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      One focus.

      One drive.

      Earn my place with the Kings of Carnage.

      No distractions. My father, Jinx, paved the way, and as his legacy, I will not get lost or side-lined.

      Brothers before all others.

      Except five-feet-seven-inches of wild abandon crashes into my world by the name of Indigo Knight. In an instant, everything shifts. Unwilling to deny the urge to claim her, I’ll risk it all just to keep her as my own.

      
        
        *Samoan proverbs may not make sense when you translate it in English. But the logic is there, the minds of the people is there. The metaphor is so deep, it’s deeper than the Pacific Ocean. The wisdom of the Samoan ancestors is still burning and locked up in these words.
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        “E leai se mea e sili atu I lo lo’u aiga.” Samoan Proverb –

        Nothing is more important than your family.

      

      

      

      The surrounding air is warm, crisp, and clean. The humidity isn’t what I’m used to in the Georgia heat at all. This is different… nice, even. It feels almost as if the sun is kissing my skin. Inhaling, I breathe deeply. A stirring I never noticed before suddenly settles inside me.

      Home.

      No. This isn’t home, but my very soul seems to find a unique peace here.

      Samoa.

      The land in which my mother was born and has since returned. Here she is, and here I am with a family of my own. My emotions are a mix of hesitation and excitement. As a grown man with children, I can’t imagine being apart from them for even a day, much less to give them away for their lifetime.

      I understand she was just a teen, and after speaking to her over the course of time; she was victim of an assault. Being a young girl in Hawaii, she fell in line with the wrong people. She trusted her friends, who had a unique way of taking her into their gang.

      The details are haunting.

      Once her parents realized she had gone so far as to end up pregnant after her rape initiation, they were as lost as the young mother. Granted, she did not disclose what had occurred until I was born in their home without any medical supervision, but still, they felt the confusion and chaos as deeply as their daughter. Feeling like they weren’t safe on the island there, they made a family decision to take their daughter home to Samoa, where she would be protected.

      They simply did the very best they could in an uncomfortable situation. She left me in the care of a couple she trusted and knew. It was a gift because I had the most amazing life.

      Still, my son is my world. I can’t imagine being apart from him. Yet, my father, whoever he was, never even knew she was pregnant because, frankly, my father could have been one of eight men that night. Had the family stayed in Samoa, none of this would have ever happened. That had been her parents' thought, and in her young emotional state, she understood.

      There would have been no gang.

      No initiation.

      No Koa.

      And for me, no Kalini or Arthur, and that would mean no Talia, no James, and no Kalia. It would mean no Kings.

      All in all, I have come to terms with her reasons behind leaving me on a doorstep and, more than that; I have made peace with it. She is my life giver, my Tina (mother in Samoan). She is my beginning, my center. I will honor, respect, and treasure her for her role in my life.

      Things are different for me now. As a man, I’ve matured to understand her situation. For a long time, I never cared to know her, but in denying her, I was denying a part of my soul.

      Samoa is a part of me, even if I wasn’t raised here. In getting to know my Tina, I have come to know myself far deeper than I would have if I had never taken the chance and come here. Now, I want to give this to my kids.

      I want, no, I need them, to feel their roots. The very depths of who we are beyond our day-to-day life is one with this culture.

      His hand in mine, he squeezes tightly, getting my attention. I look down at my son, my little mini-me. My pride and joy, a dark-haired boy with a will as strong as the ocean.

      “Vasa, what is wrong?” I question, giving my full attention to him.

      “How will we talk to her? To all of them? I don’t understand their words. Penina and I won’t know what to do.”

      Oh, the innocence and fears of a child.

      That’s James. He wants to fully immerse himself into everything he does. Every detail matters, and talking seems to be his favorite thing since he began forming words. Since we landed in Samoa, he has heard the people around us speaking, but he is unable to comprehend their words.

      Smiling, I find pride in my boy wanting to connect with his roots. Part of this trip is for that, but also for her.

      My biological mom.

      We have come a very long way, she and I. The bitterness that once fueled me to press on in life is gone. In its place is a different feeling, but a peace nonetheless.

      Amataga is her Samoan name. Ama is what she introduced herself to me that very first trip to meet her. It was awkward, and possibly one of the most difficult moments of my life, aside from when I buried the mother who raised me and watched helplessly as my father’s health declined and, slowly, his life was taken from me. Meeting her, though, it gave me closure to the questions and insecurities I didn’t realize I had. It has made me a softer and better man.

      The dying wish of a woman, who never once forgot the baby boy she carried and gave away, brought me here.

      Seven years ago, Talia and I made the trip to Samoa to meet my beginning, my Amataga. Three months we spent here getting to know her and my extended family. All while supporting her through an illness she wasn’t sure she would survive. It changed things between us. Truly, it changed me.

      Something in the air here, in the atmosphere, draws me closer with an undeniable allure that speaks to the raw beauty of this land. I’m full of gratitude for the entire experience with both the land and people.

      In Samoa, medicine is not what it is in the States. Even recently, due to a measles outbreak, we had to postpone our current trip. We had to push it back for a year to allow our daughter to be older and vaccinated as a precaution.

      I never imagined I would be the man longing to leave my home in Georgia to connect with a place that gives me roots. So much of my adulthood has been about the Kings and my family in the club, but the part of me attached to Samoa desires to have more time in my homeland.

      Seven years ago, Ama came down with the flu, which kills many Samoans each year. She thought it was the time she would not see tomorrow, and through a series of phone calls, I decided to make the trip with Talia at my side. I can be a ruthless bastard, but to deny a woman who truly thought she would die, I just couldn’t find it inside me.

      As my father Arthur’s dementia took over, he made it clear I needed to connect with her. I needed to connect with who I was. He couldn’t leave this earth without knowing I had people, I had family. That was when I reached out to Ama with a letter at first, then I shipped her a phone, and we began to talk. We took things slow.

      I’m ashamed to say I was hesitant to come to Samoa originally, but with Talia’s encouragement and the fear that once again one of my parents would be leaving this earth, I took a chance. Getting to know Ama has filled a part of me I never realized was actually empty. With Talia’s support, I learned to speak Samoan to make talking with Ama easier for her. While she and many Samoans do speak English, her native tongue is easier. I find the more I learn about my culture from afar, the more I crave.

      I didn’t know how much I desired to see Samoa until she asked me to come. She longed to hold her only son once more. That’s the thing about all of this. She has many daughters, but I have been her one and only son. After having me, she returned to Samoa with her parents, who decided she needed to be home with the support of all of their family once again. It took her some time, but she met and fell in love with a village man. Together, she gave him nine daughters.

      Nine daughters.

      My mother has ten children.

      I was raised as an only child. To this day, I struggle with having such a large extended family. Every time we visit. though, they all accept me with arms and hearts wide open. It’s the Samoan way. Family is truly everything to them.

      After spending time here seven years ago, Talia and I returned to Uprising, Georgia with a special gift, our own family beginning. That following year, my wife gave me our firstborn, a son, James Vasa Kalini. Then, she blessed my life with our daughter Kalia Penina Kalini, when James was six years old.

      Our original time in Samoa had my wife inspired, as well as determined, to give our children a blended name of their American and Samoan heritage. James, after Arthur because that was his middle name, and Vasa, meaning ocean in Samoan because she said he kicked with such a force he was as strong as the ocean. Our daughter is named Kalia as a joining of our names, and Penina means pearl in Samoan because she is truly a gem. I take zero credit for any of it. Talia came up with it all.

      For Talia and I, family means everything. I look forward to growing old with her and having as many children as she is willing to carry for me. Even if that means nine daughters more.

      While I find honor in where I come from, if Talia wants to name our kids “hey you”, I will oblige. My wife—given her childhood—is intent on giving our children these pieces of us.

      Fuck, the way she is as a mom only makes me fall more for her every day. Thinking about her growing with my child again and again, well, if my son wasn’t holding my hand right now, I would consider taking my wife in a bathroom to plant another seed inside her womb.

      She is everything— beautiful, powerful, resilient, and good through and through. I don’t deserve her love. I’m a man who has done and will continue to do things outside of the law. I will never walk the lines of what society calls right. And for my family, for the Kings, I will shed blood without a second thought. How I ended up with a woman like Talia will remain a mystery to me. She is a gift, and I don’t want to question it or do anything to lose her.

      Never in a million years did I imagine this would be my life.

      A wife.

      Two kids, and more in our future, I hope. Even if this is how it is, I’ll spend every second of every day with gratitude for my blessings.

      A family to lift me up.

      I never expected that for me, and yet, now, I can’t imagine life without her, without our kids. After Arthur passed, I didn’t know if I would be able to feel the security of family again. I was wrong.

      Ama returned to me at just the time when I needed my mother again. My life is good, and now my kids get to see what Samoa is really like.

      The green of the trees.

      The heat of the sun looking down over the marvelous island creations.

      The people who work together to take care of one another through everything.

      Maybe this is why I find so much of myself wrapped up in the Kings of Carnage MC. My culture is rooted in family, and Kings are my family. We work together to thrive, not as individuals but as a club completely.

      I hope one day James will find his place in the family, in Samoa, and with the Kings of Carnage.

      “E leai se mea e sili atu I lo lo’u aiga,” I say to my son in Samoan. “Nothing is more important than family, Vasa. They will be sure to understand your heart, son. Language only goes so far; the heart, the soul, is everything. "

      As he smiles up at me, I relax. This is exactly where I am meant to be right now, and my life, my story, has unfolded exactly as it should have to bring me to now.

      The power of the ocean, the love of the sun, with the heart of a warrior, I am one with my people, my origin, and my family.
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      “Tell me a story, sissy. Tell me a story so I can go to sleep,” Cecilia whispers into the dark space between us as she snuggles closer to me in my twin size bed, her head resting on my shoulder. “Tell me a story of Indigo Knight. And tonight, tell me about when she was a kid before she was a superhero!”

      This isn’t unusual. In the darkness, it’s hard to escape the thoughts and fears swirling inside, always there, threatening to take me under. Escaping to the fictional world only found in a make-believe story is the only reprieve both of us find in the day-to-day turmoil that is our life.

      I wish things were different. Life was different.

      Wish as I may, it simply isn’t going to be our reality. There is no magic wand or a money tree growing in our backyard. Maybe when I’m older, I can make a better life for my sister. That right there would be the best gift I could give her.

      Our mom tries to a certain extent, but the woman is blind to whichever man she sets her sights on, forgetting she has kids. Her failure leaves so much to fall on me when it comes to my sister and even taking care of myself.

      As a five year old, Cecelia doesn’t understand the things we do without. The bills that get put off to the next month, the disconnect notices left on the front door, or dinners that don’t come from some kind of box.

      She will be six next month, and I’m racking my brain with something to do to for her to make it special. To her, this is what everyone lives like. Everyone stays in a dirty trailer. Everyone’s mother is hardly around. She’s never been on a sleepover and seen someone else have a nicer house and food in the fridge. To my sister, this is all normal. I’ll shelter her from the reality of life for as long as I can in hopes that one day, I can change it for her.

      Our mother isn’t present on a consistent schedule. When she is in front of us, I don’t know how she can’t see how much her daughters crave her attention, especially CC. Except she doesn’t. She seems to look right through us. Her only worry is the current companionship she’s in. Some people can’t be alone, and unfortunately, our mother is one of them. Ditch the daughters and love the lovers. Or whatever goes through her head.

      Guess I’ll be the one to give Cecilia the mom, the attention, and the childhood life I certainly won’t ever have.

      “Once upon a time,” I begin in a whisper as CC wiggles. “There was a house on a hill.”

      “Not too big,” she adds excitedly.

      I smile to myself, loving how much this makes her happy as I continue on. “Inside the house was a little old lady. Everyone in the town loved Ms. Bonnie Faye. Children from all over came to visit her house.”

      “Was Indigo one of the children?” Cecilia inquires, and I fight back my laugh.

      These bedtime stories began a year ago as a way to drown out the noise from our mom and Damian fighting. The walls in this place are thin as paper, and CC didn’t need to hear every vulgar thing that came from their lips. The story was a simple thing at the beginning, but it means so much to us both now.

      No matter the day, good or bad, this is how every night ends for her. Happy. Excited for the next day. Loved.

      I don’t know what it is about after dark that our mom and step-dad have to fight. Especially Damian, the loudest of them all.

      All in all, it doesn’t matter which man it is, and there have been many. The nights always end in screaming, hitting, and things breaking just one room over.

      Each man she brings home is considered our “dad”. Which she wants us to call them, not that I like it but, it’s better than learning their names. Regardless, it seems every night, rather than watch television or have a talk, our mother and her mister have to argue.

      Loudly.

      Sometimes violently.

      The thing that stands out to me after dealing with this my entire life is the common denominator in the situation. Our mother; she will disagree, but I beg to differ. With each relationship, it’s a repeat of the last. She has a type. The bigger asshole the better type. The one who won’t settle down with her. No, they take what they want, usually sex, and then drift away in the wind. This cycle needs to be broken.

      Personally, I will not continue the pattern. I want more for myself and my sister. This is our temporary, not our forever.

      As for my mother, if the shoe fits, she should wear it. Therefore, night after night, my sister ends up beside me in bed as I whisper a made-up story to distract her from the chaos that is our life into sleep.

      “Ms. Bonnie Faye loved all the kids coming to see her. She always kept the softest cookies in her ceramic jar, just for a special few. Indigo Knight was one of those few.”

      Cecilia adjusts beside me, settling in. “I bet they were oatmeal cream pies.”

      I smile because my sister loves oatmeal cream pies. Except, she doesn’t understand they aren’t homemade. They come in a box. Everything comes in a box.

      Our mom empties the pies into a container for us to pull from. If it can’t be made in the microwave, then it isn’t being cooked in this house. The only time Mom turns on the oven is to heat the house in the cold. I have never had a homemade cookie, or a homemade anything.

      “Well, what do you know, those happen to be Indigo’s favorite cookies,” I add exuberantly, “and Ms. Bonnie Faye kept them just for her. Every day after school, Indigo made the walk from school and up the hill to Ms. Bonnie’s house.”

      “Why didn’t she just ride the bus?”

      “Silly, the bus can’t take her to Ms. Bonnie’s. The bus only takes you to school and home to your momma’s. Ms. Bonnie, well, she ain’t Indi’s momma, so the bus won’t go there.”

      Satisfied, she nods against me, lifting her feet high and grabbing them before straightening back out. The bed space is tight, and it takes her a bit each night to settle. She’s a little wiggle worm until she does.

      “Even on weekends, Indigo makes the trip to Ms. Bonnie’s. The walk can be tiring, but Indi loves time with Ms. Bonnie. Not just for the cookies, either. She cares for the woman.” I sigh dramatically. “The town doesn’t know it, but Indi, she doesn’t have anyone. She lives in an abandoned house in the woods not far from Ms. Bonnie.”

      “Indigo is so strong,” Cecilia says with a yawn.

      “Life made her that way. Sometimes, Cecilia, we have to be strong, even when we don’t think we can.” A teacher told me that once last year, and it’s stuck with me.

      If only those words weren’t so true. I no longer remember what it feels like to be a kid. My every thought is protecting my sister. My future is filled with keeping her sheltered from our mother’s poor decisions in men. I’ve lost count of how many “step-dads” I have had in my twelve years alive. It’s sad to say, I don’t even remember which one was Cecilia’s dad. He was gone before she was born. I was six, and that particular year, I think I had three, maybe even four, “dads” during that time.

      Making up stories night after night is taxing. Trying to find something happy, some piece of hope to give my sister, or even to give myself is hard. No matter what, for CC, I press on.

      “Indigo has a special bond with Ms. Bonnie. She takes out the trash, checks the mail, and even cooks alongside Ms. Bonnie. What Ms. Bonnie doesn’t know is those are the only meals, actual meals, Indigo gets.”

      “This is a sad story, sissy. I want a happy one!”

      Closing my eyes, I breathe deep. Life is a sad story, but I can’t tell my sister that. She needs to have hope for better ahead.

      “Indigo makes her way to Ms. Bonnie’s this particular morning. She knows she needs to get to school, but something tells her to go check on her friend. Oh, what a special word. This warm feeling comes over young Indi thinking about Ms. Bonnie—her friend. See, Indi doesn’t have friends. She knows better than to let anyone know her home life. She trusted someone once, and she ended up in foster care.”

      “What’s foster care?” Cecilia interrupts.

      “Foster care is a place they send unwanted children. They become wards of the state, and they don’t get to see their family ever again.”

      The fear of foster care overtakes me simply at the thought. Once a social worker came to the house; this was when we lived in Ohio. They told Momma if she didn’t take better care of me, they would have no choice but to take me as a ward of the state. Something about being malnourished. It was so long ago, I can’t remember the specifics, just that word and the fear.

      I’ll never forget worrying I would be taken from home … and where would I go? What would happen to my mom? And now, what would happen to CC? I don’t want to be separated from my sister. I didn’t sleep well until we moved down to Tennessee. Being out of Ohio gives me more security.

      It wasn’t long after the social worker came when Mom had Cecilia. From the moment she came home from the hospital wrapped in a pink and white blanket, she has been my very best friend. Momma used to tell everyone CC was more my baby than hers. I don’t care what anyone thinks. I’ll tell the world she is mine. My sister came along and I had someone who really stayed with me, cared for me, and I for her in return. There is nothing I won’t do for her, and no way I’m letting us end up in foster care!

      Getting back to the story, I silently hope CC falls asleep soon. I’m a little tired myself tonight. “Indigo Knight had been to foster care before, and she didn’t like it. Living on her own, checking in with Ms. Bonnie Faye, that was what mattered. She would do anything to protect it.”

      “Would she lie?” Cecilia asks, ever the curious one. “You tell me never to lie, sissy.”

      Sighing, she is not wrong. I do tell her never to lie … to me. I can’t protect her if I don’t know everything that goes on when I’m not here. Sometimes, Mom leaves us with our “step-father of the time” when she goes out. When it happens, my thoughts don’t ease up, my fears only grow until I am back with my sister again. I can’t protect her when I’m not here.

      Before Cecilia started school, it used to worry me leaving her every day. I didn’t know what would happen in my absence. Some of the men in our mother’s past have really given me the creeps. I can’t explain it, but some of them simply weren’t to be trusted. I could see it in their eyes.

      “She didn’t have to lie. No one stopped to ask. But in the story, you have to know that Indi would do anything to be able to see Ms. Bonnie every day.”

      Cecilia shifts again, and I continue. “It was a chilly morning as Indigo made her way up the hill. The wind blew, and it only made Indigo realize she needed to layer her clothing better this morning. Too bad her only sweatshirt was still hanging to dry on a tree by the riverbed. Ms. Bonnie taught her many things, including washing clothes. Granted, it started with her washing Indigo’s clothes for her, but Indi, she’s independent. So, she made sure to learn.”

      Cecilia’s breathing evens out, and I know she’s beginning to drift off, but she’s not quite there yet.

      “As Indigo approaches Ms. Bonnie’s house, she notices all the lights are off. Ms. Bonnie turns on the porch light every night, and in the morning when she turns it off, she always turns on the living room light. Only this morning, the lights … none of them are on.”

      Cecilia yawns. “I hope Ms. Bonnie is okay.”

      “Curiously, but cautiously, Indigo approaches. Reaching the front door, she turns the knob to find it unlocked. Opening it, she gasps in shock as she finds Ms. Bonnie on the floor unconscious. Rushing to action, Indigo gets a pillow from the nearby couch and puts it under Ms. Bonnie’s head as she grabs the phone from its base and dials 911. She learned about calling for emergency services at school and never once thought she would need it. ‘Come on, Ms. Bonnie, hang in there,’ Indi whispers before spouting off the address to the operator. Indigo holds Ms. Bonnie’s hand, silently begging for her to be okay.”

      Cecilia twists to her side. “I really hope Ms. Bonnie is okay. This is making me worry.”

      “Indigo drops the phone to the floor as the fear sets in. She leans over Ms. Bonnie, and a tear falls from her face to the woman beneath her. Indigo can’t lose her only friend. The liquid hits the older woman’s face, and her eyes begin to blink open. Indigo gasps in surprise.” I take a breath as my own fatigue begins to win. Blinking, I struggle to keep my eyes open.

      “‘Indigo,’ Ms. Bonnie whispers, ‘you saved me. I fell down, and you are the angel who came and saved me.’”

      Cecilia sighs happily. “Indigo always saves the day. Indigo Knight is the best hero in any book,” she whispers, falling sound asleep beside me.

      If only my life could be that of Indigo Knight’s; where, even when it’s bad, somehow it always ends up good.

      If only Indigo Knight was real and able to save the day over and over again. Alas, it’s all just make-believe.

      For the last year, the tales I make up featuring Indigo seem to give my sister exactly what she needs to fall asleep and stay asleep until the dawn of a new day comes to battle our happiness once again.

      If only my life could be fiction where a happily ever after was bound to happen.

      Indigo Knight, she’s going to be just fine. Me, Faith Frisco, well, I don’t know what it is to be fine, and I can’t say I ever will.
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