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      This book is not meant to be an exact depiction of life in a motorcycle club, but rather a work of fiction meant to entertain.

      *** Warning: This book contains graphic situations that may be a trigger for some readers. Please understand this is a work of fiction and not meant to offend or misrepresent any situations. There is quite a bit of violence, so if that’s not what you’re looking for, then please don’t read. ***
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      Opposites attract, driving emotions high, this is a passion-fueled ride…are you ready?

      

      Kick

      Born straight into Hell, the Hellions MC gave me a safety I never knew existed.

      Raised by Nathan “Boomer” Vaughn, I finally knew what it was to have a real family.

      I found my place wearing this cut and taking this ride with him.

      I am Colton “Kick” Vaughn.

      I live for family, f*cking, and fun.

      Diem

      Life is good. Life is easy.

      I am Diem Reigns.

      I live a life of comfort and privilege.

      When everything crashes around me, I find my only comfort with him. The biker who is reckless, careless, and everything my mother told me to stay away from suddenly becomes the only person I can trust.

      She’s in danger with nowhere to turn. He’s determined to give her the ride of her life.
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        Blaine “Roundman” Reklinger

        (Haywood’s Landing Original – overall President and founder to the club)

        married to Claudia Reklinger – one child

        Delilah “Doll” Reklinger Crews

        Talon “Tripp” Crews

        (Catawba Hellions President in One Ride – ends up Haywood’s Landing and overall President)

        Married to Doll

        Tripp and Doll have two kids –

        Blaine Ward Crews (BW)

        Dia Nicole Crews

        Rhett “Danza” Perchton

        (Haywood’s Landing Original – overall VP – retired)

        married to Mary Alice – one child

        Savannah “Sass” Perchton Oleander

        Frank “Tank” Oleander

        (Haywood’s Landing Hellions and overall VP)

        Married to Sass

        Tank and Sass have four kids -

        Kenneth “Red” Oleander

        Rhett “Crunch” Oleander

        Kellum “Pretty Boy” Oleander

        Thomas “Tommy Boy” Oleander

        Tommy “Rocky” Fowler

        (Haywood’s Landing Original)

        married to Marie – one child

        Dina Renee Fowler Davenport (Read her story in the Love and Repair Series)

        Richard “Frisco” Billings

        (Haywood’s Landing Original - retired)

        married to Amy Mitchell – they have one child together

        He has a daughter from a previous relationship with Tilly

        Nathan “Boomer” Vaughn

        Patched into Catawba Hellions/Moved over to Haywood’s Landing Charter

        Current Officer

        married to Purple Pussy Pamela – two children alive (lost a daughter Cannon previously)

        Colton “Kick” Vaughn

        Wesson “Busted” Vaughn

        Ruben “Ruby” Castillo

        Married to Jenna “Vida” Natera de Castillo – three children

        Maritza Castillo

        Mariella Castillo

        Ruben “RJ” Castillo Junior

        Drexel “Rex” Crews

        Catawba Hellions President

        married to Lux – one child

        Axel Devon Crews

        Andy “Shooter” Jenkins

        Catawba Hellions VP

        Married to Tessie

        Tessie and Shooter have 7 children together and Tessie has one child with Rex–

        Axel Devon Crews

        Andrew “Drew” Jenkins

        Andrea “Dre” Jenkins

        Alexander “Alex” Jenkins

        Abigail “Abby” Jenkins

        Asante “Te’” Jenkins

        Acadia “Cadie” Jenkins
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      My early years haunt me. Always looking over my shoulder. Waiting for him to come and bring down his pain. He can’t touch me, he can’t touch anyone, but yet in the deep recesses of my mind, he’s still there.

      Boomer and the Hellions gave my mother, brother, and me more than protection.

      They gave me stability, confidence.

      Everything I am today is because of this club.

      No matter what, I wear my cut boldly. No man is better than a man who earns a Hellions cut.
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      To Boomer and Pami: Thank you for being in my life. Knowing the two of you has been inspiring. Just thinking of you both brings a smile to my face!

      To Katlyn: Never settle. You are stronger than you realize. Always be true to who you are. I love you.

      To my daughter: Love yourself as hard as I love you. Believe in yourself as much as I believe in you. My beautiful baby girl, love yourself before you allow yourself to love anyone else.
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        Find me on Spotify for the full playlist I used while working on this project!

        Key artists on repeat:

        Papa Roach (as always)

        Eminem (as always)

        Memphis May Fire

        Shinedown
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        The Tail of the Dragon, Deals Gap, North Carolina.

      

      

      
        
        Boomerism: “The firefight isn’t always in the war-zone. The battle of the mind is the hardest fight to ever win.”

      

      

      The chill of fall is in the air. The mountains surround us as the sun begins to rise. It’s early…too early, but I need this time to myself. I have waited so long for this, not just for me, but for Wesson.

      Hell, for our entire family.

      After everything, I can say I am the man I am today because of the Hellions MC. If life hadn’t been exactly how it was, there is no way I would be where I am in any way, shape, or form. It has taken years to really understand and appreciate the pain for what it was. Without each piece of the puzzle in my life coming together in this way, I wouldn’t be here right now. For that, every bit of it was worth it.

      Today is bigger than I ever expected.

      As a young boy, I thought about this day…all the time, it seems. I think it kept me focused on what was ahead of me instead of what held strong in the rearview. And my past, it’s the kind of trauma to really break a kid in a way that carries into adulthood.

      The humble beginnings of my life were unstable at best. I remember the fear. Subconsciously, I suppose I push it all down to protect myself just to get through another day. No matter how I tried to box it away in my mind, I knew and still know just how raw it all was. For my sanity, I have released it. I prefer to view it as not holding onto the bad because everything I had turned out better than a guy like me could have ever predicted.

      Barely does it register much anymore. I can’t hold onto life before the Hellions. Life before Boomer simply doesn’t matter. He has given us everything our father never would have and so much more. When I was little and I would think of how things were, it would keep me up at night. Only, instead of being afraid, I boldly chase every dream in front of me because moments like today are what life is about. All these years, I’ve imagined it all.

      What will it feel like?

      What will I think?

      Will the ride be smooth?

      Will I hit a bump and lose my balance?

      Will I be able to hug the curves?

      Never in a million years could I have envisioned the reality of today.

      I choose not to really remember much about life before Boomer and the Hellions. Vague moments roll in and out of the deep recesses of my mind, but nothing stands out in a positive way until Nathan “Boomer” Vaughn came into our lives. He’s more than my dad, he’s the man I’ve always wanted to grow into.

      The stuff I remember from before—it’s the kind of thing that can make a man go hard, crazy, mean, or jump straight off the edge into the abyss of depression. My formative years were filled with fleeting moments of happiness trapped around a constant state of fear.

      My childhood before Boomer—it’s the shit women teach their daughters to get out of. The things all parents pray their daughters don’t ever get caught up in.

      Simply put, I was born and raised in complete chaos. My mom fell in love with a monster and got in too deep. In order to leave, she had to lose a baby and almost her life. Pamela Vaughn is the strongest woman I’ll ever know, and I’m fortunate to call her mom.

      Life is unpredictable.

      I have known it for as long as I can remember. In order for our mom to leave our sperm donor father, we had to live on the run with our grandmother for a time. Memaw is the best, but she isn’t like the comfort of a young boy having his mom. She did the best she could while raising two boys literally from a suitcase because at any point in time we had to be ready to leave. I didn’t understand it then, but now, I see it all in a different light.

      Preparation is a myth because you can never be ready for life.

      Honestly, it’s one of those things I feel like I simply came out of the womb prepared for—the unexpected. Does it make sense to be prepared for the unknown? Probably to most, that is crucial to survival. People put money into savings. Some people even prepare for end-of-days type of shit. Except the reality is one is never truly ready for the worst.

      If shit can go wrong, it will go wrong, period. My life is one upheaval to the next, at least in my formative years. Taking on the mindset I can face anything, I joined the military, which only solidified the need to be flexible.

      Always ready.

      Ever steady.

      No matter what.

      That’s me.

      Every time the world goes topsy-turvy and tilts me on my axis, I simply adjust and continue on. Adapt and overcome, but never, ever crumble.

      Life is funny. As children, we rush to grow up. As adults, we daydream about going back in time. Naptime in kindergarten was always this dreaded time of day, then we grow up and wish we had a break built into the day like we once had.

      I remember thinking I had all the answers. Even though I knew something would go sideways because that was our life, I thought I had my future set. In my mind, it was simple.

      As a teenager, I didn’t fight with my parents. In fact, even now, I respect the hell out of both of them without hesitation. The way my childhood was, they weren’t smothering, but rather open and real with me and my brother.

      I don’t know when it all dawned on me, but it did. From the moment I decided to join the United States Armed Services, more specifically the Army, my future was set in my mind. I knew just how it would all be. Even though my very soul told me something would most certainly pop up, I never imagined it would all work out like it has. Whether one can say things are good or bad…well, I guess that’s on the individual’s perception. I can say the situations like my family face—now and before—truly determine if a person is an optimist or a pessimist.

      When shit hits the fan and gets real, a man’s true colors show loud and clear. Let me just say my brother is the most optimistic person I’ve ever encountered. His level of positive energy is infectious. I stand here today at twenty-five years old without a single doubt that my brother, Wesson, is a stronger, braver, and better man than I will ever be.

      Once upon a time, I thought the biggest stress my mother would face was the worry over my career. If only that had been all she really needed to worry about. There is no greater love than that of a mother to her child.

      For us, it’s so much more.

      We know what our mother endured for us. We know what Boomer did to give us safety, freedom. We know all too well just how dark our lives could have been. Having all the bad behind us, I had this glimmer of hope that the future would be full of safety. Even though I knew life would kick me in the teeth, I never expected how things have played out. This was not supposed to be my mother’s future.

      A memory invades, and I let myself go back.

      “Colt, you don’t have to do this,” my mom whispers as I see the panic build in her eyes. “I’m proud of you and the man you’re growing into, but you don’t have to risk it all.”

      She’s worried.

      I get it.

      I’m not worried, though. Life is right in front of me. Everything is ready for the taking.

      I beam with pride. For the first time, I truly recognize myself as a grown man. I spent my high school years trying the patience of my parents and honestly everyone around me. Not because I got in trouble with the law or I gave them shit at home.

      A thrill-seeking, adventurous boy is how I would describe myself. Reckless would be my mother’s word for me.

      Barely getting through school, I had zero plans for college. It’s probably why I didn’t really apply myself in school. I didn’t need to.

      I have chased one adrenaline rush to the next. Bungee jumping from the high-rise bridge—did that more than once. Street racing down Highway 58—I’ve lost count of the times. I live for the high of pushing life’s boundaries.

      This is next level for my mom to take in, though, and I don’t want to worry her. Except this is my life and where my gut says I need to go. I know she can’t understand my desire to do this, but I’m one hundred percent confident in my choice.

      “I don’t have to, you’re right, Momma. Won’t deny that. This is a choice I made, and it’s more than just serving as a soldier in the Army. I know the danger increases, but I want to serve my country to the best of my ability. I want to go to the next level. No one is making me. This isn’t some money-driven decision. This isn’t something someone ordered. Don’t you see, I want to. I want to serve my brothers-in-arms with this honor. I want to lead.”

      My decision to join the Army didn’t surprise my parents. Boomer and I have been inseparable since he came into our lives when I was six years old. He was in the Army before he met our mother. We saw pictures, and he talked about it often, especially when Shooter would visit. So I was going to be in the Army without question. I looked up to Boomer, and if this was the thing that made him the man he is, then I want that too.

      My choice after selection to continue on and become an Army Ranger—that is a different thing entirely. Which is why my mother is fighting back tears right now. I just had to tell her that her oldest son, her baby boy, is going to be an Army Ranger. It’s something no one truly understands unless they are in the Army.

      It’s an honor.

      The woman in front of me barely holds herself together. I hate to cause her pain.

      This isn’t the reaction I was expecting, but I understand it. She’s my mom, my very life giver. To her, I’m taking an extra risk. Joining the Army was one thing; this is a whole different level and beyond her comfort zone. For her—for everyone—is unexpected. I didn’t even tell Wesson I wanted to be a Ranger. My brother is my best friend, and we share everything. His face beside our mother is stone. He’s so stuck in place in a way I’m not sure if he’s worried or he’s angry. Whatever it is, he’ll have to get over it because I’ve already made up my mind and signed up. There is no going back for me, my mind is firm in this decision.

      Boomer is the only one who seems happy for me right now. Then again, he knows better than anyone what being a Ranger means.

      Boomer was already discharged when he came into our lives. My mom doesn’t know the life of a military spouse. While she supports me, she can’t fully fathom what all of this means for me, much less for herself. This is not what she expected. Nor is she remotely prepared for the changes.

      Hell, if I’m honest, it’s beyond my comfort zone, too, but I’m up for the challenge. I want to push myself above mental limits and really tackle life and my career. I want to be a leader. I want to be fearless in serving my country.

      Nathan “Boomer” Vaughn is the best father, man, and overall human being I know. He joined the Army and was in Special Forces. Boomer, as he’s known by his teammates and his brothers in the Hellions MC, spent his career specializing in explosives. Upon my enlistment, I originally wanted to have the same career path. However, being partially colorblind created an issue for the job. With a waiver, I enlisted as infantry. I have achieved sharpshooter medals, and now I’m in Ranger school.

      Honor.

      Courage.

      Commitment.

      She sighs and gives me the soft smile that has always been a balm to every ache in my soul. “I worry about you, Colt.” Her eyes lock to mine. “I understand you’re a man now. Just know, I love you, my precious son.”

      The worry on her face remains etched firmly in my memory. I’ll never forget it, but I can truly say her face fills with worry far more often now, and it has nothing to do with my former military career. Every single day, we all have a reminder of how quickly things can change.

      Life is a fickle bitch. The Army didn’t cause the devastation in my family.

      An accident did.

      My mother is the strongest woman in the world. She always has been. Vaguely, I remember the time when we lived with my grandmother, and my mother stayed away. I suppose I suppressed the majority of those memories because the time was tough. Still, if I think back, I can remember more than I want to. At the time I was too young to understand. Hindsight is twenty-twenty, they say…and the statement is not wrong.

      Now, I know the truth.

      My mother loved us so much she sent us away to keep us safe. She sacrificed watching her sons grow up and potentially never being with us again, just so we wouldn’t live in the hell our biological dad was sure to put us through. She lived it and has the scars to prove it. The life she wanted for her sons wasn’t filled with violence right in front of their young eyes. No matter how hard it was, Momma did what she had to in order to give Wesson and me something better.

      The thoughts of how things could have been sent a different memory back to me. A memory invades. One, I would rather not revisit, but I can’t ever seem to shut it off either.

      “Why is our last name different, Momma?” I ask after it was brought to my attention today at soccer practice. I should have ignored the question, but I can’t. River Jones, my nemesis, made sure to tell the whole team today how my momma had a different last name because my daddy wasn’t my dad.

      I watch my mother’s face sadden and immediately regret my question. I don’t want to see her sad. My mom has the most beautiful smile in the world. It lights up the atmosphere. I want her happy, not sad. She paled, and for a moment, the air between us shifted in a way I had never experienced before.

      I should have just tripped River on the soccer field and let it go. Why does he get to run his mouth? Momma has enough without me being ridiculous. What does a name matter anyway? Boomer has all these brothers in the Hellions, and they don’t have the same last name like Wesson and I do. This is a dumb thing to ask.

      We even live next door to Ruby, who is from Mexico. There is no way he is really Boomer’s brother, but they call each other that. No one questions it, so obviously it’s real. Why does River think a name defines a family? Who makes him the fact-giver in the world anyway?

      “Never mind,” I stutter, feeling bad for upsetting my mom.

      Boomer moves from the kitchen to where we are on the couch. “You asked a question, you deserve an answer,” he states while keeping his eyes on my mother. “I just think we need to word it in a way you can understand, Colt.”

      “It’s okay, Dad.”

      As the words escape my lips, for some reason a thought hits me—for the longest time, Dad was Boomer to me, not Dad. In the beginning, I called him Boomer, actually, it came out more like “Booma,” but he wasn’t Dad.

      When did it shift? I don’t remember, but I’m only ten. I drop my head in my hands as I painfully try to focus and remember.

      Dad.

      Why does that title make my stomach tighten? I blink, and a picture flashes in my mind of my mom and another man. A man I once called Dad too.

      Who is he exactly? Why does he feel important? Why am I afraid? I struggle to hold onto the memory. Fear builds inside of me, and it’s like this weight crushing me.

      “I always said if you boys were old enough to ask a question, no matter the answer, I would give you the truth. So here it is, Colt. Boomer is not
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Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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