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        Join USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn in the gripping Kings of Anarchy MC world. Take a ride to Gulfport, Mississippi, featuring the first release of the mc President, Brute & Road Captain, Axl.

      

        

      
        The hit was ordered. The plan was made. Where the fuck did it all go wrong?

      

        

      
        She was a means to an end. A concealment of the real reason for their appearance.

      

        

      
        After a night spent with a sensual woman, neither of them expected to feel a connection beyond the pleasure of their bodies.

        Brute was fixated on completing the job. Axl was concerned about the lack of cover. She slipped right through their fingers.

        But the hit continued. They were already paid, and the Kings never go back on their word.

      

        

      
        They waited, they watched, they sent proof. Then they left.

      

        

      
        Four months later, she shows up at the clubhouse with no memory of her identity, how she got there, or what the hell happened to her.

        One thing is for sure, however… Now that she’s there, they won’t let her leave.

        Especially after learning that someone is trying to kill her, and she’s carrying their baby.

      

        

      
        Once they figure out who is after their ol’ lady, they’ll ensure everyone understands Finleigh Collins is Property of Brute & Axl.

      

        

      
        If you like: Dark MCs, ménage, heroines with memory loss, surprise pregnancies, and heroes who will kill for their woman, then Property of Brute & Axl is the book for you.
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        Tropes: Menage, Amnesia, one night stand, surprise pregnancy, opposites attract, betrayal, MC, emotional turmoil, obsessive alphas.

      

        

      
        Triggers: S/A on the heroine, self-harm, gore, blood, death, 1% club, dark themes, loads of f-bombs, and a general lack of giving a fuck.
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      Glenna & Morgan

      Thank you for allowing me on this ride.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Finleigh

        

      

    

    
      Tiptoeing quietly through any type of foliage is impossible; doing it because someone is actively looking to kill you is even worse. My feet are shredded from stumbling over the rugged rocks and logs all night, and my clothes…they’ve been turned to rags—tree branches couldn’t care less if you’re running for your life. And it’s a miracle that I’ve avoided the deadly creatures that own Ora Swamp.

      Time is running out, though. My bones rattle with fatigue, and my muscles seize from dehydration. My mind’s terrified and working overtime on how to get out of this alive.

      This was supposed to be a relaxing weekend. Time to myself after a successful gallery showing by a new artist at my family’s gallery, The CollinSphere. The first time in three months, I was able to stop running around.

      When I arrived at the family cabin outside of Bay Springs, with a small bag and a cooler filled with food, I’d barely gotten anything unpacked before an airboat filled with a handful of unfamiliar men approached our dock. I quickly locked myself inside, but honestly, my car would’ve been a smarter choice. I could have driven away at least. Hindsight is 20/20 for a reason.

      It didn’t take long for them to discover my location, cruelly taunting me with vile suggestions of how they wanted to violate me. It took even less time for them to grab me while trying to crawl out of the bedroom window.

      Hands on my hips had me screaming as they pulled me back in and tossed me on the bed, where they ripped at my clothes and forced my legs open. I shudder remembering the pain. The assault. The blood. So much blood. The way their breath stank as they huffed and puffed on my face while taking what they wanted from me.

      I still don’t understand how I got away. They started drinking and smoking pot, filling the cabin with smoke and the rancid smell of cheap beer. One by one, they passed out while I cowered in a corner of the bed in my ripped shirt and panties dangling around my ankle.

      As the sun set, I quietly grabbed a pair of bike shorts from my bag and slipped into them. I couldn’t risk taking more because one of the men began mumbling and groaning. Terrified he would wake up, I slowly made my way to the front door and slipped out.

      Without hesitation, I bolted into the dense forest surrounding the cabin. It was minutes before the shouting began, someone bursting through the cabin door, and shots being fired in every direction. One bullet nearly clipped me, instead sailing into the trunk of a tree I was running past. When a startled scream escaped me, they focused in on my direction, and now, I can’t stop going.

      My body is sore from the beating, the rape, the sheer force it’s taking for me to stay on my feet. And worst of all, I’m uncertain if my baby is okay. I’m nearly five months along now, and that’s part of the reason I came here this weekend. I’d finally decided to look for the men who impregnated me.

      Brute and Axl. Dirty talking bikers from one of the most dangerous and notorious motorcycle clubs in the country. We spent one deliciously filthy weekend together in Jackson. I’d been out celebrating the acceptance of my gallery; they’d approached me in a dive bar, and as they say, the rest is history. Except they left me a gift. One I hadn’t known I wanted but would now protect with my life. And I have to believe that if I can just get to their club in Gulfport, I’ll be okay.

      Hiding behind a massive tree trunk, I take a minute to calm my breathing and get my bearings, hoping to reorient myself in the direction of Route 84. Once I do, I can make it to Collins and find help for the rest of the way.

      Closing my eyes, I concentrate beyond the sounds of the swamp, searching for the rumbling of tires on pavement. When I lock in, I pivot and start making my way east. As the noise of vehicles gets closer, I become more frantic and dig my way through the long grass and trees.

      Just as I break free, a car speeds past, another shot blasts, and I’m propelled forward with a burning sensation in my shoulder as I hit the ground on my knees. Another shot, and this time, they don’t miss. This time, blood seeps down my face, and I fall flat.

      My eyes focus on the road as an eighteen-wheeler approaches, the whistling sound as it passes steals my consciousness, leaving me staring at the men hunting me, with glee on their faces.

      They caught me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Brute

          

        

      

    

    
      Staring through the scope of my PGM 338 rifle, a sense of calm overtakes my senses as my target steps into view. Finger on the trigger, I inhale deeply and close my eyes before lifting the right lid and centering my victim in the crosshairs.

      One minute, he’s yelling at the stunned barista at the street cart, and the next, his brains are plastered on the wall of the brick building behind him.

      Releasing my tension on the trigger, I watch as chaos unfolds from a thousand meters away. People scream, run, attempt to hide, but none of them realize their hiding spots won’t stop my bullets. The high-caliber shot would penetrate right through the glass bus shelter, killing them in an instant.

      That’s not my goal, however. It’s not what I was hired to do. No, today I had one mission, and while sending a text confirming the death, I receive an alert on my phone, signalling that the second payment has been deposited into the club’s account.

      For forty years, the Kings of Anarchy Mississippi Chapter has been offering hits as our main source of income. My pops was the club’s president until several years ago when he retired and handed me the gavel. I think it had a lot to do with my being dishonorably discharged from the Rangers and coming home drunk every night.

      The club was my childhood home until my mom took me away. She hated that I would grow up in the outlaw life and did not want me turning out like my father and the other men who would influence me. I grew to resent her over time and joined the army to have somewhere to release my anger when it would fester and grow, getting me into trouble.

      Over those years, I was used as a weapon for the government, and then, when I did something that they didn’t approve of, they kicked me out. Turns out killing a handful of men for raping a ten-year-old girl in some dirty fucking hut in the middle of a war zone was the wrong thing to do.

      I’ve never been accused of being a good man, never did anything right in my life, but on that mountain, in the dead of night, I knew I was in the right. My best friend, Luka Barnes, or Axl as he’s known around the club, made a good call that night by informing me of what was going down and giving me an assist. Unfortunately, the girl did not survive the hell she went through, but at least those assholes will never do it again.

      When I returned home, Axl came with me. We spent our entire Rangers career together, and he was in no better of a place than I was when Pops found us in a dirty motel with a woman between us. Sharing women is the only thing that makes either of us feel alive anymore.

      Axl and I were given the option to become prospects in the Kings of Anarchy MC before patching in as members a year later. Earning the respect of the club was difficult when we were just a couple of dumb kids entering our thirties, but we managed and eventually walked easily into our new positions. I became club President, and Axl took over as Road Captain when Shorty was killed in a drive-by shooting by an enemy that was later extinguished.

      Dismantling my rifle, I’m quick to exit the building the same way I entered, ensuring no evidence is left behind. I don’t know the guy’s identity, nor do I care. My ability to care died the night that girl did. She took my humanity with her, and I’m better for it.

      Axl watches for me in the building’s lobby, waiting until I leave out a side door before he walks through the front. After storing my weapon in the trunk of the blacked-out Bronco, I slide behind the wheel, drive around the block, and pick up Axl as he lingers at a hot dog stand on the street corner.

      “Clear?” he asks, his voice still rough from the near hanging he endured last month. He couldn’t speak for about two weeks before his voice slowly returned. The trachea bruising was significant and something that pissed him off because he talks a lot of shit.

      “Yup. Perfect day for a meatball sub.”

      Axl snorts and hands me one of the hot dogs before turning on the radio.

      “You heard it here, folks. If you or anyone you know is missing a loved one with brown hair and hazel eyes, who is in her early twenties and pregnant, please take a look at the studio’s website for more information and a picture of the woman with no memory. Quite a remarkable story of survival.” The radio host's empathetic voice is something I haven’t been familiar with in nearly a decade.

      “Damn,” Axl mutters.

      He managed to hold onto his humanity. Don’t know if it’s lucky or not, but at least he feels things. I’m just a dark void of nothingness.

      “Sucks,” I agree. And it does. For the girl. Not sure what happened, but it doesn’t sound good.

      “Stop and see Easton?” Axl asks as we exit onto Highway 98 from Destin, Florida.

      Easton Kincaid served with us until he decided to retire about a year before our discharge. We were good friends, raised in similar backgrounds, with an understanding of the kind of life we would inevitably live.

      Easton comes from organized crime, I come from a 1% club that follows its own rules, and Axl is the son of a dead serial killer from New York. We’re all cut from the same cloth and woven into men who are intolerant of the world around them.

      “Yeah, give him a call, see what he’s up to these days.” It’ll be good to touch base with an old friend. Take a break from this trip before heading home and back into the thick of it.

      The drive is mostly done in silence, with the radio as background noise. There’s a lot of talk about this discovered woman, but few details, and her story piques my curiosity.

      “You think it was her lover?” I glance at Axl as we merge into the Pensacola traffic, heading towards the Bay Bridge.

      “Isn’t it always?” He laughs while searching up the website to get a look at the woman. “Damn. Image isn’t loading. They say she was found out by Bay Springs, half dead on the side of the road, and missed by dozens of drivers. Only reason she was found is someone had to take a piss.”

      “She be dead otherwise?” I ask, my interest increasing.

      “Holy fuck,” he grunts. “She was shot in the head. So, yeah, I’d say she’d be dead.”

      “Who the fuck shoots a pregnant woman in the head?” Even I’m not that cold. Sure, killing people for money is my thing, but children are off limits.

      “A lover.” My friend reiterates his previous statement about it being the father. Truthfully, he’s probably not wrong.

      After a few more minutes of radio ads, Axl’s phone buzzes in the cupholder, and Easton’s name pops up on the screen. “Damn,” he says. “Easton’s out of town on business.” Too bad. “Next time.” Because we both know there’s always a next time in our line of work.

      “Let Viking know our ETA.” Now that I’m driving straight through, we should only be a few more hours.

      We ride in silence for a while before Axl speaks up, “You ever think about her?”

      Her.

      All the fucking time.

      Finleigh Collins.

      The sweetest and most satisfying piece of ass we’ve ever shared. “Yeah, I think about her.” We’d been on a job in Jackson when we ran into the woman in a dive bar, looking to celebrate her achievement.

      We spent a weekend losing ourselves in her body. Her perfectly round hips, big, juicy ass, and pert tits still make my mouth water. The woman discovered a seductive side she never believed existed. When we woke up that last morning, she was gone, with a note left behind thanking us for an unforgettable weekend, but stating that was all she wanted.

      Leaving her alone was torture, but a few bottles of rum made it easier.

      “Yeah, Ax, I think of her.” More than I’d like to admit.

      “Ever want to head back up there, find her?” He’s getting at something.

      “You looking to settle down, brother?” Meeting his eyes briefly, I recognize the want in the amber and honey-colored irises that show more than he tells.

      “Been thinking about it.”

      The thing about Axl and me, we want to share one woman. His relaxed attitude makes it easier for me to connect because he takes the pressure off me. If this is what he wants with her, I’m not opposed. Finleigh is the only woman who’s ever made me think about a future, but I forced it down because of her wishes.

      “Maybe you look her up, then.” His signature grin with one dimple in his cheek spreads wide across his face as he glances down at his phone before turning completely pale and muttering a string of curses that burns even my jaded ears.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Axl

          

        

      

    

    
      I stare at Brute from across the table. It’s been three days since getting home from Florida and discovering the truth about Finleigh. We’ve checked on updates and discovered she’s still in the hospital, which means her family hasn’t claimed her yet. Her amnesia has not faded, either.

      At the time, we decided to return to the compound in Gulfport to finish club business after completing the contracted hit. It’s standard procedure, but in the moment, I’d been pissed about leaving, so I let it go because I know Brute. He’s weighing all the options of whether or not to fully immerse her into our lives.

      Hell, I feel the same way. We aren’t your usual nine-to-five guys; we don’t do family dinners and school pickups. We live in the dark, stick to the shadows, and have no interest in changing who we are.

      Brute grew up in this life; I followed him into it after going to war. My life before wasn’t all sunshine and flowers, however. My sperm donor was a New York serial killer. He’s the reason for enlisting in the army to begin with. Running from the spotlight was all I could think of doing. My brother, Lance, stuck it out, and now he’s a criminal attorney in Manhattan. He’s done well for himself and even invited me to live with him, but after spending so many years in war, then the club, I knew where I was meant to be, and it’s here.

      As the guys file out, some off to take care of a job, others following through on their assignments from Brute, I remain the last officer seated and wait for my friend to speak.

      “She doesn’t remember us,” he grumbles.

      “I know.”

      “Girl like that doesn’t want this life.” He crosses his arms, his grassy eyes conflicted by what his body desires and what his mind tells him.

      “Could be right.”

      He glares. I grin and wait him out. Of the two of us, he’s the more serious one. The one who is reluctant to accept that he can have more than the club. Brute doesn’t think he deserves anything good in life.

      For the last decade and a half, I’ve been one of the few people who have truly gotten to know him. To understand how he ticks. We don’t have deep, dark conversations about dreams and rainbows, but in the dead of night on the side of a mountain top, spending three days waiting for our target to make an appearance, confessions get made. We’ve never spoken about them again, but at least I have an idea of how the man thinks.

      When he doesn’t say anything more, I take off. There’s a bike in the shop I’ve been working on, and the promised date for the customer is quickly approaching.

      Macho’s Mechanics is a mile down the road from the compound, so the ride is quick. On the same strip of land are three other club-owned businesses. Skinny Dick’s Tavern is owned by Brute’s father and the original Prez of the Mississippi chapter of Kings of Anarchy. Next to it is Slim Jim’s Liquor and Convenience Store, owned by Jim. He was Dick’s VP before they both retired. And finally, it’s Curvy Candy’s Sweets. Candy is Dick’s current wife and former club girl.

      Dick and Candy have been married for two decades now and still act more like newlyweds than a couple nearing sixty.

      Macho’s was initially the previous sergeant-at-arms and enforcer’s business, but they were both killed before Brute and I joined. The men were casualties of war between our club and some gang thugs, thinking they could traffic children in and out of the port.

      “Hey, man, wasn’t expecting you today.” Swamp, our chaplain, greets from behind the desk as he fills out a work order.

      “Hadn’t planned on it, but I’d like this bike done on time, not late.” He knows how structured I keep my life, which spills over into work, too.

      I feel his stormy blue eyes following me into the back of the shop, but he remains silent. Swamp is a man of few words and typically only speaks with purpose.

      Hitting the paint room, I begin mixing the colors needed to airbrush the twin snakes on either side of the gas can of the ‘81 Harley Davidson FXB Sturgis. I’ve spent the last few months restoring it, and am now in the final stages of finishing off the beauty. The snakes get applied today, and once that’s dry, the flames on the front mudguard will be next. I’ve already done the test ride, and she purrs like a well-fed kitten.

      Drawing the design on by hand, I get lost in the work, focusing on the details of the snakes’ scales and getting the eyes just right before sitting back to critically assess my work and make adjustments when I notice them, like the rattle on the tail isn’t as big as I’d like. After making the corrections, I enter the paint booth and load the gun with the first color.

      Using a combination of the airbrush gun and a small paintbrush, I blend in the colors as they’re applied. It’s tedious and detailed work, but the finished product is precisely what the client and I agreed upon.

      “You done?” I spin at the sound of Brute’s harsh tone.

      “Didn’t hear you pull in.” Standing up, I crack my back after being hunched over for hours and gaze down at my work. Only the first snake is complete; the other will be tomorrow’s job. I’m satisfied with the look, not noticing any run lines from excess paint, so I put my supplies away.

      “Wasn’t about to be responsible for you fucking that up.” He nods to my work, admiring it. I’ve done the paint jobs on every club member’s bike except Brute’s. He can’t decide what he wants, so it’s a blank slate for now.

      “Appreciate that.” Rinsing out the paint canister, I set it aside to dry. “Where are we going?” I watch my friend for any clues while I wipe my hands.

      “Jackson.” He bites the word out like he’s chewing on a tough piece of jerky before walking away.

      I hop on my bike and follow him towards the highway. The three-hour drive flies by as we ride nonstop into the city, stopping first at a department store to pick up some supplies that Finleigh might require. Twenty minutes later, we arrive at the trauma center she’s been admitted to and lie our asses off to gain access to her floor.

      Skeptically, a nurse guides us to a step-down unit where Finleigh has been given a private room. After being warned not to bombard her with information and to keep her calm or we’ll be asked to leave, she opens the door.

      “Jane, I have some visitors for you.” The nurse goes from strict to perky in a flash, but she’s quickly forgotten when Finleigh’s physical state finally sets in. Her head is wrapped with bandages, and bruising in varying stages of healing mar her face, neck, and arms. She has a broken wrist, her other arm is in a sling, and stitches cinch multiple skin lacerations. Her gown and covers likely hide even more as she sits up in bed.

      Tears stain her cheeks as she tries to scoot away, her eyes flashing between us like a frightened rabbit being hunted by predators. “Do I know you?” she asks in a hushed, fearful voice. Nothing like the confident woman we met that night in the bar.

      “You do,” Brute responds, giving nothing away.

      “How?” Fin asks.

      “Yes, how?” The nurse is less impressed with our non-committal answers used to get us in here.

      Allowing my friend to take the lead on this one, I place the shopping bags on a chair and begin unpacking them, moving toiletries to the bathroom and leaving the folded clothes on the end of the bed near her feet.

      “We picked some things up when we got into town.” I wave a hand at the garments, trying to break the tension in the room.
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