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​Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Similarities to actual people, places, or events are entirely coincidental. This work of fiction is for a mature audience only as defined by the law in the country you are living in. All sexually active characters portrayed in this E-book are eighteen years of age, or older. This story contains highly explicit sexual content and language. Do not read if you are not comfortable with the subject.

This book is not a guide for sexual practices in real life. The author is not responsible for injuries, or death, that may occur if readers attempt to replicate scenes from this book. Please inform yourself from trusted sources and use common sense before you try any kind of fetish play.
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Note from the author
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Dear reader,

The Secret Club Series it’s addressed to mature readers. The story presents elements like dominant-submissive play, bondage, sex toys, anal sex, voyeurism, and other naughty scenes. Every story unfolds in the span of a few hours. You can read the stories as stand-alone, but I advise you to read them in order so you’ll know the characters better. Please take care of yourself and do not undertake any sexual activities with persons you don’t know or trust. I hope you’ll enjoy the fast-paced plot of the story. If you do, consider leaving a review on your favorite store.

If you like this story, you can receive The Black Belt—The Secret Club Series book #2 and August Heat, an erotic short story, for free by subscribing to my newsletter (https://www.subscribepage.com/erriverauthor).

Also, you can stay up to date with my news, new releases, and discounts by following me at:

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

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

https://erriverauthor.wixsite.com/official

Have a great read!
E.R. River
Other E-books in the series:
#1 The Secret Club

#2 The Black Belt

#3 Triple T—Taste-Temptation-Toys

#4 The Office-R Club

#5 Rough Ride

#6 Her Wild Secrets
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Chapter one
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Christian Lauren entered the sex shop, Triple T, taking in the interior. At first glance, it was the usual store; racks holding merchandise, the occasional expensive product locked in a special case, and a long counter with a glass display. The dim lighting and the black-red coloring of the walls were the difference from the normal stores. The atmosphere left an impression of seclusion and secrecy. As if the buyers entering it could keep their kinks hidden away from the outside world. Impressed with the setting, Christian advanced. The huge clerk standing behind the counter had a name tag pinned to his shirt, presenting him as Duke. So, he wasn’t the owner.

Two years back, his sister Skylar had married the owner, Tristan Drake. Unfortunately, Christian hadn’t made it back to the States to attend the event.

He’d made a life in Europe ever since his father had sent him away. He had loved the night scene there. The Europeans had been more open-minded in so many regards. But especially the BDSM lifestyle. Since Christian had very specific kinks, role play scenes being one of them, he had fit in perfectly. He had done spectacular scenes in the European BDSM nightclubs.

Now, he hoped his scenes will gather a crowd in the States as well. That was why he bought a warehouse in the industrial area of the town and was now looking for his sister’s husband. He needed to create the stages and wanted Tristan to be the supplier for the sex toys. Also, he wanted to reconnect with, and be closer to, his sisters.

Sky, Tara and he, they had had a great relationship in their childhood but had grown estranged after their domineering father had sent them to different parts of the world. And even though he hadn’t visited his sisters often, Cristian had called them regularly.

He knew that both had married Doms and actively took part in the life. So, his kink shouldn’t come as a shock to them. It seemed the Lauren children were drawn to the D/s lifestyle.

“Hello, sir. May I help you?”

Christian didn’t know if the term sir Duke used was one of respect to a simple customer, or a term for a Dominant. He looked the large man over. He wore jeans and a black t-shirt imprinted with TTT on the front. Placing his hands in the pockets of his tailored trousers, Christian advanced, stopping in front of the counter. He locked eyes with the man, staring calmly. The man paled and lowered his eyes, unable to keep the eye lock. A submissive then.

“Hello. I apologize. I didn’t know if the owner had staff that was in the life.”

Duke looked at him, lips pursed in a tight line. Christian smiled devilishly, letting his charm out to play. Another large man came from a room at the back. He wore the same attire as Duke, but his name tag said, Wolf.

“Duke, any problems?”

Wolf placed a hand on Duke’s shoulder in a proprietorial way. Ah, a Dom protecting a sub... Christian took a step back, giving the two men their space.

“I apologize for any unintended disrespect. I was just looking for the owner-Tristan Drake.”

“Who’s asking and what’s the interest?”

Wolf took Duke’s place at the counter. The other man left the room.

“I am his brother-in-law, Christian Lauren. Sky is one topic I want to discuss with him. Also, I want to talk with him before I see my sister. Can you tell me when, or where, I can find him?”

Wolf watched him, silently. Duke came back, whispering something in his ear. Wolf nodded his way.

“The boss is on the way. Ten minutes tops. You can browse the shop. Maybe you’ll see something you’d like to buy.”

Christian nodded. “Thank you.” He took Wolf’s advice, walking through the shop. He was impressed with the diversity and quality of the sex toys Tristan offered. While he browsed, he made mental lists of things he will need for his new place. Minutes later, a black-haired man, wearing a black t-shirt imprinted with TTT on the front, entered the shop. He went to the counter, talking with Wolf for a minute. Christian headed their way.

“This is the man.”

Wolf gestured toward him, and the newcomer faced him. Deep green eyes narrowed, taking him in from head to toe.

“Christian Lauren?”

Christian smiled, holding out his right hand for a shake.

“In person.” What happened next was predictable, so he braced. His brother-in-law punched the shit out of him. Christian took the blow to the jaw, knowing he deserved it.

“That’s for missing our wedding.”

Chuckling, Christian cradled his aching face and straightened, using the counter for support.

“Fair enough,” he mumbled. He eyed Tristan, seeing him prepare for another hit. “The first one was free. The second will cost you.”

Tristan’s jaw tightened, and he clenched his fists several times, but he didn’t throw another punch. Christian recognized in his brother-in-law the itch to fight.

“Good punch. Do you practice?”

“I’m boxing every day.”

“Perfect. Maybe we can hit the gym and go a few rounds?”

“We’ll see. Wolf, take care of the shop. What do you want, Christian?”

Tristan motioned for him to follow. He led him in the back to a small, organized office.

“I want two things. The first is to see my sisters. How mad is Sky with me?”

Tristan grunted and took a seat behind the desk, motioning for him to take the one in front of him.

“If she was here, you would miss your dick. She’s mad and sad. She might slap you into next week when she sees you.”

“Oh, okay. That’s not too bad.”

“I don’t know, Christian. Is it not bad that you missed your sister’s wedding? That you went silent for the last two and a half years? What was so important that you couldn’t fly into the states for the family or even let them know you are alive?”

Christian sighed. “Look, I know you are a Dom and that your brother is one, too. Though I’m not supposed to discuss this with anyone, I will tell you the basics of what I’ve been doing. However, secrecy is key.”

Tristan raised an eyebrow. “Color me intrigued.”

“I’m a Dom myself, with very specific kinks. I lived half my life in Europe and made a lot of odd contacts in the underground kink life. Because of those contacts, and the entry I had within certain BDSM clubs, a European task force approached me to help shut down a sex trafficking rink. A few women, men, and children had been found dead, and the marks left on their bodies had led the detectives to the people responsible. They just needed proof. When your wedding happened, I was deep undercover. Then I was in a witness protection program. I was stuck in Europe because I needed to testify so those bastards could go to jail for a very long time. Without my testimony, they would have walked away and resumed their business as usual.”

Christian breathed slowly, refusing to think of those dark days when he had to do awful things to some sweet submissives just so he could play the act in front of the criminals
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