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No Man’s Land

Members of the Incoherent MC are no
strangers to the pull and tug of disagreements with other clubs in
their territory. But waking awash in the bloody aftermath of war’s
opening salvo wasn’t typical.

After the slaughter of Hitch’s brothers, he
has two goals.

One, keep breathing long enough to avenge
them.

Two, learn all there is to know about the
angel who saved his life.

Talia had successfully wedged her way into
the fringes of her brother Ewell’s motorcycle club despite his
attempts to keep her out. Her EMT skills come into play more often
than she’d like, and when the IMC, a friendly rival club,
asks the Jailbreakers MC for a favor,
Ewell—and Talia—can’t turn them down. Even if the aftermath means
Talia could be drawn into the maelstrom of war between clubs.





































Waking Up In
Hell

I blinked up at a flat surface hovering
overhead. It took a minute, but I decided it was a ceiling, dotted
with tiny flecks of crimson. I watched in idle fascination as a fly
crept closer and closer to one of the largest spots. Clearing my
throat, I tried to swallow, not finding enough spit in my mouth. A
painfully dry click echoed through my head, sounding frighteningly
close to the slide of a gun cocking. I squinted as the fly broached
the edge of that circle of red, no doubt drinking his buggy fill of
my life’s blood.

Another attempt to clear my throat was no
more successful than the first, but the resulting pain in my middle
was new. My eyes squeezed shut when I choked, having to brutally
smother an urge to cough, already dreading whatever my next move
needed to be.

My lungs ached with the longing to suck in a
big ole breath, but every attempt fell short, slashed into shreds
and leaving me panting. That pain slipped away, like the backwash
of a wave, and I relaxed into the easy numbness it left behind,
forgetting there was always another wave.

It came roaring back with a vengeance,
tightening my muscles until I was sure my bones would break.
Rolling over me, churning me into pieces, wedging itself between
all the bits of me, the pain separated my mind from my body,
and I groaned at the release. The echoing
sound did more to map my surroundings than my eyes had done.

It was a large and open space. Flat out on
the floor, I tried to lift my arm. Heavier than anything I
expected, it twitched, a promising movement accompanied by an odd
rustling. I tried again and managed to lift my hand from where it
had been sprawled next to my body. My palm landed on my belly,
and I had a frozen instant of terror when all
I felt was fabric, but then I slid my fingers farther across and
encountered that familiar stiff resistance that could only be
leather.

No matter what else happened, this discovery
left me giddy, because if I died right here and now, it’d be in my
goddamned cut.

An attempt to lift my head sent me soaring,
so dizzy and lightheaded I was floating without a tether. The clunk
of my skull hitting the hard floor drove me back into myself, the
pain taking up so much room it wasn’t clear how I’d keep it company
in my skin. The next try was more successful. Eventually, I had my chin buried against my chest, gaze
roaming what I could see of the room.

Alone.

Door open.

Everywhere I looked was draped in plastic,
and on that plastic were drying splashes and sheets of red.

Something jutted from my side, and I
spider-walked my hand across my body until I
could grip whatever it was, wanting to fling it away. That proved
impossible, and just the attempt woke the pain
monster, so I struggled to simply pull it free. Extending my arm to
its limit finally gained my objective, and I stared at the
foot-long blade in disbelief before my hand spasmed and the dagger
clattered to the floor.

Motors roaring outside abruptly expanded my
awareness, and I listened intently, hearing the barest hint of
voices over the rumbling of exhaust and engines. Gradually all
sounds diminished, moving off into the distance in staggered groups
of noise until silence reigned.

I looked at the ceiling, noticing the fly
had been joined by dozens of its family and friends.

The muscles in my neck gave way in fits and
jerks until my head rested on the cold plastic again.

My eyes closed, and in that comforting
darkness, I finally found relief.

***

The buzzing was louder when I gained
consciousness again. Hundreds of clusters of those damn flies were
everywhere. Since I was still breathing and determined to vacate
this hellhole, I wedged my elbows underneath me and pushed up,
gravity nearly winning the battle when my head swung loosely on my
neck, dipping backwards towards the floor for
long enough to give me an upside-down view of something I hadn’t
expected and never wanted to see. Three bodies lay behind me,
stacked neatly into a row next to the wall, each rolled in a shroud
of clear plastic, faces distorted and gray.

Still I knew them.

My brothers.

Trammer, who’d grown up at my mom’s table,
seated side by side with me for most meals. His father was a waste
of space, and his mother’d gotten hooked on dope our junior year.

Graceless, the man who’d taught me the full
meaning of the saying that accidents wait for audiences. I’d helped
him pick his bike up more than anyone else I knew.

Had known. Fuck.

Pizzaboy, who’d so wanted to be called
Donatello—and us being the fucktards we were, we hadn’t given him
that moniker. Instead, we’d labeled him after
his favorite food.

Such was the nature of our lives where names
were given, not taken, and being a brother meant so much more than
blood.

I flipped to the side, or attempted to,
managing a slow roll. My blood-saturated clothing unstuck from the
plastic with an obscene sucking sound. My side ached like a bitch,
but the crippling pain seemed to have packed its bags and vamoosed.
Thank God. If I could just get to my feet, I’d be set.

There was no noise other than the flies and
crinkling of the plastic. No voices. No traffic near or in the
distance. Just me, and three bodies wrapped
for a delivery I was gonna do my damnedest to derail.

I surveyed the room, baffled why I wasn’t in
the same shape as them. This much blood meant I lay in what my
brothers had spilled, along with what had seeped out of me from
that pigsticker.

On hands and knees, I
wobbled for a moment, swaying backwards and
forwards like a windblown tube man in front of a pop-up pawn store.
If anyone came through the door, any fighting
I tried would be about as effective as those arm-waving freaks.
Finally overbalancing in the direction where I aimed, I rocked back
onto my heels, pushing upright. I looked down my torso at the blood
and rips in my shirt and realized I’d be lucky if I found only the
one hole in me.

With the hilt of the blade in my hand, I
considered the length and heft of it, finally taking a moment to
slide the tip between the leather of my belt and my jeans, seating
the handle snug against my hip. As long as I didn’t fall down and
stab myself on it, it’d be good to have a weapon. I could already
tell the holster at my back was empty, as was the one under my arm,
and my boots were too light to still be hiding my knives. Running
bare had never suited me, not since I found the truth behind club
wars and desperate assholes unconcerned with family or innocent
victims.

I studied the plastic-wrapped bodies, a
chill pebbling my skin as I realized they’d been similarly
stripped, but while I still wore my vest, theirs were gone.

Music played abruptly,
as if it had woken up midsong and was determined to see the tune to
its end. I jerked so hard I nearly fell over. It cycled through the
few notes again, then fell silent. Somewhere close by was a phone,
and if I could find it and it was one of ours, I could make a call
that would start the wheels of rescue, recovery, and revenge. Club
officers were keyed to all authorized devices, and with the tap of
a finger, I’d reach salvation.

The phone helpfully played that damn song
again; it was coming through the open door. I hadn’t made it to my
feet before the sound died away, and perched
wavering on one knee, I could have screamed at the damned silence.
Finally vertical, I staggered to the doorway and clung to the wood
like a leech, trying to remain upright while the world swung in
wide circuits.

The same do-do
do-do-do-do music ricocheted through my head, and I zeroed in on the location before turning loose of
the doorframe. A saddlebag lay on the floor, propped next to a
battered dining room table in the center of the room. Black leather
poked out of it. After a year of staggering through the open space
between me and it, I stumbled to a stop next to the table. I kept
my hand flat on the wooden surface in an attempt to stay upright,
unsure I’d make it back on my feet if I went down again. Digging
through the vests, I did
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