Four days. Four f*cking miserable days without
seeing her emerald green eyes. Come on Angel
need you to open your eyes. The doctor had put a . -:
feeding tube in her. They had taken her for
another round of scans, and | felt relieved when
they told us that there were no brain injuries. Her
body just needed time to heal.

Becs took her father home the first night after
visiting hours, but | refused to leave. Her father
had given permission for another bed to be
brought in, and | made sure they put it right next to
hers, so | could at least hold her hand as | slept. |
did the same the second night.

Butcher came to see how things were going on
the third day. He tried to persuade me to go back
to the clubhouse and shower, but | said no. | didn't
want to miss her waking up. Today, Dozer came
with a bag for me. :

“Prez said you looked like sh*t”

“Thanks man.”
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since Becs was here early this morning, he made
her take him."
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“What's her dad like?"
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~ "So what's going on with you and Becs

“Not much. She gives fantastic head, and
rides c*ck like a dream”

“Not your typical type, is she? You usually go for "
the leggy model like blondes, with big fake tits,
and a sh*t ton of makeup. She's leggy, but she’s -
thicker than you usually go for. Her curves are
magnificent, and she's got that natural beauty
going for her. | don't think I've ever seen her with
anything much on her face.”

“1 don't know, man. Every time | see her, | can't
take my eyes off of her. The night you got with
Poca Loca, was the first night | got with Becs.”

“Poca Loca?”

Dozer smiled, “Little Crazy. The brothers were in
awe of her for the way she handled Mindy. She '
picked up that knife and put it to her face so fast.
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followed by Becs. Becs' eyes widened at the si
- of Dozer.

“Who are you?" Their father asked.
“Dozer”

He turned to Becs and asked, “Why are all their
names so d*mn weird? Don't you have any friends
with regular names?”

“Oh, really? Mietitore.” (Reaper)
“Silenzio."” (hush/silence)

“What the f*ck was that?” Dozer asked.
“They're all fluent in Italian.”

“Huh,” Dozer said with a heated glance at Becs.

“Don’t look at my daughter like that. Have some




“E questo il tipo di uomo con cui vai a letto?”
(This is the type of man you sleep with?)

“Si papa, non credere che non abbia visto le troie
uscite dal tuo condominio. Sei altrettanto cattivo.”
(Yes papa, don't think | haven't seen the sl*ts that

have come out of your condo. You are just as
bad.)

Her father scoffed and sat in the chair he'd
occupied for the last four days.

Dozer walked over to Becs and kissed her on the
lips.

“| don't know what you said, but that was se*y as
hell. I'll see you later, hotness.”

He then looked at me and gave me a head nod
and left.
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/as ’f”t’a praying man, but | closed my ey

up.

An hour later, Cassie moaned. Becs, their dad, an

| all jumped up and leaned over her. She moaned

again and then her eyes fluttered. Those emerald
eyes looked right at me first, and | couldn’t help
but smile a huge grin. She then looked at her
sister and her dad.

“What?" She croaked and then tried again. “What
Is going on?” Her voice was raspy and dry
sounding. | turned to the table beside her bed and
poured her some water in a little plastic cup with a
straw. | brought it to her lips, and she drank it,
thanking me with gratitude in her eyes. | put the
cup down when she was done.

“Hey, baby. Becs found you bloodied and brunsed
in your apartment four days ago.”




doy nju$t yesterday and the bru:snng wasa
better, so we all saw the relief.

“Did that a*shole do this to you Chaotic?” Becs
asked.

Chaotic?

| saw Cassie’s eyes flicker to her father. His face
turned to stone and he nodded. Becs didn’t notice
she was so focused on her sister. Her father bent
and kissed her forehead.

“Ti amo,” he whispered. (I love you) He
straightened and walked towards the door.

“Papa, where are you going?” Becs asked.
“Hunting.”

“Quella madre, figlio di puttana del cazzo,” Becs
said, fuming. (That mother f*cking son of a b*tch.)

“What's going on?” | asked.

“Rick did this to her. It's no wo
contacted her.”
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“Yes," Cassie croaked.

I leaned over her and kissed her lips. “I'll be back
babe.”

“Now, where are you going?” Becs asked, as |

walked over and put on my cut.
“I'm going to find that son of a b*tch and kill him.”

“Did you not hear our father? It's already taking
care of”

“What do you mean?”

“Our father is hunting him. When he catches Rick,
he'll be no more.”




she said, walking towards the door.

“Gunner!” Cassie snapped and winced. It sounded
like her throat had ground glass in it.

“Don’t worry Chaotic, I'm getting the doctor so he
can take out that feeding tube. Then | am going to
get Ripper and | some burgers and you some Pho.

"

‘| love you,” Cassie sighed.
“Ti amo, mia sorella. (I love you, my sister)

“Hey Angel, what's with you calling your sister
Gunner and she calling you Chaotic?” | asked




and pulled out my phone and cz

“Ripper, how is she?”

“She just woke up half an hour ago. She said the
boyfriend did this to her. | want to find him and
tear his heart out after I've inflicted every injury
onto him that he did to her”

‘Onit. We'll get him. You relax and spend time
and get to know your girl. I'll let you know when
we have him. Got any information about him?”

“Becs and Cassie said his name was Rick, and
Becs said he works for Schuster Investments.”

“Okay, Brother. We got this.”

“Thanks, Brother.”
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