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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













  
  KOMAC CALIFORNIA OFFICERS


PRESIDENT- BIG DADDY

VICE PRESIDENT- HERO

SGT at Arms- Tyrant

Road Captain- WICKED

Secretary- GRIFF

Treasurer- HARDCORE

Enforcer- Corrupt

Tail Gunner- Creek

Chaplain- Soulless








  
  KOAMC CALIFORNIA CLUB MEMBERS


Tree

Toxic

Lunatic

Puck

Dunnie

PROSPECTS

Kidd

Crash 

Pain








  
  Property of Hero


A debt is to be paid. 
My father’s life is on the line. He owes Kings of Anarchy MC thousands, and I’m his most valuable asset. 
One night of my life in exchange for the rest of his. Only Hero Miles doesn’t want to let me go. 
And I don’t know if I want him to. 
I’m his property now







  
  For those in need of a Hero. 
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The unmistakable roar of motorcycles thunders outside my bedroom window, drowning out the haunting voice of Lana Del Rey as I listen to her on repeat. There’s nothing sexier or more dangerous than the growl of a motorcycle vibrating through your bones. Sitting up from where I lay on my bed, I peer out through the broken slats of my blinds as their engines cut on the street in front of my home. I switch the music off as I hear my father muttering a curse or two under his breath as he stomps down the hallway. “Fuck. Shit.” 
Bang. Thump. Boom. “Open up, Dave,” a gravelly voice grits, sending a shiver down my spine. 
I count four motorcycles. Four large men covered in menacing dark ink, wearing jeans and black leather vests. I suck in a breath at the club’s name on the back of one. Kings of Anarchy MC. Everyone knows you don’t fuck with the Kings.
I gulp as the pounding at the front door rattles the entirety of our doublewide trailer. Crack. The splintering sound of wood breaking splits through the air. The hair on my arms rises. What the hell did my father get tangled up in this time? I always suspected the Mob would come for him one day due to his gambling habit, but not a group of scary ass bikers. The gaze of one of the club members cuts to my window. His dark eyes narrowing in on me. I drop back from the window and hit the floor. Crouching at the foot of my bed, I’m debating another glance outside when my bedroom door flies open, bouncing off my dresser as it breaks away from the wall. The hinges and all coming right for me. I throw my hands up in a protective manner in a poor attempt to shield myself from the impact. Braced for the pain, I squint my eyes and grind my teeth while wondering if this is the moment that I’ll die for the sins of my father.
I wait a beat for the door to hit me, but it’s slung sideways and propped against the dresser. My gaze meets that of one of the bikers. Mossy green eyes so deep and dark I could disappear in them like I did often as a girl in the forest behind my house. “Don’t move,” that same gritty voice from moments ago instructs me.
I don’t know why I nod. Only that I do. 
“Back door,” he barks at someone as they move past him.
I study the man before me, wondering what he wants with my father and what he plans to do, whether he locates him or not. I’m not surprised that he ran away. My mother always said he was a spineless coward, but he at least stuck around to raise me. Even if he did a shitty job. He stayed when she didn’t. Until now. It appears Daddy Dearest has left me to the wolves, or rather the KOA MC. 
I continue observing the biker. The patch over the right pocket on his vest says he’s the Vice President. I’ve heard stories about the Kings. None of them were good. Some call them outlaws. Men who live outside of the law. They make their own rules. A code they abide by at their will. Like cowboys, only their horses are made of steel. 
“Where’d he go?”
“Who?”
“Who?” He rolls his eyes.
“Yeah, who?”
“You’re not a bird. Don’t play stupid, little dove.”
“Wouldn’t that make me an owl? Ya know. Hoo. Hoo,” I mock the sound at him. 
His lips twitch, giving way to a small smirk. 
“Where’s he keep his stash?”
“Huh?”
“Money. He got a safe?”
“Why would I tell you?” 
“Because he owes me fifty grand.”
My heart drops to my feet at the same time my eyes widen. “Fifty thousand dollars? As in real cash money?” Bile shoots up my throat in a fiery trail. Oh my God. This can’t be happening. The room spins as though I’m a kid again on a merry-go-round. I tilt my head to focus on the scar that slashes through his right brow. My stomach rolls and boils with the urge to vomit, and I know without a doubt I’m going to pass out. That little voice who lives in my subconscious screams at me to run. Only my body has decided against fight or flight all together. 
Dots float before my vision. The sensation of my head filling with water takes hold. I blink and stare at his angry scar until it no longer exists. 
“Fuck,” I hear the word clipped from his cruel and punishing lips as the world fades to black, and I’m free falling into an unknown abyss of despair. 


      [image: ]Rough fingers stroke my cheek as I shake my head from side to side, attempting to escape the unfamiliar touch. 
“I think she’s coming to,” a gruff voice rumbles, causing my pulse to spike. 
Fluttering my lashes, I come to with a violent jerk. 
“Hey. Easy there. You passed out.” My gaze zones in on the tip of his tongue as it darts out to wet his lips. 
The corners of his lips curve upward as I continue to stare at this gorgeous specimen of a man. Confusion clouds my head. I blink a few times and force myself out of the sexy biker fog I’m induced under. 
Realization and reality set in. I don’t know this man with dark ink staining his neck and light facial scruff carpeting his jaws. 
“Stay away from me.” I go to scramble back, realizing my head is in the lap of the biker from earlier or moments ago. I’m uncertain how much time has lapsed since he told me the bad news. 
The latest fuck up my father is embroiled in. 
“Jesus. I’m not going to hurt you.” The rough pad of his thumb swipes away the tear forming in the corner of my eye. 
“You expect me to believe that?” I shake my head as he pushes up on the back of my head, allowing me to sit up. Now seated next to him on the couch in my living room, I know I should make a run for it. My legs are wobbly. “You and your gang busted into my house, and you kicked my bedroom door in like some sort of psycho.”
“First of all, we’re a club. Second, I thought your old man was hiding in that room. Third, your father fucked me.”
I scrunch my nose. “I don’t think you’re really his type.”
“Fuckin’ smartass,” he gripes as someone chuckles. 
“I like her.” I glance over at another biker. He’s huge. Big muscles rippling under his vest as I notice he’s not wearing a shirt underneath. 
“Whatever situation or entanglement my father has with you has nothing to do with me.”
“That’s where you’re wrong. He left you here to pay his dues. I want my money or my product.”
“I don’t know what that even means. Your product?”
“You can do yourself a favor and tell me where he’s gone or pay me what’s due.” 
“I don’t know where he is and even if I did, why would I tell you? You’ll probably kill him.” My father is likely hiding in the woods. He knows them like the back of his hand, same as I do. 
“Just here to collect, but since you don’t want to cooperate and your father isn’t here, you’ll be coming with me to see Big Daddy. Maybe he can get some answers out of you.” 
He shoves up, planting his motorcycle boots firmly on the dingy carpet that’s soiled with liquor stains and cigarette burns, then grips me right beneath my right shoulder, forcing me up.
“I’m not going anywhere with you.”
“Cute, you think you have a choice. Let’s go.” He drags me kicking and screaming out the busted front door. I claw and scratch at his arms or anywhere I make purchase with my fingernails, but none of my attempts to thwart his actions are of any consequence. The jerk biker ignores my pleas all together. 
None of my neighbors bat an eye as I’m kidnapped, but why would they? They too know like everyone else in this town, no one fucks with the Kings. 
He lets go of me to swing a leg over his motorcycle. This is my chance to escape. I turn to run, only to smash into the hard chest of the dude with big muscles. 
He stares down at me as he towers over me. “Get on the bike, sweetheart.”
“Ooh, whatever.” I stomp my foot in protest, scraping the heel on the hot asphalt, but do as I’m told. They’ll have to let me go at some point. I’ll go see this Big Daddy character and explain that I don’t know shit about fuck when it comes to my father and his dealings with them. He’ll see that this is all a misunderstanding. This has nothing to do with me. 
I go to climb on his sleek black motorcycle as he rakes his gaze over my body. I’m only wearing a black tank top paired with denim shorts and no shoes. “You got boots?”
“Nope.”
“Yo, Kidd. Grab her shoes.”
Kidd? I can only imagine what this jerk calls himself. 
“You got a name, little dove?”
“Ophelia.” 
The crinkles around his gorgeous green orbs soften. “Pretty name.”
“Let me guess. You go by the name Pain.”
“Pain,” he parrots on a snort.
“Yeah, you know... cause you’re a real pain in the ass.” I smirk. 
“I really like her,” the big guy behind me states again, and I don’t know if it’s a good or bad thing. 
Mr. Vice President of the club cuts his murderous gaze to him. “Don’t even think about it.”
Yikes. Okay, not a good thing. Noted. 
“Shoes.” Another biker I’m guessing is Kidd drops my white leather Adidas with the black stripes at my feet. There’s a patch on the back of his vest that says Prospect. I don’t know what that means. Though his vest differs from the others. His doesn’t have the club’s nefarious insignia. A skull with a menacing grin adorned with a crown. 
“Today, Ophelia.” He starts the motorcycle, signaling to get my ass in gear. No more stalling. 
“Right.” I slip my shoes on and climb on to find that I don’t even have a seat. My ass drops to the rear fender, and I already know this is going to suck. 
“Hold on tight and watch your legs on the pipes.” He goes over a few more instructions about not leaning and making sure I don’t shift my weight. 
I circle my arms around his waist, pushing my crotch up against his ass, my thighs pressed to his, and I still don’t know his name. His leather vest smells of smoke, sweat, and dirt. Like the forest when it rains after a campfire. I breathe in, getting a whiff of his scent. The smell sparks something inside me I can’t explain. The taste of freedom. An escape from this hellhole. Excitement of the unknown dangers awaiting me. 
Every cell in my body vibrates as we shoot onto the road. The purr of the engine rattles through my bones as we ride. Knees in the breeze, my hair whipping around and stinging my face.
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Our ride ends at a massive, gated estate that I wasn’t expecting. In my mind, the way here I conjured many scenarios. A scary biker bar. A junkyard. Being taken to a remote location and my brains splattered in the dirt or the like. But nowhere in my thought process did I imagine a mansion. Charcoal gray with huge columns. I count three stories, not to mention the eight door garage off to the far side of the driveway. Where the hell am I? Not in my neighborhood, that’s for sure. 
I stare in awe at the fountain in the center of the circle driveway. These dudes. The Kings have a lot of money. I don’t know if I should be impressed or terrified. 
My captor, or whatever he considers himself, parks and the others follow, lining up in a perfect row. 
The second the kickstand is down, I scramble off the back. My teeth still chatter from the vibration of the ride and my legs shake as though they may give out at any moment. I look like a newborn calf as I stumble away from the motorcycle. I don’t make it far before my biker is on me, hooking a thick tattooed arm around my waist. His warm breath blows on the shell of my ear. To a stranger’s eye, we’d appear to be in an intimate embrace. My lover holding me tight and whispering sweet nothings. 
Only I still don’t know this asshole’s name and we are far from lovers. 
“Be cool. I’ll take you to Big Daddy and see what he wants to do with you.” His teeth practically skim the lobe of my ear as he speaks. In an ultimate act of complete betrayal, my insides warm as tingles shoot through me at the sensation and the roughness of his voice. A tone that says I’m a badass who drinks and smokes too much and I will absolutely fuck you hard. 
The front door opens and a blonde headed chick with tattoos and facial piercings runs out with the biggest smile stretched across her heart-shaped face. “Hey, Hero,” she coos. Then her eyes meet mine and that smile falters. 
Hero, huh? Not what I would call him, but whatever. 
“The old man around, Sissy?” 
Does everyone here go by some biker nickname? I’m assuming old man is code for Big Daddy. 
She recovers quickly from whatever irritation she’s experiencing at my presence. “Of course. He’s been waiting for you.”
Hero’s hand moves to the small of my back. “Inside, little dove.” He gives me a nudge forward. “Kidd. See to the bikes.” Kidd must be some type of lackey. Guess that’s what the prospect patch represents. 
The inside of the house is another surprise. Straightaway, I know this isn’t your average home. There’s a motorcycle on display in the entryway. I keep striding froward, noting the art on the walls. Black and white portraits of bikes, men, and nude women. I don’t get close enough to investigate as Hero has wrapped a hand around my wrist. His hold isn’t tight like he’s afraid I’ll try to escape. The way his fingers bite into my skin screams possession. The way he moves with me is as though he’s protecting me. I don’t understand the act, yet I welcome it all the same. 
The entryway opens into a larger room with a staircase that overlooks the front of the house. At the top, there’s no mistaking the older man stroking his dark beard streaked with silver. Wearing a black vest like the others, he dons the president patch. He must be Big Daddy and the ruler of this bizarre biker kingdom. 
I feel the heat of his stare assessing me as I glance up at him. He doesn’t speak or indicate how he feels about my intruding, albeit against my will. 
He waits. 
For me. 
For Hero. 
“Upstairs.” Hero propels me forward. 
Everything in my nature tells me I should run. Scream that I’m a prisoner. Tell them I’ve been kidnapped. Would that Sissy chick help me? I look behind me and notice that the rest of our party has dispersed to locations unknown. 
“My office,” the older man growls, giving a flash of his pearly whites before they disappear again behind the curtain of his facial hair. His expression
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