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Trigger Warning

 

 

Near the end of Chapter Thirteen, there is a scene where the MFC, Cherry, is drugged at a club. SA is alluded to. It is also mentioned in the beginning of Chapter Fourteen. If this is something that could be triggering to you, please read pages 63 - 71 with caution!


Prologue
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Cherry




“Come on, Cherry. They're hot, and you enjoy sex, so what's the big deal?”

Cherry looked at her friend. Several months ago, Tabitha had joined the Merciless Few MC as one of their sweetbutts. She'd explained that the sweetbutts kept the men company—aka they fucked them—and she'd been trying to get Cherry to go to the clubhouse with her.

“You don't feel, I don't know… used?” she inquired.

“Hell no! The sex is great, and before you ask, I could care less what others might think. I'm a grown ass woman who likes sex, and it's always consensual. The Merciless Few aren't like some other clubs. They don't mistreat women.”

Cherry considered her words. Tabitha had a valid point. She liked sex too, and she'd never given a damn what others thought of her.

“Besides, there's always the chance that one of them might pick you to be their old lady.”

Tabitha's words interrupted her thoughts. “Old lady? Is that what it sounds like?”

“If you think it means you're exclusive, then, yeah. I guess some probably get married, too.”

“Huh.” The one thing she'd wanted since she was a little girl was to belong to someone who would keep her safe. “What the hell. Why not?” she finally agreed.

“Hell yeah! Let's go!”

That decision seemed to seal her fate, and not in the best of ways.


Chapter One
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Cherry

 

Ten years later

 

When she'd first joined Tabitha as a sweetbutt for the Merciless Few, she'd envisioned one of the men choosing her right away as his old lady. That didn't happen. Not by a long shot. Over the last few years, she'd watched as several of the men chose women who weren't part of the club, and with each one, her envy and jealousy grew.

She didn't mean to be nasty and venomous, but it happened anyway.

They were having one of their gatherings at the clubhouse when she spotted the redhead that had come with Tank. She moved to intercept the woman and eyed her up and down.

“So, you're her? He could do so much better.”

“Excuse me?” the redhead replied.

“Tank. You're not good enough for him. You can't even protect yourself.”

The redhead’s eyes widened. “I don't know what you're talking about.”

“Oh, please, all the brothers and prospects know about your little mishap. The brothers might not talk, but some of the prospects have loose lips when you get them drunk enough. Tank deserves an old lady who's tough, and that's not you.”

“You don't know anything,” the redhead  hissed before she brushed past Cherry.

That… ended up being the last straw for Sinner, the Merciless Few MC Connecticut Chapter's president. Once Tank got it out of her who'd been talking, he'd gone straight to Sinner about it.

She watched as Sinner ran a hand over his face. “Fucking hell. We'll deal with Randy's loose lips, and weed out the rest of the prospects who can't keep their mouths shut. As for you,” he said to Cherry, “you start any more shit, with anyone, and you're out. Got me?

Cherry felt all the color drain from her face at his words. She knew he was serious. “Yes,” she whispered.

Sinner nodded and stalked off, leaving her feeling very small. She felt tears stinging her eyes and blinked to keep them from falling.

“You can be better than this.” She turned to find Torch standing there.

“I don't know that I can be,” she said quietly.

“Let's go outside. I think you could use some fresh air.”

She didn't argue when he placed his hand at the small of her back and guided her to the back door.

Once outside, they moved to one of the tables and sat. She fidgeted with the hem of her shirt, unsure of what to say.

“Tell me what keeps making you lash out.”

Although Torch's voice was gentle, there was a firm command in it.

“I… don't know. No, that's not true. I'm jealous.”

“What are you jealous of?”

He was pushing her to face her emotions and she wasn't sure she liked it.

“Everything! They have what I want. How can I not be jealous?”

“Such as?”

Cherry growled. “They belong to someone.”

“And that's what you want. To be someone's?”

“Yes!” she hissed and glared at him, daring him to make fun of her for it.

“Why? What is it about being someone's that appeals to you?”

“Gods, Torch! Why are you hassling me about this?”

“I'm not hassling you, Cherry. I'm trying to understand while also trying to get you to look at it more closely so that you can understand it as well. So, I tell me, Cherry, what does belonging to someone mean to you?”

“It means being cared about, maybe even loved. It means being safe and protected.”

“You didn't get that from your folks?”

Cherry laughed bitterly. “Hell no. My dad is a deadbeat who has never really been there and my mom's an alcoholic. Not everyone is as lucky as Hallie to have a loving family.”

“So you don't have any siblings?”

“No idea. If my dad has any other kids out there that he's abandoned, I don't know about them.” She shrugged like it didn't matter.

“Damn. Sorry to hear that,” Torch said after she'd stopped talking.

“It is what it is. I think I'm just going to go home,” she responded.

“Nah. You're sticking around. You know why?” When she shook her head at him, he continued. “Because you're not a coward. You're not the type to run home like a scared dog with its tail between its legs.”

“You're right. I'm not,” she finally said.

She watched as he stood and held a hand out to her. After a moment, she slipped hers into it and stood as well.

“Let's go inside, enjoy the party, and later, I'll pound your tight cunt until you scream my name.”

Cherry shivered at his words, and for a little while, she could let herself feel like she belonged to someone.


Chapter Two
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Cherry

 

 

Six months later

 

Over the last six months, Cherry had spent a good bit of time with Torch just talking. It had taken her a bit to find a therapist, but the woman was really helping her to work through a lot of the trauma she'd endured over the years.  There were still some things she hadn't talked about with either of them, but... she was getting better.

Christmas was just around the corner, which meant it was time for the annual clubhouse Christmas party. She still had her moments where she hesitated about going to the clubhouse when she knew everyone would be there, but she sucked it up and went anyway. Tonight was no different.

She strode into the clubhouse, greeted those who acknowledged her, and then stayed on the fringe of the festivities. It made her sad, but she had only herself to blame. Hallie, Rose, and Ronnie weren't the only ones she'd been nasty to. She'd lashed out at some of the other sweetbutts, as well. If she was completely honest with herself, she was surprised Sinner had even given her one last chance.

She watched as Lorcan and Darby, the two kids Chaos and Indi had adopted, opened presents. Kingsley, Sinner and Hallie's son, had some as well since he was too young to understand why they had presents and not him. 

Then, it seemed there were other surprises, like both Rose and Amber being pregnant.

Chewing her lip, she hesitated to speak up, but... she needed to do this.

“Um… can I say something?” She winced when several people groaned. “Please,” she pleaded when it looked like they were going to ignore her..

“What do you want, Cherry?” Sinner inquired.

“I just… I owe Hallie, Ronnie, and especially Rose a huge apology. I was horrible to all three of you. There's no excuse for the way I treated any of you. I was jealous. You had what I wanted, but that didn't give me any right to say the things I did.

“I've been seeing a therapist, you know? And talking with Torch a lot. They've both helped me to understand why I acted the way I did and to admit that I was wrong. I don't expect you to forgive me, or suddenly like me. I just wanted you to know I am truly sorry.”

Then she turned toward Sinner.

“I also owe you, Dozer, and Tank an apology. What I did, the way I behaved, it was so disrespectful to all of you and to the club.

“I also want to thank you, Sinner, for giving me one last chance to straighten up. It was the wake-up call I needed. You had every reason to tell me to get the fuck out but you didn't, and I will be forever grateful for that. Anyway, that's all I wanted to say.”

When she was done, Torch approached her, draped his arm over her shoulder, and said, “I'm proud of you.”

Those few words warmed her in a way that scared her. She was getting attached, and she knew all that was going to do was lead to heartbreak. And yet, she couldn't stop it.

“Hey, Cherry? Thank you. I can't say that all is forgiven right now, you said some pretty terrible things, but what you just did took a lot of courage. So thank you. And Merry Christmas,” Rose told her.

“Merry Christmas,” Cherry replied before she and Torch walked away.

She stayed tucked under his arm for a bit before he dropped it and moved away from her. She tried to ignore the pang of loss she felt from his absence.

“Yo, Torch, you calling dibs on Cherry tonight?” she heard one of the other brothers ask and hope filled her. Only for it to be shattered seconds later.

“Nah.”

“Sweet.”

He came over to her, draped his arm over her, and guided her toward the hallway leading to the private rooms each of the men had.

This was what she'd signed up for ten years ago. If she didn't like it, she knew she was welcome to walk away.


Chapter Three
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Torch




For the last six months, Torch had spent time with Cherry, pushing her to talk about her past. It was his way of trying to help her to understand why she lashed out so often.

She was doing a lot better, and he was proud of her for that. She wasn't a bad person. She just did things she shouldn't.

“Yo, Torch. How's it hanging?” Havoc asked him as he entered the clubhouse. The place was decorated for Christmas—compliments of Indi—and Christmas music came from the built in system.

“Free and low, Brother. Free and low. What's shaking?”

“Not much. Just chilling and waiting for the party to really begin.”

“Indi really went all out this year,” Torch commented.

“I think that's for Darby and Lorcan.”

Chaos had informed them all that they were bringing the kids to meet everyone, and every single club member had gotten them a gift. They'd gotten Kingsley gifts too, so he wouldn't feel left out.

“Probably. Those poor kids have been through hell.”

Chaos and Indi had adopted them after they lost their mother in a fire. Both of the kids had been burned too, but they were healing, from what Chaos had said.

“Probably, but I like it.” He secretly loved Christmas. He didn't say anything because his brothers would give him shit for it.

Once Chaos, Indi, and the kids arrived, the festivities really got under way. The kids excitedly opened their gifts, music blared, people sang along, chatted, ate, and drank.

Then Rose and Amber shared the news that they were both expecting, which everyone cheered for. Torch was happy for them, even if he had no interest in having sprogs of his own.

What shocked him, and probably everyone else, was Cherry's heartfelt apologies. Once she stopped talking, he approached her and draped his arm over her shoulders.

“I'm proud of you.” And he was. He knew how hard that had to have been for her. He led her away from the others because he figured she needed a little bit of support for a few.

Soon enough, he'd wandered off to play pool.

“Yo, Torch, you calling dibs on Cherry tonight?” He looked up from where he'd been getting ready to take his shot. He almost said yes, but.. he wasn't the 'steady guy' type, and he didn't want to give her mixed signals.

“Nah,” he finally responded.

“Sweet.”

Torch watched as his brother went to Cherry, draped his arm over her shoulder, and headed toward the hallway. He felt a pang of... possessive jealousy. What the fuck was that all about?

Pushing the thought away, he focused on his pool game and tried to not think about it.


Chapter Four
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Cherry




One year later

 

Cherry groaned as she slid behind the wheel of her car. Another grueling day at a job she hated. At least it paid the bills. Well, most of the time. In the weeks when money was short, she just went and donated plasma.

A lot of people said shit like 'If you hate your job, get a new one'. That was easy for them to say. There weren't a lot of options for a high school dropout. 

She shivered as she sat there waiting for her car to warm up. The problem with old cars? If it was cold out, you couldn't just start it up and go.

They were calling for a Nor'easter, and with as cold as it had gotten, Cherry knew it was almost on top of them. 

As she finally pulled out of the parking lot, fat, white flakes started falling, and she cursed her luck. She had an hour drive home, and with snow already falling, the roads were going to get bad the closer she got to Cornwall.

Nearly an hour and a half after she left work, Cherry pulled into the parking lot where she lived. The small apartments looked like they used to be storage buildings that had been converted into apartments. For all she knew, that's what they were.

Unlocking her front door, she stepped into her tiny, studio apartment and frowned. It was cold as a witch's tit. She flipped the light switch and her frown deepened because nothing happened.

“Oh, for fuck's sake!”

Assuming it was an outage, she called to report it.

“I'm sorry, ma'am. It says here that your power was disconnected due to an unpaid bill.”
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