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      ***While not every character is in every book, these are the ones with the most mentions throughout the series. This guide will help keep readers straight about who’s who.

      

      Trident Security (TS) is a private investigative and military agency, co-owned by Ian and Devon Sawyer. With governmental and civilian contracts, the company got its start when the brothers and a few of their teammates from SEAL Team Four retired to the private sector. The original six-man team is referred to as the Sexy Six-Pack, as they were dubbed by Kristen Sawyer, née Anders, or the Alpha Team. Trident had since expanded and former members of the military and law enforcement have been added to the staff. The company is located on a guarded compound, which was a former import/export company cover for a drug trafficking operation in Tampa, Florida. Three warehouses on the property were converted into large apartments, the TS offices, gym, and bunk rooms. There is also an obstacle course, a Main Street shooting gallery, a helicopter pad, and more features necessary for training and missions.

      In addition to the security business, there is a fourth warehouse that now houses an elite BDSM club, co-owned by Devon, Ian, and their cousin, Mitch Sawyer, who is the manager. A lot of time and money has gone into making The Covenant the most sought after membership in the Tampa/St. Petersburg area and beyond. Members are thoroughly vetted before being granted access to the elegant club.

      There are currently over fifty Doms who have been appointed Dungeon Masters (DMs), and they rotate two or three shifts each throughout the month. At least four DMs are on duty at all times at various posts in the pit, playrooms, and the new garden, with an additional one roaming around. Their job is to ensure the safety of all the submissives in the club. They step in if a sub uses their safeword and the Dom in the scene doesn’t hear or heed it, and make sure the equipment used in scenes isn’t harming the subs.

      The Covenant’s security team takes care of everything else that isn’t scene-related, and provides safety for all members and are essentially the bouncers. With the recent addition of the garden, and more private, themed rooms, the owners have expanded their self-imposed limit of 350 members. The fire marshal had approved them for 500 when the warehouse-turned-kink club first opened, but the cousins had intentionally kept that number down to maintain an elite status. Now with more room, they are increasing the membership to 500, still under the new maximum occupancy of 720.

      Between Trident Security and The Covenant there’s plenty of romance, suspense, and steamy encounters. Come meet the Sexy Six-Pack, their friends, family, and teammates.

      

      
        
        The Sexy Six-Pack (Alpha Team)

        and Their Significant Others

      

      

      
        
          	
        Ian “Boss-man” Sawyer: Devon and Nick’s brother; retired Navy SEAL; co-owner of Trident Security and The Covenant; husband/Dom of Angelina (Angel).
      

      	
        Devon “Devil Dog” Sawyer: Ian and Nick’s brother; retired Navy SEAL; co-owner of Trident Security and The Covenant; husband/Dom of Kristen; father of John Devon “JD.”
      

      	
        Ben “Boomer” Michaelson: retired Navy SEAL; explosives and ordnance specialist; husband/Dom of Katerina; son of Rick and Eileen.
      

      	
        Jake “Reverend” Donovan: retired Navy SEAL; temporarily assigned to run the West Coast team; sniper; fiancé/Dom of Nick; brother of Mike; Whip Master at The Covenant.
      

      	
        Brody “Egghead” Evans: retired Navy SEAL; computer specialist; husband/Dom of Fancy.
      

      	
        Marco “Polo” DeAngelis: retired Navy SEAL; communications specialist and back up helicopter pilot; husband/Dom of Harper; father to Mara.
      

      	
        Nick “Junior” Sawyer: Ian and Devon’s brother; current Navy SEAL; fiancé/submissive of Jake.
      

      	
        Kristen “Ninja-girl” Sawyer: author of romance/suspense novels; wife/submissive of Devon; mother of “JD.”
      

      	
        Angelina “Angie/Angel” Sawyer: graphic artist; wife/submissive of Ian.
      

      	
        Katerina “Kat” Michaelson: dog trainer for law enforcement and private agencies; wife/submissive of Boomer.
      

      	
        Millicent “Harper” DeAngelis: lawyer; wife/submissive of Marco; mother of Mara.
      

      	
        Francine “Fancy” Maguire: baker; fiancée/submissive of Brody.
      

      

      

      
        
        Extended Family, Friends, and

        Associates of the Sexy Six-Pack

      

      

      
        
          	
        Mitch Sawyer: Cousin of Ian, Devon, and Nick; co-owner/manager of The Covenant, Dom to Tyler and Tori.
      

      	
        T. Carter: US spy and assassin; works for covert agency Deimos; Dom of Jordyn.
      

      	
        Jordyn Alvarez: US spy and assassin; member of covert agency Deimos; submissive of Carter.
      

      	
        Tyler Ellis: Stockbroker; lifestyle switch—Dom to Tori; submissive to Mitch.
      

      	
        Tori Freyja: K9 trainer for veterans in need of assistance/service dogs; submissive to Mitch and Tyler.
      

      	
        Parker Christiansen: owner of New Horizons Construction; husband/Dom of Shelby; adoptive father of Franco and Victor.
      

      	
        Shelby Christiansen: stay-at-home mom; two-time cancer survivor; wife/submissive of Parker; adoptive mother of Franco and Victor.
      

      	
        Curt Bannerman: retired Navy SEAL; owner of Halo Customs, a motorcycle repair and detail shop; husband of Dana; stepfather of Ryan, Taylor, Justin, and Amanda. Lives in Iowa.
      

      	
        Dana Prichard-Bannerman: teacher; widow of retired SEAL Eric Prichard; wife of Curt; mother of Ryan, Taylor, Justin, and Amanda. Lives in Iowa.
      

      	
        Jenn “Baby-girl” Mullins: college student; goddaughter of Ian; “niece” of Devon, Brody, Jake, Boomer, and Marco; father was a Navy SEAL; parents murdered.
      

      	
        Mike Donovan: owner of the Irish pub, Donovan’s; brother of Jake.
      

      	
        Charlotte “Mistress China” Roth: Parole officer; Domme and Whip Master at The Covenant.
      

      	
        Travis “Tiny” Daultry: former professional football player; head of security at The Covenant and Trident compound; occasional bodyguard for TS.
      

      	
        Doug “Bullseye” Henderson: retired Marine; head of the Personal Protection Division of TS.
      

      	
        Rick and Eileen Michaelson: Boomer’s parents; guardians of Alyssa. Rick is a retired Navy SEAL.
      

      	
        Charles “Chuck” and Marie Sawyer: Ian, Devon, and Nick’s parents. Charles is a self-made real estate billionaire. Marie is a plastic surgeon involved with Operation Smile.
      

      	
        Will Anders: Assistant Curator of the Tampa Museum of Art Kristen Anders’s cousin.
      

      	
        Dr. Roxanne London: pediatrician; Domme/wife (Mistress Roxy) of Kayla; Whip Master at Covenant.
      

      	
        Kayla London: social worker; submissive/wife of Roxanne.
      

      	
        Grayson and Remington Mann: twins; owners of Black Diamond Records; Doms/fiancés of Abigail; members of The Covenant.
      

      	
        Abigail Turner: personal assistant at Black Diamond Records; submissive/fiancée of Gray and Remi.
      

      	
        Chase Dixon: retired Marine Raider; owner of Blackhawk Security; associate of TS.
      

      	
        Reggie Helm: lawyer for TS and The Covenant; Dom/husband of Colleen.
      

      	
        Alyssa Wagner: teenager saved by Jake from an abusive father; lives with Rick and Eileen Michaelson.
      

      	
        Dr. Trudy Dunbar: Psychologist.
      

      	
        Carl Talbot: college professor; Dom and Whip Master at The Covenant.
      

      

      

      
        
        The Omega Team and

        Their Significant Others

      

      

      
        
          	
        Cain “Shades” Foster: retired Secret Service agent.
      

      	
        Tristan “Duracell” McCabe: retired Army Special Forces
      

      	
        Valentino “Romeo” Mancini: retired Army Special Forces; former FBI Hostage Rescue Team (HRT) member.
      

      	
        Darius “Batman” Knight: retired Navy SEAL.
      

      	
        Kip “Skipper” Morrison: retired Army; former LAPD SWAT sniper.
      

      	
        Lindsey “Costello” Abbott: retired Marine; sniper.
      

      

      

      
        
        Trident Support Staff

      

      

      
        
          	
        Colleen McKinley-Helm: office manager of TS; wife/submissive of Reggie.
      

      	
        Tempest “Babs” Van Buren: retired Air Force helicopter pilot; TS mechanic.
      

      	
        Russell Adams: retired Navy; assistant TS mechanic.
      

      	
        Nathan Cook: former computer specialist with the National Security Agency (NSA).
      

      

      

      
        
        Members of Law Enforcement

      

      

      
        
          	
        Larry Keon: Assistant Director of the FBI.
      

      	
        Frank Stonewall: Special Agent in Charge of the Tampa FBI.
      

      	
        Calvin Watts: Leader of the FBI HRT in Tampa.
      

      	
        Colt Parrish: Major Case Specialist, Behavioral Analysis Unit.
      

      

      

      
        
        The K9s of Trident

      

      

      
        
          	
        Beau: An orphaned Lab/Pit mix, rescued by Ian. Now a trained K9 who has more than earned his spot on the Alpha Team.
      

      	
        Spanky: A rescued Bullmastiff with a heart of gold, owned by Parker and Shelby.
      

      	
        Jagger: A rescued Rottweiler trained as an assistance/service animal for Russell.
      

      	
        FUBAR: A Belgian Malinois who failed aggressive guard dog training. Adopted by Babs.
      

      	
        BDSM: Bravo, Delta, Sierra, and Mike, two Belgian Malinoises and two German shepherds, the new guard dogs at the Trident compound that Ian named using the military communication’s alphabet.
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Part One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      First Sergeant Logan “Cowboy” Reese slammed his eyes shut so he didn’t have to see his friend’s face… his dead friend’s face. Danny “Clutch” Coleman had been bullwhipped for over two hours by the fuckers holding Logan’s team hostage, but it’d seemed longer. Much longer. An eternity.

      Coleman’s screams of unimaginable pain had been impossible to evade in the adobe building the two remaining teammates were imprisoned in. When the cries eventually died down and were replaced by celebratory gunfire and shouts of praise and worship to Allah, Logan knew what would come next. It was the same thing that had happened after the other members of his MARSOC (United States Marine Corps Special Operations Command) Raider team had been tortured—they were beheaded. Then one of those fucking murdering bastards would bring in the dead man’s head and taunt the remaining prisoners with it.

      Out of the original seven Marines who’d survived an ISIS ambush, which had them out-numbered about nine to one and left five teammates dead, Logan and Joe “Stash” Moretti were the last two left alive. One of them would probably be inhumanely brutalized and slaughtered sometime tomorrow, and the last man would likely be dead within forty-eight hours—unless a miracle happened. But Logan had stopped believing in miracles two or three days ago.

      The tango was yelling something at them, and although the words were in a local dialect he wasn’t familiar with, Logan was pretty sure the bastard called them fucking pussies. Well, if being human enough to mourn the loss of his friends made him a fucking pussy, then so be it. At least he had a conscience and a soul, something he doubted the men partying it up outside had ever heard of.

      When the wooden door slammed shut again, Logan dared to raise his eyelids. He blinked away the tears and heaved a sigh of relief. This time, they hadn’t left the decapitated head sitting on a shelf for him to stare at. But the metallic smell and taste of blood still hung in the air. It mingled with the stench of urine and feces. Each cell had a hole in the ground that would make even the worst porta-potty seem like it was in a five-star hotel. There was just enough slack in the shackles and chains for him to use it. The one-hundred-plus heat of the day was making every smell and sensation ten times worse than it probably was.

      Clutch’s screams and the crack of the whip as it sliced the air and human flesh still resonated in Logan’s mind. His buddy had screamed and cursed the bastards who’d tortured him, but he had never begged for death like they’d wanted him to. Logan hoped when it was his turn, he’d be able to draw on his teammate’s courage and grit.

      Part of their training to become Raiders had been how to withstand torture and resist giving the enemy anything beyond their name, rank, service number, and date of birth. But until one experienced the worst an enemy could do to them, no one could fully comprehend what their breaking point was. Although there had been many questions asked about the US military, what their plans were, and where their troops currently were, the main objective had been to inflict as much pain as possible before killing them.

      Shifting on the dirt floor, he swallowed hard and glanced between the steel bars at Moretti in the cell beside him. The Marine was unconscious, having succumbed to the effects of the fever he’d been running the past thirty-six hours or so. His skin was still flushed and covered with a sheen of perspiration—he had to be burning up. Logan had no idea what had caused it, but in this hellhole, it could have been from anything—an infection from a wound, a virus, or a reaction to the swill and foul water they’d been given for sustenance. Maybe it would be better if Moretti never woke up. At least then, he wouldn’t suffer as the others had.

      At first, they’d refused to eat anything that had been thrown at them, but their Gunnery Sergeant had ordered them to ingest what they could, no matter how nasty it was. They would need to be hydrated and strong enough to escape if the opportunity arose. Unfortunately, Brent “Gunny” Sherwood hadn’t lived past the second day. He’d managed to yank his restraints from the wall and then jimmied the lock on his cell door with one of the crooked nails that had fallen loose. He’d just gotten out of the cell when two tangos came in and peppered his legs with bullets from an assault rifle, ripping them to shreds. Sherwood was then dragged outside, tortured, and killed the same way Kevin “Moonshine” Mooney had been the day before.

      The day after Gunny was murdered, Gavin “Flipper” Pruitt was the next to be slaughtered like no other animal on earth should be, followed by Phillip “Kandy” Kane. Five good men—good Marines—had died at the hands of these psychotic terrorists, and although their families would be told they’d been killed in action, no other details would be given. While it might sound cruel to leave them guessing, they were better off not knowing in this case. Logan didn’t want his parents or sister ever to know how he’d met his maker if this was where he died.

      Logan pulled on the chain that connected the shackles on his wrists to the wall behind him. After Sherwood had gotten free, the tangos had added several more spikes through the chain links into the adobe, ensuring no one else could get loose. Maybe Logan should have fought the assholes when they’d come into his cell despite the threat of the three guns pointed at him. A death caused by a hail of bullets would have been preferable over what awaited him on the other side of that door when his time came. But a part of him had held onto a sliver of hope that a rescue would come. Now, as each hour passed, that sliver got smaller and smaller. Even if a rescue came, he was a dead man. He would never recover from this nightmare, maybe physically, since he hadn’t really been injured up to that point, but definitely not mentally or emotionally. Each time one of his buddies’ heads had been brought in, another part of his heart and soul had died.

      Letting his head fall back against the wall, he tried to remember how his life had been a few years ago or even a few weeks ago. He’d been happy. Everything had been going exactly as he’d dreamed it would as a kid. His grandfather and father were retired Marines. Logan had known by age five he wanted to follow in their footsteps, and everything he’d done from that point until he’d enlisted on his eighteenth birthday had been with the goal of becoming a Marine in mind. He’d kept up his grades, gone out for team sports almost every season, and had even been in the Junior ROTC program during high school.

      Once he’d finished boot camp, he’d been assigned to Marine Corps Base Camp Lejeune in Jacksonville, North Carolina. After his first three years as a Marine and two long tours overseas, he’d applied for and been accepted into MARSOC training. His father had been so proud the day he’d called home and told his family he would be one of the elite Spec Ops Raiders. Not only did the title demand respect and awe, as did the Navy SEALs, it was also a chick magnet. If it was a tossup between fucking a Marine or a Marine Raider, the latter usually won the girl, nine times out of ten.

      Upon completing his ITC—Individual Training Course—the intense, seven-month program all candidates had to go through, he’d been an official MARSOC Critical Skills Operator (CSO). The training wasn’t for the faint of heart or the weak-minded. It was physically and mentally demanding, and most candidates dropped out long before graduation neared. Upon completing the course, he’d been assigned to the 2nd Marine Raider Battalion, also located in Camp Lejeune, and had been there ever since. He’d been twenty-two when he’d earned his CSO status, and nine years later, he was left wondering if it had all been worth it, knowing how the end of his life would play out.

      Of course, it’s been worth it, asshole. He could hear Clutch’s voice in his mind—the stupid jerk was probably giving him the finger from the great beyond. Think of all the lives we’ve saved. Hell, think of all the women we’ve fucked… that’s more fun. Hold out as long as you can, brother. Make it back for both of us. And the first woman you screw when you get back there, tell her you’re me, so there’ll be one more woman screaming my name in ecstasy.

      The door swung open again, and two other terrorists strode in, tossing plates of rancid rice through the steel bars onto the floor of the two occupied cells. Logan just ignored them, making no attempt to retrieve the food. One of the men yelled and gestured from him to the plate—from the few words Logan understood, he was being ordered to eat. Well, that wasn’t happening. Just looking at it made him want to throw up, so he closed his eyes again as the yelling continued. Maybe a little competition would shut the asshole up. “Ninety-nine bottles of beer on the wall, ninety-nine bottles of beer! Take one down, pass it around, ninety-eight bottles of beer on the wall! Ninety-eight bottles of beer on the wall, ninety-eight bottles of beer! Take one down, pass it around, ninety-seven bottles of beer on the wall!”

      Logan kept singing as the Afghanis stared at him in confusion. His raspy voice was getting stronger with each word, and so was his heart. They hated all things American, and what was more American than “Ninety-Nine Bottles of Beer on the Wall”? He could only think of apple pie, a freckle-faced girl next door, and baseball. “Ninety-three bottles of beer on the wall, ninety-three bottles of beer! Take one down, pass it around, ninety-two bottles of beer on the wall!”

      The men must have thought he’d finally cracked under the pressure because they left without saying another word. Logan got all the way to sixty-three bottles of beer on that damn wall before exhaustion began to overtake him. Who knew singing that ridiculous but catchy tune could be so tiring?

      Logan had no idea how long he’d slept, but he was jolted awake when an explosion rocked the compound. His eyes flew open just as a second, and then third, blast sounded, followed by automatic rifle fire, and deafened the world around him. Struggling to stand on his weakened legs and bare feet, he tried to see through the thin spaces between the wooden slats of the door at the front of the building and the tiny, glassless windows at the sides and rear to figure out what was happening. At some point during his sleep, the sun had set and the moon had risen. A lit oil lantern sat on a shelf next to the door and illuminated the makeshift prison, but it prevented him from being able to see anything in the darkness outside. It was too soon to know if this was a rescue staged by the US military, but a seed of hope bloomed in his gut.

      “Stash!” His tone was filled with urgency. “Stash, wake the fuck up, man!” Logan yanked on his restraints, even though they hadn’t loosened all the other times he’d tried to free himself. “Stash!”

      More explosions went off as the battle raged on outside. If this was a war between ISIS and anyone other than the US or its allies, Logan and Moretti would be dead sooner than expected. But since they’d be dead in another day or two anyway, maybe this was a better way to go.

      Shouts filtered in over the commotion. Some were in Arabic, others in English. And not just the heavily accented English spoken in Afghanistan, but—thank you, Jesus—that of those who could have only been born and bred in the good ol’ US of A.

      “Hey!” Logan shouted. “In here! We’re in here! Hey! Americans! In here!”

      The door burst open, and to Logan’s horror, an insurgent rushed in, his assault rifle up and ready to blow the prisoners to smithereens. Without conscious thought, Logan dropped to the ground, trying to make himself the smallest target possible as the trigger was pulled.

      But nothing happened. The gun jammed.

      The bastard shook the rifle as if that would get it working again just as two dark figures in camo and war paint skirted around the door frame and fired their own weapons. The tango danced unnaturally as his body was riddled with bullets. The gunfire ended when he fell to the ground, his dead eyes staring at the ceiling, seeing nothing.

      One of the two men let his rifle hang from the strap around his neck and back while the other kept watch for danger at the door. Occasionally, he set off a burst of bullets at someone or something outside Logan couldn’t see from that angle.

      The first man retrieved the keys from the dead guy’s body and worked quickly on the metal lock on Logan’s cell. At least he didn’t need to blow it with C4. The man finally looked at him as the steel door was pushed open. “Lieutenant KC Malone. US Navy SEALs are here to save your sorry fucking Marine ass.”

      Never had Logan heard more beautiful words in his entire life. A turbulence of emotions rolled through him. “First Sergeant Logan Reese, and I think I love you.”

      “Just don’t fucking kiss me, ’cause I don’t swing that way.” After finding the key to the shackles wasn’t with the other ones on the chain, Malone dropped them, hurried over, and pulled out a lock-pick set. As he worked to free Logan, he cocked his head toward the next occupied cell. “Are you the only two left?”

      Logan had to swallow the lump in his throat. “Yeah, but Stash has been out of it for over a day with a fever. The others…” He couldn’t finish the statement.

      Malone freed one wrist and started on the other. Sympathy filled his eyes and voice. “We know. We found them and will bring them home with us.”

      It took Logan a moment to realize the gunfire had died almost completely. There were a few scattered bursts here and there, but for the most part, the automatic weapons were silent. As more US troops entered the building, Malone paused his lock picking, stepped on the heavy keyring, and, with a flick of his foot, slid it toward the open door behind him. “Peanut, here’s the key to the cell door.”

      The shortest of the men, presumably “Peanut,” grabbed it from the dirt floor and then quickly unlocked the other cell. Hurrying to the unconscious Marine, he glanced at Logan as the second shackle fell from his wrist. “Is he injured?”

      “He was saying he thought a few ribs were broken, and he’s got bruising on his back. Other than that, I don’t think so.” Logan touched his abused wrists, which had been rubbed raw, and winced. “But he’s had a temp for almost two days now and been out of it since around noon yesterday.”

      While he hadn’t had a watch or clock to tell time, the sun’s location in the sky had helped him keep track.

      As the SEAL assessed Moretti’s condition and began treatment, another man stepped into Logan’s cell. “Reese? You okay?”

      Even with his face covered in black camo paint, the familiar voice told Logan precisely who the man was, and the empathy he heard almost ripped him to shreds. Apparently, the rescue had been a joint mission between the SEALs and Raiders. Captain Louis “Bear” Bradshaw was Logan’s team leader. “As good as I can be, Cap.”

      There no longer appeared to be an urgency in the other men’s movements and tasks, so it was safe to assume the ISIS members had all been killed or captured. Bradshaw stepped forward and pulled Logan into a manly but gentle embrace, clearly not caring that his charge was covered in dirt, grime, and sweat. Logan would have dropped to his knees if his superior hadn’t been holding him up as the relief at being rescued, combined with the grief for his lost teammates, struck him. He wasn’t ashamed of the tears that spilled forth and rolled down his cheeks. He was alive. He was going home. And he’d never be the same person he’d been before.
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      Slamming her locker door shut, Dakota Swift grabbed her duffel and headed for the door. Her 3:00-11:00 p.m. shift on patrol for the Tampa Police Department hadn’t been over fast enough for her tonight. It had taken everything in her not to stomp into her captain’s office to raise hell. Thankfully, she’d resisted since it wouldn’t have helped her case any and probably would have resulted in a charge of insubordination.

      Seven years. Seven fucking years. Seven… fucking...long...years. She slapped her hand on the heavy, wooden door leading out to the hallway and sent it banging against the concrete wall. A few officers, some in uniform, others in plainclothes, were in the corridor, coming and going from the shift change, and most startled at the sound, then sent her a range of looks from annoyed to sympathetic.

      So, word was already getting around. She ignored them all, striding down the hall to the exit for the parking lot behind the station where her vehicle was parked.

      “Hey, Dakota! Wait up!”

      The shout came from behind her at the other end of the hall, and she almost didn’t slow down, but Officer Ricardo Hernandez was one of her best friends—and had been since they’d gone through the academy together. When she reached the double doors, she paused long enough for him to catch up. He was four inches taller than her own five foot five and outweighed her by at least eighty pounds, yet she could still take him down on the sparring mat. In fact, she could take down most of her fellow male officers, something she knew grated on many of them.

      Sighing, Dakota tried to sound like she was just tired and everything was fine when it wasn’t. “What?”

      “Outside.” Gesturing for her to lead the way to the parking lot, he followed her out to her SUV. After ensuring no one was within earshot, he crossed his arms over his chest and shook his blond-haired head. “I’m sorry. I heard they shit-canned your transfer request again, the fucking pricks.”

      Swallowing hard, she willed herself not to cry. In front of Ric was one thing, but if anyone else saw her, they’d use it as proof she couldn’t handle the promotion to the Special Ops Division. She’d been trying to get into undercover work for four years, and every time a position opened, she got passed over. Several times, it had been for someone with less time on the job than her. She didn’t know what problem the higher-ups had with her—she was a damn good cop, with several commendations and no black marks in her file. Her immediate supervisors had written glowing letters of recommendation too. Yet, once again, they’d given the position to someone else. She couldn’t even claim it was sexual discrimination since another female officer had gotten the go-ahead the last time a spot was open.

      Topping everything off, as soon as her father heard about it, he’d side with the brass, as he had for years. You’d think her old man would be thrilled his daughter followed in his footsteps onto Tampa PD, but he wasn’t. He’d wanted her brother to be the one to fill his big shoes, but Gerry Swift had gone into engineering instead.

      “Yeah, well, I don’t know why I’m surprised.” She snorted. “I wouldn’t put it past my father to have been the one to blackball me. God forbid his daughter advances to a position he’d never held while he was working here.”

      Ric rolled his eyes. “No one is blackballing you. If they were, you’d have the worst shift in the worst corner of the city for the rest of your career instead of working next to yours truly.

      “C’mon. Let’s head over to Chasers for a beer.” When she opened her mouth to turn him down, he held up a hand to stop her. “C’mon, one beer won’t kill you. Besides, I need you as my wingman. Some chick from a fender-bender report I took earlier might be stopping by, and you need to tell her about all my wonderful attributes so I can get laid.”

      This time, it was Dakota rolling her eyes. “You’re such a man-whore.”

      “Yup. And it wouldn’t hurt you any to pick out some stud for a roll in the hay every once in a while. I mean, seriously, when was the last time you got laid?”

      It was obviously far too long ago since she honestly couldn’t remember off the top of her head, so she bypassed the question. “One beer. I’m out of there the minute you’ve got the green light and two tickets to paradise.”

      Less than five minutes later, they pulled into the parking lot of the tavern that was a known cop hangout. After turning off the ignition, Dakota ensured she had her keys, phone, wallet, and money. Before exiting the vehicle, she removed her concealed, holstered firearm from the back waistband of her jeans and locked it in the glove compartment. Guns and alcohol didn’t mix.

      Ric was waiting for her at the establishment’s entrance. As she approached, he pulled on the handle, holding the door open for her. The man had manners, charm, and looks, and not for the first time, she regretted there was nothing between them. But hooking up with Ric would be like hooking up with her brother.

      Loud music and conversation filled the bar, along with cops, badge groupies, and plain ol’ civilians out for a good time. It was a popular place—the food was good, prices were reasonable, and the bartenders gave the occasional buy-backs—a free beer or drink after every third or fourth one. The bar’s owner was a retired TPD sergeant who made sure his patrons were well cared for.

      After running a hand through his short hair, Ric waved at a few people and pushed his way through the crowd with Dakota on his heels. She tended to be overlooked in situations like this when most of the people around her stood over six feet tall, and more than once, she’d been stepped on in crowds, so she usually let her friend lead the way.

      Toward the back, the mass of bodies opened up a bit as Ric found a group of cops who’d just gotten off shift with them. Dakota greeted them as well and then waited for one of them to flag down the bartender for drinks for the newcomers. Taking her usual beer, she thanked him before glancing around the bar. There was the usual college clique, badge bunnies looking to hook up with a cop, one girls’ night out for a bachelorette, and plenty of others. Her gaze passed over a table full of men and then shot back with interest to a handsome, dark-haired hunk in a dress shirt and slacks. His sleeves were rolled up, showcasing his muscular arms, the top button of his shirt was undone, and his tie was loose around his neck.

      Well, well, well. At least something is going my way today. Only took twenty-three hours and fifteen minutes for it to happen though.

      Shane Littleton was a Dom she knew from Pandora’s Box and, at twenty-seven, was two years younger than her. They’d played together a few times, enjoying the fact neither wanted a relationship outside the club.

      But what’s he doing here when he lives an hour away?

      When a set of teal green eyes met her brown ones, her gaze immediately and involuntarily dropped to the floor in silent respect for his title before rising again. He winked at her and then, using the hand resting on his thigh under the table, gave her a crook of his finger, inviting her over. Giving him a subtle shake of her head, she pulled out her cell phone and located his name in her contacts. The only reason she had the Kissimmee fireman’s number was because they’d made plans in advance to play one night a few weeks ago, and she’d needed a way to let him know if she got held up at work.

      Using her forearm to hold her beer bottle against her side, Dakota typed out a quick text to Shane.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sorry, Sir. Not here. With my coworkers. Just got off shift.

      

      

      

      

      

      She turned away to acknowledge a question one of her fellow cops asked her as the Dom grabbed his cell from the tabletop in front of him when it lit up and read the text. Moments later, her phone vibrated in her hand.

      
        
          
            
              
        Shane L.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        No worries. Does “not here” mean we can meet somewhere else, or will my favorite sub have to disappoint me tonight?

      

      

      

      

      

      The corners of Dakota’s mouth ticked upward as she typed in a response. She was not under any illusions that he didn’t have a small harem of favorite subs, nor was he unaware she enjoyed several Doms at the club.

      
        
          
            
              
        If you can wait a bit. It would look funny if I left five minutes after walking in.

      

      

      

      

      

      Seconds passed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Shane L.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I’d wait for you all night, my little subbie. BTW you look hot. Makes me wonder what you’re wearing under those tight jeans. Hopefully nothing.

      

      

      

      

      

      After one beer and forty minutes of relatively boring conversations, Dakota said good night to Ric and the other cops and caught Master Shane’s gaze across the still-crowded bar. She knew she didn’t have to worry about whether or not he’d had too much to drink to scene with her or drive because alcohol was something he avoided, preferring tonic and lime. He’d told her one night while administering her aftercare following a scene that alcoholism ran in his family, and he never wanted to fall into the same trap, having seen what it did to his parents and grandfather.

      When he stood and evidently told his buddies he was leaving, she headed for the door. After a quick negotiation in the parking lot, they got into their respective vehicles, and she followed him to a BDSM club about twenty minutes east of Tampa and forty minutes west of the Kissimmee suburb he lived in. She’d heard of the Pleasure Dome but had never been to it. Shane had told her that even though it was open to the public, it was one of the better non-exclusive clubs in the area. He was friends with the owner and, on the drive there, would be able to arrange a private playroom for them. While she trusted the Dom in more ways than one, having him back at her place was a hard limit for Dakota. She insisted on keeping her sexual lifestyle and her personal and professional lives as far apart as possible. Mixing them could be disastrous, and it wasn’t a risk she was willing to take.

      Pulling into the club lot, Dakota parked her SUV next to his truck, and before she had a chance to open her door, he’d done it for her. Holding her hand, he helped her from the vehicle, and delicious chills went down her spine. This was the only time in her busy life she let a man take over and treat her as a submissive. All other times she spent proving to her co-workers, father, and everyone else that she was alpha enough to hold her own.

      Instead of using the front entrance, Shane led her to a side door and knocked. Dakota glanced up and noticed a security camera. The Dom at her side saw where she was looking and said, “No worries. Master Robert is very trustworthy. The cameras are for safety only, and as long as nothing is reported that would make a review necessary, the videos are erased after a week.”

      The door swung open, and a massive bouncer held out a hand to Shane. “Hey, man. Been a while.”

      The two men shook. “Yeah, it has. I called Rob on the way over. Said he’d hold a room for us.”

      “Yup. Room six is all yours.”

      “Thanks.” Without further conversation, Shane led Dakota down a dimly lit hallway. Loud club music filled the air, vibrating the floor and walls. Opening a door labeled Room #6, he gestured for her to precede him into the dungeon-like space. Royal blue, black, and gold were the colors of the décor, which was a mix of elegance and medieval—at least, it appeared very tidy and hygienic. The familiar, citrus-scented cleaner used by many clubs tickled her nose. For some reason, it complemented the smell of sex.

      The music's volume dropped dramatically when the door closed behind her again, although they could still feel the bass thumping off the carpeted floor. “Strip and present, pet.”

      “Yes, Sir.” Dakota didn’t take long to shed her sneakers, jeans, shirt, bra, and panties, placing them on a chair next to the door. She then sank to her knees in the middle of the room, placed her upturned hands on her thighs, and bowed her head in submission as Shane took off his tie, shirt, shoes, and socks, leaving his dress pants on. When they’d been negotiating the scene earlier, he’d mentioned he and his buddies had been at a christening that afternoon for his college roommate’s son. It’d been the first time she’d ever seen him out of the leathers he wore at Pandora’s Box.

      After placing the duffel bag he’d brought with them on the bed, he rifled through it. She knew it was filled with various adult toys for play, and she felt more aroused as the sensual atmosphere took over her body and mind. And speaking of a body, Shane Littleton had it in spades. With a face and physique that stopped traffic, he’d been featured twice in his department’s annual beefcake calendar, which raised funds for the widows and children of fallen firemen.

      After gathering what he wanted from the bag, Shane placed the items on a small table and left the duffel underneath it. Since she was close to the table, Dakota could see what he’d chosen without lifting her head more than a scant inch. The items sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine, and her pussy wept. It had been about six or seven weeks since she’d been at Pandora’s Box, the last time she’d played with Shane. Rarely did she go that long without scening with a Dom. But she’d taken a lot of overtime shifts lately, on top of packing and moving from her old apartment to the condo she’d bought last month. She was finally a homeowner—one more thing that fueled her independence in the world.

      “Stand and get on the spanking bench. I’ve been itching to get at that sweet ass since I saw you walk into Chasers tonight.”

      And she was itching to have his dominant hands on her ass. Dakota didn’t know why she was so drawn to the lifestyle she’d discovered with a friend about five years ago and had no interest in analyzing things to figure it out. When Brenna first mentioned wanting to check out a munch, Dakota thought she was kidding. It was a gathering where those interested in discovering more about BDSM could speak to experienced subs and Doms to help decide if they wanted to try it. Surprisingly, she’d been intrigued enough to investigate the lifestyle further. Brenna had also continued to explore her sexual submissiveness and recently moved in with the Dom she’d been collared by last year. Dakota knew an engagement ring was secretly being made for when he popped the question.

      Settling on the red leather padding on the spanking bench, Dakota tried to relax and push everything out of her mind except what Shane was about to do. His hands trailed up her legs and then over her ass and lower back, rubbing and squeezing her flesh to bring the blood to the surface. “So, pet, what’s going on in that head of yours? You have a small tell when something’s bothering you and don’t want to talk about it—you nibble on your bottom lip.”

      She’d never realized she did that, but now that it had been pointed out to her, she’d probably notice it from now on. Knowing the only way she could get out of answering the question, now that they were in D/s mode, was to say her safeword, she sighed. “I got passed over for Special Ops again, Sir.”

      Since Shane was a fireman, she’d found talking about “on-the-job” stuff with him comfortable. Firefighters, police officers, paramedics, EMTs, and ER nurses understood what each other dealt with on a regular basis. Although there was usually a healthy rivalry between the police and fire departments, a strong camaraderie also existed.

      His right hand left her skin and a split second later made contact again with a hard slap on her right ass cheek, eliciting a gasp and moan from her as the sting made her wetter. “That sucks. Did they give you a reason why?”

      “They never do, Sir.”

      Smack. That one landed on the left side of her ass. “You’d be good at it.” Smack. “What about the detective bureau or taking the supervisor’s test?” Smack.

      Goose bumps popped all over her body. This was what she’d needed...what she craved. A way to deal with the disappointment, the anger, and all the other negative emotions that came with her job. She couldn’t cry in front of her
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