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    To obsesssedXXmusicXx and Asterxx— 

Your candor and unwavering faith in the saga of Frank Peniston has been more than encouragement; it has been jet fuel poured into the trembling engine of my ambition. You have trul seen my words, glimpsed the blueprint of a universe I have tried, against all odds and editorial good sense, to construct.

If we have made it this far—this many books deep into Welvin's shadows and neon glories—it is in no small part because your voices kept echoing back at me, reminding me that I was not shouting into the void. This volume, and all those that follow, carry the imprint of your faith.

—Frankfort Petersén
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​Chapter 1 – Paved with Good Intentions
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Welvin had never seen such a crowd. The entire town seemed to pour into the dunes that morning, eyes wide and hearts hungry for something that smelled suspiciously like salvation—or maybe like hot tar baking under a Cape Cod sun. A neon banner strung between two construction cranes read in bold, righteous letters:

“ASPHALT TABERNACLE OF ETERNAL GRIP.”

Below it, the newest attraction in Welvin unfolded like a bad omen dressed as a ribbon-cutting ceremony: a parking lot. Not just any parking lot. Miles of fresh, black pavement stretched over the sand dunes, steam still curling from the ground as if the earth itself had been ironed flat by God’s own highway crew.

Frank Peniston stood at the edge of the crowd, his reflective vest catching the light like a warning flare no one else seemed to notice. To them, he was just another townie gawking at progress. To him, this was déjà vu dressed in leather and exhaust fumes. He had seen cults before. But none had the audacity to sanctify a parking space.

At the center of it all strutted Pastor Burnout. The man wore a preacher’s collar over a cracked motorcycle jacket, his leather sleeves painted with flames that shimmered like hell itself had commissioned his wardrobe. His hair was greased back into a pompadour sharp enough to slice communion bread, and his smile gleamed with the confidence of a man who believed God drove stick shift.

“My brothers and sisters!” Burnout roared into a microphone that screeched with feedback. “Today we pave the way—literally—for the kingdom of traction! Today we worship not in pews, but in parking spaces! For where the rubber meets the road, there lies the truth!”

The crowd erupted in hallelujahs and honks, a chorus of car horns and amens that rattled Frank’s skull. He glanced at Ronald Whitaker, who was already munching on something handed to him by a robed usher.

It wasn’t bread.

Communion wafers, thin squares of hardened asphalt, dipped ceremoniously into a cup of fresh roofing tar. Worshippers chewed reverently, black smears staining their lips like a kiss from the devil.

Ronald grimaced mid-chew. “Tastes like roofing shingles.”
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