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This is short story contains steamy scenes involving an inexperienced young woman and two sexy alpha males.

It also contains domination and submission, exhibitionism & voyeurism, as well as threesomes (2 males, 1 female). Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).


This book can be enjoyed on its own, but for optimum reading experience, check out the first book of Innocent Submissive.
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She's survived worse tragedies. At least, that's what Nina wants to tell herself. But when he looks at her with those beautiful, dark eyes, she feels like the only person in the world who matters. Only to have him turn away as if she meant nothing.

She wants to forget about him and move on but he has something of hers that no one else ever had: Her heart.

Love shouldn't be this complicated.

But it is.

Get It Here
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I couldn't help my breathing from growing heavier. "I- I-" I swallowed hard. "I'm here to say goodbye-"

"Stop."

And I did with a sharp inhale of surprise, pushing my head up so I could look him in the eye. I wish I hadn't. I couldn't hold myself back when he looked at me like that, like I was the only person in the world who meant anything to him, the only person who could make him feel. My stomach clenched and my knees pressed together, hiding the burning desire there.

He leaned close enough to breathe in the scent of my neck, panting from the hot, tense air. I whimpered, my lips shaking again, my fingers clenching next to his around the table's edge.

"I'm here to say goodbye," I repeated, my eyes moist with emotion. My chest was heavy and it was suddenly hard to breathe.

"No," he whispered hotly, his breath burning my ear and I jerked. "I'm never letting you go."

And then his lips crashed onto mine so harshly that it stole the air from my lungs. I was addicted, lost in the desperate sensation of his lips on mine, sucking, teasing, tasting my mouth as if he was starved and I was a succulent feast. He wanted all of me, every inch that I was willing to part with. He pulled back and my eyes were wide as I stared at him. My lips ached and my cheeks felt like they were on fire.

"Mr. Ciph-"

"No."

He dipped down, ravaging my mouth. I could remember when he kissed me like this, taking in my scent like it was his nourishment. I gasped, surprised by the ferocity of his kiss and he took it as an invitation to deepen the kiss, darting his tongue into my mouth to taste me better.

He kissed me harder, hotter, deeper, moving his tongue into my mouth heatedly, growling at my whimpers. His fingers linked with mine on the edge of the table, trapping me between his strong arms as he slanted his mouth over mine. Possessive. Aggressive.

He had always been able to take what he wanted. But he already had me. He ravaged my mouth, not allowing the reprieve of oxygen. I was growing lightheaded with his kisses.

When he pulled back, we were both panting, gasping for air. I squeaked, suddenly weak and small, helpless in his presence. My eyes were moist and my lips felt swollen. I shuddered under him, unable to move and break my gaze from his.

"Mr. Cip-"

"Wrong again."

I gasped loudly as his kisses trailed down my lips, finding the pulse at my neck. His lips and tongue moved across the pale column and he found the sweet spot there that made me moan. I bit my lower lip, trying to keep the noises inside me. His hand released mine and tangled into my hair, pulling my head back to expose more of my neck.

"Why is it that when I close my eyes, all I see is your face?" He bit into my neck, suckling gentle to leave his mark there. I wanted to pull him closer and push him away all at once, so I settled for the latter because it was the right thing to do.

He freed my other hand so he could feel the small of my back and push me to him. I remembered how good it felt to be in his arms, to have him buried between my legs, tasting me and I shook my head again.

"Mr. Cipher, stop. I'm not yours-"

He froze and I let my words fall apart as I felt the anger and possessiveness rolling off his body in waves. He grabbed my wrists and pinned it over my head, tilting me all the way back until I was pressed against the cold surface of the glass table.

My eyes widened. I licked my lips, "Mr. Cipher, please. Let me go."

"No."

Abruptly, I found my head slammed against the table. My ears rang from the impact. Gasping and struggling, my feet kicked at air as his hand pressed harshly against my mouth.

Hissing quietly, he leaned in. My breathe stuttered beneath his palm and my tears wetted his knuckles. "I can't control this... this maddening urge, this utter insanity that haunts my waking nightmares. I crave for you like the air I breathe."
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Chapter 1: Memories
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Cold sweat trickled down my cheeks as I awoke. My hand went to my arm instantly, finding solace in the lack of pain there. It had been years since I had that particular nightmare, but it still left a bad taste in my mouth. I wondered how many baths I would have to take before I felt clean again.

"Nina." A soothing, deep voice called from beside me, groggy with sleep. I turned to the stranger in surprise. Logan's eyes were focused on mine, his dark gaze locking onto my face. I gasped and pulled the blanket over my naked chest, surprising myself when the action pulled my blanket away from his naked body. Dark skin contrasted against my cream-colored sheets, his limbs tangled with mine. The memory of the previous night returned and I remembered the sensation of his tongue on my neck, his manhood throbbing inside me. My cheeks flamed red.

"I'm- I'm alright, Logan. Go back to sleep," I murmured, brushing my hand over his jaw. My skin looked plae, smoothing the tensed nerves on his cheek. His skin was so dark he could disappear into the night and I wouldn't even notice! I smiled briefly at the thought.

"A nightmare, love?" he asked. Sleep have lost its appeal and he sat up beside me, offering me the quiet support of his company. His eyes caught the way my fingers gripped my tattooed arm. The wounds there had healed, but my heart had no such luxury.

I nodded. "I'm fine. I'm just- I'm just going to take a quick shower and I'll be right back," I lied. It was more likely that I was going to soak in the bath until my skin was red and with scrubbing.

He nodded but knew better than to try and reason with me. I smiled at him gratefully. Logan was one of the few people who could touch me without causing my throat to close up when I was having one of my episodes. It happened so rarely now that I wondered what triggered it.

Liar, the devil on my shoulder barked. I knew what triggered it. Liam Cipher was back. My hand wrapped around my neck. The beginnings of a bruise was starting to form. Was it wrong that I liked the way he had his fingers wrapped around my neck, forcing my lips to part as I gasped so he could kiss me? If he hadn't ambushed me while Logan was away, he would've been the one with the bruises.

I shook my head and watched the steaming water fill the tub. Chasing the thoughts away, I swirled my fingers in the water, wincing a little at the heat. Thoughtlessly, my fingertips brushed against my lower lip, where he had bitten hard enough to bleed earlier that night.

Logan thought he was saving me from Liam when he found me, bruised and battered on the floor, too weak to even stand up. He didn't know how turned on I was by Liam's roughness, by how utterly devoid of reason he was. He only wanted the taste of me in his mouth, his hands groping my body as if wishing he could fuck me right there on the sidewalk.

I wondered if he was thinking of me now.

Stop daydreaming, I scolded myself. Liam wasn't what I needed now. I needed stability and security, both of which Logan offered willingly. Logan treated me like something precious that needed to be protected. Liam treated me like he wasn't sure what to do with me. One minute he was indifferent and aloof, and the next he was punishing me for letting someone else touch me.

My wet hand skimmed along the naked skin around my waist, remembering how it felt to have his palm there, pulling and pressing, moving down to the aching heat between my legs. My fingers seared against me and I was glad I was already sitting beside the tub as my legs weakened. My toes curled against the soft carpet, the breath leaving my lungs.

His lips were harsher than I remembered, as if there wasn't enough oxygen in the air around us and he needed to have it from my lungs. Rough fingers delved deeper, going lower, making me squirm, making me moan his name. His gaze one my neck, my arm, the dark colors marring my skin and he saw- he saw the imperfections on my skin-

Disgusting, his voice echoed in my mind.

My eyes shot open. That's right. He thought I was disgusting with my tattoos. I blinked the darkness and the blood away from the corners of my eyes, closing my eyes and reopening them only when I was certain that I knew I was safe.

I was a trauma psychologist. I should be over this. Maybe I should see someone professional. I smiled at my reflection in the swirling water.

The spell of the nightmare was breaking, but not soon enough. I tilted my head and stared at the black ink covering my entire arm, faceless figures staring back at me. I had chosen it carefully, faces that drew enough attention to them that nobody would ask why I had chunks of skin missing on my arm.

Ahh... that disgusting taste was back in my mouth. Maybe I should continue thinking about Liam.

Logan's in the bed in your apartment, my conscience whispered and I felt a pang of guilt. Logan, I should be thinking about Logan. He was there for me when I needed someone, and he was here for me now. I should be thinking about the man who kept me safe instead of the man who abandoned me.

I let the water run as I smeared too much toothpaste on my brush and started brushing the taste away.

I fought from closing my eyes, knowing the nightmare that awaited me if I did. But even with my eyes opened, I remembered the way the chains choked me, the harsh bite of rusted steel cutting into the delicate skin of my bare arms, encasing my wrists, waist and ankles.

"You're awake... I was hoping to try the old hag before I got to you."

The world spun when I turned to look at him, blinking the darkness out of my eyes. Why- How had I gotten here? I had gone down to the parking lot after a particularly long day at work and then... nothing. The back of my head throbbed.

I looked around, trying to figure out my location. It was like trying to look at the scenery through foggy glass. Things were out of focus, escaping my gaze as I tried to focus. I blinked and shook my head, willing the ringing in my ears to go away. I was in an apartment that looked like it hadn't been inhabited for years. The windows were boarded up and I was sitting in the only chair in the otherwise empty room. The silence was deafening. When I pulled against the chains, the sound it made was swallowed in the darkness of the halls.

"I promised her I'd visit her once she releases me," he continued. My gaze focused on the man standing in front of me, looming tall, like some sort of dark angel. "But you'll have to do."

My mind fought to place him. There was something familiar about his face. He was a handsome man, even with the scars all over his body. There were parts missing from his skin, as if he had been burned. It made my skin crawl.

"Old hag thinks I'm sick," he said. "I think she loved me," he chuckled and he looked so much like a young man when he did that.

I tried to speak, but my throat was dry and there was a towel around my mouth.

"I'm not sick," he said, leaning so close to me that I could smell the mint in his breath.

Recognition lighted in my eyes as he neared. I knew this man. I had been with my mentor when she went to one of his sessions. He had been in a high security mental ward. He was dangerous. My mentor told me he was her pride and joy. All cured of his... ailment. He was the epitome of good health, physically and mentally. I had blushed when I first saw him in his prison. He was immensely good looking. But I had read his file.

Vorarephilia. The erotic desire to be ingested or to ingest another creature alive. He had been a danger to himself.

Now, I realized, he was a danger to me.

I renewed my efforts to escape from the metal cuffs that bound me.

"Well, I was, but I'm healed now... in a way," he laughed again, that maniacal, crazy laugh that some of my patients had. I was a trauma psychologists. I was helpless against patients with complexities like him. And so had my mentor. She had been crazy to accept a case such as his in the first place. His was one of the few cases that I had argued with my mentor over. I refused to take over his case. All her other patients I would adopt readily, willingly. But he was too much. I put my foot down. No. He was more than beyond me. He scared me. His ailment terrified me.

Vorarephilia. He had done it to himself.

I wanted nothing to do with him.

Yet, here he was. All my refusal had been for naught. How had he known about me?

"The old hag was rather fond of you," he said, as if he could read my mind. "She was retiring. You refused to take me on," he patted my cheek with his palm and I resisted the urge to bite down on his fingers. "Maybe that's why she convinced everyone I was fine so I could be released."
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