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THE INCESSANT WHIR of the ringtone penetrated my sleep, but my eyes refused to permit the intrusion, my lids heavy as he stirred beside me.

“Jordan?” Oscar’s tone was exhausted as he answered the call, as well he might be after the last few days. “What’s wrong, man?”

Groaning, I rolled away from the glaring screen, a man’s voice audible on the other end of the line.

“Used it on whom?” Oscar shifted on the bed. “You’re at Men of Honor, too?”

Another pause when the guy on the line spoke again, but this time, my eyes flickered open, something about Oscar’s voice stirring the ever-present anxiety twisting in my belly. There was concern in his tone—worry—and anything which caused him apprehension was a potential problem for me.

“That’s right.” This time, his voice oozed with a different emotion, not concern, but something that sounded like satisfied glee. “Which room are you in. I’ll come now.”

What? I rolled in his direction. He was going now? Bloody hell, it was late. What could be so important it required his attention?

Ending the call, he flung the device on the sheets before his focus fell back on me.

“Sorry to wake you, Little Rabbit.”

My breath caught at the pet name he’d taken to calling me. It sounded so good when he said it, but as with everything else my captivity had brought, I couldn’t wrap my head around it, didn’t understand how the man holding me hostage could be the same one whispering such gentle words.

“Is everything okay, Mr. Hatton, Sir?”

I clenched at his title. It was another aspect of this situation that both tormented and titillated me. He insisted I address him that way more often than not, and even though it irked me—going against everything I’d been trained to accept—I couldn’t deny it was gratifying. Acknowledging he was better—when we both knew he wasn’t—alluded to the power I’d ceded to him—the fact he could keep me bound and gagged whenever it suited him. The knowledge that, although I was well looked after and had never been more sexually satisfied, I’d given up everything I’d ever known in return.

“I’m not sure...” His hesitation sent the butterflies dashing around my tummy. It was unlike the Oscar I knew to be uncertain of anything. “I need to head to one of the nearby rooms and check on someone.”

“Oh.” I shifted up to my elbows, blinking into the soft light as he switched on the bedside lamp.

“I’m sorry.” He rose from the bed, all perfect ass and strapping, muscular back as he strode to where his clothes were neatly folded. “I know it’s not ideal.”

“It’s okay.” My heart picked up its pace as I watched him slide his pants over that flawless backside. “I’ll be fine.”

“Hmmm.” Glancing over his shoulder, those chocolate brown eyes drilled into me. “I’m sure you will.” Buckling his belt, he turned, striding toward me. “More than fine, actually.”

I panted at his approach, already knowing what that expression meant. Aside from being the resident doctor at Men of Honor, Oscar only seemed to have one thing on his mind. The muscles at the apex of my thighs squeezed together as I recollected the many salacious acts I’d performed for him over the past few days. The sex was undoubtedly the best of my life, but all the orgasms in the world couldn’t conceal the reality—I was still his prisoner. I was the MI5 agent whose sting operation had gone horribly wrong and found herself at the beck and call of the sexy bastard known as the Mad Hatter, Oscar Hatton.

“I need to make sure you’re my good girl while I’m gone.” He loomed over me, one dark eyebrow arching as he assessed my accelerated breathing.

“I will be,” I promised him, craning my neck to meet his dark eyes. “I swear it, Mr. Hatton, Sir.”

“Oh, I’m sure.” He flashed me a predatory smile. “But you’ll excuse me if I don’t believe you.”

“But why?” I gasped, watching as he lowered to the dresser beside me. I already knew the types of delightfully depraved items he kept in there, my heart pounding faster as I waited to see what he would produce. Something about the shifting power dynamic between us left me breathless. I loathed he was detaining me but was insatiable at the way he lorded it over me. It made no sense.

As a government agent, I’d been trained to manage hostile situations. The state had prepared me to be held hostage in grim conditions, to be abused and interrogated for information. They’d paid to heighten my intellect and sharpen my martial arts skills, but no one had ever equipped me for this—a towering Adonis with more charisma in his little finger than most men had in their whole beings. I was a modern woman with an open mind. I knew I was appealing and never had any issues attracting, or keeping, admirers, but Oscar was something else. I couldn’t keep up with his carnal demands, let alone understand why I was excited by his outdated, domineering attitude.

“Nothing has changed, Little Rabbit.” He paused, turning to meet my eyes. “You’re still my prisoner, and you’ll do as you’re told.”

“But...” I intended to protest, to give him all the reasons he was wrong, why I was capable and didn’t need to be babysat, let alone fettered, but the words died in my throat. What was the point? We’d been having this conversation since the day he’d swept me from the dank basement room his boss, Chase, and he had first held me. Hours of going around in proverbial circles, where he would tire of my arguments and deal with me in the way he always liked—by shoving some oversized plastic ball between my teeth.

“Exactly.” Grasping whatever evil contraption he wanted this time, he rose, edging toward me. “There’s no point in complaining. We both know I’m going to help my friend, and however great it is between us, we still have trust issues.”

A knot of trepidation knotted in the pit of my stomach.

“Trust issues?” My voice was only a squeak, my gaze lowering to his delicious, naked six-pack.

“Yes, trust issues.”

He dropped the selection of ropes on the bedding, my heart hammering at the sight. Oscar had tied me with them many times before—every meeting he’d attended, every important catch-up, invariably started with me bound and helpless in some dehumanizing and utterly dreadful way.

“The fact you’re an agent from Her Majesty’s government, for example. We both know you’d run given half the chance.”

“I won’t.” Even to my own ears, the assertion lacked conviction.

“Back against the pillow.” Ignoring my pitiful lie, he gestured for me to relax, and despite the frantic, furling energy dancing inside me, I had few other options. I was more than able to defend myself, having beaten many of the men in my classes during my time at MI5, but nothing about this situation gave me the advantage. Oscar, as always, had the upper hand. He set the tone with his height and weight advantage, his intent, and his knowledge of the room. Though I’d been held here for a few days, I was mostly trussed or bloody exhausted from the latest sexual marathon we’d both enjoyed. There had been few opportunities to get my bearings, fewer still, to escape.

“Okay, Mr. Hatton, Sir.” Leaning back against the soft covers, I wearily accepted the inevitable—this would not be that chance. Even in the middle of the night, Oscar was too shrewd. He never let his guard down.

“I won’t be long.” The words, no doubt intended to be reassuring, floated over my head as he grasped both my wrists and drew them over my head. “I just need to assess someone, then I’ll be back.”

“Oh.” My brow furrowed at the feel of the ropes around my flesh. They were soft and had never damaged my skin, but every time he insisted on using them, I couldn’t believe I was here again. Fettered to a bed, a chair, or worse hogtied, I was little more than a piece of property he could manipulate as he chose. I panted at the idea as he concluded the knot above my head, the scent of his skin tantalizingly close as he withdrew, smiling down at me.

“That should be sufficient. There’s no need for ankle ropes this time.”

What was I supposed to be—grateful? Though as his attention drifted back to the dresser once more, I realized with disturbing clarity I was. I was thankful he hadn’t left me in a more humiliating pose, pleased there were only two bonds at my wrists. It was ridiculous. These days, I was indebted by the most ludicrous situations.

“Now, for the final touch.” Rising, he dangled a white ballgag over my face, the damned thing taunting me as his smile widened to a grin.

“I’ll be quiet, Mr. Hatton, Sir.” My response was a breathy whimper, and inwardly, I cringed. Who was the woman he’d bound to the bed? What had happened to the confident, defiant agent who’d breezed into Men of Honor all those days ago, ready to take them all on? I was a shell of that woman now. “I promise I won’t scream, won’t make a sound.”

He smiled sympathetically. “I’m sure you mean that, Little Rabbit, but it’s much better to not have the temptation in the first place, and this will help.” Once again, he waved the gag over my chest, the bottom strap grazing the black-and-white duvet cover. “As I said, I won’t be long.”

Panic bloomed in my head as he clutched the straps and positioned the thing over me. I knew this game of old, having become duly acquainted with it in recent days. Whatever I did now, I was damned. A single word of protest was all he needed to shove the evil ball between my lips, and I would be silenced—whether or not I liked it.

“Come on now.” His expression hardened. “Let’s not make this a performance. Open up and accept the gag.”

Pressing my lips closed, I shook my head. No way. Not this time. I would not make things easy or give in. That wasn’t who I was, wasn’t what I’d been trained to do.

“Alice.” Oscar’s voice had lowered an octave, the lower tone reverberating directly to my clitoris. “If you make this difficult, I’ll make you pay the price for it later.”

Oh God. I knew enough about the man to know a threat like that was real, that he meant every word, but still, I didn’t want to concede, my lips remaining tightly shut.

“Naughty girl.” His brow creased at my obstinance, and without a word, one hand released the strap and reached for my nose. “I want you to remember, you chose this path.” His large thumb and forefinger closed around my nostrils, cutting off my air supply. “You chose to make this so difficult.”

Alarm flooded my mind as I realized what he intended. By cutting the air supply to my nose, he effectively forced my mouth open. I’d only be able to hold my breath for so long, then I’d have no choice but to accept the horrible plastic ball. I held on as long as I could, using my many months of deep-sea diving experience to best effect, waiting until my chest shook with the effort, but all too soon, I knew the moment of truth loomed, that I’d have to take a breath. Quickly, my lips parted, gasping for the oxygen I so badly needed. I intended to close them again, to continue the game, but of course, that hope was futile. The very second my mouth parted, Oscar was right there with the dreaded ball, shoving it in place and tagging the straps around my head roughly.

“I promise you’ll pay for that.” His voice was a growl as he fastened the strap, his gorgeous eyes assuring me a storm was coming. “But first, I need to attend to my friend.”

Just like that, he was gone. Turning, he dressed and adorned his head with another of the many hats he obsessively wore before he strode from the room, leaving me in imposed silence.

Chapter Two

Alice Monroe

––––––––
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TUGGING AGAINST THE ropes at my wrists, I tried for the twentieth time to free myself, realizing even before I pulled the binds into my skin, the endeavor was pointless. They weren’t loosening. They wouldn’t fall free and liberate me. Pressing my head into the pillow, I blew out a long breath. Why did this keep happening? In all my years, I’d never been tied up, save for the role-play sessions at MI5 when we were supposed to replicate being held under duress. As it turned out, the training had it completely wrong.

Being trapped in Oscar’s fetters was nothing like the program had suggested. There was no pain unless you counted the ongoing rounds of humiliating spankings, I apparently kept earning, and no real fear. I didn’t like the spankings, didn’t agree they were warranted, and certainly didn’t agree a grown woman was worthy of such a degrading punishment, but in all the time I’d been here, Oscar had never truly hurt me. My ass clenched at the memories of the ritualistic penance. It was always the same.

Oscar was an over-the-knee kind of guy—a type of man I wasn’t even aware existed until I’d stumbled into his and Chase’s nest—and every time he decided I’ve overstepped some unspoken boundary, over I’d go. He’d throw me across his thighs and tan my ass with his giant hand, his words and the utter humiliation of the act stinging every bit as much as the smacks. I’d tried reasoning with him, explaining that wasn’t how women were treated in the twenty-first century, but my assertions were only met with his self-assured smile as if I was a small, naïve child who knew nothing about grown-up relationships. It was infuriating.

One time, I’d tried fighting him off. I got in a few decent punches before he’d caught my wrists, restraining and chastising me with angry words before, lo-and-behold, I was strewn back over this lap faster than I could catch my breath. Just like the binds, there seemed no way out of the mortifying spankings. No way I could overpower or outmaneuver him, but worse was how once the alleged punishment was complete and he brushed a fingertip over my sex, I was always excited. I squeezed my gaze closed at the shameful reality.

It was one thing to have torment inflicted on me, to be the stoic victim, the hostage held under pressure the way I’d been trained, but realizing a sick part of me might have actually relished the awful treatment was something else, something much more difficult to reconcile. I still couldn’t fathom what part of me wanted to be treated that way. I’d been made to relinquish control to Oscar, after all. I’d had no choice after he and Chase had drugged me that first day, but trying to comprehend why I was aroused by his show of authority was still impossible.

“Urgh!” I screamed around the gag, legs thrashing below me as if their motion would somehow be enough to free the ropes at my wrists. Frustration coursed faster, consolidating at my core and goading as the ropes tightened at my flesh.

I wasn’t going anywhere, and I knew it.

Turning my head, my eyes fluttered open, taking in the room around me. It was lit by his dim bedside lamp, illuminating the space on his side of the bed. I had to stop dwelling on the debasing reality of the things he had done and the unbecoming ways I’d responded. Those thoughts would not help me get out of this place and back to Gabriel.

My surrogate father, Gabriel, must be beside himself with worry about my absence. He’d been the one who’d guided me into the secret services, taking me under his wing since my father died, and he was the last person I’d seen before I stepped foot in the Men of Honor lair. Surely, he’d realized the plan had gone spectacularly wrong when I hadn’t checked in after the allotted time? The knot of tension in my tummy tightened. What would Gabriel think of my failure? Would he be disappointed? Angry that all the weeks of planning had gone to waste, and the precious recording device they’d smuggled into my blue hairbow was lost. It had all been for nothing. Evidently, I hadn’t been ready for this mission. Not for the first time, the well of hopelessness swelled, growing so big I could barely take another breath.

Christ, I’d royally screwed up this time. Oscar and his friends weren’t playing. I’d researched enough to know how vast their criminal enterprise was and had been in the job long enough to know once you were in the field, you were on your own. No one was going to ride in and save me. The only way I was getting out of Oscar’s ropes once and for all was if I designed my escape—if I used my assets to garner freedom.

Inhaling, I tried to relax, to think. Some factors were stacked in my favor. Unlike most captives, I knew precisely where I was being held, having walked into the building of my own free will. I wasn’t entirely sure which floor of the Men of Honor tower I was on, but I knew I hadn’t left the building. Oscar hadn’t drugged me since he and Chase had laced my coffee that first time, so I’d have known if I’d been taken somewhere new.

Another positive was the conditions of my captivity. I’d been well fed, my every relative need catered to. That meant, when the time came, when an opportunity to get the hell out of here arose, I’d be ready. I’d be fit, strong, and poised to snatch the chance with both hands. An image of me kicking Oscar across the room flitted through my mind’s eye. Yes, I’d be ready, and when I seized the chance, I wouldn’t look back—no quantity of sexual gratification would compensate for my freedom or keep me from doing the job I was paid to do. I’d been sent to bring Chase Benedict and his organization down, to find the evidence that would topple the whole empire, and I hadn’t given up on that objective. Adrenaline surged through my bloodstream at the idea of collapsing Chase’s domain.

One day, the men who worked and played here would have to pay for the crimes they’d committed. One day they’d have to answer to—

The door opened as that thought resonated, Oscar’s brooding presence shattering whatever my next assertion was going to be. Christ, he was already back.

“Been a good girl?”

I just caught sight of his arching eyebrow before he turned to lock the door.

“I hope so, Alice.” Pacing in my direction, he removed the hat before shrugging off his shirt to reveal his taut expanse of chest. “I told you I wouldn’t be long, didn’t I?”

Pulling in ribbons of air through my nostrils, I nodded.

“You can do better than that, Little Rabbit.” A voracious glint shone in his eyes, sending a reflexive shiver down the length of my spine. “I’ll need to hear the words.”

Crap. He wanted me to say them around the gag, a perverse game he liked to play, which intensified my ignominy multiple times over. My body tensed at the reality, knowing I would cede and how awful it would sound when I did, but in the end, as had often been the case of late, there was no option. I had to surrender. There was no room to negotiate when the handsome swine looming over me held all the cards in this sadistic sport.

“Well?” He folded his arms over his bare chest, expression unimpressed at my delay. “I’m waiting.”

“Yes, Mr. Hatton, Sir.” I pushed the words around the vexing plastic, cringing at the perturbing string of vowel sounds that leaked from my lips.

“Very nice.” Oscar grinned at my mortifying display. Pulling back the bedding covering my chest, he ran a fingertip around my right breast. “Now, to the matter of your insolence.”

My brow creased. I’d hoped whatever had taken his attention at this time of the night might have distracted him from that, but apparently, I was out of luck.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Hatton, Sir.” My teeth captured the ball between them, biting down as he considered my embarrassing attempt at an apology.

“Mmmm.” He ran his tongue over his teeth. “I’ll never tire of that noise. Seeing you speaking around the gag is one of the most smoking hot sights of my life.”

Wrinkling my nose at his thwarted praise, I closed my eyes, no longer able to meet his mocking gaze. He was enjoying every moment of this and wasn’t even trying to hide the fact.

“Perhaps we’ll leave the gag and ropes in place for the rest of the night?”

My eyes shot open at the threat. His head tilted as if he was genuinely contemplating leaving me here like this for bloody hours.

“No!” I hollered and was sure he’d understood just fine despite the irritating plastic ball.

“I think yes.” His tone was apologetic, but the wry smirk painting his face told me otherwise. Oscar wasn’t sorry about my plight. In fact, he was the one forcing me to endure it. “I think a few more hours in my bondage will help to remind you of your place.” He leaned closer, his face only a few inches from the place I was bound to his bed. “If I want to gag you, Little Rabbit, I will.”

“No.” I only managed to croak the word that time, my effort deflated not only by the iron in his voice but his sudden proximity. He had me again, didn’t he? Was leaving me with no choice but to cede, to hang here from the damned ropes at my wrists and be his own personal bound plaything. Emotion caught in my throat as that concept bloomed.

“Yes.” His voice was gentle but emphatic. Lightly, he pressed a chaste kiss to my top lip. “I will gag you and keep you as I see fit because you’re mine, Alice.”

Flashing me a devastating smile, he rose to his full height, stepping back from the bed as he slowly stripped his remaining clothing. Watching him disrobe was unquestionably one of the most erotic sights of my life, but I couldn’t relish the experience while I was tied, my head fogged by the disquieting reality. He was free while I was fettered. He could speak while I remained gagged. This was my life until I could break free—the paradox I must endure. That thought pinballed around my head when, with infuriating ease, he stalked around the bed and slipped in beside me. The final thing I saw was his devilish smile before he plunged the room back to black.

Chapter Three

Oscar Hatton

––––––––
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MEN OF HONOR. THERE was a time I’d never heard of the organization. A time when it wasn’t the beating heart of my every day, a time when all I sought was to practice medicine. That era was hard to remember now. At this juncture in my life, the group embodied everything—the daily routines I enjoyed, the lifestyle I deserved, and the friendships I held dear. I’d never considered fate as a younger man, but now, looking back, I realize meeting Chase was the turning point, the connection with which all other things fell into place.

Naturally, I completed my degree, making the most of the prestigious medical college I graduated from, but my loyalty was already sworn to my best friend and to the society his father had bequeathed him. Men of Honor gave us everything—perpetual privilege, virtual impunity, and as many vices as we could handle. Smiling to myself, I rolled toward the latest, most compelling addiction it had gifted me, pleased to see she had finally fallen asleep.

Alice looked phenomenal. With her arms held over her head and her pretty mouth still gagged, her head had fallen against one shoulder, and her face relaxed as she breathed deeply. My cock stirred at the vision, deciding it had been too long since I’d last claimed what was mine. As if she sensed me staring at her, her eyes flickered open, widening at my unexpected scrutiny.

“Good morning, Little Rabbit.”

My smile widened, the name I’d chosen for her growing on me more each day. It was perfect because that was exactly who she was—beautiful, inquiring, and mine. I hadn’t been expecting such an asset when Chase suggested I play with the petulant MI5 agent who interviewed him. I thought she would be little more than a thrilling temporary distraction, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. In the last few weeks, since she’d been with me, Alice had become essential. If Men of Honor was the air I breathed, Alice was the oxygen within it. Without her, I couldn’t imagine what I would do.

How had I used to spend my days before she’d sashayed into my life? I could scarcely recall. I was a man of science, of logic, and of course, I acknowledged whatever this was—only a rush of hormones or an interim imbalance in my brain which was chemically akin to eating enormous quantities of chocolate—but for the first time in my life, I didn’t care. It didn’t matter if my craving for her was crazy, hardly mattered what anyone else thought. All I gave a damn about was her—having her, holding her, and keeping her in my life.

“Are you going to answer me?” I bit down on my grin, knowing full well the plastic still shoved in her mouth was preventing the demand I sought. Reaching forward, I ran a finger over the skin below the black leather strap. Her jaw would be aching by now, and however much seeing her wear the gag goaded my passion, I had to be reasonable. It would need to come out. “Shall I help you?”

Wide blue eyes met my query, her needy groan swelling my arousal as I slipped a finger under the strap and slowly eased the plastic from between her lips.

“Better?”

Flexing her jaw, she ran her tongue over her dry lips. “Much.” She fixed me with a surprisingly hard stare, considering she was still bound to the bed. “Why would you leave me like that for so long?”

My eyebrow arched at her querulous tone. “I already told you.” My voice mirrored her curt intonation. “Because I can, and unless I hear some respect pretty soon, it will go straight back in.”

Alice’s face blanched at my threat. “Okay,” she whispered. “I’m sorry, Mr. Hatton, Sir.”

My God. Had anyone ever said my name in that ridiculously seductive way before her? That one sentence alone could get me hard, and it did. Every. Single. Time.

“All right.” I blew out a breath, resting on my elbow as my free hand drew down the bedding covering her gorgeous breasts. Alice had assets that would make any bikini model jealous. “I understand you’re touchy about the gag, but it’s there for a reason.” I shot her an intense stare. “And it works.”

“I’m sorry.” Her brow furrowed. “It’s just been a trying night.”

“Didn’t get much sleep?” A knot of anxiety furled in my stomach as I asked. Alice was my responsibility, and if she wasn’t getting enough rest, it was on me. My phone had woken her, and my binds had kept her awake.

“No, Mr. Hatton, Sir.”

Inhaling, I pushed away the raging desire that soared at her breathy admission. I was a doctor, first and foremost, and while Alice was not my patient, I couldn’t ignore her needs just to gratify my own. It wasn’t right.

“That’s my fault.” I rolled onto my back, considering my verdict. “I didn’t mean to wake you.”

She turned her head in my direction, the weight of her stare boring into the side of my face.

“Can I ask what happened?”

I closed my eyes briefly, an image of Jordan’s latest conquest flitting into my head.

“A friend needed my help,” I replied, not turning to meet her gaze.

“Oh.”

“Curse of being a medic, I’m afraid.” This time, I glanced her way, my gaze running over her shapely shoulder before it found those imploring eyes.

“I understand, Sir.”

She was trying her best to behave and appease me, but she was feigning it, and frankly, it showed.

“Want out of those ropes?” My tone was sardonic as I voiced the query clearly on the tip of her tongue.

“Yes, Mr. Hatton, Sir. It’s been a long time.”

“Yes, it has.” I didn’t deny it as I shifted in her direction. “But I’d be willing to bet if I slip a digit inside this pussy of mine, I’d find the tethers had left you wet and wanting.” I cocked a brow at her, my hand already reaching. “Am I right?”

“Maybe, Sir.” Pulling her lower lip between her white teeth, a small bloom of heat rose to her cheeks.

“Maybe?” I grinned as I climbed on top of her, her toned thighs parting even without my command. Settling between them, I stroked the soft hair growing at her seam. “How about definitely?”

Her breaths came faster at my touch, electricity sparking between my fingertips and her damp flesh. Just as I suspected, she was a hot, wet delight, just waiting to be filled. Every inch of her was a heady fantasy, but this daydream was real and all mine.

“Oscar.” She hardly ever dared to call me by my name, but her voice was so pained, speaking directly to my excited cock, I didn’t question it as I leaned over her body.

“What?” I breathed the word into her collar bone, showering her fragrant skin. “What was that?”

“Sir.” She gasped, arching her wonderful body beneath me as I lowered to my forearms. “Please.”

Lifting my head, my lips grazed her jaw, nudging the gag down to the crook of her neck between us.

“Despite everything, I need you.”

There had never been sweeter words.

“I’ve missed you.” It should have been a mortifying confession, but as I pushed the loose strands of honeyed hair away from her eyes, there was no shame. I had missed her. I yearned for the feel of the woman, her touch, her taste whenever we weren’t together. It would have been downright disturbing had I felt the need to analyze my descent into this lunacy. “I always want it to be this way.”

Groaning, she pushed her hips north to meet my swollen cock, the surest sign yet of her desire. “It will be.”

Our gazes met, alluring blue orbs goading me as the tip of my cock settled in position at her sodden entrance. There had been no thought of taking Alice by force, but then, there had been no need. From that first day in the dingy basement room, she’d been desperate for me. It seemed her passion almost rivaled mine.

“Do you want me?” Pressed into her wet sex, it scarcely seemed worth asking for consent, yet somehow, it always was. Every time with Alice was breathtaking, and I couldn’t tolerate the idea of doing anything to tarnish that.

Yanking at the ropes with renewed vigor, her eyes shone with hunger.

“You know I do.”

“Say it.” It would have been so easy to impale her, to take what I wanted, what belonged to me. So damn easy, even so, I held back, suspended, waiting for the words I needed to hear. “Say what you want.”

Alice’s brows knitted briefly, bewilderment flashing in those passionate eyes.

“You.” Her breath was hot as it washed over me, her gaze widening imperceptibly.

There was the temptress, the siren who’d sauntered into Chase’s lair and thought she’d pull the wool over our eyes—the woman I’d enjoyed breaking down, but the one I always wanted to lift back up again.

“I want you, Sir.”

“Fuck.”

The tension peaked in my body as I finally relented, a surge of craving washing over me, demanding I satiate this merciless need. Plunging inside her, my breath hitched as she contracted around my shaft, our passions colliding as we finally gave into this necessity.

I’d lusted over plenty of beautiful women and taken more than my fair share to bed, but I couldn’t recall it being like this before her, couldn’t remember a time the demand was so strong. Slamming back into her, that idea overwhelmed me, clouding everything. There were no thoughts of the day to come—Chase and his list of tasks, Jordan and his sedated new lover. All there was in the world was Alice and this feeling—this sense of belonging as we merged, this exquisite meaning. As my balls tightened, I knew it was all going to be over too soon if I didn’t hold back.

“What are you doing, Sir?” she gasped as I withdrew from her slick pussy. “Where are you going?”

“I’m too excited,” I admitted in a rush, kneeling over her and running my hands over her enchanting body. “I can’t control it.”

It was painful to admit. A man like me was always in control, of himself and of others, but this time, lust had got the better of me, and while I rarely exploded too quickly, the reality of Alice in my ropes had ratcheted up the intensity too much.

“I don’t care.” She pulled in a huge breath as I caught both nipples between my fingers. “Please, Sir, just come back. Just fuck me.”

“Soon.” Ignoring her requests, I lowered over her body en route to the place I coveted. If my cock couldn’t take its fill yet, my mouth would. “Soon, I’ll finish, but first, let me feast.”

“Sir?” She writhed in my ropes until I steadied her, settling between her thighs.

“Relax, Alice.” I breathed the words into her sensitive skin, running my tongue over my teeth as I splayed her knees wider. “I believe it’s time for breakfast.”

Chapter Four

Alice

––––––––
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ENSNARED IN HIS ROPES, I was caught not only by the fibers holding me down but by the salacious glint in his eyes. He dipped between my thighs, the heat of his breath on my skin. Oscar Hatton—a name I’d barely even registered before my mission to garner information about Men of Honor—had become the master of my universe. The one who decided if I was at liberty to move or speak. The one who had ultimately saved me from a far worse fate that day in the dank basement cell—the same man who was now devouring my sex.

“Oh.” The whimper leaked from me as his tongue lapped at my needy flesh, and there was no denying—I was needy. Since I’d been conscripted into this madness, I seemed to always be on the edge, on the brink of jaw-dropping orgasms or toppling into insanity. The two were increasingly aligned with what remained of my life. Arching my back, my eyes fell closed as he buried himself inside me, tonguing my sex as if his life depended on it. In my time, I’d known a few decent lovers who’d pleasured me this way, but no one had approached the task with such enthusiasm. Despite my aching shoulders, I was close, and given my helpless position and the fact I was endlessly aroused, I knew it wouldn’t take long for Oscar to take me right back there—to the precipice of my pleasure.

“You taste magnificent.” His voice was a growled pant against my inner thigh. “Always so bloody good.”

“Oh God.”

Tensing, I lifted my hips to meet his face, desperate for more of his attention. I might begrudge everything about the power he wielded, resent the ropes, and push back against being his prisoner, but right now, I was frantic for more of the hedonism I knew he could deliver. I deserved that much for being tied up here like a powerless piece of meat for so many hours, didn’t I? The impending climax was my reward.

“You’re close?” The question tickled my flesh as it reverberated over my needy sex.

“Oh, yes, Sir.” It was a reflexive reply, all conscious thought abandoned. “So close.”

Thrusting his tongue back into me, the bridge of his nose grazed my clit, inching me even nearer to the place I longed to freefall. If he could just keep going for a few more seconds, just maintain that pleasing rhythm, just—

That thought was splintered as his face withdrew, his smug expression rising into my line of sight.

“Mmmm.” He chuckled at my thrusting hips, his engorged cock jutting out in my direction as he wiped my arousal from his face. “Thank you, little one. That was delicious.”

“No,” I groaned, pulling futilely against the tethers for the thousandth time. “No, don’t stop.” How could he be so cruel? Why take me right to the brink just to leave me hanging?

“Don’t look at me that way,” he admonished, a playful grin on his lips as he loomed over me. “I never promised you pleasure this morning. You are, as I recall, still being punished for your petulance last night.”

“Punished?” I screeched. How could he still be talking about penance after all the hours he’d left me here like this?

“That’s right.” Straddling me, Oscar edged up my body, his huge erection in his fist, as leaning against the wall behind me, he balanced over my face. I knew, without needing to be told, what was coming next, and invariably, it would not be me. “Punished. You will learn you have no right to deny me.”

Gazing up the length of his hard body, I met his cold, brown eyes. He was clearly having fun, but his stare inferred a seriousness I hadn’t expected. When he’d insisted on slipping down my body to devour me, I’d assumed I was the one who’d receive the hedonism, but it seemed my expectations were to be dashed.

“Open up.” His stern tone offered no hope of compromise. “Open up and take me.”

My gaze flitted to the enormous organ protruding toward my mouth, my belly tightening. Not that I didn’t want him or hadn’t enjoyed the act many times over the last few days, but his sudden terse tone had startled me, my captor flitting from tender lover to deranged jailor right before my eyes.

“Now, Alice.”

Lips parting on instinct, I took in one long breath before he slid the crown into my mouth and rammed the full length down my throat. With my hands still bound and his presence looming over me, I was completely incapacitated as he delved inside, filling me repeatedly until I was choking around his shaft.

“Very nice.” I could hear the glee in his voice, though with his chin lifted, I wasn’t able to catch his gaze. “This morning’s lesson is about availability. You, little one, will be available to me any time I choose.” He withdrew completely, leaving a string of saliva cascading to my chest as he went. “You will offer any hole I desire whenever I decide.”

Gasping, I licked my lips, frantic to regain some glimmer of control of the proceedings, but the objective was pointless. Before I could even take stock, his cock was back at my lips, pressing past them into the depths of my throat, reminding me of his words.

You will be available to me at any time I choose.

The mantra echoed around my head like some awful chorus as he fucked my face over and over while I was passive, unable to resist his intrusion. Behind him, my hips jerked up, still in search of something to take pity on them and offer the release they sought, their dance a sign that although Oscar pushed deeper, taking what he wanted without regard to my feelings, I was still horny. I still wanted him. It was singly the most erotic and debasing moment.

The scent of him filled my senses, eyes watering as he now used a very different piece of equipment to gag me.

“Oh yeah.” His voice was strained, demonstrating his heightened passions. “That’s more like it.”

I wanted to screech at him, make him stop, kick him in the nuts, which insisted on banging against my chin over and over, but I never wanted the intrusion to end. The fact I couldn’t even make a sound, beyond the humiliating gurgled noises his cock elicited from me on the journey, couldn’t get up from the bed, let alone defend myself, just made the act even hotter. My clit throbbed with need, reminding me while Oscar’s orgasm neared, mine was still to be satisfied.

“Fuck.” He grunted the word just as the first spurts of hot cum burst over my face. Squeezing my eyes closed, I felt where it landed, the deposits branding me in a primal way, marking me as his. “Open your eyes.”

I clenched at his snarl, forcing my gaze open to meet his as his cock pumped another round of semen over me. This time the liquid fell over my nose, beginning a slow, humiliating descent down my cheeks.

“I want you to remember this.” He leaned against the wall as he caught his breath. “Want you to recall what I expect and what you’re here for.”

Wordlessly, he angled his cock down, wiping the remnants of his climax over my parted lips. Yelping out of instinct, I drew away, but his crown followed me, ensuring no part of my face was left untarnished by his pleasure.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes!” I panted, the humiliation almost too great to bear. “Yes, Mr. Hatton, Sir, I do.”

“Good.” Rising to his feet, he leapt from the bed and strode to the open dresser, my body tensing as soon as he approached the piece of furniture that only spelled bad news for me. Pulling in a shaky breath, I clutched the ropes that had contained me for so long, ignoring the growing ache in my shoulders as he perched on the edge of the bed beside me. “Now for your needs.” Arching one eyebrow, he lifted a large black vibrator into the air between us.

“Sir?” Swallowing hard, I eyed the plastic in his fist. Why on earth was he offering me this reward when he’d seemed so adamant this was a punishment?

“No need to thank me.” Twisting, he flicked on the device, its vibrations drawing my attention as he lowered it toward my sex. Still so desperate after his recent teasing, I held my breath. Based on how fast the thing seemed to pulse, it wouldn’t take long to push me back to the brink and beyond. Frankly, I couldn’t wait.

Pressing it between my pussy lips, Oscar held the vibrator against my throbbing clit, lips curling as I called out. “Oh God!” The sensation was intense, temporarily robbing me of sane thought as I grappled with it.

“Yes.” Something about his sardonic tone was menacing, but I was already too far gone to process it properly, the pulsing plastic at my pussy pushing me higher until each new breath was taken only to reach the summit. Hips jerking, I gasped as the wave of pleasure washed over me, its power cathartic as it swept me away.

“Oh, fuck!” My eyes closed, surrendering to its authority as I struggled for composure.

“That’s better, isn’t it?”

I opened my gaze at the glee in his tone, uncertain why he was suddenly so happy.

“Y-yes, Sir.”

“Good.” Once more, he grinned, winking at me. “You’re quite the picture. Tethered and covered in my cum. It only seems right you have your own pleasure.”

Leaving the vibrator still thrumming at my thigh, he produced a roll of what looked like duct tape, waving it in front of me, a fiendish look in his eyes.

“It’s only bondage tape,” he explained with an evil smile. “This will help ensure you enjoy many more.”

Gaze wide, I watched as he tore a length from the roll, discarding the rest as he secured the thrumming device back into position.

“Oh God!” Wiggling my hips, I tried to shake the thing away from my clit, but it was useless. The damn tape was stuck firmly to either side of my sex, holding the device, which had once been so welcomed, right against my aching nub. “Please, Sir!” Even as I called out, it was too late. The intensity of the rhythm was pushing me right back to the edge, tearing a second orgasm from me even before I’d recovered from the first. Pulling hard against the ropes at my wrists, I tried to catch my breath, but the incessant tremble at my pussy never relented.

“Beautiful.”

I fought to deny the third orgasm, but the unyielding plastic meant my pursuit was already futile. The bloody vibrator was going to push me over the edge again and again and fettered as I was, there wasn’t a damn thing I could do to resist it.

“That should help to focus your mind,” he sniggered. Turning, he wandered off toward the en-suite, the noise of his dark laughter still echoing around me.

“Fuck!” It was all I could muster as another huge surge of pleasure crashed over me. 

Shaking my hips vigorously, I tried once again to remove the tormenting device, but it was hopeless.

There was no getting away.

Biting my lip, I squeezed my eyes closed as another round of hedonism loomed.

Whatever happened, I couldn’t take much more of this insatiable captivity.

This madness.

This endless ecstasy.

I had to get away.

Chapter Five

Oscar

––––––––
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I RARELY CONSIDERED the how or why I was the man I was, academically exceptional, strikingly attractive, and born into British privilege. I also had an unusual fetish for hats, a fact I exploited at every opportunity. This was the man who had been captured by Alice. A man who would worship and cherish her while simultaneously demanding her unreserved attention and utter obedience. A contradiction perhaps, but as I glanced back to the blonde slumped in the chair, I realized I was no more a paradox than Alice. Smart, conniving, and obviously beautiful, she was fast becoming my drug of choice—a woman finally worthy of my attention.

“I won’t be long.” I always told her that, my lips twitching as I acknowledged how habitual I’d become, and even more perturbingly, how I didn’t seem to mind.

Lifting her chin from her chest, her head rolled back against the support. Alice was exhausted, and thanks to the gag firmly in position between her teeth, she couldn’t have answered me, anyway.

It had been more than an hour since I’d removed the vibrator from her soaking pussy, her body weary from the many orgasms the unyielding plastic had ripped from her. Her cries had subsided after I’d stepped out of the shower, only grunts leaving her lips, and as I’d torn the bondage tape from her flesh and washed the sticky device, the first sound of sobs filled the air. She cried as I liberated her wrists, sniveled as I carried her into the bath, and was still whimpering as I wrapped the towel around her afterward and held her. I was no psychologist, but it seemed like something had shifted. Something had broken as the sex toy ruthlessly mastered her nubile body, and the woman I dried and set into the chair, ready to be strapped into place, was not the same one I’d bound to the bed the night before.

“Alice.” I stopped, my hand halting at the door handle as I turned back to her. I didn’t know why I paused, my brows knitting at the hesitation. It wasn’t like me to dither or second guess myself. “You’ll be okay, you know.” For some unfathomable reason, it seemed important to say it out loud, and even though her eyes scarcely flickered open, I knew she heard the words, could tell she was listening. “I will look after you.”

The only discernible responses were her accelerated breathing and the way her fingers balled into small fists.

“I know it’s tough right now.” I stepped toward her, my feet moving as if they had a will of their own. I was late for Chase’s meeting as it was, but there was no diverting my intention as I closed the distance between us. “Difficult to relinquish control, but I will make it worth your while.”

Her eyes fluttered open, her blue gaze landing on me, though it was impossible to say what I saw in them. Lethargy certainly, her fatigue inevitable, but there were flickers of more, the fire and flame I had seen dancing in them that first day in the basement. The spirit of the woman was still strong, and even though I knew I must break her down to put her back together again, I wasn’t sorry to see her strength. It had been that mettle that was so alluring.

“Rest now.” I reached for her cheek, stroking her skin soothingly. “I’ll bring breakfast when I come back, and we can talk.”

Her jaw tightened at the promise, the gesture inducing a twinge of guilt in the pit of my belly. I was a doctor, for God’s sake, and knew better than most how important regular meals and hydration were, but these days, I seemed to overlook the most basic tenets of health. I had to do better—for both of us. If I was going to keep her this way—and I absolutely was—she needed to be looked after, fed and watered, as well as toyed with and tormented.

“Be a good girl.”

Ignoring the rising shame, I leaned down, placing a chaste kiss at her forehead before forcing myself to spin and stride toward the door. Whatever this odd sense of culpability was, I didn’t have time to indulge it. My work had been slipping, and despite his own distractions, Chase was understandably concerned. It was time to go.

Slipping into the hallway, I ensured the door was locked behind me before I jogged to the elevator. Calling the cubicle to my floor, I pulled down my lapels as the doors opened. I had this. I was Oscar Hatton, Chase’s right-hand man. I was in control. I was the guy others called when they needed help, just as Jordan had done last night. There was no way a woman had wormed so deeply into my psyche that she could undermine those things—no way at all.

“Hatter?” Sebastian Tompkins was propped up in the far-left corner of the cubicle, smiling.

“Sebastian.” Discarding the final fragments of Alice, I stepped inside and met his outstretched palm. “How are you?”

“Late.” He chuckled. “Like you.”

“Right.” Hitting the button for Chase’s floor, the doors slid closed. “Late night?”

“Not especially.” He shrugged. “Though it took a few hours to come down after the show, Jordan’s new pet put on with Tilly and Suzanne. Did you hear?”

“I got a special introduction in the middle of the night.” Tilting my head back against the mirrored interior, my eyes slid closed as my thoughts returned to the woman I’d found sprawled over Jordan’s bed.

“A problem?” Sebastian's brow rose.

“Not on my part,” I assured him, glancing back to meet his eyes. “But it seemed Jordan needed a little medical intervention to calm the lady down.”

“You don’t say?” Sebastian chuckled. “She didn’t seem too keen at the club and had to be forcibly removed once the show was over. Was she okay?”

“Since when do you care?” I laughed, unable to resist chiding him. Sebastian was our man in public relations, and like the rest of us, had enjoyed his fair share of dalliances, though recently, it seemed he only had eyes for Cherry, an employee at White Rabbit.

His face blanched. “I was only asking.”

“I’m joking,” I assured him as the elevator chimed to indicate our arrival on the sixteenth floor. “She’s fine.”

His lips curled. “Good. It’s always a shame when the pretty ones go.”

“No one’s going anywhere on my watch.” I gestured for him to exit before me, admiring the cut of his suit as he strode from the cubicle. We all had exemplary taste. “While I’m the doctor around here, everyone’s lover survives.”

Grinning, I strode out toward Chase’s office. I relished the power being a medic afforded me. Even among the advantage and wealth of our collective, it gave me undoubted authority. Waiting while Sebastian triggered entry to the office, I watched with a smile as the wall slid away. The impressive entrance was so very Chase.

“Ah, gentleman.” Chase’s voice greeted us with his normal wry tone. “I was wondering when you were going to join us.”

“Apologies.” I paced past Sebastian, taking my usual seat beside Chase. “It was a disturbed night.”

Chase’s eyebrow arched. “Anything I should know about?”

“Just a little call from Jordan.” I glanced across the table to find him absent. Perhaps not surprising, considering the events unraveling in the last twelve hours. “Have you heard from him today?”

“No.” Chase pursed his lips, nodding in Sebastian’s direction as he sat down at the other end of the table. “But after the events of last night, I’m not surprised.”

“He’s fine,” I assured my oldest friend. “Probably just sleeping off the effects of his new arrival.”

Chase reached for the intercom, which called his assistant, pressing it once. Immediately, Chesney’s upbeat tone echoed around us.

“Yes, Mr. Benedict. How can I help?”

“We’re all here now, Chesney,” Chase answered. “Can you bring some refreshments, please?”

“Certainly, Sir.”

I glanced over at the panoramic view of the city while the interaction played out. Chase had always been loyal to Chesney, but I’d never had much time for the guy myself.

“Okay.” Chase blew out a long breath, apparently content. “We can finally get started. It seems women are dominating proceedings.”

“I agree.” I laughed softly, glancing around the table. “What happened to the group of bachelors we all used to be?”

“You’re a fine one to talk.” Peter Morton responded. “You were the first, taking the pretty MI5 agent, and since then, Chase has found one for him, and now Jordan, as well.”

I stole a glance at Chase. “Perhaps the Men of Honor need to move into dating and romance?”

A wave of laughter rumbled around the assembled men.

“Think there’s much money in that?” Chase asked, stretching back in his leather seat.

“Probably not as much as money laundering and people trafficking, no,” I concluded after a moment.

“Maybe we could link the two,” Sebastian suggested ironically. “You know, set the women we ship into the country up with some rich, lonely old men?”

“Don’t we already basically do that?” added Peter.

“Not quite.” I snickered. “Though it’s true, I do increasingly get requests for certain types of girls.” I turned back to Chase. “It’s a thought. We could start charging more for specific requests.”

Chase burst into laughter. “You’re serious?”

“Why not?” I tilted my head. “We’re giving our clients what they want. Why shouldn’t they pay for the privilege?”

Chase’s brow rose. “If you think it can work, sure, why not?”

Silence fell over the throng as we considered this latest upgrade to our criminal enterprise.

“So, to business.” Chase shattered the peace with a clap of his hands. “Jordan has been looking into some new money-laundering deals for us.” He paused, assessing the seat usually taken by our legal man. “Shame he wasn’t able to join us.”

“Anything any of us can help with?” I offered. “In his absence? After all, he only deals with the legal pretense and ensuring we have the correct paperwork.”

“True.” Chase concurred. “To be honest, I’m looking for someone to take it on as a pet project. Oscar deals with the trafficking, and Peter’s involved with the new cartel...” His gaze traveled around the table, stopping at Sebastian. “How about you, Seb? Fancy cleaning some dirty money for us?”

A rumble of amusement reverberated around the group.

“Can I do it around the day job?” Sebastian replied.

“Sure,” Chase answered. “It’s perfect for now, though, isn’t it? There’s not a lot of public relations to be done in the lockdown world.”

Sebastian rolled his eyes. “Don’t I know it? Sure, I’ll help.”

“Brilliant, thank you.” Chase flashed him one of the smiles he usually reserved for the cover of glossy magazines. “I’ll arrange a meeting with you, me, and Jordan, so we can talk through the details.”

As he concluded, the door slid away, revealing Chesney with a serving trolley of refreshments. He grinned at us, pushing the hot drinks in our direction.

“Here we are, gentlemen.” He smirked the same inane grin that seemed permanently plastered on his face. I wasn’t sure what it was about the guy, but I’d never truly trusted him. He always seemed too happy—all the time. “Time for tea.”

Chapter Six

Alice

––––––––
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WIGGLING MY TOES, I pulled in a deep breath, the sort that centered me, although my entire world was falling to pieces. Blinking my eyes open, that thought resonated. That’s what life was like, wasn’t it? One minute you were standing in your high heels, the universe at your feet, and the next, you were drugged and toppled into this mad, hysterical landscape.

I’d never known a night like the last, never had so many orgasms that my clit hurt, and my muscles ached to be rid of the pleasure. If you’d have asked me beforehand, I would have told you it wasn’t possible—you couldn’t have too much of a good thing—but I knew better. Now I understood precisely what too much meant. Now, even the idea of another climax summoned tears.

Exhausted. I was so drained, I was almost glad Oscar had left me bound, the thought of having to be in charge of my physical responses far too demanding. Let the leather straps at my wrists and ankles take the burden, let the head support take the strain. The only thoughts that penetrated the cloud of weariness were two-fold. First, much more of this torment would kill me. Oscar was the worst kind of sadist, a man who could lull me with softly spoken words before squeezing the very essence of my soul from my body. However well-trained I was, I wasn’t equipped to deal with a man like him.

The second and arguably most salient thing I contemplated, sitting there naked in the half-light of the over-warm room, was liberty. The last conscious thought I recalled as the climaxes had rolled over me had been escape. I had to get away, had to create a chance and take it. Even if my body could tolerate Oscar’s treatment—right now, it didn’t feel like that was an option—my mind was set to implode. The intensity of feeling between us was disturbing. That I could experience chemistry like this with anyone was confounding, let alone a man like Oscar Hatton—a man whose organization I’d been sent to infiltrate and bring down.

Biting down against the odious plastic shoved in my mouth, I mewled, the strangled sound painful to hear. I couldn’t have feelings for him, could I? Couldn’t be falling for a mad medic with a headwear fixation—it was lunacy—yet that’s how I felt every time I saw him, every time he caressed me. I yearned for Oscar in ways I’d never understood, craved the way his lips burned into mine, and even though I accepted, I had to get away, the idea of never having that intimacy again—never ceding to the enormity of it—was soul-destroying.

Fuck. If I could think, only get some sleep, things would be easier. I could fall back on the years of education and let my instincts take over. Oscar was a shrewd, intelligent man and had shown on more than one occasion how physically fit he was, but he wasn’t infallible. All I needed to do was garner the upper hand and take him by surprise. That’s all it would take to get me out of this torrid nightmare—just the element of shock and a little dumb luck. I had to be prepared, had to be ready to seize that opportunity when it came my way. Had to—

My train of thought splintered at the sound of the door opening, my heart rate accelerating. It was Oscar. It had to be Oscar. He seemed to be the only one with access to the keycard, and though I fought the urge to glance his way, I couldn’t help it. Taking in his intimidating form, I glanced away quickly, but it was too late—he’d already noticed me staring.

“There she is.”

There was genuine glee in his voice as he advanced toward me, and my skin goosed at the tone alone. Crap, had anyone affected me this way before? I had to get my head together and start deflecting his allure. I would never flee if every silky word reduced me to mush.

“How are you feeling now?”

Why was he asking? He, better than anyone, knew it was impossible to respond properly with this damn gag in my mouth, yet even as I puzzled the riddle, I knew why. Oscar asked because he wanted me to answer—despite the gag. He adored the blurred consonants I was forced to make when I tried to speak around the plastic, and worse, he realized I did, too.

“Hmmm?” He was right beside me now, those long fingers reaching for the side of my face, absorbing the heat his questions produced.

Pulling in ribbons of hot air through my nostrils, I tilted my head in his direction, imploring him with my eyes. Don’t. Please. Don’t make me say it. Don’t insist I speak. Who was I kidding? It was always going to come down to this humiliation, and I knew it.

“No, Mr. Hatton, Sir.” I shook my head as the words bled into one long, dreadful noise, denying the tears that sprung to my eyes.

I loathed the power he had over me, of all women—the girl who’d beaten the crap out of men twice her size in martial arts events, a woman respected and desired by all her male peers. It was wholly demeaning.

“No?” He feigned concern, falling to his haunches. “Need to tell me more?”

Blinking away the emotion, I nodded, absolutely refusing to acknowledge the trail of saliva sliding down my chin with the motion.

“Okay.” He chuckled, leaning closer to me. One finger rose, tucking under the strap holding the gag in place and easing it free from my lips. “Now talk. What’s wrong, Little Rabbit?”

Despite its recent sexual marathon, the muscles of my sex clenched at the pet name he used. I still couldn’t wrap my head around what it meant. It was probably intended to belittle me, as everything else seemed sure to be, yet I couldn’t help thinking there was affection laced in it, a tenderness the man often conveyed in our private moments.

“I have a headache, Sir.” It was both the truth and a lie. My head pounded, but it wasn’t so bad, I couldn’t endure it. I risked a glance at him, wondering if he’d buy my tale, but eyeing those large brown eyes, my gaze fell to my bound arm.

Why was it so difficult to meet his eyes? It felt as if every time I looked into them, I saw all the possibility of pleasure in the world, opportunities I was as scared to concede to as I was to indulge in. Oscar was the biggest mindfuck of all time—no doubt, he knew it.

“Really?” He lifted his palm to my forehead, pressing his cool flesh into my clammy skin. “You’re hot and are dehydrated.” His jaw clenched, an impossibly appealing gesture, given my current predicament. “That’s on me. Let me get you a drink.” He rose, striding away to the nearby refrigerator. Reaching inside, he selected a bottle of water and turned to me. “Here.” Kneeling at my side again, he lifted the bottle to my lips, tipping the cold contents into my mouth. “Drink Alice.”

The angle of the bottle didn’t give me much choice, but I had to admit I was grateful for the fresh water as I swallowed it. Watching me drain about half of the bottle, he steadied the flow and replaced the cap.

“You’ll finish the rest later.” He placed the bottle on the ground beside us. “And I ordered you a drink with breakfast.”

My tummy growled at the mere mention of the meal. Given I’d lost track of time a while ago, opportunities to eat were one of the few markers left in my day, but it felt like hours since I’d last been allowed to enjoy one.

“I know you’re hungry.”

What was that in his voice? Remorse?

“I had something special ordered to make it up to you.”

My brow creased at his promise, though having just regained the power of speech, I wasn’t stupid enough to counter him.

“Thank you, Mr. Hatton, Sir.”

Once more, I clenched my thighs at the submissive manner he demanded I refer to him, part enthralled by his power and part begrudging it.

“And I thought, as a reward for being so compliant since your punishment, you might eat at the table with me.” He paused, reaching to stroke his hand over my breasts. His skin was cold from the bottle of water, and between the sudden change in temperature and the way his touch affected me, my nipples beaded as his digits made their way across my chest. “Would you like that, Little Rabbit?”

Like it? Christ, at this point, it sounded like a fantasy. Oscar had insisted I eat on the floor by his chair every day when we ate, and the chance just to sit at the table sent my pulse into a spin.

“Yes, Sir. Thank you.” I met his gaze briefly, aware of the blush growing on my face. I had no idea why it was so hot to be treated so badly and why the rational part of my brain, which demanded I seek an escape route, couldn’t veto the facet which ceded to the arousal but staring into his eyes, I didn’t care. I was hungry. I wanted to eat, and if he was going to play nice and let me eat at the table with him, all the better. I deserved that much. For everything I’d been through last night and all the days before it and the erotic torment he’d subjected me to from the get-go, I merited one meal like a fucking normal person.

“Good.” His fingers rose to my lips, drawing an invisible shape around them as he went on. “I missed you this morning. I thought about you all the way through my meeting.” A small pause followed when his expression hardened as if he was considering what to say next. “Did you miss me, too?”

My breaths came faster as his question lingered between us. Why was he even asking? What did it matter if he had been on my mind or if I’d been plotting some twisted scheme? I’d still been here, wouldn’t I? Fettered to the fucking chair and helpless until he returned, why did he need to control my thoughts as well as my body?

“Yes, Mr. Hatton, Sir.”

In the end, it was easier to give him what he wanted, and it wasn’t entirely a lie. I had been considering my captor while he’d been away, had been thinking of his perfect physical form and his compelling mastery. It was just, rather than reliving each aspect of his dominance in sordid detail, relishing it all over again, I had occupied my time thinking how to flee, what skills I had, and how I could get away.

“There’s my good girl.” He smiled, brushing his mouth over mine, just as there was a knock on the door. “Ah,” he declared, drawing away from me. “There’s breakfast now.”

Chapter Seven

Oscar

––––––––
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SHE PUSHED THE SCRAMBLED eggs around the plate, tiny fingers gripping the fork as if she feared the thing would disappear in a puff of smoke. I bit down on the smile that threatened to rise at her approach. Of course, I understood. For days, I made her eat by my feet, mostly from my hands, and suddenly, she was back at the table again.

“Eat.” My voice was soft but firm enough to convey my intent. She was going to do what she was told. “You need the energy and must be hungry.”

Glancing down at my empty plate, I once again considered how I’d devoured the contents so quickly while Alice was so tentative.

“Not especially, Sir.” Her voice was a sigh. “Food isn’t especially what I think about these days.”

“Oh, yes?” This time I couldn’t resist the way my lips curled. Pinning her with my gaze, I ensured my brow arched in the way I knew she so found irresistible. “What do you think about?”

Placing down her fork, she sucked her lower lip between her teeth.

“You.” Her voice was quiet, as though she was expecting a reprimand. “All this.” She glanced around the room.

“And?” I sensed there was more, something she wasn’t telling me.

Alice blew out a breath. “My life, Mr. Hatton, Sir.” Her shoulders fell. “Or what’s become of it.”

“Is it so bad?” I leaned closer to her, instinctively reaching for the tiny hand resting on the table beside me. “Being here with me?”

“I can’t say.” Once more, she was so quiet, virtually unrecognizable from the sexy government agent I’d been lucky enough to tame.

“Because you don’t know?” Fleetingly, I registered the fact she hadn’t addressed me properly, but the anxiety furling in my stomach ordered me to ignore it, to probe greater into the matter which counted. “Or because you’re worried how I’ll react.”

“You’ll punish me, Mr. Hatton, Sir.” There was resignation in her tone, a sound that gnawed at my insides. I’d done that to her. I was the bastard who’d tied and degraded her, who’d snatched the blonde wildcat and spun her into a cowed kitten, and even though the deeds I’d enacted had all been intentional, even though this was what I wanted, there was no glory in it. No pleasure in seeing her deflated and worn down, her body trembling as my palm tightened over hers. Despite all the odds and the objectives I’d set out to achieve when Chase had suggested I take Alice as my own, I was rueful to have gone so far. I’d never meant to pulverize the pretty thing, only to pacify her.

“That’s what you think?” My throat tightened at her inevitable response.

“It’s the truth.” She shrugged. “Isn’t it, Sir?”

“Perhaps.” Wait—what was happening here? I was the one in control, the one asking the questions, yet the tables were turning. Now, it was her demanding blue eyes insisting I answer. It was me shifting on the seat as I struggled for the right words. “But not if it means you can’t be honest with me.” Turning toward her, I fixed her with an intense gaze. “If this thing between us is going to work, then we have to be honest.”

“This thing?”

Yet again, she hadn’t spoken to me with the appropriate respect, yet her gentle, yielding voice was blindsiding me to the significance, carrying me away on a tide of concern.

“Yes.” My voice was louder than I’d intended. “This chemistry.”

Why did I feel so uncomfortable all of a sudden? Nothing had changed. I was still the one in the Versace suit while she sat naked at my side. I was the Mad Hatter to Chase’s White Rabbit—the one in charge.

“Do you really think it can work, Sir?” She pressed her lips together, angling her body in my direction. “Is that your plan?”

“I’ll admit it didn’t start that way,” I ceded, my brows furrowing at her unexpected line of questioning. “When I first fucked you in the basement, I foresaw nothing more than a few weeks of fun, but now...” My words trailed away.

“Now?”

“Now, I must admit, it’s difficult to envision life without you around.” The words were a huge concession. I was still the one with the keys, the influence, and the authority, but for the first time, I hinted at what I was feeling, and a wave of vulnerability washed over me, leaving me tense and insecure.

“So, you mean to keep me?”

That was it—no furtive smile, no wonderful bloom of heat in her cheeks, no brush of her hand beneath mine, only a terse query and the seriousness in her gaze.

“Of course.” My tone hardened, insecurity goading at my power to ensure I conveyed the point to her once again—I was still in charge. Not her—me.

“Oh.”

“What, you thought I would just wake up one day and allow you out of here?” I straightened, my tone sardonic as I gripped her hand harder. “Let you go back to Her Majesty’s secret services and spill everything you think you’ve learned about Men of Honor.”

“No.” Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her head tipping back as if she was seeking divine intervention. “No, I suppose not, Sir.”

“Then what did you think?”

For fuck’s sake, why was I asking? What did it matter what she thought? She would be bound and presented as I saw fit. She’d serve my every sexual whim, but even as the tirade of angry resolution rushed through me, I knew it was bullshit. I might have reveled in her bondage and relished every moment of our time together, but I wasn’t truly a mad man. If she wasn’t happy with the arrangement, I wasn’t really going to keep her here against her will. Was I? I inhaled at the disturbing line of thought, my thoughts flitting to Chase and his new lover, Allegra.

He had taken her under similar conditions, forcing her to remain with him whatever her thoughts on the subject, but in the last week, I had noticed a subtle but discernible shift in his approach or maybe more importantly, in hers. For all his mastery, Chase had recognized, to keep her satisfied, he’d need more than just sexual prowess. He needed to meet some of Allegra’s needs, which meant allowing her to continue her studies online—to continue being some part of the woman she was before he’d swept into her life like a hurricane.

“I don’t know, Sir.” Her voice was loaded with emotion. “I’m sorry.” She bowed her head, and though I couldn’t see for sure, I suspected there were tears in her eyes.

I swallowed at the display of feeling, uncertain how to respond. The daunting reality was it wasn’t so simple for Alice and me. Her role as an MI5 agent wasn’t something I could allow her to resume. Alice had been actively working against us to bring down Men of Honor—she wasn’t an innocent caught up in the crossfire the way Allegra had been.

“We’ll work it out.” I’d hoped for more conviction in my tone as I answered her. “We’ll find some sort of compromise.”

Lifting her chin, watery eyes met mine. “Compromise?”

It sounded even worse when I heard it from her gorgeous lips.

“What kind of compromise can there be for us, Mr. Hatton? You wish to hold me hostage, and I wish to be free, to return to my life.”

The apprehension in me soared as she vocalized the paradox aloud. Alice was right, there was no negotiating a way out of this quandary.

“And your job?” I had to know the truth. If I let her go, was she going to step right back into the role that would bring us down and see my friends and me doing time for the rest of our lives? “Would you return to that?”

Determined eyes met mine. “It’s all I’m trained to do, Sir.”

“So, that’s a yes, then?”

A part of me still couldn’t fathom why I was even indulging the conversation. I should have been firmer, harder with her, just as the plastic vibrator had been unrelenting earlier when I’d showered, but when push came to shove, I wasn’t—I couldn’t. I’d assumed Alice would come around to my way of thinking, she’d give in and stop fighting, but after weeks of captivity, she was as plucky as the woman I’d snatched from the basement. While there were moments of submission and even tenderness, beneath those facades was this woman, this ferocious and steely animal, the one with the fire in her eyes who would contest me every step of the way. The sinking feeling in the pit of my belly burgeoned as the sorry reality dawned—this would never work, would it?

What had I been thinking? That she would just roll over and beg? That might have been the outcome of Chase’s efforts with Allegra, but it would never be with Alice.

“If you walked out of here this afternoon, you’d just saunter straight back to MI5.”

One blonde brow rose at the disdain in my voice.

“Saunter?” She ran her tongue over her teeth. “Sir, when I leave here, I’m going to fucking skip.” She spat the words at me, her self-righteous tone shooting past my ears.

Inhaling, I removed my hand from hers, unexpectedly spurned. Her rejection stung more than I expected, and briefly, I wondered how I’d been foolish enough to fall for the woman. Yes, Alice was beautiful and intelligent, but that shouldn’t have been enough to penetrate the shield I used to deflect all emotional attachments. I got ahead and succeeded all these years by never getting bogged down in feelings and relationships, but now, from out of nowhere, she had come and breached my defenses, and I—idiot that I am—had allowed her. I’d let her in, enabled myself to feel something for her when evidently, she didn’t return the sentiment.

“Just as well, that’s never going to happen then, isn’t it?” My jaw tightened, my heart thundering as I glowered at her. “Just as well, I’m never going to let you out of my fucking grasp.”

She smirked, the gesture lighting her face in an eerie, malevolent way.

“Is that what you think, Sir?” She hissed the final word, contempt dripping from her tone. “You think you can just contain me? Keep me here and let me rot?”

“I know it.” Even now, when she’d made it so abundantly obvious how she felt—that I meant nothing to her, this could never be more than a dirty fuck in a basement, and the weeks of great sex later were all just an afterthought—I still couldn’t control the way she affected me. The indignation in my voice wasn’t motivated by loathing, the way it should have been, but caused by the passion still burning inside me, her rebuff opening up a void that could never be filled. “I decide what your fate holds, Alice. Me and me alone.”

“It’s a funny thing.” She folded her arms across her exquisite breasts. “But it sounds as though you guys have been getting away with this shit for so long, you almost believe you’re infallible.”

“You’ve got it, darling,” I sneered. “Men of Honor has virtual impunity. We take what we want, and nobody questions us.”

“Wrong.” Brow arched, she rose to her feet. “You used the wrong tense, Oscar. You’ve taken what you wanted... until now. Today, the freight train stops. Today, you begin to pay for what you’ve done.”

Chapter Eight

Alice

––––––––

[image: ]


SITTING THERE, EVERYTHING fell into place in my head, the swell of emotion that had risen within me evaporating as quickly as it had manifested.

“We’ll work it out.” His voice wavered as he apparently sought to reassure. “We’ll find some sort of compromise.”

My gaze rose to meet his face.

“Compromise?” I wanted to balk at the ludicrous concept. There was no middle ground in the game of abduction. “What kind of compromise can there be for us, Mr. Hatton? You wish to hold me hostage, and I wish to be free, to return to my life.”

He paused at my question, the silence bearing down on me until it was difficult to take another breath.

“And your job?” He pulled in a determined breath. “Would you return to that?”

Pinioning him with a resolute stare, my answer was immediate. “It’s all I’m trained to do, Sir.”

“So, that’s a yes, then?” His voice oozed with disbelief as if he couldn’t understand why I’d have a problem with the way I’d been treated. As though it was perfectly acceptable to snatch people from their lives and project any role you chose onto them. I shivered at the thought that perhaps, for men like Oscar, it was. “If you walked out of here this afternoon, you’d just saunter straight back to MI5.”

My brow rose at the contempt in his voice. There was a storm rising inside me, a facet of the woman who had worked her ass off to compete in the male-dominated world of MI5, the girl who remembered how necessary it was to fight. I sensed its approach hardening my resolve. I’d been right all along—however good the sex had been with Oscar, this would never work, and I suspected we both knew it.

“Saunter?”

I ran my tongue over my teeth, provocatively, enjoying the way his chest rose and fell faster in response. Something was definitely shifting inside, and it reverberated out into the energy between us. Oscar could sense it as well, and I could tell he could discern the difference. I was still the one with no clothes and the bloody ball gag at my throat, but I could feel my power returning. Sitting up straight, I made sure I had his full attention before I continued.

“Sir, when I leave here, I’m going to fucking skip.”

Glorying in the triumph of that moment, I remembered who I was. The girl who’d lost her daddy too young and fought even harder to compete, the woman who’d attracted the right sort of attention since I could remember. I was Alice Monroe, and I could handle men like Oscar Hatton. I’d let this façade go on for long enough.

Pulling in a sudden breath, he snatched his hand from mine, his sullen expression telling me he hadn’t expected my response. Well, of course, he hadn’t. Men never expected women to be strong and in control, did they? Especially the arrogant, handsome ones used to getting what they wanted. They never saw the storm on the horizon, never acknowledged its power until it flattened them.

“Just as well, that’s never going to happen then, isn’t it?” He scowled at me, jaw tightening as he went on. “Just as well, I’m never going to let you out of my fucking grasp.”

I snorted, unable to resist the smirk I knew painted my face.

“Is that what you think, Sir?” Arrogant wasn’t a strong enough word to describe the conceit rolling from Oscar. He stunk of it—the stench radiating in waves. Who the hell did he think he was talking to? “You think you can just contain me? Keep me here and let me rot?”

“I know it.” His response was immediate, hands balling into large fists as the first sparks of what looked like anger flashed in his chocolate gaze. “I decide what your fate holds, Alice. Me and me alone.”

What a crock of shit.

“It’s a funny thing.” Leaning back in my chair, I folded my arms over my chest. It no longer concerned me I was nude. I had always been confident about my body and was fit enough to know attire made little difference. If I was going to have to fight to get out of here, so be it. I flexed my feet, rolling my ankles under the chair as I contemplated my plan. “But it sounds as though you guys have been getting away with this shit for so long, you almost believe you’re infallible.”

“You’ve got it, darling.” Tension etched into his features as he hissed the words. “Men of Honor has virtual impunity. We take what we want, and nobody questions us.”

“Wrong.” Adrenaline raced through me, compelling me to my feet. I was ready. Ready to take him on. Ready to take my life back. Without chains or ropes restricting me, this was the best opportunity I’d had for days. “You used the wrong tense, Oscar.” I laughed dryly, moving the chair aside. “You’ve taken what you wanted... until now. Today, the freight train stops. Today you start to pay for what you’ve done.”

“Tell me you’re joking?” A flicker of hilarity glinted in his eyes, goading the fury rising inside me. He doubted me? Just because I had ovaries and put up with his bullshit for this long, he didn’t think I could resist? “Oh, that’s right.” Reaching for the back of my neck, I fiddled with the strap still holding the damn gag against me. “It’s all a big joke, isn’t it?”

“I haven’t told you to remove the gag.” His voice lowered, sending me an unvocalized warning, but my heart was racing so fast, victory within my reach, I didn’t even acknowledge it. Oscar’s empire was dissolving, the edges blurring even as the plan ran through my head again. I was getting out of here, and I wouldn’t need to drug anyone to achieve the goal.

“Sit down, Alice.” His jaw clenched, and I could tell it was taking every ounce of his self-control not to lose his temper. “This is your last chance.”

“Or what, Sir?” I bit my lip, playing every inch of the coy schoolgirl routine he seemed to love so much. “Will you spank me again? Will you take me across your knee and put me straight?” Snorting, I shook my head. That would never happen again. Standing there, I couldn’t remember what had been so bloody fascinating about the idea in the first place, but one thing was for sure, I’d never consented to the so-called punishments, and I never would.

“That’s it.” Rising from the table, his dark eyes pierced me. “I warned you, Alice. I gave you every chance to toe the line and be my good girl.”

“But I’m not, am I?” Releasing the buckle at the back of my neck, I freed the gag, throwing it across the length of the room. “I’m not a little girl, and I’m not good.”

Oscar’s hands shook as he stood opposite me, his gaze darting around as if he was trying to decide how to manage this new situation.

“That’s the problem, you see.” I leaned against the chair I’d been seated in, carefully watching his responses. I could try to run, but what would be the point? If I fled that way, without taking care of him first, he would just hunt me down and find me. It would never be over. “I was never yours in the first place, Oscar.”

“I’m going to make you sorry you ever started this.” His tone was even as he took a step toward me.

“It’s too late for that, Sir.” Straightening, I watched his advance as if he was moving in slow motion, each stride protracted, each gesture lingering much longer than it should. “I’ve been sorry for days now, and it’s time I did something about it.”

Readying myself, I struck first, bringing my right foot up and snapping it into his knee. I watched with satisfaction as he recoiled in pain. I hadn’t kicked with all my might, but the impact had been sure enough—enough for him to feel it—for him to know I wasn’t playing. As he flinched, I attacked again, three hard punches raining in his direction before he blocked my palm, pushing it out of the way. I stumbled sideways, ill prepared as he swung his hand in my direction. Ducking out of the way, I hoped I’d missed the strike, but to my dismay, his palm caught the side of my face, the slap ringing in my ears as he towered over me.

“Enough!” he hollered, his voice echoing through my head alongside the swat. “This nonsense stops now.”

But it wouldn’t stop. None of it stopped until I had either regained my freedom or been beaten to a pulp trying.

“No fucking way.” Undeterred by his success, I spat the words, finding my composure as he came back at me. Dodging his blows, I lashed out again, the ball of my foot colliding with his shin. It was as though I could anticipate his every move now, the slap to my face making everything clearer. His actions prolonged in the most bizarre way, enabling me to think around his attacks and plan my next offensive.

“Alice!” He croaked my name as my hook connected with his face. A part of me winced as our flesh collided. Oscar was such an appealing man, and I hadn’t intended to ruin that by bruising him, but he hadn’t given me much choice when he’d determined my fate. “Stop this! Don’t make me hurt you.”

Catching my breath, I lifted my knuckles back to my face, beckoning him forward with one finger.

“Come and give it a go,” I goaded. “I dare you.”

His eyes flaunted a flash of rage, then he was moving, time speeding up as he progressed. Heart pounding at the very real threat I knew he posed, I acted on instinct, reaching for the only thing to hand which could slow his progress. My hands gripped the side of the chair, and unthinkingly, I lifted the thing into the air, bringing it smashing against the side of his face as he neared. His palms rose in response, trying to fend off the attack, but it was too late. The force I’d mustered was given a helping hand by gravity, and as it struck his skin, there was a sickening thud, the noise reverberating long after the chair was back by my shins.
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