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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 over 40 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 Royal and the Kentucky chapter includes possible triggers.

It is not a safe read.


About Property of Royal

From USA Today Bestselling Author, Morgan Jane Mitchell comes the next in her brand-new biker romance series, the Kings of Anarchy MC: Kentucky - Property of Royal


In the gritty southern town of Hell, Kentucky, where biker outlaws rule the roads and grudges burn hotter than bourbon, Property of Royal turns up the heat in this enemies-to-lovers dark MC romance.



After betraying her club, Becki Crowley is handed over as punishment to Royal, the Kings of Anarchy’s black-clad secretary, the man who keeps the books, the secrets, and the bodies buried. What starts as revenge twists into obsession as girls begin disappearing around Pearly Gates, whispers of a Demon Leaper creep through the county, and the line between monster and man starts to blur.



While the club scrambles to hold itself together, Legend and Sophie’s once-unbreakable bond begins to crack, threatening the fragile peace keeping Hell from burning down.



Royal speaks in riddles and bleeds secrets.
Becki’s got sins she’s trying to bury.
Together, they might damn the whole town.



If you love alpha bikers, forced proximity, enemies-to-lovers heat, love triangles, knife play and twisted love stories scarred by the past, this steamy, gritty romance will leave you begging for more.


Becki

Hell, Kentucky ain’t big enough for the both of us, and I damn sure didn’t come back to be forgiven.


After I tried to tear Legend and Sophie apart, the Kings handed me over like property.
My sentence? Live under the roof of Royal, the quiet, dangerous, poetry-spitting secretary of the Kings of Anarchy MC.



I expected chains.
I didn’t expect his hands.


His knives.

Royal ain’t like the rest of them. He’s dark in a way that feels old. Protective in a way that feels dangerous. I was raised to fear fire, but he’s the one burning me alive.

And when girls like me start going missing, I realize the truth might be worse than the rumors.

Royal


Club said I could have her.
They didn’t say what to do with her.


Becki Crowley isn’t a woman you tame. She’s the kind you cage or worship, and I haven’t decided which sin I’m committing yet.

She tried to break the Kings from the inside. Now she’s mine to deal with, body, heart, and every twisted secret between us.


In Hell, Kentucky, revenge is a love language.
Protection is possession.
And I plan to speak both fluently.



Property of Royal is Book Two in The Kings of Anarchy MC: Kentucky series.



Chapter 1

Becki

I wake up chained to a bed.

At first the fact doesn’t land. I feel the cold bite around my wrist before my mind crawls toward the truth. Metal. Locked tight. Thick enough, it could hold a wild dog or something worse. The cuff scrapes when I pull, and the chain rattles against the steel frame bolted straight into the floor.

It ain’t tight enough to cut bone. Just tight enough to keep me owned.

A low, animal sound rolls out of my throat. I push myself upright and blink until the cracked ceiling stops swimming. Smoke, leather, bourbon, and something male cling to the sheets. Every inch of this place breathes him.

This ain’t a nightmare. Ain’t a drunken memory scrambled with fear.

This is Royal’s room.

Royal.

The dark one.

Legend’s blade in human form. The quiet brother who glides through the Lockup like a ghost with a heartbeat. The biker who dragged me out of Paradise Falls last night without a word. The bastard actually chained me to his bed.

Naked.

Waking up nude in a biker’s bed ain’t nothing new.

Anger hits first. Hard. I yank on the cuff so violently that the metal bruises my wrist in seconds. Fine. Hurt me. Better that than the shame boiling up within me. But the chain doesn’t budge. Whoever installed this setup meant business. This wasn’t put here for fun. It was forged for control.

My mouth tastes like acid. My head throbs. My throat burns. I swing my gaze across the room. Royal doesn’t decorate. He occupies. Bed. Nightstand. Bars on the window from when this place was still a jail. The walls are bare concrete. No pictures. No softness. Just a warning.

And now I’m part of that warning.

A folded stack of clothes sits at the foot of the bed. My black tank top. Denim cutoffs. Nothing else. Not even my panties. My humiliation prickles my chest.

He folded these.

After ripping them off.

He kept my panties.

I dress anyway. Best I can. Dignity is thin as tissue paper in this place, but I cling to it with both hands.

As I pull the tank top over my head, the long chain finds a home in my shirt and memory strikes fresh and sharp.

Sophie’s stupid stricken face. Her trembling perfect hands down to her manicured nails. My own voice cutting her down with that threat. I told her I would marry her daddy. I told her that the Reverend would officiate. I told her she would lose Paradise Falls because I would hand it to my daddy on a silver plate.

Then, when he found out, Legend’s face went cold. The cold-hearted king I used to worship. I thought his teeth might break. He aimed to hit me. I saw it. He never would, but he wished to. The king of Hell, Kentucky, eyed me like he was imagining where to bury my body. Not literally. Legend doesn’t kill women. But he stared at me like I wasn’t even a woman, or that he wished like hell, his own rules were different.

Royal didn’t flinch. He stepped forward as if he had been waiting for that moment all his life. He grabbed me, hauled me off the ground, and threw me onto the back of his horse like a bag of sin he planned to hide. He locked me in here like the club’s filthiest secret.

Now I’m here, chained like a monster he intends to slay. I sit on the bed, breathing through the humiliation, when the shadows shift.

Royal ain’t just a man. You feel the biker before you see him.

He steps out.

No knock.

No hello.

Fucking makes me jump out of my skin.

He fills the room like smoke thick enough to choke on. A shadow leaning against the wall, long legs braced, tattooed arms folded like he’s trying to hold the whole world still.

When my eyes adjust, he comes into focus.

His tongue ring catches the light when he licks his bottom lip, slow, tense, controlled. He tosses a folded blanket onto the bed like that makes this room less of a prison.

Biker’s tall and cut lean, all prison-yard muscle, the kind of body built to fight or cage someone against a wall without breaking a sweat. His skin is ink, poppies blooming up one arm, skulls and saints battling on the other, a chain of script winding down his throat like a spell. Even his fingers are marked, rings glinting black against the dim light.

His face is worse. Or better. There’s a tiny cross tattoo under one lined eye. Another word, impossible, curves above his pierced brow, like he carved his own prophecy into his skin.

Biker’s fucking impossible, alright.

Sharp cheekbones. Sharper piercings. Full mouth. Black-lined eyes like midnight glass, flat, unreadable, watching me like I ain’t a person but a puzzle he intends to take apart slowly. His hair is dark and slicked back, a knife-blade part that makes him look less like a biker and more like something dangerous that crawled out of the gutter.

Dangerously sexy, that is.

Dressed all in black, always. Black boots, black jeans that fit too well, black tank or mesh shirt clinging to tattooed muscle. Longish, pointy, black-painted nails tip his fingers.

Even his jewelry is dark, rings like knuckle weapons, a chain around his throat that looks part fashion, part warning. Nothing about him is accidental. Every piece he wears says don’t touch unless you want the consequences.

His clothes shouldn't appear costly, but they seem to on him. The mesh clings to the ink on his shoulders, the flowers and skulls shifting with every slow breath he takes. His jeans hang low on narrow hips, a blade holster strapped against his hip like a second skin. He always looks half-dressed and fully dangerous, like he walked out of the kind of nightmare girls pretend they don’t have.

Royal doesn’t dress like a biker. He dresses like a rock star at a funeral, beautiful, dark, inevitable.

I shouldn’t notice any of it.

But I do.

And he moves too slow. Deliberate. Every step controlled. Predatory. Like a man who never lifts his voice because he never needs to. This is Royal. The Kings of Anarchy’s quiet menace. The poet with blood on his hands. The man who put a chain on my wrist. And the worst part?

He doesn’t look a bit sorry.

Biker looks like he’s been waiting for me to wake up. Suddenly, he moves like something half feral. Stares at my bare feet, then at the fresh bruise on my wrist, then at my chopped hair like each detail is a clue he is assembling.

“You get off on this, jailer,” I bite out.

He doesn’t speak. Royal rarely speaks unless he must, and when he does, it is rarely comforting. His silence is pressure. Weight. Heat.

“I want out,” I say.

“You stay,” he answers, voice low enough I feel it in my ribs. “Until the farm deal is dead.”

Paradise Falls. Always the damn farm. My daddy wants it. Sophie already survived hell keeping it. I’m the stupid girl wedged between two worlds that both want to use and abuse me.

“You think chaining me up will fix anything in this damn town?” I snap. “Legend should’ve killed me last night. Sophie probably begged him to. Why the hell am I here?”

Royal tilts his head.

“Because I’m leverage? Leverage doesn’t break. It bends. You think crazy Becki’s gonna cry?” My laugh is sharp as I answer my own question. “You really don’t know me at all.”

Still nothing. Those dark eyes burn steady.

“You want me to break,” I whisper. “But you ain’t Legend. You ain’t even the man in the mask.”

He freezes. A breath caught in his chest. A tiny shift, but enough.

I push harder. “You liked hiding.”

He moves so fast the air cracks. One hand slams into the headboard beside my face. The noise is violent and intimate. I flinch because my body immediately craves him, not because I fear him.

“I’ve never touched you,” he growls.

“You’ve always wanted to,” I whisper back. “You still do.”

Heat rolls through the narrow space between us. His chest rises and falls with effort. Close enough, I feel the truth vibrating off him. Something inside him reaches for me, but something bigger drags him back.

He steps away. Not because he wants to. Because he must.

“You’re staying,” he says again, voice like he’s reading a eulogy. “Not just because of the deal. Because you’re the only one who might know what the Reverend is hiding.”

A cold bloom spreads in my stomach.

“What is he hiding?”

Royal stares at the door. “Another girl went missing in Hell.”

“Who?”

“Marlena.”

Everything inside me goes still.

He leaves without waiting for my breath to come back.

The lock clicks.

Silence swallows me whole.

I slide down onto the floor, my legs folding beneath me. My hand curls around the chain, gripping tight as if I can squeeze answers out of it. I twist around my knees on the floor.

Girls from Hell have been disappearing for years. Some were from Pearly Gates. My daddy’s church. My daddy’s flock. My daddy’s property. But lately some are from the MC crowd.

My mind races through faces. Josie. Marlena. Cammy. Girls from Pearly Gates. Girls from town. Girls from the club. Girls who should’ve been safe. Girls my daddy preached over. Girls who vanished into fog.

Somewhere down the hall, I hear hushed voices. One man says something about “disappearing overnight.” Another mutters about “the ones from the Reverend’s list.” Someone else curses under his breath.

The Reverend’s list.

My stomach rolls.

I knew some of the girls. Josie with the soft hair. Valerie, who used to steal communion wine with me when we were fourteen. Cammy, who was barely old enough to drink. They were trouble sometimes, but they didn’t deserve to vanish. My daddy always had explanations. God’s punishment. God’s calling. God’s wrath.

The Reverend always said God called them home.

What if God’s not the one calling?

Asking for a miracle, I search in my pockets. My fingers close around cold metal. I thank God it’s still there. The basement key. My daddy’s key. The one I stole. It might be nothing. It might be everything. I stole it because I thought it might help me blackmail Sophie, or force Legend’s hand, or give me something to use in the power struggle.

But what if it is something else entirely? What if the secret beneath the Reverend’s church ain’t about business or land or inheritance?

What if it is about the missing girls? I hide the key in my frayed waistband. Royal can chain my body. He can’t chain my mind. My heart is pounding hard enough to shake my ribs. I force myself to breathe slowly. Evenly. Royal may think he has caged me. He may think I ain’t nothing more than leverage.

But he’s wrong.

I will get out.

I will find answers.

I will burn every lie to the ground if I have to.

Hours pass. I drift in and out of restless sleep until dawn creeps through the window. The lock rattles. My heart jumps, then sinks when it ain’t Royal.

Oaks steps in with a protein bar and a shit-eating grin.

“You’re prettier when you’re chained up, sweetheart.” He bites his lip. “Oh, what would you do, oo oo for a Cliff bar?” he sings with a wink.

“You flirting with me, Oaks? What would your Ol’ lady think about that?”

“You’ll never get a chance to run your mouth to Bethany.” He tosses the bar like he’s feeding livestock. “It’s a good thing Legend says you’re off limits.”

As he strolls out, I swallow the humiliation and the bar. I need strength.

Later, Royal returns. His steps are too soft for a man that big. His blade rests at his hip. His hood is low. He closes the door behind him, and the room shrinks.

“I want out,” I say. Calm this time. “I want to talk to Legend.”

He studies me for a long breath. Silent.

“I’m leverage,” I murmur. “Leverage only works if you let it speak.”

Still, he watches.

“You’re scared,” I add. “Not of me. Of what you will do if you get too close. Heard I’m off limits.”

He approaches slowly this time. His hand lifts, and I brace for impact, but he only brushes a strand of hair from my face, like he’s testing how soft I am. His fingers graze my cheek. My pulse stutters.

“You’re a dangerous creature,” he murmurs.

I smile without humor. “Takes one to know one.”

He pulls back. Turns. “Nothing’s off limits to me. You’re my prisoner.”

I smile coldly. “Then you should lock the door.”

He stops.

Just a second.

His hand pauses on the handle. Just long enough for me to see that he heard me. Felt me. Understood exactly what I meant. And when he leaves this time, I swear I see his hand tremble. Royal leaves me in the quiet, shaking with the truth neither of us can escape.

My fate is in his hands.


Chapter 2

Royal

The barrel’s already out back when I step into the night.

No light. No witnesses. Just the scrape of gravel under my boots and the low hum of the clubhouse bleeding through the trees like a reminder that I still belong to something bigger than my sins.

I don’t look toward the building where I keep what I don’t want found. I never do. Thinking about it too hard gives things weight. Memories that don’t stay buried if you give them air.

The masks are in my hands instead.

Cheap plastic. Cracked paint. Sweat-stained straps. Halloween garbage that somehow became something else when I put it on and let it turn me into a shadow she could survive.

The skull ghost goes in first.

Black howl. Hollow eyes. The one that watched her breathe when she didn’t know who I was. The one that let me touch her without asking her to carry the truth. The one I hid behind when telling her would’ve broken her worse than lying ever could.

I flick the lighter.

The flame catches fast, hungry, curling the edges like it’s been waiting. The skull’s gape warps and melts, collapsing inward until it’s nothing but blistered plastic and smoke that burns my nose and sticks in my throat.

I watch it and think about the journals.

The poetry.

Every word I ever wrote about her burned the same way. Page after page fed to fire because I knew what they’d say if anyone read them. That I wasn’t in control. That I’d crossed from wanting into worship and never came back.

Biker Boo wasn’t a costume.

It was a confession I never meant anyone to hear.

I toss the rest of the masks in without ceremony. One after another. Faces that don’t matter now. Shapes that let me be something I can’t afford to be anymore. The barrel flares, heat licking my knuckles, and I don’t pull back.

I deserve the burn.

I think about Becki believing what she believed. About the nights she thought she was touching someone else. About how there was never a clean way to tell her without shattering what little ground she stood on.

She’s not right. Not fully. Anyone with eyes can see that.

But she didn’t get that way because of me.

Still, I know how it looks.

I know what Legend would say. What my brothers would think if they ever connected the dots. I won’t be the man they blame for tipping her further into the dark. I won’t be the reason she’s written off as broken beyond saving.

The fire dies down, leaving twisted shapes and ash.

I grind it all into the dirt with my boot until there’s nothing left to recognize. No grin. No eyes. No proof.

I stand there longer than I need to.

I think about everything she’s done. Every lie. Every manipulation. Every way she’s twisted people to survive. I reflect on how I know all of it and still can’t make myself hate her.

That’s the danger.

That’s why this ends here.

I turn toward the clubhouse, toward the cell where she’s being held, my room, knowing one thing for sure.

Whatever she is now, I won’t let anyone say I made her worse.

And when I walk into that room, I won’t be wearing a mask.

Not ever again.

The first thing I notice is the chain.

Silver metal catches the dim morning light, glowing cold and cruel, like something ripped out of a medieval dungeon. Been here since this place held criminals. It wraps around her small wrist, gleaming against her skin like jewelry made by the devil. The other end is welded into the steel frame bolted into the concrete floor. A man could pull until he tore his arm out of the socket and still not break free. A woman even as tall and fit as Becki Crowley has no chance.

Yet she sleeps like she might.

Becki looks nothing like the girl the Reverend tried to shape.

She’s all sharp edges and softer shadows. Dark hair chopped short, framing a face made for defiance. Even asleep, chained to my bed, she looks like she’s daring the world to try her again. Her mouth is full, stubborn, the kind of mouth that speaks truth even when it burns. Her lashes fan against her cheeks, too delicate for a place like Hell, Kentucky… too delicate for a man like me.

But it’s her neck that gets me. The slope of it, exposed where her shirt slipped sideways. Her tank top rides up enough to show a strip of stomach, tight and tense even in sleep. No bra on, I see the outline of her nipple rings. Those are new. Fuck me.

Heard about them, not seen them. Not yet. Will.

I regret returning her clothes. She curls one hand near her face like she’s ready to claw the world apart the second she wakes.

She shouldn't seem serene.

She shouldn’t look breakable.

But she does, and that’s the problem.

There’s a fierceness under her skin. A girl raised in a cage who learned to sharpen her own teeth. A girl I should fear. A girl, I should return to her father and walk away from.

Instead, I sit in the old metal chair across from the bed and watch her breathe. And I wonder when the hell she got so deep under my skin.

A bruise blooms just beneath her collarbone, not from my chain, but from running, from fighting, from surviving. Could be from the other night when she lunged at Sophie. Could be from Oaks and I dragging her inside. Could be from when she swung at me, and I caught her too hard.

Becki collects bruises the way church women collect recipes. She has always been marked by something, someone, some place. Born into a preacher’s house. Raised in fear. Fed on guilt. Carved by shame. Every hurt in her is a story waiting to break open.

And God help me, I want to be the one she breaks open for.

It is a problem.

She’s a problem.

She’s my fucking problem.

Legend told me to keep her here until we know what the Reverend is really planning, what Becki meant by her threat at Paradise Falls, what lies are tangled under that new haircut. I try not to notice his name carved into her thigh.

Means nothing now.

Sophie wants her gone. Wants her erased from the picture. Legend wants answers before bloodshed. Oaks wants her punished. Vandal wants her watched. Whiskey wants her muzzled. They all wanted her contained.

And they all knew I was the best one to do it.

Not because of the chain.

Because I know how to keep secrets.

Because I know how to want a woman and not touch her.

Unless she begs for it.

Unless she bleeds for it.

Becki bleeds beautifully.

She shifts in her sleep, rolling onto her back. Her lips part slightly, pink and soft in a way that makes something inside me twist. She breathes like a woman whispering to a lover. And for as long as anyone remembers, that’s been my president, Legend, my brother in so many ways as the Reverend took us both into his sick fold. It should disgust me. Make me walk out. Make me turn away.

But it doesn’t. It never has.

I close my eyes. I let memory pull me back.

Rain. Screech of rubber. Her bike spinning out on Crooked Creek Hollow. The thud of metal slamming into a tree. Steam pouring out like a spirit fleeing the wreck.

I’d been tailing her for weeks then. Masked. Hooded. Silent. Watching her slip between club and cult, between rebellion and despair. I wore the mask then, white and tight and stitched black around the mouth like some horror movie villain. I liked it that way. It kept the world out and me in. She didn’t know someone had been following every one of her footsteps. She never does. Becki walks through the world like she wants to be seen and never expects to be saved.

The night she crashed, I should’ve left her. Let her father find her. Let the Reverend drag her home by her hair and punish her for daring to live. Let her suffer beneath the burden of the man who raised her like a sermon carved from bone.

But I didn’t.

She blinked up at me, blood trickling down her temple. She didn’t scream. She didn’t even ask who I was. She only reached for me with shaking fingers and whispered, “Legend?”

She thought I was him.

And I let her.

I carried her into the woods, away from the curve in the road, away from the headlights. She curled into me like she had been waiting to collapse into someone’s arms for years. Rain soaked her clothes, her lashes, her mouth. I felt her breath warm against my throat. Her fingers dug into my hoodie. She trembled in a way that made my entire body lock.

I wanted her.

Not just her body.

Her surrender.

I wanted to put her on the wet leaves and take her like the earth had already claimed her. Wanted to kiss her until she forgot every man except the one holding her. Wanted to mark her where no preacher could scrub the stain off.

I carried her.

I made sure she lived.

And I eventually, yeah, I fucked her. Let her believe it was Legend in the mask.

Then I disappeared like the ghost she thought I was.

I moved on.

She rolls onto her back now, stirring from sleep. Her eyes open, hazy then sharp. Switchblade eyes of two different colors lock on me. Then they flick toward the chain, then toward me. Disgust curls her lip, but behind it, there is something else. Something dark and curious.

“How long are you gonna watch me like some kind of pervert?” she asks, voice rough from sleep but rabid all the same.

I shrug. “You ain’t that interesting.”

She tugs the chain, metal scraping against metal. “Then let me go.”

“You’re staying.”

“For how long?”

Standing, I move toward her, letting my shadow fall over her. She tenses but refuses to shrink. She wants me to see, she can meet any threat head on.

“As long as it takes.”

“To do what?” she snaps. “Make Sophie feel better? Let Legend sleep easier? Or is this just your sick little fantasy?”

Grabbing the chain, I jerk it tight. Not enough to hurt her. Enough to remind her she’s bound to me. Her eyes widen, and she hates that reaction, hates that her body betrays her.

“You think this is about sex?” I say. “You think I chained you here to fuck you,”

She smirks. “Ain’t that what Kings do with their property?”

The words hit center mass. Because she ain’t wrong. We’ve fucked women with less provocation. We’ve claimed girls for sport. But Becki Crowley ain’t a pastime. Not for me at least. She’s a risk with teeth.

“You ain’t my punishment?” I say, the insult sounding fake even to me. “You’re evidence.”

Her brows knit together. “What does that mean?”

“It means we don’t know who we are dealing with. And until we do, you stay.”

I turn away before the desire crawling through me becomes something I have to act on. I leave the room, lock the door, and walk toward our war room under the old jailhouse lights.

Oaks is pacing like a man ready to set the world on fire. Vandal is cleaning his gun with the concentration of a preacher cleansing sin.

“What’s the word?” I ask.

Oaks spits on the floor. “Another girl gone. Twenty. No girl. Last seen outside choir practice.”

My stomach turns.

I don’t ask which church.

I already know.

Pearly Gates.

It is always Pearly Gates.

“That bastard is hiding something,” I say.

“He has been hiding something for years,” Oaks snaps. “We just don’t know what the hell it is.”

Vandal scoffs. “And locking up his daughter is gonna magically make the truth fall out?”

“Maybe,” I mutter. “She knows more than she pretends.”

Vandal smirks. “Careful. Girls like that sink their claws in deep.”

Too late.

I grab a water bottle and protein bar and head back. I unlock the door and step inside.

Becki sits cross-legged, posture straight as a queen on a throne made of chains. Her hair is wild. Her eyes are bright with challenge.

“You didn’t bring me pancakes?” she mocks.

I toss the bar at her. “Eat. Don’t pass out. I ain’t carrying you again.”

Her expression shifts. Something soft. Something dangerous.

“Did you carry me before?” she asks quietly.

I say nothing.

“You were there,” she whispers. “The crash. The woods. That was you.”

Silence answers her.

It is the only answer she needs.

“You let me think it was Legend. I let you...”

Her voice ain’t accusing.

It is something hotter.

Something that reaches into me like a hand closing around my throat.

“Yeah right. I didn’t touch you.” I grind out, denying it.

“Liar. You meant to… touch my soul.”

The words hit harder than anything she’s said so far. I leave before I forget every reason I chained her to that bed in the first place. My palms itch. My jaw is locked. My cock aches like I’m eighteen again and stupid with wanting something I can’t have.

I shut the door.

Lock it.

Lean my forehead against the cold metal.

I ain’t sure how long I can keep my hands off her.

Because I fucked her once.

And I will fuck her again.

Soon.

Soon.


Chapter 3

Legend

The call comes in before the sun. My burner rattles on the metal shelf by my bed. I’m already halfway dressed, boots on, cut thrown over my bare chest, cigarette burning between my lips. I don’t sleep anymore. Not really. Not since this mess started unraveling and we let Becki Crowley stay under our roof like she ain't poison.

Oaks doesn’t even say hello. His voice is gravel ground under a truck tire.

“She’s gone.”

“Who?” I ask, even though I already know.

“That twenty-year-old who Darla refused to serve at Heck’s Kitchen a couple weeks ago. Sang in the Pearly Gates choir. Walked out of church and vanished into thin fuckin’ air.”

I crush the cigarette into the ashtray and curse under my breath. That’s three in less than two weeks. Three girls with ties to the Reverend’s flock. Two barely old enough to drink, one still in high school.

This ain’t coincidence. This is a pattern. A trail of smoke leading back to fire.

And I know exactly where that fire lives.

Becki's father. The Reverend. Ezekiel Crowley.

I hang up without another word.

My boots slam against the concrete hallway as I move through the Lockup. The place smells like stale beer, leather, sweat, and the memory of last night’s argument.

Sophie crying. Becki screaming. The men shouting. All of it still lingers like smoke clinging to rafters. Half the brothers are asleep. The other half are probably drunk or high. Doesn’t matter. I’m not looking for backup. This is between me and the devil in a preacher’s suit.

I pass Royal’s room.

The door’s locked. Reinforced. Too quiet.

She’s in there. Becki. The preacher’s daughter. The girl who nearly destroyed Sophie with one whispered threat. Now shackled to Royal’s bed like a sin we don’t know how to confess.

For a moment, I stop.

I listen.

Nothing. No chain rattling. No soft cry. No curse. No plea.

Just silence thick enough to choke on.

And memories I damn well don’t want.

Sixteen. Her bedroom window open to the warm Kentucky night. Her hair brushing my cheek. Her lips stained with trouble. Her voice whispering my name like a prayer no church would ever bless.

I shake it off and keep moving. I have no business remembering Becki Crowley.

Pearly Gates rises like a crown made of lies when I pull up on my Harley. The Reverend lives in a mansion built by tithes and dirty money. Hell is full of folks who think they’re saved just because they write checks to men like him. The security lights flare. The place looks pristine. Polished stone. White columns. Fake stained-glass windows showing saints that never lived in hearts so unholy.

Crowley opens the door before my boots hit the first step.

“Hudson,” he greets, and it’s not a name anymore. It’s a hook he’s trying to set.

“Don’t call me that.”

He smiles with no warmth. “My house is the Lord’s house. You’re always welcome.”

“I ain’t here for fellowship.”

His foyer reeks of expensive candles and rot dressed up as righteousness. Crowley stands there in pressed slacks and a black button-down like he’s meeting a governor, not a biker who wants to cave his skull in.

“A girl went missing again,” I say. “Your choir. Your flock. Again.”

He sips his coffee. Black. No sugar. No soul.

“Tragic,” he murmurs. “The world is dangerous.”

“Yeah,” I growl. “Especially for girls tied to you.”

His eyes flicker, just for a second. Not fear. That man doesn’t know fear. Arrogance, yes. Disdain, always.

“If you think I’m responsible for these disappearances,” he says. “You’re mistaken.”

“You always hide behind scripture. But scripture won’t save you from me.”

His smile sharpens. “Careful. You and I both know who holds the keys to salvation in this town.”

Salvation.

The man wouldn’t know salvation if it dragged him into the river.

I lean in. “You mess with my people again. I’ll make sure your flock finds out exactly what kind of man you really are.”

“Your people?”

“Yeah, you know damn well, that girl came to the club or to a match. And that’s why… I’ll bury you so deep no one’ll find the bones.”

He doesn’t blink. He doesn’t sweat. He doesn’t tremble.

But he knows.

He knows I’m close.

He knows we’re all circling like wolves just outside his holy gates.

“My daughter’s the only reason I called my people home. Best make sure she’s protected.”

I turn and leave before I do something stupid. My blood’s boiling. My head’s pounding. I don’t trust that man any further than I could throw his bloated self-righteous corpse. And now there’s Becki. Locked in Royal’s room. Still breathing, still dangerous, still tangled in all of this.

The ride back to the clubhouse feels heavier than it should. The sun is barely rising over Hell, Kentucky, but the yard is already alive with patch members buzzing like hornets. Word travels fast. Whispered curses. Fists clenching. Rage simmering in the morning air.

Inside, Sophie is pacing. Her cheeks are flushed, her pretty green eyes tired, fists tight enough her knuckles bleach white. When she sees me, it’s pure fire.

“You said she’d be gone.” Her voice shakes. “You promised.”

“I’m working on it.”

“Working on it?” She stalks toward me like she’s ready to swing. “Legend, Becki threatened my family. My father. My home. And you locked her up instead of getting rid of her. She’s still here. Still breathing. Still watching me from behind those stupid eyelashes like everything she wants should belong to her.”
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