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Dear Reader,

***E-Book Exclusive 2021 2nd Editions***

***Available Both in E-book and Paperback***

Before Pops Was Prez

“You heard him.”  I spoke up as the very few members argued with my father, who is and has been President of the Royal Blood clan for longer than I have been around.  He’d huffed, folding his arms tightly at his chest, taking a seat to check out, only able to roll his eyes as this disagreement became vocal.

When mouths quieted after my second shout, I reiterated for my father.  “The separation of Chapters will allow us growth and ability to cover larger regions.  Allow those who should be higher in ranks to shine in their own Chapter if they can’t here because seats are filled.  I can’t see why there is an argument when eventually this will lead to our wallets collectively and individually growing, not simply the area we run.”

Sledge, my best friend, and partner in crime since we were able to walk and then run.  As always, he had my back even in discussions that had become ridiculous and increasingly heated.  “Look at the big picture here, fellas.  Many of you travel from miles around only to meet here because this was always THE spot.  How much easier would it be to have your own church?  Clubhouse?  Have some autonomy while remaining with the club you chose for life?  You’ll be closer to family, work, or you’ll be able to begin your own businesses as we have the bar here.”  

He posed several great questions to the group, thoughtfully finishing with.  “Consider the burdens that will be relieved for all involved.  That’s you and your families.”

Mad Dog, one of our most boisterous and annoying of our members, cuts in and points a finger at me.  “You two are only arguing shit because you’re next in line unless one of us takes it.”  

I shrugged my hands near my shoulders not wishing to further argue with this idiot, but I had to point out.  “Look at all these guys in this room.  Many of them have to leave their families, not just for their duties with us almost weekly if they can, but they must seek and maintain jobs outside of our club because we can’t employ everyone on one spot.  We need to be able to cover more area to do more for our club members.”

“It was bullshit you skipped Prospect and got patched just because your daddy runs this place.”  Mad Dog maliciously spat.

Sledge shook his head, huffing out a disappointed sigh as I released a burdened breath as well.  “And that’s all he’s got for us?”  Sledge’s eyes shifted from me to my father who’d waved a hand for us to step back, and he was ready for the reins again.  Of course, we gladly nodded for him to proceed and took a literal step behind him before he regained control of the room here. 

“That’ll do, Mad Dog.”  My father stood from behind his desk, staring straight into Mad Dog’s eyes as he asked in a firm tone.  “Why did you stay in this club if you had such a problem with how things are run?  And need I remind YOU that you were also Legacy patched in by your family, so I think your comment to my boys here was a bit ignorant.”  My father raised his gaze, looking over the group as he continued to speak.  


“When I took over for my father, I wasn’t provided many choices.  I was young, undisciplined and had to grow up literally overnight to fill that man’s shoes here and at home.  My mother wasn’t able to help because women weren’t included in anything until we began loosening that grip too.  They’re treated better but still not in our Church.  Our daughters neither.

The other guys...just as you said, Mad Dog...they wanted to take the Alpha out and they fucked up there yesterday as you have today.  I wasn’t an easy mark then or now, and I wasn’t taught to fail, nor do I feel I ever have.  You see any of those geezers here today?  HA!  Another change I made for the better...we don’t have to duel to the death.  

Although, I could punch you in the face until I’ve had my fill, then you’d have to buy me a beer and pat my back on what a good ass whooping that was.  Lucky bastard!  If my father was here, he’d have slit your throat while the rest of us continued on with business as usual until you began to smell.  

Matter of fact, your Prospect trial was me appeasing your family by keeping that rule.  You stayed whether you felt obligated to us or them, I can’t say.  Those were never our requirements of you, so that we are clear.  THEY wanted to prove they raised you with the same dedication they had for only this.  

Those folks didn’t care what you were exposed to in this life or what you ever wanted from it.  As your Prez and a father with a son, I did...and in order to change a damn thing even if at a later date, I had to figure out how to swim and not sink this entire damn ship.  That started with happy members who trust their management.

I had to play along with specific matters for a while to gain the trust of my clan and learn my job as it needed to be for all of you.  My only family because my mom checked out when Pops did, my sisters went elsewhere to have lives, and they should.  But that left me here to prove I could lead without waiver as my father did.  So, I followed the example of those he led and those he led with until I could do more.

Later, I had the opportunity to leap and demonstrate I WAS a good leader and deserved my father’s chair.  I made damn sure those before us knew I appreciated being taught by them too and not just leaders.  Not like this unappreciative sack of manure couldn’t see nor care about the big picture then or now.  I cared to a fault from day one and saw every detail of an even bigger, more detailed portrait.

Once I got a little foothold on my own...I ran with it and most of you saw what I will not say I did all on my own.  Together we found loopholes to improve things for everyone in this club.  Changed the program for Legacy club kids so your children, Mad Dog, wouldn’t have to go through the hazing you did to prove yourself when your life had already been devoted here in my eyes.

I have a perfectly sound justification for that because, as I said, your life was already devoted to learning and living the same code as you chose later.  Being a father myself, I have reflected back on my own upbringing, a lot in fact.  I’d made several of these previous changes with ALL of these details already in mind before I was in charge of taking bags of diapers to the curb.  

What club kids get drug through all their lives is not their choice, but they are involved anyway.  Ostracized by the community because of who WE are...not themselves.  Going to bed hungry some nights and your wife can’t answer when they ask, ‘when is daddy coming home?’.  They aren’t even viewed as people, their ‘Property of...’ kids, like our women.  

Until OUR sons grow up and change that, I pray mine does with all of yours.  I mean that!  We have roots going back to significant acts against our own government, historical and disastrous stuff, yet we’ve found ways to work alongside it.  That’s alongside others and those in positions of authority.

Delicately we skirt our way around causing less obvious mayhem.  We’re still outlaws by some or many public standards.  Although now we have ways to get so-called authority to listen and trust we are not all instigators.  That mutual respect and reliance gets them to turn the other way if we’re handling business in a manner they can’t because they are authority and have to be humane.  Though I sure would rather deal with some matters as we do as they too are human.

Anyway...where was I?  Right!  Prohibition...dumb idea.  Biggest comparable I got for today, folks, so enough with the groans.  The point is once proven lucrative it’s amazing who wanted the biggest bite.  The very people who waged war against us and we proved them all wrong.  I shouldn’t necessarily say we as if it had been only us in that war back then.  That body count...still their fault but that’s not the bottom line here.

We had a significant stake in history.  Ran what we could on bikes we made in barns unless someone earned enough to buy one at that time.  Bikes were very rare even if simpler to manufacture than cars.  Better on gas and oil; none of that mattered at the time.  We ran shipments ourselves, initially, and later provided security for other larger organizations with dealings in our region or just passing through.  

That is how we became Royal Blood.  We were the largest group available that was always ready, no matter where or time of night and still are.  Think for a moment about how much not simply bigger but BETTER that will be for all.  We either grow or die off AND THAT’S the bottom-line, fellas. 

We honestly should have split into Chapters back in the day and could have made a killing doing so.  That was also at time when no one dared question their leaders and those leaders, no matter the size, region or organization, we were gentlemen and smarter with our greed.  Because that could cost lives, and we didn’t want that.  Bad for business.

We made tons more money helping people get from the South to the North than we ever did fighting for and stealing another group’s supply.  We got money and a supply all our own if we needed.  All of that completed with a handshake and you proved your word was good
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