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Kings of Anarchy MC Code

Anarchy - Where the Kings rule in chaos


Respect the Mother Chapter



Your Loyalty stays with your patch



Brotherhood above all



Never touch another brother’s ol’ lady



Ride or Die, no questions asked



Never back down from a Fight



Never let a Brother ride solo



Each chapter sets its own Damn rules


Motto

Nobody fucks with the Kings

www.kingsofanarchymc.com


About Kings of Anarchy MC

☆ Welcome to the Kings of Anarchy MC, where the Kings rule in chaos, and the open road is our Kingdom. ☆ With 42 of your favorite authors penning their own chapters in this outlaw empire, you'll dive into a world where rules are a thing of the past. Here, nobody messes with the Kings or lays a hand on their property.
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Hell, KY

Home of the Kings of Anarchy MC


called Heck by locals


Paradise AKA Official

Once a paper town, Hell is an incorporated city in Paradise County along with the city of Paradise

The Lockup

KOAMC Clubhouse Located in old jail, Hell, KY

The Fire Pit

Historic Haunted Bourbon Bar owned by the Kings

Located on the edge of Hell, KY

Heck’s Kitchen

Indie Pro Wrestling / Bar & Grill /

Located in the old Paradise Courthouse, Hell, KY spilling into town square and adjacent field

Paradise Falls

Located between Hell, KY & Pearly Gates Community

Crooked Creek Hollow

Located behind Paradise Falls

Pearly Gates Community

Doomsday cult on one side of Paradise


About Hell, Kentucky

In my Kings of Anarchy MC world, Hell is in fictional Paradise, Kentucky located in the bluegrass region between Lexington and Louisville.

There was a real Paradise in the state's southwest once upon a time. Like many towns in Kentucky, Paradise was a coal town that was abandoned. It sits as a ghost town now. All that remains is a cemetery on a hill. 

Rabbit Hash, Kentucky, a place I've been to many times, was the inspiration for Hell, the tiny town in my series. I even met the Mayor once, who was a red and white border collie named Lucy Lou at the time. She was the first female to be elected mayor there. There’s a campaign sign: “Vote Lucy Lou - The Bitch You Can Count On”.

The Fire Pit, a haunted bourbon bar in my series, was inspired by The Old Talbot Tavern in Bardstown, Ky, where I had one of my first book signings. Jesse James is reportedly their most famous ghostly visitor.


Genre


Kings of Anarchy MC, Kentucky is a Dark Biker Romance with supernatural suspense, mention of cryptids and the unexplained since Kentucky has a rich paranormal history.


But the series is not paranormal romance.


Trigger Warning:

Property of Legend and the Kentucky chapter includes possible triggers. It is not a safe read.


About Property of Legend

From USA Today Bestselling Author, Morgan Jane Mitchell comes the first of her brand-new biker romance series in the Kings of Anarchy MC shared world, Property of Legend.

I am Legend, president of the Kings of Anarchy MC in Kentucky. My name’s got a reputation—fearsome, ruthless, untouchable. But back in the day, I was just a wild kid with a crush, and Sophie Montgomery was a rich girl living in her own damn glass tower, looking down on me. Now, she’s the heiress to a massive horse racing empire with trouble written all over her.

When my club gets hired to keep her safe, I think it’s going to be a quick and easy job. Hell, I don’t expect to get tangled up with her like I do. Sophie’s got a fire that matches mine, and things get seriously complicated fast. I push her away, thinking it’ll shield her from the mess of my life.

I’m dead wrong.

A scumbag with a vendetta finds out she means everything to me. Now, he’s using her as leverage, threatening her life and more important to her, her father’s legacy. With the Derby coming up, I’m tearing through Kentucky’s horse farms and bourbon bars, fighting like hell to save her and make her property of Legend once and for all.

☆Author website www.morganjanemitchell.com

Property of Legend is book 1 of The Kings of Anarchy MC: Kentucky chapter and can be read as a standalone.

Second chance romance



Bad boy / good girl



Small town secrets



Enemies to lovers



He left her behind

Love triangle vibes



Forbidden romance



Other woman drama



Forced proximity 



Alpha hero



Hero with a dark past



Protective possessive MMC



Feisty heroine from a powerful family



Southern Gothic / Rural noir elements



Supernatural suspense (Not PNR) 

Chapter 1

Sophie

I slam the screen door behind me so hard it rattles in the frame. My boots thud against the porch as I storm down the steps, fists clenched. Daddy’s voice is still ringing in my ears.

“Sophie Anne Montgomery, if you’re not gonna take this farm seriously, I’ll just leave it all to James.”

Good. Let my little brother choke on the damn responsibility.

The summer sun’s sharp and hot already, baking the dirt path as I march toward the stables. I don’t care where I’m going, just that I’m not in that house one second longer. House? More like mansion. But it’s always been my home.

I need air. Space. Wind in my hair and hooves pounding under me. I need my horse. I need quiet.

Rounding the corner by the tack room, I freeze.

He’s there.

Shirtless. Covered in sweat and dust. Muscles coiled like a predator’s, one hand on the reins of my favorite mare, the other holding a saddle like he owns the damn world.

Hudson.

My breath catches before I can hide it. His back’s to me, but I’d know that frame anywhere. The way he moves, the lazy confidence in the tilt of his shoulders. The boy who used to race me across pastures like we were chasing fire.

“You planning to steal a horse, Stable Boy?” I call out, voice steadier than I feel, using the name I used to tease him with, automatically.

He stops.

Turns.

And grins.

His voice is deeper now, a slow southern drawl that drips like molasses. “If it ain’t the Horse Princess herself.”

He’s older. Bigger. Broader. More than a foot taller than lil’ ol’ me. That wild boy I knew has grown into something more dangerous, something feral and beautiful. And Lord help me, I feel it everywhere. A hum under my skin. Down deep in my belly. A pull.

“You look like hell,” I say, crossing my arms, trying to ignore it.

“And you look like trouble. As usual.” His eyes rake over me, slow and shameless, from my worn jeans to my tank. “All grown up now, huh?”

I swallow the lump in my throat. It’s been years. Years since the town turned on him. Since the rumors started swirling about monsters and mutilated horses and madness. Since his daddy ran off and Hudson got stuck with that snake of a preacher next door.

“What are you doing here?” I ask.

His grip tightens on the reins. He doesn’t meet my eyes.

“Leavin’,” he says finally. “Paradise ain’t paradise anymore.”

The mare flicks her ears, maybe sensing she’s about to be stolen. I step closer, dust swirling around my boots.

“Take me with you.”

His head snaps up, startled. “You serious?”

“Yeah.” Another step. Close enough now I can see the freckles across his nose, the scar by his jaw from where he fell off the roof of the hay barn when we were thirteen. I’ll be damned if I let him steal from Paradise Falls. Mama’s favorite, Firecracker. Too bad I don’t have my .38.

But I almost convince myself, as I try to stall him. “I don’t want this place. I can’t stand James. I don’t want any of it.”

He stares at me, searching my face like he thinks I’m playing a joke. Like the years that passed between us weren’t so full of silence and ache.

Ain’t I? I could just as easily be serious. His doubt is eating me up. “You ever think about me?” I ask, voice soft.

His hand drops from the saddle.

“All the damn time, Sophie Montgomery.”

The kiss comes like a strike, fast and hard. His lips crash into mine and I don’t hesitate, I don’t think. I melt into him like I’ve been waiting for this moment since the day he left. Since the day I stopped believing in happy endings.

He presses me back against the barn wall, one arm around my waist, the other braced above my head. His mouth is hot and desperate and tastes like dirt and sunshine and everything I ever wanted.

“You still kiss like a damn horse girl,” he mutters between breaths.

“You still kiss like you were born in a barn.”

He laughs. A rough sound that vibrates through me, making me tingle where I shouldn’t.

“I missed you, Horse Princess.”

“I missed you more,” I mumble, not wanting to admit it.

The heat rises between us, coiling low and tight like a summer storm about to break. My fingers slip into his hair, still damp from sweat, tangling at the nape as I draw him closer. His breath brushes mine, ragged and hot, and when our lips meet again, it’s desperate, hungry, like we’re trying to devour every second we’ve lost.

His hand slides to my backside, gripping like he means to keep me tethered to this moment. Against his hard erection. My nails scrape the back of his neck and he groans into my mouth, deep and low, the sound rattling straight through me.

I’m thinking about giving him everything. Right here in the dust and hay, under the slanted light of a barn we used to race past as kids. About letting go of every rule I was raised on. And hell, of seriously tearing off this life like a too-tight dress and losing myself in him.

I’m thinking about burning this whole damn legacy to the ground and building something wild and free with him from the ashes.

We break apart just long enough to breathe. He goes for the waistband of my jeans.

“Not here,” I say in a panic. “I’ll pack a bag,” I whisper. “We ride out before anyone notices.”

Did I just decide to run away with him?

“You’re serious,” he says, his whole face smiling.

My heart melts. I nod, slowly.

I am.

His thumb brushes across my bottom lip like he’s sealing the promise between us. “You sure?”

“I don’t care where we’re going,” I tell him, the truth finally pouring out of me. “As long as it’s not here.”

“I’ll finish saddling the mare,” he says, voice hoarse as he registers my resolve. “Meet you back here in an hour?”

I nod, already halfway gone.

He kisses me again, softer this time, like he’s memorizing me. Pulling away, he takes my hand and kisses my knuckles. Then he turns back to the mare, tightening the cinch strap with steady hands while my heart gallops in my chest.

I slip out of the barn, eyes burning with everything we just lit on fire.

And I don’t look back.

I run to the house, heart pounding, shoving things into a duffel. Jeans. Money. A flashlight. I don’t even remember what I pack. I’m just high on hope and hormones and the wild idea that maybe I can outrun this place with the boy who has always looked at me like I hung the moon.

I get back to the barn. I wait by Firecracker.

The hour passes.

Then two.

Then three.

The sun rises higher, and my hope sinks lower.

By the time I give up, I’m shaking. I walk the whole damn property, barefoot, dust sticking to my skin, hoping I’ll find him leaning against a fence post, hat tipped down, telling me he got delayed.

But he’s not there.

He never shows.

Hudson is nowhere to be found.

I go back to college the next day. I throw myself into school. Parties. Work. Boys who kiss soft and mean nothing.

Chapter 2

Hudson

Sophie said yes. After all these years. Said she didn’t want Paradise Falls. Said she wanted me.

Hell, I almost dropped to my knees right then and there.

Instead, I kissed her stupid. Told her to be back in an hour, and here I am, gettin’ the horse ready like it’s just another ride through the woods.

The old barn creaks, wind whistlin’ like ghosts of the past don’t want me to go.

I cinch the saddle, whisper to the mare, and that’s when I hear him.

“You ain’t takin’ her nowhere.”

I turn fast.

James Montgomery. All of fourteen, puffed-up with his daddy’s anger and too much pride. Standing there with his arms crossed, tryin’ real damn hard to look like a man. He’s still got dirt on his chin from bein’ a boy.

“Go home, James,” I say, stepping toward him slow. “Ain’t your business.”

“It is when you’re stealing my sister. And my mama’s favorite horse. Plan on killin’ it like you did the last one.”

I halted, gritting my teeth. “You don’t know what the hell you’re talkin’ about.”

“I heard you,” he snaps, voice crackin’ just a little. “You’re gonna take her away. Run off like the criminal you are. You don’t belong here, Hudson.”

I’m about to let him have it, about to drag him out by the collar, when he bolts.

Damn near faster than the horse.

I curse under my breath, leap up to finish bridling the mare, but it’s too late.

By the time I walk her out of the barn, blue lights are already flickerin’ up the lane like vultures. But they’re silent.

Two cruisers block the road. Sheriff Milton and Deputy Dix. Local good ol’ boys. One’s a drunk, the other’s dumber than a stump.

I look to the left, thinkin’ of racin’ off, but I don’t wanna leave Sophie behind. Maybe I can talk my way out of this. We can sneak off later tonight.

I rein the mare in, heart poundin’ hard. I raise both hands.

“Evenin’, officers.”

“Hudson Welles,” Milton says, his voice already smug. “You’re under arrest.”

“For what?”

“Attempted theft of livestock. Montgomery boy says you were stealin’ his mama’s prize mare.”

I laugh. “That’s bullshit. Just saddled her up, takin’ her out to ride with Sophie.”

Milton laughs. “Now that’s some bullshit. We all know you’re not supposed to be on Montgomery property, and we all know why.”

“Sophie Montogomery knows I’m here. Just ask her.”

Dix shrugs, already moving toward me with cuffs. “Tell it to the judge.”

There won’t be a judge.

Not that night.

Not the next.

They throw me in the old holding cell behind the courthouse, the same jail my great-great-grandfather laid brick on. The place smells like mold and piss, the cot’s rusted through, and the metal toilet runs nonstop. No arraignment. No hearing. Just four walls and silence.

I wait.

A day turns to two. Then a week.

I pound the bars. Yell. Threaten.

Nothing.

I starve between trays with oats and crusts of bread. Drink water out of the toilet. Somethin’s not right. This ain’t what I hear the old folks complain about, their tax dollars, feeding and housing prisoners.

And then he shows up.

Reverend Ezekiel Crowley. Black suit, no tie, shirt open, gold cross glinting in the light, hair slicked back like a damn televangelist from hell.

He stands outside the bars, smilin’ like he already owns my soul.

“Hudson,” he says, voice sugarcoated. “Why did you abandon your family? Leave Pearly Gates. You were chosen.”

“You gonna bail me out or just preach at me?”

His smile drops.

“You tried to run. To forsake your destiny. This is the Lord’s way of correcting your path.”

I step up to the bars, grip them hard. “You had ‘em leave me in here. You told ‘em to.”

“You’ll thank me someday.”

He walks off before I can cuss him out properly.

I spend two more weeks in that cell.

Rotting.

Thinking about Sophie. About her waiting in that barn with a bag. About the look on her face when I didn’t show.

She probably thinks I left her.

Hell, if it ain’t startin’ to feel like I left myself.

Then one morning, the door opens and in walks the last person I expected.

Mike Welles. Legendary Mike, with a belt buckle that says so.

My fucking old man.


Longer hair, new tattoos, leather cut over a faded tee that says, “Ride Free or Die Tryin’.”


He lights a cigarette right there in the hallway, nods at the deputy like he’s in charge, and spits on the floor.

“What the hell?” I mutter.

He looks at me. “You ready to get outta here?”

“What about the charges?”

He grins. “What charges? Ain’t no judge in this county botherin’ with petty horse theft. Jail’s closin’ down, anyway.”

“What?”

“Town moved the courthouse last month. Over by the strip mall, next to the gun shop. New jail’s two counties over. This place? It’s just here for tradition and mold.”

Stepping out, I breathe in the air like it's the first time in ages. I make two tight fists. I'm as mad as a hornet.

“They kept me here for nothin’.”

He shrugs. “Not nothin’. They were makin’ a point.”

“Who?”

“Who else? Montgomery’s.” He spit again, this time with a burning rage.

My eyes burn. “Sophie…”

“Girl, turned you in, I heard.”

I nearly vomit. I should’ve known she wasn’t serious about me.

He tosses me a helmet. “C’mon. Put on this brain bucket. Got your ride out back.”

Outside sits a black and chrome chopper, loud and gleamin’.

“Where the hell you been all these years?” I ask, holding back all the pent-up anger. Him disappearing, me stuck with the town preacher, nut case.

He throws a weathered arm over my shoulder. “California. With a guy named Big Daddy. We’re startin’ somethin’ new. A chapter here. Hell needs kings, son. You ready to raise some fucking hell?”

I stare out at what used to be my town, Paradise, already half abandoned, signs fading, half of it turned into a revival tent.

And I know there’s no going back.

Sophie’s gone.

So is Hudson Welles.

I take the helmet.

“Let’s raise some fucking hell.” I flinch for a moment, for the blow that doesn’t land. Talkin’ like that in front of the Reverend would’ve earned me a sharp slap across my mouth.

Dad only laughs low and deep, pattin’ me on the back like I did good. “That’s my boy.”

Chapter 3

Sophie

I pull my truck into the edge of Main Street, tires crunching the gravel, and just sit here for a minute.


Hell. The sign actually says Hell now.


Someone spray-painted it in thick red letters right over “Welcome to Paradise.” The wooden board’s still splintered where I remember James running into it with Daddy’s truck when we were kids. But now it’s weathered and worn, the red dripping like blood.


Swear the town even smells different. Less like honeysuckle and horse feed, more like burnt rubber and cheap tobacco.


I swallow hard and push open the truck door.

The second my boots hit gravel, I feel it.

Vibration in the ground. Rumble in the air.

And then I hear it. The roar of engines. Low. Menacing. Coming straight down Main like a goddamn parade from hell.

Four motorcycles roll by first. Then ten. Then at least twenty. Chrome gleaming. Leather cuts flapping. That logo stitched on every back, Kings of Anarchy MC, Kentucky, complete with a crowned skull bandit with an anarchy symbol between its eyes. It turns my stomach.

The last few bikes slow up at the square, the courthouse, and the tiny memorial garden Mama and I planted when Grandma June passed.

It’s still there.


Or… was.


I storm toward the edge of the brick walk.


They tore it up.



Trampled pansies and black-eyed Susans, broken garden stakes. The rosebush we transplanted originally from Grandma’s wedding bouquet is half crushed beneath tire tracks. There’s a goddamn boot print in the mulch. They rode through it.


And in the middle of it all. Him.

Hudson.

He leans against his Harley like he doesn’t have a care in the world, arm flexed as he takes a pull from a mason jar. His cut’s open at the front, sun glinting off the chain around his neck. He’s bigger now. Broader. Ink crawling up his arms. A horse and roses. Roses, just like the ones he stomped.

And when he looks up, that cocky smirk almost makes me forget I’m furious.

Almost.


“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I bark, shoving past a scrawny prospect with a nose ring and a face tattoo.


He looks right at me.

He tilts his head, dragging his gaze down my jeans, my blouse, the fire in my face. “Horse Princess returns.”

“Don’t you dare,” I snap.

“See you’re still a midget,” he laughs, towering over me.

“Am not. I’m four eleven.”

“She’s fun sized,” he quips, and winks at his friend, poking fun at me.


“That garden. Those flowers. You destroyed them.”


He squints over at the mess. “Ain’t like we set fire to it, Horse Princess. Just a little dirt.”


“That dirt was for my grandmother. You know that.”


He shrugs. “Didn’t see a fence.”


“You shouldn’t have been here at all.” My voice cracks like a whip. “This is Paradise. You don’t belong here.”


He straightens slowly, steps off his bike with that heavy, predatory grace. The patch on his chest reads “LEGEND,” bold white block letters over black leather. His boots chomp the dirt as he closes the space between us.

“It’s not yours anymore, Sophie,” he says low. “That abandoned stretch past the rail line? All those foreclosed shops? That’s King's territory now.”

“You take over the strip mall, too?” I scoff.


He leans in, just enough that I catch the scent of gasoline, shine, and something illegal. “We raised Hell,” he whispers. “Folks don’t like it. We give ‘em Hell.”


I clench my fists. My whole body shakes. “You don’t scare me.”

He grins. “Liar.”

“Don’t come near me again.” I poke a finger at his chest, jabbing it hard enough to rock him back a step. “Don’t come near my father. Don’t come near the farm. You better not show your face around Paradise Falls again.”

Something shifts in his face. Not fear. Not shame. Just a flicker of something darker. “You think you can still boss me around, Montgomery?”


“No,” I hiss. “I know I can.”


He studies me a moment before he barks, “Nobody fucks with the Kings.”

“You mean no one wants to fuck you?” I bite back.

“You begged me to take you with me last summer, remember that? If I had, you would’ve been mine that night, legs wide open. But I left you behind, 'cause I didn’t need some high-and-mighty little princess thinkin’ she could own me.”

His words hit too close to home. My words stumble. “Well, I’m glad you didn’t ruin my life.”

Then, like I don’t matter at all, he flicks his cigarette butt into my grandma’s memorial, turns and throws a leg over his Harley.

The engine roars to life.

Over the thunder, he calls, “That mouth’s gonna get you in trouble one day, Princess.”

“Try me,” I snap.

And then he’s gone, tires peeling over the graveled road like he owns it.


James comes running up, red-faced and breathless. “What the hell was that?”


“That,” I say, staring after the smoke trail. “Was a warning.”

“His daddy, Legendary Mike, is back in town. Stirring up trouble,” James says and mutters something about calling our daddy, but I don’t hear him.

Because my chest is a war zone.


And I don’t know if I’m more furious that Hudson is gone…



Or more heartbroken that Legend is what’s left.


10 Years Later
Chapter 4

Sophie

The sun’s barely up when I find it.

A call from the stables brings me running, boots half-laced, sleep clinging to the corners of my eyes. But once I reach the lower pasture, any lingering dreams vanish.

It’s a foal. Or was.

The little filly lies twisted in the mud, flank torn open like paper, steam rising from her torn belly. She’s not dead. Not yet. One eye rolls wildly, legs kicking in spasms that break my heart.

“Jesus,” someone mutters behind me.

“I got it,” I say, waving off our yearling manager, Gibbs, already reaching for his rifle.

This is my land. My problem.

I kneel beside the foal and press a hand to her shaking neck. She’s still warm. Barely breathing. It’s cruel to leave her like this. Flies already circle, drawn by the copper tang of blood.

“Go get Doc Howard,” I say without looking up. “Now.”

The worker runs. But we both know the vet won’t get here in time.

I reach into my coat pocket and pull out the .38 I keep for snakes and worse. My fingers tremble.

The first time I held this gun was after Midnight Glory died. Back when I still believed in monsters.

Back when I still believed in him.

I press the muzzle behind the foal’s ear and whisper, “Sorry, sweet girl.”

One shot.

Silence, except for the thud of her body going still and the startled calls of birds overhead.

Blood spatters my boots. I don’t flinch.

Instead, I sit here for a minute, just breathing, hand on the foal’s still-warm coat, and remember the last time something like this happened.

Midnight Glory.

My father’s prize stallion. Possible Derby winner. The once pride of Paradise Falls.

Slaughtered one night in the middle of summer. Torn open the same way. Like something had hunted him. Not for food. For rage.

And when we found him, we didn’t find Hudson.

Not right away.

The stable hand ran, but his boy was missing. When they finally found Hudson, he was changed. Blood on his shirt. Eyes wide, wild. Talking nonsense about a creature in the woods. Clawed prints that didn’t match any predator we knew. A noise he said wasn’t human. He was fifteen and terrified, and no one believed a word he said.

They thought his father did it. And that he was in on it. An accomplice. Maybe even a kid so fucked up, he was capable of such an unspeakable slaughter.

The son of a runaway drunk and a missing woman. The boy who lived on the edge of town in a trailer that smelled like whiskey and pine sap. Of course, they thought him capable.

Except me.

I believed him.

But I wasn’t allowed to see him ever again. And I never did, not on purpose.

Not until the summer I turned eighteen and caught him stealing a horse.

I stand, brush dirt off my knees, and look toward the horizon.

From here, I can see the rolling green hills of Paradise Falls, stretching out like a dream. It used to be the prettiest farm in the state. Now it’s bleeding. Like the foal.

Like me.

Workers gather around the gate, waiting for orders. I steel myself.

“Get this cleaned up,” I tell them. “And lock the gates tonight. I want double patrols.”

“But the gates are electric.”

“Then we use chains and locks,” I snap. “No one comes in or out without me knowing. Not even Goddamn ghosts.”

They nod, moving to obey.

I walk back toward the house, boots caked in blood and dirt, and think about that boy who never came back to the stables. The one who left me waiting, heart full of fire.

The one who became a legend.

If he were here now, what would he say about this? About the dead foal? About the fact that I’m running a farm full of secrets, debts, and maybe monsters?

Would he believe me?

Would he fight for me?

Or would he walk away again?

I’m not sure which would hurt worse.

My heart doesn’t matter. All that matters is the farm. I call Gibbs over, get a message to Hell.

Chapter 5

Legend

Welcome to Hell, Kentucky, but the locals mostly call it Heck. It used to be a paper town, nothin’ but a whisper on a land deed, ‘til my old man rolled back into Paradise County on a Harley with a vendetta and a bottle of bourbon. Now it’s an incorporated city alongside the city of Paradise. Yeah, the man they used to call Legendary Mike, a road dog turned wrestling champ, turned ghost, turned outlaw again, raised Hell for real.

When I was eighteen, I swore I’d leave and never come back to Paradise. Not after what happened. Not after the whispers, the blame, the preacher who took me in just to mold me into his own brand of holy soldier.

But when my father found me, told me we were takin’ over the map, not just Hell but the whole damn county, I didn’t hesitate.

We turned the old, abandoned courthouse into a wrestling ring, the jailhouse into our clubhouse, and Hell into a home for the Kings of Anarchy MC, Kentucky, chapter.

It was meant to spit in the face of the reverend and his Pearly Gates community up the road. A God-fearin’ doomsday commune built on fear, fire, and control. And right smack dab in the middle of all that? Paradise Falls. Sophie Montgomery’s family farm. The only slice of land still holdin’ out between hell and holy war.

Our clubhouse sits in that old red-brick jail. Cracked windows, iron bars, patched roof, and history that don’t sleep easy. This mornin’ I’m standin’ in front of the cracked mirror in my room, slidin’ on my cut, patches worn and earned.

Church is in ten, and the Mayor's already curled up in the seat at the head of the table. Mayor McCoy, a golden retriever mix who got voted in after a write-in campaign by the town drunk. Hell, we even got a plaque made. That dog shows up more sober than most elected officials in Kentucky, and he keeps the peace better too.
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