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Want to see what’s next?

Sign up for my newsletter.

Click here
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Blade

Alaska is my kingdom, and as President of the Kings of Anarchy, I keep control of my men and secrets that could tear our lives apart

Life here is simple—no one asks questions, and I don’t offer answers.

But when I find Hannah stranded and out of her depth, everything shifts. She doesn’t belong in my world, yet I can’t stop thinking about her.

Hannah

I came here to escape my life in Los Angeles.

A fresh start away from friends, family, and him.

After my accident, he left me because I wasn’t “perfect” anymore. For over a year, I tried to make it work, but every time he looked at me, I saw the revulsion in his eyes.

So, I sold everything I owned, packed up my cat, Grace, and moved to one of the remotest places I could find—Alaska.

Can Hannah accept the beast inside Blade and the broken men he leads, or will the brutal truth of their worlds rip them apart?

Get ready for a raw, gritty ride through Alaska’s wild terrain, where danger lurks at every turn, and love is anything but easy in Property of Blade, Kings of Anarchy MC Alaska.
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For you, dear reader, who took a chance and purchased this book.

THANK YOU.

I hope you enjoy it.
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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
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Blade

The final days of fall cling to the trees, their once-vibrant orange leaves now curling into brittle brown. The air has a bite to it, a chill that carries the first whispers of winter. I tilt my head back, feeling the icy edge of the season’s change, the promise of snow and longer nights ahead.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, yanking me out of my thoughts. I pull it out and glance at the screen. ‘Betty’s Café’ flashes back at me.

“Hello?”

“Is this Blade?” Mandy’s familiar voice greets me, the warmth in her tone a contrast to the cold air around me.

“Sure is. What can I do for you, Mandy? My boys aren’t causing problems, are they?” I ask, a smile tugging at the edge of my mouth. 

Being the president of the Kings of Anarchy MC Chapter in Alaska isn’t something I signed up for or wanted. King, the president of the mother chapter, banished me here. Me, along with every other misfit, fuck-ups, or loners who didn’t fit the mold. I’m the best of the worst, so he handed me the keys to this frozen kingdom and told me to make it work. I’ve got no intention of letting him down, even if it means keeping my boots firmly planted in the snow and ice of this backwater. 

“No, no, nothing like that,” she answers quickly, but there’s a shift in her voice as though there’s more. “Old Charlie just came in. He says there’s a woman stuck in a ditch on the west side of town. It’s getting dark, so I thought maybe you and your tow truck could go check on her.”

“Stone Road?”

“Yeah,” Mandy confirms. “Charlie said her car’s not made for dirt roads.”

“Cheechako?” The word comes out before I can stop it, a mix of irritation and resignation. It’s the term we use for newcomers, those clueless enough to think they can survive out here in the wild without the right gear. The Tlingit, an indigenous people of the Pacific Northwest Coast, used the word first, and it’s stuck ever since.

Mandy laughs, her voice light. “Sounds like it.”

“I’m going.”

“You sure sound happy about it,” she teases, her laughter echoing in the quiet air.

“Thanks, Mandy.” I end the call, slide the phone back into my jeans pocket, and go back inside. The keys to my tow truck are on the kitchen counter, and as I walk out the door I grab my coat, not that I need it.

It’ll take me thirty minutes to reach her. The light is already fading fast. The woods come alive after dark, and not everything out here is friendly. The bears are on the move, looking for food before they hibernate for the winter. If this Cheechako is still out there in her car, she’s about to find out the hard way that Alaska doesn’t suffer fools lightly.
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Charlie wasn’t kidding when he said her car wasn’t made for our roads. A red and black Mini Cooper sits awkwardly in a ditch, its small tires half-buried in the mud. It’s the kind of car that screams city life, not rugged Alaskan wilderness. As I pull up, a woman steps onto the road, waving her arms like she’s hailing a cab.

It’s dark, the temperature is dropping fast, and she should be inside her car where it’s at least warm and safe.

Distracted by her, I climb out of my truck, grab a set of chains from the bed, and sling them over my shoulders. She’s frowning at me as I approach, her breath puffing in little clouds in the cold air.

“You need some help?” I ask, my voice gruff.

She gapes at me, her eyes widening. “Aren’t you cold?”

I glance down. 

Dammit. 

I’ve left my jacket in the truck and I’m shirtless. She’s bundled up in layers as if she is expecting a blizzard. With an annoyed grunt, I drop the chains and stalk back to my truck. The ground crunches under my boots as I grab my coat off the passenger seat.

“The heat’s on in the truck, so I didn’t realize how cold it is,” I mutter as I shrug on my leather jacket.

She’s still frowning, but then she thrusts her hand toward me, her movements brisk. “I’m Hannah Greer.”

I stare at her gloved hand for a beat too long, then reach out and shake it. Her grip is firm, a little unexpected for someone who looks like they just stepped out of a city boutique. 

“Blade,” I reply simply.

Her lips quirk up in a half-smile. “Oh, like Madonna? You only have one name?”

The corner of my mouth twitches before a bark of laughter escapes me, echoing louder than I intended in the still night air. The sound feels strange, almost foreign, but a surprising warmth spreads through my chest. “Something like that,” I say, shaking my head.

Hannah turns to look at her car, her brows knitting together. “I came around the corner and lost control. I guess I was driving too fast on these roads.”

“And in the wrong type of car,” I add, eyeing the Mini skeptically.

Her head snaps back to me, a little defensive now. “What’s wrong with my car?”

I let out a low chuckle. “Nothing if you’re sticking to paved roads in the lower forty-eight. But out here?” I gesture to the muddy path stretching behind us. “That thing’s a glorified toy. You’re lucky you didn’t roll it.”

Hannah crosses her arms, a spark of defiance lighting her eyes. “It’s fuel efficient,” she argues as if that’s going to win her points in the middle of nowhere.

“Not gonna help you much if it’s stuck in a ditch, is it?” I fire back, grabbing the chains again and heading toward her car.

“Do you need help?”

Grinning, I shake my head. “No.”

It takes me no time to hook her car up and pull it out of the ditch. The Mini looks even more out of place under the glare of my truck’s rear spotlights, its glossy paint smeared with mud. As I work, Hannah watches me intently, like I’m performing some magic trick. Every time I glance her way, she flashes me a smile, bright, unguarded, and completely oblivious to the danger of standing out here in the dark. The woman clearly has no sense of self-preservation.

“How about you jump in my truck, and I’ll tow you into town?” I offer, brushing mud off my gloves as I straighten up.

She practically bounces on the balls of her feet, her excitement catching me off-guard. “Thank you! I’m still trying to get my bearings around here. Things are still feeling new. I’ve only been in town a few weeks. My home is over in the Bear Ridge Estate.” 

Bear Ridge. That’s one of those cookie-cutter developments carved into the wilderness, where people from the lower forty-eight think they can get a taste of Alaskan life without actually living it. Still, it’s better than her being stranded out here.

Nodding, I open the passenger door for her, the hinges creaking in the cold. “Hop in.”

She hesitates for half a second, as if she’s surprised by the gesture, then climbs up. I walk around to the driver’s side and slide into the cab, the truck groaning softly under the weight of the cold.

“What’s your street called?” I ask, starting the engine.

“Oh, you don’t have to take me home. You can just unhook me in town, and I can drive myself,” she says quickly, her hands twisting the ends of her scarf.

The warm feeling in my chest grows, unexpected and unwelcome. I shake my head, resting one hand on the steering wheel. “I’d feel better knowing you got home safe.”

Her expression softens, and for a moment, she looks almost vulnerable. “Thank you,” she whispers, her voice softer now.

I pull the truck onto the road, glancing over as she leans back in the seat, finally relaxing. The scent of her perfume is light and floral and fills the cab—a sharp contrast to the leather and motor oil I’m used to.

She looks out the window, her breath fogging the glass. “It’s so different here. I’ve never lived somewhere so... wild.”

I grunt in acknowledgment, keeping my eyes on the road. “It’s not for everyone.”

“Maybe not,” she murmurs, almost to herself. Then she glances at me, her smile returning softer this time. “But I think I’m going to like it. I live on Kodiak Circle.”

The drive into town takes about fifteen minutes, and it should only take another ten to get to her home. I’m concentrating on the roads, enjoying her company even though I’m not much of a talker.

“Have you lived here long?” she asks, breaking the silence.

I let out a quick breath, glancing at her quickly before focusing on the road again. “Five years,” I answer, my tone flat.

“Do you like it?”

“Yeah, it’s quiet,” I reply, my fingers tightening slightly on the steering wheel. “And there’s plenty of wilderness to get lost in,” I add, trying to end the conversation.

She doesn’t seem to notice my irritation as she presses on. “You’re in an MC?”

“Yeah.” I bite out the word, a little sharper than I intended.

Her gaze flicks to me, but she doesn’t let up. “Your patch says president?”

I grunt, my patience fraying. “Yeah.”

“How many members do you have?”

“You ask a lot of questions,” I mutter, more frustrated than I want to admit. I try to soften the tension with a slight chuckle, but it doesn’t quite reach my eyes. “Why did you move here?”

Her hand moves to her face, and I watch her fingers lightly trace the scar. “I got hurt,” she says, her voice soft, distant. “And this seemed like the place to heal.”

I glance at her, really seeing the scar for the first time. It runs down the side of her face, jagged and bold, but she clearly doesn’t want me to stare. I didn’t notice it before, but now I can’t look away. Something in my chest tightens as I realize she’s far more self-conscious about it than she should be.

We pull up in front of her home, the white picket fence standing out against the rugged landscape, a misplaced relic from another world. It seems so out of place here.

“Nice fence,” I say, nodding in its direction.

Hannah grins, a spark of pride in her eyes. “I did it myself.”

I take in the entire street—her house is the only one with a picket fence. Hell, it’s the only house with any kind of front fence at all. The contrast is jarring, but somehow, it works for her.

“Looks good,” I mutter, surprising myself. 

It’s not something I’d usually say to anyone, but something about the way she’s sitting there, looking so damn proud of herself, makes me want to acknowledge it. Something deep inside me wants her to like me, even if it’s just a little.

“Thanks,” she says, giving me a small smile as she opens her door.

I get out of the truck and go to unhook her car, the sound of chains dragging over the dirt filling the space between us. 

“It’s gonna need a wash,” I add, not sure why I feel the need to say it. “And if you’re intent on driving this thing, maybe get some better tires.”

Her eyes narrow, a scowl pulling at the corners of her lips. “I know how to drive, thank you,” she snaps, her tone sharp enough to make me pause.

I raise an eyebrow but keep my mouth shut. There’s no point in pushing her now. I finish unhooking her car, trying to focus on the task at hand, but my attention keeps drifting back to her.

She walks toward her house, hands tucked into her coat pockets, shoulders stiff. I don’t think she’s used to people telling her what to do, and I get the feeling my words rubbed her the wrong way.

Once the Mini is free, I stand up and dust my hands off, turning to look at her. “Need help getting inside?” I offer, my voice softer than before, trying to smooth things over.

Hannah stops in her tracks, eyes flicking to me, then down to the ground. She hesitates, her lips pressed together as if she’s weighing something before she finally meets my gaze.

“I’ll be fine,” she says, her voice still a little tight, but there’s no more fire in it. She sounds less defensive and more resigned. “Thanks for the tow.”

I nod, taking a step back toward my truck. “You’re welcome. Just be careful next time.”

Hannah pauses, then pulls something from her pocket, stepping toward me. She holds out crumpled bills, her eyes avoiding mine. “Here,” she says, her voice quieter than before. “For the trouble.”

I take a step back, shaking my head, almost amused at her insistence. “I’m not takin’ your money, Greer.”

She doesn’t pull the bills back right away, her expression softening with a mix of gratitude and frustration. “It’s the least I can do. You didn’t have to help me.”

“I know you’re new here, but that’s not how we do things in these parts,” I say, my voice firm but not unkind. “You don’t pay for help in the community, especially not from me. If you were passing through, that’s one thing, but you’re a local now.”

She sighs, a little smile tugging at her lips, but I can tell she’s still not entirely comfortable with it. “Well, I’m not used to this kind of help.”

I give her a half-smile, stepping back and pushing my hands into my pockets. “Consider it a welcome-to-Alaska gift. Just don’t go getting stuck again, or I will charge you.”

She grins, finally tucking the bills back into her coat pocket with a soft huff. “I’ll try not to.”

I take a step back toward my truck, but I don’t climb in right away. Instead, I stand there, watching her walk up to the porch. A light comes on automatically as she approaches her front door, the soft glow from her house spills into the night, casting a warmth that makes the cold air feel a little less biting as she disappears inside. With a shake of my head, I climb back into my truck, pull away from her house, and try to shake off the feeling that’s settled in my chest. 

She’s not my problem. 

Not yet.
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Blade

It’s the early hours of the morning, the time when the world is still asleep, and the streets are silent and empty. But we’re not normal people, and we don’t sleep like they do. We stand here in the cold, my sergeant at arms, Fury, and my enforcer, Ranger, waiting by the inlet. The boat is still not here, and the air bites at my skin, sharp and bitter. It doesn’t bother us—we’re used to it. But Ranger and I step closer to Fury. He’s always running hot, his body a furnace, even in these freezing temperatures.

“I don’t like this,” Ranger mutters, his voice barely above a whisper. 

His eyes flicker back and forth, darting between the shadows, searching for movement. His head tilts slightly to the side as if trying to catch every sound, every breath of wind.

There’s a slight change in the air, a shift in the scent. Ranger freezes for a split second, his nose scrunching, his eyes narrowing, honing in on something in the distance. Instinctively, his body lowers, crouching, a predator waiting to strike. But then it’s gone, the moment passing. He straightens up, exhaling slowly, but the tension never quite leaves him. His body is still coiled, ready to spring at a moment’s notice.

“Will you calm the fuck down?” Fury mutters, nudging Ranger with his elbow. “You’re making me nervous.”

“We should’ve kept making the booze ourselves,” Ranger grumbles, his voice low and thick with frustration.

Exhaling, I scan the inlet ahead, my eyes shifting from the dark horizon to the silent shoreline. The boat is still not here, but I can feel its presence, the weight of it as if it’s hovering just beyond the edges of the night. The darkness presses in, making it harder to see, but I know it’s close. I can almost hear the engine humming.

“We didn’t have enough, and this will fill the orders,” I say, my voice steady, though there’s a flicker of unease gnawing at me. I’m trying to sound confident, but there’s a heaviness in my chest that won’t go away. Something doesn’t feel right.

Alcohol, like everything else here, costs more than it does in the lower forty-eight. The price we charge may seem steep to outsiders, but for us, it’s survival. Out here, everything is tougher, harsher, more isolated. It’s why we’ve turned to bootlegging. The regulars are always buying, but the summer crowds are thinning, and we’re running low on supply. This shipment should’ve been here sooner, but now, with the cold creeping in, it’s the last chance we’ve got to fill orders for the locals who depend on us.

I glance over at Ranger. He’s still stiff, his eyes locked on the water, every ripple a potential threat.

“You think they’re coming?” His voice is edged with doubt, uncertainty curling through his words. 

His fingers tap against his thigh in that restless rhythm. He’s waiting for the boat as if it’s his lifeline, but he can’t seem to settle into the wait. His nerves are getting the best of him, and I don’t blame him. We’re all on edge.

I turn my gaze back to the water. The darkness is swallowing the inlet, the line between the shore and the open sea growing blurrier by the second. The air feels colder, the night itself is closing in, but I know they’re close. I can feel it in my gut.

“Can’t you feel it?” I murmur, my voice low but sure. “They’re five minutes out. Hell, can’t you hear the engine?”

A distant hum, the faintest whisper of an engine, breaks through the stillness. It’s coming. We’ve been waiting too long, but now it’s here, just as I knew it would be.

Ranger tilts his head, his eyes scanning the still waters again as if he’s hoping the boat will simply appear on its own. Fury, standing off to the side, is grinning like he’s just waiting for the perfect moment to crack a joke.

“Even I can hear it. You’re slipping, old man.” Fury’s voice carries that familiar teasing tone, and I can see Ranger stiffen out of the corner of my eye.

Ranger’s eyes flash, his teeth flashing white in the dim light as his jaw tightens. “Who you calling ‘old man?’ ” he growls, stepping a little closer, tension coiling in his stance.

Fury chuckles, the sound low and mocking. “Your kind is so fucking sensitive. Like I said before, calm the fuck down.”

I let out a sigh and rub the back of my neck. Fury is grinning now, clearly enjoying this, and I can already feel the heat rising in Ranger’s chest. Dammit, I should’ve known better than to bring these two together. Fury likes to stir up trouble, and Ranger has that instinct to snap at anything that feels off. 

Every.

Time.

“Enough,” I snap, my voice firm and cutting through the air, a whip’s crack. 

Ranger doesn’t need to be told twice. His shoulders drop, the tension easing from his stance, but I can still see the irritation flicker in his eyes. He hates being pushed, but he knows when to back down.

“Here they come,” I say, nodding toward the horizon, where a faint light is finally beginning to show through the darkness. 

Ranger’s fists unclench, Fury straightens, and they are back to being the men I need them to be instead of their constant bickering.

The boat pulls up to the end of the dock, the engine sputtering to a stop as it creaks against the wooden posts. A man jumps off and strides toward us, his boots thudding heavily on the planks.

“You got the cash?” he asks, his voice rough but sure.

I match his gaze. “You got our goods?”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “They’ll unload it as soon as we get paid.”

“Doesn’t work that way,” I retort, my voice cold. “Put it on the dock, and you’ll get your money.”

The man spits into the water, his eyes narrowing as he considers me. Without a word, he turns and walks back to his boat, his silhouette disappearing in the dim light. Moments later, three other men appear from the shadows and begin unloading the crates. The sound of the cargo hitting the wooden dock echoes in the still night air.

They take thirty minutes, but when they’re finally done, and I’ve counted all the goods, their leader jumps off the boat, and I hand him an envelope sealed tight with cash.

He holds it up, then waves it in the air with a grin. “Pleasure doing business with you.”

“Aren’t you going to count it?” I ask, raising an eyebrow, not entirely trusting this piece of shit.

He shakes his head, his lips curling into a smirk. “Nah, I trust you.”

But it’s then I hear it—the subtle click of a gun being cocked. My body tenses, the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. These bastards are going to try to fuck us over.

I step forward, closing the distance between us until I’m an inch away from him. 

My voice is low, menacing. “Don’t do it. Tell your men to stand down, or you won’t live to see the dawn.”

He smiles, a mocking tilt of his lips, and shrugs, trying to play it cool. “There are only three of you and four of us.”

Before he finishes, the air cracks with the sound of a shot. I don’t hesitate. My head slams into the man in front of me with a sickening crunch, and from the way he drops, with blood spurting from his nose and dull eyes, I know he’s dead. I barely register the pain as I move, my body already in motion, vaulting over the crates of booze, a predator on the hunt.

Fury is a blur of motion, too fast to track. His fists are hammering into one guy’s face, the blows coming so fast that all I can see is a mess of blood and broken bone. Ranger is already on the move, and I don’t need to look to know he’s got blood on his hands—he’s always the first to draw crimson.

I stalk toward the last man standing. His mouth hangs open, his eyes wide with panic as he watches Fury, his shotgun wavering uselessly in his hand. Ranger is creeping up behind him, the glint in his eyes unmistakable—he’s hungry for blood.

I raise a finger, signaling Ranger to hold back. The man with the shotgun shifts his gaze from Fury to me, his finger twitching on the trigger. I hold his gaze, my own cold and unblinking. Ranger halts his approach, but the tension is thick in the air.

“Do you want to live?” I ask, my voice a low growl.

“Tell him to stop!” the man begs, his voice shaking.

I don’t take my eyes off him, but I can hear Fury’s fists still relentlessly pounding into the other guy’s face. My gaze flicks to Fury, and I speak again, my tone sharper, more commanding.

“Fury.” He doesn’t stop. I can still hear the sickening thud of his fists. “Fury,” I repeat, my voice more forceful this time as I stare at him.

Fury halts his assault, the guy crumpling in front of him, his face unrecognizable. I nod, and Fury steps back, still panting with rage. He has blood speckled over his face and is grinning like a madman. 

“Nobody fucks with the Kings,” Fury states.

The man with the shotgun is trembling, but the terror in his eyes tells me he’s not sure if we’re about to kill him or let him walk away. Either way, he knows this is the last chance he’s getting to make the right choice.

I keep my eyes on the guy as his hands shake, the gun still in his grasp. His voice wavers, full of desperation as he tries to justify himself. “I didn’t want any part of this, but my girl is pregnant and—”

“We don’t care.” My voice is flat, emotionless, as cold as the water beneath us. My fingers twitch at my side, itching for the gun I keep hidden under my coat, but I don’t reach for it. Not yet. “Put the gun down.”

He hesitates, looking from the weapon to me, back and forth, weighing his options. It’s obvious he’s too scared even to think straight. His breath comes in shallow gasps. Finally, the gun drops from his hand with a clatter, the metallic sound sharp in the night.

As he straightens, his fear doesn’t fade—it intensifies. Ranger steps up behind him, his large hands landing on the guy’s shoulders, and the man screams, the sound ragged and broken.

“Good choice,” Ranger growls, his voice a low rumble, the animalistic tone sending a shiver down my spine. His eyes are wild and feral, and for a moment, I think he might actually go ahead and finish the job anyway. But he doesn’t. Not yet. “Although I was looking forward to killing you.”

I turn my attention back to the trembling man. “Fury, get the cash.”

Fury doesn’t even acknowledge me with a nod. He jumps off the boat, moving so quickly it’s as though he’s part of the shadows. Moments later, he’s back, the envelope of cash in hand. He passes it to me.

I open it, count the bills, then pull out half and hold it out to the man.

Ranger lets go of him, gives him a shove, and sends him stumbling toward me. His eyes flick to the envelope, but he doesn’t take it. He stands there, frozen, as if he’s unsure if this is a trap.

I reach out, grab his hand, and place the envelope on his chest, covering it with his shaking fingers. “Take it. Forget what you saw here tonight. And never come back. We know what you look like. We have your scent. If you return, we’ll know.”

His breath hitches in his throat, and I watch as he swallows hard. His eyes lock with mine, full of fear but also gratitude. He nods once, twice, as if trying to convince himself that this is real and he’s actually getting away with his life.

I don’t look back at him again. Instead, I meet Ranger’s gaze and hold a finger in the air, making a circle with it. There’s no need for me to say more. He knows exactly what I mean. Without a word, Ranger grabs the body of the man he killed, his movements swift and brutal. Fury follows suit, his form a blur of motion as he drags the second body off the boat. When he hits the dock, he bends, grabs their leader by the collar of his coat, and drags both to the end of the dock. The man, still frozen with fear, stares at the envelope on his chest as though he can’t quite believe it’s happening. 

He opens his mouth, his voice tentative, full of doubt. “What do I tell their f-families?”

I don’t even flinch at his question. “Tell them they died at sea.”

His eyes widen, panic clear in his expression, and he licks his lips nervously. “They’ll know I’m lying.”

“Then make them believe it.” My voice is hard, unyielding. “If you don’t, you’ll end up like your friends.”

I should end it here, should put him out of his misery and tie up the loose end. He’s a witness, a liability, but something makes me hesitate. His eyes are wide, terrified, and beneath all the fear, there’s a flicker of something else, something human. His woman is depending on him. Life up here is hard, brutal, and unforgiving, and I can’t help but wonder if he deserves a chance at redemption.

For a moment, I let the silence stretch between us, the weight of it suffocating.

“Go,” I mutter. “Get out of here and don’t ever come back. If you do, we’ll be waiting.”

The man doesn’t hesitate. Without another word, he grabs the envelope, tucking it under his arm as he scrambles to untie the boat. I watch him. His movements are hurried as he hastily tosses the stern line into the boat and starts the engine. I watch from the dock, my men and goods with me. 

Ranger’s lips curl into a grin, but there’s no amusement in it. “You let him live?”

“Yeah,” I mutter, the weight of the decision settling in my chest. “For now.”

We watch the boat pull away into the darkness, the gentle ripples in the water the only sign that anything has happened here tonight.

“Let’s load up, then you two can dispose of the bodies,” I say, glancing over at the three bodies piled on top of each other at the end of the dock.

“Why do we get to do all the hard work?” Fury asks, but there’s a wicked grin tugging at his lips, his voice full of satisfaction from his kill.

I shoot him a look, my jaw tight. “Because I killed my guy with one blow, and the two of you made yours a fucking mess.” Blood pools beneath the bodies, staining the wood. “And I’ve got a meeting to get to this morning.”

“Wait, isn’t that a club meeting?” Ranger asks, cocking his head as he eyes the bodies. I can tell he’s already mentally calculating how much time we have left.

“Yep.” I’m already turning away, walking toward the crates to start the loading process.

“Aren’t we supposed to be there?” Ranger presses, though I can tell he’s more concerned about the bodies than the meeting. 

“Yep,” I reply again. “So, let’s get a move on. That way, you’re only a little late.”

Fury laughs, though it’s more out of habit than genuine humor, as he shifts the crates of alcohol with practiced hands. Ranger follows suit, muttering under his breath as he drags the bodies away, preparing to dispose of them properly.

I don’t bother looking back as I haul one crate on each shoulder from the dock to Fury’s old pickup parked in the forest. 
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Our clubhouse isn’t like the ones in the lower forty-eight. It’s not some shiny barroom with flashing neon lights and a parking lot full of bikes. No, ours is tucked away, secluded like the men who built it. We own a couple of hundred acres of pure Alaskan wilderness. In the middle of all that land sits a large, two-story hall with five small sheds scattered nearby, and sentinels guarding the place. No one stumbles upon us by accident. We made sure of that.

We don’t have club whores hanging around, and we don’t roll out the welcome mat for visitors. It’s just us, and we like it that way. Quiet. Private. We’re not running whores or cooking meth as some of the other chapters do. Alaska is different. Life here doesn’t hand you much, so you have to work for it. We’ve also learned how to work the angles to increase our income.

Bootlegging generates a nice chunk of change. Folks out here pay good money for the right kind of drink, especially when it’s made from local spruce or berries. Then there’s the illegal mining. Gold and gemstones are still in the ground in these parts if you know where to look, and we know where to look. The occasional underground poker game also adds to the pot, though we keep that hush-hush.

Smuggling is a steady gig. It’s not as if we’re running drugs, except for pot, but people always want things they can’t get. Canada is just a hop, skip, and a border away, and the right goods can make the trip worthwhile. Tourist season is another moneymaker. We organize wildlife encounters with up-close-and-personal experiences with bears and other animals. Counterfeit outdoor gear sells well, too, but not to the locals. Besides, they would know the difference, and we’re not that kind of club. The tourists, though? They’ll pay a fortune for a ‘handcrafted Alaskan original’ that came out of a factory in China, which, of course, we rebrand with ‘Made in Alaska.’

And then there are the preppers. Those paranoid sons of bitches will buy anything so long as it comes with the promise that Uncle Sam won’t find out—guns, fuel, generators, freeze-dried food. If it helps them sleep at night, they’re happy to fork over the cash. We don’t judge. Their money spends just fine.

We don’t hurt people unless absolutely necessary. That’s a line we don’t cross. But when you’re this far north, in the kind of cold that cuts through bone, you learn how to take care of yourself. If someone comes for us, or what’s ours, we’ll remind them real quick why messing with the Kings of Anarchy is a bad idea.

No one fucks with the Kings.

This morning’s meeting is about winter prep. It always is this time of year. As the tourists thin out and the snow stakes its claim on the land, we need to know how our supplies look and how we’re keeping the cash flowing through the lean months. It’s a ritual that takes place every year at the end of fall. But I’ll never forget the first time we did this.

My first year as president wasn’t exactly one for the history books. Hell, it wasn’t a good one. We were a newly established chapter, fresh on the map, and I’d never lived anywhere so unforgiving. Alaska doesn’t give a damn if you’re tough or resourceful—it chews you up anyway. Back then, there were only four of us—Fury, Ranger, Vex, and me. Just four men trying to carve out a life in a place that doesn’t leave much room for mistakes.

It wasn’t until later that King, the national president, started sending me all the misfits. Every loner, troublemaker, and outcast who didn’t fit in with their chapter got shipped to us. “They’re your problem now,” King had said with a smirk as if he was doing me a favor. I hated it at first—it felt like we were becoming a dumping ground. But over the years, those misfits turned into my brothers, and now we’re seventeen strong. Seventeen men who know what it means to be out in the cold and what it takes to survive.

As I glance around the table in the clubhouse, I see how far we’ve come. Vex looks as though he’s already calculating next year’s odds. The rest of them? They’re all here because they’ve got nowhere else to go, and that’s what makes them dangerous. 

This place? It’s not just a chapter anymore. It’s a home for the men no one else wanted.

And I’ll be damned if I let it fall apart.

Fury and Ranger saunter into the hall, their boots echoing off the wood floor. Our clubhouse isn’t fancy, but it’s solid and built to last, the same as the men who call it home. The walls are fully lined, keeping the biting cold at bay, while the massive stone fireplace at one end radiates heat that seeps into your bones. 

Decorations on the walls are purposeful with no fluff or frills. The American flag hangs high and proud on one side, with Alaska’s flag, a deep blue backdrop with the North Star shining bright, on the other. Between them, centered above the fireplace, is our club logo. It’s a bold statement carved out of wood and painted with care, a symbol of who we are and what we’ve built.

The room smells of wood and smoke, and there’s a weight in the air that makes you feel grounded. The long table in the center is where we gather for every meeting and make decisions. Flint made it himself—thick slabs of timber joined seamlessly together. He’s got a knack for craftsmanship, a side of him most wouldn’t guess at first glance. He burned our club logo into the surface, the lines dark and precise, standing out against the rich, natural grain of the wood. It’s a centerpiece, a reminder that this place, this life, is ours.

Fury drops into a chair at one end of the table, leaning back as if he has all the time in the world. Ranger moves slower, quieter, but there’s an edge to him, the kind that never really dulls. I take a moment to look around the room, feeling that familiar tug of pride. We built this, every stone, every beam, and it’s more than a building. It’s a fortress, a refuge, and a symbol of what we’ve survived.

“How are we looking?” I ask, shifting my attention to Stash.

He slowly rises from his chair, his movements precise and deliberate. There’s something sharp about him—the way his eyes seem to pierce through you as if he’s cataloging everything down to the smallest detail. He rolls his neck from side to side, the subtle crack of bones echoing in the quiet room, and then he smiles a quick flash of teeth, confident but guarded.

“We’ve got enough food and alcohol to see us through winter,” he says, his tone smooth and self-assured. “And then some.”

I study him for a moment, noting how still he stands, conserving energy for something that might demand it later. “Money?” I press, raising an eyebrow.

His smile fades, and his expression turns calculating, his eyes narrowing as he turns over numbers in his head. When Stash frowns, it’s not the usual kind. It’s as if he’s dissecting a problem one piece at a time. 

“We’ll need to keep the preppers happy,” he says slowly, every word chosen with care. “And the smuggling’s got to keep moving. It’ll be lean, but we should scrape through so long as nothing catches us off-guard.”

That’s the thing about Stash. He doesn’t just plan but sees every angle, every risk, as though he’s watching from somewhere higher up. He doesn’t miss much, and when he speaks, it’s with the confidence that makes you believe he’s already got the next five steps figured out.

I nod, letting his words settle. Winter is always a test. The tourists are gone, and most of the men stick close to the clubhouse, where it’s warm, and there’s strength in numbers. Not all of them have places of their own, some rent, but here, they’ve got a roof, a fire, and each other.

Me? I’ve got my own place—a small cabin tucked into the woods just outside of town. It’s quiet out there with nothing but the wind and trees for company. That’s where I go when I need to shed the weight of the patch to be more than just the president. It’s my refuge, my escape.

But the sanctuary will have to wait. Winter is closing in, and right now, there’s work to be done.

I cast my gaze to Prophet, his usual calm radiating an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He’s the one who deals with the God-fearing preppers, his air of authority keeping them in line when nothing else will. 

“Is there anything in particular they’re looking for this year?” I ask.

Prophet’s icy blue eyes meet mine, cold and cutting, peeling back layers to see the truth beneath. “The usual,” he says, his voice steady, almost otherworldly in its conviction. “Although one asked me for a woman. I told him we don’t roll that way.” He pauses, then glances toward Ranger, his expression hardening further. “It’s the guy who camps up near the creek. It would pay for one of us to keep an eye on him. I can’t prove it, but last year, an Inupiat woman went missing.”

Before anyone can respond, Rooster lets out a low chuckle, a sound more like a rasping caw than laughter. His sharp, dark eyes gleam with mischief, his energy always teetering on the edge of chaos. “They go missing all the time. I wouldn’t worry about it. The local cops don’t do shit.”

The words are barely out of his mouth when Prophet moves faster than anyone expects. He snatches up his metal coffee cup and hurls it at Rooster with unerring accuracy. It smacks him square in the face, spilling hot coffee down his front. Rooster’s chair scrapes back as he surges to his feet, his wiry frame taut with anger, a dangerous glint in his eye.

“What the fuck does that have to do with anything?” Prophet growls, his voice low but laced with steel. “Just because the local cops have their fingers up their asses doesn’t mean the natives don’t count.”

Rooster wipes the coffee off his face, his movements sharp and jerky. He’s seconds away from pouncing. “She probably ran off!” he snaps, his voice rising in pitch, each word sharp as a talon.

Prophet leans forward, his presence somehow filling the room, his voice a quiet force that demands attention. “Every year, at least 163 people go missing out here. Not all of them are found, and I’ve got a feeling about him. You might think women, or anyone, for that matter, are disposable, but I don’t. In God’s eyes, we are all equal.”

“Get off your fucking high horse, Prophet. Not all of us need a sermon,” Rooster snaps back.

I stand, my movement commanding silence as every head turns my way. “Rooster, since you’re so concerned about the locals, you can babysit the asshole up north. And Prophet, don’t throw perfectly good coffee at anyone. Wasting it could get a man killed.”

I flick my gaze toward Stash, who has remained perfectly still through the exchange. His sharp eyes take in everything, a predator sizing up its next move. “Thanks for keeping on top of things.”

Leaning forward over the table, I sweep my gaze across the room. “Now, is there anything else I should know?”

Kyler, our newest member, shifts uneasily in his seat, his pale gray eyes darting between Vex and me. He’s young, eager, and trying to find his place among us. “I was hoping someone would take me hunting,” he says, his voice steady, but there’s a hint of desperation beneath it.

“Fuck no,” Vex snaps, his tone as cold as the winter that’s coming. He stands abruptly, his movements unnaturally smooth as if every muscle in his body is wound too tight. His dark eyes, almost black in the dim light of the hall, fix on me. “Are we done here?”

“Vex,” I say calmly, but there’s an edge to my tone. “He’s asking.”

Vex scoffs, his mouth curling into a sneer that reveals a brief flash of sharp teeth. “Prez, I want nothing to do with him. He’s an abomination.”

“How can you say that?” Kyler blurts out, leaning forward, his hands gripping the edge of the table. “I’m like you.”

Vex lets out a low, humorless laugh that sends a shiver through the room. “You are nothing like me.”

Kyler’s hands tremble slightly. “Then teach me. I’ve been here for a year, and it was agreed you’d help me, but you haven’t. I’ve been chasing fucking squirrels.” His voice cracks slightly as he looks at me, his expression raw with frustration. “I’m worried I’ll fuck it up and hurt someone.”

I turn my attention to Vex, who stands frozen, his jaw clenched tight. His body radiates tension, a predator forced into a corner. “Vex?”

He stares at me, his mouth twisting to one side, clearly weighing his options. I know he doesn’t want to help Kyler. Hell, it’s written all over his face. But Kyler is right. If he doesn’t step in, someone could get hurt, and that’s a problem none of us can afford. The last thing we need is rangers or cops poking around if Kyler kills a person by mistake.

“Fine,” Vex finally grits out, the word sounding as if it physically pains him. He turns sharply and heads for the door, his movements a blur of controlled rage. Before stepping outside, he pauses, glancing back at me. “Are we done, Prez?”

I meet Kyler’s eyes, offering him a reassuring wink. The poor kid looks like he’s seconds away from losing his breakfast all over our club table. “We’re done, VP. You can go.”

Vex doesn’t say another word as he disappears outside, and Kyler slumps back into his chair, exhaling sharply. I watch him for a moment. He’s trying, but trying doesn’t count for much around here. Survival does.
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​​Chapter Three
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Hannah

The kettle whistles, steam curling into the air as I pour boiling water into my favorite teapot. As the scent of strawberries and cream tea fills the kitchen, a small smile tugs at my lips. It’s my morning ritual, the one little indulgence I allow myself every day besides my hidden stash of chocolate.

Life is so different here. In LA, it was get up, get dressed, wolf down breakfast, and pour my tea into a travel mug before heading out the door. There was no time to breathe, no time to just exist. But here? Here, I can take my time. I sit down. I savor the warmth of my cup and the quiet that surrounds me. It’s strange, almost foreign, this peace I’ve never known. It’s a quiet that doesn’t feel forced but earned. I’ve come to realize it’s a small way that I’m healing, slowly learning to live in this new normal.

Alaska, with all her wild beauty, is the one thing I didn’t know I was searching for. It’s as if the landscape mirrors what I feel inside—a place where I can slowly rebuild, unhurried, without the constant hum of my old life trying to pull me back.

Grace, my fluffy gray menace of a cat, jumps onto the dining chair and fixes me with her usual demanding stare.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLINGg

KATHLEEN






OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
NOBODY
FUCKS WITH
THE JKIN]EE






OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





