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Blame it on the Boys

a brief recap of what went before

Back in 2010 or thereabouts, with some friends we created a shared universe to 

tell superhero stories - inspired more by Watchmen, The Authority and The 

Boys than by, say, the JLA or the X-Men. The series was called 2 Minutes to 

Midnight, and it was a sprawling thing with intrigues, politics, conspiracies and 

what not. 

In a world in which the superhumans worked in government-sponsored teams 

like the START, or acted as companies, I developed a bunch of guys called the Old 

Timers - superheroes that had started at the time of the pulps, and that later 

turned into a sort of off-the-record bunch of vigilantes, whose main job was to keep 

the superhumans in line. All the Old Timers had names that were titles of Billy Idol 

songs (just because):

•Rebel Yell

•Shock to the System

•Eyes without a Face

•Sweet Sixteen

•LA Woman

•Blue Highway

and so on. In my stories I focused mainly on Rebel Yell, a Spider (Master of 

Men!) clone in a Confederate uniform, a populist and "Lone Justice" style of 

vigilante, with just a hint of Judge Dredd. A good guy, but not necessarily 

pleasant, possibly politically incorrect. In the 2 Minutes to Midnight alternate 

timeline, he was the guy that kicked Nixon out of the Oval Office in '74.

The series was a success. Possibly TOO MUCH of a success - the characters and 

setting were created as open source, and a lot of people got their hand at trying. 

Most wrote mindless rubbish, clogging the system and basically turning a solid, 

tongue-in-cheek superhero serial into a stupid wankfest. Many wrote stories using 

names and concepts but without bothering to actually read what had already been 

written. It was ugly, very ugly.



But we were discussing the first season of The Boys on Prime, the other night, 

with a few of the original creators of 2 Minutes to Midnight, and we had to admit

that it would be good to go back to our old characters, and do something with them. 

It was fun, as long as it lasted. 

And why not? We can bet that in a few weeks EVERYBODY will start writing 

tough, tongue-in-cheek, revisionist superhero stories. But we did it first.

When 2MM crashed and burned, each one of us had a story or two ready to 

publish - and we were so appalled by the mess, that we simply shelved the project of

our first "proper" collection of stories. 

I had a story called "Steve loves Linda", featuring Rebel Yell and his old pal, 

Shock to the System. It referenced a previous story, in which Reb teamed up with 

Sweet Liberty, or Libby for her friends, a superfast member of the START team. 

They had to face a man endowed with infinite luck.

Steve loves Linda went nowhere, together with all the other stories.

But we watched the Boys, a few nights back, and as a consequence here's "Steve 

loves Linda". I hope you'll like it.

NOTE: just like in the old times of 2MM I will give away this story for free to 

everyone. But you get to read it first. Enjoy!

Davide Mana

August 2019



Steve Loves Linda

a story of the Old Timers

by Davide Mana

On the concrete expanse that serves as a basketball court, someone wrote, with 

the white blackboard chalk, "Steve (heart) Linda".

The boy in the striped T-shirt is lying like a bear skin rug right between "Steve" 

and "Linda", where his heart was.

The boy in the 49rs shirt puts kicks him again in the ribs, shouting “Fagot!” as he 

rolls up into a fetal position.

One more kick.

"Fagot!"

And one more.

"Fagot!"

A bunch of other twelve-year-olds is standing under the basket, chuckling. The 

boy in the 49rs shirt throws them a look, from time to time, between one kick and 

another.

It's been going on for three, maybe four minutes. Seen from the other side of the 

street, from the roof of an office prefab building, the scene looks like it’s happening 

in slow motion.

The man in the gray cape opens and closes his hands rhythmically with each new 

kick. Then, a black shape comes between him and the afternoon sun.

The man in gray glances at the newcomer, turning his head slightly, his eyes 

invisible under the brim of his floppy hat. Then he goes back to focus on the beating 

in the school yard. The newcomer looks towards the courtyard, then sits on the 

parapet, with his back to the street, with a sigh.

Short but with broad shouldered, a long face framed by gray hair and beard, a 

gray pair of mustaches on the broad lip under the prominent nose. His hair is 

gathered in a ponytail. To the left ear, a gold earring gives him a pirate-gone-to-seed

look.



He passes his hands repeatedly on his jeans, as if to dry them or clean them, and 

then he lifts them, looking for a moment at the scarred palms.

He pushes the left hand into the pocket of the blue sweatshirt, and leans with the 

right on the parapet.

“You're making a lot of people nervous, Reb,” he says.

He speaks with an English accent.

The other does not seem to listen to him.

The beating, on the other side of the road, is over.

The kids under the basket leave, along with the one in the 49rs shirt.

“Reb, it's been two days ...”

They both actually know that it’s a week the old vigilante’s been around the 

school. And that since yesterday he occupies the roof and observes, silhouetted 

against the Los Angeles sky like a crow.

“They beat him every day,” he says, suddenly.

His voice is hoarse.

The boy in the striped shirt is still on the ground, motionless, curled up on 

himself.

“Today they caught him writing with chalk on the basketball court, and they went

down a little heavier than usual.” He turns to look at the man sitting on the parapet.

“But not much,” he adds.

The pulls down his hat.

The man on the parapet turns, and looks at the little boy in the striped shirt 

standing up, very slowly, very carefully.

He looks at him dusting his trousers.

He watches him walk slowly away, limping towards the place where he left his 

backpack against the fence of the basketball court.

“Nervous?”

The Englishman looks back at the man in gray.

“Are you kidding me? Rebel Yell lurking for two days on the roof of a financial 

building, scanning the horizon like that damn Spawn from the funnies...”

“Spawn is shit,” says the other. “Then you see what happens in the brains of 

kids.”



A short bitter laugh. “Ah, so you come to the conclusion that comics lead young 

people to violence? Original, as ideas go.”

From the pocket of the sweatshirt he pulls out a little box of sweets and offers the 

other man one. Reb refuses with a short gesture of denial.

“I'm trying to quit smoking,” the other says, putting a blueberry candy in his 

mouth.

“And they sent you? Your nervous friends?”

“They wanted to send in the SWAT.” He laughs, shakes his head. “And then they 

are not my friends.”

“They could have sent the little girl. The new one, the sprinter.”

The other puts the candy box back in his pocket, nodding. “Libby?” He says. He 

purses his lips in appreciation. “Nice ass, actually.”

Reb turns to look at him.

“At least she wouldn't waste my time,” he says. And then, “What do you want, 

Derek?”

Derek stands up, dusting the bottom of his trousers.

“What are you going to do?” He asks in turn, pointing to the deserted basketball 

court.

“I'm evaluating the situation.”

“And then?”

A shrug. “I could just shoot the asshole.”

The Englishman widens his eyes and almost strangles himself, swallowing the 

blueberry sweet.

“Christ, Reb, you can't kill a kid.”

A grimace. “Of course. But I can make him walk with a limp for the rest of his 

life.”

Derek stares at him for nine seconds of deafening silence.

“No, wait... you want to kneecap a twelve-year-old boy?”

“Teaches him to take it out on the little ones.”

“Shit, Reb ... he’s a twelve year old boy!”

“Do you think he will change growing up?”

“And you think a lame asshole is better than an asshole who can play basketball?”



A grin, a flash of white teeth under the shadow of the hat. “And what do you 

propose?”

The other seems to be on the verge of speaking.

Then he looks at the street, the basketball court, the masked avenger in front of 

him, sighs and raises his hands to the sky, and utters a blasphemy, while the man in

gray bursts into a long and rickety laugh.

“But go to hell, fucking yankee fuck. And I had to climb here on top of this 

fucking pigeon shitter ...”

“Imagine had they sent the SWAT.”

Derek starts laughing too. “Or the quickie from START Team...”

They laugh for almost a minute.

“What do you really want, Derek?” Reb asks, serious again.

The Englishman tilts his head to one side.

“We have a kind of situation,” he says. “I need a backup.”

Rebel Yell nods to the concrete esplanade, the skeletal shadows of the baskets. 

“I’ma little busy at the time ...”

“It won't take long,” Derek tells him. “I’ve got the car downstairs.”

#

An old bronze-colored Eldorado is parked at the back of the office block, between 

two dumpsers.

“Then what I don't understand,” says Derek, motioning to Reb to get on board, 

“is how come Steve’s a fag if Steve likes Linda.”

He adjusts the rear-view mirror from which two fiery red plush dice are hanging, 

and turns to look at Reb. “I mean, isn't it a contradiction in terms?” he asks. “I could

understand it should  Steve liked Johnnie.” He raises his index finger. “Understand 

it, mind you, but not justify it. But call him a fag because he likes Linda? It's a 

contradiction.”

Reb shrugs.

“It's to reinforce their role as alpha males,” he says.

Derek starts up and starts maneuvering.



“Shit, you talk difficult,” he says. “And anyway the alpha males don't exist. What 

do they teach in schools these days?”

The other ignores him. “Where are we going?”

Derek shifts gear and heads for the intersection.

“Vegas,” he says.

Reb settles more comfortably and lowers his hat over his eyes. “Wake me up 

when we're there.”

Derek shakes his head, accelerates, turns on the radio.

Farm Aid live.

The Kentucky Headhunters.

It seems appropriate.

The road is long.

#

Lucky Clover (not his real name) understands perfectly how God must feel. After 

all, they raised him as a good Catholic boy, so he thinks about these things.

No, it's not the tipsy blonde with two tits like a Volkswagen Beetle stuck in a little 

silk thing as red as sin, that’s been rubbing herself against him, leaving a phard-

colored stain on his white turtleneck.

And it's not the pile of multicolor chips that are piling up in front of him, and that

act as a lubricant between the blonde's thighs.

It is not the two all-expenses-paid Rhodesian bodyguards by his side and the 

other six around the room, it is not the filet mignon he consumed for dinner along 

with a bottle of excellent Petite Sirah, it is not the iced Krug, the third bottle by now,

that the blonde is expertly massaging, up and down, with her left hand.

It is not the attention of the people, that crowds around the green table, and looks

at him, and envies him, and venerates him and imitates him.

No, Lucky Clover understands how God must feel because at this moment, in the 

approximately three thousand square meters of the central hall of the Excalibur 

Casino, for him there is no uncertainty.

Chance does not exist.

The probability field does not exist.



As it must be for God.

For God, of course, chance cannot exist.

God knows everything.

He knows the result of every bet from here to eternity. He knows on which side 

every slice of buttered bread will fall, everywhere in the universe, for all the 

centuries, amen.

Because the universe is quantum-based, it's built of probabilities, and Lucky 

Clover perceives the quantum probability function, feels it as a deep, low third 

chord on a church organ, feels it ripple, arch up and crash like a surf on cliffs of slot 

machines to which tourists cling in their sad aloha shirts.

Lucky Clover already knows the frequency of their winnings, anticipates the 

tinkling of bells and the trumpeting of trumpets that signal the birth of a new lucky 

one, as he intimately knows every poured glass, every retort on the ankle of the 

waitresses in Disney-medieval clothes, every dropped chip, every missed call, every 

card turned, every order at the bar, every flicker of the little lights on the Jackpot 

sign.

And above all, every new destination of the ivory ball on the roulette wheel.

He's been winning for an hour.

They have already changed two croupiers, and once they have invited him to 

change tables, but the Excalibur is the youngest of the Vegas casinos, and cannot 

ask a lucky customer to interrupt a winning streak.

It's bad for business.

And he is very lucky.

He is absolutely lucky.

And continues to win.

He can't do anything else.

The mechanism is inflexible and preordained as a conveyor belt: at the other 15 

roulette tables and 30 blackjack tables, anonymous employees of his current 

employers - people who do not believe in names, and who appreciate a job well 

done - are systematically losing unseeming sums of money.

Contaminated money, of unpleasant origin - the result of the sale of corneas and 

kidneys of children reaped in the favelas of Rio de Janeiro, of the trafficking of other

human flesh on the border between East and West. Money refined in Thai 



laboratories and cut with arsenic in armored shelters in East L.A. Money to which 

correspond gauges, firing rates, exit speed, detonating power.

An unacceptable amount of money, so much money that one could not even 

reasonably spend it, but capable of generating a gravitational field such as to divert 

governments from their course, sink nations into the darkness of absolute 

corruption, feed or suffocate multinational companies, generate wars.

Money collected in invisible safes, which passes without stopping from the 

wallets of a row of straw men to the Excalibur chests, and then from there it is 

siphoned back into the pockets of the good Lucky Clover, clean, neat and virgin as if 

it had just been printed by the state mint, ready to be returned to the legitimate 

owners who will invest it as they see fit, basically in order to generate even more, 

and so on indefinitely, until the thermal death of the universe or, more likely, the 

collapse of the capitalist system.

Lucky witholds a meaty 10%, plus the expenses, which also include the tipsy 

blonde with her big boobs and her almost sexual passion for Krug.

Everything is perfectly calibrated, everything is planned. Nothing, as they say, is 

left to chance. They lose, he wins, everyone is happy.

This is why when instead of the 23, odd, red, the double zero comes up, 

incinerating in the twinkling of an eye three thousand dollars that should have 

become one hundred and eight thousand, Lucky Clover proves a sudden, profound 

ontological disorientation.

#

Ontological disorientation is the feeling you get when you think you are God, and 

then someone knocks down one of your bodyguards with a knee to the groin.

“Hi, Paddyboy,” the man with the floppy hat murmurs hoarsely, barely touching 

him as he turns around. “Did you miss me?”

Rebel Yell dodges Lucky, intercepts the lunge of the second Rhodesian's ceramic 

dagger and, with a painful crack relieves the man from his weapon, and then 

truncates the tendons of the man’s elbow. The man screams, but remains standing, 

and tries to strike with the left. Professional.

Reb takes the left hook, ignores it, and slams a backhand on the attacker's ear.



Then he turns around.

But it is not coming face to face with the ghost of Gettysburg, and pissed off, what

closes the testicles of Lucky Clover in an ice grip, even when the man in gray throws 

the dagger and knocks down one of the backup men, and then finishes his first 

victim, who is getting back on his hands and knees, with a kick in the ribs.

No, it is the discordant note, above which the odds suddenly became a cacophony

of off-key chords.

Locally, of course, in terms of tenths of a second and millimeters, the luckiest 

man in the world still has absolute control. He avoids people running, he dodges a 

waitress who is likely to fall on him, he ignores the spray of water from the bucket of

overturned ice cubes. The champagne bottle that rolls on the ground is not a 

problem, not for him.

No risk of stumbling.

On a strictly personal level, it is still absolutely untouchable.

But just beyond that thin aura of controlled probability, it is chaos.

And it is at this point, while behind him the man in gray picks up a stool and uses 

it to repeatedly hit a new attacker, while players and hanger-ons run like beheaded 

hens screaming and pushing, that one thousand seven hundred slot machines seize 

at the same time, like one thing, with a chilling metallic sound that feels like the 

roar of the god of shredders. The lights flicker, and a guy, not too tall and rather 

sloppy, with a blue sweatshirt, gray hair gathered in a ponytail, puts a blueberry 

candy in his mouth, he lifts the box, and "I quit smoking," he says, almost 

apologetically.

And then he punches Lucky in the jaw, hard, with a fist that feels like it’s made of 

wood, and sends him upside down on the roulette table.

Physical pain momentarily replaces ontological disorientation.

#

It hasn't happened for years.

No. It never happened.

Somewhere, the Jackpot sign snaps and crashes into a blaze of sparks.



Synthetic carpet burns with a horrible smell. The alarms sound, the rain fire 

system triggers a storm in the devastated hall.

Lucky Clover has a split lip and spits blood, but that's not the problem.

The problem is the absolute terror that is destroying his ability to think.

The guy with the gray hair and the sweatshirt lifts him by the collar and slams 

another punch in the face, just above the cheekbone, where there are a lot of 

capillaries, and it hurts like hell.

“How...?” The Irishman mumbles. The water from the fire siphons runs down his 

face like tears. A bruise blossoms around the eye like a purple flower.

The other shrugs. “Fact is, you see, I don't believe it,” he says, almost in a 

conciliatory tone, and hits him again, hard, in the face, breaking his nose.

Rebel Yell approaches, with the remains of the stool in one hand, the cape and 

the hat dripping with water. The room is emptying, the noise is diminishing.

“Two minutes,” he says, throwing away his improvised weapon and lifting two 

fingers.

Derek, who once called himself Shock to the System, gives him an impatient 

expression.

“I was trying to explain to this child of Sligo the concept of probability as a degree

of trust or expectation,” he says, pedantic, vaguely angry.

And he punches the Irishman's face one more time.

“One minute and forty seconds,” says Reb. “Quick, with your bullshit.”

The other man snorts theatrically.

Two thugs come closer. Reb shows his white teeth, places a hand on the face of 

the nearest and uses him as a springboard, to land with a vault, feet together in the 

face of the second. He picks up a croupier shovel.

Derek shakes Lucky, who seems to be about to faint.

“Hey, Mick, don't leave me ...”

He slaps him. The fire extinguishing system stops, with a gurgle of fatigued pipes.

Lucky flaps his less swollen eyelid. The other eye is closed and livid. His nose 

bleeds profusely.

“How do you do it?” He asks.

The croupier shovel hisses, cutting through the air, and racks away a handful of 

teeth from the remaining Rhodesian mercenary. “One minute.”



“It's a bit technical, you see...” Derek shakes his head, grimaces. “We might say 

that I operate epistemologically, terminating the causal relationships in systemic 

structures to the mesoscale.”

Lucky has a half-open mouth, drool running from the corner of the split lip. He 

doesn't look very smart.

Derek snorts. “I fuck up everything that has a logical and orderly structure, 

okay?”

Rebel Yell picks up a tray from the ground and turns to the main entrance to the 

salon.

“Thirty seconds.”

Time to move.

“OK, Mick, listen to me well, we don’t have much time. That money, your 

winnings? You will never cash it in, you understand me? Never.”

The other one staggers, shakes his head to clear it.

“Never,” Derek repeats. “Get out of here with even a handful of copper coins, and 

I'll pick you up, and I'll do you a lot of physical harm. You know I can.”

And he punches him again, right on the mouth. Then he shakes his hand, his 

knuckles bruised on the Irishman's teeth.

The luckiest man in the universe mumbles. “They will find me ...”

Derek grins.

“Don’t sell yourself short, Mick," He says, in a friendly manner. “You're too 

fucking lucky for them to find you.”

“They are here.” Reb's tone is urgent.

The first agents in riot gear face the large glass doors of the salon. The gray 

vigilante uses the tray to hit back the first tear gas canister.

Time to go.

Derek brings his face closer to the devastated face of Lucky Clover. “Remember,” 

he says, in a blueberry-scented breath, “not a fucking penny.”

And he punched the Irishman for one last time in the face. “With the regards of 

the Reverend Bayes.”

Rebel Yell inhales, compresses the diaphragm and

S H O U T S !



It is a wild, primitive sound, the cry of abused and murdered children, of women 

crammed into containers, of mothers and fathers ravaged by heroin, of families 

destroyed, of villages looted and burned with smuggled weapons, of the battlefields 

peopled with child-soldiers.

It's horrible.

It is like a physical impact, like being run over by a bus, but at the same time it 

penetrates like a drill down to the bottom of the soul, erasing mind and thought, 

leaving only a fearful and total anguish.

It seems to last forever.

But it's only a few seconds.

When the men of SWAT recover, and the smoke clears, in the devastated and 

semi-flooded hall, studded with men battered, wounded and lame, only one man 

remains, unconscious, lying on the roulette table.

#

“He's not a bad sort after all,” says Derek, setting the Eldorado in motion. Reb 

grunts.

"No, really, the Irish are like that. Brought up with Hail Maries and Guinness, but

they are not bad, just a little slow.”

They exit the parking lot and enter the traffic.

“You didn't tell me you knew him.”

The bronze colored Eldorado passes the Sands driving westwards.

Reb looks at the people on the sidewalks. “Last year, on the Eiger.”

Derek whistles softly and then laughs. “It was you!” He says. "The mystery man 

who saved the fine ass of the Yankee quickie on the Eiger, it was you!” He nudges 

him. "It’s always the quiet ones, uh…?”

Rebel Yell settles himself better on the seat, pulls his hat down even more over 

his face, and sighs. “Wake me up when we get to Los Angeles.”

#

Steve today is wearing a blue shirt with Superman's red S on his chest.



Three kids are pushing him around today.

Seen from the roof of the opposite building, it looks like kids at play.

“Those kids don't even know you're here,” the Englishman tells him, pocketing 

his blueberry candies.

Rebel Yell shrugs.

“Kids are kids,” he says. “They only see what they want to see.”

He runs his hand over his chin.

Derek has his hands on his hips, his eyebrows going up and down.

“Look, I don't understand what you're doing, okay?”

“It's called hairy eyeball,” the masked vigilante replies.

“Charming.”

Reb turns to look at his old friend and companion.

“Maybe the kids don't, but the teachers know I'm here.”

He points at a window on the first floor of the school. At his gesture, the shutters 

snap shut. He smiles.

“They know,” he repeats. “And by tonight the family of every bully, thug and little 

asshole in the neighborhood will know. Two, maybe three days and the beat cops, 

the private security guards, the postman, the milkman's boy and the boy who 

delivers the newspapers will know. The Latino Kings, the PCH and the Wu Tang 

Tong will know. They will know it in the City Hall, they will know it at Rampart, the 

feds will know. The START will know, and every fucking supe from here to the 

Colorado River. "

Derek nods. “Remarkable,” he says skeptically. “Everyone will know the guy that 

kicked Nixon out of the Oval Office in '74 is now keeping an eye on the backyard of a

middle school in the suburbs. Really impressive.”

He doesn't seem enthusiastic, but Rebel Yell nods, and smiles.

“Yes exactly.”

Steve is on the ground, his tormentors look around, as if something is missing. 

There is no audience for their feats, no one is there to laugh and point to their 

victim. There is no traffic on the road. There is nobody.

“I can imagine their relief yesterday in not seeing me up here,” says Reb.

Derek looks at him through narrowed eyes. “You used that too,” he says in a low 

voice.



The gray vigilante ignores him. “But now I'm back here.”

“And their relief will change into fear,” Derek says, slowly. “My god, he’s back.”

“Nervousness will grow,” Rebel Yell nods. "At school. At home. On the buses. In 

the public gardens, in the supermarkets and in the comic books stores. Among the 

pensioners who play chess in the park and among the paramedics on duty at the 

County Hospital. No one will want to touch the little assholes, for fear of being 

involved. But the teachers will get tougher. The parents will get intransigent and 

worried. For their sake, of course. The curfew will be tightened, the punishments 

will become more frequent. The pressure will begin to work on their nerves. Fear, a 

faceless fear, will begin to grow. Here, and in every fucking middle school in the 

country.”

The three kids leave. They seem disoriented, they drag their feet. They talk in low 

voices.

Steve gets back on his feet.

“And they will begin to wonder why I don't move, and every day, every hour, it 

will get worse. Because with every extra day, with every hour, expectations will 

grow. Fantasy, paranoia and old stories will begin to erode their tranquility. Fear 

will become anguish.”

Steve turns around, looks up at the office building, and timidly, in three steps, 

raises his hand and waves.

“Anguish is better than panic.” Rebel Yell waves back, raising her left hand 

slightly. “Panic pushes you to mindless action, but anguish paralyzes you and cuts 

your legs. It's better than a bullet, anguish, to kneecap an asshole.”

They watch Steve walk away, limping slightly.

“And in the end, they will punish the little bastards. Parents, teachers, adults. 

Those who have turned the other way so far. Those who say boys will be boys, those 

that told their kids to stand up for themselves, and do onto others what others will 

do onto you ...”

“And possibly do it first,” Derek says, sucking his candy.

“Exactly. They will be the ones that will hit hard, in a desperate attempt to save 

the little assholes they raised, from that old gray-clad monster that stands up there 

and looks, and plans. He who never followed the rules.”

“And then the kids will know too,” says Derek.



“Oh yes. And all the apprehension, fear and anguish of parents and teachers and 

neighbors will pour over them, screaming.”

“You will be like the bugbear of the fairy tale.”

“When the kids were told fairy tales, the little assholes kept their place.”

Derek tilts his head to one side. “Also because back then they sent them to work 

in the mines,” he says. “But I think I see your point.”

He stands up, puts a hand on his shoulder. “What can I do to help you, Reb?”

“Spread the news. Give me time. Keep the boy scouts away for a few more days. 

Tell them there will be no victims. Reassure them.”

The Englishman glances at the school, at the deserted courtyard, at the man 

dressed as a veteran of the Civil War. Now that he thinks about it, in almost sixty 

years he has never seen Reb’s eyes. “They will never believe me,” he says.

Rebel Yell laughs softly.

“Exactly,” he says. “Exactly.”



I hope you liked this old story.

Should you feel like reading more of my stuff, you can check out my Amazon

Author Page for ebooks and paper books alike.

Or you might consider the option of becoming my patrons on

Patreon.

I normally post articles, notes, odds and ends on my Patreon page, plus short

stories and discounts for some of my ebooks when feasible.

Top-tier patrons get a free copy of everything I self-publish commercially, and

much more.
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