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Fall in love with someone that doesn’t make you think love is hard.
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I hated mornings. 

Nothing good ever happened before noon. At least not to me.

In the past six months since my nephew moved in, mornings had become something that I couldn’t avoid. Getting a sixteen-year-old out the door for school was no joke; especially when the sixteen-year-old hated mornings more than I did.

I yanked back the comforter he had pulled over his head and tossed it on the floor. “Ry, get your butt up. You’re going to be late for school, and I don’t feel like explaining to Principal Pey why we aren’t morning people. He doesn’t care.” When I went on a tangent about how mornings should be outlawed and the official work day shouldn’t start until noon, I think I lost what little credibility I had.

Ryker mumbled from under the sheet and slightly stirred. I should have pulled off all of his covers.

“Move it, Ry. We need to be out the door in five minutes. I’ll rustle up a Pop Tart and meet you out in the car.” 

Ryker slapped his hands on the mattress and glared at me. Whenever he looked at me like that, I saw Jeri staring back at me, and my heart clenched at the fact that I would never see her again. “It’s Friday.”

I rolled my eyes and headed for the door, “And your point is, Ry?”

“You shouldn’t have to work or go to school on Fridays,” he grumbled.

I couldn’t help but agree with him. “You now have four minutes.” I shuffled down the hallway into the kitchen and grabbed my cup from under the coffeemaker. 

Keurig. God’s gift to every person who hated mornings, but was forced to wake up. If I had to take the time to brew a full pot of coffee, I would more than likely kill someone in the time it would take for my cup to fill.

I snapped the lid onto the travel mug and hollered one last time for Ryker. The cold, brisk morning air hit me, just another thing I hated about mornings. By the time noon rolled around, things warmed up to closer to sixty instead of the forty degrees making me shiver in my black yoga pants and mismatched flip flops. My school drop-off attire was another thing that smashed my credibility to hell. 

My eyes fell on my car, the crowning, shining turd in my life that made me cringe every time I pulled up to the high school. Sixteen and seventeen-year-olds had nicer cars than my nineteen eighty-one convertible Lebaron. That’s right folks, she was a classic piece of crap, but she managed to get me from point A to point B. 

The door slammed shut behind me, and Ryker slogged past me. “Can I drive today?”

I cringed and tried not to look terrified just at the thought of Ryker driving. “Uh, how about on the way home?”

“I have to be at Powerhouse right after school. I told Master Yeck that I would help wash the mats.”

“You have your key to get in, right?”

Ryker scoffed and stood next to the driver’s door. “Yes, and you completely avoided answering me.”

I rubbed my stomach and cringed. “I think I’ll drive today. My stomach is feeling a bit queasy right now.”

He shook his head and trudged over to the passenger door. “You do know one day you are going to have to let me drive, right? Someone has to drive you around when you’re old and gray and don’t know the difference between east and west.”

If the qualification for driving a car was knowing the difference between left and right, I was fucked. I needed to know landmarks like the huge cow statue on the left and then turn right past the greenhouse. North, south, east, and west were Greek to me. “This weekend, before work. I promise, we’ll find an empty parking lot where you can drive around.”

Ryker scoffed and ducked into the car.

I took a sip of my coffee and shook my head. There were days I didn’t know if I was cut out to be someone’s guardian.  Especially when I wanted to smack Ryker upside the head every time he rolled his eyes at me. I had been thrown right into the angsty teenage years with no warning and just a good luck from my sister before she died. I had four weeks to accept the fact that I was going to be responsible for someone else before he became my responsibility. Cancer sucked big hairy balls.

I slid into the car and stuck the key into the ignition. “Remember what I said about rolling your eyes, Ry?”

He tossed his book bag on the floor and buckled his seatbelt. “They are not going to get stuck that way. That only works on ten-year-olds.”

I went through the process of starting my shiny turd of a car which included trying to turn it over three times, waiting ten seconds, and then throwing up a Hail Mary as I tried the fourth time. “Yesss,” I purred when she roared to life.

“When are you going to trade this in and get a car that starts on the first try?” 

I backed onto the street and headed in the direction of the school. A peek at the clock told me Ry was going to be damn close to being late. Again. “Shit muffins.”

“You do know that adding a bakery item to the end of your cussing doesn’t make it less of a cuss word, right?”

I glanced over at Ry. “And do you know I don’t care?”

Ryker growled, but made the wise choice of not saying anything else.

“Pye Face is going to have a shit fit if you’re late again,” I mumbled as I turned into the school parking lot.

Ryker chuckled and put his hand on the door handle as I pulled up to the front doors. Ryker had mastered the roll and jump in the six months he had been living with me. “You know one day you’re going to end up calling him that to his face, right?”

And if that wasn’t the damn truth. Every time I got a phone call from the man, I had to hold my tongue and think twice before saying his name. I slammed on the brakes and rolled down my window. “Hi, Mr. Pye!” The old goat was sitting on one of the benches by the front door looking like someone had just shit in his chocolate milk.

“Good job, Haddie. You got his name right.” Ryker gave me a quick smile and jumped out of the car. I hated when he called me that. I hated it even more when he called me Aunt Haddie. It made me sound like a ninety-year-old woman instead of thirty-six with a rockin’ body. Okay, maybe not a rockin’ body, more like thirty-six with a body.

“I work until two. I’ll be home right after,” I called. “I love you!” 

Ryker waved over his shoulder to me and disappeared into the school.

Mr. Pye unfolded his legs and strode over to my car. Son of a bitch. I had been hoping to avoid a lecture from Pye Face today. “Is it really wise to leave an impressionable teenager alone at all hours of the night?” 

I smiled sweetly at him and leaned out my window. “Until I find a job that pays as well as the one I have, then yes, it is wise.”

Pye frowned and crossed his arms over his chest. “Being a stripper is not something to be proud of, Ms. James.”

I rolled my eyes and sighed. No matter how many times I told ol’ Pye Face that I wasn’t a stripper, he didn’t listen. “If I were a stripper, Mr. Pye, I would be rolling up to school in a Benz, and Ryker would be wearing Nike from head to toe. I’m a waitress. Granted, I’m a waitress at a strip club, but that doesn’t make me a stripper.”

“There's hardly a difference,” he mumbled under his breath.

I couldn’t roll my eyes hard enough at that. The difference was I kept my clothes on. A huge difference in my book. “Is that all you had to tell me, Mr. Pye?” I asked sweetly. “I’m glad you are so concerned about Ryker’s safety while I’m at work.”

He stepped back from my car. “Try to get him here on time, Ms. James. I doubt his mother would be happy with the way you’re raising him.” He turned on his heel and marched back into the school.

My blood boiled, and it took all my willpower not to yank the wheel to the right and run the bastard over. He hadn’t even known Jeri, but he thought he knew I was a shit aunt.

I pulled out of the parking lot and slammed my hand on the steering wheel. 

And this was why I hated the bastard so much. He spoke of my biggest fear and knew I was a fraud.

I was a shit aunt, and I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing with Ryker.

Fucking cockwaffles.

**********
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“I don’t know how the hell you stay in shape with a cookie in your mouth all the fucking time.”

Dante flipped me off and shoved the rest of the cookie in his mouth. “Fukmof.”

I shook my head and fell into the chair behind the front desk. “Molly should let you buy interest in Java Spot.”

He swallowed hard and grabbed his water bottle off the desk. “I asked. She said no. Kellan also said he was the only one who was allowed to take interest in Molly’s cookies.”

“You’re an ass for even asking,” I chuckled.

Dante shrugged. “A man will do crazy things for a good cookie.”

I dropped my chin to my chest. This motherfucker was crazy. “You think you can concentrate long enough to make it through class tonight?”

He pushed off the desk and bounced on the balls of his feet. “I’m good, bro. Pumped for sparring tonight. I love watching these kids go a round with each other.”

“You do know we’re supposed to be teaching them and not just watching them beat the hell out of each other, right?”

Dante waved his hand at me, then put his hands up protecting his face as he continued to bounce around.  “I teach. Hell, these kids are being taught by one of the greatest sparrers in the past twenty years, and they don’t even know it.”

“Good to see those few titles you picked up haven’t gone to your head.”

He ducked to the left, and then to the right, then jabbed with his left arm. “Eight, asshole. It was eight titles, and I earned every fucking one of them.”

He sure did. Dante was one guy I would never want to meet in a dark alley. The fucker would fuck me up and not even break a sweat doing it.

I grabbed my bag from under the desk, slung it over my shoulder, and stood. “What are your thoughts on Ryker?”

He dropped his arms to his sides and stood straight. “He seems all right. He’s got a mean right hook, although he’s a badass with those kamas.”

“We ever decide what we’re doing with him? I know Kellan mentioned the kid couldn’t afford classes.”

Dante strode to the mat, bowed, and headed to one of the standing punching bags. “I think we’re helping the kid out. He helps wrangle the kids; we give him a school to hang his black belt on. You know it ain’t cheap going to the tournaments, so I think we’re gonna help him get in there too.”

I nodded. It sounded like a good plan. It would be nice to have an extra pair of hands around, and we could all take him under our wing, to hopefully craft the next superstar on the circuit. “He’s helping out tonight, right?”

Dante jabbed the bag and nodded. “Yeah. He should be here around three-thirty to give the mats a quick scrub down, and then I figure he’ll help with classes.”

“Good.” I ducked into the bathroom and turned the water on in the shower. Last night was rough. By the time I finally fell asleep, it was well past four. I slept all day and barely made it to the studio before class. 

Sleep had been evading me lately, and it was driving me insane. I was running out of things to do and I always ended up lying in bed watching late night porn and infomercials until I passed out. You wouldn’t believe the seventies porn they play late night. Back then was a very hairy and strange time. 

“Hurry the hell up!” Dante hollered through the door. “Roman and Kellan just pulled up.”

I quickly stripped off my clothes and hopped in the shower. Thank god we decided to put one in when we renovated the studio. Although, at the time, we did it so we wouldn’t have to leave the studio reeking after a hard workout, not for my lazy ass to use when I slept all day.

Dante was still beating the hell out of the punching bag when I stepped out of the bathroom with wet hair, and Roman and Kellan were sitting on the mats stretching.

“You look like hell.”

I flipped off Roman and dumped my bag behind the desk. “Hello to you too, asshole.” I bowed into the mat and collapsed by Kellan.

“Ryker should be here soon. I was going to have him give the mats a quick wipe, but I think it can wait until next weekend.” Kellan leaned back on his arms.

I surveyed the mats and spread my legs out. “They’re good. Compared to some school’s mats out there, I’m pretty sure we could eat off ours.” I slowly bent forward, my arms reaching for my left foot. 

The small bell above the door dinged, and I turned to watch Ryker scurry in and head straight for the bathroom. “Hi, Master Wright, Holten, Craig, and Yeck,” he called.

A chorus of ‘hi’ and ‘sup’ sounded, and the door shut behind Ryker.

I laid back and put my arm over my eyes. “So, what are you going to have him do?”

“He can fuck around until class starts. The kids are going to start rolling in anytime,” Kellan replied.

I sighed. I didn’t have the energy to deal with twenty rambunctious five and six-year-olds.

I heard the bathroom door swing open and peeked out from under my arm to watch Ryker bow onto the mat. The kid reminded me of myself and the guys when we were his age. We were eager to be doing anything that had to do with karate and had begged to help run classes.

“Did you want me to wipe down the mats, Master Wright?”

Kellan stood up and shook his head. “Nah, not today. I think maybe next weekend we’ll work on them. You can just practice until class starts.”

Ryker glanced around, uncertainty in his eyes.

Kellan clapped him on the shoulder and took pity on him. “Why don’t you run through your bo staff routine, and Roman can give you some pointers.”

Roman slid to the side of the mat and leaned against the half wall. I rolled to the side a few times to give Ryker room.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his eyes roaming around.

Kellan nodded and glided over to the half cylinder full of student bos. “This used to be my old one. You can use it today. Make sure you bring your bo every day. You never know what we’re going to be doing.” Kellan tossed it to Ryker, and he caught it mid-air.

“Holy hell,” he whispered. He twirled it around, fluidly rolling it behind his back, then transferring it up, and rolling it around his neck. The kid had talent.

“This shit look familiar to you at all?” Kellan asked as he sat down next to Roman.

“Yeah, it was me eleven years ago,” Roman remarked.

Ryker tossed the bo around, weaving it behind his back and through his legs, getting used to the weight and length. He twirled and moved the bo so fast that it sounded like a propeller on a helicopter.

He snatched the bo out of the air, widened his stance, and bowed his head. He took a deep breath and bounced on the balls of his feet.

For one second, he was still, and then he exploded, the bo constantly moving, his yells deep and loud. He zoned out everything and gave it all he had.

“Where the hell did this kid come from?” I whispered to Roman. This was the first time I had seen Ryker pick up a bo. He’d been helping around the studio the past two weeks, but it had just been instructing kids and cleaning up after class.

“Told ya, dude. This kid has fucking talent,” Roman replied, his eyes never leaving Ryker.

Ryker tossed the bo up in the air, caught it behind his back, spun around and yelled “Aya!” as he held his hand out.

His eyes scanned the three of us, waiting for any response. “Uh, was that okay?” he asked meekly.

Roman leaned forward and looked from Kellan to me. “I think that’ll do. Right, guys?”

Kellan shrugged. “For now.”

Roman snickered, and a grin spread across my lips. We were a bunch of assholes when we felt like it. Ryker had poured his heart out on the mat, and we were acting like it was a white belt’s first time picking up a bo.

Ryker bowed to us and shuffled off to the side of the mat. “Hey!” I called.

Ryker turned, disappointment on his face.

“You rocked the hell out of that bo, kid.”

Kellan chuckled and nodded. “Yeah, we can’t let your head get big. We can’t let you know that you’re better than Roman.”

Ryker lit up, and a huge grin took over his face. “Really?”

Roman stood up and shook his head. “Now, now, let’s not get crazy here. I haven’t trained in months.”

“I think having you around is going to be good for Roman’s ego,” Kellan said. “He needs to be knocked down a peg or two.”

Roman held both of his middle fingers up to Kellan. “And that right there is the reason why I’m not going to invite you out tonight.” Roman nodded to me. “It’s gonna be the three amigos, and Tate is going to be my wingman.”

Oh hell. I knew how this was going to go. Anytime Roman called for a wingman, it was a night full of drinks and hitting on any woman within a five-foot radius. I gingerly stood up and quirked my eyebrow. “Wingman?”

Roman nodded and smirked. “Oh, fuck yeah. I heard about a strip club out of town that I think we need to hit up. I’ve heard some great fucking things about it.”

The bell over the door jingled, and Kellan held up his hand. “You three have fun, I’m gonna hang out with Molly.”

“Pussy-whipped,” Roman mumbled.

Kellan rolled his eyes and bowed off the mat to greet the first few students coming through the door.

Roman stood next to me and elbowed my side. “You’re in, right, fucker?”

I watched Ryker walk across the mat and stick the bo into the holder. “You really think we need to hit up a strip club?”

Roman turned to stand in front of me. “Has Kellan’s pussy-whippedness wore off on you? I didn’t think that was possible.” He held a hand to my forehead and shook his head. “No fever, it must be a silent killer.”

I knocked his arm away and took a step back. “You’re a fucking ass. I’ll be there.”

Roman smirked and strode over to Ryker, throwing an arm around his shoulders. “I think we saved him, Ryker. He was close to becoming a pussy.”

“Remind me again why I put up with your ass?” I asked.

“Because I’m fucking amazing.”

I scoffed and shook my head. “Only in your head.”

Students started filing in steadily through the door and lined up on the side of the mat with their attendance cards in their hands.

Roman and Ryker stepped past me, and Roman cuffed me on the shoulder. “Nine o’clock, I’ll pick you up. Be ready, fucker,” he whispered, leaning in.

I stepped back, leaned against the wall, and crossed my arms over my chest. Well, I guess going out tonight would help with my insomnia. By the time we got home tonight, I’m sure I would fall into bed exhausted.

The only thing was, I had no idea what kind of trouble Roman was going to get me into tonight. 

Lord help me.
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“Shit cakes.”

“Cakes? Really?”

“Shit biscuits is probably more accurate.” I rolled my eyes and pulled out the pan of burned biscuits. “Don’t question me, though.” I set the pan on top of the stove and tossed the hot pad on top of them. “I forgot to set the timer.”

Ryker snickered and sat down at the kitchen table. “Obviously.”

I bowed my head and counted to ten. I had been having a shit day, and it had only really started three hours ago. After I dropped Ryker off at school, I sat down on the couch to watch TV for a little bit and ended up passing out and sleeping all day. I woke up ten minutes before Ryker had traipsed through the door and had been in a fog ever since. 

Ever taken a nap and woken up hours later wondering where you were and what year it was? That’s the kind of nap I had. It was hell.

“I’ll order pizza. Don’t worry about dinner.”

I turned around and leaned against the counter. “You’ve already had pizza three times this week, Ry. I think you having it a fourth time makes me a horrible parental person.”

Ryker huffed and pulled his phone out of his pocket. “Parental person is what I’m supposed to call you now?”

I had been struggling with what Ryker should call me. It was actually more of what I should call myself when talking about him. The word mom was always on the tip of my tongue, but that wasn’t right. “Um, I think that’s what I called myself in the school pickup line the other day.”

Ryker laughed and shook his head. “And did they look at you like you were crazy?”

I cocked my head to the right and squinted. “It was more of a look of confusion.”

“You’re my aunt, Haddie. That hasn’t changed.”

I grabbed his phone out of his hand and dropped it on the counter. “I know that Ry, but I’m also more than that now.”

“You’re Aunt Haddie, and that isn’t going to change.” He picked up his phone and slipped off his chair. “I’m going to order Chinese. Is that better than having pizza four nights?”

“Only if you order something with a shit ton of veggies in it.”

“Chicken and broccoli?”

“That’ll do.” I glanced at the clock on the stove and grabbed the pan of burned biscuits. “I promise tomorrow night, I’ll make something that’s edible.” I flipped open the lid of the garbage can and dumped the rock-hard pucks in. “Probably not biscuits, though.”

Ryker swiped some buttons on his phone and pressed it to his ear. “I think that would be for the best,” he said, smirking.

I rolled my eyes and dumped the empty pan into the sink. “Order me some potstickers and sesame chicken, too.” I wouldn’t be able to eat it before work, but you can damn sure believe I would be thinking about it sitting in the fridge during my shift.

Ryker called in the order while I wandered down the hallway into my room to get ready for work. It was time to change into a whole different Hadley.

A gallon of makeup, a short skirt, and a skintight shirt with the words Sultry Knights splashed across the chest in neon yellow was my attire for the next eight hours. I groaned thinking about the three-inch heels I was going to have to slip on when I got to the bar. I tried to wait as long as possible to put on those torture devices.

Working at Sultry Knights, the local strip club one town over, demanded that I wear heels, even though they killed my feet after an hour. I didn’t work on the stage, but they said I needed to look like I could.

I rolled my eyes, grabbed the shoes out of the closet, and tossed them on the bed. I prayed to God there wouldn’t come a day that I would have to work the stage. I could make a shit ton more money, but I wasn’t sure that was a line I wanted to cross.

My paychecks were decent and enough to cover bills, but I saw the wads of money the girls took home when they sauntered onto stage. Like I said, bills were getting paid, but that was about it. Any extra fun was out of the question. Even Ryker’s karate.

He had managed to find a way to work for the local karate school, but I felt they were giving us a handout, and that was one thing that I hated.

I shimmied the short as hell skirt up to my legs, turned my butt to the mirror, and bent over.

“Son of a bitch,” I mumbled. The bottom part of my cheeks flashed, and I knew the damn skirt had shrunk. Ryker had said he did a load of laundry to help, but he must have dried the damn clothes for ten hours.

Hopefully, no jackasses would decide to ‘accidently’ drop their money on the floor, forcing me to reach down in front of them. I swear some of the customers were worse than a pack of dogs in heat.

“Fucking shit waffles.” My shirt was even worse. I turned to the side in the mirror and grimaced. I normally showed a sliver of my stomach, but after Ryker’s ‘helpfulness,’ I was now showing a good three inches. I raised my arms over my head, and the bottom of my bra showed.

I wondered if I could call into work sick because my nephew was too helpful. Except, that was out of the question, because I needed every hour I could get. So tonight, I was going to be a way different Hadley. I really needed to do a load of laundry. My adulting skills had been seriously lacking the past week.

After a pulling on an oversized zip-up sweatshirt, it looked like I was naked underneath, and I shook my head. “At least my tips should be good tonight,” I mumbled. I slid my feet into a pair of flip flops, grabbed my heels off the bed, and headed back into the kitchen.

Ryker was still sitting at the kitchen table, his nose buried in his phone. “Food should be here in forty minutes. Apparently, Friday night is a busy night at Ching-Jang.”

“I gotta leave in two minutes. Just throw my food in the fridge. I’ll binge when I get home.” I grabbed a glass from the cabinet and filled it with water. “You have any homework you should be doing?”

He looked up from his phone and scoffed “Come on, Haddie, it’s Friday night. I have all weekend to do my homework.”

I drained my glass and set it in the sink. “Then you won’t have time to practice driving tomorrow.”

His eyes widened, and he tossed his phone on the counter. “You’re kidding me. If I do my homework, you’ll take me driving tomorrow?”

I probably should have thought this through more before I opened my mouth. Getting Ryker to do his homework was always like pulling teeth, but if I started bribing him with driving lessons, I might never get out of the car. “The offer only stands for tonight. All other days of homework with be negotiated later.”

Ryker tapped his fingers on his chin. “I guess I’ll accept that. There’s plenty of other stuff I want that I can bargain with.”

“Don’t get used to it, Ry. All you can get from me is driving lessons, and maybe every now and then Chinese takeout.”

“What else could a sixteen-year-old ask for?”

I grabbed my purse and hitched it over my shoulder. There was a whole lot more a sixteen-year-old could ask for, and the fact that Ryker didn’t ask for any of it, blew me away. A boy losing his mother right before his sixteenth birthday could really fuck with someone’s head. “You deserve a lot more than what I can give you, kid, but you’re damn amazing for accepting what I’ve got.”

He shrugged and picked up his phone. “I know you do the best you can, Aunt Haddie.”

I ruffled his hair as I passed by and pressed a kiss to his temple. “Be good, do your homework, and I’ll call before bedtime, okay?”

Ryker waved me off, and the door slammed shut behind me. 

The sun was setting, and I wished I didn’t have to go to work. I couldn’t remember the last time I had a Friday off. Fridays and Saturdays were always the busiest days at the club, and we were only allowed to have one off a month. To get more than that you needed to be dead or the freakin’ queen of England.

I wished like hell I could find another job that had normal hours and paid as well as Sultry Knights, but as far as I knew, there wasn’t a job like that out there. At least, not one I was qualified to have. A GED didn’t get you very far around here. That was fine when it was just myself I had to worry about. Now with Ryker, I was panicking, trying to find a way to make more. That led me to Sultry Knights and my scantily clad body.

The cold air hit my legs as I sprinted to my car, and I prayed my heater decided to work and not blow cold air. Although, I knew that was asking a lot.

I glanced at the clock on the dash as I pulled out of the driveway and grimaced. I was damn close to being late. It seemed like each night I dragged my feet a little bit more to leave for work. When I first started working at SK, I was there fifteen minutes before my shift started to get everything ready, but now, six months in, I breezed in two minutes before eight, tied on my tiny apron, and hit the floor. 

Tonight, it was looking like I was going to be rolling in with seconds to spare.

I threw the car into park, swiped my heels off of the seat next to me, and sprinted into the back entrance of the club.

“Really, Hadley? Your shift starts in one minute.”

Hell, I was earlier than I thought. I really didn’t need to run. I put a hand on Rick’s shoulder, flipped off my flip flops, and slid on my heels. “I’m here, Rick. Don’t complain.”

He rolled his eyes and crossed his arms over his chest when I stood back. “You think you could at least be here five minutes before your shift starts? You’re giving me a heart attack every night waiting for you to roll into the lot in that tin can of yours. Half of the time, I think you’re broken down on the side of the road.”

And there was the side of Rick that helped convince me to stay here. He may be an ass, but he also cared about us. The Devil’s Knights, the motorcycle club two towns over, owned Sultry Knights, but Rick, who wasn’t a member, was the general manager. Every now and then, you would see a guy with a Knights cut in the club, but it wasn’t often. Most of them had ol’ ladies, and word was, they didn’t need to hang out at a strip club because their women were pretty fucking amazing. I had yet to see any of them in the club, but I heard the last time all of the women turned up at the club, they ended up shutting the place down and giving the girls on the stage a run for their money.

“You’ll be the first to know when I’m dead on the side of the road, Rick.” I couldn’t get that lucky to miss work because of my car. I knew if I called Rick, he would come and get me to make sure I was at work on time.

He pointed a finger at me. “Sugar, you know these guys love you. Get your apron on and get out there. Vanessa has your apron.” 

I looked Rick up and down. There was no denying he was attractive. His pitch black hair, handsome face, and towering height made him desirable to all the girls who worked here.

The only problem was, Rick was very much with Vanessa, and she made sure to stop anyone in their tracks who thought they had a chance with him. 

Out of all the girls, I was the only one who got along with her. I was also the only one who wasn’t after Rick. He was my boss, and that was it. “When are you going to put a ring on her finger?” I asked. I pushed past Rick as he tossed his hands up in the air. I asked him every night, and every night he did the same thing.

I slipped through the swinging doors which led to main room and saw Vanessa standing next to the bar. She was wearing the same outfit as I
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