
  
    [image: Leather & Lace]
  


  
    
      LEATHER & LACE

      TRIDENT SECURITY BOOK ONE

    

    
      
        SAMANTHA COLE

      

    

    
      SUSPENSEFUL SEDUCTION PUBLISHING

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Leather & Lace

        Copyright © 2015 Samantha A. Cole

        All Rights Reserved.

        Suspenseful Seduction, Inc.

      

        

      
        Leather & Lace is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        Cover designed by Samantha Cole

        Editing by Eve Arroyo

      

        

      
        No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author's rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Note

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Trident Security History & Character Guide

      

      
        Other Books by Samantha Cole

      

      
        About Samantha Cole

      

    

    

  


  
    
      To my parents, who always encouraged me to follow my dreams.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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!

      

        

      
        Any information regarding persons or places has been used with creative literary license so there may be discrepancies between fiction and reality. The Navy SEALs missions and personal qualities within have been created to enhance the story and, again, may be exaggerated and not coincide with reality.

      

        

      
        The author has full respect for the members of the United States military and the varied members of law enforcement and thanks them for their continuing service to making this country as safe and free as possible.
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      A history of Trident Security and The Covenant and character profiles can be found at the end of this book.
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      “Damn it!”

      Kristen Anders slammed her laptop shut, removed her glasses, and shoved her fingers through her long, brown hair in exasperation. Glancing at the digital clock on her cable box, she couldn't believe it was one in the afternoon. Three hours wasted. If she didn't develop a workable storyline soon, she would go insane. Now that her move to Tampa was complete, her things were unpacked in the rented two-bedroom apartment, and the empty moving boxes were in the recycle bin, she had no more excuses not to get back to her latest novel. No excuse except her damn writer's block.

      On the desk, her phone rang, and she rolled her eyes when she spotted the name on the screen. Just what she needed… Jillian Tang. Her editor had given her three weeks to deal with everything involved in the move before she began demanding to see a new plot outline. And, according to the Playgirl calendar her cousin had given her as a happy divorce present, those three weeks had come and gone four days ago, and all Kristen had was a working title.

      Hitting the answer button, she brought the phone to her ear. “Hey, Jillian.”

      “Don’t ‘hey, Jillian’ me unless you have something more than a working title by now.”

      Leather and Lace would be the follow-up to her first oh-so-non-vanilla romance novel, Satin and Sin, which her readers had gone crazy for. “Not yet, and before you yell at me, do you want it fast, or do you want it good?”

      Jillian’s laugh came over the line, and Kristen had to smile. They spoke simultaneously, “Sounds like something my ex-husband would say.”

      Both knew what it was like to divorce a cheating husband.

      After her laughter died away, Jillian jumped back to the original topic. “You know your readers are dying to get their hands on your next BDSM novel. I’m still floored you went that route after nine ‘vanilla’ romances, but with how your sales soared, I’m not complaining.”

      Kristen’s first two books had been self-published e-books. After they'd been downloaded in large numbers and received glowing reviews from her readers, Jillian had contacted her with a proposal to become a Red Rose Books-endorsed author. She’d been thrilled since being sought out by the large publishing company, which specialized in the romance genre, was an honor most self-published writers could only dream of. The deal benefited both parties. Red Rose Books signed a new and popular writer with an established fan base waiting on pins and needles for her next book, and Kristen's books were now available in print as well as online. She no longer had to contend with editing, uploading, book cover designs, and promotions.

      “I’m not complaining either, but I can’t even decide which sub-character should become my new hero.”

      “Shit, I gotta run to a meeting.” Kristen could hear the rustle of papers on Jillian’s end. “Listen. Go into that fantasy world in your head and picture each one of those hunky guys. One of them will stand out. I’ll call you tomorrow, and you better have an answer for me. Love ya. Bye.”

      Dropping her cell next to her laptop, Kristen sighed. She got up and headed to the master bedroom, pulling her shirt off over her head as she went. She hoped a hot shower, followed by a change of scenery, would help get her creative juices flowing. Plus, she was hungry. Maybe it was time to check out the Irish pub a few blocks over. She'd passed by Donovan's several times over the past few weeks and noticed it was a popular place. It didn’t appear to be too crowded at lunchtime, but it usually was packed by happy hour and stayed that way into the night.

      Walking through her bedroom, she thought of calling Will to join her for a bite to eat, but the idea left her mind as fast as it came. As much as she loved her cousin's company because he could always make her laugh and relax, Kristen knew she wouldn't get any work done with him around.

      Not long after her arrival in Florida, Will had taken it upon himself to show her around Tampa and introduce her to all his friends since he was the only person she knew in the area. Unfortunately for her, most of the people he hung out with were gay, not that there was anything wrong with being gay. She'd become comfortable with her cousin's homosexuality a long time ago, and even though she had a good time when she was with Will's crowd, she was tired of turning down date requests from his lesbian friends. Kristen had no sexual interest in women, and none of the men in her cousin's circle were interested in her as anything more than a friend. They were a great bunch of people, but since her divorce was finalized, she wanted to get back into the dating game. She wasn't looking for a steady relationship, her failed marriage had soured her on anything permanent, but maybe a friends-with-benefits thing would be something she could get into. However, the benefits portion of that might be a problem.

      She wasn't very good at sex, and, if she was honest, it bored her. She found she could finally admit it to herself even though her ex-husband, Tom, had used it as an excuse for cheating on her. Although she could orgasm while masturbating, she had never been able to come during sex. At the beginning of her marriage, Tom said it was because she didn't relax enough to enjoy it, which Kristen might agree with. She was so nervous at first, wanting to please him but not knowing how. But after more than six months of disappointing sex, her husband began to tell her she was frigid and unresponsive. Maybe she was. But having nothing else to compare it to, she wasn't sure if it was true or not. She'd been a twenty-four-year-old virgin on her wedding night, and Tom was the only man she had ever slept with.

      She stopped at her dresser and picked up the large envelope holding her divorce papers. It’d been a few weeks after their one-year anniversary when she found out Tom had cheated on her with several women before and after their wedding. She’d kicked him out the same day, but she couldn't bring herself to even think about having sex with anyone else until the ink was dry on said papers. Whether her ex had or not, she took her marriage vows to heart and couldn't move on until everything was final. Although the papers in her hand were signed two weeks before her move to Tampa, she hadn't found an opportunity to spread her wings or legs, as Will had so eloquently put it.

      Putting the envelope back where it was, she sat down on the edge of her bed and hugged one of her decorative pillows. When it came to sex, Kristen believed she could take it or leave it, but she missed the intimacy of sex. She squeezed the pillow tighter and realized what she missed the most. It was the cuddling and pillow talk which occurred after sex. She could live without the act itself, but it felt like forever since she’d snuggled up to a warm body and felt content.

      Content. Huh? What a boring word.

      Her readers would be shocked to learn that the author of a best-selling BDSM book was only content with her sex life. Too bad life wasn't a steamy romance novel, with a hot and hunky hero knocking on her door, primed and ready to sweep her off her feet, throw her on the bed, tie her down, and do naughty, sensual things to her.

      Right, like that would ever happen.

      But that was what made great fiction. Fantasies. Fantasies of delicious and dirty sex.

      Even though her own sex life was lacking, Kristen had read many erotic novels over the years and decided to spice up her last book by basing it around a private sex club for the rich and famous. To her shock and delight, it’d become a bigger success than her first four out of nine vanilla books put together. Now she was supposed to write an even more exciting follow-up that her fans were clamoring for, and she couldn't even decide which sub-character from the first book she wanted to write a story about.

      Should she use Master Zach, the sexy movie star who liked to flog his submissives to orgasm, as her new hero? Or Master Wayne, the blond billionaire who preferred to share his women with his best friend, Jonah. Or maybe she should pick Master Xavier, who owned the sex club, Leathers, that they all belonged to. He was the strong, brooding type women were always attracted to in romance books.

      Kristen tossed the pillow back on the bed and stood to remove her sweatpants. She dropped them, along with her shirt, into the hamper as she walked into the bathroom. Reaching in, she turned on the shower and let it heat up, then peeled off her underwear. She stepped into the tub, and the warm water surrounded her as she thought about Master Xavier. He hadn't been a main character in Satin and Sin, but somewhere during her writing sessions, the fictitious man had grown on her.

      In her head, she brought up a picture of the strong alpha male as she had described him in her book—the same alpha male who had somehow ended up starring in a few of her own fantasies. Six-foot-two, jet black hair, startling blue eyes, a chiseled jaw with a hint of a five o'clock shadow, and a body that would make any heterosexual adult female drop her panties instantly. She imagined his deep Dom voice resonating in her mind as he told her to touch herself while he stood there and watched. Grabbing a bottle of her favorite body soap, she squirted a small amount into her palms before putting it back on the tub’s shelf. She closed her eyes and roamed her hands over her heated skin with light sensual strokes.

      “Touch your breasts,” he'd say. “Play with your nipples. Pinch them and pull them.”

      Kristen did what her fantasy Dom told her to do, her hands caressing her heavy orbs. As she played with the sensitive peaks between her thumbs and forefingers, the growing sensations of pleasure shot straight to her clit, making it throb. Making her want to be touched there.

      “Spread your legs wider, my love. Let me see your bare pussy. It belongs to me, and I want to see what's mine. I want to watch you finger yourself for me.”

      Her breathing increased as she eased one hand down her torso. She wanted to move faster but knew Master Xavier would never allow it. He would punish her if she sped things up without his permission. Maybe he'd spank her ass with his strong, calloused hands or perhaps bring her to the brink of an orgasm repeatedly, yet continue to deny her the ultimate ecstasy.

      “That's it, love, touch your pussy. Rub your pearly clit for me. Imagine it's my fingers touching you, loving you. Nice and slow. Such a good girl. Picture my tongue between your legs, licking your sweet cream.”

      Kristen moaned as her fingers followed her Master's demands as if they had a mind of their own.

      “You like that, don't you, love.” He wouldn't ask but state it as fact, and she wouldn't deny it. She couldn't.

      “You please me, love. You make me want to bend you over and take you from behind, fucking your wet pussy, slow at first. So very slow until you're begging me to go faster. Harder. Beg me, love, beg me.”

      “Please,” Kristen whispered aloud as she felt the pressure build, threatening to send her over the edge into a vast abyss.

      “Faster, love. Faster. Come for me, love. Now!”

      And then she flew. Screaming her release, her body shook with the force of the orgasm, which tore through her as she tried and failed to stay standing. Somehow she ended up on her knees on the floor of the tub without hurting herself. Gasping for air as if she had run a mile at top speed, she slowed the hand that was still between her legs as the last shudders quaking through her body faded away.

      Holy crap! That’d been the most explosive orgasm of her entire life, and it’d been at her own hand while a fantasy man she’d dreamed up told her what to do. It was crazy—crazy but amazing!

      As she drifted back to reality, she noticed the water pelting her back had started to cool. Getting to her feet on shaky legs, she grabbed the shampoo and rushed to wash and rinse her hair before it was too late. As she turned off the water and reached for a fresh towel, Kristen knew she had made her decision. Master Xavier was definitely going to be the hero of Leather and Lace.
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      A half-hour later, carrying her laptop case, Kristen wandered into Donovan's Bar & Grill and fell in love with the place. The combination of the high tables and chairs in dark wood, along with the emerald green walls, gave the pub a comfortable atmosphere. Enlarged photos of Irish landscapes and points of interest hung in various groupings on three of the four walls. The fourth wall on her right was the setting for a beautiful cherrywood bar with brass accents. It ran the length of the long room with seating for at least twenty-five people with additional space between the bar and tables for those who preferred to stand. Behind the bartender and rows of liquor bottles was a large mirror framed with the same cherrywood. The Celtic carvings in the frame made it a work of art, and Kristen wondered how long it had taken to make such a majestic piece of furniture. Above the mirror, several flat-screen TVs hung from the ceiling, and they were all tuned to sports channels, except one which was showing a news report. The TVs were muted while classic rock played through unseen speakers throughout the room, loud enough to be heard but still low enough to allow patrons to talk without raising their voices.

      After she took in the décor of the pub, she found herself checking out its current occupants. A few tables were taken with groups of two to four people, and a couple of old-timers, arguing good-naturedly over some sporting event, had settled in for the afternoon at the near end of the bar. Taking a step further into the room, Kristen glanced down to the far end of the pub and almost stumbled, certain she had tripped over her own tongue. Holy crap! Standing and sitting at the other end of the bar, talking to the bartender, were six men who were almost as majestic as the bar itself. Talk about a Playgirl calendar fantasy come true.

      “Who needs twelve hotties when these six are available?” she muttered to herself. Each one of them could take two months, and Kristen would be more than happy.

      “Hi, can I help you?”

      Kristen's head whipped around to face the pretty young woman who had appeared next to her. She was dressed in a black polo shirt with Donovan's Bar & Grill embroidered on the left side and a pair of jeans. Her long strawberry-blond hair was pulled up in a ponytail, and her overall look was neat yet complemented the pub’s laid-back feel.

      “Oh, hi… I mean, yes,” Kristen stammered, then paused, forgetting where she was and why she was there. Okay, get your girlie parts and brain cells under control, she told herself. It's not as if she had never seen a bunch of good-looking men before, but damn, the testosterone rolling off the group had her almost melting on the spot.

      Taking a deep breath, she regained her composure and told the waitress she was there to get something to eat, and no, she wasn't waiting for anyone else. She was eating alone. Yup, she thought. All alone. Table for one. Oh well—at least between the eye candy at the bar and her earlier fantasy in the shower, she should have more than enough inspiration to start on Master Xavier's story.

      The young woman grabbed a menu from the nearby hostess stand and gestured toward the rest of the room. “Would you like a table or a booth?”

      “A booth, please.” Kristen lifted her laptop case for the woman to see. “It'll be easier to get some work done.”

      “Gotcha. No problem. We have a few regulars who work through their lunch breaks. They tell me the booths are more comfortable than the pub tables.”

      Kristen followed the friendly waitress and realized she was being led closer and closer to the Sexy Six-Pack. The only unoccupied booths were at the back left side of the pub, directly across from them.

      “Here you go.” The woman placed the menu down at the booth she was giving her. It was the second to last one before the kitchen door. “Can I get you something to drink?”

      Kristen put down her laptop and took the seat facing the front of the pub. “Do you have any iced tea?”

      “Yes, we do. Sweetened or unsweetened?”

      “Sweetened, please.”

      “Sure. I'll be back in a second. Oh, and the specials are on the back of the menu.”

      She smiled as the young woman approached the bar and placed her order. Cheerful little thing. Since it was a school day, it was obvious the waitress was out of high school, maybe by a year or two. And if Kristen had to guess, she was only eighteen or nineteen years old. As she stood at the bar waiting for Kristen's iced tea, one of the Sexy Six-Pack leaned over and said something to the girl, which made her giggle and blush. Kristen frowned. Seriously? The guy had to be in his mid-thirties, and here he was, hitting on a girl who was just over the jail-bait age. Well, no one said perverts had to be ugly. Kristen had the sudden urge to say something, but she didn't know these people and the girl appeared to be enjoying the attention.

      She was about to turn back to take her laptop out of its case when movement from the other end of the Sexy Six-Pack caught her attention. Her breath hitched as her gaze met a pair of ice-blue eyes. Master Xavier.

      Oh. My. God! Kristen couldn't believe it. If Master Xavier were a real, live person, this would be him. He had jet black hair, a little long at the neck, a firm jaw showing the start of a five o'clock shadow, and a body that almost had her glancing around to see if any of the few women in the pub had lost their panties. But it was those eyes, those amazing blue eyes looking right at her as if they could see her soul, which had her spellbound. She was probably drooling, but, Lord have mercy, she couldn't look away.

      When the man's right eyebrow arched in obvious acknowledgment of her stare, her mouth went dry, and she shifted her gaze to the floor before looking up again. Despite his intense look, she thought she noticed the corner of his mouth twitch as if he was holding back a smile. Oh God, how she would love to see him smile and wondered how it would transform his face. If it was anything like the rest of him, she knew his smile would be devastatingly gorgeous.

      Neither of them moved, and her eyes worked their way back up to his, her pulse pounding in her veins. Just when Kristen thought she would drown without a drop of water in sight, those eyes disappeared as her waitress returned, her body blocking Kristen's view of the rear half of the bar.

      “Here you go.” The girl placed a glass of tea in front of her and took out a pad and pen from the small black apron tied at her waist. “Did you decide what you wanted?”

      Shaking her head, Kristen tried to regain control of her senses and concentrate on the question. “Um... no. Can you...” She cleared her throat. “Can you give me a few minutes? I didn't look at the menu yet.”

      “Sure, take your time.”

      Anxious to see those eyes again, Kristen held her breath as the young woman moved away, only to see her Master Xavier look-alike was once again facing the bartender. Disappointment ran through her as she took a sip of iced tea to quench her parched throat and picked up the menu. Without a sound, she tried to will the man to turn around again as her gaze flicked back and forth from the menu to the bar area. This time she refused to be blatant in her observation of him and kept her head bent forward. Anyone watching her would assume she was scanning the menu, but her eyes kept shifting to view him out of the corner of her eye.

      A few minutes later, her lunch order was placed, and Kristen resigned herself to the fact that the man would not turn back around. She pulled out her laptop, booted it up, and got to work.
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      Devon “Devil Dog” Sawyer couldn't help himself. He was used to being a voyeur at the club, but here at his friend's brother's bar, he almost felt like a creepy stalker. Despite the feeling, he still spent the better part of the last hour staring at the brunette's reflection in the mirror. Well, it was only fair since she had stared at him first. And yes, now he'd gone from creepy stalker to a childish grade-schooler.

      He and his teammates were taking advantage of a slow day to eat lunch and catch a Tampa Bay Rays baseball game when he first spotted her watching his friend, Brody, talk to Jennifer. For some reason, she frowned at them, and Devon wondered what she was thinking. The guys were always joking around with Jenn, otherwise known as Baby-girl, and there was nothing wrong with it. If it wasn't for them, Devon didn't think their niece would’ve adjusted to living in Tampa as fast as she had. The past six months had been rough on her, but it was obvious having her surrogate uncles around had helped her transition through the worst of it. Between them and the counselor Jenn was seeing, she was coming out of her depression and moving forward with her life. He was happy to notice she was smiling and joking more as time passed. She may have lost her parents without warning and had her world turned upside down, but her uncles were determined never to let her forget they considered her family. She would always be loved and protected by them.

      Devon studied the five men who were like brothers to him—although his older brother Ian, on his immediate left, was the only one to whom he was related by blood. The others were brothers of his heart. They had gone through hell and back together and, by some miracle, survived with only a few battle scars. They always had each others’ backs, and it was rare if a day or two went by without seeing each other working at Trident, hanging out here at Donovan's, or playing at The Covenant—unless they were away on an assignment.

      Brody “Egghead” Evans, standing at the end of the bar where Jenn picked up her bar orders, was the joker and flirt of the group, as well as their resident tech-geek. The man could put most computer hackers to shame, and despite the FBI's best efforts over the years to recruit him, Brody preferred to stay with his team—first with the SEALs and now with Trident Security.

      Marco “Polo” DeAngelis, their helicopter pilot and communications specialist, sat beside Brody while talking trash about his buddy's beloved Dallas Cowboys. Marco had been born and raised in Staten Island, New York, and was a lifelong Giants fan. As he told it, no self-respecting Giants fan would pass on a chance to rank on a Cowboys fan. That was the only bad blood between the two men—otherwise, they were best friends, having known each other from basic training through SEAL training to being on the same team. Hell, they tended to be so joined at the hip, they’d even left the Navy at the same time to join Trident. So, to their friends, it came as no surprise when they shared their women on occasion. The duo was pretty popular with the submissives at the club.

      He watched as Brody glanced over at the brunette and nudged Polo while tilting his head in her direction. The other man looked over his shoulder, then grinned at his ménage partner. “Sorry, Egghead, but I’ve got plans with my sister tonight. Some other time.”

      Devon was surprised when his tense body relaxed. He hadn’t realized his muscles had gone rigid at the thought of the two men hooking up with the woman he’d been eyeing for the last hour or so.

      Next in line of his teammates was Tampa native Jake “Reverend” Donovan, their sniper and younger brother of Mike, the owner of Donovan's, who was tending bar for the afternoon. While Mike had learned about the bar-restaurant business from their father and took over the pub upon the old man's death a few years ago, Jake had signed up for the Navy the afternoon he graduated from high school. From what Devon understood, the relationship between Jake and his father had been destroyed during the last semester of Jake's senior year following an argument. Foregoing the football scholarship to Rutgers that everyone expected him to accept, Jake ended up going to basic training. Devon didn't know for sure what caused the deep rift between the two, but he had a feeling it was over Jake's sexual orientation. It didn't bother Devon, or any of the other guys, that Jake was gay, but with the “don't ask-don't tell” policy, which had been in effect for years in the military, it wasn't something they’d discussed while in the Navy. After the military, Jake was more comfortable keeping his personal life to himself, and the rest of them respected his decisions while still letting him know they supported him. Hell, Devon suspected his younger brother, Nick, was gay, and it didn't bother him at all. Ian, Devon, and their friends all had their individual kinks and perversions, so who were they to judge anyone else?

      Jake was talking to Boomer, sitting on his other side, and they seemed to be arguing over something trivial. Boomer’s head whipped around to stare at Ian with a look of disbelief on his face, and Devon smirked at his question. “You topped Savannah McCall? What the fuck? How come I didn’t know this?”

      Ian shrugged his shoulders, but the smile on his face told their explosives and demolition expert the rumor was true. The Boss-man had had a D/s relationship, brief as it was, with the thirty-year-old supermodel, who was still hot enough to grace the current cover of Sports Illustrated’s annual swimsuit edition. “Before your time, Baby Boomer. She was still a struggling model when I met her many years ago.”

      “Holy shit, and damn! As usual, I bow to your greatness.”

      Although they had all served on the same team for several years, Ben “Boomer” Michaelson ended up staying in the Navy for another two after the others retired. He’d only rejoined them a few months ago following a close call with an RPG, which almost cost him his left leg and landed him in the hospital for three months. Even though he now sported an artificial knee, the doctors had been fortunate to be able to save the limb, but it'd been touch and go there for a while. After recovering, he was ready to switch to a career that had a lower percentage of people trying to kill him with projectiles.

      Boomer was the youngest of the group at thirty, so, sometimes, to bust his ass, they called him “Baby Boomer.” But they only resorted to that when they wanted to rile him up since you didn't want to piss off the guy carrying the explosives too often. Boomer came from a long family line of military men, and his father had been a SEAL before him.

      Devon looked up as his brother stood from his stool. “Going somewhere, Boss-man?” Even though they co-owned their businesses fifty-fifty, Devon referred to his older brother as the head of the company since Ian had outranked him in the Navy and been their team leader.

      Ian gave one of his usual grunts as he threw some money on the bar. “Yeah, I want to run back to the office and handle a few things before heading to the club. Are you going later?”

      Devon glanced at the brunette's reflection in the mirror again before answering. “Not sure yet.”

      Ian took a quick look over his shoulder toward the booths behind him and then turned back to Devon with a knowing smirk on his face. “Uh-huh.”

      Devon chuckled as his brother clapped him on the shoulder. Telling the others he would see them later, Ian headed to the door, giving Jenn a peck on the cheek as he passed her. Through the mirror, Devon noticed the current object of his lust was frowning again as she watched Ian kiss his niece on his way out. He groaned to himself as he realized she was most likely thinking they were a bunch of perverts, hitting on a pretty teenager who was young enough to have been fathered by any one of them. Well, maybe not Boomer since the guy would have been around ten or eleven at the time of conception, but without asking him, Devon couldn’t be sure.

      Yes, a lot of people would call him a deviant—huh? Devon the deviant... now that was pretty funny—if they knew about the kinks he and his friends enjoyed. And yes, in the past, Devon had been with a lot of nineteen-year-old girls, but he had been in his teens and early twenties back then. That pretty much ended when twenty-seven-year-old Ian introduced him to the BDSM lifestyle at the age of twenty-four.

      For the first few years of Devon's Navy career, he was stationed on the west coast, while Ian was based in Virginia. They only ended up in the same place after Devon graduated from Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL training, otherwise known as BUD/s, and was assigned to Ian's SEAL Team Four. A few weeks after their reunion, his brother brought him to a private sex club for the first time. The club was about thirty minutes from the base, and a few of the guys were frequent visitors whenever the team was on U.S. soil and off duty. Ian had been in the lifestyle for a few years and recognized his brother could benefit from the control which came with being a Dom. Despite the five-and-a-half years since their eighteen-year-old brother, John, had died, Devon had still been struggling with his grief.

      He took to the lifestyle like a SEAL to water and spent his first few years learning from Ian and other Doms, as well as several experienced submissives who took pleasure in teaching a new Dom to be... well, a Dom. Ian always stressed it was the best way to become a good, responsible Dominant. In fact, the motto of the BDSM community was “safe, sane, and consensual.” An inexperienced Dom playing with an inexperienced submissive was a recipe for disaster, and the chances of the submissive being hurt, physically or psychologically, increased dramatically. The last thing Devon or any respectable Dom wanted was to hurt an innocent submissive beyond what they needed.

      As he got older, he continued to lean toward experienced subs, which meant he didn't often play with women under the age of twenty-five. It didn't mean there weren't older newbies, but it was more likely the submissives had done some experimenting by that age and were familiar with the dynamics of BDSM. The more experienced subs were aware not to confuse playtime with being something more than what it was. He’d seen it happen over the years to other Doms with subs new to BDSM. No matter how many times it was explained to them that just because a Dom played with a sub a few times, it didn't mean they were in a traditional “boyfriend-girlfriend” relationship, and he’d witnessed many a new, young sub get their heart broken as a result.

      That all said and done, it didn't mean Devon didn't like to educate a newer sub from time to time, but he made sure he observed the woman at the club over several weeks before approaching her to negotiate a scene. He could make sure she wasn't the type to cling and get too attached to him. Attachments were not his thing. One or two scenes were all he would do with a sub before moving on to the next one. He did have a few favorites, who he hooked up with more than others, but he was careful to wait several weeks or months between scenes with the same sub. Lucky for him, there were plenty of unattached subs at The Covenant for him to choose from.

      The Covenant was an elite and private BDSM club Devon owned with Ian and their cousin, Mitch. After Devon and his brother left the SEALs a little over three years ago, they settled in Tampa and started their private security and protection business, Trident Security. When Mitch approached them about starting the club, they found a large piece of property with four warehouses. The government had seized it after they discovered it was being used to run an illegal drug operation disguised as an import-export company. It was on the outskirts of Tampa, far enough from any neighbors, and was perfect for their plans, so when the place went to auction, they bought it for much less than the property was worth.

      The fenced-in property, complete with an armed guard at the gate, was surrounded by wooded areas and afforded them the privacy needed for the club as well as for Trident. With the government connections they'd made over the years, Devon and Ian's team did some contracted work for various alphabet agencies. They needed an office where no one would pay attention to their comings and goings, as well as the occasional visit from federal agents. The first building on the lot housed The Covenant. From the outside, it was a blue metal and cement warehouse. On the inside, however, it was a fetish lover's dream.

      The other three buildings, identical to the first on the outside, were separated from the club by a second fence. The first contained the offices and war-room where Trident was run from. Toward the back of the building was a garage, along with weapons, ammunition, and equipment vaults. On the second floor, there were six spare bedrooms and bathrooms in addition to a rec room where the team could crash and watch the big screen TV or play darts and a game of pool. A small kitchenette completed the amenities.

      The next structure contained storage areas on the second floor, and on the first, an indoor shooting range, a gym and training room, and a panic-security room in case of an emergency. The room was similar to an old nuclear bomb shelter, except it was above ground with reinforced concrete and steel walls and had been an unexpected find after they purchased the property. The last building housed Ian and Devon's apartments, although, like the other buildings, the outer façade gave no indication of what was inside. When the renovations were completed, both had been more than pleased with the results.

      Taking another sip of his cola, Devon returned to studying the brunette. Having been with many attractive women over the years—more than he dared to count—he wouldn't characterize her as a gorgeous woman but more of a pretty girl next door. She was undeniably a woman who would get a second and third glance from most men. He wasn't a hundred percent sure due to the distance between them, but he thought her eyes were hazel. Her silky brown hair was pulled up in a ponytail, and he wondered what she would do if he walked over and removed the band holding it in place, allowing the soft strands to fall around her face. His fingers itched to find out.

      She hadn't been wearing glasses when she’d first sat down but had put them on before she began typing away on her computer. The glasses gave her a naughty librarian look he loved to see on a woman, and he felt the semi-erection he’d been sporting since he first noticed her swell a little more. Letting his eyes roam, he took in the heart shape of her face, her high cheekbones, and those plump, pink lips which would look fantastic wrapped around his cock.

      Shit! If he kept this up, he’d be hard as granite, and he hadn't even moved his gaze past her neck. Well, at least he hadn't in the last minute or two, and yup, now that the thought came to mind, he was staring at her chest. She was wearing a V-neck, short-sleeved T-shirt, which gave him a tiny hint of her cleavage, and from his vast experience with the female body, he would guess she was a 36-C cup. Not too large or too small, just the way he liked them. He wondered if her bra was the same fire-engine red color as her shirt, and the thought made his mouth water. Swallowing hard, he watched as she leaned back and stretched her arms over her head in an obvious attempt to work out the knots which had to be in her back and shoulders after typing so long. The movement thrust her chest out a bit, and... okay, it was official. He was now painfully erect. He shifted to ease the pressure and knew if he had any hope of walking out of there sometime this afternoon without his dick leading the way, he had to stop staring at her.

      He may not have met her yet, but he'd bet his prized 1966 Mustang convertible she was a submissive. The question was, did she know it? He doubted it. After catching her eye earlier, he’d waited a few seconds before raising his eyebrow in a look that would've had most submissives questioning whether their words or actions were about to get them in trouble. He was delighted to see how fast her gaze had fallen to the floor before it crept back up to his face as if she couldn't resist the urge to look at him. If Jenn hadn't interrupted his view of the woman, he would’ve given into the temptation to go over and introduce himself, something he hadn't done outside of the club in a long time.

      Over the years, he learned most of the women he’d met outside of the BDSM community were either turned off by his kinks or only thought they understood what was involved with pleasure-pain before attempting to experience it for themselves. Devon had a few brief encounters in the past when the woman he was with began to panic when faced with his demands and attempts to push her out of her comfort zone. At that point, he would halt the scene without complaint and wait to see if she wanted to continue. If she didn't, he would ensure the woman was all right and back in the right frame of mind before he wished her well and walked out the door. He would never force his lifestyle on anyone—again, safe, sane, and consensual.

      Most people didn't realize that a certain amount of pain could be morphed into intense pleasure with the right mix of trust and arousal. Without the proper mix, though, any D/s encounter was doomed to fail. That was why he found it so much easier to leave his hook-ups to the submissives at the club. But, damn, he wished he met his little librarian at the club because he could definitely get into her, no pun intended... or maybe it was.

      “Oh, my God! Really?”

      Devon turned around at his niece's sudden loud exclamation. Jenn was standing next to the brunette, and her voice lowered again, but it was still obvious she was enthusiastic about something. He strained to hear what she was saying without success and wondered what all the excitement was about. Whatever it was, both women were now smiling and chatting as Jenn took the empty seat in the booth.

      Damn, he wished he was Jenn right now.
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      An hour had passed before Kristen leaned back in the booth, happy with the rough draft of the first two chapters. Inspiration had struck, and she managed to provide an interesting background for the story. By the end of chapter two, Master Xavier had just laid eyes on the future love of his life, Rebecca, for the first time. Kristen sighed as she stretched her arms over her head and looked around. Most of the tables were now empty, and the waitress was wiping one of them down with a damp rag. Glancing over at the bar, she noticed the Sexy Six-Pack—she needed to stop calling them that—was now minus one, the man who kissed the waitress on his way out. The stool to the left of the man she had been drooling over earlier was empty, and it appeared he had no intention of moving closer to his buddies, content to stay in his original spot.

      “So, you decided to come up for air.”

      Kristen turned her head to see the waitress standing beside her and smiled. “Yeah, I guess I did. Sometimes I get so into my writing the rest of the world ceases to exist.”

      The young woman laughed. “I can see that. I checked on you a few times, and you were oblivious, so I kept refilling your iced tea.”

      Kristen looked down at the tall glass and saw it was indeed full again. Since there was a plate next to it with a few french fries and some crumbs, it was a safe bet she’d eaten her chicken salad sandwich but didn't remember doing so. Yeah, she must've checked out of there for a while. “Thanks,” she told the woman. “I appreciate it.”

      “No problem. What are you writing anyway? You were pretty much nonstop, but, every once in a while, you would look up at the ceiling for a few minutes, then say 'a-ha' and start typing again.”

      Kristen blushed in embarrassment. “Oh jeez, tell me I wasn't doing that too loud.”

      The waitress giggled, and it made her appear even younger. “No, not at all. As a matter of fact, I think I was the only one who noticed.”

      “Thank God,” she responded with an exaggerated sigh of relief. “I'm writing a book, and sometimes I get carried away.”

      “Really? What kind of book? Fiction?”

      “Yes.” Kristen nodded. “A suspense romance. I've written a few which have been published, and I'm starting a new one now.”

      “Oh, wow, that's so cool. I have tons of romance books on my e-reader.” She indicated the small tablet sticking out of the pocket of her apron. “I wonder if I've read any of yours.”

      “It's possible. I'm Kristen Anders.”

      The waitress let out a loud squeal. “Oh, my God! Really?” Covering her mouth with her hand for a second, she continued at a lower decibel. “I'm reading one of yours now. I think it's your second one. I read so many books, and I'm terrible at remembering the titles, but the characters are Jeb and Amy.”

      Kristen nodded. It always pleased her when she met one of her readers out of the blue. Her ex-husband had been condescending about her books, saying they were the result of her little hobby, and he was always shocked to hear people had bought them, read them, and, indeed, loved them. “Yes, that's my second one, Wildfire. The first was Hearts Ablaze with Keith and Shannon.”

      “Yes! That's the first one I read. I loved it so much that I looked to see if you had written anything else and downloaded the next two in the series.”

      Kristen smiled when the woman took the booth seat across from her, probably not even realizing she was sitting down with a customer, but Kristen didn't mind. “I'm so glad you liked it. I love when I run into one of my readers, and they tell me they enjoy my books.”

      “Oh, I do. I really do. You have a great mix of suspense and romance, which makes me not want to put it down. When I was finishing Hearts Ablaze, I was up until about three a.m. because I couldn't wait to see how it ended. I mean, it's a romance, so there's always a happy ending, but I couldn't figure out who the murderer was. And I hate when I figure it out way before the author wants you to know who it is.” The waitress extended
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