
Black Rebel Riders' MC

Book 5

Romeo

Black Rebel Riders’ MC

Book 5

Glenna Maynard

Romeo

Copyright © 2014 by Glenna Maynard
This is a work of fiction. Names characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously and any resemblance to actual people, alive or dead, business, establishments, locals or events is entirely coincidental. Any reference to real events, business, organizations or locals is intended only to give the fiction a sense of realism and authenticity.  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a  retrieval system, or transmitted by any means – electronic, mechanical, photographic (photocopying), recording, or otherwise – without prior permission in writing from the author.

Dedication

––––––––
[image: ]


This series is dedicated to some people who have meant the world to me. Their love of Harley Davidson and rock 'n roll is something I will always carry with me. Foxy Roxie, Elmer Lee (Cowboy) and my parents Glen & Alice. Thank you for all of the wonderful influences you placed upon me.  Roxie, Elmer and dad I hope you all are riding on that highway in the sky.

This is for the creators, the dreamers, the go-getters who never stop trying, and giving the voices in their head a permanent place in this world. To anyone who knows what it means to let pieces of yourself out into the world, this is for you too. To all of the readers who have fallen in love with what I do, I thank you for giving me the chance to stay at home and play with the voices in my head.




How far are you willing to go to protect those you love? Romeo knows he is willing to go the distance. This is his story...

Romeo has fought his way through hell and back to overcome his demons. Just when he thinks, he has everything under control, his life changes in the blink of an eye. You have to take the good with the bad or so they say. When the club’s worst nightmare comes true, Romeo finds himself faced with the unthinkable...

“Hard is the only road I have ever been down...”

Sunshine has devoted her life to being Grim’s old lady. She thought they had it all. Soon she is faced with choices she isn’t prepared to make. What do you do when all the walls of the life you have built come tumbling down?

What happens when your happily ever after isn’t what you expected? Baby has everything she has ever wanted but it comes with a price. The deeper you love the rougher the road you travel becomes. Baby is finding out the hard way that sometimes the truth cannot set you free.

Striker Black has everything he ever dreamed of within his grasp. Power, loyalty and brotherhood are his for the taking. Only problem is it could cost him everything and everyone he has ever loved.  

The Black Rebel Riders’ MC are about to take you on one hell of a ride, so strap on your gear and get ready to travel the highway to hell. You haven’t seen nothing yet.
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Chapter 1
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26 years ago

Romeo

AC/DC is blaring on the stereo as I lay in the back of Grim’s truck, looking at the stars with this crazy bitch, Laura, lying next to me. Never thought I’d be rash over a woman, but I like her a lot. Most women give me what I want from them and keep it moving down the line, and that’s the way I have always preferred it. My friends call me Romeo, because of my ability to bed any woman who crosses my path. What can I say? I have a gift. At least I thought I did, until I met this crazy bitch. She has me thinking and feeling shit I have never considered before. Laura has me rationalizing the thought of keeping a woman around longer than a day and thinking it might not be such a depraved idea. She’s casual, she’s hot, and she likes to party.

She passes me a joint. I take a hard drag, and it feels as though my lung is about to pop. Her blonde hair moves lightly as the cool summer breeze blows. Letting out a cough, I notice something about this weed tastes off. “What kind of funky shit is this?” 

She eyes me cautiously. “It’s laced with a kick.” She grins and kisses me deeply. Her tongue tastes of weed and white lightning. 

Her large breasts are smashed against my arm. I can feel the hardened peaks of her nipples rubbing through the thin red tank top she is wearing. It has a picture of Bon Jovi on it. Not much on his music but the chicks dig him. I have been trying to score tickets to one of his concerts but not had much luck. I have never gone through so much trouble to impress a girl before. Normally I tell them to suck my dick, they do, and then it is over. But there is just something about her. She’s luscious, like a damn peach.  “Luscious Laura,” I tease her, laughing as I hear myself say it. “What’d you say was in that weed?” I am feeling funny. I take a drink of shine from my mason jar. My grandfather taught me how to make real Kentucky moonshine. My brothers and I have been thinking about selling it for profit. We ride in a motorcycle club, the Black Rebel Riders’ MC. 

I never thought much would come of our motorcycle club but after a few years, it is starting to grow. And fuck if we couldn’t use some money. Got this old fucker Hook squeezing on us all of the motherfuckin’ time. Dirty old bastard. But that’s another story.

Laura shoves me backwards, and I knock my head on the back of the damn truck, but not gonna complain. She just took that barely there tank off and Christ, what a rack she has. Her breasts are just right, no more than a handful, but not too small either. Her nipples are perfect for sucking on. She straddles my lap, grinding down on my growing erection. My mason jar is knocked over, joint hanging from my bottom lip, as Laura gets me higher by the second. I am so fucked up my hands can hardly navigate their way to her heaving chest.  She slides down to my thighs going to work on my zipper. My eyes are closed as I enjoy the sensations burning through my veins. The smoke fills my lungs as her lips wrap around the tip of my dick.  Just when shit is getting good, the truck rocks as a boot kicks the tailgate.  I look up and see Grim wearing a wicked grin on his two heads. When did this ugly fucker get two heads? I shake my head and hit my right temple with the palm of my hand, trying to get my head right.

“Hey, Romeo, put your snake away. Need my truck. Fucking Slim and Foxie are going at it again. I’m not sticking around. When you are ready for a real man, Laura, you know where to find me.” One of the heads winks as I try to get my pants pulled up, and I tumble over the tailgate.  Laura laughs and leads me back to the party. I know why Grim wants to get the fuck outta dodge. He fucked Foxie first, and every time she has a blow out with Slim, she tries to cry to Grim about it. Crazy bastard actually fixed them up. Not sure if he was doing Slim a favor or cursing him. 

Kicking back in a plastic lounger by the fire pit, I feel on top of the world. Laura leans back in my lap and we look up at the stars. I feel my eyelids growing heavy. The last thing I remember is Laura whispering in my ear, “If you are Romeo, does that make me your Juliet?”

Present Day

Romeo

“You want to be angry with someone, want to make someone hurt. Use me. I killed her not you.” Smoky is standing before me in my trashed living room. So many emotions are pumping through my veins. I’m fuming, wounded, and dejected. I feel in pieces. Not sure how I will come back from this shit. Killed my wife, the mother of my children. Had her turned to dust and ash.  Now the woman who aided me is standing here ready to face the consequences with me. Smoky don’t know what the fuck she just signed on for.  She runs her hands through my salt ‘n pepper flecked hair as I let my tears out. It isn’t often I cry. But tonight I deserve to shed a few tears.

Looking up at Smoky through tear-stained eyes I wish the red headed vixen in front of me were Baby instead, but it’s best she isn’t here seeing me this way. Fuck, I’m an old man, ain’t worth a shit. Smoky smiles that sweet smile at me, her fingers trailing across my back.  Her touch is the match to my gasoline. My flame ignites. 

Pulling her down on my lap by her hair roughly, her lips crash into mine. I use and abuse her. I scream at her and fuck her rough, hard, and fast. With my hand clasped around her throat, my dick is buried balls deep in her tight cunt. Smoky has her legs hooked around my waist loving every second of the pounding I am giving her pussy. Don’t know what it is about the choking shit, but this bitch loves it. Makes her cum hard every time we fuck. She begs me for it. And every single time I give in. A part of me likes it too. I thrust in and out, trying to escape the memories that are haunting me... 

Can’t even get off. I can still hear LL’s voice rattling in my brain, screeching in my ear about how sick my obsession with Baby is. She just didn’t understand, Baby and I share a connection. When I look into those honey, whiskey eyes, she sees all the bad in me and loves me still. She has never judged me, she fights her attraction to me every step of the way, but I see her sneaking glances at me. Makes my heart nearly stop. 

Baby and I were never supposed to happen, but somehow the stars changed, and they gave me a glimpse of what I could have with her. Ever since then I haven’t been able to shake the hold she has had over me. 

LL’s voice lingers in my mind as I collapse on top of Smoky from exhaustion and allow sleep to claim me.

26 years ago

Luscious Laura

Aka LL

“Look, Romeo, you’re a real genuine guy. I like you but I’m not looking to settle down. There is so much I want to do...I need to experience the world and I can’t do that in this piss poor Kentucky town with you.”

Grabbing my arm, he jerks me against his chest and wraps his arms around me so snug. “You mean you won’t give up the dope. And if you go to Chicago with the Disciples, you will have an abundance of coke to snort up that nose of yours and heroin to shoot through your veins. Isn’t that right?” He cups my chin forcing me to look in his troubled eyes. 

“I’m sorry, Romeo. I can’t be what you want me to be. I’m not that girl who falls in love, and plays the perfect housewife, and pops out ten kids. Being barefoot and pregnant in the sticks of Kentucky was never my plan.” I tear away from him. Grabbing my bag on the way out the door, I can’t look back at him. 

I know I am hurting him, but it’s too much. I never meant to get wrapped up in him. When I first met him, he was cute and charming. I loved that he was a biker and wanted to party with me. I never meant to stay here long. I never meant for him to fall in love with me. Romeo has worn out his welcome in my life. 

I’m a party girl. I love to have a good time and then I move on. Now that party is taking me to Chicago. I climb on the back of this guy’s bike. I can’t even remember his name. I just know he promised me a good time and all the coke I could ever want.

Halloween

Present Day

Romeo

I watch Baby from across the room as she struts in her sexed-up cavewoman costume. Smoky is straddling my lap as I continue to watch Baby over her shoulder. Christ, the way she moves her hips takes me back to her grinding those hips against mine a few weeks ago. The way she shattered for me, was beautiful. Well it was until Striker ruined it. No need to dwell on what I can’t have though. I squeeze Smoky’s voluptuous ass roughly. “I’ll take that jar of shine now, darlin’.”

“Sure thing,” she purrs against my ear with her moist, heated breath. I avert my attention back to her as she clicks across the floor in her hooker heels and flapper dress.  I played along with her tonight, dressing as a gangster from the 1920’s. Clad in a black pinstripe suit and fedora.

Grim takes up the stool next to me. “Where’s your costume?” I eye him noticing he is wearing his leather cut and a pair of jeans.

“Don’t need one. I’m a killer. We look like ordinary people.” He laughs and fires ups some chronic. “You trust her?” he nods in Smoky’s direction at the bar.

“Not sure, but the bitch likes me so that’s something.” I take a long toke and contemplate all the dark thoughts I have had about Smoky and why she is here...

Present Day

Romeo

3 months later

Two days ago, I watched the only woman I have ever really loved ride off to her happily ever after, two days ago I lost a piece of me. I loved her enough to let her go. I have made peace with the fact that Baby and I will never be anything more than the few stolen moments we shared. 

I thought I had loved LL, but I was in love with the idea of having a family and a good woman. LL wanted neither, a family or to be a good woman. The bitch did give me three beautiful children, for that I will always hold a sadness for her death. 

Other than that, she got what was coming in the end—snitches get turned to dust. My guilt of her death was clouding my judgment of the truth and the facts. The truth was LL had been screwing around on me, and fact was she had talked to the FEDS about my life, my club. Bitch had to pay for her betrayal—I see it clearly now for what it was and as they say, life goes on.

We have been lying low on the moonshine side of things. Had to tear down my still and put an end to an era of making white lightning. It has injured our pockets. The garage hasn’t taken off as much as we had hoped but like any new venture, it takes time to build up. Our buyers were not too pleased when we informed them that the last shipment they received would be the last for a while. Heat has been turned up too damn high to risk it right now.

I finish my jar of apple pie shine (never said I got rid of my personal stock). I have to get ready to grab the kids from Rumor and Rebel; they have been helping me watch them. After Striker and Baby sorted their shit, he practically banned her from watching the kids for me unless he is with her. And even then, he still finds a cause to keep her away from them. I don’t see Baby letting him govern her actions much longer though, but shit is none of my business. Already learned that lesson. Nevertheless, it doesn’t stop her from crossing my mind.

Don’t regret one minute that I ever fuckin’ spent with her. If I could go back, I would have admitted my real feelings for her that final night we shared.  I would have claimed her, made her mine, had I known what I now know. I know deep down a part of her loves me too, even if she never admits it. I know the truth, I seen it in her eyes, and felt it in her touch. Shit don’t matter now though. She’s content, I’m gonna’ let her be happy.

Just as I am about to head out, Smoky comes barreling through the front door of my cabin, trying to catch her breath. She has Colt on her hip. Strange. Foxie is supposed to be keeping him. “Where’s the fire darlin’?” I try to calm her frazzled nerves. Colt seems oblivious as to what has her upset; kid always has a smile on his face.

She sucks in a deep breath, her chest is heaving. I do love to watch her titties bounce.  She has on a tight fitted low-cut white shirt. I can practically see her nipples. “Fox’s Den has been busted. Cops. Took everything, Foxie and Grim both have been arrested.”

“How’d you get the kid?” Damn, I’d bet my right nut that Grim was there fucking Foxie. LL said she knew them two was still screwing. Said he’d come by at least once a week. I never brought it up, none of my fucking business. Grim hasn’t brought up shit about Baby to me, so I extend the same courtesy to him. Gotta’ know when to pick your battles and when to keep your mouth shut.

“He was sitting at the front desk with me when the cops came. Foxie was in her office talking with Grim. I lied. I told them he was my kid so they wouldn’t call social services.” I find it peculiar they’d just up and let her leave, but no time now to question her. Gotta take her word for it. 

“Fuck! Take Colt to Sunshine, I’ll go handle Foxie and Grim. Don’t let Sunshine know anything that is going on. Keep her busy until you hear from me, tell no one.” 

She kisses me on the cheek with her soft, red painted lips. Colt waves at me as I walk away, I miss the little guy, and so do the kids. They ask for Baby and Colt all the time. I don’t know how to explain to them that right now, we can’t see them; she is just busy I tell them with my lame excuse. They don’t seem to like my seeing Smoky much, but she doesn’t seem to let it bother her greatly that they are hostile towards her. She just smiles at them and takes their insults in stride. I have had to bust Jamie’s ass a few times for that smart mouth of his. Dawn doesn’t say anything. She just ignores the world, burying her head in books. You could set the kid on fire and she wouldn’t notice, she gets so absorbed in the stories she reads.

I don’t deserve Smoky, she keeps waiting for me to open up and let her in, but I don’t know if I can. Past few months have been rough as being fucked in the ass by a porcupine. After the shit with LL, I fucking lost it for a while. Can’t believe I was staring down the barrel of my own gun. I went off the rails and Smoky was there for me. She stepped in when I couldn’t. She took care of my kids when I wasn’t able. I’ll always be grateful to her for that, but I can’t love her the way she wants, the way she deserves. That part of me is tucked away deep. That part of me lives in Baby. It has been months and I can still feel her legs wrapped around me, her breath against my neck, her lips pressed to mine. I can’t shake my feelings for Baby, but Smoky helps ease my pain.

Smoky stays over a lot more than I would like for her to, but I can’t deny that I need the help with my hell raisers. Miracle is into everything now that she is walking and her little jaws are always a jabbering. Dawn is good with helping take care of her baby sister, but she is just a kid herself. And Jamie, he is so stubborn and mad at the world, now that he is finally realizing his momma is really gone. 

Smoky had the nerve to tell me the kid needed therapy. Told her to mind her fuckin’ business, therapy is pussy shit, and no boy of mine will ever be no damned pussy. I’ll raise my kids how I see fit and no bitch will ever tell me otherwise. 

I shrug my arms through the armholes of my leather cut. My club and my kids are all I have. I’d do anything to protect both.

Pulling my phone out of my back pocket, I call Rebel before I head out and fill him in on the situation with his mom. He wants to meet me at the station, but I tell him just to let me bail her out. He has been taking care of shit with the garage while Baby and Striker are off celebrating their wedded bliss. He needs to be more concerned with getting the Roadhouse clear of anything illegal before the cops hit there next, if they aren’t there already.

I get on my bike and rev up the engine. Christ, I get the feeling this is going to fuck us all...royally. I don’t know what in the fuck they could be holding Grim for. He keeps everything running clean and smooth as a whore’s waxed pussy. Now you might be thinking a whore has a nasty cunt, but they are safer and cleaner than one might think. Least the ones I have fucked always have went the extra mile to keep their shit tight and fresh.

When I get to the station Five-O is working the front desk.

“Hey, man, thought I wouldn’t be seeing that ugly mug of yours again,” he jokes.

“Shit changes.  How deep are we in?”

“Backhoe would be nice.” He scratches the back of his neck. “Can’t even get close to them.” He whispers softly, “IRS and FBI are holding them.” 

“Fuck!” Shit is real motherfuckin’ serious. 

Some pencil dick walks over stickin’ his nose in our conversation.  “Need any help?”

“No, guys just here to sign off on a statement from a closed case.” 

“That all you need from me?” I play along and the nosy fucker nods and walks off. 

Five-O slips me a post it that reads lake after dark. With nothing left here for me to do for now, I send a text to Rebel and tell him to keep quiet, and to let him know shit is a lot more serious than I anticipated. I will fill him in when I pick up the kids. I have my car parked behind the garage, just gotta trade my bike fort it. Rebel hasn’t texted me back and that has me worried. Something big is going down. I can feel it.


I get to the Roadhouse and cop cars, FBI vans, and IRS agents surround it. Fuck me. So much for keeping shit quiet.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2
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Baby

I can’t believe I am finally Mrs. Thomas Black. Gazing down at the skull ring on my finger that has taken place of the one I used to wear of my mother’s (it now has a permanent spot on my charm bracelet) it hits me. I finally have everything I have ever coveted and more. Striker comes from our bedroom—for the week, wearing nothing but a smile. Fuck, he is sexy and all mine.  He brought me to the Smoky Mountains for a weeklong getaway for our honeymoon. Just the two of us. He even confiscated my phone; says we aren’t wasting one moment. Only thing missing is Colt. However, I know we need to enjoy this time alone. Just the two of us.

I watch him—my husband, in awe as he gets a cup of coffee from the kitchen. I love seeing my name tattooed on his back, and his name down my arm. I go to him and run my fingers over his chest from behind, relishing in the smell of our sex that coats his skin. “Good morning, husband.” God, I love the sound of that. Finally got me a tough biker that is all mine. A name crosses my mind that shouldn’t. Romeo. When I was a kid, I used to tease my dad that I was going to marry a man just like Romeo. I was always envious watching the way he was with women. Craving that attention for myself. Now I have a husband who gives me that love and adoration.

My husband, oh, that word again. Mm. I clench my thighs together, that word makes me so hot and wet for my man. I suck on his neck, grazing my teeth over his tattooed skin. “Fuck, Baby, it makes me horny when you do that.” 

“I know.” I bite him once more as I slide my hand down to his stretching cock. He tosses his unfinished coffee in the sink and turns quickly, pinning me against the refrigerator. His large, rough hands tear at my plush pink robe, shoving it to the floor, it lands in a puddle at my bare feet. 

He lifts me easily and I wrap my smooth legs around his waist as he slides into me with perfect ease. We fit together so easily. I swear his cock was tailor made to fit my pussy just right. “Love you so much it hurts.” He thrusts deeper inside, rattling the refrigerator. 

“Take me to bed, make me hurt so good.” My arms are hooked around his neck as he carries me back to bed and shows me just how a man loves a woman. 

His lips brush over my most sensitive spot, as his tongue darts out for an eager taste of the skin between my ear and my neck. He slowly slides his cock in and out of my fevered flesh. He looks deeply in my eyes. “Do you know how happy you make me?”

“Almost as happy as you make me,” I tease, pulling his lip ring into my mouth and sucking on it. I am finally getting my dream come true.

We have been talking about having another child for the past month. I don’t want Colt to be an only child, and I don’t want to have a huge age gap between him and his brother or sister, whichever we are blessed with. “I’ve been thinking.”

“That’s dangerous.” He laughs kissing my mouth.

“Don’t be an asshole.”

“But I’m your asshole.” He smirks and thrusts into me harder.

“I’m ready to try. Make a baby with me.”  Those words are the only encouragement he needs. Striker lays into me, impaling me deep with all he has. My nails scratch down his back and dig into his tight buns of steel. He is relentless as he makes love to me. We are joined as one. Mind, body, and soul. So why do I get the feeling something is missing?

Sunshine

I am getting ready to head out to the store and do my weekly shopping. I need to grab some snacks for when I get little man–Colt, for the rest of the week. I love helping out with him, but it does leave me wondering how my own son is. I know giving up my boy was for the best. I wouldn’t change that. I wasn’t able to be a mom and give him a good life, as he deserved. He is a teenager now. He is almost and adult now, older than I was when I gave him up for adoption.  So many times, I have wanted to reach out to him, to the family that has given him a chance, but I don’t want to hurt him. What if they wouldn’t welcome the contact? There are too many unknowns to consider. The adoption was closed but I still have contact with Rachel, the woman who handled the proceedings.

While I am lost in my thoughts about the past, my husband is out securing our present and our future. Grim told me he had a lot of business to handle today and not to expect him home until late. I know better than to question him. He has never given me reason to.

I pull the last load of laundry from the dryer and throw it down on my bed, then go back down the hall grabbing the few stray socks I lost along the way.  A knock rat-a-tats against the front door.  

Smoky is standing on my porch with Colt on her hip. I open the door and let them in. “Hey you two, whatcha’ doing? I thought Foxie was keeping him another day or so,” I state becoming concerned. It is highly unusual for anyone else other than close family to have Colt in their care. It isn’t like Foxie to cut her time with him short.  Moreover, I am pretty sure Baby would not take too kindly to Smoky having him. She is not a fan of hers. For many obvious reasons.

“This guy was getting fussy and Foxie got held up with some things at the Den, so I told her I’d watch him for a bit, but he kept asking for you, so here we are.”  She puts Colt down and he wobbles over to his toy box and begins slinging his stuff out on the carpet. 

“I also wanted to talk to you about Romeo.” She blushes appearing slightly embarrassed. 

“Go on in the kitchen and get Colt a snack. I will get him situated in here and then we can talk,” I tell her grinning. 

Smoky and Romeo have been seeing each other openly for a few months now. She seems to be good for him, though I suspect she is more attached than he is.  

I go over to Colt and help him decide on a car to play with. He begins making a vroom vroom sound and becomes completely lost in racing it across the floor and running after it. He hits the floor a few times with his butt but gets right up without complaint.

Smoky comes from the kitchen with some animal crackers. Colt takes a few trying to cram them all in his mouth at once.  He is such a little hellion. With Colt settled, I wait for Smoky to share what is on her mind with me.

She places her hands neatly on her lap. I can tell she is nervous, but she has no reason to be. I like Smoky and consider her a friend. 

“When you got with Grim, you were a working girl, right? Don’t answer if ya don’t want to. It’s just I feel like we are similar in a way.”

“Smoky, I consider us friends. I can’t tell you how to get Romeo to man up, but as a friend, I will be honest. That man has been through a lot and he has three young kids to think about. If you are serious about him and you really care, just be patient, and show him that he can count on you. Be his strength, his lover, and his friend. If it’s meant to be things will work out, but if not, you have to be prepared for that too.” 

“It isn’t only that. I’m pregnant and I am afraid to tell him. I don’t know for sure if it is his. You know my line of work. I don’t even know that I want to have the baby.” She casts her eyes downward not meeting me in the eyes, looking ashamed at her confession.

“I’m not judging you. It isn’t about what anyone else thinks. You gotta do what is right for you. Might be a blessing or a curse.” I lay it out honestly for her. I also give her the number to an old friend, the woman who helped place my son in a loving home. We chat for a few more minutes about club life. 

I’m not sure she is cut out to really be a top bitch after talking with her a bit more. Smoky likes her freedom as much as a biker loves the open road for the same reason—no strings attached and being free to roam wherever they please. They crave the control and the power.

“How do you handle the jealousy? Because I have to be honest. I see the way Romeo looks at Baby and it eats at me. I have never been jealous of another woman, until now. A married one at that.” She shakes her head completely disappointed in herself for being so petty. 

“Look, I don’t know the full story of what has or hasn’t been shared between Baby and Romeo. I see the connection there too. But that is a conversation for him. He’s the only one who can tell you how he does or doesn’t feel. In this life, there will always be other women. Just a fact. I know my man comes home to me and that when he isn’t with me, he is thinking of being with me. That sees me through.” 

She appears wounded but she should already know her place. A brother rarely takes a club whore and claims her. When you come through the doors as club pussy, you usually stay club pussy.

Smoky says goodbye, and I take Colt into the bathroom and get him cleaned up, so he can go to the grocery store with me. He has cookie goo smashed between his tiny fingers and smeared on his cheeks. Looks like he could use a new shirt too. After I get the little red headed stinker cleaned up and buckled into his seat, we get on the road. We pass an awful lot of unmarked cars followed by a caravan of black surveillance looking vans. I get a vile feeling in the pit of my stomach. I feel like life as I know it is about to change. I try to call Grim and it sends me straight to voicemail. Trying to shake the bad feeling I have, I continue to town. It’s probably nothing to fret about.
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