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This is for my Ride or Die and her love of the bad boys on 2 wheels.
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Chapter 1




Kai

“Get cover!” Cyrus yelled.

My brothers scattered, running from the shipping container that they were unloading to take cover.

Cyrus was our president of the MC. He was crouched behind his Harley with one of our other brothers. Flashing blue lights coming from unmarked sedans were the only thing besides a few rusty lights on the edge of a warehouse that lit up the darkness.

“Put down your guns!” A voice came over a megaphone. “We have you surrounded.”

Cyrus was yelling again at everyone, but I couldn’t make out what he was saying over the sound of bullets whizzing by me. He jumped up and returned fire at the ATF agents that were coming out of all fucking directions.

The rest of my brothers followed suit and started firing at anything that moved. They needed to get out of there before more showed up. My throat became raw from yelling at them to leave but none of them listened to me.

I heard the sound of sirens getting closer as more officers and agents drove into the gate of the port.

Three of my brothers tried to make a run for it, hopping over a nearby fence. I watched as they were gunned down. Their bodies fell to the ground, and I tried to rush over to them to them, but my feet wouldn’t move.

My body shot up from my bed with sweat covering my body, my blankets were kicked to the floor. I was dreaming; I wasn't there the night that they got busted. I should have fucking been there with my brothers. I should have looked into our Cuban contacts more. I should have realized that their deal was too good to be true. Because of my mistake, Cyrus was in prison.

The fucked-up thing was, he wasn't supposed to be there. He didn't usually attend the collection of shipments because it was risky for the President to be there. That night, however, because we were getting a shipment from our brand-new contacts, he decided to go. He wanted to oversee it himself; especially since I wasn't going to be there to look into it.

The night before, I got hit on the left shoulder during a shootout with one of our rivals. The Twisted Fallen had tried to raid our storage warehouse and snatch some of our AK-47s. Those bastards had been trying to get into the gun trade for months, and we had managed to lock them out.

Magic City was our fucking territory, except it or end up six feet. We scared the fuckers off, but not before one of them caught me in the shoulder. The wound was nothing to worry about, the bullet just grazed my skin. I tried to convince them that I was fine, but they told me that I needed at least a day to recover. Now, I wished that I hadn't listened. I was blaming myself. Maybe if I had been there that night, I might have been able to do something different.

Every time I closed my eyes, I pictured the moment that the ATF raided. Even though I wasn't there, I kept reliving it in my sleep.

Cyrus and my brothers talked about what a gravy-train these new contacts in Cuba were. Little did they know it was a fucking set up.

I had my doubts about them from the very beginning, and I should have listened to my gut. When something seems too good to be true, it probably is.

They had been working with the ATF all along. It was a trap. We all knew that the ATF had been building a case and trying to infiltrate for the last nine months. Raiding our port, in the middle of a shipment was icing. They arrested all the club members who were present.

The rest of us are free cause they had no evidence, at least not yet anyway.

Now, three of my brothers are dead. Five of them were arrested, including Cyrus. Our club was under attack, and I was sitting in my apartment, endlessly drinking, and watching some stupid shit on the tube. I didn't need rest; there was nothing wrong with my shoulder. I should have been there with my brothers, putting up a defense, fighting beside them. I deserved to be in prison with the rest of them if that was our fate.

Maybe we wouldn't have lost the three others if there were more of us on the scene.

Our club had taken a bad hit. Cyrus was the man we all looked up to. He was fair and harsh, and we all respected him. Now he was sitting in prison, and there was nothing that the club could do for him to get him out.

I was VP and now with him gone-the natural progression was for me to take over. I didn't know if I was ready to be the President of The Chaos Saints. I didn't know if I could handle the responsibility. I was just a tough kid from a rough neighborhood who was given a break by Cyrus. I didn't know if I had leadership skills, I didn't know if I could replace him… but what choice did I have now?

I threw my legs over the side of the bed and stood up. Every night, for the past four days since busted, has been like this. I hadn't slept more than a few hours. My mind was wrecked with thoughts of that night, what I could have done to help, what I was going to do now that I was President, what Cyrus and my brothers were going to face in prison now.

I paced around in the dark, till I cracked open a bottle of Jack to calm down. It was three in the morning and all I'd been fueled by in the last few days was whisky.

My phone rang, making me nearly jump out of my skin. I rushed and answered on the third ring. It was a collect call from prison, and I knew immediately who it was. I accepted it and waited for Cyrus's deep mellow voice at the other end.

"Did I wake you, Kai?" he said, and I clenched my jaw and closed my eyes.

"I don't remember what it feels like to be sleeping," I said, and when I heard him chuckle, my shoulders relaxed a bit.

"I could say the same. Anyway, they're transferring us to County tomorrow," he continued, and my eyes flew open.

"I'll set up protection inside for you and the others," I said.

"That won't be necessary, Kai, we're already on it," he replied, and I was surprised again by how calm he sounded.

By how calm he had been through this entire thing. It was like he trusted me to handle all this completely when I didn't even trust myself.

"What I need you to do is handle things on the outside," he continued, and I gripped the phone tighter in my hand.

"I'm going to figure out a way to fight back. Those assholes in Cuba need to be shown snitches get stitches," I was gritting my teeth hard as I spoke, and instead of him agreeing with me, I was surprised to hear him clucking his tongue.

"See, that is exactly what you need not do, Kai," he said, and I stopped pacing, and my brows crossed I was confused, and my veins were pumped with adrenaline.

"I need you to lay low. You think you can do that?" His voice sounded firm, and I shook my head, my eyes small and burning with rage and confusion.

"You want us to lay low? You don't want us to fight back? What are they doing to you in there?" I asked, and I heard him take a deep breath.

"Nothing. We took a big hit. Three of our guys are dead. Five of us are in prison. What do you think is going on, Kai?" He sounded angrier now and I gritted my teeth.

"Our club is under attack," I said, in a low deep growl.

"That's right, and now is not the time to launch our own attack. You hear me, Kai?" He said. I said nothing.

"You are President now, and I picked you as VP for a situation exactly like this. I need you to be calm, to lay low, stay away from weapons and all the other bullshit, so the whole club doesn't end up here," he continued.

"What do we do then? You want us to just sit around and do nothing?" I yelled into the phone, but Cyrus remained calm.

"I know you'll figure something out, Kai. This is what you're good at. You know how to figure shit out," he said, but I could hear the worry in his voice. He might have been pretending to be calm and like he was in control of what was going on around him, but underneath the surface, he was just as fucked up about this as I was.

"Yeah, I'll figure something out," I replied in a deep quiet voice.

"Good. I'll see you on the other side, soon," he replied, and with that, he hung up.

I waited for a few moments, listening to the nothingness of the disconnect and then, in anger, I threw my phone across the room, and it landed on the couch. I wasn't mad at Cyrus. I was mad at myself, mad at those fucking assholes in Cuba, mad at the goddamn ATF.

I should have been there. I should have looked into the new contacts. I should have sniffed out that something was up.

I picked up my phone again and sent a text, I was calling for Church first thing in the morning. We needed to figure this shit out. If laying low and staying away from trouble was what Cyrus wanted, that was what I'd give him.

Picking up my discarded bottle of Jack, I sat down on the couch waiting for the sun to rise.


Chapter 2




Aria

I walked towards my dressing room, the sound of receding cheers in the background. It was my fourth late-night talk show this week, and like all the other ones, this one too had been a success. It was surprising how comfortable I was getting to be in the public eye. I enjoyed the attention and love that people around the country showed me. It made me feel like every decision I made had been the right one. They had all got me here, to this moment.

I had been assigned a stylist, ever since I landed the new role on the show. I didn't like the idea of someone dressing me regularly, but I was trying to appreciate all the things my newfound fame had granted me.

So, I put on the tight black dress, the diamonds on my neck and the high black heels the stylist had picked out for me. She was gone now thank God, and I returned to the dressing room still reeling from the success of the night.

When I shut the door behind me, I could hear the live audience. It was a crazy thought to accept that people were falling in love with me. I couldn't wrap my brain around it.

Until a few weeks ago, I was nothing more than a faintly familiar face. I'd got a few roles on daytime TV and a few smaller roles on made for TV movies but none of those roles had been even close to being as big as the one I have now.

Breathless Moments had its whole series out on a streaming service, the show would have gone unnoticed if it were aired on a cable network, but with streaming services quickly becoming one of the most popular for people to watch shows in the country now; Breathless Moments received high accolades within weeks I had become a household name before I even knew what hit me.

I always wanted to be an actress, ever since I was five years old, I had dreamt of being a star on TV. I had always believed that being a daily presence in people's lives on TV shows was more personal and that I would be better appreciated by an audience that way. Now, at twenty-four, I had my big break, and all my dreams were coming true.

It had definitely been a good decision to move to Miami.

My thoughts ran rapped as I sat in front of the lit mirror in the dressing room while I was working carefully to take off my makeup. I didn't want to think about Boston and the life I had left behind. I'd had a good night, just like every other night these past few weeks. Thinking about it would only make me anxious, and that was the last thing I wanted at this moment.

I stared at myself in the mirror, my face was makeup free and yet there was a glow on my skin, my green eyes were bright. A smile creased the sides of my mouth, and I knew I was content. I was happy with the direction my life had taken.

I undid the sleek bun, and my long dark hair came tumbling down. I touched the strands with my fingers; they were slippery and smooth, and I thanked my Nan for her instructions to brush my hair fifty times every night before bed.

Standing up from the chair, I started changing out of the dress into the clothes I had arrived at the studio in. A pair of jeans and a dressy tee. I couldn't stop being excited about the rest of my life. All I had to do now was work hard and show my fans some love. Try to attend as many talk shows as I can before the next season is released.

Although I was giddy with excitement, I was also tired. The last few weeks had been a rollercoaster ride; leaving me exhausted. I hadn't had a moment to myself, a chance to breathe. As I got ready to leave the studio, I skimmed through my calendar. I had the night off on Saturday, my face lit up and finally I would be able to spend some time with my girls.

Put my phone back into my bag, picked up my car keys, I was ready to go.

It was that moment the feeling returned. That familiar dark feeling in the pit of my stomach, the feeling I was being watched. My limbs froze, and I stood stuck at the back door of the dressing room. These few weeks, I had a driver driving me around, but tonight, desperately craving some privacy, I had asked him to take a break, and I had driven myself to the studio.

Now, I was beginning to regret it.

I looked around the silent dressing room, everything was shut, there were no cameras. I was the only person here and yet, it felt like there was someone else here with me.

A pit grew in my stomach when I realized it was Max I was thinking of. For the past few years, since I left Boston, left him, I have been a little paranoid. There would be days when I'd go without thinking of him and unexpectedly, I'd be hit by this nauseous feeling that he was here.

It was a ridiculous thought, I knew that. But he got so deep under my skin I knew I’d always be afraid of him. Though I hadn't been in touch with him or seen him in two years, he always somehow was in the back of my mind. I hated the way he had this effect on me.

Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and stepped out. The sun was slowly fading behind the clouds. The parking lot was full. However, there was nobody there.

I weaved around the cars making my way towards mine. I hurried towards my car as I clutched the keys in my fingers.

The longer I spent in the parking lot, in the growing darkness, by myself, the more anxious I got.

When I reached my car door, I thought I heard footsteps behind me. The keys fell from my hand, and I stifled a scream and crouched down to pick them up as quickly as I could. My breath was caught in my throat, footsteps echoed near me, I was convinced that someone was running up behind me and I was too frightened to turn and look.

I thrust the key into the door and finally gathered the courage to look. There was nobody there. I had imagined the whole thing. The convincing sensation that there was someone else in the parking lot. It was all in my head.

Feeling relieved, I opened the car door and got in. I put my head into my hands I felt like I was going mad. When would I stop being so afraid?

I turned the music on loud, just to make me feel like I wasn't so alone and started the car. Things were going so well tonight until I started thinking of Boston and Max.


Chapter 3




Kai

Insane Horseman was the bar that The Chaos Saints owned, where the members met up. Cyrus set the tradition of conducting Church in the back, and that was where I was headed the next morning.

The boys got the message and when I entered the office, I saw they were all assembled. Omen was now the new VP. Diz our Sergeant in Arms; Lucky; Treasurer and Hawk was Road Captain. The circle had all gathered in one room, and there was a distinct absence from the others. Others would have been present any other day before we were attacked.

The men grew silent when they saw me enter. This was the first Church called in seven days it was also the first Church to be called by me, as President.

"We should sit down," I grumbled as my first words. The men looked at each other, brothers in arms who trusted each other and one by one, we each took a chair at the table. I knew what was going through their heads, the same thoughts that were going through mine. It was strange to have Cyrus and the others absent today.

Omen ran a hand through his hair and shook his head. I knew he had something to say.

"This is fucking crazy, man. Cyrus and our brothers are in prison, and we're sitting here on our asses," he growled. I clenched my jaw and could feel my hands fisting up.

"I spoke to him," I said, and an immediate chatter rang up in the group. They all had questions. None of them had spoken to Cyrus or the others in the past four days, and they all wanted to know what was going on.

"Did you tell him coming for him?"

"How is he holding up?"

"Does he need protection?"

"Fuck!"

"We'll fuck them up!"

The words were being thrown around the room. Everyone was talking at once, and I could see that they were riled up. I raised a hand up in the air to silence them, and just like that, there was peace in the room again.

"He's okay. They're being transferred to County today, and he said that they've figured out protection on the inside. He doesn't need our help," I said, and Diz slammed his fist on the table.

"Fuck that, man. We'll just have to break them out," he barked.

"Give us the order!" Hawk added, and I shook my head.

"That is the exact opposite of what Cyrus wants us to do right now," I said, trying to copy the same calmness that he had displayed over the phone.

"What the fuck are you talking about, brother?" Omen growled, and I looked him square in the eye. For Cyrus to convince me that we needed to take a step back, was one thing. For me to convince this bloodthirsty bunch to do the same was going to be a different story.

"I'm talking about laying low. We've taken a huge hit. We can't afford to go on the attack right now. It could completely destroy the club. If we lost any more of our men; if any more of us got arrested, there would be nothing left of The Chaos Saints," I growled back. Another large blow and there would be nothing left.

I could see the rage bubbling up in each of them. They were all feeling what I had felt when I spoke to Cyrus. An animalistic need for vengeance. I could see Lucky's mouth twitching, as he tried to stop himself from exploding.

"We need to deflect attention. Stay away from weapons," I reiterated.

"But what about our suppliers and buyers? We're going to fucking lose business!" Lucky spat and I drummed my fingers on the table.

"I'll take care of that and speak to them. We can't take any more chances right now. ATF already has a case we'd be putting the rest of the club at risk, as well as the brothers who are in prison already," I replied.

The men were silent now. They were confused because I was ordering them to go against their first instinct of attack.

"So, lay low how? What the fuck are we going to do?" Diz asked, and I drew in a deep breath.

"We have to think of some legit business to get ourselves involved in," I said. "Make the ATF bored with us, so they move on to something else." This wasn't something that Cyrus asked of me, but it was the best idea I could produce. I knew that these men needed to vent, they needed something to occupy themselves with while we waited for Cyrus's orders.

"A legit business? Like fucking what?" Oman barked again, and I shrugged my shoulders.

"This is why I'm talking to you guys. We need to figure out an idea, something to keep us clean at least for a while," I replied, and they exchanged looks again.

"Any ideas?" I urged them, but they remained silent; just staring at me blankly like I had just asked them to shoot each other.

I stood up from my chair with a jerk. The best thing to do right now is leave the idea hanging, allow it to sink in so they can all accept it.

"Get back to me if you have any ideas. Till then, just remember that the idea is to stay low and stay out of trouble. Got it?" I declared as I started walking out of the room.

The whole club was still in shock. Nothing like this had happened to us before to this extent, and it was time for me to take charge.


Chapter 4




Aria

It was Saturday night, and I finally could breathe. After the week I’d had with every day and night scheduled and planned, tonight was going to be freedom, a last-minute girl’s night out at a bar on Ocean Ave with three of my closest friends. I’d grown close with these girls over the past two years, we were all struggling actors when we met, only now I had broken through.

We arrived at the bar; all dressed to the nines. I was dressed in slim dark jeans and a red crop top, my long hair fell in soft waves around my shoulders, and I went for a smokey eye for the night. I didn’t have to be the “sophisticatedly dressed” actress tonight.

Just as we were entering the bar, I heard some giggles behind me. Ellie and Alicia turned to look, just as we heard a girl’s voice.

“Your Aria Price!”

I caught the jealous look on Aicia’s face when I turned to face a girl who was bubbling with excitement.

“I am. I’m surprised you recognized me!” I exclaimed, putting on my public-eye smile.

“Of course, I did! I just watched your show and then saw you on Late Night with Leo Doyle,” she giggled, and I smiled.

“Would you mind if I took a selfie with you?” she asked, as her friends gathered around her now.

I looked over my shoulder at Alicia, Ellie, and the others. They were standing by the door, already looking bored. I threw them a look of apology and turned back to the girl.

“Of course. Where do you want me?” I asked, and she and her friends gathered around me. I smiled at her phone and the flash nearly blinded me, but I didn’t drop my smile.

I hugged them, shook their hands, and walked back to my group when an older woman intercepted me. She must have been in her forties and behind her was a shy-looking man who must have been her husband or date.

“Would you mind taking a photo with me too?” the woman asked, looking sorry for interfering with my night. I wanted to tell her that I had to go back to my friends. I could already see a few more people behind her, looking expectantly at me. But I knew, I couldn’t turn her away. The fact of the matter was that my career largely depended on my fans, just talent alone wasn’t going to get me through the storm of my career.

“I won’t mind at all. What’s your name?” I spoke to the woman as she put her arm around me. The man she was with was getting ready to take the photograph.

“Misty and I love your show!” she exclaimed, and we laughed together as the cameras clicked.

As predicted, she wasn’t the last one. I was intercepted by at least a dozen more people who wanted photos taken or autographs and I felt overwhelmed by all the attention.

When the last person presented a business card for me to sign on the back of, I quickly backed away, waving at the others who continued to take pictures and smile.

I almost fell through the door of the bar, slightly relieved that I had managed to get away and at the same time, excited from all the attention. This was just the beginning; I knew there were lots more to come.

I looked around the place but couldn’t find Ellie, Alicia, or any of the girls. Did they leave the bar without me? Were they seriously jealous of my success?

I tried to not rile myself up. They were only struggling to reach the position I had but then again, I’d have probably been the same way I let out a small sigh.

Instead of checking my phone or calling one of them, I decided that this was probably exactly what I needed. If they didn’t want to at least support me, then fine with me. I walked towards the bar; I didn’t need the company of people who were jealous of me.

“I’ll have a Hemingway daiquiri, please,” I called out to the bartender, as I took a seat.


Chapter 5

Kai

It had been a few days since Church and none of the guys had produced ideas to make the club "go legit." Neither had I, all our heads were wrecked.

I kept thinking over every viable way out, but my mind kept coming back to the same. We needed to get Cyrus and the others out of prison as quickly as we could. We needed to sort this shit out.

I needed a break, from Coral Gables, where we were based. I needed to get away from the club and my brothers, I needed to clear my head, so I could start thinking straight again. Cyrus was right, we had to focus on keeping the club on track, but I just couldn't find a way.
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