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This book is dedicated to all the misfits of the world; to the ones who think they don’t belong.

I am with you. You are not alone.

"Some women fear the fire, some women simply become it." R.H. Sin.
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Chapter One
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“Do you have time for one more?”

The question came from a deep, masculine voice. It startled Molly, who was rummaging in a box under the desk. She glanced up wearily, braced for whoever had caused the interruption, but she hadn’t counted on what greeted her. The face which met her blinking expression was lean and handsome. It was adorned with the most striking green eyes she’d ever seen, and cheekbones that would make any model jealous.

“Oh, of course,” she mumbled, reaching for the pen lying on the desk between them. For some reason she couldn’t fathom, she felt flustered as she gazed up at the man towering over her. 

He thrust the paperback toward her. “I’m sorry,” he replied, the tone of his voice vibrating through her. She’d been hearing British accents all day, but none of them resonated like this one. “I know you’re just packing away, but I had hoped that you’d sign this for me.”

She smiled, taking the book from him and scanning his choice. Amelie’s Abduction was one of her bestsellers, arguably the book which had made writing for a living a realistic option. “Sure,” she beamed at him. “Who should I make the book out to?”

The stranger paused, shifting his weight as those mesmerizing eyes drilled into her. “The name is Connor Reilly,” he told her. “And thank you.” He edged closer to the desk as she opened the first page of the book, smoothing the cover back. “I’m a little bit of a super fan, Miss Clary.” He smiled coyly. “I really appreciate you taking the time to do this.”

Her pen hesitated on the paper, and she raised her head to look at him as she answered. “It’s my pleasure,” she explained, trying not to let her tiredness show. “My fans are everything. I love meeting them.”

She sounded like a commercial on cable television, but her words made his lips break into a broader smile. 

“That’s so good to know,” he replied, watching her as she scrawled her name across the page for what felt like the thousandth time today.

She’d been here since seven this morning, setting up her stand for the book signing. It wasn’t her first, but she was such an introvert that these events always made her nervous and uncomfortable. She’d be more than happy to get out of here, go back to the hotel and sink into a relaxing, hot bath.

“Here we are,” she said, closing the front cover, and running her hand over its glossy surface. She gave the image a cursory glance, recalling briefly the many hours she had spent deciding upon the amaryllis which adorned it.

Connor’s large hand appeared in her line of sight, his digits closing over the edge of the book. “Thank you, Miss Clary,” he replied. “I absolutely loved this book.”

Dropping the pen onto the desk, she rose from her seat to shake the hand Connor offered her. “I’m glad you did,” she answered him. “It’s one of my favorites, too.”

Their eyes locked for a moment, her gaze grazing over the look of the dark stubble on his strong jaw. He really was pleasing on the eye, and she was happy he’d taken the time to stop by her stand. She had the idea that the expression on his face might spark the genesis of her next story. He seemed so dark and brooding as he loomed over her.

“Well, it’s lovely to meet you.” His voice broke the silence between them, as he dropped her small palm. “Thanks again.”

She watched him saunter away from her stand, his ass looking unnecessarily provocative as he turned the corner and disappeared from her view. Sighing, she dropped back to her seat, turning her attention to the box once more. What she wouldn’t give for a night with an ass like that. It had been a long time since she’d last had a decent sexual encounter. Her current relationship wasn’t exactly blowing her off the page sexually, but the image of Mr. Reilly was one she thought would stay with her for quite some time. Why hadn’t she asked him out? Things weren’t really that serious with Steve, after all, but what would have been the point? She’d be leaving London for home in less than two days, they’d barely even have a chance to get to know each other.

Packing up her final few things, she paused to look around. Nearly all of her author friends had left, and foolishly, she’d already let her fabulous assistant, Hannah, go for the day. It was no use, she’d have to carry the box herself, and flinging her handbag over her shoulder, she picked it up with another long sigh. Her heels clicked on the hard floor as she struggled out of the conference center. It was three streets over to the place she’d left her rental car, and then quite a drive back to where she was staying. For the time being, the hot bath would have to wait.
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She had no idea what time it was as she stalked up the street in the rain. Her dark hair, which she’d spent so much time perfecting this morning, clung to her face, and her heart sank. She was lost, or at least, she thought she was, but all the freaking streets in this city looked identical, and the wet summer evening wasn’t exactly helping to clarify her location. 

Molly glanced around. She’d parked her rental car on a road which looked just like this, but now it was nowhere to be found. The British authors she’d chatted to earlier had explained how these were classic suburban British streets, but to Molly it was all just foreign, so different from the ones back home in Pennsylvania. The roads here ran between endless lines of gray terrace houses, and the path she walked was broken by ancient trees with heavy, wet branches. She stared harder at the rows of parked vehicles, but there was still no sign of the rental car. Evidently, this was not the same street that she’d left it on. Frustration coursed through her at her own stupidity. Only she could be foolish enough to lose her way after such a long and exhausting day...

“Lost, are we?”

The unexpected voice was alarming, and she spun on her heel to see three men smirking at her. The one who’d spoken took a step closer, his face distorting into a sneer as she eyed them all. They were young, probably late teens, but clearly, they were up to no good. Who hangs around on the street in this weather?

“No, I’m fine,” she retorted, throwing them a glare before she turned and trotted away, stumbling over the ridiculously uneven paving stones.

“Are you sure?” Another face flashed to her left, its youthful owner cutting her off as he leapt in front of her. “Is that an American accent? You look a little out of place here, love.”

She gulped at the look of him. He was taller than the first, and looked much stronger. “I am fine, thank you,” she answered him, clutching the wet cardboard to her chest.

The young man’s face drew into a sneer. “Yes, you are fine. A little older than my usual type perhaps, but still...” His dark gaze seemed to be devouring her as he eyed her up and down.

“You’ll certainly do,” said another voice from behind her.

She gasped, twisting to see the other two closing in around her. 

Fuck, she thought, panic bursting in her brain and sending adrenaline whipping around her body. “Leave me alone!”

Her voice was louder than she’d intended it to be, and somehow it bolstered her. She’d taken basic self-defense classes a couple of years ago. If she could just keep her head, she knew she’d be able to get away from them.

“I don’t think so, love,” said the one in front of her. “You look like you need some help. Someone to look out for you.” He laughed as he took a step closer, reaching for her left breast, a wicked grin stretched across his face.

She yelped, jumping back to avoid his grasping hand, and dropped the box to the wet path below. “Fuck you!” 

She was shouting as he closed the space between them. Molly glared up at his cocky expression, and did the one thing she’d been taught to do. She brought her right knee up as hard and as fast as she could, slamming it into his groin before he could even respond.

The look on his face was priceless as tears sprung to his eyes, and he doubled up in front of her, but the moment was short-lived. “Grab her,” he snarled to the others. “We’re going to teach this one a fucking lesson.”

Two strong pairs of hands grabbed at her shoulders before she could even think about bolting. She twisted and shouted, trying to shrug the aggressors away, but they easily overpowered her. 

“Get your hands off me!” Molly screeched, scratching and clawing at her assailants.

“Shut the fuck up.”

The angry voice boomed at her from over her shoulder.

“Get her in the car,” ordered the one on his knees in front of her. “The bitch is making too much noise.”

At this point, things seemed to speed up around her. It’s as though someone had pressed fast-forward on her life, and she had no control over the proceedings whatsoever. The sound of her heart hammering in her chest seemed to overpower everything else, and she watched in shock, as a fourth man appeared from behind an old oak tree. This one was dressed entirely in black, his face covered in a dark ski mask as his long legs closed the distance to the man on his knees in seconds. He grabbed the youngster by his short dark hair, and pushed him forward, slamming his face into the concrete beside her feet.

Molly gasped, eyeing the blood which stained the wet paving stones.

“What the fuck?” The voice of one of the men behind her shot past her ear, and instinctively one of them let her go as he ran to protect his friend.

The new aggressor turned to him, moving with surprising agility. She wasn’t sure who threw the first punch, but soon, fists were flying everywhere, the low, wet thud of knuckles smacking skin echoing around her. She tried to make a break for it, but the remaining one had a tight grip on her, his arm shifting to her neck to keep her in place. 

She strained against the limb as her airflow became restricted. “Please!” she gasped, trying to elbow him away. “I can’t breathe!”

“One more fucking word, and you won’t breathe again.”

Molly began to panic. “Just leave me al...”

She never finished her sentence. The sound of a heavy weight hitting the path distracted them both, and her eyes flew to the two other men. She found the one in black looming over her, the other in a heap on the ground.

“Do you wanna play, too?” He shouted the question in her direction, moving toward where she stood while she fought against the arm at her throat.

“Fuck you, man!” The cry of the man holding her in place raced past her right ear. “I’ve got a knife in my pocket. You don’t want to fuck with me.”

“Get away from her, you prick,” growled the aggressor in black. “Leave now with your little friends, and we’ll say no more about it.”

There was a moment of tension when nothing happened. Anxiety rushed through her body. Hadn’t he said he had a knife? She didn’t want to die. Not like this. Not in a wet, gray city like London! The rain, now a torrent, fell around them, as the one in black edged closer to her. Caught in the crook of the other man’s arm, she continued to struggle, clawing at his jacket.

“Last chance,” snarled the man in black. Beside him, the first guy moaned, trying to pull himself to his feet, but one swift kick to the head appeared to resolve that little problem. 

Molly momentarily squeezed her eyes closed, a part of her sickened by the violence, while a larger part cheered for the man in black in her head. 

“Hey, no way,” cried the man still holding her in place. “This bitch is mine – go and find your own!”

The fist was so fast that she barely saw it move, but she heard the moment it connected with the face to her right. In a heartbeat, the man fell, releasing her from his hold as he stumbled backwards. She gasped, thrown off balance, and began to fall in the same direction, until a long arm reached forward to grab her left wrist. Suspended there in the rain, Molly’s eyes took in the look of her rescuer. His face was covered, and he was so damn tall. The hand at her arm pulled her toward him, and she didn’t resist as her body lurched in his direction. She landed uncomfortably against his frame, his arm encircling her waist to keep her upright.

He gazed down at her like a black ghost, only his green eyes visible. Wordlessly, he shifted her around the side of his right hip, putting his body between her and the three assailants, sprawled awkwardly on the path.

“Any of you boys hungry for more?” he asked, his tone foreboding.

The three of them blinked up at him, their expressions ones of absolute shock. 

“Take her, man,” cried the first one he’d taken down. Molly turned to glance at him, his face covered in blood where he’d bounced off the unforgiving concrete. His previously arrogant expression looked broken. “Just fucking take her!”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three
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She was shaking as he led her away from the scene, her mind unraveling as he splashed through puddles. She had tried to be brave, but where had it gotten her? The three of them could have done anything to her, and they would have too – if this stranger hadn’t interrupted.

“Get in the car.” His voice sliced through her thoughts, and she blinked up at him. 

“What?” Her reply sounded small, swallowed up in the noise of the torrential downpour.

“You’re in shock.” His voice was hard, but the words seemed to make sense. “Get in the car, out of the rain, and take a moment.”

He guided her down the street, his hand insistent at her lower back, until they came to a large black sedan at the end of the road. The rain was teeming at this point, the summer shower turning into something of a monsoon. As she glanced up at him, she could barely even make out his eyes in the endless gray water. The car opened with one click of the fob in his hand, and he held the door open for her. She took one last look around the dank London street before she climbed into the large back seat, joined moments later by her unknown rescuer.

The sound of the door slamming drew her attention back to him. “Thank you,” she murmured, clutching the handbag still slung over her right shoulder. There was a moment when she remembered the box she’d been carrying, but it didn’t seem to matter after everything she’d just witnessed. She shivered as the waves of shock rolled over her small frame, the freezing British rain adding to her misery.

His body was still, appraising her in silence, and she gulped at the way he seemed. It was all suddenly so malevolent. One moment he’d been the hero, and now? Now, who was he? This was stupid – she’d been stupid. She’d allowed his actions to cloud her judgment, and she’d climbed willingly into a stranger’s car. 

What had she been thinking?

“Thanks for your help back there,” she said, forcing a feigned cheeriness into her voice. “I have to be going though, I...”

She never concluded that sentence. His right arm moved faster than she’d imagined possible, and one of his large fingers pressed against her open lips.

“Shhh.” It was an order, his deep British timbre vibrating through the air around her.

“What?” She blinked at him, her lips stretching around the digit at her face. 

“I told you to be quiet.” His voice was stern, and something about the sound of it made her breath catch.

She had that sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, a sense of dread which filled up the air around her like a stench. Her eyes scanned the darkness, looking for a door handle. There had to be a way out.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” The sound of his voice made her body freeze, apart from her heart which was pounding out of control. “The doors are locked from the fob in my pocket.” He sounded amused at the revelation, and a flicker of indignation stirred in her, fighting for air amongst the expanse of fear. “Things are going to go a lot better for you if you behave, Molly.”

That drew her attention in an instant. Molly? How did this son of a bitch know her name?

“Who are you?” She sounded hoarse as she asked him; the fear rising into her throat was impossible to swallow back. 

His lips curled beneath the black balaclava covering his face as he replied. “You don’t recognize me then?” He lowered his hand from her face, resting it lightly against his right knee.

Molly tensed. Even amongst the panic furling inside her, that seemed an odd response. “Do I know you?” she asked, tilting her head to try and look at the man. He was tall yes, and strong, but the problem was the inside of the car was black, and all of his clothes were black. It was damn near impossible to see him at all.

In one full swoop, the hand at his knee rose to his face, pulling the ski mask up and over his head. It took a few seconds for the face smiling back at her to register, and then – when the realization hit her – she was even more confused.

“It’s you!” she gasped. “From the signing? Connor wasn’t it?”

His handsome face beamed back at her. “She remembers me,” he mused. “I’m touched.”

Molly stared at him, trying to read his expression, now that she had the benefit of it. “So, what is this, Connor?” 

She heard the tremble in her voice as she asked, and she flinched at it. She despised how vulnerable she felt, and she deeply resented that this stranger had the ability to make her feel this way.

He glowered at her, the intensity in his gaze making her restless. Connor Reilly was either the hottest guy she’d ever met, or he was the scariest. Worst still was the possibility that he might just be both.

“This, Molly,” he began, moving toward her a fraction. “Is the beginning of your new story.”

She gulped, blinking at him. She barely wanted to ask, and yet she had to know. “A new story?” she replied. “What do you mean? What do you want from me?”

Connor shifted slightly in his seat, his gaze never leaving her. “Just relax,” he soothed. “I only want you to do what you already love.”

Molly swallowed. “What do you know about that?” The words flew from her mouth as little more than a hiss, her tone scathing.

Connor’s eyes narrowed. “Watch your tone, young lady,” he warned her. “I won’t have any disrespect.”

Molly balked at that. “What?” she cried. “Who the fuck do you think you are? I mean, I’m grateful that you saved me from those thugs back there, and all, but you can’t keep me in here, and you can’t tell me what to do.”

He moved like a serpent, his actions so quick that Molly barely had time to catch her breath. Connor slid wordlessly against the black leather, catching her body and pinning her back against the side of the car. She gasped, raising her hands to push back against him, but he caught her wrists with ease, holding her in place as he leaned in toward her face.

“Ouch!” she wailed, trying to wriggle free of his insistent grip on her wrists. “You’re hurting me. Please, let me go.”

Her body trembled as he pressed himself against her wet clothes. “Let’s get a few things straight, Molly,” he growled. “I am in charge here – not you. I warned you just then not to be disrespectful, and then immediately, you run your mouth to me... Not very smart, I’d say.”

He was so close to her now that she could feel the warmth of his breath against her face. The most peculiar aroma of spearmint washed over her. Molly gulped at him, literally terrified.

“Okay, I’m s-sorry,” she stammered.

His eyes flickered over her petrified face. “You will be, Molly. You absolutely will be.”

“Please,” she whimpered. “Don’t hurt me.”

Connor’s lips smirked at her. “This is how things are going to go.” His voice was calm, although there was an edge of excitement in his tone, as though he’d been planning this moment out in his head for a long time. “I am going to take you, Molly. The only question is, how you want to be taken.”

Her throat tightened at his words, and all of a sudden, it was a real effort to push the air in and out of her body. “T-take me?” she repeated, her body still pinned awkwardly to the side of the car. “Where are you going to take me?”

Connor’s gaze scanned over her again. “It doesn’t matter where I am taking you,” he replied. “All you need to worry about is how this is going to go. Are you going to behave, or are you going to resist?”
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Chapter Four
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Resist? The guy had to be fucking kidding. No one was going to take her anywhere. She hadn’t just escaped the clutches of those young assholes, only to be abducted by another one. And that’s what this was – that’s what he meant when he talked about taking her. He wants to capture me, she thought, her mind reeling. He wants to keep me.

“Well?” he demanded, eyeing her intently. “What’s it to be?”

She hesitated, trying to think over the deafening sound of her heartbeat. “What do you want me to say?” she said eventually. “Do you think I’m just going to let you take me?”

Connor chuckled, moving away from her slightly. It was only a few inches, but it was all she had, and in that moment, Molly seized the chance and lurched forward toward him. Their heads connected, and she butted him as hard as she could muster. The impact hurt like hell, the contact ringing through her head as he drew away, wincing. 

“Fucking bitch,” he grumbled, his hands shifting to the place her forehead cracked against his.

Molly moved, sliding from the seat and landing on the floorboard. Her hands were at the car door at once, fumbling around in the darkness for the lock. Connor had said there was no way, but surely, he must be wrong? All cars have a door release, so why should this be an exception? Waves of nausea and panic crashed over her as her fingers scratched over the expensive interior. Where was the damn release mechanism? There had to be a way out.

She glanced around, painfully aware that the window of time she had bought herself was slipping away. Connor was shifting on the leather seat, still rubbing his head. Their eyes locked momentarily, his expression darkening at the sight of her wide-eyed panic.

“Looks like you made your choice, Molly,” he snarled. “Another stupid move on your part, but hey – it was all yours...”

Terrified, Molly turned back to the glass, her fists rising and banging on the blacked-out window. “Help me!” she screeched, scrabbling around against the door. “Someone, please help me!”

She heard him moving, but it was too late. In the blink of an eye, a strap was passed over her head, and she blinked as the gag descended toward her mouth. 

“No way,” she cried, turning her face away to avoid it making contact with her.

Her hands smashed against the glass again. Surely someone would be passing by the car outside and hear her?

“That’s enough of that,” he purred. He was right behind her again, his body trapping her against the failed exit route. “Open up, Molly. Do things the easy way this time, and I won’t have to hurt you.”

She tensed at his veiled warning, twisting her body to see his face. “Don’t do this!” she pleaded. “Please, just let me go. I swear I won’t tell anyone, I swear I...”

Moving like lightning, his hands shoved the large plastic ball straight into her open mouth, pulling the straps hard behind her. She squealed against the ball, her lips forced apart in an instant. Connor secured the straps, buckling it tight at the back of her head, and instinctively, Molly’s hands rose to rip the thing from her face.

“Uh-uh, naughty girl.” He laughed, grabbing her hands and pulling them down to her sides. “That gag is staying in place until you can learn to be quiet.”

She screeched against the plastic, terror spreading over her as she realized just how much trouble she was in. Fuck! she thought, straining against his strong hands. Fuck no!

“I was hoping I wouldn’t have to be so aggressive with you,” he growled, yanking her arms backwards and drawing her body helplessly against him. “But it seems, Molly, that you have a few lessons to learn about obedience.” 

His mouth grazed over her neck suddenly, and her body stilled. She was petrified, gagged and held in place by this complete lunatic, and yet – for all that – the feel of his lips at her nape captured her. It was sensual, unsettling and different. It felt almost tender. The act made her stop fighting for the first time since she had head-butted him. 

“It’s okay though,” he murmured, planting more hot kisses toward her strapped cheek. “I am just the man to teach you those lessons, Molly...”

He moved behind her, one of his hands holding both her wrists in place at the small of her back, while the other fumbled for something under the front seat. Molly squirmed with frustration. It was beyond irritating that he could hold her so easily in place with only one hand, and the vexation mingled with the growing fear inside her. All at once, his attention was back on her, and she twisted to see a cloth of some sort in his right hand. Molly eyed it with trepidation, her heart pounding out of control as he addressed her.

“This isn’t going to hurt you,” he explained, bringing the cloth up and around to the front of her face. “You’re just going to sleep while I take you where you need to be.”

Noooo! It was her mind screaming, although Molly echoed its anxiety with the groan which came through the plastic ball in her mouth. She had to resist whatever was on that cloth at all costs. If she lost consciousness, that would be it. He would have her, and she’d be utterly powerless to stop him. The cloth approached her even as the thoughts shot through her head, showing her what she should have already known, she was too late. Connor pressed it over her gagged mouth, allowing her nose room to breathe in whatever he had covered the fabric with. In a panic, Molly drew in a large breath, inhaling whatever noxious chemical he was going to use to abduct her. The effect hit her like a wall of pain, her head pounding as her fate hit her. She spluttered around the plastic, trying to twist her face away from the cloth, but Connor was stronger and in control, his determination apparently honed.

“Stop fighting, Molly,” he coaxed, his body flush against her.

His words riled her all the more. Fighting with all her might, the fingers of her captured hands clawed at his body behind her. But it was too late, and already she could feel the world around her getting foggy. Molly blinked into the darkness, her reactions giddy as though she had consumed one too many glasses of wine. Her head fell forward, the weight of it carrying it south despite Connor’s hand, which was still at her mouth. He released the cloth slowly, and instinctively she tried to cough from behind the gag. She was vaguely aware of him flinging the cloth onto the floor, and his fingers gently dipping her head back against his chest. Her eyes were fluttering shut, but her breathing was calmer now, and she no longer strained against the plastic in her mouth.

Before slipping into a chemical-induced stupor, the last thing she heard was the sound of his low, seductive tone as it vibrated over her. “You’re fucking perfect.” 
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The first thing was the noise. She was aware of sounds around her, small noises like people moving, the resonance of shuffling feet against the floor. She was calm because she couldn’t remember why she would need to be otherwise. And then, all at once, she did remember. The horror of the memory hit her like a heavy weight, and the force of the injury made her eyes flicker open. Or, at least, it should have done. Her brain was definitely commanding her eyelids to open, but for the longest time, those lids would simply not obey.

A new panic sprung from her. Was she blind? Maybe this was it, and she’d never be able to see anything again. Maybe she had died and the darkness was all that was left. She opened her mouth and pulled in a painful breath. That’s when she realized that the awful gag had been removed, and the fact made her absurdly grateful. Her mouth, though, felt terrible. It was dry, and there was the oddest taste whenever she swallowed, a side effect perhaps, of whatever she had inhaled.

“Molly.”

Her body tensed at the sound of her name, her head shifting slightly to where his voice came from. Even the smallest movement made her feel queasy, and she groaned at the recognition.

“It’s okay,” he said, his voice sounding distant. “You’re fine. It’s just the effects of the chloroform wearing off.”

Chloroform? She moaned again as the word registered somewhere deep in her mind. Is that what he had made her breathe? Oh shit... 

“It requires a certain level of expertise to ensure you stay unconscious for the right period of time,” he went on. “Plus, a number of top-up doses. But don’t worry. I have smart friends who know this stuff. You didn’t have too much.”

Too much? The panic surged, his words doing nothing to reassure her. It was then that she realized her hands were bound behind her, and the terror became suffocating, shooting up until she coughed and gagged, trying to expel it. Her heart was pounding, faster and faster, the sound of it banging inside her mind. 

“Open your eyes.” The words were said in a soft, goading tone, yet the command was not lost on her, and this time she concentrated, forcing her eyes to open.

Molly blinked into the shadows of the room, her gaze taking in as much of the scene as her shocked brain would permit. She was lying on her left side on what appeared to be a bed. There was a window just beyond her head, and weak, silver light flooded into the room, illuminating the presence of Connor, who was towering over her. 

She shifted her gaze, gasping as she met his intense, green stare. “Wh...” She hesitated, her parched throat felt like sandpaper as she tried to speak. “Where am I?”

He watched her, hooking his thumbs into the front pockets of his black jeans, motionless for a moment. “It doesn’t matter where you are.”

She blinked at him, taking in the air around her. It did matter. It mattered a lot, but she didn’t have the energy to press him on the matter for the time being. 

Connor edged forward, crouching in front of her face. “I removed your gag. I wanted to make sure you had enough room to breathe, but, Molly”—his face darkened as he spoke to her—“I won’t hesitate to put it back on if you cannot control your mouth. Do you understand?”

His gaze was cold, and Molly shivered reflexively. “Yes,” she whispered. 

Her head hurt, and she was freezing and thirsty. So thirsty.

“How’s your head?” he asked her, as though he actually gave a shit.

“It hurts,” she croaked. “And I’m thirsty.” She paused, unsure if she should ask for a drink or not.

“You’d like a glass of water?” His stare was dark, despite the striking color of his eyes. The intensity of that look was consuming. It was as though she was a meal he was about to eat. The thought made her shudder.

“Yes, please,” she replied, nodding as though the point needed reinforcement.

“I will get you one in a moment,” he promised, his gaze falling down the line of her bound body again. “But first, we’re going to start with the ground rules.”

Molly blinked up at him, flexing the fingers of her bound hands. “Rules?” she repeated. “What do you want with me?”

There was silence as the question filled the near empty room. The words resonated around her body, taunting her long after they’d left her lips. She was truly terrified. It was an overwhelming sensation which crushed her chest, making it hard to breathe. Molly had a good idea what a man might want with a woman when he abducted and bound her, and the thought made her want to heave. Yet, still, she had to know his intentions. He had, after all, been the same man who’d saved her from the gang of other predators.

Connor’s face broke into a smile, the same suave one which had captured her attention at the book signing. “Don’t worry about that now,” he told her. “I’m not going to make you do anything you can’t do, or won’t want to do.” 

He shifted at her side, his fingers rising to her face. Molly flinched out of instinct, drawing her eyes closed as his hand approached.

“Open them,” he commanded, and despite the banging in her head and the pounding of her heart, she complied.

Their gazes met briefly. His seemed calm and in control, although she thought she saw lust etched into the dilated irises. His hand met her face, but the touch was gentle, and wordlessly, he stroked the loose strands of hair there.

“That’s better,” he cooed. “Rule one, Molly. You are going to obey my every command.”

Her breath hitched at that. He sounded like one of the heroes in her latest series of books. “Obey you,” she replied, although it wasn’t really a query, more of an echo. 

Her tone was light and dreamy, as if her brain hadn’t fully caught up with the status quo. She’d been kidnapped, for fuck’s sake, but despite her terror at the idea, she couldn’t bring herself to argue with him. Perhaps it was the chloroform, or just shock, but her head felt heavy, with no sense of urgency.

He chuckled at her, resting on his knees as he leaned a little closer. “Yes,” he said. “Obey me. I know you may not find this easy at first, but with time, it will become second nature.”

“Wh – why should I obey you?” she stammered, her tone breathy as she forced the words out.

“Because I am the one in charge here, Molly,” he told her, “and you’re the one bound on the bed.”

She squirmed at his accurate depiction, riled and anxious energy coursing through her. Molly loved bondage usually. She loved the feeling of its grip against her skin, and relished the restriction it offered, but this was different. Unsettling. This was not a consensual game of kink. This was a stranger who had taken her to God knows where, to do who knew what. Her throat dried further as the explanation washed over her.

“Have you got it, Molly?” His expression was little more than a wry smirk as his tone caught her attention again.

She nodded, fighting the tears which suddenly threatened to well in her eyes. “Y-yes,” she stammered. “I understand.”

“Smart girl,” came the reply. “Now, you’re probably wondering why you’ve been brought here, and that brings me to rule two.”

She twisted against whatever it was that held her wrists together behind her back. She’d never had great circulation, and she could sense the loss of feeling on her left side already.

“You’re going to write for me, Molly.” He presented the words as a statement of fact, but they nearly made Molly laugh out loud.

“Write for you?” she cried, trying to stifle her laughter. “Why would I do that?”

His expression hardened at once. “We’re back to rule one,” he said sternly. “Now I know you’re an intelligent woman, so I’m not going to need to go over it again so soon, am I?” He paused, clearly waiting for Molly to answer.

She stared at him wildly, her heart threatening to burst from her chest. “No,” she gasped at length. 

“Good girl,” he replied with a laugh. “So, tell me. Show me that you were paying attention. What was rule one?”

Molly writhed further, feeling the heat rising to her face as the admission sprung from her lips. “I am going to obey you,” she mumbled, as though she couldn’t believe she’d actually said it.

Connor’s smile widened. “What was that?” he asked. “I could barely hear you, Molly. What are you going to do?”

She swallowed down the humiliation of having to repeat herself. Whoever this Connor was, he held all of the cards for the time being. “Obey you,” she said, trying to make her voice louder.

There was a long moment of silence, as though he wanted her words to hang in the air around them.

“Exactly,” he answered her at last. “And because you are going to obey me, you’re not going to need to query every instruction you’re given. Is that clear?”

Something about his tone made her pant, and in that moment, Molly understood something. It wasn’t just the coercion of the situation – the terror and the uncertainty – which produced the response. It wasn’t just fear. There was something else happening inside of her. There was arousal. She felt the color at her face deepen as the realization settled in her mind. This was the most intense and petrifying experience of her life. How on earth could any part of her find this exciting?

She gazed into his hard expression, realizing all of a sudden, that he was still waiting for an answer. “Yes,” she murmured, trying to quell the feelings rising inside of her. “Yes, it’s clear.”

“Excellent,” he said, rising to a standing position again. “So, Molly, you are going to write. It’s something you do anyhow, most days I presume, so it really shouldn’t be a problem.” He stared down at her bound and vulnerable form, his eyes flickering with some unspoken emotion.

Molly wanted to argue. She wanted to question his logic. Yes, she did write every day, but why the hell should she be writing for him? Who the hell did he think he was? One look at his dark gaze told her this was not the right time to press the point. His expression was powerful, and almost taunting, as though he was daring her to defy him. The look of it made her stomach shrink with fear, no matter how much the bondage excited her. If she wanted to get free, then she’d have to play along with his little game. For now, at least.

“What do you want me to write?” she asked, her tone raspy.

He smiled, the look of it predatory. “We’ll get to that,” he answered. “For now, that’s all you need to remember, just two rules. Obey me without question, and when you’re told, write for me. Do you think you can do that, Molly?”

She blinked up at him aware of her eyes widening at the weight of his expectations. “Yes,” she whispered.

Connor nodded his head, shifting his weight slightly to look down the length of her. She drew in a shaky breath at his quiet appraisal.

“Okay then,” he said, after the longest time. “You stay put, and I’ll get you that water.”
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Chapter Six
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She drank the first glass of water greedily, but only after he helped her sit, and fixed the ropes at her wrists. Connor knew she’d need to move to ease her circulation, so, after a strict reminder of the rules, he unfastened the binds. She eyed her skin for abrasions. The ropes had cut into her pale flesh, leaving their tell-tale signatures, but Connor was pleased to see there was no real damage. He watched her like a hawk as her gaze rose to meet his again.

“Must you bind me again?” She sighed, her voice throaty, as though a well of emotion was on the verge of drowning her.

“Yes, Molly,” he asserted, wrapping fresh rope around her wrists again. This time he bound them in front of her, and he left some slack in the bondage, so her hands could be separated by a few inches. “The ropes are necessary for now. We’ll need time to build trust together, but right now, you don’t trust me, and I don’t trust you either. Plus, anyway, I know you like them...”

Her breath hitched, her eyes darting to him reflexively. Her gaze was questioning, did you really just say that?

Connor grinned at her response. “Yes, Molly,” he answered, even though no words had actually left her lips. “I’ve read your books, remember? I have a pretty good idea of how you get your kicks, young lady.”

Her expression altered, a visage of disgust settling over her which he didn’t like one iota. He imagined what she was thinking as the final knots were secured at her wrists. That he had no right to do this, no right to take her, to keep her, no right to bind her. But she was wrong on all counts, she just didn’t know it yet. Connor had every right. He was her biggest fan, and had been following her career for years, but it was more than that. He’d studied her, watched her, researched her. He knew her. Knew her habits, her routines, her nature. Perhaps he knew her better than she knew herself.

By the time he caught her eye again, her expression had softened, and the anger which had risen in him began to evaporate. 

“Here,” he said softly, “drink this.” He shifted to the second glass on the dresser beside the bed, placing it into her right hand.

She took it gladly at first, evidently her thirst had become a big driver, but then, as she raised the glass to her lips, he saw the flicker of doubt. She hesitated, drawing the vessel away again. “What is it?”

He wanted to smile, but somehow, he suppressed the urge. Molly was smart. “Just water, like before,” he replied, his tone deliberately reassuring. “Now, remember rule one? Drink please.”

She drew in a large breath, eyeing the contents of the glass warily. Ultimately, he wasn’t sure if it was her dry throat, or the fear of ramifications which forced her on, but she pressed it to her full lips and took a sip. He watched, almost proud, as she drained the entire contents in just a few seconds, raising her eyes to look at him once she was done.

The swell of arousal which washed over him at that moment took him by surprise. He had planned every moment of this adventure, and had fully anticipated being horny around her, but this was something else. If just the look of her drinking was going to make him hard, then this was going to be more difficult – and enjoyable - than he’d first imagined.

Connor swooped, taking the glass from her as he continued to watch her responses. “Another glass?” he asked, pleasantly. 

He’d only brought two with him, but apparently his new guest really was thirsty.

She nodded her head slowly. “Yes, please.”

“No problem,” he replied, “but first, you’ll have to do something for me, Molly.”

That got her attention. “Wh-what?” she stuttered, her nerves about the situation more than clear from her voice alone.

“It’s okay,” he chuckled. She was so small, so fragile and so bound. Like a frightened animal. She was his. “It’s nothing terrible. I just want you to show me a little more respect.”

Her body tensed at the suggestion. “How?”

He placed the glass back on the dresser, approaching her again. Damn, he was so hard that he’d need to resolve his own tensions before he’d be able to concentrate this afternoon. Connor was a good-looking guy, and he knew it. He’d never had a problem attracting women, and there had been plenty. Only one had ever meant anything, and even she had nothing on Molly. None of them were as good as her.

“I just need you to call me Sir when you answer me.” He paused, allowing the words to reverberate. The look on her pretty face was priceless. “Do you think you can do that, Molly?”

She blinked up at him, a look of fear and indignation etched into her beautiful features. “I...” She hesitated, uncertain. “I don’t do that stuff in real life,” she conceded after a moment.

He laughed, the sound deep and dark as it echoed around the small room he’d chosen for her. Slowly, he lifted his right hand to her face, stroking her pale skin before his digits dipped to her chin. “Well, Molly,” he began. “It looks as though you do now, doesn’t it?” He applied just enough pressure to the underside of her chin, so that her eyes were forced to meet his. He watched, mesmerized as she answered him.

“Y-yes,” she stammered. “Yes, Sir.”
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Chapter Seven
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It was a matter of survival. This guy had her bound and captured, and she didn’t even know where the hell she was. Either she’d have to do as he asked, or she’d anger him, and she didn’t want to think about what he might do then.

Molly answered him in little more than a whisper, but the finger at her chin ensured she didn’t miss his expression. He was pleased as she submitted to his will. He enjoyed it. She resisted the urge to shudder, pushing down the small voice in her head which reminded her that she might actually have enjoyed it, too.

The grip at her chin softened, his digits caressing the underside of her face.

“Very good,” he purred in a gleeful tone.

Molly couldn’t decide how she felt about that. She knew she should be riled, irritated, disgusted even, and yet she was so tense she could barely process those emotions.

“I’ll fetch you the water now,” he went on. “Be a good girl and stay here.”

Connor was gone before she could think to reply, having swiped the glasses from their place on the dresser and stalked from the room. He closed the door behind him, and for a while she just stared after him, her mind blank. And then the whole thing hit her like a ton of bricks. The son of a bitch had taken her, and now he had her. She had to escape, yet her mind was still cloudy and her limbs so heavy, perhaps the lasting effects of the chloroform he’d kindly made her inhale.

She twisted to look out of the small window. There were old shabby net curtains in place, obscuring most of her view to the outside world, yet shards of silvery light washed into the room. Where the hell was she? She strained her mind trying to think. Had he given her any clues about where he’d taken her? She couldn’t recall, but all at once his full name came back to her – he was Connor, Connor Reilly. She’d met him at the end of the signing, just before she’d been ambushed by the gang of youths, when she’d been looking for her rental. Had he planned all that, she wondered? Had the whole thing been a set up?

Wrists bound, she wriggled across the bed, gaining traction with her tied ankles. She made it to the grubby looking window sill, resting on her elbows as she knelt up to try and access the view. It was harder work than she’d imagined it to be, moving without the assistance of all of her limbs, but by the time she’d made it, she was squirming for a different reason. Being bound made her horny, just like always. Even in this, the most dangerous situation of her life, her body was betraying her. The shoots of arousal made her head swim, almost as much as the chloroform.

Sighing, she tried to shift the bottom of the net curtain out of her view. She could only manage to hold it a few inches over the sill, before her arms began to tremble with the exertion, and she wondered just how much of the drug she’d inhaled. Her eyes squinted as they acclimatised to the new perspective. The glass, it seemed, was as filthy as the curtains, and it was difficult to make out much of anything. Molly pushed her raised fists against it, scrubbing a small patch to clean it. Straining to look through the small area, she was perturbed to realize that all she could see was miles and miles of countryside.

“Not planning on jumping, are you?”

The sound of his voice startled her. Molly hadn’t heard him coming back to the room, and she spun to face him, losing her balance and landing awkwardly against her left shoulder. Connor laughed at the display, his arrogance evident as he placed the water back down on the dresser. The amused look on his face made the old indignation within her rise to the surface, and she knew she was scowling as she struggled to get herself upright again.

“Molly?” he asked, drawing his hands to his hips.

Her eyes assessed him, and she wondered what he saw in them? Fear, perhaps? Anger? Maybe something else?

“I asked you a question,” he continued, his tone lowering.

Molly swallowed hard, her emotions threatening to spiral out of control completely. “I...” She closed her mouth, unsure what to actually say. She hadn’t been thinking of jumping, but now that he mentioned it, she couldn’t remember why she hadn’t thought of it herself.

Connor took one long stride and pointed to the bed. “Sit,” he commanded, as though she was some sort of dog.

She inhaled quickly, fighting both the urge to tell him to go and fuck himself, and the one which made her pussy wet, in equal measure. She eyed him fearfully, deciding that for the time being at least, there really was little choice but to obey as he’d asked. Moving on unsteady legs, she fell back to her bottom.

He stared down at her, and as she lifted her chin, she couldn’t believe how tall he seemed, towering over her like some mythical man. “I’m waiting for your answer,” he reminded her in a curt, unamused tone.

She straightened up as the weight of his intense gaze fell over her. “I wasn’t going to jump,” she answered. “I swear, I wasn’t even thinking about it.”

This was the truth at least.

“Really?” he inquired, apparently unimpressed by her response. “And how did I ask you to address me, Molly?” His dark brow arched as he questioned her, and the sight of it made her pussy clench reflexively.

“Sir.” The word flew from her lips as though it was the most natural thing to say in the whole world. “You asked me to call you Sir.”

He smiled, evidently proud, but the expression hardened almost at once. “So, why did you not use my title?”

She squirmed in her place. “I’m sorry,” she replied, feeling absurdly flustered by the admission. The logical part of her brain, apparently still subdued by the toxins coursing through her system, knew she had no reason to be ashamed. Connor was the asshole here. He was the one who had taken her. He was the perpetrator. 

But then, what did that make her? Her squirming stilled as the answer came to her.

It made her the victim.

Connor crouched down in front of her, so that their eyes were virtually on the same level. “Okay, little girl,” he said in an annoyingly condescending tone. “How about this? I’ll forgive you this time, but the next time you forget to address me the correct way, there will be consequences.”

Molly drew in a shaky breath. “Co-consequences?” she stammered, overawed by his authoritative approach.

“Yes.” He smiled, apparently all too aware of how he made her feel. Bastard. “Nothing too severe to begin. Just enough to make you remember...”

She stared at him, wide-eyed. She hated the way she was behaving. Why couldn’t she get her act together and come up with a plan to get away from this sick fuck?

“So, let’s put it this way,” he continued. “Address me properly, or you’ll find yourself stripped and over my knee for a bare-arse spanking. And believe me, pretty, I can be heavy-handed when I’m irritated.”

She gulped at that. It was a physical response, and she guessed he saw it. Spanking. Had he just threatened her with a spanking? For fuck’s sake, this was getting out of hand. This complete stranger was now intimidating her with the notion of violence. Her head spun at the idea, and yet even now, at this most terrifying juncture, her clit throbbed impatiently inside her pants. He’d threatened her with a spanking! How long had it been since she’d been taken in hand?

Too long, the tiny voice in her head reminded her.

“Am I making myself clear, Molly?”

The sound of his voice snapped her back to reality. Not arousing, she reminded herself. This is not arousing. This is abduction...

“Yes, Sir,” she answered, forcing the words out before her brain could make her falter. 

He rose to stand over her, moving back to the dresser and collecting the glass once again. Turning, he walked back to her, presenting her with the water. “Here’s your reward,” he said, smugly.

Molly bit her lip, ignoring his tone as she took the glass from him. She drained the contents in less than a minute. “Thank you... Sir,” she replied, hating the gratitude in her voice. Yet there was no doubt about it. The water was clearing her head, and for that at least, she was grateful.
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Chapter Eight
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Even washed out and dehydrated she looked better than almost anyone he’d ever met. He eyed her as she drained the glass again, her gaze returning to his as she awaited his verdict.

“Thank you, Sir...” She murmured, her voice full of uncertainty as she forced the final word out.

Connor smiled, inhaling deeply as his cock strained beneath his pants. “You’re welcome,” he replied, moving toward her and taking the glass from her small palms. 

He returned it to the dresser, before coming back in her direction. “When you’re a good girl, and obey my rules, then you will be rewarded,” he told her.

Molly’s eyes widened into saucers, and he noticed how she intentionally rested her bound wrists against her legs to stop her hands from trembling.

“I’m sure you can work it out, Molly,” he continued. “You’ve been writing these plots longer than me.”

His tone was sardonic, and he knew his right brow was arching as she raised her head to meet his eye.

“I...” She hesitated, as though the words were stuck in her throat. Connor suppressed the urge to smile as he imagined what else he could use her sweet little mouth for. “I never thought I’d be living in one of them... Sir.” 

Her gaze fell to her knees as though the embarrassment of telling him out loud had made it impossible to meet his eye.

Connor stared at her for a long moment, allowing her time to adjust to the reality. This was just like one of her bestsellers, and Molly was right – she was now the heroine.

“I think,” he began, edging his large shoes closer to where she sat. “If you give it some time, you might find you enjoy the plot.”

She sighed, the sound stilted by her obvious apprehension. She was scared, he knew that, but he sensed she was also aroused by her predicament. He’d need her fear until she was better trained. Being afraid made her more compliant – more likely to do what he asked of her – and he was more than prepared to use her fear to his advantage. Beyond that though, with some time, he hoped that the fear would dissolve into more of that sexual tension, the type he’d seen in her eyes when he’d threatened her with the spanking. He could use the arousal too, and he knew they’d both enjoy that better.

“Molly.” His tone was deliberately abrupt, and he liked the way it captured her attention. 

She raised her head to look at him, her eyes full of nervous energy. “Yes, S-Sir,” she mumbled, still falling over that final word.

“Do you think you’ll enjoy it?” His question was intentionally direct. He wanted to see her squirm, and her response did not disappoint.

She fidgeted against the bed covers, her face flushing as she paused to consider his words. “I don’t know, Sir” she conceded, her gaze fixed to the bondage at her wrists instead of his face.

“Look at me,” he commanded, and something about his tone made her obey without complaint. 
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