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~oOo~ 

 
My brothers loved comics when they were kids. Especially books 
about heroes in tight outfits saving the world. They're both quite 
a lot older than me and moved away from home years before I 
even hit my teens, but both of them, and especially Mitch, have 
been really important to me.  

I don't sleep very well. I never did, and I often went to their 
rooms at night. None of them asked why I didn't go to Mom and 
Dad; they both knew why I didn't. Mom and Dad slept naked 
and they were active. I only did that mistake once or twice.  

Mac always slept when I came into his room, but woke up by a 
slight nudge and moved over to give me room. So, if I was tired 
and wanted to sleep, I went to his room.  

If I didn't feel sleepy, I went to Mitch. His sleep pattern was as 
screwed up as mine. We could sit up and talk or watch a movie 
until it was time for me to go to school. Quite often, we read his 
comics, and he told me about all the superheroes and their 
powers. Being the smart guy he is, he also told me which powers 
that were sort of realistic, and which ones broke the 'one 
exception' rule—he'd adapted the geek way of accepting one 
exception from what was physically possible when it came to 
superpowers.  

Once he'd moved out, I still sometimes read those comics 
when I woke up at night. He'd left them for me and told me to 
read them and keep talking to him about them.  

Mac moved out first, though, and he moved all the way to 
Emporia, Kansas. Mitch moved out about a year after Mac, but 
just to an apartment down town. He knew I was upset about it 
and told me all I had to do was give him a call, and he'd come 
and save the day—just like Spider-Man. When I muttered I 
would prefer to be able to save my own day, he looked at me and 
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laughed, then he told me he'd make sure I could save my own 
day. A pretty girl like me needed to be able to do that.  

They all told me that—how pretty I was. Dad always said I was 
the spitting image of Mom. I hoped I would be, because she was 
really beautiful and a great cook. Mitch came home several times 
a week to eat, and when Mac came back from Kansas, he did, too. 
She insisted on teaching me all about it and said I had to learn 
how to cook, or I'd be as bad as Edie.  

Edie was her sister and my aunt. I was really close to her, and I 
loved her, but she couldn't cook. When I was eleven, I was the 
one in charge of cooking at our girls' nights. She didn't mind. 
Edie was funny that way. She knew her flaws and downsides, but 
she didn't seem to mind much about them. She never dolled up 
the way Mom almost always did. She just was, and I liked that 
about her.  

I had a funny and strange group of people around me. My dad, 
Wade 'Brick' Baxter, was the president of a biker club, Marauder 
Riders MC, and it was filled with alpha-men. One more jacked 
up testosterone than the other. There were a lot of beards, long 
hair, tattoos, ink, and that funky musky smell of motor oil and… 
just… man.  

Then there were the women, all quite different, but all a lot 
more strong and independent than most people thought.  

The classy, always properly dressed, Melanie—my mom.  
And Edie, who was married to a guy called Dawg. I only had 

vague ideas of why he was called that, and I preferred to not 
think about it too much. Edie was constantly going on about 
environmental friendly ways of living, saving animals, or her 
general life philosophy about finding what was worth fighting for. 
It had a true ring to it, and I liked it. 

My brother Mac's wife was an old friend of mine and another 
one of the club kids, Violet. She was tiny, shorter than me, really 
shy, with long purple hair, and she was the most amazing artist. 
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She'd been drawing pictures for me since I was around five. Now 
she was working as a tattoo artist, and she was kind of famous. 
Sort of, at least. She was totally in love with my brother; it was 
really cute to watch them. She might look all shy, and she got all 
doe-eyed whenever Mac was around, but she kept talking about 
how I should always respect myself, and we'd talked about sex, 
too. I told her to never give me details, because thinking about 
my brother... that was weird, but we talked about other things. 
Things there were no way in hell I could talk to about with Mom, 
because Mom would tell Dad, and my dad... he was an alpha 
male. I loved him, and he was great in some ways. In other ways 
he was just embarrassing. Vi understood all that, because her 
dad, Bear, who was the VP of the club, was exactly the same.  

There were other women in the club, too. The strippers and 
the sweetbutts. I was probably not supposed to know all that 
much about them, but they were hard to miss. I don't remember 
ever asking anyone about them, but they were at the clubhouse 
all the time. I saw men bringing them back to their dorms, and I 
soon understood why. I didn't understand why the women 
agreed to being there, but I didn't expect anyone to be prepared 
to explain it to me, either. I came to my own conclusions about 
them.  

So, I grew up among alpha men, classy women, women who 
taught me to find my own way, and two brothers who kept 
telling me they'd come and save the day whenever I needed. And 
this was wrapped up in fairytales, comic books with men saving 
the world in tight outfits, and finally the women of the club I 
didn't knew that well—the ones being treated as whores.  

It's safe to say it all confused me a little bit.  
To my dad's horror, I developed early, and my boobs exploded 

and got rather big. It sometimes actually felt like they exploded. I 
could wake up in the middle of the night with them aching, and I 
actually held my hands on them because it truly felt as if they 
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were about to pop. Then I had my first period. I felt like crap 
about it, but Mom and Edie took me out to lunch and said it was 
a good thing. I still haven’t figure out how it is a good thing, and 
Vi told me it was total bullshit to call it a good thing, but it was 
at least a sign my reproductive system was working the way it 
was supposed to. I liked Vi's explanation a lot better than Mom 
and Edie's.  

Dad eyed me weirdly for a few days, and I finally asked my 
Mom what the hell that was about. She laughed. I loved her 
laughter.  

“Honey, your dad is just getting over the fact that you, 
technically, can get pregnant. Just give him some time, and he'll 
get over it and think of you as his little girl again. Not sure that's 
all that much better, but you might as well get used to him doing 
that.”  

That was Mom—blunt, honest, and eager to teach me 
everything she knew about men and cooking. She was awesome 
and usually right. It took Dad a few weeks and then things were 
back to normal. Normal being him mentioning he was in charge 
of both an arsenal and men who could use it whenever I said 
some guy was hot.  

~oOo~ 

“What's up, Buttercup?” Mitch yelled when I came running 
towards his bike with my helmet in my hand.  

“I just couldn't sleep. Though I'd give you a call and see if you 
were up, too.”  

I'd woken up in the middle of the night and couldn't fall asleep. 
It wasn't the first time I called Mitch when that happened, and if 
he was free he always came to pick me up. Mom and Dad knew 
about it, and as long as I left them a note on the fridge they were 
fine with it.  

“Where to?” he asked as I got up behind him.  
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Mitch did this often, picked me up and took me for a ride. 

Sometimes we stopped for something to eat at an all night place. 
Other times we went to his place to hang out. He had a great 
apartment, and he was the smartest person I knew. I could ask 
him about anything, and he loved to explain. He also always 
dropped random facts that blew my mind. He was a lot of fun to 
be around and never boring.  

“Your place,” I said. “If you have something to eat.”  
“I do,” he answered, and we took off.  
I'd been riding since I was a small kid. At first with my dad, 

sitting in front of him. Mom had been worried about it, since she 
didn't think it was safe, but he had insisted. He said he'd done it 
with his first two kids, and he was going to do it with me, too. As 
soon as my legs were long enough for me to reach the foot 
pedals, I got to sit behind him. I hadn't liked it at first; it didn't 
feel as nice as having him behind me.  

As soon as Dad considered Mac a good enough driver, I rode 
with him and then there was Mitch. I'd been behind some of the 
other guys in the club as well, most often Sisco or Bear, but not 
nearly as often as with Dad or my brothers.  

When we stopped at a light, Mitch turned to yell at me over 
his shoulder.  

“Want a ride to clear your head?”  
“Yes,” I yelled back and smiled when Mitch took the turn to 

opposite direction of his apartment. This was a bit unusual, he 
didn't do that often, and I had a hunch he was the one who 
needed to clear his head.  

It had struck me that how guys rode was very similar to what 
they were like.  

Dad drove with determination; straight back, clear 
movements, and no hesitation—ever. He knew where he was 
heading and nothing could stop him. That was the feeling you 
got when you rode with him.  
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Mac drove calmly and relaxed. He was so relaxed on his bike, 

it sometimes felt as if he'd fall off at any second. He was actually 
the nicest one to ride with, and he would often take a longer 
route just because he knew how much I loved it, but also because 
he was never in a hurry. He took his time. Mac had his calm 
from his mom, Donna.  

Donna was a pretty cool hairdresser who lived in Phoenix 
with her new husband. I didn't think she liked dad all that much, 
but she'd always been nice with mom and really nice with me. 
Most often if she called, she wanted to talk to Mom and not Dad. 
He didn't seem to care, and Mom liked her, so it wasn't a 
problem.  

Mitch drove the way his brain worked—and I knew how his 
brain worked because mine worked the same way—all over the 
place. He was playing rather than driving. This was of course 
when it was just the two of us. If he was driving with the other 
guys he stayed in line, but when it was just the two of us, he 
serpentined all over the road. Especially if it was night and the 
streets were empty. It was the equivalent of a kid skipping and 
jumping, just on a bike. I loved it. It made my stomach tingle, 
and I hugged him hard. If I squealed, I could feel him laughing.  

We were on our way back to his place when the cops stopped 
us. Mitch told me to stay cool and let him do the talking. The 
cop who came towards us, was a man in his forties, and I saw a 
younger woman waiting by the car. He asked Mitch to get off the 
bike, and for him to do that I had to get off first. Then I sat back 
down on it and pulled out my phone. I didn't care much about 
this. It happened now and then, and I knew Mitch would handle 
it. They talked for a while—then the cop turned to me.  

“And you miss, how old are you?”  
“What the fuck has that got to do with anything?” Mitch said, 

and he obviously didn't like the cops talking to me.  
“Mr, I want you to step back and let me talk to the young lady.”  
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“What? Why?”  
“Step back!” he bellowed and turned back to me while still 

holding his hand out to indicate to Mitch to stay put. “How old 
are you?”  

“I'm fourteen,” I said and wondered what the hell was going 
on.  

“And what are you doing out with this man here?”  
“Oh, for fuckssake!” Mitch almost yelled. “She's my baby 

sister!”  
The cop didn't even look at Mitch, just kept staring at me. “Is 

that true, Miss?”  
“Yes.” I was mostly confused and then it hit me, he thought I'd 

been... “Ohmygod!” I yelled, and then I started laughing.  
“Do you have an ID?” he asked, and I couldn't even reply, 

because I was laughing so hard. He'd thought Mitch was my 
boyfriend—or at least something like that. I found my ID in my 
bag and gave it to him. He looked at it, at me, and finally at 
Mitch. “Okay. Do your parents know where you are?”  

“Yes.” I didn't find it necessary to explain that they would 
know when they woke up and found the note. Dad'd always said 
to only give cops the necessary information and not anything 
else. And never anything that was information about anyone else. 
“Can we leave?”  

“Both have the last name Baxter, so you're either married or 
brother and sister.” He handed my ID back with a nod. “Have a 
nice evening, miss.”  

“Thanks,” I said, and Mitch and I watched them leave. “They 
though you were banging me.”  

“Eliza, that is so not okay to say out loud. Ever!” He put his 
helmet back on and threw his leg over his bike. “Ever!”  

I didn't say anything, just got up behind him, and this time he 
took us directly to his apartment.  

Mitch's apartment was amazing. He and Dad both liked to live 
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at a nice place and were very selective. Mitch place was basically 
just a big open area, with kitchen and living room on the bottom 
floor. The upper floor wasn't exactly an upper floor, it was just 
the small bedroom and walk- in closet. The best part was a big 
terrace. He had the attic apartment and the terrace was really 
just a big open spot of the roof. We'd been lying there, watching 
stars, and talked more than once. I loved the entire place, and I'd 
made him promise he would live there until I was old enough to 
move from home so I could have it.  

“You're not going to take me on any more night rides, are you?” 
I asked as we walked inside. It was obvious he was still angry 
about what had happened.  

“Of course I will,” he muttered and finally looked at me. “It's 
just so fucked up that... they'd think that.” He caught me in a hug 
and kissed my forehead. “I have some trouble seeing you that 
way, Buttercup.”  

“I got boobs.”  
“I try not to think about that.”  
“Okay.” I smiled, and we walked into the living room. “Movie?”  
It was awkward at first, but eventually I was resting my head 

against his shoulder as we watched the movie. Then it started, 
our list making.  

“Best ever movie kisses,” he said. “And no Disney!”  
I laughed. I'd been obsessed with Disney movies as a kid and, 

to his frustration, they tended to slip into these lists. But I didn't 
give in that easily.  

“Come on! You can't leave out Lady and the Tramp on a list 
like that. Giving her the last meatball! The spaghetti!”  

“Fuck! You're right. Okay. Second one would be Michael 
Corleone kissing Fredo in The Godfather, saying 'I know it was 
you, Fredo. You broke my heart.'”  

“Are you putting a kiss of death on the list?”  
“Fuck yeah, I am!”  
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“Fine. Lucy Honeychurch and George Emerson kissing on the 

meadow in A Room With a View.”  
“Bore,” he grunted.  
He never liked romantic things, and he'd probably come up 

with this list just to tick me off. But I knew him, and I knew 
movies. I could beat him and get him to agree on one acceptable 
romantic kiss and probably make him tick at least once!  

“Wild Things,” he continued the list, “Denise Richards and 
Neve Cambell in the pool.”  

“You don't even remember the characters name!”  
“It's two chicks in a pool!”  
“Okay. Ennis and Jack kissing on the stairs in Brokeback 

Mountain.”  
“You did not just brokeback-mountained me!”  
“I did, and it's valid. It's two guys smooching the shit outta 

each other. It's totally hot and really romantic.”  
“Fine. Jack and creepy, decaying ghost in The Shining.”  
“Spider-Man and Mary Jane in the rain.”  
“Oh, come on!” he protested with a laugh. “You're putting an 

'in the rain kiss'-on the list? That's bad even for you.”  
“It's not like it's The Notebook or Breakfast at Tiffany's. It's 

Spider-man, and he's upside down!”  
“Fair enough.” He pulled me closer and kissed the top of my 

head. “You're getting good at this.”  
“Speaking of Spider-man, I read one of your old comics, the 

one where Gwen Stacy dies.”  
“Ah! Are we on physics now?”  
Mitch was the only one I knew who understood my 

fascination with physics and math. He'd been the same as me at 
my age, and he still liked it. He was a lot smarter than most 
people thought when they first met him. He just didn't give a shit 
what anyone thought about him, and if they thought he was an 
airhead who spent all his time nailing chicks—he had no 
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problems with that. They wouldn't be totally wrong either; he 
did spend a lot of his time nailing chicks. He didn't think I knew 
it, but I did.  

The most disturbing part was that a lot of my friends thought 
he was hot. They though Mac was hot, too, but Mitch was single 
and flirted with them all, which made him a little more popular. 
They always asked me stuff about him, and telling them I spent a 
night discussing physics with him didn't sit all that well with 
them. But we did, because he always understood, and more 
importantly—he could explain it to me.  

“Yes. The Green Goblin says it was the fall that killed Gwen 
Stacy, but that can't be true. I mean, if a the fall kills, skydivers 
would die all the time and... basically—I can't see that as 
possible.”  

It had been an old Spider-man comic were Gwen Stacy was 
Spider-Man's girlfriend. Green Goblin kidnapped her and then 
the big showdown was on top of a building. During the fight, 
Green Goblin pushes her off the roof, and Spider-Man throws 
out a net and catches her at the last minute, but when he hauls 
her up she's dead. Green Goblin says that a fall from that height 
would kill anyone before they hit the ground.  

“No, the fall didn't kill her. It was actually Spider-Man who 
killed her when he cast that net. The yank broke her spine.”  

I thought about it. “But the net has some elasticity.”  
I knew most of it, but hadn't been able to find and actual 

calculation of it. Mac could show me that. And sure enough, he 
found a pen and a paper and started scribbling.  

“Say she weighs—what, 110 to 120 pounds—change in speed 
95mph to zero in less then a second.... look here.”  

I leaned forward and looked at the calculations showing that 
the force to break her fall would be 970 pounds. I'd known that. 
I'd googled it. I was apparently not the only one who'd thought 
about it, but I wanted to see the calculations leading to the 
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number.  
“Spidey learned from it, though,” Mitch said when he leaned 

back after finishing explaining it. “He never did the same mistake 
again.”  

“Good to know,” I said and leaned against him. “Would be sad 
if the fall of Gwen Stacy didn't teach him anything.” 

“Yeah, most often it’s not the fall that’s the problem, it’s 
people catching you in the wrong way.” 

~oOo~ 

We spent the full night watching movies and talking. Then he 
made me breakfast before he took me to school. Dad called when 
we were on our way out the door, just to make sure I was okay.  

When Mitch pulled up outside school, he turned off the 
engine and took the helmet from me. One of the guys in my class, 
Corey, walked by. He'd spent the previous week cracking blonde 
air-head jokes whenever he was around me.  

“All good, Buttercup?” Mitch asked. 
“Yeah... Can I ask you one more thing?” 
“Sure.” 
“Where does the 'blondes are stupid' thing come from?”  
“France,” he said with a smile. “A female blond prostitute, who 

was known for being remarkably stupid, was popular among the 
rich and famous. She inspired a play and Parisians laughed about 
it in the 18th century. Then the idea of stupid blondes came to the 
US with the book Gentlemen Prefers Blondes in the twenties. Is 
someone giving you a hard time?”  

“Not really.” I'd known he could tell me. He always read 
everything, and he remembered everything he read. “Is there 
anything you don't know?”  

“I don't know who's making fun of you for being blonde.”  
“Remember when I told you I'd like to be able to save my own 

day?”  



© Lina Andersson 2014 
 
 
“Yeah, that's why I taught you about slamming a guy over the 

ears and hitting the bridge of the nose, so use that.”  
“That's for when they're trying to hurt me. I can take care of 

myself.” I leaned forward and gave his cheek a kiss. “Thanks for 
tonight and sorry for keeping you up.”  

“Don't worry about it,” he smiled. “Besides, if you were really 
sorry, you would've said it when you called, not when I'd already 
been up half the night.”  

“Probably.” I put my arms around his neck and gave him a hug, 
too. “I love you.”  

“Love you, too, honey. And keep calling. I like to hang out 
with you, even if it makes the cops think I'm a pedophile.”  

I started walking and then turned around, just to test him. 
“What was the name of the French prostitute?”  

“Rosalie Duthé!” he yelled as he started his bike. “See you at 
dinner, Buttercup!”  

 


