

Melody was drawn back to Brock, who was still focused on the wall behind her.

“You can feel it, can’t you?” She asked, low, leaning forward.

“Yes.” Brock turned guarded eyes down to her. “What is it?”

“The stairs to the brothel are behind that wall. It’s been sealed off for years, but Barry, the owner said he will open it for us tonight.” Melody said.

“Why’d they seal up the stairs?” Brock asked.

The bartender brought their menus and clicked a pen. “What would you like to drink?”

“I’ll take water with lemon please and a coke with a bacon burger and fries.” Melody said with a smile.

“I’ll have the same.” Brock said, flipping his menu closed and handing it to the woman as she grinned at Bastian.

He was giving her a million dollar smile and winked at her while she took his order.

Melody grinned as she watched the flirtatious interaction, despite the jealousy that twisted in her stomach. Why did she feel jealous? She didn’t know Bastian, she’d fucked his brother just hours ago. Bastian turned a perplexed face to her. She watched the woman leave before she spoke again. Her thoughts redirected.

“Not the stairs. The brothel. That’s where the most activity happens. It’s where the most murders took place.”

Melody went on to explain the haunts, ignoring Bastian’s questioning eyes. “A pair of sisters who were working girls there, just went off the deep end one day and decided to start killing their clients and dumping them in the river that runs behind here. A local police officer formed a relationship with both of the sisters, unbeknownst to one of them.”

“Persephone.” Corbin interjected.

“Persephone. Turns out she caught them in the act, she killed them both and turned the gun on herself.” Melody finished.

One of the most interesting aspects of the story was that anyone who’d had an encounter and not been injured, had been in some sort of sexual situation. Melody spoke softer as the bar began to grow quieter, the band having finished their set.

“The owners were in the attic and things got a bit heated.” Melody told them the story in hushed tones. “While they were… you know. Barry said several boxes on the other side of the room flew in different directions. All of their energy was sapped for a week after. Nightmares. Insomnia. You name it.”

“Incubus?” Bastian asked his brother.

Brock shrugged, his face perplexed. “Sounds plausible.”

Melody felt him going over the details of their connection, it was exactly what she’d hoped the story would trigger. He needed to understand what was happening here was bigger than she could explain. Not that there wasn’t a great sexual chemistry between them. There was certainly that. However, whatever had attached to them had chosen them for that specific reason.

They all ate heartily, the night ahead of them would be long and trying, they needed their energy to be up. If they were going to get rid of whatever was here, they were going to need their strength. 

~

As they watched Barry leave, Melody felt the atmosphere thicken even more, her arms tingled as the hairs stood up on end. Brock spun to face them.

“Do you feel that?” He asked, a grin creeping onto his face before he turned to his brother. “Get rolling.”

“I’m already on it.” Bastian said as he opened a small hand held camera.

The Lodge seemed to be catching its breath after a night of entertaining. There were creaks and groans around them that trickled down her spine. She shivered. How incredible that it had been so warm and inviting a half an hour ago. Now, it was empty and cold. Well, maybe not empty.

Melody tried to keep herself in control while Brock began to unload a duffle bag, he handed her a camera and tripod, they felt heavy in her arms already. There was a static electricity working through her. The Lodge had never affected her this way before… it was draining her, and fast. 

With a large sigh she followed him up the back stairs, the ones behind the brick wall he’d been so drawn to. Each step seemed to sap more of her energy. It was like wading through mud. In the middle of the landing she felt a little bit light headed and had to pause. Brock came back and took the tripod from her.

“You alright?” He asked with a frown.

Melody nodded. “Yeah. I’m fine, let’s just get off of these stairs.”

“Are these the ones that the bartender was stabbed on?” He asked as he put his hand on her back, helped her up the last few steps.

“No, that was downstairs in the main area, the stairs that lead down to where the old speak easy was.” Melody said as they entered a musty room at the top of the stairs. “We can go down there later tonight.”

“I want to set up a camera here.” He said, unfolding the tripod and positioning it so it was pointing at Melody. “It’s night vision.”

“Good. Want me to set this one… up?” Melody’s voice wavered, another wave of fatigue swept over her while bending to pick up the other camera stand.

“Yes. Thanks.” Brock said after his camera was turned on and securely set on the tripod.

He adjusted it slightly, so it faced the center of the room and then made his way back to where Melody stood. There were odd sounds coming from downstairs.

“Did you hear that?” He asked Melody softly, freezing.

“What?” She asked, but her eyes were squeezed shut, her head suddenly felt light.

“Corbin and Bastian.” Brock said after a long pause.

~

Corbin and Bastian sat at a table, a bottle of tequila between them. Each had just taken a shot.

“You can’t tell my sister.” Corbin said jokingly, but Bastian could tell he was half serious.

“Okay.” He said.

Suddenly the air around them seemed to surge with energy. It was as if the room had taken on density, a weight sat upon their chests. Corbin turned his gaze to Bastian who was sitting up straight, it looked like he was holding his breath.

“Is your camera on?” Corbin asked.

“Yeah. Be quiet for a sec.” Bastian said and they both heard what sounded like footsteps on the stairs behind them. “Did you hear that?”

“Yeah. Something feels strange. Not right. I can’t get a clear image of Melody. It’s like she’s not even here.”

“Should we go upstairs?” Bastian asked.

“I think we better.” Corbin said and got up from his chair quickly, only to be shoved back down by an unseen force. 

Bastian offered him a hand and they both darted for the staircase, cameras in hand, taking them two at a time. It felt as if each step up was harder to take than the previous. The energy was dark and heavy. Sounds were coming from the room at the top of the stairs, grunts and grappling, sounds which were somehow familiar, but not discernible. It raised the hairs on the back of Corbin’s neck.

“This is the one that belonged to Persephone. This is where she lived. She’s the one who killed her sister, the cop and herself.” Corbin called over his shoulder. 

Bastian watched him enter the room, freeze for a second and then turn abruptly and stumble to the opposite side of the hall, his eyes bulging. He gasped for breath and grasped his abdomen, whatever he was looking at was making him sick. 

Bastian, telepathic blocks intact, saw nothing. He turned to peer into the room, prepared for something gruesome, but not prepared for what he actually found. As shock took him over, Corbin came out of it and suddenly charged into the bedroom. He shoved Bastian to the side and went full speed ahead.

~

Brock bent to open the duffle bag and the chain of events that happened next occurred in rapid succession. Just as the sounds of Corbin and Bastian calling their names rang in his head, Brock felt a chill travel down his back. Not just a slight chill, this was thick, ice pouring through his veins and it traveled with purpose. It felt like someone had injected freezing water directly into his spinal cord. 

He looked up right as Melody turned slowly to stare at him. She hadn’t even finished setting up the other camera, she was still partially crouched as she turned eyes with no pupils at him. Those eyes were wild, as wild as his burning insides felt. That was when he lost control.

He lunged for her.

~

Melody felt her stomach cool, it chilled so deep that she almost felt it in her throat…she closed her eyes slowly. The room felt like it was spinning. She tried to swallow as her chest suddenly felt heavy and full, she coughed and cleared her throat. Her breathing increased and as she tried to speak only a strangled whine escaped her narrowly parted lips.

The sounds around her, Brock’s voice seemed far away. A ringing began to wail in her ears, reverberating between her drums maddeningly. When she opened her eyes she knew only one thing: she needed Brock. No, no. She needed him. Her sight was shrouded by blaring hues of red.

Whirling around she was caught in his large arms, already prepared to capture her, ensnare her in their viselike grip. Fuck he was so strong. So big. So solid and warm, his flesh was nearly searing hers. Urgently they moved about, yet so fluid, it was like a dance, one done many times. She clawed at him urgently, needing to touch him everywhere all at once, and vaguely she felt a need to swallow him. Sink her teeth into his shoulder and simply, devour him.

Melody was hardly aware that the movements she was making were not her own. She knew that the man she was longing for was not really Brock, the longing wasn’t really her own either. He had no thoughts, no images flashed before her eyes. But that knowing was distant, a whisper amid sirens of need. She knew that the yearning she felt had been building for decades and somehow, she knew that the whole reason she was here was for this moment. 

But still, she gave herself over to it.

Brock sank to his knees urgently, pulling her pants down as he descended before rapidly wrapping his arms around her bottom. He positioned his wide shoulders at a slight angle between her thighs, his heated shoulder pressed against her aching pussy and in an instant she was in the air. 

She shoved her hands into his thick black hair and fisted it as she watched him lift her other leg over his shoulder, the air around her was electric, heated, charged. Like her insides. Her quivering thighs, his hot tongue that slithered inside of her unnaturally, she vaguely acknowledged her back slamming into the cement wall behind her. Her head hit too, but somehow, she felt no pain. Only pleasure. Pure yet somehow insidious. 

Her fingers were tangled in Brock’s thick black hair and she arched her back, a growl unfurling from her chest. The voice was not her own. But, she needed this. She needed to be one with him and that need pushed her other thoughts away. 

Only the pleasure he pulled from her body made sense. She closed her eyes even as she panicked, the fear somehow tamped down, held in the back of her mind, an echo. Corbin’s startled thoughts were an echo too, only they were suddenly shut out, Melody thought she could even hear a mental door banging shut, ringing metallically in her headspace.

Distantly Melody felt herself falling to the ground, her shoulder bloomed with heat but again, there was no pain, only need. Blinding, consuming, overwhelming need. A craving that had gone unfulfilled for decades.

Brock was climbing up her torso now, his clothing discarded, he tore her clothing away as he kissed his way up. His eyes were wild. The pupils were fully extended, black orbs, they took her breath away. His hands shook as they hovered, trying to decide which curve to ravish first. His possessed eyes connected with hers, the need on his face almost resembled agony as he seized the back of her neck and hauled her forward.

Melody wrapped her arms around his neck as she received his kiss eagerly, rocked her hips, rubbing herself against his thick shaft. The faint taste of metal entered her mouth as she felt her teeth grinding against her lips. Every moment that passed seemed to put more distance between herself and her body.

Brock slipped easily inside of her, but he thrust with force, urgency, resting his forehead against hers. Breathless and sweating but somehow incredibly energized, Melody gyrated atop Brock’s lap. Her hand slid up his neck, grasped his sinewy throat which dwarfed her hand even more. She stroked her thumb along his Adam’s apple as she examined his partially open mouth, his sensual lips raw and swollen. Was that blood on his lips?

Suddenly Brock was torn away from her and a scream unlike any she’d ever emitted in her life tore from her very being, raw and savage, a terrifying guttural sound unlike any from a human. Melody felt chilled to the bones instantly. Then she collapsed to the ground.

Corbin’s voice was distant but she could hear it and each time he repeated her name, and shook her shoulders, he sounded closer. A warm jacket was wrapped around her body, she felt herself blink rapidly and could finally hear Corbin’s voice clearly.

“Melody?” He demanded, searching her face.

“Where’s Brock?” She croaked, trying to stand.

“Stay there.” Corbin ordered.

“Where is he?” She wiped her lip, looked down at the dark smear on the back of her hand.

“Downstairs, I think.” Corbin looked around, they could both hear Brock and Bastian speaking in forced hushed tones downstairs.

“Is he alright?” She said, putting a hand to her head and sitting up. When Corbin didn’t answer she asked again.“Corbin, is Brock okay? He didn’t have any thoughts.” She whispered the last part more to herself.

“I think so. Here,” Corbin helped her up.

“No thoughts.” She mumbled.

“Snap out of it.” He handed her her clothes. “We need to leave.”

Melody nodded, tried to shake away the fog in her mind. “We shouldn’t have brought those fucking cameras. I knew we should have come alone.”

“Yeah well for now we just need to fucking leave.”

“I’m sorry you had to come in here.” Melody whispered. “I’m sorry for what you must have seen.”

Corbin frowned at her, “you don’t remember?”

“Fragments.”

“No sweat. You’d have done the same for me,” But Corbin’s voice was full of rage, he was keeping his eyes averted while she dressed quickly. 

“Corbin, I think we were possessed.”

“Probably better for him if you were…I wanted to kill him.” He said softly after a moment.

“It wasn’t your desire.” Melody said quickly, making eye contact with him as she straightened her shirt.

“I know. But it was strong. I almost couldn’t filter it as an outside emotion.” He was almost whispering, his brow furrowed as he winced at the recollection. “That’s never happened to me before.”

Melody stared at him for a moment, pursed her lips and then he abruptly left the room. She had to keep her words to herself…but she knew if he wanted to, Corbin could easily find out that she felt responsible for the whole mess. That her shoulder was aching with pain and her head was throbbing, he could even see that she didn’t really want to leave. That was unnerving too. Her attachment to this place seemed to grow each day.

If he had decided to do any digging, he was silent about it. She followed behind him slowly, trying to regain her strength.

As Melody came around the banister at the foot of the stairs her stomach dropped. Brock was still shirtless, his pants not even zipped or buttoned, his head in his hands as he sat at one of the tables. His massive size dwarfed the antique bar chair. There were bloody scratches and red splotches all over his tan torso. When he looked up and saw her, he got to his feet suddenly and closed the distance between them.

“I’m so sorry.” He said, wrapping one thick, tattoo covered bicep around her head and kissing her temple repeatedly. “Fuck sweetie, I’m so sorry.” He whispered harshly in her eat. “It wasn’t me. That was not me.”

“Shh. I know.” She felt tears threatening. 

“It was like I was standing beside myself, watching it all happen with no way to stop it.”

“Me too.” She affirmed. 

She breathed in his scent, it swirled deep in her stomach, a feeling eerily similar to what she’d felt earlier, but only a fraction of the intensity. 

“I’m so sorry.” He stated again, his voice sounded tortured.

His arms moved down, enclosed her shoulders and pulled her closer. Her cheek was pressed to his bare chest and it took every ounce of her being to not turn her mouth and taste his caramel skin on her parted lips. Even now she craved him, even now after something terrifying took control of their bodies, she wanted him so desperately. Was it even her craving? How could she be sure while they were within these walls?

What had they gotten themselves into? What had she gotten them into?

“I’m sorry too.” She whispered. 



Chapter Six

The four of them sat silent at the small kitchen table, each studying their Bourbon for answers to what had happened less than an hour before.

“Okay.” Melody said softly, her voice weak. “I need to tell you something that I think is significant to this.”

No one said anything, but Brock looked up and fixed his gaze on her.

“The room we were in wasn’t Persephone’s. It was her sister’s. Delilah.” Melody said. “There was a story I came across a while back, just handed down from the owners of The Lodge… Delilah and Samuel weren’t just having an affair. They were in love.”

“Samuel?” Bastian asked, he’d turned his camera back on and was filming again.

Melody lifted her eyes. “I wish you wouldn’t film this. I think that’s why things went bad in there!”

“There’s no way I’m not rolling from now until the end of this. You wanted us here, this is my condition.” Bastian said.

Melody turned her eyes to Brock, who sat unmoving. “Okay.” But she didn’t like the idea.

“Is there more to this story?” Bastian asked as he watched her through the camera screen.

“Yes.” She said through gritted teeth, she longed to lunge across the table and wrench the fucking thing from his hands, smash it against the wall.

She was not a violent person. Not in the slightest. It could only mean one thing… Oppression. 

“Tell us.” He urged her.

Melody pulled a hand rolled cigarette from a jar beside the fridge, smiled at the camera as she lit it up. Bastian gave her a woeful look, but still didn’t turn the camera off. She’d hoped her jazz cigarette would make him put it away. At least her nerves would calm.

“Samuel watched them for months.” Melody began. “He even paid for their services a few times. Together.” She said pointedly. “After he was certain that they were responsible for the deaths of three customers, Samuel planned to confront them. But Persephone found them together, without a payment, before he ever had the chance.”

“Where did this happen?” Brock asked and Bastian moved his camera over to him.

Melody shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. Corbin and I tried to sweep The Lodge, looked for any visions or clues that might tell us something, but we got nothing.”

“How many times have you been to The Lodge?” Bastian asked.

Melody rolled her eyes at him. “It’s one of two bars in town.”

“How many times have you investigated paranormal activity there?” He ground out.

“Only twice.”

“Did you know it was this strong?” Brock asked.

“We suspected.” Melody shook her head sadly. “I swear it wasn’t that strong before.”

“Maybe you woke it up.” Bastian offered, and Melody felt tears threatening, but she refused to let them fall.

Maybe the four of them had.

“Look, I think it’s safe to say that we aren’t dealing with these ghosts of prostitutes.” Brock said suddenly. “Maybe these spirits are attached, but I’d bet that everything holding them there is demonic. I didn’t believe you over the phone, I’ll be honest. But I’ve never even heard of being jumped like that before.” Brock stopped talking abruptly and looked at Bastian, who frowned and tore his gaze from the camera screen to really look at his brother.

“What?”

“Turn the damn camera off.” He said through gritted teeth.

Bastian closed the screen and sat the camera in his lap. “What is it?”

“I’m sorry.” Melody whispered at Brock, her eyes wide as a stream of visions hit her powerfully, she felt ill, sick to her stomach. “I can’t make it stop.” She whispered.

“Are you blocking me?” Bastian demanded from Brock.

Brock’s hands were clenching into fists as he stared down at the wooden floor, his eyes distant but his mind locked with Melody’s.

“What the fuck is going on?” Bastian hollered, coming up out of his chair.

Brock stood too, his chest hitting his brother’s as he glared into his eyes, his fists were still working double time. 

“Sit down, Brock.” Bastian stated firmly.

Melody wanted to tell them to stop, to plead with them, to stand between them. But the agony in her head rendered her immobile. She wanted to scream at Bastian that Brock was in a state of oppression and that his actions were still not entirely his own. She sat in the chair, gripping fistfuls of hair in her hands as she rocked back and forth, terrible visions flashing across her mind’s eye.

Images of Brock’s past thundered into her mind, interactions with spirits that had been repressed, since childhood…his mother’s suicide and the emotional turmoil he’d gone through after finding her. Where was Bastian? He wasn’t there, not with them. He was away and Brock needed him. Brock tried to kill himself too. That’s when the door opened. That’s when his gifts started.

“Oh my God, no.” Melody cried as tears streamed down her face but the pounding in her head decreased to a throb behind her eyes.

Brock began to growl, a terrifying sound.

“Sit down.” Bastian said, veins bulging at his neck.

“Don’t.” Brock said, but it was two voices. One was hiding just below the surface, dense and baritone, unnatural.

“Let it go. You’re not yourself bro, let it go. Make it leave.” Bastian was speaking harshly, his eyes sending bolts of lightning into Brock’s skull.

“No!” Brock yelled, but his face was one of pain and anguish, his voice cracked with a sob.

Melody was uncurling from the ball she’d turned into on the chair, her tear stricken face peering at them from between her hands. Corbin, finally unafraid to lay hands on her, placed them around her shoulders and hugged her tightly.

“I don’t have control over mine either. What the fuck happened there?” Corbin said close to her ear as he watched the two men in his kitchen simmer down.

“We should have never gone.” Melody whispered.

“Sit down.” Bastian was ordering and finally Brock collapsed back to his seat, tears spilling from his lids. “Take it easy.” Bastian said, two fingers on his brother’s shoulder.

“I’m fine.” Brock said between deep breaths, shaking off his brother’s touch.

Bastian turned to cast his angry gaze at Melody, who shrank into her brother’s arms.

“What the fuck aren’t you telling us?” Bastian demanded. “Why did you want us to come here? You must have known that wasn’t just your usual small town haunting!” He pointed at the kitchen windows, the curtains fluttering in response.

Melody tried to swallow the lump in her throat. She tried to think of where to start. How to explain.

“Answer me!” Bastian bellowed.

Melody’s nerves were still on alert and his booming voice gave her a start.

“Knock it off.” Brock warned from his place at the table.

“Tell me, please.” Bastian pleaded after a moment.

“I suspected it was demonic activity.” She said slowly, staring at a condensation ring that was soaking into her grandmother’s antique wood dining table.

“And?”

“I thought with your abilities I could talk you into helping us clear it.”

“We don’t do clearings, Melody.” Bastian said firmly. “There’s something you’re not telling us.”

“I know!” New tears flooded her eyes but she refused to let them fall.

“We analyze locations and let people know if it’s demonic. If it’s demonic we generally advise them to get the fuck out.”

“It’s not that simple.”

“Not anymore.” Bastian quipped darkly. “Now we have no choice but to go back there or this thing will follow us all on our separate paths and wreak havoc and destruction in the lives of those we touch.”

“I’m so sorry.” Melody’s voice took on a little more strength, but the tears finally fell. “You’re right. I’m selfish. I acted without thinking first. But I can’t change it now, I didn’t think it was this strong! I didn’t think we’d be possessed!”

Melody kept her blocks planted firmly before her, so he couldn’t see into her mind, so he couldn’t see that she suspected they were descendants of The Order. Perhaps the four of them really were, thus making their gifts stronger.

“We need a plan.” Bastian said after tearing his menacing gaze from Melody and Corbin to Brock, his hands were on his hips.

It was nearly three in the morning.

Brock nodded and his eyes unfocused as he stared down at the table. “We have to leave in the morning.”

“You said you would help us!” Melody cried as she nearly came out of her chair.

Brock held his hand up. “Hold on. Just chill, okay? I have to go. I have an obligation, an interview.”

Melody shook her head in defeat, Brock continued, his voice soft, but serious. “I want to help you. Look at what just happened. Do you think I’d just walk away from that?”

Melody shook her head. He cared of nothing but his career, his money and fame. She should have known.

“I have to do this. It’s not even my choice, but my whole week is free after. I can come back and we will get rid of this thing.” Brock went on. “Somehow. I promise.”

“How do we know you will?” Melody’s asked rubbing her temple as she felt a migraine coming on.

Brock stared at her for several seconds. “Come with me.”

“No.” Corbin said, nearly cutting him off. He’d probably known he was going to suggest it before Brock even knew.

Melody tossed a look at him. “Okay.” She said pointedly at Brock.

“No.” Corbin said firmly.

“I’m going. You know you can’t stop me.”

“I don’t trust him. He attacked you less than two hours ago each of us is displaying signs of oppression and you want to leave the state with him?” Corbin was standing now, pointing at Brock, who looked pained.

“Corbin.” Melody glared at him. “He didn’t attack me. We were possessed. I’m going.” She couldn’t tell him that she also wanted to see his surroundings, have him alone long enough to speak with him about The Order. Maybe it was perfect opportunity for her to tell him everything. “How else can I trust him to come back?”

“She can have my ticket. I’ll just stay here.” Bastian offered and Corbin visibly cooled.

“Look, you don’t have any reason to trust me.” Brock said. “I don’t even trust me. But I promise you I will bring her back to you in one piece. To be honest I’d feel better with her further from The Lodge, wouldn’t you?”

Melody watched the gears turning in her brother’s head and he slowly began to nod.

“I promise we will do what we can to help you with The Lodge.” Brock said.

“On what condition?” Corbin asked, his jaw working overtime.

Brock’s eyes widened before they skipped to Melody’s. 

“No use trying to hide it from a psychic, pretty boy. So what is the condition?” Corbin stood, his fists at his sides.

“With everything that happened there, I am not so sure I have one. But I reserve the right to amend one.” Brock smiled, but he wasn’t joking. “Let’s just try and get through the next day or so, shall we?”

Corbin nodded slowly. He turned to face his sister, no words were needed for Melody to feel the knife driven home.

“Just remember one thing.” Corbin said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “If my twin sister dies, I have no family left on this earth. Nothing to live for, nothing to lose.” Corbin turned his gaze to Melody. “Remember that this guy took your energy to use to his advantage for his own benefit, Mel. Remember that he used you.”

“I used him too.” She whispered through the tears that she was no longer trying to hold back.

Could she confess that the pull was so deep in her belly, she felt if Brock left without her, she would implode? She held that feeling down, so deep, safe and hidden. She forced it to the pit of her mind and surrounded it with dirt and barbed wire. Dreary blackness that was so dense he would have to pry it from her in the deepest level of unconsciousness if he wanted to find it.

~

“I don’t trust him Melody, he… he has weird thoughts.” Corbin said softly, close to her ear.

“What do you mean?” Melody asked as she watched Brock climbing into the black SUV.

“He wants to tie you up. I keep getting images of you tied up and blindfolded.”

“Am I hurt?” She breathed, her eyes wide with embarrassment. 

She hoped it looked like shock, or surprise.

“No. Sort of. There’s pain but no fear… I think maybe…” Corbin swallowed and looked over his shoulder, shaking his head.

When he put space between them Melody reached for his arm, pried at his mind. Pleasure. The thought blared out at her easily, he wasn’t even trying to hide it. He just couldn’t say it.

“I like it?” Melody almost laughed.

Corbin nodded without catching her gaze. “Just don’t let your guard down. Call me if anything happens.”

Melody nodded and took the first step off the porch, but Corbin caught her arm and turned her to face him.

“Anything. Call me as strong as you can.”

“I will.” Melody said and reached up to hug him quickly.

~

“When are you planning on telling your brother about the attachment?” Brock asked quietly on the plane.

They were alone in first class, save for a man in a dark suit at the front. The plane was quiet, smooth, and the drink in her hand didn’t hurt either.

“I don’t plan on telling him. He probably already knows anyway. We all saw what happened. I’m more afraid of what’s on that footage.”

“You hide a lot more from him than he hides from you.”

“My gift is stronger, in a different way. Why is it any of your business?” Melody tossed at him, regret instantly darkening her features.

“It’s got a pretty strong hold on you.” He commented, searching her face before letting his eyes trail over her body.

“Not for long.” Melody swallowed hard and turned her eyes to the man at the front of the cabin.

“He’s there.” Brock said and she slid her eyes back to him.

“What?” Melody asked.

“That man, he’s there. You keep looking at him. How often do you see apparitions?”

Melody laughed, almost bitterly. “My entire life. Can we talk about something else? When is your interview? What hotel should I stay at? When are we leaving?”

Brock smiled easily at her, it unnerved her, the way those eyes took her in. Drank her in, as if he were seeing her for the first time. Oh it was so hard to stay out of his head, to keep her block up, she longed to know what he was feeling.

“My interview is in the morning. You’ll stay with me and we will leave as early as we can tomorrow.”

“I can’t stay with you.” Melody said, a smile pulling at the corners of her mouth.

“Why not?”

“I can barely stay in my seat. I can barely be in the same room as you without my entire body responding to your presence. It scares me.”

Brock let his gaze fall to the floor, Melody could almost see the wheels in his head turning and then the sides of his mouth began to curl up slightly. Half a smile, sexy as hell, all dimples and perfect teeth turned to her. There was a challenge in his eyes.

“I never sleep anyway.” He shrugged.

Melody’s chest heaved slightly, she licked her lips as she watched Brock turn and search the cabin behind them. He took her hand and ducked toward the bathroom. Pulling her quickly in behind him. His breathing was faster, his breath whooshed over her eyes and she closed them as he pulled her against him.

“I thought I read somewhere that your house was haunted.” She said.

“That makes two of us, right?”

His lips were hot, soft and urgent. The faint taste of his drink lingered there, Melody pulled on his tongue, sucking it gently as his hands wandered over her body. His fingers quaked as he struggled briefly with the button of her jeans and the short zipper. He slid his hands into the seam and shoved them down before slipping his hands under her thighs, lifting her in the tight space and placing her on the sink. 

He pulled one of her legs free of her jeans and spread her thighs as wide as he could in the cramped space. Melody was freeing his cock from his jeans as quickly as she could, her hands shaking too. She briefly acknowledged that she’d never been this turned on by anyone before. She’d never craved someone inside of her as deeply as she craved Brock, right now.

“Please.” She whispered, barely audible.

“Please what?” His gruff response caught her off guard and she recalled what she’d seen in Corbin’s mind.

Her stomach dropped, but she tried to let the foreign words flow freely. “Please, fuck…” She swallowed hard, her fingers shook as she reached for his thick neck and hard hip, prying at him to come closer to her, satiate her, but he wouldn’t budge.

“Please, what sweetie?” He said, letting his lips skim across her neck.

“Why do you do this to me?” She whimpered. “Please, please, I need you so bad.” She whispered around his demanding mouth.

His urgency returned and he lifted her slightly, sank his throbbing cock into her slowly. His flesh was burning hot. He held her gaze intensely, for some reason, he needed to look into her eyes, she could feel it. A small, stinging sheen of sweat suddenly burst over her skin and she rode him in short bursts until she crashed into a million pieces around him.

Brock quickly pulled her from the small sink and turned her around, the fingers of his left hand gripping her jaw firmly as he hauled her rear end against him with his right. Melody released a moan she could no longer hold in as he ran his silky head along her folds before reentering her. She reached back and scratched at his firm, round ass which was barely accessible as his black jeans and boxers still clung to it. She was desperate to feel him against her skin.

Brock collected her hand and held it firmly behind her back as he thrust into her, his mouth was at her neck, the short, soft sounds he made excited and thrilled her more. When she came again he held her firmly as he ground against that deep spot, that swollen spot that irritated and excited her all at the same time. She almost tried to squirm away from him but he held her firmly and before she could fight, a powerful orgasm crashed between her legs, warm droplets slicked her thighs and she caught her breath before he released his hold on her.

His hands roamed over her body, his cock hadn’t softened at all, she felt no satisfaction. If anything, she wanted him more. But he removed himself from her.

“We don’t have any more time.” He said quietly.

Melody was biting her lip as she slipped her jeans back up and Brock grinned at her.

“Give it some time. We’ll be landing soon.” He ran his thumb over her bottom lip before leaving the toilet room and closing the tiny door behind him.

As soon as he was gone, her insides cooled and the need she felt lessened. After using the toilet and cleaning herself up Melody looked at herself in the mirror. Her jaw was pink, her lips swollen and her hair wild. She shook her head. What the fuck had she gotten herself into?



Chapter Seven

He opened the door for her, and let her go into the cool, empty foyer before him. It smelled of new house. New drywall, plaster, she even thought she could smell sawdust lingering on the exposed wooden beams overhead. It was as if it were brand new.

“Sorry it’s stale in here.” He opened the window in the entryway. “I’m never home.” He said that part mostly to himself. 

“It’s nice though.” She offered as she gazed at the vaulted ceilings, her eyes were drawn to those exposed beams.

There was a black grand piano in the center of the TV room, the reflection of the window behind it gleamed brightly.

“I didn’t know you played?” She grinned at him, there was a smile lingering on his lips, like he had a secret for her.

“A little.”

“Are you sure it’s okay that I stay here?” She asked, running her fingers over the glossy finish.

“Yeah, we’ll head back to Seattle tomorrow.” He rubbed his palms on his black jeans.

He was thinking about the dungeon again. Melody swallowed hard, glanced at her feet. It was right below her, she could feel it calling to her, creeping up her ankles like consuming vines, strangling her circulation.

“Are you okay?” She asked when she saw Brock’s expression had gone distant.

“Yeah. I don’t have any food in the place. You want to go grab something?”

Melody wasn’t sure what she expected. She thought at any minute, whatever had possessed him at The Lodge might come back. But she kept these thoughts and worries to herself, left her block firmly in place. She could almost see it radiating around her if she concentrated hard enough. 

“Sure.”

~

The restaurant was no more than ten minutes from Brock’s house. Five of those minutes was filled with her wondering about that dungeon. Her insides tightened unexpectedly at the thought. Up until this point, he’d only been another gifted guy that she needed help from. But now she was alone with him, on unfamiliar territory. 

Now as they pulled into a parking space and climbed out of the car, Melody held her hand up in front of her eyes, a searing pain igniting behind her eyeballs. Blaring flashes of light threatened to blind her. Brock caught her free hand and pulled her quickly into the dimly lit restaurant. 

Rich aromas enveloped them as they entered the warm waiting area and Melody closed her eyes to erect her blocks. She envisioned massive brick walls surrounding her mind, protecting it.

“Follow me please.” A quiet male voice said and they followed the usher to their table.

Melody’s eyes widened as she scanned the room from their intimate corner booth. “Holy shit.” She breathed as she shrugged out of her light jacket.

“What?” Brock was grinning.

“I guess I didn’t expect this. It’s nice.” Brock laughed and moved to sit beside her in the booth, her body instantly reacted to his closeness. “So what the hell happened outside?”

“Yeah. Sorry about that.”

“You already know?”

“Maybe.” His eyes gleamed mischievously. 

“What happened here?” She laughed easily as a bottle of red wine and two glasses were delivered.

“I’m sorry. There used to be a cemetery here. I should have warned you.”

Melody shook her head at his impish smile. A small blonde woman quietly opened a bottle of red wine, her eyes conspicuously trained on Brock the entire time she filled their glasses. 

“Two New Yorkers to go please. With two salads.” Brock handed over the menus.

“And a side of potatoes.” Melody added with a grin.

Brock laughed. “Sorry. I should have let you order.”

“No, you picked perfectly. But I need starch.” She winked.

His eyes were focused on Melody completely, even when he’d placed their order. Melody was perplexed as he even held his hand slightly in front of his face. Without being able to help herself, Melody lowered her blocks. She needed to know what he was thinking. It was rude. She knew that, but how would he know? He was too embarrassed to think about anything more than what Melody was thinking about him at that moment anyway.

When the waitress left Brock’s intense gaze softened a bit and he allowed himself to skim the quiet room around them. He lifted the glass to his sensual lips and sipped at the dense red wine. Melody took a small taste of hers, never having been a fan of dark red wine, but not wanting to be rude. It was surprisingly appealing to her pallet and she took another.

“Do you always come to such nice places?” Melody asked, she felt awkward among such elegantly dressed people.

She instantly regretted the question, as it was taken offensively. Those words flashing in his head again. Fake and Arrogant. She hadn’t been able to pick up on so much insecurity in him before… it was heart breaking. She reached out and placed her hand on his arm. Maybe it wasn’t his own feeling?

“It’s a really nice place, I’m just… I feel under dressed and I would have been fine with Subway.” She laughed and a smile pulled at the corners of his mouth.

“I really wanted a steak.” He said. “They make the best. Organic too.”

She observed his eyes, still scanning the room, as if he were watching for someone, or something to come for him. He kept them trained ahead of him even as he sipped his wine again. Melody scooted closer to him in the booth and placed her hand on his thick, hard thigh, scratched her nails along the scratchy black denim of his jeans. Brock turned his head toward her, she looked up into his sharp, handsome features and smiled.

“It certainly wouldn’t be as private at a Subway though.” She offered.

“You have a really pretty smile, you know that?” He asked, exposing his own as he placed a finger under her chin.

Melody closed her eyes and waited for his kiss, soft and gentle. Not like any she’d shared with him in the last two days. There was a nudging against her pinky finger and she lifted it slightly, allowing his cock to inch deeper under her palm. When he pulled away from her mouth, he held her head firmly in his hands and searched her face.

“I can’t keep my hands off of you.” He grunted quietly before releasing her.

His erection was throbbing beneath her hand and she squeezed him as best as she could over his jeans, she could feel his excitement in her own groin, just like before, in the garage. But this time it was pure, it was absolutely her desire, her need to have him inside of her. Hot, consuming, organic desire. It felt like a glass of fresh water after what had happened at The Lodge.

Melody licked her bottom lip and Brock released her as the petite waitress returned with their bag, a big goofy smile on her lips.

“Can I get you anything else?” She squeaked, a blush instantly tinted her cheeks as she cleared her throat.

Brock again had his eyes turned to Melody and she thought she saw a small shake of his head. His demeanor had changed so drastically, she wasn’t sure what to think of it. After another second she looked up at the young woman and smiled, shaking her head.

“No thanks.” Melody offered.

“I’m sorry. I saw your documentary about Poveglia when it was in theaters last fall. It was amazing.”

“Thanks.” Brock said without looking up.

Melody nodded. She felt awful. She hadn’t made it to see that one. She’d seen his two others though, older, they seemed more authentic to her. 

The waitress scurried off after leaving the bill, which Brock swiped quickly out of Melody’s sight. He left a generous tip and signed both the customer and merchant copy, leaving both on the table as he swiped up their boxes and his jacket. She eyed the customer copy as she pulled her coat on.

He’d scribbled a thanks for the support and signed his name.

Melody smiled inwardly at his gesture, she longed to poke around at him more but restrained herself. Whatever he was feeling, it was much deeper than Melody’s visit and might simply be a part of his personality. 

Brock took her hand as they left the restaurant, the same flashes of light plagued her, when it darkened the most gruesome scenes were imprinted on the blackness. She tried to erect her walls once again.

She tightened her grip on Brock’s hand and willed the images and the flashing to stop, holding her other hand up to her head. She couldn’t imagine what sort of ground this place must be sitting on, it wasn’t just a cemetery…but what really bothered her was how difficult it was to reassert her block. She desperately needed to filter her gift or she’d be overwhelmed by images, both real and residual, that would slowly drive her insane.

Brock ushered her into the passenger seat before hurrying around and pulling quickly away from the curb.

“I can’t believe you did that.”

“I’m sorry. I guess I thought with distance between us and The Lodge we wouldn’t still be being so affected.” His eyes were distant though trained on the road ahead of them.

Passing cars lit those unnerving eyes through the mirror, illuminating emotions that were almost painful. Several seconds hung between them, the intensity of Brock’s energy seemed to lessen as they drove further from the city.

“I need to tell you something.” Melody had anticipated the statement a second prior and nodded. “I… I didn’t really know if I was an Empath until you told me that stuff in the email you sent. I never even tried to put two and two together. I researched it a lot after you sent that.”

“You never replied to me.” Melody said.

“I know. I never reply to fan mail. I did read it though. I think it is what I have. I get so drained in public places. I think it’s why I prefer the dead to the living.” He meant for it to sound like a joke but he was serious.

“You don’t know how to block, do you?” Melody gasped. 

No wonder he was so uncomfortable at the restaurant. It also made sense that he hadn’t noticed the absence of control over his abilities since the other night.

He shook his head as they pulled into his wide concrete driveway, it was lower than the road and slightly hidden from view in the day, at night it was invisible.

“I can teach you.” She said softly, touching his arm again. “Not here, unfortunately, I’m having a hard enough time keeping myself in check. But when we get back to my place, I can show you a couple meditations.”

As he turned the Charger off the vibrating engine purred to rest. He turned a genuine smile to her as they climbed onto the porch. He was going to change the subject.

“Are you going to be okay without your jazz cigarettes?” He winked as he opened the door.

Before Melody could make a response, something flew past Brock’s head and straight for Melody’s face. She managed to duck just in time because she’d seen the woman hurl it in her direction just as the door swung open. The vase crashed into thousands of pieces across the asphalt behind her.

Melody screamed and ran toward the car. “Motherfucker!” She screamed toward the house, fists at her sides as Brock jogged over to her.

She wasn’t so much afraid as she was pissed off. She hadn’t expected anything like that to happen, especially when earlier the house had felt so empty.

“What the hell just happened?” He asked.

“There’s someone in the house.”

“There’re a lot of someone’s in the house.” He said with a short laugh. “I have a lot of messed up artifacts in there.”

In the dungeon.

“Well this woman does not want me there.”

Brock’s face went cold, all traces of humor evaporated and he turned his attention to the door. As they gazed at it, it swung shut, hard!

“Fuck.” He said, shoving a hand through that thick black hair. “I’ll just have to take you to the dungeon I guess.” He whispered.

“Fuck you.” Melody gasped, taking a step back but she was hardly surprised. That word had invaded her head space since their first connection. “Seriously?” A little voice inside of her sneered at her that she’d wanted to see it all along.

“I’m sorry.” Brock said with a smile. “It’s not anything to be afraid of. It’s not even that serious. It’s kind of kinky. If you’re in to that.”

Her eyes felt like they’d pop right out of her skull.

“It is intriguing, mostly.” She admitted.

Brock’s lips twitched. “Does that mean you’ll go down there with me?”

Melody stormed past him, straight to the door. “I’m hungry. Let’s go.”

He laughed behind her, but followed quickly. When she opened the door, the woman was nowhere to be seen, she was indeed still in the house somewhere but she’d likely used all of her energy throwing that vase at them. 

“What exactly is this dungeon?” Just saying the word gave her stomach a flutter. “Quit messing with me.”

“A playroom?” He forced a chuckle.

“Come on, I’m serious. If that woman wants me to go down there I need to know why.”

“She doesn’t want you to go down there.” Brock scratched his brow, discomfort etched into his features. “Eat, then we can go down.”

“Why don’t you want to talk about this?”

“Because it makes me uncomfortable to talk around her, about this subject. She won’t go in the dungeon.” He laughed. “You stay down there and she won’t interact with you.”

Melody frowned. “I don’t understand.”

The steak was cooked to perfection, her hunger kicked in as soon as the savory meat touched her tongue. Brock was eating his salad on the opposite side of the kitchen island.

“I can’t talk about sex stuff around her. That’s why I want to talk about this downstairs. In the dungeon.” He said the last bit with a dip in his voice, playfulness seeping around her.

“No naughty time for daddy upstairs? That’s a shame.” What a joy it would be to have sex on that piano.

Her eyes were drawn to the exposed beams, they were so sexy, she had to force herself to reconnect with Brock.

His jaw was working overtime. “Don’t call me that.” He said as if he’d been waiting to say it until he had her full attention.

“Why?” She lifted her eyebrows as she took another bite of her food, his eyes were twinkling. “I was only teasing.”

Brock cracked his neck to one side. “Just don’t, please. For your own sake.” But he laughed as he said it.

“Okay.” She smiled because he loved it, the lust made his eyes glassy as he watched her eat her meal, she took every bite slowly, inviting him to interrupt her feast.

“I won’t be leaving in fright. I’m annoyed now. I’m staying here, I don’t care if I have to sleep in your dungeon.” She said around a mouthful of food.

His eyes crinkled at the corners as laughter that didn’t touch his mouth filled them. “I don’t think you’ll be doing much sleeping.”



Chapter Eight

The dungeon was basically a dungeon. Except it was dry, smelled of leather and spice and was made entirely of concrete. Aside from that there were red bulbs in every fixture but one that shone above some sort of medieval restraining device that was held in place by several leather straps. 

A giant fireplace made up one wall, the mantle lined with what looked like human skulls and other remains. To the right was an enormous rectangular mirror, before it sat a large mahogany throne with deep red cushions.

“Where did you get this stuff?” She whispered, her eyes wide.

“Different locations around the world. They’re souvenirs. They’re not real…well most of them aren’t.” He winked. “Most of them are replicas.”

“Gross.” But she said it with awe.

The Dungeon was decorated with memorabilia that she remembered seeing in his documentaries, some of them quite beautiful. She ran her fingers over a necklace she recognized from her research. Thick glittering black and red jewels set in gold. Black diamonds. They’d belonged to a spirit who was bound to a castle in Wales by an Incubus. When the brother’s had exposed it, the descendant of the spirit, a young woman, was able to banish it from their property. She’d sent the necklace as a thank you. 

“You recognize them?” Brock asked softly.

“How did they remove the demon?”

“Ownership of the property was still in the family, same bloodline. She found a priest who was able to help.” Brock’s voice was soothing.

Melody’s breath caught when she saw the small wooden door at her left, ajar and giving just a glimpse of the space inside. Instantly the comfort and awe she’d felt was replaced with a twisting curiosity.

The space was where she’d been shackled to the wall in her vision.

“You okay?” He asked from directly behind her.

“Mmmhmm.” Her eyes were wide as she took in her surroundings. 

“Those are seclusion cells.” There were two of them.

“I remember.” Melody said, mechanically. 

“I thought you said you didn’t read minds.”

“I don’t. But words come to me sometimes, pictures and flashes of interaction. When the feeling that accompanies them is strong enough it can be quite realistic.” She turned to face him. “What do you want me to do in there?”

Brock studied her closely before slowly coming closer to her. Was he really a sadist? Was he going to hurt her? Did she care?

She thought briefly about calling for Corbin, but she wanted to give Brock the benefit of the doubt. She wanted him, anyway she could have him. The thought excited her more than it frightened her.

“You don’t have to go in there if you don’t want to. But I think it’d be pretty fucking sexy. I also think you’d enjoy it.” He said. “There’s something I want to show you first.”

Brock crossed the room and retrieved a small copper box from the mantle. He placed it in front of Melody wait waited for her to open it. She did so slowly, looking up at him for reassurance.

“Go ahead. Open it.” Brock watched her as she took in the large Thundereggs, or amulet stones, that sat inside. They were gorgeous, glittering from their protective geodes under the dungeon’s special lighting.

“Wow.” Melody couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“They’ll help with The Lodge. We can take them back with us.”

Melody nodded. “They certainly will.”

“The other thing I wanted to show you is this.” Brock said.

He reached for the hem of his shirt, bent slightly forward as he swept it over his head and turned around. Melody’s mouth fell open, she stared at the massive tattoo that covered his entire back, and even went up his neck. The cross was done in all blacks and had depth that must have taken several, multiple hour sessions to complete. This was the first time she could see it in its entirety. The dragon wings that hung from the arms of the cross were intricate, Celtic knots wound inside the thin, delicate flaps between the thick, bulging bones as the wings stretched out to capacity across his broad shoulders. The dragons were also guarding one another’s back.

It was the same symbol she had on her inner wrist, but in far greater detail and size.

“First order?” She gasped finally, trailing her fingers over the wings and examining the breathtaking detail. She noted the goose bumps that rose in the wake of her nails, it made her smile. Surely he wasn’t going to hurt her. 

Not anymore than she would want him to, anyway. 

Was that her thought or his? Not having complete control of her blocks was starting to mess with her head.

“Do you know what this symbol means?” He demanded when he’d turned back to her.

Melody smiled up at him, placation dripping from her mouth. “You never bothered to ask my last name, did you?” She laughed and looked down at her wrist. 

“I didn’t need to. It’s Bath, isn’t it?” He asked, his size seemed to almost double and the sensation from her dream began to take over her again. A new word came to mind, one she couldn’t quite grasp. Give in? Lay down? 

Submit. 

Melody laughed and shook her head before she spoke. “It’s Bath, but it was Bathory.”

Brock’s jaw worked double time and his fists clenched at his sides. “What?”

She nodded, putting space between them, her insides were swirling with malignant desire. What was happening? What was this feeling? She had a feeling it had to do with their shared heritage, past lives perhaps? 

She bit down on her lip as she continued to back away and he sustained his smooth pursuit. She held her hands up as he turned his head to the side, placed her fingers on his chest. A nervous smile spread across her features.

“This is what Bastian felt?” Brock asked but Melody was already nodding. “How’d you hide it from him?”

“With great difficulty.” She admitted. “But only because I had to be sure.”

She could feel his anger, fueled somehow by the desire he felt for her, she curled her fingers into his chest and one of his hands came up to capture them in his. “What are you playing with?” He demanded.

She pried her hands free and inched around a display case, lit only by the yellow light beneath an ancient artifact to put space between them. She thought she recognized it as the seal of the Second Order of the Dragon. He’d been studying this for a long time. Longer than Melody had suspected.

“I wasn’t playing with anything, Brock. I’m sorry, I should have told you about my suspicions but I had to know for sure first, if you really had the Gifts.” She said, she couldn’t take her eyes off of those sensual lips and reached up on tip toes to capture them in her own, but he pulled back. “What if you had nothing to do with it, knew nothing about it and I sounded like a lunatic?” She demanded.

“It’s not a game!” He hissed and held her wrist up to emphasize his words, indicating her tattoo. “Even if we thought you were crazy it’s something you should have brought up. Especially after the power The Lodge displayed when the four of us were in there. Have you any idea what the four of us could have awakened there? What we could have unleashed!”

Melody yanked her arm down. “Do you think it was all by chance? Do you think this all happened for nothing? You made the unbelievable into movies. A fucking joke of a trilogy by the way! You parade around like a fool calling out demons and entities that you didn’t even know was within your power to fight! You think the spirit world doesn’t see you for what you truly are? You’re putting yourself in danger! Do you think regular people do things like that?  This is your destiny Brock. We were supposed to meet! You’ve opened the eyes of millions of people to the other side. That doesn’t come without obligation and you know it.”

“Tell me right now, stop playing fucking head games with me and tell me what you know. Everything you know.” His eyes were wild, the muscles in his neck straining.

“I know that you inadvertently dragged my brother and I into dangerous territory, any other people who are descendants of The First Order for that matter. When you released the first documentary of your findings I felt a shift. I know that the second I saw your stupid movie I felt connected to you.” Her voice softened. “I know that the first time you came to me in my dreams was the end of my life existing without you in it. I know that if you keep exposing them to the world they are only going to pursue you stronger. You need my strength. I need yours. We can protect one another. But it’s stronger with Bastian and Corbin, they’re so powerful.”

Brock shook his head. “You knew the entire time.”

“Not the entire time.” Melody insisted. “I suspected. I didn’t know until just now, when I saw this place,” She opened her arms wide, “and your tattoo in real life, not in the dream world.”

Melody watched his rage and lust seethe before her very eyes. She relished in the feel of them as they flooded her thoughts.

“Even so, what about you?” She slung at him.

“What about me?”

“You knew about this, your last name is directly connected to The Order and you have the nerve to expose the other side but not own up to something that is in your blood to protect? Why wouldn’t you use a fake last name?”

“I own up to my actions. I don’t need to hide behind a name. Anyway if I’m as powerful as you think, maybe all this time it’s been fine.”

“Keep telling yourself that. You know that it will catch up to you if you don’t make this right. If you don’t start doing what we were destined to do, Brock.”

“You really believe we are the incarnations of the original four? You think a woman was so powerful back in those days? There is no way.”

“How dare you!” She was seething now.

He wanted to fuck her, he wanted to do the wickedest things to her and the images that flashed in her mind only excited her further. 

“Maybe she was the most powerful. Maybe that’s why she was kept secret!” Melody licked her lips, he only nodded at her. He was digesting everything that had just happened in a matter of moments.

“I’m sorry. That wasn’t how I intended that to sound. I only meant that men in those days wouldn’t let a woman hold so much power.” He shook his head. “I’m wrong. I feel it. I know in my gut that you’re right.” His eyes closed and he continued to woefully shake his head. “How is this happening?”

The First Order of the Dragon was the original Order. The Order that Dracolya himself oversaw. The First Order was made up of only Noble blood. The bloodlines hadn’t been gifted and Dracolya hadn’t been a vampire in those days. It was simply human ignorance fueling their wars. But once they’d proven their ferocity, it was said that an Arch Angel tasked the most gruesome leaders’ families with the obligation to tend to the gateways between worlds as penance. 

The four families would be forever burdened with the reincarnation of two souls-connected and the responsibility of protecting the voids as long as they were needed. There was no way to reward the carnage they’d inflicted, no matter where their intentions had been, most importantly, their spirits were strong and they could handle such responsibility. They were born gifted, the psychic, the empathic, the mediums and natural born magic wielders. They fought against the enemies of the living. They protected the world from the hellish creatures beyond. They redeemed their souls by saving others’ for eternity. But they could never enter heaven.

If born with the family’s sacred gifts, it was their ability and duty, deeper than blood to seal any sort of vortex that seeped unearthly entities. There wasn’t much choice.

Surely Brock knew that?

There were only four names. Four families. Bocskai, Bethlen, Bathory and Szathmary were the last families that were known to carry on the sacred gifts. They fought the things that nightmares are made of. They fought the demons, the devils, the creatures that dared to breech the veil through portals and vortexes. But they couldn’t do it alone. It had to be an order. They had to be at least six. They needed to combine their gifts in order to be strong enough to close the portals.

“Demons and devils are running rampant among the living.” Melody said. “I knew that you would know that better than anyone else. I’d heard the rumors about your back tattoo, I knew your last name and that you and your brother were gifted but beyond that I was taking a shot in the dark.” 

“You’re insane.” He said, but his eyes were gleaming. He understood now, he believed her. Melody sighed her relief.

“I’m right.” She reached up for his lips again and this time he obliged, but not before securing her wrists above her head.

“Why are you so sure?”

“Because,” she whispered, looking around “we’re here. We have the sacred gifts.”

“You don’t know that.” He said.

“Are you kidding?”

“We need to be sure we all have what you are assuming is a gift.”

“You do have the same gifts. I’ve seen them.” Melody pressed her hips forward, reaching for him.

“It’s different.” Brock shook his head, “They aren’t the same as The Order. They aren’t strong enough.”

“They will be.” Melody offered. “If we find the other two, there have to be descendants of Bocskai or Szathmary. If there weren’t, we wouldn’t be here either. We wouldn’t be psychic! We can find them.”

“You’re hard headed.”

“And insane.” She smiled.

“There’s no way.” He said, nudging his thigh between hers. “How could we find them? I wouldn’t know where to start.”

“Then at least help me cleanse The Lodge. That’s all I ask. So I can live in peace on our little plot of land. I’ll never bother you again, if you don’t want me.”

Brock was nodding as he inched closer to her mouth. “I don’t think I could ever not want you Melody. Since the first time we connected I can’t keep you out of my thoughts. I’m addicted to you in the most dangerous way. The way that feels too good to want to give up.”

Forcefully he pressed her against the concrete wall and ravaged her lips, his thumb pressing hard into the tattoo at her wrist, his thigh providing pressure on her aching pussy. When Melody shrieked, he released her and quickly undid his belt.

“Are you tired?” He asked as his black jeans dropped to the floor, revealing a massive tattoo on his thigh and hip.

“No.” She panted, her hands frozen over her head still.

She realized she’d yet to see him completely naked, it was a sight to be remembered.

“Good. Take your clothes off.” He said softly, his words trickled down her spine like a droplet of sweat on a summer day at the pool.

Melody held his gaze as she quickly undressed, her body was humming with need, violent need. She couldn’t mistake it, the same as in their shared dream, that vulnerability creeping over her. It made her knees nearly quake. He made her want to come undone.

“Do you know what the only other pastime I really enjoy, outside of demon hunting, is Melody?” He asked as his eyes moved over her body slowly.

“What?” She circled her arms around his thick neck, his body was radiating heat.

“I like to play games in this dungeon. Games that, only adults can appreciate. Some adults even find it kind of strange. Do you know what I mean?” His voice was low and those hooded eyes were darkening.

“I think so.” Melody said heavily, playing with the small bit of hair at the nape of his neck. “I’m no angel, Brock. Tell me what you want. Do you want to bend me over your knee? Suck my toes? Worship my body.” She grinned as she lifted an eyebrow at him.

Brock’s eyes moved to her heaving chest, his fingers curled around the cup of the only bra she owned and yanked down on it until her breast sprung painfully free. He massaged it with his tongue before pulling her nipple through his teeth. His eyes found hers before he released the aching bud, a salacious grin spreading across his face.

“I want to do many things to you, sweet little Melody.” He whispered harshly as he freed her other breast and claimed it too, pulled her nipple deep into his mouth, kneaded it with his hand.

Melody gasped.

The way he grinned up at her and let that breast fall from his jaw produced an image in her mind that was bone chilling. She had to blink several times to wish away the blood that had poured from his open mouth and was trickling down his chin delicately. 

She didn’t want to see the blood curling along his gum line, outlining his teeth in that odd orange-brown liquid. How does one describe the texture of such amounts of blood? It was thick, silky. Frighteningly it throbbed, pumped out a rhythm that transcended time and space. She wanted to wish away the image, yes, but mostly she wanted to wish away the throbbing between her thighs that screamed at her that she was a masochistic freak for being so turned on at the sight of blood oozing from this man’s sensual mouth.

“What?” Brock asked.

“Nothing. Don’t stop.” She sighed.

But her heart was racing, the blood rushing in her ears louder than anything else and her body. Fuck her body. The aching need she felt now was so different from what she’d experienced at The Lodge. She was buzzing. She was on fire. Her chest wanted to implode.

This. Was. Her. 

Her want, her desire. Her need for Brock was indescribable, consuming, she thought, in that moment, she would do anything he asked her to. The feeling was almost anguish, she thought it might bring tears to her eyes, discomfort made her movements awkward.

They wrestled the rest of her clothing to the ground, Melody gasped around Brock’s thick stubble and he smiled, held her slightly away so he could focus on her eyes. After a moment he turned her around slowly, nuzzled his face into her neck. When she opened her eyes she was looking at the four foot wooden door of a seclusion cell. 

Melody’s heart hammered against her ribs, it felt like it might burst right through, and take off running up the stairs, out of Brock’s dungeon. 

“Do you trust me?” He asked.



Chapter Nine

“I can’t see you.” Melody whispered into the darkness.

“I know. But I’m here. I’m in my chair in front of the hearth. Can you hear my voice?”

“Yes.”

“How does it sound?” He chuckled.

“Lovely.” Melody sighed, truthfully. It was nice, low, soothing, comfort enveloped her though she was naked save for her lace panties and the iron shackles that held her arms out at her sides. The silk blindfold on her eyes let some light in over the bridge of her nose, she tried to lift her head to steal a glance at Brock but she saw nothing.

“Do you remember what we talked about Melody?” His soft voice inquired.

“Yes.”

“If you and I had more time we wouldn’t need it. I don’t want the presence of it to make you frightened. I don’t want to hurt you and since we haven’t had enough time for me to get to know your limits, it is wise to have one, just in case. Understand?”

“Yes. I’m happy to have it.” She smiled into the darkness, a chill caught her nipples, they reacted immediately.

“What’s your safe word?” Brock asked softly.

“Dragon.”

“Good, very good sweetheart.” He said and her arms lowered to her sides. “Take the blindfold off.”

Melody reached up and undid the silk scarf. The seclusion cell was dark, in front of the wooden door sat the large mirror that had hung beside the hearth. She saw herself lit dimly by a single red candle, she assumed that Brock was sitting behind it, somewhere out of view. 

“Do you see?” Practically a whisper.

“See what?”

“That beautiful creature kneeling before you? Offering herself to you?” Brock’s voice was like a caress to her psyche. 

It tingled up her spine, nipped at her ears and raised the tiny hairs on her neck. She sighed, anticipation coursing through her veins like caffeine made her want to fidget. 

Melody looked at her reflection in the mirror. Observed the way her knees splayed slightly, exposing the white lace of her panties. Her breasts thrust out proudly, her hands rested on the tops of her thighs, but slowly they rose up and over her head.

The chains retracted into the wall before her slowly and Melody watched them curiously for a second. She wondered how they worked. They were special chains. Not industrial, though they were the size of it, they weren’t heavy enough to be real. They did however, have a thick metallic smell that filled her nostrils, paired with the leather and spice of Brock’s dungeon. She could even make out the warm smell of burning wax from the candle. Melody’s senses were beginning to overload.

“I do see. But, not quite what you see.” She said when her hands stopped raising.

“Look harder.” Brock’s voice was husky now, low. 

It reverberated around her and she recalled his impossible energy. The way he’d visited her in her dreams. Only now she imagined him snaking around her like silky silver smoke… caressing her very being in his darkness flecked with pure light. What an anomaly he was. She felt strangely serene.

There was a soft noise to her left. He was moving.

“You’re so intensely beautiful Melody. When I saw you in my dreams your hair was so plain, so unreal and now the way it sets fire in the sunlight captivates me. Your eyes were shallow, unremarkably light. Now I know them to be deep wells of emerald emotion.”

Melody listened carefully, too enthralled to respond, too sheepish to accept his lavish compliments.

“I want to get lost in those wells. I’d gladly swim forever in their depths, lost at sea like a sailor drawn to a Merrow’s song.”

“Stop.” She said when she felt her eyes stinging.

“You’re my song Melody.”

“Brock.” She demanded, biting her lip. “I want you so bad. Please.”

“Look back into the mirror, stop looking for me, you won’t see me until I want you to.” Brock said softly from somewhere on her right.

Melody studied herself in the darkness, her heart pounding, insides quaking. Her left hand was lowered to her thigh slowly and she waited patiently for his instruction.

“Get comfortable, I just want to look at you for a minute.”

Brock’s voice was soothing and exciting as he instructed her to touch herself. She practically slapped her hand into place, so eager was she to continue this naughty game. He led her on a journey to her deepest, most unexplored places. He told her how to massage her clit and dip and swirl, and he urged her to keep her eyes on the mirror. He told her to watch the way her lids grew heavy, her eyes dark with desire.

Melody bit her lip as she watched her hips gyrating of their own volition. Brock murmured how beautiful she was, how sexy. He told her the deviant things he would do to her, asked her to do them for him, to be his hands. She wondered hazily if he was touching himself too, the thought made her moan, excited her further.

When Melody’s body was quaking, on the brink of orgasm, Brock instructed her to stop. When she didn’t, the restraint on her wrist lifted away suddenly. She cried out and slammed her knees shut. “Brock!”

His chuckle was dark and the hinges on the door clacked loudly as he opened it. He kneeled before her and his hands possessed her. Melody urgently pressed her body to his, her arms stretched overhead made it so difficult to satisfy her need. His cock was reaching desperately for her and she strained forward urging him to enter her, to fill her, satiate her. He did so swiftly.

Melody grasped the shackles that held her wrists as he thrust into her, she fingered the chains, briefly noting their smooth texture before she crashed around him. His hands were in her hair, they clawed at her back, caressed her bottom. Each change of sensation titillated her senses. When they’d both spent every ounce of their energy Brock easily removed her from her fetters.

“Come here.” He said, a smile playing at one side of his mouth.

Melody got up slowly and he collected her in his arms as she came out of the small doorway behind him. She hadn’t noticed before that there was a black leather couch on the far side of the room, hidden in the shadows. Brock arranged her there and pulled a blanket over her before running his hand down the length of her body, over the swell of her hip.

“I can’t let you sleep upstairs yet.”

“Because of her.”

He nodded.

Melody wasn’t sure she quite understood what he meant, but she was growing more exhausted by the minute. She didn’t care where she slept. As long as she could sleep.

The last thing she heard before sleep claimed her was his soft voice as he smoothed the hair on her forehead. 

“I’ll never let anything hurt you.”

But she forgot the words he spoke as darkness swallowed her.

~

Corbin was in the kitchen as Bastian went over the footage they’d collected, unable to see his sister in such a condition ever again. 

Bastian stared at the flat screen, his fingers woven together and planted under his chin. The tiny ball of light entered the back of Melody’s neck almost simultaneously with the one that entered Brock’s. They had most certainly been possessed.

Bastian shook his head, he couldn’t believe how savagely they sought one another out. How fast. 

The way Brock tossed her around as if she weighed less than air made Bastian wince. It looked like there were cables attached to her arms that pulled her this way and that. Perhaps she’d been levitating slightly. He couldn’t be certain. Bile rose in his throat. Melody’s eyes were as dark as Brock’s, all pupils. Was she speaking softly to Brock? 

No matter. It was downright terrifying.

When the footage of Corbin tackling Brock came up, Bastian recalled how he had been at the ready to grasp Brock’s arms, secure them behind his head and haul him from the room. This was the part he’d wanted to see again and he paused it as soon as Melody’s clothes were back on.

“Corbin.” He called from the dining table.

Corbin shuffled in and took the chair beside Bastian who resumed the footage.

“Here,” Bastian said, pointing to the screen. “Watch close.”

Corbin watched as he left the room before Melody. She stood for a stunned second on the threshold, wavered slightly as if dizzy and a ball of light- identical to the first, slipped out of the back of her neck.

Corbin’s eyes widened. “What?” He practically hissed.

“I’m sure if Brock’s cool down had been caught on camera we’d have seen the same thing from him.” Bastian said. “He didn’t feel right until right before you guys came down.”

“Holy shit.”

~

Melody woke in the darkness, felt something close to her face. She was grateful for the absence of light, she guessed that she likely didn’t want to see what had woken her. Her heart thundered, nostrils flared as she inhaled slowly, steeling herself.

She held her hand up in front of her face and inch by inch, moved it out into the darkness. She tried to focus on what was and not on what could be in front of her. Every millimeter of distance her fingers traveled seemed more terrifying than the next. But then her fingers came into contact with something sharp, something that tickled her fingers. 

Hair.

“What are you doing?” She gasped, fisting his hair harshly.

Brock chuckled as she shoved his head backward, he held his fingers up to her mouth and slid beside her on the couch. He was naked, his cock straining and pressing against her thigh. She ran her fingers over his exposed skin.

“I can’t sleep.” Came his soft reply. “I need to be inside you again.”

She reached for his root instantly, tossed her leg over his hip as she tugged on him. 

“You scared me.”

“Sorry.”

His fingers delicately circled her clit before he slipped easily inside of her, captured her hands in his left and held them firmly behind her back as he took long strokes inside of her. Melody moaned and pleaded with him to let her have her hands. She was desperate to massage her clit, coax herself into orgasm, but he wouldn’t let her. He kissed her nose, her cheeks, whispered his denial of her satiation in sweet placating tones.

“While you’re in this dungeon your orgasms belong to me, understand?”

Melody nodded as she felt her insides blooming. 

Deeper he plunged, one thick muscle wrapped thigh pressed between hers as he rocked his way further into her. Melody dug the heel of her foot into the back of his firm thigh, feeling the power behind his thrusts.

“Oh God.” She sighed harshly, grinding against him with as much force as she could stand.

“What is it?” He said into her neck before biting down on the delicate flesh there.

“I want to so bad.” The thought was incoherent and so were the words. Her mind was so foggy, a haze of rapture. 

“Tell me what you want.” His lips were at her ears nipping the lobe.

“I want, to…” Her breath hitched, goose flesh broke out along her body.

“Say it.”

“I want to come.” She whispered, barely able to utter the words around her gasps.

“I want you to come too.”

Brock made appreciative grunts as he kissed her neck and then explored her mouth, he thrust into her in short, firm bursts, stroked her in that deep spot until she was burning around him. His fingers found her clit once again and he gently swept over it, a delicious grin spreading across his nearly invisible features as she cried his name.

“Sit up.” Brock said as he slid away from her.

She sat up on the couch, grasping his cock as she did so, no instruction necessary this time. She took him into her mouth, finishing him with a tight grip and ruthless strokes of her mouth. His salty seed exploded into her mouth in three short bursts, she swallowed him quickly, sucked him dry as his fingers ensnared her chin.

“Open up.” He ordered.

She did so, almost obnoxiously, her mouth as wide as she could make it go. He chuckled at her.

“Stick out your tongue.” He grinned.

She did so.

“You’re fucking sexy Melody.” He collapsed onto the couch beside her after releasing her chin brusquely.

“Well, you’re pretty fucking sexy yourself.” Melody pulled unruly hair from her eyelashes.

Brock kissed her head when she rested her face on his chest, his arm lay over her protectively.

She fell asleep sometime after that and he slipped away. Her dreams were vivid, rich and dense, too real. The lucidity gave her the distinct impression that this wasn’t only a dream, but maybe a memory too. 

In the dream she was a warrior, fighting for truth…yet protecting something. A secret, she thought. One that she couldn’t remember, or couldn’t quite grasp, maybe she wasn’t even told the truth. But somehow she knew it was older than time, something that existed long before she ever did. The secret had to do with her, this was why she was running. She had to blend in with the others, with the men. She had to blend in with them for protection. If they protected her in the open, it would give away this secret.

Brock was there, somewhere, though she couldn’t see him. He was her protector, but he was disguised too. She sensed him near her, but she was alone. She had run into a dense, dark forest. She saw herself, dressed in yards of thick black fabric, black lace gloves on her hands, branches clawed at her as she passed. Hands which shook violently grasped the handle of a mighty sword. She clutched it, her eyes closed, her mouth still as if she were in death or sleeping, praying-on the leaf covered earth. There was something written on the blade.

Were these the memories of past lives, a time when she was in The Order? Had their families really been cursed with reincarnation? The dream was over before she could get answers to her questions. They were replaced with muted blackness.

The next morning, when Melody woke, she wasn’t sure what parts of the night before had been a dream, she felt wonderfully ravished. The dungeon didn’t look nearly as frightening with the light that spilled in from the open walkway. She stretched her limbs, smiled at the mirror that was propped beside the giant hearth. 

She was careful not to catch her reflection in it as she passed. Her grandmother had taught her that mirrors were portals to the spirit world… she wasn’t sure how much of that she believed, but the superstition had stuck with her. She spent as little time peering into them as possible. 

Apart from last night.

She found Brock in the kitchen, eyed him as she walked past, naked, to his suite. His eyebrows went up curiously as he sipped from a coffee mug and climbed off the stool, keeping his eyes on her all the time. His hair was perfection, lined and trimmed precisely, he smelled delicious, his smile could wet even the driest old spinster.

“I have to leave in five minutes.” He said, placing his mug on a side table in the enormous bedroom and his hands on her hips, pulling her against his front. “But I could be five minutes late…”

“You’d better not. I need to shower and get us a flight back to Seattle.” She pushed on his chest.

His face remained playful. “You’re right. I’ll only be about two hours.” He pressed his erection against her, her stomach fluttered.

“Good.” She glanced around at the high ceilings, the exposed beams and giant ventilation ducts. “I don’t want to be here alone for too long.”

“Hey, don’t worry.” He said, slapping her rear soundly. “I think you’ll be just fine.”

“Can I use your shower?”

“Of course.” He studied her face carefully, opened his mouth to say something but thought better of it.

“What?”

He smiled broadly at her. “Nothing. See you when I get back.”

Melody thought she could fall in love with him then, if he wanted her, she would gladly give him her heart. He was all darkness on the outside. He was into some freaky shit too. But inside, he was light, his soul was light, his heart was good. How could damned souls have such depth? Maybe they weren’t really damned.

Brock kissed her forehead and made his way from the room quickly. He called from the foyer as he left, reassuring her he would be back in two hours before setting the alarm and locks behind himself.

Instead of getting straight into the shower, Melody wandered the empty rooms of his house. She smiled as she went through the ones that contained treasures and large posters of him and Bastian with famous film makers at film festivals and awards shows. 

On the piano sat sheet music, she couldn’t read it, but it looked warn, as if it had been played many times. It was titled Lacrimosa from Mozart’s Requiem. 

After a cup of coffee and eating some leftover food from the night before, Melody made her way back into Brock’s bedroom. She felt as if she was not alone, but tried to ignore the feeling. She kept her gaze turned directly to the bathroom, careful to not pay attention to her peripheral vision. The hairs on the back of her neck threatened to stand.

Melody looked around his bathroom, she wanted the door open but she hated that she could see his bed through the mirrors over the sink and closed it. She quickly turned on the shower and stepped in, letting the hot water cascade over her body luxuriously. She used his shampoo, thought it smelled similar to the spiciness she’d caught in the dungeon, there was the same density to it but without leather and dirt to amplify its herbaceous scent. 

When she stepped out of the shower, she noted without turning her eyes that the door was ajar, slightly. She knew it had latched closed, she ignored it. She dried off as she got the distinct feeling of annoyance, but she wouldn’t react to the woman, not after she’d thrown a vase at her face the night before. That was no way to ask for help or attention.

Melody scrubbed at her hair with the towel before running her fingers through it, she picked up the blow drier that was already plugged into the wall and began to dry her hair. The annoyed feeling was replaced with a deep feeling in her gut, menacing, demanding her attention. Still, Melody continued to dry her hair until she was satisfied with how it looked. She switched the drier off and unplugged it, wrapped the cord carefully.

A small brown canister, probably what helped Brock’s hair sit so perfectly, caught her attention. The lid was screwed on wrong, the threads crossed. Whatever was inside would surely dry out if it wasn’t fixed. It was also one of her pet peeves, crossed threading and crooked frames. She couldn’t keep away from them.

When she lifted the tub of hair goop to correct it, it was instantly batted from her hand by an unseen force, it clacked and skittered to the floor. It lost its lid before it rolled in a semicircle, a thin stream of its creamy contents left in its wake. 

Melody’s arms tingled as the hairs reacted to the changing energy in the room and she stared down at the crescent moon shape of hair product on the floor. After wiping the mess clean with a nearby hand towel, she took a deep breath and willed herself to open the door the rest of the way. She peered into the room, expecting to see the woman on the bed. But she wasn’t there.

“Well?” She called into the room, only seemingly empty.

Melody crossed to the center of Brock’s bedroom and the distinct smell of cigarette smoke swirled around her. She turned quickly. There she was, the woman who had thrown the vase at Melody’s head the night before. 

She was all muted blues and grey. She’d died in a tragic way. Maybe self inflicted. Melody willed the voice in her head to shut up as it shouted something at her about Brock. Something she wasn’t yet ready to know about his connection to this woman.

The funny thing about Melody’s gift, most of their gifts, was that if they were not ready to see something, their mind would filter it out somehow. There would only be osmosis of what information was needed, they’d see it very basically, just enough to get the point.

The woman sat in a corner chair with her thin dark hair pulled back into a bun, a broad toothed smile lined with sticky dark red paint on her face. Her legs were crossed and she tapped her toe in annoyance as she gazed at Melody. Her elegant elbow rested on her knee, in her hand was a cigarette, a thin trail of smoke swirled into the air.

“What do you want?” Melody asked, her fists clenched at her sides, in nothing but Brock’s large white towel.

“I want to help you.” The woman’s distant voice came directly into her thoughts, not through her ears.

“I don’t believe you.” Melody shook her head.

“You understand him, he’ll be safe with you.” Such a lovely voice, suited for sultry jazz in a candle lit club. “You’ve always understood him.”

“What?” Melody was confused.

But the woman had vanished, the smoke from her cigarette lingered. Melody closed her eyes as the energy in the room returned to normal. Rubbing her arms she quickly went to her bag, which sat on the floor on the opposite side of Brock’s bed. She squatted down, rummaged through it for jeans and a comfortable shirt to wear to the airport. Melody’s hand froze when something shiny beneath the bed caught the corner of her eye. 

She tried to ignore it, but it was such a nagging feeling that she thought she even felt the glare of the glossy page in the corner of her eye. It was irritating. She rubbed her lid fiercely. Something was very insistent that she see whatever it was. She finally let her eyes move to the shiny spot. Curious, she pulled on the corner of the magazine, a smile taking over her face.

A porno mag.

She laughed aloud as she lifted it into her hands. A grown man with a dirty magazine under his bed! But her smile faded as she took in the explicit photos on the cover. All black leather and metal, blindfolds and whips, hard muscles and soft flesh. There were some models so covered in elaborate tattoos she thought they must have spent more money on them than she had on college. 

She couldn’t help opening it. Her eyes devoured the images before her and her mouth fell slightly open. Did he put this here on purpose, knowing she’d find it beside her bag? Or had that woman led her to find this? She felt it was the latter.

On one page a man sat in a high backed chair, two or three feet away from a lavish bed, his chin propped on his hand and his cock standing proudly from the fly of his dress slacks. He lounged in the chair, in his three piece suit, as he observed the woman before him. Black and white, it was so elegant, erotic.

“Holy shit…” Melody whispered to the presence she still felt in the room.

Melody wasn’t sure who the woman had been but she got the distinct impression that she’d led her to finding this. 

Something stirred in Melody as she looked at the model closer.

She was face down on the bed, ropes elaborately covered her body, binding her ankles, her knees. Her arms were bound behind her back, secured to the knot on the woman’s ankles in some sort of hogtie. But what caught Melody’s attention the most was the look in the woman’s eyes, it was magnified on the next page with a close up of her face. The emotion in her eyes was so intensely sensual that it nearly took Melody’s breath away. 

Her thick blonde hair fell about her face, disheveled. Her mascara was ruined with tears and maybe sweat, the lipstick at her lips smeared away savagely. This woman must have been the picture perfect model, a creation for the media to use and then discard as if she were nothing more than a paper doll. The photographer was genius.

Now, here she was, vulnerable, her imperfections placed blatantly on display, her mask torn away as she gazed upon the man before her with eagerness, hunger for what was promised. 

Melody wondered what that promise was. 

The man gazed at her as if she were the epitome of beauty, the very center of life itself, his creation, his art, perfect only in her imperfections. 

But her eyes, the way they gazed out at Melody, longed for her, begged for her touch. Those heavy lidded eyes revealed a lust the likes of which Melody had tasted last night. There, in the depths of those crystalline blue eyes amid the smears of black muck sat a slight uncertainty, yet complete trust. There sat eagerness, curiosity, and longing for more of what she’d already endured.

Butterflies took flight in Melody’s stomach.

She climbed up onto Brock’s bed, tucked her heel beneath herself as she turned the page and hugged the towel to her body. In the next photo, the man was on the bed with his beauty. Her arms had been repositioned, enough for her to sit up on her heels and stare into his eyes. His cock was deep in her throat, his hand caressing her jaw as he stared down lovingly into her face. 

Melody swallowed hard, turned the page.

A new couple, a new scene. This woman was standing over the man, she wore a thick black vinyl cat suit, the highest heels Melody had ever seen, and in her hand was a whip. She sneered down at the man, a playful smile on her lips, with just a hint of contempt. Melody bit her lip as she flipped to the next page and then the next. She couldn’t stop studying them, imagining what it might feel like to have Brock do these things to her. 

The next spread was the centerfold, the focal point of the issue. A woman with alabaster skin and jet black hair hung, suspended in an elegantly empty room, perhaps a dance studio. Her arms were bound in front of her, from elbow to wrist, those ties woven expertly to ropes that jutted up into the air and disappeared in the shadows. Several other ropes supported her, held her suspended, as if floating in the air, her eyes closed. 

A wave of calm washed over her as Melody looked at the next page, admired the intricacies of the binds on the woman’s calves, one leg bent slightly, the other sticking straight out as if she were leaping through the air. Yes, a ballerina, it was obvious now as she took in the sight before her. 

Still suspended in the air, the woman was in a familiar pose, though Melody knew nothing about ballet, she had seen this pose on a handful of occasions. The woman was facing away from the man, her back pressed right against his front as she stood on pointed toe, her other leg lifted high behind her. Only she was naked, penetrated, suspended in the air by ropes and was so red faced, the veins in her neck threatened to burst.

But she was smiling, brilliantly. An opened mouth smile that hid nothing of what she was experiencing in the second that camera had captured.

What might it feel like to have sex while bound with rope and hanging from a ceiling? Melody wondered, chewing the inside of her lip.

Her eyes wandered up to the high ceilings of Brock’s home, the broad exposed beams were so classy, yet now they’d taken on some new meaning.

Another page revealed a woman on her knees, her arms stretched straight out in front of her, her forehead pressed to the ground. In her hands she held what looked like a riding crop, the camera captured this moment from directly in front of the crop. Melody’s eyes widened and she flipped the page, revealing tiny red marks along her thighs and buttocks, the image unexpectedly made Melody ache inside. Even the red marks that almost looked like welts in the shape of that riding crop excited her.

She closed the magazine quickly, afraid of what she’d just been doing. Afraid of what she’d just been feeling. Her insides were burning, her pussy ached.

After looking around the bed and collecting her thoughts, Melody shoved the magazine back under the bed. She stood quickly, her eyes glued to the corner of it peering out from beneath the coverlet. She brushed her hair behind her ear and nudged at it with her toe, just a fraction further into the darkness.

There. He won’t notice. 

“Freaked out?” Brock’s deep voice came softly from the doorway behind her and Melody nearly came out of her skin.

She pressed her hand to her chest, opened her mouth to speak. No words came.

“I’m sorry.” She finally managed, horrified.

Brock came into the room slowly, looked around briefly. Amusement flooded his features.

“It was there when I went to my bag and I…” She shrugged and gave him a small smile. “I’m really sorry.”

“Don’t sweat it.” Million dollar smile, another step closer. “I like a woman who can explore her sexuality.”

His broad shoulders dwarfed the doorframe. His black clothes, chosen specifically to personify his character for the interview, seemed to amplify his presence. The black jeans he wore held new meaning to her now that she’d seen those pictures, the attire those alpha male types had worn. She suddenly wanted him in the worst way.

Melody swallowed hard, held her hands up as his chest pressed into her palms and flashes of what she’d just looked at occupied her mind. He was so firm, so warm. “I thought you weren’t going to be back for another half hour.”

“We got done early.” His breath whispered over her brows and Melody closed her eyes, leaned against his chin as his hands explored beneath the towel. “You have me so curious. What would I have found you doing in here if I’d been gone longer, or if you hadn’t chickened out?” His voice was low and seductive, Melody ached for him.

“I…” She tried to answer, but his fingers were twisting her nipples deliciously. “Ah! I didn’t chicken out.”

“I hoped I’d find you sprawled out on my bed, playing with yourself. If you’d bothered to look up while you were on my bed you would have seen the restraints. Maybe I should have let you sleep up here last night after all.” His dark laughter titillated her.

“You left it there on purpose.” She whispered, her cheeks burning as his hands began to slide down her stomach.

His lips pressed to her shoulder and he finally loosened the knot of her towel, it fell in a pile around their feet. Large black boots and clean bare feet, void of even polish. Brock’s smile tickled her neck as his fingers slid along her labia, she grasped his biceps for support, suddenly she felt dizzy. She bit her lip, and what was this feeling? Shame? Excitement? Wonder? Whatever it was, she didn’t want him to stop. His fingers increased pressure and Melody tried to pull away when she realized just how wet she’d become.

“You liked it.” He declared, his voice so low she could barely hear it.

Melody’s breath hitched, he wrapped his arm around her back, held her close, his fingers slid easily inside of her, stroked her. She wanted to crumple to the floor.

“Did you?” He asked softly looking down into her face.

Melody nodded, her eyes mostly closed. 

“Tell me. I want to hear your pretty mouth telling me your dirtiest thoughts. You like to talk dirty when I’m not playing with you, right?”

“What?” She asked incredulously.

“You’ve got a potty mouth on you. Worse than a sailor.” He chided. 

Melody nodded, lifting her hips into his palm as his fingers continued to slide in and out of her expertly.

“Yeah?” He cooed.

“Shit, I can’t take it when you speak to me like that.” Melody said.

“There you go again, that filthy little mouth.” Brock swatted the side of her butt cheek. “Tell me what you thought of those pictures Melody.”

“Ohmygod.” She gasped again, smiling despite herself. “It was, fascinating.” She relented.

“Was it?” His long fingers stroked the front wall of her pussy with even more pressure and her knees buckled.

Melody gripped his shoulders, hugged him for dear life as his strokes picked up speed and pressure. She moaned into his chest before sinking her teeth into that firm shoulder, over the thick black fabric of his shirt. 

“I think you liked it a lot. Didn’t you?” He mused.

“Yes!”

“What did you like so much? What made you so wet for me, sweet Melody?”

“Oh my God, I can’t.” She shook her head into his chest as the coverlet of the bed pressed into the backs of her thighs. 

How could she talk like this? She was no virgin and certainly not a prude, but this, this was so overwhelming. Sex was not a time for conversation.

“I want you to.” He said, laying her on the bed.

Melody moaned as his slow urgency continued to torture her. “I want to hear you.”

“Jesus.” She covered her face with her hands, her stomach fluttering with her pent up orgasm.

Her breath was quick, sporadic, she grabbed at him, buried her face into his chest again as he lay beside her on the bed. His magical fingers made her thighs tremor and his lips sought out hers. She moaned and cried and bucked her hips against him. But she found no release. Again, she opened her eyes to that smile, that knowing smile that promised…something. Maybe what the model had seen.

“Please.” She whimpered when his fingers stilled.

“Tell me first.” He urged.

“The crop.” Melody gasped after a second of searching his eyes and Brock resumed his quest, a long stroke sent a wave of excitement through her stomach that blossomed in her chest. “Please!” She cried into his shoulder, inhaling his fresh scent. 

“What about the crop?” He said, he was leaning over her now, removing his belt with his free hand.

She grasped his forearm as it sat between her legs, felt the muscles flexing as he worked his fingers inside of her.

“Tell me.” He pleaded, his own joy tugging at his lips.

“It was so beautiful. The photo was elegant and sexy. Like she was offering up a gift.”

Brock chuckled at that, slid his free fingers along her throat.

“Did you like the next photo?” He asked gently, studying her.

“Yes.” She forced the words out even as she gasped. “I wondered what it would feel like to do that with you.”

“Really?” He asked with a grin, his thumb seeking out her clit.

“Yes. Yes.” She moaned around squirms.

Brock’s fingers built the pressure inside of her until it could build no more and as the waves of passion became contractions Melody nearly screamed his name. Warmth spread out under her and she inadvertently tried to scoot out of his reach as he dragged gush after gush of warm clear liquid from her body.

Melody’s mind was reeling, elation heightened her senses as Brock climbed atop her and joined their bodies. She grasped his firm hips as he thrust into her, deep, so deep. She wrapped her legs about his waist and rode him fiercely, her nails digging into anything she could grasp as she came again. Had she ever experienced such ecstasy before, with anyone? She didn’t think so. But rational thought was nearly impossible.



Chapter Ten

“Do you think we should show them the video?” Bastian asked as Corbin and he watched Melody and Brock pull into the gravel driveway from the porch.

“Not yet.” Corbin said, his face sour as he glared at the Bronco.

“You alright, bro?” Bastian asked, his brows knotted.

“Yes. I think so. If you’re brother could quiet his sadistic thoughts about my sister long enough for me to not want to kill him.”

“Well, what are we going to tell them about The Lodge?” Bastian asked.

“The truth.”

~

“You know what you said earlier, about it seeming like she were offering a gift?” Brock asked softly.

Melody looked over at him, the sun was setting beyond the river, it lit the Cascades with beautiful pinks and lavenders. It felt good to be home.

“That’s because she was.” Melody waited several seconds for him to go on. “Submission is not something to be taken lightly. Trusting someone in that way…”

“I know.” Melody said quickly. “I don’t know if I could do all of that. It’s interesting to me for sure. But,” She shook her head slowly, recalling those pictures and shrugged. “I would really like to try some of it.”

“The pain part doesn’t freak you out?” Brock asked her, his hand on her thigh.

“It’s kind of exciting.”

“I read somewhere that people with heightened senses and abilities often have a broader threshold for pain. I looked it up after Bastian fell out of a tree, broke his arm and insisted he was fine the entire way home. When our mother saw it she freaked out.”

Melody blanched as the woman who’d been sitting in Brock’s bedroom flashed in her mind’s eye. Only in this vision she was seething with anger, her teeth bared, that dark red lipstick menacing and thick as blood. It had been shoved away too long and now it came on in a bombarding wave.

“Oh my God.” She gulped. “Your mother? That was her? That’s why she doesn’t go in the dungeon.”

Brock gave her a dark look as the Bronco came to a stop. “I thought you said-”

“It doesn’t matter what I said. Things are changing and you know why.” Melody was becoming frustrated with his refusal to discuss the Order, what that meant for the four of them.

“There isn’t a new Order, Melody. It would be nice to think we could be superheroes of the spirit world, but that stuff just isn’t real. Not anymore.” Brock sighed.

“Why won’t you admit it?”

Brock looked away, his jaw clenched, he thought about the interview he’d done that morning, when he’d been asked if he would be making another documentary soon.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Melody gasped, disgust apparent in her voice.

“You don’t understand.” He tried to explain but Melody jumped out of the Bronco and slammed the door.

Brock shoved his door open and followed her, barely glancing at Corbin and his brother as he chased after her, into the large ranch style house. “Melody! Stop.” He demanded, but Melody tossed a rebellious glance over her shoulder and continued up the wide staircase.

“You are unbelievable. Get out of my sight.” She said.

“Please, I had an idea Melody!” He emphasized her name with a pound of his fist on the door she slammed in his face.

“I would never submit to you!” She called.

He stood at the door for several seconds before he tried the knob. It wasn’t locked.

“What is your problem?” He asked in a harsh whisper, closing the door behind himself.

“You’re not the person I’d hoped you were.” Melody said from beside the window, the warm colors of the sunset soothing her nerves slightly.

“Don’t say that.” He pleaded.

“I can’t believe that we are both descendants of the Order and you can only think about your stupid movies!”

“Melody I can’t just stop. I can’t just run off to Italy with you to find the other two people who may or may not be a PK.”

“TK. They wouldn’t be a PK until they found us and their powers intensified… and it’s Hungary, not Italy.” Melody said from the corner of her mouth. “I think.”

“Whatever. I can’t just uproot my life on a whim. On a hope. It’s a beautiful hope Melody, I love…” Brock stopped and turned slightly away from her. “I just can’t do it. Not yet. I wish I knew what to tell you to make you trust me.”

“Don’t worry about it.” Melody said.

There was a knock on her door and Bastian stuck his head in. “Sorry guys, but, we really need to talk.”

“We’ll be right down.” Brock told him. “Melody.” Brock said her name, she loved the way he said her name, like a song.

She couldn’t let that get to her though. Brock needed to know how serious this was. She knew more than she could explain to the others, deep in her mind’s eye she knew that she was right. All she could do was hope that the others would come to see the truth too. She couldn’t force them to understand. It had to be internal, it had to be spiritual. They had to wake up.

“It’s fine. Let’s go see what’s up.” She said softly as she made her way, defeated, from the bedroom.

Brock hesitated behind her, she heard him sigh heavily before his footfalls followed her down the stairs. When she entered the sitting room Bastian and Corbin were watching the news, there was no sound, but the footage showed a massive factory fire from a helicopter.

“How was the drive?” Corbin asked.

“Fine. What’s going on?” Brock asked.

“I can’t get the image of my sister tied to a beam out of my head for one.” Corbin said through gritted teeth as he turned seething eyes to him.

Brock flinched and turned his eyes to the television, crossed his arms. Melody thought about the woman at Brock’s house, the way she was having trouble filtering. She thought about how strong her gift had returned when they were back home.

She felt Corbin nodding before she even looked up at him.

“Yep.” Corbin said, there was no doubt in Melody’s mind that he’d read her thoughts.

“I thought it was just me.” She murmured.

“What was?” Brock asked.

“I can’t control my telepathy at all. Like, not at all. Started yesterday.” Corbin said and Melody finally noticed the dark circles under his eyes. “Every thought you have may as well be said right out loud.”

Melody stood up and crossed the room, put her fingers under his chin, he flinched away from her and she grimaced “Sorry.” She said, wrenching her fingers from him… she should have known better.

“It’s ok, just… no touching until I can get control again. Okay?”

Melody nodded woefully. “What else? I know that isn’t keeping you awake at night all by itself.”

“Barry called. Activity at The Lodge has increased. They had to close it down.” Corbin said. “We need to go back there and see if we can fix what we did.”

“You already went back?” Melody asked.

“Yes.” Corbin’s eyes skittered to Bastian’s “After we saw the footage.”

Melody didn’t want to ask what they’d found. She wanted to scream at her brother to stop as he messed with one of the cameras and plugged it into the TV. Images of factory fires were replaced with the greenish tint of night vision cameras.

Brock’s voice was low and she was responding normally. When Melody watched the room on the screen darken, the hairs on her arms stood up. She turned wide eyes to Brock, who was intently focused on the television. When she looked back she saw the change in their faces, she couldn’t hear a thing and reached for the volume.

“Wait!” Bastian reached for the remote, but it was too late.

Guttural noises and moans that were without a doubt not human filled the room, Brock took an involuntary step back from the screen and Melody groaned in fright. The sounds were unnaturally loud, they made the speakers tremble and the hair on Melody’s neck stand on end. She watched their bodies which seemed to be moving in a sort of hypnotic dance. But it was so violent. 

Brock was slinging her around as if she weighed nothing, his eyes were frightening black orbs that didn’t focus on a thing but seemed to peer around as if taking in his surroundings. It was so animalistic. So primal. Her own movements were jerky, as if she were an animal clinging to a moving object for dear life. She clawed at him violently tearing his flesh, grunting and hissing.

“I think I might be sick. Please turn it off.” She begged and Bastian quickly unplugged the connecting cable. 

“Jesus.” Brock uttered behind his hand. “Holy fucking shit. This isn’t real.”

“We have to get rid of it. What was that?” Melody’s voice rose with her fright.

“I think you know what it was. I don’t think you’d have called us if you didn’t.” Brock stated flatly.

Melody shook her head and unfocused her eyes as she went over the series of events that lead to this moment in her head. “I thought-well I hoped… that I was wrong.”

It was certainly demonic activity, there was no mistaking that fact now. Sure, there were spirits there, Melody felt they were the ones that had taken over her and Brock’s bodies, but they were driven by demonic forces…maybe they had been forced. Demons feed on energy certainly negative energy, but especially sexual energy. That was the reason most brothels and hotels were haunted. They were hot bed for sex, scandal, negative emotions and the like.

Corbin was rubbing his temples rhythmically. “Me too.”

“We’ve been doing some research.” Bastian piped in. “We think we might have opened a portal, we can close it, but it’s going to be hard. It’s going to be dangerous without the ability to block.”

“We have to do it.” Melody said. “No matter how dangerous it is.”

“You don’t understand.” Corbin practically laughed, a bitter sound.

Melody was concerned for him. He could very easily get overwhelmed while at The Lodge, not being able to filter what he was receiving would severely drain him. Maybe even send him into psychosis. “Then help me.” She pleaded.

Melody held her hand out to him, fully aware of the blast that she would receive. They’d once tried to show one another thoughts when they were kids, it resulted in a migraine that had lasted them close to three days and their grandmother nearly taking them to the hospital. Corbin took her hand slowly, closed his eyes.

Melody inhaled deeply and let the breath slip out slowly as she opened herself up, grateful for the fraction of restraint she somehow still had, unlike the others. Words and phrases leapt out at her, some things she could feel, like his anger over what she’d done with Brock and his inability to control his thoughts. The fear in Barry’s voice over the phone. The bar of The Lodge becoming icy cold. They hadn’t brought cameras.

Melody took her hand away, unable to handle anything more. She opened her eyes slowly and cleared her throat several times, working past the lump that had formed there. 

No cameras.

Corbin was looking at her intensely and nodded, confirming her thoughts. That was partially why things had gotten out of hand. They weren’t prepared. They were too concerned about setting up to notice that they were vulnerable. She should have told them her suspicions about the Order from the very beginning. Maybe none of this would be happening if she had. Maybe they could have handled it the first time, taken care of it then and there instead of exacerbating it.

“I think I might be sick.” Melody said and collapsed onto the couch.

Eventually she had to excuse herself from the room. In her own bedroom she stripped out of her clothes and climbed slowly under the hot shower, letting the water fall over her unhindered for several moments. When she felt grounded, she changed into a long shirt and shorts before she left her bedroom. The firelight flickered on the walls. The guys had relocated to the study, they were chatting quietly.

“When did you go back?” Melody asked from the doorway.

“Yesterday.” Bastian offered. “It was insane.”

“Chairs tossed across the room, table flipped over. Bastian almost got his head taken off.” Corbin said as he made his way into the kitchen for a beer.

Melody eyed him suspiciously as she and the others followed him into the next room.

“Grandma’s box is still in the attic isn’t it?” Melody asked softly, careful not to place her hand on her brother’s shoulder as he shook noticeably.

“Yes. I can go get it.” Corbin said. “It’s got basically everything we need.”

“No. I’ll go.” Melody said. “Get some rest, I’m home now.”

Melody caught Brock’s gaze from across the kitchen, those blue eyes bore into her soul as he stood propped against the doorjamb which seemed dwarfed by his presence. Corbin said nothing, but he complied, sitting in the small green chair and twisting the cap of his beer off.

“How many of those has he had today?” Melody asked Bastian when he and Brock followed her back to the study.

Bastian scratched the back of his head and shrugged, “Eight or nine?”

“A dozen. Or more?” Melody said, shaking her head. “Why lie?”

“Sorry. A lot has happened. Be easy on him.” Bastian gave her a sheepish look before dropping his hand and turning to the hallway that lead to the back bedrooms. “I’m going to hit the hay. We can talk more in the morning right?”

“Yes.” Melody said, her voice distant, eyes still trained on Brock’s foreboding gaze. 

How could she be craving him this way, at a time like this? Her eyes descended to the bulge in his pants. When she was sure Bastian was in his room she practically lunged for Brock. It was like he was calling her closer to him the entire evening and now, finally she could go to him.

He caught her immediately, his left hand twisted into her hair savagely and firmly tugged down, so her face was tilted as far skyward as it would go. She needed this. She needed him. She needed him to make her forget, even for a few moments the sheer terror that she felt. His features were unreadable as he gazed down into her eyes, so close she could have stuck her tongue out and licked his stubble covered chin. She wanted to do just that. His lips were soft and inviting and then he spoke gently.

“Look in my eyes.” She was certain that Corbin couldn’t hear what was said, but she was frightened that her own thoughts might ring loud enough for him to pick up on.

“I can’t do this here. Not now.” She whispered, her eyes turning toward the closed kitchen door. Toward her brother and the alcohol he so easily could become dependent upon.

Brock’s grip tightened in her hair, “My eyes.” He repeated firmly.

Melody swallowed and dragged her eyes to his, her stomach dropping out from under her when she saw the desire burning there.

“Good girl.” Brock soothed. What was it about that saying? Good girl. It climbed into her womb and curled up in a warm ball. “I can’t get your words from the car out of my head.”

“Neither can I.” Melody whispered.

“Where can we be alone?” Brock asked, his thoughts finally moving to Corbin in the other room.

“Upstairs. Let me get him to bed… he’s drank too much, he’ll be passed out until morning.”

“I think that was the goal.”

Melody nodded.

Brock’s grip on her hair slowly loosened, he ran his fingers softly though the tendrils and pulled it over her shoulder. Melody watched his hand move to her neck, she looked up at him, he seemed to be observing her, studying her. His thumb caressed her bottom lip and then he leaned down, placed those plump lips beside her ear, his breath tickling as he spoke softly to her.

“I’m going to do things to you tonight that you don’t know you want me to do. If at any time, you don’t like what I’m doing, or it becomes too much, just use your safe word. Okay?” Melody nodded frantically, her pussy undulating with desire already. “I don’t know how much time I have with you, I don’t know if I’ll ever see you again after we deal with this mess at The Lodge. I’d hate to awaken you and then abandon you so soon.”

Melody closed her eyes, fear gripping her heart at the thought of him leaving. “I don’t care. I want you.” She said, relieved when he warm lips caressed hers.

“Promise me you’ll use your word if you get uncomfortable.” Brock said.

“I promise.”

“What is it?”

“Dragon.”

“You’re a Goddess.” He growled and Melody tried to twist out of his arms, they tightened around her. “You are. Tonight when I’m fucking you, I want you to remember that. It’s all I will be thinking about.”

“Oh my God.” Melody whispered and turned her face away from him, her cheeks burning as a grin refused to be suppressed. “Why do you talk like that? I can’t take it.”

“You’ll take it, and you’ll love it.” He laughed.

A salacious grin spread across his features as his hands possessed her bottom, squeezed her cheeks hard, lifted them so she was pressed firmly against his thick engorged dick. Melody moved her hands from his chest and slipped her arms around his neck, rested her face on his shoulder as his fingers explored her pussy, dipped and swirled maddeningly until she begged him to release her.

“When you come up, don’t say a word unless I ask you to. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

He removed his wandering fingers from beneath her shorts and with a sound swat to her bottom, turned her loose. Melody yelped and grasped her stinging cheek, turning wide eyes to Brock. He was wiping his bottom lip with amusement.

“Hurry up.” He ordered before turning and heading up the stairs, slowly, but two at a time.

Melody released the pent up breath she’d been holding and hurried into the kitchen, she groaned sheepishly when she felt the air kiss the wetness between her thighs. She did an about face toward the bathroom, but thought better of it and hurried though the swinging door to the kitchen instead.

Corbin had his head resting on his folded arms, his sandy blond hair falling in disarray around him. He looked like an innocent little boy, playing heads-up seven-up only instead of a thumb sticking up it was the beer. The smell coming from him was anything but innocent.

“Corbin.” Melody said firmly as she stared into his head.

He sat up slowly, groggily seeking her out. “What?”

“It’s time for bed. Come on.” She reached her hands out toward him, to help him up but he held one hand up and protested.

“Nope.” He ordered and Melody nodded slowly. “No touching.”

“Deal. I’m sorry. Can you walk?”

“I’m not that drunk.” Corbin slurred.

“Bullshit. I won’t remind you that you promised you’d stop drinking to quiet the noise… if you don’t judge me for breaking out the water bong tonight.” She was smiling at him, trying to get him to come out of his drunken fog.

“Deal.” Corbin said and she followed him all the way through the house, down the hall and to the back bedroom.

He hesitated in front of Bastian’s room for only a second. His brows furrowed as he glared at the door and then resumed his quest for his bedroom. When he collapsed on his bed, Melody turned the light off and closed the door as she left.

Brock was in the bathroom when Melody entered her bedroom, she locked the door behind herself and leaned back against it. She sucked on her bottom lip to keep silent as she watched his shadow, removing his clothes. 

“Come here sweetie.” His gentle command.

Her heart was pounding as she crossed her bedroom, the only light came from the two white candles beside her bed and a soft glow in the bathroom. Brock was standing beside the sink, his clothes removed, more candles flickering on his gleaming olive skin. His cock hung heavily between his legs. Melody wet her lips quickly, her eyes were drawn to that thick vein that trailed down the center of his shaft.

Brock’s eyes were fixed on her, he rested his hands on the sink, simply observing her. Without thinking twice about it, Melody acted on instinct and sank to her knees before him. She hesitated only for a second before grasping his dick in one hand, she lifted her eyes to his questioningly. When she saw only lust there, she lifted his hardening shaft and softly touched her tongue to his balls. She let her tongue leave a wet trail along them to the base of his cock. 

He pulsed beneath her fingers and she let her hot breath wash over him as she continued to lick along the underside of his thick shaft, relishing in the feel of him growing for her. By the time her tongue reached his frenulum his head was jutting up proudly, gleaming invitingly at her. She gently tongued his cleft, swirled her tongue around his hole, took him deep into her mouth. Brock groaned as she began pulling down with her hand while she sucked with her mouth, moaning softly before hollowing her cheeks.

She loved every second of it. Oral was her first sexual act and remained her favorite. She’d never enjoyed it as much as she did this time though, with him. His strong taste, the smell of that body wash she’d used in his shower earlier assailed her nostrils and she nearly gagged with her desire to take him fully.

“Slow.” He guided, lifting her hair away from her face and stooping slightly to observe her work. “Take it easy.”

Melody stroked his shaft as she removed his head from her mouth and gulped air into her lungs. “I-”

Brock put a finger to her lips and cocked his head in warning. “Not a word.”

Melody felt a new wave of excitement rush through her and she groaned deeply. Before she could take him into her mouth again, Brock grasped her arms and lifted her to her feet. He studied her again, this time for several moments, his cock pressed firmly against her begging for her caress. Melody came to understand the meaning of waiting with bated breath.

“Strip.” He instructed finally.

Melody reached for the hem of her long Black Sabbath tee and swept it over her head. She wore nothing under it but the short sleep shorts, which she stepped out of quickly. Brock beamed as she stood nude, hands at her sides. 

“Turn around.”

His palm caressed her right cheek before whispering across to massage her left while he walked in a full circle around her. She stole a glance at him over her shoulder. His profile was illuminated only on one side, a deep shadow dancing across the center of his face. His eyes moved like pools of oil, his hands wrapped around her waist, his cock pressed between her cheeks and she let her head fall back on his chest.

His hands slid up to her breasts, twisted her nipples, painfully. There was a current of desire sent straight between her legs, collecting in a dense pool of yearning. Melody thrust her breasts forward, desperate for another taste. 

Brock seemed to read her mind yet again. He rolled her nipples painfully between his fingers even as his teeth closed over the flesh at her neck. She reached back for him, her fingers finding his thick hair and seizing it. She ran her fingers over his scalp, down his neck as he spun her around with a low growl.

Brock stooped slightly to suck her breasts quickly while reaching in to turn the shower on. He stepped in first, pulling her with him. Melody ran her hands along his body, slickened by the water, muscles jumping slightly as he washed and rinsed his hair. Melody ran her soapy hands over his broad shoulders, down his broad chest and abs. She kneeled before his cock once more and timidly worked her mouth over him. She ran her hands up his sides, gagged again as she tried to take him deeper into her throat.

It really was disappointing to not be able to press her lips against that tattoo that she was so fascinated by. The way the dragon curled around his hip, down his leg, was wildly sexy. Even the scales were detailed to perfection.

“Slow, relax.” He said, cradling her head in his hands and tilting her face up slightly.

Slowly he inched further down into her throat and Melody grasped his firm ass in each of her hands, his muscles flexed as he slowly removed himself and thrust back in. Melody gasped and sputtered when he retreated again, but smiled up at him, opening her mouth, eager to try more. 

He filled her throat fully, never in her life had she felt a sensation such as this, it was like trying to force down too much peanut butter. Melody hollowed her cheeks, the grunts and groans coming from Brock fueling her desire. Just when she thought she could take no more he slowly removed himself from her.

“Open your mouth.” He said, fisting his cock deliciously, his arms, pecks and abs flexing with the motion.

Melody did so, enthusiastically. His hot seed blasting against her outstretched tongue was like a reward and she couldn’t help the smile she felt pulling at her cheeks. She swallowed him without instruction and his thumbs came to wipe away rebel droplets from her cheek.

When they’d toweled dry, Brock instructed her to get down on her knees. Silently she did as she was asked and watched him pull his belt from the loops of his black jeans that sat on the counter, the buckle clanking loudly. The motion made her pussy clench in anticipation. He fed the belt through, forming a choke collar that he slipped over Melody’s head. She stared up at him, her head inclined as far as possible, while he cinched the collar. When he released it, it fell between her breasts awkwardly. 

Brock crossed her bedroom, sat on her bed and looked down at her. “Come up here with me.”

Melody started to stand, but she knew he wanted her to crawl, he craved it. It blared out at her louder than any of his other thoughts. First one hand, then the other stretched out before her. She curled her shoulder blades, making a show of her seductive slink toward him, holding his gaze with more confidence now, her excitement emboldening her as she smiled broadly at him.

“Jesus Christ you’re beautiful.” He breathed as she crawled up onto the bed with fluid, almost feline motions.

Melody stretched out behind him, laying her head on his arm, smiled at him still. He ran his palm over her ass, his feathery touches sent tingles up her spine. His weight depressed beside her as his fingers explored between her thighs, she lifted her derrière slightly, sighing as his fingers pushed inside of her.

“Put your ass up.” He murmured.

Melody got up on her knees, Brock’s palm splayed out across her back, indicating that she should keep her face down. She watched him through lowered lids, her fingers toying with a thread on her comforter. He slowly removed his belt from around her neck, and looped it in his hand. Brock met her questioning gaze and smiled. Would he use the belt on her? She hoped so.

“Do you remember your safe word?” He inquired.

“Yes.” She whispered.

“I’d love it if you called me Sir.”

“Yes, Sir.” Melody’s voice sounded husky even to her own ears.

“Nice. How’s that sound?”

“Good.” It did. Foreign, but so natural.

The leather of his belt slid over her skin, which was already buzzing with desire, it tickled and tortured as he bent over her. 

The thought frightened, yet excited her.

He placed the belt beside her instead, took both of her wrists in his hands and bound them with it. She watched him intently, the way he moved, such fluidity. It was as if each move he made were premeditated, carefully calculated. But he was making it all up as he went along. He was inspired by her. He made his decisions based on her reaction to his previous one.

That was what excited her the most.



Chapter Eleven

She’d been with men in the past that had a kinky side, had a fantasy they’d wanted to try out but it was always just that. A fantasy. Or it was something that they’d done with countless other girls. A fetish. This… this was more than that to Brock. 

This was him. This was the side of himself that the world didn’t see but was a very integral part of who he was, even outside of his sexuality. This was the side of him he kept hidden even from his own brother. How odd to have to hide such a large part of yourself. The realization that she was being let in, let past the walls he’d erected to protect himself, gave her a thrill.

Psychic blocks had nothing on natural, subconscious mental barriers. That and trauma were the most difficult to get past, if a psychic could get past them at all.

Brock stared at her for several moments before he spoke. In the silence he caressed her breasts, her stomach, her hips and thighs. He slid his fingers along her quivering slit, dipped his fingers into the honey that collected there. Melody groaned loudly, he removed his fingers. Melody felt abandoned, forced her eyes to look back at him again, they didn’t want to cooperate and she saw him through a lusty haze.

“Do you remember what you said to me earlier?” That woke her up.

“I do, monsieur.” She grinned when he appreciated her use of the term.

“What was it?” He queried.

Melody regretted the words deeply at this moment, to be honest, she’d regretted them as soon as she’d hurled them at him. Brock smiled as if he could hear her thoughts.

“I said I would never submit to you.” She relented. 

“Hmm.” He cooed, dragging his fingers across her skin, raising gooseflesh in their wake. “Do you remember what I told you, in my dungeon?”

His left hand caressed the curve of her spine, nestled into her hair, found a comfortable hold.

“Yes.”

Brock struck her bottom with the palm of his hand, it stung, but was more of a surprise than painful. “Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir?”

Brock waited patiently for her reply.

“I remember, Sir.” She stated, shifting her weight slightly from one knee to the other.

Brock observed this motion appreciatively, ran his palm across her lower back. “Do you still feel the same way?” He asked after a moment, the traces of playfulness were replaced with concern.

“No!” Melody gushed. “No, I want to. I think. I know I want to try, at least.”

“What do you want to try?” He asked, his hands still exploring the hills and valleys of her body.

“I want to know what she was feeling.”

“Who?”

“The model in that magazine.” Melody whispered as his feather light touch tickled the space above her hip.

“Which one?” Brock’s fingers were slowly sliding in and out of her, they sneaked up and around her clit deliciously.

“All of them.” Melody looked back at him, pleading with him. “All of them, Sir.”

She wondered if he was ever going to swat her bottom. Then it came. When she was not expecting it. She should have known. This time she jumped. Brock’s warm palm slid over her warm flesh, he pressed his lips to the base of her spine and another kiss from his palm stung the bottom of her cheek. 

In her mind’s eye she could see her flesh blushing, turning a fair shade of pink. He liked that, the way her skin turned pink, he liked watching the blood rise to the surface.

“Oh my God!” Melody cried when the tenth swat caught her thigh, biting into her flesh.

“More?” Brock invited.

Melody felt sick, her stomach was filled with butterflies and the realization that she did want more made her want to spit the bad taste out of her mouth.

“Yes.” She gulped, sliding her eyes back to him. His cocked head gave her a quizzical stare.

Did he know she’d omitted that sir on purpose? Of course he did.

His palm landed on her bottom again and Melody released a sob. Brock’s hand returned soft on her, caressing her. He liked the heat, held his palm a couple inches from her skin to let it radiate toward him.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir.” There it was again. That unfamiliar husky voice slipped from her throat seemingly out of nowhere.

Melody remembered the blonde woman in Brock’s magazine, her heavy lids, her partially opened mouth, the way she feared and craved more simultaneously. Maybe she was coming to understand that feeling after all.

“Please.” She whispered, despite herself.

Brock hesitated. He hadn’t been expecting that. “Please what, sweetie?”

His hand was soft on what she was certain were bloody welts and she pressed her bottom into his palms, tossed her hair over her shoulder as she looked back at him.

“Please, I want more. Sir…”

“Are you sure?” He queried.

“Yes.”

Brock struck her again with his open palm, Melody jumped, moved away from him an inch or so before another blow connected with her burning skin. Two more and she was about to call out for the mercy of the dragon. But she didn’t have to. His hands were all over her, caressing her scalded skin, his lips blessed each welt even as his fingers sought out her clit.

After pulling her hands down, so that they were tucked beneath her stomach, he urgently thrust into her. Melody turned her face into the covers, surprised at the wetness of tears on her cheeks. The burning sensation on her skin was exacerbated by Brock’s dusting of body hair, as it scratched and scraped with his thrusts. Something about that exaggerated sting only amplified the searing pleasure that blossomed from her pussy to her womb. 

Melody felt herself contracting around him and fought the scream that had built in her throat.

“Don’t come.” Brock commanded as he wrapped her hair around his fist.

“I can’t stop!” Melody howled incredulously into the blankets.

“Sit up.” Brock pulled on her hair and she was suddenly on all fours.

“Please!” She gasped as his fingers found her clit, his fist holding her flush against his chest. “You can’t do that!”

Brock’s soft laughter added to her excitement. The thick stubble on his chin scratched like sand paper on her shoulder as he spoke into her ear. “Please what?”

“I want to come. Please, Sir.” Melody said thought gritted teeth, she had no room for embarrassment. “Please make me come.”

Brock’s thrusts were slow and deep, agonizing. His fingers pressed circles between her labia and she clamped her legs shut with the effort to stave off her orgasm. Brock’s fist left her hair and he scooped her up by the backs of her knees, practically body slamming her onto the bed so she was now facing up.

“Fuck, I can’t stop!” She cried, pushing away from him with her heels on the bed, her hands reaching above her head to grasp the white iron frame. 

Brock pinned her still with his palm on her pubic bone. Melody felt herself contracting involuntarily, her arms forgot what they were reaching for.

“I want to hear you fucking scream, do you understand me, Melody?” He ground out savagely, he was stroking his cock even as he relentlessly fingered her.

“Yes!” She cried, still blindly trying to escape his maddening touch. “Yes, oh God, yes.”

Brock thrust deep into her pussy as her orgasm crashed through her, his arms slipped under her back and he pulled her off the bed. Melody grasped his neck, looked into his eyes as she wrapped her ankles together. Brock slid his fingers into her mouth, watched as she tasted her own juices. The look in his eyes was devastating and Melody tightened again.

“Do you want to come again?” He asked softly.

“Yes, Sir, please.” Melody whimpered as he hammered into her, the iron knots of her bed frame dug into her back now.

“Do it.” Brock said and Melody melted around him.

Brock put her down on the bed and fisted his cock for her, she grasped his balls gently and opened her mouth, leaned up close to his cock, his fingers tapping her lips with each stoke. His hot seed exploded for her, she wrapped her lips around his soft, supple head and sucked him dry. Stroked and kissed him lovingly as he grunted his release.

“Thank you.” She whispered, though she wasn’t sure why she felt so compelled to thank him.

In the bathroom, a quick inspection would reveal that he hadn’t broken her skin at all. There were no welts, there was no sign of possible bruising. The skin was definitely pink though. When she came out and crawled under the covers beside him he tucked her under his thick arm.

“I thought I’d be bleeding.” Melody commented, making circles on his chest with her finger.

“Bloodplay is… for another time.” He kissed her forehead and then chuckled at her wide eyes. “I’m kidding. I’d never make you bleed. Unless you begged me to.” He said with a sideways glance.

This gave Melody an odd sensation, she’d never dreamed that she’d enjoy something so strange, but then again, she never imagined she’d want to be tied up and spanked either.

“Don’t worry. I’m just teasing you.” He turned her chin up to his face and said so seriously.

“Good.” She laughed nervously. 



Chapter Twelve

The Lodge loomed before them, the sun was setting slowly beyond the river, the sky was milky purple and pink. Barry and his wife lingered for a cigarette outside. 

“You kids be careful in there tonight.” She said through a thick cloud of Marlboro red.

“We will be. We know what we are dealing with now, we can take care of it.” Melody assured her with a brief touch on the shoulder.

She focused on transferring her calm feeling of conviction into the woman.

Bastian held a large brown trunk with black clasps on either side. It had belonged to Melody and Corbin’s grandmother. This was why they’d been asked to look at The Lodge. Their grandmother had been known for cleansing spirits. Melody remembered her once saying that even if she hadn’t been as gifted as Melody and Corbin were, she would still do what she could to protect the world of the living from that of the damned.

The four of them piled into the establishment, it seemed somehow smaller when it was empty like this. Melody motioned for Bastian to bring the chest to a nearby table, where she opened it.

“This was our grandmother’s. She was an energy worker, a healer, she knew crystals and had some psychic abilities. For thirty years she cleansed places in this area of negative energies. I don’t really know what else to use.” Melody said as she studied the printed text she’d gotten from Bastian.

He really had done a lot of research. They’d use sage and several resins and incenses to amplify the cleansing, along with bells and a singing bowl. As far as the demonic presence was concerned… The only way they’d get rid of that, was if they really could tap into the gifts they each possessed and find a way to really make it leave. The problem was, there was no record of how that was supposed to happen.

Melody hoped they could go purely on instinct.

“We can definitely use some of this stuff. I brought the Thundereggs too.” Brock said after looking through the trunk.

Inside was a journal, several types of herbs, bound with twine. Large white candles lined the sides, a variety of raw magic crystals and a few brass bells sat atop a purple satin sheet. Melody pulled out two of the herb bundles and an abalone shell. She broke off pieces of both bundles and placed them together, lighting the ends before placing it in the shell. The smoke spiraled about hastily.

Melody handed the bells out, gave each of them a large crystal. Brock held a chunk of Black Tourmaline, Corbin held raw Amber, and Bastian held several jagged pieces of Rose Quartz. Melody wore an Apache Tear. She went from room to room in the lower levels, Corbin and the others followed her, each sounding their brass bell individually and concentrating on purifying the space.

This ceremony wasn’t just about cleansing the establishment. It was also about ridding their bodies of any attachments that were lingering. It was also a way to regain control of their abilities. It was maybe even a way for the four of them to connect their energies enough to do whatever magic would make the demon return to whence it came.

Nearly three hours passed before they’d gone through every nook and cranny of The Lodge, of both the upper and lower levels. They now went about opening the windows and doors before bundling up and sitting at a table upstairs while they waited for the smoke to clear.

When they were sure the smoke was gone they joined hands in the middle of the room and silently waited, heads bowed. Melody wasn’t sure what she expected to happen. Maybe swirling energy enveloping them, or a thunder clap, something earth shattering. But the silky warmth that meandered its way across her palms and the palms of the others was more curious than fearsome.

It tasted them as a snake would. Slow little licks and flutters trickled through them, the warmth taking residence in their chests. Melody felt tears burning under her closed lids. When she tried to open them she realized that she’d lost the ability to open her eyes. They burned in the slightest way as her salty tears collected and her head buzzed. She raised her eyebrows, willing her lids to open, but it was no use.

In her mind’s eye she saw them. The same as she had appeared in her dream in Brock’s dungeon. Dressed in old, ancient clothing, hands joined in a circle. But there were two more people there, people she couldn’t see, but she felt their presence strongly. They were shadows now, no distinct features aside of being male and female.

Suddenly she felt limp, her head collapsed backward and pale green light shrouded her vision. She felt like she were swaying, slowly this way and that, moving with a calm rhythm that came naturally. When the light cleared the others were also looking straight up. None of their hands were joined anymore, now their palms faced upward, as their faces did. Their chests all pushed out, skyward.

“What the fuck just happened?” Brock said directly to Melody.

“I don’t know.” Melody shook her head. “We have to find the others, Brock.”

“What others?” Corbin said as he shook his arms at his sides and broke the circle.

“You didn’t see them?”

Corbin frowned at her.

Brock ground his teeth and refused to speak. Melody shook her head at him. She wanted to take his head and beat it into the wall until he got over himself and realized how real this was. How could he have any doubt at all, especially now? The truth was simple. It hadn’t been his fault, he hadn’t dream walked. It hadn’t been her fault, she hadn’t psychically connected them. This was always meant to be. They were always meant to be.

The Lodge felt unremarkably empty. Warmer even.

“Doesn’t matter.” Melody said to her brother, but she was looking at Brock.

He refused to meet her gaze. She suddenly felt tired and began putting items back into her grandmother’s trunk. She thought she felt someone watching the back of her neck and turned to see a light from downstairs click on.

Cleansing this place actually made her feel sort of sad. Of course the residual stuff would linger until it was able to detach, but at least the evil entities would be forced to leave. It wouldn’t have a choice with the strength of the four of them. Still there was something about it. Like saying goodbye to old friends. She felt pulled to that light in the bathroom again. Maybe it wasn’t so residual after all. A thought came to her.

“Brock.” She said, eyeing him pointedly.

He turned questioning eyes to her.

“Will you come with me downstairs for a second?”

“Sure.”

Melody held her hand out and took his fingers, led him down the stairs quickly. “I want to show you the other bathroom.”

“What other bathroom?”

“The one that I got locked in when I was a teenager.” Melody tossed over her shoulder as she opened the small door. Had she told him that story? She couldn’t remember, it seemed like her mind was murky, her movements were being guided by unseen forces for sure and she wanted to help them.

The hinges wailed an ancient protest as Melody pulled Brock into the tiny bathroom and closed the door behind them. She hit the latch into place and pressed her back against the door.

“If you had met your soul mate and you were trapped with them for eternity, in a state of constant desire, constant want… yet couldn’t find them, how would you feel?” Melody gushed quietly.

“Awful.” Brock replied after a second.

“And if someone came along that could help you find your release, what would you do to get their attention?”

“Do you think they jumped us?” Brock searched her eyes carefully.

“No. But I think they fed off of it. I think they saw that it could be done. I feel so compelled to let them do this Brock. Mediumship is child’s play compared to what we could do as an Order. Help me free them, once and for all.”

“Melody.” Brock said her name as a warning.

“Just listen.” She held her hands up, placed them on his chest. “She appeared to me once. I didn’t understand before. I do now. All she wants is one last touch.”

Melody ran her hands down his chest. “One last goodbye.”

Tears sprang unexpectedly behind her lids. Brock lifted his hand to her face and caressed her cheek, Melody took his hands and kissed his thumb.

“Don’t do this.” Brock whispered before he kissed her lips. “Don’t say goodbye. I’m not going anywhere yet.”

Melody took a deep breath. “I want to help them go. I want to let them channel through us.”

“It’s dangerous Melody.” He pushed hair behind her ear.

“It’s a power exchange. It’s different. It’s mutually beneficial. We help them to move on, let go and in return our senses will become more refined, easier for us to control.”

“You have such a way with words. So manipulative.” His fingers were under her chin. “You should be in politics.”

“I know.” She smiled up at him.

“How could anyone ever deny you a thing? Those eyes plead directly from your soul. I look into them and it scares me because I want to be there. I want to be there forever.”

Melody felt herself withdrawing. She couldn’t allow this to happen, not now, not when he was leaving tomorrow. Brock took her chin in his fingers and caught her gaze. 

“I want to hide inside of that miraculous mind of yours, witness how it works, be the tears that touch your cheeks when you transcend your ability to contain your joy, your sadness, your pain. I want to experience you at your rawest, most delicate state of being.”

“Brock don’t.” She said firmly.

“I don’t want to leave. Tell me I can come back. Tell me this isn’t the end.” Brock was nuzzling his forehead on hers, his lips placing tiny kisses sporadically across the bridge of her nose, her cheeks.

“I’ll do anything you want.” Melody said.

Brock only shook his head. “It doesn’t matter what I want anymore. Don’t you see?”

“Then do this with me.”

Brock nodded before sealing their deal with a kiss. Long and devastating. Now she was the one to feel guilt. But could she really believe he’d be back after he returned to LA? Would he even remember this Podunk little town? She didn’t want to allow herself to believe that he would. No one ever stayed.

Melody wove her fingers with his and closed her eyes, breathed in his scent as she felt the cold swirling in her chest. Heat poured from his chest and over her, his thoughts quieted, her heart pounded. Melody reached out to the female spirit that had been attached to her from the beginning. She focused on that desire, the deep need that had threatened to drive Melody insane.

There it was, that odd desire. That strange foreign yet consuming need. She understood where it came from now and it was beautiful in its tragedy.

Brock spun her around, tore her pants down savagely. Melody braced herself on the small sink, her face pressed against the mirror as his fingers wiggled their way into her nether regions and his mouth devoured her neck and shoulders.

Melody reached up on tip toe, gasped a name that wasn’t familiar. She didn’t even really hear it, but she felt his hands all over her body. This body. He ravished her intently, familiarly. This was love making that had been done countless times before but ages ago. He pulled her down over his cock as he sat down on the closed toilet and she rolled her hips over him. 

In her mind’s eye she was wearing some old Victorian dress, velvety burgundy fabric gripped her curves, long black stockings gripped her thighs.

Brock was in a black suit. Quite debonair, there was even a black top hat hanging askew on his head as he gripped her breasts in one arm and her stomach in the other. They were dressed to the nines, attending some midnight party. Perhaps a masquerade. Music blared in the distance. His lips moved over her ear, bit the lobe as he reached up and wrapped his hand around her neck.

Her air supply shortened but was not cut off completely. She lifted a leg and hooked it on the handicap rail along the wall. It threatened to bring her back to reality, but the foreign sensation slammed back into place with the first shimmers of orgasm. Brock’s other hand released her breasts as his breath whooshed past her ear, he gripped her knee and held it up so she was completely at his mercy on his lap. No more than a rag doll in his hands.

She came quickly as he thrust into her soundly. The grip on her throat tightened and she gulped air into her lungs. Brock thrust his thick cock into her mercilessly, her toes curled on his knees as she braced herself up, gritting her teeth and nearly screaming her release.

Footfalls thundered above them, Brock’s hand closed her airway.

Melody felt wave after wave of passion contracting inside of her, Brock released her neck and she heaved air into her starving lungs. His seed shot forcefully inside of her, she felt every tremor as he gripped her knees, holding them to her chest and her back to his chest in his viselike grip.

The door was ripped open and Bastian and Corbin stood in the doorway, their faces prepared for anything.

But the cold had left her chest and Brock’s thoughts were comfortably running through her frequency.

They were gone. She could feel it certainly now. No more sadness, no more fear or pain. Only peace, only tranquility resided here now.



Chapter Thirteen

The drive back to the house was silent. Bastian and Corbin had had enough of finding Brock and Melody in precarious situations. When they piled out of the car and dragged their equipment inside, Bastian was the first to speak.

“Do you think it worked?” He asked.

“I know it did.” Melody nodded, she bit her lips to keep the tears at bay again.

“Are you okay?” Corbin asked.

“Yeah. I don’t know why this is affecting me so much.” She tried to laugh as she wiped away a traitorous tear.

“Come on, let’s get some food.” Brock said, taking her hand.

“I’ll get the rest of the gear.” Bastian grumbled.

Corbin hurried into the back and Melody followed Brock into the kitchen. She glanced back at the door when Bastian came in with the rest of the bags. It was nearly three in the morning.

“Are you okay?” She asked him hesitantly.

“Me? Yeah, I’m fine. I’m just… ready to get back home.”

Melody nodded. “I’m so sorry.”

“No.” Bastian gave her a genuine smile. “Don’t be sorry. I-” He scratched the back of his head and then let his hand drop to his side. “I’m glad I came here.”

He laughed bitterly and shrugged. 

Melody suddenly had the urge to hug him and so she did, she pressed her entire body against him, wrapped her arms around his stomach and pressed her cheek to his chest. He smelled similar to Brock, yet somehow different. Sweeter maybe. She let all of her blocks down, one layer at a time.

She saw Bastian and Corbin on the couch, touching. Hands grasping hands desperately and rough faces close together, strong lips on rugged lips flashed on Melody’s closed lids. The pungent scent of masculinity enveloped her. Jeans pressed against dirty jeans and the heat overwhelmed her, so much heat and desire. An intense feeling bloomed in her groin.

Melody released him quickly, stepped back and smoothed her hands down her shirt. Bastian tried to smile, but his eyes filled with tears.

“I didn’t even know.” He uttered, his voice cracking. 

“Was it consensual?”

“Yes.” He laughed bitterly. “More than consensual.”

Melody shook her head when he opened his mouth and tried to find words. “Please. Don’t say anything, more.” 

She placed her hand on Bastian’s arm, thought hard, focused on sending her words into his mind, that she wouldn’t say anything. She wanted him to know that she understood.

He nodded.

Melody dropped her hand and went back to where Brock stood at the kitchen doorway. Did it have something to do with the Order? Was it the Order and not The Lodge that had been influencing their emotions and actions? She certainly still felt just as connected, if not more so to Brock as she had before. She’d hoped clearing The Lodge would lessen her desire for him.

“What was that all about?” Brock asked.

“I don’t know.” She said honestly.

Her brother had never been interested in men before… that she knew of. It seemed like something she would have picked up on. Then again, Brock had hidden his darkest tendencies from his brother without even trying.

“What do we do now?” Melody wondered aloud.

“I don’t know.”

“Fine pair we make huh?” She smiled, but it wobbled, more tears threatened and Melody hurried to the bar across from Brock.

She pulled out a crystal decanter of cognac and filled a snifter. She went behind Brock and removed a wooden stick with a fake beehive on the end from its honey pot and swirled it in her glass. She gulped it down quickly. Exhaled sharply and turned her eyes to Brock.

“Do you want a drink?”

“Yes.” He said hungrily, but he wasn’t looking at the bar.

He stepped close to her, his eyes looking at her thighs as he took them in his hands and went to his knees before her. The cognac warmed Melody’s stomach, emboldened her. She twisted her fingers into Brock’s hair as he yanked her jeans off, pushed her up onto the countertop. He spread her knees wide, slid his fingers down her thighs to rest on her hips, his thumbs caressing her labia through her panties.

Melody shivered, “What if someone comes in?”

“They won’t.” He grinned up at her. “If they do they won’t stay long.” He winked, kissed the inside of her thigh, pulled her panties to the side.

He licked at her luxuriously, as if it were the best tasting thing he’d ever put in his mouth. He groaned, sucked and swirled until Melody had to lean back against the cabinets for support. Brock pulled her ankles over his shoulders and stood, his hands wrapped around her waist to lift her from the cabinet, her bottom bumped on his strong thighs and she suppressed a giggle as he placed her on the table.

He left her feet on the edges of the table, wrapped his arms around her and placed a kiss on her pubic bone. Slowly he swirled his tongue along her clit, down and up over and over again, when he pulled away he slapped his four fingers down on her wet sex. She jumped, groaned and smiled up as him while he stood before her, undoing his jeans.

He entered her with grace, slow and determined. She had to tilt her pelvis against him, too eager to wait for his torturous descent. His hands captured her face and he kissed her deeply. Melody felt that stinging of tears again but forced them away, she grasped his wrists and dug her nails into them.

Her desperate need to remain unattached to this man fueled an underlying fear of commitment that existed long before Brock Bethlen ever came into her life. No, she’d always been left. No one ever stayed. Not for long. That was the family curse wasn’t it? A traitorous tear slipped from the corner of her eye and Brock’s thumb smeared it away savagely.

“What’s wrong?” He searched her face but she closed her eyes.

“Nothing.” She tugged on his hips, willing him to continue moving within her, but he was still as stone. “Please Brock. Don’t stop.”

“Tell me, what’s the matter.” He demanded.

“Nothing. I just want you so bad.” Melody sat up on the table, trailed her fingers down his cheek, across his full lower lip.

She bit that lower lip, almost harder than she’d intended to. Her eyes remained open the entire time, challenging him to take control of her again. Pleading with him to.

Brock’s hands massaged her ass as she pressed her breasts into his chest and linked her ankles together behind him. Brock lifted her with a grunt, his hard cock still firm inside of her, carried her into the formal sitting room. It was dark and having not been used since the end of summer, it was chilled and the air tasted dry and stagnant.

None of it mattered as he deposited her onto an elegant white chaise lounge, a dense maroon velvet throw was draped across its back. Melody ran her fingers along the softness as she watched Brock sweep his shirt over his head with a finger between teeth that threatened to chatter. Her nipples ached for his warm palms.

Across from the chaise there was an electric fireplace, Melody looked over at it, Brock’s gaze followed hers and he quickly reached over and flipped the switch on. The fire uncurled fervently, lighting the room and cast dancing shadows onto the walls.

Melody reached up for him as he stood beside the fire, her arms stretched out far, fingers practically wiggling. He lifted his hand and quirked his finger at her.

“Come here.” He whispered.

Melody sat up, removed her shirt and walked to him slowly. A sly smile tugged his lips and he caught her in his hands, pulled her against him savagely. His kiss was demanding and Melody returned it with equal ferocity. 

Her hands clawed at his stubble covered jaw, their breath mingled in a chorus of elation as they wrestled to the ground. Brock slid his head over her clit, back and forth, up and down. He stared down into her face as he ran his head over her ass and Melody jumped.

A scandalous smirk touched his eyes before his mouth and he chuckled darkly. “I want your ass.”

Melody was shaking her head no before he’d even completed the sentence.

“You’ll like it.” He watched as he ran his silky head over her folds teasingly, smearing her juices everywhere.

“I don’t think so.” Melody said, but her voice sounded unconvinced even to her own ears.

Brock laughed. “Okay.” His lips pressed against her neck, still using his cock to incite and titillate her.

Melody moaned as he added pressure and was that pleasure she felt? But it wasn’t possible. She couldn’t take that thing in that hole. It was unfeasible.

“Do you like that?” He murmured softly.

Melody nodded.

“I wish I had you in my dungeon right now. I’d fix you to my wall.”

Melody imagined the scene, saw her chest heaving with desire, daring to beg him for more. 

Brock’s fingers stroked her expertly now and Melody arched her back, eyes closed as she allowed herself to experience the sensation. His head circled her ass rhythmically and yes, it did feel good, she couldn’t deny that. She tightened around his fingers and Brock encouraged her softly, his lips at her ear, so seductive, so intent on giving her pleasure.

As she crashed around his fingers he removed them, worked them fiercely over her clit to draw out her orgasm deliciously. The pressure from his cock had increased maddeningly and she arched her back further, pressed against him.

“Mmm that feels good.” He sighed as he nuzzled his forehead against hers and kissed her once more. “Come for me again.”

Melody made an unintelligible response and twisted into his side, hiding her face from him. She didn’t want to like anal stimulation. She’d always thought it was dirty. Gross. An exit only.

“Look at me Melody.” Brock said and she shook her head.

“I can’t.” She moaned.

“I want to see your face. Look at me sweetie. Let me see those eyes while you come for me.”

Melody moaned deeply, her orgasm already near. She turned her face out of his shoulder and looked up into his sharp features. She grasped his forearm as he fingered her, bit her lower lip and came rapidly, Brock said something into her ear but it didn’t even register.

“Do you want me to?”

Melody nodded frantically.

The pressure on her ass had become slightly uncomfortable and she adjusted her position. As she arched her back, to her instant shock and with a loud groan of surprise from Brock, he popped in.

“Holy shit.” Melody whispered, wide eyed.

“Oh my God.” He growled, collapsed over her.

Melody squirmed beneath him, her ass burning like crazy.

“Tell me to get out.” He mumbled into her neck. “Tell me you don’t want it.”

Melody forced herself to relax, swallowed hard and shook her head. “No.”

Another groan of appreciation rumbled deep in Brock’s chest. 

“Stay.” She whispered.

The pressure increased as Brock pressed further into her even as she thought he must be at least eighteen inches deep already. Her nails dug into his back and she held her breath.

Brock’s fingers found her quivering pussy again and he massaged her clitoris with his thumb, slid his fingers inside of her and moved his fingers gently within her. 

“Relax. Breathe.” He said between kisses.

He remained unmoving in her ass and she felt herself melting, relaxing, even her calf muscles had been flexed. Melody opened her eyes again and looked into Brock’s. They were glassy, his jaw taut. 

“That feels so good.” She admitted before biting down on her lip again.

His half smile further warmed her insides and he pressed deeper still. Melody couldn’t stay her curiosity, she trailed her hand between her thighs, over his strong hand working inside of her. Then she let her fingers wander lower, she saw with them, as a blind woman might. Brock wasn’t even half way inside of her ass. She groaned.

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No.” She said without hesitation. 

She pressed on his cock with her fingers to emphasize her words, pulling another moan from the depths of his chest. She felt him push inside, only a fraction of an inch, she curled her tailbone, held his gaze, drawing courage from those brilliant eyes.

Deeper he pressed until Melody thought she might burst, but she didn’t. The slight pain she’d felt before now felt oddly delicious. Gooseflesh broke out along her limbs, speckled her bottom as she felt another devastating orgasm brimming. This time when she came Brock began to move inside of her.

Melody cried out, slammed her hands over her mouth as he positioned himself between her legs. 

“Oh my God.” She muttered over and over again.

Brock’s movements inside of her seemed to reach all the way into her stomach, past her diaphragm and up her throat. He could turn her inside out in a split second if he wanted to.

“Play with your pussy for me Melody. I want to watch you.” He said softly as he grasped the backs of her knees and held them apart.

His thrusts remained slow but determined. Languidly he pressed himself inside of her to the hilt and pulled out just to his head before plunging back forward. Melody gladly did as she was told, working herself to orgasm in less than thirty seconds, wetting his shaft in more of her slippery juices.

Brock raised his eyebrows. “What a bad girl you are.” He observed and Melody groaned again. 

Brock’s hand swept along her bottom, Melody yelped and then grinned, the stinging sensation heightening her senses further.

“More.” She said with her brightest smile.

Brock popped her twice more on her bottom, she felt the momentum jiggling through her like a ripple on a still pond.

“Again.” She said, still smiling through her miasma of ecstasy.

He swatted her ass again, twice.

“Fuck. Me.” Brock ground out when Melody came again.

“I think,” Melody panted. “That you’re fucking me.”

Her taunting giggle got just the reaction she’d hoped for. She gasped as he savagely tossed her ankle over to his other hand. She cooperated instinctually, he never removed his throbbing shaft from her ass as he turned her over.

Her face was on the soft carpet now and she worked her clitoris as Bock continued to thrust into her. She could scarcely keep her eyes open. The orgasm that tore through her sent her shooting up onto her elbows, her back bowed, toes curled. Brock savagely shoved her face back down to the ground, picked up his pace.

“Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh my God, please don’t stop.” She chanted through gritted teeth. 

The burning sensation was gone and replaced by a burning desire for more, deeper, harder. If she’d had the courage, or maybe if she’d known Brock longer than a week, she would have gladly instructed him to harpoon her or roast her on a spit. She’d beg him to do the wickedest things to her on the floor of this room meant only for business.

“Do you want to come again?” He whispered at her ear.

Melody nodded, unable to formulate words. Brock’s open palm landed on her ass soundly and she gasped her agreement.

“Yes, I do Sir.”

“Yes. Such a good girl. You want to come for me again don’t you?”

Melody was nodding frantically as he spoke. “Yes, yes I want to come for you.”

Brock’s thrusts were fast and short, she grunted and groaned, used her free hand to grasp at any part of Brock she could reach, her pussy contracted violently.

“Come. Now.” He said, grasping a handful of hair and hauling her up from the carpet.

“Fuck!” She cried, her legs quaking.

Brock pulled out of her just as his seed burst from his glistening cock. It hit her back in warm waves and she smiled broadly as she caught her breath, ears ringing. Brock released her hair and she collapsed back down to the carpet her chest heaving, body slicked with sweat. His hands caressed her, soft touches soothed the spots he’s spanked. 

Every feather light touch sent waves of light into her. She’d suspected that Brock would be able to work energies, to heal them. Just as she and Corbin had instinctually been able to do their entire lives. Whatever had happened at The Lodge really had awakened new sides of their abilities. What a shame that she wouldn’t be able to witness his blossoming. 

“Thank you.” Melody whispered.

“For what?” His voice was raw.

“For this. For everything.”



Chapter Fourteen

Melody watched Brock and Bastian loading up the Bronco from her bedroom window. When they’d finished Brock ran his hands along his black jeans and turned to look up at her window. The wind chimes in the corner of her room tinkled softly and she turned to look at them. 

“What am I supposed to do? Beg him to stay? Please.” She spat. “He’s got a million girls who would lay down for him. Do whatever he wanted. He doesn’t need me.”

Melody went around her room, picked up some of the clothing and mess that had accumulated over the past week. What a whirlwind it had been. It seemed strange that today she and Corbin would be going back to their normal lives. He’d be working on cars in the garage and she’d begin getting things cleaned and organized for opening in March.

There was a soft knock on her door and Brock poked his head through. “Can I come in?”

“Be my guest.” She barked.

Stop it. Don’t push him away. Don’t be a bitch. She thought to herself.

“I wanted to…” He held his hands palm up.

Melody sighed heavily, ran her tongue over her top lip and then thrust her hand on her hip.

“Wanted to what? You’re under no obligation here. You said you’d help, if you could, and you did.” 

“Don’t be like that, please don’t. I don’t want to go like that.”

Those fucking tears again. Biting at her eyes. Brock saw them, closed the space between them in two strides. He wrapped her head in that stranglehold she’d come to love, entrapped her in those big strong arms and kissed her temple.

“I’m sorry.” He said softly. “I really don’t want to go.”

“No.” She squeezed him. “I’m happy. I’m so happy that you came. I wouldn’t change anything. It just sucks we live in different states.”

Brock’s hands moved over her body, Melody tried to twist out of his grasp but his hold was unyielding. 

“You’ll be late.” She protested.

“I have to have you one more time Melody.” His low voice reverberated into her chest, her nipples hardened as his hand wrapped around her hair. “So I can leave with your song in my heart.” He pulled so she was forced to look into his eyes. Then he kissed her deeply, his hand still holding her hair, the other wandering to her ass and grasping one cheek hungrily through her bohemian skirt. “Your taste on my lips.”

“They’re waiting for you.” Melody gasped around his mouth.

“No. They don’t care.” Brock’s fingers lifted her skirt inch by inch before he slipped them into the side of her panties, but she was already prepared for him. “Don’t deny me one last time with you Melody, please.”

“How could anyone ever deny you a thing?” She said, repeating his words from the night before.

He pulled on her panties, slipped them down to her knees. Melody shimmied out of them, dragged the hem of her skirt up and wrapped her knee around his hip. She ran her hands through his hair as his tongue massaged her own.

Melody was rubbing his cock through his jeans, the friction warm on her palm. Frantically she opened the first button, her shaking fingers moved on to the second and when she finally had them done she wrestled him free. Brock moaned as she stroked his cock, he sat down on the bed and pulled her atop his lap, buried his face in her cleavage. His fingers pulled at her square neckline, he bit at the plump flesh that bulged under the pressure, sucked hard.

Melody lowered herself over his cock, let it fill her completely. Brock continued his biting and sucking, leaving little red splotches along her breasts, marking his territory.

“Say it.” Brock said as he bit her other breast this time so much harder.

Melody cried out in pain and then gasped at him. “What?”

“Tell me what you’re thinking. It’s not fair that you can read my mind and I can’t read yours.”

“You can feel what I’m feeling. It’s the same thing.” She said softly.

“It isn’t.” To emphasize his point he pulled her tender flesh into his mouth, sucked brutally hard, she willed it to bruise, so she could be marked as his even after he left and be reminded of him when she looked in the mirror.

Melody ground herself over him, her clit rubbed wonderfully on the thick muscle that sat over his throbbing cock. His groomed pubic hair scraped and tickled and added to the pleasure of her rhythmic quest.

“Tell me. I want you to say it.” Brock begged as he grasped her butt cheeks in his hands and added pressure to her thrusts.

“I can’t.” She cried, the tears seeping down her face. “Don’t make me say it.”

“I want you to. Look at me sweetie, please.” His fingers probed at her chin, willed her to face him. His voice was slightly strained, the pleasure he felt made it the tiniest bit higher than normal, it excited her beyond words.

Melody relented and met his gaze, those blue eyes that captivated and hypnotized her. He searched her features, thrust into her urgently and pulled her down on his dick insistently. He held her hair to his nose and breathed deeply, growled as he hammered in to her and she hooked her feet over his thighs. She used them to propel herself up and down, bouncing fiercely, willed it to hurt, begging for some pain, something to break this bond she’d stupidly formed with him.

“Tell me what you’re thinking my sweet little Melody, tell me.” 

Melody cried out as she came crashing around him, she beat on his shoulder with her fist and pulled herself off of him. “Put me down, please.” She gasped and Brock did so quickly.

She opened her legs and reached through to take him, guide him inside of her as she lifted her hips from the bed.

“I want you to fuck me so hard Brock.” She begged as he began to thrust into her.

He hooked her left knee in the crook of his elbow and held it high, maneuvered it over his shoulder. His face was reddening with the force of his fucking and Melody met him thrust for thrust. If this was her last chance with him, she was going to be sure she would feel it for days. 

“Harder.” She said, he searched her features, curious and Melody nodded. “Yes. Harder. Please.” Boldly she grasped the collar of his shirt, twisted it and lifted herself up to his face, licked his lips before kissing them swiftly. “Fuck me harder Brock.” She encouraged as his thrusts came quicker.

He ground out something indiscernible as she came around him deliciously, her eyes rolled back in her head and she thrust her hands into her hair.

Brock grasped her wrists, pinned them over her head. Melody’s breath was quick, her heart pounded in her chest as it heaved and she ground herself over Brock’s cock, desperate for more. Brock suddenly released her wrists and wrapped her in his arms, his hands grasped her bottom and curled her into him as he brought his knees higher, lowered his forehead to the bed beside her.

“Say it.” He whispered.

Melody squeezed her eyes shut, curled her arms under his and grasped his shoulders, hugging him tightly as he pounded into her. There was no more fighting the tears now, she let them flow as she stared up at her ceiling. Let them slip softly down her temples as the juices from her orgasm wet the bedspread beneath her. Brock was groaning with each thrust and he bit down on her neck as he exploded inside of her, shuttering with the force of his release.

“I love you.” She uttered the words, barely audible around her gasps.

His arms tightened their hold on her and he trailed kisses across her collar bone.

“Tell me you’ll always be mine. Promise me you won’t submit to anyone else Melody.”

“How could I?” She croaked.

The tapping on the door was hesitant and Brock called out with aggravation that he would be right down. She never felt more alone than she did when he removed his thick organ, still plump and delicious from their love making from her and pulled his pants up.

She couldn’t go downstairs. She hid in her bedroom and watched them get into the Bronco. She didn’t expect him to turn and stay. She knew he wouldn’t uproot his entire life for her. Would she have done the same for him? Could she leave this place, her brother, everything she’d ever known and move to Los Angeles? Surely not.

Brock turned and held a hand up to her window, pressed his fingers to his lips and held them to her before he ducked into the car.

As she watched them drive away she thought, if she didn’t love Brock Bethlen so much, she would most certainly loathe him.

Even as she felt his come slipping down her thighs, the brake lights of the Bronco disappeared up the drive, exhaust trailing behind them and evaporating. Evaporating like he just did from her life.



Epilogue

The sword was clasped in her hands, heavy and awkward. She couldn’t wield it but he’d given it to her for protection. Et Caritatis, et Honorem was engraved into the thick, gleaming blade. Love and Honor.

The cold snow around her chilled her bones as sounds of movement came from behind her.

She hid behind the wide tree, eyes closed, sword at the ready.

A large twig snapped under heavy feet, her eyes sprang open. There he was. Her love. He had no name in her mind- in this memory, because he had always been. He’d gone by many names, as had she. They’d lived a hundred lives before and they’d live a hundred more. Every shred of uncertainty she’d felt before evaporated. His presence was all the protection she’d ever need. That was his gift, he was a protector. Her protector. 

He took the sword, his light illuminated it marvelously as the muscles at his arms flexed. He took her into his other arm, claimed her mouth. Once he’d found her, he would never release her, never let anything hurt her again. That was his duty. A sacred duty.

She was the only answer to the only question his existence had.

She was prophecy.

Melody woke with a start. She caught her breath in the darkness, her head spinning as the dream faded into the recesses of her mind. When she was sure she wouldn’t be getting back to sleep, she decided to give up.

Melody sat at the bar in the kitchen and drank her hot tea. She couldn’t believe it was already October. How could it be? They’d had the most successful season they’d ever remembered. They’d even passed their goal for refurbishing the porch. Maybe they’d be able to sell this old place one day after all.

Their little Bed and Breakfast would be closed in two weeks for the winter. She made a mental list of the things she’d do for the day in preparation.

When the kitchen door opened in a flurry of cold air, Melody thought she was hallucinating. She hadn’t seen him or Bastian since they’d left in December. She blinked several times, admired his long dark gray wool coat and thick black scarf. His hair was done to perfection as usual, his brilliant blue eyes glittering as he gazed at her.

“What are you doing here?” She breathed. “I just talked to you on the phone last night!”

She’d laid into him too. Finally having the courage to speak her mind about his refusal to help her find the others that could help them form the Order. Now, with him standing before her, she felt embarrassed.

“I know.” He laughed, coming to her side. “It was so hard to not tell you I was almost in town.”

“What are you doing here?” She demanded.

“You were right.” Brock said. “I’m a selfish, arrogant asshole. I can’t give up my stupid career to fulfill my birthright. But maybe I can do something better?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” She stood up and so did he.

“We’re doing a new documentary. We have dates set for Central Europe. I wanted to do it since before we left.”

“So? You know how I feel about all of that.” She took another sip from her steaming cup.

“Melody this is different. I did it so you can come too, that’s why it’s taken so long. I didn’t want to tell you in case I couldn’t pull it off, but I can. I’ve got the contract. We can search the history and find where the others might be, where their families branched off to.” He pulled a small map from inside of his jacket and pointed. “See?”

“What?” She gasped, her hands coming up to her mouth. “You’re going to find them.”

“Hungary and Romania are first on the list, two weeks in each.” He gushed. “You and Corbin come along and we can look for them. With you both there we will be able to capture enough footage for two documentaries. But we can do more than that.”

Melody searched his stern face, “you’re serious.” Melody couldn’t believe it.

“I want to help you find them. I want to help. I want to do something right, something that isn’t completely self involved, for once.” Brock wrapped his arms around her.

She stood in stunned stillness. Was it really happening? After all these months of promises?

“I couldn’t tell you before because I didn’t want to get your hopes up.”

“What about Bastian?” She asked, pulling away from Brock, wondering if he’d ever mentioned to Brock what’d happened between him and Corbin.

“He wants to help too. It was mostly his idea. Besides, didn’t I reserve the right to enforce a stipulation for helping with The Lodge? Well. Here it is.”

Melody couldn’t believe it. Finally she felt like she was able to move, her limbs came to life and she threw herself against Brock’s solid body. She had desperately hoped he would come around. But it had to be on his terms. It had to be his desire. 

“But the movies… the spirit world will not like this, it could be dangerous.” She said, pulling away.

“No. I’m going to set it right. They’re going to be different this time, I promise. I want you to help me with that part too.”

“But…”

“We can’t go without the movie deal. We won’t be funded.”

Melody nodded, chewing on the idea. It could work. They’d have to pay special attention to detail, but it could work.

This was enormous. This was the moment she’d dreamed of. She trembled with her excitement. Melody felt as if her life suddenly made sense. They were going to find the others. They were going to complete the new Order. Oh what wonders awaited them now!

Brock pulled away and looked down into her eyes. “There’s one more thing I forgot.” He said.

“What?” Melody frowned.

“I forgot to tell you how much I fucking love you.” He claimed her mouth then as he removed his jacket, scooped her up into his arms.

Upstairs he made sweet passionate love to her until the sun was lighting the Northwest sky. 

Melody never had been a blossoming in the spring kind of girl. All of her best new beginnings took place in the fall, when everything else slumbered.
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Check out my other stories on Amazon!
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