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I can hear her coming down the hallway towards my room. I know what’s coming next; she’s out of drugs, and needs me to “take care” of it for her. She’ll pretend to be a good mom while she gives me kool-aid, or some other drink with just enough meds to knock me out. It’s not the first time, but I thought the last time was it, she’d promised that she was going to get better and stay better for me. She lied again. I lost count how many times she’s lied to me, how many times she sold me to some stranger for money so she could get high; you’re supposed to protect your children from the monsters not the other way around. I think of bolting as soon as the door opens, but I don’t think I can get past her and out the front door, especially if her “special friend” for me is in the living room. So while I bide my time I tell her, “Sure mom,” as I pretend to drink the juice she’s brought me while she leaves to get my “special friend.” No sooner is my door shut then I spit it out in my trashcan, reach under my bed grab my bag I’ve packed, and head towards the window. That’s when I hear what sounds like all hell breaking loose in the front of the house. Before I can make it out my window, a police officer is busting in my bedroom door. 

“Stop, I’m here to help. Your mom is in custody, and she’ll never be able to hurt you again.” I stop my progress out the window and I turn to him. 

“Where are you gonna take me? She’s all I have.” I tell him dejectedly. 

“We have a home waiting for you where it’s safe.” I’m jerked awake by the sounds of screaming, I’m slightly disoriented because I’m not at home and the dream always fucks with my head. I’m not eleven anymore, they can’t hurt me anymore, and I’m a badass motherfucking Army Ranger. That’s when I hear the scream again coming from the next room. Shit that must be Alexis, Throwing the covers off and jumping out of bed to rush into her room I stop to grab my side arm, yeah those people at the front desk thought they could tell me no guns, fuck them. Yanking her door open, I can see by the light from my room that she’s in bed having a nightmare.

“No, stop, please, I don’t want to.” It’s a familiar mantra to me, one I said so many times growing up. Rushing to her bedside, I reach down to shake her awake. 

“Alexis, wake up baby; you were dreaming.”

My shaking turns into rubbing her arms, I need to stop, this girl does something to me and I need to stay away from her. I’m too damaged even for her. She still has a chance to be decent, I don’t; I’ve seen too much and done too much to turn back from what I am. Damaged goods no matter how you spin it. Doug tells me I’m full of shit all the time, but I know better. Even my therapist says I need to realize I’m a good person. What the hell does he know? She’s starting to wake up finally, damn that dream must have had a grip on her. 

“Martin, why are you waking me up?” she asks me in the fucking sexiest groggy voice, making my dick jump at the huskiness of it. Fuck, Little Martin, calm the fuck down, she’s been through hell and doesn’t need your fucking attention, not to mention she’s too fucking good for you anyway. 

“You were having a nightmare and were screaming.” I say to her looking down into the most beautiful set of green eyes a woman could possibly have, a heart shaped face, with lips so plump they make you want to bite them to see if they taste as good as they look. Her gorgeous blonde hair seems to float around her on the pillow. I shake myself because I realize I’ve been staring at her for a whole minute without saying a word, and she has that look on her face like “what the hell dude”.

“You scared me out of my own sleep with your screaming woman. I thought someone had gotten to you or something. I can see now my services were not needed, so I will go back to bed.” Trying to stay professional with her was hard, but I needed to keep my distance as much as possible. As I reach the door her sexy groggy voice says,

“Martin will you stay with me until I fall back to sleep?” Holy hell is this woman trying to kill me, doesn’t she realize she is playing with fire. I’m trying to be a gentleman, hell I took a shower with her completely clothed, just so she could get clean after her rescue from that piece of shit Elliot. She’d been put through hell being made to do “favors” for his friends, and God only knew what else. Even rail thin from lack of food and too many drugs, I could see her beauty. Since she came to the rehab center, she has filled out all those curves that held promise and she is just breathtaking. Standing there looking at her pleading eyes I couldn’t bring myself to tell her no, even though I knew it was a bad idea. Padding over to her bed, I put my side arm on the table while she pulls the covers back for me to get in. 

Before I get in, I have a little talk with Little Martin “look she needs us to comfort her not hit on her so no funny business mister,” then I slide in next to her. There isn’t a lot of room in the bed because, let’s face it, a twin bed isn’t meant to hold two people. Starting to roll away from her and give her my back, she stops me with her tiny hand on my chest, which is bare because I didn’t grab a shirt. Shit, her hand feels like electricity is pulsing directly into me from her body. 

This is not good, at this point I would usually say abort mission, but again for some reason I can’t say no to this tiny woman. I lay on my back while she grabs my arm and puts it around her so she can snuggle into my side. She sighs against my chest, and I listen as her breathing becomes even as she drifts off to sleep. Please don’t let her have any more nightmares tonight, for that matter no more nightmares period would be nice. 

Alexis deserved to feel safe, she deserved to be happy, and I would do whatever it took to make that happen for her. I’m not used to sleeping with anyone, unless you count my Army buddies when we were out on patrol and had to bunk in an abandoned building for the night. Nothing like Alexis, I never let women get close enough for this kind of sleeping. 

No, it was wham-bam-thank you-ma'am for me when it came to women. Those were the kind of women I deserved, the kind that wanted nothing but sex from me. I feel myself relaxing against her supple body, and wonder briefly, what it would be like to sleep like this with her for the rest of my life. Honestly, I could die a happy man if I had this woman beside me ‘til the end. That was my last thought as I slid into sleep.

Waking up to one of the nurses in the rehab center glaring at you was not my idea of a good morning, especially when Alexis rubbed up against my thigh with her leg in her sleep. Groaning, I simply smiled at the nurse and crawled out of the bed showing her I had pants on and nothing happened. She seemed to relax after that and put her finger to her mouth to tell me to keep quiet so Alexis could continue to sleep. Tiptoeing back to my room, I looked at the clock beside the bed and 5:00 stared back at me. Realizing I wasn’t going to be able to go back to sleep I did the only thing I could think of, I went to the in-house gym to work out some frustration after last night’s dream.  

I usually worked out hard after one of them because it helped clear my mind, it also didn’t hurt to feel how strong I was now and that I could hold my own. I grabbed my water bottle, towel, MP3 player, and headed out to the gym. They didn’t have a large gym, not like I was used to, but enough equipment to work up a sweat. Putting my workout mix on, I headed towards the first bench, the squat rack, adding as much weight as I could considering they only had up to 25 lbs. weights. With 75 lbs. on each side, I turned up my tunes with “Cowboy Casanova” playing. Yes, I like country music; don’t judge me and that song is totally badass to work out to. Finishing my reps, I was wiping down the bar when in walked Honey, she was one of the other guests at the rehab center, some celebrities’ kid that had gotten hooked on God only knew what; so they sent her here to clean.

“Hello, Martin can you spot me?” She asked me in the grossest seductive voice I’ve ever heard. Her voice just grated on my nerves, but I’m always willing to help someone in the gym learn how to use the equipment. 

“Sure, Honey no problem. What do you want to start with?” I could see her mind working on the best course of action. It was all over her face. If she was my sub, I’d be able to tell exactly what she needed just by the look on that face. No challenge equals boring in my book, and again there was that Fran Drescher voice only a mother could love.

“Let’s start with that one over there please Martin.” She tried to sound all coy and bat her eyes at me. Geesh, will this girl just give it up already. 

“Ok you lay down on the bench and I’ll get the weights ready for you. How do you usually do?” She looked up at him confused. Lovely, so she was only pretending she used the gym, ok let’s try this again. 

“How much weight do you want to start lifting?” Doing the not so good imitation of a dumb blonde, she bobbed her head back and forth on her shoulders. 

“I don’t know, I thought you could help me figure that out since I see you in here all the time.” Trying not to show my annoyance at her stupidity I put 10 lbs on both sides to start with the bar, that was only 65 lbs total. Positioning myself in front of the weights to lift them off, my crotch was directly in her face. I lifted the weight up and realize there is no way this little girl is gonna be able to handle this much weight, she might crush herself if I walk away. Sighing, I help her put the bar back and take off all the weight.

“Let’s start with just the bar; its 45 lbs. by itself.” Smiling up at me she replied, “Whatever you think is best sweetie.”

By now I really just want to get the fuck out of the gym, because my work out has been ruined by this rich spoiled brat. She does better with just the bar and wants to try something else, when Alexis comes in the gym still in her pajamas and looking sexy as hell. Uh oh by the look on her face she isn’t happy with someone. Lord please let it be Malibu Barbie and not me. 

“What the fuck, Honey?” Oh good it was Honey she was pissed off at. 

“What Alexis? I came to the gym to exercise and your....whatever he is was willing to help me.” Alexis looked like she was about to pounce on Honey until I stepped between them and grabbed her around the waist. God she felt good in my arms, all soft and curvy. 

“Yeah, you just happen to decide to take up the gym when Martin is in here. Stay away from him you skank!” Wow Alexis was pissed because she didn’t like Honey coming onto me. Damn that was kind of hot to know she was jealous or at least something. I didn’t have much time to ask her questions because she whirled out of my arms and stormed back toward her room. 

Oh shit, I better go check on her to make sure everything is alright. I sniff myself and decide the best course of action is a shower first then going to see her though. I got to my room and grabbed what I needed and to head in the shower in my room. This place was so fancy everyone got their own bathroom and it was a full size bathroom too, not one of those tiny shower and a toilet deals. Stepping into the shower, I turned it on full blast when I heard the door to the bathroom open. Turning around in the shower, I see Alexis standing in the doorway looking timid with her head bowed.

I knew what she needed but this time I was naked and I didn’t think asking her to join me was such a good idea. 

“I’m sorry for the way I acted Martin. That woman just makes me want to go postal on her ass.” Grinning to myself at the fact that Honey bugs the shit out of her too, I ask her what about her drives her crazy.

“Because I’ll tell you what, that voice could peel paint.” 

Alexis started laughing, and once she started it was a full on belly laugh which caused me to laugh my ass off in the shower. She lifted her head and looked at me, all of me. I’ve never been shy about my body, but I knew what she’d been through and didn’t want her to have a negative reaction because of me. I saw the change almost instantly from mild curiosity to full-blown arousal, which caused Little Martin stand at attention. Her eyes got as big as saucers then. Suddenly she put her hands over her eyes. 

“Oh my God Martin, why didn’t you say something about me barging into your bathroom like this?” Really, she was getting on to me because my body had a reaction to her body. I almost laughed; instead, I gave her my back. 

“There now you can leave and forget you saw all my manly bits. It’s not like I haven’t seen all your girlie bits remember?” I certainly remembered the feel of her naked body as I washed her. Damn it Little Martin, stop thinking about her in naughty ways. Instead of hearing the bathroom door open and close, I heard the shower door open, and felt the cool air hit my ass. Whipping around I realize she is naked too. Oh, fuck this is not good. Abort mission Little Martin, I say again abort mission. 

“Alexis what the hell are you doing in here?” I’m trying not to raise my voice or sound harsh, but her supple naked body this close to mine was driving me insane. I needed to get her out of the shower as fast as possible without hurting her feelings. 

“You made a good point you’ve already seen all my girlie bits and I’ve already seen all your manly bits, so why can’t we shower together then.” Oh, fuck me and my big damn mouth. 

“Alexis I don’t think this is a good idea. You are still recovering from Elliot’s evilness.” She looked up at me with her beautiful blue eyes and smiled. Fuck me; she smiled. I wanted to beat my head against the wall until I was unconscious. This woman was going to be the death of me. I’d made a vow not to try anything with her, but a man can only take so much temptation being thrown his way. 

“Alexis we cannot do this. I am here as your protector.” Yes, go with the logical approach. She’ll see reason and hightail it out of this shower in seconds. Why wasn’t she going? Why was she just looking at my face? Reaching a hand up to my face, she caressed my jaw line lightly with her fingertips. 

“Oh Martin when are you gonna learn I do lots of things that I’m not supposed to. Besides, it’s a shower nothing more, nothing less. If we are stuck together for a long time we need to be comfortable with each other completely right?” Oh, so she didn’t want me after all, I was usually good at reading people, that’s one of the reasons why all the subs like me so much at the Cellar. 

I could read what they needed by looking in their eyes. Damn I miss the club. It was my home away from home. I went there to clear my mind when the gym didn’t do it for me. The subs were obedient and plentiful. Shaking myself back to the situation at hand I tried to play it cool, when all I really wanted to do was pick her up, wrap her legs around my waist and slam into her body until we both couldn’t take anymore. Shit, I needed to get Little Martin under control soon or I will be in trouble.

Sighing in resignation, I gave in but kept my back to her as I washed. Maybe if I pretended she wasn’t there I could get finished and get out. Then she had to go and put her arms around me from the back and I could feel her pert nipples pushing into my back. Damn this woman was trying to kill me. 

“Martin thanks for being you. Your friendship means the world to me.” This woman was playing with fire, and she was talking friendship what the hell. 

“Alexis you’re welcome honey, but can we please shower and get out of here because I’d like nothing more than to do non-friend related things to you. You aren’t ready for that, and I’m not good enough for you, so let’s wash and get out of here.” I thought I heard her sigh against my back, but then she moved so I brushed it off as my imagination. 

She wanted friendship, she’d made that clear, and I couldn’t have her even if she did want more. Twenty minutes of silence followed while we showered. She got out first and wrapped a towel around her. I waited for her to go to her room and get dressed, but she just stood there. 

“Uh, Alexis are you gonna let me get out of here with some decency still intact woman?” She stood there with a strange look of hurt on her face, but I had no clue why. 

“Yeah, sure Martin I’ll go and get dressed. Meet you in my room in a few, then we can head to the dining hall together like usual for lunch.” 

There was something off with the way she said it, like it pained her to leave the bathroom. I’d get to the bottom of it over lunch. As soon as she was out the door, I jumped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. I had just wrapped it around myself to go get dressed when I heard Alexis scream from her room, not caring about my state of undress I raced into her room.

“Alexis! What’s wrong?” She was standing by her bed with just her bra and panties on, white as a ghost, holding what looked like what was left of a single red rose. What the hell? Who had sent her a rose? No one knew she was here but me and my crew. Walking up to her I reached for the rose, attached to it was a note with one word on it “Babydoll” scrawled in red letters. She started shaking, so I grabbed on to her before she collapsed on the floor. 

“Alexis, what’s going on? Who is this from, and how did they know you were here?” 

She started shaking her head back and forth and sobbing into my chest. I needed answers so I needed to get her calmed down. Sometimes you had to do what you had to do. Using my best Dom voice I whisper in her ear exactly what I need her to do, 

“Alexis, you will calm down, you will sit down, and you will tell me everything I need to know.” It was like a switch for her, her breathing started to even out, and her body relaxed against me. It had worked when her sister had told her about being raped by Elliot and possibly having his baby. Rubbing her arms up and down as I laid her down on the bed, and waited for her to get the courage to answer. 

“I thought he was dead Martin. He was supposed to be at the warehouse when your men took it down. I don’t know how he found me or why.” Ok well those were answers just not what I was hoping for. 

“Alexis who is he?” Taking a deep breath, she looked at me in terror. 

“His name is Fred and he was one of Elliot’s friends I....well you know. He called me babydoll every time we...yeah.” Now she’s looking away from me, and I can see the shame written all over her beautiful face. She has nothing to be ashamed of, that bastard Elliot did, but not her. Elliot was lucky my buddy Jack had killed him before I got my hands on him. If I’d gotten my way, Elliot would have had a date with a meat grinder while still awake. Sitting down on the bed next to her, I pet her hair trying to get her to look at me. 

“Alexis, I don’t know how this asshole found you, but I’m not gonna let him hurt you I promise.” Suddenly she flung herself into my arms. 

“Martin, I’m scared. He was always sweet to me, but he gave me the creeps. He said eventually I’d be just his and he wouldn’t have to share me with anyone else. I don’t know what he meant by that, but it creeped me out.” Holding her to me I tried not to notice both of our states of undress, and was doing a pretty good job of it until she looked up at me with tears in her eyes and her lips slightly parted. I wasn’t going to taste those beautiful lips; then she whispered my name and that shit went right out the damn window. 

Crushing my lips to hers, I tasted and devoured those lips. She moaned and I thought the gates of heaven were calling my name. Shit, I need to abort this mission before something happens that shouldn’t. I couldn’t stop or didn’t want to; I didn’t care I stayed like that, kissing her the way she was meant to be kissed hard and deep. We both jumped and separated when we heard someone clearing their voice from the doorway. Whipping around to the sound, I saw my buddy Henry standing in the doorway looking mighty smug.

“Hey if you two can tear yourselves away from each other, I brought Bethy to see y’all. Do me a favor and get dressed first please.” Looking back at Alexis, she started laughing which only caused me to laugh. 

“Yeah we’ll be right there man.” Alexis and I got dressed in no time flat. She was eager to see her sister, while I just wanted to talk to Henry about the creepo stalker dude. Hopefully, Henry could help figure out who he was and how the hell he’d found out where Alexis was. Walking in together to the dining hall, we spotted the two lovebirds right away. 

As we got to the table where they were sitting, Alexis ran up to Elizabeth hugging her tight. Alexis plopped down in the chair next to Elizabeth and they proceeded to talk babies again. Just like two weeks before when she’d visited, her belly had grown two sizes since again. Henry and I talked about what new guns he needed to buy before she started dating, while the girls giggled and rolled their eyes at us. 

“You two go talk while me and my sister enjoy our time.” With that, Alexis shooed us away with her hand, she didn’t need to tell me twice. Babies were not in my future, so I definitely didn’t need to hear about how often she pooped. Walking outside with Henry, I took that opportunity to talk to him about the possible stalker problem. 

“What do you think man? Should I install some surveillance cameras or what? I don’t like thinking that this asshole found her.”

“Martin, I think she needs to leave here immediately and go somewhere safer that we can monitor. There are a lot of people coming and going here and it’s hard to monitor everyone. Do you think she’s ready to leave yet or does she need more time to heal? You guys can stay at Bethy’s house, if you can get her to leave.” I shrugged my shoulders because I honestly didn’t know how ready she was to be out in the real world yet. When I’d brought her here, she was a mess. She couldn’t remember anything that had really happened during her time with Elliot, and as things started coming back to her, she had set back after set back. I thought she’d have another one when Elizabeth told her about her rape at Elliot’s hands and her subsequent pregnancy where she wasn’t sure who the father was. She hadn’t. She’d picked herself up and reminded herself that she was not the one who had done those things; it was Elliot and she wasn’t to blame for his actions. With this asshole trying to pull shit on her, he didn’t know if she would have a setback. 

“I’ll talk to her today after y’all leave and see what she’s feeling. I’m afraid this situation is going to cause her some problems, and if that happens, I’ll kill this guy for it. She’s come so far I won’t let some waste of oxygen ruin her progress.” Henry nodded his agreement. 

“I’m not going to tell Bethy about this situation until after the baby gets here. She doesn’t need to be stressed out right now, so keep your mouth shut and you tell Alexis to do the same.” I wasn’t about to argue with him. I knew when he meant business and wasn’t about to push my luck. Walking back inside agreeing with Henry’s assessment of the situation, I wasn’t prepared for what awaited me, both women in tears holding each other. Henry and I looked at each other in confusion when the girls parted laughing. Ok, now I was really confused. Cautiously approaching the girls, Henry and I stopped and looked at them like they had three heads. They both looked at us and busted out laughing. Henry wasn’t taking that. 

“Alright you two what the hell is going on?” The girls slowly stopped laughing. 

“It’s ok guys we were just talking about some extracurricular activities that Lizzie and Henry enjoy. Especially Lizzie enjoying a certain instrument of pain that makes her...” Before she could finish that sentence, Elizabeth clamped a hand over her mouth to stop her. 

“Don’t you dare say that in front of Martin? It’s bad enough he belongs to the club.” Suddenly Alexis stilled and looked at me. Oh, shit this was not a talk I wanted to have with her. She didn’t need to know how fucked up I was, or the things I did to get me off. Turning to me with a puzzled look on her face, she didn’t say anything. Henry interrupted the awkward situation by telling Elizabeth it was time to go and that they would be back to visit again soon. Saying goodbye to both of them, I didn’t miss Alexis’s quietness. She was thinking, and that usually meant trouble for me. As soon as Henry and Elizabeth were out the door she whirled on me, 

“When were you gonna tell me about “the club” Martin?” She asked using the finger quotes for the club, she was pissed, and I didn’t know what the hell to do. 

I tried the sensible approach, “Alexis I didn’t think what I did in my personal life was any of your business.” As
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