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Noah ‘Torch’ Steele

One woman has changed my entire opinion on being with one woman. I will do everything in my power to make her happy and make her dreams come true. Paying out of pocket to make her dreams a reality, I don’t have a problem doing what it takes for Becky to be able to open a bakery. And to make sure she understands there is no way in hell she’s responsible for what happened to my sister and nephew. With all of the stuff going on with the club, can I protect her? Will I be able to save her from the things we are fighting against?

Becky Winters

The only thing I’ve ever wanted to do is open a bakery. I love seeing people bite into a delicious treat and the various expressions that cover their face. It’s only ever been a dream because no one believed I could open one and make it successful. That’s until I met one group of people. People not many others want to get to know because they’re part of a motorcycle club. 

One man in particular captures my attention and I want him more than anything. I’m just not his type. He can have his choice of a woman and I’ve never been anyone’s first choice. However, will he make me see that one person, or event, can absolutely change a person’s life for the better? 
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Torch’s Treat is dedicated to my grandma. Even though you’re not here with us, I know you’d be proud of the work I’ve accomplished and that I’ve followed my dream of writing. I love and miss you every single day. Fly high and rest in peace!



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Character List

[image: image]




Officers:

President: Kyle ‘Satan’ Jones
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Enforcer: Jesse ‘Grinder’ Williams

Sergeant At Arms: Danny ‘Gunner’ Jones

Road Captain: James ‘Pyro’ Steele

Members:

Drago

Taker

Wrath

Treyton ‘Venom’ Adams

Prospects:

Axel Jones

Tony Colburne

Kyler ‘Rock’ Nichols

Steve Jacobs

Shane Court

Ol’ Ladies:

Raine Carpenter

Hollie Carpenter

Victoria Steele

Becky Winters

House Bunnies:

NeNe

Rose

Carly

Lynn

Silk

Toni

Kelly

Abby

Businesses:

Gun Running

Drugs – weed

Tattoo Parlor – Blazing Ink

Bar – Outlaw Den

Strip Club – Blazing Babes



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Prologue

[image: image]




[image: Arrow

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Becky

SINCE WE’RE ALL still on lockdown at the clubhouse, I’ve been spending time in Torch’s room or in the kitchen. The ol’ ladies of the club have their families and men to spend time with and Victoria is still recovering from her surgery and not having her son here with them. If she’s here, she’s in their room or at the hospital to spend time with Kaysen. I can’t blame her because that’s exactly where I’d be if I were her.

From the second I was moved in here for lockdown, I’ve been staying in his room. He was adamant I stayed in here and didn’t take a room that’s empty or near the house bunnies or Prospects of the club. I’m not sure why he’d share his room with me, but it’s been torture. Sleeping in his bed every night with him only wearing a pair of basketball shorts that did absolutely nothing to hide his large dick from me. Nor does it hide his muscles, tattoos, and piercings.

Every single morning, I wake up being held by him. His body wrapped around mine as if he couldn’t stand the thought of being in bed without me. Still, he doesn’t touch me, and we barely speak. Other than if he asks me how my day was or if I have to go anywhere. We can’t leave the clubhouse without a member or Prospect, so I don’t read anything into his questions. However, he’s been the main one to leave with me if I have to go anywhere.

This morning I’ve already cooked breakfast, baked bread, and started dinner for everyone in the club. I’ve cleaned the kitchen up from my mess and the dishes from everyone eating before heading out for the day. Now, I’m back in Torch’s room. I’ve read all the books Victoria and Hollie have lent me. There’s really nothing more for me to do other than watch movies on TV or just sit on the couch. That’s boring as hell and I’m honestly going stir crazy with nothing to do other than cooking, baking, and cleaning. 

Standing up, I begin cleaning Torch’s room. I’m not going to invade his privacy or anything like that, but I can pick up and make sure his clothes are put away or tossed in the dirty clothes hamper. If there’s enough for a load, maybe I’ll do the laundry for both of us. Looking around the room, I need to grab supplies before I can get to work. Walking out to the kitchen, I don’t stop for the few people here or pay attention to the house bunnies as they sit at the bar or on the couches and talk amongst themselves. No one really pays any attention to me anyway.

Gathering the cleaning supplies from the closet in the kitchen, I head back to Torch’s room. The door is still standing open as I left it. One of the house bunnies is in the room. She turns and looks at me with several condoms and a pin in her hand. 

“You got a problem?” she questions, her voice catty and angry.

“No. I just ran to get some cleaning supplies,” I answer dumbly, not sure what to do.

“Well, I don’t need you in Torch’s room. You’ve been fucking monopolizing his time as it is. Get the fuck out,” she yells, turning her back on me.

Leaving the room, my face and chest are bright red. I keep my eyes glued to the floor as I put the cleaning supplies back and head for the front door of the clubhouse. Again, no one says a word to me as I step out in the bright sunlight. Looking around, I notice my van parked over by the fence and head in that direction. I’m not really dressed to go anywhere, but that doesn’t bother me. I’m invisible and only have one place in my mind to go. To see my parents at the cemetery an hour away.

Getting inside, I’m thankful to find my keys in the ignition where I left them. I pray the engine will start and I’ll be able to leave for a little while, I’m surprised when it turns right over. Pulling out of my spot, I bypass the gate that’s been left open and don’t stop when the Prospect tries to get me to stop to let him know where I’m going.

Tears fall from my eyes as I make the trip out of town. I grew up an hour from Willow Creek. It’s not far away, but enough to be somewhere no one knows my name or the hell I grew up in. My parents loved me, but they never supported my dream of opening my own bakery. They would laugh and tell me the only reason I wanted to go into that line of business is because of my weight and so I could eat everything I made for others.

My mom, as I got older, went from loving and caring to cruel. She would lock the food away and barely gave me enough dinner to keep a bird alive. When my dad wasn’t around, she’d mock me and call me horrible names. I was constantly berated for my weight and not having any friends. I was never good enough for her because unlike her, I wasn’t popular and had a ton of friends. 

She even paid this guy, Dominic, to go out with me. It was supposed to be dinner and a movie but turned into so much more. He took me to a party and left me for hours all alone. I spent my time in a corner with no one talking to me as couples danced and made out in the living room of the house. I was not comfortable at all. When he finally came back, Dominic showered me with attention and made me feel special.

Since there was no reason I was holding onto my virginity, when he took me to a room to be alone with me, I didn’t stop him. Instead of taking his time and helping me get ready for him, Dominic took what he wanted and left me in a crumpled heap after cumming. I hurt so bad and decided then and there I was never going to have sex again. If it’s nothing but pain, there’s no reason to bother with it. 

I cleaned myself up, got dressed again, and left the room. Dominic was in the living room, bragging about fucking the fat ass and winning the bet. I was completely humiliated and absolutely destroyed as I left the house and laughter behind. My mom was thankfully in bed when I arrived home after walking two miles from the party.

These are the thoughts filling my head as I make the drive. Fuck You Goodbye by The Kid LAROI plays from my playlist and I can’t help but laugh because it fits my dark mood so good in this moment. Using my hand, I harshly wipe the tears from my eyes as I pull into the cemetery parking lot. No other cars are here as I park and get out of my van to take the short walk to where my parents are buried.

There’s a large tree shading the area surrounding my parent’s headstones. Sitting down, I spend a few minutes not talking. I just let the thoughts in my head play on a loop. The house bunnies are all getting pissed because I’ve been in Torch’s room and they can’t spend time with him. When I get back, I’ll talk to Satan about moving me to a different room. 

After sitting and contemplating everything happening in my life lately, I know I need to make several changes. I’m a pushover and don’t stick up for myself when someone comes at me. I know I shouldn’t let them talk to me as if I’m lower than the shit they may step on and wipe off the bottom of their shoes. I’m just not sure how to go about making the changes I should be making right now.

Getting up after sitting on the ground for almost an hour, I slowly make my way back to my van. As I get closer to it, I notice a manila envelope resting against the windshield. Picking it up, I look around to see if anyone is still here. Other than my name, there’s nothing on the envelope to determine who it came from. I toss it on to the passenger seat after climbing in and starting the engine. Backing out, I make my way back to Willow Creek and the Blazing Outlaws clubhouse.
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When I walk back in the clubhouse, I know something is wrong. Everyone in the common room turns to face me and all talking ceases. Satan stalks across the room and doesn’t stop until he’s right in front of me.

“Let’s go. We need to talk,” he growls out, his voice low and deadly.

Lowering my head, I follow him to his office as everyone parts like the red sea to let him pass. Walking in his office, I silently close the door behind me. Setting the envelope on my lap when he motions for me to take a seat in front of his desk, I wait for him to begin yelling at me.

“Becky, I get you’re new to our way of life. But, when we’re on lockdown, you cannot just take off on your own. You need to have someone with you at all times until lockdown is over. We all thought you were in Torch’s room until the Prospect let me know you took off and didn’t stop to let him know where you were headin’. What was so important that you took off on your own without a word to anyone?” he questions, never raising his voice toward me. 

“I went to go see my parents,” I answer him, keeping my eyes averted. “When things get too much for me, I head to the cemetery and spend some time there.”

I really hate confrontation and there is no way in hell I’m going to let him know I was yelled at by one of the girls for being in Torch’s room. I’d be out on my ass quicker than shit since I’m not really any part of the club. The house bunnies, ol’ ladies, Prospects, and members all belong here. I do not.

Satan sighs and doesn’t say anything for a minute.

“Becky from now on, don’t leave unless someone knows where you’re goin’ and someone is with you. Torch is not gonna be happy about this,” he tells me, standing up. “For now, go to his room unless you have somethin’ else to do.”

“No. Can I grab the cleaning supplies and check on dinner? I don’t want it to burn,” I ask him. 

“Yeah. Get out of here,” he says, his voice softer than it was earlier.

“Before I leave, can I ask you something?” I question, turning around before I get to the door.

“Go ahead.”

“Um, I was wondering if there were any other rooms for me to stay in while lockdown is in place?” I ask, not meeting his eyes.

“Look at me, Becky,” he says, his voice not harsh, just demanding. “Is there a reason you don’t want to be in Torch’s room anymore?”

“He hasn’t done anything if that’s what you’re asking. Um, I just know I’m cramping his style and I wanted to see if there was someplace else I could stay.”

“Why don’t you talk to him before we go that route?”

“Why would I talk to him?” I ask in confusion.

“Talk to him and if you still want to change rooms, I’ll see what I can find,” he says, his voice as if he’s releasing a sigh.

Nodding my head, I leave the room.

Honestly, I was expecting much more from Satan after leaving the club like I did. For him not to be yelling at me, something else must be on his mind. Or, he just doesn’t care other than they didn’t know where I was. It’s not like if I leave here, they’ll miss me if anything happens. Well, maybe Victoria will. She’s the one I’m the closest to and the only one who’s shown she cares about what happens to me.

Yes, I know Torch bought me a building for my bakery. He’s an investor and I’ll be paying him back as soon as I open up and the money starts coming in. I haven’t talked to him about this or worked out any terms as far as interest or anything yet. We need to sit down and talk about things. Apparently, more things than just the interest rate and paying him back for helping me start my bakery.

Walking into the kitchen, I stir the beef stew that’s in the crockpot. The bread is still sitting on the counter where I left it before heading out this morning. Grabbing some bags, I stashed in here a few days ago, I bag it up and place it off to the side for people to eat with their stew. After grabbing what I need to clean Torch’s room, I walk back down the hallway to find his door closed. Knocking on it lightly, I wait to see if he’s in there.

When I don’t hear any noise, I open the door and hesitantly step inside. I don’t want to see him with a woman. It would break my heart because of this stupid crush I have on a man who can honestly have any woman he wants. I don’t stand a chance at ever being with a man as sexy and virile as he is. Especially since I know I already don’t like sex and never want to have it again.

Closing the door behind me, I begin cleaning the room. I save making the bed and putting away the clean laundry for last. When I’ve vacuumed the room, cleaned the top of his dresser, desk, and nightstands, I toss his laundry in the dirty clothes basket so I can take them to the laundry room to wash. Going to hang up his clean clothes, I knock into the small shelf with drawers. One of the drawers opens up and what is inside shocks the hell out of me. There are handcuffs, blindfolds, and a few sex toys. My face heats as I hastily close the drawer and hang his clothes up. 

I’ve never known anyone who used anything during sex. It’s not like I go out of my way to bring the subject up in conversation, but these don’t seem like normal toys people would use during sex. However, now it’s all I can think about. This is the reason those women are missing Torch and what he does to them. I really need to get out of his room and let him have his life back.

After making his bed, I pack up my clothes in my bags. Making my way toward the laundry room with a basket full of his dirty clothes, I load the washer and leave the room. I’m not up for having another conversation with one of the house bunnies today. Walking back in Torch’s room, I find him standing in the middle of the room looking around.

“Um, hi,” I tell him, not sure if he’s angry or not.

“I hear you’ve had a busy day,” he states, turning to face me as I stare at his boots. 

“Yeah, I guess I did,” I answer, just now remembering the envelope from earlier as it sits on top of my bags.

“Why would you leave the clubhouse without anyone knowin’ there are assholes just waitin’ to get an edge on us? What was so damn important you couldn’t wait for me to get back so I could take you?” he questions, his voice harsh as he steps closer to me.

“I just had to get out of here. I’m going crazy being cooped up with nothing to do,” I respond, still not looking up at him.

“You’re not tellin’ me the truth,” he states simply. “What’s up with you wantin’ to change rooms? Is there somethin’ I’m doin’ wrong?”

“No, you haven’t done anything wrong. I just figured you’d want to get back to your life. I’m sure it’s been hard on you having me in your space so you can’t do what you’d normally do,” I answer him, wanting him to make sure he knows he’s not the problem.

“What happened? And don’t lie to me or I’ll put you over my knee and spank that ass,” he growls out, reaching out and lifting my head with his finger so I’m looking him in the eye.

“Look, I decided to clean your room today. If I’m sleeping in here and taking up your time when you could be having fun and, um, having sex, then the least I could do is clean for you. When I came in after getting the cleaning supplies, there was a woman in here. She had several of your condoms in her hand with a pin. Told me to get out. That they all missed you and I needed to get out,” I answer him, not sure if I’m doing the right thing or not.

“Who was it?” he demands, walking over to his drawer full of condoms.

“I don’t know her name. I think she’s one of the new girls,” I answer evasively. 

Torch storms from the room with the condoms in his hand as I sit down on the edge of the bed. I have no clue if I’m going to be in trouble or not. With my hands in my lap, I remain seated until I know it’s time to go check on dinner. Hopefully Torch and the rest of the club aren’t mad at me. 
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Becky

THE LAST MONTH has been insane. I’ve barely seen Torch, but I’m still in his room. He’s gone most of the day and comes in late at night. I know there was an uproar with the house bunnies and a few of the newer girls got kicked out. Victoria told me they plotted to become ol’ ladies by poking holes in the officer’s condoms so they could get pregnant. Apparently, that’s the way they believe a lasting relationship will be formed. 

He hasn’t talked to me about anything and I haven’t been able to stop thinking about the drawer full of sex things. Part of the reason we haven’t talked is not only has he been gone from the clubhouse for most of the day, Torch left almost two weeks ago on a run somewhere. It’s none of my business where he goes or what he does so I haven’t asked anyone. My time is spent figuring out how I want to arrange the bakery coming up with designs to show the construction crew when we meet today or tomorrow. 

Hollie, Raine, and Victoria have been trying to get me to come out to hang out in the common room, but I’ve declined. I’m still not sure about the members of the club and being around them longer than it takes to cook or clean up the kitchen and common room after one of their parties. Let me tell you, I’ve never seen so many used condoms on the floor until coming here. It’s as if some of the men take them off and just toss them where they stand. Cleaning up after the first party here was a shock to my system to say the least.

It’s taken me a week, but I believe I finally have the plans I want for the bakery. I’ll be moving a lot of things around to suit my needs, and I hope it’s not going to be a problem. Torch hasn’t been here for me to talk to about them, so I don’t know if he’s going to have a problem with me making so many changes. I’m honestly torn about what to do right now. So, picking up my phone, I send him a message.

Me: I know you’re busy and I’m sorry to bother you. Do you have a second?

Setting my phone down, I wait to see if he’ll even respond. I don’t know what he’s doing so who knows if he’ll even respond to me. Looking at the plans once more before I have to leave for the meeting with the construction company. I plan on making the kitchen take up the entire back of the store front instead of a portion of the side. On the wall between swinging doors, I want to have a coffee station where I’ll keep the boxes for different desserts. The bathroom will be to the left in the front, right next to my office. I want my office to be soundproof so I can listen to music when customers are in the bakery. Finally, I want a section near my office with comfortable chairs to sit in and several tables through the rest of the space. I’ll have a display case and cash register right in front of the coffee bar. Hopefully it looks as good when it’s done as what I’m picturing in my head. 

Torch: What’s up, Sweets?

Me: There are a lot of changes I want to make to the layout of the bakery. Um, is that okay with you?

Torch: You don’t have to ask me anything about the plans you want to make or any changes. This is your baby and you do what you want.

Me: Okay. Thank you.

Torch: I’ll be back later today, and we need to talk about a few things. I hope you’ve been good while I’ve been gone.

My face heats as I read his message. I’m not sure what to make of it, but that’s nothing new. I am so awkward in social situations especially when it concerns men. So, I don’t respond to his message and set my phone back down.

Walking into the bathroom after making sure the door to Torch’s room is locked, I turn on the shower before stripping out of my pajamas and turning on a playlist. Without Me by Nate Moran begins to play from my phone as I step in the hot water. For a few minutes I let the water slide over me as I wonder what Torch meant by his last message. So many things about the man confuse me.

Grabbing my shampoo, I wash my hair before conditioning it. With the conditioner sitting in my hair, I wash my body with Torch’s soap. I ran out of body wash, so I’ve had to use his. The only thing it does is make me miss him because I smell like him during the day. Well, other than the leather, smoke, and cheap perfume. Yeah, he usually comes back from work at the strip club smelling like cheap perfume. He never climbs in bed with me like that though.

Torch is a good friend and I think we’ll get closer until I can pay him back the money I owe. Yeah, he’s told me I’m not paying him back, but that’s not how I operate. I always pay my debts off as soon as I possibly can. It’s something my parents always tried to teach me and why there’s no more debt from their death. I’ve paid off everything.

After washing, I get out and dry off before tying a smaller towel in my hair. Walking back into the bedroom, I make my way to my bags. The envelope is still resting on top where I put it so long ago. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, I pick it up and hold it in my hands. Turning it over and over, I try to figure out where it came from. There’s nothing written other than my name in chicken scratch. Sliding my finger under the sealed end, I open it and peer inside.

A piece of paper flutters out of the envelope as I bend over to retrieve it from the floor. Looking back inside, I pull out a DVD. Setting the DVD on the bed, I read the piece of paper.

You’ve really gone downhill since I popped your cherry. If you don’t give me fifty thousand dollars, I’m going to post the contents of the DVD online for everyone to see what a lousy fucking lay you are. You better contact me soon to let me know where I can pick the money up. I’m not going to wait forever.

I gasp in the silent room. My body begins trembling as I drop the note and let the DVD slide from the end of the bed. Black spots form in front of my eyes as I try to comprehend what’s going on right now. Why would Dominic blackmail me? I have no clue why he believes I have any money to my name right now. There’s no way I’m going to be able to pay him that kind of money.

A knock on the door startles me as I quickly try to get myself under control. When my breathing is just about back to normal, I make my way to the door and pull it open without considering what I’m wearing. Or not wearing I should say. Garth is a new Prospect for the club and he’s standing in the door of Torch’s room, staring at me as his gaze travels my short stature. When his eyes finally reach mine, my cheeks burn from a blush. Again.

“Um, I was comin’ to see if you were ready,” he says, looking at my chest.

Looking down, I’m shocked to realize I’m still wearing the towel and it’s not doing much to cover my body. I shriek and pull the door closed enough to cover me. With just the top of my head and eyes showing around the edge of the door, several footsteps race this way. Great, just what I need.

“What’s goin’ on here?” Grinder’s voice echoes off the walls of the hallway.

“Um, I was comin’ to see if Becky was ready to head to the bakery for her meetin’,” Garth says, leaning against the door as if nothing out of the ordinary is happening here.

Grinder turns his attention toward me. His eyebrow is raised in question.

“Well, I’m not quite ready. Um, I was taking care of something when he knocked on the door. I forgot I’m not wearing anything more than a towel,” I tell him, not sure how he’s going to react.

Grinder busts out laughing at my predicament while Garth smiles at what he’s seen. This cannot be happening to me right now.

“So, you’re in a towel and Garth got to see more than you thought he would?” Grinder questions and I’m not sure how to take what he’s saying.

In my mind, my mom is telling me I’m too fat for a towel to fit around my body properly. Tears fill my eyes and I want to slam the door on Grinder and Garth. It’s disrespectful and I don’t need to go see Satan because I’m not showing the members of the club respect. I can’t stop the quiet sob from escaping as I keep my eyes on the floor.

“Hey, what’s wrong Becks?” Grinder asks, stepping close to me.

“I know the towel doesn’t fit me because I’m fat. You don’t need to remind me,” I tell him in a whispered voice. “I’d like to close the door so I can change now please.”

Grinder opens his mouth to say something, but I don’t pay attention. I’ve told them I was going to shut the door, so I do. With it shut firmly behind me, I turn the lock and make my way over to my bag again. Grabbing the DVD and note, I stuff it in the bottom of my bag before grabbing clothes.

I dress quickly in a pair of granny panties and plain white bra. Sliding my jeans up over my hips, I button and zip them before dragging one of my tee-shirts over my head. Unwrapping the towel from my hair, as I head into the bathroom, I grab my brush and run it through the long strands so I can put it in a messy bun. The entire time, tears are falling down my face as my mother’s voice rings out in my mind. She’s berating me and laughing because I’m such a mess. Now, I have this situation to deal with and there’s no way out of it.

After brushing my teeth and making sure I have the plans and everything I’ll need for my meeting, I open the door to find Garth standing there. Locking the door behind me, I turn to find him staring at me with pity shining from his eyes as he looks at me. I’ve seen the look enough times in my life to know what it is. I turn away and walk in front of him through the clubhouse. Grinder is sitting at the bar with Satan, Raine, Victoria, and another member I haven’t met yet. Quickening my pace, I bypass them with nothing more than a quick wave as I push against the door leading outside.

“My van is parked by the fence,” I warn Garth. “Um, I might need a minute for it to start.”

“What’s wrong with it?” he questions me.

“I don’t know. Too much to list really.”

Walking the rest of the way to my van, I get in and pray it will start again today. It does as I slide in the center of my seat and close the door behind me. With my phone, the plans, and the room key in the passenger seat, I pull out of the parking lot with the other newer Prospect on the gate. He waves me through as the rumble of Garth’s bike penetrates the air. Riding into town, I park out front of the building Torch bought and shut my van down. My shadow of the day parks next to me and shuts his bike off.

Garth doesn’t get off his bike. When I look at him, he motions for me to go ahead. Shrugging my shoulders, I unlock the door with the key on my ring and head inside. No one else is here yet. Torch made sure to give the crew a key. I was hoping they were already here so I could give them my plans and head back to the clubhouse. That’s not going to happen apparently.
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I’ve been waiting here for two hours for the crew to show up. Garth has been in here several times to check on me and see what’s going on. I have no clue where anyone is. Torch set up the meeting and I don’t want to interrupt him again to double check the day and time of the meeting. There is absolutely no way for me to contact anyone. Garth doesn’t bitch or get mad at me, he simply turns around and walks back out to his bike. I’m sure it’s cooler out there than it is in here with the stale heat from the day soaking my skin in sweat.

Looking around, I take in the walls with several holes in them, flooring that’s missing in large portions of the room, the counter that’s ready to fall apart with the slightest brush against it. It’s dim in here because there’s no electric and paper still covering portions of the windows. There are two small windows in the front just past the door. That’s not going to be enough for me. I want to be able to watch people walk by and live life while I’m working. I’ve included three large windows to sit between the door and where my office will be. Excitement fills me as I picture how this place will look once it’s done. 

Standing up from the dusty, dirty floor, I grab my things in preparation to head back to the clubhouse without seeing anyone today. Maybe I messed up and the meeting isn’t for today. Just my luck. Humiliated and getting things wrong all in the same day. Welcome to my life.

As I go to pull the door open, it pushes in toward me. The edge of the door slams into my face.

“Ow!” I cry out, instantly dropping my hand from the door to hold my face.

“Are you okay?” a masculine voice asks me.

“Uh huh,” I murmur.

“I’m Jake from the construction company hired to restore this building,” he informs me as I look up with water filled eyes.

“It’s nice to meet you. I’m Becky. Torch can’t be here today. Um, I have the plans of how I want things to go in here,” I tell him, walking over to the counter which is falling apart.

Unrolling the paper, Jake looks at the plans for a minute. He folds his arms across his chest and looks from me to the drawing and back again. Shaking his head, he finally turns to me.

“Not happening, babe,” he states. “We would have to gut the entire place and redo everything. That’s not what we were told was going to be happening here.”

“Um, the entire place needs to be gutted anyway,” I timidly say. Wires and pipes have been ripped from the walls. “What’s the big deal about changing things?”

“That’s not what we’re being paid for. I’ll be calling Torch to figure this shit out. What a waste of my fucking time. Bitches wanting what they can’t have,” he says, turning on his heel and leaving me standing there speechless.

“Becky, what happened?” Garth asks, walking up to me.

“Nothing,” I tell him as the tears start to fall.

I’m in pain from the door slamming into my face and just want to get back to the clubhouse. Plus, I know I’m not going to have my bakery the way I want it.

“What the fuck happened to your face?” he questions me as we get through the door and I turn to lock up.

“What do you mean?”

“There’s a large bruise on the side of your face with blood. What happened? I was right out here,” he panics, running his hands through his short blond hair.

“Oh, I got hit with the door. I was trying to open it when Jake showed up. It’s not a big deal,” I state, not having a clue how bad it looks.

“That’s a big fuckin’ deal. Let’s go get you some ice to put on it.”

Walking to my van, I get in and pull down the visor so I can look in the mirror. There’s a large bruise in a line down my face from just below my eye to my jaw. Some spots of blood are alongside the cut. Shit, I didn’t think it would be that bad. Turning on my van, I force the visor back up in place and head for the clubhouse. What a day!
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Chapter Two
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Torch

BETWEEN THE RUN and out searching for the fucking cartel douchebags, I haven’t seen much of Becky. She’s in bed sleeping by the time I make my way in the room every night and I’m up and out the door before she wakes up. No, I’m not getting a lot of sleep, but it’s the same with all of us guys. We’re out trying to end this fucking problem before it gets worse. None of us want to know what the fuck else is gonna happen before this is all said and done. The cartel doesn’t fuck around.

I’ve been needing to talk to Becky for a while and there just hasn’t been time to do so. Now, she’s been left alone to get lost in her head and not realize where exactly I’m coming from and what’s going to happen between us. I’m done waiting and playing the game to ease her into my life and make sure she can wrap her head around things. Becky is mine and she’s going to know without a doubt what that entails.

Becky has been on my mind nonstop while being on the road. Satan sent a few of us out for a couple different reasons. One of them being to make sure our allies were ready to go to war with us if it comes down to it. We’ll need all the help we can get in case this shit with the cartel turns to all-out war. Plus, we’ve been searching any leads we’ve gotten about where the cartel is hiding along the way.

When we’ve stayed in other clubhouses, I haven’t touched or looked at the club pussy. They hold no appeal to me these days. No female does. We’ve been hit on and lured into beds for as long as I can remember. Women want a walk on the wild side or to have a chance to escape their harsh realities on the back of a bike. That’s never going to happen. I believe in the old school way of thinking where the only woman on the back of my ride will be my ol’ lady. Other than my sister when she was younger. Now, she has a man of her own and I don’t have to worry about that shit. Becky is the only woman who will ever have a seat on my bike.

Every member of my club knows there’s no way in hell I’ll touch a woman who isn’t Becky. She’s off limits to the men of the club and I make sure to let anyone else coming in the clubhouse know they are to stay the fuck away from her too. If anyone dares touch what’s mine, they’ll pay with my fucking fists to their face. She doesn’t deserve to be treated like a fucking house bunny and she never will be. Not be me or by anyone else.

These are the things that have been on my mind for the entire trip. There is no way to ease Becky into my lifestyle and just have her accept what’s going to happen. So, the only thing I can do is lay it all out there and see what she has to say about things. I’m not just talking about the club and all that entails either. I like things different than most of the guys in the club. While most know about it, it’s not something I advertise.

Pulling into the clubhouse parking lot, I can’t wait to get inside and wash the road grime away and ease the soreness from my body. Becky isn’t here, her van isn’t parked in its usual spot by the edge of the gate just before the Prospects booth. She must still be at her meeting with the construction crew. I thought she’d have been back by now, but I guess not. It gives me time to take a shower and get dressed before I lock us in our room for the rest of the day.

Walking in the clubhouse, I immediately spot my sister sitting with Tags at a table with Satan and Raine. Stopping up next to them, I kiss the top of Victoria’s head before looking at my President. Nodding my head, I let him know our allies are ready to step up if we need them.

“Where’s Becky?” I question, hoping someone will let me know how long she’s been gone.

“As far as we know still at the meetin’ with the crew. Garth hasn’t called to say she ditched him or went anywhere else,” Satan answers me as Grinder and Wrath walk up.

We picked Wrath up on our way back to the clubhouse. He’s been MIA for a while now and it’s good to have him back with us. As long as he plans on staying here. I’m not sure where his heads at right now. Other than he’s been taking off to parts unknown more than my brother. At least when Pyro leaves, we know where he is. Wrath has been gone for a while and hasn’t said a word about where he was or why he took off. That’s never a good thing for a man like him.

“What the fuck you talkin’ about? How long has she been gone?” I ask, wanting to know what the hell is goin’ on with her.

“Well, there was an incident this mornin’,” Grinder tells me, averting his eyes for a second before continuing on. “She was lost in thought or some shit and opened the door to Garth only wearin’ a towel. It didn’t cover all of her and she freaked out. I made a comment and she started cryin’. Told me she’d like to close the door so she could get dressed. Becks was still cryin’ when they left, and I wanted to apologize because she completely mistook what I said.”

“What the fuck did you say to her?”

“I just said somethin’ like ‘so, you’re in a towel and Garth got to see more than you thought he would’. She went off talkin’ about she knows how fat she is and that was it. I’m sorry Torch. I didn’t mean any disrespect by it. Someone has gotten in her fuckin’ head and destroyed every single ounce of self-confidence she should have. I’m gonna apologize to her when she gets back. Thought she’d be back by now,” he tells me, guilt weighing heavy on his shoulders and clouding his eyes.

Victoria looks up at me with sad, haunted eyes. I know what she’s going to say before she even opens her mouth.

“This is why I told you not to go there if you weren’t all in. She’s been hurt, badly, by more than one person and doesn’t trust easily. Torch, she’s put you in the friend zone because she doesn’t believe a man like you would ever want her. Don’t hurt her,” Vic warns me as she leans into Tags’ side. 

“Fuck!” I roar out, walking away from the group.

I have no clue what the hell is going on or who has hurt Becky so bad. We’ll be working on that shit in the coming days and weeks. For now, I just want to get in the shower and wash before she gets back. If not, she’ll be joining me in the shower. My hand has seen the last bit of action it will for a while. Becky’s pussy and mouth will become acquainted with my cock very soon.

Walking in our room, I take in how clean it is. She’s been on a cleaning spree in here. The bed is made, her bags are pushed out of the way, and all of my clothes are put away in the dresser or hanging up in the closet. Shaking my head, I already have a fairly good idea Becky is a submissive and has no clue. I may be a Dom, but I’m not hardcore into that shit. There are just certain things I won’t tolerate. She’ll learn. 

Making my way over to the dresser, I notice the rolling cabinet I store all of my toys and shit in has been moved. It’s not as if someone has gone through it, more Becky probably bumped into it while she was cleaning. If any of the drawers opened, I’m sure she got an eyeful. Each item in the drawers is brand-new and hasn’t been used with anyone else. These items are just for my Sweets and she’ll learn what I like. Hopefully that starts today.

Grabbing a pair of jeans and shirt from the dresser, I toss them on the end of the bed before making my way toward the bathroom. Turning on the light, I take in all of Becky’s things mixed with mine on the vanity and in the shower. This is exactly what I want. Though, she makes sure I have one side of the sink and she has the other. Her clothes are never piled in the dirty hamper with mine either. That doesn’t work for me. So, I mix our things together on the counter before turning on the water to heat up while I strip.

Bracing my hands against the wall in front of me after stepping in the shower, I hang my head and let the water sluice over me. It’s hotter than normal and I don’t give a shit. I need it to work out all of the kinks and knots in my muscles from non-stop riding. When I’m finally relaxed, I grab my shampoo and begin cleaning up. Rinsing the conditioner from my hair, before washing my body.

Becky’s body wash isn’t sitting on the shelf where she’s kept it. She must have run out and hasn’t had a chance to get more yet. This tells me she’s been using my soap. A smirk covers my face at the thought of her smelling like me. That’s not the only reason she’ll be covered in my smell before too long. 

After rinsing off, I grab a towel that always seems to be hanging on the bar just outside the shower since Becky started staying here. Rubbing it through my hair quickly to dry up the excess water, I rub it along my body to dry off before tying the towel around my waist. I walk in the bedroom and stop next to the bed as the door opens. My head snaps up to see who’s coming inside. Becky pokes her head in, letting her gaze travel the length of my body as her skin turns an amazing shade of red.

“The fuck happened to you, Sweets?” I question, rushing to her side. 

“Oh, um, I was getting ready to leave the bakery after waiting hours for the construction crew to show up to talk to and Jake entered as I was trying to exit. The door hit me. I’m okay. It doesn’t hurt or anything,” she says, not looking at me even as I tilt her head up to look in her eyes.

“What did he say about your plans?” I ask, running my finger down her cheek.

“He’s not willing to go along with my plans and is going to talk to you or something. I don’t know,” she tells me, licking her lips as her eyes follow a drop of water sliding down my chest.

“Sweets, need your eyes up here,” I demand, trying to conceal the chuckle wanting to escape.

Becky snaps her eyes up to look in mine. Her eyes are greyer now than the usual crystal-clear blue so bright I can see myself in them. I get lost in looking at her as she licks her lips, immediately drawing my attention to her full, plump lips I want to taste. Lowering my head, I brush my lips against hers. They’re softer than I thought, and she tastes of mint from her toothpaste. Her body melts into mine even as she holds herself away from me. This is not what I want. Talk first then we’ll get back to kissing.

I’ve never really been a fan of kissing. In my mind, it means I’m giving more of myself than what I truly am. The only thing I’ve ever needed a woman for is her mouth or wet pussy to get off. With Becky, one taste is never going to be enough. I didn’t even deepen the kiss and already crave more of her taste and softness. Pulling away, I lead her to the bed as there’s a knock on the door. Turning to open it, I find Garth standing there with a bag in his hand.
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