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‘any onions around.

Butcher finally got some new girls for the guys.
There are five new ones. One girl, Amber, keep"'_’sfi‘
trying to sidle up to me. Putting her arms around
my waist or rubbing my arm or chest. I've politely
tried to tell her to f*ck off, but | might have to just
make it clear that I'm taken. She always does this
right after dinner.

“Babe, can you go get me another beer please?” |
asked Cassie.

“Sure,’ she said, with a glance over to the club
girls' table.

The moment Cassie left, Amber walked over with
her bouncy red curls and her huge t*ts that were
barely covered by her strapless crop top, and
landed her mini skirt a*s right on my lap. | put my
hands on her waist to get her off, but she threw :
her arms around my neck and hauled me in for a
kiss. What the f*ck? The Brothers around

hooted and hollered. | wrenched n




was open, and now she was out forthe

night. | undressed, and climbed into bed with her 'ﬁ;»

and held her until | fell asleep. When | woke in the
morning, she was still sleeping, so | got up quietly,
showered, dressed and left the room. An hour
later she came out. | was talking to Butcher about
what happened to Rick as | watched her. She
looked miserable. My poor baby.

Tonight, | had a surprise for my Poca Loca. When
she was told that the Brothers called her that, she
laughed and said she liked it.

Becs and Cassie were speaking rapid Italian when
| walked into the kitchen just to watch my girl as
she shredded potatoes for hash browns. She was
laughing and it was good to see. | walked up
behind her and kissed her on the head. | was
confused when she stiffened and Becs turned to
see why she stopped talking. When she saw me,
Becs smile dropped.

“Hey Ripper.”

oy

3
|




“F*ck Becca, | said drop it”

| watch as Cassie leaves the kitchen. | turned to
Becs, and she turned her back on me as she
continued to cook scrambled eggs.

“Wanna tell me what that was all about?”
“No.”

“Let me rephrase. What the f*ck was that all
about?”

She slaps her spatula down and turns off the
flame under the pan that she’s cooking the eggs
in.

“Fine. Imagine hearing the man you're utterly in
love with, declare that he's in love with you and
wants to make you his old lady. Now | know she
hasn't told you she loves you because she's
scared. | mean her ex beat the sh*t out of h

he told her he loved her all the time. She
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" “Why didn't she say anything?"

“Why didn't you? You just blocked her. Every
advance she made. She thinks because Rick
r*ped her, you don't want her now. She thinks
she's damaged. She thinks you regret saying what
you said. Now, with those thoughts in her head,
imagine seeing your man, the one you are madly
in love with. Imagine seeing him with another
woman in his lap kissing her."

“No, that b*tch kissed me."

“Ripper, we both came out of the kitchen and saw
you kissing another woman. Then she
immediately went to your room and | went to the
kitchen to scrub dishes, because | was trying real
hard not to grab my Glock 48 and shoot you in the
back.”

‘I stood up and made that b*tch get off my lap.”

“That's not what we saw. We saw everyone
cheering as another woman was in the
Enforcer's lap. Now imagine, af
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her knows. He gave me exemption fr

two-week separation trial because he knew Cassie

needed me to help her with her healing.” ‘

“You know, that f*cking separation trial, f*cking
killed me. | knew nothing of it and | thought Dozer
moved on after | told him | loved him. You all
need a new test, and one person, Ripper, is not
people.”

| sighed, “I'll go talk to Cassie. But | want to show
you something. Do you think she'll like this? |
unbuttoned my shirt and over my heart | have a
tattoo that states, Property of Chaotic.

Becs beamed at me, "She’ll love that.”

‘What about this one?” | undo my jeans and open
my fly to show her that it says, |sobel’s right above
my d*ck.

“Yes,” she laughs, but there are tears in her eyes.

“Okay one more.” | showed her my han
my left ring finger is the name Cassie ct




(RRING'IniLove So Hay, 11T e

I wanted her to know that | love eve / part

“Where are you going to get Poca Loca?"

| paused as | buttoned my shirt back up, realizing |

totally had forgotten about that one. “ | got it, I'll
get it across my lower knuckles, with hearts on my

thumbs.”
“You really do love her, don't you?”

“I really f*cking do. Now, I'm gonna go find my
girl.”
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‘giﬂ's confidence. | close my eyes as the tears
continue to flow. Then the scene with one of the
new club girls pops into my head. God, that

shattered me.

“Ma’am, are you okay? Is there someone you'd
like me to call for you? Are you safe?”

| looked at the man driving the uber.
“I'm fine. My ex beat me up, I'm safe.”
‘Well, I'm glad he’s your ex.”

The car pulis up to my apartment. | thanked him
and got out. F*ck | left my keys and phone at the
clubhouse. After seeing the Uber, | had put my
phone down to put on a light jacket and ran out of
the club, no need to run into Ripper again. |

walked to the building manager's office and talked
to Lois, who let me in. The place is ﬂ'lth' Th es




- sweaters and various throwing blade:
 hidden between the bed mattress on my side « i

the bed. The other tote | put in all my hair stuff
and make-up. | then threw in a blanket thatmy
Nona crocheted for me and some jewelry that was-'“f,?i:w
my mother's. Becs and | had divided up alotof
her stuff. None of the pictures | want to take. |
sat on the bed and realized | was screwed. How
was | supposed to get these totes to the
clubhouse? | knew Becs number by heart. I'll call
her from the manager's office. | looked around,
and | knew | didn't need anything else. The totes
aren't extremely heavy but still a good weight. |
drag them down to the office. Lois gave me her
cell and | dialed Becs. She didn't answer. Lois
took pity on me and got me an Uber. | sighed, |
didn't know what | was going to do about Ripper.
Why is being in love so hard?
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