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Number 18, Bayview Way. There wasn‟t a bay or any other interesting land formations 

anywhere near the place, but they were poetic while this part of Markham was being built about 

twenty-five years ago. 

Knuckles climbed out of the pick-up he‟d borrowed from the Red Rebels‟ VP, Tank, and 

squinted in the afternoon sun up at his own piece of property. American dream and all that shit. 

Never in his life had he expected to buy a house, it had never entered his realm of consideration 

until about a year ago. He‟d always lived at the clubhouse, never needed to pay rent, and he had 

a nice amount of money stashed away. With the extra Sachetti cash coming in they‟d be in the 

black for quite a while. 

It wasn‟t just the cash though. There was nothing wrong with living at the clubhouse. They 

had girls that cleaned up after the members who lived at the hotel. Meals were cooked there, too. 

And pussy on tap for whenever you wanted it. Too bad none of that did a single thing for the 

constant unease, the buzzing that was getting worse and worse with each passing year. 

It wasn‟t even a desire to start using again. That had been gone for a long time. This was 

something else. If it had been closer to his big, triumphant, return home following two tours in 

Iraq he‟d pay PTSD. But in truth none of the shit they‟d done and the shit he‟d seen done had 

affected him. He‟d worried that meant he was fucked up beyond repair since around him men 

he‟d served with were swallowing bullets months after holding their babies in their arms for the 

first time ever. What the hell was wrong with him that it wasn‟t like he‟d missed a step? 

But he had, maybe. It was hidden in a fog of heroin nightmares and hallucinations. But he‟d 

been into that shit before signing up and shipping out. It was just easier to get shit in the desert 

than it was here.  

It didn‟t matter now, he just needed somewhere absolutely quiet where he could be on his 

own. Maybe he was chasing solitude of maybe he was finally growing the fuck up. Either way, a 

place of his own became a new fixation and renting an apartment was a ridiculous waste of cash. 

Better to own something. 

This wasn‟t a great neighborhood in Markham. All the houses were one-level, squat boxes. 

They owed their personality to awnings or flower beds or whether or not they had a garage. This 

one did, that was required since he had an ancient Sportster frame he was looking to turn into 

something special. His ride was just a bike with the requisite Red Rebels logo on the gas tank, 

but as far as customizing he hadn‟t done anything like what the others had done. Tiny‟s bike had 

taken three years for him to build and it was all found parts with a prime paint job. Knuckles 

loved that bike almost as much as Tiny did, not that he‟d ever say that.  

So he‟d bought a house, he‟d build his own bike, and he‟d become as much a part of the 

fabric of Markham as the members who grew up here. There was something calm and centering 

in that decision. Growing up they‟d moved constantly since his old man was in the army, so 

there was no home for him. He‟d been born in Louisiana but he couldn‟t remember having lived 

there. The longest they‟d stayed anywhere was five years in Idaho, so that was the closest thing 

to a home he‟d had and he hated it. He was a teenager by then, ready to strike out and be unique 

from everyone else, and his classmates hadn‟t appreciated the goth-rock look and recreational 

drug use. There were a few friends who did but honestly he wouldn‟t be able to recite their 

names back. 

Now he had real friends, real family. A real home.  



The roar of straight pipes brought him around to the curb in front of his stubbled, brown 

lawn. Fritter and  Buck pulled to a stop in front of the house, dismounted and removed their 

safety gear with broad grins.  

“Holy shit, Knuckles,” Fritter drawled with that deep south accent. “You‟re all grown up, 

son.” 

“Thanks old man,” Knuckles returned with a grin. It was ridiculous since he had ten years 

on the smartass. 

“You‟re easy to help move anyway,” Buck mumbled, peering into the back of the pick-up. 

Sure enough, there were just a few trash bags of clothes. Some furniture was coming later today 

that would need to be assembled but for the time being he wanted to get to cleaning. There was a 

huge box of cleaning supplies in with the clothes. 

One might think he was a bachelor so grit, grime and dust shouldn‟t bother him. But his time 

in the service, as well as a drill sergeant mother, made him a bit of a neat freak. He hated dust, 

couldn‟t stand soap scum in a sink, and clutter gave him migraines. So his house would have 

required furniture and no more. No shelves for fucking photos or knick knacks. A place to sit his 

ass down, rest his head, and sleep. Women weren‟t coming by here either. That was for the 

clubhouse, this would be his refuge.  

As he made his way up the walk to the front door his hackles rose, the feeling that he was 

being watched had him turning his head to the right. There was a white wooden picket fence 

between his driveway and the house next door with grass growing wild and unchecked all the 

way along the side. A mop of cinnamon-colored hair was easily spotted over the top of it, and he 

had to grin. There was a cute-as-a-button little girl watching the proceedings, elbows on the edge 

of the fence. Her big blue eyes were wide, and she was so freaking cute he actually laughed. For 

her part, she looked a bit shell shocked.  

“Hey there,” he said, and without answering the girl turned on her heel and darted off to the 

front of her own house. 

Buck was laughing behind him, having seen the entire exchange. “Making a good 

impression already.” 

Knuckles shook his head. “Kids are adaptable. She‟ll be my best friend before long.” 

“That sounds a little sick, man,” Fritter warned, waiting while he tried to unlock his front 

door. 

“Don‟t be perverted,” Knuckles shot back. “Fuck, it gives me the creeps just having you say 

that shit.” 

Knuckles just laughed. Asshole. 

 

-oOo- 

 

Knuckles was scowling at the motor he had on his rolling trolley. It was salvage from the 

Markham scrap yard keeper, Terry, and the thing should work just fine. But it wasn‟t, and he 

couldn‟t figure out why.  

With a groan he stretched his arms over his head, feeling his back crack a few times. With a 

look to his watch he realized he‟d been hitting his head against this damn pan head for two and a 

half hours. No wonder he was hurting here. 

He set to sorting out his tools. Everything had to be back in place before he could relax for 

the night. As he moved to the wash tub at the back of the garage to scrub the grease off his hands 

he heard the scuff of a footstep and he turned, body tensed, waiting for attack. 



It was his little ginger-haired neighbour. She had to be around eight or nine, he guessed. 

He‟d heard the girl‟s mother calling for her a few times and he was assuming her name was 

Annie, which was perfect for that hair. He knew the neighbour was a single mom, and her other 

kid was a teenager who seemed to be taking the excuse of adolescence to heart and behaving like 

a real little bitch. He‟d heard shouting, screaming, and that girl coming and going at all hours. 

Single mom, two daughters. He cringed to imagine what that house would be like when this 

little one went on the rag. 

For the moment though she was sweet. She stared at him. He‟d caught her watching him 

through the open garage door a few times. He always worked with it open, preferring to know 

when people were coming and going on the street. She‟d catch him as he busted her and turn tail 

running down his driveway, around the fence then back up her own. This time she stood her 

ground. 

“Hey there. It‟s Annie, right?” 

She nodded emphatically, taking a step into the garage. He didn‟t know the proper report for 

dealing with kids. He knew Jayce and Trinny‟s kids; he‟d loved them from the day they were 

born. But this wasn‟t a brother‟s kid, he didn‟t know her mom, and Fritter‟s comment hung 

heavy all of a sudden. He‟d never hurt a kid, he loved kids. But being accused of that would be 

just as bad. He knew what happened to those guys in jail, and he had always hoped not that many 

people honestly did that shit. But they did. He was finding that out lately, which made him all the 

more skeeved out. 

“I‟m Greg,” he said, keeping distance. “You can call me Knuckles.” 

Her little nose scrunched up. “Knuckles?” 

He had to laugh. “Yeah. That‟s my nickname.” 

“Why?” 

His eyebrows rose. “Umm, well, it‟s because I have tattoos all over my fingers.” Lame, 

didn‟t even make sense, but he wasn‟t telling this fresh-faced girl that it was because he tortured 

people by cutting off their digits section by section. “See?” he wiggled his hand and she came 

closer yet, curious and not scared. 

“You have a lot of tattoos.” It was stated as a fact, no judgment. “How come?” 

“Ummm, well. I guess it‟s „cause I like them.” 

She nodded, his excuse accepted. “I like strawberries.” 

He laughed, turning to the sink and squirting the Fast Orange into his hands, soaping them 

up and then rinsing them off. On a slightly cleaner rag he dried off and turned to see the little girl 

still standing there, eyes on the pan head motor he‟d been busting his balls over. 

“You like that?” 

She nodded, eyes getting bigger. He moved to the opposite side of the motor. 

“I‟m putting together a motorcycle. You like motorcycles?” 

Now the nod was quicker, more emphatic.  

“Really?” 

“Daddy had one,” she said softly, and he frowned. 

“Is that right? Where‟s your dad now?” 

She shrugged. 

“I like bikes too,” he went on, sitting back on his rolling stool. He didn‟t know what he was 

thinking but it was out of his mouth before he could check himself. “You wanna learn how bikes 

work?” 

She nodded again, eyes flying up to meet his and he had to grin. Fuck, she was so freaking 



cute. He related to kids and how brutally honest they were. He had moments like that himself. 

“Well I‟m all done for the night. But if your mom‟s okay with it, you can come over and 

help if I‟m out here. Okay?” 

With a grin she nodded again then turned and darted off without another word, leaving him 

laughing to himself.  

 

-oOo- 

 

It had been a late night, and being woken by a doorbell had him grumpy as he rolled out of 

bed. He pulled on his jeans and a white tank before heading out into the living room. He 

reflected then that this was the first time he heard what his doorbell sounded like. 

The sun was barely up, which wasn‟t a surprise since it was December and the days were so 

short now. Pulling the door open he found the screen ajar, held by Annie with her mom behind 

her. 

He‟d never really seen her mom before, and now he took the chance to appreciate what she 

actually looked like. Her hair was medium brown and hung to her shoulders in waves. She 

clearly didn‟t bother with it too much. No make-up but she didn‟t suffer because of it. She 

showed her age a bit but he knew how old the oldest was so she must have started young. 

“Knuckles!” Annie exclaimed upon seeing him, and he was already grinning. 

“Annie, what‟s up sweetheart?” 

“We‟re heading to my mom‟s for Christmas,” the mother cut in. “She wanted to give you a 

present before we left. She bought it and picked it out herself.” It was said deliberately, like she 

was trying to brace him for something he wasn‟t going to like. But if he showed it she‟d kick his 

ass for hurting the little girl‟s feelings. 

“Annie, you didn‟t have to get me a present,” he scolded, watching as she dug into the little 

plastic purse slung over her shoulder. 

“I did anyway,” she said simply. She pulled out a silvery box and handed it to him, grinning. 

“I thought of you when I saw it.” 

Talking down at her was feeling silly. He crouched down and took the box, lifting the lid. 

He wouldn‟t laugh, but it was a bit preposterous. He had to grin at her though; she was watching 

for his reaction like it was cake or something. 

“Annie,” he said softly, something tightening in his chest. “It‟s beautiful, honey.” 

She was so pleased as she looked up at her mom, who was smiling down on him gratefully. 

In the box sat a pendant for a necklace. He knew it wasn‟t expensive, but he handled it like 

treasure as he picked it up. It was a motorcycle, but it was a bright deep pink one, almost like a 

metallic finish.  

“You really like it?” 

“I do Annie. You got great taste, honey.” 

Her mom patted Annie‟s shoulder. “Go get your bags into the car. Okay?” 

She nodded, then threw her arms around his neck suddenly. He paused, then patted her back. 

Not quite hugging but not freezing like a shmuck. Then in a whirl she turned and bounced down 

the steps.  

Knuckles straightened, still smiling at the pink bike dangling in his hand. 

“Annie told me about helping you work on your bike, and I have a few conditions.” 

He raised his eyebrows then nodded. “Okay.” 

“Only in the garage, the door stays open.” 



He couldn‟t even get offended. “Of course.” 

“And please, if you don‟t intend to be her friend, tell me know and I‟ll nix it. I don‟t want 

her getting her heart broken by yet another male figure.” 

Ah. So that was the story of the father. 

Knuckles shrugged. “Sometimes I‟m gone for days at a time, sometimes I have to work. But 

if I‟m working on it and she‟s done her homework or whatever she can watch and ask questions. 

I don‟t give a shit.” 

“And no swearing.” Now the mom vibe really came out. “I get enough of that from the other 

one.” She meant her older daughter; he‟d heard the way that girl spoke to her mother. She knew 

a few phrases he didn‟t. 

“No swearing,” he agreed. “She like motors?” he nodded towards her house, clearly talking 

about Annie. 

The woman sighed, pushing her hair back. “Anything like that, she‟s always been crazy for 

it. I try to indulge it, I don‟t want people telling her no because she‟s a girl, you know? She 

hasn‟t had gender stereotypes forced on her yet.” There was a ghost of a smile that made her 

look younger, more attractive. “Hence her giving you a pink bike. I didn‟t try to talk her out of it. 

I hate to crush that, you know?” 

He had to smile. “It is quite pretty. I like it, actually.” 

They made eye contact, the real kind, and she cleared her throat, dropping her eyes to her 

hands. “Oh, and we made these last night. You should have home baking at Christmas.” 

He took the offered plastic container, unsure of what to say. He didn‟t know these people— 

“It‟s brownies and cookies. Annie got the baking bug last night. She‟s pretty good at it, too.” 

He nodded, looking up again. “Thank you.” Then he offered her his hand. “I‟m Greg.” 

She eyed up the ink on his hand but shook it anyway. “Candy.” 

The laugh escaped. “Candy? Really?” 

Now she looked pissed. “Yeah, Candy. My mother was a bit of a twit but I love her.” She 

caught her tongue. “But ... yeah. Anyway, Merry Christmas, Greg.” 

“You too. Travel safe.” 

She was already down the cement steps and heading down his driveway. Across the fence he 

could hear Annie, ringing out like a little bell. “Merry Christmas Knuckles!” 

He had to grin, wave at the little red head, then shut the door eyeing up his gifts. How very 

… unexpected this Christmas was. 


