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Author’s Note

 


 


Kitten, to me, has become a part of my
very being. Rae has been with me since the age of 14 when I was
beginning to struggle with my mental health and just life in
general. I created her to shield me, protect me, and in doing so
and allowing her to become one with me, I learned how to stand up
for myself and take things head-on. In my everyday life, I’m pretty
calm with a sarcastic tongue, but whenever life gets too big, or
too scary, I let Rae take over. I must stress that I do not have
split personality, Rae and I are the same person, just different
facets emerge depending on the situation. When I wrote the original
Kitten, I had so much inside me I didn’t know how to end it. It had
been a therapeutic experience. When I re-wrote Kitten, I did it
with a writer’s eye and not with my emotions, because the emotional
part was already there on paper, and all I had to do was streamline
the story. If you read the original then I hope you enjoy the
shined and polished version, and if you’re new to Kitten, well, I
hope you enjoy the ride.


Chapter One

 


 


Fuck!

I got a twelve-hour shift
before going home—wonder what we’re gonna be doing today? Rae thought to herself
as she laid on the crappy motel bed, staring up at the
ceiling. They should’ve TD’d the well last
night and we should be trip’n out of the hole and running casing.
I’m tired just thinking about it. I’m not even gonna think about
the five-hour long drive I gotta make to get home. Fuck
me.

Rae couldn’t complain too much about
the hard and dirty job she’d been working for over a decade that
bought her house, truck, and her motorcycle. And when she started
feeling homesick, all she had to do was take a peek at her last
paycheque.

Fuck, what time is
it?

Aware the alarm clock
would be going off anytime, she just wasn’t ready to function, and
yet, she really didn’t want the alarm waking up her. Rae rolled her head to the side
and looked at her sleeping companion.

Shit, I can’t remember her
name.

Rae was happy with herself that she
hadn’t come back to her room too soon the previous night;
otherwise, she would have missed out on those perfect tits and
sweet ass. Sweet ass aside, Rae really didn’t want to do the
awkward morning-after chat. She’d have to sneak out.

Jesus, I sound like a guy.
Am I really that bad? Ugh, whatever, I don’t have time to think
about it, I gotta get up and get this day going.

As it was the last workday today,
Rae’s mood rapidly lifted at the thought of going home to her
quaint city of Alluring. Sleeping in her own bed, enjoying
home-cooked meals, and wearing anything that didn’t reek of rig or
oil sounded like heaven. Rae’s grumbling about her job was more or
less just something to do because she truly did like her job, but
she hated being away from the women in her life. Not knowing what
was going on all the time stirred her anxiety. Rae prided herself
on her natural protective nature, and she loved taking care of
them—they were her life.

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

Shit-Shit-Shit. I forgot
to shut the damn alarm off.

Rae quickly looked over to
see if the woman was awake. Phew, she’s
still asleep.

When the woman had approached Rae six
hours prior, she had been heavily inebriated. Rae figured there was
a chance she was passed out drunk still. She continued getting
ready for work by brushing her teeth and washing her face. There
was no point looking into a mirror when working on the rigs. There
was no one to impress and since the crew—mainly men—didn’t give a
fuck what you looked like, she put no effort into her appearance.
Even if Rae wanted to look good, it would be a waste of time given
that she was gay. She threw on her work clothes then tied her hair
back in a low ponytail. Rae had always had long hair, and contrary
to what some believed or not believed when it came to a woman’s
appearance, she wasn’t a feminine woman, but she loved her long,
thick blonde hair. As she slipped her feet into her work boots, she
did a quick scan of the room, looking for any of her belongings she
didn’t want to leave behind before heading home at the end of the
day.

Just as she made her way to the door,
she stopped and decided to leave the woman a note.

 


Thanks 4 the explosion

Rae xx

p.s.-I’ve checked out, but I let them
know you’re still here.

 


A sigh of relief escaped
her lips as she snuck out of the room. I
managed to get out of there alive.

She enjoyed the peaceful walk through
the hallways, elevators, and front lobby of the quiet hotel. Dawn
was just on the horizon, and the air had a chill when she exited
the hotel and made her way over to her truck. Rae’s truck was a
testament to the money she made—a black four-by-four that she had
jacked up, mainly for the shitty back roads she had to drive, with
black rims and a front grille to match. Comfortable, roomy, with
lots of horsepower, she especially loved that the front seats went
all the way back, almost like a small bed. Rae’s truck was perfect
for her five-foot-ten frame. The thought of cramming herself inside
a small car always made her laugh.

She tossed her bags in the back then
climbed inside and started the engine. She decided to hit the
drive-thru and pick up a coffee and a bagel. She wasn’t that
hungry, but she knew she would be later, and once you were out on
the rig site, you were shit out of luck for any greasy spoons. The
line-up was moderate when she pulled into the coffee shop
drive-thru, with a lot of them looking like the guys she worked
with. The line moved quickly given that most of the orders were
just coffee. As soon as Rae pulled up to the speaker, she heard the
same voice she’d been hearing for the past couple of weeks
now.

“Good morning, may I take
your order?”

She smiled. “Why, yes, you can,
gorgeous.”

A giggle sounded through the speaker.
“I was wondering when you’d be back. What can I get you, your
usual?”

Another smile. The young
woman knew Rae’s order by heart—triple-triple coffee and a maple
cinnamon French toast bagel with cream cheese. She’d been ordering
it almost every day for the past two weeks. Rae was a tough biker
chick who could get dirty with the boys, but she loved her sweets.
“Yes, sweetie, my usual, please.” When she pulled forward to the
window, she smiled as she checked out the cute woman like she
usually did—an average height girl with a great rack and long
brown, wavy hair, brown eyes to match, and a few beauty marks
dotted around her face. Scrumptious in Rae’s eyes.
I’d probably break her heart after I had my way
with her. “Good morning, beautiful. How
are you today?”

“I’m better now that
you’re here,” she said with a giggle. Rae flashed her a huge smile
and a wink. “I know this is your last day and I’m very sad about
that.” She pouted, and as she handed over the bagel, Rae spotted a
piece of paper taped to it. “Just in case you wanna say good-bye to
me later, not in the drive-thru,” she said seductively and told Rae
it was on her as Rae reached for her wallet.

“Thanks, sweetie. Maybe
I’ll see you around.”

“I hope so.”

Rae drove away with the biggest smile
on her face, thinking to herself that she probably looked like an
idiot in love. Rae hated mushy romance, preferring to get to the
point, and Freckles seemed too sweet to have a one-night stand
with.

I highly doubt I’ll be
seeing her again.

The streets were empty and quiet as
she made her way through the small town. August was in its infancy
as autumn settled in, the leaves beginning to change. Rae loved to
watch sunrises and sunsets, especially when riding. It gave her a
chance to clear her mind and she found herself getting lost in her
thoughts, thinking about what she wanted out of life. At the age of
thirty-three, she knew she couldn’t keep up with the grind much
longer and had been preparing to end this lifestyle she’d been
living for over a decade. Everyone who met Rae only saw an angry,
sarcastic, scary biker who had meaningless one-night stands, but
anyone who’d gotten to know the real Rae, knew that deep down she
wanted more and that she was more.

Rae pulled into the site, parked, then
stuffed her bagel inside her bag, threw on her hardhat, and pulled
on her work gloves. The mornings were chilly, and it was no warmer
inside the doghouse for their morning meetings. As she grabbed her
coffee, she made a vow to herself that she’d finish this one and
not forget about it. She’d lost count over how many times she had
started a cup and then got called away and forgotten all about it.
It pissed her off because she hated cold coffee, but over the years
she’d gotten used to drinking it anyway. Any kind of caffeine
helped even when it was cold.

“Mornin’, boss,” Rae heard
someone say as she climbed out of her truck. The greeting always
made her chuckle to herself whenever someone who wasn’t part of her
bike club from back home called her that, because they too called
her boss, especially Ruby, who had coined Rae with that title.
Alluring was home to the Dark Angels motorcycle club Rae ran. The
club was just a large group of people, mainly men, who simply loved
to ride and help out their community through fundraising for
different causes or businesses that needed help. A few of the
members, including Rae, had shady pasts, and the club helped to get
their lives back on track. That didn’t stop the demons from rising
up and forcing the club to take them head-on. The club toed the
line between outstanding citizens and criminalistic outlaws, Rae in
particular.

Everyone had arrived and were gathered
inside the doghouse for their pre-trip safety meeting before
tripping pipe. The last day of the hitch and it was going to be
busy, but Rae loved these busy days because it made the time go by
faster. She usually dragged her ass to bed afterward, but it was
worth it.

 


*****

 


“Fuck yes, time to get
outta here.”

Rae quickly ran through the job with
the other driller who was relieving her before she made her way to
the lockers, grabbed her shit, and threw it into the truck. As soon
as she hopped inside, she pulled out her phone from inside the
glove compartment and saw two missed texts from her girls—Ruby and
Christina. Not bothering to read either, she instead sent a quick
text, telling them she was done work and on her way home. After
starting the engine, she sat back, letting the engine warm up while
she examined the two very different texts between both women. Rae’s
relationship with Ruby was passionate on all levels, and at times,
brutally direct. Whereas with Christina, who was a novice in many
ways in life, Rae was respectable and softer spoken with her.
Christina was a sweetheart, and Rae’s feelings for her had been
growing slowly over the last few months.

Rae had met Ruby over two years ago at
the locally owned, twenty-four-hour diner in Alluring. Ruby had
been working the overnight shift, and most of the customers were
either truckers or the bar crowd.

Rae had just come from the bar,
slightly drunk with her date hanging off her, who was equally
drunk, if not more. The woman wanted to fuck and Rae wanted to eat,
so they compromised that they would eat first than eat each other
out afterward. Unfortunately for Rae, the second part of their deal
never happened when Rae’s date tripped over her own feet, broke the
heel of her shoe, then barfed all over herself. After that, Rae
knew her chances at getting laid were slim. She vaguely remembered
helping her into a cab and sending her home before she staggered
back inside to pay the bill. That was when Rae finally noticed the
hot waitress with the bright green eyes and midnight black
hair.

“What’s with the smile?”
Rae had asked.

“Just thinking that you
need a woman who can hold her liquor.”

Rae tilted her head. “Why, you think
you could be that woman?”

Ruby had leaned over the counter and
said, “I think I just might be.” She winked.

Rae could still remember that moment
and how her heart had tripped over itself when she looked back into
the pair of eyes that held mischief and danger with a promise of a
good time.


Chapter Two

 


 


SHE’S MY CHERRY
PIE!

“Jesus, fuck!”

Rae’s phone went off,
tearing her away from her reminiscent daydream. She already knew
the caller from the ringtone. Christina was anything but the women
described in that song, the complete opposite in fact, but she was
unknowingly sexy and adorable. At the tender age of twenty,
Christina still had to learn that her actions had consequences.
Christina’s squeaky-clean nature and femme vibe never turned Ruby’s
head, but it didn’t stop Ruby from acting as a protector, more for
Rae’s benefit. Rae liked Christina’s innocence, making her feel as
if her black soul was being purified in the presence of such
purity. Rae’s attraction had been instantaneous the moment she met
Christina six months ago and had since been stumbling over her own
tongue or feet around the demure blonde. Ruby found it hilarious
whenever Rae would get flustered around Christina and teased her
relentlessly for it. Attraction aside, Rae was adamant that she was
no good for Christina and would end up tainting her with her fast
and harsh lifestyle. Christina didn’t see bad in the world. Rae, on
the other hand, had seen and experienced the bad and the ugly. She
knew it lurked around corners, waiting in the shadows for people
like Christina. Rae swore if Christina were alive around 1888,
she’d have been a victim of Jack the
Ripper.

Shortly after Christina
had moved in with Rae and Ruby, Rae introduced her to the club, and
soon after, Christina had been coined the Princess of the club. The members
all seemed very protective over her, like how a father would
protect his own daughter or a brother looking out for his little
sister. Even with the acceptance from the club, Rae could sense
there were a few who didn’t have the same fuzzy feelings toward
Christina. She wondered if they thought of her as a
hindrance—they’d never said anything directly to Rae—but she could
feel they didn’t appreciate having Christina around for club
functions or meetings. To be fair, Christina wasn’t a member or a
girlfriend of a member. Rae, though, waited for the day for one or
all of them to shoot their mouths off about Christina’s
presence.

“Hello, Kitten,” Rae
answered her phone, smiling.

“Hi,” she said quietly and
softly.

Rae knew something was up; Christina
always went quiet whenever she was nervous or scared. “What’s
wrong, Christina?”

“Um,” she
mumbled.

“Baby girl, what’s going
on?” Rae asked sweetly, trying to coax it out of her.

“Um, the furn—”

“Holy Christ, what the
fuck was that!” Ruby shouted in the background. Rae could hear
Christina shushing Ruby.

“Chris, what’s goin’ on
over there?” Rae’s tone went from sweet to steely.

“The furnace. I think it
kinda, just exploded,” she said, sounding unsure of what she just
said. Rae started cracking up because she knew there was no way the
furnace exploded. “Why are you laughing?” she asked, laughing
herself. “It made a very loud boom-bang sound, and it scared both
of us.” Rae continued howling at her description of the event that
just took place. “It’s not funny!”

“I’m sorry, hun. It’s just
that you’re so cute,” Rae said as she tried to calm herself. She
could picture Christina standing there all in a huffy puff with her
hands on her hips, stomping her foot, trying to be mad, bad, and
tough. It never came off as tough or mad with her because she stood
at five-feet tall and weighed next to nothing. “Okay, I’m about an
hour out, but have Ruby bring in some wood for the woodstove. If
the furnace just crapped out, then we’ll fire up the stove.”
Fucking great!

“Okay, sorry for bugging
you,” she said.

Rae frowned at her comment.
“Christina,” she paused, “you are never a bug to me.”

“I’m not?” she asked
sweetly.

Rae smiled from ear to ear. “No, baby
girl, never to me.” She suddenly felt all warm and fuzzy
inside.

“So, you’ll be home soon
then?”

Through a smile, Rae said, “Yes, I’ll
be home very soon to warm up my girls.”

“Can’t wait! See ya
soon.”

“Bye, sweetie.” Rae hung
up. Fuck, why do I get like that with
her? She felt like a teenager experiencing
love for the first time.

Rae pulled into a gas
station to fill up her truck, and as she stood there waiting, she
chuckled again at Christina. The furnace
made a boom-bang sound. She laughed
harder. Then she started thinking about the time she first met
Christina and how she remembered thinking that this sweet little
lady did not belong in her kind of world. She looked like a ray of
sunshine with her smile, sweet, soft voice, delicate touch, and her
mild mannerisms. Rae didn’t have to be told that Christina’s
qualities were what drew her in and why she felt so protective over
her.

 


*****

 


Six months ago…

 


“So what time am I meeting
this girl?” Rae asked Ruby.

Ruby had made friends with the new
girl at work, Christina, who was new in town and down on her luck.
Rae wasn’t sure how bad off the girl was or what she was like, and
she worried that Christina would be a complete train wreck with
maybe a drug problem. Rae had prepared for a shitshow, expecting
the worst. Ruby had approached Rae, asking if she’d meet with
Christina and discuss a possibility of her moving in, and of
course, Rae said yes, because she’d do anything for Ruby, and she
felt it her duty to help fellow women who were trying to make it on
their own—Rae had been there. Ruby had been living with Rae for two
years when she met Christina. They were already established,
settled, and had their own routine, so Rae had been hesitant at
first to let someone new come into their world and possibly
rearrange their comfort zone.

“You can come by around
nine,” Ruby said to Rae.

“Okay, I’ll see if Pat and
Glenn want to join. I don’t think Pat will be going many places
once she pops out that baby,” Rae said, chuckling.

Patricia and Glenn—the old married
couple—lived across the street from Rae’s and were also members of
the Dark Angels. Glenn owned the bike store/garage in town, and Pat
had been trying to become a stay-at-home-mom. About a week after
Rae bought her house, Glenn had come over and introduced himself,
and Rae found out that he was also a fellow rider and owned a bike
business. After she met his wife, Pat, who was also a rider, they
all became friends. After twelve years of friendship, Rae often
felt more like a daughter to them and not a buddy and club
leader.

“Okay, babe, I’m leaving
for work now. I’ll see you in a few hours,” Ruby said to Rae as she
walked out the front door. Rae was about to respond when Ruby
popped her head back in. “Oh, and please be nice to her—she’s a
good girl.” She made it sound like a threat.

“I’ll try to behave.” Rae
winked and motioned a halo over her head with a finger.

 


*****

 


“Knock, knock, anybody
home?” Rae shouted as she entered Pat and Glenn’s house.

The club had a twenty-four-hour,
open-door policy for emergencies. The policy had come in handy for
any member who had gotten drunk and walked home only to end up at
another member’s house. On a few occasions, Rae had woken up to Pat
staring down at her, asking her how she ended up on her couch. One
had to proceed with caution, though, with the open-door policy and
not accidentally walk in on a member fucking their girlfriend right
out in the open on the couch—something Rae never wanted to have
happen ever again, and now gave a warning knock before entering
anyone’s home.

“Yeah, we’re in the
kitchen,” Pat shouted out, busy stuffing her face with waffles,
smothered in whipped cream, when Rae walked in the kitchen.
Patricia had just started her second trimester of her pregnancy at
the time and was due sometime in August, right around Rae’s
birthday. She loved the cute little bump she had been sporting
because it had taken her a long time to finally get pregnant, but
she had admitted she was feeling blue that she couldn’t ride
anymore. Rae understood because she, too, would be bummed if she
couldn’t ride. Just another reason why she was never getting
pregnant. Pat, six years Rae’s senior, always took care of Rae like
a mother would, making sure she had food in the house, kicked her
ass home for being too drunk or getting too crazy and trying to
fight people, and she was the only one in the group who wasn’t
afraid to tell Rae to fuck off, besides Ruby. Rae loved Pat and
Glenn and would do anything for them, and she knew they would do
the same for her.

Rae sat down across from Glenn, who
was reading a bike magazine and sipping his coffee. He looked up
from his reading material and at Rae. “What’s up, boss?”

Rae laughed inside, because it
reminded her of the cartoon where the rabbit always asked, “What’s
up, Doc?”

“I was gonna ask if you
two wanted to come down to the diner with me?”

Pat’s eyes went wide, and she
excitedly shouted, “Yes! Get me outta here!”

Rae had jumped back in her chair with
her overzealous response. “Okay, it’s a done deal.”

Glenn pointed a thumb in his wife’s
direction and said, “She’s going stir crazy.” Rae felt bad for her.
“Alright, I guess we’ll all meet up there?”

“How ‘bout we just pile in
together?” Rae asked. She received double nods from both of them.
“Sweet. Well, I told Ruby we’d be there by nine, so let’s get a
move on.” She quickly regretted her words because Pat aimed a death
glare at her.

“Woman, don’t tell me to
get a move on. I can barely move, let alone move fast.” She
playfully hissed at Rae, causing Rae to hang her head in shame and
apologize repeatedly. She then threw Pat her megawatt smile, hoping
it would calm her. Pat cracked a smile and shook her head, then she
got up, walked over to Rae, took her face in both hands and kissed
both cheeks. “You’re lucky I love you.”

“Aww, I love you
too.”

As she walked to put her coat on, she
turned and threatened Rae. “Do it again and I’ll sit on
you.”

Rae put up her hands in surrender and
said, “Won’t happen again.”

They crossed the road to Rae’s
driveway, and Glenn helped Pat in the truck as Rae started the
engine. Suddenly, Madonna’s voice spilled out of the speakers,
singing about being touched for the first time.

Rae simply sat there staring at the
radio with a dumbfounded expression on her face. “What in the fuck
is this shit?” She turned the radio to another station right away
and put the truck in reverse. As she looked back, she noticed Pat
and Glenn staring at her with amused looks on their faces.
“What?”

Glenn shrugged nonchalantly and said,
“Nothing. Just interesting music you listen to when no one is
around.”

“Shut up! I don’t listen
to that shit. Ruby must have been listening to it,” Rae said
defensively.

“Oh, honey, it’s okay to
be a girl sometimes,” Pat joked.

“Fuck off! Both of you,”
she snapped sarcastically, and they both started laughing at
her.

When they arrived at the diner, the
place was packed, but they managed to snag the table Ruby had saved
for them. Before she sat, Rae started looking around for Ruby and
when she spotted her talking with another server, she signalled for
her to come join them. When Rae went to sit down, she remembered
she wanted to take off her jacket. As she stood up, her shoulder
bumped into some girl’s boob and as she turned to apologize, her
foot caught the leg of the chair and to catch herself from
stumbling, she instinctively reached out to this girl and grabbed
her waist. As Rae steadied herself, she realized she was touching
the girl, who in return, gave Rae a doe-eyed,
deer-in-the-headlights look where her baby blues seared into her
soul. Rae immediately threw her hands up. “Sorry, I, uh, I didn’t
mean to grab you.”

She smiled sweetly at Rae and said,
“That’s okay.” She walked away, and all Rae could do was watch
her.

She’s cute.
I’ve never seen her before. I wonder if
that’s the girl Ruby
wanted me to meet?

Rae had lost herself in the cute
blonde as she stood there with her hands in her pockets, watching,
when Ruby blocked her field of vision and snapped her fingers in
her face.

Rae had been zapped out of it, and she
grabbed Ruby’s hand and bit down lightly on it. “Whad’ya doin’?”
She grabbed her waist and tickled her.

“I was trying to get you
out of your daydream.”

As Rae retook her seat, she asked,
“Who was that hot piece?”

“Our new roommate, maybe.”
Ruby raised an eyebrow at Rae.

“What!” Rae shouted a
little too loudly, pulling the attention of some of the customers
who were now staring. Rae’s shoulders dropped and she deflated in
her chair. “Oh, c’mon, Ruby, really?”

“What’s the problem?” she
asked, looking confused.

“Well, I was hopin’ this
chick would be ugly or disfigured.”

“That’s awful, Rae,” Pat
piped up.

“Well, fuck, she’s got an
ass you could bounce a quarter off, with perky tits, and those big
blue eyes don’t help either. How the fuck am I supposed to live
with that and keep my hands to myself? You know me, I never keep my
hands to myself.” Rae winked at Ruby, who smiled and shook her
head. Rae then dropped her head on the table and pretended to cry
like she was being tortured.

“You just bumped into her!
How did you get all her measurements so quickly?” Pat
asked.

Rae lifted her head and smiled
lecherously while wiggling her eyebrows at her. “It’s a gift.”
Glenn, Pat, and Ruby laughed.

Ruby then started rubbing her back and
sarcastically said, “Poor Rae, my poor, poor Rae, finally a girl
she can’t fuck.”

Rae put her head back down and lightly
banged it on the table before she reached around Ruby and pulled
her onto her lap. “I can still fuck you.” Rae squeezed her ass
while giving Ruby her hungry eyes. Ruby smirked and repositioned
herself so she straddled Rae’s lap and gave her the cowgirl move
right there with some of the customers watching, either in
amusement or disgust.

“Okay, behave yourself. My
boss will think I’m charging for more than just food.” Ruby placed
her hands up on Rae’s shoulders. “C’mon, you still have to talk
with her. Who knows, maybe you won’t like her.”

Rae’s eyes lit up. “Why, is she a
bitch or something?” She hoped the answer would be yes.

“Who? Christina? No, she’s
a sweetheart. She’s as sweet as warm apple pie,” Ruby said with a
sly smile because she knew Rae loved apple pie—it was her favourite
dessert.

Rae rested her forehead in the palm of
her hand and shook her head. “Yes, of course she is. Can’t wait to
dig in,” she replied dryly.

Ruby rolled her eyes at Rae as she
stood up and adjusted her apron. “Well, since I’m here, do you guys
want anything?” Rae couldn’t help the naughty smile spreading over
her face and nodded. Ruby glared down at her best friend and said,
“That’s on the menu.” She playfully punched Rae on the
shoulder.

“Ow.” Rae pouted while she
rubbed her shoulder.

Ruby scoffed. “Oh ow, as if I could
hurt you.”

Glenn spoke up and ordered his food.
Pat ordered as well.

“Didn’t you just eat?”
Rae’s big mouth took off once again. She immediately buried her
face in her menu to hide from another one of Pat’s death
glares.

“Oh! You’re one to talk!”
Pat shouted at Rae. “If you’re not stuffing your face with food
then you’re thinking about it. I don’t know what you think more
about, food or sex.” That had gotten Rae laughing, making Glenn
simply shake his head at both of them. “You’re like
Joey from
Friends—you want girls
on bread because you can’t decide what you want more.”

Pat had only been speaking the
truth—Rae loved food. Always seen eating or snacking and it wasn’t
unusual to see her with food in her hands or stuffed in her jacket.
Rae maintained a high metabolism and could easily burn off the
calories with her workouts—non-sexual and sexual. Having a high sex
drive sometimes became a hindrance whenever she was out on the rig
sites, away from civilization. Rae was a lesbian who could have sex
every day—she loved sex. She loved to feel a woman’s curves in her
hands, and she went weak in the knees for a pair of soft breasts.
She couldn’t get enough of women and loved most to watch a woman’s
face when she climaxed. Rae was never shy about sex and never cared
where she got a woman off—in the back of her truck, public
restrooms, her kitchen table, her bed…it didn’t matter to
her.

Fifteen minutes had passed and
Christina and Ruby were bringing out the food, but Rae’s appetite
for food dulled, hungry for something—someone—else when Christina
set her plate down. This girl was adorably sexy, with a cute face,
sweet smile, big blue eyes and white-blonde hair that sat just past
her breasts. Rae also noted her petite stature, and not just her
height but her frame as well. She had very delicate features with
all the right curves. The longer Rae examined her, the more worried
she got that she may break the young woman. Rae towered over the
girl, was bulkier, and she could probably easily dead lift her
without breaking a sweat. A mental image had popped up in her head
of picking the young woman up and having her legs wrapped around
her head while Rae tongue fucked her.

“Here you go,” Christina
said softly and delicately to Rae.

“Thank you very much,” Rae
said while she blatantly scanned the length of her body, forcing
Christina to blush and giggle before she left. Rae sat back in her
chair and dropped her head to the side so she could watch her ass
as she walked away. “Baby, hurt me. Hurt me good.”

Ruby punched her in the shoulder.
“Stop it!”

Fire momentarily erupted in Rae’s dark
eyes at Ruby. “I’m gonna punch you in the fucking box if you don’t
stop hitting me.”

“Then stop giving me
reasons to hit you then.”

Pat and Glenn were
laughing.

Rae slowly raised her eyebrows at her.
“I’ll be seeing you at home.”

“Whad’ya gonna do?” Ruby
asked while throwing her arms up in the air. Rae slowly rose from
her chair at the same time that Ruby’s eyes widened, and she took
off running. Ruby knew better then to antagonize Rae, as it turned
her on, and she also knew that Rae didn’t care where they
were—she’d fuck her under the table. Rae fucked great when she was
horny, but she fucked best when she was angry. Ruby had experienced
that once before when Rae fucked her on the kitchen table one night
after dancing at the club. Rae had been pissed that Ruby refused to
listen to her and stop dancing with a guy who Rae didn’t like. Rae
and Ruby liked it rough together, and Rae always understood the
importance of consent.

Rae sat back down and dug into her
breakfast.

“So, are you gonna charge
this girl rent?” Glenn asked Rae.

“No, I’ll give her the
same deal I gave Ruby when she moved in,” Rae said with her head
down as she continued to plow through her meal.

“The exact same deal?” Pat
asked, smiling.

“If I can, sure, but Ruby
tells me that she’s a good girl, which I’m assuming means
virginal.” Rae rolled her eyes. Shit, I
may have to behave. “I’ll ask her to
contribute for groceries, toiletries, and utility bills.” Rae
shrugged, and they both nodded in agreement, but Pat had a look on
her face that said she didn’t think Rae could behave herself, and
Rae wondered if she might be right.

Rae’s house was paid off, which only
left the basic bills to pay, the wood she bought off a member for
her woodstove in the winter, plus gas and maintenance on their
bikes and vehicles. Rae wasn’t a wealthy woman, but she never had
an issue with money coming up short.

Half an hour later, they had finished
eating. Ruby and Christina were taking their coffee breaks, and Rae
suggested moving to a booth so they could chat more privately.
Glenn and Pat had moved to the counter just behind their booth to
listen in. As Rae sat across from the two women, she had been
trying her best not to stare at Christina. The low-cut, soft,
dusty-rose sweater that hinted some of her cleavage and a dragonfly
necklace that sat between them had been driving Rae crazy. She saw
that infuriating necklace as a tease and fought with herself to be
respectful and keep her eyes on Christina’s face.

“So, Christina.” Rae
smiled when she said her name, liking how it rolled off her tongue.
“Ruby tells me you need a place to live and you’re thinking of
moving into my place. Why?”

Christina bit her lip and started
twirling the ends of her hair between her fingers. Rae followed all
her movements and had an urge to bite her lip for her. Christina
then glanced over at Ruby sitting next to her, as if she were
asking permission to speak.

“It’s okay, hun, you can
talk directly to her. She doesn’t bite—hard,” Ruby said while
glaring at Rae from under her eyelashes with a smile. Rae bared her
teeth at Ruby and made a biting motion then turned her attention
back to Christina.

“Um, Ruby says there’s a
spare bedroom and I figured it would be safer there than at the
motel I’m currently staying at,” she said
very softly while keeping her eyes cast down.

“I see. Is there anything
I need to know about you?”

Glenn and Pat perked up. It was
imperative to ask these questions just in case they needed to be
prepared for any unexpected visitors who wanted to cause shit on
the little city they protected.

“Um, no. I’m not a smoker,
I’ve never drank in my life, I’m quiet and clean, I love to
cook…”

Rae had perked up when she said
that.

“…I don’t have any
friends, besides Ruby…” Ruby wrapped an arm around her, pulling her
closer and kissing her temple. Rae felt bad for her but also loved
that she had found Ruby, “… I promise not to make problems.” She
gave Rae a small smile. Rae thought it was cute when she said she
wouldn’t make problems; in Rae’s head, she had been thinking the
biggest problem Christina would give her was wet thighs.

Rae relaxed against the
booth and stretched out a long arm along the back. “Well, I don’t
smoke either, except for the green stuff sometimes.” Ruby chuckled
at Rae’s re-enactment of smoking a joint. “And I drink, a lot, and
I can get rowdy and vulgar sometimes, but so can Ruby and the rest
of our club.” Christina had squinted her eyes, looking confused
when Rae said “club.” “I run a bike club here in town. We call
ourselves the Dark Angels. We may look scary, but we’re all big
loveable teddy bears. We don’t do things nice and sweet
though—we’re rough around the edges—but like I said, we’re hard on
the outside and gooey in the centre, and we look out for one
another, and someone will always be there to help if needed. We
like to let loose and go hard. Also, I work out of town on the
rigs, so I’m gone a lot of the time, and I love to sleep and eat
too, so I like to keep my fridge stocked.
I don’t like being bothered when I’m sleeping, especially if I just
got back from a hitch. Do you think you can handle living with
someone like me?”

Christina continued twirling her hair
and biting her lip, again.

Fuck, I’m gonna love
sucking on that lip.

“I think so,” she said and
batted her eyelashes at Rae.

Rae’s relaxed hand on the back of the
booth clenched into a fist and she readjusted her seated position
to alleviate the activity happening behind the fly of her jeans. “I
also have extra-curricular activities, so don’t be alarmed if you
hear anything coming from my bedroom, or bump into anyone who isn’t
familiar. And don’t be freaked if you see Ruby coming out of my
room too, sometimes.” Rae winked at Christina then grunted when
Ruby suddenly kicked her hard under the table, landing her on the
shin. The look on Rae’s face was enough for Ruby to make a run for
it, but this time Rae jumped up and caught her, grabbing her around
the waist and pulling her onto her lap where she tickled her ribs.
“What did I tell you?” Rae asked as she continued tickling her and
watching Ruby laugh hysterically, trying to squirm out of Rae’s
grasp. The whole diner stared at them, including the other
servers.

“Stop it!” she yelled
while laughing. “I have to pee! You’re gonna make me piss myself!”
Rae let her go and she sprinted to the bathroom while Rae chuckled
at her, watching her run.

When she looked back at
Christina, she internally startled to find her staring with a
bewildered expression. “Are you alright?” Rae asked. Christina cleared her throat and said
yes.

“Can I ask how much rent
is?” Christina asked.

“I think we can figure
something out.” Rae wiggled her eyebrows at her, eliciting a pretty
pink to colour Christina’s cheeks. Rae had a sudden urge to wrap
her arms around this tiny, bashful woman and caress her
hair. What the fuck is wrong with
me? Instead, she reached across the table
and took her hand in her own, and as soon as they touched, she felt
an electrical surge rush through her. Rae didn’t remember having
this feeling when she met Ruby—this was new. Pat and Glenn had been
watching in amusement with the new encounter Rae had been
experiencing. Rae took in a deep breath and smiled at her. “Don’t
worry about rent.” She squeezed her hand.

Christina’s eyes had lit up and she
squeaked out, “Really?”

“Yes, really. A sweet girl
like you shouldn’t be staying in a shady dump. You should come live
with me where it’s always warm, clean, and safe.” Rae’s playfulness
had disappeared, as she wanted to make it clear to the young woman
that she was welcome and would be safe.

Out of nowhere, Christina broke down
crying, leaving Rae confused because she wasn’t sure if these were
sad tears or happy tears. When Christina covered her face with both
hands, Rae immediately jumped up from her seat and threw Pat and
Glenn an “I-don’t-know-what’s-happening look.” She sat down beside
her and hesitantly wrapped her arms around the smaller woman, who
turned into Rae, burying her face in the crook of Rae’s neck and
wrapping her arms around her. Rae could smell her sweet scent
filling her nose as she subtly breathed her in. “Hey, why are you
crying?”

“’Cause, no one’s been
nice to me, besides Ruby, and now I have an actual home to live
in,” she said in between sobs. Rae’s heart
broke for her, and she tightened the hug. She then had been hit
with a sudden need to protect this beautiful woman. The poor, sweet
girl was just looking for support.

“Rae! What did you do!”
Ruby shrieked loudly. “I leave for two minutes, and you’ve already
got her crying.” She planted her hands on
her hips.

Christina lifted her head away from
Rae’s neck, leaving Rae silently begging her to put it back. “Oh,
Ruby, she didn’t make me cry. These are happy tears.”

“Yeah,” Rae said. She
actually hadn’t had a good comeback because she was savouring the
touch of Christina’s hands wiping her neck of her tears, sending
shock waves down Rae’s spine.

“Sorry, I got you all
wet,” she said, unaware of how her words sounded to a couple of
lesbians. Ruby and Rae burst out laughing while Christina looked
back and forth between the two-some, clearly confused, which made
them laugh even harder.


Chapter Three

 


 


“An’ here I go again on my
own, goin’ down the only road I’ve ever known,” Rae sang out loud
to herself as the radio played.

She grew anxious as she entered the
city limits to Alluring. Fifteen minutes from home and she was
starving. She couldn’t wait to dig into whatever Christina had
cooked. Christina had proven over time to be a meek, mild, and
innocent woman, but damn could she ever cook.

Rae enjoyed the music while she
counted the minutes when she heard the sirens from behind and the
flashing red and blue lights in her rear-view mirror.

“Fan-fucking-tastic. Just
what I need.”

Rae pulled over and grabbed her
registration then pulled out her license from her wallet—all too
familiar with the drill. She’d gladly take a ticket any day over
spending a night in jail though, something she didn’t care to
experience again.

Rae watched through her side mirror
the officer approaching the truck, unable to see who it was in the
night.

“Well, holy shit, look
who’s back in town,” the officer said.

“Hey, Benny, what’s up?”
Benny was an honorary club member and always had their backs and
covered their asses when needed.

“Not much, just out
patrolling. I seen a bunch of your guys down at the bar
tonight.”

“They stayin’ outta
trouble?”

“For the most part.” He
smiled. “So, I saw you roll into town. Thought I’d give you a heads
up about some shit that’s been going down.”

Rae’s tone and demeanor went from
casual to serious in a hot second. “Fill me in.”

“You remember the guy that
Christina went out with a couple months back, Danny? You know, the
one you almost killed on your front lawn?”

“That little dick-less
fucker?” Rae asked. “Well, I wouldn’t have had to kick his ass if
he could take a hint and stay the fuck away from my property and
Christina.”

“Yeah, anyway, he’s
gathered his own posse and is going around town like some big shot
saying he’s gonna take you and your group down and how he and
Christina belong together.” He rolled his
eyes at her.

Rae threw her head back with a
boisterous laugh. “What the fuck’s wrong with this guy?” she asked.
“So, he thinks he’s gonna ‘take me down’.” She laughed harder with
tears running out of her eyes.

“I just wanted you to know
and tell you that Pat, Glenn, Doug, and few others in the group
already know. I’m not sure how far down the line this
goes.”

“Okay, man, thanks for the
warning.” He nodded once and started walking away. “Wait!” He
walked back over. “Do the girls know?”

“Ruby knows,” he
said.

Her fun came to an abrupt stop and now
her blood started to boil. “Okay, thanks.”

Rae shot Ruby a quick text:

we need 2 talk

be home in 10

Rae

How could she not tell me?
She knows better than to keep shit from me, especially if it has
anything to do with the threat of the group, her, or
Christina. Rae decided to drive over to
the bar and see if any of her crew were still hanging around.
Luckily, when she pulled in, she spotted the bikes of three of her
guys. Dead tired from working and driving all day, she was in no
mood to socialize.

Walking in, she only saw a handful of
people, including three of her guys—Sarge, Glenn, and Doug. Her
head started to pound and the 80’s rock music playing through the
jukebox wasn’t helping. “Hey, boys, how’s it goin’?” She slid in
the booth next to Doug, who worked with Glenn at the bike shop and
lived a few houses up the street from Rae.

They all had a look of surprise when
they saw their boss staring back at them.

“Boss,” Sarge said and
lifted his beer to her then sipped it. “When’d you get
back?”

“Just now.” The waitress
came over and asked if she wanted anything. “No, hun, I’m not
staying long.” She tossed her a wink as the waitress ran her hand
down Rae’s shoulder before she walked away. Rae took a moment to
watch her ass jiggle in her black shorts before she turned her
attention back on the guys. “Does someone wanna tell me what’s
goin’ on with jerk-off Danny?”

They all chuckled then Glenn sat back
in his seat stretching and yawning like he’d been there for a long
time. “Don’t worry about it, Rae. We can handle him.”

Rae sat forward and pounded her fist
on the table. “I know you can fucking handle it, Glenn! What I
wanna know, is why hasn’t it been handled?” She sat back and
sighed, and they all picked up their drinks and swigged them.
“Benny just flagged me down to warn me about him. I’m not
impressed.”

“What would you like us to
do, boss?” Sarge asked.

Rae sat there thinking about it. “Find
him. Bring him to me, at my house. I’m gonna talk to
him.”

“Talk?” Doug asked with a
sneaky smile.

Rae’s exhaustion seeped through her
eyes, but it didn’t soften the steely gaze she gave him when she
said, “Yes, talk.” She looked over at Sarge and Glenn. “I gotta go
home. I’m tired.” She stood up and shook each of their hands before
leaving. The waitress shouted out a goodbye to her, making her turn
and wink back while blowing her a kiss.

When Rae pulled into her driveway, she
could see the living room and kitchen lights were on and decided to
sit and stew for a minute. She knew she needed to calm herself
before going inside. She had no intention of frightening Christina
with her temper. Minutes later, Rae walked through the front door
and into the boot room where she set her bags down and was about to
remove her work boots when the kitchen door opened and Christina
rushed out. Rae caught her mid-jump as she wrapped her legs around
Rae’s waist and squeezed her tight. With her arms around
Christina’s waist, Rae buried her face in the soft, long hair and
breathed in her sweet scent. All Rae wanted to do was kiss her
deeply and feel her body all over, but as painful as it was, she
refrained from doing so. Christina let her go and slid down her
torso, causing their breasts to rub against each other. That
electrical surge was still there, if not stronger. Standing on the
toes of Rae’s boots, Christina kissed her on the nose, forcing Rae
to bend a bit for her to even reach her nose.

“I’m so happy you’re
home.” Christina smiled beautifully up at Rae while she caressed
her shoulders.

She was about to respond when Rae saw
Ruby standing in the doorway with her hands deep inside her pockets
with a serious look on her face. Rae knew that Ruby knew the reason
for her text from earlier. Rae rubbed Christina’s arm while kissing
her forehead and told her she had to talk to Ruby for a second.
Ruby immediately turned away when Rae caught up and took Ruby by
the upper arm where she guided her to the patio doors located in
the back spare room of the house. Rae didn’t want Christina to hear
this. When they stepped outside, the back lights automatically came
on, illuminating the yard as Rae closed the sliding patio door.
Turning her attention to the grass for a moment, she couldn’t help
but notice the grass was due for a trim.

“I know!” Ruby shouted out
while squeezing her eyes shut and running a hand through her hair,
not giving Rae a chance to yell at her because she already knew
what Rae was going to yell about. “I’m sorry, I know I should have
told you.” Tears started to trickle down her face.

“Yes! You should have told
me the minute this guy started shit. At least we could have dealt
with it sooner. Now it sounds like it’s gotten outta control and it
sounds like he’s got back up too!” Rae had great intentions to stay
calm, but she found her voice growing louder with each word. “What
the hell were you thinking keeping this from me!”

“I’m sorry.”

“Quit saying you’re
fucking sorry, Ruby!”

She jumped a bit as more tears spilled
from her eyes. “It’s just that you work so hard and try to take
care of us, then you have to come back and deal with this shit, I
didn’t wanna add to your plate. Besides, even if I did tell you,
what the hell could you do? You’re hours away from home.” She
sobbed.

Frustration paired with impotent rage,
Rae kicked one of the patio chairs over and hit some candles that
were sitting on the table with her hand, making Ruby jump again.
Frustrated with Ruby for not telling her, frustrated that Ruby
thought because she worked far away that she couldn’t tell her
things, and frustrated that Ruby was kind of right. What could have
Rae done if she had told her? Except get pissed off and have to
wait until she came home to deal with it. Rae hated being so far
away from them, and it was really starting to affect her and her
life.

As she stood there staring
at the knocked-over chair and candles, she thought maybe it was
time to make a career change. She wanted to talk maturely, but she
was still pissed off at Ruby, and instead, she acted like her old
hot-tempered self. “Fuck, Ruby! This is my
job, taking care of you two and keeping the peace around here. I
can’t do that if you hide things from me.” Rae huffed. “It’s bad
enough that I had to find out from the cops. That is not how I want
to be informed of shit that’s happening behind my back, do you
understand?”

Defiance suddenly replaced the hurt in
Ruby’s eyes. “You say it’s your job to be here for us and protect
us, but how the hell are you supposed to do that when you’re not
even here half the time?”

Rae’s mouth dropped open, speechless,
as Ruby said the things that she, herself, had been
thinking.

Pinching the bridge of her nose, she
let out a sigh. “Ruby…” Rae started to say when she finally noticed
Ruby shivering. Realizing it was late, dark, and cold and all Ruby
wore were jeans, tank top, and was barefoot, she took two steps
forward and threw her into her arms, hugging her tight, kissing her
hair and face repeatedly. She wiped Ruby’s tears away with her
sleeve the same time Ruby lifted on her toes and kissed Rae on the
mouth. Rae furthered their kiss by deepening it. The exquisite
sensation of a warm woman pressed to her softened her anger and she
felt it slipping away. “I’m sorry for yelling.”

Ruby shrugged. “It’s okay, I sort of
deserved it.”

“No, you never deserve to
be yelled at. I just got scared for you two and when I get scared,
I get mad.”

“I know you do. It’s one
of the reasons why we love you so much, Rae. You’re so crazy for
us.” She smiled which quickly turned into a lip bite. “Oh, by the
way, you smell, really bad.”

“Oh, baby, I love when you
talk dirty to me,” Rae husked, making Ruby laugh.

Just then the patio doors slid open,
and Christina popped her head out. “Everything okay out
here?”

Rae turned to her with Ruby still in
her arms and said, “Yep, it is now.”

Rae didn’t want Christina having any
knowledge just yet. Out of pity, Christina had gone out on one date
with this guy, who couldn’t seem to take no for an answer. Now,
apparently, he thought he had ownership over her, and it seemed his
ego had gotten bruised after Rae kicked his ass. Rae also didn’t
want her to think that this was her fault either.

Rae wrapped an arm around Ruby, and
they walked back inside the house while following Christina down
the hallway. “Damn, what is that delicious smell?” Rae asked. She
hadn’t noticed it when she first came home because she had been so
focused on Ruby.

“It’s my supper,”
Christina said as she looked over her shoulder, catching Rae
staring at her ass. The tight short shorts were such a tease to
Rae, especially the enticing cheeks peeking out from the bottom of
them. Rae was positive if she were a vampire, her fangs would have
unsheathed as all she could think about was biting into those plump
globes. As they rounded into the kitchen, a delicious spread of
food greeted Rae. “I made lasagna, garlic bread, Caesar salad, and
your favourite, apple pie.” Christina beamed brightly at
Rae.

Rae’s mouth salivated and the truth
cloaked in a joke slipped out of her mouth. “You’re the best wife
ever, Christina.” She hugged around her waist and picked her up.
Christina let out a whimper then gasped out of surprise before she
kissed Rae on the neck, making the tall, tough biker giggle like a
girl because it tickled. Rae got her back by tickling her
ribs.

“Okay, you two, let’s
eat,” Ruby said, interrupting their moment.

“Yes, let’s eat, I’m
starved.” Rae set her back down on her feet and took a seat at the
table.

“Geez, I don’t know why
you two don’t just start dating already,” Ruby said.

Rae loudly cleared her throat while
giving Ruby a warning with her eyes. During Rae and Ruby’s silent
standoff, Christina plated up portions of the lasagna and appeared
unaffected by Ruby’s comment, much to Rae’s relief.

Christina and Rae’s relationship had
evolved slowly over the six months Christina had been living there.
Rae had initially been attracted to her, but once she moved in,
Rae’s mind changed and knew it wouldn’t be wise to start any kind
of romantic or physical relationship with her, and she had stayed
away, or she tried. Rae’s willpower to stay away slowly
disintegrated over the six months and found herself unable to not
touch Christina in some form or another. Christina had proved to be
a very tactile individual and loved to hug. Rae figured it made her
feel safe when she was held, and Rae being a natural protector,
couldn’t turn the young woman away. To say Rae’s confliction of her
own feelings and libido were struggling would be an
understatement.

Rae’s eyes rolled to the back of her
head at the first taste of Christina’s food. “This is delicious,
babe.”

“Thanks.” Christina boldly
ran her foot up Rae’s leg.

Rae simply raised an eyebrow at her
then reached out for her chair, pulled it closer then lifted
Christina’s leg and placed it in her lap. Rae kept one hand rested
on her foot, massaging it with her thumb while she ate with the
other hand. Nothing could have stopped Rae from letting her go in
that moment. As much as she enjoyed the closeness, she also
couldn’t stop her curiosity from rushing to the surface where she
ran the chance of ruining their moment. Rae gave Christina’s foot a
firm but loving squeeze and smiled at her when she got her
attention. “I have a question for you.” Christina went to remove
her foot, but Rae’s grip stayed strong. “It’s okay, you’re not in
trouble. I’m just curious about something, is all.” She waited for
Christina to relax back in her seat. “It’s about Danny, the guy who
took you out. Has he come around here or anywhere near you lately?”
Christina’s eyes widened and she shot Ruby a look of fear. Rae
squeezed her foot again. “It’s okay, I already know what he’s
planning to do. I’m not mad at you, just remember that.”

Christina slumped in her chair. “Yes,
he comes in the diner sometimes and always sits in my section. I
hate serving him because he always flirts and won’t stop asking me
out. I have no choice but to be friendly because if I talked to him
the way I want to, I’d lose my job. I know I rely on my tips, but
every time he leaves me a huge tip, I feel so dirty.” She
shuddered.

Rae’s temper had been slowly rising
the more she listened to Christina, and she accidentally squeezed
her foot too hard, causing Christina to jolt and quickly remove her
foot from the steel grasp. “Sorry, sweetie.” An image of Danny
touching Christina made her outwardly cringe and her temper
erupted. “Fuck!” She threw the fork down on the plate and shoved
her chair back hard, making both women jump out of their skins. Rae
took a beer from the fridge, sat back down, slammed the bottle on
the tabletop, and picked up the fork. “I’m gonna take care of this
fucker!” She hissed while chewing her food hard, staring off into
nothing.

 


*****

 


Rae moaned contentedly as she
stretched out her long body. When she glanced at the clock on her
nightstand, she wasn’t surprised to see it was early afternoon. It
was normal for her to sleep late after her first day back from a
hitch. She checked her phone for any missed calls or texts and read
the text from Glenn telling her that Doug and Sarge picked up Danny
and were bringing him over once he heard back from her. She quickly
sent him a text telling him that she was up and waiting.

Rae laid there for a
moment longer, listening to the hum of the vacuum cleaner. She
remembered Christina and Ruby having the day off today. As she sat
up and swung her legs over the side of the bed, she noticed her
work bag full of her dirty work clothes had been emptied for
washing. Wonder who drew the short straw
to sneak in and take them? Everyone
thought Rae would turn into some female hulk and lose her shit if
she were woken up. No lie, Rae did get irritated whenever her sleep
was disturbed, but she would never yell or get violent with anyone
she loved or cared for, for simply waking her up.

She finally stood up and stretched
again before she threw on pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt and
headed out into the kitchen.

“Morning, babe,” Ruby said
to Rae while placing a kiss on the side of Rae’s neck and squeezing
her ass. Rae kissed her on the head and lightly smacked
hers.

“Afternoon is more
appropriate,” Christina said while shaking the vacuum
cleaner.

Rae asked through a yawn, “You havin’
a problem with that?” She made her way over to the coffeemaker
where a full pot waited. She poured herself a cup and added her
fixings to it then took a sip as she glanced over in Christina’s
direction. “Baby, what are you doing?” She had parts of the vacuum
on the floor and was surrounded by dust with remnants of it all
over her clothes.

Christina placed her hands on her
hips. “I think the vacuum is broken.”

Rae walked over to investigate. “Well,
the smell might be a good indication of it being broken or clogged.
Can you not smell the motor overheating?” she asked. “You gotta
clean out the canister and change the filter, baby.”

Christina’s hands fell away from her
hips, and she started to twirl her hair instead. “Oh, I didn’t know
that.”

Rae laughed at her and asked, “Where
do you think everything goes that the vacuum picks up?” Christina
just simply smiled at her, melting Rae’s heart even more. The girl
could be so adorably clueless sometimes, and normally, that would
annoy the fuck out of Rae, but there was something about her that
just made Rae want to wrap her up in her arms and
squeeze.

After the vacuum cleaner
debacle, Rae made herself some eggs. Christina had offered to do it
for her, but she jokingly told her that she wasn’t touching her
eggs while covered in dust, and in true Christina response, she
stuck her tongue out at Rae, which only made her look even more
adorable. While Christina went for a shower, Ruby came upstairs
from the basement with
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