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Chapter One
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The world was a blanket of darkness. The black night stretched out all around her, punctuated only by the edges of cruel, twisted branches which ripped into her skin, and still the agony went on. Her feet pounded against the hard earth, sending the same message to her brain over and over. Run, Molly! You did it, you made it! You’re free, but you have to keep running.

Guide books about England were frustratingly misleading. Based on the albeit limited reading she had done before her trip to London, Molly Clary could have sworn the country was supposed to be tiny, but as she forced herself through the cold, dark wood, she knew better. She’d run for what felt like hours, her head hammering almost as loudly as her heart. Although she had no way to be sure how long she’d been outside in the elements, Molly knew her legs were bleeding from scratches gifted to her by the unrelenting branches, and her palms were also ripped to shreds. She could feel the wetness of her own blood against her skin, though her extremities were mostly numbed by the stony, night air. It was supposed to be the summer, God dammit, but the earth felt freezing against her naked feet. Molly pulled the blanket she’d taken from Connor’s hut more tightly around her shoulders, stopping to catch her breath.

She was out in some English forest in the middle of the night. She didn’t have a shred of clothing to her name after enduring days of captivity at the hands of Connor Reilly, and she was beyond exhausted. Something inside her was keeping her going though. It was like an inherent tenacity, and Molly refused to lie down and give in. She may be a woman, physically weaker than him, but she was also fiercely independent. Or maybe it wasn’t actually independence, perhaps it was just her damn stroppiness and strength of will. Either way, she was free. Finally, free. She didn’t belong to him – or anyone – and critically, neither did her writing. He may have had her body, but she wouldn’t let him take that part of her, too. Molly’s writing was all she had left.

***
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CONNOR STIRRED FROM his hard bed on the floor, smirking in the darkness. The one downside of the cabin was that there was no real furniture, and his back ached a little from hours on the unrelenting floor boards, but still, it didn’t spoil his mood. She’d gone, his silly little pet had made a run for it, and right now she’d be out there somewhere, crashing through the dark forest without a scrap of clothing. The thought of Molly in such a vulnerable state filled his mind. Her arse would still be red raw from last night’s lessons, and he could only imagine how frightened she’d be in the woods, but still he didn’t move. Not yet. Let her have her head start. Let Molly think she’d got one over on him; let her relish the feeling. It would be all too brief, and just as soon as he rose from the floor, Connor knew he’d be after her.

He inhaled deeply, ignoring the throb of his cock as the scent of Molly wafted over from the blanket she’d once laid on. Fuck, she made him hard. Harder than anybody he’d ever known, but still, he could barely believe she’d been stupid enough to have made a run for it. Connor had been wide awake as she’d snuck away. He recalled the pressure of her small palm against his chest as she’d searched for the key to the padlock at the door. At that moment, he’d frozen, his mind racing as he contemplated what he should do. Inevitably, he had considered hauling her back over his lap for such an outrageous act of insubordination, but for some reason, he hadn’t done so. He wanted to give her leave to continue. He wanted her to think he was asleep; to see just what she would do. Connor had assumed his decimation of her body the evening before had been enough to break her, to grind her will down until all she could think about was her submission to him. But Connor had been wrong. And as he felt the warmth of her body leaving the hard floor, that reality had hit him. 

Molly Clary was not like other women. She didn’t like the same things other women liked, and she sure as hell didn’t react the same way. Another woman may well have been broken by his debauchery, but not Molly. It seemed the only thing each smack of his paddle had done was make her focus, sharpening her will to escape. As he heard her shuffling against the wooden floor on her way to freedom, all Connor could do was smile.

He didn’t know how long he’d laid on the floor since she’d slipped from the wooden door, but for sure, some time had passed. All the while he pictured her hurtling through the trees, like a deer running for its life, his smile widening as his fervor about the idea grew. He supposed there should be a part of him which was concerned by her departure, or worried even. What if she found help; what if she made it to the authorities? And yet somehow, Connor knew there was no need to fret. Wherever she was, she certainly couldn’t get far. Even if she had an hour’s head start on him, which he doubted, she was on foot and naked, plus Molly didn’t have a clue where the hell she was, or where to head. They were a little over a mile to the nearest road, and even if she had found it by some miracle, there would likely be no one on it in the middle of the night. The thought was reassuring, but it wasn’t enough. He knew he’d have to go and get her. He’d hunt her down as he’d promised to do, and no doubt he’d love every moment of the chase. In the pit of his stomach, where that dread about her escape should have been, there was only amusement at her stupidity, combining with excitement about what was to come. Molly was quite the story-teller, and she looked set to ensure this next chapter of their tale was equally as exhilarating as the beginning had been.

“My naughty little, pet,” he breathed into the darkness at the memory of her escape. Connor’s cock swelled at the thought of what he would do once he caught up with her. If he thought taking his pet had been thrilling, then his mind boggled at the prospect of truly taming her.

“Here I come, little one!” he cried to the empty blackness around him.

Jumping to his feet, he lurched toward the door in the darkness, managing to crash into one of the large boxes he’d left in the center. It had been an impromptu chair to sit and enjoy Molly’s performance, but now it was just an obstacle. His brain was racing, sending him lists of things he would need if he was going to find and contain his foolish pet. Before he even had a plan, Connor’s feet were moving toward the far corner where he kept his flashlight. He stomped past the boxes this time, threatening to crush them with his powerful stride if they dared to challenge him. Flicking on the light, he found his boots and pulled them on his feet as he growled into the black around him. He couldn’t tell if it was adrenaline or lust which was fueling him now, but he felt more alive than he’d ever been, and he knew one thing was for certain. Wherever she was, she had better run, and run fast. Because when Connor found her, he was going to make her pay. He was going to make her cry enough tears to fill a fucking ocean. He was going to exert his control like never before.

“Run, little pet,” he sneered, grinning as he headed for the door. The stark illumination from the flashlight cut through the black, giving him a route out of the cabin and through the first few trees. “Run fast, because when I find you, I promise you there won’t be any running in your future.”

Connor smirked into the darkness at the idea, breaking out into a run, back along the same path he’d taken the day before. Soon enough there’d be no running, no walking and no moving at all for Molly. Let her enjoy these precious moments of freedom. Molly had a whole world of pain coming, and he was going to relish every second of it.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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Everything hurt. It wasn’t the first time Molly had experienced this, of course. The prior afternoon with Connor had been torturous; an absolute living hell, yet even that had ended eventually. The pain had been extinguished by the night, and the eventual sounds of his sated sleep. This new hell was different, blacker and colder. Molly was so cold she could hear her teeth chattering in her jaw, the sound oddly distant to her ears. She knew her feet were bleeding now, as well. She swore she could feel the warmth of the blood as it trickled over her skin, despite the numbness of the area. Still, her injuries were the least of her worries. 

She had absolutely no idea where she was, or where she was going. Molly hoped for progress. She hoped the trees would end and the road would come into view. She prayed for it like she hadn’t prayed for years, reaching out for a God she wasn’t even sure she believed in. She had been moving for what seemed like an age, but in truth, she could have been stumbling circuits around the cabin for all she knew. And all there ever was were more trees, more roots to find her feet and trip her; more branches to cover her in cruel scratches, but nothing else. No sign of the road he’d brought her here on. No sign of life. No sign of hope.

Worse than all of that though, was the only certainty Molly had right now, and that was Connor. He would wake up any time now, and when he found her gone, he was going to be after her. And he was going to be pissed. She’d never really witnessed his wrath. Up until now he had always been so in control, that even when he was exacting some awful punishment on her, he was usually eerily calm. The prospect of his anger at finding her gone terrified her. It was a real, potent fear which curled in her gut like a living creature. If Connor was capable of being a monster when he was calm, what was he capable of when he was livid? The question knotted in her belly, making her nauseous as her feet stumbled forwards. God only knew the answer, but she was sure of one thing. She didn’t want to be the one to find out.

***
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IT DIDN’T TAKE HIM long to retrace the route he’d taken to the cabin, and he ran most of the way, fueled by the adrenaline pinballing around his body. He was even faster without the handicap of his pet to carry, and barely out of breath when he finally reached the car. Reaching into the pocket of his trousers, his fingers found the outline of the key fob. Connor had no way of knowing which way his pet would be headed on foot, but he’d already checked his watch, and at barely one o’clock, they had all night. If she wanted to play cat and mouse, then that was just fine with him. He knew the layout of these woods, and he knew where all the roads in the area intersected with the forest. He also knew instinctively she would head for the main road, looking for someone driving around to take pity on her. Connor would drive around until he spotted his little pet. She must be cold and terrified by now, out there all on her own.

Fuck. If he wasn’t such a sadistic son of a bitch, he might almost pity her.

The key was in the ignition as the levity passed over him, and he smiled as he drove out from the trees and found the main road. Connor’s headlights cut through the darkness as he swung left, his gaze peering into the forest for signs of life. She had to be somewhere here, lurking in the shadows. He just knew it.

Driving slowly, he passed the edge of the woods, scanning the area as thoroughly as he could from the car. He went on for miles, following the perimeter of the forest, certain he would catch sight of his little pet at any moment. But as he drove on, the only consistency was the dark of the night and the pounding of his heart. There was nothing else. No-one. Everything was desolate and black, and there was no sign of Molly. His stomach knotted at the stark reality. There was no sign of her. None.

She was gone.

Something in Connor’s head shifted as the realization washed over him. She was gone. She’d slipped away in the dead of the night, and he had let that happen. Why hadn’t he stopped her when she’d fled? Why hadn’t he chained her in the first place? He smashed his fist down against the steering wheel. Dammit! His inaction had facilitated her escape as much as Molly’s misguided ingenuity. Driving on, he racked his brain, trying to make sense of the place he now found himself in. The woman he’d abducted and abused had escaped, fleeing to fuck knows where. The chances of her making it out there were slim, but if she did – if a passing motorist did find her – he was in real trouble. She knew his name, could probably describe something of his house, and would be literally covered in his DNA. It wasn’t good.

How had he let this happen? Why had he brought her out here to the woods so soon? He’d been so blind-sided by his lust that it was like he’d lost sight of the real prize, training and taming his pet. Connor was a collector, and Molly was a keeper. There was never a contingency plan for her escape, because she was never going to escape. Or, at least, she wasn’t supposed to. Caught in the excitement of the moment, Connor had decided to let her run. He’d wanted to play her game. But now, in the stark reality of the dead of night, he knew better. Connor was fucked unless he found her fast. 

He pulled onto the verge, cutting the engine and the lights as he considered the dilemma. Connor’s heart was racing as all the possible endings played out in his head. If he couldn’t find her, there were two plausible outcomes. Either she had gotten away and the police would be on his trail in a matter of days, maybe even hours depending on how fast they moved. He still had a few friends on the police force, but he wasn’t sure they’d be able to help him out of this one. Usually he was so organized, so certain, and so in control. It was unlike him to land himself in a hole this way. The realization stung more than anything else. He had fucked up and let this happen. It was all down to him. 

The alternative option was even worse somehow, and that was that she might not make it out of the woods. She could have gotten lost, or really hurt herself, and she could be in there right now, waiting to be rescued.

Rescued. 

The idea made him chortle, in spite of himself. He should be the one to rescue her, since he was the one who fucked up. She shouldn’t be out there at all, stumbling around naked. He should never have brought her here so soon, he should never have let her leave. Inhaling deeply, he collapsed over the steering wheel, his usual cool composure crumbling under the weight of the spiraling events. In the end, he wasn’t sure how long he’d been draped over the dashboard. It could have been only long moments, or perhaps it was half an hour or more, but as he raised his head, his mind was made up. He had to find her. Losing his pet now was simply not an option.

At that moment, motion in the trees to his right caught his attention. It was only a small movement, a few leaves swaying in the wrong direction, the swipe of a branch in the gloom, but it was something. Or maybe someone. He shifted in his seat, unfastening his seat-belt slowly as his eyes trained on the dark expanse of forest just beyond his window. He’d seen something move, there was no doubt about that, but the question was, what was it? At this time of night, it could have been a rabbit, a badger, or even a deer, but his senses told him it wasn’t. The movement had been too high in the branches for a woodland creature. Whatever this was, was apparently much larger than that.

It was then that he saw her, the long, slender body of Molly Clary creeping forward from the branches. It was difficult to make her out at first, but the pale blanket from the cabin which clung to her body, highlighted each motion. He couldn’t discern much of her expression in the darkness, but her body language told him that she hadn’t found the road yet, and he guessed his black sedan was adequately camouflaged in the blackness, too.

Connor’s heart raced as the reality hit him. This was it! His moment to seize her and take back what now belonged to him was here, and he didn’t waste a second of it. Acting on impulse, he swung the door open, leaping from the driver’s seat with lithe precision. There was a dull thud as his feet hit the tarmac of the road, and a small yelp as his pet registered what was happening, but by then it was too late. By the time she turned back to the trees to run, he had already crossed the road and was almost on her.

Catching the edge of the blanket, Connor yanked hard, pulling her off balance. His right arm wrapped around her body, controlling her as the left dismissed the cover and snaked to her waist. Molly was kicking and screaming by now, going berserk as he tried to contain her. She was screeching, and digging her nails into his hands as his limbs tightened around her body. Somehow, her reaction just made him smile. He loved the fight in her, all that hot-blooded passion and fire which he was going to exploit. Just as soon as he’d made her pay the price for running. 

“Settle down, pet,” he instructed, excitement spiking throughout his body as he drew her closer.

“No, no!” she yelled, flinging her heels back into his shins. He guessed the action came with as much force as she could muster. “Get off me, you psycho! Leave me, alone!”

Psycho, huh? He wanted to laugh at her so-called insult. Maybe she was right. Maybe he was a psychopath. He certainly demonstrated a number of the personality traits associated with the term, the most significant being his usual lack of conscience for the destruction he created. Let her call him whatever she wanted while she still had the chance. He doubted it mattered much anymore.

“Where have you been, pet?” he purred salaciously into her right ear. “Out for a little walk in the moonlight?”

Molly was livid, scratching at his forearms viciously as he began to drag her back toward the waiting car. Her right-hand lurched back toward his face, one of her nails catching the side of his cheek as she clawed into the darkness. Connor’s arm was there in an instant, capturing her wrist with more force than he needed, and trapping it beside her body as he cocooned her again.

“I hope it was good for you, pet,” he snarled as the scratch at his face stung in the cool night air. “Because that was the last time you’re ever going to strike me.”

She screamed at his words, but the sound coming from her lips sounded more like frustration, than terror. “But, it’s alright for you to strike me?” she snapped back, her head twisting toward him as he forced her a few meters back toward the waiting sedan.

“Of course,” he told her in a mocking tone. “You belong to me, pet. Remember? I will strike you when the need arises. To punish you, to train you. We’ve been all through this already, or at least I thought we had.”

“No!” she yelled, resisting his retreat as much as her bare feet would allow on the road. “Stop it, you fucker. I don’t want this!”

“Oh really?” he asked calmly as his back reached the edge of the car. “You don’t want this. Are you sure? That wasn’t what you were telling me in bed last night. You recall that, right? The time you practically begged to join me in bed, after you begged me to fuck you?”

Something in his questions seemed to resonate and for the first time since he’d pounced, Molly stopped fighting. Her body sagged against him, the rage inside her small frame apparently dissolving right in front of him. 

“That was different,” she mumbled into her chest. “You were different.”

Connor glanced down at his little pet, surveying her as best he could in the darkness. Perhaps her accusation was accurate. He probably had seemed different the night he’d pleasured and fucked her. Certainly, he had felt different. But Molly didn’t understand the plan. Her captivity wasn’t just about pleasure – it couldn’t be. It was about training her, taming her, and making her into the thing he wanted. A pretty little pet who would suck his cock on command, right after she’d written their prose. 

“The man who took you out here was the same guy who licked your sweet pussy, pet,” he informed her flatly. “Both men are me, and both are your Master.”

Molly threw her head back, slumping against his chest as though he’d just walloped her. “Please,” she begged. “Please, I can’t go back there with you. I can’t do this.”

She sounded distraught. 

Broken.

The notion pleased him, although she really had no idea what it meant to be broken. Not yet. But she would.
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Chapter Three
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As the arm at her middle tightened, Molly gave in. There was an actual, discernible moment when she surrendered. She knew it, and she also knew Connor would not have missed it. He was too strong, and she was too tired, her body cold and exhausted from her jaunt in the woods, her skin scratched and bleeding. Or at least, that’s what she told herself as he man-handled her, twisting her body as he opened the door to the back of the car.

“Get in the car, beautiful.” His voice was hard, despite the unexpected compliment.

The arm at her waist relaxed just a little, and she seized the chance, spinning her body to find his face. Molly’s arms rose, feeling for his handsome features in the near black, and just for a moment it seemed she had caught him off-guard. Connor was still, evidently stunned. His arms held her in place, locking her beside him, but he did nothing to halt her offensive.

“Please, Master.” She heard the breathless tone of the woman who begged, but she barely recognized it as her own. “I’m sorry I ran. Your punishment scared me, and I took off without thinking. I... I won’t do it again, I promise.”

Her mind was racing as the words spilled from her mouth. She didn’t even know if she really meant them, or even if that mattered. All she knew was that he had her. Again. And if there was a soul inside Connor Reilly, a conscience which cared if she lived or died, she had to appeal to it now.

“I know you won’t,” he replied in a low, sensual tone. “And yes, you will be sorry, pet. So very sorry for what you’ve done.”

Connor was so calm and in control. Just like always, and for some reason it just made things worse. She had expected him to be beside himself with fury, and she’d feared the prospect of that monster, yet somehow, this one was even scarier.

“Master?” she whimpered. “What will you do to me?”

The sound of his dark chuckle filled the air, making her belly knot with anxiety. “My sweet little pet,” he chuckled. “I will do whatever I like, but the objective will be to tame you.”

To tame her? He wants to tame her like an animal. It all seemed so obvious when he said it out loud, but the knowledge made the proposal no less horrendous.

“You’re going to hurt me?” she probed, as she blinked up into the place she knew those green eyes were. 

She didn’t know why she asked, because the answer was obvious. Of course, he was going to hurt her. He was going to make her suffer, and he’d try to break her if he could.

“You will be punished,” he assured her in an unnervingly gentle tone. “Then tamed, and trained to please me. And you will write for me.”

Connor’s hand touched her face in the darkness, those digits finding the hot tears which she had barely even realized were falling. Her own fingers fell from his jaw at the weight of his caress. As though they were acting on some type of reflex, they found his chest, and she pressed her small palms against the fabric of his shirt. Drawing her hair back, his hand rested at her nape, holding her in place as he continued. “There were only ever two rules, pet. Do you remember them?”

He was close now. Molly knew that, even though her eyes had fallen closed at the sensation of his fingers. She could feel his breath against her face, the heat reminding her of the way he’d claimed her body just last night. Her eyes blinked open as she tried to compose herself. This was not the time for sensual memories, Molly, she rebuked herself. You’re about to get taken – again – by this monster. You need to do something. You need to kick, run, throw a punch... And yet, she already knew it was too late. She was falling deeper into his trap, even now as he spoke. It wasn’t his body holding her in place, but his mesmerizing ability to capture her with his words.

“Pet?” he repeated, his tone expectant. “The rules?”

“To obey you, Master,” she parroted, as though she was answering a school test. “And to write for you.”

“There’s my good girl,” he said, the hand at her neck drawing her face even closer to his body. “I knew you hadn’t forgotten.”

His tone was soft, but patronizing, and a part of her wanted to raise her hand and slap him for mocking her. But that part was small and insignificant now, a remnant of the woman she used to be, before Connor Reilly crashed into her life. Now that same tone was all sexy and dominant. The voice of the man who commanded her. The voice of her Master.

Connor’s lips found hers in the darkness, and all at once, her mind was quiet. There were no thoughts of attack or escape now. There was only Connor’s hot mouth as it claimed her lips, and the sexy dominance of his tongue as it snaked its way into her mouth, fucking it over and over as their bodies connected. Connor’s left hand drew their hips together as their lips collided, and she could feel how hard he was. Slowly, he broke the connection, inching away from her as he spoke. 

“Into the car now,” he ordered her firmly. “You’re cold and it’s late. Whatever this escape was, pet, it’s over.”

The hand at her ass squeezed as he concluded, grabbing her flesh, still tender from his earlier rounds of punishment. She winced, leaning back into his body, searching for another kiss. Just one more kiss before this ended and the spell was broken.
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Chapter Four
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“Please, just one more kiss, Master.” 

Her breath was coming out in short, hot pants, and whether she intended it or not, her hips were rolling forward against his hip. The motion stirred him, goading his cock into life again. 

He shifted the hand at her nape, massaging the flesh there roughly. “Another kiss,” he cooed, manipulating the orbs of her behind. He’d pounded that bottom thoroughly with his paddle last night, and he had a good idea of how sore it must be. His dick throbbed at the idea. “Another kiss for the naughty pet who stole my key, and left me in the middle of the night?”

Connor felt the spike of tension as it hit her body, making her still against him.

“Yes, Master,” she whispered. “I was desperate. I’m sorry.”

He smiled into the darkness, not caring if she was witness to the gesture or not. “Desperate, huh?” he probed, massaging her neck as he loomed over her. “You weren’t desperate, pet. You just thought you were. I can show you a place where desperation really lives though. A place so low you’ll wonder how you’ll ever rise again.”

Molly trembled beside him. Her small frame physically shaking at the sound of his threat. “You’re frightening me, Master,” she sobbed.

“Am I?” he mused in a deliberately low, seductive purr. “Why would I do that, pet?”

“Because you’re upset with me?” she answered in a tiny voice. “Angry. Disappointed with me for running.”

The hand at her nape rose into her dark hair, cradling her head as he pulled her toward him. She was right of course, he was all those things, or at least he had been since she fled. But now? Now he wasn’t sure he was any of those emotions. Now, he was just relieved to have her back, and bloody horny. He wanted her back at the house. He wanted her punished, hot and contrite as more of those beautiful tears fell for him. He needed his pet back.

“Think again,” he told her quietly. “Why else would I choose to frighten you? What does fear do to a woman like you? A masochist like you? A pet like you?”

He swore her breathing accelerated, although it hardly seemed possible. She was already panting, and if he wasn’t careful, she might start to hyperventilate soon.

“It makes me... hot, Master,” she conceded.

“Mmmm,” he agreed, keeping up his relentless pressure on her bottom and nape all the while. “Fear makes that sweet pussy wet, doesn’t it? That’s why you watch all those terrible horror movies, isn’t it?”

Connor had no appetite for the fucking films, but he knew from all those months chatting to Molly online that she absolutely loved them.

“Yes,” she agreed, her sobs morphing into a huskier sound. “You’re right, Master.”

“Good, pet,” he purred. “So, me frightening you works two-fold. Firstly, I get to make you understand just how much trouble you are in, young lady. And secondly, I get you all nice and wet in the process.”

There was silence at that, and he stared into the shadows, wondering how Molly was processing all of this new information. All he could hear now was the sound of her labored breaths, each tinged with just the slightest wheeze. Shit, he thought absent-mindedly, her inhalers. He hadn’t given her the inhalers she needed for hours, and now it was starting to show.

“You need your medicine,” he mused. “That’s my bad. Get into the car now, and let’s get you back.”

“But, you’ll p-punish me, Master?” she stammered. “You said it yourself, you’ll make me desperate.”

“Oh yes,” he told her. “I’ll push you down, and I’ll keep you there for as long as I choose, but I’ll be here when the punishment is done. I’ll pull you up when everything’s forgiven, and I’ll make it better.”

“Better?” she was sobbing again. “Better, how?”

“All better,” he promised, grazing his lips over her mouth.

Molly responded at once, opening for him in that way that made him rock solid. As they kissed, he twisted her body in the direction of the open car door, and pushed her gently inside the leather interior. He had his pet back, and now the real fun could begin.
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Chapter Five
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Pinioned under the weight of Connor’s hard body, she squirmed against the back seat reflexively. The pain of her body weight against the leather seat should have been excruciating, but she barely even felt it. His attention was diverted under the seat, but she was still held easily in place. Connor’s body seemed to be made entirely of muscle, taut and toned as it immobilized her. Molly pulled in a nervous breath, conscious of the rattle which greeted her. Connor had been right about needing her inhalers, but right now her respiratory condition was the least of her worries. She was back in the fucking car again, and even now her captor was searching for God only knew what to bind her with.

His face emerged, those green eyes visible once again in the interior lights of the car. “Are you going to be a good pet and let me bind you, or do I need to drug you?”

Molly’s mind flitted back to her initial experiences on this back seat, and she swallowed at the memory. It had taken her days to fully regain her senses after the last round of drugs he’d given her, and Molly had no desire to go through all of that again. “Please, no drugs,” she replied. “I’ll be good, Master.”

He eyed her severely. “Okay, pet,” he nodded slowly. “I will agree to your request, but if you so much as disobey me once, I won’t hesitate to use the drugs to control you. You got it?”

“Yes,” she agreed hastily. “I get it, Master.”

Connor sat upright, straddling her body as he grabbed her small wrists. His hands were warm against her cold exposed skin, and for the first time in an age, Molly became aware of the state of her body. She was freezing, and as Connor began to wrap a length of rope between and around her limbs, she noticed how scratched and bloodied her arms were.

“Look at the state of you,” Connor sighed, shaking his head. “Some of these cuts will need cleaning up.”

“I’m sorry,” she replied softly. “I-I didn’t think. I just ran...”

Her voice trailed away as she caught the look of disdain on Connor’s face. 

“That’s enough,” he told her flatly. “We’ve already established that you will be sorry.”

She gulped at that, her heart ponding furiously as he concluded the bondage. His green gaze seared her, beginning at her face and traveling down the length of her nudity. Molly was suddenly aware of just how naked she was.

“This was not how I expected our trip to go, pet,” he mused out loud. “And yes, I am disappointed, but I’m not surprised. You’re a smart woman, Molly. I should have known better. I should have kept you chained...”

She opened her mouth to respond, but something in his eyes made her pause. His expression had darkened somehow, a small, imperceptible shift, but one which made the trepidation in her spike.

“I won’t make that mistake again, pet,” he told her. “You can count on that.”

Tears pricked in Molly’s eyes at his words. What the fuck had she done, running and getting caught again? However unbearable things had been before, she had the distinct impression that they were about to get worse. A suffocating sense of dread filled her up, pressing down on her like an unspoken force.

“I’m going to gag you,” he went on matter-of-factly. “I have to go back to the cabin and collect the rest of my stuff, and I can’t have you going anywhere or attracting attention. Do you need a drink before I go?”

She blinked up at him, struggling to breathe as the reality of his words bore down on her.

“Pet?” he snapped, evidently irritated with her lack of response.

Molly jumped at his tone. “Y-yes, please, Master,” she replied, uncertain if it was true or not, but wanting to focus on this one kind gesture, rather than being left bound in the car, or worse – what he might do to her after that.

“Right then,” he answered, moving his body from the back seat to crouch in the floorboard. “Sit up slowly, and do not even think about doing anything stupid.”

She was nodding as she complied, inching her way along the leather and up the hard interior of the door. Hurt ricocheted through her body as her ass made the painful journey, but Molly ignored it as best she could. She knew he was watching her. She could feel the intensity of his stare, despite his huddled stance. 

By the time her arduous task was complete, Connor had already pounced. He wrapped fresh lengths of rope around her ankles, snaking the binds around and between her dirty feet as she watched on in terrified silence. He had never bound her this tightly before, even when she’d first been taken. That reality made the act even more ominous. With her ankles secured, he stretched forward into the front of the car, producing a bottle of water.

“Drink,” he instructed her. “Have as much as you need. There won’t be any more for a while.”

Connor shoved the bottle between her hands, removing the lid before he climbed into the front seat. There was just enough play in the ropes binding her wrists to allow her to raise it tentatively to her lips. At the back of her mind she wondered if the water was drugged already, and this had been his plan all along, but she bit back on the paranoia. He had her now anyway, and there was nothing she could do about that at this moment. She might as well take the water and stay hydrated. Knowing that malevolent look in his eyes, she figured he was right. It could be the last drink she had for a while...

She’d drained more than half the bottle by the time Connor clambered back onto the edge of the seat beside her. The water tasted good, better than good actually. Molly hadn’t realized how thirsty she was until she’d started to drink it.

“Better?” he asked as he reached out to take the bottle from her.

Molly nodded. “Yes, thank you, Master,” she whispered as she met his eye.

Connor smiled, finishing off the rest of the fluid before he threw the empty bottle into the front seat. “Time to get going,” he told her. “Open up for your gag.”

She leant forward as he produced the black ball gag he’d gotten from the front seat. The thought of being gagged and bound out here all alone was downright scary, yet even in this moment there was something freaking mesmerizing about the plastic gag. She eyed it hanging from his large fingers, half-terrified and half-enthralled. As he shifted closer, her lips parted. It was almost like a reflex. Connor shoved the plastic ball into her mouth, securing the strap behind her head without even needing to look. The man was like a professional.

“Beautiful,” he murmured as he drew back to look at her again. “You are too fucking beautiful. If I stay any longer, I’m going to end up having to fuck you again.”

Molly glanced at him furtively. She could feel her nipples tightening at the sound of his words, her body responding to the binds and the gag as it always did – with betrayal. Damn it, she thought miserably. Why was this so hot? Nothing about this situation should be even vaguely arousing, and yet there was no denying it. She could feel the moisture pooling between her thighs already, and she knew it wouldn’t take much effort from Connor to persuade her that fucking again was a good idea.

“Lie down now,” he growled. “I have a cover here for you.”

Molly sighed, knowing she had no choice but to obey as he reached under the seat yet again. This time he produced a dark blanket, which he spread out over her naked body. Despite her anxiety, she was grateful for the warmth at once. She had been outright freezing out in the woods with only a cover for company, but inside the relative heat of the car, the blanket offered security.

She watched as Connor climbed out of the backseat, and jumped behind the steering wheel.

“Likely no-one will be out here at this time,” he told her as he started the engine and eased the large vehicle forward. “But just in case, let’s move to a less conspicuous place.”

Molly said nothing of course, gagged as she was, but she didn’t know what he expected her to say anyway. What was the expected reply to the man who had just kidnapped you for a second time? Good idea, Master, keep me out of view at all costs. Good thinking... She squeezed her eyes shut as she mused on the idea, aware only of the motion of the car as they drove on for what felt like some minutes. With the engine running, the interior filled with sumptuous warm air, and for the first time in hours, Molly felt comfortable enough to try and sleep. The concept was as welcome as it was disconcerting, considering the situation she now found herself in. At length, she heard him drop to a lower gear, and she opened her eyes to see him applying the hand brake. He turned, meeting her eye before he spoke.

“Remember what I told you,” he warned her. “Stay put and don’t be a fool. One failed escape is enough for tonight, don’t you think?”

His accusing gaze drilled into her, and she nodded slowly. Her heart was racing at just the severity of his look and Molly had no wish to antagonize him further.

“Good pet,” he replied in a low tone. “Try and keep still or else you’ll trigger the alarm sensors. I won’t be happy if I find that going off by the time I return. I’ll be back as soon as a I can. With any luck I’ll have you back home before breakfast.”

With those words, the door opened, sending a rush of cool air toward her face. She shivered under the blanket as Connor slipped from the car and out of sight. The slamming front door plunged the vehicle into a new, dark and quiet mood. An ominous omen, perhaps of what was to come. There was no energy left in Molly’s body for that worry now though. Now there was only exhaustion. The black of the car and the warmth of the blanket mingling to create the perfect environment for what she needed most; sleep. 

There was a part of her mind which screamed at her to stay awake, protesting that she should take this chance and try and escape again. The weight of her weariness soon extinguished that voice though. She was utterly drained, out of breath and bound at the wrists and ankles. Escape was no longer an option, and whatever Connor had in store for her would surely be easier to manage with a little sleep under her belt. The last thing she remembered as she stared into the black was her current manuscript, Into the Darkness. It would be due any day now, and her editor, Terry, would be pulling his hair out. 
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Chapter Six
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He didn’t like having to leave her, but there was no choice. She’d been out in the woods for long enough, and there was no easy way to transport her without the carrier anyhow. Plus, time was of the essence now. Connor felt that in his core as he paced back off between the trees. One glance at his wristwatch told him it was approaching three o’clock, and at this time of the year, dawn would be approaching soon enough.

Compelled by the tightening feeling of dread in his chest, he ran the remaining distance back to the cabin. It was already starting to get light on the horizon, night seemingly slipping away to the east, but Connor knew these woods like the back of his hands. It took him less than fifteen minutes to reach the small wooden hut, retrieve the items he needed in his pack, find the pet carrier, and secure the remainder of the place with a new, large padlock. Fortunately, he had brought a spare lock with him, although at the time he’d packed it, he had no idea his willful little pet would have made such a bold attempt to flee.
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