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The warm morning sun shone down on the small, one-level home in the older suburban area of the town Rae had resided in for the past thirty years—Alluring. Spring had blossomed nicely in the past couple weeks, turning the grass from a crummy brown to a bright and luscious green. The trees were alive, swaying nicely in the breeze with all their new, fresh leaves while the chirping birds sang their songs, butterflies fluttered about, and the smell of lilac wafted through the air. 

Picture perfect.

The kitchen door to the old yet charming house swung open, followed by the front door opening and slamming shut as the five-foot-ten, blonde brick house stormed over to her five-year-old, black, four-by-four truck. Rae had had to replace her other truck when she lost control on the ice one night, several years back, and crashed it. She walked away nearly unscathed except for the damage to her knees. 

“It was bound to happen, Rae!”

Rae turned to Ruby with displeasure all over her face. “Well, if you didn’t take such giant shits, then I wouldn’t be fixing the toilet on this beautiful day.” This hadn’t been what she envisioned doing on her day off—shopping for toilet parts at the hardware store.

“Yeah, well, at least my shits don’t have elbows like yours,” Ruby shot back and stubbornly crossed her arms, raising an eyebrow, challenging Rae. 

Rae’s tough armour melted away, and she couldn’t help but smile as she shook her head. She walked back over to Ruby, sporting a slight limp, and kissed her on the nose. “I love you.”

“I love you too, boss.” Ruby wrapped her arms around Rae’s neck, and they started making out like a couple of teenagers. Some would find it odd and maybe even cringe-worthy that their passion erupted just after having an argument about bowel movements and toilet parts. That was the kind of relationship Ruby and Rae had always had. They never held anything back; everything was always out in the open. Their relationship, hardly romantic. Passionate, yes. Raw, definitely. Love, an abundance of it. If anyone were to try to find a word for their relationship, tender would not be it. 

For twenty years, Rae and Ruby had been by each other’s side, loving and protecting one another. Their desire and attraction had never fizzled. Granted, Rae was no longer that thirty-year-old woman full of rage and whisky who wanted to kick everyone’s ass and screw like a rabbit in heat. At the age of fifty, her libido had cooled some. With creaky knees and sore hips, the fire and fight to live life to the fullest still burned hot. Old bones could never slow Rae down. In Rae’s eyes, she felt she hadn’t changed much. Her blonde hair, now sprinkled with gray, still shone beautifully but now brushed along her shoulders instead of the long locks she used to wear her hair. One thing that did change was her time in her home gym. As the years passed and responsibilities changed for her—raising a child and all—she had lessened her time in her mini gym. Her six-pack and pronounced biceps were softer, but still strong. 

Ruby, eight years Rae’s junior, hadn’t changed much either. Her trademark short, jet-black hair that she slicked back still graced her head like a proud peacock. The secret box of black hair dye she used stayed hidden. Still slender but softer in the mid-section as middle-age spread had wrapped itself around her, but Ruby had never been a woman who cared about jiggles, stretch marks, or flab. Rae rather enjoyed the extra cushion on Ruby, and she was quite often found with a handful of her assets.

The crunch of gravel had Rae glancing out the side of her eye, still lip-locked with Ruby. She pulled away and smiled. “Good morning, Amara.”

“Morning, Rae. Morning, Ruby,” she greeted them warmly. Amara always reminded Rae of a soldier waiting for her commands to be given. Amara grew up across the road with her parents, Pat and Glenn, members of the Dark Angels motorcycle club, and had always looked up to Rae, figuratively and literally, given Rae neared six feet when in her riding boots.

“I think Harlee may still be sleeping, but feel free to wake her up and get her butt out of bed,” Rae said to her.

“Yes, ma’am,” Amara replied, taking that as permission to enter the house.

Once Amara was safely out of earshot, Rae turned to Ruby and asked, “Why does she insist on calling me ma’am?”

Ruby smiled up at her while running her hands up her chest, over her shoulders, giving Rae goosebumps. “Because she looks up to you and wants to be big and strong, just like her hero.” She grasped onto Rae’s biceps and squeezed. “Oohhh, baby, you goin’ soft on me?” She pouted. Rae’s ego took a hit, but she flexed her muscles in Ruby’s hands, lighting up the emeralds she loved so much. “Yeah, that’s more like it.” Ruby waggled her eyebrows, effectively putting Rae’s ego back in formation. 

When they entered the house, Amara was slowly and quietly approaching Harlee’s bedroom door. Rae heard Amara lightly knocking on the door, softly calling out her name. Predictably, there was no reply. Rae rolled her eyes and told Amara to just go on in. She turned the doorknob and slowly opened the door. “Harlee, are you awake?” She peeked her head around the door then immediately slammed it shut and made a bee-line for the living room where she plopped down on the couch. Ruby and Rae exchanged a strange look between them. 

Rae walked over to Amara, who had her head held low, and planted her herself on the other side of the coffee table. “So, I’m guessing something ominous was happening behind those doors?” Rae joked. “Shall I call a priest?”

Ruby chuckled but said, “Stop it, Rae.” 

Clearly lost in her own head, Amara jumped up to her feet. “Oh, I apologize, Rae, I didn’t see you there.” Panic dripped from her pores.

Rae chuckled, holding her palms up at her. “At ease, soldier.” She looked back at Ruby, who was attempting to hide her smile. “What’s gotten you lookin’ like you were caught screwing around with some gang members’ old lady?” 

Ruby snorted.

Amara lowered her head almost as if she were ashamed of herself, reminding Rae that the kid was still young and innocent. Young and innocent aside, Amara had proven just how reliable, mature, and hard working she could be. “You have to know I would never disrespect Harlee. She’s my best friend and I would protect her, or try to, from any harm.”

“Okay, whoa, it’s too early on a weekend to be talking heavy like this. What happened? You came in here to wake Harlee up and now you’re speaking like you stole her virginity.” Amara’s face lost all colour and she started shuffling her feet. “Amara, relax, I was kidding. Unless you really did pop her cherry.”

“Rae! For fu—just stop, you’re scaring the shit out of the poor girl,” Ruby scolded.

Amara finally released a breath, visibly relaxing. Rae scrunched her face in fear as to what Amara saw that was so life altering. “When I went to wake her up, I saw she was laying on her back asleep with...” she trailed off, seemingly too nervous to continue.

“With?” Rae asked, gesturing with her hand for her to keep going. Ruby had moved closer to hear better.

“Her tank top wasn’t sitting right, and her breast was exposed.” Her eyes darted everywhere but on Rae.

Rae’s whole body relaxed, and she released a relieved chuckle. “That’s it? Holy shit, Amara, you had me thinking you killed someone.” She threw her head back and laughed right along with Ruby.

“You’re not mad?” Amara asked.

Rae tilted her head, confusion radiating out of her eyes. “Why would I be mad? Her boob was out, so what. It happens. Hell, it happens anytime I wear a tank top to bed. You’re her friend and a girl, it’s no big deal. Everyone here has boobs.” She patted Amara on the shoulder. “Take a breath.” 

Amara relaxed and sat back down on the couch. Rae understood why Amara was uncomfortable seeing Harlee’s breast without her consent, because she liked and cared for Harlee. Amara and Harlee had known each other all their lives and were extremely close friends, but the past year or so, Rae and a lot of others had noticed Amara started showing interest in girls, and her affection toward Harlee changed. Amara hadn’t relayed any of this information to anyone, not even to her parents, and Rae had not been inclined to force Amara out. They were all waiting for her to accept who she was on her own. 

“I’ll wake her royal highness up,” Ruby said and marched over to Harlee’s bedroom. She pounded loudly on the door with her fist, shouting, “Harlee! Get your ass outta bed!”

The bedroom door opened, and a very sleepy and messy-haired, pretty girl stumbled out into the kitchen, dressed in a pair of purple panties and spaghetti-strapped tank top. If anyone else were in the house, Rae would have smacked her on the ass and told her to put on some clothes. Harlee had taken after her mother’s figure—full and round on top, petite in the middle with little hips and a bubble butt. She also inherited her mother’s height, or lack thereof. No trace of her father, and Rae had zero desire to even search for anything relating to him.

“Aw, just as beautiful as she was the day she was born,” Rae teased at her daughter’s crazy-looking state. 

“I hate you all,” Harlee mumbled. Harlee had had a late night the previous night with school friends and didn’t get home until well after midnight. Amara stood up and smiled in Harlee’s direction, clearing her throat to alert Harlee of her presence. Harlee turned toward the noise and pure delight lit up her face when she saw her best friend. “Oh, except you, Amara. I could never hate you.”

Amara smiled and blushed. 

Hmm, I’m gonna have to pay more attention to these two. Not that Rae minded if Amara and Harlee’s friendship turned romantic, but she also knew how teenagers behaved when deeper feelings evolved and throbbing genitals were left unsupervised. Hell, at fifty, Rae sometimes struggled to control her own desires for Ruby. 

Harlee turned to go to the bathroom when Rae stopped her. “Baby, the toilet isn’t working.”

Harlee spun back around and whined, “Mommy, I have to pee.”

“I’m sorry, baby, but your auntie decided to give birth in the toilet this morning and clogged it, then she proceeded to fiddle in the back of the toilet and broke stuff.” Rae playfully hissed and directed her annoyance over to Ruby. “Go over to Pat’s.” 

Harlee stomped her foot down in defiance and said, “Now I have to get dressed.”

“Poor baby, you’re breaking my heart,” Rae said sarcastically and pretended to wipe a tear away. 

“Mother!” Harlee screeched and lunged at Rae, tackling her. Rae caught her, picked her up, and tossed her over her shoulder with ease. She then walked Harlee back to her bedroom while lightly spanking her ass all the way there. She dropped her down on the bed, dodging a kick and grabbed hold of Harlee’s ankle then picked up a pillow and hit her with it repeatedly. 

“Oh! You think you’re tough, little girl?” Harlee laughed hysterically as Rae continued to hit her with the pillow. She finally stopped and tossed the pillow back onto the bed. “Now, get dressed, your everythings are hanging out.” She turned to leave when she caught a teddy bear to the backside. Rae picked it up and realized it was Christina’s old bear. “Hey, be nice to this guy, he was your mother’s.” She placed it gently on her nightstand before leaving. 

*****
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After Amara and Harlee left for Pat’s, Rae asked Ruby, “How old is Amara?”

Ruby sat down next to Rae at the table. “Sixteen, going on seventeen this August.”

“And Harlee’s fifteen, right?”

Ruby nodded. “Yes, but only for a couple more months, and then she’ll be turning sweet sixteen and starting to drive.”

“No, I don’t want her to drive.” The response had left her mouth before she even realized it was there. She knew she was being a stubborn ass and unreasonable, but she wasn’t ready for her baby girl to spread her wings and fly.

“Rae, you can’t keep her a little girl forever, and you definitely can’t mold her into her mother. She’s going to want to drive and have her own freedom and independence.” Ruby took Rae’s hand in hers. “Babe, I know you’re scared, but Harlee doesn’t have any enemies.”

“None that we know of.”

“Rae, stop. Randy is dead. Toni is dead. Crystal is dead. I’m pretty sure no one is coming for her or you.”

Sixteen years ago, Rae had killed the man who tried to take her wife and mother of their child. Toni, his accomplice, attempted to take Rae out and her crew shortly after, but failed miserably, and now her bones rotted under the earth behind Frankie’s barn. Crystal had been a curveball when she returned at a very delicate time in Rae’s life. Christina and herself had been planning their wedding as Christina went from trimester to trimester with Harlee. Rae had tried finishing off Crystal after she killed Christina, but Ruby stepped up and killed her instead. Rae buried her right next to Toni. That was a night Rae would never forget. Ever since then, Rae always slept with one eye open and constantly looking over her shoulder. When Christina died and Harlee was born, Rae was forced to raise Harlee alone, even though she had Ruby and the support of her club, but not having the love of her life next to her side made it feel lonely from time to time throughout the past fifteen years. 

Rae sighed and squeezed Ruby’s hand. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. I think the only enemy we have now is time.” Rae lowered her head as she fought her tears, looking up when Ruby gingerly slid onto her lap. Rae rested her face on her chest while Ruby gently stroked her hair. 

“And we’re going to savour that time. I’m not letting you go until I have to.” Ruby held on to Rae tightly as they both wondered just how much time they had left with each other. The secret fatal disease rampaging Rae’s body felt heavier and heavier as each day passed. Rae had prepared herself that she may not be around to see herself turning fifty-one this August. The disease had been discovered by accident when she went to the doctor to have her knees and back examined shortly after her accident. She would never forget when the doctor told her she had bone cancer that would eventually spread to her liver and travel to her other organs. The doctor had offered chemotherapy and radiation, but Rae refused. All that would have done was prolong the inevitable while she suffered in bed, gorked out of her head from all the pain meds. She would rather die on her own terms and still standing, looking like the Rae everyone knew. Honestly, she would rather die on the road at the handlebars of her motorcycle, or in a hail of gunfire. The secret would stay a secret until Rae was ready to tell everyone, especially Harlee. Rae really hadn’t fully come to terms with her dire situation and what would eventually happen to her. In the coming months, she knew for a fact she would be relying heavily on Ruby’s help.
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Rae hated Mondays. It felt as if time stood still after the weekend flashed by in the speed of light. She understood why kids hated Mondays because they were chained to their desks, forced to pay attention to a lesson they may never use in their adult lives, all while struggling to keep their eyes open. At least at work, Rae had the freedom to get up and leave her desk, wander around, refresh her eyes and mind. Rae sat back in her chair and stretched her arms above her head as she glanced at the clock next to the door. Almost lunch time. Fuck, yes. Rae closed her eyes only for them to pop back open when a knock came to the door. “Come in.”

In walked Glenn, looking happy. “Boss, got a minute?”

Rae made a funny face and smirked. “Uh, well yeah, it is your business. It’d be rude and quite stupid of me if I told you to fuck off.”

He closed the door and sat down in a chair across from Rae. “I, uh, I hired someone.”

Rae sat forward and clasped her hands on top of the desk. She didn’t want to appear annoyed, but she still had to speak up. “Not to step on any toes here, but isn’t that my job, my decision?” 

Glenn held Rae’s stern gaze and said, “Listen, the Angels are yours to lead how you see fit, and even though I made you manager of my business, it is still my business to run how I see fit.” After receiving a nod from Rae, Glenn continued. “Told ‘em to come by next week, said you’d set them up with everything.” He looked down at the floor for a moment before peering across the table into Rae’s eyes. “They seem skittish, not sketchy, just maybe a little jumpy or paranoid. They can perform the job well, no problems there, but maybe, just keep an eye on them.”

“Done,” Rae said. Glenn left the office after shaking her hand. Rae plopped back down in her chair and blew out a breath. She wished she had been included in this and given a chance to meet this guy before any decisions had been made. She hated being blindsided, especially when new people were crossing into her territory.

*****
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Rae finished up her work early that afternoon and joined Ruby at home for a late lunch. Harlee returned home from school in the middle of their late lunch as she plonked her schoolbag on the bench in the boot room and walked into the kitchen.

“Hey, baby girl,” Rae greeted her with a warm smile.

“Hi, Mommy,” she said softly and pulled out a chair from the table and sat down. Ruby threw Harlee a look of hurt when she never received a greeting Rae had gotten. Harlee smiled. “Hi, Auntie Ruby.” 

“Hi, honey. How was your day?” Ruby asked.

Harlee shrugged her shoulders then as she looked down at her hands. She started fidgeting in her seat while tugging at her sleeves, pulling them over her hands. Rae observed her daughter’s behaviour and couldn’t help smiling at the similarities to her late mother. Christina behaved the same way whenever she had something bothering her. 

Rae leaned over the table and softened her voice. “Harlee, is everything okay? Do you want to talk about something?” Harlee struggled to make eye contact as she nodded. “Okay, well, Ruby and I are here to listen and help with anything we can, so don’t be shy. We’ve seen and experienced a lot in our thirty years.” Rae tossed Ruby a wink, making her chuckle at her obvious lie of how long they’ve been on this earth. 

Harlee kept her head down as she spoke. “It’s about sex.”

They had raised Harlee to feel comfortable talking about anything with them, encouraging her to speak freely, and the past couple of years, sex had been a hot topic. Mostly about Harlee’s changing body and feelings she had been experiencing. Rae had been waiting for the day when Harlee wanted to talk to her about her sexuality and having sex with another person. Fortunately, that day hadn’t come. 

Rae sat back and opened up her arms. “I’m all ears.”

Harlee finally looked up, taking a breath. “I saw something, and I don’t know what it was.”

Rae made a sick face out of worry and slight fear of what her innocent baby girl had seen. Rae had seen and done a lot in her life. She prayed whatever Harlee saw wasn’t too perverted or disgusting. “Okay, can you describe what you saw?”

“Well, it was a video on a phone.”

“What kind of video?” Ruby asked cautiously.

Harlee suddenly appeared sheepish, and her eyes dropped back down to her hands. “Pornography.”

“Why were you looking at porn?” Rae’s tone sounded accusatory; she was ready to start interrogating.

“I wasn’t, others were looking at it. I was curious so I peeked, and it sort of...” she trailed off and looked at her mother, saying, “fascinated me.”

Intrigued, Rae carefully asked, “What was happening in the video that fascinated you so much?” 

“It was two women, and they were doing something.”

Ruby and Rae exchanged knowing looks. They could tell they were both rattling around in their brains as to what these women were doing.

Ruby spoke up. “Were they on top of one another but upside down with their faces between each other’s legs?”

Harlee shook her head. “No, they weren’t doing the sixty-nine position.”

Rae’s eyes bulged from her head. “Excuse me, Miss Harlee, but how do you know what the sixty-nine position is?”

Harlee rolled her eyes. “Mommy, I’ve never done it. But I go to school with pervy boys, and they talk about it.”

Ruby started laughing and Rae threw a finger in her face. “Hey, that’s my baby girl, so excuse me for wanting to keep her safe from predators who want to do unspeakable things to her.” Ruby made a biting motion to bite the appendage inching closer to her face. Rae pulled back as Ruby puckered her lips for a kiss, making Rae smile. Harlee couldn’t help but smile warmly at them. She had grown up watching the two women who raised her shower each other with love, respect, adoration, and sometimes just plain silliness. Rae turned her attention back on her daughter and asked, “What were they doing?”

“They were laying down together and they were rubbing their—” she motioned with her finger pointed down to her crotch, “—together.”

“That’s it?” Rae asked. Harlee nodded. Rae released a breath along with a nervous laugh. “Shit, I was worried you saw something that even I couldn’t explain. Baby, they were tribbing, that’s all.” Confusion washed over Harlee’s face. “Tribadism, Tribbing, or Trib. It’s another way for lesbians to get off, basically. Some use other body parts to get off by rubbing on the other’s thigh, or butt, and sometimes genital to genital.”

Harlee sat forward, seemingly with more confidence. “So, would that be considered intercourse for lesbians?”

“No,” Ruby and Rae said at the same time. “Intercourse is still intercourse. Penetration of the vagina or anus, with either a penis, fingers, or a synthetic penis,” Rae told her in a serious tone, just so she understood the difference and not be confused. “Tribbing is for the clitoris. Clitoral stimulation. Similar to when a woman masturbates, she stimulates her clitoris to achieve an orgasm.” Harlee’s cheeks blossomed into a beautiful, bright red right before Rae’s very eyes as she dropped her head down, letting her long blonde hair shield her face. Harlee had started masturbating when she turned twelve. Rae had discovered this when she accidentally caught Harlee masturbating one late night in her bed. Rae never divulged this secret and never would. “Also, tribbing is just nice for when you want to be close to the one you love. Sex is best when you’re doing it with someone you love and care about,” Rae said more softly. She knew her daughter was embarrassed when the topic of masturbating came up. 

“Thank you,” Harlee said shyly before getting up from the table.

“Hold it.” Rae held up her hands to stop her and Harlee froze, looking wide-eyed back at her mother. “How did your friends or whoever—?”

“Whom. Whomever,” Ruby corrected her, teasingly.

Rae slowly turned her head toward Ruby with annoyance, then raised a fist at her and shook it. “I’m gonna thump you and your spelling bees.” Rae turned back to Harlee and looked up from her seated position. “How did your friends or whomever—” Rae threw a dagger Ruby’s way, “—get access to pornography on school property? I thought those sites were banned?”

“Oh, we weren’t at school. Some of us went to the corner store at lunch break and they were able to see it there.”

“What?” Rae asked incredulously.

“What?” Harlee asked out of confusion while shrugging her shoulders.

“You left school?”

“It was at lunch time, and Amara was with me. It was her phone.”

“Huh?” Ruby and Rae said at the same time, but this time they didn’t look at each other and laugh, because they were too shocked that Amara would be looking at porn. “Amara? You sure?” Ruby asked.

“She lent her phone to a buddy to make a call, but he searched porn instead.” Harlee rolled her eyes.

“Harlee, I do not want you leaving school and walking all around town,” Rae said.

“Mommy, it was just around the block, and Amara was with me. She protects and looks out for me, you know that.”

Rae knew all too well of the growing devotion Amara had for her daughter, and she appreciated the respect she showed Harlee. Rae also worried that Harlee didn’t harbor the same feelings for Amara and would end up breaking her heart. Rae was unsure of her daughter’s sexuality. However, with these new revelations, finding out that lesbian sex piqued her interest, Rae now leaned more toward Harlee being a lesbian herself.

Rae sighed. “Yes, sweetie, Amara is wonderful with you. She cares for you a great deal. Also, it’s fine to go to the store with your friends, but shoot me or Ruby a text first.”

“Why?” Harlee whined.

“Because I said so. The school doesn’t know you leave and what if something happens? I need to know where you’re going to be.” Harlee’s face crumpled into a pout as she crossed her arms defiantly. Rae just waited for the stomp of a foot on the floor. “Harlee-Rose, do not stomp your foot down, and do not make me put together a protection team of Angels to watch over you.”

Harlee’s mouth fell open. “You wouldn’t do that.”

Ruby nodded her head quickly at Harlee. “Oh, she would. She did it to your mother.”

Harlee’s anger vanished at the mention of Christina. “Why did you have to do that with Mommy?”

“Because there were bad guys after her and I was doing everything I could to keep her safe.” Rae gulped down the pain that still occasionally rose up. Even after sixteen years, she still blamed herself for not keeping Christina safe and alive. “It was very hard though, because she was very stubborn.” Rae paused. “I’m stubborn, but she was,” she stopped to think about her next words, “she was infuriating.”

Ruby chimed in, “And you’re not?”

Rae whipped her head around at Ruby. “Are you still here!”

“Yep, I ain’t goin’ anywhere.” Ruby sat back in her seat with a lazy smile and placed her hands on the back of her head.

“I’m not infuriating,” Rae said confidently.

Ruby sat forward quickly with a look of shock. “I beg to differ! Rae, you drove Christina mad. You drove her so crazy she locked you out of your own house, forcing you to break windows and doors to get back in.” She chuckled. “Man, I wish I could have been there.”

“Mommy!” Harlee exclaimed.

Rae struggled to defend herself as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “Hey, how did this get turned around on me? We went from talking about lesbian sex, to protection detail, and now it’s shining a light on my less-than-stellar choices in life.”

The girls just shook their heads and laughed at her. 

Story of my life.
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Rae climbed out of her truck that late afternoon after returning home from work and immediately heard music playing through the open windows from inside the house. She smiled at the song choice: Crazy Little Thing Called Love by Queen. Inside the boot room, she removed her jacket and hung it up, then she stood in the doorway between the kitchen and boot room and watched the loves of her life, dancing and laughing together. She chuckled when she spotted Amara hanging back from all the activity. Amara had always been a wallflower, never one to be loud and silly like Ruby and Harlee were, and she definitely wasn’t a dancer. She leaned against the doorframe and folded her arms as she observed the love-sick expression painted on Amara’s face directed at Harlee. Rae drew in a breath and smiled internally. She sensed Amara was in love with her daughter, and she just hoped Harlee felt the same way about her. Pulled from her thoughts, she smiled at Harlee who was running over to her, beaming beautifully, and gave Rae a big hug.

“Hi, Mommy.”

“Hi, baby girl. What have I stumbled upon in here?” Rae gently pushed back a few strands of her daughter’s golden hair with her finger.

“Dancin’. Come join us.”

“Yeah, Mommy, come join us,” Ruby teased and winked at Rae. A knowing smile graced Rae’s face because she knew that everyone knew she would never turn down an invitation to dance with pretty girls. She took hold of Ruby, pulling her into her strong arms, and began swaying with her, spinning them around a couple times before she dipped Ruby. 

“My turn!” Harlee squealed, and Rae performed the same move with her daughter. “Can we do the lift?” Harlee had caught the tail end of Dirty Dancing playing on TV one day and witnessed “the lift” when she was seven years old. The young girl had been mesmerized and amazed that one person could lift another into the air and hold them without faltering. Rae proved to Harlee that she could perform that stunt and ever since, Rae sensed her daughter looking at her differently. Instead of seeing just Rae, her mom, she now saw her own version of Wonder Woman. Even more so when Harlee got older and heavier, Rae still was able to lift her up and over her head with ease. 

Today, however, panic gripped Rae for a second before she quickly composed herself so as not to upset her little girl. “Sure, my love.”

Harlee jumped with excitement and ran over to the kitchen to create a runway. “Ready?”

Just before Rae gave the green light, Ruby touched her arm and quietly said, “Rae, don’t. It’s not a good idea.” 

Rae appreciated her concern and looked into Ruby’s eyes with sadness in her own, and said, “I know, but I can’t let my baby down. If I can make her happy and do this for her, then let me, even if it’s the last time I ever do it.”

Ruby nodded in understanding, but she still stood behind Rae just in case.

“Okay, baby, I’m ready,” Rae said.

Harlee smiled then ran toward her open arms and leapt up as Rae caught her by the waist, lifting her high in the air above her head. Harlee spread her arms out wide. Rae had never given Harlee reason to feel unsafe in her arms; her arms had always protected Harlee since she came out of her mother. As Rae held her firmly with a sure and steady grip paired with strong legs, she silently prayed they would always remain that way. After a minute, Rae slowly lowered her back down with Ruby’s hands planted firmly on Rae’s hips. Harlee hugged and squeezed her as tight as she could before she summoned Amara to follow her to her bedroom. 

As soon as the girls were out of earshot, Rae’s invisible armour fell away, and she immediately sat down in the armchair. Hunched over with her head in her hands, the throbbing pain in her bones debilitated her. Ruby said nothing as she hurried off to their bedroom to retrieve the painkillers the doctor prescribed Rae for her growing, intense pain. She returned to the living room with a bottle of water and two pills. “Babe, here, take these.”

Rae looked up with tears in her eyes and took the pills from Ruby, popped them in her mouth, then swigged some water, swallowing the white powder that effectively numbed her pain. “Ruby, please don’t.”

Ruby knelt in front of her and took hold of her hands. “Babe, I’m not saying anything.” She cupped Rae’s cheek, fighting her own tears. “I love you.”

“I love you more.” Rae opened her arms, inviting her in. Ruby carefully climbed on her lap and snuggled into her. “I’ll always love you,” she whispered.

Ruby’s tears spilled out and down her cheeks as they held each other, crying, and once again asking themselves, how many more moments were they going to get like this.

*****
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Rae was up early the next morning getting ready for another day at the garage, but truthfully, this was not just another run-of-the-mill workday. The new guy Glenn hired was to start working and Rae’s anxiety had been slowly stirring ever since Glenn’s less-than-friendly visit to her office about the new hire had happened. She had to remind herself not to direct her ill feelings on the new guy; it wasn’t his fault. A part of her was looking forward to meeting him especially after finding out that he sounded like a lost soul, wandering through life. Her natural, protective instincts kicked in and she wanted to take him under her wing. Dressed and ready to go, she poured coffee into her travel mug with Bitch Boss on the side—a silly gift for Christmas from Ruby—then she opened the fridge and took out the lunch Ruby had made for her. The mundane task of getting ready for work wasn’t distracting her enough from the event that took place the previous night. Dwelling on something beyond her control would only result in her breaking down, so she pushed her dark, depressing thoughts to the farthest part in her brain. She walked into the boot room and slipped on a pair of boots then as she went to open the front door, she remembered she left her coffee on the kitchen counter. Stepping back into the kitchen, she was suddenly hit hard with a wave of nausea, and she clutched her stomach, bent over, quickly dropping down on one knee. Calming breaths to help alleviate her discomfort weren’t working. She managed to find the strength to stand up on shaky legs and sit down in a chair. Perspiring all over, her clothes stuck to her skin and her hands were clammy, but the worst was the narrowing of her vision. Rae had to accept the inevitable—she needed help. Shit. 

“Ruby,” she called out.

Ruby, quick to answer, rushed over to where Rae was presently hunched over in a chair with her arms wrapped tightly around her middle. Ruby recognized her problem and quickly got an anti-nausea pill and forced it inside Rae’s mouth. “C’mon, off to bed.” She started to pull Rae up when Rae shook her head. “Rae, please don’t be stubborn for once. You need to take care of yourself. Now let’s go lie down.”

Rae sighed and gave in. “Fine, but only ‘til the pill kicks in. You’ll have to call the guys and tell them I’m gonna be late.”

“Yes, boss.” 

*****
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Doug, Ty, Ruby, and Rae stood inside the shop later that day, shooting the breeze while they waited for the new guy to show up. Ruby should have had the day off, but after Rae’s poor spell in the kitchen earlier, she thought it would be wise if she stuck close to her side. Especially since Ruby was the only person who knew of Rae’s progressive ailment. Rae didn’t, or wasn’t, even going to argue with her. 

Their murmured voices died when a black Suzuki Hayabusa motorcycle pulled in the parking lot and parked next to Rae’s Dark Horse Indian Springfield. She had retired her Dyna a few years ago that now sat under a tarp in her backyard. Rae planned on handing her Dyna over to Amara for when she got old enough. Everyone standing inside the shop gave each other a knowing look. It was well known that certain types of riders didn’t care for crotch rockets. Twenty years ago, Rae would have most likely hassled the kid for riding one, but as she matured, she realized it didn’t matter what a person rode as long they were happy when they rode. Secretly, Rae found the bike pretty appealing.

“Small guy,” Ty pointed out.

Rae looked over at Ty and dropped her eyes down his slender body and back up. “And?” she asked with a chuckle. Ty flipped her off. Ty had come a long way since he first joined the Dark Angels fifteen years ago when he was just a baby himself at the tender age of twenty. Now, at thirty-five with a wife and a son, he was family. The teasing for being the baby in the club never let up, though. The rider removed their helmet, revealing a long patch of light blonde hair on top of their head that flopped over in some areas and stuck up in others. They had the sides and back shaved close to their head. Rae tilted her head to the side to try and figure out this partial bedhead, I-just-had-sex-while-riding-through-a-windy-tunnel-without-my-helmet hair. 

When they climbed off, Ruby and Rae immediately looked out toward the newbie in surprise and they both said at the same time, “Baby dyke.” They looked at each other and laughed. 

Doug furrowed his brows and said, “How do you know she’s gay?”

Ruby spoke up, “Oh, please, I can smell the gay from here.”

“Exactly. All you have to do is look at her and see she’s a lesbian,” Rae said, adding her two cents.

“She could just be a tomboy,” Ty suggested.

Ruby shook her head, confidently. “Nope, that chick eats pussy, I guarantee it.”

“You wanna bet on it?” Doug asked.

“Fuck, yeah, ‘cause I know I’m gonna win. Fifty bucks says she’s a rug muncher.” Ruby held out her hand to Doug and he took it without hesitation. 

Rae threw Ruby a funny look. “Rug muncher? Cliché much?”

“Well, I sure as shit wouldn’t have been able to call myself that twenty years ago when I was eating you, ‘cause you didn’t have a rug,” Ruby teased.

Doug butted in, “Hmm, so you were a linoleum muncher?”

The new girl had walked over, overhearing their odd and perverted conversation. She cleared her throat and stepped closer. “You’re correct, I am a dyke, a lesbian, a rug muncher, and a butch all wrapped up into one.” She tossed a wink Ruby’s way. Rae cocked her head out of disbelief that this chick flirted with her woman right in front of her. 

Instead of responding to the new girl, Ruby just straightened her shoulders and puffed out her chest, then swiveled on the heels of her boots toward Doug and confidently held out her hand. “Pay up, bitch.”

Doug suddenly looked panicked. “Uh, rain check?”

Ruby chuckled and shook her head. “Yeah, yeah, whatever. I know when you sleep.”

The new girl ran a hand through the longer hair on her head before she placed a baseball cap on backwards. 

Rae had an insane urge to grab that hair and chop it off. Flirt with her girl again, and she was going to be looking down the barrel of Rae’s new engraved rifle she just got for her fiftieth birthday. Looking at her baggy clothes that hung off her thin body with her old, ratty tennis shoes, and the way she slumped her shoulders with that natural pout, made it appear as if she was posing for some ad for petulant, delinquent teenagers. It drove Rae more and more mad. Pull your fuckin’ pants up, straighten up your shoulders, and get your hands out of their pockets! Ugh! Rae mentally shook her head, more at herself. Damn, I sound old. What the hell was Glenn thinking hiring her? He certainly wasn’t thinking of me.

“So, I was told to ask for Ray, ‘cause he’s got some paperwork for me to fill out and he’s supposed to show me around.” She looked back and forth between Ty and Doug, clearly assuming the men were in charge. 

Oh, child, I am going to ruin you, Rae thought.

An awkward silence fell among all five of them before Rae casually placed her hands inside her pants pockets and walked off toward her office, saying over her shoulder, “I don’t know who that guy is. Glenn must have been smokin’ something the day he told you that.” She opened the door between the shop and front reception area and made her way into her office. She took a seat and wondered how long it would take the new kid to figure it out. A minute later, a tapping on the office door had Rae smiling. “Come in.” 

New girl walked in sheepishly. “Sooo, apparently, you’re Rae. Sorry ‘bout that.”

“No worries. I guess I could have corrected you before, but I like to have my fun. Take a seat.” Once she sat, Rae clasped her hands together on the desk. “What’s your name?”

“Blake.”

“Interesting name for a woman,” Rae said as she glanced down at some paperwork on the desk.

“Yes, it is very interesting, Rae.” 

Rae lifted a steely, cold gaze at her, then she cracked a smile. “Yeah, I suppose you’re right.” She sat back in her chair and continued to stare at Blake, who averted her gaze after a few seconds and looked elsewhere. Rae felt smug. “How old are you?”

“Twenty.”

Definite baby dyke. “And you’ve worked in a garage before?”

Blake rolled her eyes and sighed. “Look, I’ve already been through the interview with Glenn, I got the job, so I don’t understand why you’re grilling me now.”

Instantly intrigued and amused at Blake’s immature outburst toward her new boss, Rae stood up, walked around the desk, and sat on the edge of it, causing Blake to crane her neck back to look up at her. Rae knew she was being an asshole trying to assert her dominance over her, but something about this cocky little girl got under her skin. Rae grasped the edge of the desk and cocked her head to the side, staying silent for a few moments, while Blake fidgeted uncomfortably in her seat. “Blake, I’m the manager here, which means I run the show. Glenn may own the business, but he put his trust in me to take care of his business. Now I am very well aware that he gave you an interview and hired you, but like I said, I run the show, so if I feel like ‘grilling’ my new employee, then I will. If you give me lip, then we’re gonna have a problem. Do you understand?”

She gulped. “Yes, I understand.”

Suddenly, a sharp pain tore inside her abdomen, causing her to flinch. Rae had to get Blake out of the office, and fast. “Okay, you can shadow the guys today. They’ll guide you.”

Blake hesitated as she watched Rae circle back around the desk before she stood up. “What about my paperwork?”

Rae winced and caught the look of concern on Blake’s face. “Later,” she said quickly. Blake stared at Rae before she nodded and left. Rae collapsed in the chair and wrapped her arms around her middle. She didn’t want to get Ruby, because she knew she would make her go home for the day, and Rae couldn’t face sitting at home while her thoughts lingered on her short future. She also knew going to the doctor was useless and hopeless since the last time she went all she had been given was bad news and no cure for her suffering. Rae fumbled with the side drawer on her desk and pulled out a bottle of prescribed painkillers and attempted to open them. There was barely bearable pain as the tears coursed down her cheeks when she dropped the bottle on the floor and watched it roll away. “Fuck,” she said a little too loudly. Ruby stood up from her desk and walked over, trying to peer through the office window. Rae sighed in defeat.

“Rae?” Ruby darted over. The tears and the painful expression on Rae’s face was telling enough for Ruby to know what was happening. She scrambled for the bottle and opened them up then poured out two into her hand. She popped them in Rae’s mouth then placed her travel mug to her lips and tipped it, letting some coffee trickle into her mouth. Once she swallowed, Ruby kissed her head and said, “C’mon, we’re going home. I knew you shouldn’t have come in to work today.”

“No, Ruby, please. Let the pills kick in. I don’t want to go home.”

“Rae, you can’t keep this up. People are going to find out that you’re sick, especially when it gets worse and you won’t be able to get out of bed.”

“I know, and I’ll eventually take it easy, but for right now, while I can still function somewhat normally, I need to keep busy, especially for you and Harlee.”

Rae knew Ruby could see the desperation in her eyes. It didn’t need to be said; Rae knew Ruby’s heart shattered away piece by piece with each passing day. And every increased tummy pain or bone pain, that proverbial ice pick broke away more and more pieces of Ruby’s heart. She stroked Rae’s face and looked deep into her dark brown eyes as her fingers traced along Rae’s strong jawline and whispered, “You’re my pain in the ass now, and I’m going to kick your ass if you don’t start taking better care of yourself.” She smiled and kissed her. Rae let out a sweet moan and wrapped her arms around Ruby’s waist. Ruby pulled away and asked, “How’s your pain?”

With her eyes closed, she searched for Ruby’s mouth and said, “Better, now that you’re here.” She moaned again when her sweet lips returned. 

*****
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A week had passed, and Blake was assimilating easily at the shop with everyone. She proved to be very good at her job and seemed to be taking it seriously, which Rae admired and appreciated. Rae hadn’t been sure if Blake was going to be a good fit due to several reasons—young age, inexperience, and lack of self control paired with immaturity—but Blake’s attitude never returned since that day in Rae’s office. In fact, Blake always seemed to stand at attention like a soldier or immediately offered a helping hand whenever Rae was present. 

Having just returned to the shop after picking up lunch for herself and Ruby, Rae was pulling out the takeout bag from one of the satchels on her bike when she heard Blake shouting and jogging over to her. Rae sighed and subtly shook her head. As much as she appreciated Blake’s constant help, it was starting to get on her nerves. 

“Hey, Rae, lemme get that for you.” Blake reached out to take the bag for her.

A horrified expression crossed over Rae’s face as she snatched the bag away from Blake’s grabby hands and said, “Thank you, Blake, but I think I can manage on my own.” 

Blake obviously didn’t receive the message because she reached for the bag again. “You sure? I have no problems—”

“Blake,” Rae commanded firmly, “you’re going to have to step back a few paces from me or I’ll be fitting you for a new tail pipe. Understand?” 

Blake nodded and said while taking a step back, “Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s a good little soldier, now run along.”

Blake did as she was told and returned inside the shop. Rae walked over to the door between the shop and reception area and threw Blake a strange look before opening the door. Ruby glanced up from her desk and smiled. “Hey, buttercup.” The strange look Rae had been giving Blake was now directed at Ruby. Ruby knew how much Rae hated sweet nicknames. “Hey, shithead,” Ruby corrected herself.

Rae placed the bag with their lunches down on the desk. “First, that’s your nickname, not mine, and second, do I appear like a frail old lady?”

Ruby scanned Rae from top to bottom. “Nuh-uh. You, my sexy beast, are magnificent looking.”

Rae wasn’t convinced. She plopped down on the couch across from the desk with her shoulders slumped and she pouted. “I know my health is deteriorating, but Blake is treating me like I’m going to crumble at any second.” She sat forward with worry etched all over her face. “Did you say something to her?”

Shocked, Ruby said, “Rae, how could you ask that? I would never.” She got up from her seat and joined Rae on the couch. “No one knows anything other than you, me, and the doctor.”

Rae sighed and laid her head on the back of the couch. “I’m tired.”

“Go home.”

“I mean, I’m tired of hiding, I’m tired of making excuses to everyone as to why I take so many pain meds because of my ‘arthritis’ and why I’m not out riding as much.” Rae swallowed down her hurt.

Ruby placed a hand on her shoulder. “You don’t have to hide. The club will be there for you.”

“You know I can’t because of Harlee. I don’t want to tell her yet. I want her to think
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