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      ***While not every character is in every book, these have 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. The company started with governmental and civilian contracts 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 has since expanded, and former military and law enforcement members have been added to the staff. The company is located on a guarded compound, a former import/export company that was a cover for a drug trafficking operation in Tampa, Florida. Three warehouses on the property were converted into large apartments, the TS offices, a 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, a fourth warehouse now houses an elite BDSM club, co-owned by Devon, Ian, and their cousin, Mitch Sawyer, 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.

      Over fifty Doms 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 ensure 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. The current total membership is just over 350. 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 their elite status.

      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; fiancé/Dom of Angelina (Angie).
      

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

      	
        Ben “Boomer” Michaelson: retired Navy SEAL; explosives and ordnance specialist; son of Rick and Eileen, fiancé/Dom of Katerina (Kat).
      

      	
        Jake “Reverend” Donovan: retired Navy SEAL; Dom and Whip Master at The Covenant.
      

      	
        Brody “Egghead” Evans: retired Navy SEAL; computer specialist; Dom.
      

      	
        Marco “Polo” DeAngelis: retired Navy SEAL; communications specialist and backup helicopter pilot; Dom.
      

      	
        Nick Sawyer: Ian and Devon’s brother; current Navy SEAL.
      

      	
        Kristen “Ninja-girl” Sawyer: author of romance/suspense novels; wife/submissive of Devon.
      

      	
        Angelina “Angie/Angel” Sawyer: graphic artist, fiancée/submissive of Ian.
      

      	
        Katerina “Kat” Michaelson: dog trainer for law enforcement and private agencies; fiancée/submissive of Boomer.
      

      

      

      
        
        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.
      

      	
        T. Carter: US spy and assassin; works for covert agency Deimos; Dom.
      

      	
        Shelby Christiansen: human resource clerk; two-time cancer survivor; submissive.
      

      	
        Parker Christiansen: owner of New Horizons Construction; Dom.
      

      	
        Curt Bannerman: retired Navy SEAL; owner of Halo Customs, a motorcycle repair and detail shop.
      

      	
        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.
      

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

      	
        Travis “Tiny” Daultry: former professional football player; head of security at The Covenant and Trident compound; occasional bodyguard for TS.
      

      	
        Rick and Eileen Michaelson: Boomer’s parents. 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.
      

      	
        Kayla London: social worker; submissive/wife of Roxanne.
      

      	
        Chase Dixon: retired Marine Raider; owner of Blackhawk Security; associate of TS.
      

      	
        Doug Henderson: retired Marine; bodyguard.
      

      	
        Reggie Helm: lawyer for TS and The Covenant; boyfriend/Dom of Colleen.
      

      	
        Colleen McKinley: office manager of TS; girlfriend/submissive of Reggie.
      

      	
        Dr. Trudy Dunbar: Psychologist.
      

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

      

      

      
        
        Trident Support Staff

      

      

      
        
          	
        Colleen McKinley-Helm: office manager of TS; wife/submissive of Reggie.
      

      

      

      
        
        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.
      

      

      

      
        
        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.
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Nick Sawyer flipped on the lights and closed the door to his hotel room. Striding across the room, he unbuttoned the jacket of his Navy dress whites and tossed it on the back of a chair near the windows as he kicked off his spit-shined shoes. His brother’s fiancée—now wife—had insisted the men in the bridal party wear their formal uniforms. Nick prayed when his oldest brother, Ian, got married that his future sister-in-law, Angie Beckett, agreed to elope. After years of being in combat gear, T-shirts, sweats, or jeans, dressing up in his monkey suit was irritating as hell—especially in the heat and humidity of Florida, the weekend after Labor Day.

      Entering the bathroom, he pulled his white tee over his head and dropped it next to the sink, then took a piss in the toilet. He flushed and washed his hands before returning to the main room. It was zero-two-hundred hours, and he was still nicely buzzed from an evening of partying. Devon and Kristen had thrown a big shindig for their wedding, but Nick knew most, if not all, of it was Kristen’s idea. Devon had collared her in a BDSM ceremony at the club he owned with Ian and would’ve been happy with a quickie ceremony with one of the Tampa justices of the peace to make it legal. But his brother loved the woman, and a man in love would do anything to see his significant other happy.

      Seconds after Nick flopped face-first onto the king-sized bed, a knock at his door elicited a growl from his chest. Wishing he could just yell, “Come in,” he sighed and stood again to answer it, figuring it was either Ian or their dad. He turned the knob and pulled, shock punching him in the gut at the sight before him. It wasn’t his brother or father. It was Jake. Jake Donovan—his brothers’ teammate in the SEALs and now in their operative business, Trident Security. Otherwise known by his nickname from the Navy—Reverend. And, fuck, the man was hot. As uncomfortable as Nick had been in his dress uniform, Jake looked utterly at ease in his. And hot. Had he mentioned that already?

      “Hey.” Was that all he could say to the sexy-as-sin man standing before him?

      He watched as Jake’s emerald-green eyes traveled downward, taking in Nick’s bare chest, sculpted abs, open belt buckle, and everything below it. His breath hitched as the man’s intense gaze returned to his face, and his cock began to swell at the heat he saw there.

      “Mind if I come in?”

      Holy shit! Nick knew exactly what Jake was asking. It was what he’d been fantasizing about all night. Him… Jake… together. Holy shit! “Um, yeah.”

      He took a step to the side and opened the door wider. As Jake brushed past him, Nick inhaled deeply, and his cock twitched against the material of his pants. The man smelled incredible—like a forest, fresh from a morning rain, combined with a hint of leather—and Nick wondered what cologne it was.

      Letting out a long exhale, he shut the door before turning around and…

      Fuck! Jake was lying on his side along the bottom of the bed with his head propped up in his hand. Posing like that, he could be modeling for a magazine. He certainly had the body for it, and the only thing marring his beautiful, sculpted face was a small scar next to his left eye, but it only enhanced his good looks. The top two buttons of Jake’s white dress coat were undone, revealing the collar of his T-shirt and a few light strands of chest hair. Nick’s mouth watered as his legs became weak.

      What about this man made him want to drop to his knees and beg? Nick had always been the alpha in every relationship he had since he joined the Navy at eighteen, but Jake had him yearning to submit in every way. He knew all about the BDSM club his brothers owned and that Jake was a member of. He’d even been inside a few times and cleared to play, but he never did… play, that is.

      It wasn’t as if he hadn’t seen any guy he could get interested in because a few good-looking men had caught his eye. What held him back was that he didn’t quite understand the draw to the lifestyle, and he hadn’t come out to his family yet. And hooking up at The Covenant was not how he wanted to do it.

      He knew his parents and brothers would have no problem with him being gay, so why he hadn’t come out to them was a question he kept asking himself. But with Jake Donovan in his hotel room, with blatant desire in his eyes, Nick didn’t give a shit about anything else at the moment.

      “I was…” He cleared his throat. “I was just getting ready for bed.”

      Shit, that sounded so fucking lame. Get a grip, Sawyer.

      “Really? Then don’t let me stop you. Please continue.”

      The whiskey-laced voice sent shivers down Nick’s spine, and he didn’t move a muscle. He knew Jake was ordering him to undress, but he was being held in place by his penetrating stare. Those eyes seemed to delve straight into his soul, trying to figure out what made him tick, yet still hiding the man’s own secrets behind a shroud. Swallowing hard, Nick crossed his right arm over his chest and grabbed the opposite elbow. It was a defensive yet unsure stance, and he watched as Jake’s pupils widened in unadulterated lust. Nick felt like a sheep being eyed by a hungry wolf, and his breathing and pulse rates increased. “I… um…”

      He didn’t know what to say. He wanted this man in the worst way, and he was sure the feeling was mutual. They’d been avoiding each other all night, but their eyes had met hundreds of times over the last ten hours or so. It had been a few years since they’d seen each other. Since SEAL Team Three was based in Coronado, California, Nick hadn’t had many opportunities to get to Tampa. On the few occasions he’d made the trip to the Sunshine State, Jake had been out of town on different assignments each time. Nick had arrived in Florida two days ago and been floored by the hunk when they first saw each other at the bachelor party later that night. He’d always thought the guy was good-looking, but the sudden attraction, which had hit Nick over the head this time, was more potent than anything he’d ever felt.

      Jake was four inches taller than Nick’s six-foot-one and, at about two-ten, had around fifteen pounds more muscle—in fact, lean, sinewy muscle would be a more accurate description. His medium-brown hair was a little longer than Nick remembered, and he longed to run his fingers through it to see if it was as silky as it looked. At the party the other night, held at Donovan’s, a pub owned by Jake’s brother, the man had sported a two-day growth of whiskers on his chiseled face. He’d since shaved for the wedding, and Nick wasn’t sure which way he preferred because both were sexy as hell.

      He flinched when Jake leaped from the bed and stalked toward him—the wolf had morphed into a panther, but the same hunger was displayed in his eyes. The man hadn’t missed the involuntary jerk, and an evil grin spread across his handsome face. How long had Nick been standing there staring? Seconds? Minutes? Eons? He retreated until his back hit the wall, and there was nowhere else to go—not that he wanted to escape. Hell, no!

      Jake bit his lower lip, his gaze roaming Nick’s face. “Let me help you finish getting ready.”

      Praying he wouldn’t embarrass himself, Nick almost came in his boxer briefs when the man’s hand reached for the open belt buckle and pushed it out of the way. An arm crossed his chest and held him prisoner against the wall. All he could do was clench his fists as they hung heavy at his sides while boiling blood surged through his veins. The rich, smoky scent of Jack Daniel’s Single Barrel hit his nose. However, Jake showed no signs of intoxication—well, maybe he was a little buzzed, but no more than Nick.

      Jake’s face moved closer, and Nick licked his lips in anticipation. He felt the zipper of his pants being lowered over his throbbing erection, and once again, he prayed he wouldn’t come prematurely. That hadn’t happened since he was fifteen, and he sure as hell didn’t want it happening now. Not with this man. Puffs of breath caressed his mouth and chin when Jake stopped inches from where Nick wanted him.

      “You ready to be topped, little boy? Because I’m going to dominate you, and you’ll submit to my every whim.”

      Nick stiffened and tilted his chin in defiance. “I’m not a boy.” He wished he’d also added that he wasn’t a submissive, but the Dom before him wouldn’t have believed him anyway. This man was the only person who’d ever made him feel submissive, made him want and need in ways he’d never known, and he unsuccessfully fought the feeling in his gut.

      “Tonight, you are. Tonight, you’re my boy, and I’m going to fuck my boy any way I want.”

      Nick never had a chance to respond as Jake’s mouth came down hard against his and…

      “Sir? Excuse me, sir?”

      Shaking his head, Nick opened his eyes to see the blonde-haired, first-class stewardess staring at him. He glanced down quickly and was relieved to see the book he’d been reading was open on his lap and hiding his painful erection. He looked back up with a sheepish expression. “I’m sorry. What did you say?”

      She gave him a thousand-watt smile, which he was sure had heterosexual males drooling over her. It did nothing for him. “We’re getting ready to land, sir. Please put your seat and tray table up.”

      Nick reached for the lever and sat forward, wincing as his jeans tightened further in the crotch. The memory of that incredible night two months ago faded away, and he wondered what Jake would say when he saw him again. He was on a four-week leave, and instead of visiting his parents and old friends in Norfolk, Virginia, he’d decided to take a chance and spend the time off in Florida. He hoped he was doing the right thing.
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      His frustration mounting, Jake paced back and forth in the baggage claim area. Ian had sent him to the airport to pick up his brother, Nick, and bring him back to the Trident Security compound. He would’ve refused his boss if he could, but no one else was available. Ian had to take a last-minute conference call with the Pentagon, and Jake couldn’t devise a valid excuse to avoid the errand, so here he was. Pacing… and waiting.

      Fuck! What the hell was he supposed to say to the guy? Hey, thanks for the romp in the sack two months ago, but it won't happen again. You were a great fuck, but that’s all it was—a one-night-only fuck. Maybe something a little less crude. However, that was pretty much the gist of it. Maybe the guy wouldn’t even mention it. Yeah, that was a fruitless prayer.

      He stopped and glanced up at the monitor for the hundredth time since his arrival fifteen minutes ago. American Airlines flight 1780 from San Diego was officially at the gate. It was about fucking time. His stomach clenched tight as his heart rate sped up. Running his fingers through his hair, he began pacing again. Maybe Ian had an out-of-town assignment he could go on for the next four weeks, just until Junior went home. He almost chuckled at the nickname, knowing the youngest Sawyer brother would hate it, but at twenty-five, nine years Jake’s junior, it’s what Nick was.

      He knew he was being a fucking chicken about seeing the kid again, but that night, as amazing as it had been, had been a mistake. A colossal, alcohol-induced mistake. Yeah, he hadn’t been drunk, but he did have some buzz-fueled courage that night. And wasn’t that a fucked-up thing? When had he ever needed alcohol for the courage to hook up with a guy? Only once—the night he’d lost his homosexual virginity at the age of sixteen. He’d lost his “true” virginity a year earlier trying to convince himself he wasn’t gay. It hadn’t worked. Yes, he’d gotten off with Vanessa Thatcher in the back of his father’s Cadillac since she’d been warm, wet, and enthusiastic. But the whole act had felt forced, leaving him unsatisfied deep in his gut. Afterward, he’d conclusively admitted to himself that women would never do it for him.

      Another group of travelers came down the escalator from the gates, and Jake scanned their faces. As much as he didn’t want to see Nick, he wished the kid would get there soon. The faster he showed up, the faster they could get on their way. Then Jake could drop him off at the Trident compound with Ian and get the hell out of there. Yeah, running was the shitty thing to do, but it was precisely what he’d done a few hours after they’d screwed around. Not wanting anyone to know of their wild tryst, Jake had snuck out of Nick’s hotel room and headed home a little past zero-five-hundred while his satisfied lover slept. Then, he found excuses to avoid seeing Nick for two days until the kid returned to California.

      Jake had no idea what led him to knock on Nick’s hotel door that night. Oh, who the fuck was he kidding? He’d ended up there because he’d been thinking with his aching cock. He’d been thinking how hot Nick looked in his dress whites and how much he wanted to top him. He’d been thinking about those broad shoulders, narrow waist, and tight ass. He’d been thinking about the gaze of those baby blues. . . staring… making his skin tingle as they roamed his body from head to toe. He’d wanted to make the swaggering stud submit. And he’d done it… holy hell, had he done it. He’d let his inner Dom take over, and the results had been better than he’d hoped for.

      Yeah, the kid had resisted at first, but it was probably because he’d never been topped by a Dom before. It hadn’t taken long for him to surrender, though, and as soon as it happened, he’d been rewarded. Jake had taken Nick’s belt from his pants, then spun him around until his chest was against the wall. Using the belt, he’d restrained Nick’s hands behind his back before grabbing him by the arm and shoving him onto the bed. He’d roughly pulled Nick’s pants and briefs out of the way and…

      “Jake? Hey, what are you doing here?”

      Wrenched out of the erotic memory, he blinked and tried to focus on the guy standing in front of him. Shit. It was Drew Murdock, a Clearwater cop who he’d dated last fall. They’d broken up after Jake failed to tell him about two attempts on his life when a hitman had targeted the operatives of Trident Security. Drew had been pissed to find out several days afterward and not from Jake but from a newspaper article and photo. Jake had told him it was because he hadn’t wanted to worry him, but it had been more than that. Drew had been bugging him about introducing each other to their respective families.

      Although Jake’s family and friends knew he was gay, he’d never introduced his mom and Mike to anyone he dated, and he’d had no desire for Drew to be the first one. At The Covenant, his teammates knew who he hooked up with there, but Jake never scened in public unless he was asked to whip a submissive for another Dom. And even then, it was a non-sexual scene.

      “Oh, hey, what’s up? I’m here to pick up my boss’s brother. Ian had a meeting he couldn’t miss.” Drew knew Ian by name but had never met him. Jake lifted his chin toward the other man’s carry-on hanging from his shoulder. “Coming or going?”

      “Just got back from Quantico. The job sent me there for a three-day training seminar.” He hesitated, looking unsure about what he wanted to say next. “You look good, Jake. I, uh… I’ve been thinking about you lately. Do you think we can get together some night and talk?”

      Jake was about to say it probably wasn’t a good idea, but he spotted Nick out of the corner of his eye. The kid had evidently overheard some of their conversation, and if his frown was any indication, he was downright pissed off. Not hinting that he knew Nick was there, Jake answered, “Yeah, Drew, that sounds good. Give me a call, and we’ll make plans.”

      The satisfied grin on the cop’s face almost made Jake wince. He really didn’t want to hook up with Drew again, but if going on a date put Nick in his place, then it was worth it.

      “Great. I’ve gotta run. One of the guys from the station is waiting to give me a lift. I’ll talk to you soon.”

      “Sure.” After his ex turned and walked out of the terminal, Jake pretended to scan the crowd again before his gaze fell on Nick and… fuck… he was smoking hot. The kid was in faded jeans and a snug, navy blue T-shirt, and Jake had to mentally strip down his sniper rifle to its individual parts to prevent himself from getting hard. Their eyes met, and he saw Nick wanted to ask who Drew was, but Jake didn’t give him the chance. “Hey. About time you got here. Ian had a last-minute meeting. What carousel is your luggage on?”

      Ten minutes later, Jake led the way to his Chevy Suburban in the short-term parking lot. He popped the trunk for the luggage. Nick had barely said a dozen words to him, and he hoped things would stay that way until he dropped the guy off at Trident.

      He wasn’t so lucky. As soon as he started the SUV, Nick pinned him with an angry stare. “Who the fuck was that?”

      Jake let out a heavy sigh and backed the vehicle out of its spot. “An old friend.”

      “Old friend or old boyfriend?”

      He shifted gears and steered toward the exit. “Not that it’s any of your business, but yeah, Drew and I dated last year.”

      Nick stared at him with narrowed eyes as an unbearable silence filled the air. Shit, this conversation was about to go downhill faster than an avalanche.

      “What, Nick? You thought one night made us exclusive? It was a fucking roll in the sack. Nothing more. And it’s not going to happen again. I was horny, and your ass was available. There were plenty of guys before you and plenty since.” Jake almost choked on the lie. There had been no one since that night in the hotel two months ago. Since then, he'd turned down any offers he had, either in or out of the club, because none of them had compared to his boy. Yeah, although he didn’t want to, he still thought of Nick as his.

      “Fuck you, Jake.”

      “No, thanks. We already did that, and it wasn’t anything special.” God, he was a fucking prick.

      “You son of a…” His jaw and fists clenching, Nick turned his head toward the passenger window. “Whatever.”

      The rest of the ride was made in awkward silence. Not even putting the truck in park, Jake dropped the guy off at Trident, then did a U-turn and drove away without a word. After he hit the highway again, he made a call via the truck’s Blue-tooth feature to Charlotte Roth, a.k.a. Mistress China. Jake and she made up two-thirds of the Whip Masters at The Covenant. They, along with Master Carl, were in high demand by the single masochistic submissives at the club, as well as several Doms, who weren’t experienced enough to whip their subs. Over three years ago, when the demand for their services had grown, they’d created a rotating schedule with one Whip Master taking appointments per night, giving the others free time to play and socialize. As it stood now, they hoped to add another two or three Dom/Dommes to the rotation.

      The call connected with a click, and a sultry voice greeted him. “Hello?”

      “Hey, Charlotte. It’s Jake. Can you do me a favor?”

      A husky little laugh came through the vehicle’s speakers. “I thought you weren’t interested in my favors, sweetheart. You decide to try a little pussy for a change?”

      He couldn’t help the grin spreading across his face at her teasing. “No. But if I ever do, you’ll be the first woman I call. I was hoping you and I could switch tonight and tomorrow night. I have some stuff I need to take care of and would like to get it done tonight.” He wasn’t going to tell her he was afraid of hurting a submissive because he wouldn’t be able to concentrate tonight. His thoughts would revolve around Nick until he could purge the guy out of his system.

      “Sure thing, sweetheart. I owe you from the swap a few weeks ago anyway.”

      “Thanks. You’re a doll, as always. I might come by around midnight, but if not, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

      After hanging up, he headed home while trying to think of a solution to his dilemma—how to spend the next four weeks avoiding the man he wanted more than he wanted to breathe.
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        * * *

      

      Nick paced back and forth in Devon’s office as Trident’s canine, Beau, watched him in what appeared to be entertained amusement. The protection-trained lab/pit mix was lying on the leather couch, and his big head swiveled from side to side as he followed the human’s aggravated movements.

      Nick’s blood was just now coming down from a full boil. He didn’t know what he’d anticipated when he saw Jake again, but what happened, in reality, hadn’t been it. And he definitely hadn’t expected to see him hooking up with some guy in the airport. Then, the man had intentionally antagonized him, and it’d worked. If they hadn’t been doing sixty-five miles per hour down the highway, he would have taken a swing at him when Jake said their night together had been a meaningless fuck. Instead, Nick had gritted his teeth, turned away, and stared at nothing in particular outside his window.

      Now, still frustrated, he ran a hand through the jet-black hair all the Sawyer boys had inherited from their father. While Ian was in the middle of a conference call, their other brother, Devon, was on a mission in Ecuador with the rest of the Trident team. Nick wasn’t sure what the assignment was, but he could guess since their secretary, Colleen, told him it was a government contract. Trident had many federal government connections, and since the team consisted of six former Navy SEALs, their expertise was in high demand for black-op missions.

      The four-man team was due back in three days, so for now, Jake and Ian were the only ones in the States holding down the fort. And damn it, just thinking of his one-time lover made him hard. When he spotted him in the airport, Jake had been wearing camo-cargo pants and a white wife-beater, showing off his incredible physique.

      Nick hadn’t missed how both men and women were checking out the hunk as if he’d just walked off a Fitness Magazine photo shoot. His chocolate brown hair had grown a little longer and been pulled back into a ponytail that landed an inch past the collar of his shirt. A two or three-day growth covered his jaw and upper lip, and Nick wondered what the rough whiskers would feel like on his bare ass as Jake’s tongue rimmed his hole.

      Fuck!

      When he heard Ian’s office door fly open, he quickly adjusted himself and finished untucking his T-shirt just as his brother walked into Dev’s office.

      “Hey, little bro. How was the flight?”

      Nick gave Ian a hand-clasp and back-slapping. “Not bad. The only thing better than traveling first class would’ve been if you sent the company jet to get me.”

      “Yeah, sorry about that, but it’s down in Ecuador with the team. You hungry? I haven’t eaten lunch yet.”

      He grinned. “When have you ever known me to pass up food?”

      His brother put an arm around him and squeezed his shoulder before pushing him out the door. “Only the time Devon convinced you hotdogs were made out of real dogs.”

      “Hey, I was six, and it wasn’t just any dogs—it was those wiener ones.”

      Ian laughed. “You mean dachshunds?”

      Rolling his eyes, he led the way to the parking lot. “Whatever. Feed me.”

      Within fifteen minutes, they were sitting at the bar in Donovan’s. Jake’s brother had taken over the family business after their father died almost five years ago. Mike Donovan was tending bar while Ian’s god-daughter, Jennifer Mullins, was waitressing for the lunch crowd. When she had a free moment, she walked up behind Nick and gave him a big bear hug. “Hey, Nicky. We missed you.”

      While she called Ian and his teammates “uncle,” Nick was only five years older than her, so she didn’t use the title with him. He knew she’d had a crush on him for a few weeks when she was in junior high, but that’d changed after some kid named Ryan had transferred into her school and caught her eye. He squeezed her hands where they lay clasped on his chest. “Hey, Baby-girl. How’s my favorite blonde-haired, blue-eyed girl?”

      In the mirror behind the bar, he saw her eyes roll. “Yeah, right. I’m sure you have blue-eyed blondes throwing themselves at you left and right.”

      He chuckled. “I’m not denying it, but none can hold a candle to you.”

      “You’re so sweet.” Grinning, she ruffled his hair before stepping away and heading toward the kitchen.

      “Today’s burger looks good.” Ian handed him a “Daily Specials” menu. “So, where did Jake run off to? I figured he would’ve come to lunch with us.”

      Instead of looking at him, Nick lifted his gaze to the basketball game on the TV above the bottles of booze behind the bar. He had no idea who was playing, as he shrugged. “Didn’t ask. He just dropped me off and said he had things to do.” Hell, the fucking bastard hadn’t even told him that much.

      Mike approached them from the other end of the bar. “Hey, Nick. I forgot you were coming in for a visit. What can I get you?” Not needing to know Ian’s order, he slid a bottle of Bud Light in the man’s direction and grabbed another when Nick said he’d have the same. “How long you in for this time? I only got to see you the night of the bachelor party and at the wedding last time.”

      He took a much-needed swig from the ice-cold bottle and swallowed. Damn, it tastes good. “I’ve got a month’s leave before I have to report back for some new equipment training. I’ll be here for most of it, but might be heading up to Mom and Dad’s for a few days after Thanksgiving. Playing it by ear.”

      Chuck and Marie Sawyer still lived in the boys’ hometown of Charlotte, North Carolina, but had several residences up and down the East Coast, and one in San Diego near Nick’s condo. Their dad was a self-made real estate mogul but did a lot of traveling and charity work with their mom, a plastic surgeon, while the company board ran things during his absence.

      While the boys had plenty of luxuries most kids their age didn’t have while growing up, their parents made sure they worked to earn everything they got. Each of them had a trust fund in their names, which they gained full access to at age thirty but received a small monthly dividend from the fund to help with bare-bones expenses until then. Anything they wanted beyond that had to come from a paycheck. They’d all been earning their own money since they were old enough to work. Each had gone into the Navy, except for John. The second youngest of four boys planned to enter the military almost nineteen years ago, but it never happened. A closet alcoholic, he died at the age of eighteen after several hours of binge drinking.

      While Mike entered their lunch orders into the computer behind the bar, the two brothers settled in to watch the game. Nick did his best to force Jake from his mind. He’d deal with him later. And he wasn’t letting the bastard run next time.
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      Jake strode into The Covenant’s luxurious bar area, feeling a little better after spending a few hours working out in his condo complex’s gym instead of the one at the compound. It was smaller, with fewer equipment choices, but there was no worry about Nick walking in to confront him again.

      An intense cardio session and some time with free weights had helped him force a few demons from his mind and a specific boy toy. After his longer-than-normal workout, he returned to his unit, grabbed some dinner, and showered. He dressed in his favorite black leather pants and boots and forgone his usual T-shirt. Instead, he was wearing a button-down leather vest, which he knew would draw the gay and bisexual submissives like moths to a flame. He wasn’t being egotistical—he just knew the attention his sculpted arms and shoulders got from past experience. And tonight, he planned on using that attention to forget Nick completely.

      The club’s manager greeted him as he approached the bar. Mitch Sawyer was also the bosses’ cousin and part-owner of the club. As he shook Jake’s hand, his eyebrow raised in curiosity.

      Unsure what the problem was, Jake asked, “What?”

      Frowning, Mitch shook his head. “Nothing.”

      “Bullshit. What?”

      “Nothing.” He smirked. “It’s just been a while since I’ve seen you in your vest.”

      Jake glanced down at the sleeveless leather top, then his eyes narrowed at the other man. “Yeah…” He waved his hand, gesturing for Mitch to continue. “And?”

      “The last time I remember seeing you wear it was after you broke up with the cop last year. Seems to me it’s your ‘purging’ vest. You know—when you want to get over someone.” He paused and tilted his head to the side. “Is that why you traded nights with China? I know you won’t use the whip when something's distracting you.”

      Sighing, Jake ran his hand through his hair, now down from its earlier ponytail. There was one thing he wouldn’t lie to Mitch about, and this was it. But… he could stretch the truth a little. “Yeah, I’ve got some shit on my mind, but it’s not because I broke up with anyone. I haven’t been seeing anyone lately. It’s just work and some other shit, and I didn’t want to take a chance with the subs tonight.”

      Mitch nodded, and his voice filled with empathy. “You know, if you ever want to talk…”

      Barking a short laugh, Jake brought one hand to his eight-pack abs and shook his head in disbelief. “Are you fucking kidding me? Since when did you become Mister Sensitive and offer an ear?”

      With a broad grin, Mitch scoffed, “I wasn’t offering my ear, you dumb fuck. I was going to tell you to call Doc Dunbar for an appointment.” Dr. Trudy Dunbar was one of the psychologists The Covenant referred its members to if needed. While she wasn’t in the lifestyle, she’d done her dissertation on the BDSM society and understood it better than most. She had also become Jake’s good friend over the past few years.

      “Yeah, well, I don’t need the ear or Trudy. Just need to blow off a little steam.” He scanned the bar and surrounding areas, not seeing who he was looking for. “Have you seen Tyler tonight?”

      Tyler Ellis was a bisexual switch Jake hooked up with every so often. The stockbroker and operative had a mutual attraction, but that didn’t go beyond the club. Personality-wise, they were too much alike, with the significant differences being Jake was a gay Dom, and Tyler preferred to submit to men but top women. When he was stressed out, giving up sexual control to another man was something he benefited from.

      “Yeah, and I think he was looking for you, too. I saw him head down into the pit.” Mitch clapped him on the shoulder. “I’ll catch you later.”

      Jake headed for the stairs leading down into the pit. In some sex clubs, it would probably be called the dungeon, but The Covenant members had dubbed the recreational area “the pit” when the club had first opened up, and the name stuck. The main entrance to the club was on the second floor, which consisted of a lobby, bar, sitting areas overlooking the first floor, and at the far end, a fetish store and offices. In addition to the pit, locker rooms and private playrooms were downstairs.

      After having his alcohol consumption/ID card swiped by a security guard—there was a two-drink maximum if a member intended to play—he descended the grand staircase, searching the crowd for Tyler. But… fuck… his eyes found Nick standing with his brother, Ian’s fiancée, Angie, and another couple. The vast room was congested enough—about one hundred and twenty members in attendance—so he could pretend he hadn’t spotted them on the left side of the room.

      Veering to his right, he was stopped by several people who either just wanted to say hello or had something more to chat about. He managed to put as many people as he could between Nick and him, but the tingling on his neck said his body was still aware the other man was in the room.

      His eyes continued searching the crowd as he talked to a few members and forced himself to concentrate on looking for Tyler, not Nick. Damn it. He knew he shouldn’t have come tonight. There’d been a good chance Nick would be here, but Jake had planned on making it obvious to the kid that there was no future between them. Nick wouldn’t make a scene here because it would mean he’d have to come out of the closet to Ian and everyone else, and he was still refusing to do it. Jake didn’t know why, but it wasn’t his place to out the guy. And that was another reason why a relationship with Nick wouldn’t work. Since the night Jake’s father had beaten the crap out of him sixteen years ago for being gay, he vowed never again to fake he was straight. It’d been his “fuck you” to his father from then on, and he refused to be in a relationship with anyone hiding his sexual orientation.
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