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Prologue: The Fall of Peach Bottom

Once upon a sassier time, Bootleg Lickher wasn’t just a funny name on a welcome sign—it was the Southern town. Known for its famous Peach Bottom Ruckus and the rowdy-but-wholesome Annual Bootleg Olympics, it had been hailed as "The South’s Safest Town in the World" three years running by Southern Living and Lawful Times. Folks came from all over just to watch grannies race on scooters and deacons belly-flop into peach cobbler.

That was before the Incident.

No one in Bootleg Lickher talks about it in full sentences anymore. Just head shakes, side-eyes, and a long, “Mmmhmm.” But everyone remembers the day the town’s beloved Mayor Earl “Sugarfoot” Jenkins was caught pants-down in a scandal so absurd it made national news and a Netflix docuseries. The charges? Racketeering, moonshine laundering, and using taxpayer funds to build an underground spa for his prized show pigs.

Mayor Sugarfoot was sentenced to 12 years in federal prison, and the town’s reputation went down faster than a possum on a greased slide. The Peach Bottom Ruckus was canceled indefinitely, the Bootleg Olympics put on a dusty shelf, and Bootleg Lickher slipped into shame like a Sunday sinner.

But change rolled into town in a matte-black military-grade SUV.

Mayor Alyssa Whippass, fresh from Atlanta and still glowing from her last Special Forces tour, moved into the old Jenkins estate with her husband, Calvin, and their three teenage kids. A sharp-eyed, sharp-tongued woman with a background in intelligence and urban strategy, Alyssa didn’t come to Bootleg Lickher to sip tea and be cute. She came to fix it.

“Either y’all gonna get it together, or I will make you,” she told the town council on her first day—with a smile.

And they believed her.

Meanwhile, the town’s only Baptist church, Holy Peach Tabernacle, got itself a revival—literally. The congregation welcomed Pastor James Royce, a young, energetic preacher from Mississippi with a megawatt grin and a fresh take on Scripture. He’d already organized three town potlucks, four softball games, and one gospel drag brunch (quietly canceled after Sister Clarisse fainted into the bean salad).
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