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“Do the right thing
when

no one is looking.” 

~Vickie Milazzo






For my friends who are straight-shooters;
those who are daring enough to tell it like it is, and have ample
courage to deal with whatever comes. The world needs more of
y’all.
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I field a lot of questions about the somewhat
awkward series title for these books, with folks wanting to
understand just why NTNT exists as it does. There’s no real reason,
per se, more an absence of anything better to call it. Maybe it
would be easier if I explained …

When I began writing Penny and Twisted’s
story, back when what would eventually become Chapter Seven of
This is the Route of Twisted Pain was all that existed of
this world, there really wasn’t a stated club to deal with. But
when Twisted wouldn’t stop talking that little story became part of
a larger book, and I learned so much about him, Po’Boy, our
Incoherent MC … and their enemies.

I also learned of their allies, those friends
and supporters who—even if they wore different patches—were proud
to call each other brother. With the introduction of the character
of Wrench, the Caddo Hobos MC came to be, and of course I already
knew about the Bama Bastards, from Retro’s involvement in the Rebel
Wayfarers MC books.

That meant by the end of that very first
full-length book, I had six diverse clubs in play, half of which
featured either main characters, or potential main characters. The
clubs in my books are always as prominent a character as any
speaking individuals, and these were distinct in makeup, separated
from each other in an assortment of ways. From officer and member
personalities, or variances in protocol, bylaws, and tenets—each is
an amalgamation of features from disparate real world clubs, an
unequally bastardized union, as translated by someone hanging
around on the outside edges.

I tried out a variety of ideas to call the
series, but IMC + CoBosMC + BamaBastardsMC didn’t have that catchy
ring to it. At all. In frustration one night, I named the folder
containing the series information “neither-this-nor-that” since
that was how I thought about it.

I found I couldn’t play favorites between the
clubs, that would be like picking a pet book from all my babies,
and I couldn’t do that, either. Almost by default, that longass
series moniker stuck, against every marketing instinct in my
gut.

So here we are, with story number four in the
series, and three main clubs are now fully represented: IMC, CoBos,
and BBMC.

Retro’s story takes place mainly in Alabama,
which is only fair, since that’s where the man is from. True to
form, he’s as different from Twisted and Po’Boy as Ace and Wrench
are, and I fell in love with him and his inner circle of men. I
hope you enjoy them, too.

Huge thanks go out to my editor, Becky
Johnson, and her folks at Hot Tree Editing. I always appreciate the
time and care they take with my stories. Debera Kuntz outdid
herself with this cover, and I’m so pleased to be working with
Christina Schellhous of Invicta Photography for the cover
image.

Her image of model Colin Ienn was quite
literally the inspiration for Retro’s character, posted to my
Facebook profile nearly four years ago by Mandi Wathey. She’s a
reader who requested I come up with a character to fit, sweetly
asking, “Can you add him somewhere?” I did, and cast the man in
Hoss’ story as a brother who swoops in to save the day on his old
school bike with ape hanger handlebars. He looked like such an OG,
he was Retro.

Readers … man, you do not know the influence
you can have on an author. Your encouragement can mean everything,
and your emotional investment in our stories might just hand us the
motivation to continue moving ahead, to keep writing. So do me a
favor, the next time you read a book and love it, reach out to the
author somehow and let them know. Tell ’em ML sent ya, yeah?

You never know what you might inspire.

 



Woofully yours,

~ML







 


Trapped by Fate on Reckless Roads

“Got your back,” is more than a saying in
Retro’s world. Standing united as a club is a given, and loyalty is
held as a standard of brotherhood. Forgiveness for transgressions,
however, does not come easily, or ever in some cases. Retro’s only
demand for his brothers is honor and integrity, and his belief is
that everything else will fall into place behind those qualities.
He is not wrong.

Full description:

In the rough realm of bikers, there are no
shortcuts to win a place among the old guard. It’s a world where
respect can only be earned, trust is painfully gained, and loyalty
will be fiercely returned.

Jerry Rogers lived his life bound to those
firm tenets which anchored his brotherhood. MHL&R was more than
a patch on a leather cut, it ran thick as blood through Retro’s
veins as he worked to better things for his club, and family.

Locked for years in a loveless marriage,
Retro still found a sense of pleasure and peace knowing he’d at
least always done his best to buffer their children from his single
mistake.

Confronted by evidence that what happened in
the past wouldn’t remain quietly buried any longer, Retro embarks
on what might become his most important journey down memory lane.
One that can only end in blood…and death.







Beginning

Jeremiah Rogers angled his
body away from the other person in the room, shifted his gaze to
the window, and caught sight of the reflection of his own face.
Gaunt and aged in ways he hadn't been a year ago, he stared into
the echo of his eyes.

Without turning, he said,
“I can’t offer an excuse, because there isn’t one. I won’t insult
you by saying it never meant anything, because you know how I am.
You’ve always known how I felt about her. She...” Here he paused,
at a loss for words for so long his soon-to-be ex-wife stirred
restlessly, the fabric of her jeans making a shirring noise as her
legs crossed and re-crossed. The mattress groaned softly, a sound
that had often been heard in this room in years past, and one that
made guilt dig its hooks a little deeper into him because it had
masked their lie.

Her silence drove him
forwards. At this point, they’d been talking so long he was ready
to just have it over with. “I knew when I took you to my bed we’d
wed. Your father wouldn’t have allowed anything less. I also—” He
turned and saw her tear-streaked face looking at him out of the
shadows. They’d been talking so long the sunset had stripped the
color from the room, leaving everything in banded shades of gray
and beige. He swallowed and pushed ahead, needing to have all the
secrets laid bare. “I also know you didn’t love me then. We’ve made
it work all these years, because neither of us wanted more.” Retro
shook his head. “I’m no longer content to live this
way.”

“What’s changed?”

“You know what’s changed,
Wanda.” She was smart, and he suspected she’d already put
two-and-two together. He was done living like this, forcing himself
through the days and avoiding the nights. Her lack of follow-up on
her question told him he was right.

“What about our kids,
Jerry? How will we tell them?”

At her words, he pulled in
the deepest breath he’d taken in days, because with two sentences
she’d aligned herself at his side. She knew the lay of the land.
She’d always known they weren’t a love match. It was one of the
things that made her so bitter towards his brother Isaiah, because
he’d found his love. Gone now for too many years, but Isaiah had
kept his Hope’s love alive in how he was raising their children.
Wanda had tried to drive a rift between the brothers over it.
Unsuccessfully.

“Nelda won’t be surprised.”
Their daughter was always putting together unexpected puzzles, and
from the sadness she’d borne in the past months, Jerry knew Nelda
had seen how he’d been pulling away from her mother. “Boys will
follow her lead.” He lifted his hands and scrubbed across his face.
“I never meant—”

“You’re not the only one to
stray, Jerry.” Wanda’s declaration took him by surprise and his
palms were still pressed to his cheeks as he jerked and looked at
her. “I haven’t been happy for years.”

His blood started to boil
and he dropped his fists to his hips, staring down his nose at her
for a moment. Then he laughed once, a humorless bark of noise meant
to keep him from saying things best left unsaid, and he turned back
to the window, their dimmed and blurred reflections now highlighted
by a deep blackness. “Since it all happened years before you came
to my bed, I wouldn’t actually classify it as strayin’, Wanda. Can
you say they were important to you at least?” He’d had suspicions
once or twice, but Wanda had been so…blameless. Every time he’d
thought to bring up the idea of separating, just the look on her
face would seal his lips.

“One was.” She gave him
that, and then he saw her reflection move, shifting to the opposite
side of the bed. She slowly stood and then waited for a moment, and
when he didn’t turn, told the room, “I’m going to start
supper.”

Surreal.

He waited while she left
the room, letting the door close solidly between them before he
pulled out his phone. Holding it in one hand, he flipped it around
and around, the sound of his fingertips across the surface a quiet
rhythm of idle nervousness. From where he was standing now, it felt
like he teetered on the brink, a thousand paths in front of him. It
was on him to pick the right one, and he didn’t have enough
information. For a man who dealt in knowledge, who held truth in
the highest esteem, trying to make such a decision without guidance
of any kind felt like anathema.

“All right, old man. First
things first.” He opened the closet and took out a duffel bag.
Moving quickly, efficiently, he shoved enough clothes for a few
days inside and then headed to the bathroom, gathering a razor and
other necessities. He planned to take up residence in the clubhouse
as of tonight. A clean break felt best to him, and it wouldn’t be
fair to Wanda to continue to share their loveless bed, leaving the
space between them cold. In his haste, he knocked over a bottle in
the cabinet and jerked back even as he tried to catch it, watching
as it fell to the floor, lid exploding off and clear liquid
spilling across the tile. The scent of alcohol invaded the space,
and he grimaced at the smell.

“Mr. Rogers, there is no
real choice to be made here.” Jerry stared at the doctor, not
understanding. “Her father has medical authority. Your
wishes—”

Jerry shook his head hard,
hair flying back and forth. “Not my wishes. Hers. This is something
we talked about because of the situation with her momma. Her father
wouldn’t make the decision, and she told me she didn’t want to go
the same way. If anything happens to me, she said, then you don’t
make my life end like that.” He clenched his fists. “Not my wishes.
I’d keep her forever, if I could. Can you tell me that she’ll
breathe on her own if you turn off those machines?” The doctor
shook her head. “Then that’s no life.”

“I understand how you
feel. I do. Mr. Rogers, I promise you. This is not the kind of
determination a person comes to lightly, and I know that from
experience.” She gestured with the clipboard, drawing his attention
to the motionless figure in the hospital bed. “But this isn’t my
decision, and unfortunately, regardless of the conversations and
your recounting of her verbalized wishes, without something in
writing, it isn’t yours, either.” She took a step backwards, the
hem of her white coat wafting in the air with her movement, much as
Clara’s hair had waved in the wind as she rode on the back of his
bike. “I’m sorry.”

“Fuck.” The curse burst
from him as the curtains closed behind the doctor’s exit. Jerry
stared at Clara, trying to commit every nuance of her face to
memory, just in case the other thousand memories failed him. He
stepped closer, leaned his elbows on the railings of the bed, and
draped his hands across her arm and shoulder. With a slow sigh, he
drew restless circles on the rough fabric of the shapeless hospital
gown. His speech came in a stuttering cadence, groupings of words
spewing from him in an erratic fashion. “You’d hate this, baby. All
of it. I know you would. Your fucking father. Everything.” So much
information between each of those brief statements, none of it
good.

Clara’s father owned the
stretch of Mississippi and Louisiana where shore met the Gulf. Not
the land, because that would be too easy. Her father owned the drug
trade across that broad swath of two states.

She didn’t know. That’s
the one thing her old man had demanded of Jerry when he found out
they were together. He didn’t want his little girl to know her
father’s secrets, and Jerry understood. He hadn’t told her. He also
hadn’t told her about his other life, so that was a double layer of
guilt on him right now. “If I’d told you, would you be okay right
now?”

The painful truth was she
probably would be. Clara had gotten caught up in the crossfire of
one of her father’s enemies, the competition trying to horn in on
his territory, and she’d been hit. The bullets had spun her in a
circle, blood spraying in a wide arc around her. The medical
history showed she’d been “down” for sixteen minutes. Dead for more
than a quarter of an hour until the CPR worked finally. It had
taken two surgeries to stop the bleeding, another to take care of
the bones broken by the passage of so many high-velocity slugs, and
now she was here in ICU. Machines beeping all around, lights
flashing, and lines charting up and down to show what was going on
with her body. There was one machine that was different, though. It
was the one the doctor had just explained to Jerry, the nearly flat
line on the screen showed electric activity in her brain was
nonexistent. Those sixteen minutes had been too long, no matter the
herculean efforts of the medical personnel. Clara, his beautiful,
beautiful Clara, was dead in all the ways that mattered.

He’d never hear her laugh
again, never see her smile. Never feel her hands touching his face
as they made love. Never experience the joy of her kisses, or the
satisfaction of her pleasure. Never build a life as they’d
whispered about in the safety of his bed.

Fingertips ghosting across
her skin, Jerry stroked and caressed, holding on to every second
with her he’d been granted. “I love you, baby. Love you so
much.”

Hours passed, and with an
aching heart still he stood there, waiting for some change that
would make this easier to bear. “God, Clara. I love you so much.”
Dark circles appeared on her hospital gown, salty drops pattering
down in random patterns. “Everybody loves you so much. You got so
many people pulling for you. Just give me a fucking sign, baby. So
much love. So much.”

“Retro.” His club name
sounded off, wrong in this setting, and he whirled to the door to
see Clara’s father standing there. “Say your
goodbyes.”

“What do you mean?” His
grip tightened on the railing. “You can’t kick me out. Visiting
hours aren’t over yet.”

“They are for you. The
doctor spoke to me about your adamant stance on my Clara’s care.”
This man calling her his made him angry. His next words filled
Retro’s veins with ice. “You won’t see her again. I can’t put her
at risk.”

“Put her at risk?” Retro
heard how his voice rose, filling the space with shouted anger and
he tried to get a handle on his emotions. “It was you that put her
in here like this. This is on you, old man.” He turned back to the
bed and stared down at the beautiful woman lying still under the
sheet. “She’s dead. And you did this.”

“There are things at
work here that you don’t know.” At his words Retro turned to find
Petr Volkov staring at him, eyes flat and cold like a
snake’s. “You should let
me explain.”

Retro shook his head.
“Don’t care. Don’t care about your posturing or your chess-playing.
I only cared for her.”

“So you’re saying you do
not want to know?” The man sounded astounded, as he should. Retro
had developed quite the reputation for being an information hound,
following stories to the ground if needed. “Then I shall tell you
nothing. You’ve got three minutes, Retro. Use them wisely.”
Unflinching, the man’s tone was brittle with cold. “Say your
goodbyes.”

“I already have.” He
reached out and brushed a strand of hair from Clara’s cheek,
tucking it behind her ear as he leaned close and kissed her lips
softly, gently, reverently. She was still warm, but it was a lie.
Everything in this room was a lie, because there was no real life
here to prolong.

A heavy ring swung from a
chain in his hand, clinking on the metal bed rail as he backed
away. His promise of fidelity to her, Clara had worn the ring
around her neck since the first night they’d slept together. The
doctor had returned it to him earlier, and now Retro lifted it to
slip the chain around his neck. “I won’t forgive you for doing this
to her.” He turned and stared at Clara’s father for a moment, then
pushed past him and into the hallway. Echoes of his own footsteps
chased him up the hallway, thudding faster and faster until the
walls slipped past in a blur, people skittering out of his way as
he raced his memories to the doors, leaving behind his
heart.

Retro shook free from the
grief washing through him at the years-old memory, painfully
dredged up by the confrontation with Wanda. Necessary it might have
been, but even now, talking circles around Clara cut him deeply. He
pulled in a slow, steady breath and stooped to clean up the spill,
using an old rag to soak up the pungent puddle, finishing with wide
strokes. He stood, turned to the mirror, reached up to draw the
chain from under his shirt. Heavy, heated from his skin, the ring
twirled and swung, a lasting memento to the woman he still
considered the love of his life.


Chapter One

Standing in the clubhouse,
Retro watched with a beer in hand as his vice president, Rodney
Brayhill, also known as Mudd, stalked towards him. The man looked
pissed, which probably meant his woman had been climbing up his ass
about Retro’s decision to leave Wanda. And if that were the case,
that meant Wanda had made a call she wasn’t entitled to make,
sounding an alert aimed at his brother that things had changed in
his president’s life.

Women, he sighed. She would have
known it was a bad call, and regardless of the why of it, he’d be
giving her an earful when he got home…his internal meanderings
stalled out there, and he swayed in place, as if he’d been punched
in the gut. He wouldn’t be going home, not unless it would be to
pick up Nelda or the boys for an outing. He’d made that plain to
Wanda when he walked out, bag in hand, refusing her offer of a
final dinner with his family.

He’d forced the issue,
telling her he’d talk to the kids without her if she didn’t buck up
and stand beside him. They hadn’t delivered quite the cohesive
message he’d wanted, but it had still been better than she
deserved. Why does it hurt so
fuckin’ bad?

“Before you start in on me,
I had every intention of telling you when I saw you.” He stared at
Mudd, who’d rocked to a stop a couple of feet away. “But you been
out of town working for half a month, and I didn’t want it to be a
text message. Plus, I didn’t feel like hashing it out over the
phone. So here we are, and this is me telling you, friend to
friend, I’ve left Wanda. Kids aren’t happy, but I wouldn’t expect
them to be.” He shook his head, accepting the gesture when Mudd’s
hand lifted to his shoulder, squeezing tightly. “I just couldn’t do
it anymore, Mudd. Done? I’m so fuckin’ done.”

“Sorry, brother.” Mudd
gripped harder for a second, the hold grounding Retro in a way he
needed. “Hate it came to this, but I won’t be the one to ask if
you’re sure. I know you, and you’ve protected your kids from
everything up to this point. You wouldn’t be putting them in the
line of fire if it wasn’t over for you.”

“Yeah, done. Just, done.”
He took a breath and blew it out slowly. “And now, in one of life’s
better little complications, my kids are upstairs, because they
decided they don’t wanna live with her. So I’ve got them parked
here for a hot minute until I can figure out a better place for all
of us to land. Puttin’ a crimp on the brothers, but they aren’t
compainin’.” He grinned. “Yet. And I know that’s where we
are. I’ve put some feelers out for a place. Ain’t forever, and we
all know that’s truth. Regardless, my personal life doesn’t impact
club business. Never has, never will.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“Not sure Wanda even missed
’em yet, which pisses me off somethin’ fierce. Settles me at the
same time, because what kind of momma does that?” Retro huffed out
a humorless laugh. “She’s turned into a piece of work,
brother.”

That earned him a slow,
disbelieving headshake. “Prospect,” Mudd called towards the
rough bar at the back of the room. “Need something with more bite
than beer here. Bring me the bottle out from under the
counter.”

“The blue?” A disbelieving
note was in the prospect’s voice, and Retro smiled for a moment. It
was good to question, and mostly they encouraged the trait in their
prospects, few as they were. The Bama Bastards only onboarded two
prospects at a time, running them through their paces for a minimum
of twelve months before a vote could be offered on patching or
passing, with a vote for passing only extending their trial period
by a maximum of six months, thirty days at a time. After that, they
were either in or out, no middle ground. Still, with the mood in
the room right now, he knew exactly what Mudd would say before his
VP even opened his mouth. They’d been together so long each could
predict the other’s reaction in most situations, and for Retro,
this moment was no different.

“Yeah, the fucking blue.
Yes. God damn, boy, you got a fuckin’ death
wish? Bring me the goddamn blue and two glasses.” He paused, then
screwed his face up as he yelled, “Clean glasses, you fuckin’
toadstool. God, grant me patience with prospects more stupid than
they need to be.”

“He ain’t so bad.” Retro
upended his beer, draining it dry. “Been keepin’ me in suds all
night without a word of complaint.”

“And he shouldn’t fuckin’
complain, should he? No, he shouldn’t.” Mudd didn’t give Retro a
chance to respond, answering his own question. “Man’s being given a
chance to be part of the best goddamned club in fucking Alabama and
he’d be stupid to complain. And if he shows his smarts and don’t
question the president, then he shouldn’t fuckin’ question me,
either. I asked for something easy, giving him goddamned specific
instructions, and then he had to go and ask for
clarification.” Mudd’s voice lifted a couple of
octaves, reaching a high and annoying register. “The blue? You want
the blue, boss?” Voice returning to normal, he finished with a
repeat of what he’d told the prospect. “Yes, the fuckin’, fuckin’
blue. God.”

“You’re wound tight,
brother.” Retro grinned at the sight of the hurrying prospect over
Mudd’s shoulder. With the neck of the bottle clutched tight in one
hand, the man had two glasses held in his other and had lifted them
up to stare at them in the light, probably verifying the
cleanliness. “You put the fear of Mudd into him, though, I’ll give
you that.”

“Tell me what the fuck is
going on, and I’ll un-fucking-wind.” Mudd stared at him then turned
away as the prospect approached with the offerings, deftly taking
them from the man.

“Thought you weren’t gonna
give me grief over leaving Wanda?” Retro handed his empty bottle
over, grinning as the prospect made a whole-hearted swipe at wiping
the table fast, trying to get out of earshot before being
reprimanded. “We’re friends, and that gives you
some leeway, but this don’t sound like no grief, man.”

“In Louisiana.” That got
Retro’s full attention and he stared at Mudd as the expensive
liquor was poured into the mostly clean glasses.

“What’s going on in
Louisiana?” He accepted the tumbler and cradled it in his hand,
warming it as he waited for an answer.

“Heard IMC absorbed another
riding club.” Mudd settled the bottle on the table and leaned far
back, hips jerking towards the edge of the seat as he kicked both
feet out wide. “What do you know about that?”

Retro gave Mudd a look,
deliberately raising the tension level as he took a minute to
organize the multitude of details into a coherent story. He
suppressed a smile, sipping at the strong scotch whisky. With
things on the bubble between him and Wanda, he hadn’t been keeping
his fingers on the pulse of his information network quite as
tightly as he normally would, but he had a pretty good idea which
riding club Mudd was talking about. Done had a little bit goin’ on, but I still got
it. With a tiny smirk, he leaned back
slightly, not coming close to Mudd’s level of relaxation. “That’d
be the Demonz Dayz, with two Zs.” Retro rolled his eyes. “Why
in the hell that crew felt the need to add that detail to their
bastardized alliteration, I’ll never know. Have you met their
president, Romeo?” Another sip slipped past his lips and he smacked
in appreciation. “This shit is fuckin’ smooth, brother. Good call
on the blue. So, back to Romeo.” He shook his head. “Jesus fuck,
why would anyone want the moniker Romeo, I’ve no idea. Dazed is
more like it, given the quality of their membership. My gut says
Twisted will have his work cut out for him if he plans to keep even
half of their small numbers.”

“Why would he pull them in,
though? That’s what I don’t get. Don’t he have enough to deal with
tryin’ to keep a region with two doms in check?” Mudd sighed as he
took a healthy drink, rolling the whisky around in his mouth. “Oh,
hell yeah, this is the good shit.”

“Incoherent and CoBos are
tight, so it’s not like they’re livin’ in a state where two clubs
are battling it out.” He shrugged as he laid it out for his second.
“As far as pulling in the RC, why not pad the ranks just a little?
I might have been more selective in which men I picked to
patchover, but I know both IMC and CoBos have had a few members
bail over the outed connection between Wrench and Po’Boy. From
Twisted’s seat, if even a few core members from DD offered enough
in terms of smarts and dedication, why not? In the coming weeks,
the CoBos might find an RC to do the same with, or we’ll see them
get more aggressive in their recruiting.” He shook his head. “Have
to watch that region and see how it all comes together for
them.”

“Just seems like a lotta
work for a little bit ’o payout.” Mudd yawned widely. “I know our
Bastards are smaller than they are, but I still think we’ve got the
best approach. Slow and steady, plus why would we want more than
one chapter? There’s just no clear benefit to what it would gain
us, in my mind, at least.”

Retro angled his head back,
staring at the nicotine-stained ceiling tiles. “Oh, there’s
reasons. Broader base for income, stronger attraction for
prospective members who want a larger slice of the life, more
soldiers in case of a war, guaranteed safety in regions not
Birmingham.” He paused. “Every headache is balanced by a tick in
the pro column of that list, brother. That’s always the
why when clubs go
after different territories, because there’s benefit in
it.”

“Then why haven’t you ever
taken the Bastards wide, boss?” Mudd tipped his head to the side,
staring at Retro.

He let loose the chuckle in
his throat, matching the sound with a smile. “Because I don’t have
those ambitions.”

Mudd lifted his glass and
drained it, then followed the ritual motions of pouring another
three fingers of the expensive liquor before holding it out towards
Retro. “Even if you don’t have ambitions to be larger, I know
you’ve taken pressure on the topic from inside and out, but you’ve
always held firm. Why?”

Retro shook his head at the
offered bottle and scanned his gaze around the room with pride.
“Look around us, brother. I get what I need from the other things I
do. We’re small in numbers, but my God, we’re far more powerful
than half the clubs on the Gulf Coast. The information we field,
the network we’ve all cultivated over the years, it all comes
together and makes us an extremely valuable ally. Hell, brother,
there’re a dozen clubs knocking on my door any given day for a
favor, a marker held, a word in someone’s ear, knowledge about
international movements, or a thousand other things they’ve thought
up that we can find out for them. This means any place our men
saunter in, they’re the big dog. Held in respect, and that’s where
the very size works in our factor, because knowing how particular
we are about our prospects, it’s a coveted spot.” He lifted his
voice, yelling across the room at the man behind the bar.
“Prospect, come here a minute. Bring me a beer, and get one for
yourself.” He sat silent while the man made his way quickly towards
where he sat with Mudd. Retro reached up and took the offered beer.
He angled his head at the empty seat nearby and waited until the
man was seated. “Dancer, why do you want to join the Bama
Bastards?”

Jim Dancer, no club name
yet—that would come later once they better knew the man—stared at
Retro with a dumbfounded look on his face.

Mudd laughed, and said,
“Ain’t no test. We were having a discussion about the club itself,
and you’re a good measure of what Prez here was arguing
for.”

Dancer flicked a glance at
Mudd, then back at Retro. He took a sip from his beer and then
settled more comfortably in his seat. Retro ran through what he
knew about the man, matching the attitude with the info in his
head. Former member of a big East Coast dominant club, his wife was
from the Bessemer area, and when her parents fell ill, he’d wanted
to move her home. His club wouldn’t let him run a Nomad patch, so
he’d dropped his center knowing what was coming, and taken his
beatout. He could have been a good fit for either IMC or CoBos, but
he’d picked the Bama Bastards. My good
fortune.

“More than anything, it was
the leadership that pulled me here.” His tongue swiped across his
top lip, and Retro saw beads of sweat still apparent.
Interesting. The
man was nervous and shouldn’t be. “I heard about the club and
everything I looked at said it was all true. We pull the strings on
every club that is in, or borders our territory. From the outside,
that looked appealing. Smaller, but still granted a place at tables
folks wouldn’t expect. Means it’s…” He trailed off and stared at
Retro.

“Say it. I think I know
where you’re goin’, brother.” Prospects were given that title if
they’d earned it, and with his willingness to sit down for a frank
discussion eleven months into his trial run, Dancer had more than
gotten trust from Retro.

“Before Lauren’s mom got
bad, when we were still back in Philly, I got pulled into a beef.
My MC went to war with another big club, and I couldn’t go anywhere
without worrying about takin’ a cap. That itch never really goes
away when it’s bad like that. Walkin’ down the street, my little
girl in my arms, muscles in my back twitching on my spine, waiting
for the bullet. I didn’t want that. Don’t want that.” He shook his
head. “Even before she asked to move home to care for family, I’d
decided I’d pick my time to get out. Club hadn’t earned my loyalty,
but I gave it as long as I wore their colors. Gave it unearned, and
you know what that can do to a man’s head. Fuck, man, they wouldn’t
even pay for funerals for deaths bought in that war. Still, I gave
it.”

He shrugged and tipped the
bottle up, pulling hard at the liquid, Adam’s apple bobbing deep in
his neck. “Had a chance to make a change, wanted it to be a change
worth living for. Our Bastards are…respected isn’t even the right
word. Held in awe. BBMC won’t be in a war unless it’s righteous,
and from how the club acts with its members, there’s no way family
would be hung out to dry if the worst happened. I wanted the
Bastards because we stand for the best in what a club should be.
This is the ideal, brother…Prez. And now, seeing it from
the inside? It’s so much more than I knew. This right here?” He
lifted his bottle and pointed around the room, walls covered in
pictures that spanned the gamut from current and past members,
family parties, children’s graduation portraits, candid images of
members and old ladies, to legendary bike events the club had
attended. “Every day each member is surrounded by memories of
what’s come before, and know they are expected to live up to that
no matter what comes. History runs deep here, and it matters, man.
That’s why I wanted the Bama Bastards for myself. Because the club
matters in ways other men won’t ever know.”

“Fuck, yeah,” Retro
muttered, one corner of his mouth curling. “Shoulda been taping
that shit, would make a hella recruitment video.”

“Like you’d have to
recruit,” Mudd drawled as he shook his head.

Retro scanned the room,
pride holding his head high as he took in everything he’d made
through the years. A clubhouse for a self-sustaining club that
didn’t owe shit to larger entities, so any war he pulled was his,
and there’d be no fuckin’ way family would be cut down in a
goddamned drive-by.

Clara’s face flashed in his
mind and he held tight to her smile, how her eyes had shone for
him.

“It’s a goddamned good
world to live in. We got everything we could want right here.” He
held his bottle out and waited for the matching motion from the
other two men before he continued. “Here’s to us, because we got
this tiger by the damned tail, and we’re exactly where we want to
be. We’re from Bama, and we are Bastards. Do not fuck with us.”

Mudd and Dancer clicked
their drinks against his and Retro drank deeply, eyes shining as he
toasted his brothers.

Hours later, there was a
party rolling hard and loud through the building and Retro had
given up any hope of sleep until it cleared. Not that he wanted to
hide away, but this still felt unfamiliar, a situation he hadn’t
known before, a thousand possibilities in knowing Wanda wasn’t
waiting for him upstairs in his room. But there wasn’t anything
here he wanted, not like that. Not in his bed, or his arms, because
this was club, and club had always meant monogamy and restraint. He
shook his head then flipped hair over his shoulder in a practiced
move

Everything was still so
strange, and by the time yet a third party-doll approached him with
an offer, he was so frustrated with his own mind, she’d earned the
rough side of his tongue. Just because he’d separated from his old
lady didn’t mean he was up for grabs, and the woman been firmly
instructed to pass along the news that their attention was not only
not welcome, but could earn them banishment. She’d blanched and
backed away, lips trembling as she offered her “Sorry, Retro” mixed
in with a dozen other words he didn’t care to hear.

Noise from outside caught
at his attention and he listened to what sounded like a half a
dozen bikes pull into the clubhouse lot. Scanning the room again,
he didn’t note any group of brothers missing that’d be arriving
late, just single numbers who couldn’t make the party due to family
obligations. He lifted his hand to his mouth and cut through the
raucous sound with a shrill whistle that only had one meaning.
Attention, and immediately from every man in the room, gazes were
locked on him and hands on weapons.

“Visitors,” he called out
and pointed to the door. Mudd was seated on a couch and they locked
eyes as several members moved towards the front of the
building.

A pounding knock solidified
the knot in his gut because members didn’t do that, which meant
whatever had come calling would be business. He walked towards the
front door as Mudd levered himself upright, and was glad neither of
them had continued with the hard liquor past the conversation with
Dancer earlier.

The door opened before any
of his men could get to it and he recognized a voice raised in
laughter that eased the tension in his muscles. “I’m telling you, I
do not have to knock. Retro told me more than once I’ve got an open
invitation.” That was a female voice, belonging to one tiny,
red-headed dynamo.

“Woman, it’s called common
courtesy. Look it up.” Those words weren’t from anyone he could
identify, but that was revealed by the next voice, one he was well
familiar with as Twisted laughed and said, “Wildman, when has my
Shiny Penny ever given you thought that she owned a courteous bone
in her body?”

“Welcome to our friends
from Incoherent,” Retro shouted, and saw smiles on every face
turned to the door, ready to see the new arrivals now that their
identity was known. “Bring the show on inside now, wouldja?
You’re
lettin’ out the cold air and I don’t wanna
miss a minute of your comedy act.”

A moment later, he saw his
friends walking towards him, pleased when he noted the party-dolls
present were quickly fading to the outskirts of the crowd. With
guests, and a proper old lady in their midst, that was the
appropriate response, and this action showed the measure of their
respect for his club. Everywhere I
look, respect.

Hand out, he greeted
Twisted first, as was right, fists clasped between them pulling
close so they could pound shoulders with their other hands. Retro
reared back and stared into the man’s face, trying to read his
features for an idea of what brought him here, nearly five hours
from home. Relaxed and easy, Twisted’s expression didn’t give any
indication of alarm, which let Retro breathe deep, rocking back on
his heels. “Brother,” he said, giving a final squeeze of Twisted’s
hand before he greeted Wildman. A full member now, there was talk
that he was being groomed for office, even if there wasn’t an
opening at the moment. “Wildman,” he said, repeating an abbreviated
version of the clasp he’d held with Twisted. The other men he
didn’t know by face, shaking hands and slotting each nameplate into
his memory for later classification.

Finally, last in line as
protocol demanded, he turned to the lone woman in the mix, her head
barely coming to Twisted’s shoulder. She reached up, waving every
finger she owned, demanding, “Gimme some lovin’, Retro.” With a broad
grin, Retro leaned in close and she locked her hands behind his
neck as he wrapped her in his arms and carefully lifted until he
could swing her feet back and forth, mindful of the precious cargo
she carried.

“Penny, Penny, Penny. You
are a sight for sore eyes, gal.” He gave her a renewed squeeze,
holding it until she pretended to wheeze. “Good to see you all,” he
said, setting her back on her booted feet. The support patch on the
front of her vest said she’d ridden her own bike over, which
further underscored the fact this was a simple social call. Twisted
would never have risked her otherwise, not pregnant as she was. As
if she could read his thoughts, she reached to cover the curve of
her belly with the palm of one hand, the other already resting
safely in her old man’s grip. “Incoherent, be welcome,” he called,
then spoke to a prospect he knew would be standing just behind him,
waiting for instructions as he’d been trained. “Buzzkill, get our
guests whatever they desire. Find out from the lady what she’d
prefer, too.” That went against protocol, because women wouldn’t
typically be served from the hand of a Bastard, but when Penny went
against most tenets without a second thought, he just couldn’t see
the sense of making her step the twenty strides to get her own
water or juice. In the quiet hum of conversation surrounding them
he waited a moment, then tipped his head to Twisted. “Wanna cop a
squat inside or out?”

“Inside is good, like you
said, you got the air on, brother. It was plenty hot on our ride
up.” Penny leaned sideways against Twisted as he spoke, and he
dipped his chin to press a kiss against the top of her head.
“Thanks much for the hospitality. I know we didn’t offer any
warning.”

“Friends don’t hafta call,
you know that.” Retro turned and led the way to a grouping of
couches and chairs that would suit for this visit. If Twisted had
come on business, they’d be in the office instead, but he’d made it
plain enough this was pleasure only. “Was it a good run up? It’s
evening already, y’all need beds for the night?” He counted the IMC
members, and made a mental note to have the prospects bunk up if
needed.

“Naw, we’ve got enough time
to jaw for a while and still make it home before too late, old
man.”

Penny snorted a laugh. “And
I have a shield on my helmet now, so I don’t mind the bugs too
much.”

“Begs the question why you
only just wised up, woman.” Retro gestured towards the available
seats, taking his pick of them. He knew no one would sit until he
did, because that too was protocol. “You’ve surely eaten your fair
share of lovebugs.” He referenced the dreaded swarms of flying
insects that plagued the Gulf coast twice a year. “They hatch, they
fuck, they splat.”

“And they taste like shit,”
Wildman offered as he followed Twisted’s lead, sitting in the final
single chair, leaving the three lower-ranked IMC members to crowd
together on the couch. That right there backed up the info Retro
had and he hid a smile. Now, how to turn the data to his benefit,
either directly or by reinforcing the seeming mysticism of his
knowledge.

“Soooo.” He drawled the word
out long and let it hang there in the air between them, knowing
Twisted and Penny would be impervious to his normal tactics. Sure
enough, they sat quiet and after about seventy seconds, Wildman was
the one who broke the silence.

“So, what?” Retro studied
him, noting how the man attempted to curb his impatience, leaving
only his question to relay how he really felt at being left
hanging. “What’s the Bastards been up to?”

“This and that.” Retro
shrugged and lifted one hand, reaching out to accept the beer from
the prospect approaching from the rear. Wildman’s eyes widened,
then narrowed as he considered something.

“How did he do that?” one
of the couch-bound IMC muttered to the member seated to his left.
Twisted cleared his throat, and that single sound let Retro know
these men had been coached hard about how to behave here in this
clubhouse. The speaker blanched at the quiet reprimand from his
national president and Retro upped the anxiety building over the
small group by openly studying the three men.

“How do you feel about a
change in leadership?” Twisted opened his mouth but Retro held up a
hand, staying his response. “In general terms, not IMC
specifically.” The captive student gawped at him, mouth open like a
carp on a hook. “Say, in the CoBos. Generally.” The man shook his
head, lips pressed to a white slash across his face. “Say in the
president office of the CoBos. Specifically. Vote is comin’ up
fast.” He gave the troublemaker relief, turning his attention to
Twisted instead. “Ace made it clear last year, he won’t be in the
hopper going forwards. Money is on Wrench to take up the
mantle.”

“Money would be smart to
drop on that spot of the wheel.” Twisted spoke slowly as he nodded
once, a shallow dip of his chin that would have been easy to miss.
This clearly wasn’t an easy topic for him, and Penny reflected
that, her hand lifting to stroke his arm in a soothing
gesture.

Retro considered his words
a moment, figured he’d only get one shot at this, so asked the most
critical question: “What will IMC do?” Twisted’s head tipped
sideways in a silent question as he stared at Retro. “Nat VP and
President of friendly but separate MC should be close friends, but
you’re in a unique situation, as far as I know.” Penny grinned and
he nodded at her. “And I know a lot about a lot, and maybe more
than you do about this one. You okay continuing to have this
conversation here?” In other words, Retro was asking if all the
people Twisted brought with him of the same mind, and trustworthy
with whatever Retro might say.

“I already know what’ll
happen in both clubs.” Twisted’s mouth shifted sideways in a tight
grimace. “Don’t like it, but talked it through with all interested
parties.” That meant first he and Ace had a confab, and then
Twisted had likely directed an open discussion with Po’Boy and
maybe Wrench after the two long-time leaders of the two clubs had
come to an agreement. “What do you think we decided? I see your
brain workin’ overtime behind your eyes, go on and spit it
out.”

“Ace steps down, gives over
the president plate, Wrench takes it up and you lose your National
VP to the CoBos, Po’Boy gracefully dropping his patches to head
over to the other side of the line.” Retro shook his head. “Not a
lotta secrets in that batch of info, brother. Hate to break it to
you, but some of us seen this coming from before you sent the two
of them out to El Paso.”

“How so, old man?” That was
the second time he’d been called that in a handful of minutes and
Retro found it rankled somewhat, but he shoved that to the
side. I’m not that
old.

“They’ve worked well
together for a while now. Even our Penny girl saw it when she led
us all to your rescue.” That was a direct dig at Twisted, since
Retro knew it still tore at the man to be reminded he’d put himself
into a position of needing rescue. “Oil and water sometimes, but
still, they got shit done.”

Hand on Twisted’s shoulder,
Penny leaned forwards as she said, “More than a year in the past,
and I wouldn’t say they worked well on that run, Retro.” She’d
delivered a quiet chide, and Retro offered her a tip of his chin in
respect. Her old man was hers to defend, even in small
ways.

“Yeah, but they got shit
done.” He restated what he’d just laid out, and she nodded. “As
they did in El Paso. Sometimes knowing the who is just as important
as the why, and they brought us that. So you’re gonna let him patch
over? Easy peasy?”

“Won’t be putting him
through a gauntlet or a beatout. I’ll let him go with deep regrets,
but the rest is up to him. Have it on good authority that CoBos
will not bar his entrance, which is good for him, and me since it
puts off decisions I ain’t ready to make yet. I don’t want to
combine the clubs.” Twisted held up his hands, palms out. “And
before you say anything, that ain’t anything I’ve even said to Ace,
so I don’t wanna hear it from him later.” Twisted tipped his head,
giving Penny a stern glare. She made a tiny “eeep” sound and
jolted, but didn’t move to further interrupt her old man. He looked
back at Retro. “I don’t want to onboard any additional big
challenges right now, but I can’t stomach having my inner circle be
someone else’s inner circle, too.”

“How’s that gonna work?
You’ve been ride or die with the man for as long as I’ve known you.
Literally.”

Twisted shrugged and put
his hands around Penny’s waist, lifting her from the arm of the
chair and into his lap. “Same as it’s been the past six months.
Same as it does between you and me. A relationship worth having is
worth working at, brother. Clubs are already tight. This will not
change our associations one iota.” He let Penny wind her fingers
through his, pulling his palm flat on her belly. Retro watched as
Twisted’s mouth slid sideways into a small smile. Then he angled
his head down and murmured, “Active tonight, little momma.” Penny
nodded. “Hey, buddy.” Twisted crooned softly, “How you doin’ in
there?”

Retro watched the tender
moment, throat tightening by the second. This underscored something
he’d learned months ago, and the reason behind his split with
Wanda, finally. “I didn’t get that, you know?” He clipped his lips
tight together an instant too late, seeing both Penny and Twisted’s
faces turning to look at him.

“The fuck you mean?”
Twisted asked his question slowly, tentatively. “I saw Wanda
carryin’ all three of your kids. You were there, man.”

Penny studied him, and he
was reminded again of how intelligent she was, that trait first
identified by her uncle who had crowed over her like she was the
second coming. So fuckin’ smart she could put a mental puzzle
together faster than nearly anyone else Retro knew, and his concern
grew when she frowned, a line between her brows furrowing deeply.
“Leave it, Twisted,” she said, earning her a glare from her old
man.

“You seriously sayin’ that
to me?” Twisted’s voice was shocked, gruff with some emotion Retro
didn’t even try to catalog.

“As a heart attack.” Penny
straightened and looked over Retro’s shoulder. “Retro, could you
ask your prospect to get me another juice?” She knew better than to
try and order anyone around in a clubhouse. Except her own old man, Retro
thought wryly.

“Scrub, get the lady a
juice and bring back another round of beers.”

That set the tone for the
next thirty minutes or so, before everything fell into an
uproar.

Twisted was holding forth
on a story about a rally in Florida, the first since Retro’d had a
member killed there, tracing back through all the security he’d
required before he felt comfortable with his men going back when
the prospect stationed by the door called out, “Prez.” That was
reserved for emergencies, otherwise those men didn’t have a voice
in a gathering like this. Retro held up a hand to pause Twisted and
turned in his chair to find Dancer standing in the open doorway,
one hand gripping the edge of the opening, straining to contain
whatever had approached their clubhouse from the front
lot.

“Gimme just a minute,” he
muttered, rising to his feet. Before he got a dozen steps towards
the door, he heard a woman complaining outside and stiffened his
shoulders, clipping out a brusque, “Fuck me,” as he recognized the
voice. Reaching out for the door, he wrenched it from the
prospect’s grip, opening it wide as he stepped into the breach.
“Rebekka, what the fuck
are you doing here?”

“Real nice, Jerry. Nice way
to talk to your baby sister.” Rebekka Rogers, youngest of the four
siblings, stood just outside the clubhouse, holding to the entry
like it was the only thing keeping her upright.
Probably is. That
ran through his head and then he rebuked himself for the
uncharitable bent of his thoughts. Since she was old enough to
leave the nest, she’d done nothing but chase trouble wherever she
could find it. She only ever came home when she’d gotten in too
deep somewhere and needed saving. “A ‘how are you’ would be nice
once in a while.”

“Are you crazy? Why are you
here? You ain’t gettin’ no more money from me.” She had to know
that even without it being stated, but he wanted to make sure it
was crystal for her. “Been there, done that, and every. Single.
Time…you’re still in the shit at the end of the day.” With his
teeth aching from the force of his clenched jaw, he stared at her.
“You are a woman grown, Rebekka. At some point, you’re gonna have
to act like it.” She blinked fast, and he saw the shine of tears in
her eyes. That was new, because Rebekka didn’t care enough to react
to being ripped a new one. “And if you think tears are gonna work
on me, you should talk to Nelda. She’d tell you it’s never a good
move. Go somewhere else to straighten up.” He shifted and had
started to close the door when he looked at her, really looked and
saw something he’d never expected.

All the sass had fallen
away, her expression stark and pained as she stared up into his
face. He could see she was wrestling with something, so he paused
and gave her a chance. “I did this.” Her voice was soft, broken
into shards of pain, and he saw ripples from an ugly emotion chase
across her features. “I bought this. I’m sorry, Jerry. Sorrier than
you could ever know. I’m just…” Her words trailed off and she
turned away, giving him her back. The shirt she wore was stained in
a distinct pattern across her shoulders and he lunged forwards,
hand tight around her bicep to turn her to face him.

“Who marked you?” His
second thought fell from his mouth without meaning to. “What did
you do?” His little sister had gotten into a similar kind of shit
before that put her in the hospital. Then, after she’d regained
consciousness, she’d promised all of them, him, Isaiah, and their
sister, Miriam, that she’d learned her lesson. It had been nearly a
decade, but he supposed even a painful lesson like that one could
fall away given enough time and distance. “Bekka, who took a lash
to your back?” There was the sound of chairs moving across the
floor inside, and he turned his head to see a determined-looking
Penny parting the crowd as she headed his way. Undeterred by his
deep scowl, she pushed around him and pulled Bekka into her
arms.

“Get us a room, Retro.”
When he didn’t move, she frowned at him, her severe expression
belying her soft voice when she added, “Please.”

Ten minutes later, he was
standing in the upstairs hallway staring at a closed door,
listening to his baby sister crying her eyes out, Penny’s soft
murmurs punctuating the sharper sounds of pain from cleaning
Bekka’s wounds. Twisted had propped beside him in the same
position. It took a moment, but he bumped Retro’s shoulder and
sighed. “Gonna be a bit.” He straightened and looked Retro in the
face. “Let’s go have a chat.”

“Naw, brother. I wanna make
sure she’s okay.” Retro didn’t stir, staring fixedly at the door.
She’d never cried like that before, not that he’d seen.
Not that I’ve seen her around much in the past
couple of years. Bekka had fallen off
the map for most of the family about the time Isaiah’s wife died,
leaving him a single parent of a young boy and newborn girl. Their
brother’s problems had felt more real when measured against
whatever brand of shit Bekka had been stirring at the time.
I should know what’s going
on. He was the info master, after all.
Why wouldn’t he have thought to set an ear towards his wayward
sister? He shook his head, disgusted with himself.

“Penny’s got her. You know
that’s truth, Retro. Penny’s got her and from the sound of it,
they’re bonding hard and fast.” Twisted paused, and then with a sly
grin asked softly, “Can we take you up on those rooms, man? I’m
guessing we won’t be ridin’ out anytime soon. Come on, let’s go
back down. Then, you can order everyone around. I’m hungry and you
ain’t even offered me a bite to eat yet. Let’s see what your
prospects can rustle up.”

Back in the main room of
the clubhouse, Retro was surprised to see the makeup of the party
had changed entirely. The club whores were totally gone, or at
least out of sight, and a full dozen ole ladies were present. Then
he heard a voice that shouldn’t have been there and scowled, head
whipping around to see Wanda trying to hold court at the bar. The
only person close enough for her to talk to was Buzzkill, still
manning the bar, bound by his prospect duty to the area. “God
fucking hell.”

“Oh, yeah. We never got to
that topic earlier, did we?” He turned to stare at Twisted, who
shook his head, surprise and sympathy warring for space on his
expression. “The fuck is she doin’ here, brother? If what we heard
was truth, she shouldn’t be here, and sure as fuck should
not be sporting
that.” Retro followed Twisted’s finger to see what he should have
caught at first glance. Wanda was wearing her First Lady
vest.

“Fuck. I didn’t collect
that when I walked out. Didn’t even cross my mind then or since. I
packed a bag, made her tell the kids, and then I left. I haven’t
seen her since, not even when I picked up the kids after they sat
through a party behind a closed and locked door.” He pulled in a
hard breath through his nose, shoulders lifting and falling with
the sigh that followed. “This is gonna get ugly.”

“Ugly don’t bother me
none.” Twisted shrugged. “Won’t bother my boys, either. It’s BBMC
business, and I personally do not give a shit at fuckin’ all,
because all of this is waa-aaa-aay fucking overdue.” Retro cut his
harsh laughter off abruptly, and sliced his eyes to Twisted who
shrugged again. “I like
you, Jerry. Love you, brother. We’re friends,
have been a long time. She ain’t never been no good for you, and
anybody who had eyes could see it. Never was sure why you put up
with her bullshit for so long, but that was between you and your
woman.”

Retro paused and stared
because he didn’t know what Twisted was referring to, and gave
voice to that confusion with his, “What the fuck are you talking
about?”

“I woulda split her tongue,
if she talked out of both sides of her mouth about me the way she
has you.” Retro’s muscles tensed as Twisted continued. “Show the
world exactly how she was. My Shiny Penny? She ain’t no fan of
Wanda, and my woman has shared a lot of shit that goes down in
the side meetings the ole ladies have. Penny likes a lotta people.
Good people, bad people, but one she doesn’t like? Your ole
lady.”

“Ex-ole lady.” Retro
swallowed the bile crawling up the back of his throat from the
confirmation of his worst expectations brought to fruition, then
for the second time in a single night whistled loudly, pulling all
attention in the room to him, conversations quickly falling silent.
He didn’t mince words, because she should have known better.
“Wanda, leave the vest on the bar as you leave.” The order was
direct and didn’t open the door for questions about what he
expected to happen. He wasn’t concerned with embarrassing her,
because as far as he was concerned, she’d already done that to
herself by showing up here at all. “That’s club property, and you
aren’t club anymore.”

“Can I talk to you?” She
slowly climbed to her feet, standing tall beside the stool.
“Privately?”

“No.” He cut it off at a
single syllable and didn’t give her another word, didn’t release
her from the death glare he directed her way. She should know he
didn’t play games when it came to the club. After all, they’d been
together long enough.

“You wanna do this now?
Here?” She rocked back on a high heel, hand coming up to cover





































































































































cover.jpg
INcLupes:
TrappeD BY FATE ON Reckiess Roaps
/| TarNisHED Lies AND DEAD ENDS
/ TaNGLED THREATS ON THE Nomab HiGHWAY

Boxset Vol 4-6

' NEITHER THIS
NOR THAT





