
Table of Contents

The Benefactor Club (Sugar Mom, #12)

Chapter 1: Invitation to Power

Chapter 2: The Mysterious Benefactor

Chapter 3: Rules of the Club

Chapter 4: A High-Stakes Proposal

Chapter 5: Secrets Among Friends

Chapter 6: Temptation and Strategy

Chapter 7: Past Shadows

Chapter 8: First Breakthrough

Chapter 9: Rival Emerges

Chapter 10: Confessions and Confrontations

Chapter 11: The Turning Point

Chapter 12: Climax / High Stakes

Chapter 13: Victory and Vindication

Chapter 14: Celebration and Intimacy

Chapter 15: Epilogue / Tease Next Book

Sign up for Tamara Taks's Mailing List


The Benefactor Club
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Chapter 1: Invitation to Power
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Vivienne Harper’s office hummed with the quiet rhythm of late afternoon, the soft click of her laptop keys filling the room. Her startup had grown rapidly over the past year, but Vivienne knew that true influence required more than talent—it required connections, power, and access to the right people.

That’s when the envelope arrived.

It was thick, embossed with a gold emblem she didn’t recognize, and sealed with wax. Curious, Vivienne carefully broke the seal. Inside was an elegantly designed invitation:

"You are cordially invited to the Benefactor Club. An exclusive circle for those who shape industries, influence markets, and redefine success. Attendance by invitation only. Accept wisely."

Her pulse quickened. The Benefactor Club. She had heard whispers of it in industry circles—an elite group of financiers, philanthropists, and decision-makers who wielded enormous influence behind closed doors. Rumors said deals made in the Club could make—or break—a career.

And now, somehow, she had an invitation.

Vivienne read and reread the card, her mind racing. Was this an opportunity or a trap? Every fiber of her ambition urged her to go; every instinct warned caution. But the allure of access, of power, and of the potential to expand her business beyond her wildest dreams was impossible to resist.

Later that evening, she arrived at the Club’s discreet entrance—a sleek, black stone building tucked between skyscrapers, its presence understated yet undeniably powerful. A doorman greeted her with a polite nod, taking her invitation without a word.

Inside, the ambiance was intoxicating: soft golden lights, leather chairs, and murmured conversations of wealth and influence. Men and women moved with effortless confidence, their tailored suits and elegant dresses a clear signal that this was a world far removed from Vivienne’s daily grind.

And then she saw him.

A man seated at the far end of the lounge, calm, collected, and impossibly magnetic. His dark eyes scanned the room, yet when they met hers, something shifted. It was a glance that carried both curiosity and command, the kind of look that made Vivienne aware of every heartbeat, every breath.

A subtle smile played at the corner of his lips, and Vivienne felt a thrill she hadn’t experienced in months. She didn’t know his name, or his intentions, but she knew one thing: entering this world would change everything.

And she was ready.
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Chapter 2: The Mysterious Benefactor
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Vivienne had barely settled into the lounge when a hush seemed to ripple through the room. All eyes, hers included, were drawn to the man who had captured her attention the night before. He was impossibly poised, every movement deliberate, every gesture controlled, yet effortless.

He approached, stopping a few feet from her, his dark eyes scanning her with the kind of intensity that made her heart skip. Vivienne straightened, reminding herself that she was here for business, not flirtation. Yet something about him made focus a challenge.

“Ms. Harper, I presume?” His voice was smooth, commanding attention without raising volume. “I’ve heard impressive things about your ventures.”

Vivienne blinked, momentarily flustered. “You have?” she asked, keeping her tone even. “I... appreciate that.”

He extended a hand, which she shook, feeling a spark of electricity pass through the brief contact. “I like to know the talents I invite,” he said, a subtle curve to his lips that hinted at amusement—or perhaps a test. “The Benefactor Club isn’t just about money or influence. It’s about foresight, strategy... and courage. Are you ready to play in a league that doesn’t forgive mistakes?”

Vivienne’s pulse quickened. He wasn’t merely evaluating her business acumen; he was assessing her character, her instincts, and perhaps even her resolve. She straightened her shoulders, meeting his gaze without hesitation. “I believe I am,” she replied. “Ambition without preparation is reckless, but calculated risks... that’s where growth happens.”

He nodded slowly, as if approving her answer. “Good. I expected no less. Most who enter this circle are dazzled by wealth, not substance. I can see you understand the stakes.”

A small, private thrill coursed through her. The stakes were high—not just professionally, but personally. Every conversation, every gesture, every glance in this room could shift the balance of power, and possibly... her heart.

“Welcome to the Club,” he said softly, yet with undeniable weight. “I look forward to seeing how you navigate it.”

Vivienne felt a shiver at the promise in his tone. This wasn’t just an introduction to a world of influence—it was an initiation into a game she didn’t fully understand, with a man whose intentions were as alluring as they were mysterious.

And as she watched him move through the lounge, commanding attention without effort, she realized one thing: the Benefactor Club could change everything for her. But the question lingered—and thrilled her simultaneously—was she ready for the man who could change it all, too?
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Chapter 3: Rules of the Club
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Vivienne followed her guide through the grand corridors of the Benefactor Club, each hallway lined with polished marble, abstract art, and the subtle scent of wealth—rich, intoxicating, and intimidating. She had anticipated luxury, but the atmosphere here was more than opulence; it was precision, control, and power made tangible.

A soft chime announced her arrival in a private lounge, where the hero awaited her. He rose as she entered, offering a measured smile. “Ms. Harper,” he said, “welcome again. I trust your first evening left an impression?”

“Impressive, yes. Intimidating, perhaps,” Vivienne admitted, her tone candid but controlled. “I can see why only a select few are invited.”

He gestured for her to sit. “The Club thrives on discretion, intelligence, and strategy. These are the unwritten rules:

	Observe before acting.

	Loyalty is currency.

	Opportunity often comes with strings—choose carefully.

	Trust must be earned, not assumed.”


Vivienne nodded, absorbing every word. Each rule hinted at power dynamics she hadn’t fully considered. The Club wasn’t just a place of wealth—it was a chessboard, and the stakes were far higher than she had imagined.

“Which brings me to you,” he continued, leaning casually against the lounge table. “I see potential for a collaboration that could advance your business significantly. It’s a calculated risk, but the rewards... substantial.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly, intrigued but cautious. “Calculated risk... with strings attached?” she asked.

He inclined his head, acknowledging her insight. “Naturally. Any opportunity here comes with obligations—visibility, influence, sometimes compromises you don’t expect. But the right choice could place your company at the forefront of the industry.”

Vivienne weighed the words carefully. She had spent years building her empire, and while caution was her default, ambition surged beneath her control. “I’ll consider it,” she said finally. “But I need details.”

A faint smile tugged at his lips. “Patience, Ms. Harper. That’s rule number one, after all. The details will come. For now... observe, listen, and learn the dynamics of this world. You’ll need every advantage you can get.”

As she studied him, she realized something undeniable: he was as much a challenge as an ally. Every word, glance, and subtle gesture hinted at layers of complexity—and, perhaps, a personal interest in her beyond mere business.

Vivienne left the lounge with her mind racing. The Club’s rules were clear, the stakes unmistakable, and the man she had just met was both a guide and a puzzle. Ambition and curiosity urged her forward, but a small, excited pulse of anticipation reminded her that entering this world might change more than just her career.

And perhaps, she thought with a shiver, it might change her heart as well.
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Chapter 4: A High-Stakes Proposal
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Vivienne settled into the sleek conference room of the Benefactor Club, her mind alert and her pulse quickened. The hero stood at the head of the table, a tablet in hand, exuding the same calm control that had captivated her from their first meeting.

“I’ll get straight to the point,” he began, his voice low and deliberate. “There’s an investment opportunity I believe you’re uniquely positioned to lead. It’s high risk, high reward—potentially transformative for your company. But it’s not for the faint of heart.”

Vivienne leaned forward, intrigued. “Transformative how?”

He tapped the screen, displaying market projections, partnership outlines, and a series of potential strategic alliances. “If executed properly, your company could expand internationally within the next twelve months. The returns would be unprecedented.”

Her eyes scanned the figures, mind calculating, weighing, analyzing. “And the risk?” she asked, already anticipating the answer.

“Significant,” he admitted. “You’ll face competitors, market volatility, and scrutiny from powerful stakeholders. It’s a gamble, but one with enormous potential upside.”

Vivienne’s heart beat faster—not just from the numbers on the screen, but from his presence, the intensity in his gaze. There was more than business in his eyes, a subtle suggestion that the stakes weren’t purely professional.

“And what about you?” she asked, arching an eyebrow. “Is this just an investment, or do you have... other interests in mind?”

He smirked faintly, leaning closer. “Is it so wrong for me to have both? I’m here to see talent thrive... and I’m drawn to talent in more ways than one.”

Vivienne’s chest tightened, her logical mind scrambling to keep pace with the flutter in her heart. Professional ambition clashed violently with personal desire. She couldn’t afford to let distraction compromise judgment—but she also couldn’t ignore the magnetic pull he had on her.

“Let me think it over,” she said finally, keeping her voice steady, though a faint blush colored her cheeks.

He nodded, studying her with an intensity that bordered on personal scrutiny. “Take your time, Ms. Harper. But remember—the window for opportunities here is brief. Hesitation can be costly.”

As she left the conference room, Vivienne’s mind was a whirlwind of calculations, projections, and feelings she had no intention of acknowledging publicly. Ambition screamed for the deal, desire whispered for him, and somewhere between the two, Vivienne realized she was standing at the precipice of a game where both her heart and her career were on the line.

The Benefactor Club wasn’t just about money—it was about power, influence, and navigating lines she wasn’t sure she was ready to blur. Yet the thrill of the challenge—and the man who embodied it—was impossible to resist.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





