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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or to actual events or locations is purely coincidental.

This book is intended for adults only. It contains explicit sexual content, mature themes, strong language, and situations that may not be suitable for all readers. By reading this book, you confirm that you are of the legal age required to access adult material in your country, state, or jurisdiction.

All characters who participate in sexual activity or are depicted in sexually explicit situations are eighteen (18) years of age or older.

This novel is written solely for entertainment purposes. The relationships, dialogue, and intimate scenes depicted are fictional and should not be interpreted as educational, instructional, medical, psychological, or legal advice.

Some scenes may depict consensual BDSM, power exchange, role-play, or other consensual adult sexual activities. These fictional portrayals are not intended as guides or instructions for real-life practice. Such activities involve inherent physical and emotional risks and should never be attempted without appropriate education, informed consent, clear communication, and appropriate safety precautions.

The author and publisher accept no responsibility or liability for any injury, loss, damage, or other consequences resulting from any attempt to imitate or recreate acts, situations, or behaviors described in this book.

Reader discretion is advised.

Cover Photo Credit: ©prometeus - Can Stock Photo Inc. Used under license.
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To all my readers, enjoy!

To my husband, for supporting my writing, kisses!

To Miki and Gabi, for all your help, thank you!
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Note from the author:
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Dear reader,

Thank you for picking up The Secret Club Series.

This series is written for mature readers and contains explicit sexual content, BDSM themes, power exchange, bondage, sex toys, anal play, voyeurism, and other adult situations. If these themes aren’t for you, this may not be the right book.

Although each novel can be enjoyed as a standalone romance, I recommend reading the series in order to fully appreciate the ongoing storylines and recurring characters.

While the relationships and intimate scenes in these books are fictional, I encourage readers to always prioritize communication, consent, trust, and personal safety in real life. Never engage in sexual activities with someone you do not know or trust, and educate yourself through reliable sources before exploring any form of BDSM or fetish play.

If you enjoyed this story, I’d be incredibly grateful if you left a review at the retailer where you purchased your copy. Reviews help other readers discover my books and make a tremendous difference to independent authors.

You can also stay up to date with new releases, exclusive content, special offers, and behind-the-scenes updates by following me online:

Website: https://www.erriver.com

Newsletter: https://e-r-river.eo.page/newsletter

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/erriver.fictionworld

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/e.r_river_author

Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/16978419.E_R_River

BookBub: https://www.bookbub.com/authors/e-r-river

Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/cw/er_river_author

Thank you for your support and for giving my stories a place on your bookshelf.

Happy reading,

E.R. River
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Book #1 of the series
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​Chapter One
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“You’ve got to be kidding me! No way in hell I’m wearing that scrap of fabric.”

Sonia Morrison eyed the so-called top her best friend held out to her. The top’s V decolletage dipped so low it almost reached her belly button and the sides couldn’t cover her C cup breasts entirely. The see-thru, red sequins material matched the red, tight skirt she squeezed herself into earlier.

“It’s a top Sonia, and it’s very appropriate for the place we’re going at. Put it on or we’ll be late. It’s your thirtieth birthday. Don’t you want to get your present?”

Sonia shook her head, eyes wide in mock horror. Tara’s ideas of fun differed from most of the population. Being a reclusive computer genius hasn’t helped her learn to interact with people. That made her behavior odd enough that everybody avoided her. Not Sonia. She accepted her best friend with all her strange quirks and tried to overlook whatever odd things Tara did from time to time. Such as asking her to dress like a hooker in black lace underwear, a bright red miniskirt, and the top that covered, well... nothing! Oh! Let’s not forget the fiery red stilettos that will make her feet hurt for a few days.

Yeah! A few steps down from the secretarial wardrobe she was used to. Way down if she took into consideration the ponytail leaving her back and shoulders bare. Sonia didn’t want to think about the dark shadow make-up, making her dark green eyes stand out.

“Tara, if you pimp me to some guy tonight, I’ll kill you.” Sonia gave her friend a death glare.

“Ah! You wound me.” Tara wiped away a fake tear. “You’re my best friend. Do you think I would do that to you?”

Sonia didn’t believe for a second the guile expression, or the innocent words her best friend spewed.

“By the outfit you chose?” She looked down at herself. “Anything is possible.”

Tara scowled and threw her the skimpy top.

“You’re such a drama queen. I promise nothing will happen to you; that you don’t want to, anyway.” She looked at her gold watch. “Put on the top. We’re running late, and I want tonight to be perfect for you.” Alarm bells rang in Sonia’s head, but she let the statement go for the moment. She knew that when she wanted to be, her friend was quieter than a tomb.

“Must be all that red, curly hair,” she mumbled under her breath.

Tara turned to her, a gigantic smile on her red lips.

“No, it’s the pig-headed Irish in me. The red hair and freckles came with the package.”

Sonia rolled her eyes. “Does your Irish blood give you bat hearing and mind-reading powers, too?” Her annoyance was obvious in her sarcastic tone.

Tara laughed. “Well, sure!” She looked over her shoulder, grinning. She cupped her large breasts and squeezed them together. The black top she wore stretched across her back. “Irish blood gives me everything I need.”

Sonia followed Tara out of the apartment they shared. She poked out her tongue behind her friend’s back like a five-year-old. The black limo waiting for them outside the apartment building shined. Sonia smiled and pulled Tara into a tight hug. After a few seconds, they drew apart, smiled at each other, and started for the limo again. Her BFF stopped and gave her the privilege of entering the vehicle first. Perhaps her night will not be so bad.
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Chapter Two
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“Oh, my, jeez, Tara! You’re the best friend ever!” Sonia cried out when she saw the blood-red sign of the exclusive nightclub they approached.

The Secret Club was one of the most talked-about night establishments in the area. Its owners provided their rich clientele with luxurious VIP areas. The middle-class people like her had to stand in line for hours to enter and enjoy the public area.

Sonia wished to spend a night on the dance floor there, but she never had the time, or the money, for an entry pass. When would she had found the time to have fun when her ex-boss, who was now her ex-boyfriend, had kept her after working hours to synchronize his schedule for the next day? And to have a round of sex on his mahogany desk? Sonia didn’t mind it then because they had been a couple and she’d thought he’d loved her. But...

Sonia shook her head to chase away the dark thoughts. That part of her life was over and done with. A month back, she’d entered George’s office, catching the sleazy bastard cheating on her. He was ass fucking Jenny, the daughter of his newest partner, right on the desk he’d taken her on, a day before.

For a moment, the shock of the situation froze her in place. Then anger rose inside her broken heart. That anger boiled over and her brain shot into overdrive. She took out her cell, snapped a few pictures of the position they had frozen in, and sent them to the bimbo’s father via e-mail. It all happened in seconds and Sonia would never forget them.

“Consider this my resignation,” was all she’d said before she turned and left. When she got home, she’d barricaded herself inside her bedroom, unable to bear the pity in Tara’s eyes.

The past month since the breakup had been a blur of crying fits, sad movies, ice cream, and chocolate. Her friend had been there for every single moment. Tara had supported her in every way she knew how. But, as her birthday got closer, Sonia’s depression worsened.

She was now a thirty-year-old woman who had only an inherited apartment and a crazy best friend. No job, no husband or boyfriend, no family, no kids. She didn’t even have a cat!

“I’m going to the shelter in the morning to find myself a cat,” Sonia said as Tara prepared to exit the limo. Her best friend looked at her with a you’ve got to be kidding me expression on her face.

“No! You won’t! You’re not an old woman, you’re only thirty. Besides, I’m allergic to cats. Are you saying you’ll throw me out so you can keep a furball that’ll eat your dinner and shit all over your house?”

“No. Maybe. I don’t know!” Sonia cried out. Tears welled in her eyes, and she had to blink fast to keep them at bay.

“Hey, sweetie, everything will be fine. Trust me!”

They hugged tight and after she pulled back, Sonia looked out toward the club’s entrance.

“There are so many people waiting. Even if we get in line, I don’t think we’ll get near the club’s front door, let alone inside.” She sighed in defeat.

“Don’t worry, I got it covered.” Tara opened her handbag and pulled out two VIP tickets.

Sonia’s eyes widened. “But how...?” Her deflated mood perked up in an instant.

“I know people who know people.”

“Are you with the mafia or something?” Sonia’s eyes narrowed in suspicion. Tara had a few secrets she wasn’t eager to share, and Sonia never asked about them outright.

Tara laughed. “No! Now get out of the limo. The cars behind us are honking.”

Exiting the limo, they walked up to the two bodyguards, glowering at the people in line. As they approached, both men changed their attitudes from growly to smiley. One of them winked. Sonia blushed and looked sideways to gauge Tara’s expression and mood. She smiled like the guy who winked at her was an old friend.

“Hello, little ladies. You’re looking fine tonight.”

Tara laughed at the one speaking and circled her arms around his neck. She gave him a tight hug and a peck on the lips.

“Jeff! Aren’t we the most beautiful girls you’ve ever seen?” Both men laughed. Tara hugged the other man. “Bobby, how’s your wife doing?” She smiled at the man and gave him a compassionate look.

“Better Tara, thanks for asking.”

She caressed his cheek, whispering. “If there’s anything I can do, just let me know, okay?”

“Yeah, thanks, girl. Now, who’s your friend?” He nodded toward Sonia’s stiff body.

“Guys, this is my best friend, Sonia Morrison. She took me in when I had the fight with dad.” She looked Sonia’s way. “Sonia, these are two old friends of mine, Jeff and Bobby.” She turned back to the men with a big smile on her face. “My girl here is turning thirty tonight. We’re here to celebrate and have lots of fun.”

Tara winked at the men, and they grinned. Sonia looked between them, a mix of confusion and suspicion grew in her mind. She had the strange thought that Jeff and Bobby had a role in whatever plan Tara had for her.

“Well, in that case, we will not hold you up any longer. Go ahead, Miss Lauren, Miss Morrison. Party the night away.” Jeff winked and opened the door to a world of sin and pleasure.

Sonia and Tara entered the foyer. A young woman appeared right away to take their coats and purses to the wardrobe. When she returned, she showed them to the VIP area.

“How am I going to pay if she took my handbag along with my wallet?” Sonia panicked when the hostess took away her things.

“Don’t worry, everything is on my tab tonight.”

Tara’s calm expression aggravated Sonia’s stretched nerves. “You have a tab here, and you are old friends with the bodyguards?” She looked with intensity at her friend and waited for some answers. Then, something the bodyguards said sank in. “Miss Lauren, as in Lauren Industries?”

Tara waved the question away. “I still have a few contacts in town.”

“If you have contacts, then why do you work for George? He’s paying you nothing for the high-quality work you do.”

Tara scowled and Sonia saw a part of her she kept hidden most of the time. Hurt and anger sparkled in her eyes. Sonia understood. Her jerk of a father blackballed her. No one would hire her because of him. Bastard! Sonia remembered the day she took Tara in. It was the day Tara told Sonia about the fight she’d had with her father.

He’d wanted her to work for him, but that would have given him control over her life. Tara had an independent character and hadn’t appreciate her father’s attempts to control her life. She’d declined, and he’d disowned her. It had been the lowest that Sonia had ever seen her friend. The woman showed no emotion besides absolute control at all times. Fake it until you make it, as they say.

“Just leave it alone. That part of my life is over. Now, let’s go party!”

They entered the VIP area. Sonia’s smile resembled a kid’s while browsing a candy shop. “This will be the best birthday ever!”

She hoped.
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“This is so much fun!” Sonia screamed in Tara’s ear to make herself heard over the loud music. People danced all around them, bodies pressing together and twirling all around the dance floor. The club’s fun atmosphere was contagious. Sonia lost track of time.

One of her favorite songs started, and she pressed her body next to Tara’s. They rubbed and touched each other like they were lovers. Sonia forgot about her discomfort caused by the provocative way she dressed, or the high heels that will make her legs suffer for the next few days. She danced, laughed, and enjoyed her birthday present.

Tara turned, her back stroking Sonia’s breasts with every move she made. One of Tara’s hands came up to cup the back of her neck. In return, Sonia moved her hands over her friend’s body in a long, sensual caress. They moved their hips together in the music’s rhythm.

Surprise made her release Tara when a thick, manly arm slipped around her waist from behind and pulled her body back to hit the rock-hard chest of a man. Sonia looked over her shoulder, ready to blast the intruder at the devil, but her words caught in her throat when she saw the man holding her.

The first thing that registered in her mind was his height. At five feet eight, Sonia considered herself a tall woman, but the dude behind her was huge. He was one of those men who you only dream about; tall, dark-haired, with the body of a warrior and the face of an Ancient God. In one word; gorgeous!

Sonia locked eyes with him and her body tensed with need. Even in the dimly lit room, she distinguished the cerulean blue of his irises. His thick black hair created a stark contrast with the light color of his eyes. The powerful features of his face combined with his perfect nose, high cheekbones, and firm jaw caused her ovaries to heat with excitement. The mystery man smiled, and Sonia forgot to breathe for a few seconds. Her mind forgot how to form words, too. He couldn’t be real; even his teeth were perfect!

Sonia was so mesmerized by the gorgeous stranger that she didn’t notice Tara slipping away from her side. She turned to speak with her friend but saw her follow a blonde woman into a private booth.

“Don’t worry about Tara. She’s an old customer and knows her way around the club.”

The man’s clear voice caressed Sonia’s inner ear. Her skin prickled with anticipation and fear at being left alone with a total stranger.

“You know Tara?” The bulge in his jeans pushed against her lower back. Sonia bit back a moan. A shiver of anticipation rushed down her spine. He chuckled in her ear when she trembled under his hands.

“Old friends.”

The mystery man moved his other hand to her waist. He pressed and rubbed his hips against her backside. They danced in that position; bodies pressed together. Sonia was a little stiff because she didn’t know the guy. After a while, and two champagne flutes, she relaxed and allowed her dance partner to turn her into his arms.

The sensuous music didn’t seem to end. They followed the slow rhythm. They created a personal dance in the middle of the crowd. He lifted her by the hips until their bodies aligned. He undulated his hips against Sonia’s mound and hissed in pleasure when she copied the move and pressed against his erection. His light blue eyes darkened with lust. Sonia bit her lip to stay silent.

The music changed. Sonia faced the one stirring the flames of her passion higher than any other man ever did. They looked into each other’s eyes as they twirled in perfect synchronization. His hands caressed her back and her skin heated with every stroke. The guy’s hands moved lower, lower, until he cupped her firm ass cheeks. Sonia bit down on her bottom lip. The warmth of his hands passed through her tight skirt to reach the sensitive skin beneath. A surge of heat rushed through her core. The movements of her body against his hard shaft made her dance partner lower his firm lips to her neck. He spoke in her ear loud enough to make himself heard.

“If you do that again, I will take you down to this hard floor and fuck your brains out right here in the middle of the club, surrounded by all these people. Do you want that, Sonia? Do you want me to take you here where anyone can look at your pretty pussy?” He lifted his head and saw the shocked expression on her face. His blue eyes mesmerized her, but he waited patiently for her answer. Sonia shook her head in denial. She was too immersed in the sensual moment he presented to wonder how was it that a man who hadn’t introduced himself knew her name. The tip of her tongue peeked out to wet her dry lips, and his pupils dilated.

Mystery man swore. He squeezed Sonia to his chest and pressed his lips to hers in a kiss she was sure she will never forget. Sonia lost track of time since the gorgeous man invaded her night. They seemed to be in their own personal bubble... forever.

After they drew apart, they stared at each other for the longest time; both breathing fast and shallow, their bodies trembling with lust. The stranger took Sonia’s hand and pulled her toward a door marked Private. Sonia drew back. She stopped just before they entered that door and left the club and its public safety behind.

“Wait! I’m not going in there. I don’t even know you!” She wanted to sound firm, but her shaky voice gave her nervousness away. One eyebrow raised, the mystery man faced her.

“My name is Tavian Drake, but my friends call me Tavi. I’m thirty-five years old, I’m six-feet two and I’m a Sagittarius. Not married, don’t have a girlfriend, wife, or kids. I have no STDs. I always wear protection and always let the lady come first. Is that enough information for you?” He dumped the information as a matter of fact.

Sonia narrowed her eyes. She tried to read his sincerity, but she wasn’t the best judge of character. “How do you know Tara?”

“I told you, old family friends. And, just so you know, she arranged for George the creep, I believe she called him, to see us leaving together.” He tilted his head and pointed back toward the club. “After the show we presented on the dance floor, it would be a shame to disappoint the audience, don’t you think?”

Sonia followed his gaze to the end of the bar from where a purple-faced George watched them. The memory of him, ass fucking that bitch, planted itself to the front of her mind. She wasn’t a vengeful person, but she couldn’t miss the opportunity to slap George in the face with the fact that she’d found someone better than him in every way possible. Even if it was just for one night.

She had to make a hard decision. Mope around for the slimy bastard who took three years of her life, or move on. She needed to let go of the past. But more than anything, she needed to get laid. Tavi was the perfect man to break her sexually fast.

Sonia smiled back at the creep glaring at her. That decided her mind; she turned and passed through the private door. She lifted her face and reached up to kiss Tavi’s neck. The door closed after them and she found herself pressed against the wall of a long corridor.
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Tavi’s mouth moved over Sonia’s like he was a starving man. He couldn’t get enough of her. He kissed his way down her neck, nibbled, and sucked her tender spots. Sonia pressed her face in the crook of his. She inhaled deeply. The mixed scent of sweat and men’s cologne made her head spin. His hands roamed over her body in a slow but firm move that sent a current of desire through her.

“My cock aches. Free him, Sonia,” Tavi whispered.

Sonia pushed one of her hands between them and gripped him through the stretched fabric of his pants. She stroked him a few times before he cursed and pushed away from her. He took her hand and lead her down the dimly lit corridor. Sonia looked around and saw a few closed doors with strange names on them: The Gold Room, The Horse Room, The Machine Room. She came to a halt when Tavi stopped in front of a door with the name, The Play Room, written on it.

Her eyes widened, and her hands sweated in apprehension. They left the club behind, but she could still hear the music. She looked back toward the door they entered as her mind screamed at her to rethink the decision.

Black velvet covered the walls of the corridor they passed through. The dark color contrasted with the red lights placed on the walls. The area induced an intimate atmosphere; it was a space created with the
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