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Innocent Submissive Book 1: Violent Billionaire

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. 

Start Reading It Here!

Innocent Submissive Book 2: Tattooed Billionaire

Nina chooses to love the man who loves her back wholeheartedly, the man who has not broken her heart before. 

Liam Cipher is not used to being in love. Every time he closes his eyes, all he sees is her face. It is maddening, his urge to possess the one woman who would not give him the time of day. He knows he hurt her before, but he wants her back.

Logan Scott... well, Logan is not opposed to sharing.

Start Reading It Here!

Innocent Submissive Book 3: Broken Billionaire

When Liam ends up in a hospital, Logan is stressed and upset. He needs an outlet. One that involves pain. And Nina. 

Love is not just pleasure. It is trust, submissions, ropes and whips. 

Nina learns to submit to the carnal desires of her sexy black lover as he binds her and introduces her pleasure of pain.

Start Reading It Here!
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​​​​​Look Inside Innocent Submissive 1: Violent Billionaire
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I couldn't breathe.

Liam was watching my face with a heavy gaze that made my entire body weak with need.

"You deserve better than someone like me, Nina," he said, brushing his thumb over my chin. "You're so perfect, you can have anyone you want," he said.

"I don't want anyone else," I whispered. My heart thudded in my chest, my mind a whirlpool of thoughts that swirled and tangled together in confusion. He was making no sense at all. "Maybe you should let me go, Liam," I whispered. "I don't- maybe- maybe we can still be friends."

He regarded at me, eyes piercing, searching. "Maybe I'm selfish," he said, tightening his hold on my arm.

"I don't want to lose you just cause... cause of the sex." My heart pounded hard, thoughts swirling, making me dizzy with anxiety and nerves. "I don't want your pity fuck," I swallowed, suddenly lightheaded. We were dancing in circles, drawing closer and pushing each other away like it was a game of tag that didn't know how to end.

"What if I told you I wanted this," he said.

My mind spun and I drew an uneven breath, biting my lip to stop its trembling. "S-Stop it. You don't have to lie to me."

He caught my chin and tilted it up to look him in the eye. "You can always tell when I'm lying. Look at me," he said.

My cheeks burned when my gaze climbed up from his soft lips to his eyes, so dark and angry, but full of something else too, the same look I'd caught from him when he thought I wasn't paying attention.

"I loved you since the first day I saw you," he said. "I can't give you what you need, Nina. My family's poor and my mother is- my mother was the only one I had left. I don't even own a house. I wanted you to have someone better, someone who can provide for you and give you the security you need. So I stayed away. I thought I could move on, so I started fucking around... Do you know what I think about when I'm touching them, Nina?"

He pressed his lips to mine when I started to speak, swallowing whatever I had to say. My face felt like it was on fire. He sounded so dirty and wrong. He thought of me when he was sleeping with other girls? It was... kind of sweet, in an altogether inappropriate way! My cheeks were flushed, chest rising and falling in gentle waves. My arms were painful in his tight grip but he wasn't paying attention. He kept talking.

"But I can't do it," he said. "I'm a selfish fuck. When Anita told me what you were going to do, I didn't think. I didn't want another man touching what's mine."

...

"Liam, it's me, Nina. We- we were together... before..." I prompted, hoping that would be enough to jog his memory.

Maybe I had changed too much. It'd been three years since we last met. A lot could happen in three years. He had turned into the most eligible bachelor in town and I- I had been broken beyond repair.

I couldn't blame him if he had forgotten about me. I was just a speck of sand in his path: tiny, annoying and not worth his time.

It was pity after all, the devil on my shoulder whispered. He can do so much better than someone like you.

"Nina." The way he said my name made my heart skip a beat. He looked at me when he spoke, his fingers trailing dangerously close to the pulse on my neck. I drew in a sharp breath when I felt his touch there. Hope blossomed in my chest, burning like wildfire through my veins. Slowly, he pulled the collar a little, revealing the marks etched on my skin. "I'm certain I would remember someone with tattoos as disgusting as yours."

Start Reading 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."

Start Reading It Here!
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"I trust you."

"Show me," he said, drawing his arm back and bringing it down my skin. The crackle it made in the air made me flinch.

"Make me hurt, Logan. Make me yours," I gasped. Another strike flashed across my thigh and I gasped. "Again!" I cried out despite the way my body was protesting against the pain. "Do it again!"

Wordlessly, he brought the whip down again and again. My soft gasps grew louder as the pain increased, each lash leaving a red mark on my skin.

His heart rate was increasing and his breathes were deeper and quickly. Sweat trickled down the sides of his face and onto his chest. He set the whip down and removed his shirt.

I couldn't help but stare at how the droplets of sweat clung to his body, trickling down his muscular chest. I licked my lips in anticipation as the weapon was taken up once again.

"Again, Logan," I mewled, embracing the burning sensation all over my back, finding an odd comfort in them. "Please."

"No," he said quietly as he used the whip to trace my arms and legs, slowly gliding over the burning, stinging marks over my skin. "Not yet," he added to my keening whimper.

"Logan," I breathed, whimpering his name like a plea.

"Have you been keeping secrets from me?" he asked suddenly.

A flash of guilt filled my senses and I turned away from his accusing gaze. Liam had promised to marry me after he returned from the military, but seeing as he didn't have any memory of it, it didn't count. Right?

"You have, haven't you?" he growled, bringing the whip sharply over my left thigh. I yelped at the sudden pain and twisted to see the red marks blossoming over my skin.

"I've been keeping things from you," I murmured guiltily.

"I know." He brought the whip down over my right shoulder and I gasped. "But you're sorry now, aren't you?"

I bit my lower lip and nodded. He gave me another strike across my ass. "Yes," I said loudly, more emphatically. "Yes, Logan. Oh, please, please. Punish me."

He stopped without a word, lowering the whip to choose something else. In my haze of pain, I saw him lift a riding crop to his hand.

Start Reading It Here!
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​Chapter 1: Forget Me Not
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It was too early to drink, which was a real shame. I exhaled, letting go of the breath I had been holding for the past - I glanced at the clock - hour and a half. "Is it worth it?" the little devil on my shoulder whispered.

Yes.

Fumbling into my pockets revealed nothing and it was a good long minute before I remembered I had quit smoking. I shouldn't start again.

I needed go get through with this before my next client showed up. Maybe she wouldn't be so bad. They're all bad, the little devil taunted.

I felt sick. I was tired and the unbearable gusts of hot air coming from the heating units only made my skin crawl. Splashing water onto my face was a bad decision. Now my makeup was a mess too. I rubbed everything off with a makeup wipe and emerged from the bathroom with a tired sigh.

The receptionist gave me a knowing look. I couldn't talk about what bothered me so much, which made things worse.

"Maybe you should reschedule you next appointment, doctor. You don't look so good," Regina suggested helpfully as I stumbled past the front desk for a cup of coffee from that brand new machine that I knew Regina kept beside her desk deliberately to have some company. Everyone in the office chipped in for the machine.

"I can't reschedule. The social worker finally responded to my calls and I don't think she'll agree to another," I said. This was a pro-bono case. I wish I had the hindsight to put the case early in the morning, when I was feeling less like puking.

I still had water dripping down my cheeks when the perfect example of a male specimen walked in.

My heart rate doubled instantly. It wasn't just because he was gorgeous, which he was. And it wasn't that he was wearing a suit that looked like a million bucks, which was also true. There was just something about him that made all the panties within a mile's radius drop.

"Hey, Mr. Cipher," the woman beside me greeted with her patented grin, her hair suddenly pulled back perfectly, lashes long and perfectly curled. I hated her.

"Good evening, Regina," he muttered without slowing his pace. Had he always been this tall? Was that a bruise on his eye? Who did that to him?

There was something almost criminal about the way he looked. Guys shouldn't be allowed to look that hot!

"Nina, you're staring," Regina said loudly enough for him to hear.

My cheeks burned with a mixture of outrage and embarrassment. "I- I wasn't," I spluttered automatically, lowering my eyes. I should talk to him. I looked up and he had walked right past me and into the office two doors down from mine without so much as a glance in my direction. My heart sank.

How had that happened? I was so close to finally talking to the man of my dreams and he literally walked right past me without sparing me a glance. My heart was still pounding wildly in my chest when Regina started talking.

"You should talk to him, Nina," she said a little reprimanding.

"I do talk to him!" I argued. "Sometimes I say 'hi'," I added softly.

She rolled her eyes. "He's been coming here every week for months and you've only managed to make eye contact with him two times," she berated. Curse her for her sharp observing skills. "How on earth did you manage to fall so hard for a man you've barely talked to?" she sighed.

"I've talked to him before," I said absently.

"Here?" she gasped. "How scandalous! A doctor fraternizing with a patient!"

"Oh, shut it!" I laughed. "We were in school together. I think he's forgotten about me," I murmured, more to myself than to her. I would like to think that he was the one who had changed, but that wasn't completely true. I had changed too. Most of my classmates wouldn't be able to recognize me if they saw me now. But him? I expected him to recognize me even if I had a sack on my head.

"You were in school with Mr. Cipher? Wasn't he in the war until recently? I heard-" she clammed up suddenly and I turned to her, curious what brought about the change. Her expression was serious. "Your four thirty is here," she said softly, gesturing to the little girl walking into the office with a stern older woman who looked like she would rather be anywhere but here.

"Thanks, Regina," I mumbled, walking forward to greet my newest client. I introduced myself to the social worker and bent on my knees so I could introduce myself to the girl and find out what has been keeping her from making friends in the orphanage. She had been a bright, beautiful little girl before the incident...

Two hours later, I was feeling even worse than ever. We emerged from the office. The little girl was talking to Regina with a small, shy smile that made me want to throw everything out the window.

"Thank you, Doctor Martinez," the social worker murmured, looking a little guilty. I nodded.

"I'll see you next week?" I asked.

"Yes," she said decisively.

"Bye, Anna. I'll talk to you soon, alright?" I gave her my brightest smile and even though she didn't respond with anything of the sort, I saw the slightest incline of her lips before she walked out through the front door.

"It's better if you weren't so emphatic," Regina murmured, watching my patients leave the office with a smile that didn't reach her eyes.

I fussed over all my patients. It was an occupational hazard.

I made sure they were gone before stumbling into the restroom, pushing open a stall door so I could vomit whatever it was that I had eaten for lunch.

The retching noises I made only made me more nauseated and I had emptied my entire stomach before I flushed.

I washed my face for the second time that day, splashing ice cold water onto my face and gargling it in my mouth so I could get the foul taste of disgust from it.

It wasn't my mouth I was trying to wash. Not for the first time that week, I wished I had kept a few drinks in the office. That wasn't a good idea. Anita would murder me. At least  it was happening less and less now, getting sick over other people's problems.

When I looked up into the mirror, tears were streaming down my cheeks, blurring my vision, but I could see the faint outline of a suit behind me.

I whirled around. "What're you doing here?!" I gasped at the man. Not just any man. Liam Cipher, the man I had been harboring a crush on since high school.

"You're in the men's room," he said, deadpanned, showing little interest in my little breakdown. His gaze held mine, hypnotizing and intense, as if he could see through my inner distress.

Gaping like a fish out of water, I looked around in panic, noting the glaring signs of having stumbled into the men's toilet. "I- I'm so sorry!" I squeaked and ran out.

Or at least, I attempted to. He had wrapped his arms around my waist, preventing further progress.

His brows were furrowed and as if on autopilot, his fingers went to my cheeks to brush away the stray tears there.

"Do I know you?" he asked after a long moment.

I thought I could feel my heart explode from my chest. It was hard to hear him talking when my own heart was making so much noise. I wasn't sure if I flinched but I blinked up at him and then his words started making sense. Did he know me? I almost started sobbing again. Of course he knew me! I confessed my love to him fight before he went to fight in a war we could barely understand.

War.

Right. Maybe it was some sort of memory loss. Things like that happened to people who lived in a constant state of fear, right? When he continued to look at me with eyes that gave away no sense of recollection, my heart broke just a little bit more.

"Liam, it's me, Nina. We- we were together... before..." I prompted, hoping that would be enough to jog his memory.

Maybe I had changed too much. It'd been three years since we last met. A lot could happen in three years. He had turned into the most eligible bachelor in town and I- I had been broken beyond repair.

I couldn't blame him if he had forgotten about me. I was just a speck of sand in his path: tiny, annoying and not worth his time.

It was pity after all, the devil on my shoulder whispered. He could do better than someone like you now.

"Nina." The way he said my name made my heart skip a beat. He looked at me when he spoke, his fingers trailing dangerously close to the pulse on my neck. I drew in a sharp breath when I felt his touch there. Hope blossomed in my chest, burning like wildfire through my veins. Slowly, he pulled the collar a little, revealing the marks etched on my skin. "I'm certain I would remember someone with tattoos as disgusting as yours."

My heart shattered.
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-Three Years Ago-

I tried not to look.

What was he doing here? The entire point of getting out of town was to get as far away from him as possible. Now, he was storming across the sand with all the ominous dark energy of an impending tsunami.

How did he even know where to find me?

A trembling set into my bones, a chill that had nothing to do with the ocean breeze skittering down my arms caused the fine hairs there to stand on end. I noted with barely concealed desire that his hair had been trimmed short, the dark brown catching light from the sun and reflecting with an almost golden glow. He kept coming closer. There was no way he would attempt anything stupid here, right? There were so many people.

I stuttered out a response to a question one of the guys in the group asked, trying to keep my eyes trained on the dashing young tourist with a beautiful French accent instead of running away from the anger of the old friend who was radiating so much violent energy that I was surprised the ground wasn't shaking as he moved forward.

The half dozen young men who had approached me earlier that evening had been curious and kind, offering me drinks and asking questions that had little to do with getting to know me and everything to do with how they could take my clothes off, which was what I was here for. I had been a little worried and a little scared. They weren't dispersing and there was no way I could handle so many men at once! Not for my first time!

The discomfort ebbed away when it slowly became clear that the blond was the one interested and his friends were only there as wingmen. He was a little nervous as well, stumbling over his words and trying to be cool without being too haughty. He was from France, here for the summer holidays.

I felt my gaze wandering to the impending storm behind him. Liam wasn't slowing down and he was suddenly right beside me, stepping into my personal space, closer than any of the men. I looked away from his accusing glare.

"We need to talk."

His voice was clipped and flat, barely concealed anger creating a sort of growl to his tone. I felt it sliding down my spine like an ice-cold feather. I shivered, suddenly feeling very underdressed.

His eyes were on me and I couldn't stop my arms crossing over my chest, suddenly nervous and fidgety. I had never seen him so angry before and he was furious now. At me.

He ignored the other men, which rankled a few of them the wrong way.

I started talking before a fight could break out. "Liam. Wha- what're you doing here?" I flashed him a smile that I knew did not reach my eyes. I was careful to avoid his gaze, afraid of what I would see in them.

"Do you know him?" the blond asked. I never caught his name. It didn't matter what his name was. I wasn't going to see him after today.

I nodded numbly. "I'm sorry guys. I'll um... I'll see you around?" I asked.

The guy brightened. "Let me leave you my number," he said. "Maybe you can show me around town and we would-"

"Like hell you would," Liam growled. turning to the man with a murderous expression I had never seen on him before. He was a good head taller and a good deal more muscular. He could take maybe, three of the guys, but not all of them.

I panicked when I saw his fingers tighten into fists. I had only seen him fight once before, when someone in the bar grabbed my ass and tried to pretend it was an accident. He had to be dragged off the poor man. It was lucky that the man had a history of groping customers and several women said he had done the same to them. He didn't press charges.

These boys were tourists. Liam could get in serious trouble if a fight broke out.

I grabbed his wrist without thinking, pulling him away. "Ah! I think we should get going now. Please, excuse us!"

The blond looked somewhat crestfallen. He was a good kid. It wouldn't have been too bad to lose my virginity to him. He looked like he'd never slept with anyone before either. I giggled as I imagined us fumbling over our buttons, then sitting in confusion on the bed as we tried to figure out what to do.

Liam's anger tone tore the smile from my lips. "What the hell are you doing, Nina?" he hissed once we were out of earshot, his expression so accusing and angry that I started to feel a quiet anger bubbling inside myself as well.

"Enjoying the beach," I said levelly.

He eyed me with distrust and my heart tightened a little. Did he know?

The beach was crowded today, full of tourists enjoying the sun and the cool waves. People looked over when we talked. I suddenly wished I was wearing more than just a white bikini that did little to hide my body. It was all well and good when I was around strangers and trying to pick up a cute guy to help me with my... my virginity problem, but Liam was here now.

I looked up, finally meeting his gaze. There was anger in his eyes, but something else too, something brewing deep within them that made me-

"Oh-" The rest of my gasp was swallowed in his lips, he pressed forward, sweeping into my mouth. I felt the brush of his soft tongue on my bottom lip and a half-whimpered sigh parted my lips, surrendering. I had always wondered how his lips would feel. His hand  pressed the back of my neck and his other hand was on the small of my back, almost lifting me up so our lips could meet.

My eyes fluttered shut and it was a moment before I realized I had my palm to his chest, flattened on his chest. I couldn't help but move them lower, wondering if they were as hard as they looked, marveling with a soft moan when I felt that they were. The smooth ripple of defined and hardened muscles were hard to ignore. I was touching Liam! My head felt like it was going to explode. My insides felt so... so sultry! I pushed upwards until my fingers mounted his shoulders and he deepened the kiss, lips slanting to conquer mine.

Willingly, I relinquished control. His fingers pressed against my lower back, skin against skin, sending pleasant tremors down my body. I pushed myself closer to him, wishing he wasn't wearing that damned shirt. My breasts pressed against his chest and I felt his body vibrate.

He pulled back without a word and looked behind me.

Frowning, I followed his gaze and saw that he was looking at the men who were talking to me before, making sure they were gone. Like he was staking his claim and making sure they knew I was spoken for.

Anger bubbled from the pits of my stomach and I had slapped him before I knew what I was doing. My fingers stung. As did my heart.

He didn't even flinch when he turned to face me, his face reddening slightly from the impact.

He kissed me to prove a point. My first kiss. I was still looking for the right words to convey my outrage when I was suddenly lifted off my feet and hauled over his shoulder.

"Let me down!" I flailed, squeaking my protest as his arm hand tightened around me legs, holding me firmly in place as he walked down the beach, his steps measured and careful, as thought I had weighted nothing at all. "Let go!" I demanded, though it came as more as a gasp as I was dangling over his chest quite uselessly. From the corner of my eyes I could see that we were garnering attention.

I closed my mouth, not wanting to get into even more trouble.

I was torn between gripping the back of his shirt and wanting to cover my face in mortification. People were looking! And my ass was sticking up in the air, the white swim suit I had chosen to wear for the day doing little to hide my fleshy derriere. He only had to turn and his lips would be on my skin. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, the revelation adding something else to the humiliation that I was feeling.

He was taking us away from the beach, away from the crowd of tourists that were gawking at the sight of the young man carrying a barely clad young woman from the beach. I opted for the less embarrassing choice of hiding my face in his shirt as he carried me down the shops selling overpriced drinks and renting out surfboards.

I spied the beaten black sedan his father had left for his mother and him before he disappeared and understood how he managed to get to the beach so quickly. It had taken me three busses and two hours to get there.

I blinked as he marched past it.

"Li-Liam? Where are we going?" I swallowed, unable to make out what he was thinking from the back of his head. His fingers tightened around my legs and I allowed myself to be carried up a flight of stairs. I could feel the pulsing of his heart through the hard, tightly coiled muscles beneath my cheeks and chest. The bra was barely hanging on, the whites digging into his chest, riding up as he kept moving. By the time we reached the top of the stairs, I was getting lightheaded from all the blood to my head.

He drew a pair of keys from his pocket and I understood instantly how he knew where I was.

My best friend had betrayed me. She even gave him the keys to her parent's beach house.

He finally released me once the door was closed, dropping me onto my feet carefully before leveling a glare at me.

He was really angry.

It wasn't fair. He was the one who turned me down after I confessed to him. My entire body hummed with emotions that I wished I could get rid of. Disappointment and dejection flooded back into my system, waves of tiny bittersweet pinpricks that threatened to revert me to a quivering, sobbing mess. I pushed those emotions down.

I had been crying for the past two days before I decided to come here and attempt to move on. Why did he have to kiss me and complicate things?

He was warning off the guys, but why? Why would he do that when he'd made it painfully clear he didn't care about me. At least, not in the same way I cared about him.

I didn't need him to save my virtue. I'd come here to get rid of it.

It wasn't fair. He was the one who rejected me! Why was he acting like I'd done him some sort of horrible injustice?

I frowned and returned his fierce glare with an annoyed look of my own. He had thrown me off with that kiss, giving me what I wanted so cruelly when it was obvious he didn't love me the same way I loved him.

I squared my shoulders, tilting my head back to look him in the eye and immediately regretting the decision. He was so intimidating. Wisps of black drifted along the edges of his eyes, his jaw tensed with an unspoken anger that radiated from his body.

My muscles tensed and it took all my courage not to turn tail and run like an frightened rabbit in the face of a hungry tiger. His tensed gaze lowered and I realized belatedly that the trip on his back had pulled the swimsuit up my breasts.

Squeaking in surprise, I hurriedly tugged the cloth down, cheeks burning from the embarrassment. I took a step back, my bare shoulders kissing the door that blocked my escape and then he was on me again, his mouth hard and searing against my own.

The unexpected grip of his fingers on my jaw startled me enough to suck in a shaking breath and his tongue darted past my parted lips in an instant. I was thrust back against the wooden door and my eyes drifted close as he kissed me, his lips so soft against mine, pressing with an urgency that took my breath away. His knee worked between mine, coaxing my legs apart with ease.

A rosy blush rose to my cheeks, not from embarrassment this time. Tentatively, I tasted his tongue with mine, picking up a mild scent of mint. The small gesture made him growl and his fingers tightened around my waist, leaving his fingerprints there. My legs were too weak to hold myself up but his arm was around my waist, almost lifting me to him as he kissed me.

His free hand brushed under my breast for a moment, then held it with a sudden roughness that tore the air from my lungs. A hot torrid shock was sent straight to my loins as I arched into his grasp, releasing a needy moan that made him growl deep in his chest.

Too quickly his lips parted from mine, his breath grazing my jaw as he exhaled softly against my skin. I angled my head aside, moaning softly as his lips stalked down the curve of my neck, eliciting weak gasps from my lungs. I gave in to an uncontrollable shiver as his long fingers found the pebbled nipple beneath my swimsuit, leisurely brushing against it as he trailed open-mouthed kisses down my collar bone.

Pleasure wracked through my body, destroying my mind. In the haze of confusion, I remembered why I was here. I wanted to move on from this man. My heart could only take so much beating. My fingers pressed against his chest with renewed effort.

"Stop," I whined softly, swallowing tears.

He pulled back so suddenly it was as if my bare skin had given him a nasty electric shock.

I stared at him. The first time I could blame on stupid male pride. The second kiss-

With trembling lips, I struggled to find my voice through the haze of the moment. "Why...?" I voiced out loud, my fingers lifting to my lip, finding a warm wetness that tasted a little like metal. Did he bite my lips? Or did I bite him? "Liam, why did you bring me here?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

He shifted, the anger in his eyes were all but gone now. "We need to talk."

I stared at him, surprised by the sudden softness in his tone. "About what?"

He gritted his teeth. "I know why you're here."

"I don't know what you're talking about," I answered automatically, shifting my eyes guiltily, looking anywhere but at him.

"Don't play stupid with me, Nina. You came here to get laid."

I gaped at him. Anita was a horrible best friend if she'd even told him that so crudely! I told her I came here for a summer fling. Did she also tell him that I kept a picture of him in my locker back in high school? Or how much I'd cried when he started going out Danni? And then another girl a week after that? He changed girlfriends faster than I changed my toothbrush, which I changed fairly often! Three times a month, according to the dentists recommendations.

I was still caught up in my own thoughts when he asked, "Don't you care about your reputation?"

My- my reputation? As a virgin? What kind of reputation was that? And- and he was one to talk! I couldn't hide the irritation in my voice when I bit back," Don't you?"

"That's not the same!" he said.

"Why not?" I challenged, meeting his eyes for real this time, too stubborn to back down from the irritation blazing in his eyes.

He growled and turned his back to me. I let go of the breath I didn't realize I had been holding, relief flooding my system simply because he was no longer staring at me like he was ready to devour me whole.
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