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Chapter 1


Rebel
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PAST  

"Prove your fuckin' loyalty to me. Fuck her."

I'd known it was coming. I'd heard about the sick and twisted initiation ritual that Wildman required in order to get into his MC. But did the girl have to be so fucking young? He pushed her into the room, where she stumbled to a halt next to the bed. My eyes took her in, beginning with her long, ratty hair, which was hanging down into her face. She was a tiny thing—well, short anyway—but the shape of her was all woman, at least what I could see outlined by her dirty clothes. They were a little baggie, as if they weren't hers. With her head bent, it was hard to see her face and eyes.

I knew he wouldn't care, but I said it anyway. "I don't do minors." 

I glared up at Wildman where he stood sneering in the doorway, schooling my expression not to reveal the revulsion that was swimming around like acid in my gut. He was a sick fuck. I'd known what I was getting into when I'd taken the undercover assignment for my MC, Dark Menace, but that didn't mean that I had to like it. If I wanted in all the way, I'd have to do what Wildman demanded.

"She's legal," he snapped back.

My gaze snapped to the girl. I was certain that she had to be underage, she didn't look sixteen. "Are you?" I demanded gruffly, causing her to jump. The slightest nod of her head was my answer. Christ, I didn't want to do this. "It might take me a little while to get it up again." I gave him a smirk, pulling back the covers to show him the club whore sleeping beneath the sheet next to me. In truth, she hadn't done much to stimulate my libido. I’d let her blow me, and then had promptly fallen asleep. But for appearance’s sake, I had to play the game. 

Wildman's eyes narrowed on the naked woman in my bed. "I don't give a fuck how long it takes, just as long as you know what you have to do. This bitch comes out of this room a virgin and you're both dead, and don't think we're not gonna check. That means there better be some fucking blood on your sheets when it's over. There better be blood and jizz on her thighs, and blood on your dick. If I'm not satisfied with the results, I’ll let my men pull a train on her before we kill you both."

Jesus, the man was a sadistic freak, and so were the men who followed him. All of the things that I'd heard about him were true, and I was stuck here at his mercy. The girl hadn't moved or shown any reaction to Wildman's words, but I was sure that she had to be terrified. Still, I had a job to do, and part of it was to be just as dirty and malicious as he was.

"I didn't sign up for this shit," I began, indifferent to the pissed-off look that was spreading across Wildman's face. "You think I fucking care if your men pull a train on her?" I snarled. The girl's head moved, and I knew that she was looking at me through the curtain of her hair. "You bring a dirty little bitch in here and expect me to fuck her? I have standards." I knew that I was pushing him, but a man like Wildman would expect some push back. I'd learned early on that he liked putting his brothers in their place; he liked the power it gave him. I'd tested him more than once, still trying to figure out how far I could go before it was too far.

With him you never knew. He was unpredictable, and he never reacted to the same type of situation in the same way. That's what made him dangerous.

Just as I’d expected, Wildman threw back his head and roared with the mad kind of laughter one might hear in an asylum, but there was little humor in his eyes when he put them back on me. I felt the woman next to me stir, but I ignored her, knowing that only a fool would take their eyes off Wildman. I'd seen him attack a man when he'd least expected it.

"So give her a shower before you fuck her, I don't give a shit. But until you bloody that little virgin pussy, your place in the Red Devils stays on the table." He pulled the door shut on his way out.

Sick fuck. I couldn't wait for my club to end him. If Stone didn't do it, I would, and with fucking pleasure. 

"Baby?" 

I felt a hand moving under the sheet, and the next thing I knew, the club whore that had been sleeping in the bed was groping my dick and balls. She was apparently oblivious to what had just occurred, still hung over. I could smell the stench of her sour breath. I pulled the covers back, took her hand, and threw it back at her, then left the bed. "Get the fuck out."

The girl that Wildman had brought in hadn't moved from her spot. I went to her and pushed back the curtain of flaxen hair that covered her face. She kept her eyes lowered as I took in her delicate features, noting the bruises, and the blood at the corner of her lip. Even through the abuse I could see how stunningly beautiful she was, all over, but it was her full, Angelina Jolie lips that caused my dick to take notice.

"Look at me," I demanded softly, keeping my hands on either side of her face where I held her hair. When she ignored me, I gave her a little shake. Finally, she raised her gaze to mine, and a pair of the brightest, bluest eyes I'd ever seen looked into mine. "How old are you?" There was no way that she was legal.

She swallowed before answering, "Twenty-one." Her voice was so small that I had a hard time hearing her.

There was no fucking way! I narrowed my eyes, searching for the truth. "And you're still a virgin?" I had a hard time believing that a woman who looked like her hadn't been touched. She nodded, and I gave her a little shake. "I want the words when I ask you a question."

"Y-yes!" she responded, her bottom lip trembling.

"Who the hell are you?" I scowled. 

She wet her lips before replying softly, "Ginger Pruitt."

I snorted. I could care less about last names. "How did you come to be here?" I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing when I should have just fucked her and got on with the program. My job had been to infiltrate the Red Devils, which I'd done. Now I had to go through Wildman's sick demands to stay in the club, or weeks of shit-work would all be for nothing. Stone would not be happy if I screwed this up now. Hell, more than just Dark Menace wanted the Red Devils gone.

"Answer me!" I knew that I shouldn't care, but my gut told me that she wasn't a hang around or any other kind of MC groupie looking to take a walk on the wild side. The fact that she'd been abused led me to believe that she'd been taken against her will.

"I was walking home from work when two men in a van forced me to get inside. I-I fought them." My lips quirked at that, and then she surprised me by adding with sudden grit, "I'm going to fight you, too." 

I laughed gruffly and turned toward the bed, only to see that the whore had fallen back to sleep. I stared down at her for a minute, taking in her snarly blonde hair and black roots, and the smear of makeup surrounding her eyes and lips. She wasn't as attractive this morning as she'd been the night before, after I'd downed a bottle of whiskey. In fact, she was drooling. Her ass was nicer than her tits—I never had liked the things women did to them when they added too much of that silicone shit.

I reached for my jeans and gave the snoring woman a hard slap on the ass. She jumped awake, bitching and scowling, her hand flying back to the abused area. "Get out!"

"What the fuck!" She left the bed mumbling. "You said you were going to do me this morning."

I snorted, slipping into my pants. Do her nasty snatch? I'd seen her fucking several brothers before she’d come with me to my room. I’d gotten what I'd wanted. "Why would I do you when I can have this fresh little virgin?" I zipped up my pants, but left the snap undone.

The whore, who'd been in the process of searching for the only piece of clothing she'd been wearing the night before—a thong—stopped to look up. Her gaze ran over Ginger with disdain. She half laughed, half snorted. "I was her once. Wildman's initiation, right?" She giggled like a mad woman, finally locating her thong. "He makes all his men do it." She walked around the bed and stopped in front of Ginger. "A word of advice, honey: when it's over, you'll be given a choice—become a club whore, or go home." She snorted before continuing. "It’s a stupid choice. They want you to say that you want to go home so they have a reason to pull a train on you and then kill you."

They could do that anyway, I thought.

She left my room stark naked. Ginger's gaze came back to me, and I could see the horror in her eyes. I had no doubt that what the whore had said was true. 

"What is a train?"

Her innocence was starting to piss me off. She shouldn't be there. She shouldn't have put herself in a situation where she could be snatched up off the street. Christ, she wasn't a kid. She should have been protecting herself better. As far as I was concerned, it was her fault that she was in this mess. "A train is where all the men in the club line up and take turns fucking you." With each word, her eyes grew bigger.

"All of them?" 

I could see her mind working as if she was trying to figure out how many men that might be. She wouldn't survive it. There were too many of them, and they were ruthless, cruel bastards. She'd be ripped apart and would probably die on the table. Jesus, this whole fucking mess was starting to get to me. I was in a one percent MC, and we did shit for the club in order to survive and to take care of our families. We didn't involve innocents or civilians just for the thrill of it. This whole club, and everyone in it, needed to die.

When I saw tears fill her blue eyes, I lost patience. "For fuck’s sake, don't start crying! It won't solve anything." I knew I was being insensitive, but if she was going to survive this she needed to suck it up, and I didn't know how she was going to do that if I coddled her. It was a fact that anger had a way of turning weakness into strength, frustration into determination, and fear into perseverance.

I knew what I had to do, and by the time I was done with little miss innocent Ginger she was going to hate me enough to survive. 
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Ginger
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PRESENT 

God, I was tired. Five straight days of working a double shift were taking a toll on my sleep deprived brain, and my body was holding up little better than that. I should have remembered what Bike Week had been like last year and moved on before this one. But the tips were more than worth it in the end. I was finally able to get ahead on the bills and actually squirrel away some decent money. I thought about the coffee can in my cupboard and the roll of bills that was hidden beneath the grains of coffee. 

The truth was that I was tired of moving on. I liked the area, I liked being near the beach, and for the first time in years I felt that I may have finally found a place that I could put down roots. After three years of being on what I considered to be the run, looking behind my back, always afraid that one of Wildman's Devils would catch up to me, nothing had happened. But I was still afraid that the moment I let my guard down would be the moment that danger would strike.

"Just two more hours," Della said in an exhausted voice, all but collapsing onto the bar. She'd been working right alongside me all week. One of the first people I'd met when arriving in Daytona Beach, we'd become fast and best friends. We lived in the same shitty apartment complex. She put a hand at the small of her back and arched with a loud groan. "I'm getting too old for this," she joked.

I laughed, because we were only twenty-four, but I could sympathize with her. At the moment I felt twice that. "I suggest that once this week is over we treat ourselves to a spa day."

"I like your way of thinking," she groaned.

I frowned, giving her a curious look. Her color seemed a little off, and I'd noticed that as the evening had gone on her usual pep had waned. "Are you feeling okay, honey? You look a little pale."

She shrugged, brushing it off. "Probably just overtired."

That was probably true.

"Smiles, girls!" We both rolled our eyes and pasted on our fake smiles for Vinny, the owner of Pirate's Cove. Thank God he wasn't out front very often and stayed in his back office. He insisted that we keep smiles on our faces for the customers. As if they cared if we were smiling or not. All they wanted was fast service and the chance to cop a feel without getting shot down. 

"I can't stand that jerk," Della snarled in a low tone. "’Smiles, girls,’" she mimicked.

I knew that she didn't mean it. Vinny was a decent boss, it's just that we were so tired and cranky with the grueling schedule we kept, and he seemed blissfully oblivious, which came off as being insensitive. More than once I'd wished that we could slap a pair of stilettos on his oversized, caveman-like feet and make him work an eight-hour shift in them.

I immediately looked around to make sure that Della hadn't been heard, though. The only eavesdropper that we really had to worry about was Vinny's girlfriend, Stevie, who also happened to be one of the bartenders that were working that night. But a quick glance revealed that she was busy at the furthest end of the bar filling drink orders. The place was packed, as usual, and it didn't show any signs of emptying out as it grew closer to quitting time. It was a bad sign when Vinny showed up out front before closing and he saw how full the bar was. He was money-hungry, and we were waiting for the day when he insisted that we stay open until the last customer left.

"Damn." I saw a hand go up at one of my fuller tables where a biker club from Georgia, and their women, were seated.  Thank God they were staying at the hotel across the street and wouldn’t be driving after they left. They were drunk and rowdy and had kept me hopping. 

"Want me to help you, honey?" Della asked with a genuine smile.

I shook my head. "No, you need a break too, enjoy it." I made my way to their table in a kind of dance-like series of moves between tables, chairs, and dancers. I was laughing at myself by the time I reached them. "What can I get ya'll?" I prepared myself for the rapid-fire orders that I knew from experience were coming. But to my surprise, it suddenly got quiet.

"Nothing, sweetheart," one of the men said with a grin, catching me by surprise. "We've kept you dancing all night and you done good. You deserve this."

I looked down at the bills that he was holding out, certain that sheer exhaustion was causing me to see triple. I blinked and refocused my eyes on his hand. Nope. Still there. Three one hundred dollar bills. My gaze flew up to his, and then gradually moved around the table, taking in all the smiles. I felt the burn of tears in my eyes and clenched my teeth to hold them back. 

One of the women that were closest to me grabbed the money out of his hand and then turned to me. "Take it. I do what you do back home, so we know how hard you work, especially during events."

I took the money from her slowly. "I . . . I . . . thank you so much!" I'd never gotten a tip so big, and was suddenly feeling overwhelmed. It had to be because I was so freaking tired. I took a deep breath, and quickly wiped at the tear threatening to spill. 

"We'll be leaving now. Maybe we'll see you next year when we return." As their president, according to the patch on his cut, scooted back his chair, the others followed.

"You just might," I responded, stepping back with a smile. "I hope ya'll have a safe trip home."

My good wishes were met with murmurs and nods, and I watched them leave. Once we’d exchanged the last wave as they plowed through the door to the outside, I swung around to go back to the bar. I tucked the money into my pocket.

"Baby, you g-get that kind of mon-money from m-me, you better get d-down on your kne-knees."

Talk about a glass of cold water in the face!

I was halted by the feel of a hand curling around my arm. Gasping at his crudeness, I glanced down into the man's face. His red, droopy eyes revealed that he was beyond drunk. His friends were all laughing at his comment, but I didn't find a thing funny about it. I'd had enough of sloppy drunks that week, and I was at the end of my tolerance. "Why, did you drop it on the floor?" I glanced down as if that were a possibility.

He threw his head back and snorted, along with his inebriated friends. They were part of the usual weekend crowd who frequented the bar so I'd seen them around before. "No, it's in-in my pants!" He leaned back in his chair and thrust his hips up suggestively.

I glanced at the bar, watching Della shake her head and roll her eyes at me. She realized that I was about to let him have it and was reminding me in her way not to get myself into trouble. I reined in the urge to pick up the guy's half-empty beer and dump it over his head. I looked at his crotch, then back up to his cloudy eyes. "It can't be in your pants," I smiled, pulling my arm away. "The bulge is too tiny."

His face instantly turned red, scrunching up with anger as a chorus of laughter and gaffs erupted around us. His friends weren't the only ones who'd overheard our conversation. I swung back toward Della, shooting her a wink.

I began weaving my way back to the bar when another patron at one of my tables stopped me. "Could we get another pitcher of beer, doll?" It was a table of four bikers, their cuts turned inside out to hide their club patches. I'd noticed that a few clubs were doing that this year, as many establishments had banned the wearing of colors in order to avoid confrontations between battling clubs. 

I smiled down into his friendly brown eyes and full-bearded face. "Sure, be right back." I felt the eyes of all four bikers on me as I walked away. 

"Guess you put that jerk in his place," Della chuckled when I reached her at the bar. "Good girl!" She picked up the circular tray of drinks that Stevie had just set down and rushed off. 

"Pitcher of beer, Stevie!" I called after her.

Lola, one of the younger waitresses we worked with, took Della's place at the bar. "I swear if that prick pinches my ass one more time, I'm gonna snatch off his rug and throw it across the room!" She was royally pissed. "My boyfriend's getting tired of me coming home with bruises."

Boyfriend? That was news to me. She wasn't shy about flirting with some of the guys, and even disappearing with them on occasion. I guess she only had a boyfriend when it came in handy. I couldn't blame her for being pissed, though. We'd all had to put up with the occasional slap on the ass and a grope here and there, but it made for good tips. Unfortunately, some customers got overzealous when they'd had too much to drink, or used that as an excuse for their bad behavior. When we complained to Vinny about them he just brushed it off and said that it was par for the course, and to think about the tips that we got as a result. 

So why work in a job where daily abuse was 'par for the course'? We all had our own reasons. I was running, and picking up waitressing jobs was the best, and sometimes only, option when you hopped from town to town. Getting an education in order to do something better wouldn't have been worth it for me, because I didn't have time to spend searching for jobs and doing interviews. When I hit a new location I usually needed a job immediately. Sure, I had a little money saved up, but I pretended that it didn't exist so that I wouldn't rely on it. Besides, it belonged to someone else.

Why was I running? I was running from the Red Devils motorcycle club and their sadistic president, Wildman. They'd held me captive for a while after kidnapping me right off the street. Then I'd been forced to participate in a sick, twisted initiation ritual with one of their new members.

Rebel. 

I tried not to think about him, but from the second he'd forced me to peer into his eyes I'd felt trapped, mesmerized by a ruthless outlaw who was too sexy for words. He'd been forced to take my virginity, and then had done all that he could to get me out of there. 

I wondered where he was today, if he was even still alive. Much later I'd heard rumors that the Red Devils had been killed off, but I'd been too frightened to believe it. So I now lived my life always looking over my shoulder and waiting for the day that one of them showed up to take me back to them. I shuddered.

"You okay, honey?" Lola asked, seeing my shiver.

I forced a smile and nodded. "Want me to take your pincher?" I asked just as Stevie came over and dropped off the pitcher of beer I'd ordered.

Lola smiled tiredly and I knew what her answer was going to be before she said it. None of us liked giving up a table, because you never knew what kind of tip you'd get. 

"No, thanks. We'll be closing soon."

I picked up the pitcher and headed back to the biker's table, the ever-present smile pasted onto my face. "Here ya go." I set the pitcher down in the center of the table. "We'll be closing soon."

"Yeah, this is our last pitcher, doll. We'll be out of your hair in a minute," said the man who seemed to be the spokesman for the table.

I had no doubts. I'd never seen a pitcher of beer disappear as fast as they did at their table. They'd had several of our large pitchers, the evidence of which was still on the table. They hadn't wanted me to remove the pitchers when they were empty, I supposed because they were keeping track. I thought to myself that their legs must be hollow, because none of them seemed overly drunk. 

As it grew closer to two o'clock, the place began to clear out. Thank, God! I was surprised to see Stevie begin turning off the neon signs in the windows, an obvious deterrent to keep people from coming in for that last drink. Most locals knew that when the lights were out, the place was closing up or was already closed. Stevie must be feeling the week's punishing schedule, too, I thought.  I'd noticed that she'd slipped off her usual stilettos and was wearing a pair of flats. I  wished that we were allowed that small concession.

Most of the tables in my section were empty, so I began wiping them down and flipping the chairs on top so that the floor would be easier to sweep. I happened to glance up toward Della's area to see that she was just as busy as I, as were Lola and Carrie. We were all so exhausted, although you never would have known it from the speed and enthusiasm we were exerting as we cleaned our sections. The clock was winding down, and the thought of kicking off our ridiculous heels and putting up our aching feet was a strong incentive to get done fast. 

I made my way toward Della. At some point we all began working together, crossing over into each other’s zones in order to get done as quickly as possible. Eventually the remaining customers got the hint, paid up their tabs, and left. 

"God, I think you're right, I might be getting sick. I suddenly feel awful."

I looked up from the table that I was cleaning, frowning. Della did look awful. There wasn't an ounce of color in her face now. "I knew it!" I said with concern. "You look pale."

She flopped down into a chair. "I feel nauseous." There was surprise in her tone. Her arm came up and she placed a hand over her tummy. "It just suddenly came on."

God, she was beginning to look green, as if she might throw up. "You better go home while you can still drive," I said. "Before you get worse."

She tried to smile. "Thanks." Then she groaned. "Whatever it is, it's hitting me fast." 

"Go!" I encouraged with concern. "I can finish up your section. No problem."

She shook her head. "I'm not going to leave you stranded, I can hold out another half hour." I hadn't forgotten that she was the one with the car.

"I'm sure that I can bum a ride from one of the others," I insisted. "Now please go home! I'll check in on you when I get there."

She glanced up at me with sweat beading on her brow. "Honey‒"

"Go!" I insisted, pulling her to her feet. "Don't worry about me. Get home and into bed." I walked her to the back door and outside to where her car was parked. "Besides," I smiled down at her pale face, "I like you owing me."

She made a pitiful attempt to laugh, but then gagged and slapped her hand across her mouth. Before we even reached her car she had to stop and retch. I jumped back as far as I could without letting go of her. I loved Della, she was my soul sister, but if I got vomit anywhere on me I would be joining her. While I supported her through the episode, I prayed that whatever she had wasn't contagious.

When she was able to walk again we made it the rest of the way to her car and I opened the door. "Do you have any tissue or anything in there?" I asked, settling her behind the wheel.

She reached for something, a bottle of water, and took a swig. I knew what she was going to do without her saying a word, because I would have done the same thing. Once again, I stepped back so that she could spit the water onto the ground. She moaned weakly.

"Oh, God..."

"Will you make it home?" I thanked God that we only lived ten minutes from the bar. She nodded without looking at me. "Good. Call me when you get there so I'll know that you made it okay. Drive careful and I'll see you in a little bit." I closed her door and waited until she had pulled out of the lot and onto the main road.  

I spun around to go back inside and then came to a dead stop, my heart in my throat when I sensed that someone was there. It was dark back behind the bar, and the dumpster made it smelly. The few parking spots were reserved for the employees, but once in a while a customer would make his way to the back of the building, usually for a drug deal or to have sex with a hooker that he'd picked up. 

A shadow gradually detached itself from the back corner of the building, tall and broad and frightening, because he was moving in my direction. I was too scared to say anything, frozen into place and holding my breath, my eyes glued to the shape of the man as he eventually stepped into the dim, yellow lighting provided by the bar. As his appearance became clearer, I took in the biker attire, the clunky boots, his cut. The top half of his face was still shadowed, keeping me from seeing his eyes, but I could make out that he had rugged features and long hair. I was struck with stark terror as his face slowly came into view.

I opened my mouth to scream, but all that came out was a pitiful, choked sound of desperation.

My past had finally caught up to me.

Rebel had found me. 
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Chapter 3


Rebel
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Past 

I grabbed Ginger by the hand and pulled her out of the room, down the hall and to the bathroom. Her resistance was futile, her fear unimportant. I knew what I had to do, and if she were smart she'd realize it, too. If she wanted to live. I opened the bathroom door and yanked her inside, thanking fuck that I found it empty. It was filthy, but better than nothing, and it had a shower that everyone used when they felt the need to be clean, which wasn't often. 

Ginger spun around when I shut the door, the look of a trapped animal in her pretty blues. I ignored her growing terror, steeling myself for what I had to do. Even behind closed doors I had to make it real, I had to be convincing that I was an unfeeling bastard. I saw her swallow, could see her tits rising and falling rapidly as the unknown overwhelmed her. She was expecting the worst, preparing herself to do whatever she had to do to survive.

"Take off your clothes." I kept my tone harsh, indifferent to her growing panic.

She shook her head vigorously and stepped back, slamming hard against the cracked, porcelain sink. A nervous cry escaped her, and her eyes were wild as she took in her surroundings and realized that there was no escape. Her gaze touched on the door behind me before meeting my eyes.

"Please‒"

"Take off your fucking clothes," I said in an uncaring, demanding tone. "You're filthy, and not in a way that gets my dick hard. Now undress." I removed my cut and the t-shirt beneath it. "In fact, I think I'll join you." Her eyes nearly popped out of her head at that. "If you're not undressed by the time I'm out of my clothes you won't like the consequences." I kicked off my boots as my hands went to the front of my pants. 

As I’d expected she would, Ginger's small hands began to unbutton her blouse. Slowly she began to expose enticing, creamy skin to my wandering eyes. I undid my pants. She lowered her gaze to the floor and turned around before reluctantly removing the garment. I let her have her moment of modesty before looking into the mirror in front of her. Fuck. My dick took notice of her perfect tits and rosy nipples. Hard nipples. Surprising.

I lowered my zipper, the sound of it overloud in the tiny room. I could tell that she knew what I was doing by the stiffening of her backside, but she didn't let it stop her from removing her jeans. As I kicked mine away, hers hit the floor. I hissed, taking in the mouth-watering curves of her shapely ass, an ass that I wanted to dig my fingers into while I was grinding my dick into her cunt. Fucking hell, I hadn't expected the surge of lust that suddenly heated my blood at an alarming rate.

I heard the sound of harsh breathing in the room, and it took a moment before I realized that it was mine. "Turn around," I demanded sharply.

I kept the smile to myself when I watched her bring her long hair forward, knowing that she was trying to use it to shield as much of her nudity from me as she could. She'd all but succeeded. When she turned her tits were hidden behind the thick layers of her hair, and her hands were shielding her pussy from me.

"Come here, Ginger."

She padded toward me slowly. I was glad that she was acting sensibly. It would make my job a helluva lot easier, and besides, I didn't want to hurt her. She halted within inches from me, her gaze still lowered to the floor. "Look at me." I moved her hair back behind her shoulders, exposing those luscious tits to my curious eyes. Christ, they were full and rounded, more than a handful, and her rosy little nipples made me salivate and my dick harden.

Her worried, frightened eyes locked onto mine, and I steeled myself from softening toward her. "This is going to happen, Ginger. You and I both know that Wildman will kill us both if it doesn't, and that's after every one of his brothers fucks you raw." I hesitated, giving her time to digest that information. "You want that to happen?" She shook her head, a lone tear making its way down her cheek. I wiped it away with my thumb. "No more resistance from you, and I'll make it as easy on you as I can."

Hell, I could have kicked myself for going there. I shouldn't have been worried about making anything easy for her, but I couldn't get over the fact that she was innocent, and that I was going to be her first. I'd never fucked a virgin, I'd always stayed away from them as if they had the plague. Virgins were complicated and time-consuming. I wanted a woman I could fuck, and fuck hard. Someone who could take the roughness and give it back.

She didn't pull away when I took her by the hand and pulled her into the shower with me. It was as if she'd suddenly placed her safety and well-being into my hands, counting on the hope that I would protect her. Shit, protect her from everyone but me. I was hard as a rock by the time I closed the frosted glass door and turned on the water.

Once the water was adjusted I pulled her under the spray, soaking her hair before handing her the shampoo that was in the shower. As she slowly lathered up I let my eyes drift with lazy appreciation down the womanly curves that I'd soon be claiming—her magnificent tits, the hourglass shape of her waist and the flare of her hips, her perfect thighs. Not too skinny, not too thick. She was healthy and damned enticing. She may have been tiny compared to me, but she looked like she could take a good fucking.

She rinsed her hair free of the shampoo, leaving behind silky strands of yellow gold. I was fucking mesmerized as she washed the filth from her body, revealing how creamy and flawless she was. My dick throbbed wildly, and I knew that I had to get a grip before I seduced what I was supposed to just take. When she reached for her pussy I took the rag from her.

She stiffened, gasped, but there was nothing she could do to keep me from washing her. I ran the soapy cloth between her thighs, rubbing over and over her little fur-lined bush. I made sure to part her pussy lips and run the cloth against her labia and clit. She caught her breath when I did that and closed her eyes. Fuck, was this turning her on? I dropped the cloth and started to use my bare hand.

Jesus-fucking-Christ, there was an inferno between her thighs, so hot that it almost singed my hand. I watched her expression as I gently ran a finger over her slit before separating the plump mounds and exploring inside. A wild tremor shook her and her head fell back, mouth parted with her shallow breaths. I zeroed in on her clit, which had tightened up into a hard, little ball. Fuck, I hadn't expected her to be so responsive. When I let my finger slip inside of her, she moaned and began to move her hips, and before long I was finger-fucking her toward an orgasm.

I wanted to watch her explode around me. I added another finger, going deep, thrusting in and out, in and out, and raking over her clit with my thumb at the same time. She reached out blindly, grasping my bicep as if she needed help to remain on her feet. Her luscious body was vibrating, her breathing was harsh and rapid like mine, and I knew that she was about to come. When it happened she lost complete control, crying out loudly, convulsing wildly against my hand.

Fucking hell. I wanted to turn her around, push her up against the tile, and fuck her from behind. It's what I would have done with anyone else. And then I thought, why the fuck not? There was nothing to say that I couldn't get my rocks off, too. My dick was so hard it felt like it was going to explode, my balls were full and ready to release. Why torture myself? With a growl of rough need I found myself doing what I wanted. I spun Ginger around and pushed her up against the tile wall. She cried out, turning her head sideways. I stepped forward, taking my dick into my hands and sliding it between the crack of her ass.

She stiffened and sucked in her breath. I leaned forward and put my mouth against her ear. "Don't worry, I'm not going to fuck you just yet. But I need to come before I lose control." I didn't add, before I lose control and bury my dick so far inside of you that it would be impossible to know where you end and I begin.

My dick was curved upward, making it easy to fuck between her fleshy cheeks. I glanced downward, watching the head peek out from between the crack as I thrust up and down. Jesus, it felt good! She had a nice round ass, her cheeks were squeezing my dick tightly, milking me to heaven. I was thrusting without mercy, fast and with one purpose in mind. I hadn't meant for this to happen, but I wasn't sorry that it was. As I felt my orgasm approaching, I reached around Ginger and took both tits into my hands, squeezing them and pinching her nipples until cum was flying out of my dick and covering her lower back.

I grunted out my release, not letting up my frenzy until she'd milked me dry and the aftershocks had set in. I was content to let them claim me, content to let my dick soften against her ass. I pulled my hands from her tits and turned her around, my eyes blazing down into hers. The innocence was still there, maybe even a little bit of fear, but there was something else, too. Was it acceptance that she couldn't stop what was happening, or was it that she wanted this?

"Finish up," I snapped gruffly, because I didn’t want her to think that I wasn't the bastard that I was supposed to be. I stepped back under the water and quickly washed. Coming all over her pretty backside had released some of the fucking turmoil that had been twisting my gut, but it wasn't enough to get rid of all of it. Now that I'd had a taste, I wanted all of her. I wanted to own her fucking innocence. 

I guess it was good that that was my next course of action.

I turned off the shower and opened the door, her hand in mine. My gaze shot around the room, looking for a towel, finding a dirty one hanging on the rod next to the sink. The only other articles in the room were our clothes, and I couldn't see her putting those filthy things back on. I made a decision, snatching up mine and pulling her from the room. Fast, no nonsense strides took us back to my room, where I slammed and locked the door behind us.

Ginger immediately went to the bed and pulled up the sheet over her. My lips quirked. "I've already seen it all, angel." I snatched the sheet out of her hands. She gasped and backed against the wall as I advanced on her. I crowded her in with my body, trapping her within my arms, staring down at those full fucking lips, and then I claimed them, slapping my mouth over hers and taking them roughly. Whether she opened her mouth to cry out in pleasure or to plead for me to stop, I didn’t care. I took advantage and slipped my tongue inside her sweet mouth.

She was sweet, too sweet for the likes of me. She tasted of coffee and cinnamon, which surprised me in light of her dirty state when Wildman had brought her to me. They must have fed her before that, and now I was reaping the benefits because the taste of her only added to her innocent appeal. I fucked her mouth with my tongue until hers began to battle back with arousing aggression. I groaned deeply, crushing her body with mine and taking note of where our naked parts lined up. Fucking perfect.

I thrust my hard dick into her lower belly, bringing a hand around to touch her tit. The instant I squeezed and caressed it Ginger began to struggle. My gut told me that she was making a last ditch attempt to keep her innocence, but she had to know that she couldn't win against me. As her nails bit into me, ripping my flesh, I grabbed both of her hands and brought them over her head against the wall.

"I like rough sex, little girl," I grated down into her flushed face. "I told you if you didn't give me any more trouble I'd be easy on you, but what you're doing now tells me that you might like it a little rough, too."

She stopped struggling, her expression one of shock and disbelief. "No!" she cried out. 

"Did you like the orgasm I gave you in the shower?" She clamped her mouth shut and looked away from me. I gave her a little shake to get her attention back. "Did you?" I snarled.

She pinned her eyes on mine, but still refused to answer. I could see the stubbornness in her tight jaw, and I knew that her tears were brought on by recognition of something that she didn't want to admit to herself. Her response in the shower had been real and pure, and she knew there was no denying it.

"I can make you feel that good again, and I will. You'll feel pain when I fuck you the first time, but the pleasure I give you will far outweigh it." 

"I hate you!" she whispered sharply. 

I felt her knee rise and knew what she was about to do. I slapped my palm down on her thigh and dug my fingers into it to keep her from reaching my balls. "Oh, no you don't!" Ignoring her whimper, I moved in closer, snarling down into her face. "I need those for what I'm going to do to you!" I was suddenly pissed, furious that she wasn't going to let me do the right thing by cooperating with me.

"Pig!" she all but spat in my face, her eyes flashing blue fire at me.

"You weren't calling me a pig when I had my fingers buried inside you," I hissed, taking her by the hand and pulling her away from the wall. I tossed her toward the bed, where she fell upon it. She huffed, and quickly scurried up to the headboard.

I didn't take the time to think about what I was doing. I reacted, grabbing her by the ankles and dragging her down to the foot of the bed. Before she could recover I spread her legs and moved between them, yanking her hips closer so that my face was within inches of her cunt. My gaze shot up to her frightened eyes, and I knew that I'd have to ignore a lot of things in order to do what we both knew I had to do.

"No!" she whispered pleadingly, and I wondered if she even knew what she was saying no to.

I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with her musky arousal, because whether Ginger knew it or not, she wanted this. The signs didn't lie. Her nipples were rock hard, she was flushed with heat, and I would have bet my life that her pussy was wet. I dove in, burying my face against her plump snatch and driving my tongue as deep as it could go. I heard her wail-type moan above me and glanced up to see that she'd tossed her head back against the bed, eyes shut and mouth open. 

I’d been right. She was soaked with slick wetness, and I wanted it all. I could get drunk on the taste of her. Her sweetness covered my tongue as I tried to consume her. I was ruthless, deciding it was the only way. Ginger may have been innocent, but her body knew what it wanted, and it wasn't a gentle, time-consuming seduction. She was a firecracker of need, and I was the match. After thrusting my tongue inside of her for a few minutes I drew out to focus on her clit. I released her thighs—I didn't need to hold them apart any longer—and slipped two fingers inside her.

"Oh!" she emitted with surprise, arching upward. 

That allowed me the chance to curve into her G-spot. I attacked the spongy bundle of nerves the same way I attacked her clit, driving her mad with pleasure. And then she was quivering, moaning, and gasping her way through another orgasm. I let her cream coat my fingers for a while before replacing them with my tongue. Deciding not to give her time to come down, I moved up her body, lined up my dick, and powered through her innocence with one, deep plunge.

Her body bowed up violently beneath me and she cried out in pain. Then I was the one grunting in pain when she locked her teeth into my shoulder. Holy hell, that hurt, but I owed her that. I gave her body time to adjust to the invasion of my dick, feeling how fucking tight she was, and knowing, too, that I had an above-average-sized dick. When I felt that enough time had passed, I pulled back and then thrust forward again. This time Ginger just tensed, and then seemed to relax when the initial pain of my entry didn't come again.

She sighed with obvious relief. My dick was buried deep and was pulsing with the need to come. I pulled back again before returning to the hot, wet cavern of her body. "You're fucking tight," I growled into her ear, flexing my ass as I tried to dig even deeper. She gasped and did something that I wasn't expecting. She opened wider and positioned her hips upward, which let me bottom out inside of her. I groaned, closing my eyes for a second. It felt that good.

Nothing had ever felt as good.

I set a slow and steady pace, leaning the top half of my body off Ginger so that I could watch her. Her eyes were closed, and her expression was flushed with color, nostrils flared and lips parted. Little puffs of air escaped through them, gradually increasing in depth and speed. Her tongue came out to wet her dry lips, and then she tugged her bottom lip into her mouth, moaning. Her hips were moving with mine. I wanted to flip her over and fuck her hard from behind, but I resisted the urge, reminding myself that this was her first time.

I picked up speed. Watching her tits bounce with every punch of my body against hers. I curled my hands around them and squeezed, raking my thumbs over her extended nipples. Her eyes flew open, she was panting heavily. I covered a tit with my mouth and rolled her nipple between my teeth, listening to the hitch in her breath. The sweet sound repeated when I did the same thing to her other tit, massaging the one that I'd abandoned with my hand.

Her body clenched around me, drawing a long groan from me. My hips were moving with the speed of a jackhammer, pounding into Ginger's tight pussy. And she was tight, so tight that it felt like I was slipping my dick into a protective sheath made just for me. My balls pulled up tightly against my body, my dick swelled even more, and I knew that I'd passed the point of no return. As I suckled Ginger's swollen tits, I reached down and found her throbbing little clit. She whimpered and moaned, arching beneath me and twisting her hands into the sheets.

I took a nipple between my teeth. I pinched her clit, setting her off like Fourth of July fireworks. She came, the feel of her insides clenching around my dick enough to make me come. With a growl I slammed myself inside of her one last time and held tight, flooding her with my seed. I could barely breathe. The blood was pounding hotly in my ears, my heart keeping score of every jerk of my dick. I'd never come so hard, or so long, and that's when it hit me that I'd forgotten the fucking condom. 

Shit! 

That was a first for me. I always suited up.

I couldn't deny how fucking good it had felt to fuck her bare.

I was going to do it again. 
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Chapter 4
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Ginger

Present 

My gaze darted to the back door of the bar. Could I make it? The urge to flee was surging through my body, but I was still frozen in place. So many thoughts flashed through my mind as I tried to come up with a rational excuse for why Rebel was there, leaving me with a sick feeling in my belly. I couldn't fight him and win, I knew I couldn't, yet when he finally took that last step into the light and I saw the gleam in his eyes, I knew that I would have to try. I wouldn't go back. He'd have to kill me first.

Our eyes locked. I couldn't read anything from his expression. As hopelessness overwhelmed me I made a mad dash for the door. He caught me, as I’d known he would. I was able to let out a scream before he slapped a hand over my mouth, and then he was dragging me back into the shadows with him. I struggled against him with the fear of an animal that was trapped with nowhere to go.

"Ssshhh!" he shushed me in my ear, the powerful arms surrounding me like an inescapable vice. "I'm not going to hurt you, angel." 

"I'm not going back with you!" I hated the fear in my voice, I hated giving him that. With his powerful arms locked around me he easily kept me subdued.

He grunted when one of my elbows jabbed him in the
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