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Piper – As always, thank you.

Ann – If this was a sprint, you'd win.

Zoey – Never ask. Just work your magic.

Rachel – Put the book down. Just put it down.

***
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Wheels – You were right.

Just that once.
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Chapter 1


Priest

1990
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THE ROWDY CROWD INSIDE Tarkio Motorcycle Club clubhouse spread into the hallway. Priest shut the meeting room door, making sure it locked behind him. His business call had taken longer than he'd planned.

Catching sight of Curley, he motioned for a drink. Half his Friday night was over. He had a lot of catching up to do.

His vice president reached his side, passing him a full whiskey bottle. Priest took a long draw and looked over the mob in the room.

"Let the prospects know we've reached the limit on guests. We don't want the cops paying us a visit." His attention drawn to the women on the other side of the room, he slapped Curley in the chest. "Let me know if any trouble starts."

"I've got Rick, Paco, and Frank watching the entrance. Despite the shit happening here, we're keeping it contained." Curley raised his brows and tilted his head. "For now."

A lone woman twirled in a circle, her arms outstretched. Dark curls floated behind her. A group of Tarkio members leaned against the wall, all eyes on the woman. Priest took another drink and licked his top lip. She stood out from the other women.

She wore a silky-looking sundress that flowed around her legs past her knees. One of the thin straps hung off her shoulder. Her perky breasts bounced freely under the material. Even in the dim light coming from over the pool table, he could make out her nipples, tenting the white material.

Without taking his gaze off the woman, he said, "Who brought in the chick who's dancing?"

"She came in alone." Curley widened his stance. "Roddy's keeping an eye on her."

He scanned the room, finding Roddy straddling a chair backward in the corner, a beer bottle hanging from his left hand. Priest snagged a woman passing him by her wrist and brought her to the front of him.

Staring at her face, he recognized her as someone who'd seen the inside of the bedrooms at the clubhouse before. He squeezed her breast through her tube top and took another swig.

He couldn't remember the woman's name, but he wasn't looking to make friends. "Stick by my side."

The woman glanced behind her. If she came with one of the other bikers, she'd need to wait. He had a use for her at the moment.

Tied up in club business, he hadn't touched a woman for twenty-four hours, and he needed to work off some steam.

"Go enjoy yourself, Curley." Priest moved the woman to his side, looped his arm across her shoulders, and hung his hand on her chest to cup her tit.

His gaze went back to the dancing woman. She kept swaying and moving as if she floated in her own time, her own beat, even though Metallica blared over the stereo speakers in the corners of the room.

The woman at his side turned and slid her hand inside his vest. He grabbed her wrist and snapped his gaze to her. "I never asked you to touch me."

She pouted. "I can make you feel good." 

"All you need to do is stand there and look pretty." He pulled her back to his side, already losing interest in the hardened nipple pinched between his thumb and index finger. "Go find someone else."

The woman pouted and left his side.

Across the room, the lone woman stopped dancing and weaved through the crowd. Priest set the bottle of whiskey on a nearby table and parted the crowd, following her.

Roddy caught him at the door. "What's up, Prez?"

"You're done watching the new woman." He hitched his chin toward his shoulder. "That girl...damn, I still can't remember her name. The one with the fluorescent pink tube top. She's looking for company."

Roddy slapped Priest on the back. "Been there. Done that. I'll send a prospect toward her."

Going out the door, he scanned the newly asphalted parking lot and found the woman at the corner of the building. There was no one else around. Everyone was inside, enjoying themselves. 

For the last several months, he made sure nobody hung around in front of the clubhouse because the cops had taken to patrolling the area heavier than normal.

It wouldn't do to have one of the officers grow curious about the activities that went on within Tarkio. As president, he had too much at stake to let down his guard.

He strolled in the shadow of the building. The scent of skunk hung lightly in the air, but it wafted out from inside the building and not from the woman. She swayed side to side, holding the sides of her dress out, still dancing from the beat of the music wafting outside.

Women who hung around the club when there was an open party never came alone. That made her different.

And a threat to Tarkio Motorcycle Club.

Her body turned, and her eyes smiled, beckoning him. "Dance with me."

He leaned against the building, at least ten feet from her. "I don't dance."

She twirled, hiding her face. But the seductive power of her dark, brown eyes stayed with him.

While every other woman in the clubhouse decked themselves out in black, the woman in front of him wore white. Yet, everything else about her was dark. Her eyes. Her long curly hair.

She was mysterious and sexy. Most of all, independent—unafraid to be outside by herself, entertaining herself. He liked that.

Women who threw themselves at him were only good for an hours' worth of time. They were all the same, only had different bodies. Each one of them seeking a biker to pay them the slightest attention to feel better about themselves.

"What's your name?" He pulled the pack of cigarettes from his pocket.

The music inside stopped. Turning around to face him, she shoved her fingers into her hair and lifted the mass of curls off her back.

"What's yours?" She walked closer, stopping just out of reach.

He took a drag off his smoke. "Priest."

She hummed and tilted her head. "Bless me, Father, for I have sinned."

"What have you done, girl, with no name?"

"Hm." Her sultry gaze warmed in amusement. "I'm afraid even you couldn't wash my body clean."

His gaze traveled lower to the hips that swayed, even when her feet had stopped moving. He'd like to try to wash her body clean of her sins. It'd been a long time since a woman interested him beyond having a pussy to sink his dick in to get a little relief.

"President, huh?" She laughed softly, gazing at his vest. "I learned what a priest was from watching television, but I don't think I know what the president of a motorcycle club does."

He lifted her chin and looked at her. Not many people walked through the doors of the clubhouse without knowing who he was.

"You know my name." He lifted his cigarette to his mouth, inhaled deeply, and blew the smoke out. "You know who I am, and yet, I still don't know your name."

"You can call me anything you want." She caught her lower lip between her teeth. "What names do you like?"

"Whatever your name is would be the one that interests me tonight."

She laughed softly. "It almost sounds like you're flirting with me."

"I don't have time to chase what I want." He tossed the cigarette and slid his hand into his front pocket. His fingers curled around the silver dollar he'd carried on him since he was sixteen years old.

"You must be unhappy." Her breasts rose. "Always settling for what's easy and unimportant."

She looked behind her. Her comeback hit a little close to the truth. He took any woman in the clubhouse who he knew would please him. To chase or fight for what he could readily take distracted him from the business at hand. 

He'd given up long ago on his dreams; he couldn't even fucking remember them.

The front door of the clubhouse opened. He looked in the other direction, catching Rick going inside.

"Why did you come here tonight?" He looked back at the woman. "To dance? The clubhouse isn't exactly a place known for their music or their dancing. Most of what's here comes from a boombox and a couple of hundred drunken men."

The woman gazed at the line of motorcycles parked to the right of the door. "I've learned if you follow bikers, you'll find a party. I had nothing to do tonight, and I wanted to be around others. There's no harm in that, is there?"

She continually refused to give him a straight answer. Instead, in her own way, she questioned him. He recognized the tactic because it was one he used on other people.  It was the only way he could find out what the members of Tarkio were thinking and let them have pride over the decisions they came to as a club. He could manipulate which way he wanted them to vote by letting them believe they'd decided on their own.

"I suppose not," he murmured.

He'd already spent more time talking to her than he usually took to get a woman underneath him. Studying her, he looked for any sign that she would be a willing sex partner. That she was open to doing whatever he wanted, and beg for more.

He enjoyed an adventurous woman who was game to entertain him.

Her eyes widened and then seductively narrowed before she stepped in front of him. Close enough, he could touch her. But he hesitated when he'd usually act.

He was curious to find out what she'd do next.

She placed her hands on his stomach and looked into his eyes. Lifting her brow, she dared him to stop her.

Hell, he wasn't going to do a damn thing.

She moved up to his chest, rubbing the front of him. "There's a lot of you underneath your clothes."

His cock twitched to life. He refused to move a muscle. Either she was ridiculously stupid for putting her hands on the president of Tarkio and ultimately taking a risk on losing her life, or the bravest woman he'd come face to face with in a long fucking time.

"Hm." She trailed her fingers along his shoulders underneath his leather vest. "I wonder why a big man always makes me feel safe?"

She reached his beard and looked at him. "May I?"

He grunted. At the moment, she could do whatever she wanted to him.

She gathered his whiskers together and tilted her head, then separated the beard, spreading it out again. Her tongue wet her bottom lip.

His ball sac constricted. He held still, surprised his body took notice when all she was doing was touching him. He found it hard to breathe through the tightening of his chest. His reaction fascinated him as much as her exploration. It usually took much more than a woman standing in front of him, playing with his beard, to get him hard.

She inhaled deeply and sighed, leaning forward and nuzzling his beard. The top of her head barely reached his chin. She was tall for a woman, considering he was six feet four inches.

Her hands lowered, and she palmed his stomach, leaning back to look at him. "Thank you."

"Don't stop," he mumbled.

She straightened, putting space between their bodies, and stepped back. Until then, he hadn't noticed the car, idling by the curb.

The woman smiled, held the side of her sundress up to her hip, and ran toward the vehicle. He stared after her.

She opened the car door, slid into the seat and tossed her hair, looking straight at him. The black Cadillac roared down the street, leaving him wondering if she had even stopped at the clubhouse tonight.

If she'd touched him.

If she'd controlled the whole damn night.

The front door opened. Curley and Rick walked out. Priest ran his hand over his beard, distracted from the last fifteen minutes.

"We're going to ride around the block and do a check-in." Curley looked out at the street, then back at Priest. "Problem?"

"All's good." He pushed away from the wall of the building. "It's been a hell of a night."

He walked inside the clubhouse. Grabbing Theresa, one of the women who were always willing to spend time with him, he led her to one of the vacant bedrooms and told her to strip.

Unbuckling his belt, he undid his jeans and took out his cock. "On your knees."

Theresa slipped out of her shorts and stepped over to him naked. He wound his hand in her hair the moment she kneeled and brought her head forward. Everything about her was wrong. She had blonde hair and not dark curls. She was too short, and even with no clothes on, her breasts lacked the carefree, wild appearance he sought.

Wet warmth surrounded the head of his cock. He closed his eyes, trying to recapture the way the woman outside had made him feel.

It wasn't the same.

The connection was missing.

The temptation was gone.

He pulled Theresa off his dick. "Get out.

"But—"

"Out." He tucked himself back in his jeans. "Now."

Theresa grabbed her clothes, not even taking time to get dressed, and slipped out of the room naked. Alone, he buckled his belt. He needed to pull in everyone and find out who the woman was that had come to the clubhouse, danced, and ran away into the night.

He wasn't going to let her walk away, believing she controlled the way he'd reacted to her. He'd have her on her knees in front of him, sucking his dick, within twenty-four hours.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


Nicole
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CAROL STOOD FROM THE chair, using her hands to brush off the front of her shirt. Nicole swept the pile of hair on the floor into the dustpan.

"I also need some of that mousse you used on my hair." Carol lifted the edge of her new above-the-shoulder haircut. "I can never get the volume you give me once I get home."

"I have just what you need." Nicole set the broom against the wall and walked Carol out to the counter. 

Picking up a bottle, she set the mousse in front of her client. Ringing the total up on the cash register, she took the cash, the tip, and put the mousse in a sack. "There you go."

"Thank you." Carol's smile grew. "I can't wait to get home and show my boyfriend my new look."

"Trust me. He'll love it." She waved until Carol stepped out of the small boutique.

Not having worked a full day in a week, Nicole inhaled deeply, then walked into the back of the small boutique to clean her work station. She couldn't wait to get back to the motel room and off her feet.

The bell on the front door jingled, and Kristi, the owner of Sally's Style Barn, walked in carrying a sack. "Oh, good. You're still here. I thought I was running late."

She glanced at the clock. "Right on time. I just finished my last appointment for the day."

"Girl, I don't know how you got Carol in and out so fast. The last time I gave her a perm, it took over an hour, just to roll her hair."

"I chopped it off." She laughed. "Ten inches...gone."

Kristi gawked. "She liked it?"

"Loved it." She straightened the chair. "I'm going to take off. I rearranged my schedule when I had breaks today. I'll be coming in at nine o'clock and leaving at six o'clock next week. One of my clients wants her tips frosted and can't come in until she gets off work."

"I work late that day, too." Kristi emptied the sack. "Are you still staying at the motel?"

"Yes." She grabbed her sweater off the coat rack and slid her arms into the sleeves.

"That's going to eat up all your money. Do you want me to ask around and see if there are any apartments for rent where I live?"

She shook her head. "I like the motel. Having a pool and a restaurant in the building is a bonus. It's like I'm on vacation."

"Mm-hm." Kristi shook her head. "Be careful, and if you need to squeeze a day or two in during the week, let me know. You can always help out doing the walk-ins."

"I'll keep that in mind." She removed her purse from underneath the sink. "Don't work too hard."

"Impossible." Kristi walked her to the door.

She waved over her shoulder and stepped outside, looking for a black Cadillac. Not finding Roy waiting for her, she walked along the plaza sidewalk to the corner. The motel was only two blocks away. On days she worked, it seemed much longer after being on her feet since morning.

At the corner, she looked in all directions and hurried across the street. It was unusual for Roy not to pick her up.

He wasn't under any obligation to help her. The money that he gave her, allowing her to pay for the motel room was because he liked being around her. She made him feel good. He was a nice guy she'd met a few weeks after arriving in Missoula and liked the companionship.

Besides, he had money to blow. Who was she to tell him how he should spend it? If he wanted to pay her way, she was grateful.

Cutting across the parking lot, she turned the corner of the two-story motel, heading toward Room 7, her lucky number, and stopped at the sight of police cars parked outside the front door of her room.

An ambulance, back doors opened, was parked in the middle of the lot.

Curious to see what happened, she walked forward. Maybe the older couple in the room next door had a health problem. She'd heard them complain over the last two days when their plans to tour Missoula hadn't gone according to plan.

"Miss, you need to stay back." A policeman, holding a roll of yellow police-line ribbon, walked toward her.

Trying to see past everyone, she stood on her tiptoes. "Is that...?"

She landed on her heels and looked at the cop. He walked in front of her, stringing off the area.

"Excuse me." She followed him. "That's my motel room. Are the police inside my room?"

The officer set the tape on the ground, grabbed her elbow, and pulled her over to a police car. "You'll need to stay here." The cop motioned over his head and shouted, "Lewis."

Another cop jogged over, apparently 'Lewis'. "Yeah?"

"This is the woman from Room 7."

Lewis grabbed the butt of the pistol on his belt, keeping the weapon holstered. "Turn around and put your hands on the car."

"What?" She laughed at the comical way Lewis acted as if she was a dangerous criminal. "What's going—?"

He grabbed her elbow, turning her away from him. "Put your hands on the vehicle."

She dropped her purse and placed her palms on the door frame of the car. Looking over her shoulder, she gasped when the man patted her sides, working his way down. "What are you doing?"

"Miss, we need to ask you questions about what happened here today." The cop patted the inside of her thighs.

"Stop touching me." She shifted away from his hands. "I've been working. I haven't even been here all day."

"What time did you leave?"

Her heart raced, and she exhaled harshly. "Eight o'clock."

"Can we verify that with your employer?"

"Y-yes. I work at Sally's Style Barn." The policeman turned her around, and she hugged herself. "What happened?"

Not answering her, Officer Lewis said, "You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right..."

Nicole gawked. Searching the area, she needed someone to help her. She'd done nothing wrong.

A stretcher rolled out of her motel room. A white sheet covered what she assumed was a dead body.

She pressed her hand to her chest. Interrupting Lewis, she said, "Who is that?"

It was only her staying in the room. Nobody should be in there. They could check the motel records.

Lewis removed a small notebook from his pocket and flipped the cover over. "Do you know Mr. Roy Guthrie?"

She gasped and looked at the officer. "Is that him?"

"Do you know him?"

"Yes. Yes..." She gazed off into the distance, where the paramedics loaded the stretcher into the back of the ambulance. "Is that him?"

"Yes, he was—"

"Oh, my God." She ducked under the police-line tape and hurried to the ambulance.

Halfway there, Lewis grabbed her arm, stopping her. She looked around frantically, not understanding what Roy was doing in her room and why he was under the sheet. On television, they always took dead people away on a gurney, hiding the face of the deceased.

Her knees weakened. She squatted, sitting on her heels and covered her mouth, sick to her stomach. This couldn't possibly be happening.

Roy had dropped her off at the motel last night after she'd gone to the biker party. He'd asked her when she would got off work because he usually picked her up. Why would he be in her motel room? How had he got in?

Officer Lewis pulled her off the ground and walked her toward the police car. Lightheaded, she couldn't grasp the severity of the situation—she'd seen Roy last night. The police acted like she knew what had happened.

A loud rumble broke through her panic. She looked out to the street.

Several bikers rode by, looking into the parking lot. Everyone seemed to know something was going on. It was her motel room. It was Roy.

And, she had no idea what happened.
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Chapter 3


Priest
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CURLEY, RICK, RODDY, Paco, and Kent sat in the closed meeting room. Priest tossed the papers down on the table. It'd taken him longer to find out who the woman was at the clubhouse Friday night and when the information came in, he'd gone straight to the motel and found her at a crime scene.

"I'm going to the police station at eight o'clock. Buck Gardner mentioned she'd be out of questioning around that time." He'd gone back years with the deputy, and every once in awhile, they gave each other a favor, and then ignored each other for the good of the community "He doesn't believe they'll have anything to hold her for."

Curley whistled. "If they clear her of murder and she's not a suspect, who is? The guy was in her room."

"The dead guy was Roy Guthrie." Kent hooked his hands under his armpits. "He owns the car lot over on Seventh Street. Benny Lyle swung by for gas at the station an hour before you called the meeting. He works for Guthrie and talked his fucking mouth off about how shook up all the employees were over the closing of the business and losing their job."

Priest knew of the man. He was known for throwing his money around and spent a lot of time at Blackfoot Casino Resort.

"Does anyone know his connection to Nicole Bennett?" he asked.

No other info came from the Tarkio members. Priest looked at the papers. There wasn't much there. She lived at the motel for the last six months and worked one day a week at Sally's Style Barn. There was no record of her being married. No known previous address. 

It's like Nicole Bennett dropped into Missoula, and seemed to barely exist.

"I've made contact with the other motorcycle clubs in the territory, checked about any on-going hits, and Guthrie comes back clean—besides being a stuck-up asshole." Paco spun a pen on the table.

"Then, we can look the other way," murmured Priest, standing from the table. "I'll go pick up Nicole."

"What are you going to do with her?" Curley leaned back in the chair. "If she passes questioning and none of our associates went after Guthrie, why make contact with her?"

"I want her. For now." He grabbed his riding gloves and headed toward the door. "I'll be away for the rest of the night."

"You're taking her back to your place?" asked Paco.

He raised his hand, blowing off the question, and walked out. For now, it was nobody's business why he wanted to keep Nicole with him.

Two hours later, outside the police station, Nicole walked out of the building alone. The vibrant free spirit invading his headspace the last twenty-four hours was replaced by a lone woman who'd been emotionally beaten today.

Nicole stayed on the sidewalk. She must've called for a ride.

He started the Harley and rode over to the curb in front of her. She looked at him as if she wasn't surprised to see him there.

Hitching his chin, he put the footpeg down. "Get on."

She walked toward him and hesitated beside the bike. Looking down, she placed her foot on the peg, and after two small hops, managed to slide on behind him. Her awkwardness told him everything he needed to know about her. She belonged to no other biker.

"Put your arms around me and hold on," he said over the noise.

Nicole wrapped herself against his back. Once she latched her hands against his stomach, he rode off.

Through town, two minutes on the interstate, and another five minutes on the county road, leading him up to the bluff where he lived, Nicole never moved an inch. She could've tied herself to his back for how solidly planted she sat against him.

He stopped in front of the garage and shut off the bike. Silence rolled over him as it had every time he arrived home over the last fifteen years. It'd taken him years to find the right piece of property where the only secure entrance was up the steep driveway. To get the jump on him, his enemies would need to scale the two hundred feet rock wall on the side of the mountain, and if that was the case, good luck not falling to their death.

He patted the clasped hands on his abdomen. "Slide off. I'll get you inside where you'll be safe and can rest." 

Nicole moved away from him. He got off the bike once she cleared the seat and guided her to the set of double front doors. She stood beside him while he used his key, unresponsive of where he'd brought her and never questioning why he'd picked her up at the police station.

Inside, he turned on the light and walked her through the entryway to the living room. Reaching under the lampshade, he turned on the light and then pointed to the couch until she sat.

"I'll be back." He walked out of the room, down the hallway, and into the kitchen.

Quickly putting grounds in the coffee maker, he poured a pot of water into the back of the machine. While it worked its magic, he went back into the hallway and opened the linen closet, grabbing a blanket.

He returned to the living room and sat in front of her on the coffee table. She gave him a sad smile.

He slipped off her shoes and covered her legs with the blanket, tucking the material underneath her feet. Her skin was cold to the touch.

"Thank you," she whispered.

"I've got some coffee going. It'll be done in a few minutes." He rubbed her calves through the blanket. "That'll warm your insides."

"I wasn't planning on riding a motorcycle tonight, or I would've dressed differently." A soft hiccup escaped her lips, and her chin trembled.

She was exhausted and probably frightened to death.

At fifty-six years old with no woman or kids of his own, he had no idea what to do for a female experiencing in shock. Though, he'd seen many hardened men deal with the aftermath of taking a life.

He'd sat outside on the deck with Curley, not saying a word until dawn broke, and his vice president could grasp reality and find the strength to go on. He'd followed Paco as he stormed off on his motorcycle, trying to outrun his demons. He'd held Roddy as he lost control and sobbed in his arms like a baby.

He'd lost track of how many men he'd supported.

A woman couldn't be that much different. 

That was one reason why he'd brought her to his house. He wanted to be the one to help her. The thought of anyone else comforting her bothered him for reasons he hadn't had time to figure out.

"Do you need to call anyone and let them know where you are?" he asked.

She shook her head.

Okay. Good. He went into the kitchen and poured them each a cup of coffee, splashing a good deal of whiskey in the mugs.

Returning to her, he placed one of the drinks in her hand. He sat down in front of her again as she lifted the coffee to her lips.

Her eyelids fluttered before she met his gaze. "Are you trying to get me drunk?"

"Not tonight." He stood and walked over to the floor-to-ceiling windows and stared off into the dark, knowing in the morning he'd be able to see clear across the land with the Clark Fork River running in the valley.

Taking a drink, he had questions that needed asked. But he wasn't ready to push her for answers. Not tonight.

"Were you one of the bikers who rode past the motel this afternoon?" she asked.

He turned, staying on the other side of the room. "Yeah."

She nodded, tilting her head. "How did you know I'd be at the police department?"

"Someone I know informed me that you were there, being questioned by the police."

Her brows lowered. "You don't know me, though."

It was the first time he'd seen a look of displeasure on her face. It should've surprised him that she would question his motives, but she wasn't like other women.

She took another drink. "You never picked a name for me."

"Nicole." He stepped over and sat in the swivel chair next to the window. "Bennett."

If she was shocked that he knew her name, she pretended to be more interested in her next drink of coffee.

Her hands cradled the mug tenderly as if the cup would break with too much pressure. "It's only fair that I know your name."

"You already know my name. It's Priest."

She gave a slight shake of her head. "Your real name."

He hadn't heard his real name since he turned twenty-five years old and had six women on their knees, lined up in front of him, willing to suck his dick, and chanting 'Oh, God'. It seemed fitting to have them all call him Priest.

The name had stuck. Most of the Tarkio members only knew him by his road name.

"Michael Hiatt." He drained the last of his coffee.

"Michael," she whispered, looking him straight in the eye. "Does anyone call you that name?"

He shook his head.

"Michael," she murmured. Her eyebrows lifted before settling. "I'll call you that when we're alone."

It was his turn to cock his brow. She assumed there would be another time when she found herself with him, away from the clubhouse. Her ease at adapting fascinated him. Though it was foolish to trust anyone when she was vulnerable.

If she were smart, she'd demand to know why he brought her to his house. She'd walk out the door and escape.

And, he'd stop her.

She leaned forward and put her empty mug on the coffee table, then curled up in the corner of the couch, pulling the blanket up to her shoulders and tucking in her feet. Gazing at him, she put her head on the arm of the sofa.

He couldn't understand a woman like her who made herself at home after what she'd gone through today. As if someone getting murdered in her motel room, someone she could've known, someone he suspected had ties to the casino, meant nothing to her.

"I want to see you when you sleep." She popped her hand out from underneath the blanket. "I want to see if all this." She circled her finger in front of her face. "Ever softens."

Jesus fucking Christ. As if she'd stripped him naked, she studied him.

He crossed the room, picked up her mug, and carried it into the kitchen to get away from her seductive eyes.

She was like no woman he'd ever met.

They'd exchanged a few words the other night, and she acted like he had her over for a cup of coffee and to catch up on old times. 

He inhaled deeply, going into the living room.

Scooping her off the couch, he set her on her feet and marched her down the hallway. He opened one of the guest rooms and motioned for her to go inside. He shut the door as soon as she cleared the threshold, reached above the doorframe for the key and locked her inside.

The fact that she hadn't immediately beat her fists on the door and screamed to be let out irritated him. He wanted tears, rage, and fear.
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Chapter 4


Nicole
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THE CHAIN ATTACHED to Priest's wallet jingled with each step. His muscled arms brushed against his Tarkio Motorcycle Club vest, making a swish-swish against the leather. Each boot heel thunked against the wood floor as he approached Nicole.

Nicole remained in bed with her eyes closed and the covers bunched up to her neck. She'd dozed for the last hour or so, waiting for him to let her out of the room. Not that she wanted to get up. The bed was much more comfortable than the one at the motel.

"Wake up."

She pretended to sleep. His about-face last night and locking her in the bedroom wasn't cool. But, once she'd turned on the light and checked out the room, all she wanted to do was go to sleep.

Priest ripped the blankets off her. She stretched her toes and arched her back like a cat before opening her eyes. Sitting up in bed, she crossed her legs and clasped her hands, putting them between her thighs, keeping parts of her private.

She'd had no other option but to sleep naked. He hadn't even offered her a T-shirt.

Meeting his gaze, she wasn't prepared for the heat coming off him. How could he be angry before noon?

"Get dressed." His dark gaze lifted from her breasts to her eyes. "We're going to the clubhouse."

She untangled her legs and stood in front of him. Her nakedness seemed to take all his attention.

He wore his hair loose, hanging down
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