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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!

      

        

      
        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 in making this country as safe and free as possible.
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      ***While not every character is in every book, these are the ones with the most mentions throughout the series. This guide will help keep readers straight about who’s who.

      

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

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

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

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

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

      

      
        
        The Sexy Six-Pack (Alpha Team)

        and Their Significant Others

      

      

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

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

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

      	
        Jake “Reverend” Donovan: retired Navy SEAL; temporarily assigned to run the West Coast team; sniper; 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” 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.
      

      	
        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.
      

      	
        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.
      

      	
        Tahira: Princess of Timasur, a small North African nation.
      

      

      

      
        
        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.
      

      

      

      
        
        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.
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Map of the Trident Security Compound]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “What the hell do you mean Princess Tahira’s been kidnapped?” Ian Sawyer barked into the phone. Sitting at her desk in front of him, Colleen Helm’s eyes grew wide. Then, proving she’d become an efficient office manager since starting at Trident Security almost three years ago, she used a texting program on her computer to send a message demanding all available operatives report to the firm’s compound.

      “Exactly what I said,” responded Mousaf Amar, head of security for the royal family of Timasur, a small country in Northern Africa. “The princess left the cruise ship and went ashore at Montego Bay, Jamaica, with her two cousins and two members of her security detail. They rented an SUV to take them to a waterfall about an hour away from the port, and that was about six hours ago. I just received word my men were found shot to death next to their rental in the park’s lot. Princess Tahira, Lahana, and Nala are missing.

      “It seems they were getting ready to leave the park about two hours ago when they were attacked. The guards’ weapons and IDs were taken, but the police were able to identify them through fingerprints and the rental agreement. They contacted us as soon as they realized what they were dealing with. According to their investigation so far, no gunshots were heard, and there are no witnesses.”

      “Suppressors—that means they were hit by professionals. More than one if they were able to get the drop on your men.” The royal security teams were highly skilled men, and Ian had seen them in action on more than one occasion during training exercises.

      He strode purposely into the war-room where Nathan Cook, one of Trident’s two resident tech geeks, sat in front of his massive console. The man looked up with his eyebrows raised, and Ian used a finger to silently tell him to hang on a sec. “So, we have no idea who took them or where they might be.”

      “No, we don’t. There has been no ransom demand and no one claiming responsibility. If Her Royal Highness or her cousins could contact us, they would have. I need your help, my friend. I’m on my way from Timasur, but you can get a team there faster.”

      “What’s the name of the falls they were at?”

      “Dunn’s River Falls and Park.”

      Ian repeated the name to Nathan. “Get me eyes there, pronto. I doubt there are any decent security cameras around, but check anyway. Patch into the traffic cams and any at the airports and marinas. Find out if any satellites have images from four to five hours ago over that park. Princess Tahira is missing, probably kidnapped. Run her picture through the imaging software. Find her—now!”

      Leaving the former NSA employee to do what he did best, Ian headed to the conference room with the phone still to his ear. “I’ll get boots on the ground as soon as possible. Do you have a contact with the police?”

      “Inspector Jamal Lewis is the man in charge. Lahana’s brother, Farid, and his friend were supposed to be chaperoning the women during the trip, but they didn’t want to go to the falls and were to meet up with them afterward for a late lunch. They haven’t heard from the women either.”

      Filing that bit of information in his head for later, Ian jotted down the name of the inspector on a scrap piece of paper. “I’ll contact you as soon as I have any information. What time do you expect to land?”

      “In approximately ten hours at Sangster International. I have five men with me.”

      “I’ll have cars waiting for you. We’ll get her back, Amar.” Disconnecting the call, Ian shouted to be heard out in the reception area. “Colleen, call CC and tell him to get his ass to the airport—taking off in less than an hour, heading to Montego Bay, Jamaica!”

      “On it!”

      Knowing the company’s pilot would have their private jet ready to go as soon as possible, Ian sat back in his chair and ran a hand down his face. All available personnel would be arriving shortly, but it would be a mix of both teams. Brody Evans, Trident’s other computer geek and one of seven retired Navy SEALs who were now co-owners of the company, was returning from his honeymoon too late that evening to come with them. Two more co-owners, Marco DeAngelis and Ben Michaelson, were on a joint task force assignment with operatives from Deimos, a US government black ops agency most people didn’t even know existed. Darius Knight, Lindsey Abbott, and Valentino Mancini, from the Omega Team, were down in Argentina on an undercover op. So that left Nick Donovan, the youngest Sawyer brother, his husband, Jake Donovan, Tristan McCabe, Cain Foster, and Kip Morrison available to fly down to Jamaica with Ian. His other brother, Devon, and Logan Reese would have to stay behind and hold down the fort in Tampa.

      Ian hoped to God they’d be able to figure out who’d kidnapped the princess and the others. While he’d been helping to protect the royal family for several years, it wasn’t until he and his wife Angie had gotten engaged and accepted an invitation from King Rajeemh and Queen Azhar to visit them in Timasur’s capital city of Diado, that he’d gotten to know Tahira better. She’d matured over the past two years, and although she still liked to drive her bodyguards nuts with shopping sprees and flirting with the ones who were single, she no longer acted like a spoiled child. She’d even gotten involved in charity work. Last year, the princess and her brother, Prince Raj, had attended Ian and Angie’s wedding. Their parents had been unable to join them due to Her Royal Majesty recovering from an illness.

      Picking up the phone, Ian hit the speed dial to the small studio that’d recently been built on the west side of the TS compound. Angie, an artist, and Devon’s wife, Kristen, an author, had moved their workstations into it, getting them out of their respective apartments for a few hours each day. The other buildings housed the Trident offices, a gym and indoor shooting range, and The Covenant, a BDSM club owned by Ian, Devon, and their cousin Mitch.

      As he waited for the call to be picked up, he let out a heavy sigh. His pregnant wife was going to flip when he told her about Tahira, but since he’d just gotten back in her good graces, Ian wasn’t going to keep it a secret from her. She’d divorce him if he did. “I’m getting too old for this shit.”
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        Five hours earlier…

      

      

      Sitting between Nala and Lahana, in the backseat of the SUV her bodyguards had rented, Tahira tried to relax and enjoy the excursion. That meant pushing her impending marriage from her mind, even just for a little while. She had forty days left… forty days to choose a husband or her father would take the choice from her.

      Up until her mother had been critically ill with renal failure last year, Tahira had always been told it would be her decision who she chose to marry. That went against the generations of family members who’d all had their marriages arranged for them at a very young age—usually by their fifth birthday. The weddings had then taken place within weeks of the men turning eighteen, while most of the women were still a year or two younger. The way her mother had explained it to Tahira, her parents had barely known each other on their wedding day and neither had liked their chosen spouse at first. Over time, though, that all had changed, and by their first anniversary, they’d fallen in love. They’d also vowed not to force their future children into unwanted marriages, forgoing a century and a half of royal tradition. But then, six weeks ago, following her brother’s wedding, Tahira’s father had reneged on the decision he’d made years ago. He wanted her married while he and her mother were still alive to see it happen.

      Tahira was convinced her soulmate was out there somewhere. She even sensed she’d met him already, but neither of them had yet realized they were destined for each other. Her maternal grandmother had what some referred to as “the sight,” the ability to see a person’s aura when others couldn’t, and apparently, it had been passed down to Tahira. The problem was her grandmother had died a few days before Tahira’s fourth birthday, so there hadn’t been anyone close to her that could help develop her gift as she’d grown older. What she did learn about it had been by wading through countless websites and blogs over the years, trying to figure out what was false information versus what was truth. While she didn’t understand all of what she saw in other people’s auras, she’d learned how to interpret many of the varying energy fields surrounding them. Every person was different, with some of their colors changing with their mood or experiences. Myriad shades of the primary and secondary hues of the rainbow meant different things. The color red surrounding a person could mean strength, anger, tenacity, passion, and sensuality, among other things, while pink represented love, deep friendship, compassion, and an appreciation of beauty. It had been a combination of pink, red, and a few subtler colors that’d helped her realize one of her Trident Security bodyguards, Brody Evans, had met his future wife about a year ago. While he’d known he was attracted to Fancy, he hadn’t yet figured out she was “the one” his heart had been made for when Tahira had read his aura. That had since changed, and the couple was now married and expecting their first child. Tahira was thrilled for them.

      Occasionally, she came across people whose auras she couldn’t read. Ian Sawyer was one of them, and so was Mousaf Amar, the head of the royal guard. There were also times when she misinterpreted a person’s colors. When Tahira had reached the age of eighteen, and had gained more freedom, she’d researched many healers who’d mastered the talent of reading auras. When she’d found one who was willing to be her mentor, she’d often invited him to visit the palace to tutor her. Knowing Tahira had inherited her mother’s gift, Queen Azhar had encouraged her to learn what she could, despite the beliefs of some people who thought it was nothing but nonsense.

      “What about this one? Iggi Kwei—he’s a good-looking doctor.” Nineteen-year-old Nala showed her cousins the profile photo of one of the potential Timasurian husbands that had been posted in a private Facebook group.

      Tahira glanced at the photo. While the doctor was a handsome man, she wasn’t drawn to him in any way. Most marriages were arranged in their country, with dowries being offered in exchange for the bride’s hand. In some instances, couples never met prior to their engagement parties. Tahira had seen several of her friends married off to men who were not ideal mates. More than one of them was in an abusive marriage, but none would admit it. To do so would be an insult to their husband and both their families.

      Tahira had hoped that being allowed to choose her own spouse would encourage other parents to allow their children to do the same. While her brother, Raj, had chosen his wife, it would be viewed in a completely different manner if Tahira chose her husband. Raj had also been in love with his bride and proposed before his father had decided to reverse the edict his children had grown up with. Their impending engagement and wedding had just been earlier than the couple had expected—their nuptials had been a huge affair, with citizens of the small country and beyond lining the streets to get a glimpse of the happy couple. Now that they were husband and wife, King Rajeemh had turned his attention to making sure his only daughter was wed soon.

      Being the second born, Tahira never expected to ascend to the throne. Her father was in his mid-fifties, and Raj was twenty-eight, two-and-a-half years older than his only sibling. Both men were very healthy and didn’t participate in any risky activities that might cut short their lives. While there was a remote chance something could happen to both of them before Raj and his wife, Princess Kainda, produced an heir, it was highly unlikely, and for that, Tahira was grateful. She was loyal to her country but did not want to rule it. Politics and international relations were not her aspirations. She was content to be involved in charity work to help improve the social situation of Timasurians who had not been born to privilege. Part of the work she loved to do was visit the children’s hospitals. She loved seeing the little ones’ faces light up in delight when they realized Her Royal Highness was there to see them. Tahira could spend hours interacting with them and often hated to see the day end when she had to say goodbye.

      She shrugged and looked out the window at the passing countryside. “I would rather enjoy my day instead of picking a husband I am not in love with.”

      Beside her, twenty-four-year-old Lahana rolled her eyes. “I don’t know why you’re being so resistant, cousin. Most women your age have already been married for years and have children in school. You will learn to love your husband—just like your mother, my mother, and Nala’s mother did with their husbands.”

      Gritting her teeth, she fought to keep her tone respectful. “I do not want to learn how to love my husband. I want to marry because I already do love him.”

      “Ugh, that’s so American. And their divorce rate is what? Fifty percent?”

      Tahira frowned. “That is because people have gotten married for the wrong reasons or they only thought they were in love. If it was not so difficult for our courts to approve divorces, I am sure there would be a lot more of them.”

      “I doubt⁠—”

      Holding up a hand, Tahira stopped her cousin from going any further with her argument—one they’d had multiple times before. “Seriously, Lahana. I do not want to talk about it anymore. I just want to have fun on our excursion. We have five days left on the cruise, and then I will figure out what to do about finding my future husband. Can we not just go and enjoy ourselves? Please?”

      A smile spread across Lahana’s face. “You’re right. Let’s go have some fun. We’ll flirt with a few guys who don’t stand a chance with us, bask in the sun, and play under the waterfalls.” Her gaze shifted to the bodyguard who was driving. “Are we almost there, Kojo?”

      “Yes, Miss Lahana. According to the GPS, we’ll be there in three minutes.”

      As their journey continued, Tahira stared out the windshield, while her cousins tapped away on their cell phones. She wished she could dismiss the subject of marriage from her mind as quickly as she’d successfully removed it from the conversation, but it was nearly impossible. At least Farid and his friend had allowed the women to go to the park without chaperoning them. Tahira was tired of her cousin trying to play matchmaker between her and Diallo. The businessman was nice, but something about him turned her off. She couldn’t put her finger on what really bothered her about him, but his penchant for giving others the impression they were together on the cruise was annoying her. She was glad to be free of him for a few hours.

      Farid could be a pain in the ass, too, but she had no problem putting him in his place as she’d done while growing up with him. The man liked to throw around his status as a member of the royal family, even though he was too far down in the line of succession to ever take the throne. He was too much of a playboy to even want to be king—running the country would put a damper on the extravagant lifestyle he’d become accustomed to.

      Moments after they’d arrived at the crowded parking lot of the Dunn’s River Falls and Park, Tahira was happy to see there were plenty of sights to catch her attention and get her out of the funk she’d found herself in once more. The falls were a popular tourist attraction, and they had to park at the far end of the lot, in between two empty tour buses. Once Kojo and his partner, Alake, had done a visual sweep of their surroundings, ensuring the women’s safety, they stayed close to the princess without being intrusive. They’d both been part of her team of royal guards for over three years now and knew their jobs well. They were handsome men, but Tahira never flirted with them for two reasons. One—they were both married to lovely women, and Alake was the father of three precocious boys. Two—she only did that with bodyguards who were temporarily assigned to her outside of Timasur, like the men of Trident Security when she visited the royal family’s estate in Clearwater, Florida. She also reserved her flirting for when she was out of the public eye. After studying their auras, she knew which men she could tease and not worry about them reacting to it in a negative way. They were strong, protective men, who would never use their strength to take advantage of a woman.

      There had been times during visits to the royal residences in New York City and Los Angeles when Tahira had sensed some of the men on her detail were not as trustworthy as they tried to portray, and she’d avoided flirting with them. But the Trident Security operatives were her favorite, and it had been bittersweet over the past few years as each one of the original six-man team had met their soulmates and, therefore, had to be removed from her “flirt” list.

      Whether some of them realized it or not, she cared for them as friends and was happy they’d found their true loves but saddened she couldn’t tease them anymore. However, there were new employees who’d recently been hired that Ian Sawyer had introduced her to. Tristan and Cain were the leaders of the Omega Team, as it was called. Their subordinates included Darius, Kip, Valentino, Logan, and Lindsey. Logan was living with his soulmate, so he was off-limits, and Lindsey was a female operative whom Tahira adored. Apparently, her head of security, Amar, liked Lindsey very much as well. They’d managed to keep their attraction hidden from others, but Tahira had seen through their charade and was happy for them.

      Smiling, Lahana grabbed her cousins’ hands as they walked across the parking lot to the entrance. “Let’s go! I can’t wait to see the falls. They looked gorgeous online.”

      Tahira had to admit she was looking forward to seeing them too. It felt wonderful to act like just another tourist and not a member of the royal family. Being so far from home, it was doubtful anyone would recognize her and fumble over themselves trying to please her. While she’d gotten a kick out of that when she was younger, it’d gotten annoying as she’d reached adulthood. She knew many people were overly nice to her merely because she was a princess and not because they liked her as a person. Everyone always seemed to have an ulterior motive for wanting to be her friend—well, not everyone, but most people fell into that category. It was one of the many reasons she enjoyed the company of Ian and Angelina Sawyer and their friends and family. While they had always been respectful of her title, she felt as if they treated her like everyone else they knew. And that’s the way she liked it. She wasn’t better than them or beneath them. Yes, Ian used to think of her as a spoiled child—all her Trident Security men had—but that was back when she was younger, less mature, and used to flirt with him before he’d met his wife. Since they’d visited Timasur and stayed in the palace at her parents’ request two years ago, Ian had gotten to know the real Tahira—the one she tended to keep hidden from the rest of the world due to self-preservation. Now, he acted like a big brother to her, and she loved it. In fact, she couldn’t wait until Angelina gave birth in a few weeks. Tahira had already picked out a few gifts for the baby—she was just waiting to find out, like the rest of them, if it was a boy or a girl. No matter the gender, the child would be gorgeous, as Ian and Angelina made a stunning couple.

      The thought of her friends’ baby had Tahira thinking of the children she would hopefully have someday. A flash of a young boy who took after her, with dark hair and soft brown skin, appeared in her head. It was an image she’d had before, but this time, she noticed something different. The boy’s eyes weren’t hazel like hers—they were green. A deep, rich, emerald green. They reminded her of the jeweled necklace and earrings she’d received from her parents on her eighteenth birthday. Was her mind playing tricks on her? The boy’s eyes looked so familiar, yet she couldn’t recall who they belonged to.

      “C’mon, cousin!” Nala said with a laugh, tugging on Tahira’s hand and breaking her out of the mental spell she’d been under. “Let’s go have some fun!”
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      Tahira struggled to awaken. Her eyelids were so heavy that she couldn’t lift them. Her head pounded, and her tongue felt dry and swollen.

      Where am I? Am I sleeping? Mother? Father? Is anyone there?

      She wasn’t sure if the questions were in her mind or if she’d spoken them out loud, but either way, she didn’t receive an answer. A shuffling noise and then what sounded like a sniffle penetrated her thoughts. Still unable to open her eyes to see, Tahira concentrated on her other four senses and took stock of what she could figure out.

      The surface she was lying on was hard, with a scratchy, musty-smelling blanket or other material underneath her. She shivered as cold, damp air seeped into her flesh and goose bumps spread across her skin. The acrid odor of urine and feces filled her nostrils, and she fought the urge to gag. Soft murmurs and sobs caught her attention, but she couldn’t make out what was being said.

      Tahira’s leg twitched, and she was startled when a hand landed on her arm and shook it. Nala’s voice was barely above a whisper. “Tahira? Wake up! Please!”

      Finally forcing her eyes open, Tahira blinked several times until the dimly lit room came into focus. Not that it was exactly a room, per se. Stone walls and iron bars weren’t exactly common decor in any room she’d ever been in. She tried to sit up, but her head hurt too much, and a wave of nausea washed over her, so she laid back down. “Wh-where are we?”

      “I don’t know, but wherever we are, it’s c-cold. Lahana is still unconscious. I-I think we were drugged. Do you remember what happened?”

      She thought hard, her last memories coming back in flashes. They’d spent about three hours at the falls, having a wonderful time. They’d chatted with other tourists, flirted with a few guys, and simply enjoyed the beauty of the tropical paradise. With about five hours left before they had to be back onboard their ship, the women had decided to head back to Montego Bay to go shopping for souvenirs. After that, they’d meet Farid and Diallo at Jimmy Buffett's Margaritaville for food and drinks. Tahira loved the American singer, with his laid-back style of music, and had visited many of his restaurants in other cities and countries. The one in Montego Bay reportedly had a 120-foot water slide that deposited participants into the sparkling, blue Caribbean Sea, and Tahira had been looking forward to trying it out.

      “We… we were leaving the park and walking back to our vehicle.” Her brow furrowed. “Didn’t a man approach us and ask…” Before Tahira could finish the thought, most of what’d happened flooded her mind. “Mon Dieu!” While English was the national language of Timasur, French was a close second. Tahira had learned both during her education, and occasionally, the latter slipped into her speech, especially when she was upset—and upset was an understatement for what she was experiencing now.

      “What?” Nala whispered, her eyes going wide in fear.

      Under the impression that her cousin knew what she was about to say but was afraid to say it herself because that would make it real, Tahira lowered her voice. “There were several men, and Kojo and Alake were—were shot!”

      Horror took root in her stomach as her hand went to her neck where she found a tender area. She remembered a sting followed by a burning sensation before everything went dark. They must have been drugged, and her bodyguards had to be dead. Tears filled her eyes. The two men who’d protected her for several years had both been shot in the head. Tahira couldn’t remember hearing the guns fire, but she’d seen them in the hands of the men who’d attacked them and then blood, bone, and brains splattering the side of the SUV before her bodyguards fell to the ground. Her heart broke for their families.

      As her eyes became accustomed to the dim light enveloping them, Tahira gingerly tried to sit up again and looked around. All she had on was her bikini and sarong, neither of which provided her with any warmth. Her sandals were gone—not that they would’ve helped in the cold. Despite the musty stench of the blanket she’d been lying on, she pulled it up and around her back and shoulders as she took in their surroundings.

      Lahana was lying on another blanket on the other side of Nala. They were in a jail or something similar, trapped behind iron bars. There were several other cells, each holding two, three, or four young women—Tahira counted sixteen total—all of whom appeared shell-shocked, with vacant gazes or red, swollen eyes.

      What’s going on? Where are we?

      There was warmer air being forced through a small vent above her head, instead of air conditioning, so wherever they were, they’d left the summer heat of Jamaica. There weren’t any windows either, so it was impossible to tell if it was night or day. Depending on what drug had been used and the dosage, they could’ve been out for just a few hours or much longer—she had no idea which.

      Tahira slowly got to her feet and was about to ask the other women if they knew where they were when a loud clanging noise echoed throughout the area. At the end of the walkway separating the two rows of cells, a heavy wooden and iron door opened. Chills went up and down Tahira’s spine as several Latino-looking men strode in, and she didn’t think it had anything to do with the temperature. It didn’t escape her notice how the other women backed away from the doors to their cells and cowered against the stone walls.

      One man stopped in front of the cell Tahira and her cousins were in, while the other five or six men spread out around him. Two others had stayed back by the door. She couldn’t see them clearly—they were in the shadows—but it didn’t matter since the man at her cell door silently demanded her attention. He was about an inch taller than her own five-six and weighed about two-hundred-and-thirty pounds. His brown eyes held no warmth under his trim dark hair. A mustache and goatee covered the lower half of his face but didn’t hide the pockmarks on his skin. He was dressed in a sweater, dress slacks, and expensive-looking shoes. The other men were dressed similarly, but Tahira knew without a doubt the man in front of her was in charge. His dark aura gave it away.

      “Well, hello, sleeping beauties. I see you’re awake,” he stated in English with a thick Latino accent. He glanced down at Lahana, still lying on the floor, and frowned. “Well, at least two of you are.”

      Pulling the blanket tighter around her shoulders, for both warmth and to conceal her bare skin from the men’s leering gazes, Tahira stood tall and lifted her chin. “Who are you and why do you have us caged like animals?”

      The man didn’t answer her right away, which grated on her nerves, but she refused to let him see how afraid she was. Putting an unlit cigar he’d been holding into his mouth, he removed a lighter from his pocket and lit it. As he exhaled, rings of smoke filled the air. “My name doesn’t matter—you won’t be here long enough for it to make a difference.”

      Tahira had no idea what that meant, but it sounded like their next destination would be worse than their current situation. God help them.
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        Argentina, near Buenos Aires…

      

      

      Darius “Batman” Knight’s day and mission had just gone to hell on a Harley. Yeah, the cliché was “hell in a handbasket,” but in his opinion, that had gone out of date a long time ago, and his version was better—not that it really mattered. What did matter was his undercover identity was a few seconds from being blown unless he could do something about it.

      He stayed in the shadows in the underground prison on Emmanuel Diaz’s vast property in the hills just north of Buenos Aires, Argentina, hoping the woman he recognized in a nearby cell wouldn’t see him. If she did, it was highly unlikely she could disguise the fact she knew him.

      Shit! How the hell did Princess Tahira end up here?

      She should be safe in her homeland of Timasur or at one of her family’s many vacation homes around the world, including their estate in Clearwater Beach, Florida. No matter where she’d been, she would’ve been guarded. He remembered his real employer, Ian “Boss-man” Sawyer, saying, in the briefing in which Darius had received this assignment six weeks ago, that Tahira and her cousins had changed their vacation plans and had decided to take a luxury-liner cruise. Had that been scheduled for this week or last week? He couldn’t remember, not that it made any difference now.

      Tahira looked ready to spit nails, her eyes flaring with anger, and her arms crossed over her chest. “I demand you let my cousins and me go! Do you have any idea who I am?”

      A drug czar, who also participated in arms dealing and sex slavery, Diaz and three of his minions leered at the beautiful twenty-five-year-old who was wearing a pale pink bikini with a pink and black sarong wrapped around her waist. Her feet were bare. From what Darius had learned on the way down to the mansion’s dungeon, Tahira and her two cousins—he didn’t know their names, having never met them before—had been snatched and flown to Argentina in a private jet and had arrived at midnight—just about an hour ago. Five members of the royal guard were supposed to accompany the princess during her travels, with at least two staying with her at all times, but clearly, they hadn’t been able to thwart the kidnapping. Whichever ones had been with her, they’d either been killed or, at least, disabled. Mousaf Amar, the head of the royal guard, had trained with several special-ops teams around the world and passed those practices onto the men he supervised.

      Standing outside the cell that contained Tahira and her cousins—there were five other cells filled with other women who huddled together in terror-filled silence—Diaz responded, “Of course I do, Your Highness.”

      Double shit! Darius managed to hide his surprise. At first, he’d thought the three cousins had been randomly selected by the bastards who kidnapped young women throughout Central and South America and the Caribbean in order to sell them to Diaz who would then sell them into slavery. The kind of slavery that meant being repeatedly drugged, raped, and tortured for the remainder of their lives. But Diaz had known immediately who the princess was. Had she been targeted? The head of the cartel had to know there would be a massive manhunt for Her Royal Highness. Why snatch a high-profile woman? It would be all over the internet within minutes of the media discovering Tahira had been kidnapped. Why take that risk?

      When Diaz had emphasized her royal address in a condescending manner, Tahira’s obvious rage spiked. Her face reddened, eyes flared, and jaw clenched. Darius had to hand it to her—despite the situation she was in, she wasn’t cowering in the corner of the cell like her two cousins were. Unfortunately, that attitude might get her hurt—more so than what fate she’d face if Darius didn’t get ahold of his teammates who were backing him up on this mission. He wondered if Trident Security, the black ops company he worked for under six of his retired former teammates from SEAL Team Four, had any idea Tahira had been kidnapped. They probably did by now—Ian and Devon Sawyer had a contract with the royal family and joined forces with their team of bodyguards to protect them any time they visited Florida. Amar would have contacted the black ops team as soon as he’d heard the princess was missing.

      The acknowledgment of Tahira’s title seemed to catch her off guard, but she recovered quickly. “So, you want my father to pay a ransom to release us? I assure you he will not. Instead, he will send a team of the best men he has to rescue us and leave this place in ruins.”

      Chuckling, Diaz sneered. “Well, I can assure you, I never planned on asking your father for money. You’re worth far more than that to me. Men will bid millions in money and information for a princess. Tell me, Your Highness, are you still a virgin? That will double the starting price.”

      Tahira’s bronze complexion paled, and Darius’s gut clenched, knowing she’d just figured out what was in store for her if things went according to the cartel’s plans. He wished he could let her know he’d do everything in his power to make sure she and her cousins got out of this mess unscathed, but he couldn’t let her see him—not yet. She would recognize him immediately, despite the longer hair, beard, and mustache he’d grown out at the start of the mission, and give away his cover. He’d been on her security detail a few times during her visits to Tampa since joining his former teammates at Trident over a year ago. For now, he had to remain in the shadows. The sex-slavery auction was next week. Sometime between now and then he had to figure out a way to get Tahira out of there. He’d save as many of the women as he could, but the princess was now his top priority, instinctively knowing that would be Boss-man’s order if and when Darius was able to pass an update to his backup, who would forward the intel.

      The radio on his hip and those in possession of most of the other men around him squelched before the voice of a guard stationed at the estate’s entrance came over the air, speaking in Spanish. It was one of the languages Darius could speak fluently and was one of the reasons he’d been chosen to go undercover on this mission. The other reason was he’d been on the operation when Emmanuel’s brother, Ernesto, had been killed by members of SEAL Team Four.

      A truck carrying weapons and ammo they’d been expecting had arrived. Diaz’s right-hand man, Felix Secada acknowledged the alert and then snapped his fingers. “Hamilton, Torres, go meet the truck and make sure the full load is there before they leave. If it’s not, kill them. Take Lopez and Acosta with you.”

      Darius, aka Glenn Hamilton from Miami, was relieved Secada had issued the order, so he could get the hell out of the cell area before Tahira recognized him. Seeing her turn her head, following Secada’s gaze in his direction, he stepped further back into the shadows and spun toward the stairs. He hated leaving her down there, but aside from being locked up, she should be safe until the night of the auction. With Torres on his heels, Darius took the stairs two at a time until he reached the first floor, wishing to God he could’ve erased the look of fear from Tahira’s pretty face. Somehow, someway, he’d get her, her cousins, and the other women out of there. Now, he just had to figure out how to do it without blowing his cover. Triple shit.
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      Just after 12:00 p.m., Valentino “Romeo” Mancini sat with his teammate, Lindsey “Costello” Abbott, in the shade outside a little cantina they’d been coming to three or four times a week for the past couple of months. The two Trident Security employees were working undercover as environmentalists/missionaries helping to create a new well system for a small village and a nearby orphanage run by several nuns. They’d been staying at the orphanage, which was about a half hour from the Buenos Aires city line, with the permission of Sister Patrice. One of her former charges was now an operative for a US black ops agency, and she fully trusted no harm would come to her children for aiding the private security team. With over twenty real missionaries working on the well and other necessities for the locals, two more people in the mix wouldn’t raise any eyebrows. Val and Lindsey had even helped the do-gooders whenever their undercover work allowed. Today, they were taking a break from picking up supplies for the orphanage, which would cover up the fact they’d be retrieving intel from Darius.

      During the first week in Argentina, they’d figured out some of the low and middle-level men of the Diaz cartel came to town a few times a week to eat and drink at the cantina and blow off steam with some of the local working girls. Once Darius had worked his way into the cartel using an alias that Deimos had spent years cultivating for just this kind of mission, it hadn’t taken him long to “bond” with some of the men. Now, when either Darius or Romeo needed to pass on information to each other, they hid it in a loose wallboard in one of the bathroom stalls. It was a primitive system, but it worked for them. They couldn’t risk Darius going into the Diaz compound with a hidden phone or any other communication device that could be found and blow his cover. He did have one way to contact them in case of an emergency, but it was only to be used when shit went upside-down and back-ass sideways—in other words, totally FUBAR.

      Three seemingly unrelated items—a watch, an electric razor, and a belt buckle—contained hidden components Darius could put together very quickly, and send out a code yellow, red, or black signal to a satellite, which would then alert his backup team. The first two meant things had gotten fucked up, but he wasn’t in immediate danger. A code black, however, meant they had to extract him fast. Less than an hour ago, they’d received a code yellow, sending them scurrying to their communication exchange point.

      They’d arrived at the cantina and taken seats at their usual table, covertly eyeing the surrounding area for any signs of trouble. After ordering a bottle of spring water and three carne picante empanadas—his favorite meal they served there—Val stood and headed inside the cantina. Costello would be fine on her own for a few minutes.

      Since joining the ranks at Trident Security, the retired Marine sniper had more than proven her worth, and he trusted her to cover his six as much as his male teammates. Slap a fifty-pound ruck on her back, and she could stay ahead of the boys while slogging through mud and muck, but clean her up and put her in a dress, and the brunette would turn heads no matter where they went.

      Striding past the long, scarred, wooden bar and the six drunks who always seemed to be sitting on the same stools every time he walked into the place, he made sure nothing and nobody seemed out of the ordinary. The voluptuous bartender gave him a flirty grin like she did every time she saw him. It was something he’d gotten used to as a teenager—he’d been blessed with good genes and what his friends called Hollywood looks, and women tended to throw themselves at him. Back when he was younger and cockier, he had no trouble getting his kicks with any woman who turned him on, but as the years went by, and he rolled into his thirties, one- and two-night stands had gotten boring. He’d dated a couple of women for a few weeks or months over the past few years, but none of those relationships had worked out. There was one woman, though, that he couldn’t seem to get out of his head. The problem was she’d turned him down when he’d asked her out. Maybe that was why he couldn’t stop thinking about her—she was the only woman he’d really wanted who’d said no. If she’d gone out with him, and to bed with him, would he still be obsessing about her all these months later?

      Summer Hayes was an internationally-known country singer, with Grammy, CMA, and other awards lined up on the mantle of one of the three mansions she owned. Despite being famous, though, the petite blonde was a down-home kind of girl. She was friends with the wives and girlfriends of some of the Trident guys, and that’s how Val had met her—at one of the barbecues Boss-man’s wife had thrown at the compound.

      Val and Summer had gotten along great that day, and he’d been ready to ask her out to dinner the next night, but something had changed after she’d spoken to Devon’s wife, Kristen, and their friend Shelby Christiansen. She’d become more reserved and stopped flirting with him. Val just wished he knew what it was, but the other women told him it wasn’t their place to fill him in. If Summer wanted to tell him, that was her choice.

      Even though he barely knew her, he’d freaked when he’d heard she’d been in a bad car accident

      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/small-for-book-covers.jpg





OEBPS/images/trident-black-logo.jpg
(=





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/bookbrushimage-2020-0-26-21-2736.jpg
SNOOMAVId Lid FHL  SWOOY ¥INIOT

PARKING
Lot
A

LNVNIAOD IHL 2 wva EETTEXAILE] &

- e e —
WOOY VM ANV SIDI440
SHOOMINNG- A3V S NVOOH

101

DNV

SININLAYIY
' ' SNNIF 9 SIDIN/IVE fNOA3Q’R mz<_

" vyn

Vo v » ﬁ)a\).,\))\, %
v J\o_mim \ ¥ Hivd DNINNDY ¢
SNILSIEDI 3 3Dy HLIM VI¥Y 3000M

v






OEBPS/images/image-40-days-ebook.jpg







