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Series Note

The Rebel Bells Motorcycle Club

Fifteen women. One road. Zero apologies.

The Rebel Bells ride where trouble hides and opportunity waits. From neon cities to forgotten coastlines, they take on rival crews, crooked operators, and supernatural hustlers with engines roaring and humor locked and loaded. Each adventure stands alone—but together they tell the story of Roadie and her crew as they carve their legend across America.

Author’s Note

Texas Warlock Rises was written as a comedy adventure, not a horror story. It celebrates Texas as both powerhouse and hidden paradise—its ports and pipelines, its financial rise, its open roads, and its beautiful coastal gems like Mustang Island that too many travelers drive right past. This chapter of the Rebel Bells saga leans into humor, motion, and friendship, blending folklore with modern hustle and proving once again that confidence, teamwork, and a good throttle hand solve most problems.

Ride safe. Ride loud.
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Dedication
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To the dreamers who keep moving,

to the riders who find beauty off the main road,

and to anyone who believes that freedom still lives somewhere between sunrise and open highway.

––––––––
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The Salem Warlock did not vanish; he relocated, which had always been his real magic. Long before Texas oilfields replaced witch trials and shipping ports outgrew steeples, he learned that survival meant movement, that power lived wherever people chased money, and that identity was just another costume hanging in a closet of centuries. 

Salem had grown tired of him, tired of riddles and whispered legends, tired of clever hands passing bad luck like playing cards, so his bloodline slipped away quietly, following highways  instead of folklore. Texas welcomed everything that arrived with ambition, and the Warlock understood immediately that this was not a state—it was an ecosystem, a marketplace of steel towers, tech corridors and oil pumps. Each bowed to invisible masters.  Texas beaches  pretended to be asleep.

The Rebel Bells crossed the Louisiana line midmorning, engines humming like tuned instruments, fifteen bikes stretched across asphalt in disciplined swagger, Roadie riding point with her chin lifted and her eyes scanning traffic like a general reading terrain. She loved big places. She loved open land.

She loved states that didn’t apologize for success. Wind farms spun lazily in the distance, oil jacks nodded beside grazing cattle, container ships slid toward Houston’s ports like floating skyscrapers, and Dallas glass towers flashed sunlight into the clouds. Austin whispered tech money.
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