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​Chapter 1 – “The Bestseller Bombshell”
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The fluorescent lights of Welvin’s Gas ’N Guzzle buzzed like hornets, casting their queasy glow across racks of jerky, tabloids, and puzzle books meant for people who’d already given up. Frank Peniston wasn’t browsing for enlightenment. He was there for protein, caffeine, and a receipt sturdy enough to fold into a shuriken later. But trouble had a habit of ambushing Frank in ordinary places.

That’s when he saw it.

A book.

There, wedged between glossy gossip mags and a Sudoku digest, sat a thick paperback with a title that barked like a junkyard dog:

THE GOSPEL OF TANK: A TRUE CRIME TALE OF TRUTH, JUSTICE, AND INFINITE AMMO

By Ronald Whitaker.

Frank froze. Ronald Whitaker. His Ronald. Not just a neighbor, not just a partner in chaos—but a former mailman who once swore he was too humble for glory. And yet here it was: glory in paperback, bound in smugness, sold for $19.95.

The cover was an insult painted in four-color process. A grotesque caricature of Frank—renamed “Tank Piston”—stood with his Glock raised like a trophy, neon vest blazing like toxic sunrise, explosion at his back. It was a funhouse mirror reflection: all Frank’s worst angles, immortalized for public consumption.

His hand trembled as he opened it. The dedication read: For Frank—who never knew I was watching.

A slow burn lit in Frank’s gut. Watching? Ronald had been documenting him. Recording him like some kind of human surveillance camera with a mail route.

“Hey, Tank Piston!” the cashier piped up, a teenager with a face like a pepperoni pizza and the confidence of someone who thought Mountain Dew was a personality trait. He waved a Sharpie. “Big fan. Mind signing my copy?”
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