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Chapter One


Reese
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“We’re going out tonight.”

I looked up from the half-decorated cake in front of me. “We are?” I tipped my head to the side and pushed my glasses up my nose. “It’s Wednesday.”

Kerry leaned against the stainless-steel counter and folded her arms over her chest. “Yes, we are, and I am going to ignore how you sounded like a hundred-year-old woman who lives with seven cats and is in bed by six. It doesn’t matter that it is Wednesday. We are young and going out for a night of fun.”

I scoffed and grabbed a piping bag filled with green buttercream. “I don’t think twenty-nine is young, Kerry.” I pipped green leaves around the pale pink rose and trailed a large fern toward the edge of the cake.

“But you aren’t dead, Reese. You’re closer to twenty-one than you are sixty, girlfriend. We’re going out tonight, and you are not going to weasel your way out of it.”

“Kerry,” I groaned. “I don’t want to go out. How about you come over to my place? I’ll order from that Indian place you like, and we can watch a movie. Oh,” I gasped, “We could even play Monopoly.”

Kerry buried her face in her hands. “Oh my god, Reese. You did not just suggest Monopoly?” she groaned. She scrubbed her hands down her face and sighed. 

What was wrong with Monopoly? It was a fun game. Who didn’t like to own Park Avenue and be a little doggie moving around the board? “What if I let you be the doggie?” I always was the dog, but if Kerry wanted to be it, I could let that happen this one time.

“Argh,” Kerry moaned. “I don’t want to be the dog unless you are talking about doggy style with a hot guy from the party we are going to.”

I snapped upright and scanned the area. “You can’t say that when we’re working!” Thankfully the bakers had left for the day, and it was just me and Kerry in the back of the bakery. 

Layers Bakery was my pride and joy. I had opened it three years ago, and even though I had scrimped and barely gotten by that first year, our doors were open, and the bakery was thriving now.

Well, as long as the cases kept selling out every day and the cake orders kept coming in, we were thriving.

“You and I are the only ones back here, Reese. Chill out. Tracy and Rue are taking care of the register, and they can’t hear us back here.”

I freaking hoped so. “They’re only seventeen, Kerry. Their parents would kill me if they knew you were talking about getting it on with some guy.” I switched to my pink piping bag and added a few tiny rosebuds.

“Pfft,” Kerry puffed out. “Your face would be beet red, and your ears would burn if you heard the things those two talk about while cleaning the cases.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to know, Kerry. As long as they are working, I don’t care what they are talking about.” And what they talked about probably wasn’t that bad. I had been seventeen before and was not talking about doggy style or anything. “And I’m sure you are overreacting about what they talk about. Tracy and Rue are lovely girls.”

Kerry tapped her foot and pursed her lips. “You’re so sweet and delusional, Reese. You think the whole world is just swirls of sugary buttercream and peaks of fluffy meringue.”

I tipped my head to the side and smiled. “I don’t see anything wrong with that.”

She laughed lightly and pointed to the right corner of the cake. “You need a rose there.”

I wrinkled my nose. “You think so? I liked the open space there.”

“You’re the master cake decorator, but I think there needs to be a rose or something there.” Kerry shrugged. 

“Let me finish what I had in mind, and then you can tell me if you think there still needs to be a rose there.” I still had the border and another bunch of flowers to add to the cake before I wrote happy birthday.

“You’re the boss.” She held her hands in the air. “But I will tell you if it sucks when you’re done.”

I held up one finger. “Once in two years, you had to tell me that, Kerry, and I still argue that you were wrong.” I finally gave in that the cross I had piped looked slightly like a penis with flowers around it. Slightly.

“I saved you from serving that lady an Easter penis cake, Reese, and you damn well know it.”

I flitted my hand at her. “Go make sure Tracy and Rue are working while I finish this cake.”

Kerry pushed off the table and wiped her hands on her apron. “Fine, but you and I are going out tonight.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned over the cake. “Fine, Kerry. We’ll go out tonight, but I don’t want to be out past midnight. Jason is opening tomorrow, but I need to be here by nine to start on the cake orders for the weekend.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Kerry mumbled. “I’ll have you home by midnight, Cinderella. I work tomorrow, too.” She strutted through the swinging doors, and I was finally alone to finish this cake in peace.

I loved Kerry, but man, she could talk my ear off. And she was always trying to get me to go out with some random guy she met at the bar. This was new, however.

She usually went to some party without me and threw random guys she met but didn’t want for herself. Kerry was five years younger than me and still living her party days.

I was well past those days.

Hell, I never had those days.

Straight out of high school, I went to the local tech school, where I learned cake decorating. I worked wherever possible but always knew I wanted to own my bakery. For nine years, I worked two jobs at a time bouncing between grocery store bakeries and small bakeries until I had enough money for a down payment on my bakery. I didn’t have time to party and go out all the time.

Even now, I don’t have the time to do that.

I finished decorating the cake and called Kerry.

She pushed through the swinging doors with a donut and iced coffee in one hand. “I’m on break,” she called defensively.

As if I would say anything. Kerry talked nonstop, but she also worked her butt off.  “Come look at this and tell me if you still think I need something in the corner?”

Kerry moved in front of the cake and took a huge bite of her donut. “Have I told you that Ben’s deep-fried croissant donuts are amazing?” she muttered.

I rolled my eyes and squirted my leftover icing into the large bowl. “Are you buttering me up before you tell me the cake isn’t good?”

She finished chewing and took a sip of her coffee. 

“Kerry,” I whined. “Just tell me if it sucks or not.” I was confident in what I did, but I was still human. I knew that not everyone would like what I did and that I wasn’t always right. Maybe I did need something more in the corner besides just the border.

She tilted her head to the side and nibbled on the donut. “I mean...”

I was going to kick her in the shin if she didn’t spit it out. “You mean what?” I demanded.

“I mean, it’s gorgeous.”

I let out the breath I had been holding, and my shoulders sagged. “Thank god.”

Kerry moved to the side and leaned against the table. “As if you were actually worried. I’m just waiting for the day when I can find just one flaw in the amazing cakes you do.”

I emptied the rest of my bags and popped out the tips. “There are fifty flaws in that cake. I just covered them all with more buttercream.”

Kerry chuckled. “And I think that is what makes you a pro at this. You know how to make your mistakes into tiny little birds.”

I furrowed my brow. “There are no birds on the cake, Kerry.”

“That’s just Bob Ross coming out of me.”

“No idea what or who you are talking about.” I scrapped my spatula on the bowl and gathered all of my dirty tools. 

“Drop those in the sink. Rue is on dish duty tonight,” Kerry advised.

I dumped all the dirty dishes in the sink and wiped down the table.

Kerry grabbed a pale yellow and lilac-colored Layers Bakery cake box and slid the cake into the box. “I’m gonna split right away at six. I’ll be at your place by seven.”

I grimaced and plugged the sink. “I was hoping you would forget.”

Kerry blew out a raspberry. “As if I was going to forget about going to a party at SOS.”

I squirted some soap into the sink. “SOS?” I asked. I had no idea what that was other than a distress call. God knows I was in distress since Kerry was making me go to a party.

“Sons of Sin motorcycle club,” she shrugged. 

“You say that as if it’s normal for you and me to go hang out with a bunch of bikers on a Wednesday night.” Kerry was insane. There was no way in hell I would ever be able to marginally fit in at a motorcycle club.

My life was donuts, bread, coffee, and swirls of sugary buttercream. Motorcycles and the bikers who rode them didn’t enter into that world. Ever.

Kerry finished packing up the cake and set the order slip on top. “It’s not normal, but I’ve been to a few of their parties. They’re pretty fun.” She lifted the cake and walked to the walk-in cooler.

I followed her into the cooler and leaned against the wire shelf on the right. “I am not going to fit in at some Sons of Anarchy party, Kerry.”

“Sons of Sin,” she laughed. “I don’t think we’ll run into Opie and Jax tonight.”

I rolled my eyes. “That would be the only thing that could make me want to come with you.” 

“Jax and Opie could totally make me come, too.” Kerry winked at me over her shoulder and set the cake on the pick-up rack. “Clay could even get a rise out of me on a good day.”

I cringed and shuddered. “Oh my god, Kerry. You are insane.” I had watched Sons of Anarchy when it was on TV, and I knew there was no way Clay could evoke any feeling in me other than vomiting.

She threw her hand up in the air. “Don’t kink shame me, Reese. I can’t help it that I might have a type that could maybe do it for me?”

“It’s not your type if you don’t know if you like it,” I reasoned. 

“Well, you may be right. Maybe I’ll need to find a Clay tonight and see if he is my type.” She pointed her finger at me, and her eyes lit up. “And that is why you need to come with me. You need to be my wing woman. I need you there to ensure I find the right Clay and not some crusty Clay.”

I shook my head. “I think staying home and playing Monopoly is better than dodging crusty Clay’s at the local biker joint.”

Kerry cringed. “Don’t ever say biker joint again,” she winced. “I swear you are at least fifty.”

I raised my middle finger. “Does this look fifty to you?”

She shook her head. “No, but you staying home instead of coming out with me looks a hell of a lot like fifty. Might even look like seventy.”

That was it. If Kerry wanted me to go out with her tonight, and look for a Clay, then that was what she would get. “You better be at my door at six fifty-nine, or I’m not going.”

Kerry’s jaw dropped, and she clapped her hands together like a happy seal. “Yes,” she shouted. 

I wasn’t sure I had made the best choice, but it would at least shut Kerry up. Hopefully, tonight was a major bust, and she would never ask me to go out with her again.

That was all I could hope for.

*
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Chapter Two


Zig
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“You look like you’re about to fall asleep, prospect.”

I grabbed Brain’s empty glass and refilled it with the swill we had on tap. I couldn’t even tell you what kind of beer I had been pouring all night other than it was piss warm and getting everyone drunk. “Just filling cups,” I drawled. I handed the glass back to Brain.

“As you should be. You know you gotta work your way up in the club. Be glad you’re not on toilet duty.”

I scowled and wiped down the bar top. 

“Bro,” Brain laughed. “You decided you wanted this life. Don’t act like you didn’t know that you would be at the bottom of the pile.”

I had known it but had forgotten what it felt like to be on the bottom. It wasn’t like I was some newbie who didn’t even know how to ride a motorcycle or something. I had lived my whole life in an MC. I was a fucking asset to the Sons of Sin, but they didn’t see it that way. “I’m not asking to be the fucking prez, Brain. Just a little more respect would be nice.”

Brain threw his head back and let out a bark of laughter. “Respect,” he called. “You should have stayed with the Devil’s Knights if you wanted to keep your respect and status, bro.” He shook his head and took a long drink from his beer. “You, Brisk, and MW are the low men on the totem pole. Doesn’t matter if you came from the sewer, a barn, or another MC.”

Brisk and MW were fucking idiots. Having my name in the same sentence as those two was almost insulting. “Brisk and MW are just fucking low,” I growled. 

Brain shook his head. “I get what you are feeling, brother, but you gotta stop bitching about it. Keep it up, and you know you’re going to get a new road name. You were damn lucky to be able to keep the one you had. Everything you are doing is not up to norms that would happen in your situation.”

“That’s because Ram wanted to keep things civil with King.”

Brain shrugged. “You are not wrong, brother, but don’t think that means you are going to get an easy pass.”

I didn’t want an easy pass. I just wanted... Fuck. I didn’t know what the hell I wanted. I hadn’t known for the past few years what I wanted from the club anymore.

I wanted the brotherhood and family, but the lines of the club being the governing authority blurred when family was involved. The club was pushed aside when someone was in danger or hurt. Decisions were made by one instead of the whole club.

Zag was the final straw for me.

We all agreed to keep him safe. Him alone. 

Tess had no connection to the club.

She had more of a connection to Malcom than to any of us.

But Zag still put his neck on the line to keep her safe. He didn’t think of the club at all when it came down to it. He thought only about himself and what he wanted.

That wasn’t brotherhood.

That wasn’t what an MC was about.

What was the point of being in an MC when you were still on your own at the end of the day? 

“I don’t want an easy pass.” I just wanted to fast forward through this next year and get to where I was a full member. Being a prospect sucked major donkey balls.

“You just need to get more friendly with the rest of the guys,” Brain reasoned. “You’ve only been here for a couple of weeks, but all you do is stay in the background or hide in your room.”

“Isn’t that what a prospect is supposed to?” I was going off what would happen at the Devil’s Knights. Granted, when I was a prospect over there, so what half of the club.

“Bro, I don’t get you. It’s like you want to be here, but you don’t want to do any of the work you know you need to do.”

I could tell that Brain was getting fed up with me. Hell, I’m pretty sure the whole club was. I needed to suck it up and just put in my time. I pasted a smile on my face and grabbed two shot glasses. “I’m actually good, man. I guess I needed to be a whiny bitch for a little bit.” I grabbed a bottle of tequila and filled each glass. I slid one toward Brain. 

He grabbed the glass and clinked it against mine. “You’re gonna be just fine here, Zig. Just gotta weather the next few months.”

I nodded as if everything was fine and shot back the shot.

“Damn,” Brain wheezed. “I can tell that is some cheap fucking tequila.” He winced and washed back the shot with the rest of his beer.

Cheap was right. I drank better booze when I was sneaking booze in high school. “Your girl show up tonight?” I asked. I grabbed his empty glass and dropped it into the sink.

Brain shook his head. “Not yet, and she’s not my girl,” he grunted.

I shook my head. “Really?” He talked about some chick named Kerry all of the time, but she wasn’t his? That was some bullshit. I hadn’t met her yet, but he seemed to sneak her over at night and not bring her around the rest of the club too much.

“Nah, man. I’m trying to keep my options open for the time being. She’s pretty cool, though.”

I had heard the guys in the Devil’s Knights talk the same way before. Brain was as good as gone when it came to Kerry, but he wasn’t ready to admit it. “But she’s coming?”

Brain shrugged. “I mentioned the party to her. We’ll see if she shows up or not. She said she would try to get her boss to come with her.”

I wrinkled my brow. “She was going to bring her boss to a party at the clubhouse. What kind of boss does she have?” The Sons of Sin clubhouse was not precisely the first place I would think of to bring someone's boss to.

“Something with a bakery.” Brain shrugged. “We don’t really talk much about her work.”

Maybe Brain wasn’t as interested in Kerry as I thought. “Interesting.” I thought he would know what she did for a living if he was into her.

“I’m sure she’ll bring some cookies or shit. She always has something lying around from the bakery.” Brain shrugged. “I’m into her cookies, not the ones from the bakery.

Now that was something I could get down with. “Cake?” I would kill for a big slice of chocolate cake.

Brain chuckled. “This is the first time I have seen you even remotely interested in anything.”

Hey, I liked a good bakery treat. I could blame that on Meg. From an early age, I learned to appreciate good, quality food. Meg cooked like a five-star chef but also like your great-great-grandma.

She could do fancy as fuck, but also just some good home cooking. Her meals were one of the things that I was missing a ton.

“I like cake, man. I don’t think there are many people who don’t.”

Three members bellied up to the bar, and Brain wandered to the card tables.

Life was different with the Sons of Sin.

Hell, life was a fucking party with the Sons of Sin. Literally.

We hadn’t gone three days without a party. This club would have been fucking heaven when I was twenty-one. Now? Not so much.

Don’t get me wrong. I was up for a party, but I wasn’t up for a party every other fucking night. When everyone recovered from the previous party, we were already into our next one.

The Devil’s Knights had barely partied, and now the Sons of Sin were constantly partying.

I was looking for something in the middle of the two.

Two hours later, MW came over and took over bartending for me. The guy was a fucking idiot, but I was thankful for him reliving me. I poured a beer for myself and wandered out onto the back patio.

The hot tub to my left was filled with a few club members and three girls. 

You couldn’t get me in that hot tub even if I were on fire, and that was the only water within ten miles.

No fucking way.

I had watched some freaky deeky shit go down in there, and I knew there was more than water cycling around in that water.
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