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Chapter One 

She was in the shower, so Hap took his pack of cigarettes to the small kitchenette and lit one, 

letting the smoke out into the dimly lit, open-concept closet of a house he was in. 

He didn’t know this girl. Knew she went by Shelly, but that was it. She’d come with a friend to a 

SAMCRO party one night, looking for a little wild life. He intrigued her like a foreign species of insect 

intrigued people. He fucked her, it was good, he found out where she lived and when he felt like it he 

stopped by. 

Shelly was his only booty call. With all the available snatch at the club he didn’t need a rotation to 

visit; they came to him. But he found himself here when he was craving fresher air, clean sheets, and a 

girl that didn’t already smell like cum.  

She was also the only one he was allowing to sleep next to him, come to think of it. But since she 

made him breakfast in the morning too he could put up with a bit of cuddling in the meantime. 

Actually, waking up with someone’s hand on your arm or head on your chest was … nice. 

He was using her, and she knew it. He knew it. He didn’t stop coming over, though. 

He crossed from the kitchen to the living room, staring out the giant picture window at the front 

yard as well as the yard and house across the street. She lived in a good neighbourhood, which made 

him wonder what the hell she did for a living and what the fuck she was doing letting the likes of him in 

her house.  Then he reminded himself he didn’t really give a shit. 

This was a small house, though. One bedroom and a “nursery” sized room which she used for a 

home office. This living room housed a TV on a stand, a corner cabinet with knick knacks and shit on 

display, a couch, armchair and coffee table and it was cramped with just that. A half-wall by the entry 

split the room and made it seem smaller. The kitchen was a short stretch with cabinets on both sides, no 

windows, and barely enough room for a four-seater round table. 

Chicks always crammed so much shit into their houses. 

He had that thought in his head as he heard a pitiful but still loud yelp, issuing through the single-

pane glass windows. He frowned, head cocked, and when the sound came again he got curious. He 

slouched down on the sofa and grabbed his boots, still sitting where they had been the night before, 

yanked them on and opened the front door, exhaling another plume of smoke. 

The yelp was coming from his immediate left, close. Happy pulled the cigarette from his mouth 

and trotted down the three concrete steps to the yard, eyes on the neighbour’s house. Immediately his 

stomach curled, causing his upper lip to do the same thing. 
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The neighbour, who Hap had never seen before, was dragging a dog by its collar to a stake in the 

front yard. Hap could see the chain and collar already attached to the stake, remembering the sound of 

that fucking dog barking until all hours the night before. Seeing the dog now he felt sick. 

It was a pit bull, brown with red and white markings. And it was terrified. It had all four legs on 

lock-down, clearly not wanting to be tied up in the front yard. And it was no wonder; it was summer in 

California and before noon it was already nearing the 95-degree mark. There was no shade in that yard, 

and if this prick left the dog any water Happy would be surprised. 

His hands tightened. This pissed him off. 

The guy cursed at the dog, turned to it and gave a vicious kick to the dog’s ribs which caused the 

animal to make that same terrible yelp. 

Before he knew what he was doing he crossed Shelly’s driveway and walked right on the guy’s 

lawn. His footsteps on the hard-packed dirt got the asshole’s attention, and when he straightened up 

Hap supposed he was meant to be intimidated. 

The guy was big, no doubt about it. Probably about six-three, shoulders like a line backer. All lean-

packed muscle, black and white tribal art running up both arms. His hair was black, to his elbows almost, 

skin dark and tanned like he worked outside. And the fucker was carrying Hap’s weight in straight 

shredded muscle. 

Happy didn’t care. This guy wasn’t tough. 

“Kick that dog again,” Hap growled as a dare, stopping a few feet from the guy and taking another 

pull on his cigarette. 

“Fuck off,” the guy snapped back. “And get the fuck out of my yard.” 

Hap shook his head. “Nah man. I’m with the ASPCA.” 

The guy laughed at that. “You’re shitting me.” 

“Where’s the shade and water for that dog? If you’re tying it up out here today?” 

Now the guy seemed to be debating if he was full of shit or not. 

“110 degrees, asshole. I should leave you out here today.” 

The asshole’s back straightened further, impossibly making him even taller. “What the fuck are 

you? A dog cop?” 

Hap’s cigarette hit the ground shortly before the mountain of a man in front of him did. One shot 

to the jaw, another to the gut, then a third right in the nose and he was on his knees, sputtering around 

the blood gushing from his considerable beak. “Fuck, you broke my fucking nose!” 
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Hap was ignoring him, instead approaching the pit bull that had scurried and was hiding under the 

pickup truck that had to belong to the guy now bleeding in the yard. He crouched on his heels, whistling. 

“Come on, baby,” he mumbled, hand out towards the dog. 

There was a long pause before the dog inched closer, nose twitching, eyes big and worried. Hap 

allowed a small smile. “There you go, buddy. Come on. Not gonna hurt you, gorgeous.” 

The dog’s nose touched his hand, sniffing the back then his wrist. He moved slow, turning his 

hand over. The dog sniffed that next, and then stayed still while Hap put his palm on the top of its head, 

scratching behind an ear. 

“There, see?” he said. “Good dog. You wanna come with me?” 

He stood, eyeing up the prick still kneeling on the dirt. The guy had stopped yowling but he was 

staring at Hap with a good heaping glare of hatred.  

“You don’t like dogs? Don’t get a dog,” Hap snapped. Then he looked down to the trembling sack 

of skin and bones at his foot, nose coming up to nudge his dangling hand.  

He crossed the lawn again, right in front of the kneeling giant, then stopped at Shelly’s driveway. 

The dog was still across the yard watching him. 

“You can come with me,” he called to the dog. “You wanna come with me?” 

The dog’s tail gave a half-hearted wag. 

“Then come on,” he said with a hand clap. 

The dog came. She (he saw it was a girl then) gave the asshole a wide berth, but she came, 

trotting kinda funny and he was guessing she must be hurt. 

“You taking my dog?” the guy shouted. 

“Yep,” Happy answered, going back up the steps to Shelly’s and holding the door open. The dog 

trotted through and Hap let the storm door bang shut. 

Hap could hear the hair dryer running in the bathroom. Shelly had no idea what had happened. It 

was Saturday so he knew she didn’t work. He wrote a quick note explaining why he was taking her car 

and promising to get it right back to her. Then he and the pit passed into the attached garage. Happy 

had to help the dog into the backseat of the car (on which he’d laid out a towel; he wasn’t a total 

heathen). She had yelped when he did it, and it made him grit his teeth. 

He crouched next to the open car door, bringing his face level with the dog’s. “Don’t worry girl,” 

he mumbled, rubbing her ears again and smiling when she gave a groaning sigh. “We’ll get you all fixed 

up, okay?” 
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As an answer she licked his face. 

“You’re welcome,” he returned, then shut the door. 
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Chapter Two 

Metal tore through flesh at high velocity, and when it did it hurt a fuckuva lot. You’d think you’d 

remember just how much it stung, but every time it was a whole new realization.  

Hap caught it in his shoulder, and he knew by how it hit it missed bone. It caught flesh and meat 

through and through, and the burn front and back assured him there was no slug to dig out. 

There was however, plenty of reason for them to get the hell out of this warehouse. 

He knew his left arm was useless, but at least he was right-handed. Just meant he couldn’t ride, 

which was a pisser.  

When the dust and noise settled and Jax was shouting “Anyone hit?” that’s when Happy let the 

group know.  

“Just me,” he grumbled, shoving his kutte out of the way at wincing at the bright red stain already 

blooming on his shirt. Not like blood ruined a white T-shirt more than a bullet hole did but it was also 

alarmingly obvious he was wounded. 

“Shit Hap, that hurt?” Tig asked, brow furrowed. 

Hap stared at him. “The fuck you think?” 

That set Trager off laughing, and Chibs stepped up to take a better look. 

“Are you through and through?” he asked in his low, Scottish brogue. 

Hap nodded. “Yeah. It burns both sides.” 

“Hope there’s none of this shirt stuck in ‘ya,” Chibs went on, helping Hap remove the hoodie he’s 

been wearing. No colours on this venture, they were doing a personal favour so SAMCRO was being left 

out of it. 

Not that it mattered. One gunshot sounded and Juice ended the last guy on the bad side that was 

still breathing. 

Hap and Chibs shared a momentary but knowing look, the Scott’s eyebrows high in a way that 

said, Don’t know, don’t ask. If anyone would be cleaning the battlefield of survivors it would normally be 

Hap. 

“Damn Hap,” Jax mumbled, lighting a cigarette. “Supposed to get out of the way of those.” 

“Lucky shot,” Hap replied, turning so Chibs could check the back. 

“Well, that probably hurts,” Chibs diagnosed. “Gotta get you stitched up. You’re losing a lot of 

blood.” 



Happy Gets His Girl … A Fuzzy Peaches SOA Fanfiction 6 

 
“I’ll call for the van,” Jax volunteered, already digging out his burner phone.  

“Sit down,” Chibs instructed him. 

“I’m all right.” Hap tried to stride away. He should have known better. 

“Sit. Down,” his doctor snapped, pointing at a packing crate. Hap rolled his eyes but did as told. 

Chibs rolled up Hap’s hoodie, then took off his own and did the same. “Take off your belt.” 

Hap did as told, muttering, “If my pants fall down don’t get excited.” 

Chibs snorted at that, then used the belt to hold their hoodies over his entry and exit wound. Hap 

was starting to feel a bit lightheaded but he’d never let it show. He just asked Chibs for a cigarette and 

the Scot even lit it for him. 

“Smoking’s bad for you,” Chibs reminded him for the millionth time, lighting up a cig for himself, 

too. 

“So they say,” Hap cracked back, eyes closing. There, that felt a bit better. 

“Shit, wake up.” 

Hap blinked, finding himself on the floor. “What the hell ..?” he was mumbling as Chibs helped 

him sit up. 

“You passed out on me,” Chibs was saying, tightening the belt that was wrapped around Happy’s 

shoulder and chest.  “You’re bleeding a bit worse than I thought.” 

Happy blinked, trying to sort out his vision. The lights seemed weird, everything was glowing.  

“Jesus,” he mumbled, hand to his forehead. “My head’s spinning, man.” 

“Van’s on its way,” Jax assured him, a disembodied voice that Happy couldn’t find the source of.  

Happy squinted against the yellow-gold lights, wondering why it looked like everyone was 

glowing. All he heard was, “Shit, he’s going under again” then everything went black. 

… 

What a great fucking sleep. 

That was his first thought as he blinked himself awake. The bed in his dorm seemed extra 

comfortable compared to how it usually felt. He could smell coffee, which was like a scent from the 

Gods. And somewhere music was playing lightly.  

Not a bad way to wake up. Especially when he felt a tongue travel up his cheek. 



Happy Gets His Girl … A Fuzzy Peaches SOA Fanfiction 7 

 
He grinned, then moved to roll over and throw an arm around his girl. But his arm flared up with 

fiery agony, and he slid to his back again with a wince and a muffled yelp. 

His girl turned her head to him and licked him again, and in spite of the pain he smiled. Not even 

dog breath took away from it. 

“Hey gorgeous,” he greeted the rescued pit bull, and she got up on all four legs and started licking 

his face like he was made of bacon or some shit. It made him laugh and he had to push her away. 

“Hey, enough. Don’t wear me out.” She lay down, happily wagging her tail and staring at him with 

her tongue lolling out to the side. “You miss me?” he asked. She chuffed in return. “Yeah, I’m okay.” 

Four hundred dollars to get her checked out and the vet had assured him she had bruised ribs 

from the asshole that owned her. There was really nothing to do for them so she had to take it easy 

while they healed. Try telling that to a growing, exuberant puppy. She was all-out insane all the time, 

but content. Excitable. Lovable. Happy.  

He used his good arm to give her a scratch behind the ears, and she loved it. She gave a comedy-

grade groan and leaned her head into his hand, eyes rolling up in her head like a complete ham. Then 

Happy stopped, frowning and studying his surroundings.  

He wasn’t in his dorm, he realized. He was at the cabin. Well that explained the comfortable bed. 

He just didn’t know how he or the dog got here. 

The door opened, and it was Bobby checking in on him. “Well, Sleeping Beauty awakes,” he 

mumbled with humour, moving to the bedside. “How you doing?” 

“All right. What the fuck happened?” 

“You bled out a lot, man. Passing out helped when Chibs and Tara were stitching you up -” 

“Tara?” Hap cut him off. “Shit, you had to call Doc in, too?” 

“Yeah. You got ripped up pretty good. Be a while before you can move that arm.” 

“Why ain’t I at the clubhouse?” 

“Shooting hit the police band. We fixed you up at the clubhouse but brought you here before the 

cops came asking questions.” Bobby groaned as he sunk into an arm chair.  

“That explains the dog.” 

Bobby chuckled at that, too. “We tried to take you out of the clubhouse without her and she was 

ready to take off Tig’s fucking leg.” 
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Hap frowned. “What?” He looked at his girl, and she flapped her tongue around to get her drool in 

check. On cue. She was a total ham. 

“She was snarling and snapping at him, he tried to lock her in your room. Finally he opened the 

door and she followed you.” 

Hap grinned, probably one of the biggest smiles he’d had in a long time. He went back to 

scratching the pit’s ears. “You looking out for me?” 

She groaned again.  

“Hasn’t left your side, man,” Bobby confirmed, getting up with another grunt. “I’ll get you some 

food. Something bloody to make up for all the shit you lost.” 

“Thanks man,” Hap called out absently, smiling as his girl dropped her head onto his stomach, her 

eyes staying on his face. “You take care of me, I take care of you. Deal?” 

She licked her own nose.  

“I gotta come up with a name for you,” he decided, rubbing the skin at her collar. She liked that, 

too. “What do you think of Killer?” 

No response, she was digging the petting too much. 

“You’re not really a Killer,” he decided, realizing he was talking to a dog. And not caring. “Not 

really a Spot or Princess either.” The pit worked her eyebrows like she was actually listening and 

comprehending. “What about Rusty? Fluffy? Petunia?” Still no reaction and he had to laugh. 

“Marigold?” 

She sat up and licked his face, and his laugh hit deep in his gut. “Nah, I ain’t calling you Marigold, 

sweetie.” She licked him again.  

“What about … Fury?” She sat down, head cocked. “Spike?” Still nothing, and they had a stare 

down. “Not calling you Marigold,” he insisted and she attacked his face with her tongue again. 

“Shit,” he was muttering while laughing. “All right – all right! You’re Marigold.” Content with that, 

she curled up in a ball at his side, head on his stomach again so he could still scratch her ears. She was 

nothing it not accommodating. “Might have to call you Goldie, though. If that’s okay?” 

She gave one of those dog-sighs that always seemed like mostly a burp and he had to grin. “Yeah. 

Goldie is fine.” 
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Chapter Three 

“But she ain’t even a blonde,” Tig complained. “How’s she a Goldie?” 

Hap shrugged. “Don’t know. She picked it.” 

“I thought you got shot. Didn’t know you hit your head, too,” Trager muttered, taking a pull on his 

beer.  

Hap shook his head, scratching Goldie’s ears. The pit bull was stretched out next to him on the 

clubhouse sofa, head on his thigh, watching the comings and goings of SAMCRO and all assembled crow 

eaters. It was a Friday night, so there was plenty to watch. 

“Happy, you okay?” This from a corn silk blonde dressed in a black leather mini-dress and knee-

high boots. She sat on Hap’s other side, hand going to his shoulder. He had his arm in a damn sling 

which was humiliating, but the women were taking extra good care of him. 

“I’m good, thanks babe,” he said absently, eyes still on his girl as she gave a big, loud yawn. 

The blonde slid her hand to his thigh, then moved it upward. “You need anyone to make you feel 

better you just let me know,” she panted into his ear, then was off again. Hap shook his head. 

“Telling you man,” he said to Tig. “Get shot. You’ll be hitting them off with a stick.” 

“Some people need gunshot wounds for that,” Tig admitted, setting down his beer. “Some of us 

just let our giant cocks do the talking for us. Right babe?” He tagged a bottled red head on her way by, 

pulling her back to his front, not moving from his spot where he was leaning against the pool table. She 

giggled as he said something right into her ear, then took his hand and started walking away with it. 

“See? But have fun with your stitches, man.” 

Hap flipped him the bird, which made him laugh. 

“Happy?” 

He looked up from Goldie, trying to place the brown-eyed brunette standing in front of him. He 

didn’t think he knew her, but she was a little familiar. “Yeah?” 

“Shelly’s in the hospital.” 

Hap blinked, then realized how he knew this one. She was a casual crow eater, and she was the 

one that brought Shelley to the clubhouse the night Hap started his off-site booty calls with her. 

“Hospital? What for?” 

She sat next to him, and he still couldn’t remember her fucking name. “Her neighbour. Did you 

take his dog? Is that his dog?” She asked, rattling it off fast while pointing at Goldie. 
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“My dog,” he corrected. “He was kicking the shit of her.” 

“Well, the other night he showed up at Shelley’s demanding she tell him where his dog was, and 

when she told him to leave he pushed his way in the house and beat her up.” 

Hap’s jaw tightened. “How bad?” 

“Fucking bad, Hap. She was taken in by ambulance, her other neighbour reported the 

disturbance. They had to wire her jaw shut.” 

Happy was standing up, which made Goldie leap to the ground, ready for anything.  

“Where are you going?” 

He blinked at the brunette. “What’s your name again?” 

She sighed, head cocked. “Really?” 

“Yeah, really.” 

She shook her head like she was beyond caring suddenly. “Whatever. I’m Jeannie.” 

“Jeannie, I’m going to go give that prick as good as what Shelley got, if not better. That’s all you 

need to know.” 

“What about your arm?” 

“Don’t worry about it,” he muttered, heading for the doors. 

… 

Having to drive a cage sucked ass, but he didn’t have a lot of options. Goldie loved it; her head 

was hanging out the window as he drove, tongue flapping. 

St. Thomas was all lit up in the night. Hap parked in the visitor’s lot, apologizing to Goldie about 

leaving her behind. She didn’t seem to mind; she curled up in a ball on the front seat. He left the 

windows open a crack and made his way through the main entrance. 

At the information desk he found out where Shelley was. Amazing since he didn’t know her last 

name; he just had to ask for “The girl that got beat up, Shelley ..?” and the night nurse gave him her last 

name. 

Ryan. Her name was Shelley Ryan. 

Hap took the elevator up to the fifth floor, following the arrows and signs on the wall until he 

found the very quiet ward where Shelley was supposed to be. 
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A nurse stopped him. “I’m sorry, visiting hours are over,” she said softly but still meaning it. 

“I need to see Shelley,” he told her. 

“You’ll have to come back at ten tomorrow.” 

“Look, I just found out she’s here. I need to see her.” He inhaled then blew it out, going for a little 

white lie to help out. “I’m her boyfriend, please. I need to see her.” 

The nurse frowned. “Did you do all that to her?” 

Hap’s head jerked back. “No,” he immediately snapped.  

It was authentic and it convinced her. “Okay,” she relented softly, raising a finger. “But only for 

fifteen minutes. And keep it down, she’s in a shared room.” 

“You got it,” he promised, his free hand up like he was swearing an oath. 

The nurse led the way to a room three-quarters of the way down the corridor, pushing it open 

and turning to him at the same time. “Fifteen minutes,” she repeated and he nodded. 

The room was dim, and the first bed was not Shelley, he saw that right off. So he headed around 

the paper curtain to the far side of the room and stopped.  

Her face was swollen to the point of being unrecognizable. Her jaw was wired shut, which was 

some terrifying-looking medieval shit. Every bit of visible skin was purple. Her hands, resting on top of 

the blankets, were bruised and cut up so she’d obviously tried to fight back.  

Hap remembered the neighbour. That mountain of a man outweighed Shelley by about a hundred 

and seventy-five pounds. And he’d done this to her? Hap’s cheek was twitching he was so pissed.  

She must have heard him approach the side of her bed. She jerked a bit like he’d startled her, 

then she recognized him. Her eyes got wide as she dropped her gaze to the sling. 

“Yeah, I know,” he said. “Took a bullet the other day. Nothing compared to you though. Shit, 

Shelley. What happened?” 

Of course she couldn’t answer. He watched her swallow and flinch. 

“I’m sorry,” he told her, meaning it. “I never thought he’d come looking for his dog. He didn’t give 

a shit about it. I think it’s more about a bruised ego. I broke his nose.  I’m sorry, this is all my fault.” 

Her eyes slid from him to her feet.  

Hap sat in the chair next to her bed, sighing. “Man, I fucked up. Anything you need, let me know 

Shelley. You need cash for medical bills or anything ask, okay?” 
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Her green eyes came his way again, and just slightly she nodded. 

Hap wasn’t in love with her, nowhere close. And he certainly didn’t want her to get the 

impression that she’d need him and it would appeal to his White Knight sentiments and he’d suddenly 

realize this was the woman he was meant to be with. So he got to his feet again, gave her hand a gentle 

squeeze and left the room with a gruff, “Later.” 

Goldie was ecstatic that he came back, and she was jumping all over him, slobbering up his face as 

he buckled up. “Your old owner is a real asshole,” he told his dog something she already knew. “But 

we’ll be visiting him again shortly. Don’t worry.” 
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Chapter Four 

 “Hand me the three-eighths,” came the Scottish request from under the hood of a Dodge Ram. 

Hap handed the requested wrench to the outstretched hand, slapping it into his palm a little 

rough. He was useless as long as this arm was in a sling. He’d tried going without it the day before while 

working in the garage with the guys and within twenty minutes he was sweating from the pain and close 

to tears like a bitch. 

That shot was taking a lot more than the majority of his blood. It was taking his sanity, too. 

“Oy,” Chibs snapped. “Easy on an old man, Hap. You’ll break my fingers you keep that up.” 

“Hate being useless,” he muttered, returning to his stool. 

“You’re not useless,” Chibs assured him warmly. “I can prove it. Run and get me a cup of coffee.” 

Hap snarled in response which set Chibs off laughing again. 

“Hap!” Came a shout across the forecourt of TM. It brought his head around to catch Gemma in 

the door of the office. “Phone call!” 

“Don’t forget my coffee on your way back,” Chibs called after him. 

“How you feeling, honey?” Gem asked warmly when he was close enough to hear it. 

Hap shook his head. “Bored out of my head.” She patted his shoulder as he passed, heading right 

for the desk and picking up the receiver. “Yeah?” 

“Happy?” 

“Who’s this?” 

“It’s … it’s Jeannie.” 

“Oh. Hey.” 

“Listen, Shelley’s being let out of the hospital today. I … I’m at work, my boss won’t let me leave. 

He’s a dick. And I don’t want a cab to take her home -” 

“I’ll go get her,” he said immediately. “When are they letting her out?” 

“In about an hour, her nurse just called me. She might need to pick up prescriptions, too.” 

“I got it,” he repeated, then hung up without another word. 

“Everything okay?” Gemma asked, easing into her desk chair.  
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“I gotta go get Shelley.” 

“Who’s Shelley?” 

Hap sighed. “You know the dog?” 

“Yeah.” 

“She came from a guy’s house. I was at his neighbour’s house when that asshole was kicking her 

around.” 

Gemma frowned. “Whose house is this?” 

“Shelley’s.” 

Gemma’s eyebrows shot up. “You were at a broad’s house?” 

Hap shook his head, heading to the door. “Not gonna talk about it.” 

“Where’s Shelley now?” 

He frowned. “I thought everyone told you everything.” 

“I don’t know who this broad is. Now I’m finding out you were at her house where you rescued a 

dog. Fill in some blanks, honey.” 

“She came here with Jeannie one night. We had fun. Sometimes I go over there for the night. 

That’s it.” 

“So where is she now?” 

“The neighbour beat her up, came looking for the dog. She needs a ride home from the hospital.” 

Gemma had gone very quiet and was studying him closely. “Holy shit. How badly did she get beat 

up?” 

“They had to wire her jaw shut. He mostly took out his anger on her face. So she’s being released 

and needs a ride. I’m not doing anything. I’ll do it.” 

“I’ll drive,” Gemma said, immediately standing. 

“Absolutely not,” he barked, making her straighten her back. 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“I don’t need a lot of flak over this Gem,” he shared. “She’s a woman I was banging. I got her hurt. 

I’m just giving her a ride home from the hospital.” 
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“You can’t drive.” 

“I already have with this fucking sling. As long as it’s an automatic I’m fine. I’ll take the dog with 

me, she likes riding in the car.” Before Gemma could give him any more shit or further suck him into 

even more conversation he headed out of the office, giving a sharp whistle. 

Goldie came bounding out from under the table by the clubhouse where she’d been enjoying the 

shade. He headed for the same car he’d driven to the hospital the other night and Goldie jumped right 

in like she rode in the vehicle every day. 

Hap strode through the main entrance, heading past the information desk now that he knew 

where he was going. Shelley was in her room, moving about and packing a few belongings into a tote 

bag. Jeannie had been the one visiting constantly and bringing her shit. Now he had to help her get it all 

back home. 

“Hey,” he said casually, and she looked up then nodded. Still couldn’t talk. 

There was a pink and white flower arrangement on the desk, and as he looked at the card he saw 

it was from her work. A few long-stemmed white roses were in another vase and those were from 

Jeannie. 

Hap cursed himself internally. He should have got her some flowers, too. Dammit, she’d needed 

surgery. Then again, there was only one thing between them and it wasn’t the kind of thing that ended 

up in flowers. That definitely would send the wrong message. 

Her books, reading glasses, and a couple pairs of pyjamas fit perfectly into the tote she had. She 

carried the roses, he took the other arrangement and the bag for her and they silently made their way 

back down to the lobby. She walked with him to the car, even though her tried to tell her stay put and 

he’d come around to pick her up at the door. 

He ordered Goldie into the back seat, and Shelley gave him a startled look before she sunk into 

the passenger seat. 

“Yeah,” he said, handing her the other flower arrangement. “That’s the dog.” He shut her bag in 

the trunk and climbed behind the wheel, then realized he didn’t know which pharmacy they had to go 

to. “Shelley? Can you talk at all?” 

She gave him a questioning look. 

“We gotta get your meds. I don’t know where they were phoned in to.” 

With a quick round of charades he determined that they were headed for a pharmacy on 

Parkway. She pointed to the “parking” sign and he got it right away since Parkway was one block east of 

her house. 
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Happy was a man of few words, everyone knew that. But Shelley was more of a talker. Not that 

she chatted to the point of being fucking annoying, it was just that she’d fill this uncomfortable silence 

with conversation that didn’t mean anything but at least it was something to focus on. 

This was awkward. 

Happy knew from Sheriff Unser that the prick from next door had ghosted before the cops got to 

Shelley’s, so he wasn’t worried the asshole would be at home. He parked in Shelley’s driveway and 

opened her door for her. While she juggled the roses he took the pink and white flowers as well as her 

bag. Goldie didn’t want to wait in the car so she followed Shelley up the steps to the front door. 

For her part Shelley didn’t seem particularly aware of the dog, but Goldie had gotten quiet and 

almost serious for a dog. 

“Where do you want to set up?” Hap asked, moving past Shelley in the entry and setting her 

flowers on the kitchen table. Seemed like a good spot. Then he turned back and she was shrugging out 

of her jacket, eyes on him. She nodded to the sofa. Hap nodded and headed to the fridge to get her a big 

glass of water for her pills, along with a straw since she could only open her mouth so much. 

When he came back Shelley had her TV on, nestled into the sofa cushions with the throw blanket 

from the sofa back stretched out over her legs. As he set down the water and pill bottles Goldie hopped 

up onto the sofa, stretching out between Shelley’s leg and the sofa back. Shelley looked down at her, 

then put her hand on Goldie’s head and gave her a little scratch. Goldie groaned and plopped her head 

in Shelley’s lap, making the girl look up at Happy. 

He was smiling. “She likes you. And she’s a pretty good nurse, actually. She can tell when people 

need … cuddling.” 

Shelley didn’t look up at him, just kept playing with the pit bull’s ears. 

“You want me to leave her here with you?” 

Now Shelley looked up at him, and after a pause she nodded. 

“Okay,” Hap agreed. “If she becomes a pest get Jeannie to call, I’ll come and get her.” 

Then he left Shelley and his girl cuddling on the sofa. 
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Chapter Five 

 “Thank you for … taking care of me this whole time.” 

Hap turned from the sink at Shelley’s words, handing her the drinking glass to dry off. “No 

problem,” he returned, hands in the soapy water searching for cutlery at the bottom of the sink. 

It was two weeks after he’s seen the damage done to the girl by her asshole neighbour. Shelley’s 

jaw was freed just that morning at the hospital and for a week Hap had been carefully venturing out 

sling-less. He’d brought Chinese take-out for Shelley, her request for her first solid dinner in weeks.  

Happy’s guilt over the dog-napping had him checking in on her regularly. He’d even been the one 

to take her to the hospital to have all that jaw hardware removed. 

He didn’t love her. She was likely getting the wrong idea. But he couldn’t just say “Sorry ‘bout 

that” and walk away. She got hurt because he’d been reckless and stupid. 

“You still didn’t have to do all this,” she went on, storing the glass in the cupboard. He was cursing 

the lack of a dishwasher but there was nowhere to put it in this kitchen.   

“If I was a bit more careful that asshole wouldn’t have had any reason to come over here,” he told 

her indifferently, handing over a couple of forks. “It’s my fault.” 

“Still feel like the lucky one of both of us,” she muttered, and that’s when he had to look at her. 

Shit, yeah. She thought there was more to it than what it really was. 

“Shelley, don’t sweat it. I mean it. I feel responsible. I’m obligated to make sure you don’t suffer 

for this.” 

She frowned on the word obligated. “Happy, I’m capable of taking care of myself now. You don’t 

have to be here right now, but here you are.” 

Happy took away the towel and dried his hands. “I better get going,” he muttered, not looking her 

right in the eye. “Leave you be.” 

She put her hand to his chest. “Stay,” she said softly, eyes big. Pretty. Only the ghosts of the 

bruises remained under them. The stitches holding closed her left eyebrow were gone, a small red scar 

left behind. Even that would likely fade eventually. 

Happy cleared his throat and tilted his head like he had a lesson to share. “Shelley. Don’t make 

this more than it is.” 

“I know what it is, Happy,” she assured him, stepping close enough that her breasts pushed 

against him. They were nice, the only reason he didn’t move away. “And it’s been almost three weeks 

since I got laid.” 
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He bit the inside of his cheek and scanned her face. “You sure?” 

She answered by going for his belt and working it open. She maintained eye contact, and Happy 

held onto the edge of the counter behind him, getting comfortable. He was only half-hard by the time 

she had her hands on him since she kinda jumped to it fast. But with some gentle touching he was fully 

ready to go in seconds. 

He grunted as she dropped to her knees and took her in his mouth, that warm, wet softness 

making him close his eyes and rest his head back against the cupboards. She was decent with her 

mouth, couldn’t really deep throat but the suction was fantastic. Kept her teeth in check, too. 

Then he remembered that her jaw had been wired shut for a while and he didn’t want to risk her 

jaw muscles atrophying, that could cause major damage.  

Happy reached down, jerking her to her feet by her underarms. She was breathless when he 

kissed her, holding her hair with both hands tightly. Her mouth opened immediately, letting his tongue 

in, meeting it and stroking against it aggressively. 

Yeah, she’d missed him. 

He dropped one hand to her fly, working her jeans open. She moved her hips to give him room, 

and he slid his hand into the front of her underwear, curling his fingers under and finding her as wet and 

warm as her mouth.  

He parted their mouths, reaching into his back pocket for his wallet and a condom as his hand 

kept stroking at her. She clung to him, fucking his hand and whimpering as he got the condom free. She 

eventually took it from him and rolled it on. 

He grabbed her by the hair again, spinning her back to the cupboards. He yanked at her jeans and 

she stepped free of them. He grabbed her around the ass, popping her up onto the counter. She wound 

an arm around his shoulders and he joined them on one hard thrust. 

She groaned, but he didn’t pause to let her adapt. He pounded into her, knowing she liked it like 

this. She further proved it by leaning back, legs tight around his lower back, all her weight on her hand 

behind her, giving him all the room he needed to fuck her hard.  

Before long she was making loud, keening, crying sounds, and the damn dog started barking, 

running around the kitchen from the living room where she continued to make a racket. 

He could feel Shelley’s cunt tightening up, she was going to come soon. He ignored the dog, 

concentrating on how he was slamming into her.  

“Fuck, Hap,” she whimpered. 

“It’s there Shelley, take it.” 
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“Jesus, that’s good.” 

“Yeah it’s good.” 

Throughout the dog was barking like they were attacking each other, and maybe they were.  

“Oh God, there it is.” 

“Then take it.” 

“Oh … God!” 

Her nails dug into his shoulder through his shirt, her cunt tightening hot and wet then twitching. 

He really liked the noises she made when she came hard like that, and when she was done with them he 

kissed her hard again, and she sucked on his tongue and his lips. 

The orgasm hit him brutally too, making his bellow out loudly, burying his face against her neck 

while waiting for the rush to pass. When it was done he pulled free with a groan, and she returned to 

her feet. He stuffed himself back in his jeans. “I gotta clean up,” he said, heading for the hallway and the 

main bathroom. 

He got rid of the condom and cleaned up, washing his hands before returning to the kitchen. It 

was dark, all the dishes gone. Shelley was in the living room, sitting on the couch and watching TV with 

Goldie’s head in her lap, enjoying some ear-scratching. 

Shelley looked up at him, her cheeks pink. He whistled for the dog, adding a “Gotta get going.” 

“You’re not spending the night?” 

Shit. And here they were.  

“No,” he said, not too gently but not like a complete asshole. “Got things to do.” 

“She can stay with me,” Shelley offered as Goldie sat at his feet. “I like having her here.” 

Hap shook his head. “Nah, you just take care of yourself. She’s a handful sometimes.” 

“I … I like having her here. In case that guy comes back.” 

Hap set his jaw. The cops hadn’t found the asshole neighbour and no one knew where he had 

gone.  She had a reason to be scared but … shit. 

“You see him call me,” he said simply, subject closed. “I’ll bring some of the guys. We’ll take care 

of it.” 

“Happy,” she said softly, swallowing, her brow furrowing. “I’m scared. I’m scared he’s going to 

come back.” 
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Hap moved away from the door, perching next to her on the couch. “I’ve got something else to 

take care of. But … I’ll leave the dog. Then I’ll come back later, see how you’re doing. If you’re still 

freaked … I’ll stay. On the couch.” 

“Happy -” 

“We fuck, Shelley. That’s what this is. Don’t fool yourself that there’s anything else going on here. 

I don’t want you scared but … I don’t want you confused, either.” 

She pulled her head back like he’d snapped at her. “Well, that’s really fucking nice.” 

He got up. “Not getting into it again. You keep talking I’m never coming back. You accept this 

arrangement and maybe you’ll see me later.” 

Abruptly she wiped at her eyes. “You’re an asshole.” 

“Never said I was a nice guy,” he mumbled, standing up and snapping his fingers overtop the spot 

he’d just been sitting in. “Up, Goldie. Keep Shelley company.” 

The pit bull did as asked, jumping up to the sofa and turning in a circle before flopping down in a 

ball.  

“Don’t do me any favours, Happy.” 

“Honey, you just begged me to fuck you in your kitchen. You know what we have going on too. 

You just have some bullshit guilt over it. Like you should only want to get off if it means you’re that 

much closer to getting married. That’s bullshit. Just fuck because you want to fuck, it doesn’t have to 

mean anything Shelley.” 

“Whatever, Happy.” 

He rolled his eyes and pushed his way out the front door, digging out his keys for the loaner car. 

Jesus, maybe it was time to just cut ties with this bitch. 
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Chapter Six 

 “Yeah, that’s him,” Hap confirmed, tossing down his cigarette and grinding it out under his boot 

heel. 

“Jesus,” Tig muttered. “That guy’s huge, Hap. He beat Shelley up like that?” 

“Yeah,” Hap repeated. “Asshole.” 

“Beating up dogs and women. What a fucking hero.” 

Hap nodded along with Trager. "Yeah.” 

They were standing outside a bar in Lodi. Someone had seen this prick, alerted the Sheriff’s 

department. Lodi’s Sheriff called Charming’s Sheriff, who was a good friend of SAMCRO and knew Hap 

wanted to deal with this piece of shit himself. 

Shelley may have not been a true crow eater or old lady, but she was from Charming and this 

asshole had hurt her. All because of what he did to the guy. 

No one was going to cry if this prick disappeared. 

“How do you wanna do this?” Tig asked, putting out his cigarette the same way Happy did. “Just 

go in and yank him out? Bait him into a fight into the parking lot?” 

“Fight or a woman,” Hap answered, moving towards the door.  

“Mmm … let me pick the girl,” Tig begged behind him. 

Happy had to smile. He had no idea how Trager got women to react the way they did to him. He 

was an ugly, weird bastard but broads seemed to love all of it. 

Hap headed for the bar and ordered a beer. They weren’t in their kuttes, Tig had a dark button 

down that was part of his uniform. Happy was wearing a grey T-shirt with his jeans. He felt naked 

without his leather, but even without it people were wary and quick to either get out of his way or 

appease him. 

Like the bartender. She headed right for him, blue eyes wide, asking what she could get him 

without words. 

“Bud,” he grumbled loud enough over the music. She nodded and headed to the other end of the 

bar and Hap half-turned to find his partner in crime. Six feet tall and hair like a bushman stood out in 

this place so it wasn’t hard. Tig was already working on his girl, hand on the wall over a cute brunette’s 

shoulder, leaning in like the room was far too loud to stand at a normal distance. She didn’t mind, she 

was grinning at him, even threw her head back to laugh at something Tig said. 
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Hap shook his head. “Asshole,” he muttered to himself. 

“Hey – handsome!” 

Hap raised an eyebrow and turned back to the blonde bartender. She was smiling at him, which 

meant she was definitely living off tips. “Three-fifty,” she shouted, setting a bottle on the counter. 

He dug out a five tossed it down with a “That’s good,” when she went for change.  

“Thanks, good looking,” she quipped back with a wink. 

Jesus, she was desperate for tips. 

Hap turned back to the room, tipping the beer to his lips. Tig had the cutie-pie hooked and was 

jerking his head in the direction of the abusive-dog-owner-woman-beater. Her eyes got wide and she 

looked back to Tig, shaking her head no. 

“That’s what I thought,” Hap muttered to himself with a smile. Maybe they’d found the limits of 

the Trager Charm after all. 

“So who are you here for anyway?” 

What the – 

Hap turned to the bartender again, somewhat stunned. “What?” he asked. 

“You’re not sitting, relaxing, you’re here alone. I’m thinking you’re here to make trouble. Just 

wondering who’s going to get it.” She wasn’t pissed. Her eyes twinkled and she looked vaguely amused. 

“Don’t worry honey,” he assured her. “Nothing to do with you.” 

“Can I just ask that you keep the fighting outside? Every time there’s a brawl it costs me about five 

grand.” 

Now he was curious, resting his elbow on the bar. “You own this place?” 

She nodded. “Me and my brother,” she answered, pointing to a big blonde beach-bum-looking 

dude at the other end of the bar. “It’s my dad’s bar, though. He opened it a long time ago.” 

Hap allowed his eyes to run from her face down the rest of her. She was wearing jeans with a big 

belt buckle at her belly, a denim vest serving as her shirt. It sounded cowboy but with her big, wavy hair, 

stacked chest and strong-looking arms she looked more bad-ass cowgirl than rodeo twit. He’d bet she 

was wearing cowboy boots, too. 

“It’s a nice place,” he offered, wondering why the hell he was saying anything to her. 

“I’m Jennifer,” she said, offering her hand. 
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Hap took it. “Happy,” he replied, waiting for the standard reaction. 

“Happy?” she wanted it clarified as she dropped his hand.  

“Happy Lowman,” he offered. 

She started laughing, and he found himself smiling at that. “Happy Lowman? You’re kidding.” 

He shook his head in the negative. 

“Your parents had a good sense of humour,” she told him, pointing and shaking her head. “Happy 

fucking Lowman, hey?” 

“She’s in,” a voice said over his shoulder, and he caught how Jennifer’s eyes flicked to a spot over 

his right ear so he knew Tig was standing there. “Hey sweetheart,” Tig greeted with a big smile as Hap 

turned around.  

“The brunette?” Hap grunted. 

“Yeah, check it.” Tig turned him around to face the room. 

Hap watched the cute little brunette approach the group of criminal-looking bastards tentatively, 

her smile a bit cautious. She was the perfect bait; the big bastard immediately pulled her into his lap.  

“Little handsy, ain’t he?” Hap asked, keeping his face in profile to the guy in case he was suddenly 

interested in scanning the room. 

Tig’s cheek twitched. “We better watch this close.” 

Hap snorted. “You think?” 

Tig crossed past the table and behind him Happy was still aware that Jennifer was standing close. 

He set his beer down with a nod and made for the door, heading for the asshole’s truck to wait. He 

leaned against the bumper of an old supped-up Mustang. He dug out another cigarette for the wait. 

Halfway through it the door opened and Tig exited, messing with his own hair and holding the door 

behind him like he hadn’t planned on being right ahead of the two making their way out of the bar 

behind him. 

The brunette and Shelley’s neighbour were right behind him. Tig held the door, let them pass and 

get in front of him. Then he followed, off to their left by a few vehicles, walking right towards Happy. 

Hap was cracking his knuckles. He could taste the anger coming back, his skin feeling electric with 

the need to pound this guy into paste. The two headed for the pick-up truck, attention locked on each 

other. Even when the girl caught sight of him and stopped abruptly it took the asshole a moment to 

realize something was amiss. 
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He stopped, asking the girl “What’s wrong, baby? You can’t change your mind about this now.” 

The brunette’s eyes darted to Hap, then she spun and tailed it back to the bar. Asshole made to 

follow but Tig was there, tossing away a cigarette and stepping into his space. “How’s it going man?” he 

asked amiably, his smile a bit crazed, not reaching those dead eyes. 

“What the fuck,” the asshole was muttering, reaching for his keys. He turned for his truck but 

Happy was suddenly there, assuming a casual stance, weight on his heels. Chest out. Arms hanging 

down, hands in his pockets. 

“S’up?” he greeted the guy. 

The asshole froze, recognizing Happy and uttering a low, “Shit.” 

“Yeah,” Happy agreed. “That’s about right. So when you don’t have a dog around you can take 

your fists to a woman’s face?” He took a step into the asshole’s space too and the guy backed up, hitting 

Tig who shoved him back towards Happy. 

“Just wanted my dog, man. She cost me three hundred fifty bucks.” 

“You don’t deserve the pleasure of pet ownership,” Happy informed the guy, and behind him Tig 

snorted. It likely did sound amusing. “And as far as putting your neighbour in the fucking hospital, that 

has to be accounted for.” 

Asshole swallowed. “I didn’t know how hard I was hitting her.” 

Happy felt his cheek twitch. “Then that makes you stupid and dangerous. I don’t want you in 

Charming anymore.” 

“Don’t turn me in, man. What do you want? Money? I got money. How much you want?” 

Tig cackled away and Happy let a smile slip through. “We ain’t turning you in. You’re dealing with 

us.” 

There was the satisfying flash of fear on Asshole’s face. He was bigger than Happy and Tig, but 

smart enough to know when he was dealing with dangerous people. 

That felt good, actually. 

Without Hap having to telegraph anything, Tig gave Asshole a shot to the kidneys that took him 

down to a knee. That’s when Hap’s fist opened his eyebrow. Tig held the Asshole’s shoulders, keeping 

him upright, and Happy broke his nose. Tig kept him in place and Happy made sure to give Asshole’s jaw 

a lot of attention. He kept pounding the guy even after he knew he broke the jaw, and likely a few teeth 

too. 
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Asshole dropped, Happy gave him a few shots to the side because Shelley had bruised ribs. Happy 

made sure Asshole had broken ones. Then he dealt a vicious blow to Asshole’s face with his steel toe 

boots. That’s when he heard the unmistakable sound of a shotgun being cocked. 

Hap and Tig both spun to the sound, hands going up by pure reflex. 

It was the blonde bartender, Jennifer. She had a Remington at her shoulder, held like she knew 

how to use it. Her eyes were wide, and she looked down at the bleeding sack on the ground. 

“On the ground, hands behind your head.” 

“Ah, shit man,” Tig was groaning, putting his hands in place and dropping to his knees. 

“He ain’t worth protecting,” Happy assured her, getting to his knees and linking his fingers behind 

his head.  

“Save it. I can’t have people dying in my parking lot.” 

“He beat up a woman in Charming,” Happy told her, running over the end of her statement. “A 

woman minding her own business. He came into her house. Put her in the hospital. Broke her jaw. She 

had it wired shut for two weeks.” 

Jennifer’s eyes flicked down to the Asshole.  

“Not a good guy,” Hap went on, seeing he might be getting through. “We’re not a danger to 

anyone else, I promise.” 

“Happy, you keep talking you’re gonna piss me off.” 

Hap and Tig exchanged looks, Tig shaking his head. “She knows your name, man.” 

Happy looked up at Jennifer. “Just let us walk away. You can call him an ambulance, just give us a 

few minutes’ head start. We don’t mean you or anyone else in there any harm. We were just here for 

him, darling.” He didn’t know why he threw in a darling there. Always seemed to work when Jax did it. 

Jennifer switched her gaze from Happy, to Tig, and then back to Happy. “Shit,” she muttered, 

bringing the rifle back to her hip, pointed upwards. “You got five minutes to get gone.” 

Hap and Tig were up and running for their bikes before she could finish the threat. Yeah, she had 

his name. But for whatever reason he was certain Jennifer the bartender wasn’t turning him in. 
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Chapter Seven 

 “Thanks man,” Tig muttered with a shot to Happy’s shoulder as he made his way past Hap into 

the trailer following their brunette piece of bait. She had his hand in hers and was giggling as he grabbed 

her hips and rammed her ass into his groin. The trailer door closed behind them and Happy sank into a 

fading lawn chair in the front “yard.” 

Tig took his back on this little excursion, so denying him a sweet taste of willing and welcoming 

pussy wasn’t an option in Happy’s mind. He could wait out front while Tabby had a ride on the Trager 

Express. No sweat off his ass. 

He lit up a cigarette, lamenting the fact that Tabby’s friend had taken one look at him and freaked 

out. She’d been cute; African American with a curly head of hair, big dark eyes, full lips and gorgeous 

smile. A smile that vanished when she was introduced to Happy. Then suddenly she had an early 

morning meeting at work and had to head back to her apartment. 

Whatever. He’d gotten laid earlier that evening. He was good for a while. 

A shiny pick-up pulled up in front of the trailer, likely worth more than the trailer itself, and he 

exhaled as the driver climbed down. She headed right towards him, but didn’t see him until she was 

about ten feet away. 

“You have to be shitting me,” Jennifer, the blonde bartender hissed, stopping midway up the 

walk. 

Happy allowed a grin. “Hey.” 

She shook her head, then looked to the trailer. “Your friend?” 

“And your friend,” Hap replied. “I think they hit it off.” 

She sighed, letting her purse hit the ground next to the other lawn chair on the patch of dry 

scrubby grass that might be considered a front yard by some. “Is he dangerous?” 

Hap shrugged. “She allergic to cum?” 

Jennifer snorted, then held her hand out. “Let me bum one of those then.” 

Hap dug out his cigarettes and held the box out. 

“I quit so I never have them on me.” Hap snorted at that and held out a light for her next. It lit up 

her face all golden and warm, and she nodded while exhaling. “Thanks.” 

Hap tucked his kit away again, eyes turning from the blonde next to him as he took another drag. 

“I’m sorry we brought our shit to your bar. You call the cops?” 
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Jennifer shrugged, flicking ash to the grass. “Nah. I gave him the option of an ambulance, which 

would mean cops, and he decided he’d rather get a ride from his pals. So you’re in the clear.” 

Hap nodded. “Don’t feel bad for him. He’s a prick.” 

She shook her head. “No problem. He called me a cunt, so … yeah. No sympathy here. What’d he 

do exactly?” 

“I took his dog.” 

Jennifer’s eyebrows rose up. “You took that guy’s dog? Are you nuts?” 

“He was kicking her. Kept her tied up in the front yard, no shade or water. So I took her.” 

Jennifer’s mouth curled up a little. “You rescued her.” 

Hap shrugged. “I guess. But I took her away, led her into his neighbour’s house – she’s a friend of 

mine. He thought I lived there, I guess. Came back when I was gone and beat the snot out of her.” 

Jennifer flicked more ash, head tilted as she gazed down at her feet. “This woman … is she your 

girlfriend?” 

“She’s a friend,” Hap repeated on another drag.  

“Ah,” she replied in a knowing tone. “I have a friend like that, too.” 

Now it was Hap half-grinning. “I bet you got a few.” 

She scowled, and it was kinda hot. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“Serving a guy beer all night, listening to his bullshit problems about work and his wife and his 

kids, all the time eyeing you up like a porterhouse steak. I’m sure you got your pick.” 

Jennifer laughed loud at that. “Is that how this woman became your friend? Listening to your 

work troubles?” 

“Nah, she just gives a decent blowjob.” 

Jennifer made a sound of outrage. “Wow, you need to share more.” 

“Why lie?” 

She shrugged. “Good point.” 

They held each other’s notice for a moment, and Hap let his eyes trail down to her cleavage again. 

His hands felt itchy from the need to be on her. 

“What are you looking at?” 
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Hap didn’t raise his eyes. “I think you know.” 

“Yeah, I do.” She stood up abruptly and his lucky angle was gone. “Where are you guys from , 

anyway?” 

“Charming,” Hap answered, looking up at her and letting his eyes take their time on the trip. He 

should likely shut up; if she told the police about them he was just giving her more to turn him and Tig 

in. 

“How’d you know where that guy was?” 

Hap met her eye now. “Friends talk.” 

She breathed deep. “You’re kinda fucking scary,” she noted, taking another drag. “I don’t think 

I’ve met anyone like you.” 

Hap stood up, eyeing her up and down again. “Now who’s sharing too much?” 

She caught his meaning. He saw it as she jerked her head to the side and gave a nervous laugh. 

“Yeah, can’t believe I just said that, actually.” 

Hap shrugged one shoulder. “Don’t sweat it. You want company the next little while, you got it.” 

Now she really laughed but he didn’t take it personally. She looked gorgeous when she laughed; 

her mouth fell wide open and even her back teeth were beautiful. “Wow. You’re shy.” 

Hap moved a step closer, her laugh dying in her throat when he did it. Her eyes flared a bit and 

she didn’t step back. Hap ground out his cigarette under foot, then took hers and did the same. She let 

him, watching his face as he did it.  

She was damn near as tall as he was, but that didn’t bother him. He reached up with both hands, 

cupping her face, his fingers getting caught up in that wild hair. Her eyes were pinned on his, and she 

was breathing through parted lips. That was a very good sign. 

“Are you gonna do it or not?” she joked with a nervous smile. 

Hap leaned in, pressing his mouth to hers. She returned the pressure, holding her breath. He kept 

it soft until she sighed. Then he darted his tongue out, and she met it with surprising enthusiasm. So 

much that she pressed herself into his chest, and he had to let go of her jaw to wrap his hands around 

her lower back. She was warm, firm but her breasts were soft on him.  

Jennifer’s hands were tentative, shyly resting on his arms. As she angled her head to make room 

for his tongue they tightened up around his shoulders and he felt like grinning.  

“Come inside?” she parted from his mouth to whisper, husky. 



Happy Gets His Girl … A Fuzzy Peaches SOA Fanfiction 29 

 
“Sure,” he growled, hands squeezing her back.  

“Just to be clear,” she added, a slight smile on her lips. “I’m asking you to sleep with me.” 

Hap grinned back. “We ain’t sleeping.” 

“Promise?” 

“Yeah.” 

She scooped up her purse, headed up the steps. Happy followed, giving her room to let herself in. 

“You want a beer?” she offered quietly. 

“Nah, I’ve had enough for the night.” 

She nodded, then headed to the back of the trailer. They passed a bathroom and closed door 

where it was obvious what was happening on the other side. There were feminine grunts issuing out 

from it, and Jennifer turned to him, eyes wide, head jerking to the door. “Wow,” she whispered. 

“Tabby’s not a loud one, usually.” 

Hap grinned, which she returned and then continued to the door at the end of the hall. She 

shoved open the door, waited for him to pass through, then she closed them in. She turned on a bedside 

lamp and tossed her purse into the corner. Happy shrugged out of his hoodie, and she stepped closer, 

hand running up the centre of his chest. He let her do it, watching her hands slide over his shirt. 

“Do you have a lot of tattoos?” she whispered. 

Hap nodded. “Yeah, I got a few.” Then he yanked up on his T-shirt, pulling it off over his head. 

She moved even closer, her warm hands running over his chest, tracing along his snake tat.  

“You got ink?” he asked. 

She nodded. “Nothing like this, but … yeah.” 

He unbuttoned the vest she wore, pushing it off her shoulders. Her bra was black with white lace, 

and he was right. Her breasts were amazing.  Then he saw the poison ivy vine running up her ribcage on 

one side; vibrant colour and insane detail. He pressed his hand into the dip over her hip. “Damn,” he 

muttered. “Where’d you get that done?” 

“Denver,” she whispered back, her breath hitching when he touched her. He liked that, it made 

him go hard in an instant.  

He ran his rough hands over that soft female skin on her back, unclasping her bra. Her eyes were 

wide and hot on his as he pulled the straps off her shoulders. When her breasts were free his breath ran 

out. “Shit,” he mumbled, cupping them with both hands. “Fucking perfect.” 
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She gave a soft chuckle, reaching out for his fly. He let her get his jeans open, reaching into his 

shorts. When she had him in her hand she froze, eyes coming up to his, wide.  

“What?” he rasped, dying for her to start stroking him. 

“I’m not this kind of girl,” she whispered, then laughed. “I can’t believe I just said that, either.” 

“I won’t tell anyone,” he promised, and her smile broadened.  

She had a great smile. It made him capture her chin in his hand, pressing his mouth to hers again. 

She slid her tongue into his mouth this time, and he used the moment to walk her back to her bed. 

When he had her down on the rumpled covers he unzipped her jeans, pulling them off her feet with her 

underwear. She tried to get hold of his erection again but he evaded her hands, easing to his knees next 

to the bed. He parted her knees, opening her up to him.  

She gazed down her body at him, cheeks a bit pink, lips parted as she gasped for breath. 

Happy didn’t know why, but he wanted to go down on her. He liked the look and feel of her, 

wanted to know what she tasted like. This was the kind of broad you wanted to do a good job with, even 

though she barely knew him but still fell into bed with him the first night she met him. 

Maybe it was her body, maybe it was the amazing combination of tits and ass and hair and 

attitude. He didn’t know. But as he put his mouth to her she gasped, her back and arched and he could 

have smiled. 

Delicious, all of it. 
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Chapter Eight 

 “Hap? We should roll out.” 

Hap cracked one eye, wondering why the hell Tig was in his room. Then he realized he wasn’t in 

his room, he was still in Jennifer and Tabby’s trailer. Shit, he fell asleep. Looked like Trager had, too. 

“Shit,” Hap mumbled, sitting up and finding his T-shirt on the floor, pulling it over his head. 

“The bartender, hey?” Tig teased, nodding his approval, face scrunched up. “Fucking hot, man. 

Nice.” 

“Get out. Let me get dressed.” 

“Seen your dick before man,” Tig reminded him, heading for the door and closing it behind him. 

Hap dressed, wondering at the amazing sleep he’d just had. He felt fantastic, then realized he got 

laid twice and beat the shit out of someone all in one night. 

He had been exhausted, that’s why he had such a great sleep. 

Although, Jennifer had been a lot more satisfying than he’d been expecting.  There had been a 

few moments there where he’d been … engrossed. Thoroughly engrossed, to the point where he’d been 

more focused on her than his own satisfaction. That was a kick in the head. 

And he’d been kissing her, the whole time. He didn’t know why; she tasted good, and he liked 

how she did it. And when she’d watched him in those moments where they weren’t lip-locked he liked 

having her eyes on him, the way it felt to have her smile right before her body tensed then released on 

those sweet pulses. He’d felt them through every part where they were touching. 

Fantastic. But maybe too close and … cosy. 

He yanked on the T-shirt with a sigh, wondering how badly he’d gotten himself into trouble with 

this one. Shelley had gotten all clingy on him, and now he’d linked himself to this Jennifer broad. 

Shit, he hoped she took it okay when he left. 

Hap followed the smell of fresh coffee down the short hallway of the mobile home, coming into 

the galley kitchen to see their brunette bait, Tabby, pouring a cup of coffee while Tig had her all 

wrapped up from behind, saying something in her ear – probably incredibly inappropriate, but that was 

part of his charm really. 

“Coffee?” 
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Hap turned to that voice, feeling a smile as Jennifer held out a mug. He took it, mumbling a 

“Thanks” almost as an after-thought while he brought it to his mouth. Damn, that was a good and strong 

brew.  

“We should get going,” Tig was saying, backing off his little tart and taking his own cup of coffee 

from Tabby. 

“That’s too bad,” the little sweetheart pouted, easing into him and pressing her hand to his chest. 

“I hope you plan on coming back here and rocking my trailer again.” 

Hap raised an eyebrow, then checked Jennifer’s reaction. She mimicked gagging, which made him 

outright laugh. 

“Sure babe,” Tig was answering in a non-committed way that Happy recognized as the 

international brush-off. He downed his coffee fast, and Happy followed suit. 

Hap handed his mug to Jennifer. “Thanks,” he said with a chin jerk. “See ‘ya.” 

“No you won’t, but that’s okay,” she replied with a wink. 

Hap paused, a half-smile curling his lip. “You didn’t have a good time?” 

She looked away and might have even blushed. “Didn’t say that. I’m grown-up, that’s all.” 

“Come on man, let’s go,” Tig was calling from the small living room. 

Hap nodded, his eyes running over Jennifer again in her short cotton robe, hair all bed-headed 

and sexy as hell. “Me too,” he told her. “So I know what I like.” 

She crossed her arms and raised her own eyebrow. “Well then. I guess I’m flattered.” 

Hap followed Tig, shaking his head. Damn. She was actually getting interesting, even after he’d 

banged her. 

“Fuck,” Tig muttered next to his bike, hands on his lower back and curling his shoulders 

backwards. “My fucking back is killing me.” 

“You should slow down at your age,” Hap recommended, pulling on his helmet. 

“Fuck you,” came the amiable reply. “That little nympho was a spider-monkey wildcat.” 

“That’s an interesting combination.” 

“Sucked me dry, man. I might need another day to recover. What about you?” Tig asked, his 

trademark crazy grin knowing in demeanour. “How was the lovely Jennifer?”  
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With a shrug Happy swung a leg over his Dyna. “Good.” He didn’t feel like elaborating. Maybe his 

brain was still half asleep. 

“Keeping it to yourself, hey? I get it. I hear it happens sometimes.” 

Hap started his bike over Tig’s voice, not wanting to dwell on why he was keeping this quiet. He 

could have gone the whole locker room talk, but he didn’t want to. 

He might be chicking out. So he needed to put some distance between himself and that girl. 

They wordlessly agreed to head to TM immediately after crossing Charming town limits. When 

they pulled into their spots he noted a vehicle that he recognized.  

Shelley’s. 

Shit. He left the dog at her house last night. He said he’d be back for her, but he got distracted. 

Dammit. 

He killed the motor and yanked off his lid, ready to be pissed. Instead he whistled for Goldie, and 

when he saw her come running, still growing into her feet and legs, all gangly with her tongue lolling he 

had to laugh and drop to one knee. 

She tongue-attacked him, overjoyed he was back. He felt guilty for leaving her.  

“You miss me honey?” he cooed, scratching behind her ears just how she liked it. “I missed you, 

too.” 

Footsteps were approaching, and he looked up to see Shelley approaching, pulling off her 

sunglasses and looking pissed off. 

Double dammit. 

“So, you managed to make it back. That’s good.” 

Hap let go of Goldie’s head and stood. She sat on his feet. “What’s up Shelley?” 

She made an indignant sound, holding one hand out to the side. “Umm, you left your dog at my 

house.” 

“You said you were scared,” he reminded her, getting pissed himself. “I told you she’d watch out 

for you.” 

Shelley shook her head. “You said you were coming back and sleeping on the couch, Happy. I 

waited up as long as I could.” 

“I never asked you to do that, Shelley.” 
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He heard a chuckle and turned to see that Tig and Chibs were both enjoying the show now. 

Shelley saw it too. 

“Great,” she muttered, close to tears. “Glad I’m so fucking funny. Look, thanks for taking care of 

me. Now … just fuck off.” 

Hap was stunned as she stalked to her car, wiping at her eyes. Goldie chased her but Shelley 

ignored the pit bull, slamming her door and cranking the vehicle into drive hard enough to make him 

wince at the sound. Goldie barely got out of the way as Shelley pulled the vehicle out of reverse and 

took off in a squeal of rubber. 

“Shit,” he muttered, scratching his head. Oh well, there goes his own personal booty call. 

“You’re better off man,” Tig assured him, elbow on Hap’s shoulder. “She seemed a little needy.” 

“Yeah,” Chibs agreed as he exhaled a lungful of cigarette smoke. “Unless she’s got your ring on 

her finger …” 

“I know, I know.” Hap whistled and Goldie came back, running in that same goofy gait with her 

tongue flopping around. He had to smile again. 

“That’s the only bitch worth caring about,” Tig said, dropping down to absorb Goldie’s body check 

with a grunt. Goldie slobbered up his face, too.  

“How’d it go in Lodi?” Chibs wanted to know. 

Hap nodded. “Found the guy, sent a message. I think he understands.” 

“He dead?” 

Hap shook his head. “Nah. But he’s hurting.” 

Chibs sucked in his breath. “That might have been a mistake. Now he’s got two reasons to come 

after you.” 

“He’s wanted here now,” Hap reminded the Scott. “He can’t come back to Charming without 

risking being arrested. He’d be an idiot to show up here.” 

Chibs shrugged. “And what makes you think he’s smart?” 

Hap studied the man’s scarred face, chewing the inside of his cheek. Shit, he might have a point. 

“I ain’t worried,” Tig brushed it off, standing up again with a grunt. 

“Where’d you two sleep last night?” 

Tig grinned at Chibs. “Shit man, you should have seen the piece I picked up last night.” 
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“Yeah?” 

“Damn man, twenty-three years old, tops. Tits like honeydews. Fucking wildcat, let me tell you.” 

Chibs was smiling, nodding, but the conversation was starting to make Happy worried. 

About Jennifer. 

“What if comes after the bartender?” Hap said, interrupting the guy talk. 

Tig frowned. “Nah, he wouldn’t do that.” 

Hap cocked his head. “Yeah, he hasn’t taken his fists to a woman, has he?” 

Tig’s smile faded. “Ah, shit man.” 

Hap was nodding. “Exactly. I should try and call her, give her a heads up.” 

“You get her number?” 

“Fuck. No.” 

“Call the bar, calm down,” Tig advised, surprisingly helpful. 

Hap was already heading for the clubhouse to find Juice and get him to track down the number 

for that bar. 

He’d been pissed that asshole had beaten up Shelley. If he came back for Jennifer Happy would 

absolutely find the prick and kill him. 
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Chapter Nine 

Jennifer liked to play music in her room for sound camouflage. Happy didn’t mind, she didn’t 

listen to modern pop crap or hip hop. She liked old shit, soulful top forty from the fifties and sixties.  He 

noticed how Fats Domino, in particular, provided a grove that spoke to those sweet hips of hers. 

Fats was singing about walking someone home and holding her hand and some shit, and Happy 

was in Jennifer’s bed, her body sweaty and warm under him, legs and arms wrapped around him tight. 

She was kissing like she could chew his lips off, like the kiss was what just made her come for the second 

time and not the part of his body claiming her warmest and sweetest spot.  

“Oh God, Happy. That was good,” she whispered, parting her mouth from his to gasp the last 

remnants of her orgasm against his collarbone. 

“I noticed,” he grumbled with a smile, easing his upper body to his arms so he could look down at 

her, taking in her nude body again like he’d never seen it before. The girl took care of herself, no doubt 

about it. When he changed his position she lowered her legs to wrap them around the backs of his 

thighs. It meant he couldn’t pull out all the way, but he could hit the end of her like this and when he did 

it she moaned again, eyes closing as her hands gripped his arms, nails digging in. “Shit Jennifer,” he 

mumbled, giving her another hard thrust that brought out the same sound. “You look as good as you 

feel.” 

She smiled, eyes still closed as he thrust again, her back arching a bit as she bit her lip. She 

whimpered a soft, “Hap, please speed up.” 

He half-grinned, keeping the pace he had. “Nah,” he mumbled, shifting his weight to one arm 

momentarily to cup her breast, roll the nipple and bring out another muffled cry through her bit lip. 

“This feels perfect to me.” 

She made a sound of frustration that he cut short with a harder snap of his hips into hers. She 

groaned louder, eyes coming open and her smirk was too fucking hot. 

“I ain’t speeding up,” he warned with another forceful shove. 

She licked her bottom lip, tilting her hips upward, and now it was his turn to moan because it felt 

even better if that was possible. 

Happy gave in. Again. He angled his weight over her, riding her harder and faster. Her nails 

gripped his lower back, head falling back as she gave herself over to him. He watched how her tits 

bounced, how her body rode his out even if he was the one on top. He could feel it building in her again, 

how her legs tightened up and her cries became more rhythmic. Her hold was already tight but now her 

nails scored his skin and that would be enough to end him. 

But not until she finished one more. 
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He didn’t worry about his need to pleasure Jennifer. He had no time to worry about what that 

might mean. And he didn’t have time because she came undone wild, letting go of him to fist at the 

pillow under her head, back bucking, mouth open but no sound coming out. Inside, she was a fucking 

vice, the final bit of milking he needed to come with her on a short grunt, feeling how his neck and arms 

clenched tight, relief fast and instant and perfect. 

So fucking perfect. 

“Oh God,” she whispered, arms and legs flopping to the mattress as her body still trembled. “Oh, 

Happy. Jesus, you are good at this.” 

No one had told him he was good at it. Not unless they were too eager to please him. Jennifer 

wasn’t like that. She expected him to damn well get it done if he was going to get the gorgeous show he 

just had.  

“Fucking hot,” he returned, lowering his mouth to hers for a soft kiss. Her tongue touched his lip 

in a velvety tease and he moaned, pulling free and yanking off the rubber.  She settled herself into bed 

against the headboard, watching him tie the condom in a knot, toss it in the trash then pull on his jeans 

to head to the bathroom to wash up proper. She was flushed, shiny, hair wild and tussled in a way that 

definitely meant she’d had a good ride.  

After washing up in the bathroom Happy managed to avoid Tabby on the way back to Jennifer’s 

room. She’d turned down the music slightly and changed the play list. He didn’t know the song but he 

liked the vibe, crawling into the bed next to her. 

Jennifer’s eyes shone as she turned into him, attaching herself to his side. “Are you staying 

tonight?” she teased, running nails down his chest. 

“That okay?” 

She nodded. “Yeah. I like sleeping next to you.” 

That made him grin too, even if it was a real kick in the head to hear it. Shelley said it and he lost 

his shit. Jennifer saying it made him feel two feet taller. 

He turned off the lamp on his side of the bed, resting back with his hand behind his bed, the other 

resting on her shoulder while his arm cradled her head.  

“You haven’t had any trouble since we roughed up that guy at your bar?” he grumbled in the dim 

room. 

“No,” she whispered. “Haven’t seen that guy. His friends have been in, they haven’t made any 

trouble though. Seems to be business as usual.” 

“That’s good,” he said on a nod.  
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“If he comes back … should I call you?” 

“Yeah, call me. And if he gets nasty, call the cops. They’re looking for him already. He won’t get 

bail, they’ll lock him up tight.” 

“Okay,” she said easily.  

Before long she fell asleep, breathing evenly on his chest. He turned the music off and her 

respiration lulled him into sleep right next to her. 

… 

“I mean, I feel like we’re divorced and sharing custody here, Happy.” Shelley was pissed, and she 

probably had a point. “You can’t just drop your dog off here and disappear for the night.” 

Hap whistled for Goldie and the pit came running immediately with a bark. He had to grin and 

drop to his knees, letting her tackle him and slobber all over him. He’d missed the bitch and actually 

hugged her. “I’m sorry,” he relented. “I didn’t expect to be gone all night. You could have dropped her 

off at the clubhouse, you know.” 

“I’m not exactly all fired up to head back there, Happy. I’m just a lay of yours without the status of 

even being a crow eater. I am not going to the clubhouse.” 

“Okay, okay,” he grumbled, done with this subject already. He yanked open the tow truck’s door 

and Goldie immediately hopped in, crossing the floorboards to hop into the passenger seat like she’d 

been told. Happy turned back to Shelley. “You won’t have to watch her. I thought you felt safer with her 

here but whatever. You ain’t seeing either of us again. That suit you?” 

Her head jerked back, and he noticed she was cuter when she was pissed off. “Where were you 

last night?” she asked, arms crossing under her pert breasts. 

Hap’s eyebrows went up. “Nah, Shelley. I don’t know what you think is going on here, but it’s 

nothing that earns you the right to ask me that shit.” 

“You got another piece, whatever. Good for you. You don’t come to my house anymore.” 

“Ain’t you hearing what I’m saying? I just told you I wouldn’t. Jesus,” he muttered, hauling himself 

up into the tow truck and starting the engine. The radio drowned out her shrieking, so he didn’t know 

what exactly what she was saying as he pulled away. The last he saw of her in the mirror there were a 

few F-words throw out for him but that was all he could lip read before she was too far away to see 

clearly.  

“Bitches, Goldie,” he commiserated. “For the most part, they ain’t worth it.” 
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Goldie cast him a sideways look then continued to shove her face out of the window, wind 

blowing her ears back. He had to smile. If only all relationships could be this simple. 

“I know what you want,” he grumbled, hand out to give her meaty back a rub. “You feel like ice 

cream gorgeous?” 

Goldie licked her nose, making a chuffing sound that he took as a yes. He pointed the truck 

towards Main, stopping in front of the ice cream parlour. He headed inside and got two vanillas; one on 

a cone, one in a bowl. He let Goldie out of the cab, bringing her to the spindly iron café tables on the 

sidewalk. She sat at his feet, he set the bowl down and she went to town on it. Happy enjoyed his cone, 

laughing when she was done in the time it took him to get one eighth of his ice cream eaten. He shook 

his head as she stared up at him, head resting on his knee, big eyes on his ice cream and looking like the 

saddest dog in the world. 

“Don’t be like that,” he warned. “No one likes a bitch that begs.” 

She licked her nose. Happy laughed. 

“You got skills gorgeous,” he muttered, dropping the remaining cone and ice cream into the bowl. 

She went at it like she was starving. 

While she ate Hap rubbed her ears, feeling a bit guilty that dropping Shelley was a relief. He 

thought he might have a good thing with Jennifer, and being free of the women he got beat up made it 

feel more solid. 

Goldie finished the cone and ice cream, looking up at him while licking her own chops before 

breaking into that dog smile that came with panting. Hap had to grin back.  
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Chapter Ten 

Last shovelful covered off the shallow grave, another task done. This was a rat, so there was 

absolutely no guilt on this one. 

“Hap, you coming back to the clubhouse?” Tig asked, yanking on his helmet.  

“I guess,” Hap said, uncommitted. 

“You ain’t heading up to Lodi tonight?” The bastard’s tone was smug and knowing. Hap wanted to 

give him a shot to the beak. 

“Nah,” he answered indifferent, ignoring the smartass grin Tig shot Chibs’ way. 

“I think Hap has a girlfriend,” Tig told the Scott in a stage-whisper, talking right over Happy. 

“A girlfriend? That can ‘t be right,” came the Scottish brogue in return. 

“You should see her man. Hair, ass, and the tits, Jesus. You could spend all day there.” 

“Shut your fucking yap,” Hap snapped back, pulling his goggles on.  

Tig held his hands out like Hap had just proved him right. Chibs’ eyebrows rode high as he swung 

onto his bike.  

“Quit gossiping. Christ, it’s worse than fucking junior high with you guys.” 

“We’re just jealous,” Tig assured him as Hap fired up his bike. “Especially of the tits.” 

Hap grit his teeth, but before they took off his phone shook in his pocket. He checked the text 

message, why he wasn’t sure. 

Unser called. Lodi PD has the asshole that beat up your girl. He was caught at a trailer park in Lodi. 

He killed a woman. He’s been charged with murder. You might need to check on that bar owner. –Clay 

Clay knew about that night in Lodi where they beat up the asshole. He knew that Tig and Happy 

had made new friends. But Jennifer had really been the one to put herself out there and help them. 

Actually, she’d saved the asshole’s life but she didn’t help him either. 

Hap stared at the words, his hand shaking a bit. It could be anyone. There were three damn trailer 

parks in Lodi.  He looked up at Tig, and the prick stopped the jokes long enough to look concerned for 

him. Hap’s face must have been giving it away because he asked, “What’s up, Hap?”  

Hap handed over his phone, and Tig read the screen quickly. “Ah, fuck,” he muttered, handing it 

back. “Right behind you brother.” Then he shouted to Chibs, “Change in plans. We’re needed in Lodi.” 
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Chibs caught the vibe and didn’t say a word, just fired up his Dyna and the three of them were 

tearing down the interstate too fast. 

It was a hazy recollection later. The trailer park was lit up with red and blue flashing lights, 

huddled around a trailer Happy was getting to know very well. 

Maybe it’s Tabby. He felt like a shit for thinking that, but it was still a possibility. 

They were stopped at the police tape. They weren’t friends of Lodi PD so there were no favours 

here that would get them inside intel. 

Tig asked an older lady in a housecoat and hair rollers, “Hey, you know who got it?” 

The lady swallowed, eyes wide as she nodded. “She owned the bar in town, Jennifer something. 

Such a pretty girl. Such a shame.” 

Happy’s vision ran black and white on him because at that moment they carried out the stretcher 

with the body bag, and once it was clear of the steps a distressed-looking Tabby followed, leaning on a 

Deputy as he helped her down the wooden stringers to the walkway. 

He felt like the world kicked him in the gut. With a steel-toed boot. Then kicked him in the groin. 

“Shit, Hap man,” Tig mumbled, hand on his shoulder. “Fuck.” 

Hap could feel his cheek twitching as he fought to keep control. He wasn’t about to cry, he was 

about to go psychotic and rush the police station to get at that prick and end him once and for all.  

That asshole never should have made it past that night. He and Tig should have disarmed Jennifer, 

beat him until he was dead and then warn her to keep her mouth shut. Then walk away. Not look back. 

Not go back to that fucking trailer and let her take him to her bed. 

Yeah, that would have been good. Better than this, that’s for sure. 

“We know anyone in Lodi PD?” Chibs was asking quietly. It was a long shot but he appreciated the 

though. If it was Charming they could get in and make their displeasure known. But in Lodi the Sons had 

no allies. 

“Nah,” Tig muttered. 

They were giving him space. Happy appreciated it. 

“Get Clay to call Unser,” Chibs instructed and Tig pulled out his phone. “Maybe Unser can get us 

this favour. If he asks the Sheriff nicely.” 
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Hap’s hands were clench d in his pockets, and he only realized it because they were starting to 

ache from it. Tig was talking on the phone but it was all background noise as the ambulance drove off, 

no lights. No sirens. No rush. 

The tingle in his nose started, and he stared at his feet. He fought down the tears, beat them back 

madly while trying to maintain the stoic demeanour his brothers expected.  

His guts were in turmoil. His blood was boiling. He needed to rip something apart to get rid of this 

edge. He also needed to curl up in a ball and cry. 

… 

They set it up fast. Lodi PD were frequent customers of the bar, and they didn’t like strangers 

coming to town and killing women. Especially friendly, funny, pretty, outgoing, friendly, pillars-of-the-

community women. One call from Unser and Tig, Chibs and Happy were welcomed in like visiting pigs 

from another department.  

Tig and Chibs stood back, letting Hap take out his fury on that big asshole in the nastiest, ugliest 

most painful ways possible. Before he died that prick was crying, weeping, begging to live. When Hap 

asked if Jennifer had been begging the tears got worse and that’s when Hap really lost it. 

He can’t remember all the details. But when it was done he was panting, shaking, and he felt as 

though his eyes might have been way too wide. Things were sharp, happening fast. Tig handed him a 

towel. With jerky movements Hap swiped at the blood on his torso. Good thing Chibs suggested Happy 

should take off his shirt before he got in the cell with the asshole. 

When Happy was dressed again he followed his brothers, on auto pilot again, up the stairs and 

out of the station. They got a few nods, chin lifts along the way. No one said a word as the three 

SAMCRO members fired up their bikes and headed back to Charming. 

It was dawn when they pulled into the TM lot. They parked in sync, hanging lids off their handle 

bars then heading for the clubhouse. Tig headed behind the bar. 

As Hap passed his brother shouted, “Hap, don’t you want a nightcap man?” 

“Don’t need one,” he returned, heading straight for his dorm. He was exhausted, emotionally and 

physically. Sleeping wouldn’t be a problem. 

He opened his door, and he didn’t need the light with the milky sunrise coming through the 

window. Goldie sat up on his bed, tail wagging. Happy shut them in, toed off his riding boots, then 

collapsed into bed next to her fully dressed. Like she knew what he needed Goldie stretched out along 

his side, her head right on the centre of his chest. 
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Hap gasped, then the tears came. He covered his eyes with one hand, letting the hurt leak out, 

then burst like a dam. It burned all the way through him, the thought of Jennifer, so fucking hot and 

vibrant, now cold in a drawer in a morgue, waiting to be planted in the ground. 

N ever to come for him again. Never to smile at him again. Never to kiss him like she needed it to 

breathe. Gone. For good. 

A tongue lapped at his cheeks, and after a moment he swiped at his eyes angrily. He turned his 

head to his pit bull, lip quivering. She’d be the only one to see him like this. The only one to know he 

could still hurt and break down under extreme situations.  

“Being my girl isn’t really good luck,” he warned her. “I don’t think I’m meant to have good 

company, gorgeous.”  

Goldie licked him again then settled back next to him, eyebrows furrowed like she was worried. 

He smiled in spite of his tears and rubbed the top of her head. “But if you want, I guess you can be my 

girl,” he shared quietly. 

Goldie chuffed. And even though it sounded more like a choking sob, Happy laughed. 

 


