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      To my family…all of you who deal with my brand of crazy when I sit down and begin working on a new book. Thank you for your love and support. I couldn’t do this without my family’s love and devotion to my hunger for telling these stories that stick in my head until they’re completed.

      To those who have dealt with bullying, whether in the past or now, this book is for you. I hope I was able to capture feelings of hurt and anguish you suffered or suffer on a daily basis. Keep your head high and keep living, people who bully are unsatisfied with their lives and are looking for a way to make others as miserable as they are. You are better than that and don’t deserve the wrath of others. You are strong, and you are a survivor. Keep living, keep laughing and keep loving.

      To my readers who’ve stuck by me and been encouraging when it comes to telling these sisters, and their mens’, stories. They’ve become part of me and live within me. I know they aren’t real, but to me they do exist.
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        RAINEY

      

      

      When I was growing up, I never knew meanness. I thought the world went around on love, and security. Now that I’m older, I’m learning how very wrong I was. I’ve fallen in love with two men, two brothers, who have come to mean the world to me. I live life to the fullest because they are an integral part of my mornings, days and nights. But I, Rainey Masters, am being taught a very hard lesson in life, one that I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy. I am being bullied, and harassed, for allowing myself happiness. I try to stay positive, I try to keep putting one foot in front of the other, but nothing I do makes them stop and leave me alone.

      
        
        CARSON

      

      

      I’m part of the Rage Ryders MC. I used to live, breath, and fuck my days away. A decision I will come to regret in time. One look at her and I was a goner. Love at first sight doesn’t exist my ass, she’s been mine from the moment our eyes met at the Diva’s Ink House. We’ve had a rough go of things from the beginning, dealing with a stalker, and a psychopath, things were supposed to be easy from here, but they’re not. Someone is after my girl, and I will stop at nothing until that threat has been eliminated…no matter the cost.

      
        
        LEVI

      

      

      The day I put on my prospect patch, was the happiest day in my life, until I met her. My ray of sunshine, my light at the end of a very dark tunnel. She became all I could see, my world, my every damn thing. We’d get over one hurdle just to have another come up and rear its ugly head. No one will threaten my girl and live long enough to talk about it. I will take them down, one notch at a time, one pound of flesh at a time, and I will carve their pathetic hearts from their body while it still beats, begging for its life force to continue. I am Levi James, I am a Rage Ryder and I am Rainey Masters’ man.

      Can these three overcome the hurdle thrown in their path? Will they come together, to eliminate the threat that looms over them, to harm Rainey if she doesn’t get rid of her men? Will these bullies come out the winner, or will the strength of their love defeat all? This is the conclusion to the Diva’s Ink Trilogy, and it will be a ride you don’t want to miss.
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        RAINEY

      

      

      ‘You should do us all a favor and slit your wrists you whore!’

      ‘Only a slut would spread her legs for two men! Who do you think you are that you should get two men, while the rest of us normal people only get one? You’re so fucking easy.’

      What did I ever do to anyone to warrant these types of messages? All of them privately sent through my private messenger. I’ve even been getting these types of emails, and they’re sent anonymously. How did they even find my personal, private email address? The messages have progressed even further here lately with a couple who’ve actually threatened my life personally. They have offered to do the job for me if I’m too chicken to follow through with it myself.

      For one: I’ve never been a chicken shit when it comes to anything I’ve faced in life. For two: I love my life, my family and my men and would never…ever consider taking myself away from them. That isn’t being a chicken shit or selfish…it’s me being respectful and caring to those who do need me in their lives. What these individuals are suggesting I do makes me angry…to where I almost feel violent with rage. What Levi, Carson and myself have is nobody else’s business. My family has accepted the relationship, so where does anyone else get the right to judge me and the lifestyle I’ve chosen to live?

      It’s my life, and I plan on living it as a happy person. Bitterness has no room in my life and I plan on enjoying it to the fullest. It’s not fair to bring this up to the guys or my family so I’ll do what I always do…deal with it on my own. No reason to burden the others since they’ve already been through so much of their own, stalkers and murdering psychopaths set out on revenge. I’m a strong, independent woman and I can handle a few threats on my own. There, mind made up I delete the offending messages, block them and erase the emails. It’s time to move forward and forget that ignorant bullies exist.

      I get ready for my next client and mentally shake off the messages. They affect me, but not in the way they were intended to. They make me want to fight and not in a physical way, but it makes me want to become an advocate against bullies. No one has a right to tell someone their life isn’t worth living. There is only one being who can judge us the day we stand at the pearly gates and beg for forgiveness for our sins…and that’s not a person who isn’t saintly.

      
        
        LEVI

      

      

      Something is going on with my girl, and I have no clue what it is. She doesn’t share openly, we have to ply information from her. Why is it, that she thinks she has to deal with everything on her own? Whatever the reason it is, it doesn’t sit well with me, I’m her man, it’s my job to protect her and covet her. I need to pound it in her head that she’s supposed to share her problems with us, together, the three of us, we can take care of whatever it is.

      Maybe Carson and I need to come up with a way to seduce it out of her. If she doesn’t come clean, I’ll have Bomber, my club brother, start diggin’. I know it has something to do with messages she’s receiving, because she always pulls back from everyone whenever she checks her phone. I don’t want to invade her privacy…yet, but I will if I have no other alternative. I’m proud of her though, because whatever she’s going through, she’s keeping her head held high and keeps movin’ forward.

      I’ve known strong women in my life, but she’s the leader of that pack. No one is more honorable and loving than my girl. She’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me, and there’s no way in hell I’ll stand back and let whatever is happenin’ get between us. She’s my forever, my lover, my best friend and my confidant. She is the reason I take in breaths and work as hard as I do, I do it all for her. I never understood my brother’s love and devotion to his wife, Kori, but now, it’s crystal clear to me, my eyes are wide open. She’s taught me what it is to love unconditionally and has no strings attached to that love. She only wants us, expects nothing in return, but she gets everything I have and more. I’m working on my bike when I hear my phone ping with an incomin’ text message.

      Carson: She just got another one.

      Me: Fuck! We’ve gotta figure out this shit. She can’t hold back from us anymore.

      Carson: I agree, she shook it off and is in with a client. Don’t know how much longer I can keep my mouth shut on this one.

      Me: I agree. How are we goin’ to do this?

      Carson: We’ll try sitting her down and talkin’ to her.

      Me: You know her, she’s not gonna share willingly.

      Carson: Doesn’t matter, enough is enough. I’m done, she doesn’t wanna share then we’ll get Bomber on it.

      Carson: If she doesn’t tell us, then that’s what we’ll do, brother.

      I put my phone away and am determined that this will come to a conclusion…soon. I need her in this with us one-hundred percent. It is a give and take type relationship, no secrets and withholding information from each other.

      
        
        Carson

      

      

      I watch her put her phone away and can’t help but sigh in frustration. She’s so damn independent and headstrong that she won’t share her worries with us. I feel like I beat my head into a brick wall sometimes. I don’t understand her frame of thinkin’ sometimes. She holds everything in and doesn’t let anyone else help carry her burdens. Levi and I have been subtly hinting for her to share what is in her head, but she laughs it off and tells us we’re imagining things, which we aren’t. Her shoulders droop, and her head falls, every time she looks at her phone.

      I want to throw the damn contraption and get rid of the offending device. It’s the root of all evil as far as I’m concerned. If she didn’t have that, then she wouldn’t have to see or read whatever it is that alerts her…ten to twenty times per day. Levi’s idea of having Bomber check into things makes the most sense to me at this point. We already know she’s not going to tell us anything, we’ve tried for months, and we’re not the only ones. Her sisters have tried to get her to open up, and she has the same response every time, “Nothing’s wrong, I can handle my own business.”

      I just want to scream out at her, “What business?” But it would do me no good, so our best bet is to dig it up ourselves. I would know within an hour what’s goin’ on with her if I did. I’ll give it until tonight, then I’m takin’ matters into my own hands. Fuck this holding shit back, it doesn’t fly with me or Levi. We’re both at our breaking points as it is. If I find out that someone is harassing my woman, God help them, because they will be buried six feet under. No one messes with my girl and lives to talk about it. I’m cleaning up my station from my latest client, and Emory walks in the door. I look up and am surprised when she shuts the door behind her.

      “Carson, we have to do something,” she says.

      “Care to explain what you mean?” I ask in reply.

      “Don’t be coy with me, Carson James! You know exactly what I’m talking about. Something’s going on with my sister and I want to know what it is. She plays a good game and has a fantastic poker face, but she’s not fooling me or Ariel.”

      I sigh and brush my fingers through my hair, which is overly long compared to how I normally wear it. My girl asked me not to cut it, so I won’t. “What is it exactly you want me to do here, Emory? If she won’t talk to us I can’t force it out of her.”

      “Yes, you can, you have a dick, don’t you?”

      “Last time I checked,” I say through a chuckle.

      “Then use it,” she says, as she opens up the door and storms through it. Guess I’m going to use my sexual wiles to distract information from her. It may not work, but I sure will have fun while trying.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        When your day is cloudy, the one you love can bring out the sun
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        RAINEY

      

      

      Carson has been acting funny on the way home tonight. It’s really late, because we closed up, it’s nearly two a.m. and my bed is calling my name. I move my head around trying to relieve some of the knots that are sitting there from the tension of the day’s work. When your head hangs at a downward angle for most of the day while tattooing, it pulls on those muscles and they tighten up.

      “Neck hurting, baby?” Carson asks.

      “Yeah, it’s really tight. Thinking a hot shower is in the cards for me tonight.”

      “I’ll help you with that, give you a little massage while I’m at it.” I laugh at him, because suddenly I want to know where all he plans on placing his hands and rubbing. Carson’s and Levi’s hands are pure magic, almost nightly I get a rub down, most of the time it turns into something else, but you won’t catch me complaining. Their hands aren’t the only thing that work magic on my body. I shiver in anticipation as I imagine their hands, mouths and dicks working me over.

      “What’cha thinkin’ about that caused that dreamy look to appear on your face?”

      “You know exactly where my mind went with your words,” I bat my eyelashes at him.

      “When we get home, we’ll see what we can do to ease you and see if we can make things better than what you’re actually imaginin’.”

      “I can’t wait,” I breathlessly reply.

      He winks at me and grabs my hand, he intertwines our fingers, and squeezes my hand. I know he and Levi have been concerned about me, I just need to show them there’s no reason to be. I’m okay, I must be showing my hand too much for them to have caught onto the fact that there’s something going on with me. I’m usually a lot harder to read, but for some reason I’m an open book where they’re concerned. I thought my sisters were the only ones who could read me so well, and that’s only because they grew up with me.

      I close my eyes and lay my head back against the head rest. I just need a few minutes to mentally prepare myself for the inquisition I’m sure is coming my way. I’m not the only one who’s easily readable, I also can tell when my guys are up to something. I feel the car pull to a stop and he turns it off. I look over at him and give him a sleepy smile. “Good to be home,” I tell him.

      “Yeah it is, today was a long day,” he replies.

      We both exit the car and I grab my bag. We meet at the front of the car like we do every night and he places his hand on my lower back and escorts me inside of the house. Levi is waiting for us in the living room, he never goes to bed before we walk through that front door, it’s his way of knowing for sure that we make it home, safe and sound. With the events that my sisters have gone through, neither one of them rest easy unless one or both of them have eyes on me at all times. I know that it’s been frightening since they’ve entered my life, so I give them leeway.

      “Hey, honey,” I say, going up to him and getting my good evening kiss. He leans down as I go up and we meet in the middle. “How was your day?” I ask him, as I do every night. Even though we talk on the phone at least five times throughout the day time and evening hours.

      “It was long. I made you a bubble bath,” he says. Yep, they’re definitely up to something, my radar goes off in my head.

      “Thank you, I really need one tonight,” I say, walking down the hallway, shedding my clothes as I go. I head straight into the bathroom and sink into the tub. Leaning back, I close my eyes and let some the water sooth the soreness throughout my body.

      
        
        LEVI

      

      

      “Did she say anythin’ to you on the way home?” I ask my brother.

      “Not a damn thing, but I didn’t really pry either. She just looked so worn out that I didn’t have the heart to ask any questions.”

      “We can’t put it off,” I say to him.

      “I know, but I hate doing it while she’s so worn out.” I get where he’s coming from, but maybe her exhaustion will help loosen those lips of hers.

      Instead of replying to what he said, I walk down the hallway picking up each item of clothing that she stripped out of. Last in the line is her shoes, I put them in the closet and then walk into the bathroom to deposit her clothes into the hamper.

      “Need any help washing your back?” I ask her.

      She opens up one eye and says, “Always, honey.” I walk up to the tub, she sits up and I grab her frilly sponge she uses and apply her body wash and lather it up. This is one of my favorite ways to take care of her, I love rubbing on her body, regardless of what it leads to.

      “Feels so good,” she moans, and my dick reacts to the moan he’s only used to hearing while he’s buried deep inside of her delectable body.

      “That’s good, baby,” I reply, my voice coming out huskily.

      I lift up the cup that sits on the side and put water inside of it. “Lean back, baby, let me wash your hair.” Once every strand of her hair is wet, I grab her shampoo and rub it in my hands until it lathers up. I then apply it to her scalp and massage then run it through her long as fuck black hair. I rinse then repeat the action with her conditioner. I know she lets it sit for a few minutes, so I pick the sponge back up and wash her body from head to toe. I love the aroma that comes from her products, her scent has always been intoxicating to me. I swear I could walk down the street not knowing she was there and smell her, it’s like a beacon to my nostrils. I’d follow this woman anywhere, even down on my knees if that’s what she requests. I grab the cup and fill it back up with water then rinse the conditioner from her hair.

      “Baby, the water’s cooling now, let’s get you out before you catch a chill.”

      “Do I have to?” she asks, and I can hear the sleepiness in her voice. Maybe Carson is right, and tonight isn’t the night to pressure her. They’re both off from work tomorrow, maybe in the morning will be a better time.

      “Ya, baby, let’s getch’a out of the tub and tucked into bed.”

      Once I get her dried off, I grab her brush and hair dryer and carry her and the items to the bedroom. She sits up and lets me comb out her hair as I dry it. This is something Carson and I try to do for her, otherwise she’ll go to bed with it wet and wake up spending hours straightening it and taking time away from spending some time with us. Me in particular, since Carson spends his days with her, and I only get those precious minutes in the mornings and nights. On my slow days at work, I do crash on their daytime hours. Especially when they’re slammed and need someone manning the front. I’ve told them over and over again that they need to hire a receptionist, but they are cautious and only want to hire someone they really trust. Not that I blame them, it’s their legacy they’re protecting after all.

      I tuck her in bed, kiss her goodnight and walk into the living room where Carson is kicked back on the couch, beer in hand and is watching one of the tattoo shows he and Rainey like to watch.

      “She sleepin’?”

      “Yeah, man she crashed as soon as her hair was dried. I’m thinkin’ that since you’re both off tomorrow we’ll put our plan in motion then.”

      “Sounds good, I’m gonna catch a shower and join her in bed. I wanted to shower with her, but you kinda killed that when you presented her with a bubble bath.”

      “It’s your fault,” I tell him.

      “Mine? How?” He asks, pointing to his chest.

      “You messaged me and told me she was sore, I was only being a good Ol’ man.”

      “Fucker, ain’t gonna tell ya shit anymore,” he says getting off the couch. I laugh at his retreating back earning myself a sign that indicates I need to fuck off. I throw him one back in response, even though he can’t see it, it’s the principle after all.

      
        
        CARSON

      

      

      I wake the next morning with Rainey’s head nestled on my shoulder and looking down, notice her legs entwined with Levi’s. It puts her at a sideways position, which shouldn’t surprise me, she’s a bed and cover hog. We’ve had to start keeping two extra blankets at the end of the bed, otherwise we’d freeze while she’s snug as a bug. It’s mine and Rainey’s Saturday off and we’re closed on Sundays and Mondays, so I am looking forward to the three-day weekend. I promised our other brother, Tic, that we’d help him chop down some trees at his place tomorrow, so today I want to take the opportunity and spend some quality time with just the three of us.

      We’re usually at the clubhouse or with her family and don’t really get some time where no one is interfering in one thing or another. Don’t get me wrong I love my brothers and Rainey’s family, but there are times when quality time with the extended family becomes a little too much. Deciding I need to soothe the beast when it wakes, I decide to go start my girl her coffee. I slide out from underneath her much to her displeasure which she lets me know when she mumbles about me stealing her pillow from her…i.e., my chest. I crack a smile but keep going about my mission. I plan on waking them in the next ten minutes anyways, so we can get on with the day. I want to take her on a ride on the bike and stop somewhere for a nice lunch. My girl loves being on the back of either mine or Levi’s bikes, making us very happy men. Once I have their cups made, I take them in the bedroom and set them on the nightstand on Levi’s side.

      “Hey, man,” I say, shaking his shoulder.

      “What’s up?” he asks, looking at me blurry eyed.

      “Wanted to take our girl on a ride and out to lunch, you game?”

      “You know I am,” he replies.

      “Here’s your coffee,” I show him. “I’ll let you wake the beast while I take care of my mornin’ business.”

      “Why do I get the pleasure of tamin’ her other side?”

      “Cause you’re the one who slept in, I made the coffee.”

      “Damn, she’s mean as a rattlesnake when you wake her.”

      I smile walking out of the room, “It’s your turn, brother.”

      “Fuck,” I hear him mutter.

      
        
        LEVI

      

      

      Rainey has two personalities, the one after coffee and one before. The latter one isn’t one I usually try to be a part of. I usually make myself scarce and let Carson take care of that one, because honestly, she scares the fuck out of me and after she threatened to chop off my dick the first time I woke her up, I haven’t tried to since.

      Taking a deep breath and placing a pillow over my dick, I shake her shoulder to try and gently coax her awake. “Rainey, sweetheart, it’s time to get up now.”

      She mumbles something unintelligible, so I try again. This time I end up ducking and weaving when her arms start swinging. “What! What the fuck do you want?”

      “Blame Carson, he told me to,” I say, trying to not be the bad guy and on the other end of her fists anytime soon.

      “Why?”

      “He wants to take you for a ride and out to lunch.”

      “Awe, that’s so sweet of him.” Why is he the good guy?

      “Here, baby, I made you some coffee.”

      “Oh, honey. You know me so well.” I smile at that statement and look over and notice Carson giving me the stink-eye. I shrug my shoulders and smile wider at him. There, take that asshole. He flips me off and I just laugh at the intended insult. Hey, she’s no longer trying to take me out, so I’ll use what I’ve got at my advantage. She takes her first swig and moans in happiness, leaning over and puckering up my lips she gives me a peck and finally smiles at me.

      “Love you, baby.”

      “Love you too, handsome.”

      “Hey! What am I, chopped liver?” Carson asks.

      “Of course not, I love you, too. Thank you for being thoughtful and taking me out for the day on the bike, baby.” He comes over and leans over me giving her a kiss, I push him away and he laughs while Rainey giggles.

      “Come on you two, the day’s awastin’,” he says, going to his drawers in our shared dresser and pulling out jeans and a shirt. Wait a minute, is that my shirt? Sure the fuck is! Asshole, no wonder I can’t ever find my shirts when I want to wear them. Just because we’re brothers doesn’t mean he gets to get my clothes out of my drawers and wear them because his ass is too lazy to do a load of clothes. I am not his personal one stop shopping center.

      “Get your nasty ass outta my clothes! No wonder I can’t ever find my shit, man.”

      “Stop whinin’ like a little bitch, I haven’t had time to catch up on laundry this week. I’ll wash it when I wash my clothes and put it back in your drawer like I always do,” he says walking away. I look over at Rainey and she has a loving smile on her face.

      “Don’t worry, Levi. When I do my clothes tomorrow I’ll do y’alls and make sure it’s put away. Give your brother a break, he has been working really hard the last couple of weeks.” I can’t deny her anything, so I reach over, kiss her on her cheek and stand up from the bed. I stretch my sore and achy muscles and hold my hand out to help her up from the bed. Now that she’s wide awake, my dick isn’t so scared of her anymore.

      “Need some assistance getting dressed, Rai?”

      “I think I’ve got it, thanks for the offer though.” The sassy little minx winks at me and I begin to drool like a newborn baby. She is sex on legs, and I can’t ever seem to get enough visual, when it comes to her, and her body that I love to explore, and admire…on a daily basis, if permitted. Exception to that rule is when she gets a visit from mother nature. Then, Carson and I find any excuse we can to have others around as witnesses in case she goes postal and rips our hearts out. She’s vicious that time of the month, and it’s like trying to reign a kitten’s claws in. But I wouldn’t trade any time I have with her for anything—the good, the bad and the evil.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      We’re on the bike and traveling through the streets heading towards our destination. Rainey’s head is thrown back, and I can’t help but look through my side mirror and admire the way her head is thrown back as she takes the sun in on her face. How the fuck two assholes like us got lucky enough to catch her is beyond me, but I’m a selfish fucker and I won’t let her go now if you paid me every green bill that’s been printed since the beginning of time. For the first time in weeks she looks happy and whatever’s been worrying her is long gone from her mind.

      We pull up to the bistro that she loves two hours later. We took the long route here since we don’t get enough riding time in since these two work endless hours at the shop. They’re both so creative and love what they do, so I don’t complain about the hours they keep. Do I wish they had a nine to five, so I’d get more time with them? Absofuckin’lutely, but I wouldn’t begrudge them from doing something that called to them as much as what they do does. I have the same passion for bikes and cars, I love to diagnose them, fix them and I even restore them to the beauties they once were after being neglected for so long. I wouldn’t want to give that up, so I can’t very well ask them to walk a path I’m not willin’ to.

      We walk into the bistro, each of us holding one of Rai’s hands and no one looks our way twice. We come here as often as we can, so they’re used to us, plus, Carson threatened a beat down the first time we came, and everyone looked upon us like we were carryin’ the plague or some shit. Ever since then, we’ve been treated like kings and she’s gotten service that is equivalent to what a queen should get.

      
        
        RAINEY

      

      

      Walking through the doors of my favorite bistro, that Dad used to bring me to when he was still alive, memories of the first time that I brought my guys here assaults me and brings thoughts to the forefront of my mind of what’s going on right now. I haven’t checked social media this morning or my emails, deciding I wanted to give my guys a day free of my inner misery. I look around to see if any eyes are on us, and luckily, they aren’t. The first time we came here was a disaster, if the owner and manager of the establishment weren’t here, my men might have gone to jail that day…

      I’m so excited to show my men where Dad used to bring me on our father/daughter dates. He used to have one with each of us once a month, those memories are something I’ll cherish for as long as I live. We walk in and I hear the words—slut, whore and tramp come from different patrons. I feel the guys go stiff next me and I tug on their arms to get them up to the counter, so we can order, and go outside and sit on the patio where hopefully we’ll be alone and won’t have to deal with other’s judgements of us. As we’re in line, some asshole has the nerve to say, this is a family establishment, we have children here, we don’t want them exposed to your brand of trash. Before I have the opportunity to hold Carson back, he has the man up by his throat and against the wall.

      “The fuck did you just say?” The guy of course couldn’t talk since he could barely get any oxygen in his lungs from how hard Carson had a hold of his throat.

      “Carson, baby,” I say walking up to him, “he’s not worth it baby, let him go.” Carson looks at me, and Levi grabs me by the arm and moves me behind him. He gives his brother a nod and Carson returns his attention to the asshole.

      “Get your hands off my husband!” I hear a woman screech out, but that’s not what worries me, it’s the children who are crying at witnessing their father being in a chokehold.

      “Levi?” I say grabbing ahold of his arm, “you have to stop him, his kids are seeing this, and they’re terrified.”

      “They’re learning a lesson right now.”

      “And what lesson would that be,” I hiss out at him.

      “That you shouldn’t go around judgin’ others and this may teach ‘em to keep their mouths shut and opinions to themselves. One day, they may remember this and not want a beat down and keep their traps shut!” Dear lord, he actually believes this nonsense coming out of his mouth. I look over in time to see the man’s wife raise the vase that’s on the middle of their table for decoration purposes and see that she has plans to use it on my man’s head. I don’t fucking think so! I scoot around Levi and grab the woman’s arm before she has a chance to swing it down.

      “Listen, lady,” I begin, “I get you’re upset, but if you touch one hair on his head, it will be you getting a lesson taught today…understand?”

      “Then have your trashy boyfriend get his hands off my husband!” The fuck did she just say to me?

      I look over at Carson and tell him, “Carry on, these two need a lesson in manners, baby.” Levi grins at me and I shake my head, I can’t believe people are so damn narrow-minded in this day and time.

      “What’s going on out here?” I hear and look over to see Dad’s best friend, Jerry. He’s the owner of this establishment and he and his wife Rayne, who I’m named after, come out of the back.

      “Jerry, Rayne,” I say. The guys look over to the duo who has come in and nod their heads at them in greeting. “These are my men, Levi and Carson,” I say pointing to them as I make introductions. “These fine people of your establishment had some not-so-nice things to say about us.”

      “Is that so?” Jerry asks, or states, I can’t tell from the anger coming off of him. So I break it down for him, tell him what all has occurred since we walked through the front door. He looks over at his employee who’s still behind the counter and asks her, “That the way you saw it?”

      “Yes, sir,” she replies.

      “Let’s box up these people’s food, seems they’ve over stayed their welcome,” he says to her, and she rushes out with boxes and puts gloves on her hands and begins to place their food in boxes. Her hands shake the whole time, but I shrug it off, people are always intimidated when my men are around. Once all of their food has been transferred into the boxes, she places them in a carry-out bag and hands it over to Jerry, who then takes it and hands it to the oldest kid. I realize my hand is still holding the lady’s arm hostage, and Carson has let the pressure up from the man’s throat, but he hasn’t let go either. Carson leans in and whispers something in the guy’s ear and he nods his head emphatically agreeing to whatever it is my man is saying to him.

      “You can let her go now, dear,” Rayne says to me. I reluctantly let go and keep an eye on her. I turn my back to talk to Rayne as something whacks me on the back of the head and the momentum of it pushes me forward into Rayne and we both land on the ground.

      “Don’t you ever place your hands on me again!” the woman hollers. Now, this lady has three men glaring at her and the husband, I notice, has lost all color in his face. “I can’t believe the filth you allow in here, and you’re willing to kick us out! We come here every weekend with our children! How dare you!”

      “How dare me?” Jerry asks, as he helps me and his wife up off the floor. Levi makes it over and pulls me into his arms. Then starts inspecting my head for injury. He’s seething mad, and I’m not sure there will be any taming of his beast right now. I look over as Carson lands a punch on the guy and he drops like a pound of weights just hit him. The woman then turns her attention on Carson and starts clawing and hitting him, this being my last straw. I yank myself from Levi’s arms and rush the woman, I tackle her to the ground and start wailing on her.

      “Rainey? Earth to Rainey…where’d you go just then?” Carson asks me, waving his hand in my face like you would wave a red flag in front of a bull.

      “I was just thinking about the first time I brought you two here.”

      “Fun times,” Levi says, and we all crack a smile. Luckily, none of us went to jail that day, the other couple not pressing charges when they learned they would be joining us in a cell. Guess they didn’t want to take a chance of being locked in the same one as us.
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