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Chapter One
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ALAN RAINER WAS DRIVING home from Club de Fleurs. He was feeling good. He had finally convinced the little receptionist from the Club, Theresa, to sit and have a drink with him. He had had his eye on that girl since the first time he saw her. His friend, Evan, the security chief for the Club, had called him on a DEA matter and that was the first time he had been to the Club and the first time he saw Theresa. She was fantastic. 

Theresa Gomez was twenty-five years old, five foot three inches tall, one hundred twenty-five pounds, with wavy dark-brown hair that fell to the middle of her back and golden-brown eyes. Alan fell for her the minute he saw her. He had spent the last few months trying to get the little spitfire to go out with him. 

She had always had an excuse. Finally tonight he had worn her down and she had allowed him to buy her a drink at the Club after it closed and she was off duty. It was just one drink, but he had spent twenty minutes looking into that beautiful face and those mesmerizing eyes. He had fallen and fallen hard. For a forty-five-year-old man, he was acting like a lovesick teenager. 

Alan and Evan, one of the owners of the Club, had gone to school together and kept in contact. While Evan was in the Air Force, Alan had chosen the Army. They had both ended up in Denver after their service was completed and kept in touch.

Alan had been into BDSM for several years but had stopped practicing when he got married. His wife, Val had not been into the lifestyle and he gave it up for her. Something had been missing in their relationship but he had loved her so much, that it didn’t matter. Val had passed away in childbirth five years ago, taking their son with her.

Alan had been devastated but as they say, life goes on, and it did. He slowly recovered, and started seeing women again. Nothing was ever serious, a few dates and he was done. Theresa was different. She was no one-night stand. Alan had a feeling she would not tolerate that. With her it would be all or nothing. The age difference concerned him. Could he be enough for a twenty-five-year-old girl? Only one way to find out, and tonight as brief as it was, was a good start.

Alan was a good looking man for forty-five. He took care of himself and kept in shape. Six foot four, two hundred thirty-five pounds and all muscle. He had dark-brown hair, with just a touch of gray which he wore collar length, his moss-green eyes had mesmerized more than one sub. He could take on someone much younger and win when he needed to. Not that he liked to fight, but he didn’t run from confrontations. He could and did hold his own.

His phone rang and he looked down to see who it was. The name on the number came up Theresa Gomez. Well, well, well. “Rainer here,” he answered.

“Alan,” a small voice said. “It’s Theresa from the Club. I hate to ask, but could you do me a favor?”

“Sure, honey, name it,” he said, wondering what could be up. She sounded upset.

“I need someone to come over here. My stepbrother is trying to break into my house and I don’t want to be alone. Will you come and stay with me? There’s no one else I feel safe calling and you’ve been so nice to me.” She was sobbing.

“Yes, honey, I’m on my way, give me your address and I’ll be there as soon as I can. Are you safe? Do I need to call the cops to meet me?” he asked, concerned.

“No cops! Please, just come.” She was really sobbing now.

“Okay, no cops, just stay on the phone with me. I’m on my way.” He hit the gas, wanting to get there as soon as possible.

He wasn’t far from the address she had given him, and got there quickly, talking to her on the phone the entire time and trying to calm her.

As he pulled up in front of her house, he saw her open the door and wave frantically for him to come in. He jumped out of the truck and sprinted up the stairs to her door. She pulled him in and slammed the door behind him, locking several locks on the door.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you.” She panted. “I didn’t know who else to call. He said he’d be back with friends. I couldn’t be alone and I can’t call the cops on him. Oh, God, I don’t know what I’m going to do.” She was frantic.

“Here, let’s get some water, then we will sit down and you can tell me what’s going on.” Alan slipped an arm around Theresa and let her lead him to the kitchen. He had to get her calmed down and find out what was happening.

Alan grabbed a couple of bottles of water out of the fridge and guided Theresa into the living room. Sitting her on the couch, he crouched in front of her. Handing her a bottle of water, he said, “Here, drink this, then we’ll talk.”

She gulped the water and took a deep breath. “My stepbrother Joe...” was all she got out before a pounding came at the door.

“Theresa, I know you’re in there, open this door now!” a male voice screamed.

“Oh shit, he’s back!” Theresa was shaking. “What do I do?”

“I’m here now, let’s see if we can find out what he wants and get rid of him. We’re going to open the door and talk to him,” Alan stated matter-of-factly.

“Okay,” Theresa said and took another gulp of water.

They walked to the door, and Theresa opened it a crack. “What do you want, Joe?”

“Hey, Sis, who’s with you...you got a new boyfriend? Big one, huh?”

“Joe, it’s none of your business who he is. What do you want?”

“Sis, you know what I want. I’ll let you buy the house for one hundred thousand. It’s a good deal, you should take it,” Joe said, leaning against the doorframe.

“Joe, I own the house. You can’t sell me something I own,” Theresa said, exasperated, like she’d said it before.

“Sis, you know the house is mine, why are you fighting me on this?”

“Joe, the deed is in my name. I own the house,” she stated firmly.

Alan stood behind Theresa watching and not saying anything. He was not going to get involved unless she needed him. Wrapping a protective arm around Theresa, he stood there listening.

“Who’s this joker, you find you a bodyguard, Sis?” Joe asked, laughing.

“It’s none of your business, Joe, you need to leave now,” Theresa told him firmly.

“Don’t be fucking him in my bed, Sis, you know this house and everything in it is mine and it’s just a matter of time until I get it back, unless you come up with the money.”

“Good-bye, Joe, don’t come back. If you do I’ll get a restraining order,” Theresa sounded defeated as she tried to get Joe to go.

“You can’t keep me out of my house, Sis, but I’ll go for now. Just because I want to. This is boring.” Joe turned to leave. “This isn’t over.”

Theresa turned and slammed the door. God, what did Alan think of her now. He was so sexy. She’d only known him a short time, but he was at the Club every night she worked and when she wasn’t busy, he had spent lots of time talking to her.

She’d hated to call him tonight, but couldn’t call the cops on Joe and didn’t know who else to call. He’d been so nice to her. Now he probably thought she was some head case. Not the first friendship Joe had lost her. He was most of the reason she had no one else to call. Joe and his drug and drinking buddies had scared off all her girlfriends. No one wanted anything to do with her. 

He had lost her several jobs. It was just a matter of time before he found out she was working at Club de Fleurs and started harassing her there, too. It was the best job she’d had in a while. She was actually making enough money to pay all the bills for once. She only worked four nights a week, but it paid well. 

Alan was standing there looking down at her. He made her mouth water. He was tall, good looking, and just rugged enough to be sexy. He was a few years older than her, but that didn’t matter. Men her age usually drove her nuts, some of them could be so juvenile. Not what she was looking for. She wanted someone mature that knew how to treat a woman. 

Joe was six years older than Theresa, but he still hadn’t grown up. Theresa didn’t want to deal with someone like that for the rest of her life.

She hadn’t dated much. When her parents were still alive and Joe lived at the house, he had run off every boyfriend she had ever had. Him and his buddies. She had never had a second date. Never been kissed, never knew the feeling of being held in a man’s arms. She longed for that. She wanted the intimacy she found in her erotic romances. Even though they turned her on, the BDSM novels scared her a little. 

She knew that was what Alan was into, why else would he come to the Club. She didn’t know if she could do that with him. Just imagining doing some of those things with him made her wet. What kind of Dom was he? Could he be gentle and loving like Master Dave and Master Evan, the owners of the Club, were with Sadie, their sub/wife? Would she get the chance to find out?

She looked up at him and said, “Thank you. Please come sit down, I owe you an explanation.” Taking his hand, she led him to the couch. Indicating he should sit, she asked, “Do you want something more to drink, I have beer, or soft drinks, and I could get some chips or find something else to eat if you’re hungry?” She really didn’t know what to do. She was out of her element. Alan was the first man that wasn’t a family member she had had in her house.

Alan could feel how uncomfortable Theresa was. He sat on the couch where she had indicated and continued to hold her hand. “No, honey, I’m fine. Please sit and tell me what’s going on,” he said softly as he jerked her hand, pulling her into his lap.

“Oh! I’m sorry I lost my balance and fell. I’ll move.” She was a little breathless and struggled to get up.

“You landed right where I want you. Relax, I’m not going to hurt you. Please tell me what’s going on.”

“It’s kind of a long story.” She sighed.

“We have all night, just tell me what’s going on.” He smiled down at her, liking the feeling of finally having her in his arms.

“When I was five my father was killed. He was a policeman and was killed in an attempted robbery one night. Joe’s dad was my father’s partner. After a couple of years, when I was seven, he and my mother got married. Joe was thirteen and already trouble. He was already drinking and into drugs.” 

“That must have been tough losing your father at such a young age,” Alan said with sympathy.

“I don’t know, I was so young and he was always working. I didn’t know him well. When Mom and Vic, Joe’s Dad, married, we stayed in this house. The house had been given to my Mom and Dad when they married by my grandparents on Mom’s side. The house was in my mom’s name when she and Vic married and they never changed it. Vic didn’t want his ex-wife, Joe’s mom, trying to get it, so he never made a big deal of it,” she explained.

“That makes sense,” Alan stated, and looked down at her. She was so perfect.

Theresa looked up at him, not quite believing he was real. She had dreamed of this since she had first seen him at the Club. Not exactly this, but being in his arms. “When Joe was nineteen he was arrested for breaking and entering. It broke his father’s heart and Vic had a heart attack and died during the trial.” A tear rolled down her face. Vic was the only father she had ever really known and his loss had really affected her. 

Alan just nodded, and held her tighter in his arms. 

“Soon after we found out Mom had cancer. She passed a little over a year ago.” The tears were really falling now. Alan held her tighter and she rested her head on his chest. He was so big and it was so comforting being held in his arms.

Taking a deep breath, Theresa continued. “Joe got out of prison a few months ago. Somehow he has it in his head that since his dad lived here, the house should be his. My mom’s will left the house and its contents to me. Joe’s dad also wanted me to have everything. He was afraid that Joe would just sell everything for drug money. The house is mortgaged to the hilt because of mom’s medical expenses, and now that I’m working at the Club, I finally have enough money to keep up with everything. Joe wants to take it all away. He thinks he can bully me into giving him money. I’ve already talked to my lawyer about a restraining order, but that’s only a piece of paper. Joe wouldn’t pay any attention to it. Unless he does something, no one will help me. I just want to live my life and be happy. It was so nice while he was in jail. Now he won’t leave me alone.” She sobbed, burrowing into Alan’s chest and letting it all loose. It had been so long since someone cared for her and wanted to help her. She was tired of doing it all on her own.

“I’m sorry I brought you into this, but I didn’t know who else to call. Joe’s ran off all of my friends. No one wants anything to do with me. I think he owes someone money and that is why he is trying to get it from me so hard. I’m not sure what to do.”

“Why didn’t you want to call the cops?” he asked her.

“I’m not sure they can do anything.” She sighed.

“We need to report every incident so that there is a record. Next time he comes back we call the police,” he told her firmly.

“Okay, I guess, I just never figured they would do anything because of Joe’s dad.”

* * * *

[image: ]


SHE LOOKED UP INTO his eyes with tears streaming down her face and he couldn’t help himself, he had to kiss her. Leaning down he brushed her lips with his and when her lips parted slightly, he took more. His tongue licked her lips and when she shuddered, he nibbled on her lips. Gently pushing, he explored her mouth. Her eyes got big and her breath hitched. Slowly he backed off, giving her a little space. 

“Wow...that was...wow,” she panted.

“Yeah baby, wow.” He grinned. “Have you ever kissed anyone before?”

Oh God, he could tell. How embarrassing was that. He must think she was the lamest person ever. Blushing, she answered, “Not really, I never dated much and don’t have much experience. I’m sorry. A man like you probably wants someone who knows what they are doing. I understand,” she said and hung her head.

Putting one finger under her chin, he lifted her face to his, and said, “Theresa, I think you are perfect. I’m glad you called me tonight. We will figure this out. Evan at the Club can do some searching and we will find out what Joe is into and get him off your back. I want to be here to help you and do anything you need. I’m going to stay here until you are safe. It is not a problem. I’m retired and need something to do anyway. Please let me help you.”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” she said, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him. “I didn’t know what I was going to do. I’m so afraid I’m going to lose my job at the Club, and no one I know will help me.”

“Why would you think you would lose your job?”

“Joe can be a pain in the ass and he’s lost me several jobs by coming around and causing trouble. I know Dave and the guys are great, but they don’t need him and his drug buddies hanging around and causing shit. If I go, Joe goes, so by firing me they get rid of Joe.”

“Honey, we will get rid of Joe and keep you. I’m sure once we tell Dave and Evan what’s going on they will figure something out. You don’t need to worry about it. We will all take care of you. You’re part of the family now.”

About then a pounding came at the door again. “Hey, Theresa, that asshole still in there? Come on out, Sis, we haven’t finished this yet.”

Alan looked at Theresa and said, “Let me handle this.” He walked to the door and without opening it, he yelled, “Look, you need to leave. I’m calling the cops and going to have you arrested for disturbing the peace if nothing else. You can’t intimidate Theresa anymore and need to go on about your business.”

“Look, old man, this is family business. You don’t got anything to do with this. This is between me and my sis. Send her out and it’ll all be good.” Joe was slurring his words and sounded pretty drunk.

Alan heard sirens and then Joe yelling, “This isn’t fucking over, shit I gotta get outta here. Fuck!” Then he heard a motor start and wheels spin off.

The cops arrived a couple minutes later and Alan told them what was happening. Theresa gave them the history and they took a report promising to watch the house for further activity. Unless they caught Joe in the act, they couldn’t do anything.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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AFTER THE POLICE LEFT, Alan sat Theresa down. “Do you want to come and stay with me, or am I staying here, ’cause there’s no way I’m leaving you alone.”

Theresa looked at him and smiled. “I’m afraid to leave the house. I think Joe might do something to it if I’m not here. He’s threatened to burn it for the insurance money. Would you mind staying here? I have a spare room you can stay in.” Theresa didn’t want to put him out, but she really didn’t want to be alone. If Alan was willing to stay, she was willing to let him. 

Alan was being so supportive right now. Theresa hadn’t had anyone to lean on for so long. It probably wasn’t smart to depend on him so much, but right now she didn’t have anyone else and she needed someone. She couldn’t handle this on her own anymore. Joe was getting more aggressive each time he came to the house and she was scared what he would do.

“I need to go to my place and get a couple things tomorrow or should I say later today, but yes I’ll stay here as long as you need me. I’m sure Evan can set up security for while you are at work. We will protect you and your house. Don’t worry, baby.” He pulled her back into his arms again. He couldn’t seem to stop touching her, and he brushed her lips with his again. She tasted so good.
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