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Dear Reader, 

Club Devil’s Cove is a spin-off from Club Alpha Cove, featuring Rhone Greer and Keon LeLuc, the powerful brothers of Ruark Greer and Bracus LeLuc, 

Please note for best enjoyment, this series should be read in sequence. Although each couple reaches their HEA in each book, there is a back storyline across the series which only concludes in book 8.

His Devil’s Rage, book 8, is the story of Bruce Rickett and Morgan Adler.  

The electrifying conclusion to this compelling series. 

Blurb

“I never beg, squirt. I order and command.”

Bruce Rickett, sex god extraordinaire, had a physique that melted women into puddles. A gentle giant of a man outside the club, he kept the primal, sexual beast lurking inside on a tight leash.

When the redheaded beauty from his past broke into his house, she awakened the Dom in him—and the 'not so little, little' Dom twitched with approval—but he had learned from the past not to trust blindly. Still, an innate desire to cherish, protect, and care for her begged him to put to rest the demons he detected dragging her under.

“I’ll accept your gracious offer ... under the condition that you become my full time, live in submissive.”

Morgan Adler, sex on heels, possessed an allure that men found hard to resist, but she was a woman broken and riddled with guilt. Past mistakes haunted her at the hands of a ruthless manipulator. 

She couldn't ignore that the psychologist had her heart racing still, even eight months since he had rescued her from yearlong captivity as a sex slave. He completely captivated her as the Powerful Master Goliath; the decision to accept his offer was a no-brainer.

Mutually spellbound by the awakening of her submissive nature, she embraced the realization of being in control as he pushed her limits and demolished her boundaries. A burgeoning love flourished under his powerful mastery of her body as he too became subsumed by her sensuality. 

As they explored the realm of lust, love, and trust, Bruce and Morgan soon realized that theirs was a common enemy who refused to allow them to let go of their past, forcing them to make difficult and life altering choices. 

Lines blurred between friend and enemy as Precision Secure surged forward in their relentless pursuit of the leaders of The Sixth Order, unaware of the devastation their discoveries would deliver with unmasking the leaders of the most dangerous crime syndicate in the U.S. 

Would Rhone and his team finally outmaneuver, outsmart, and overthrow the Syndicate to live free of their nefarious colluding, or would the team be outmaneuvered, outsmarted and overthrown? 

How many more innocent lives would have to pay the price in their rise to power?

Editor's note:

A panty melting, teeth grinding, wince-inducing, heart swelling finish to the Club Devil's Cove Series. One minute you want to tear your own clothes off, the next you want to seek revenge on anyone who has ever wronged you, only to melt into a puddle of emotion; Basset takes you on a rollercoaster that you won't want to get off of, even after you've read the last word. A truly magnificent end to the series.  

Wishing you all well and trust you will enjoy this story. 

Best Regards

Linzi Basset
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Club Devil’s Cove

​If you liked Club Alpha Cove - this is the series for you!

Club Devil’s Cove is situated on the secluded, private Estate of Rhone Greer at the edge of Harmony Hall Park on the banks of Broad Creek, a tributary of the Potomac River in Washington DC. His best friend Keon LeLuc is co-owner and together they built a BDSM club to offer a safe and secure environment for members to practice their kink.

In this series, we meet Rhone Greer and Keon LeLuc’s friends, Jack Blackmore, Max Shaw, Lance Talbot, and Ethan Brodie. Under the disguise of their company, Precision Secure, they run undercover ops for the President of the United States. Along the way we meet their friend, Governor Alex White, Mistress Pamela Seeger who is in charge of the club’s legal aspects, Bruce Rickett, Keon’s cousin, war veteran Richard Almar, and the Club Manager, Wade Moore. Everyone as dominant and powerful as the other.

During this series of take-no-prisoners suspense novels, we come to know each of the Senior Masters—big, dominant men and their strong, sassy women, along with their kinks, as they carry on with their lives and fight against the pernicious grasp of crime syndicates, corruption, death and violence they are exposed to.

Catch up on Club Alpha Cove if you haven’t read it yet. 

Click here to start reading now: www.linzibassetauthor.com
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There’s April 2, 2003, Military camp in Nasiriya Iraq

“Sergeant Major Rickett with the 1st Battalion Alpha Company is geared up for rescue operation Ordnance, Lieutenant Colonel Lowell.” 

The gray-haired man glanced up from the aerial map he was surveilling. He studied the young soldier who had soared up the ranks in a short time. Bruce Rickett had just turned twenty-six and didn’t believe in taking short cuts. He pushed his team hard and himself twice as much. More impressive was that during his years as one of the U.S. military’s rough and ready soldiers, he’d qualified as a psychologist. Something that stood in his stead as a leader of his own battalion in the Green Beret Special Forces Operations. 

They were in Iraq on a clandestine guerrilla force rescue operation of soldiers in captivity by Al-Qaeda. Sergeant Major Jack Blackmore, who used to be in charge of 1st Battalion Bravo Company and good friend of Bruce, had been one of the twelve soldiers taken captive six months ago by the Al-Qaeda. He’d been rescued two days prior by Bruce’s battalion. It was based on Blackmore’s intel that they were now able to rescue the soldiers from the 507th Ordnance Maintenance Company captured by Iraqi troops on March 23, 2003, who were said to be in a holding cell in a hospital in Nasiriya. One of his friends from L.A., Jacklyn Long was among them.

“Intel is confirmed, Sergeant Major. The Hussein hospital had been cleared months ago and turned into an interrogation compound with holding cells for prisoners.” 

“No patients or medical personnel in sight?” 

Bruce watched Andrew Lowell return his attention to the small monitor in front of him. He squinted closer. His lips compressed briefly before he looked up. 

“Only armed rebels.” 

He’s lying. Bruce had an innate ability to read people, which was why he had chosen psychology as a career choice. He excelled at offering guidance to fellow soldiers so far away from home for years on end. 

“We can’t afford to go in all guns blazing unless we’ve got confirmation it’s a hostile environment, especially if there are innocent bystanders involved.” Bruce pushed harder. 

Lieutenant Colonel Lowell’s eyes turned glacial. “Get your battalion loaded on the truck, Rickett. You move and execute on my orders, is that understood?” 

“Yes, Lieutenant Colonel.” 

“Keep your earpiece active at all times. I’ll be following your movements via satellite. This is a very tight operation, Sergeant Major. Our soldiers are held captive at the back of the hospital. Once you breach the gate, split your team in four. Two around the sides to guard the back door for support and backup when you exit. The other two inside to search and rescue. I’ll guide you to the holding cell with the assistance of an overhead drone. When I give the order to move and go in hot, you execute immediately. One second delay could mean the death of our soldiers.” 

“Understood, Lieutenant Colonel.” 

“They’ve reinforced the entrance with steel. Blow the gate inward. It’ll give you the advantage to get inside before they can recoup. Ensure that your explosive expert is up front.”

Bruce briskly saluted his superior and marched toward the waiting troops. 

“Lock and load. We move in one,” he ordered. He waited until the armed group of twenty men settled in the back of the military truck. “Follow the route we discussed, sergeant,” Bruce said to the driver as he settled in the passenger seat up front. 

He was pensive all the way to the location. Something wasn’t right. His sixth sense warned him that his superior officer had withheld intel. He’d joined the military directly after school, choosing to study correspondence so that he could follow in his father’s footsteps as a soldier. It hadn’t been moon shine and roses, especially since he’d first been deployed to Afghanistan. This was his eighth tour within a period of five years, the fourth in Iraq. This was the third rescue operation he was involved with. It had been enough for him to realize he’d had enough. All the death and destruction he’d seen, the violence and hate weren’t what he’d signed up for. Following orders blindly, irrespective of his own beliefs, was becoming exceedingly difficult.

They parked a block away and moved in tactical formation toward the hospital. Bruce experienced another trickle of unease as he scrutinized the surrounding areas. There weren’t any guards posted on the walls or in front of the gate, which was unusual under the circumstances.

“Alpha Company in position,” he said into his earpiece.

“Hold position,” the LC’s voice gruffed in his ear. 

Bruce flashed his fingers, directing the battalion to their various positions. He settled in with binoculars, once again perusing the wall. Barb wire had been added to the top and the steel bars crisscrossing the outside of the gate indicated it had been reinforced. 

“Stay alert, Alpha Company. We’re in hostile territory,” he warned. It had happened too many times that their troops had been caught from behind in similar situations. 

“EOD, prepare the gate.” Bruce watched as two of his men moved carefully in hunched format to set the explosives.

“Prepare to move in two,” the LC ordered. 

Bruce didn’t respond; he couldn’t shake the unease that warned him something was about to go horribly wrong. 

“Ready to move in five,” the LC’s voice rasped. Bruce slashed his fingers. His battalion eased into position. “Three, two, one. It’s a go. Go, now.” 

“EOD go,” Bruce snapped and crouched down, protecting his ears. The Semtex ignited in a fiery ball of yellow flame, billowing inward, old nails became shrapnel and glass cut through the air as good as any blade. The faux-brick cladding shattered, casting red dust and projectiles into the hot air when Bruce and his team stormed through the gate. 

He squinted to see through the billowing dust as he guided his team toward the hospital entrance from the directions the LC offered in his ear. From the corner of his eye, he noticed the injured and dead bodies scattered around.

“Move, SM! Approaching hostiles to your right.” 

Again, his fingers flashed in warning and they took cover. He pushed the vision of what he thought he’d seen to the back of his mind as the first rebel turned the corner, guns blazing. He squeezed the trigger; the man staggered back. The automatic rifle clattered to the floor as the bullet through his shoulder paralyzed his fingers. Bruce never shot to kill unless absolutely necessary. 

“Move,” he ordered and they continued through the hallways. His hand fisted above his head and they hunched down just outside the entrance of the ward where their soldiers were held captive. 

“One hostile inside to your right. Move now, extract and exit through the back. Hostiles inward bound through the gate. Move, move!” the LC shouted. 

Bruce led the way through the door, his first in command took out the hostile while the rest of them released the beat up and bruised soldiers from the chains. He searched the room. 

“Jesus!” His voice thickened as his eyes fell on the woman chained to a bed in the far corner. Her hands were bleeding from open wounds where nails had obviously been pounded through skin and bone. Her face was unrecognizably beaten up, with one eye swollen shut. One side of her hair was cut off against her scalp, leaving raw, festering wounds where they’d brutally slashed a knife into her skull.

“Jacklyn?” he said in a soft voice, furiously yanking the chains loose. Her one eye fluttered open and she squinted at him. Tears flowed a red river down the dried blood on her cheek.

“Br-uce ... thank g-god,” she gasped, falling back into unconsciousness with a hoarse cry of pain as he picked her up. 

“Hostiles inbound. Move! Move!” the LC ordered loudly in his ear. With the sound of gunshots in his ear, he ran toward the backdoor, where a soldier held it open.  

“Move, battalion!” he shouted hoarsely, satisfied that the rest of his team would follow on his heels. The final gunshots echoed in his ears as he made his way around to the front, circled by soldiers unburdened by hurt comrades. His footsteps slowed as they ran around the corner and the horror of what he thought he’d seen earlier became a reality. 

Women, children, and the elderly were covered in blood, their bodies a pincushion for shards of glass. Some were impaled by sharp pieces of wood as their eyes stared sightlessly toward the sky. He could imagine the reflection of shock in their death gazes. His heart weighed heavy with guilt. 

“Move, Rickett,” the LC shouted in his ear. 

Bruce cast a final regretful look around before he took off at a fast sprint. They took the corner, heading toward the truck when all hell broke loose.

“Ambush! Down!” His cry came seconds before the first round of gunshots exploded around them. He lowered Jacklyn to the ground and returned fire. He froze when the muzzle of a gun pressed against the back of his head. 

“Drop it, Bruce.” 

“Jacklyn? What the fuck are you doing?” he asked with shock raging through his mind. How could he have misjudged her so badly? 

“I made a deal.” She laughed derisively. “All this blood and wounds ... fake, my dear. Except for my hair, but it’s a sacrifice I was prepared to make. The money they paid me secured a very lucrative life for me once I’m out of this hellhole.” She leaned closer and whispered in his ear. “And all I had to do was make sure the intel of our location reached the LC’s ears. It’s you they want. The cocky American who interfered with all their captives.”

The brief altercation was enough for the rebels to break through their defense, especially as they were surrounded, cornered like rats in a cage. 

Bruce turned to Jacklyn. The Cheshire grin was the ugly confirmation of her greed. Her laughter as the rebel leader shot and killed four of his men, was proof of her lack of compassion, of a complete change in character. 

“You will pay for this, Jacklyn.”

“No, Bruce, I already got paid and this is the end of the road for you. You won’t survive what they have in store for you, which is a pity, because fucking you would’ve given me such pleasure.” She leaned forward and planted a hard kiss against his lips. He yanked back his head and slammed his forehead viciously against hers. She fell backward from the force of the hit, unconscious before she hit the ground.

It was at that moment that Bruce lost faith in the war, in the trust he’d unconditionally offered his superiors in an act that to him, was one of murder, callous and without consideration for the lives of innocent civilians. The betrayal of Jacklyn Long cut the deepest, a woman who had for the past two years, been playing him off against two of his best friends, Rhone Greer, and Reece Talbot. 

A deeply vested hatred and a desire for vengeance kept him alive, just barely, until Rhone and Jack managed to extract him and the only two of his twenty men who had survived the four months in captivity.

Upon his return, he retired from the military. From that point forward, he trusted his own instincts, his innate ability to read people and to act upon his own beliefs of what was right and wrong. 

Jacklyn Long had disappeared like mist before the sun.
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There’s someone in the house.

Bruce Rickett’s built-in warning system triggered. His senses were on immediate alert the moment he stepped into the house through the interleading door from the garage into the kitchen. The alarm system had still been activated upon his return, there weren't any obvious signs to indicate the intruder, except for the ingrained sense of danger he’d honed over the years as an undercover Black Ops Commander. 

He drew his weapon and started a systematic search. He walked on the balls of his feet, silent like a jungle cat. It was after one in the morning and the entire neighborhood was silent. He’d been in charge of the Sunday swinger’s night at Club Devil’s Cove and stayed until the last couple left forty minutes ago. He’d shunned the desire to stay over at the club, knowing he had an early Monday morning session at his home-based Psychology practice on the Equestrian Estate he owned on Frenchman’s Point. 

How the hell did they get inside the house with the alarm system still activated? 

His steps slowed as he neared his study. His muscles solidified. Since the Sixth Order Syndicate had increased their vendetta against the Precision Secure team with the blatant bomb attack during Max Shaw and Ethan Brodie’s double wedding at Jack Blackmore’s house, they’d all been walking on eggshells. 

In here. They’re in here. 

He pressed his back against the wall, next to the doorframe. He closed his eyes and allowed his senses to infiltrate the silent room, envisioning the layout in his mind. One body, he sensed only one body. The sound of silent breathing was only an awareness that he felt but he found it behind the huge cherry oak handcrafted desk. 

The two steps into the room coincided with flipping the switch. Light from the three lamps on small tables around the room, broke through the darkness, cascading over the female body curled up in his large leather chair in the soft glow from the business lamp on his desk. The light shimmered softly on the dark red tresses that trailed over her shoulders. 

“What the hell are you doing here?” His voice boomed across the room, giving the sleeping woman such a fright, she promptly tumbled from the chair to the floor. Bruce put away his weapon as he stomped closer, watching with a dark frown as she gathered her long legs and pushed into a sitting position. 

She glowered at him, ostentatiously unperturbed by his frightening and very large presence. 

“What the devil did you have to shout at me for? Don’t you know the danger such a big scare can have on a person’s heart?” 

Bruce’s lips flattened. His eyes narrowed into slits as he watched her struggle to her feet to fall back into his chair with a distinct lack of feminine grace. 

“What? Have you suddenly gone mute? First you thunder at me at the top of your voice and now you stand there glaring at me with a mouth full of teeth.” 

Bruce could imagine her small foot stomping with frustration had she been standing. His one eyebrow did a cynical foray upward. 

“Well? Aren’t you gonna say anything? Like ... I don’t know,” she shrugged, “it’s nice to see you again, Morgan.” 

“I prefer to refrain from lying.” 

Her chin tilted upward in a defensive gesture, but Bruce didn’t miss the slight vulnerable twitch of her full and pouty, coral colored lips. 

“Don’t tell me you’re still sour that I walked out of our last session? I told you I didn’t need any more mumbo jumbo chit-chat that didn’t lead us anywhere. No offense to your skill as a psychologist.” 

“None taken. My ability to assist a person is limited to those who wish to be helped. You proved you didn’t, so I ask again. What are you doing here? Now, after almost eight months.”

“I came to warn you.” 

Bruce walked around the desk and without her noticing him move, she suddenly stood next to the desk and he was sitting on the chair she’d fallen asleep in two hours earlier. 

“Now that was creepy,” she huffed as she spun around to sit down in one of the visitor’s chairs opposite him. “Impressive but creepy.” 

She pulled her feet up under her, a move that Bruce had seen Morgan Adler do every time she’d come for a session after she’d been rescued—along with Joanne Blackmore and eleven other women who had been kidnapped and kept in a secure compound in Yabreen in Saudi Arabia as sex slaves. Of all the women, she’d been the strongest, the most resilient, and scoffed at his efforts to get her to open up to talk about her ordeal. 

“It’s late and I want to get to bed. Say what you came to say and leave.” 

“Are you always this grumpy this time of day?” 

“No, I’m annoyed to walk into my house and find it invaded.” 

“Jeez, lighten up, big boy. You’ll thank me later.” 

“Get to it, Morgan. Like you said so eloquently, I don’t have time for this mumbo jumbo, chit-chat.” 

“Well, now, isn’t that impressive. And here I thought you didn’t listen to anything I’ve said since you got here.” She studied him with her head tilted sideways. “Okay, okay!” She held up her hands in defeat as his eyes shot warning daggers at her. Why she always felt the need to act like such a brat in his presence, she had no idea, except that it loosened something deep inside her when they sparred with each other. A trickle of heat low in her stomach that she’d believed she’d never feel again. Not after ... She dogmatically pushed the unwanted thought of the year as an abducted sex slave to the back of her mind. It was a time in her life she preferred to forget. 

Except in her sleep. Then she had no control over the recurring dreams that had come back to hound her the past two months, along with the other nightmare she’d been wishing away for four years. 

“I’m waiting.” His brusque voice yanked her back to the present.

She squared her shoulders. “You’re in danger. You and the rest of the Precision Secure team.” 

“Tell me something I don’t know.” 

“Okay, Mr. Smartass, this is serious.” 

“And how would you know, Miss Know-it-all? You’re an artist. I’m sure you don’t move in the circles where we’re the main topic of discussion.” 

“I don’t paint anymore.” 

“Why? Your paintings are known all over the globe. I’ve heard people refer to you as the Picasso of modern times.” 

She shrugged. “I lost my mojo after I returned from ... you know. I had to find another source of income.” 

“Don’t tell me you turned into an assassin?” 

Her tinkling laugh found resonance deep inside Bruce. He immediately closed his mind against the warmth it awakened in his heart. 

“Of course not. I’m a bounty hunter.” Her mouth pursed as he burst out laughing. “Laugh away, buster, but I’ll have you know I’m the best out there. I close more cases than anyone in the States.” 

“Congratulations. I’m sure it’s a very satisfying occupation. So, is that the danger we’re in? From you?” An amused smile curved his lips.

Morgan just stared. She shook herself. It wouldn’t do to go all gaga over him—no man for that matter. “No, Bruce. I came to warn you. There’s a worldwide contract out on every member of the Precision Secure team and the prize money is massive.” Her lips twitched into a sour grimace. “Every assassin out there has you and all your friends in their sights.” She shrugged. “And bounty hunters for that matter.”

“Except you?” His eyebrow eased into a question mark.

“Well,” she huffed, “seeing as you believe I’m talking shit, I might just decide to turn you in and grab some of that reward for myself.” 

Bruce slouched lower in the chair and steepled his fingers together over his stomach.

“I have a feeling the award would be for the corpse of one of us. I hardly think you have it in you to kill a fly, let alone a human being.” 

“Gmphf,” she scoffed. “Shows how little you know. Some of the assassins offered a very hefty price for inside information that would lead to you and Rhone Greer specifically.” 

“We don’t live in hiding, Morgan. Anyone can find us with a little effort.” 

“Yes, but they’re after more, your habits, the routes you travel, family, loved ones, that kind of thing.” 

“In other words, they want information to enable them to hit us where it’ll hurt the most and when we least expect it?” 

“Something like that, yes.” 

“I’m curious as to why you came to warn me. Surely you could do with the money yourself?” 

Morgan frowned and shifted uncomfortably in the chair. “I’d never be able to live with myself. It would feel like betrayal. Not after what you all did to help us escape and ... what you tried to do for me afterwards.” 

“Failed to do, you mean.” 

Morgan looked startled. She blinked and lowered her eyes to hide her emotions from his intense regard. He was too perceptive by far and that had been the main reason she’d run away from his sessions before. She’d just escaped the cruelty of a yearlong captivity of being forced to submit to men that made her gag, and there she was, falling into lust with him every time he walked into a room. The day she realized it was starting to morph into more than desire, she’d left. Scared that what she’d felt wasn’t real but a result of falling for the first man who showed her empathy and understanding of what she’d gone through. Not that it had been any worse than ... she felt bile rumble in her stomach. She forced back the memories.

“You did help, more than you know.” She shrugged and looked around the room, anywhere but at him. “Your voice stayed with me ever since and whenever I felt the darkness close in on me, I focused on things you said.” She smiled briefly and glanced at him. “I still do.” 

“In other words, you didn’t go for further counseling since.” 

“No.” 

Bruce studied her, noticing the growing blush on her cheeks. Of the eleven women that had returned with her, she had been the strongest, along with Joanne, and the others had leaned on them for support. She was also the only one who had managed to get under his skin ... maybe because there had come a point when he’d wished she wasn’t a patient. 

The way she fiddled under his direct stare, confirmed the suspicion he’d had then; that she wasn’t immune to him either. He allowed his gaze to move over her heart-shaped face. Like before, her natural beauty stunned him, even with her hair all tousled and wild. Her skin appeared like glowing marble in the soft light, satiny soft, not pasty, and dry like when they’d been rescued. Her small, straight nose twitched an inch higher under his regard. Her eyebrows arched over glimmering almond shaped eyes, the color of a clear lake in a dark forest. When he’d met her at first, the color had been startling but the longer he gazed into them, the more he’d become enamored with her. She still captivated him, with dark red tresses that tumbled in glorious waves over her shoulders. His hands itched to drag the luxurious length through his fingers. He noticed her squirm and dragged his attention back to their discussion.

“And have you moved on with your life?” 

“I told you, I became a bounty hunter.” 

“What about sex? Have you—”

“Enough already, Doctor Rickett! I came here to warn you and here you are, analyzing me instead of being concerned about your own life.” 

“I’m big and strong enough to take care of myself.” 

“In other words, you’re saying I can’t?” Morgan clipped in a cold voice, snorting with feminine disgust. She slapped her palm on the arm of the chair. “This is serious! I came here to warn you, to offer my help.”

Bruce’s lips twitched. “Well, if you insist. I’m in the need of a housekeeper. Can you cook?” 

“Can I ...” Her eyes narrowed dangerously. 

Bruce found the way her body turned rigid with affront endearing. He wondered how she would be as a submissive—in Club Devil’s Cove, cuffed to the St. Andrew’s cross. Sassy, cheeky and most probably as much of a brat as the subs of all his friends.

She untangled her legs and lowered her feet to the floor.

“I never took you as a sexist or chauvinist, Bruce Rickett. I guess I was mistaken.” 

“Before you castrate me, you should know that my previous housekeeper slash chef was a male. If not for the fact that he had to return to France to take care of his ailing father, he’d still be here. So, I’m waiting.” 

He crossed his arms over his broad chest and plastered an expectant look on his face. He’d forgotten how refreshing it was to spar with a spirited woman. Most of the subs at the club were wary of him because of his size and walked circles around him. Morgan ... well, she was just what he’d been looking for. 

“I stand corrected,” she offered in a stiff voice. Her chest heaved as she dragged in a deep breath. “I’m offering my services as your bodyguard ... don’t you dare laugh, you humongous lout!” Morgan growled as he burst out laughing. She sat in helpless surrender; all she could do was stare and hope she didn’t look like a fish out of water. 

Holy damnation! This man is dangerous ... dangerously gorgeous.

Morgan could feel her cheeks flushing deep red. The constant throb in her loins was disconcerting. Her clitoris felt like it had been charged by an electric circuit as soon as she’d slapped eyes on him, regardless of sitting flat on her ass gazing up at him. She’d never experienced such a level of arousal toward any man, especially a man who had never treated her with anything but professional courtesy.

She choked on a breath when his metallic gray eyes seared her with an amused look. Good lord. Even that brief glance rattled her libido into warp drive. She frowned fiercely at her body’s reaction. It wasn’t fair to the female population for a man to be this gorgeous. 

“Just let me know when you’ve managed to contain your mirth,” she grumbled as another bout of his laughter found resonance deep inside her.

His rugged features were captivating and bewitching with tousled dark brown hair, thick and lustrous that shone in the dim lights from the desk lamp. A prominent jaw angled gracefully around his chin and sloped upward into chiseled features. 

I can just imagine that jaw becoming rigid when he climaxes. Morgan! Get your mind out of the man’s pants, for heaven's sake! 

The dark eyebrows, sloping downward, drew her gaze to his lips. Perfect and ripe for kissing. Her tongue took a slow foray over her suddenly dry lips, coating them with an enticing glistening film.

“You’re asking for trouble, squirt,” Bruce rasped as his eyes dropped to the inviting fullness of her pursed lips. 

“Squirt?” She frowned in pretend annoyance, giving herself the opportunity to force her rising libido under control. “Far be it for me to remind you I’m anything but,” she snipped, pointing to her breasts. His eyes dropped dutifully. Morgan groaned as she felt her nipples tighten in response to the lascivious grin that formed on his lips. She squared her shoulders. 

“Well, men like you should come with warning signs,” she mumbled under her breath. His eyebrow arching upward warned her that her voice had carried further in the quiet night than she intended. 

“Hmm, tell me, Ms. Adler, would that offer pertain specifically to guard my body in bed at night?” 

Shit! See what you’ve done. Now the damn man knows you’ve got the hots for him. 

Her chin inched up a notch. Her stare was regal, warning him that she wasn’t intimidated at all. Aroused maybe ... but not intimidated. 

Yeah, right! Like your soaked panties is a maybe.

“I wouldn’t share your bed if you begged me, buster,” she clipped in a cold voice. She refused to give credit to the resulting shiver that trailed down her spine as his lips curled into a boyish grin. 

“I never beg, squirt. I order and command.” 

He stretched his long legs lazily as he leaned back in the chair, a picture of complete control over the situation. 

Bah! Let him believe it all he wants. Try as she might, she couldn’t ban the vision that flashed in front of her eyes of him dressed in his leather pants and vest, his bulging muscles and physique on display while he swung a long tail whip at the ass of a sub tied to a Saint Andrew’s cross. A memory that had been carved into her mind since the one time she’d gone with Joanne to Club Devil’s Cove. It was there that the first trickle of heat and arousal for the emphatic, yet aloof psychologist had been borne. It had been surreal, watching him in full control of every snap of the tip against the woman’s skin, the way he soothed her when he stepped against her, his hands curling around her breasts, teasing her nipples while his other hand delved deliciously between her thighs. While she watched, Morgan had felt every caress shiver over her own skin, the heat rushing to wet her thighs as he pinched the sub’s nipples.

Good lord! Stop it, Morgan. You’re on the edge of a climax and the fool man hasn’t done more than give you a killer smile. 

She crossed her arms, aware that her own nipples had turned as hard as stones at the memory of his large hand and blunt fingertips—

Good god! Stop, she berated in a shrill voice inside her mind as she found herself squirming in the chair. The knowing smile that twitched on Bruce’s lips was evidence that he was aware of the effect he had on her. 

Of course he would. He’s a Dom after all. A very powerful one.

One that the subs at the Club had fought over. They had coveted his attention and it had irritated Morgan how they had rubbed their curvaceous bodies against him to entice him to play. 

“And I’m looking forward to the day I order you to spread your legs and watch your pretty pink pussy weep for my cock.”

Her body turned to stone, her voice lowered as she growled in a husky voice, “That will never happen, Bruce Rickett. No man will ever order me to spread my legs for sex ... ever again.” 

Bruce studied her for a long time. His comment had been deliberate. He needed to understand her current state of mind. She’d refused further treatment and had left before she’d learned to cope with her ordeal. Now she was back and he couldn’t help but wonder at the real reason she had invaded his house. Her eyes flickered. He noticed the uncertainty in their depths. The sensual woman deep inside her was crying out to him. To help release her from the chains binding her to the memories of the year of abuse at the hands of sex slavery. At a guess, it was still hounding her. Inside her loomed a woman yearning to be wanted, to be needed for the beauty that she was, to be freed from the visions that wouldn’t fade and continued to haunt her. The hatred toward herself—that she had eventually given in to stop their cruelty because she’d fought every time she was chosen to warm someone’s bed—was at the forefront of the emotions swirling there for him to see. 

“The difference, little one, is that this time, it will be consensual.” 

“No.” She vehemently shook her head. His eyes followed the luxurious cascade of reddish hair that tumbled over her shoulders. 

“Yes, Morgan, because you desire to be wanted, revered for the beauty you are and the sensuality that a man like me would crave to have unleashed upon me.” His voice lowered and tugged at the submissive roaming around deep inside her. A desire to be all he said unfurled like a blossom in the early spring. “You desire to make a man like me quiver with arousal that rages through my veins until I want nothing more than beg you for the briefest touch.” 

“You would never beg,” she managed to squeak, completely enraptured by the flash of silver in his eyes, a combination of such understanding and lust, she could feel her insides turn to mush. 

“No, squirt, I’ll never beg, but I have nothing against asking nicely if the need should ever arise.” 

Morgan scoffed at the absurdity of his claim. She’d been to numerous BDSM clubs since her visit to Club Devil’s Cove and she’d learned one thing. A Dom never asked, he ordered and his sub obeyed. 

“I don’t have it in me to obey blindly. I never did ... over there ... and I have no intention to now.” 

“Hmmm, so you don’t believe you’d ever be a submissive?”

Her snort was the only answer she offered, silently wondering how they’d ended up on this topic. She’d been trying to make him understand the danger he was in and now she was having to uphold her resolve that he didn’t have the power to control her ... sexually or in whatever capacity. The tightening in her core surprised her at the thought. She did her best to keep her expression stoic. 

It can’t be! Not after what I went through. There’s no freaking way I want him to sexually control me, command and ... NO! It’s a definite no. But no matter how much she tried to convince herself otherwise, she couldn’t deny how just the thought of being at this huge man’s mercy excited her. Scared the bejesus out of her, yes, but excited her twice as much. I am so screwed!

Bruce’s smile widened which caused her to sink lower into the chair. He was still the most perceptive man she’d ever come across. Without looking into his eyes, she already knew he was onto her.

He straightened in the chair and leaned his elbows on the desk, watching her with hooded eyelids. She forced her limbs not to untangle and run out the door. The sparkle in his eyes didn’t bode her well. 

“So, I’m in danger and you’re offering to be my bodyguard?” 

“Yes,” she clipped, waiting with bated breath for the punchline she had no doubt was coming. 

“Very well, I accept.” He seared his eyes over her assessingly. “On one condition.” He stood up and stretched his mammoth body. She stared in helpless fascination at the rippling muscles as he caught his hands high above his head.

“W-what condition,” she blurted in an embarrassing croak. She cleared her throat with irritation. 

He gestured at his body. “I would become the laughingstock at the club or within the surrounding community if I walked around with a little squirt like you as my bodyguard.” 

“I’ll have you know—”

A sharp glance silenced her as he continued with lazy reverence. “I’ll accept your gracious offer ... under the condition that you become my full time, live in submissive.” 

“Forget it! I’ll never be anyone’s slave,” she snapped.

Bruce lowered his arms and stood watching her with spread legs and his hands low on his hips. He looked like a celestial god, a vision of power and control. “I have no interest in a slave, Morgan. As my submissive, you’ll have the control over what we share sexually. I’ll never expect or take anything you’re not prepared to offer willingly.” His shoulders rolled in a negligent shrug as his gaze pierced her in place on the chair. “That’s my offer. I don’t need protection but if you persist in your desire to do so, it will be as my submissive, willingly. Understand this well, Morgan: it means you will be sharing my bed every night.” He strolled toward the door. “The choice, as with everything we do from this point onward, is yours.” 

“But—”

“No buts.” His voice echoed back from the hallway as he continued to walk away. “Make your choice, Morgan.” She listened to his footsteps as he ascended the stairs. “You have until tomorrow evening at ten to make up your mind. Lock the door behind you when you leave.”

Morgan sat in disbelief as she gaped at the empty study that still vibrated in the aftermath of his impressive presence. 

“How the devil did he manage to twist everything around so fast?” Her voice echoed back at her as she sat stumped, flayed under the untethered desire to do exactly what he’d demanded. 

To become his submissive. 

“In order to protect him, Morgan. Don’t forget about that!” 

Yeah, right. Keep telling yourself that.

Oh, shut up. 
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Chapter Two
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“We received reports of bombings at three precincts over the past week,” Governor Alex White said the moment he stepped into the Precision Secure boardroom where the rest of the team was already gathered. 

Rhone Greer, primary owner, and Master Dom at Club Devil’s Cove lowered the cup from which he’d just been about to take a sip. “Fatalities?” 

“Twenty-eight, with another twenty-two in critical condition. The bombs were meant to kill, not just as a warning.” Alex filled a cup with the coffee that wafted a deep roasted aroma throughout the room before he sat down next to Max Shaw, the IT Director of Precision Secure. 

“You seem concerned,” Max said as he bit into a freshly baked chocolate croissant. 

“I believe it’s retaliation.” 

Rhone frowned and stared at Alex. They had successfully raided Sixth Order drug labs and all their distributors, costing them millions in cash and product. “Because of the sting op?” 

“Yes.” Alex took a long sip of his coffee. “The precincts they hit were all where some of the officers were drawn from for the raid.” He shook his head. “There has to be an inside leak somewhere, Rhone. They knew their names and made sure the hits happened at a time those officers were on duty.”

“In other words, we can expect more of the same? If memory serves me correctly, we used recovery squads from ten precincts all over DC,” Keon LeLuc’s gruff voice vibrated with suppressed anger. 

“We expected it, although I believed they would go for the jugular and aim for us rather than the rest of the operatives in the sting operation,” said Ethan Brodie grimly, who also owned Brodie Clinic where he practiced as a surgeon.

“You mentioned a leak, Alex. Who, apart from us, had intel about those precincts?” Bruce stretched across the table to pick up a croissant to nibble on.

“Derek Bloom, the Chief of Police, and of course the captains in charge of each precinct.” Alex looked around the room. “My gut tells me the leak is here. The Sixth Order must know that we’ve accessed their contact folder from the data we recovered when we closed down their operational hub. They wouldn’t be stupid enough to approach any of them. I’ve already checked the list. No one on there had information of the raid.” 

“I have to agree with Alex,” Max gestured to Richard Amber, his partner in IT who was tapping on his iPad and flicked on the large monitor on the wall. “As a precaution with all the hits to our secure interrogation and holding locations, Richard and I already started doing in-depth checks on all our personnel. So far, we found two with shady ones.” He pointed to the identity photos of the two suspicious employees on the monitor. “Karen Norwood and Roy Silver. Both have suddenly had an influx of cash. At first, nothing major but over the past four weeks, large cash deposits have been made into offshore accounts in their names.”

“Karen is one of our experts in research and recovery. Roy has always been a very dependable senior field operative,” Rhone mused as he stared at their photos. 

“They both knew all the interrogation locations that had been breached,” Bruce said shortly. 

“Keep on it, Max, and let us know the minute you find something concrete before more people die in this senseless race for power,” Rhone said grimly.

“In lieu of what Ethan said about us being the targets,” Bruce interjected. He straightened in the chair and took a sip of coffee. “Remember Morgan Adler?” 

“The talented painter who was one of the sex slaves we helped to escape with Joanne?” Max asked as he too sat upright. 

“The same. She broke into my house last night.” Bruce frowned. “I still don’t know how the hell she managed it, seeing as the alarm system was still activated when I got home after swinger club duty.” He steepled his fingers together. “Anyway, she doesn’t paint anymore. She wasn’t interested in continuing sessions with me, and from what I could ascertain, nor has she since. The fact that she lost the ability to paint, indicates she’s still battling with the demons of her ordeal in Saudi Arabia.”

“Why did she break into your house?” Keon asked as he filled his cup with coffee. 

“Apparently, she became a bounty hunter to make ends meet. Claims she’s one of the best.” Bruce shrugged. “I did some digging last night and it seems she’s right. She’s known as the Belle of Bounties in the business, as they refer to it.”

“Don’t tell me you forgot to pay some parking tickets, mate,” Ethan laughed. 

“She’s not hunting me, although she’d make a good couple of hundred K if she did.” He looked between the men staring at him. His gaze came to rest on Rhone. “Apparently there’s a contract out on the Precision Secure team, with the highest emphasis on me and Rhone.”

“From whom?” Rhone asked shortly.

“My educated guess would be The Sixth Order and not in retaliation but to get rid of us fast and without dirtying their own hands.” He tilted back his head and finished his coffee in one gulp. “According to Morgan, the assassins are so eager to make big money, they’re offering huge compensation for additional information on every move we make, including our family and friends.”

“In other words, if they hurt us through our loved ones first before they off us, their reward will be greater?” Keon gruffed. 

“Yes.” Bruce chuckled. “She very eloquently offered her services ... as my bodyguard.” 

The men erupted in laughter. Bruce shook his head. “My reaction exactly.” He got up to stretch his legs. “I’m concerned about her. I detected a deep sorrow she tried to hide and I can’t walk away from that.” 

“Don’t tell me you accepted her offer?” Max gaped at Bruce.

“Oh yes, I did. Under the disguise as my permanent live-in submissive.” 

“I don’t suppose she was very impressed with your offer?” Rhone said. “I recall she was at the club once with Joanne and made it very clear that she had no intention of ever submitting to a man unless she was in charge.” 

“At the time it was an expected reaction. Personally, I believe deep down, she’s a natural submissive, as long as she knows the control of the situations is in her own hands. I got the impression that she turned into a hermit and as far as intimacy is concerned, she’s celibate.”

“You believe you could use this as an opportunity to help her overcome the emotional demons still hounding her?” Alex asked. 

“Yes. She was very receptive to the treatment at the beginning. I have no idea what changed and why she suddenly erected a barrier.” Bruce sat down again. “Back to the apparent contract on us. What do we do?” 

“Max, I want you and Richard to search the deep web. If they put out a hit, it would be buried in the cyber hallways that criminals perfected for such things. Create an assassin profile that they can’t resist and show interest. Find a way to establish how many hitmen have already been contracted and then offer them Bruce and me for an exclusive contract ... something violent that will appease their sense of power.” Rhone started to pace as he considered their options. “The Sixth Order must be planning something, or they want to keep our attention off something. We need to find out what ... and fast.” He glanced at his watch. “Anyone know where Lance is?” 

“He phoned to say he’s running late. They’ve been battling for the past two days to get hold of Jordan,” Richard interjected. 

Everyone sat upright. “Why didn’t he say anything earlier?” Keon asked brusquely.

“At first, they weren’t concerned because she left Lexi a voice message saying that she was going out to Jack’s farm to spend the night at the cottage by the river. It was on the day we confirmed he was alive. They decided to give her some space because they know how much she loves it there, but her cell has been off for the past two days. I’ve tried to ping it but I suspect the sim card has been removed.” Richard quickly typed a command on his iPad and brought up a GeoEye aerial view of the farm belonging to Jack Blackmore, who had staged his own death in an effort to get closer to The Sixth Order and to keep his fiancé, Jordan Clark, safe. 

“As you can see, nothing seems out of order. The usual daily farming is in process.” He zoomed into the area over the cottage. “That’s Jordan’s car.” 

“Sorry we’re late,” Lance Talbot, Operation Director, said as he opened the door and ushered his fiancé, Lexi Calvert, inside. 

“Max and Richard just brought us up to date. Any word on Jordan?” Bruce asked, noticing Lexi’s drawn appearance. 

“No, and it’s my fault. I should’ve realized sooner something was wrong, but I stupidly assumed she needed some time to reconnect mentally with Jack.” Lexi’s hands fluttered in the air. “She’s been gone for three days. Four, if you include the day she intended to stay over in the first place. I’m so worried.” 

“Isn’t Michael Flores staying at the farm? If memory serves, Jack offered it to him when he complained about living out of a hotel room,” Keon mused aloud.
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