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Author’s Note






Rae’s Heart, also known
as Baby Girl for
my original fans, was never supposed to happen.

Everything was supposed to
have been concluded and wrapped up in one story, but I quickly
learned that everything doesn’t always go according to plan when
you’re writing a story with characters who have a hard time
listening. I had no idea that Rae would still be with me 8 years
later with 7 books starring her and her crazy family. Rae’s story
has kept me going and has even inspired other fictional characters
along the way, including Carmen Astrella, the Italian dominant in
my book, Dominance of the
Heart. I hope you fall in love with the
love between these women as much as I have. And I pray you have
forgiveness in your heart after reading this part of the
series.

 


 


 


 



Prologue

 


Six weeks after Christina
returns Rae’s ring…






“What can I get for you
beautiful ladies?” Ruby asked Christina and Rae.

It was the first time Christina wanted
to go out anywhere with Rae. Over the past month, she and Rae went
back to being friendly roommates. She had moved back into her old
bedroom and basically stopped being Rae’s girlfriend. Christina had
told Rae she still loved her and wanted to be with her but was
waiting patiently for Rae to take responsibility for her actions
and grow up. Rae knew what she had to do to win her back. She
wanted to ask her again to marry her and get that ring back on her
finger, but she was scared. Rejection could be a son-of-a-bitch,
and Rae’s confidence had been shaken.

“Pancakes!” Christina
expressed excitedly.

“Okay, pancakes it is,”
Rae said to Ruby and handed her their menus. Christina reached
across the table for her hands, and Rae hesitated because she
hadn’t reached out to her in a long time. Taking her hands in her
own, she still felt that pull she felt the first time they met.
Christina smiled ear to ear at her. “Chris, are you
okay?”

“I’m really good. I feel
good.”

Feeding on that pull, Rae got up and
sat next to her where Christina immediately snuggled up to her with
her face in Rae’s neck, reminding Rae of the first time they met
here at the diner. “Baby, you look good too. You have life in your
eyes again.”

She smiled and pulled Rae in for a
kiss. Rae moaned into it since it had been ages since she last felt
those soft lips against her own. Her body melted into Christina’s
as she pressed her mouth harder to hers and just held there,
savouring, until a throat being cleared pulled them apart and they
looked at Ruby, who held a tray full of their breakfast.

“Pancakes for the horn
dogs.” She set the plates down then Rae got up and moved to her
side, pinching Ruby’s ass on the way. “Well, just for that, I’m
stealing a bite.” Ruby tore off a piece of Rae’s pancake and ate
it.

“Brat.”

She simply winked then spun on her
heel and left.

Christina had already dug in, shoving
massive bites into her mouth, stuffing her cheeks. “Baby! Take it
easy. You startin’ to look like me.” Christina laughed with a
mouthful of pancake, hiding her mouth with a hand, then she started
choking. Rae jumped up and raised her arms up in the air while
patting her on the back. “Baby, my god.”

Ruby came rushing over. “Rae, what did
you do now?”

“I didn’t do
anything.”

“Yeah, the last time I
left you alone with her here at the diner, you had her crying. Now
you got her choking,” she said sarcastically then dodged the shove
Rae tried to give her.

Christina finally quit choking and
took a sip of her water.

“You okay, now?” Rae
asked.

Christina nodded, never losing her
smile.

After breakfast, they hung around the
diner, just talking about the cold weather and how Rae was bummed
she had to stow away her bike for the winter. Ruby occasionally
joined them, sitting with them for a few minutes at a time. She,
too, had noticed how different Christina was acting and how healthy
she appeared. Christina blushed every time she was the focal point
of the conversation, lifting Rae’s heart because she had missed
that beautiful, rosy hue to her cheeks.

“You ready to go home?”
Sitting side by side with her arm over Christina’s shoulders, Rae
felt very optimistic about how the day was going, and her
confidence in them grew.

“Yeah.”

Rae laid some money on the table for
Ruby then waved at her as they started to leave. When they reached
the front door, Christina suddenly grabbed onto Rae’s arm, stopping
her. “What’s the matter, baby?” Rae noticed she looked pale.
“Christina, talk to me.”

“I don’t feel good. I
think I’m—” She spun around and bolted to the restroom with Rae
right behind her. She ran into a stall and threw up hard. Rae
grimaced as she joined her in the stall, gathering her hair,
holding it while rubbing her back.

“Oh, my poor baby girl.”
She helped her back up on her feet then turned her around, still
not happy to see her so pale-looking. Rae pulled out some paper
towels to wipe her mouth. “Come here, let’s wash your face.” At the
sink, Rae gently wiped her face and neck down with cool water. She
felt her forehead. “You feel warm, baby. Let’s get you
home.”

“Do you think it’s the flu
or food poisoning?”

“I don’t know. I hope it’s
something simple like that.”

After arriving home, Christina had to
throw up again. Rae decided to take her temperature, but it wasn’t
high enough to be concerned just yet. Christina spent the rest of
the day in bed. Her vomiting had stopped, but the lively energy and
glow were no longer. The next couple of mornings, she was up in the
bathroom throwing up, and Rae could see what was really happening
to her, but she wasn’t ready to admit it.

In the garage, Rae sat on her bike,
thinking about what might be happening to Christina when Ruby
walked in and sat down next to her. “Rae, I think I know what’s
going on with Christina.”

Closing her eyes, Rae said, “Don’t say
it.”

“Someone has to. I don’t
think she knows herself… she’s very young and naïve. You’re gonna
have to talk to her, babe, or I will.”

“I’m in denial. Let me be
in denial for a bit.”

“Rae! You can’t be. If she
is pregnant, she’s gonna need our help.”

“Yeah, straight to the
fucking clinic to get rid of it.”

Ruby stood up and looked at Rae in
disbelief. “You would force your future wife to get an
abortion?”

“Only this
one.”

“What’s the matter with
you!”

Rae jumped up and forced herself into
Ruby’s space, looking down into the fury swirling around in her
green eyes. “Nothing! Other than my wife has a child growing in her
that was put there by force! This fetus is a product of a horrible,
disgusting rape! It’s not how I envisioned us having a baby
together, Ruby!”

Ruby kept calm and remained in her
stance, but Rae could see her fists clenched and she waited for her
to take a swing at her. Their attention turned to Christina, who
had been standing by the garage door, crying, clearly having
overheard everything. She took off back inside the house. Rae
started going after her, but Ruby pushed her hard and she stumbled
back. “The fuck are you doing!”

“You are not talking to
her now. I will.”

“She’s my fucking fiancée,
or will be!”

“I don’t care! After the
awful things you just said and her hearing them, I doubt she wants
to talk to you right now. I see what she means by you needing to
grow the fuck up!”

“Get the fuck out of my
way, Ruby!” Rae pushed her and Ruby swung a fist at her face,
landing her right in the jaw, causing her to fall back into her
bike. Ruby had already disappeared by the time Rae righted herself.
She rubbed her jaw then out of blind rage, she picked up a wrench
and hurled it out into the driveway, almost hitting her truck.
“Fuck!” She walked out of the garage and kept on
walking.

Rae walked for over an
hour; the cold air helped to calm her down. Truthfully, she was
avoiding home, too scared of what might be waiting for her.
Fucking coward. Christina should never had heard Rae say those awful things,
but it was how she felt. She didn’t want her future wife having a
baby that was half his. Rae also worried that Christina wouldn’t
even give her a chance to explain herself and either have a bag
packed for her or her own bags packed when she got home.
Fuck! I left again!

The sun started to set
when she walked up the driveway, and when she entered the house,
she found Christina cooking supper. Ruby appeared to be nowhere
around. Okay, not what I was
expecting. Pulling out a chair from the
table, she took a seat and steepled her hands in front of her face,
elbows resting on the table, and waited for Christina to say
something. To break the ice, Rae asked, “Whatch’ya
makin’?”

“Food.”

Rae rolled her eyes and shook her
head. “Can you give me a better answer?”

“Frittatas.”

“Fri-what-a?” With her
back to Rae, she could still hear and see Christina giggling. “Can
we talk?”

“Not right
now.”

“Why?”

“I’m cooking and waiting
for something.”

“What are you waiting
for?” Rae asked then heard Ruby’s car pulling in the driveway. “I
didn’t even know she was gone.”

“She went out after you
left, again,” Christina said as she opened the oven and put a pan
inside.

Fuck.

Ruby walked in with a bag from the
pharmacy, and Rae already knew what was in it. Ruby glanced at Rae
with no expression on her face as she handed over the bag to
Christina. After taking the bag, Christina turned to the two women
with tears pooling in her baby blues. Both Rae and Ruby jumped and
hurried over to her, pulling her into a three-way hug. “I’m
scared,” she whispered.

Rae exchanged a look with Ruby over
the top of Christina’s head and knew she had to push her own
feelings aside and be there for her right now. “It’s okay, baby.
We’re here for you.”

When Christina looked up at her with
need in her eyes, a yearning to feel safe again, all the anger Rae
had been feeling melted away. She kissed her on the forehead then
all three of them walked down the hallway together. “I’ve never
taken one of these. Have either of you?” Ruby and Rae nodded.
“Really!” Her eyes swelled out. “When?”

“I had a one-night stand
with a guy when I was seventeen. Didn’t use a condom,” Ruby
said.

Christina just stared wide-eyed then
she looked over at Rae.

“The guy I dated in high
school. We also didn’t use a condom one night.”

Fiddling with the bag, she softly
asked, “Will you help me?”

“Yes, Christina, I’ll
always help you.” Rae guided her into the bathroom, catching a wink
from Ruby as she closed the door. Rae read her the directions of
the pregnancy test and opened it for her.

“So, I just pee on
it?”

“Yep, make sure the test
strip is in the stream, and you may have to spread your legs and
watch, and you may get some on your hands.” Rae leaned up against
the wall with her arms folded, head down, and waited.

Several minutes later, all three of
them sat at the table, waiting for the results. No words were
exchanged while Rae rubbed Christina’s back as Ruby counted down
the minutes on her cell phone. Rae was pretty sure she was
pregnant, but she prayed to the heavens that she wasn’t.

“It’s time,” Ruby
announced and everyone jumped up and walked down to the
bathroom.

“Can someone else look at
it? I can’t,” Christina softly said.

Rae squeezed her hand while looking to
Ruby in the hopes that she would see the terror on her face and do
it for her. Ruby got the hint and went into the bathroom, leaving
the twosome standing there in suspense with bated
breaths.

Ruby emerged with the test in her
hands and looked up at Christina, then at Rae, then back at
Christina. “Sweetie, it’s positive.”

“I knew it. I fucking knew
it,” Rae said but kept a hold of Christina’s hand.

Christina turned to Rae. “Are you
gonna leave and go on one of your outrageous hissy
fits?”

With flared nostrils as she struggled
to hold it together, she said firmly, “No,” and squeezed her hand
harder, forcing Christina to pull her hand away from the firm
grasp. “I’m sorry.”

“You’re clearly not okay.”
She dropped her head down. “Neither am I.”

“Christina, I’m not gonna
take off and leave you alone to deal with these feelings by
yourself, but to be honest, I am heartbroken and angry.” Rae
cringed, hoping she wouldn’t leave her.

“Rae, you’re allowed to be
angry, furious, enraged even. It’s when you abandon me with those
feelings and I have no idea where you went or who you’re
with.”

“Well, I’m not leaving
you, especially now.”

Ruby piped up and tried to lighten the
mood. “Rae, truth or dare?”

Christina and Rae chuckled, then Rae
said, “Seriously?”

Ruby nodded, then Christina stepped
in. “Yeah, Rae, truth or dare?” She winked.

Is she challenging
me? Maybe she’s remembering the first time
I proposed, she asked me the same question.

Rae couldn’t help but smile as she
gave the same answer as the last time. “Okay, dare.”

Christina shared a look with Ruby, who
nodded her head at her, telling Christina to go ahead. “Prove to me
that you won’t abandon me especially now that there’s gonna be a
baby. Prove that we’re in this together.”

With an invitation like that, Rae
knelt on one knee, pulling out the leather box she had been
carrying around with her every day since Christina gave back her
ring. “Christina, I meant it before and I still mean it when I say
that I love you and that I need you beside me. I’ll say it again,
Christina—you’re my love, my life, my friend, and hopefully my
wife. Will you marry me?” She opened the box, showcasing the pink
heart-shaped diamond ring with tiny diamonds fitted inside the thin
band.

Christina attempted to fight her tears
as she covered her mouth with a hand. “Rae,” she squeaked out with
a shaky breath. “Yes.”

Rae happily slid the ring back on her
finger then stood up and took her into her arms. Rae then reached
out and pulled a crying Ruby in their hug. “Oh, my god, it feels so
good having you in my arms again.”

Ruby stepped away. “I’m gonna let you
two reconnect.”

As soon as Ruby disappeared from
sight, Rae pushed Christina up against the wall and groped her
breasts, sliding her tongue around with hers. Feeling that
raw-ravenous-pure-sexual feeling, Rae knew no matter how much time
passed between them, that feeling would always return for her. Rae
picked her up bridal-style and carried her off to their bedroom
where Christina belonged and made love to her.

 


*****

 


On a warm, sunny afternoon, Christina
and Rae were lounging on the couch, end to end, naked, and covered
in a blanket. They had just finished having great make-up sex. Ruby
had been staying at Pat’s the last few days, giving the newly
betrothed time to rekindle the magic. Laying on her side with her
breasts exposed, Rae was playing footsies with her fiancée, who was
playing right back, and every time Rae made her jolt and squeal,
her blanket would fall down a bit each time. Rae wiggled her
eyebrows at her and glanced at her chest on the verge of popping
out.

Christina gave her a pointed look.
“Excuse me, ma’am, are you trying to look at my
breasts?”

Rae nodded with no shame. She then
gathered some of the blanket with her toes and yanked it off, fully
exposing her breasts. “That’s more like it.”

“Pervert.” Christina
smiled as she pulled her blanket back up. Rae laughed then got up
when the phone started ringing, taking the blanket with her,
exposing Christina’s body completely. “Rae!”

Rae glanced back to see her covering
up her bits. “Sorry, baby.” She tossed the blanket to her and
answered the phone in the buff. “Hello?” She caught Christina
ogling her body. “Hello?” Rae asked again, but the line was dead
air. She shrugged and hung up then rejoined Christina back on the
couch.

 


*****

 


“Oh, I need a nap.
Doctor’s visits tucker me out.” Rae stretched out on the couch
after having returned from Christina’s first doctor’s visit. She
was seven weeks pregnant, and they estimated her due date to be in
July sometime.

Christina climbed on top of her and
rested her head on her chest. “I’m tired too. I’m glad I puked
already today.” Her morning sickness had been either first thing in
the morning or in the middle of the night. “I can’t remember, but
when do you go back to work?”

“In a couple of weeks.”
After finding out Christina was pregnant and that their wedding
would still be taking place, Rae decided to take a job on a rig for
a two-week hitch. She wanted to make some big money before settling
down completely at home with a minimum-waged job. Christina climbed
off when the phone started ringing. Answering it, her face turned
to one of confusion when no one answered. She said hello again,
waited, then hung up.

“Who was that, baby?” Rae
asked as she sat up.

She shrugged. “No one
there.”

Rae furrowed her brows,
thinking back from a couple of days ago when the phone rang and
there was no response for her, either. Please no, don’t let it be her.

Later that evening, the three of them
were sitting around the kitchen table, enjoying the chicken and
mashed potato dinner that Christina made, when the phone started
ringing. Rae answered it. “Hello?” She closed her eyes out of
frustration. “Who the fuck is this!”

“It should have been
mine.”

She pulled the phone away and looked
at it strangely. “What should’ve been yours? Who is
this?”

The girls were now standing next to
her and listening.

“Soon, bitch. Very soon.”
The phone went dead.

Panic swirled around in her gut as she
pulled the phone away slowly. Ruby expressed her impatient anxiety
with her hands, trying to get Rae to talk. With heavy dread
weighing down on her, Rae looked at each woman, unsure of what to
say or do.

“Fuck.”


Chapter One

 


 


Rae stared at herself in the mirror as
she tucked the Glock behind her back, inside her pants. The woman
looking back at her resembled a ghost of someone she had avoided
long ago. Tonight, that ghost was back with a vengeance. She picked
up her long, trench-styled, leather coat and slipped her arms
inside, throwing it up over her shoulders and adjusting the collar.
The coat hid her shoulder holster, holding two more Glocks. She
double-checked the holster around her left leg, holding another
gun. Running her hands down the smooth, snug, leather vest that
accentuated her curves, she turned her head side-to-side, making
sure her faux hawk sat tight, sitting high on her head. Black
eyeliner traced around her dark brown eyes, resembling a demon
ready to rise from Hell. She walked with a heavy-booted step out of
her bedroom and into the middle of the kitchen where she slowly
turned in a circle, her eyes taking everything in. She didn’t know
if she would ever see the inside of her home after tonight. She
felt like a stranger invading.

Rae stepped out of her house, not
bothering to lock the front door—if she died, no sense in
worrying—and climbed on her bike. Starting her Harley, she pulled
out of the driveway sans helmet, then headed east out of town to
her possible death with her club trailing behind.

They rode through the
shitty part of Alluring where all the drug addicts, drunks, and
lost souls who had given up on life hid. The houses and buildings
were all falling apart, crumbling more and more as time took its
toll on them. If Rae survived, she thought of raising money to fix
this place up with her club. They pulled up in front of an
abandoned warehouse decked out with broken or boarded-up windows,
graffiti peppering all along the steel and concrete of the
building. They killed their engines and climbed off their bikes.
Rae stood there and examined the ominously dark structure with her
crew on either side of her before she gestured for them to follow
as she made her way over to the side of the building. She peered
down the dark alley, looking for signs of life. An orange glow from
a streetlight illuminated the other end. As they walked down the
alley, they passed dumpsters so full, garbage overflowed. A stray
cat trotted by with a dead mouse hanging out of its mouth. When
they reached the end of the alley, Rae turned toward the steel double doors and closed her
eyes—I love my girls. She kicked them open with such force her foot tingled as she
quickly drew her guns, firing them toward anybody with a pulse, her
crew right behind following suit. The rest of the club surrounded
the building, waiting to catch any escapees. Bullets flew in every
direction as Rae tucked and rolled then ran low behind a pony wall,
firing as she moved. Holding for a minute as she caught her breath,
she looked to her left at Jake, Vic, and Steve. She assumed the
rest had shielded themselves and weren’t dead.

Ruby.

A bullet whistled by her
head and she ducked down. Taking another breath, she popped back
up, aiming and shooting only to discover she was out of ammo.
Dropping back down, she tossed those guns, pulled the gun from her
back, drew the one strapped to her leg out of its holster and
continued to shoot out into the group of scumbags. There were three
left, including Toni. As Rae aimed for her, one of Toni’s men
stepped in front to shield her and Rae shot him in the head. As he
went down, his gun fired, hitting the last man standing. Rae
stepped out from behind the wall, aiming her gun right at Toni, who
mirrored Rae in their standoff, silently staring into each other’s
eyes. The ringing in Rae’s ears was louder than the pulse thumping
against her skin. She called out to her crew, not taking her eyes
off Toni. Everyone announced themselves, including Ruby.
Thank god. A surprising
shot fired from behind, hitting Rae right in the shoulder—the same
shoulder she had been shot in months before.

“Motherfucker!” Rae heard
Ruby shout as she fired her gun.

Toni made a run for it, but Rae fired
her gun with her wounded shoulder, nearly hitting her. Her arm fell
back down like a lead balloon. Sarge caught Toni just as she
reached the exit and squeezed her tight to his body. Weakening and
fading, Rae fell to her knees with pain searing through her
shoulder and down her arm. “No, Sarge, lemme kill this bitch,” she
grunted out and gritted her teeth as she found the strength inside
and stood back up with her gun firmly in her hand. “I’m gonna ask
you the same question I asked your boss.”

Toni’s eyes widened as the beads of
sweat accumulated on her forehead. Rae could see the pulse in her
neck as Sarge pressed her small body, his arms resembling an
anaconda squeezing its prey.

“That baby is mine,” Toni
snarled. Sarge violently shoved her toward Rae while Rae squeezed
the trigger, hitting her in the head, causing her to fly backward
onto the floor. Rae dropped back down onto her knees and lowered
her head as she cried in relief. Relief that this nightmare was
finally over.

 


*****

 


It was unfriendly, unfamiliar, and so
cold it felt almost glacial. Chills rippled in her bones that had
nothing to do with the December air. The moon, full and bright,
illuminated the darkness that surrounded them. Her skin was cool
and clammy with beads of sweat rolling down the back of her neck.
Her hands throbbed in pain from wielding the shovel up and over her
shoulder as she dug into the cold, black earth. The bullet inside
her shoulder sliced her tendons, digging through muscle as the
bandage slowly soaked up her blood. She dug and dug into the
ground, furthering herself in the hole, a hole large and deep
enough for a human body—her body.

Rae felt she had dug a grave deep
enough for a soul to get lost in. Tossing the shovel up to the
ground, she wiped her brow, grateful for this chilly night that
kept her temperature from rising. She squinted up at Ruby, who
shone the flashlight in her face, then taking a deep breath, she
grabbed for Toni’s feet and pulled her lifeless body into the
ground with her. Her dead, open eyes gawked at Rae. She closed them
then hopped out of the hole with Ruby’s help. She picked up the
shovel and started scooping dirt on top, burying her in the black
abyss.

The sun began to rise as she finished
piling the last scoop of dirt on her unmarked grave. Drained and
utterly exhausted, Rae knew, though, she couldn’t sleep just yet.
About to collapse, standing there with her crew staring at her, her
knees shook, her back ached, and she had splinters in her hands.
She glanced at everyone. “Not one word. Not. One. Fucking. Word.”
They all nodded in agreement. She glanced over at the backside of
Frankie’s house, wondering how Miranda and Christina were doing
with Amara.

Taking a life, as much as Rae didn’t
want to admit it, came as second nature to her. Killing and burying
the body afterward with a family in the background to care had her
questioning her life choices.

 


*****

 


As Rae slowly got dressed, she winced
in pain from the wound on her shoulder. She had spent two days at
the hospital and that was long enough for her; the staff were fed
up with her pissy mood, and to be honest, she was fed up with them.
They didn’t seem to appreciate the visitors Rae had at all hours of
the night. Frankly, Rae didn’t give a shit. They also didn’t
approve of the whisky Rae had Ty sneak in for her.

“What in the cripes do you
think you’re doing?”

Rae turned to see the nurse standing
there with her hands on her hips, looking like she was about to
throw her over her knee and spank her ass. “I’m leaving.” Rae
adjusted the collar on her jacket.

The nurse sighed deeply. “You need the
doctor to sign you out. You can’t just leave.”

“Watch me.” Rae opened the
drawer on the side table, pulled out her gun, and checked to see
that it was loaded and ready to go.

She gasped. “You can’t have a gun in
here! I’m calling security!” She turned to walk out.

Rae rolled her eyes. “Sweetie, don’t
waste your time. I’m outta here.” She tucked the gun away on
herself then walked over to the nurse blocking the door. Rae knew
she could easily push her way around her but figured she would try
using her manners. “Excuse me,” she said as nicely as she could.
The nurse finally stepped to the side, letting Rae pass.

“You’re gonna die if you
keep going the way you are,” the nurse spat out as Rae walked down
the hallway.

Rae flipped her off without breaking
her stride. “Eat me!”


Chapter Two

 


 


Three months
later

 


Fuck. Rae let out a sigh. I can’t believe
I’m here.

If anyone had asked her a year ago
where she saw her life going, this would not be it. Any of this
would not have even been a thought in her twisted mind. Engaged to
a woman she was head over heels for but thought at one time
Christina was too good for her and didn’t belong in her world. Rae
sometimes still felt that way. With recent events, Rae’s mind
frequently took her on a negative trajectory. Rae had to keep
reminding herself that what happened to Christina was not her
world. Maybe thirteen years ago. There was no way in hell Rae
wanted to live a life where she had to tote her gun on her hip,
live on lockdown, and she especially didn’t want to kill. She was
happy they were both dead and even happier that she had pulled the
trigger, and she’d do it again, but this was not the life she
strived for. She just wanted to go to work and earn her living,
ride her Harley, and run the Dark Angels while maintaining the
peace in Alluring. She just wanted to go home to her own family at
night without any fear or have a constant need to look over her
shoulder to spot any danger lurking in the shadows.

Rae never wanted kids. Even when she
was a young girl, she didn’t want them. When little girls were
playing with their dolls, Rae was outside playing with the boys,
always dirty from playing in the grass, getting scrapes and cuts
from wiping out on her bicycle. Anything girly didn’t interest her.
When she hit puberty and started filling out her shirts, instead of
buying a cute training bra, Rae taped her boobs down. When they
kept growing to the D size she was now, it became painful, so she
learned to embrace her curves. If her tits weren’t so damn big,
she’d rather go without. Rae’s soon, very soon to be wife, was five
months pregnant with what Rae used to consider the spawn of evil.
If it were any other circumstance, she would probably be a lot more
supportive, but since the pregnancy was the result of a vicious,
brutal rape by a man as vile as Satan himself, Rae had been having
a hard time getting on board—or she had been.

Christina had given Rae an ultimatum
after she revealed that Randy had raped her. Rae took off on her
bike to vent, leaving Christina to deal with her feelings alone.
Christina had matured right before Rae’s eyes that night. She shone
a bright, blinding light in Rae’s face, revealing to her just how
immature she really was and ripped away the one thing that Rae
couldn’t live without—her. A painful, gut-wrenching moment that had
Rae’s world crumble right out from under her. Rae would rather have
had been punched in the gut repeatedly than hear the woman she
loved say those words to her. In that painful, rip-her-heart-out
moment, Rae thought she had lost her forever.

She also thought she had lost her best
friend too. Ruby had sided with Christina about Rae needing to grow
up. Rae hadn’t realized her immaturity until Christina came into
her life. Rae always thought Christina was the one that needed to
mature, but boy, was she wrong. Christina always stepped up when
life threw curve balls at them, and Rae was always in awe of her.
Truthfully, Rae had always been the one to fall apart, and the only
way she knew how to deal with it was to scream, fight, or break
things before she’d take off and sulk. It had always been the only
way Rae dealt with life when it got shitty, but Christina showed
her that she could express her feelings without fighting, yelling,
or downing a bottle of whisky. Rae’s patience, faith, heart, and
whatever hope she may have had, had truly been tested in these last
few months. One thing, though, that hadn’t wavered was her love for
Christina. They may not be married yet, but Rae already lived by
those traditional vows for better or for worse, and damn it, she
was not going to leave her side; she loved her too much.

Rae stepped down as leader of the Dark
Angels after putting Toni in the ground. She offered the position
to Glenn, but he declined. Sarge, on the other hand, was more than
willing to step up and fill her shoes. It was difficult for Rae to
hand over the reins, but she had no choice, or rather, she refused
to let herself have a choice. No one blamed Rae for making that
decision. Sarge and Rae’s own crew continuously tell her that her
stepping down was temporary, keeping the hope alive that she would
be back in charge someday. Rae knew Ruby had been relieved when she
stepped down, terrified Rae would eventually get killed. Rae had to
keep reminding Ruby that the situation with Randy and Toni wasn’t
normal, and if it weren’t for any of it, Rae would still be their
leader. Taking charge didn’t scare Rae, but she learned her armor
weakened when the threat was directed at her own family. Her head
got foggy, and she couldn’t focus on the big picture. Rae had never
suffered tunnel vision before until Christina came into her
life.

Rae’s relationship with Ruby had
changed. Ruby only spoke to Rae when she had to. Ever since that
day in the garage when Rae expressed how she felt about Christina’s
pregnancy, prompting Ruby to clock her in the jaw, their
relationship shifted to something different. According to Ruby, she
wasn’t angry, but that was very hard to believe when Ruby couldn’t
look Rae in the eye or even handle being in the same room as her.
She never hesitated to back Rae when the Dark Angels tracked Toni
down to kill her. Rae figured that had to count for something, even
if she was unsure if Ruby even still loved her. Rae still loved
Ruby. It broke Rae’s heart every time Ruby avoided her. Ruby was
very important to Rae; she needed Ruby by her side, especially now
when she fought every day to keep herself together. Rae was getting
married in a month, and she needed Ruby standing up there with her,
supporting her. Rae didn’t think she could do it without her, and
honestly, Rae didn’t want to do it without her. Rae wondered if she
was being selfish.

Tomorrow, Rae would be leaving for a
two-week hitch on the rigs. She was confident in Sarge’s abilities
to keep her family safe while she made her last big paycheque
before officially retiring the rigs and settling down. Rae would be
with a different company this time with a whole new crew.
Unfortunately, her drilling position had already been filled so she
ended up taking whatever had been available. She ended up climbing
down the ranks—motor-hand. She already knew the job inside and out.
After she returned home, Rae would be joining Glenn and Doug at
Glenn’s auto-body and bike shop.

Rae jotted down the days she would be
gone on the kitten calendar she had given Christina for Christmas.
Katie, their new kitten, rubbed up against Rae’s legs, making her
smile. Rae still remembered how Christina’s face had lit up like
fireworks on Christmas morning when she surprised her with the
cat.

Katie meowed up at her; she’d grown a
bit since Rae picked her up from the shelter. She had turned into a
very sweet cat, who occasionally terrorized the house in the middle
of the night. Even Rae, who was a heavy sleeper, heard her
sometimes. Katie was supposed to be Christina’s cat, but she had
warmed up to Rae instead. Rae set the pen down on the counter and
picked up Katie. The kitten sniffed her face then rubbed her head
over her chin, purring. “I’m gonna miss you, shithead.”

“You talkin’ to
me!”

Rae quickly looked over to find Ruby
glaring back at her. “No! I was talkin’ to the cat.” Ruby slowly
turned away and opened the fridge, quickly taking a bottle of water
and some fruit then headed back to her bedroom, slamming the door.
“Fuck,” Rae whispered to herself.

Rae put Katie down then
glanced at the clock. Three in the afternoon. Rae hadn’t heard or
seen Christina since breakfast, but she knew she would be coming
out of their bedroom soon and paying a visit to the bathroom for
her daily vomiting. She had been getting sick first thing in the
morning and sometimes in the middle of the night. She never told
Rae when she would get sick at night, and Rae would have to find
out from Ruby the next day, which pissed Rae off. She should be the
one up with her, trying to make her feel better instead of snoring
like a fucking bear warm in her bed while her fiancée shivered over
a cold toilet, puking and crying. Maybe
that’s why Ruby is mad at me. Maybe she thinks I’m turning into a
dead-beat wife. The bedroom door opened
and Rae watched Christina bolt to the bathroom. Right on time. Rae took a glass from the cupboard and filled it with water
then headed for the bathroom, stopping at the linen closet for a
washcloth. Rae found her on her knees hovering over the bowl,
struggling to hold her hair back. Setting the glass and cloth down
on the counter, Rae knelt behind her and gathered her hair in one
hand and rubbed her back with the other. Christina grasped the
toilet seat and puked again. “My poor baby girl.” Christina
shrugged her shoulders upwards, trying to move away from Rae’s
touch. “Chris, it’s me. Just me.”

Christina switched from her knees to
her bum and rested against the tub, wiping her eyes from her tears.
“I know, I’m sorry. I’m glad you’re here.” She rubbed her small,
bulging belly.

Rae grabbed the glass of water and
handed it to her. As she sipped it, Rae wet the cloth with cool
water. “Here.” She held it out to her, but Christina shook her
head. “You don’t wanna wipe your face?”

“Will you do it?” Rae
simply nodded and knelt in front of her. Christina smiled up at her
as Rae gently wiped all around her face and down her neck. Her
smile slowly melted the rage Rae still held in heart for Randy, but
every time Christina looked into her eyes or smiled sweetly, that
pain and fury slowly chipped away. Rae still felt it was her fault
for Christina’s rape and that she should have protected her better.
Taking a chance, Rae hugged her gently and felt Christina’s arms
wrap around her. “Rae, I love you, and I’ll be here waiting when
you come home,” she whispered in Rae’s ear. Rae tightened the hug
and began sobbing against her neck after hearing those amazing
words come out of her mouth. When they parted, Rae revealed her wet
face with her hair stuck to it. Christina pulled her hair away,
giggling. “You’re a mess.”

Rae let out a laugh of relief and
wiped her face. “I’m happy.” She sighed and glanced up at the
ceiling, only to look back at Christina when she picked up Rae’s
hands, placing them on either side of her face, and nuzzled her
cheek in her palm. Her ring caught the light and glimmered; Rae
couldn’t help but smile. “Beautiful.”

“What?” Christina
asked.

“You, wearing my ring I
gave you.”

Christina looked down at it then held
her hand out to Rae, who took it. “You want it back?”

Rae’s eyebrows shot up as her eyes
widened. “No!” She pushed her hand away, only to take it back and
held it to her heart. “It belongs to you. You belong to
me.”

Christina squinted as if she had a
thought. “You need a ring too.”

Rae never even thought of wearing a
ring. “Okay, let’s get me a ring.”

They peeled themselves off the
bathroom floor and made their way to the kitchen, passing Ruby in
the process, who didn’t utter a word or even look in their
direction.

Circling the kitchen table, unsure how
to act around her, but Rae sensed they were in a better place than
three months ago, even if things were still awkward. “You wanna sit
and talk?”

Christina shrugged and said, “Sure.”
Rae pulled out a chair for her to sit then taking another chance,
she bent and planted a firm kiss on her cheek but ended up getting
her lips instead when Christina turned her head at the last second.
Rae sunk to her knees and deepened their kiss.

“Fuck, there’s nothing
like taking a monster shit with a tampon in.” Their kiss was rudely
interrupted and they broke apart, laughing at Ruby’s perfect
timing. Ruby rummaged around in the fridge then turned with a beer
in hand, opened it, and chugged heartily. Mid-chug, she stopped
when she spotted her audience of two staring at her. “Did I just
interrupt something?” Christina and Rae nodded at the same time.
She set her beer down on the counter then folded her arms across
her chest, raising an eyebrow at Rae, challenging her to
reciprocate. “I gotta ask, ‘cause, I can’t go on living like
this.”

“Ask,” Rae
said.

She took a breath. “Rae, this job you
took, is this a way for you to escape out the back door and never
look back?”

Christina gasped then looked at
Rae.

“What!” Rae shrieked as
she stood up.

Ruby shrugged her shoulders. “Well,
with your feelings towards all of this, there was a time I thought
you were gonna pack up your shit and take off.”

“What!” Rae exclaimed
louder. “You actually thought I was gonna abandon you both?” Ruby
shrugged her shoulders again. “Ruby!”

She rolled her eyes. “Yes! I thought
you were gonna split, and I thought this job you’re leaving for was
a way for you to get out and make a clean break.” Rae started
pacing and hopping, running her hands through her hair out of
frustration before she let out a big sigh and closed her eyes.
“That’s right. Throw one of your destructive hissy fits. You know
I’m right.”

Snapping her eyes open with rage
flaring deep inside, Rae said, “You couldn’t be further from the
truth. How dare you say that!”

Christina cautiously stepped between
the two of them. “Let’s not lose our heads. Ruby, I don’t think Rae
would ever do that to us, especially me, and especially after what
has happened in these past few months.” She looked back at
Rae.

Rae quickly shook her head. “Never. I
would never.”

“So, you never had any
intentions of leaving?” Ruby asked with desperation in her eyes and
hope in her voice. Rae shook her head. Christina rubbed Ruby’s arm,
and with her eyes full of unshed tears, she croaked out, “We’re
really having a baby and gonna be a family together?”

Christina hugged her. “Yes, we’re
having a baby together and all three of us will help raise
it.”

Ruby broke down in her
arms.

“My turn,” Rae said.
Christina released Ruby to Rae where she picked her up and squeezed
her tightly. “Oh, my Ruby.” Rae set her down and stroked her face.
“You’re a pain in my ass sometimes, but I wouldn’t have it any
other way.”

Ruby smiled through her tears and
winked. “Good, someone needs to be a pain in your ass and kick it
from time to time.”

Rae gently pushed her. “Kick my ass?
You wish.”

Ruby pushed her back a little harder,
and Rae was about to respond when Christina jumped in between them.
“Okay, I know where this is going.”

“Relax, hun, we’re just
playing,” Ruby said to her.

“I know, but even your
play can be rough, and something always gets broken,” Christina
said. Rae chuckled; Ruby rolled her eyes. “Don’t you roll your eyes
at me,” she scolded and pointed at Ruby.

“Yes, Mom,” Rae teased
her.

Christina turned around and pointed at
Rae. “Don’t you start, too.” Rae pretended to zip up her mouth and
throw away the key. Christina suddenly dropped her finger and
started tugging at her shirt uncomfortably.

“What’s the matter, babe?”
Rae asked as she rubbed her back.

“Nothing’s the matter. It
just made me feel weird when you called me mom.”

Ruby stepped directly in front of her
and placed her hands on Christina’s waist. “Aw, you’re gonna have
to get used to it.” She moved a hand over Christina’s little bump.
“Someone soon is gonna be calling you mama.” Christina’s lip
started shaking. “Oh honey, I didn’t mean to upset you.” Ruby
wrapped her arms around her.

“Nice, you made my girl
cry,” Rae said sarcastically.

Christina waved her hand repeatedly in
front of her face, repeating, “Stop it-stop it-stop it.”

“Whad’ya doin?” Ruby asked
her.

She stopped fanning and looked at them
both before she laughed at herself. “I’m trying to stop myself from
crying. I’m always crying.” She released a huffy puff of air out of
frustration at her overwhelming and sometimes uncontrollable
emotions.

“Aw sweetie, it’s normal.
You’re pregnant. Your hormones are everywhere. You








































tmp_0483259-fc861d13-f88c-41dd-88e9-503b5865256d_uucNTa_html_m23209758.jpg





cover.jpg
CHAR DAFOE'





