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        Bachelorettes on the Loose

        Priest

      

      

      Being dragged out by my brothers isn’t the worst thing that could happen to me, so why am I sitting in the corner of the bar racking my brain trying to think of a plausible excuse to leave? Most of the core Pride are here at Joe’s Pub, laughing, some drinking, and their women dancing.

      The place is packed, the dance floor full of women swinging their hips in time with the music. They have a feature band. This month, it’s one of Demon’s latest finds. He runs a record label as well as being an artist himself, as well as being a key member of the brotherhood. The band Diesel Fumes and Demon have been collaborating on an album for months, and the release date is set for early next week. They’ll be the opening act for the Smoking Guns, Maddie’s band, on a month-long tour. There’s no way that War, our Pride brother, and their little girl, Amelia, will be with Maddie all the way through. Demon, known to the music world as Lucien Bardon, but another Satan’s Pride member and brother to me, will meet them in different cities throughout the tour. He’s even talking about leaving Dean, his baby boy, with his parents and taking Sofia, his savvy and sassy wife, with him on the weekends.

      That’s the beauty of the Pride. Guard will make it work to ensure all the brothers are following their dreams. Ghost and Guard are more alike than I thought. I swear they can read each other’s minds. I find their connection fascinating. What’s worse is that both of them are usually able to read mine. That, I’m not so crazy about.

      Most of the time, I don’t want to deal with the shit in my head. I have my demons. I’m dealing with the noise in my head, pushing past the crap that my parents rattled off my entire life. As I scan the room, I see Camille, my beautiful sister, with her girly crew, smiling and joking, I’m in awe of all she’s accomplished. She put herself through school with no help from me or our family. She battled poverty, thanks to my parents and brother. And I was in my own fucking, little, peon world thinking that I was the only one who mattered, living my boo-hoo life, making excuses instead of being the brother I should have been and having her back. I failed her, yet, when she could have stepped away from me, she pulled me in closer, loving me despite my shortcomings.

      I’ve given everything I have to the Pride. I choose to be a better man, and they’ve let me grow with them. Steady, Camille’s husband, was wary at first, not that I blame him, but he took me in and has been a great friend when I needed him the most. The biggest surprise was Wildcard. I thought for sure he’d have a hate on for me, especially when my brother John stuck him with a knife and punctured his lung. John turned down the dark road, and I was on the same path. When I figured out what our family was doing to Camille, I was disgusted, including with myself for being so self-absorbed that I didn’t see it.

      Christ, I was a fucking mess. Then Steady’s brother hooked me up with the youth center, and now I see that telling my story is helping other kids to find their way. It’s cathartic. Almost like a cleansing of the soul to start fresh. So here I am, finally getting it together, then a blast from the past rocks my world again.

      Even from the dead, John causes havoc. He almost got me killed. I owe a lot to these men, my brothers. So why am I so determined to find an excuse to head home, to a hardly furnished room in the compound, alone?

      I could get myself a biker bunny for the night. That’ll pass the time and give me a way to expel this uneasy energy. Problem with that is, they always want more. I’m not ready for that, and even though I make it clear from the start that I’m not interested in long term, they hang on, waiting for another ride.

      I hear my name being called and jerk my head up from the glass I’ve been staring into for the last twenty minutes. “Only you can be this miserable in a bar filled with gorgeous women and family having a great time,” Wildcard says to me. “This is Charlotte’s bachelorette. Can’t you pretend to be even a little enthused?”

      “If it’s a bachelorette, why are any of us here? Isn’t this supposed to be a girl thing? In case you didn’t notice, I got a dick, brother,” I counter with a smirk.

      “It’s a Satan’s Pride celebration. Demon is knocking out another winner, Maddie’s doing one last special appearance before she pops out a brother or sister for Amelia, and Charlotte is loving her Pride family. Come join us instead of being the creepy old man in the corner.” Wildcard punches me in the shoulder.

      I’ve got to suck it up. Just as I’m ready to push out of my seat, the main door of the bar blows open with a forceful gust of air, and a beautiful woman catches the doorknob before it slams against the wall. Luscious windblown brown curls move over her face as she runs a hand through her hair to get it out of her eyes while she’s talking on the phone. You couldn’t miss her if you tried.

      She’s wearing skinny, vibrant, pink, tailored dress pants with a tailored, form-fitting, short jacket that hits her tiny waist and accentuates her heart-shaped ass as she walks past me, but it’s the three-inch silver stilettos she’s balancing on that draw my eyes to her long, slender legs. I imagine those legs wrapped around my waist as I fuck her hard. When her hair is out of her face, I see her almond-shaped, violet eyes are completely focused on the conversation she’s having with whoever is on the other end of the call.

      She takes her time moving toward her table and waves at her friends across the room, clearly trying to finish her call before getting to them. “Thank you again for your business, Mr. Holt. I’ve sent along the final documentation outlining the implementation process and the follow-up for future modifications that can be introduced. I hope we can work together again.” There’s a pause, then her face lights up with a brilliant smile that tells me the outcome of this call is exactly what she wants. “Wonderful. I’ll be on the lookout for your email, and I’ll get to work on that in the next few weeks. Have a wonderful weekend.”

      She barely has the phone off when one of her cute friends rushes toward her, an adorable blonde with a pixie cut and bright blue eyes. The complete opposite of her friend. “Quinn, you promised no working tonight.”

      Quinn. What an unusual name for such a beauty.

      “See? Done,” Quinn answers, dropping her phone carelessly into her purse. “I’m all yours for the night.”

      “How is it that my maid of honor is the last to arrive?” her friend says. You can tell that she’s only teasing by the way she hugs Quinn.

      “I’ve got to make a living, Bethany. Bills don’t pay themselves.”

      “My man is playing up there, and he’s been holding off on playing your favorite song until you got here,” Bethany responds. “I told Frankie he needs to add another member so we can all go on tour together. All the other girlfriends and wives get along so well, we have to find a way to have you with us.” She points to the table of women waving them over.

      “No matchmaking!” Quinn says. “Holy cow! Is that Lucien Bardon? He’s fabulous.”

      “Yes! He came to cheer them on. He’s going to play with them tonight. His wife and his friends are here too. They’re really sweet. They even came over to congratulate Frankie and me on our engagement.” Bethany points to Charlotte. “She got engaged too. It’s a double fun night.” Bethany takes Quinn by the hand to lead her to their table, but only to drop her purse and head to the dance floor. Diesel Fumes and their front man, Frankie, notice Quinn’s arrival, and Frankie invites Demon to the stage to join them. They break out with their new song called “Right or Wrong.” It’s a great song, and it gets people up and moving.

      By this time, the other women in the bar have joined in with the Lady Pride and are dancing with them. Charlotte calls out to Wildcard, who doesn’t hesitate to join her, mainly to keep his hands on his woman. The man’s addicted. Roscoe loves to dance and has Willow in his arms, swaying back and forth.

      The only person I have eyes for is the curvy, sexy Quinn. When the room heats up, she undoes the button on her hot-pink jacket, revealing a tiny sequined tube top that barely covers her full perky breasts. I’m not the only one noticing this gorgeous woman. Several men are gawking, and a pang hits my gut. I don’t like them staring at her. As a matter of fact, it’s pissing me off.

      All thoughts of leaving are gone. I’m relieved when she sits back down with her friend, but when one of the men at the bar sends over a drink, I want to go over there and punch him in his smug face. I calm down when she sends it back with her apologies. I move closer to her table against the wall, close enough to hear but not get noticed.

      “What the hell! He’s cute,” Bethany tells her.

      “I’m here for you, not to latch on to some guy.” Even her sexy, smoky voice is a turn-on. She places a hand over her heart. “Totally dedicated to the bride,” she mocks.

      “I can’t wait for you to fall in love,” Bethany says with a giggle.

      “Me either,” Quinn says. Her giggle turns into full-on laughter. It’s so contagious, I break into a smile. I spend the rest of the night watching her from where I am.

      “See something you like?” Ghost murmurs, sidling up next to me. “She’s pretty.”

      “Yeah.”

      “Gonna make a move?”

      “She’s not for me,” I say with a sigh.

      “Bullshit!”

      “Look at her. Now look at me. We’re from two different worlds,” I tell him.

      “You see Abigail, then look at me. We’re from two different worlds. We just care enough to create a world that works for both of us. If she’s the right woman, she’ll fight for you,” Ghost says just loud enough for me to hear him over the music, then walks away.

      Then Quinn glances up, and our eyes lock. She does a quick blink, but her gaze holds steady. Her lips part slightly, and I know she’s feeling what I’m feeling. A need. A hunger. Her face flushes, her eyes go wide, taking me deeper into the violet expanse that I want to lose myself in.

      What do you do with a woman so perfect that you know one night would never be enough? Should I take the chance and have a night that would have to last me for the rest of my life, or do I walk away knowing that no one and nothing else would ever measure up? I can’t keep her. She’ll find out soon enough about my past. I won’t hide who I am.

      Even though I’ve become a good man, I wasn’t once. I swear her eyes are begging me to go to her.

      I’ve got to let her go. She’s not for me. Leave! My head tells me to walk away and walk away right the fuck now.

      One step.

      Two steps.

      I find myself standing in front of her, my hand out, waiting for her to place her fingers in mine.
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      I sense eyes on me. As I look around the room, I notice several men glancing in our direction. Then again, they’re looking at all the pretty women, and I think nothing of it. But this feeling I have is a pull, a strong one. I try to shake it off by getting up and dancing with Bethany and the others. That doesn’t ease this fluttering in my stomach as I make my way back to the table.

      Bethany is laughing and dancing away. She deserves the happy ending. She and Frankie started off as high school sweethearts. They fell in love, and I wish I could say it was hearts and flowers from start to finish, but it wasn’t. Frankie was determined to hit it big in the music scene. It’s been his dream since I’ve known him. He sacrificed a lot to get where he is, almost at the expense of losing Bethany.

      Hanging with record producers who would promise him the world, and drugs, and worst of all, groupies, Frankie was getting in too deep. The whole band was falling down the rabbit hole and into a black abyss. Bethany did the hardest thing she ever had to do, and that was to walk away from him.

      I sat with her that night, and every other night until she was able to get back on her feet. Bethany is an accountant. Bethany changed her life to be with Frankie. She decided to work for herself instead of some corporation. She’s always wanted to be her own boss, so she set a schedule that would accommodate Frankie’s music and eventually the family she wanted to have. When things went bad and they broke up, she threw herself into her work, a blessing for the moment. The sadness lingered. Bethany would say and do all the right things, but she wasn’t truly happy without her Frankie.

      On the other side, Frankie was a complete and utter mess without his girl. Bethany was his muse. His music suffered; he became unbearable to be around. His band was at their wits’ end when he started drinking hard. It was almost the end of everything he’d worked for. Then he made his biggest mistake. He slept with another woman and woke up the next day completely unaware of who she was and what the hell she was doing there. He confessed all this to his bandmates, and they dragged him to an AA meeting.

      Lucien was there that night and recognized the band members. He’d heard about them and would have approached them himself on a record deal, but he’d heard about their wild boys’ reputation and decided against it. Lucien runs a clean label. Having gone off the deep end himself and watched his best friend die in front of his eyes due to drugs and alcohol, he wasn’t going to be part of that, so anyone who signed with his label needed to meet his standards. Seeing Frankie and his buddies at the meeting meant they were ready to make a change.

      And here we are today. After a year of wooing Bethany, Frankie succeeded in winning back his girl. Wooing entailed a lot of groveling. The happily ever after exists, but so does the pain of losing one another, which makes their bond that much stronger.

      Until tonight, I never understood the connection Bethany keeps saying she has with Frankie. But I feel it in this room now, and when I turn my head and finally set my gaze on the mysterious dark stranger leaning against the wall, a swoosh in my belly hits me like a ton of bricks. I find it hard to breathe. My eyes are glued to his. At first glance, his eyes appear gray, but the longer I stare into them, the more they turn a hazy green. His nose is slightly crooked. He must have broken it at some point. His dark blond hair is cropped short, but the tattoo decorating his neck with a swirl of black ink makes him a sight to behold. He’s any woman’s dream bad boy. From the broad shoulders to the tapered waist to his thighs straining against the denim of his jeans, he’s glorious. And he’s looking right at me.

      I’m a reasonable girl. Bethany is all light and magic, but I’ve always been the girl with the plan, weighing the pros and cons. There’s black and white and a whole lot of gray in the world, and this man is walking a fine line right in the middle of it. I feel his heaviness, but more than that, I feel his desire. He’s fighting this too. His jaw tics, and his lips twist like he’s been struck. He’s a lion assessing his prey and wondering if the risk is too great to cross the room and seek out what he wants.

      This is the first time, ever, that I want a man to come for me. He glances toward the exit. My heart plummets. A profound loss washes over me. Then he looks my way once more and takes a step in my direction.

      He’s coming for me. I hold out hope, knowing my expression is one of stunned disbelief. He extends his hand, palm upward, waiting for me to place mine in his. It’s like my mind and body are possessed, and instinctively, I take his hand. He pulls me to my feet.

      Like a lamb being led to the slaughter, I let him lead me through the pub, to the back. It all happens so fast. I’m braced with my back against the brick wall, while one of his arms cages me in by the side of my head, his body so close, we’re nearly touching. His fingers slide down my cheek, lower until they rest around my neck, holding it gently. The pulse in my throat is beating wildly.

      He bends his head, settling his lips on the throbbing vein on my neck. He moves his mouth to my ear.

      “No promises. No strings.” His voice is husky, low, and sexy. Damn, I nearly come just at the sound of his voice.

      I lick my lips. A moment of sanity becomes clear. “I’m not sure I can do that,” I whisper.

      “Let’s find out.” I feel his lips curve into a smile as he kisses my neck, then his mouth covers mine in an all-encompassing kiss that takes me into another dimension, so gloriously full of promise and passion that I’m swept into this heaven that only seems possible when he’s with me.

      When he pulls away, his voice is ragged and breathless. “No strings,” he repeats.

      Sane is no longer an option. One night that’s mine. The sex will be out of this world, and I’ll have a memory to last a lifetime.

      “No strings,” I murmur.
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      I watch her sleeping form, the room in darkness except for the sliver of moonlight pouring through the curtains. She’s twisted in the sheets, but her bare back is exposed. I follow the curve of her spine to the indentation at the small of her back. A few hours earlier, I traced my tongue down the same path, listening to her moans of pleasure as my hands roamed every inch of her.

      Her face is gentle as her head lies on the pillow. She’s fast asleep. I pull on my boots and take one last look at the beauty lying in the bed. I sit with my elbows on my knees, leaning forward to take her all in one last time. Her eyes flutter open, and a shy smile forms on her pink lips, still swollen from our fucking.

      “Are we out of time?” she asks. Turning onto her side, she draws the sheets up to cover her nakedness, then sits up with her knees to her chest, her arms wrapped around them.

      “We agreed,” I remind her, narrowing my gaze on her mouth as she bites her lower lip.

      “Not complaining. Just asking,” she replies. “It was a good night.” She’s saying all the right things, but I can see the sadness in her eyes. Quinn likes me in her bed. Throughout the entire night, I was careful not to say her name. Saying her name creates an attachment I can’t afford. She scuttles to the side of the bed, still clutching the sheets to her, and grabs a blanket thrown over the chair next to her. “Be careful driving home,” she says quietly.

      Quinn disappears through the connecting door to the en suite bathroom. I hear the shower running. My imagination pictures the warm water sluicing over her creamy white, silky skin, turning it a pretty pink. The drizzling beads of liquid on her perky breasts, her head thrown back, her fingers flowing through the strands of her hair.

      My cock grows hard as I think of how I want to join her. The idea of pressing her front against the tiled shower wall and taking her from behind almost has me coming in my pants.

      Fuck it! I kick off the boots I just put on and strip on my way to the bathroom. Her elegant silhouette is breathtaking. I glide the shower door open and climb in behind her. She gives a shriek of surprise, clasps at her chest, then lets out a sigh of relief when she sees it’s me.

      “What—” she gasps, catching her breath.

      “We got time for one more,” I moan, my cock poking into her bottom. “Hands against the wall. Brace yourself. It’s going to be hard and fast.” And explosive.

      Quinn looks over her shoulder and demands, “Name.”

      I’m conflicted. No strings, no names.

      She asks once more, more determined this time. “Name!”

      “Priest.”

      “Fuck me, Priest,” she whispers.

      I do just that, but not before I take my time. I massage her breasts, playfully tugging and twisting her hard nipples until she squirms, pressing her ass against my groin. Then I move lower, with a hand between her legs, eliciting the most delicious moans that I swallow with a kiss. I insert two fingers inside her. My needy girl spreads her legs wider, giving me full access.

      “You like that?”

      “Yeah.” I love the way her voice hitches when I hit her G-spot. Christ, she’s so beautiful, it makes me want to lock us both away from the wicked world forever.

      I slap her pussy lightly. She jolts and begs for my cock. “I need you,” she pleads.

      I tease her some more, revving her up to the point of climax, then take my fingers away, kissing her neck. “You want my cock, precious?”

      “Pl—please.” She moves her arm back to wrap around my neck. Her nails dig in. I put us both out of our misery and plunge my cock into her tight, wet, hot pussy. It’s like coming home. Everything about this moment is so right.

      Three strokes, and the room echoes with cries of delight as Quinn comes for me one more time, followed by my roar of release. We’ve fucked for hours, and each time it gets better and better. I shouldn’t want her again, but I do. I literally just blew my load and all I can think of is throwing her over my shoulder and climbing back into bed with her.

      I wrap her in a towel and dry myself off as she pats her hair dry. She steps back into the bedroom. I follow close behind. She’s nervous and sits cross-legged in the center of the bed with sheets in disarray all around her. I have a choice to make.

      If I stay, I cross the line of “no strings.” How long will it last? A week, a month? How long before she finds out about my shitty past and decides I’m not worth it? I’ll survive it, like I have every other disappointment. But this time, it might actually gut me.

      The safest route is to walk away now. I let out a heavy sigh, hands on my hips, looking into her violet eyes. I rip the towel away and put a knee onto the bed, then climb in.

      “What about no strings?” she whispers.

      “Things just got complicated, precious.” I claim her mouth and nudge her back onto the mattress. I kiss her hard, feeling her fingers scaling up my back, nails raking, leaving her mark on me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            THREE

          

          
            Where do we go from here?

          

          QUINN

        

      

    

    
      It’s been five days, four hours, and forty-seven minutes since Priest walked out of my apartment. Although my body has physically recovered from our extraordinary night together, and early morning, I might add, he’s disappeared. Priest grabbed my cell and tapped my number into his. He didn’t leave me his.

      I wouldn’t have called him anyway. I’m not desperate. I have a life. I had a life before him, and I’m busy now. In the last week, I’ve become incredibly productive. After three proposals and two completed assignments, I deserve some well-earned time off. So what if Priest’s moved on? I’m doing the same, starting with brunch with Bethany.

      One look in the mirror and I realize that the lack of sleep is catching up with me. Dark circles under my eyes—which I blame Priest for, for haunting my thoughts and my dreams—need a lot of work. I spend a little extra time in the mirror. I may not be a girly girl, but I like to look my best. The biggest rule of business is that you never know who you’re going to meet or when. The next client may be just around the corner. Running my own business means that I need to be always prepared.

      It takes forever to straighten my natural waves. I don’t do it often, but today feels like a good day for it. I put my hair into a high ponytail and go to work hiding the dark circles. I dab on some light blush. Then put on my mascara to accentuate my long lashes, what I consider my best attribute, and make my violet eyes stand out. Casual jeans, expensively torn at the knees, a lavender cowl neck sweater, a vintage brown leather belt, and tanned brown ankle boots finish the ensemble. I look cute and fresh, and putting Priest out of my mind starts the day out right.

      I grab the brown leather jacket that matches my fabulous cross-body purse and head out to Mocha and More. I love the place. The owner is a free-spirited hippie, complete with flowery tops and an adorable shop. Sugar—yep, that’s her name; her parents were hippies too—is all about creating a friendly hangout where people can eat and talk, and she treats everyone like family. On my second time in the shop, Sugar remembered my name and acted like I was her long-lost sister.

      Bethany must be running late. I grab a booth by the corner, and before I can even order, Sugar sets a mug filled with a steaming frothy latte in front of me.

      “Apple spice latte with half-shot espresso and sprinkled with cinnamon,” Sugar explains. “You’re welcome.” I hardly get out a thank-you before she gives me a wink and skips away. I’ve learned to let Sugar do her thing and bring me what she likes. At first, I was a little put
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