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Dear Reader,

The story of Kaden and Sage started in Clandestine Daddy in Maren’s Anthology, Dirty Discipline 1. The book will soon be published as the prequel to Louisiana Daddies with the title, Covert Daddy. Black Ops Daddy is the culmination of these two lovers’ story. Please note, these two books should be read in order for the best experience.

Details synopsis:

Kaden Frazer

Making plans for the future? Don’t bet the farm on it. Shit happens—life, in its many unpredictable guises, gets in the way. Everything seems to be going smoothly. You can see ahead for miles, the sun’s out, everything is beautiful... then, BAM! You get sideswiped by something. Never expected that to happen, right? Dazed, you try to shake it off and figure out how to get back on the road. So, now, feeling caught out and a bit panicky, you find yourself hurriedly leafing through your playbook, looking for Plan B. Where the fuck is it? Shit. Do you even have a Plan B? See what I mean?

It’s just that nothing ever really works out the way you think it will, especially when out of the blue, you suddenly get steamrolled by this force-of-nature in the form of a sassy Babygirl. She marches into your life, gets in your face, takes you on an incredible rollercoaster ride, breaks all the goddamn rules... then stomps on your heart and disappears into thin air. What the fuck was that? Please pass the Xanax.

Kaden swore to protect the woman who wormed her way into his life. Only at the time, he hadn’t realized just how dangerous a game she was playing. Amid corruption, murder, and death, he fought the most difficult battle of his life—keeping his bratty Babygirl alive while getting lost in her untethered submission. Finding a balance was impossible... especially since the woman didn’t listen.

Sage Lewis

Who said you couldn’t predict the future? Pfft, I knew exactly where mine was heading—on a one-way, nonstop trip into the bowels of Hell! I had been working my ass off to walk the straight and narrow, and wouldn’t you know it, I landed bang-on into the arms of a Daddy Dom, who immediately began rocking my world. Oh. Good. Lord! Let me just say that I was transported from the fires of Hell to the glory of Heaven in a heartbeat! I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face. It all just seemed too good to be true. Well, sure enough... it was. What’s the saying? No good deed goes unpunished? Unfortunately, as fate would have it, I was given no choice other than to eventually walk away... with a broken heart, mind you.

Sage blossomed under the care of the man who showed her the meaning of submission, one spanking at a time, while slowly crawling his way into her heart. But when chaos erupted around them, she realized there was a lot more at stake than the corruption she was investigating and tore apart any chance of a future she may have had with Kaden.

She had to walk away. Not only to keep further information from leaking that could affect national security, but to keep the man she came to love safe... and alive.

Please Note: Although part of the blurb is in 1st person, the book is written in 3rd person.

I hope you’ll enjoy reading this story as much as I did writing it.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Please note: This book must be read in conjunction with the prequel, Covert Daddy. This is a continuation of that story: https://books2read.com/LDPEB-CovertDaddy

Treasure Chest Floating Casino, Lake Pontchartrain, Kenner, Louisiana...

“Remind me again why we’re trussed up in these fucking restrictive penguin suits?”

Kaden Frazer watched his younger brother, Keith, tug on the black silk tie with an amused grin. He had drawn the line at wearing a bow tie. In that regard, all three of the Frazer brothers were the same. Keith, who had just celebrated his twenty-sixth birthday, was much more comfortable wearing khakis and t-shirts—a habit that wasn’t restricted to the Triple K farm. Wherever he went, his wardrobe was confined to either denim or khakis. Sartorial splendor wasn’t his thing. Even when they had a field operation, he was the one in cargo shorts and army boots. Winter, Spring, Summer, or Fall, rain or shine, his kit never changed.

“Suck it up, little brother. At least we look handsome as fuck,” Kevin, the middle brother of the trio, piped up with a smirk at the younger man. “Or are you going to pretend you haven’t noticed the women ogling us from the moment we arrived?”

“Well, the truth is, unlike you old-timers, I don’t feel the need to strut about like a puffed-up Bowerbird, trying to impress a female. You see, it’s my innate charisma, my exquisitely suntanned, muscled physique, and my hot-as-fuck attractiveness that slays women, causing them to rip off their thongs and throw them at me. Any questions, class?”

“Uh-huh. Well, aren’t you just the irrepressible swinging dick? Hung like a war pony, no doubt. The problem with that is all the blood gets drained from your brain in order to keep your cock hard. You’re then unable to speak or think. Women call your type dumb fucks. And that, little brother, ain’t nuthin’ to boast about.”

Kaden smiled at the bickering between his brothers. His palette tingled with pleasure at the aroma of dried fruits and ginger with hints of vanilla and cinnamon of the ten-year-old Macallan Fine Oak single malt whiskey he savored before swallowing it.

There was no need to look around to verify Kevin’s claim. It was a given. Wherever they went as a trio, they drew attention like a whisper buzzing through the crowd’s tight huddle like hungry mosquitoes in search of a crimson meal. Not that this was some kind of innate narcissism necessarily put on display, but rather an understanding that the space they occupied on any given evening was sure to attract the attention of any observant spectator, male or female.

“Don’t forget why we’re here, Keith. Eye on the ball, please. No foolish fuckery tonight.” A warning flashed in his eyes. “That goes for both of you.”

They were on the top deck, enjoying the view and tropical warm air that supplemented the golden glow of an early summer’s evening. The tangy zest and vibrant culture of Mardi Gras found on Bourbon Street in New Orleans infused the lively atmosphere of the Treasure Chest Casino. Other famous destinations, like Las Vegas and the Cayman Islands, were also reflected on the multi-tiered riverboat, which was why it was one of the most popular floating casinos in Louisiana. Their revenue was said to have quadrupled with the new land-based venue. It was exactly the kind of environment that attracted, like flies on shit, the gathered demimonde of gangsters, hustlers, corrupt magistrates, politicians, and run-of-the-mill ne’er-do-wells.

“Yes, Boss,” they answered in a hushed chorus, knowing full well how important it was that each and everyone be laser-focused on finding proof that Congressman Clinton Beats, Attorney General Jessica Hewitt, and FBI Director Ben Whitmore were involved with the gambling lobbyist, Jock Abrams, and by association, the mob.

The way the three of them had tried to eliminate Sage Lewis, Kaden’s fiancé, had triggered the suspicions of her Uncle Slade, who also happened to be the Deputy Director of the CIA. As an FBI Special Agent in Criminal Investigation, she had been digging further into a cold case involving fraud and insider trading on Wall Street and, to date, the largest ongoing Ponzi scheme in history, which once again resurfaced a couple of months ago.

Since Kaden owned Triple K Secure, a Black Ops, specializing in recovering kidnapped victims and protecting high-level government officials, Slade had hired them to protect her after a failed assassination attempt on her life. Kaden had offered their services to work with her to uncover the crux of the matter since the FBI had suspended her for investigating the case without their knowledge. It just didn’t add up. The FBI and the CIA, along with the Commission who was investigating it, had been busting their balls to uncover the hidden portfolios of everyone who was involved in what was referred to as the Casino Capitalism. Since only one banker was jailed at the time, seeing as they didn’t have proof of any other involvement, why would they prevent her from making known what she had found?

There was only one answer. The level of involvement went to the top, of not only the federal institutions, but the senate and the banking industry as well. As the saying goes, ‘The fish rots from the head.’

Nothing they had found to date was substantial enough to prove Whitmore and Hewitt were in cahoots with Beats. It appeared all communication was done verbally. There was no paper trail to authenticate any claims of corruption. This was the first opportunity they had that might change the direction of their investigation.

“Those bastards overplayed their hands.” Keith chucked down his drink. “They’re not satisfied with the billions they pocketed with the hedge funds fraud. They now want to dip their feet into the vast gambling pool as well.”

“What better way to launder money, little brother? That’s why they’re here. It’s part and parcel of a bigger picture. They can’t move the hedge fund money via the banks anymore since they realized it put them on the radar of someone like Sage.” Kevin tapped the bar, holding up three fingers to order another round of drinks. “That little minx doesn’t miss anything.”

“I still don’t get why they would want to invest in this old rust bucket.”

“Rust bucket, my ass. They’ve paid millions over the years to keep it in mint condition. Since the Treasure Chest Riverboat Casino opened in 1994, it has generated millions of dollars in revenue for the city. That has been the primary source of funding for Kenner's long-term capital projects.” Kaden gestured out over the river. “You forget the riverboat isn’t going to be here much longer. They were the first of the floating casinos to take advantage of the state law in 2018 that now allows riverboats to move their operations onto land.”

“I did forget,” Keith muttered, his brows pulled into a straight line. “So, whoever buys or bought into the business prior to the expansion will benefit hugely.”

“For one thing, they’ll be able to move liquid assets easily during the construction period. Using hedge fund money to pay for building materials, contractors, etc.,” Kevin interjected.

“The bigger question is who the actual owners of Nevada-based Lloyd Gaming are. The CEO, Dante Miller, is very media savvy, but we all know he’s just window dressing. Someone is benefiting and reaping the rewards of the billions of dollars streaming to and from the gambling industry.

“Founded in 1975 as a closed trust, Lloyd Gaming Corporation is one of the largest and most successful casino entertainment companies in the United States. They currently own and operate twenty-eight gaming properties in ten states, Nevada, Illinois, Indiana, Iowa, Kansas, Louisiana, Mississippi, Missouri, Ohio, and Pennsylvania.” Kaden looked around with sharpened eyes. “We just need to figure out how and where Jock Abrams fits into the picture.”

“A decoy, perhaps?” Kevin speculated amid the raucous din of the enthusiastic crowd. His gaze floated lazily over the sea of glitterati, each participant vying for more attention than the next in an effort to be noticed by the power brokers of Loo-zee-anna’s rarified elite.

“Hold on, Kaden.” Keith spun around on the bar stool to face him. “Are you implying that Beats, Whitmore, and Hewitt already have sunk their teeth into this new development? It isn’t illegal for politicians to create wealth by investing in financial instruments as long as it is lawful for them to do so and as long as it is reported as unearned income on their tax returns. Having said that, there are those powerful ones who sit on the boards of Big Pharma, Big Oil, and Big Coal, among many others, who use their political power to ram through bills favorable to their constituents. In return, they get paid hundreds of thousands for their advice. And it doesn’t stop there. When they leave office, they become high-paid lobbyists for corporations looking to successfully navigate the halls of Washington D.C.”

“All true,” Kaden said darkly. “But then there is an altogether different breed of animal that stalks the halls of power who don’t care about perceptions. They operate on the fringe and live part-time in the secretive world of gangsters and thugs. Any illicit money-making venture is done in the strictest confidence of the smartest attorneys. Everything is transactional. It’s all about money and power. It’s about mastering the art of the con. And if you can get elected to the highest office in the land, with the greatest legal minds running interference, you can tie up the courts for years and operate with near impunity. It’s a real crap shoot. People see the most powerful men in the world getting away with this shit and think, hey, if they can do it, so can I. Get rid of your detractors, and surround yourself with loyalists, sycophants—yes men.

“It’s the only thing that makes sense why Whitmore was so eager to get Sage suspended and out of the office for months. He didn’t even question the authenticity of Beats’ claim. Instead, he arbitrarily discarded Sage’s findings. They clearly wanted time to clinch the deal and ensure they were properly insinuated into a new endeavor without anyone being the wiser.”

“Unless we have concrete evidence, it’s just speculation.” Kaden sipped his drink. “No prosecutor would risk his or her reputation without having the smoking gun they would need to indict and convict in a court of law. It’s called covering your ass. I once had a brilliant criminal defense attorney look me in the eye as we debated over drinks the rule of law and if there was a moral code, if any, that was necessarily attached as a prerequisite to the practice of said profession. None whatsoever, he said. Slavery was legal for hundreds of years. So was Plessy v. Ferguson, the 1896 Supreme Court abomination of a precedent that ruled in favor of Separate but Equal. Christ, the Holocaust was legal. The words legal and moral are not synonymous. They’re like chalk and cheese. I rest my case.”

“We have to hope someone will let their guard down, particularly since officials already broke ground for the new land-based Treasure Chest Casino,” Kevin interjected. “The entire development is valued at more than a billion dollars.”

“Yeah, greed is always the perfect incentive for someone to fuck up. On the other hand, if we can convince Abrams to play along and point out the key players in exchange for a reduced sentence, the game is up.” Keith looked around. “So, where’s your woman? I thought she was meeting you here?”

“She had a meeting with Slade to discuss the details of the intel she had gathered on the Wall Street fraud and the proof she has of Beats and the second attorney general’s involvement.” Kaden held up his hand, preempting the question he suspected Keith was about to raise. “We’re not part of the meeting because my little Babygirl needed some breathing room... to get out of the house for a bit.”

“Ah, the little mite has been playing tricks on you again, hasn’t she?” Kevin laughed at the expression on Kaden’s face.

“Can’t say I blame her. She’s been frustrated as hell having her movements restricted.” Kaden grinned. “Not that I mind the tricks she plays on me. It leads to such fun acting out retribution.”

“Judging from what’s already transpired, wouldn’t her presence here tonight only trigger more suspicion from Whitmore and Beats that she’s still digging into the case?” Keith leaned against the bar and swept the crowd with a pensive gaze.

“What better place to take someone out than in a tightly packed public venue? Besides, Sage is my fiancé. Why wouldn’t she accompany me here? Slade and I got VIP invitations to attend the dinner, where an announcement will be made about further development that would inject money into the area.”

“You and Slade only? Lovely. Where the hell are we supposed to eat?” Keith patted his stomach. “I’m already starved as it is.”

“You’re always hungry,” Kevin mumbled around a sip of his drink.

“No need to bust your balls, little brother,” Kaden said. “It’s a table sponsor event. Slade and I bought a ten-seater with five seats available to guests. Since it’s a buffet, there’ll be plenty of food to stuff your face.”

“Stuff my face, you say? My mother taught me manners, I’ll have you know.” Keith snorted in disdain. “The two of you seem to forget that I’m still a robust young man and need sustenance to feed all these bulging muscles.” He flexed his biceps, stretching tight the sleeves against their rippling girth. “Now, stuff your eyes with these beauties. You can only dream of having guns like this.”

“Please tell me we weren’t like that when we were his age, Kaden.” Kevin’s deep voice was gravelly and fractured with amusement.

“Mom would’ve slapped us silly if we pranced about like a peacock with a fanned train.” Kaden’s lips twitched as he broached a subject that always triggered a rowdy response from his adopted brother. “Not to mention wearing our hair long and tousled like a hippie.”

“Hey! My hair is my pride and joy,” Keith protested as he tossed his head proudly. “I could give Samson a run for his money,” he taunted them as the tousled length of his thick, dark blonde hair settled on his shoulders.

“You need a fucking haircut,” Kevin grunted.

“Leave him be, Kev. His hair is gorgeous, and I, for one, love it.” The sudden effect of the throaty croon sounding behind Kaden kickstarted a surge of testosterone-laden blood that settled into a rhythmic throb, pumping taut his venous length against his pants.

Since Sage had moved in with him, he had been gorging himself on his own inexhaustible supply of lust in a nightly circumnavigation of her ports-of-call. That she had such an immediate effect on his libido, bringing it to such a heightened state of arousal so quickly, was somewhat of a phenomenon since he was no longer a young, robust man whose dick became turgid at the smallest provocation. Not that he was complaining... hell, no. He basked in the immeasurable desire that she ignited in him, the consequences of which made him feel young and powerful.

“Ah! Just in time, my little savior!” A smug grin perched itself on Keith’s lips as Sage and Slade joined them. For some unknown reason, Sage had become the youngest Frazer’s self-appointed protector—something the little shit used to his advantage more often than not.

“I’m no one’s little anything, Frazer Three.” She wagged a finger in front of his nose. “I might be One’s Babygirl but I’m not a little.”

Keith held his hands up and bowed in mock supplication. “Never claimed you were, but doncha think saying it as often as you do makes it a case of, uh...” He tilted his head sideways in thought. “How did Shakespeare put it? Ah, yes! The lady doth protest too much, methinks. Hey! Not the hair!” He ducked out of the way as Sage took a swipe at his disheveled mane.

“You should be thankful my favorite prime number is three, you coltish, taunting little neophyte. Otherwise, with the athletic prowess of a field goal kicker, I’d squarely plant the open toe of one of my Jimmy Choo gladiators under your barely descended manly bits and watch your face as you hit a high C.” Her nose wrinkled as she looked down to admire the gilded high-heeled sandals that climbed her muscled calves in a latticework of leather. “What say you, my little rookie? Want to see me put my foot into it?”

“Okay... okay. There’s really no need for such violent measures, my future sis. You know I love you as much as I do these ugly brothers of mine.” Keith yanked her into a bear hug. “I’ll even fight One off if he brings out the whip.”

Sage had started calling the three Frazer brothers One, Two, and Three as a joke. Somewhere along the line, the monikers had become the norm. So much so, Kaden found himself calling his brothers Two and Three at times. He shook his head as he watched their shenanigans. Sage had brought joy and sunshine into his life—a precious gift he would cherish and protect.

“Enough monopolizing my fiancé’s attention.” Kaden’s eyes scoured the sinewy abundance of unimaginable pleasure that stood before him, snugly sheathed in a glossy, midnight-blue dress. She took his breath away. The seductive nature of that singular image filled his mind with a myriad of yet-to-be-realized debauched fantasies, which were further enhanced by the deep, metronomic thump of trip-hop music that played to the embrace of couples writhing in sync on the dance floor. He couldn’t resist tracing his fingers down the length of her spine, gorgeously bare, courtesy of the cowl neckline of the ensemble that draped open to her waist. “Where is my kiss, Babygirl?”

With her head tilted sideways, an angelic halo of incandescence caught the sculpted nature of her face to render flawless the sheen of its porcelain mask. The performance had begun. It was the practiced economy and intimate choreography of movement, combined with the knowledge of her own self-assurance, that finally captured and held hostage the rapt attention of each and every spectator.

Kaden was besotted. Transfixed by the sudden toss of silky tresses that adorned her head, he found himself lost in an infinite labyrinth of his own slavish inventions, the first of which was to become hopelessly entangled in the ropey strands of the dark red hair that framed her oval-shaped face. Unbridled lust darkened his gaze as he watched her eyes dart back and forth before settling on him.

“Here? In front of everyone?”

The thrill of watching the desire to do just that, at once, in conflict with her conservative nature, was cathartic. Knowing she would submit if he turned the invitation into a demand confirmed just how far she had journeyed in her quest to become the best submissive. Pleasing him was her goal, no matter where or when. There were times when she challenged him, delightfully so, but in the end, she always gave in to the desire to submit to his dominance.

This time, he wanted the initiative to come from her. They had been together for three months and engaged for two. It was time she acknowledged her true feelings and desires for him. All those shameless emotions that knew no boundaries would now be on public display.

Pride at her newfound courage sparked in his eyes. Without hesitation, she turned toward him, leaned in, and gently kissed his lips.

“I missed you, Daddy.”

“Hmm.” The hum of pleasure at her words drifted from his lips. A gentle touch of his hand against her waist kept her prisoner as she attempted to take a step back. “You should know better, love.”

“But...” Her eyes remained locked on his. The battle to give in to her desires versus publicly displaying her feelings glimmered in their depths. Kaden didn’t force the issue further. He waited. “You don’t play fair, One.”

“Life is a mystery, Babygirl. Having said that, within those parameters, there is one thing which I have no doubt about.”

“Do tell, Daddy.” The words fell in a whisper as her eyes drifted to his broad mouth. The yearning to shake loose the shackles holding her back and forget herself in his kiss was there for all to see.

“My love for you. You know the saying... all’s fair in love and war.”

“As I said, you don’t play fair,” she whispered, her body melted against his as her arms looped around his neck to pull him closer.

Kaden didn’t miss the spark of intent in her eyes. He knew all too well, with her sharp wit, she was well equipped to parry and riposte.

“Please tell One Junior to behave himself, Daddy,” she crooned against his lips. With subtle punctuation, she employed the tip of her tongue, as would a calligrapher with a brush, to stroke and trace the opulence of his mouth.

The warning shot in the guise of a kiss shook his equipoise, effectively rendering him disoriented on his own lusty frigate. Manipulated and pumped taut by a progression of exquisitely timed ploys, Kaden felt outgunned, ready to be broadsided. One Junior, looking on and animated with rapture, stood square and saluted the triumph of her sexual mastery.

The thought of being emasculated was never entertained... far from it. It wasn’t a problem for him, even as she looked on, to capitulate to her power and get lost in a cloud of rapture. And, just like him, she would also surrender to the moment. Feeling unencumbered for the first time, Sage poured out her affection for him in a public setting.

“Ah, Babygirl, you just made me very happy.” Mesmerized by her beauty, he tapered his gaze down to the plushness of her mouth and moved in to claim another taste of her sublime sweetness.

“Better get a room ready,” Kevin mumbled.

“I wholeheartedly agree. Fuck, there’s not a moment to lose. The very real thought of us watching this intimate play unfold, parched of any hope of being able to assuage our own lust, is very disconcerting,” Keith lamented.

Retreating from the kiss, Kaden brushed a butterfly touch over her cheek, expecting her to shy away as she normally did in public. When she didn’t, his heart skipped a beat. Sage had cautiously opened her heart from the very start of their relationship. He had declared his love numerous times, although she had yet to reciprocate in kind. Nonetheless, deep in his heart, he knew she loved him. It was only a matter of time before she expressed the same.

“Don’t give me that look, Kaden. I’m very comfortable right where I am.”

“Well, I’ll be damned. You finally did it.” Slade’s sharp retort pierced the cocoon of pleasure that wrapped itself around Kaden.

“He did what?” Sage narrowed a suspicious gaze at the two men.

“Your uncle seems to believe I finally managed to break through the wall around your heart.” Kaden smiled gently as he leaned in to steal another kiss. “I happen to know differently.”

“Oh, you do, do you? Care to explain that cryptic remark, One?” As usual, she showed her displeasure by invoking the cutting moniker like a brandished dagger.

“I didn’t break through your wall, my love. You opened the gates and let me in.”

“Ohhh,” she sighed, pleasantly surprised. Her hand crawled up and over his chest to probe the cleft in his chin, hidden beneath a dense beard. “I guess you know me better than I thought, Daddy.”

Kaden felt validated by the revelation, and with it, he felt free to bask in the radiant essence of her being, which shimmered with the emotions she no longer chose to hide.

A classic jazz standard played by the solo voice of an alto saxophone, carried on a warm breeze. Sage’s eyes brightened as she tugged on his hand.

“Come with me. I want to dance.” She batted her eyelashes to signal an abundance of sensual enticement. “Please, Daddy. Dance with me.”

“All you had to do was ask, Babygirl.”
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Even though Sage called Kaden a muscle house, he was comfortable on the dance floor, light on his feet as he twirled a smiling Sage into a second dance, this time a fiery tango. The Frazer boys grew up in a household of women who danced. Hardly a day went by without their mother or an aunt taking them by the hand to waltz or boogie around the room. Music sounded throughout the house from first light to last, flowing through them to create an unbreakable bond with each other. In the ensuing years, whenever he heard that same music, his soul would sway to the familiar sound, conjuring up memories of the times and places occupied by those very same women, who deeply loved the three boys.

When two souls begin to dance together, in all the ways that could ever matter, pure love begins to bloom.

As they twirled around the floor in a waltz, the words his mother once whispered in his ear floated through Kaden’s mind. His arms tightened around Sage as he felt the truth of it deep in his heart. His soul had been in a slow Viennese waltz with hers from day one. Having been deeply in love with his late wife, he never believed he’d ever be blessed with a second chance at happiness until Sage walked into his life. Now, the future seemed resplendent with newfound opportunities. All he had to do was keep her safe and alive.

“Your feet are moving in perfect harmony with the music, but your mind is miles away. Where are you, Daddy?”

Sage’s concerned voice sliced through the thoughts threatening to darken his mood. Apart from going to Club Rogue every week as part of training her as his submissive, it was the first time they had gone out on an official date, and here he was, on the verge of spoiling it.

“Only as far as the woman in my arms,” he said, pressing his face against her hair to breathe in the scent of her perfume.

“Trust and honesty are the foundation of our relationship. You told me that the day you asked me to marry you, and it stuck. So... tell me, honestly. What’s going on inside your head?”

“Truthfully, love. I was thinking of keeping you safe and remembering how much my mother loved dancing.”

The music changed to a romantic love song. Kaden flawlessly switched steps to move gracefully across the dance floor. His strong and confident lead guided Sage’s delicate and flowing movements. To those watching, they seemed completely in sync, as if they shared the same heartbeat.

“Do you realize this is the first time we’ve danced together?” Sage gently fondled the back of his neck, then elicited a gasp when his arm cinched tightly around her waist to pull her closer.

“Now that I know what it feels like to move intimately on the dance floor with your warm body tucked
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