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      The story within these pages is completely fictional but the concepts of BDSM are real. If you do choose to participate in the BDSM lifestyle, please research it carefully and take all precautions to protect yourself. Fiction is based on real life but real life is not based on fiction. Remember—Safe, Sane and Consensual!
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            Who’s Who and the History of 
            Trident Security and The Covenant

          

        

      

    

    
      ***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. They, along with Ian and Devon’s brother, Nick, are now shareholders in the business. 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); father of Peyton Marie.
      

      	
        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; husband/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” Donovan (nee Sawyer): Ian and Devon’s brother; current Navy SEAL; husband/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; mother of Petyon Marie.
      

      	
        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; wife/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 of Tori; submissive of Mitch.
      

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

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

      	
        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; attending nursing school.
      

      	
        Dr. Trudy Dunbar: Psychologist.
      

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

      	
        Jase Atwood: Contract agent/mercenary; Lives on the island of St. Lucia; Dom of Brie.
      

      	
        Brie Hanson: Owner of Daddy-O’s in St. Lucia; submissive of Jase.
      

      	
        Stefan Lundquist: Lieutenant Commander US Coast Guard; Dom; Shibari Master.
      

      	
        Cassandra Myers: Cardiac Rehabilitation Technician; attending nursing school; submissive.
      

      

      

      
        
        The Omega Team and

        Their Significant Others

      

      

      
        
          	
        Cain “Shades” Foster: retired Secret Service agent.
      

      	
        Tristan “Duracell” McCabe: retired Army Special Forces.
      

      	
        Logan “Cowboy” Reese: retired Marine Special Forces; former prisoner of war. Boyfriend/Dom of Dakota.
      

      	
        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.
      

      	
        Dakota Swift: Tampa PD undercover police officer; submissive girlfriend to Logan.
      

      	
        Tahira: Princess of Timasur; wife of Darius.
      

      

      

      
        
        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 guard dogs at the Trident compound: Ian named them using the military communication’s alphabet.
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      “Red.”

      Stefan Lundquist’s hand froze at the whispered word. The pen he was holding was an inch away from the contract he’d been about to sign, renewing his Dominant/submissive relationship with Cassandra Myers for another month. His brow furrowed as he was unsure he’d heard her correctly. “What did you say, Cassie?”

      There was a long moment of silence as they sat across from each other at his dining room table. Stefan had invited her over to sign the contract, have some dinner, then play for a while, and she’d arrived only a few minutes ago. After the contract was out of the way and they’d eaten, he’d planned on trying a new Shibari design on the beautiful submissive’s naked body before burying himself deep inside her. But if she’d said what he thought she’d just said, then none of that would happen.

      He darkened his tone. “I expect an answer, Cassandra. Look at me and repeat yourself.”

      The twenty-nine-year-old blonde swallowed hard before her eyelids lifted and her gaze met his. Stefan’s gut clenched when he saw her hazel eyes were filled with unshed tears. Cassandra’s voice was barely any louder when she spoke again. “I said, ‘red,’ Sir.”

      Stefan had no idea what was going on. They’d been in a D/s relationship for ten months now. On the ninth of each month, they’d sat down and discussed any changes either wanted to make to their contract before signing it for another four weeks. He’d thought tonight would be no different, but Cassandra obviously disagreed.

      Dropping the pen atop the papers in front of him, he leaned back in his chair, crossed his arms, and stared at the sub. She was what Stefan’s father would call “a stunner.” Her long, blonde locks fell just below her shoulder blades, and he had to put them in a ponytail before he tied her up when they played so they were out of his way. A smattering of freckles dusted her nose and cheeks. Her bow-shaped lips were made to be kissed, and there were moments in the past when he’d completely lost track of time while exploring her mouth with his own.

      The neckline of her shirt was wide and curved, exposing the porcelain skin of her shoulders and neck. As for the rest of her body, the woman had curves that gave most men whiplash as she sashayed past them. At five feet five, she was eight inches shorter than him unless she wore one of the several pairs of fuck-me heels she owned. Stefan loved it when she wore them with nothing else on but his collar and ropes. Unfortunately, it appeared he wouldn’t be seeing her dressed like that in the future.

      “Why are you saying your safeword, little pixie? And, please, speak up.”

      She cleared her throat and straightened her back. Her voice was stronger this time but still worrisome. “I-I’m sorry, Sir, but I don’t want to renew our contract this month.”

      Her lip trembled, and Stefan tried to figure out why. Was she scared of what he was going to do or say? He’d never given her a reason to be afraid of him. Was she nervous for some other reason? Or was she about to lie to him?

      “I-I’ve had a lot of fun these past few months, but—but I’d rather not be collared by you or anyone else for a while, Sir.”

      Her gaze dropped to the table, and Stefan ground his teeth together, trying to keep his frustration in check. Damn it. Things had been going great with her. She was the most responsive sub he’d had in a long time when it came to Shibari. She loved being wrapped in his rope designs. The less she could move, the more explosive her orgasms were when he finally allowed her to come. What had changed?

      They’d both gone into the relationship with a clear understanding. Each contract lasted exactly one month. They played either in his townhouse or at The Covenant, the elite BDSM club in Tampa they both belonged to. Cassandra waitressed there three evenings a week, four hours per shift, earning her a dramatic reduction in her membership fees in addition to tips. He knew that after living expenses, there wasn’t much left over in her pay from her full-time career as a cardiac rehabilitation technician, so the extra job helped her financially and gave her access to the club.

      “Cassie, eyes on me.” An experienced sub, her response to his command was instantaneous. “You’re my submissive until midnight tonight. Until I give you leave, you will follow protocol. Now, why don’t you want to be collared anymore?”

      She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, but her gaze stayed on his. “I’ve decided to go back to school, Sir, for nursing, and I won’t have time for anything else between classes and work.”

      Okay, this wasn’t as bad as he’d thought it was. As her Dom, he could help her. Stefan had recently been promoted to the rank of lieutenant commander in the Coast Guard. While military pay wasn’t the greatest, the truth was, he didn’t need it. His family came from old money, and a trust fund, which he rarely touched, had been set up for him by his grandfather shortly after Stefan had been born. None of his friends or fellow club members knew about his family’s wealth, except The Covenant’s three owners, Ian and Devon Sawyer, and their cousin Mitch. Their security guru, Brody Evans, also knew since he’d done the extensive background check on Stefan during the application process. All members and employees of The Covenant were completely vetted to help maintain privacy and safety, so any skeletons in an applicant’s closet were sure to be found.

      Despite his family’s money, Stefan had been drawn to the military from a young age, although he couldn’t recall what had originally set him on the path to enlisting. It was just something he’d always wanted to do. While his family had tried to encourage him to attend law school, like his older sister, Elin, Stefan had signed up for the Coast Guard following his college education, which allowed him to enlist as an officer.

      Years vacationing in Martha’s Vineyard had given him his love for the ocean, and the USCG had given him a better chance of serving on a ship or in a port while remaining in the US. At the time, that’d been important to him. Stefan had always been close to his maternal grandparents, and his greatest fear had been not being stationed near enough to get to them quickly if something happened to either of them. His grandmother had passed away nine years ago, but he’d been stationed in New Jersey and able to get to the hospital in time to say goodbye to her. Unfortunately, without any warning, his grandfather died of a heart attack four years later. While Stefan hadn’t seen him before he passed, he’d been able to attend the funeral without the huge hassle of traveling from somewhere on the other side of the world.

      Stefan ran a hand over his salt-and-pepper crewcut. Like his father before him, he’d started going gray five years ago at the age of thirty-three. He didn’t mind, though, because if he let his hair grow out, it was still thick and didn’t recede at all. Quite a few friends from high school had already gone partially or completely bald, and he was glad he wasn’t one of them. Not that he was vain. He just knew what he looked like completely bald after he and most of the men at The Covenant had shaved their heads in support of a pretty sub named Shelby when she’d been going through chemo. Thankfully, she’d beaten her cancer, but it’d been pretty funny to see all those polished heads before everyone’s hair had started growing back.

      Sighing, he pushed away all thoughts that didn’t have to do with the current situation. To make certain they were both on the same page, he repeated some of Cassandra’s words back to her. “So, between school and working at both the hospital and The Covenant, you won’t have time to relax and play?”

      “No, Sir.”

      While studying her face, he got the impression she wanted to bolt. He’d never seen her this nervous before and tried to soften his expression and tone of voice. “What if I took care of your membership fees? Then you’d be able to give up your job at The Covenant. Once you get your class schedule, we can plan playtime around it.”

      Her eyes had gone wide at his offer, but she’d started shaking her head before he’d finished speaking. “No—no, Sir. I-I can’t let you do that. I’m sorry, but I think it’s best that you take your collar back. There are plenty of unattached subs at the club. Several of them have already expressed interest in taking my place.”

      Stefan frowned. “You discussed this with the other subs before coming here tonight? Before telling me you want to be uncollared?” Hell, no, he was not happy about that. He should have been the first person to know she would use her safeword and return his collar, not the last. “You know better than that, subbie. Your discussing any part of our contract, or the termination of it, with anyone else is not acceptable.”

      “I’m s-sorry, Sir.” Her tears welled up again. “I-I just thought it would be easier if I had a replacement ready for you—you need a sub for your Shibari classes.”

      That was true. In a few weeks, Stefan was set to begin teaching another course at the club in the fine art of tying a submissive up in designs made from yards of silky rope. When his maternal grandfather had taught Stefan how to create dozens of different types of knots when he was a boy, he never thought he’d be using the knowledge to decorate naked women with intricate patterns that would put them in subspace.

      But Stefan didn’t want a new sub—he wanted Cassandra. He’d gotten used to her, and they’d fallen into a comfortable relationship—superficial as it was. He’d made it clear when they’d done their initial negotiations all those months ago that they were a Dom and his sub—nothing more. Stefan didn’t want a girlfriend or slave. He’d gone both those routes before—several times—and none had worked out, which was why he avoided those types of relationships now. Less drama that way.

      Damn it, he wasn’t ready to give Cassandra up yet. But he didn’t have a choice. She’d said her safeword, and as a respectable Dom, he had to abide by it. That didn’t mean he couldn’t try to get her to change her mind. “We have a few hours left on the current contract. Do you still want to play tonight?”

      When she hesitated and bit her bottom lip, his heart sank. He knew without a doubt what her next words were going to be. “No, Sir, I’d rather not. I’m sorry—I know you didn’t expect this tonight, but I-I really should be going.”

      He had half a mind to ask where she was going in such a hurry but managed to keep the question in his throat. He didn’t want her to know how disappointed he was that she’d ended their time together. Instead, he stood and rounded the table to stand behind her.

      “Lift your hair,” he commanded. When she obeyed him, his fingers went to her nape, but then he couldn’t help himself. Before he unclasped the simple collar he’d given her months ago, he skimmed her bare neck and shoulder with his knuckles, memorizing how soft she was. A shiver flowed through her, and goosebumps appeared across her skin. Damn, he was going to miss her.

      Taking a deep breath, he undid the clasp and removed the black leather and silver collar from her neck before stuffing it into the front pocket of his navy blue Dockers. He wanted nothing more than to bend down and kiss his way across her shoulder to her neck and then nuzzle her ear. But if he did that, he’d be left standing there with a hard-on when she walked out the door.

      Taking a step to the side, he held out his hand. When she took it, he helped her to her feet, then kissed the back of her hand. “It was an honor to be your Dom, Cassie. I wish you all the best.” He couldn’t resist adding, “As for my offer—paying your membership while you’re in school—I’d like you to agree to it, no strings attached. This way, you only have to work one job and can better concentrate on your studies.”

      When it looked like she would turn him down again, he squeezed her hand. “Please accept my gift. It would mean a lot to me.”

      She sucked her bottom lip between her teeth. Seconds ticked by as she held his brown-eyed gaze before nodding. “If it means that much to you, Sir, thank you.”

      He knew the smile on his face didn’t reach his eyes, but he tried to keep the tone of his voice light. “No, thank you, Cassie. It’s my pleasure. Maybe it’ll give us the opportunity to play on occasion.”

      It didn’t escape his notice that she winced slightly at his hopeful statement. He wanted to ask her about it but thought it was best not to. He’d find out soon, but not tonight. She was too upset, and he got the feeling she’d shut down further if he interrogated her. He’d figured out months ago the best way to get Cassandra to open up was to tie her down. And that clearly wasn’t going to happen right now. “I’ll talk to Master Mitch tomorrow and make the arrangements. He’ll probably need two weeks’ notice.”

      “That’s fine, Sir. Classes start next Wednesday, so they’ll only overlap with my club shift for a few days—I’ve already arranged for two of my shifts to be covered by other waitresses.” When he didn’t release her hand, she glanced down to where they were joined. “I-I really should go.”

      With great reluctance, Stefan let her go and then escorted her to the front door, where he fought the urge to kiss her. “Goodbye, little pixie.”

      “Goodbye, Sir.”

      Ten minutes after she walked out of his life, Stefan sat on his living room couch with an almost empty glass of scotch—one that had been filled for the second time moments before. He stared at the coiled lengths of rope he’d set out on the coffee table earlier in the evening. There was a new design he’d wanted to try out on her tonight. With the aid of two hooks in the ceiling, the pattern would have looked like Cassie had wings when he was done with it—like a heavenly angel. But now all he had were the memories of their past time together—for once in his life, he didn’t think it was enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Cassandra managed to hold off her tears until she climbed into her car and slammed the door shut. Once she had her privacy, fat, wet drops rolled down her cheeks. Tonight was one of the worst nights of her life. The last thing she’d ever wanted to do was have Sir remove her collar, but she couldn’t continue with their relationship as it had been.

      Opening the center console between the bucket seats, she retrieved a package of tissues and pulled several of them out. As she blew her nose, she looked out her windshield. She’d parked in one of the complex’s spots reserved for visitors, directly across the street from Stefan’s bi-level townhouse. The blinds to the living room in his unit were closed. She’d half expected him to watch her leave and wasn’t sure if she was relieved or disappointed he hadn’t. The fact he hadn’t told her she’d made the right decision tonight. She’d been just another sub to him, while she’d wanted to be so much more than that.

      She was about to start the engine of her Corolla when her phone chimed a text. With shaking hands, she pulled her cell from her purse and checked the screen. The message was from her friend and coworker at The Covenant, Sasha Lewis.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sasha

      

      
        Did you leave yet? How did it go?

      

      

      

      

      

      Taking a shuddering breath, Cass typed in her response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Not well. Can I come over?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sasha

      

      
        Of course! I’ll break out a bottle of wine and some Twinkies

      

      

      

      

      

      Twenty minutes later, Cass lifted her hand to knock on the door to Sasha’s apartment, but it swung open before she could. Her full-figured friend pulled her into a big, warm embrace. “Girlfriend, I’m so sorry. Men can suck moose shit sometimes—even Doms. Get in here and have a drink.”

      Cass followed her inside and shut the door behind them. As soon as she deposited her purse on one of the kitchen chairs, Sasha thrust a full glass of Pinot Grigio into her hand. She then clinked her own glass against Cass’s. “Subbies unite!”

      After they both sipped the sweet white wine, Sasha linked her arm with Cass’s and steered her toward the couch. “Now, sit and tell me what happened. What did you say? What did he say? Was he mad? Please tell me you didn’t cry in front of him. I can’t see Master Stefan letting you leave if you were crying.”

      That was true. He definitely wouldn’t have let her go in tears, which is why she’d done her best to get out of there before shedding a single one.

      Sighing, she sat beside her friend and wasn’t surprised when Flash, Sasha’s cat, ran over and jumped into her lap for some loving. He was mostly black with a white streak across one eye and ear. Absentmindedly, Cass stroked the animal’s soft fur while she spoke. “I told Sir I couldn’t manage to work both jobs, go back to school, and be his sub all at the same time. He wasn’t happy, but he let me out of the contract.”

      “Just like that?” Sasha’s tone said she knew Cass was leaving a lot out. “Girl, don’t make me get you drunk to get the rest of it. Now, talk.”

      She took a large gulp of wine before answering. “He wants to pay for my club membership so I don’t have to work there while going to school.” Sasha’s eyes bulged, and Cass shrugged. “He refused to take no for an answer.”

      “He’s paying your membership? With no strings attached?”

      “Yeah, do you believe that? I mean, it’s a lot of money.” Membership to The Covenant, one of the most elite BDSM clubs on the Gulf Coast of Florida, wasn’t cheap. “He said maybe we could play sometimes, but it wasn’t necessary for letting him pay my dues. He said it was a gift.”

      Sasha huffed. “Well, that’s good. Otherwise, it would be like you were his call girl or something.”

      Cass hadn’t thought of it that way, but her friend was right. If play and sex had been a requirement, she never would’ve agreed to the arrangement. She’d had a hard enough time consenting to it in the first place.

      “I just don’t get Doms sometimes,” the other sub continued. “I mean, you two were great together—you were just like every other happy couple in the place, so why wouldn’t Stefan sign a longer contract with you?”

      A fresh tear rolled down Cass’s cheek. “Because he means more to me than I will ever mean to him. He told me from the get-go that the contract would be month-to-month and our relationship wouldn’t go further than a simple D/s one. I was just stupid enough to go and fall in love with him.”

      Sasha reached over and patted Cass’s knee. “You weren’t stupid, girlfriend. Shit like this happens all the time. You can’t help it if you fell for a dumb-ass Dom. But you’ll get past it, and somewhere out there is a Dom who will deserve your love.”

      The problem was that Cass couldn’t see herself falling for anyone other than the one man who didn’t want her love. For the first time since a few months after she’d joined The Covenant, she was afraid of the prospect of having to find a new Dom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five years earlier…

      

      

      Ian Sawyer eyed The Covenant’s new waitress, Cassandra. She was dressed in the outfit all the club’s female employees wore—a black bra and pleated mini-skirt, with a red and gold bow tie. On her feet were a simple pair of black, ballet-type slippers. She was nice, cute, and good at her job, but he was worried about her. She’d worked there for eleven weeks, and aside from the required basic classes for submissives, she’d yet to play with any of the available Doms. He knew several had approached her to negotiate a scene, but she’d politely yet effectively turned them down.

      Ian had given her time to settle in, but as the head Dom, it was up to him to figure out what was going on with the blonde sub. While he co-owned the club with his brother Devon and their cousin, Mitch, who also managed the place, Ian was more experienced and trained in the lifestyle than the other two men. Yesterday, Mitch had asked him to talk to Cassandra since she didn’t have to interact with Ian as an employee on a regular basis. They didn’t want her to feel her job was jeopardized if she wasn’t willing to play. However, from her initial interview for the cocktail waitress position and her questions in the submissive’s class, they knew she was interested in exploring the lifestyle. Still, she didn’t seem to have the courage to take that final step. Ian would try to change that tonight.

      He watched as she dropped off a few drinks to two Masters and their subs, who were sitting in one of the lounging areas near the bar on the balcony level of the BDSM club. Before she could take any other orders, Ian strode over to intercept her. “Cassandra.”

      Her eyes dilated at his deep, rumbling voice as he approached, and then her gaze dropped to the floor in submission. “Yes, Master Ian?”

      “Please leave your tray at the bar, then meet me in playroom number four.”

      “W-what, S-Sir?” Forgetting protocol, she now stared at him in confusion. “I don’t⁠—”

      His tone left no room for an argument. “That wasn’t a request, subbie. I’ll be there in five minutes and expect you to be in a perfect present position when I arrive.”

      “Y-yes, Sir.”

      He could hear the fear in her voice but didn’t address it at the moment. Ian wanted her off guard for their conversation—he’d found that when submissives were keeping something inside, emotionally, they tended to be more forthcoming with the truth about what was bothering them if they were caught by surprise.

      As she hurried to the waitress station at one end of the bar, with a few wary glances over her shoulder at him, Ian moved to the opposite end where Master Brody was drawing a draft beer. The club’s regular Wednesday night bartender was at the ER, getting his hand stitched up after slicing it with a piece of broken glass ten minutes after starting his shift earlier, so Trident Security’s computer geek was filling in.

      Brody eyed him. “What’s up?”

      “I’m taking Cassandra off-duty early. Kimmy and Miranda can handle things now that people have started heading out.”

      Setting the glass of Guinness in front of the Dom who’d ordered it, Brody made certain no one else needed his attention before asking, “You gonna try to get in her head?”

      When Ian nodded, his friend continued. “She’s a sweet thing, hot as sin, too, but something is definitely bugging her. I mean, she’s turned me down a bunch of times, with and without Marco joining us. What submissive does that?”

      “A smart one with taste.”

      With a snort and a chuckle, Brody shook his head and stepped over to where he was being flagged for another drink. “Keep it up, Boss-man. Just remember, I have access to all your passwords. The next time someone calls you, don’t be surprised if you have a new ringtone.”

      Ian wouldn’t put it past the guy, who was lucky his bosses and teammates at Trident Security knew his worth. They couldn’t kill him but would definitely find new ways to make him suffer. Of course, that would only result in some retaliation, but that was nothing new.

      Putting those thoughts aside, Ian headed for the grand staircase that led
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