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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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    Special dedication to...


All the ladies who love men in uniform.


Enjoy!
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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
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HAVE A GREAT READ!
E.R. River
Other E-books in series:
#1 The Secret Club

#2 The Black Belt

#3 Triple T—Taste-Temptation-Toys
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Chapter One
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Knock! Knock! Knock!

“Come on, Tara! We want to see how that bathing suit fits you.”

Tara rolled her eyes and bit down on her bottom lip. She locked herself in a changing room of Triple T, Tristan Drake’s sex shop. On the other side of the door, her older sister Skylar, her best friend Sonia Drake, and Mary James waited for her to come out and show them the forest green, two-piece bathing suit. She smiled as she remembered the way Tristan had asked for Sky’s hand in marriage a couple of weeks back.

He had created a penis the size and thickness of Sky’s ring finger and had placed the platinum engagement ring on it down to the balls. He had presented her with the gift at his family’s Sunday dinner. His poor mother had almost choked to death when she’d seen the way her youngest son had proposed.

Sonia had married Tavian Drake, Tristan’s older brother, two weeks before Tristan had proposed. Her best friend had kept the ceremony small because she and Tavi were expecting their first child.

Tara envied her best friend in a good way. She wanted a home of her own, a man to call hers for life, and a baby to love. A girl, or a boy, she wasn’t picky.

Mary Sullivan was a fairly recent addition to their little circle of kinky characters. She had met Mark James at The Black Belt. It was a nightclub Tavi, Tristan, and Mark had bought, and where Mary still worked at. She had seen him and had fallen into lust immediately; if Mark was to be believed. They had a beautiful relationship and-

Another knock on the door made her jump in surprise.

“I’m coming! Hold your horses for a sec!” Her voice rose loud enough to reach the other side of the store. Taking a deep breath for courage, she unlocked the door of the changing room. She exited slowly and paid attention to the expressions on the other women’s faces.

“Oh, wow! You look gorgeous.”

Skylar’s face and voice expressed astonishment and sincerity.

“You look H-O-T,” Sonia agreed and nodded vigorously to back up her words. “I wish I could still wear something that beautiful and revealing,” she sighed wistfully and caressed her baby-bump.

“Shut up, you look beautiful. That man of yours is crazy for you.” Tara teased her friend and watched Sonia blush. “You’re the only one who thinks we’re not seeing the way he’s touching you inappropriately when you’re in public.” She wiggled her eyebrows knowingly. The women surrounding her laughed.

Sonia groaned and buried her red face in her hands. Her mortification was cute for the rest of them, and their loud laughter sounded throughout the store. Customers looked their way like they were crazy, and they cracked up in hysterics.

“Ladies, could you keep your noise party to a minimum?”

The gruff male voice made Tara shiver. She swirled around just to come face to face with a blue uniform. The police badge shining on the front of it made her nervous. She and the law never got along. Even when she lived with her parents, she wasn’t one to listen to authority figures, and this man radiated authority.

“Uh, sure, officer. Sorry,” she mumbled. She felt intimidated by the uniform and everything it represented.

The first time she had seen officer Joe Lesley, she had attended a barbeque thrown by Tristan Drake. He had invited Joe and his partner, Danny Johnson, in thanks for the help the two men had offered with Sky’s abusive ex.

It had been a beautiful day. Joe had worn a simple blue shirt and a pair of jeans molded to his perfect, toned ass. Tara had had on a low-cut leather top, a blue jeans mini skirt so short her ass almost showed, and trampy high heels. That day, Tara had looked around Tristan’s family home and had seen the vast difference between the other women and her.

Sonia, Mary, and Skylar had dressed simple, beautiful, and classy. Tara could have stood on the street corner and risked being picked up by the police for prostitution. So, she had decided it was time for a wardrobe change.

“No problem, beautiful. I don’t mind the party if you keep it down a notch so the other customers won’t call the police on you,” Joe smiled at his own joke.

Tara looked away, wanting to break Joe’s intense stare. “Um, sure. We’ll keep it down,” she mumbled, and, in an unconscious, nervous move, she fidgeted with the side straps of the bikini she had on. Joe’s hand came into view and she turned her frightened eyes back on his.

“Joe, come on. We need to go!”

Tara looked where Danny called from. He waited for his partner in front of the shop, and his expression made her belly quiver with fear. He looked furious.

“I’m coming,” Joe responded. “Though I wish I could come in another, more fun way.”

His voice sounded matter of fact as he stroked the back of his hand over Tara’s left breast. Her nipples tightened beneath the bathing suit. She blinked at his unexpected comment and swallowed, moistening her suddenly dry throat. Joe moved his callused fingers beneath the edge of the top and grazed his nails over her taut nipple.

“I like this two-piece bathing suit. The color suits you. You should buy it.”

“Come on, Joe! The captain is waiting!”

His fingers stopped when Danny shouted again, annoyance in his voice. “Buy it, Tara.” The words were a command.

He turned and walked toward the shop’s exit. But that tone broke the spell she fell under like nothing else could. Her father’s angry voice shouted in her head, telling her to do this, change that, wear this, don’t buy
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