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Dear Reader, 

This novella was written for the Christmas at the Club 2022 Anthology. It is now here, ready to be added to your Club Devil’s Cove collection as a novella! 

Get ready for your mind to be blown as I invite you to visit a favorite BDSM Club of mine, the decadent and devilish CLUB DEVIL’S COVE in Washington DC. True to the nature of the owners and Masters of the club, this story is filled with decadent, delicious Dominants and sassy subs. Jaxon Brodie is the son of Ethan Brodie, one of the Masters in the original series. This is a short novella where his story picks up fifteen years later... 

He had the body of Goliath, 

The looks of Adonis, 

And the eyes of the Devil. 

Lois Rickett wasn’t the kind of woman to wait for opportunities to come to her. The gorgeous Dom who caught her as she stumbled on the stairs heading into the exclusive Club Devil’s Cove, begged for her attention. This was one opportunity she was going to embrace with the same passion she did with everything in life. If only for a couple of hours, the Devilish Santa was going to be hers. 

She had the body for sin, 

The face of Aphrodite. 

And the passion for lust. 

Jaxon Brodie was the product of betrayal and violence that had paved the way for the man he became. On an extended leave of absence from the military, he had come home to reconnect with his former life. And that’s when he found her; a sassy sub who begged to be taught a lesson. 

The question that hung unanswered in his mind as the night wore on was, who was the predator and who was the prey? In the end it really didn’t matter. This sensual tauntress awakened the devil in him. If only for a couple of hours, she was going to be all his.

Unbeknownst to both, their emotional circuitry tilted into overdrive. What now? Would one night be enough?

If you haven’t read the Club Devil’s Cove series yet, why not catch up on all the Masters before you read this novella? You can find them here: https://www.linzibassetauthor.com/club-devil-s-cove

I loved catching up with these wonderfully hot and sexy couples. I hope you will, too! 

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Chapter One
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Christmas Eve...

“WELL, HERE GOES NOTHING,” Lois Rickett mumbled under her breath as she cut the engine of the rental car. Perhaps gate crashing the Christmas Ball at Club Devil’s Cove wasn’t the appropriate time to inform Uncle Bruce that she was in town. Or, more accurately, beg for his help. And, if she caught him in a good mood, further schmooze him into letting her crash at his place. 

The thought opened up a floodgate to deluge her with unchecked emotions. Her hands turned white from the hard grip on the steering wheel caused by the unexpected memories it unleashed. God, was it ever going to get better? Would the day come when she would be able to rid herself of those horrid visions that played like a loop tape inside her head?

Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. She wasn’t in the state of mind to challenge her giant uncle should his first reaction be to read her the riot act. Growing up, he had been the father she never had, hence the concern that she would be thrown out of the club quicker than she stepped into it. It was one thing for him to be a powerful Dom in his own right who understood why women took to submission, but quite another to have his niece whose nappies he used to change, arrive at his club in a skimpy elf outfit ready for action. 

“Action I desperately need,” she said as she looked around the parking lot brightly lit under a canopy of Red Maple trees. She needed a scene where she could drift in a cloud of euphoria and forget about all her troubles. For a couple of hours just to free her mind, not think or remember, but instead to offer that power to someone who could give her an out-of-body experience. She needed to feel—just feel ... and forget. 

The parking lot was packed, which was no surprise. The exclusive club was the BDSM club to be in Washington DC. Except, only the selected few had the privilege to become members. The driveway leading to the large square building to the side of the impressive three story mansion glowed with colorful Christmas lights that extended to the club that sparkled with its own galaxy of luminous white light. It was inviting and mystical with a touch of whimsy added in the form of Santa and his sleigh replete with gifts and pulled by reindeer on final approach to land atop the roof to celebrate the festive season. 

“Definitely Samantha’s work.” Lois had met Ruark Greer, the primary owner of the club and a friend of her uncle, Ruark’s fiancée, as well as a group of his friends, upon a visit with her mother when she was sixteen years old. She smiled wanly at the memory. That had been fourteen years ago but it felt like a lifetime. They had all taken her into their hearts—not that she had expected otherwise since they all loved Uncle Bruce like a brother; a fact that had been reiterated over the subsequent years with their annual visits. She shook off the sadness that the thought evoked. 

“I guess I have more than Uncle Bruce to worry about. They’re all likely to give me a hard time.” Maybe she shouldn’t tell them she had already been in the city for three weeks looking for an apartment and a job. A search that to date had been unsuccessful since without a job she wouldn’t be able to afford rent which in this city was astronomical even for a small bachelor pad. Her financial resources had been tight upon arrival. Now ... they were nearly non-existent. If not for the job at the mall as a Santa’s Elf, she wouldn’t have had an outfit for tonight. Well, not the exact one she had worn on the job, since she had seriously shortened the skirt then kinked it up with a green and white striped demi cup corset and swapped the pointy shoes for heels with thigh high striped leggings. Not exactly the classy outfits she used to wear visiting clubs in Tampa. But since she had lost everything in the fire that had forever changed her life, this was the best she could do. Her hand whispered over the scarred surface of her cheek. She tugged her hair forward and straightened.

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself, Lois. Pull up your granny pants and march through that door.” 

Of course, that was easier said than done since she wasn’t a member of the club. The aim was to get inside, find a Dom she could top—something her sassy nature demanded—and scene first so that she was calm, cool, and collected by the time she faced her uncle. 

“If I want to scene, I had better do it before Uncle Bruce knows I’m here, otherwise he won’t let any Dom touch me.” 

She loved him like a father but he was overprotective toward her when it came to men. The fact that she had just celebrated her thirtieth birthday mattered not. 

“No more procrastinating. Get your ass in there.”

She got out of the car and trotted carefully over the cobblestone driveway toward the entrance. 

Confidence, Lois! Strut your stuff. You’re going to get in! Since leaving the cheap hotel room earlier, she’d fought a battle of emotional ants versus emotional giants. Tonight, she was a titan. Come what may, she was going to own her desires and demand satisfaction. The time of slacking off and self-pity had to come to an end. She squared her shoulders and lengthened her strides. 

“Shit!” With the next step, she tripped and felt herself tumble headfirst toward the stairs. 

“Careful there, Little Elf.”

The dulcet tones drifted toward her at the same time as strong hands caught her around the waist and hauled her in against a hard chest. 

“You don’t want to hurt those pretty little knees, now do you?”

“Um ... no, of course not,” she muttered incoherently as she stepped out of his hold with rubbery legs. “Thanks for saving—”

Her throat closed up as she turned around at the deep voice that caused a shiver to run down her spine. Her breath caught as she looked into deep dove gray eyes rimmed with a flash of midnight blue ... so familiar and yet, not. Try as she might, she couldn’t keep from drooling over the tall, masculine frame. Dressed all in black, he exuded power and although they stood apart, it felt like he was invading her personal space. She sucked in a short breath. She was a goner for tall, muscled men. And if he was attractive on top of all that, she was a lamb to the slaughter. 

“I don’t ... maybe I shouldn’t have come,” she stammered as she stared dumbstruck at the handsome face illuminated by the flickering lights. The strong architecture of his cheeks and jaw appeared stoic and impassive, but those eyes ... oh, man ... they burned right through her. Her skin tingled in response to the languid gaze that studied the costume in all of its scantiness. 

She swallowed with difficulty, salving her suddenly dry lips with a moist tongue; shaken as a shard of heat pierced her loins as she watched the huge man’s gaze fix upon the glistening film left in its wake. Self-consciously, she fanned the mane of long hair over her left cheek.

“I ... you...” Lois took a deep, calming breath. Caught in the glare of his sudden presence, she became tongue-tied and fumbled her words in the face of the most gorgeous Adonis she had ever laid eyes on.

Good lord! When had he grown so big? A veritable Goliath and gloriously hunkalicious. So different to the young boy she used to know. 

The man standing in front of her oozed confidence and exuded power from every pore of his body. There was no doubt he was a Dominant ... and a formidable one at that. She stood helpless in the face of the power that radiated from within him. Excitement thrilled through her. Now, more than ever, she was ready to reconnect with the submissive inside her.

This was the Dom who ticked all the boxes of what she was after tonight, except of course to be topped by a sub! She sobered at the thought. He was also the one man she couldn’t have.

Life just refused to give her a break! 
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Chapter Two
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MOONLIGHT ADVANCED THROUGH THE NIGHT with elegant ease. The sky was black serenity spliced to an anthem of stars. It was the softness that urged the body and mind to rest and eased the heart to a secure rhythm. Night arrived as a gratuity of sorts; an abatement from above to pacify the soul.

The man leaning against a red maple tree stood unmoving. For long moments all he did was soak in the ambiance of the quiet night marred only by the din of the soft music and merry voices floating toward him from the brightly lit building a few yards away. He shook his head at the plethora of Christmas lights and the huge Christmas tree decorated in front of the club. 

“I can only imagine the fight that ensued between Uncle Rhone and Sam,” he said sotto voce, since there was no way in hell the stern man would be happy to have his club transformed into a Christmas tree. On the other hand, as his wife, Samantha knew just how to wrap him around her finger since he would do anything to make her happy. Rhone Greer wasn’t truly family but since his father was so close to all his friends and co-owners of Club Devil’s Cove, he grew up with them as his “uncles.” The reverential titles had stuck over time and were a sign of familial respect. 

“God, I’ve missed this place.” The deep timbre of his voice, drenched in an outpouring of emotions that had swept him home, carried on the slight breeze.

Jaxon Brodie was the product of betrayal and violence that had paved the way to the man he became. For years he had lived in Saudi Arabia, forced there by his mother who married Prince Khalid Saud—all to feed her insatiable gluttony for money and power. He was just eight years old at the time. They had told him that his father, not wanting to ever see him again, had signed away his parental rights. At first he had been heartbroken but later he had refused to believe that Ethan Brodie, the man he knew from birth, would walk away from his own flesh and blood. He had been his savior when he finally managed to steal him away from an abusive stepfather seven years later. 

Now, as an Army Special Ops Delta Force Captain and company Commander, Jaxon’s team hunted the international landscape to flush out the genocidal maniacs corrupted by power and greed. It was a singular career choice that came at great personal cost. Losing friends in the pursuit of criminals like his stepfather was one of many choices he had to make that became anathema to him. 

Which was why he was here on a leave of absence to deal with the loss of his best friend in a covert mission for the CIA. He was emotionally exhausted and needed to reconnect with life ... and family.

“Well, let’s get this over with,” he muttered as he pushed away from the tree. No one knew he was back home but knowing his father and his extended ‘family,’ they were going to physically box his ears for not letting them know in advance. 

Dressed in black jeans, t-shirt, and leather jacket, he melted into the dark night, which was how he lived in life and in his career—like a ghost, a whisper upon the wind, silent and deadly before stopping the heart of an enemy. 

“Now, that’s the kind of elf I’d like to have wrap those long legs around my waist.” His eyes glimmered as he watched the gentle sway of hips of the tall, sculpted woman trotting on ridiculously high heels toward the club entrance a couple of yards ahead of him. He sped up as he watched her stumble then quickly broke her fall by catching her just before she bounced that beautiful face off the cobblestone stairs. He breathed in the decadent scent of jasmine as he hauled her up against his chest. 
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