
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Innocent Submissive 3 Broken Billionaire

        

        
        
          Innocent Submissive, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Daisy Rose

        

        
          Published by Daisy Rose, 2019.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      INNOCENT SUBMISSIVE 3 BROKEN BILLIONAIRE

    

    
      First edition. January 18, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Daisy Rose.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386583127

    

    
    
      Written by Daisy Rose.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


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

It also contains scenes with domination and submission, voyeurism, female protagonist spanked & whipped while tied spreadeagle, and 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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Look Inside
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"I trust you."

"Show me," he said, drawing his arm back and bringing the whip 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.
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Chapter 1: In Sickness
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"It's going to be alright."

I froze, blinking at my lover's comment as my fingers clutched my bag tighter.

I have something to do, Liam said.

I'll be back before you know it, Liam said.

Nothing to worry about, Liam said.

I had every intention of tearing the lying man a new one as Logan drove us to the hospital at 120mph, weaving through traffic like a madman. He probably broke all the traffic laws and then some.

I saw the way Logan's knuckles flexed on the steering wheel and tried to sound more sure than I felt when I said, "Liam's too stubborn to die." I mentally kicked myself for sounding so crude.

Logan chuckled. "You're probably right."

It had only been half a day since we had seen the man. We should've known something was wrong when he showed up unannounced at our apartment and showed us, without words, how much we meant to him.

We weren't used to having three people in our bed, but Liam fit into our lives so perfectly that we couldn't imagine it without him.

"Are you staying?" Logan had asked Liam while we were in the showers, cleaning up. He showed more vulnerability than I realized he was capable of.

Logan had always been my rock, ever noble, ever present. And when Liam had said no, I didn't know who was more heartbroken. Me, or Logan. I interlinked my fingers with Logan's, trying to ease his worries. He turned to me with a half smile.

"It's going to be alright," he repeated, mostly to himself, his gaze on the road.

I couldn't say I was surprised that Liam didn't stay after he made love with us. It felt like a dream, all three of us in bed, a tangled mess of limbs and sweat and desire.

I thought he meant he was leaving forever, but he said he had an appointment. Nothing serious, he said. He didn't even tell us that it was a doctor's appointment.

If he survived the operation, I was going to kill him.

It had been twelve hours after he left the apartment when my phone rang, a nurse informing me that I had been listed as the emergency contact of one Liam Cipher. There had been some... complications in the surgery and Liam Cipher had not regain consciousness as expected.

"Why is he in the hospital?" Logan's voice broke me from my reverie and I instantly felt bad that I had been so preoccupied in my own worries that I hadn't clued him in on what had happened.

"The nurse said something about a brain tumor," I murmured.

He frowned heavily. "Brain surgery..."

...

The first thing we saw when we stepped into the hospital waiting room was the presence of a man that reeked of lawyer. He had a black suitcase in one hand, and a phone in the other.

He stood up the moment I walked in, as if he had been expecting me.

"Ms. Nina Martinez?" were his greeting words.

I stared at the man and resisted the urge to tell him to leave. The only other time a lawyer had approached me was almost ten years ago, when he'd asked if I needed someone to take care of the funeral.

"Yes," Logan answered for me when I didn't respond.

"Is Liam alright?" I interrupted quickly, worry lines etched permanently on my forehead.

"He's as fine as can be," he responded instantly. "I'm his... friend," he finished a little lamely, as if he wasn't sure if he could claim to be Liam's friend. "I drove him here. The doctors said he's stabilized," he offered an explanation to the question that neither of us dared to ask.

I let go of the breath I had been holding and sat in one of the tacky laminated chairs.

"I'm sorry if I worried you," he said. "I'm Jason, Jason Irvin. I'm actually his lawyer. I'm here in case of anything. I'm supposed to handle things like... what he wanted and what to do with his fortune and stuff-" He stopped himself, realizing that he had already shared too much. His ears were red and I wondered why Liam hired such a novice for a job.

"I'm Logan Scott," Logan broke the awkward silence smoothly. "Any idea why the hospital would call for Nina?"

As if on cue, a very worn-out looking medical professional appeared through a locked door. "Is there a Ms. Nina in here?" the scrub-clad woman called over the waiting room chatter.

"Yes." I jumped up swiftly to my feet.

"Mr. Cipher is awake and he has been asking for you. Please, come with me," the nurse said with a trace of desperation and exasperation. She turned on her heel and beckoned me to follow her. I glanced at Logan, who nodded faintly at me.

"Go," he mouthed.

I wanted to ask her about the complication that had the hospital calling me, but seeing as he was awake, I thought it better to leave it at that. Maybe there was no complication. I had never been comfortable in hospitals. The walls of white and smell of medication reminded me of the time I had spent here years ago. Those were not happy memories.

"He needs to rest, especially so soon after his operation. You have a minute."

"Of course."

There he was, perfectly tousled hair lying on a soft pillow, the white sheets covering his torso. There was a strip of white covering the top of his head. He looked bedraggled and pitiful beneath the trademark expression arrogance and defiance that he was sending to the nurse. She hurried away before he could say anything.

"How're you doing?" I said softly, all the anger of him keeping his operation secret fading from my heart in a millisecond.

"I'm sorry you have to see me like this." Even his voice sounded weaker. It broke my heart.

"I'm not," I said. "Why didn't you say anything? We could've been here for you." I tucked the tips of the blanket over his broad shoulders. His gaze darkened as I leaned down.

His lips were a little chapped and dried. I wondered how it would feel to kiss him like this, to be the strong one, the one in control. The corner of my lips tilted upwards. Who was I kidding? Even with him lying in the hospital bed and weakened from whatever cocktail of drugs they pumped into his blood, he was still the dominant one.

"Are you going to kiss me?" he asked with a playful smirk.

My mouth opened in mortification, cheeks burning hotly at being caught. "No!" I gasped, pulling away as he tilted his head upwards. He looked annoyed that I had gotten away. Annoyed, but too exhausted to do anything about it. His eyes locked with mine and his arm pulled free from the blankets to grasp the back of my neck.

He pulled me closer until his breath was on mine, until he was panting from the hot, tense air. I bit my lower lip to keep it from trembling. My hands clenched next to his head, trying to stay balanced, less I fall on top of him. He looked... fragile.

"You should've told us," I said with more venom than I realized, pulling away from him violently. I was conflicted, angry that he kept such an important thing from us, and glad that he was fine.

"The doctors said it wasn't terribly risky. I didn't want to worry you," he shrugged with an apologetic smile.

"Logan is quite cross with you too."

"I imagine you both are."

"Yes... We'll get angry at you once you get better," I said with a rueful smile. "Are you in pain?"

He shook his head, and then winced.

"Liar," I snorted, leaning down to kiss his cheek lightly. "The doctor said I can't stay."

"Stay," he pleaded, regarding me with heartfelt eyes and a gaze that could melt glaziers. "I've missed you."

"I'm still sore from yesterday!" I laughed, remembering how roughly him and Logan had taken me just the night before, taking turns filling me.

He looked proud and I shot him a death glare.

"You should get some rest," I gave his arm a firm squeeze before pulling back.

He attempted to reposition himself more comfortably on his side, but his face twisted in pain as he tried to lift his head from the pillows.

My hands slipped up to his shoulders, gently pressing him back down. "Logan and I will wait for you outside. We'll be here when you wake up." For good luck, I pressed another kiss to his forehead, lingering a little to take in his scent. He still smelled like him, musky and clean, though there was a hint of medicine and blood mixed there. "I love you," I breathed against his ear, then pulled back to try and walk away.

His hand shot up to grip my arm before I could walk away.

"I was hoping-" he paused and swallowed hard. There was something in his gaze as he looked at me. It was like he was searching for something in my eyes, but couldn't find it. "Never mind."

"Hoping what?" I asked.

He swallowed and tried to speak his mind, then shook his head. "It's nothing," he said.

"Tell me," I insisted, sincerely curious.

"I was hoping once they got the tumor out, I would be able to remember you... remember everything," he said. The sadness in his eyes made it all too clear that nothing of the sort had happened.

...

"I love you," he whispered, pressing his lips to my cheek. "Wait for me," he repeated, the confident facade crumbling a little. Don't leave me, his eyes seemed to say.

"I'll wait for you," I promised. "No matter how long it takes, I'll wait."

"You'd better," he chuckled, kissing me softly as he turned me over so he could pin me beneath him. "I'll come back as soon as I can," he promised. "And then I'll do it properly, with a ring and a proper proposal..."

...

"It's alright, Liam. The important thing is that you're alright."

The doctor pocked his head in through the door and gave me a look that said I should have left five minutes ago.

"I'll be back before you know it," I promised, turning around before he could see the tears in my eyes.
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Chapter 2*: Stress & Spanking
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"Did the doctors tell you what was wrong with him?" I asked.

"Brain tumor. Benign. They took it out and he should be healing now." His bottom jaw twitched with irritation. He glared at the hallway that led to Liam's room. "All the time we spent together, he never bothered telling us."

"I think he was scared." I reached out to brush a loose strand of black hair from his face. "He's always gone through things like this alone. I don't think he knows how to ask for help." He sucked in a sharp intake of breath.
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