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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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Chapter Two
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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!”
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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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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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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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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. 

He watched her gulp at the order, her gaze genuinely frightened. Some part of his brain realized that he should have empathy for her. She’d been drugged, taken without consent, and was now bound in a strange place with a guy she’d never met before. As he took in her large puppy eyes, and her pale expression, though, all he could think about was his raging erection, and what he was going to do to her. Yes, he was going to use that fear, he was going to make her obey him, but he was going to love every moment of the experience.

Christ, he was one sick fuck.

“How do the ropes at your wrists make you feel?” he probed, wanting to push the point, and get her to talk about how she was doing. It would make him seem more caring than he really was, and perhaps it would lure Molly into some sort of false trust. Either way, he knew that listening to her relating her feelings about the subject was going to make him even harder – if such a thing were possible.

“They make me scared,” she admitted in barely a whisper.

Connor crouched down in front of her, resting one knee on the threadbare carpet below. “Scared?” he repeated, ignoring the fact that she’d overlooked his title for the time being. He was having too much fun with the line of questioning to correct her right now, but he would – the next time she messed up. “Why does it frighten you? I’ve already told you I’m not going to do anything that you don’t want me to.”

Molly swallowed deeply, her breath coming out in short pants as she answered him. “But, I don’t know you,” she replied. “You might be lying to me. You might want to do anything to me... Sir.” She added the final word just in time to save herself, and this time he couldn’t help but smile at her.

“That’s true,” he told her, keeping his tone intentionally hard. “You don’t know me, so you’re just going to have to take my words at face value, aren’t you?”

She nodded, her gaze still wide with obvious trepidation at the verdict.

“Do you normally like to be bound?” he asked her directly. “When you’re not being taken against your will, I mean?”

Connor snorted at the sound of his own joke, but she didn’t return his smile.

“Sometimes,” she mumbled, her cheeks blushing ever so slightly at the admission. “In the bedroom, but not like this!” Her voice crescendoed as she spoke, but then fell away into a protracted silence. “Please,” she implored him, raising her blue eyes to meet his own intense stare. “Please, Sir, don’t hurt me.”

Connor watched her with aroused fascination. Molly Clary was just too damn perfect. And she was all his for the taking.
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“Do you need more water, or do you feel well enough to make a start?” He fired the question at her matter-of-factly, as though he always took women from the streets and squirreled them off for his own personal amusement.

Maybe he did.

The thought made the bile in Molly’s belly bubble, threatening to rise north. She was panting so hard she could barely catch her breath. In the panic of the abduction, she’d forgotten all about her asthma, but right now the condition hit her in the face. Molly had no clue how long she’d been here, but she knew she’d need medication, and soon. She blinked up at him for a moment, trying to get a handle on her breathing.

“Make a start on what, Sir?” she murmured, her tone no doubt expressing her desperation.

Connor smirked in her direction. “Make a start on your new story,” he answered her with a wry smile. “Rule two, Molly. I assume you remember?”

She lifted her bound wrists a few inches from her lap as his words registered in her aching brain. “Yes,” she whispered, her expression crumbling slightly. “Yes, I remember... Sir.”

She added the final word just in time, noting how his face relaxed as soon as he heard it. Evidently, this guy got off on hearing her call him Sir. The thought resonated, sickening and exciting her in equal measure. She swallowed at the insight. Who’s the sick one now, she taunted herself at her own twisted response to the situation.

“Good,” he replied, rising from his place by her, and marching toward the wooden dresser. He pulled the middle drawer open and reached inside. Molly jolted at the sound of metal, her heart thumping even faster at what Connor’s large palm produced from the dresser drawer.

“What is that?” she inquired as he brought the long metal chain into full view.

Connor’s eyes narrowed at her question. “What was that, Molly?”

She gulped, acknowledging her error in an instant. “What is that, Sir?” She corrected herself, emphasizing the title as best she could as fear began to close up her throat.

Connor shook his head as he moved toward her. “Better,” he told her, “but not good enough. You were warned what would happen if you forgot to address me correctly.”

Molly was actually shaking by the time his body reached her. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she pleaded, hearing the tremble in her voice. 

She knew he heard it too, the thought making her wretched. How had she become such a quivering mess? She had always considered herself to be such a strong, independent woman, yet all it took to reduce her to this state was one man with a plan and his malevolent ingenuity.

Connor ducked down at her feet again, his agility taking her by surprise. For such a big man, he moved with shocking speed. She eyed the metal in his hands with renewed agitation. The implement was indeed a long chain, but it had a cuff at either end. Molly’s stomach sank at the look of the thing, and she watched miserably as Connor clicked first one, and then the second cuff open in front of her.

“These are to contain you,” he told her, his tone low and steely.

Molly’s eyes flittered higher for a moment, locking gazes with him for the briefest interlude. What she saw there made her catch her breath. Connor’s gaze was dark and intense. She found neither warmth, nor cold there, just an odd detachment as he lunged for her left ankle.

Acting out of instinct, Molly tried to kick him away, adrenaline rising in her as the panic registered. “Please!” She was screeching, trying to get to her feet.

Connor yanked her feet from under her, sending her crashing back to the bed behind her. Molly’s body, still full of whatever toxins he had exposed her to, toppled with ease, and for a long moment she couldn’t regain her composure. Her head spun, all of her senses screaming at her to move, to run, to get away even as she felt the metal encircling her sock.

“That’s enough!” he barked, snapping the metal bracelet shut around her left ankle. “You will behave, Molly, or you will find yourself gagged and bound to this bed for the rest of today. If you’re not ready to start writing yet, then I am prepared to accept the delay.”

Her eyes widened like saucers, her heart pounding relentlessly inside her chest. “No,” she gasped. “No, Sir, please. I’ll be good, I promise.”

Connor paused, greeting her frightened expression with a hard stare. “Oh, you better had, young lady,” he warned her as his attention turned to her right foot. “You’re mine now, Molly Clary, and the sooner you get used to your new arrangement, the easier you will find it.”

​As the second cuff clicked shut, her heart sank. She watched as he untied the rope that had bound her ankles before. Tossing it aside, he played with the length of metal chain now uniting her feet, drawing the length together. Though he’d allowed her a bit more freedom of movement, there was still only about twelve inches remaining between her feet. He was right, he really did have her now. Not only was she drugged and bound, but she was now in chains, literally unable to run from him. Tears pricked in her eyes, but she fought for some freaking composure. She couldn’t let him see what this was doing to her. She wouldn’t let him win.

“Right,” he told her, his voice stern. “That will help to keep you in your place once we begin this new story, but first...” He rose, once again towering over her. “First, we deal with your insubordination, Molly.”

She lifted her head to look at him, and for the first time she really looked. She had caught glimpses of the man before. The fan who met her at the end of the signing, the man who she thought had come to rescue her on the street, but she realized she had never really seen him until this moment. Connor was undeniably handsome. Tall, dark and smoldering with an unusual intensity, he was the kind of guy who’d have caught a girl’s eye, but there was more than that. Much more than that, and it was only now that Molly registered what she’d instinctively already garnered.

Connor was dangerous.

Smart, organized, articulate and charming, Connor was a well-oiled predator, and it was her misfortune to have landed right in his trap.

He lunged for her bound wrists, tugging them north. “Up,” he commanded, unceremoniously.

On shaky legs she obeyed, willing her thighs to carry her weight, and her belly to keep the rising nausea at bay as she stood next to him.

“How have you been asked to address me, Molly?” he asked, his tone clipped as he glared down at her.

She gulped, the look in his eyes threatening to overwhelm her. “Sir,” she replied, though her voice was barely audible. “You asked me to call you Sir.”

Connor nodded. “Correct,” he continued. “And yet twice already you have failed in this endeavour. Is it really such a difficult task for you?”

She blinked at him, the sound of her heart hammering, drowning out everything except Connor’s voice. She wanted to argue. Twice – had it really been twice that she’d forgotten? But the instinct to save herself kept her mouth sealed. Now was not the time for some sarcastic reply. Now was not the time to anger the beast.

“No, Sir,” she mumbled, aware that her face flamed as she gave her answer. “It is not so difficult.”

He pursed his lips. “I’m glad you agree,” he told her. “Now tell me, can you recall what I promised you if you failed me again?”

Molly’s throat dried in an instant. She could very well remember his words, they were burned forever into her psyche. He had threatened to spank her bare ass. 

“Yes, Sir,” she squeaked by means of reply.

Connor jerked on the ropes at her wrists, drawing her forward toward him. The metal at her legs clinked as she stumbled against his hard body, the sound and his sudden proximity drawing a gasp from her mouth as she eyed him. He was now right next to her, tall, imposing, and totally in control. Fighting to catch her breath, she tried to take stock, to see through the cloud of fear in her mind. But as she drew in a deep breath, the only other emotion she was aware of was her own stark arousal at his treatment. She hated the fact, but it was true. Every time he took away her liberty, she got a little hotter, and her pussy got a little wetter. She clenched the muscles between her legs at the idea, ashamed of her own reckless response to his dominance.

“And?” His curt reply shook her from her internal monologue with frightening ease. “What did I tell you would be the consequence if you failed to address me in the correct manner?”

Molly stilled, her breath coming out in short, frantic bursts. “You told me that you would spank me, Sir,” she whispered, her face burning a deeper crimson at the admission.

Connor tightened his grip on her bondage, leaning even closer to her reddening face. “That’s right, little lady,” he replied, coolly. “I did promise you a spanking, and now I get to deliver one.”
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Chapter Ten
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The look on Molly’s face was priceless. She was blushing so deeply that he could practically feel her embarrassment as he leant over her. Connor inhaled, taking a moment to capture that look. Everything she did and said, each and all of her natural reactions were doing nothing to quell his rising arousal, but he knew he needed to get a handle on it. Now was not the time for that. There would be a time, and he knew it was coming soon, but it wasn’t now.

“Time to deliver, Molly,” he said again, ensuring his cool eyes penetrated her for just long enough. Just until she flinched, and he saw her physically try to withdraw from him. Just until he was sure he had all of her attention... Connor released her wrists. “Undo your trousers,” he commanded, the timbre of his voice softer than before.

Her blush deepened as she blinked up at him with wide eyes. He could see the questions in them, the flat refusal to comply, the abject fury, but wisely the protests did not reach her sweet lips.

“Molly...” His tone had taken on a rather taunting quality, and he smiled as she jumped, understanding the meaning reflexively. “Don’t keep me waiting, little girl,” he told her. “Waiting makes me angry, and you won’t like me when I’m angry.”

Her hands reached for the button at her waistband, fiddling with it as best she could in the bondage. He stood watching her expression, and he could see the internal fight. Her natural temperament wanted to punch him in the nuts, but her self-preservation instincts had kicked in, and were overriding everything else. Molly wanted to stay alive, and right now she knew that meant playing his little game. His eyes darted south to find the button now undone, and slowly she edged the zipper downwards.

“Good girl, Molly,” he murmured over her. “Now, hold still and let me help you with those.”

In an instant, his two large hands were at her hips, and roughly he tugged the fabric down, exposing her pert behind to the cool air of the room. He was smiling as he jerked them a little further, so that the material collected at the middle of her shapely thighs. 

“Better,” he breathed from beside her, “but not good enough.”

In one smooth action, he swooped again, collecting the silky material of her panties at the side of her hips and pulling them down her body. Molly gasped as the fabric moved, her face flaming as he left them intentionally pooling with her pants.  He knew the act would humiliate her further. He was counting on it...

Connor reached for her bound wrists once again, noting her shaky intake of breath as he took physical control of her body. There was a lengthy pause when all he could do was hold her in place, taking in the scent of her hair and the look of her creamy, flawless skin. Christ, she was too much, so fucking beautiful. His eyes flitted down the length of her body, over the swell of her breasts and landed on the material bunched up at the top of her legs. The flesh there was pale and stunning, and he wondered how much effort it would take to turn the color into a warmer shade of pink, or maybe red. It was time to find out...

“I’m going to spank you, Molly.” 

There was really no need for the repetition. They both knew why he had yanked her trousers down, and what was going to happen next, and Connor knew it. The truth was that saying it out loud again gave him a thrill which connected directly to his throbbing cock, and frankly, he just couldn’t help himself.

Molly responded with those large, fearful eyes, which were practically brimming with tears as she finally raised her head to meet his insistent gaze.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” she pleaded, her voice faltering as he pulled the ropes at her wrists even tighter.

He smiled. She begged so beautifully that there was really no need to make her practice the art, and yet somehow, he knew that he would. 

“I’m not going to cause you any real harm, Molly,” he replied, aiming to reassure her on this one point at least. “But I am going to punish you for your transgression, and it is going to hurt. There’s no point of a spanking which doesn’t inflict some pain is there?” He chuckled at his own question. “How is that going to help you to correct your behavior?”

She bit her lip in response, shaking her head as though she had no reply for those questions. Connor narrowed his eyes. He knew she was afraid, but that was no excuse for not answering him.

“Molly,” he snapped. “I asked you a question. Two, in fact.”

The sound of his stern tone made her jolt. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I didn’t hear the questions.”

Poor little girl, he thought wryly. She’s so stressed that she’s really not listening. Now, that was going to have to change.

“You must pay attention to me, Molly,” he admonished her. “Whatever else happens, you will listen to my voice and take heed of my words. Do you understand?”

Now she was nodding. Apparently, she’d been paying attention on that occasion. “Yes, Sir,” she answered, breathlessly.

“Good,” Connor replied. “I asked how a spanking which did not hurt was going to help correct your behavior?” He paused, watching as his words rung through her pretty little head.

Her lips parted and her eyes darted to his nervously. “I suppose it won’t, Sir?” she said at length. Her voice came out in a long sigh, and Connor wondered if there was an air of resignation in the sound. Had Molly finally accepted this spanking, or, as was more likely, was she still going to put up a fight?

“That’s right,” he replied, “it won’t.”

As he spoke, his free hand rose slowly to her face. Molly saw its approach in her peripheral vision, her eyes moving to acknowledge it, and as his large fingers came to rest under her chin, he heard a small gasp escape her lips. Handling her with care, he used his thumb and forefinger to prop her chin up, forcing her face toward his gaze.

“Have you ever actually been spanked before, Molly?” he asked her. “Or is everything you pen just complete fiction?”

His voice had an edge to it, and he knew she heard it by the look in her eyes. He sounded almost betrayed by the notion that Molly’s stories could be only works of utter fiction, although, of course, he had known this could be the case.

“I have been spanked,” she told him in a shaky voice. “But only for fun, not as a real punishment, Sir.”

Connor nodded in acknowledgement, ignoring the desperate plea of his erection tucked inside his pants. “Okay,” he told her. “Then there’s a good chance that this is going to come as quite a shock to you, Molly. Are you ready?”

Before she even had time to respond, he spun them both around. Taking a seat on the bed where she had previously been sitting, he sent her bound body crashing down over his lap. Sprawled over him, Molly’s bound arms were now stretched forward over the bedding, and her exposed little behind rested perfectly over his right thigh. Connor’s eyes surveyed the sight of her restrained and helpless body, and he drew in a sharp breath.

Fuck, he thought, fighting to clear the heady fog of arousal which threatened to cloud his judgement. This is it. Time to spank Molly.
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Molly was down over his lap before she could even catch her breath, her ribs splayed over his left leg and her ass hopelessly vulnerable behind her. He was going to spank her. He had made no bones about it, telling her directly what her fate would be, and now it was actually going to happen. She gasped, flexing the fingers of her bound hands as the realization dawned on her. He was going to spank her, and worse, she had no idea which emotion was stronger on the subject, her fear or her arousal.

She was frightened, that was for sure, and she knew that she had good reason to be. This guy was a complete stranger – some sort of uber fan who’d turned stalker and planned this – her capture and containment. She shuddered reflexively as the reality washed over her like freezing water, panting again as she fought to stay in control of her erratic breathing. But being bound this way, and thrown unceremoniously over his lap, there was no doubt it was thrilling, and despite her terror, she could feel the moisture pooling between her thighs. The fact that he’d had the audacity to yank her panties down made the whole thing even more scintillating, but then, she suspected this man had the audacity to do rather a lot more than just that. She pushed that thought away, needing to concentrate on what lay ahead right now. The threat of the spanking had made her seriously hot, but how would she cope with the reality of one?

“You need this spanking, Molly.” The sound of his voice echoed around her, shaking her from her private monologue. “Why is that? Why do you deserve it?”

Molly eyed the pale bedding around her face. What did he expect her to say for God’s sake? That she was sorry for not using his self-appointed title? That was crazy, and yet she knew it was true. That was exactly what he expected.

She drew in a breath, trying to decide how to force the words out.

SMACK!

The weight of his palm crashed down against her exposed bottom, the act catching her off-guard, despite her position. “Ouch!” she shrieked, flailing over his lap as her body adjusted to the pain. “I’m sorry! I didn’t address you correctly, Sir, and I’m sorry!”

She’d barely concluded the admission when he spanked her again, but this time the strike was harder. 

“That’s right, Molly,” his voice boomed from over her head, managing to cut through the sound of the strike which still seemed to be resonating through her head. “You didn’t address me correctly, and you took far too long to respond to my question. An error which will cost you an extra five swats in this punishment.”

Her mind reeled at that. Five more swats? He can’t be serious, surely?

Her silent questions were answered by his hand which landed against her bared behind again before she could fully process his last comments. He spanked her five times in fast succession, each swat landing in almost exactly the same spot as the one before, causing her ass to sting unbearably. Molly flinched at the pain, her head becoming heavier with each strike. This wasn’t the way she’d imagined punishment spankings when she’d written them. In her books, the heroine was always punished with a loving hand, knowing that her pleasure would be imminent if she only endured the penance. But Connor’s hands were not loving, and there were no guarantees of anything for her now. She didn’t even know when she’d be free again, let alone able to enjoy pleasure. A low sob caught in her throat as his hand moved against her punished ass again and again, and she buried her head into the bedding, grateful at least that she didn’t have to see his face during the ordeal.

The spanking continued over Connor’s lap, Molly’s behind now surely on fire as his palm connected with her ass again. Her bottom felt several times larger than it had before, and she wondered if and how she’d be able to sit once he’d finally finished. He spanked her again and this one felt hard, even in spite of all of the previous swats. The next strike was harder still, and she gasped, fighting to resist the urge to try and move from her place.

“Please,” she mumbled in desperation. “I’m sorry, Sir, but please. It hurts so damn much!”

It was a humiliating thing to admit, particularly in light of the position in which she found herself – upturned over a stranger’s lap for a bare-bottomed spanking – but she was past caring about that now. It did hurt, a lot, and she wasn’t sure how much more of it she could take.

“Hush,” came Connor’s reply. “I don’t need your opinion, Molly. You’ll be punished until I am satisfied, and if you can’t keep quiet then I’ll be forced to gag that pretty little mouth of yours again. Got it?”

His voice was as hard and unrelenting as his palm, and she knew in that moment that there was little point in further protest. Connor had all the power, and she really didn’t want to end up gagged during the ordeal as well as bound and humbled.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered into the bedding, uncertain if her voice would even carry to where he sat. “I’ve got it.”

“Good,” he replied, landing another hard smack to her no doubt reddening bottom. “And that’s the last time I want to hear you speak unless I ask you a question.”

She nodded as he spanked her again, his palm landing over and over. As the onslaught went on, she began to lose hope that she could survive this – whatever this was. Not the spanking. However consuming the immediate pain, she sensed she could get through it. She could draw on some sort of reserve within her and survive, but the whole ordeal of being held by this guy. If this spanking was the price for her first ridiculously minor transgression, then what would be next? Would he chain and whip her for not sitting correctly, or not answering correctly? And what would he do if he didn’t like what she wrote for him? Molly shuddered at the prospect as the strikes continued to rain over her. There was no doubt. She had to escape, just as soon as she could get away from him, but that wasn’t likely while she was bound, chained and exposed.

“You look so good like this, Molly,” he purred from over her.

His words stirred her, snapping her from the thoughts of escape, and filling her with fresh anxiety.

“You should see how gorgeous this arse is now it’s reddening under my palm. Fucking beautiful...”

Molly gulped at that, startled by his irritating British lilt, and unsure how she felt about his admission. Of course, she was disgusted. Appalled by the way he was treating her. He had no right to take her, to bind her, or to spank her, and they both knew it. But as the swats continued to land against her, that most curious thing began to happen. Instead of registering the pain of each new strike, something else was transpiring inside her head. Now there was pleasure, too. Her mind acknowledged the motion of his palm, and perhaps even conveyed the impact, but it didn’t really hurt any more. Or maybe it did, she wasn’t sure, but if it did, then she welcomed the pain. She sought it. Yes, that was it. It did hurt, but now she liked it – she wanted it. It was the most bizarre realization.

Now when she pulled at the ropes at her wrists, and felt them cut into her flesh, she didn’t want to run from the sensation, she wanted more of it. She realized she was reveling in the ignominy of being bared to Connor. Yes, it was still humiliating, but now the humiliation was making her wetter than before. Wet, and hot, and ready.

As though he was somehow akin to her thought process, his palm paused, and she felt the foreign fingers as they grazed over her hot flesh. She tensed instinctively, knowing just how close those digits were to her very real arousal. What on earth would Connor think if he noticed? Would he assume that she wanted this treatment somehow, that she was giving some type of consent? The idea filled her with a new horror.

“Do you now understand what happens when you disobey me, Molly?” he asked in little more than a growl. She couldn’t tell if it was anger or lust laced in his tone, and equally she didn’t know how the prospect of either made her feel anymore. “What will happen when you disappoint me?”

Molly pulled in a long breath as best as she could still draped over his thighs. “Yes, Sir,” she mumbled. “I understand.”

“What will happen?” he questioned her. “Tell me.”

“You’ll spank me, Sir.” She exhaled in a rush as the reality hit her as hard as any one of his prior strikes.

The hand at her ass shifted, massaging the hot orbs of flesh roughly in a way it had no right to do so. Molly’s breath caught in her throat again as she struggled to process the myriad of sensation. Just as the ordeal had begun to become pleasurable, it had stopped, and now this? What was this? Did she like the feeling of Connor touching her in this most intimate way; did she welcome it?

“At the very least I’ll spank you,” he corrected her as his left hand moved down her back to join the right palm at her bottom. “But rest assured, I will punish you, and you won’t enjoy the experience. You belong to me now, Miss Clary. You’ll obey me, and you will write for me.”

There was a small whimper in response, a sound which escaped her lips without her permission. Molly hung her head. The shame which clouded her mind was as much a product of the way her body had reacted to his barbaric treatment of her, as it was his words. A thick mist of sensation loomed, threatening to numb her until all she could do was feel for him – feel pain, embarrassment, frustration and anger – but each as a result of Connor Reilly. She screwed her hands into small fists. Whatever transpired, whatever he did, she couldn’t let that happen. She had to continue to exist as more than just his thing.
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Chapter Twelve
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The spanking had gone well, better than he’d dared to hope. Connor had expected her to fight, resist and cry, but in reality, she’d been reasonably stoic, as though the thought of showing him how much he was hurting her made the indignation even worse. He narrowed his eyes at that, pondering the point. Was he disappointed that she hadn’t protested more? Had he hoped for a big show? He didn’t like the fact that she could be holding back, but as he pulled in a deep breath, he reminded himself of the facts – this was day one. There would be plenty of time to break down Molly Clary. What he needed to do was stay focused on the task at hand, oh and enjoy every facet of the experience.

“Get up now,” he commanded her, missing the warmth of her body as she shifted over him and slowly rose to stand.

Her hair hung in dank strands at her face, her eyes a little red and watery. The skin stretched over those high cheekbones was flushed with obvious embarrassment at having to stand in front of him with her clothes pooling at her thighs. The effect was satisfying. He wasn’t as satisfied as he hoped to become in the coming days, but for now, the look of the woman before him was pleasing enough.

“After you’re punished, you will apologise, young lady,” he told her with a deliberately clipped tone.

Molly shifted her weight awkwardly, her face flickering with emotion. Evidently, she was both enraged and embarrassed at the decision. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she whispered, seemingly pushing the words out in one long breath.

Connor eyed her for a moment, allowing his gaze time to run the length of her body and really explore her. It stopped at the collection of fabric caught around her thighs, and he knew he was smirking as his eyes drew up slowly to the neatly shaved little pussy on display. He paused, lifting his left arm and drawing her ropes away so they wouldn’t obscure his view. The sight of her was utterly tantalizing, sending electricity straight to his already excited cock. He loved the look of her, and wondered just how good she was going to taste when he finally got to claim her. Then, just as his gaze was about to continue up to her toned midriff, Connor spotted something else. It wasn’t obvious, and for the longest time he wasn’t sure, but as he shifted his weight forward on the bed he could see it was true. Molly Clary was wet with arousal. The shaved flesh at her seam was glistening with what he could only imagine was desire. His eyes shot to her face, and he noticed how an even deeper blush engulfed her cheeks. So, she knew she was aroused then, and now she also knew that he had found her out...

For the longest moment, their eyes locked. Molly’s were filled with a peculiar mixture of what he assumed was fear, shame and arousal. He didn’t know what she saw in his, but the expression on her face told him it was probably lust.

“Did someone enjoy their punishment, Molly?” His tone was sardonic.

Her face fell, her humiliation seemingly complete – or so she thought.

“Molly?” He probed again, his tone still playful as she eyed him fearfully. “It looks as though that sweet pussy is rather wet, little lady, and I, for one, have not had the pleasure of touching it, so... I can only assume you enjoyed being over my knee. Tell me, is it true?”

She gulped, her face an absolute picture. She wanted to lie, that much was clear. Molly wanted to protest and tell him what a filthy pig he was for doing this, for spanking her, for claiming such foul untruths, yet how could she? Molly’s body betrayed her, and they both knew it.

“A little, Sir,” she admitted at length.

Connor rose before her, his height sending her backwards as far as the ropes at her wrists and the suit trousers at her thighs would allow. “That is unexpectedly good news, Molly,” he told her with a dark chuckle. “We are going to get on well, you and I...” 

He allowed his voice to trail away on purpose, although his stare never left the bound woman before him. “Since you enjoyed your punishment, you may also thank me for delivering it, Molly.”

Her eyes found him again in a heartbeat, the look of indignation etched back into her pretty features. “Th-thank you?” she repeated, as though she hadn’t heard him the first time.

“Yes,” he replied, his tone lowering. “And don’t forget what you were punished for, young lady. I’m not sure that beautiful behind could handle another round right at this moment, however much your pussy might want it.”

Molly balked at that, her cheeks now a deep crimson. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she said at once. “And thank you.”

There was no feeling in the words, but she had said them. It was a start.

“Thank me for what, Molly?” he asked as his dark eyes penetrated her face.

She paused as she considered what he now required of her. “Thank you for spanking me, Sir.”

Connor smiled as his right hand rose to her chin, once more propping it up so she couldn’t avoid his eyes. “You are welcome, Molly,” he told her with a devastating smile. “Now you can conclude your punishment with some corner time, and then – when you’ve had time to think about your error – we can finally begin our story.”

Molly blinked at him as his words began to reverberate through her, the color draining from her cheeks almost as fast as it had risen. “Corner time, Sir?”

His smile grew. “Yes,” he told her. “Shuffle over to that corner and stand there with that beautiful arse on display, and your hands on your head. That’s all you need to do...”

She looked close to tears, her eyes following his hand toward the corner of the room. “But...” she began as she turned back to face him.

“Now, Molly!” he barked, taking her bound wrists in his hands and directing her in the direction of the corner. “Go now, and do not even think about answering me back!”

She flinched at his tone, shrinking visibly at his last comment. Without another word she turned and he watched with smug satisfaction, and an aching groin, as she literally shuffled toward the place he had instructed. Her movement, hampered by the clothing caught at her thighs, made any greater movement impossible, and the chains at her ankles clinked wonderfully as she made her way there. Once in place she lifted her bound hands as ordered, facing the wall on shaky legs.

“Good girl.” He smirked as he watched her. “Now, don’t you move a muscle. I’m going to get your new laptop, but I’ll be back in a few moments.”

“Yes, Sir,” she breathed, her voice hoarse with her embarrassment. 

Connor strode toward the door next to the corner where Molly was standing. As he approached it, he paused, turning once again to look at her trembling body. “Oh, and, Molly,” he said, his voice cooler. “Don’t even think about disobeying me, little lady. I will be watching you whilst I’m gone.”
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Watching? She pulled in a shaky breath as he left the doorway, that irritating smirk still etched into his otherwise handsome features, and all the while his words haunted her. 

I will be watching you...

Molly leaned forward pressing her head against the wall for support as she tried to take stock. How the fuck had this happened? One moment she’d been finishing up from a successful day meeting and greeting her readers, the next she’d been attacked by a group of thugs wanting to do God knows what, and now this. She was captured, caught up in the whims of this Connor, and subject to whatever dark fetishes he may desire. A shudder ran through her body as she considered her plight. Here she was, standing horribly exposed in this God forsaken place, her bottom having just been reddened by this complete stranger, and her hands and feet both bound in denigrating ways.

She was in serious trouble here, and she knew it. Molly’s eyes closed as she recalled how her own body had responded to the spanking. It had betrayed her, making her wetter than she’d been for the longest time, and now Connor had noticed. She wanted to cry, she wanted to scream, yet she did neither. Instead, she absorbed the fresh frustration which whipped around her body, swallowing back the ridiculous humiliation of her current predicament. Her arms were beginning to ache, and she lowered them a little to relieve the pressure. He’d said that he’d be watching, but how can that be true? Connor wasn’t even here, was he?

Slowly, she turned from her place in the corner, her eyes darting around the empty room. He definitely wasn’t here, that was for sure, so how was he watching her? The answer came to her then in a flash, the conclusion hitting her hard. There was only one logical way he could still be watching her, and that was with a camera. The son of a bitch had a camera in here – maybe more than one? Molly’s gaze flew to the corners of the room, looking for clues that her deduction was correct. There were no cameras apparent, and it was difficult to tell without investigating the corners of the ceiling properly. As her eyes scanned the opposite corner, she could just make out a tiny black spot attached to the ceiling. That must be it.

Gasping, she spun back around, conscious that Connor could very well be watching her right now, and that she’d moved from her place facing the wall. He had a fucking camera! Tears welled in her eyes as the reality bit. He could be watching her now, and he could watch her any time he wanted to, jerking off to her every bound struggle. The realization made her nauseated, the power this man had over her now drowning her like a tsunami. Power play was one thing, and, yes, she’d enjoyed it many times in the past with consensual boyfriends, but this was different. This was not consensual and right now it wasn’t fun or pleasurable. It was unsettling. Molly recalled what he had told her while she’d still been flung over his hard lap.

You belong to me now, Miss Clary...

And at this moment she believed him. Not in the romantic sense of course, but in the very literal sense that as things stood, Connor held all of the cards in this dynamic. Already he had taken her and punished her. He had her bound and on display, for what? Nothing more than his sick, perverted enjoyment, she presumed. The guy had even made her apologize for not calling him Sir, and thank him for spanking her. She shook her head as she remembered. She’d actually thanked him, God dammit! The nerve of him! No other man had ever achieved that in her thirty-seven years on the planet. Yet she swallowed as she realized the effect his authoritative show had had on her pussy. He’d aroused her; against all reason he’d managed to make her wet and horny. Molly pressed her thighs together as if to clarify the point, and there was the proof: her folds were hot, slick and wet, and flagrantly exposed for him to see whenever he wanted to. Her head fell forward slightly, her fingers catching in her hair behind her head. What was wrong with her? How could she find anything about this situation even vaguely arousing? Maybe she was as fucked up as Connor...

“Enjoying your corner time, Molly?”

Yet again, the abrupt sound of his voice made her jump, sending her heart racing as she twisted to see him in the doorway. He leaned against the wooden frame casually as he appraised her, one of his dark brows arching at his own question. Under his right arm she noticed a slim looking silver laptop.

“No, Sir,” she replied, her tone defiant for the first time since he’d spanked her.

Connor smiled at the response, pushing himself away from the door frame as he approached her slowly. Something about the advance seemed predatory and the knot of anxiety in her belly twisted as she assessed his cold stare. Perhaps the curt reply hadn’t been so smart after all.

“That’s pleasing to hear,” he sneered as he neared her vulnerable body. 

Molly tensed as he got closer, until she could feel his hot breath against the back of her neck.

“Because this is still part of your punishment, little lady,” he went on. “It’s not supposed to be enjoyable.”

“Yes, Sir,” she gasped in a low whisper, wishing more than anything that he’d just step back and give her some personal space. His proximity was more than uncomfortable, it was foreboding.

“Would you like to tell me why you moved out of your place whilst I was gone?” he asked, practically hissing into her left ear. “I thought you were going to be my good girl?”

Molly shuddered at the question, not just because she knew she was in trouble, but because the act was so disconcerting. Soft words whispered were usually associated with sensual, loving moments, not dark, intimidating ones like this. She pulled in another shaky breath as she replied, “I’m sorry, Sir.” The words spilled from her now, with no real forethought or agenda. “I just wanted to look around the room. I never moved from my corner, I just looked around!”

Her voice was imploring and she hated the way it sounded, admonishing herself internally for such a pitiful display. Where was her wilfulness now? Where was her educated defiance? She knew the sorrowful truth well enough, and was well aware where they were hiding. She was scared, terrified really, of what this man would do to her, and she needed him on her side to survive this. Connor might be strong, but she was smart. She needed him to play nice, and that meant doing his bidding – being his good girl.

“Yes,” he conceded, pressing his body right up against hers so that his trousers grazed her sore ass still on display between them. “That’s true, but you were told not to move. My instructions were clear, weren’t they, Molly?”

She could barely take a breath. He was so close now, his body almost flush with her own. The sound of her heartbeat was so loud inside her chest that she felt sure Connor must be able to hear it from such close proximity. “Yes, Sir,” she replied, hearing the tremble in her voice. “They were clear.”

“So, you disobeyed me intentionally?” he continued, and as he spoke, his hand appeared at her right hip, grazing a line past her suit jacket, up to her waist, and under her blouse.

Fuck, she thought, her body stilling like it was made of marble. Connor’s touch was soft and gentle, and bizarrely it felt pretty good against her skin, but she knew she was in trouble. He was making that much obvious.

“No, Sir,” she answered him, trying to compose herself enough to force a reply. “Not on purpose. I just...” She hesitated, uncertain how best to defend herself. “I just wanted to know...” 

Her voice trailed away. 

What was the point? There was no defense for this situation. Connor could do whatever he liked with her. Why even bother?

“You wanted to know where the camera was,” he said, finishing her sentence for her. 

She jolted at that, not expecting him to be so... logical.

“Yes,” she replied, swallowing hard. “I’m sorry.”

A dark chuckle was his only response, and it vibrated around her body as Connor’s finger continued its path north until it reached the side of her bra. “I want this off,” he told her, softly. “I want you naked from now on.”

Panic rose in her chest like a heart attack, threatening to cut off her breath altogether. It seemed to take forever for her to force a reply, although in reality it was only a few seconds. “But—” she began, wanting to protest in the strongest terms.

“But, nothing,” he snapped, cutting her off completely. “I told you already, you belong to me now. All of you.” As he spoke, Connor’s free hand delved south, brushing over the warmth of her punished behind. “Don’t forget I know just how horny that spanking made you, little one. Whether you like to admit it or not, you love being manhandled this way, Molly, and we both know it.”

Molly gulped, overwrought with her emotions. He was right. The sick bastard was right. She had enjoyed it, but what he proposed now was more than just a spanking. It was too much. She wasn’t his... she wasn’t anybody’s.

“Please,” she begged him, although no more words came to her lips.

The hand at her ass squeezed gently, massaging the firm flesh of her bottom. She panted at the way it ignited the sting of her spanking just as his right hand moved to cup the soft silky fabric cradling her breast.

“These are mine now, Molly,” he repeated, squeezing both her ass and her breast to confirm the point. “Mine to punish and mine to view. You will be naked, so you may as well get used to the idea. Oh, and don’t think I’ve forgotten your most recent transgression either.”

She fidgeted in front of him, all too aware of his fingers at her soft, intimate flesh.

“You will be punished for moving from your corner without my permission,” he concluded as his hands drew away. “But first, you will strip.”
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Chapter Fourteen



[image: ]




Connor drew away from the trembling woman, watching with a satisfied smile as she twisted to see his retreat.

“St-strip?” she mumbled, with large, shocked eyes. “You want me to strip... Sir?”

Molly looked so vulnerable that he wanted to rub his hands together with glee. This was exactly how he wanted her, defenseless and exposed. The fact that the punishment had also made her horny was an unexpected bonus, and one which caused his already engorged cock to swell larger. But that wasn’t his primary objective. First, he had to break little Molly down, and then he wanted her to write for him.

“You heard me,” he retorted with a smirk. “Corner time is over. Put your hands down and get those clothes off.”

She obeyed at once lowering her arms, her fingers trembling at the front of her blouse. 

His cock twitched as he watched her, and he blew out a large breath. “Turn around,” he murmured from behind her. “I want to see you.”

Molly spun to face him with surprising speed, a spark of defiance burning in her eyes once more. The expression stunned him, and for a moment they just stood motionless, staring at one another.

“Keep stripping, little lady,” he commanded, lowering his voice in a deliberate attempt to make her jump.

Molly noted the change, that much was certain, her eyes flickering with a wave of uncertainty as her fingers resumed their work at the top button of her blouse, but there was still a bubble of rebellion in her expression, simmering there below the surface. Connor took a step toward the small woman in the corner of the room. He only moved a couple of inches, but the resonance of that movement was felt keenly. Molly flinched, her digits stumbling around the second button as she lifted her head to see him towering over her again.

“How long does it take to remove that smart little blouse, Molly?” he barked at her. “Do you need me to help you?”

“No, Sir!” she cried, shaking her head. “I can do it. I am doing it.”

He could tell she was forcing the words out, making herself comply, despite her better judgment. Connor couldn’t decide if the thought pleased him or not. He would mold this little lady into an obedient pet, one who would submit to him, write for him, and do whatever she was told, but he loved that little spark of fire in the woman. It would be a shame to lose her heat and fury altogether. Those were what gave her heart, that was part of what had drawn him to her in the first place.

“Good,” he replied wryly. “Then let’s speed it up.”

Molly exhaled loudly, but she did as he asked, releasing the final three buttons as he stood over her. “I can’t pull this off, Sir,” she mumbled in a low voice. “Not with my arms bound this way.”

Connor’s lips stretched into a wide smile. “Of course,” he agreed, closing the distance between them in one giant stride. “Let me help you with those ropes.”

His large hands descended at once, making short work of the bondage which had contained her wrists during the humiliating spanking. “Don’t forget your ankles are still chained, little one,” he growled as he towered beside her. “I don’t think you’d be stupid enough to make a run for it, but if you did, you wouldn’t get too far.”

His brow arched as he pulled the final rope from her flesh, and Molly’s face blanched at the mention of her chains. “I’m not running,” she whispered. “Sir.”

He nodded at the answer, grinning at the way she corrected herself. “That’s right, Molly,” he told her. “You’re not running, but just remember what I’ve told you. If you try to run, I will catch you, and when I do, I will punish you in the most unimaginable ways...” He paused, allowing his words to sink in as she flexed her wrists before him. “And I know you can imagine a hell of a lot, little one,” he concluded with a sneer. “Now get that top off.”

She peered up at his looming frame, eyeing him through her dark lashes. Her gaze brimmed with insubordination, and her fingers shook as she shrugged the smart jacket and silky blouse from her slim shoulders. 

Connor scrutinized her thoroughly, watching the fabric fall away until it pooled on the ground next to them both. His eyes shifted back to her body, eyeing her pert breasts in their pale satin prison. He had imagined this moment so many times in his head, but nothing had prepared him for the reality. Christ, the woman was hot. He already knew what a great little ass she had, and now he could fully appreciate just how gorgeous her other assets were as well.

“Keep going,” he goaded her. “I want you naked, remember?”

Molly blinked up at him, her face resigned. Evidently, she knew that she’d have to do as he told her, but it was also clear that she wasn’t thrilled about the idea. Well, tough shit, Connor brooded. He wasn’t here to babysit little Molly. He was here to dominate her, in any way he wanted.

Slowly, she slipped her toned arms from the small straps of her bra and reached around her back to unclip the hook. There was a moment when she stood there motionless, as though she could barely believe what was happening, and then she released the fabric, allowing the bra to fall away completely. Her tits were beautiful, and damn near perfect. Not too big and not too small, they were full and round, with wonderful nipples which seemed to bead under the weight of his stare.

“Very nice, Molly,” he purred, allowing his voice to vibrate over the topless woman next to him. “I am going to enjoy having you naked around the place!”

Her eyes darted to his face, indignation rising in her expression. “Fuck you!” she hissed. “I am not yours to chain or display...”

She gasped as the words left her lips, her hands rising to cover her mouth as though she wanted to push them back inside. But they were out, and they had both heard them. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she breathed as her fingers fell from her face. “I didn’t mean it, I just...”

Her voice trailed away as she presumably clocked the look on Connor’s face.

“Fuck me?” he repeated, that dark brow arching as he intentionally loomed over her. “Is that what you’d like, Molly? You want to fuck me?”

Connor pressed his body against hers, catching the length of her hair in his right fist so that he could hold her in place. Molly’s eyes widened as the pain and restraint registered in her brain.

“No, I mean...” She blushed beautifully, her face coloring as Connor drew her neck backwards. “I mean, I’m sorry.”

He held Molly in place, exposing her neck and pulling her to her tiptoes. “You will be little one,” he told her in a menacing growl. “I promise that you will be...”

The intensity in his eyes made her flinch, and acting on some type of instinct, she tried to pull away, but his fist held her hair firm. “When I release you, you will strip out of the rest of those clothes and kneel before me. Have you got it, Molly? Do you understand my instructions?”

She nodded as best as she could, her eyes filling with water. “I understand, Sir,” she replied, but her voice was barely audible over the sound of his racing heartbeat.

He glowered at her, before releasing his grip on the length of her hair. “Impress me with your obedience then,” he ordered her wryly, taking a small stride backwards and folding his strong arms across his chest.

Molly pulled in a shaky breath, and for half a moment she just stood there before him. He watched as her nipples beaded into tight buds. Was she aroused? Did his show of strength actually turn her on? The thought was utterly tantalizing.

Slowly, she began to move, lowering herself to the ground as she removed the small socks at her feet. He’d taken her expensive looking shoes from her while she’d been unconscious. The heels on those things were so long, they looked fierce, and he hadn’t wanted to leave her any obvious weapons which she could use against him. Molly rose on shaky legs. She offered him one final frightened glance, before easing the suit pants down the rest of her legs until they pooled at her ankles, held in place by the metal cuffs fastened there. Her small lacy panties landed on top of them as she paused, seemingly summating her position. Finally, she stood before him, gloriously naked apart from the clothes caught at her feet.

“I can’t remove these, Sir,” she explained in a small voice, gesturing to the jumble of clothes at her ankles.

Connor’s eyes narrowed as he assessed her. Dammit, she was right. The chains were stopping the wad of fabric from sliding off her body. He pulled the ropes through his hands as he considered the conundrum. He’d have to remove those chains to get her completely bare, and bare, he decided, she definitely had to be. “Turn around,” he ordered her.

She blinked at him, pulling her lower lip between her teeth, but she did at least comply. Shuffling awkwardly around the clothing caught at her ankles, she twisted right, spinning until she faced the corner again.

“Hands behind your back.” He gave the next order in a deliberately low tone, watching her body shudder as the words registered.

“Please, no!” she whimpered, her face turning to meet his eye. “Sir, no!” 

The scowl which met her made her visibly wince.

“I told you to turn around.” Connor spoke slowly, keeping his tone soft and menacing. She obeyed at once, trembling as she forced her hands into the small of her back.

Connor grabbed them with his left hand, allowing the rope to drop to the floor as he dragged her wrists up her back in a split second. Molly yelped, but he held her tightly as he brought his right palm down hard against her nude bottom. The sound of the smack echoed around the room.

“Enough!” he barked at her. “You will do as you’re told, and I will have silence, or you will be gagged. Consider this your final warning, Molly.”

She mewled like a small animal, and the sound made his cock ache, but there were no protests. Her head fell forward after that, her will beaten – for the time being at least. He took a moment to compose himself after his outburst, closing the space between them again as he continued to hold her wrists behind her back. Molly was quiet, and seemed reasonably compliant, so he took the opportunity to enjoy this moment. Inhaling the scent of her hair, Connor bit back his smile. Molly Clary was here in his place, virtually naked and quivering at his touch. He must be fucking dreaming!

He bent slowly, ensuring her wrists were still contained as he reached for the rope which had landed on her trousers. Connor’s face passed her reddened backside, and this time he couldn’t suppress the grin which spread over his expression. He straightened up, passing the rope over her wrists, before he secured them behind her back again. She let out a low groan as the ropes pressed back into her delicate wrists.

“Sit on the bed.” 

He watched her responses carefully as the command resonated around her. Molly may be bound, but she’d already proven that binds did not guarantee obedience.  He would have to keep a close eye on her. She ogled him in return, her gaze nervous, but she said nothing as she shuffled back toward the bed. As her slim calves met the bedding, she lowered her bottom tentatively to the covers.

Connor was smiling as he approached her again. He lowered himself into a crouch at her feet but made sure he was well on top of her so that she couldn’t give him a swift kick in the process. Reaching into the small pocket at his hip he withdrew the tiny key which fitted her ankle cuffs. She stared at the thing wildly. It was probably the first time she’d even realized the metal at her feet needed a key to be unlocked. Connor moved fast. He unlocked her right ankle, ordering her to lift her leg so he could remove the clothing which pooled there. Once that leg was nude he refastened the metal cuff, admiring the length of her shins as he glanced up at her.

Molly’s face was expressionless. She looked shocked, as though she simply could not believe this was happening to her. Good. The shock would buy him a few moments to get her naked and re-chained. Only then would he have her exactly how he wanted her. Connor shifted, turning his attention to her left leg. In just a few moments, this ankle was also free of clothing, and the metal cuff had been replaced around her flesh. All the while, she remained motionless, her breathing fast and ragged.

“Good girl, Molly,” he told her. “Now, what else did I ask you do?”

Her gaze flitted to his face. “Kneel, Sir,” she replied. Her voice was croaky, and Connor wondered if she was thirsty again.

He rose from his crouch, taking a step backwards to allow her room. “Do it then,” he commanded. “Let’s see you kneel.”
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Chapter Fifteen



[image: ]




Her brain felt numb. There were sensations waiting to be acknowledged. She felt the sting in her ass and the burn in her cheeks, but more than that, she was absolutely aware of the humiliation of this moment. She was actually naked and chained in front of this guy – this sick stranger who had drugged and taken her against her will. Now he was demanding her to lower herself by kneeling at his feet. Molly shuddered reflexively. What the fuck was she going to do?

She raised her head to look at him. Connor’s expression was dark and expectant, and the look of him made her belly knot in trepidation. She was going to have to do it. She’d have to kneel and do whatever he wanted, but God only knew what would happen next.

“Why are you making me wait, Molly?” he asked her in an impatient, curt tone. “Do you feel like you need yet more punishment?”

She shook her head fiercely, shifting from the soft covers to the threadbare carpet before she even answered. “N-no, Sir.” 

“I want you here,” he ordered, pointing to the floor in front of his feet.

Molly drew in a shaky breath and shuffled over on her knees. She felt absurdly vulnerable like this. She was naked, and with her hands tied behind her back she was exposed. The journey was slow and excruciating, and she could feel the weight of his stare on her as she moved. Although she couldn’t meet his eye, she was aware of the grin spreading across his face as she dragged herself forward. She felt his gaze devour her breasts each time they bobbed at the motion of her awkward movement. By the time she’d made the short distance to where Connor waited, her pride was hurting a lot more than her knees.

His hand rose to her face at once, and instinctively she squeezed her eyes shut. She felt the warmth of his palm at her neck, trembling as the hand shifted to her chin.

“Open your eyes,” he instructed.

Molly obeyed reluctantly. She could see the lower arm which held her chin in place and beyond it the dark pants of her captor. She pushed her mind away from the thought of what may be waiting in there for her.

“I want you to listen to me now, Molly, but I do not want you to speak unless I tell you to do so. Do you understand?” 

His voice vibrated over her head and she nodded slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

“I know this is new to you. I know you didn’t expect any of this, and you probably think you don’t want it either, but your opinion is not relevant.” Connor paused, and she could sense him eyeing her severely, but still she didn’t meet his eye. “All that said, let me be clear. I will not tolerate your disobedience or your disrespect, and that outburst from you just now will absolutely not be accepted.”

She gulped at his words, trepidation knotting in her belly.

“However frightened you are, you will never again speak to me that way. Do you understand?” Connor’s voice was unrelenting.

She shook as she answered him. She hated it, but it was true. Her body trembled in an involuntary show of her terror as she knelt before him. “Yes, Sir,” she replied breathlessly. “I’m sorry for the way I spoke to you.” 

She wasn’t sorry. She wasn’t even vaguely sorry, but he didn’t have to know that right now. Molly knew she would have to do better at controlling her emotional responses if she was going to survive this ordeal.

Connor’s gaze bore down at her. “I’m not sure that I believe you,” he told her. “I’m going to need a show of obedience from you, Molly, to help me to believe.” He paused, and the weight of his stare penetrated her face as his hand fell away. 

She flushed beneath it, panting at how utterly helpless she was at this moment. This was exactly the sort of scene she’d penned in the past; a young heroine bound and powerless on her knees before her brooding captor. In those tales the scenario had always turned her on, and she imagined herself squirming in her seat as her fingers hit the black keys of her laptop. She had been aroused by the spanking, too. She hadn’t wanted to be, but she knew she had been. But this wasn’t fiction. She wasn’t young, well not that young at any rate, and Connor wasn’t brooding. He was freaking dangerous, a complete stranger who seemed to have studied just about every detail of Molly in excruciating detail. Had long had he been watching her, waiting for the opportunity to pounce? She swallowed again, wondering if she would ever get away from this lunatic.

“Are you going to do as you’re told, Molly?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered. “I’ll try.”

She didn’t know if this was a lie or not. She didn’t want to please him, but she needed to stay alive.

“That’s good to hear,” he replied, although his tone remained skeptical. “I want to believe you, Molly...” There was a hesitation, and Connor’s hand rose to her hot face once more. Molly trembled as he cleared the limp strands of hair from her face. “I want this thing between us to work.” 

She gasped, only a small sound, but in the heavy silence of the room, it was more than obvious. This thing, is that what he’d said? What thing did he think was going on here?

“But first there’s the matter of your punishment.”

That made her glance up to meet his eye. She found his expression looming over her, a torrid mixture of lust and glee.

“P-punishment... Sir?” she stammered as the shock of his words radiated through her. Hadn’t he just punished her with the spanking?

“Oh yes,” Connor assured her, allowing his hand to fall from her face to her left breast. Molly watched in silent horror as her nipple beaded under his touch like an obedient little pet which had been trained to respond. A dark salacious smile spread over his face as he acknowledged her own body’s betrayal. “You must be punished for the way you spoke to me, Molly. I need to reinforce the lesson.”

Something about that expression made her want to run, made her want to hide, but in reality, she knew she could do neither. For the time being at least she really was his, bound and vulnerable at his feet.

“Please,” she breathed. “Please don’t.”

She hadn’t intended to beg, but the words were out before she could stop them. If she thought she’d been scared before, then she’d been wrong. This was fear. The knot of crippling tension in her stomach which made her want to double over in agony, that was terror, and with its arrival she found it impossible to be proud anymore. She was simply too terrified.

The hand at her breast shifted, initially cupping her flesh before pinching her bud cruelly. Molly yelped at the pain, her eyes darting to Connor’s face for a response to her plea.

He glowered down at her. “I do like to hear you beg, Molly, but that’s enough. You’re mine, and I will punish you any way I see fit.”
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Connor took in the image of the trembling woman on her knees in front of him. He wanted to capture the look of her, and hold it in his memory for all time. She was clearly petrified of what he would do next, and she had good reason to be. Even he hadn’t decided what fate awaited her.

And then – just like that – the idea came to him. He smiled menacingly as the plan began to formulate in his mind. He was one dark, twisted fuck.

“Since you were unable to control that pretty little mouth of yours,” he started, “I’m going to make it my mission to do so.”

He watched Molly’s responses carefully, noticing the flickering fear in her wide eyes as his words registered. Her lips parted and Connor knew what she wanted to ask. She was going to inquire about how he intended to control her mouth, but wisely she thought better of it. Don’t fret, he thought, grinning to himself. You’ll find out soon enough.

Connor stepped around the bound woman before him, striding back toward the bed. Once he reached it, he grabbed the edge of the duvet and pulled it forcefully from its place over the bed. The fabric came away with ease, and he turned to see Molly’s concerned expression as she watched him carry it into the middle of the room.

“Eyes ahead,” he commanded her. She didn’t need to know what he had in mind until her fate was sealed. Molly lowered her eyes, her expression sullen as though she wanted to protest, but slowly she twisted her head back toward the doorway.

Satisfied for the time being, Connor laid the single duvet out in the space beside Molly. The cover was old and faded, but it was perfect for what he needed today. He had the impression Molly wasn’t going to complain about the soft furnishings. In fact, he’d make damn sure that she couldn’t.

“Okay, little lady,” he called out to her. “Shuffle that pretty little body over here onto the cover.”

She shifted her weight as her glance fell over the duvet to her right. Her questioning eyes met his face.

“Now, Molly,” he instructed in a brusquer tone.

She let out a long sigh before her knees began to move, and inch by inch she twisted and edged her way over to the waiting duvet. Watching her trying to move in his ropes and chains nearly took Connor’s breath away. She could only manage small movements without the use of her hands, and the strain on her knees was written all over her pained expression. 

Poor little Molly, he thought gleefully. If she thinks crawling for me is tough going, she’s going to love what’s coming next.

It took some minutes for her to make it to the centre of the duvet. Molly struggled on to the boundary of the cover, her knees fighting its corners as she edged herself on. By the time she had completed the journey, Connor was almost proud of her effort. Almost.

He took a step toward her. “Much as I love these breasts,” he began, stooping to cup one and then both of them. “I’m going to lay you on your stomach for now.”

Molly turned her head to meet his eye, and once again he thought she was about to speak. Those lush lips parted and she exhaled, but no words came out. 

Clever girl, he thought, offering her what he hoped was a reassuring smile.

“Are you ready, Molly?” he asked, shifting his position to her rear. It pained him to leave her gorgeous tits, but they would have to wait. Right now, he had a lesson to teach. Gripping the back of her upper arms he pushed her body forward. Molly yelped as her bodyweight shifted, and in a flash, she landed on her belly. It was only Connor holding some of her weight which prevented her smacking her face against the covers, and her body shuddered as she settled onto the duvet. 

“Now let’s get this pretty hair out of the way,” he mused aloud as he dug in his pocket for the small cloth-covered elastic band he’d put there especially for a moment like his. 

Connor extracted it as he looked down over the bound and naked form of Molly before him. He shifted his body lower, squatting over her as he pulled her dark locks back into a scruffy ponytail in his hands. She mewled beneath him, squirming against her ropes as she twisted her head, trying to shake him off.

“Settle down,” he warned her, intentionally lowering his tone.

She stilled at once, pulling in a shaky breath as he wrapped the band around the length of hair in his fist. With the ponytail complete he rose again, towering over her vulnerable figure as he assessed his handiwork. Well, it wasn’t perfect, but it would have to do for now. Plus, he mused, he’d have plenty of time to work on his hairstyling techniques now that he had Molly for company.

“Now, that’s better,” he said playfully as he stepped over her thigh and came to stand by her head again.

She raised her eyes to try and see him, but from her position on the floor, it was virtually impossible. Connor smiled to himself, suppressing the waves of carnality seeing her there produced in him. He turned, his attention falling over the wooden dresser which waited at the wall behind him. Connor pulled out the second drawer slowly, his eyes devouring the look of all the wonderful toys and contraptions laid out before him. He’d been collecting items for Molly for months now, his old network of friends had been extremely useful in that regard. Connor was enormously proud as he surveyed the vast array of options available to him. Each drawer of the tall piece contained a different type of implement, but the one he selected now was home to his selection of gags.

“Time for your first lesson in mouth control,” he told her as his right hand dipped inside the drawer and made its choice.

As he spun back to face Molly, he held out his chosen option, dangling the black leather in front of her. He watched excitedly as her eyes widened with recognition.

“No!” she gasped as he crouched down in front of her face. “I’ll be quiet from now on,” she promised. “I swear it.”

Connor’s cock swelled with enthusiasm. Christ, how he loved hearing the desperation in her voice. Was it possible that this was going to be even more fun than he’d imagined?

“I can tell you one thing, Molly,” he cooed from over her head. “You will definitely be quiet now, for as long as I decide you should be, and this”—he dangled the gag just in front of her nose — “is going to remind you of what happens to you when you disobey or disappoint me.”

He saw her gulp as the black plastic approached. “Open wide now,” he called out, his tone taking on a sing-song quality. “It’s time to take what’s coming to you.”
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Chapter Seventeen
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Molly was close to tears as she peered at the gag he held in front of her. She hated gags. Well, actually that wasn’t true. What was nearer the truth was that she loved to hate them. There had always been a dark, depraved part of her that yearned to wear them – to be forced to wear them – just like this, but she’d kept that desire well buried. It surfaced sometimes in her books, her characters afflicted with the very worst of her taboo longings, but she never talked about them in real life. And she certainly never let anyone actually gag her.

But now here she was. Bound and naked, and Christ knows where, and this deranged lunatic was going to gag her. He was going to use one without her consent, and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it. She eyed the black plastic as he dangled it over her face. It looked normal in most respects, if the word can be used to describe a device whose sole purpose was to forcibly silence a human being. The straps were black, and one end had a buckle which would seal it closed behind her head. Her gaze fell over the middle – the part which Connor intended to force into her mouth. Rather than a ball, or even a hole, there was a long black piece of plastic attached, which looked suspiciously like a dildo. Her mind reeled at the sight of it, her years of kinky research already telling her how this awful contraption worked. The plastic was to go into her mouth – down her throat – and it would stay there while the gag was attached. Forcing her mouth to be not only silent, but full.

“Open wide now,” he called out, his tone equally annoying and patronizing. “It’s time to take what’s coming to you.”

She watched fearfully as he shifted to his knees beyond her face. “Please,” she panted again, barely able to pull the air in and out as cold panic took hold of her.

Unimpressed with her effort so far, Connor lurched forward, grabbing her ponytail with one fist and yanking her head back hard. “I told you to open.”

Pain ricocheted through her at the sudden hurt, tears springing to her eyes as her face and chest were lifted from the duvet.

“But, I...” she began, but her words were cut short as the plastic descended. 

Her words had given him the opportunity he was looking for, and he shoved the length of plastic rather unceremoniously into her open cavity as she started her defense. Molly squealed, writhing like a serpent as he pushed the intruder deeper into her mouth. Before she could comprehend the full enormity of her plight, the gag was already in place. Connor moved with lightning reflexes, the hand at her hair vanishing to capture the dangling strap, while his free hand darted from her mouth to grab the other side of the gag. He pulled them tight at once, preventing her from pushing the gag out of her mouth, and before she knew what had happened, she felt him securing the buckle at the back of her head.

She shook her head, furious at her predicament. Now she wasn’t only naked and bound, but she was gagged, and in the most humiliating way. The plastic invaded her whole orifice, pushing her tongue flat and forcing her mouth wide, all at the same time. And worst still, there was nothing she could do to stop or prevent it. She was utterly powerless, a fact that made her pussy throb despite her horrid situation.

Her mind boggled. How could she find this exciting? How can any of this be arousing? Any yet, despite her anxiety, she knew she did, and if Connor chose to, he could ascertain as much for himself.

“Look at you,” he purred as he stood over her writhing form. “You’re fucking glorious, Molly, and finally I can keep that mouth of yours under control for a while.”

She moaned around the plastic invasion, angry and disgusted at her treatment. Hot tears burned in her eyes as she imagined how she looked from his perspective. She was completely caught in his web now, and fuck only knew how she could ever get out of it, but somehow, she had to.

Connor laughed darkly in response to the guttural sounds emulating from her. He stood there motionless for a long moment, just watching her frustrated struggles. Molly was aware of him in her peripheral vision, and she knew he was watching her. She couldn’t see his face, but she envisioned that smug smile plastered all over it, and somehow, she knew he was enjoying the sight of her powerlessness. This is what he wanted. This is what got him off. In fact, her show was probably making him hard even as she fought against the ropes.

Fuck.

The realization made her still for the first time since Connor had forced the gag into her mouth, and a low sob caught at the back of her throat.

“Stopped fighting already, have you?” 

The sound of his voice interrupted her internal wretchedness, and she tilted her head toward it. Connor’s intonation suggested he was surprised at the observation, if not disappointed. She lowered her face into the soft cover before her. It was the first time she’d relaxed her neck since the irritating plastic conquered her mouth. She had no intention of trying to respond to his query, and at any rate, she knew she couldn’t. She dreaded to think how humiliating her voice would sound with this awful gag in place, and there was no way she was going to give him the satisfaction of finding out.

“Fine,” he said, and this time she definitely heard his displeasure. “Then you can stay there for a while and think about controlling your tongue, because as this lesson will teach you, if you don’t control it, then I will...” 

There was a pause, and then the sound of his heavy footsteps moving in the direction of the door. Molly turned her head toward the exit, able to see him approach the doorway.

“Don’t forget I’ll be watching,” he told her without looking back.

She stared as he walked out of view, leaving her miserable and alone.
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Chapter Eighteen
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Time. There never used to be enough of it. She had always been late, running from one appointment to the next, aware of each new deadline as it loomed over her. As Molly lay there, she remembered those deadlines. She remembered Hannah, and the long ‘to-do’ list they had for the next month. They were all still out there. Her next two books were due back to the publisher within weeks, and as the ropes dug into her wrists, she realized for the first time, she wasn’t going to meet those targets anymore. Not unless something changed. Not unless she could get out of here.

Time here, in this small room, was quite the opposite of time in the real world. Here time was protracted. Seconds could fill whole hours and minutes felt like days. That’s how it was as she lay stomach down on the old duvet, her wrists bound tightly behind her back and her mouth stuffed with the revolting gag.

Which makes you really wet.

She ignored the small taunting voice in her head which goaded her with its half-truths. Yes, she realized miserably, she may be wet, but that was irrelevant. This was not some pretty fairy tale. This was real life, and Molly had been taken, drugged and stripped. God only knew what else this Connor wanted to do to her, but the thought made her insides clench for all the wrong reasons.

What is it he had told her? He wanted her to write for him. Molly snorted, shaking her head at the idea. Write for him? She had about ten manuscripts at home which required her attention right now, and this crazy guy wanted her to write for him?

She lifted her neck again, peering around the room as best she could. She tried not to think about the bedding she was lying on or how dirty it looked. She tried not to think about the slight wheeze in her chest, or how long her lungs would hold up without her asthma drugs. She tried not to think about how ridiculous she must look as she squirmed. Or how the sick fuck was probably watching her right now through the camera in the corner right above her head, jerking off as she struggled. Instead she applied her focus to something more productive. Getting up from this absurd position. She may not be able to remove the gag with her hands bound, but her feet were still broadly free. If she rolled herself onto her back, then it was just possible she could at least sit up. Her abs were reasonably strong from years of pilates, and she reasoned it must be worth a shot. Sitting would be significantly less humiliating then rolling around the floor like some sort of stuffed pig at a medieval banquet.

Molly didn’t waste any more time thinking about it. Instead, she acted. It felt good to actually move after goodness knew how long lying on the floor, and with one concerted effort she rolled herself left. She landed on her back against the thin carpet, but her bound wrists made the transition much harder than she’d imagined. As she moved, the chains at her ankles rattled. The sound reverberated deeply within her, reminding Molly that she was a prisoner here. She closed her eyes at the indignation of the whole thing, willing herself the strength to keep going. Panting against the large plastic in her mouth was all the more overwhelming now that she was on her back. Get up, she told herself. Get. Up! Engaging her toned stomach muscles, she did just that, rising slowly until she was sat upright at the far end of the duvet.

Relief coursed through her, and she wriggled her fingers behind her back. Even a few moments like that – with her whole bodyweight pressed into her bound wrists – had sent the sensation fleeing from her digits, and it was good to get some of the feeling back in them. She wanted to whoop at the small victory, but the gag made that practically impossible. Instead, Molly edged herself backwards, inch by inch, until her back rested against the side of the bed. Her chest heaved at the effort, and at how uncomfortable she still was, bound and naked in this strange place. Instinctively she glanced down at her naked breasts, watching the rise and fall of her chest. As she did, she felt drool collecting at the front of her gag. Molly jerked her head back up immediately, but it was already too late. Unable to swallow, she felt the saliva as it slipped from her open mouth, beginning its descent down her chin.

She sobbed unhappily, imagining just how she looked. She was a writer for fuck’s sake, it was her job to imagine every excruciating detail, and she didn’t need a mirror to see herself. Molly knew all too well just how humiliating this scene was. She rolled her right side against the edge of the mattress, eyeing the camera in the far corner. Was Connor watching her now? Had he seen her agonizing progress from the floor to the bed? The knot of tension tightened cruelly as she considered for the first time just what he might think. Would he be angry that she moved without his permission? Would he punish her even more? She glanced down her nudity miserably. She was already gagged, bound and naked, and had been soundly spanked. What more could he do to her? 

The sound of footsteps outside drew her attention, and her heart began to race out of control. Eyeing the room around her she considered her options. Maybe she could make it to her feet, but even then, where could she go? In her panic, another pool of saliva made its way south, hitting her chest, and already she knew it was too late. She could hear his heavy footfall as it approached, and she knew what they meant. All too soon, she would have the answer to her questions. She would know what he thought about her little escapades, and exactly what he intended to do about them.
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Chapter Nineteen
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Connor entered the room, his towering presence in the doorway casting a long shadow which hung over the trembling woman. Of course, she was trying not to tremble, he could see that. Her face was impassive, her eyes ready to meet him, but beneath the steely exterior, he could see the tension in her body, the rapid intakes of breath and the flicker of fear beneath those long lashes.

“What’s been happening here, Molly?” His tone low and foreboding.

Naturally he already knew the answer to his own question, since he’d been watching her antics with interest from his laptop in the kitchen. The question was rhetorical in many ways, and yet he did expect an answer. Locking eyes with Molly for a long moment he smiled. She was still nicely gagged, and as such, quite unable to respond regardless. His answer would have to wait.

She gulped in front of him, her eyes darting around his face as she presumably tried to decide how much danger she was in. Connor shifted from his place in the doorway, approaching Molly slowly.

“Naughty little Molly,” he cooed from over her head. “You can’t even behave yourself when you’re being punished, can you?” By now he was towering over her body and acting on some type of reflex, Molly drew her knees up in front of her body.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice less playful than it had been a moment ago.

Duly she obeyed, her widening eyes telling him that she was more than aware of the imminent threat. He held her gaze as he slowly lowered himself into a crouch by her right side. As his large hand neared her face, Molly recoiled, but still his palm continued its path, until it landed gently at her cheek.

“You are so perfect like this,” he whispered to her, as though he was her tender lover instead of her captor. His fingers traced a line around the outside of the gag, his gaze burning into her face as he began the circle for the second time. “After all, Molly, you don’t need your mouth to write for me. I can keep you gagged a lot if it pleases me...”

The evidence of her panic was clear as Connor’s voice trailed away, and her expression made him hard again. She shook her head from side to side, forcing his fingers from her open lips as she moaned around the plastic.

Oh, fuck. That noise. The sound she made through the gag was almost enough to make him come on the spot. Connor drew in a deep breath before he responded in his usual wry tone. “You like the sound of that?”

Molly shook her head again, even fiercer this time, and he saw the tears burning in her eyes. 

“How do you like your gag?” he continued, ignoring her pleas. “I chose it for you especially, Molly.” He paused, eyeing the black plastic which was held tight in her mouth. “Restrained was actually the inspiration for this purchase, so in a way, you chose the gag.” 

He laughed at the trepidation in her eyes. Evidently, she had not been expecting one of her own bestsellers to be the muse for this moment. “I remembered how much Claire enjoyed the gag in that book,” he went on, “and also how it helped her gag reflex to have the dildo in her mouth all the time.” 

Connor paused, throwing her a salacious wink and from beside him the woman began to pant. He surveyed her for a moment, before the hand at her chin fell to her exposed tits. They pebbled immediately at his touch, and with her wrists still bound and out of the way, there was literally nothing she could do to prevent him from exploring her wonderful curves.

“I was going to release the gag so that you could begin our story,” he told her. “But in light of your recent actions, I think not.”

He recalled the look of Molly as she’d struggled against the bondage. When she’d forced her body onto her back, revealing her pert breasts, he’d completely lost it. As he fisted his cock to satisfaction, it had been the image of those tits that he’d imagined coming over. They were perfect. He pinched the nipple in his hand as if to prove the point, the stimulus eliciting a groan from little Molly as she shook her head again. Apparently, she wanted the gag out.

“What’s that, Molly?” he asked her, playing with her tightening bud a little more – just because he could. “You want to keep the gag in whilst you work?”

Molly shook her head harder, crying openly now. “Noooo,” she tried to call, but the sound was hopelessly muffled around the plastic dominating her mouth.

“I agree wholeheartedly,” he said, smiling at her wretched response. “Naughty girls who cannot stay where they are put can enjoy their penance a while longer.”

With those words he rose, leaving her sobbing as he crossed the duvet to his favorite dresser. This time he opened the third drawer down, eyeing the extensive collection of restraints purposefully. Selecting another set of long chains, which matched the ones at Molly’s feet, he turned and wandered back to her.

“Eyes on me now.” His tone was suddenly curt, and it seemed to catch her by surprise. Her tearful gaze fell over him, her eyes catching sight of the new chains in his right hand. “It’s time for you to do some work now,” he told her in no uncertain terms. “I was going to let you work from your lap, but since I apparently cannot trust you, I have had to rethink.” He paused, watching as her chest rose and fell frantically at his words. “Instead I am going to offer you a chair, but since you’re so keen to move, I’ll be keeping you chained. And the gag stays in...” Connor took a stride in her direction, dropping once again so that he was eye to eye with his captive. “Do you understand?”

Molly’s eyes were full with tears as she began to nod. He watched as the tear drops fell, meeting the pool of saliva now collecting at her chin. She looked amazing, and he hoped the cameras would be getting a decent shot of all the action. Just in case, he slid his mobile phone from his trouser pocket, activating the camera with one swipe and holding it out in front of her. She watched, wide-eyed as he took a sequence of images, starting at her gagged face, and lowering down the length of her naked body to the chains at her feet.

Damn it, she was so hot like this. Too fucking hot.
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Chapter Twenty
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Molly sobbed as he set about organizing the room. Her head throbbed in pain as he rushed from one place to the next, panic gripping her chest as he produced what looked like a dining room chair. There was nothing particularly disconcerting about the seat, but she hated what it represented; that was her next source of indignation – her next prison.

Connor arrived then with a small table. It seemed like it belonged to a nest, but it was just big enough for the laptop he’d brought earlier to rest upon. He turned to her, seemingly satisfied with his arrangements for the time being.

“On your feet,” he ordered.

Trying to ignore the pounding in her head, she shifted her legs beneath her and steadied herself against the mattress as she found her feet. Standing it seemed, was not such an easy pursuit without the use of your hands, and she felt shaky and uncertain as she finally stood before him.

Connor eyed her suspiciously. Evidently what little trust he had in his captive had waned considerably after her recent performances. Slowly he approached, rounding her left side and spinning her body toward the waiting table and chair.

“I’m going to untie these ropes now,” he told her in a low tone. “Don’t worry, little Molly, there’ll already be new chains in place before the ropes disappear, but you will have more freedom.”

She pulled in another breath as a new barrage of drool cascaded down her chest. Shuddering with mortification, she listened hard, hearing the sounds of the chains she’d seen him with earlier, and then acknowledging a cold metal cuff as it slid around her right wrist. There was a hard tug against both arms. Hard enough to jerk her body backwards a little, and she gasped as best she could around the horrid plastic intruder still lodged between her lips. 

“Now the ropes can come off,” he announced dryly, “but just you remember what happens to little girls who piss me off.”

She squeezed her eyes shut at his warning, holding her breath as the tight binds at her wrists finally fell away. The relief in her arms was immediate, and as her left wrist fell to her side, Connor slid the metal cuff over it, locking it into place. Even though she was still in bondage, she felt an unlikely gratitude for the chains, and the movement they permitted.

“Sit now,” he told her, and his arm appeared at her shoulder, insisting upon her obedience as it guided her to the hard, wooden seat. 

Molly sat down gingerly. As she assessed her place in the room, the table appeared in front of her. Connor tucked it neatly into position, switching on the laptop. Blinking around her Molly realized something. The table may be small, but it fitted over her legs perfectly, and the chair, while clearly unrelated to the table in anyway, was just narrow enough to slot within its confines. It was obvious her captor had been planning all of this for a very long time. Every last detail had been thought-through, every moment of her captivity was of his choosing. The realization made a new low panic reverberate through her. It began in the pit of her belly and resonated outwards until she acknowledged the sensation in the tips of her fingertips. Her abduction wasn’t bad luck. Connor was no opportunistic kidnapper. He was a calculated one, and a man who’d spent God knows how long planning this crime. 

“Let’s get you set up.”

His low tone vibrated over her right shoulder, and in a flash, two strong arms appeared on either side of her body as Connor leaned over her. He logged on quickly, producing a new word processing document for her in a matter of seconds. “There you are,” he crooned, tilting his head to gaze down at Molly. 

She could see him clearly in her peripheral vision, although she didn’t turn to meet his gaze. She had no desire to do so.

“Lift your hands, Molly,” he ordered softly. “You should be able to use the keyboard with no issues.”

She obeyed miserably, already knowing that she’d find he was right. She imagined him sitting in this chair before her, experimenting with lengths of chain as he ascertained exactly how to contain her. Predictably she found he was correct. Her wrists were exactly the right distance apart and she was able to type freely.

“Now write.”

He pronounced the command like an edict, and for the first time she twisted her head to glance up at him.

What should I freaking well write? She thought as she glared at his strangely handsome face. 

Connor smiled at her expression, as though he had always expected it. “Isn’t it obvious?” he answered her, although she had not asked any question out loud. “You write our story. Write the story of our time together, how we met, how I took you, and everything that has happened to you since. You can conclude at this moment – the moment where you first begin to write.”

His tone was triumphant as he concluded and Molly’s face fell back to the blank screen causing another pool of spit to fall.

“Oh, and Molly,” he added. 

His tone made her heart pound even faster and she tilted her head slightly to acknowledge him.

“Don’t even think about not writing what I’ve asked for. This is your role – this is why you’re here – and I have a special punishment in mind for naughty girls who don’t do their job properly.”

She gawked at him, trying to process his words. A special punishment. Something worse than this?

“Now, write,” he prompted her again. “You have one hour, and then I’ll be reading the start of our masterpiece.”
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Chapter Twenty-One
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He watched her work in silence, taking in everything about the spectacle. Connor had dreamed of this – this exact moment – for longer than he cared to recall. Since the first time he’d picked up one of her books, he’d known. He knew this woman was meant for him, perfectly aligned to his needs and preferences, and he knew he had to have her. More than that though, he knew he had to have her write for him – for both of them.

Now, as his eyes fell over her heaving chest, the curve of her delicious breasts and the plastic still forcing her mouth wide open, he felt euphoric. He’d done it! The first stage of his plan was in effect. Molly was here, and despite a few minor infractions, she seemed reasonably compliant. And she was writing – that was the important part – he actually had her writing the beginning of their story!

He checked his watch again, noticing how she flinched at the sight of it. A smile spread across his face as he realized just how much she was hanging on his every deed. She’d been at it for a little over forty minutes, and that meant she had about twenty more to go. Time to spring the next part of his plan into action. Connor rose from his place in the corner, his eyes never once leaving Molly. Her chains knocked against the wood at his movement, her breathing accelerating as he approached. He wandered to the back of the chair, reading a few lines over her shoulder.

...forcing the plastic gag into her unwilling mouth...

His cock hardened as he read, and simultaneously his memory was drawn back to the exact moment she described.

“Good work, Molly,” he cooed, leaning over her chained form. His body made contact with hers, and the pitter-patter of plastic keys went quiet as her fingers stilled. “No, don’t stop,” he told her urgently. “You have twenty more minutes, and I want you to use each and every one of them.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
FEL'CIT( 3
ANDON

THE COMPLETE AND

NECESSITIES

UNY'IEL~DING COLLECTION

QO
o
3
=
A
L






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





