
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents


		Dedication

	Chapter One

	Chapter Two

	Chapter Three

	Chapter Four

	Chapter Five

	Chapter Six

	Chapter Seven

	Chapter Eight

	Chapter Nine

	Chapter Ten

	Chapter Eleven

	Chapter Twelve

	Epilogue

	Also By Brandy Ayers

	About Brandy



 
   
    [image: ] 
 
    Intoxication 
 
    Blue Line Book Three  
 
      
 
    Brandy Ayers  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales, is entirely coincidental.  
 
    Intoxication 
 
    COPYRIGHT © 2017 by Brandy Ayers  
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission of the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.  
 
    Contact Information: brandyayersauthor@gmail.com  
 
    Visit me at www.brandyayers.com 
 
    Digital ISBN B06XYTS6NL 
 
    Published in the United States of America 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Contents 
 
    Dedication 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Also By Brandy Ayers 
 
    About Brandy 
 
    
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Dedication 
 
    To all the men and women in blue who risk  
 
    Their lives to serve and protect their communities.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Jon 
 
    Sweat dripped down Jon’s face, stinging his eyes, as he wiped to clear them with his forearms. The trainer held up the focus mitts once again and they went through the combination. Jab, cross, hook, cross, jab, haymaker. The trainer, Tony, came at him with the pads, the vinyl slapping against the bare flesh of his arms and shoulders as Jon curled up protecting his head.  
 
    The workout did its job. It took his mind off everything going on in his suddenly messed up world.  
 
    Twenty-five years he’d served as a cop. Fifteen working up the ranks in Pittsburgh. The last ten as the chief of police in Middleburg. Never before had his mind been such a mess.  
 
    The trainer backed off and they moved on to work on grappling and floor work. The aggression which had built up in his system came roaring out as he pinned the young man to the mat, released him, and did it again. His muscles, flexing and stretching to their limits, had a strange kind of peace washing over him.  
 
    One of his officer’s, Bryan Coy, liked to call him ‘old man’, but Chief Jon Gallo was in better shape today than he had been when he joined the force, as a punk twenty-year-old kid. Discovering this MMA gym two towns over had been a blasted godsend. His hair might be more grey now than the dark brown it had been back in those days, but his abs and arms were what the kids called ‘jacked’.  
 
    Jon might not go out on the street anymore to patrol, but he still needed to stay at the top of his game.  
 
    Heck, now more than ever.  
 
    Now he had something worth fighting for.  
 
    He just had to find her.  
 
    An hour later he walked out of the gym freshly showered, dressed in his crisp navy blue uniform, and more than a little sore. Tony had gone extra hard on him, but Jon needed it. The not knowing was driving him nuts, and the only way he could release the tension was with some good old fashioned physical strain.  
 
    Walking through the front doors of the station, his spine straightened, and his chest puffed out. This was his domain. His niece Sophie sat behind the front desk, a thick wall of bulletproof glass separating her from the lobby area.  
 
    “Hey Uncle Jon, how was your morning?” Having never had a family of his own, he thought of Sophie as his daughter, and had taken great pride in helping her along after her own father passed away over two years ago.  
 
    Goodness, almost three now.  
 
    “It’s good Soph.” His niece buzzed him through the security doors, and he rounded the corner to meet her on the other side of the wall. They hugged briefly, and Jon’s hands automatically reached for her slightly swollen belly. “How about you? How’s my little great nephew doing this morning?” 
 
    Her sweet laughter brought an extra lightness to his heart. “Everyone is so insistent we’re having a boy. It could just as easily be a girl. And she is great this morning. Kicking up a storm.” 
 
    “I hope it is a girl.” Jon’s chuckle echoed across the mostly empty bullpen. “Would serve McCracken right to have a daughter after stringing you along for two years.”  
 
    “Hey, I made up for that.” The devil himself, Sergeant Luke McCracken, stepped out from the break room and crossed over to Sophie, wrapping his arm around her waist and pulling her in close to him.  
 
    Jealousy itched beneath Jon’s skin. He’d never cared too much about the lack of female companionship in his life. There had been a few women here and there over the course of his life, but none that stuck around for too long. He was married to the job, the force his life, and the men and women who worked there his children. No woman seemed to be able to accept that. But ever since a dark haired, hazel eyed woman crossed his path a month before, the loneliness had become almost too much for him to bear.  
 
    Which made no sense.  
 
    He hadn’t even talked to her, not one word. And she was way too young for an old man such as himself.  
 
    Camille Artiga. A twenty-two-year-old woman and pharmacist’s assistant for the past year. She’d dropped out of a highly competitive pre-med program at the University of Pittsburgh two years ago for unknown reasons. Both of her parents were deceased due to a car accident five years prior. Her only living relatives were two brothers and her whereabouts were currently unknown. Camille was currently wanted on charges of resisting arrest and failure to appear in court.  
 
    Jon had her file memorized. He’d sat in that courtroom for three hours waiting for her to appear and plead guilty to the charge of fleeing from a police officer. But she never showed, and that didn’t sit well with him. The tail he had placed on her, that first day she crossed his path, had lost her after only two hours. Since then, not one single shred of evidence had been found about where she could be or how she was involved in the growing drug problems in their area.  
 
    All Jon knew was that the moment their eyes connected as she passed him in the lobby of the Middleburg Police Station, something sparked to life inside him. A need he had never felt before. To own. To protect. He’d been so dumbstruck with the overwhelming weight of her presence he hadn’t even run after the obviously terrified woman. All he did was stand there and watch as she climbed into the passenger seat of a car with dark tinted windows, as it sped off.  
 
    That moment had played on a loop in his head for the past week. What he would have done differently. How he would have pulled her into his arms and wiped away whatever it was that scared her.  
 
    “Chief.” McCracken broke into his obsessing, and apparently had been trying to get his attention for some time. “You okay, Chief?” 
 
    “Sure, just got a lot on my mind. Are you done groping my niece now?” Sophie scoffed and smacked him on the arm, but her smile showed she really didn’t mind the teasing.  
 
    “Yes sir, I have some things I’d like to go over with you if you don’t mind.” McCracken was a good sergeant. Great even. A natural born leader and cop. He could have easily made his career in a bigger city, but Jon was glad he’d decided to stay in Middleburg.  
 
    “Let’s get to it then.” He led McCracken into his office, Jon taking the tall chair behind his desk, while the sergeant settled into one of the two chairs on the opposite side. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Chief, we have to get more help in here with this drug case.” Luke steepled his hands in front of his face, taking a minute to gather his thoughts. It was one of the many things Jon liked about the guy, he never spoke before formulating his words, measuring them to ensure they would get the point across in the most effective manner. “This case is much bigger than we originally thought. One organization peddling pot, heroin, and meth. Not to mention the intentional destruction of a house and the increase in unexplained assaults. The victims might be refusing to cooperate, but we all know these jerks bringing drugs into our town are to blame.”  
 
    “I know all this, Luke. What do you suggest we do? The mayor and city council have denied us the funding for more man power and better equipment. I’ve tried everything I can to change their minds, but they insist we can do this on our own.” The frustration he’d been able to take out on in the ring that morning quickly built again in his chest. “Honestly, part of me wonders if some of those on the council might be getting kickbacks for denying us the budget increase to hire a detective.” 
 
    It wasn’t a suspicion he would voice to anyone other than Luke. They might be a relatively small community compared to their big brother neighbor, Pittsburgh, but they had their own share of corruption and power hungry politicians.  
 
    Luke leaned in, his eyes growing more intense. “I might have a way we can get the help we need, without the permission of the council.” 
 
    “Let’s hear it.” 
 
    “I’ve got a friend from college, she got her degree in criminal justice and abnormal psychology. She’s a detective in the city, but she’s run into some trouble because she made the mistake of getting involved with her commanding officer. Turned out the guy was also banging the daughter of the commissioner. Word got out and now things aren’t exactly comfortable in the office for her.” 
 
    “Less gossip, McCracken, more explanation about why I give a hoot.” 
 
    Luke shook his head, a wry smile pulling at his lips. “She’s looking to get away for a while. The commissioner has agreed to loan her out to us, salary still paid by the City of Pittsburgh.” 
 
    Jon raised one eyebrow, the familiar expression cluing Luke into his skepticism. “What’s the catch?” 
 
    “Nothing you need to worry about. The commissioner wants her gone until the dust can settle, but he can’t fire her. I’ve talked to her on the phone about this, but she’d like to come down and see what we’re dealing with before making her final decision. She’s reluctant, but knows she needs to do this to keep her career on track. I’ll owe her a favor, but it won’t come back on the precinct.”  
 
    Jon leaned back in his chair, looking at the situation from all angles. Luke wasn’t exaggerating, the drug problem was spiraling out of control, and it had been for a year now. Whoever was behind the operation just kept getting more and more ambitious. They had a perfect storm of circumstances, the city of Pittsburgh had cracked down hard on drugs and crime two years ago. Desperate dealers drifted out of the city limits and settled into neighboring suburbs. The nearby college had also expanded three years ago and ever since then an influx of young adults flooded into Middleburg. The timing couldn’t have been worse if someone had been planning it. Dealers saw a built in and growing population, prime for drug and alcohol abuse, and worked it to their advantage.  
 
    It pissed Jon off to no end that these guys were smart enough to evade their efforts to corner them. He’d thought more than once about asking the ATF to step in, but he wasn’t ready to hand over control of his town yet.  
 
    “Okay, it’s worth a shot. I’ll get on the phone with the commissioner and work out the details. Let’s keep this between us for the time being though. Once we get everything set in stone we’ll tell the guys.” 
 
    Jon spent the rest of the morning trading phone calls with the commissioner and Detective Formosa, preparing materials for the next city council meeting, and writing performance reviews for five of the men on his force. There were times he missed patrolling and investigating; paperwork and his days now. But then he reminded himself that his job was to fight for the well-being of the people putting themselves on the line for the safety of their town, and he felt his purpose solidify. 
 
    Around two o’clock a roar of cheers and applause sounded through the station. What is going on now? 
 
    Jon stood from his chair, ready to give the guys hell for whatever they were doing, but he stopped in his tracks when he saw Coy and his girlfriend, Lexis, standing in the bullpen, ready for a wedding.  
 
    “What do you say Chief, will you marry us?” 
 
    Pride swelled in chest, as well as a lump in his throat. Coy was one of his greatest accomplishments. The punk had spray painted a giant pig on the side of Jon’s house back when he was a detective in the city. Instead of arresting him, Jon took Bryan Coy under his wing and helped him to find a place in the world. Showed him that he didn’t need to succumb to his circumstances. Even though they had been supremely nasty circumstances.  
 
    “I’d be honored to, son.”  
 
    They all filed into the briefing room, Lexis’ son and parents included. Jon had only married one other couple, his brother and sister-in-law,  Sophie’s mom and dad. Speaking off the cuff, Jon told the room of the strength it took for Bryan to overcome his childhood in an abusive foster home, and how far he had come. He also spoke about Lexis and her strength as a single mother, raising a son on her own, while working three jobs. Combined, their strength would be able to move mountains.  
 
    His own thoughts drifted back to Camille. Where was she at this moment? He wanted her there by his side. If only so he could be sure of her safety. He wouldn’t let himself dream that a young, beautiful thing such as her would lower herself to be with a man twice her age. But just to know she was okay would go a long way to easing his mind.  
 
    Jon pronounced the happy couple man and wife, Bryan dipping his new bride into a dramatic kiss before Jon could even get the words out, welcoming him to kiss his wife. Over the cheers of the crowded room, Jon thought he heard something like sobbing in the lobby. Just as he turned to move that way, a crash echoed through the station.  
 
    The whole room burst into action, twenty cops, four civilians, and a child, coming to a screeching halt at the scene in the lobby. A badly beaten girl lay on the floor, the chairs that had once lined the wall now overturned and scattered around the room, as if she had tried to make it to them but only succeeded in taking them down with her. Lexis, a nurse, kneeled next to the woman’s prone body, turning her to lay flat on her back. Once the hair fell away from her face, Jon recognized the girl who had haunted his thoughts for the past month. Even through the blood, bruises, and swelling that covered her face, her beauty and innocence still shone through. Lexis listed off her many injuries. Broken fingers, toes, and facial bones. Burns peppered over her skin. Shallow gashes along her arms. All signs that she had been tortured. And those were just the injuries they could see. The color of her shredded shirt was indistinguishable because it was so saturated in her own blood. But as Jon’s eyes swept down her legs, he saw she was wearing the same jeans as the day she’d walked out of the station a month ago. There was no way you could mistake the peacock feathers drawn along the side of them.  
 
    Coming to kneel by her head, he had to exercise more control over his emotions than ever before in his life. Inside he raged, dying to tear apart whatever monster could do this to anyone, let alone a little sprite of a woman like Camille. Outwardly, he gently cradled her head in his hands, making sure to stabilize her neck in case of head injury. Around him people rushed about, calling an ambulance, escorting Lexis’ son and parents out of the building, securing the scene, and taking pictures of Camille. Jon desperately wanted to cover her, tell them all to go away and leave her to him. He’d take care of her. But he knew she needed more help than he could give her.  
 
    Time ceased to exist. The paramedics were there one minute and in the next they were arriving at the hospital, rushing her to a room. All the while Jon stayed by her side. Each time someone tried to get him to step back he only glared at them.  
 
    The only thing that got through to him were the words of a surgeon. “She has hemorrhaging in her abdomen. We need to operate. If you want her to live, you need to stay here and let us do our work.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Jon let her go and stepped back as they wheeled her away.  
 
    A hand clamped onto his shoulder, but he was too numb to even be surprised at the sudden intrusion.  
 
    “Chief, she’s going to be okay.” 
 
    “Luke, when we find the mongrels that did this. I’m going to need you to keep me away from them. That, or get your handcuffs ready for me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Camille 
 
    Everything hurt.  
 
    Not that pain was anything new to Camille.  
 
    This was different though. A dull sort of sore pain. Not the sharp torturous pain she’d been subjected to for weeks. Glimpses of what she’d been through flashed in her mind, but she pushed them away.  
 
    Her eyelids were heavy and refused to open, but she knew she was no longer lying in that filthy room. Wherever she was now smelled clean, sterile. A hospital.  
 
    That would explain the faint beeping in the background too.  
 
    She’d escaped, but it wouldn’t be for long, especially since she was lying helpless in a hospital. Nothing stopped them from walking in and finally ending her. Strangely, she didn’t feel the panic she expected at that thought. Maybe the doctors had her on some great drugs, she hated that thought. As soon as she could open her eyes she would tell them to take her off everything. She’d rather endure unending pain than turn into the addicts she’d seen do anything for their next hit.  
 
    “Chief, you’ve got to leave. People are starting to talk. This doesn’t look right.” A voice she recognized, but couldn’t place, floated into her mind.  
 
    At the man’s words, something tightened around her hand. Something warm and rough, but nice. It took her a minute to realize that it wasn’t something, but someone. Someone held her hand, and judging the coarseness of the skin and way it totally enveloped her own smaller hand, it was a man. A large man at that.  
 
    “Do you think I give two trashs about what people are saying?” A deep growly voice filled with tension vibrated through the air around her. The voice should have scared her, but it didn’t. Instead she felt compelled to soothe whatever bothered the owner of that voice. “I’m not leaving her until she wakes up. And even then it won’t be for long.” 
 
    “Jon.” The first man pleaded. “What’s this all about? We’ve had victims in worse shape than her before, you’ve never acted like this. We’re friends right? I’m not your employee right now, I’m the guy you’ve treated as a son for half my life. Make me understand.” 
 
    Silence followed. Except for that small steady beep, nothing but the ragged breathes of the man sitting next to her reached Camille’s ears.  
 
    “She’s mine.” The growl intensified with that word.  
 
    Mine.  
 
    She had no clue who the man holding her hand and laying claim to her was, what he looked like, but it didn’t seem to matter. That one word brought peace into her world. Something she hadn’t experienced in a very long time. Years.  
 
    It dawned on her that this might be the first time someone had touched her without the intention of administering pain since she was a teenager. It felt good. Better than good. Essential.  
 
    “Chief…” The first voice whispered.  
 
    “I know Coy. I know it doesn’t make sense. But from the first moment I saw her it was the only thing I knew for certain. She. Is. Mine. I don’t know what that means, or what will happen, but I know I have to protect this woman. I will do anything in my ability to make sure her safety is ensured.” 
 
    Coy. That name seemed familiar. She wracked her brain looking for how she knew the name and voice. Officer Coy. He had been the one to arrest and question her, then let her go into the hands of her tormentors. Not that he knew that.  
 
    Camille needed to wake up. To open her eyes. She had to see the man sitting next to her, because she started to think she knew who he might be, even though she’d only seen him for a fleeting second.  
 
    With great effort, she peeled her eyelids back. They seemed to scrape and scratch against the dry surface of her eyes. She cringed away from the blinding light which overwhelmed her as soon as she succeeded in opening them.  
 
    “Camille?” The deep voice, it eased her pain enough to try again.  
 
    She moved even slower, got her eyes open a fraction, and tried to make sense of the blurry form beside her. “Too much light. Please.” 
 
    “Okay, sweetheart, okay.” The room went blissfully dark. “Coy, go get the doctor.” 
 
    Footsteps echoed in the room as the officer left them alone, but Camille couldn’t take her eyes off the man in front of her. She had been right in her assessment of him being large. He towered over her bed, shoulders impossibly wide, but she didn’t feel intimidated in the least. Instead, she felt safe.  
 
    “Hi.” Her voice was little more than a whispered croak, but he didn’t seem to care. A wide smile spread over his face.  
 
    “Hi, sweetheart.” His hand still held hers, but the other came up to brush some of the hair off her forehead. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Not great, but better than yesterday.” She shifted, searching for a more comfortable position, but no matter how she arranged herself, the pain still silently raged along her body. She glanced at their joined hands, slightly surprised to find her bandaged fingers tightly gripping his hand. “Who are you?” 
 
    “Incredible, sorry. I keep forgetting that you don’t know me yet. It feels like you should know everything about me already.” From anyone else that sentence would seem crazy, over the top, but from this man it only made her happy and content. “I’m Chief Jon Gallo from the Middleburg Police Department. I was there when you collapsed in the lobby of our station. Do you remember any of that?” 
 
     “I remember walking to the station, opening the door, and thinking no one was there. After that, it’s all blank.” All this talking proved to be difficult. Even under the best of circumstances Camille wasn’t one to use a lot of words. The past few weeks she had been unable to say anything and her throat burned from the lack of use and water. “Can I have a drink?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, sweetheart. We have to wait for the doctor’s to hear what they say.” Jon took his seat again, still cradling her hand in his, his large thumb swept back and forth against her palm. The warmth and reassurance he provided made her sleepy, but Camille fought the need to drift under again. “Do you know how long you’ve been here Camille?” 
 
    “I figure it’s been about a day or two. Is that right?” She blinked, struggling to pull her eyes open once more. God she wanted to sleep again.  
 
    “No, sweet girl. It has been more like two weeks. They put you on a lot of medications to keep you asleep and give you a little time to heal.” Despite his soothing tone, panic zapped through Camille’s mind.  
 
    “Two weeks? They’re going to find me. They probably already know where I am. It’s only a matter of time, I need to get out of here.” A white hot burst of pain had her gasping as she tried to sit up, but she fought against it, determined to get away once again.  
 
    “Shhhhh, shhhhh. Look at me Camille.” Jon’s voice was firm, but soft. Reluctantly, she stopped fighting against him and looked into his smoky gray eyes. His weathered hands cupped her face, keeping her still and focused only on him. “I will never let anything else ever happen to you. Whoever is after you will never get close again. We have two police officers stationed in the hall in plain clothes at all times. You are registered under a fake name with fake injuries. And even if the scumbags that did this to you did find a way to this room, I will be here the entire time and I will kill whoever tries to lay a hand on you. Do you understand?” 
 
    Camille nodded, tears forming in her eyes, that she didn’t possess the strength to hold back. Jon brushed away the wet salty trails as fast as they came, all the while keeping intense eye contact with her.  
 
    “You have no reason to fear anything from now on. Even once you get out of here, I am going to be with you every step of the way to make sure you are taken care of for the rest of your life.” Gently he pressed his lips to her forehead.  
 
    A strange burning coursed through her body at the slight pressing of his skin against hers. His mouth was softer than she ever imagined it could be. From what she could see and feel, the man appeared to be pure strength, but he treated her with the utmost of delicacy.  
 
    Sensations she had never experienced before raged through her body to collect in a deep pulsing between her legs. Even battered and bruised, she wanted him. Something she had never known before. From her early teens men and boys were something to be feared, avoided. They never awoke any sort of desire in her, but this stranger of a man did in the first conversation she’d ever had with him.  
 
    But he was so much older than she was. At least forty to her twenty-three. He couldn’t possibly see her as anything more than a pathetic little girl that needed to be cared for. But even if that was the case, Camille would take it. She’d take anything he was willing to give her, because for the first time, she knew what caring felt like, and she refused to let it go. 
 
    The door swung open and a doctor and nurse strode in, breaking the connection between Camille and Jon. They poked and prodded at her. They took vitals, blood, and ran a series of tests to make sure she didn’t have any lingering head trauma. In the end, they said she would recover. The majority of her injuries had been superficial, painful, but not life altering. Her fingers and toes had been reset while she was under, but there wasn’t much they could do about the bruised and broken ribs. She had a bit of internal bleeding that they had gone in to stop, but the incision was small and would heal quickly. However, it would be awhile before she could move without wincing.  
 
    “Camille, there is one more thing we need to discuss. I’m going to ask your friend here to give us some time alone. Okay?” The doctor shot a poorly hidden contempt filled glare at Jon, who returned it with stony silence.  
 
    They were going to make Jon leave her? No! He’d been holding her hand the entire time they examined her, only moving when one of the nurses needed to check on an injury. The thought of him letting go of her and leaving her alone made her body tremble and quake with fear.  
 
    Ignoring the doctor, Camille turned eyes to her protector. “Please don’t leave me alone. I don’t want you to leave.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere, sweetheart.” He turned to the now fuming doctor. “Anything you need to discuss with her, you can say in front of me. I’ll keep my mouth shut though.” 
 
    “Are you sure, Camille? These next questions could be rather personal in nature.” 
 
    “I’m sure. I don’t want him to go away. Even for a minute.” 
 
    “Okay, then.” The doctor heaved an annoyed sigh and settled in on the edge of her bed. “When you came in we weren’t able to perform a gynecological exam to check for signs of sexual assault.” Again the doctor shot a withering glare at Jon, but quickly continued. “We need to know, were you sexually assaulted in any way? Is there any chance you could be pregnant? All the blood tests we have run came back negative, but if it is early enough in a pregnancy, the blood wouldn’t show signs for a few more weeks.” 
 
    Before the doctor could even finish his questions Camille shook her head with more vigor than she thought her sore body would be able to handle. “No, they never touched me… like that. I swear.” 
 
    “Are you sure, Camille? There is nothing to be ashamed of or embarrassed by. We all understand you’ve been through a great ordeal.” 
 
    “I promise you, nothing like that happened.” She turned to Jon, wanting him to know that they hadn’t hurt her sexually. “The men that did this, it was on the orders of my brother. He might be evil, but he’d never let them do that. He’d kill them if they even tried.” 
 
    A parade of emotions stretched across Jon’s face. First relief at the knowledge that she hadn’t been sexually assaulted. Then anger that it had been her brother to do this to her. Finally, determination. And without even having to ask, Camille knew he would make the men responsible for her injuries pay.  
 
    *** 
 
    After the doctor left, she slipped back into a fitful sleep, now unaided by the drugs the doctors and been pumping into her. The pain slowly made its way back into the foreground since the narcotics had worn off. Even though her body ached for relief, her mind felt at ease knowing she wouldn’t be dependent on anything but Tylenol and her own strength.  
 
    They had all tried to talk her into staying on the morphine, but she refused. And Jon stood by her, somehow instinctually knowing not relying on drugs was important to her.  
 
    Jon had a way of knowing exactly what she needed, before she needed it. Water, Tylenol, an extra pillow, he seemed to be producing them out of nowhere before she could even ask for them. He even recognized when her hand started to become sore from his gentle hold on it, instead shifting his hand to lay on her knee. Camille desperately wished that every inch of her wasn’t so sore. He would switch sides between her hands to give them a break, and when the broken bones in both were too much he would rest his large hands on her knees, ankles, or shoulder. No matter what, he always seemed to need contact with her in some way. As did she.  
 
    Before she drifted off to sleep, he explained that she would need to talk to the police. She would need to tell them everything that had happened to her since she left the police station the month before. She’d need to tell them about her brother and his role in the drug ring plaguing the town. She would also need to tell them her role in it too.  
 
    Camille was grateful he didn’t ask her for the specifics yet. She feared once he knew how deep into the organization she truly was, he’d never want to see her again, and she couldn’t bear that thought. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Jon 
 
    Watching Camille sleep tested Jon’s endurance more than any round in the boxing ring he’d ever experienced. Without the drugs, she couldn’t get comfortable. She shifted, moaning and whimpering each time she hit a new sore spot on her body. Every piece of his being screamed to fix it, make her better. Protect her from the pain. But not even his need for her to be okay could repair the broken bones and deep bruising. Only time and rest could do that. But knowing that didn’t make it any easier.  
 
    Finally, she seemed to find a position which allowed her to sink into a more relaxed sleep. Half turned on her side, with pillows helping to prop her up and the blanket covering her from chin to toes.  
 
    Jon was a big man. Six-four and over two hundred pounds of muscle. So just about everyone looked small to him. But Camille curled up in the middle of the hospital bed looked downright tiny. So in need of protection it nearly killed him.  
 
    The door to her room squeaked open and he looked to see McCracken walking in with an unfamiliar woman. She was tall, close to six feet if he had to guess. Her body was slim in an athletic way, with narrow hips and a small chest. She wore a slim cut grey suit with a white blouse and black heels. Even if McCracken hadn’t talked to him about the arrival of Detective Formosa, Jon would have been able to peg her as a detective from a mile away.  
 
    Standing from his spot next to Camille, Jon reluctantly took his hand from her leg and crossed the room to greet the newcomers. “McCracken, I take it this is your famous Detective Formosa, I didn’t think she could make it for another few weeks.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Please, call me Ana, everyone does.” She stretched out her hand and he took it, surprised by the strength of her grip as they shook hands. “Luke let me know about the victim, so I decided to come out and get an early start while also looking for an apartment. I’ll need to go back to tie up a few loose ends before I’m here full-time next month.” Formosa leaned around Jon’s body to glimpse Camille. “I was hoping the vic would be awake so I could question her.” 
 
    Her use of the word victim rankled him. She had a name dang it. Camille wasn’t some faceless vic in the city. She was his girl, and this woman would be wise to recognize that. “Her name is Camille, not victim. And she’s sleeping right now. Come back tomorrow.” 
 
    The detective quirked one eyebrow up, obviously intrigued by his over the top protective response. “It would be better if we questioned her sooner. Facts will be clearer and we can start looking for the jerks that did this to her.”  
 
    Idiot. Jon knew she was right, but he hated the thought of disturbing Camille now that she was resting peacefully.  
 
    “Jon?” 
 
    Panic filled the small voice behind him, and he turned to see Camille searching the room for him. “I’m right here sweetheart, don’t worry I’m not leaving you.” 
 
    “I couldn’t feel your hand on me anymore. I thought you left.” Her watery eyes pleaded with him to stay. 
 
    “Now you know better than that. I’m not going anywhere.” He placed his hand back on her leg, just above her knee, fighting the image of how it would feel to slide his rough skin over her silky thighs. The totally inappropriate thoughts wouldn’t leave him alone. The poor girl was lying helpless and beaten in a hospital bed, and he could only think of the promised land that lay between her thighs. Forcing his mind away from those thoughts, he focused on the task at hand. “Camille, my friend from the police department and a detective are here to ask you some questions. Are you up for it?” 
 
    Camille glanced over to the two still hovering in the doorway. “I guess so. You’ll stay, right?” 
 
    “Of course.” Voice still rough from her ordeal, Jon could tell she was trying to sound confident, but her free hand worried at the blanket over her chest. 
 
    Jon nodded at McCracken and Ana, and they walked over taking the two chairs on the other side of Camille’s bed.  
 
    “Hi Camille.” The detective’s voice was softer and more compassionate than he would have expected from her, given their introduction. “I know you’re in a lot of pain, and very scared right now. But we need to know what happened so we can begin the work of finding these people.”  
 
    “I understand. It’s time. I’ve been quiet for too long.” Camille reached her bandaged hand out toward Jon, and he took it gently, not wanting to cause her anymore pain.  
 
    Formosa glanced quickly at their joined hands, then looked back at Camille’s face. The detective didn’t seem too pleased with how Jon and Camille acted toward one another.  
 
    “Okay, just answer as completely and honestly as you can, sound good?” 
 
    Camille gave a firm nod, but Jon could feel the shivering in her hand.  
 
    “Do you know the people that did this to you?”  
 
    To her left, McCracken took out a pad and pen to make notes, but Formosa continued to concentrate on Camille, apparently not needing to write anything down.  
 
    “Yes. I know the ones that actually did the hurting, and who ordered it. Richard Artiga is my brother, and for a time was my guardian after our parents died. He is quite a bit older than I am, both my brothers are. I was a bit of a surprise to my parents a little later in their lives. Anyway, my brother ordered two of his men to do this to me. Their names are Henry Complese and Mac York.” 
 
    “Camille, why would your brother order his men to torture you?” Formosa crossed her legs and rested her forearms on top of her knees, leaning in as if they were simply having a chat, not an interrogation.  
 
    “Because I was arrested last month for fleeing the police when they showed up at my work.” Camille let her head fall back onto the pillow. Her face awash in exhaustion made Jon want to call a stop to the questioning, but he knew it would be better to just get it over with. “They thought I might have given the police information. That was the reason for the initial beatings when I first got released. Then they left me alone for a couple weeks, but I was still held in a room in the basement without much in the way of food or water. A few days before I got away, my brother decided I needed to be punished for bringing increased scrutiny of his operation, for making his employees doubt him. He did one beating himself, in front of all his high level guys, as an example. Then he turned some of his more sadistic guys on me as a reward of sorts. Said they weren’t allowed to touch me…you know…um...sexually. But they could do pretty much anything else.”  
 
    “Did it surprise you that your own family would let them do this to you?” The detective sounded appropriately aghast at Camille’s story, but still Jon bristled at the question.  
 
    “Didn’t surprise me at all.” Camille’s voice held no emotion, just resignation. “Rich never liked me very much. He’s almost twenty years older than I am, and my parents doted on me. He blamed me for some of his problems, and wasn’t afraid to let me know while I was growing up. Our other brother, Leo, would try and protect me, but he went into the armed services when I was a kid and became career military. He’s stationed in Texas now. He has no idea what has been happening here.” 
 
    Formosa nodded solemnly and gave Camille a small smile. “You are doing great Camille, thank you for being so open. Now, this is going to be hard I know. Can you tell me exactly what the men did to you?”  
 
    The room went still and thick with dread and anticipation. Jon’s heart slammed into his chest at a speed which a couple rounds in the ring normally caused. He didn’t want to hear this. He hated having to picture his girl being tortured by someone that should have been treating her like the queen she is. 
 
    Camille avoided everyone’s eyes, but didn’t hesitate in explaining her story. “After I was released from custody, my brother picked me up at the station and drove us to the warehouse he used as an operations base. During the ride he didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to, I knew nothing that happened from that point on would be pleasant. When we arrived the two men…” 
 
    “Complese and York?” Formosa pulled their names from her memory.  
 
    “Yes. They were waiting outside for us. One grabbed me by the hair and pulled me out of the car. He slammed me against the ground and tied my hands with zip ties. I was dragged into the basement of the building and thrown into a room. They left then, and I was alone for probably a day. There was a bucket in the room for me to relieve myself, and a pile of dirty blankets, but that was it. Sometime during the next day, the three of them came back. Rich sat in a chair and asked me the same questions over and over. Why did you run? What did they ask you? What did you tell them? Why are you lying?” 
 
    Her voice cracked slightly, the only sign that she was being affected by her own story. “Every time I answered in a way they didn’t like I was slapped or punched. One of the men held me while the other doled out the abuse. I lost track of how long that went on for. Eventually they figured out I wasn’t lying and left me alone.”  
 
    Through the course of his life Jon had survived more than his share of pain. Shot twice on the job. Lost both parents and his brother before their time. Not to mention all the small ways a person can struggle from day-to-day. But nothing could have prepared him for the absolute agony of having to listen to Camille recount her ordeal. Hearing about how she had been forced to tear open a plastic bag of bread using her knees and teeth, then eat that bread off the floor because her hands had been tied behind her for almost three weeks. About her brother beating her while men stood and watched, some laughing. About the men that broke her fingers while telling her what they would do to her body if her brother allowed it. About how they would kill her and throw her body where no one would find it.  
 
    Jon struggled to stay in his seat, silent, holding Camille through the two hours they questioned her. The knowledge that his suffering at hearing her story was a mere fraction of what she had had to endure, helped him to stay the course.  
 
    “The day I came to the station Rich started getting paranoid that the police were closing in on him. I kept hearing him shout from the floor above about a fire investigation and there was too much heat on the whole operation. He decided to move the operations base again. He had made it a policy to move the base every few months. Same with the greenhouses, meth labs, and buy locations. They never stayed long in one place, it kept neighbors from getting suspicious. This warehouse where I was held had been fairly new, but he decided to toss it early, just in case. In the chaos, no one really thought about me, I’m pretty sure they thought I would just starve to death, and started getting lax about things like locking doors or not talking specifics around me. Because of that, I was able to sneak out, I was able to cut the zip ties on a sharp piece of metal which stuck out from an old piece of equipment, and then I ran like mad until I got to the station. That’s it. That’s the whole story.” 
 
    The room filled with silence, and despite hating the topic, Jon found he missed Camille’s soft voice. It was still raw from the damage her throat had sustained from screaming during her torture, but no less sweet to his ears.  
 
    Formosa narrowed her eyes at Camille, obviously gearing up for more questions. Jon held himself back from intervening, knowing this had to happen to catch the men responsible.  
 
    “Camille, I don’t think that is the whole story. I still don’t know how you got involved in this whole thing. According to your file, two years ago you were top of your class in pre-med at University of Pittsburgh. Then for no reason, you dropped out.” The detective leaned back in her chair, letting enough cool detachment into her voice to break the friendly appearance she’d been working before, though not enough to come across as the enemy. Begrudgingly, Jon had to admit this woman was good at her job. He just wished it wasn’t currently pointed at the woman Jon would lay down his own life for. “Tell me Camille, how does a girl go from a promising career as a doctor to making fourteen dollars an hour restocking pharmacy shelves and hanging out with a bunch of druggies?” 
 
    “Like I said, there is a significant age difference between my brothers and I. When I was a kid I guess my parents made Rich my guardian in the event of their death. They also put him in charge of the bank accounts they had set up to help me go to college and set me up if they couldn’t be there to do it. My dad was in his sixties when I was born, mom in her forties, so they worried a lot about making sure I would be taken care of after they passed.” The bravery Camille showed during the interview astounded Jon. She didn’t shrink away from Formosa’s questions, simply answered them with her side of the story. He’d seen grown men crumble under less pressure. “I don’t think they expected to die from a carbon monoxide leak in our house. After they died, Rich was technically my guardian, but I lived in my childhood home and he lived in his apartment, and he would come check on me only when he had to. Then I left for college and he paid out for my schooling, as the will had instructed. But then the economy crashed. Rich got laid off from the marketing firm he worked for at the time. For a while, he lived off savings, but it dwindled fast. A friend approached him about going in on his weed operation. Rich agreed and that is how this all started. Eventually Rich wanted to make the grow operation bigger, make more money. But he needed more money to make that happen. He said if I didn’t drop out of school and sign over the remaining funds to him he would sell my parents’ house and I would never be allowed back again.” 
 
    Finally after and hours of being questioned, the cracks began to form in the hard shell of Camille’s strength. Not a single tear had fall during the entire interview, not until the moment she recounted how her slime ball of a brother threatened to rip away her memories of her parents. Once they started, she seemed unable to hold them back anymore, the rivulets of water streaming down her sunken cheeks.  
 
    “I agreed, dropped out, and got a job as a pharmacy tech figuring it would give me a leg up when I eventually got back to college. At first the weed operation was the only thing he had his hands in, but he ventured into some other avenues. At one point he was almost like a general contractor, only for drugs. He didn’t have stakes in all the operations in the area, but he consulted with some higher level guys, got them in contact with other people that might be able to help. But then Rich just kept getting greedier and greedier. He dipped into some of the harder stuff he sold. His original business partner disappeared one day, and we never saw him again. I’ve always suspected Rich killed him, but I can’t prove it. But it left Rich in charge of the grow house, and able to expand it into whatever way he saw fit. He got contacts with some guys bringing heroin in from Canada, recruited some meth cookers which had been displaced from the city, and started holding my home over my head to get me to steal some of the ingredients from the pharmacy. He figured out a way to make tablets that looked exactly like the pills I stole, and we replaced the missing pills with the placebos he made at home.” Camille shook her head, and looked toward Jon, sadness and fear still clouding those gorgeous blues. “I swear I didn’t want to be any part of what he was doing, but I didn’t have a choice. I couldn’t lose the house I grew up in. The memories of my parents. Before I knew what had happened I was a prisoner in my own life, long before he locked me up. He said if I tried to leave he would make sure I went down for the whole operation. Rich had always been brutally smart. But I think the power and drugs he took magnified his personality and distilled it to its purest and most evil form. I’m sorry, Jon, I should have had the courage to talk the first time I was picked up.” 
 
    “Hey, sweet girl, there is nothing to be sorry about. You survived. And for that I am eternally grateful.” Jon desperately wanted to kiss Camille, soothe her worries with his lips and his words. But he was all too aware of the scrutinizing looks of McCracken and Formosa. He couldn’t keep himself from touching her in some small way, though. He reached his hand out and wrapped it around her too thin forearm, simply holding her in one of the few places not bruised and beaten. The warmth of her skin under his reassured him that she was real, something he had doubted countless times after she disappeared from the station.  
 
    Camille sighed, the sweetest little hiss of breath through lips, and leaned slightly toward him. Jon ignored the curious stares of his employees across the bed, ignored everything except the rightness of having his sweet Camilla close and safe.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Camille 
 
    Telling the story of how she had become involved in Rich’s rising empire of drugs had been somewhat cathartic. It was a secret she held for almost two years, every day of which she lived in fear of her brother. But now it was all out in the open, and she felt better.  
 
    Mostly.  
 
    The fear still sat like an anvil in her stomach. Rich wouldn’t stop until she was dead. She knew that, he was nothing if not determined, and if her suspicions were right, it wouldn’t be the first time he had someone killed. But with Jon by her bedside, the fear wasn’t quite as acute. Instead it simply existed in the background, like white noise.  
 
    The detective continued to ask questions, seeming to try and get details out of Camille that she simply didn’t have. She may know more than Rich wanted her to about the operation, but she didn’t know everything. She didn’t know where they holed up after leaving her to die in the basement. She didn’t know what his plans from this point were. She didn’t know how he got some of the drugs in, or how they distributed them to the small-time dealers. She also didn’t know what his end goal was.  
 
    Finally, Jon called an end to the interrogation, despite protests from the others. 
 
    “No disrespect, Chief, but I still have quite a few questions for Camille.” The woman, Formosa, said in a tone that indicated she held no fear for her superior officer. “Shouldn’t you be pushing for us to work the case harder, not take it easy on our only material witness?”  
 
    Camille stayed quiet, knowing Jon would get his way in the end, and, truth be told, she grew increasingly exhausted with each question. She laid her head back on the pillows, closed her eyes and let the officials argue over her.  
 
    “You may be from the city, and think that makes you somehow above me, but I will remind you that this is still my territory, and you are here at my request.” Jon kept his voice even, but the threat of violence was still clearly recognizable underneath. “Now, I say Camille has had enough, and she told us all she can. We need to let her rest.” 
 
    “Chief, I would like to see you outside for a moment.” The woman again, the male officer, McCracken, had kept mostly quiet since they arrived.  
 
    “No, I’m not leaving Camille.” 
 
    “Jon, we’ll be right outside the door. Nothing will happen.” Finally, the other police officer, McCracken, spoke, his tone soft and calming.  
 
    Camille hated that Jon’s men questioned him because of his apparent need to protect her. The job was obviously important to him, and he was losing the respect of the people he was supposed to lead. “It’s okay, Jon. I’m going to try and sleep a little bit. I’ll be okay if you need to leave.” 
 
    Jon’s eyes softened as he leaned over the bed, keeping her forearm tight in his grip. “I’m not leaving you, sweetheart.” He dropped his head down, so that his forehead almost touched her own. The almost defeated posture telegraphed the stress and conflict the larger than life man must have been feeling. “But I am going to talk in the hall with these two for a moment. If you need anything at all, push the nurses button and I’ll come back. Got it?” 
 
    Camille couldn’t help but smile. She had gotten a near perfect grade in organic chemistry, she could handle pushing a button. Not that he knew that.  “Got it.” 
 
    He continued to hover over her prone body, very clearing battling himself. For a moment, Camille thought he might kiss her, and the idea sent a thrill through her like she had never known. Before he could move any closer to her, the detective by the door cleared her throat, obviously growing impatient with the Chief.  
 
    Jon closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and released his delicate hold on her before walking from the room.  
 
    The second the door closed behind him Camille’s carefully hidden panic emerged. “You’re okay. No one will hurt you. Jon is right outside.” She repeated the mantras over and over, under her breath, willing her frayed nerves to hold on for just another minute. Just until her personal protector came back.  
 
    Determined to focus on anything else, Camille peeled off the stiff hospital blankets that covered her body. She took stock of her injuries. Her toes were bandaged together where Mac had stomped on them during their torture free-for-all. Some of the bruises dotting her legs and arms from the first day of beatings were now yellowed and faded, with more overlapping from the following days. Her ribs ached from the body blows they had rained on her, but not nearly as bad as they had been during her first days in the basement, when just breathing felt like knives slicing the flesh and bones. Camille moved slowly, not wanting to disturb her limbs too much. She traced her bandaged fingers across her collar bone, right where Complese had put out his cheap cigarettes as he finished each one during his time with her. The perfectly circular scabs lined up as if he had been making a design, not scarring her for life.   
 
    She didn’t even want to think about what her face looked like. A mess of swollen flesh and bruised skin most likely.  
 
    It occurred to Camille that the upside of everything hurting was that nothing stood out as being especially overwhelmingly painful. Almost like her new normal was pain.  
 
    The door to her room creaked open, and Camille’s heart jumped in her chest knowing Jon would appear in mere seconds. But instead a nurse walked in, carrying a tray with bandages and syringes. His blue scrubs were ill fitting, hanging loosely on his frame in places. Something about the man made her uneasy, and she searched his uniform for the standard issue ID all hospital personnel were required to wear. It rested right where it should, over the left side of his chest. The picture matched his face and everything.  
 
    Camille silently admonished herself for being so suspicious of the poor nurse. She knew her room was guarded, that everyone entering her room was being thoroughly checked out. Closing her eyes, she reminded herself once again that she was safe. No one could hurt her.  
 
    “Hello, there miss. How is your pain?” The nurse’s voice was quiet, yet rough. 
 
    “It’s about an eight. Not as bad as when it was happening, but not exactly nice either.” She tried a weak smile. But it felt wrong on her face, brittle and fake.  
 
    “Well, you’ll be glad to know I have something right here to help with that.” He held up a syringe filled with clear liquid.  
 
    “No thank you, I told the doctors I don’t want any narcotics. I’m fine with Tylenol.” She tried to shift her arm away from the nurse, who had reached out to take hold of the IV line.  
 
    “Nonsense, why go through all that pain when we have something that will help take it away?” The man didn’t meet her eyes, instead focusing on the IV and the syringe.  
 
    Camille jerked her arm away. “Because I don’t want to risk getting addicted like the low lives that did this to me.” 
 
    The man ignored her words completely, grabbing her hand and pulling it towards him. She gasped as the pain from her freshly set fingers seared through her body at his rough grip. “Stop. I don’t want it, stop.” Her voice rose with every word until she was screaming at the top of her lungs for him to not give her the drugs. Just as the needle pierced through the port sticking out from the IV line, Camille screamed, sounding more animal than human, reached over and ripped the IV from the back of her hand.  
 
    Chaos erupted in the room, a growl echoing from the door the only thing that warned of Jon’s returned presence. In a blur of motion, he lept across the small hospital room and tackled the nurse to the floor, pinning his arms behind him. Formosa and McCracken stormed in right behind him, talking over each other to find out what was going on.  
 
    “He tried to give me something. I told him I didn’t want it and he tried to inject it in my line anyway.” 
 
    Doctors and nurses rushed in, the small room soon filled with shouts and commotion. It soon became clear the supposed nurse was not in fact employed by the hospital. The ID was a convincing fake. The man was cuffed and escorted from the room to be questioned at the station.  
 
    Once relative calm was restored, Jon turned on McCracken and Formosa. “This never would have happened if you both hadn’t made me leave the room.” 
 
    Formosa was apparently having none of that, stabbing her finger in Jon’s direction and raising her voice just as high as his. “If you had kept your cool out there, like a professional, the posted officers wouldn’t have had to come try and calm you down. This case has become entirely too personal for you, and you need to step back. You shouldn’t even be in her room right now.” 
 
    Jon’s face became the picture of barely contained fury. “You’re right.” He turned to McCracken. “Effective immediately I step down from my post as Chief and temporarily appoint you acting-chief until Camille’s case is solved. In the meantime, I’m taking her to a safe house, which only I know the location of, and will keep her safe from these dirt bags. You need to talk to her, you go through me.” 
 
    Formosa exploded, while McCracken stood with his jaw on the floor. “You cannot take a witness and disappear with her. That isn’t how this works. We will put her in protection, have officers with her at all times. But just because you have a hard on for a girl half your age does not mean you get to make up your own rules.” 
 
    “Bother your protective detail. No one will keep her safer than I can. No one. I don’t give two trashs about the rules. You can’t hold her because she isn’t being charged with anything--” 
 
    “Because you already brokered a deal with the D.A.!”  
 
    “--and I am now the only person she has in the world. So you either work with me on this or you lose the only witness you’ve got in this case. The decision is up to you.” 
 
    Silence encapsulated the room, Formosa was breathing hard enough that Camille began to worry she would hyperventilate.  
 
    “Okay.” McCracken gathered himself up to his full height. “Jon, I am now appointing you to work as Camille’s protective detail. I leave the specifics of what that will entail to you. However, you must be available to us at all times should we need to talk further with her.” 
 
    “Understood.” 
 
    “I can’t believe this. What the heck kind of operation are you people running?” Formosa was apparently not happy with the new chief’s decision.  
 
    “The kind that takes care of its’ own.” McCracken turned to Formosa, dismissing her with barely a word. Once she stomped from the room, he turned back to Jon. “To be clear, I am only taking this role temporarily. As soon as this blows over, you’re the chief again, got it?” 
 
    Jon simply nodded. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Jon 
 
    As Chief of Police, Jon might be able to pull a lot of strings to make things happen, but he couldn’t make Camille heal any faster. So, despite pleading with the doctors to let her leave the hospital immediately, she had to stay for three more days to make sure her injuries were on the mend and she wouldn’t need any further treatment, especially since she refused all narcotics.  
 
    He had to admit, the strength this woman showed floored him. To his knowledge, she had never had a drug problem of her own, but just being around junkies for the past few years made her fear that obsession so much she didn’t even want to risk the small chance taking something to ease her pain would entail. She simply gritted her teeth and took the pain as it came.  
 
    It also made him feel guilty. Because Jon quickly realized he had his own addiction, and he did nothing but feed it. Only his came in the form of a tiny, tough as nails woman, not pills or injections. He couldn’t get enough of her.  
 
    Those last three days in the hospital he never left her side. Tests came back on the drug the so-called orderly had tried to inject into Camille’s IV; potassium chloride. The dose he was about to give her, injected straight into her bloodstream, would have stopped her heart within seconds. The thought made Jon sick to his stomach. But they’d stopped the guy, arrested him, and Formosa was raking the guy over the coals for more information on the drug operation.  
 
    Since the incident, only doctors were allowed to give Camille any drugs, and even then she only accepted IV fluids, antibiotics, and oral Tylenol. Still, Jon watched every person that walked into the room, ready to take them out if they so much as looked at his Cami the wrong way.  
 
    His truck bumped and jerked down the weather-worn road, pulling Jon from his nonstop thoughts. It had been far too long since he made it out to the cabin; not since his brother had died.   
 
    “So, where exactly are we going?” Camille had spent most of the ride staring out the window in silence. The air in the truck was rife with tension for the two-hour journey. Not awkward necessarily, just thick with the danger they found themselves in.  
 
    “It’s an old cabin that belonged to a buddy of mine. He died serving in the military overseas about twenty years ago, and since he didn’t have kids or siblings, he left the cabin to my brother and I.” They had made a point to visit the place twice a year, once on Bill’s birthday, and once on the anniversary of his death. But Jon hadn’t been able to bring himself to make the trip since his brother, Mac, had died.  
 
    But now, bringing Camille to the quiet respite away from the modern world lit a fire of excitement inside him that he hadn’t felt in far too long.  
 
    “It might not be in the best shape, I haven’t checked on the place in about two years. But Officer Coy stocked the truck with everything we would need for several weeks, and the generator should give us plenty of the comforts you’d expect from home.” Garbage, he nearly had to stop himself from bouncing in his seat of out joy. Sure, they were being hunted by her psychotic brother’s goons, but for the foreseeable future Jon was going to have Camille to himself, in one of his favorite places on earth. She might never want a romantic relationship with him, but he could build something else with her. A friendship. It would have to do since he had no plans of letting her go. He’d cook meals for her, teach her how to play poker, fish, build fires for her, and do anything she wanted to keep boredom at bay.  
 
    Jon’s dang toe twitched in his pants without his permission. No. She wouldn’t want that kind of distraction from the long lonely hours in the woods. What twenty-three year old beauty would want to get naked and sweaty with a man pushing fifty? 
 
    Best not to even think about those deep desires. He would ignore them, and take whatever he could get from sweet Camille.  
 
    “Sounds good.” She fell silent once again as they finished the trek across rough terrain to the cabin. In actuality, the place wasn’t very far from civilization, but the winding roads through mountains, and unpaved back paths added a significant amount of time to their trip.  
 
    Finally, after what seemed like an eternity locked in the cab of the truck, completely enveloped in Camille’s soft scent of vanilla and sugar, they arrived at the cabin. Thanks to the lack of care over the past few years the underbrush had grown like wildfire, almost obscuring the gravel parking pad. From his quick assessment, Jon thought the place held up pretty well, all things considered. The roof was holding strong after he and Mac had replaced it five summers ago, the shutters on the windows were still closed tight, and other than the weeds and overgrown plants, the yard didn’t look too bad. Strangely, Jon looked forward to doing some hard labor around the place, getting it back in order.  
 
    Jon jumped down from the driver’s seat and jogged around to the passenger side to help Camille maneuver her way down. The extended stay in the hospital had helped to heal most of her wounds, but her ribs were still sore, and her fingers and toes not quite up to the dexterity of before. The bruises and swelling on her face had faded to almost being non-existent, thankfully. Jon never thought her beauty had been lessened by the harsh black and purple bruises, but their presence did nothing to help the raging fury he barely kept contained. And he knew she was self-conscious about them.  
 
    “Jon this place is amazing.” The awe in her face made his chest puff out with pride. Secluded outdoor living wasn’t for everyone, so he was relieved Camille had decided to at least keep an open mind about the place. Her eyelids slipped closed, and she pulled in a deep breath of the fresh mountain air. Her hair gently danced in the breeze, and the midday sun shone down on her chocolatey locks, giving her an angelic glow. “I know we don’t exactly live in the city, but it’s so nice being out here, where it’s totally untainted. The cabin totally blends into the woods, if you weren’t looking passing by, you’d never even notice it.” 
 
    Jon shoved his hands into his pockets to keep from gathering her in his arms and pulling her close to his body. It had to be enough to just have here in his space. “Yeah, Bill’s family built this place a couple generations back, totally by hand. We helped him fix it up when he was on leave a couple times, then about five years ago my brother and I totally renovated the inside. Added a generator and a tankless hot water heater, so as soon as I get everything fired up we’ll have lights, TV, hot showers, you name it.” 
 
    “Honestly, I would have been happy with a bed that isn’t tethered to the remote control, but I’ll take all that too.” Camille smiled, this shy little curl of her lips that still managed to light up her entire face.  
 
    “Well, let’s go get settled. I’ll show you around and you can take a nap or something if you like.” Jon grabbed the bags of food Coy had packed up for them and led Camille into the cabin.  
 
    The place wasn’t nearly as bad as he feared it would be after so many years. Dusty, in need of a good airing out, but more or less just as he had left it right after his brother’s funeral. “Think you could start unpacking the groceries while I turn on the generator?” 
 
    Camille didn’t respond, and Jon turned to find he had lost her someplace during the walk through the first floor. He dumped everything onto the kitchen island and went to find her. The breath stalled in his lungs. Camille stood in the center of the great room, light streaming in through skylights and large windows. Sparkling flecks of dust floating around her, giving her an ethereal appearance. Her eyes were wide as she turned in a circle, taking everything in.  
 
    “When you said we were going to a cabin in the woods, this is not what I pictured. It looked so small from outside.” She ran her fingers along the solid wood fireplace mantel, admiring the carving his brother had commissioned from an artist down the road.  
 
    “What you can see from the outside is the original structure. It was one bedroom cabin, no plumbing or electricity back then. That is now basically the entryway and dining room. This part of the cabin was added by Bill’s parents.” Jon tilted his head in the direction of the hallway next to the kitchen. “The bedrooms and second bathroom were added by Mac and I because Sophie refused to come up here with us if she had to share a bathroom with us as a teenage girl.”  
 
    Camille laughed, another sign that the pressure and darkness she had been living in was slowly starting to wash away. “Smart girl. She’s the one that was bringing you food in the hospital, right?” 
 
    “Yup, my niece. Sophie.” If it hadn’t been for Sophie, Jon may have starved sitting next to Camille in the hospital, refusing to leave her side. The nurses weren’t allowed to bring him meals since he wasn’t technically family. But Sophie had made the trip every morning with a bag full of food to last him the day.  
 
    “She seemed nice.” Camille stood awkwardly in the middle of the living room, twisting her fingers together and avoiding his eyes. 
 
    Guilt slammed into Jon’s chest. For some reason, he hadn’t wanted Sophie and Camille to meet. He met his niece at the hospital room door every morning and took the food from her without letting her inside. He just wanted to keep Camille to himself. Sophie would have peppered her with questions, and demanded to know why Jon had been acting so strange about the mysterious woman. Sophie had never seen him act this way over a women before, and he didn’t feel like dealing with her fussing just yet.  
 
    “She is nice. You’ll get to know each other after this dies down.” Jon had no doubt the girls would be best of friends. Sophie had a hard life before she met Luke, not as hard as Camille, but hard enough that she would understand where the undoubtedly traumatized woman was coming from.  
 
    “Let me show you your room.” Jon picked up the duffle bag of clothes he had asked Sophie to pack for Camille and led her down the hall to the bedrooms. For a moment, he paused at the door of the room he planned to sleep in, but shook his head and continued to the next door down. As much as he might crave Camille in his bed, where he could watch her at all times, he knew it was an impossibility. “Here you go. I’m right next to your room. So if you need anything while we’re here, you just need to come knock on my door.”  
 
    Camille stood next to the queen sized bed and nodded her head, looking around at the decor. Shabby chic, that was what Sophie had called it. Jon just thought it was a bunch of new furniture that some company had painted to look old, which was dumb, but whatever. It had made Sophie happy to plan each room.  
 
    “Thank you. It’s very nice.” 
 
    They stood a mere two feet apart, silence settling around them, a not quite awkward tension building in the air between them. Camille’s beauty nearly knocked his feet out from under him. She had a hard time meeting his eyes, which tore at him a little bit. The last thing on earth he wanted was for her to be afraid or intimidated by him. After everything she’d been through he understood it, but it still killed him. Even under the uncertainty and vulnerability, there was no mistaking the strong core that rested at the heart of this remarkable woman. She had survived something most people wouldn’t. And the fact that she still stood before him, ready to hide away until the day she could testify in court, well, it humbled Chief Jon Gallo beyond measure.  
 
    “Um, would you mind if I take a shower?” Camille rolled onto the outer edges of her feet, her fingers twisting together. “I saw Sophie picked up some beauty supplies that don’t come in tiny little bottles, and I’d love to take a shower someplace that doesn’t have a fold down bench attached to the wall.” 
 
    “Yes, of course. Sure. You take a shower. I’ll get the supplies all unloaded and we can have dinner when you’re done.” Jon showed her the door across the hall which led to the bathroom, and left her to do her thing.  
 
    The cabin might be updated and with everything you could want in a normal house, but it was still a cabin, and he could hear the water running in the shower despite being down the hall and in the kitchen. His cock had a mind of its own, standing tall and hard behind his zipper as images of the water slouching over her naked, olive toned skin plagued his mind. Idiot. This wasn’t good. He couldn’t get her out of his head when she was fully clothed, let alone naked and just down the hall. It took the willpower of a thousand men not to stomp down that hall and rip the door of the hinges, taking her into his arms and showing her how a woman should be worshipped, despite what those trash bags had done to her sweet body.  
 
    He needed to keep his hands busy. After unpacking everything from the truck, then putting it all away in its proper place in the kitchen, Jon turned to make dinner. He grabbed two huge steaks from the fridge, rubbed them in olive oil, salt, pepper, and a little garlic, then threw them on the grill on the back deck. Next he took out two sweet potatoes, wrapped them in foil, and tossed them onto the outer edges of the coals, where there wasn’t as much heat. A salad and some crusty bread would round out the meal.  
 
    Preparing the meal hadn’t done a whole lot to fix the problem in his pants. It seemed the idea of caring for Camille turned him on just as much as the thought of her naked and wet. Resigned to the fact he would be sporting an erection for the duration of the time they were together, Jon tucked his mess under the belted waistband of his jeans to keep it from tenting the front, just in case Camille came downstairs.  
 
    Just as Jon began to chop up the vegetables for their salad, he heard small voice call his name from the bathroom. He padded down the hall to see what Camille needed, and almost passed out at the sexy vision of her body wrapped in a towel invaded his entire field of vision.  
 
    “I’m so sorry Jon, but do you have a hair dryer anywhere? My hair is a curly mess if I don’t tame it while it’s still wet.” Her tiny hand gripped the towel to her chest, preventing it from falling open and exposing herself to him.  
 
    Jon watched in awe as a drop of water dripped from a strand of hair and rolled down her collarbone, then disappeared between her small breasts. Idiot. He had never wanted to be water so much in his entire life.  
 
    “Jon?” 
 
    Incredible. He needed to stop staring. “Um. Sorry. No, I’m not sure if there is a hairdryer here. Maybe Sophie left one in a cabinet somewhere?” 
 
    “I already checked everyplace in the bathroom. Oh well. I guess if roughing it during this trip is just dealing with my crazy hair, I can’t really complain.” 
 
    Jon tried to chuckle along with her, but his mouth was suddenly dryer than the little creek out back at the height of summer. There was just so much skin showing. All his protective instincts toward this girl, no woman, apparently did not extend to himself, because he found himself wanted to shove her against the wall and maul her with his mouth.  
 
    “Dinner is just about ready. Why don’t you get dressed and I’ll get everything on the table.” He turned his back on the most delicious sight he had ever seen, and walked with purpose back to the kitchen.  
 
    Ten minutes later, Camille seemed to glide into the kitchen wearing these tiny sleep shorts and a t-shirt so thin he could almost see the outline of her nipples under it.  
 
    “I’ll have to send Sophie a thank you note. She packed my favorite PJ’s ever.” Cami folded herself into one of the chairs sitting around the kitchen table, and watched Jon finish up dinner. Her eyes on him, following his every movement, did not help his painfully intense erection. “Although, she didn’t pack me much in the way of underwear.” 
 
    The knife in his hand clattered to the countertop as he imagined her bare pussy under those miniscule cotton shorts. Sophie was trying to kill him, it was the only explanation.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Camille 
 
    The cabin was dark and anything but quiet. Camille thought being in the middle of the woods would mean the silence would be deafening, but instead she found just the opposite. Bugs chirped, owls hooted, all manner of unknown animals rustled and moved outside her window. After spending nearly a month in the warehouse basement, where all she heard was the stomping of boots on the floors above her head, all the noise made her edgy. 
 
    She took a deep breath, reminding herself that Jon was just on the other side of the wall sleeping. At first, things between them had been a little awkward. Mostly because she had no idea how to interact with a man she found so attractive. Camille had only focused on one thing her entire life, school. Determined to never be a burden on her parents, she had decided early that she would excel at school, get into a great college, then a medical program, and become a doctor so she could support herself. So she had never really noticed the guys around her. Sure, she had a crush or two over the years. But never anything that made her really sit up and take notice.  
 
    Until Jon.  
 
    That one brief glimpse of him the day she got arrested had been earth shifting. It was as if everything she had previously known realigned into a picture which brought everything else into focus.  
 
    The crunch of leaves just on the other side of her wall interrupted her daydreams about Jon. She quieted her breathing, straining to hear any sounds from outside that might seem out of place. Another shuffle of leaves and a branch breaking made her leap from the bed and plaster herself against the door. Her hand gripped the knob, ready to turn it and sprint at the slightest indication that someone had been trying to break into the house.  
 
    Camille’s lungs burned with the effort to hold her breath; to not give herself away. A soft thud, almost like a door closing, sent her scrambling out of the guest bedroom Jon had deposited her in and down the hall before her brain could catch up with her feet. A cold sweat poured down her temples, matting her hair to her face. The hall seemed to stretch on forever. The kitchen, she just needed to make it to the kitchen and she would be able to grab a weapon to defend herself.  
 
    Just as she was about to break free from the long corridor, a hulking figure stepped out into the arch separating the bedrooms and the rest of the open cabin. A scream tore up through Camille’s still raw throat. The sound burned across the sensitive flesh, but not even the pain of freshly healed wounds tearing open could quiet her pleas. “Please, no.”  
 
    Unable to stop her socked feet in midflight, her body slammed against the threatening form, iron-like arms banded around her small frame, holding her to the attacker’s broad chest. Camille thrashed and scratched at his skin, but the man held strong, unwilling to let her get away. She hoped and prayed that Jon would wake up, come out to see what all the noise was about.  
 
    Her mind reeled, the shock of being found again shutting it down to protect herself from further torture. Her body went slack, and she gave into the fate of never being truly free again. Of her own impending death at the hands of the sadistic mongrels that had held her for so long.  
 
    Instead of being dragged from the cabin, and away from her protector, as she expected, the man holding her slumped to the ground, pulling her between his thick thighs, and soothing her with a gentle hand down her hair. A soft shushing helped to calm her from the adrenaline rush of her fight or flight response.  
 
    “It’s okay sweetheart, it's just me. No one will hurt you. I will never let another human being lay a finger on you in anything but love.”  
 
    Jon.  
 
    Thank goodness, it was Jon. Not Rich, or his goons.  
 
    Once her adrenaline seeped away and her brain calmed slightly, Jon’s spicy scent enveloped her. His warm back and arms chased away the cold fear. Twisting in his grip, Camille threw her arms around his neck, and burrowed her face into his chest, heaving and sobbing as the safety of his presence set free her bottled up emotions.  
 
    Camille quickly realized this was the closest they had ever been. While in the hospital, Jon had held her hand, touched her leg and face, but he always kept a respectful distance. But now, they were so entwined Camille felt like she could get lost in his grip.  
 
    Lost in the best way.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I heard noises, I thought you were in your bedroom asleep. I thought they had found me.” She babbled on and on, talking into his shirt, and he simply held her until she finished.  
 
    After her words had all ran out, Jon cupped her cheeks and drew her back slightly to look into her eyes. “No one will find you here. No one will hurt you ever again. I swear to you I won’t let that happen.” 
 
    Camille bit her bottom lip and nodded confidently. She felt foolish now, of course no one would know about the cabin. Jon had said it was totally off the radar. But still, the fear had yet to totally loosen its grip on her heart. She knew it would take a very long time before she stopped jumping at every little thing.  
 
    “Jon?” She kept her voice soft, low, trying to lessen the ache she felt there from her weeks of screaming and crying.  
 
    “Yes, sweetheart?” Jon’s gruff voice grinding out the nickname he had given her made her heart beat double time.  
 
    “I don’t want to be alone. When I’m alone my mind starts playing tricks on me.” She sucked in a deep breath, knowing he would fight her on her request. “Can I sleep in your bed? With you?” 
 
    Jon groaned and leaned his forehead against hers. “Camille, I don’t think that’s a good idea. I want nothing more than to take care of you, and I’m more than willing to stretch the letter of the law if it means keeping you safe. But having you in my bed crosses all kinds of lines.”  
 
    Camille fought back the tears that burned at her eyes again. She refused to let them fall. Of course Jon wouldn’t want to share his bed with a frightened, neurotic, naive girl half his age. She’d never shared a bed with a man before, never shared her body either. But she still knew that there were things men couldn’t control. Things they liked. She was endlessly curious about those things. Her life had been very sheltered both thanks to her overprotective parents, and her own preference to be alone studying, rather than out partying. But Jon had awoken something inside her that she had never bothered to think about before.  
 
    Given the circumstances, she knew her feelings were highly inappropriate, but she couldn’t control it any more than she could control the weather. Jon Gallo was a tall, muscular, wall of hotness that she wanted to climb and rub herself all over. Of course, he wouldn’t want the same things, he was a man that could probably have any number of women, not some underdeveloped twenty-two year virgin.    
 
    Jon must have seen the tears pooling behind her eyelids, on the verge of flooding down her cheeks, because in the next breath he pulled her into his arms once again, pressed his lips to the top of her head, and whispered, “Okay, you can sleep with me. But just tonight. Just until you get used to the sounds of the woods.” 
 
    “Okay.” She would take it. If one night was all she got with the warmth of Jon next to her in bed, then she would ingrain the memory into her brain to recall whenever she needed a respite.  
 
    “But let’s sleep in your room. I gave you the bigger bed, and I don’t think you want to try and fit into the twin I was going to take.”  
 
    Camille’s heart glowed with happiness. Jon had sacrificed his own comfort to make sure she would have the best. It made her already racing heart speed up another notch. Unable to voice her gratitude, she simply nodded and allowed Jon to pick her up, cradled against his chest. She desperately wanted to stroke the hard muscles under his t-shirt, but managed to keep her hands still and firmly pressed just above his thudding heart.  
 
    Back in the room, Jon laid her down so gently it brought more tears to her eyes. “Blanket, or no blanket?”  
 
     “Blanket. Even before the warehouse I used thick blankets through the whole summer.” She drew in a deep shuddering breath. “Now it feels like I can’t get warm enough.”  
 
    “We’ll take care of that sweetheart.” 
 
    Flashes of Jon’s body draped over her, warming her skin in place of the blanket flashed through her mind, and she felt all of the blood in her body race for both her cheeks and her pussy. Why did she have to be so attracted to him? 
 
    Once Jon had her tucked into the thick quilt that had been folded at the foot of the bed, he rounded the room, and climbed onto his side. He didn’t cover himself with the blanket, instead laying ramrod straight on the mattress with his hands firmly folded over his stomach.  
 
    “Do you want to share?” She lifted the corner of the blanket closest to him in invitation.  
 
    “No thanks, sweetheart.” He spoke to the ceiling, never turning his head to look at her.  “I run pretty hot at night. If I had anything over me I’d be sweatin’ by dawn.”  
 
    Camille bit her bottom lip and lowered her hand, feeling quite silly for the burn of rejection seeping through her body. It wasn’t anything personal, so why should she be upset?  
 
    Lids tightly closed, Camille tried to fall asleep, but it just wouldn’t happen. Her brain wouldn’t shut off, and she couldn’t get comfortable. At the hospital, Jon always had a hand on her skin at all times. Since they had left, he’d barely touched her at all, other than the hall incident. She missed his touch. She couldn’t relax without it.  
 
    After her third try at finding a more comfortable position, Jon peeked at her from the corner of his eye. “What’s going on over there? Can’t sleep?” 
 
    “No, I just can’t stop thinking.” She was silent for a moment before an idea occurred to her. “Will you talk to me. Just talk about anything. Tell me another story about the antics you and your brother got into?”  
 
    With a simple nod Jon started in on a story about his brother pulling the mother of all pranks at school, and Jon’s refusal to help. Around the time his brother snuck the lobsters into the fish take in the principal's office, Camille began to drift off to sleep. Jon had relaxed back into the pillows a little, one arm behind his head, the other laying on top of the blankets next to his hard body. In her half-awake state, Camille reached out and entwined their fingers, holding his much larger hand in her tiny palm.  
 
    **** 
 
    Camille shifted on the bed, and a low moan vibrated beneath her. Her eyes flew open, and were greeted with Jon’s chest pressed beneath her cheek. Awareness crept in bit-by-bit, and she blushed at the position she somehow found herself after one of the best nights of sleep she had ever had.  
 
    Almost half on top of Jon, her head was nestled between his shoulder and neck, while her face rested just above his heart. One hand had somehow snaked up under his shirt, and rested on his ribs, the other arm was wedged between them, still holding his hand. A leg was flung over his hips, the other plastered against his leg so she appeared to be in a bit of a modified straddle over his lower half.  
 
    From the feeling of his hard toe pressing against the back of her leg, he didn’t seem to mind their sleeping arrangement all that much.  
 
    She laid absolutely still, not wanting to move a muscle and disturb the man she clung to. The warmth of his body beneath her sent a rush of pure lust, like she had never known, through her body, pooling into the apex of her thighs. She wanted to rub against him like a cat in heat. Cover herself in his masculine scent, embed it directly into her skin.  
 
    “Mmmm, sweetheart.” Jon shifted, his arms to wrapped around her waist and dragged her more fully astride his body. He buried his face into her hair inhaling deeply. “You always smell so good.” 
 
    Jon’s rough hands traced down her body, coming to rest on her hips, guiding them to rub along his stiff cock. Her breath hitched in her throat, she tried to force down the moans building in her chest. But the smooth slide of him against her core refused to be ignored. The sounds spilled from her lips, directly into Jon’s ear.  
 
    All movement stopped. Embarrassment surged through Camille until she was sure her face glowed bright red. She couldn’t look at him, couldn’t face the pity painted on his features.  
 
    “Sweetheart.” His term of endearment for her was whispered, laced with regret now instead of the heat that had filled his voice while he was still half asleep. “Idiot. I’m sorry.”  
 
    Slowly he slid her off his body, hissing as her leg brushed against his arousal.  
 
    “No, I’m sorry. I guess I’m a cuddler. I’ve never had the opportunity to find that out before.” She laughed nervously, trying to play off the awkward situation as no big deal.  
 
    “Incredible.” Jon sat up on the edge of the bed, his hands buried in his hair.  
 
    Camille recalled the way he had said her name, said she felt good. She hadn’t imagined the longing in his voice, had she? “Do you dream about me, Jon?” 
 
    “Idiot, Cami, you can’t ask me that. I can’t answer that.” Jon stood, and strode with purpose from the room. “I’ll get breakfast started.” 
 
    Legs curled up in front of her, Camille wrapped her arms around them and buried her face in her knees to hide the giddy smile on her face. Chief Jon Gallo, sexiest man alive, and tough cop, dreamed about her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Jon 
 
    Jon reached into his jeans to readjust his seemingly constant hard-on. The past three weeks had been a lesson in restraint and torment. He looked up from where he was chopping wood and glanced over at Camille.  
 
    Idiot. Bad idea. Once again she was on her knees in the vegetable garden she had taken ownership of. Her tight, round rear was swaying back and forth in the tiniest jean shorts known to man, pulling weeds from between the long ignored rows of produce. Sweat dripped down her back, making the white tank top she wore near translucent. His cock throbbed as images of what else she could do while on her knees flashed through his head.  
 
    No. He would not go there again.  
 
    After the first night in the cabin, Jon had tried to get Camille to sleep alone. But each morning he woke up to find her wrapped around him like a vine growing on a tree. She always claimed she either didn’t know how she ended up in his bed, or that she had been scared and didn’t want to be alone. After the first week, Jon gave in and they had been sleeping in her much larger bed ever since.  
 
    Even with the extra space, she still ended up plastered to him by dawn. Not that he minded. Truth be told, he loved it. Even if he did wake up every morning with the worst case of blue balls known to man. For the most part they both ignored the giant tent in the blankets. Jon would always get up first, rub one, sometimes two, out in the bathroom before showering and going to the kitchen to make breakfast. Soon after, Camille would roll out of bed and hit the shower herself.  
 
    Jon had no doubt that Camille wanted him. The girl had no poker face whatsoever. But even as obvious as she was in her desire, she also had no clue how to flirt, which Jon found strangely sexy. She also had no idea how every move she made affected him, drove him crazy with animal lust. Thankfully, his poker face was much better  
 
    Guilt surged through his system as he stared at her sweaty body working the earth. Heck, he hadn’t even realized there was an old vegetable garden in all the underbrush, but she found it one day while they were cleaning up the back property. It must have been a holdover from Sophie’s teenage years. Camille had lovingly brought it back to life, and Jon couldn’t help feeling like she did the same for his withered old heart.  
 
    He shook his head and turned back to the chopping block. Dang, he really was a doddering old fool to be thinking such whimsical thoughts.  
 
    A tiny voice in the back of his head reminded him that he was only forty-five, not eighty. And he was in better shape than a lot of men half his age. Why couldn’t he make Camille his? But then reason pushed its way back into his thoughts. Camille deserved a man her own age, one that could relate to her and be with her until they were both old and grey. She shouldn’t have to start her life with a man that was already well on his way to silver fox status.  
 
    “Jon, look!” Camille’s excited voice floated to him from across the clearing that they called a backyard. He nearly fell over when he turned to see her skipping across the few yards that separated them, a bright smile on her face. “Strawberries! I grew strawberries!”  
 
    She came to a skidding stop in front of him, her perfect belly bouncing as she practically vibrated with excitement. It had been truly amazing to see Camille come out of her shell over the last few weeks since they had arrived at the cabin. She still had her dark moments, when she sat and stared out the window for hours on end, or woke up screaming from a nightmare. But more and more she had these long periods of true happiness. It felt as if Jon had been given a front row seat to the most beautiful sunrises every time she laughed, and he would do nearly anything to make sure she kept having more of the light, and less of the dark.  
 
    “That’s great, Cami.” She beamed up at him, blushing slightly at the shortened version of her name.  
 
    “Here taste. The little ones are actually super sweet.” She held the bright red berry up to his mouth, but he found himself craving the sweet taste of her skin more than any fruit.  
 
    He opened his mouth, and she slid the berry into his mouth, still gripping the stem with her fingers. Her skin brushed against his lips as he bit down on the juicy flesh and flavor exploded onto his tongue. Jon doubted any man alive possessed the fortitude to resist the erotic images this moment elicited. He wondered how the color of her nipples compared to that of the strawberries. Were they lighter, more dusky? If he licked them, then blew cold air against their surface, would they contract to the same size as the tip of the fruit? 
 
    “Good, right?” Camille held his gaze, not allowing him to look anywhere other than her brilliant hazel eyes, her tight curls fluttering around her face in the warm summer breeze.  
 
    He could only nod. Idiot, he was one hundred percent messed. There was no way on earth that he would be able to resist her much longer. The end of his patience was growing nearer and nearer. If McCracken didn’t get Formosa and the rest of the guys to wrap this case up soon, Jon had no doubt he would find himself in bed with Camille, only it wouldn’t be nearly so innocent as the past three weeks.  
 
    “I need…”  
 
    “What do you need Jon?” 
 
    “The store, I need to go to the store. I’ll be right back.” Jon wiped his hands off on his jeans and turned abruptly, with Camille still holding the strawberry out behind him. 
 
    “Right back? The store is forty-five minutes away,” she called after him. “What about my self-defense lesson?” 
 
    Jon practically sprinted for the truck, barely remembering to grab the keys and his wallet. In the almost month they had been at the cabin, Jon had only made one other trip to the tiny mountain town forty-five minutes down the road. The idea of leaving Camille alone and vulnerable made him nauseous, but he needed to get away, just for a minute.  
 
    The access road was a bumpy ten mile ride until it met up with the paved road that wound down from the mountain. He slammed on the brakes and threw the truck into park once he hit the intersection. Not actually wanting to make the trek into town, he banged his head back against the headrest. He needed to stay strong. To not give into the temptation Camille posed. She deserved more than he could offer her. He would always be in her life, not willing or able to completely give her up. And it would kill him when she eventually found a husband and started a family with whatever shmuck was lucky enough to land her. But even still, he would be there, suffering silently, satisfied to watch her happiness grow.  
 
    At least that’s what he told himself. The truth was just the thought of Camille being touched by anyone other than him made him homicidal.  
 
    Needing to get his mind off the sinfully innocent girl waiting for him at the cabin, Jon pulled out his cell phone and turned it on. He checked it once a day to see if there was any update from the investigation, but always at different times of the day, and never for very long. It was a burner, but he still didn’t want to run the slight risk that someone might be able to track it and find out where they were holed up.  
 
    Once the slow burner booted up, it showed no new messages. The case had not been coming along nearly as quickly as he wanted. Of course, he knew all too well that these investigations were never open and shut. It didn’t happen like it was on TV shows, there wasn’t one vital piece of evidence that broke a case wide open and allowed you to arrest a guy two days after a crime. Things were almost never that neat in his world. No, they had to dig and scrounge for every little piece of information and build each piece on top of the others like Legos until it formed a picture that would lead to conviction.  
 
    But Camille had given them so much information. He truly thought they would only be at the cabin for two weeks at most, not the three, almost four, they were working on. 
 
    Jon pulled up the number for McCracken and hit send. It only took two rings before his former employee picked up.  
 
    “Everything okay Chief?” The bullpen buzzed in the background, and Jon found he both missed the place, and didn’t. His men would always be a priority to him, but the break from the bureaucracy of running a police station in a politically backwater town had been nice.  
 
    “That’s what I’m calling to find out, Luke. Where is the case? How far are you from making an arrest?” Jon gripped the steering wheel in an effort to calm his nerves. He needed this to be over. For his sweet Camille to be safe.  
 
    Luke’s deep sigh did nothing to calm Jon’s anxiousness. “We’re at a dead end, Chief. This Rich guy seems to be in the wind. Can’t find the idiot anywhere.” 
 
    “How is that possible?” Jon bellowed, the window next to him vibrating with the force of his own frustration. “What about the guy that tried to kill Cami? Did you try questioning him again? Get a better deal for him?” 
 
    “We offered him everything but my own first born. He’s sticking to his story. He’s a contract enforcer that got hired by a guy over the phone. They did dead drops for all money exchanges, and he never knew faces or names.” Rustling on the other end of the phone and more voices let him know someone else entered the same room as Luke. “Jon, Sophie’s here, she wants to talk to you.” 
 
    “Okay, but I need you to get this done Luke. It’s been a month since we had a name and a face on this guy. Something has to give.” Before the acting chief could answer, Sophie took the cell from her soon-to-be-husband and started in on her uncle.  
 
    “Hey Uncle Jon, how are you two holding up, need anything?” She always was a sweet girl, wanting to take care of everyone around her. There was no doubt in Jon’s mind she would be a wonderful mom to the baby she currently carried.  
 
    “We’re fine honey. Don’t need for a thing. How about you? My future great-niece or nephew being good to you?”  
 
    “Yes, finally finished the puking phase, and now I’m onto the endless energy and wanting to clean phase.” Luke shouted something about that not being all she wanted lately, and Jon promptly tried to forget he ever heard that while his niece yelled at him to shut up. “Anyway, is Camille okay? Is she making due with the clothes I got her? I had to guess on all the sizes since her clothes were sent to the forensics lab.” 
 
    A sardonic laugh escaped before Jon could hold it back. She’d done real well on the clothes all right. Too well. Almost everything fit Cami like a second skin. “Yup, the clothes are working just fine. Though she did mention something about not packing enough underwear.”  
 
    “Well, yeah, that was for your benefit.”   
 
    If Jon hadn’t already been sitting, he would have fallen on his rear in surprise. “What does that mean?” 
 
    Sophie laughed, the same little giggle that had gotten her father and uncle so irreversibly wrapped around her little finger. “It means that I saw the way you looked at her the few times I came to the hospital. I saw the way you were nearly obsessed with finding her after her arrest. No one can miss the drive you have to protect her at all times. I also see all those same things when Luke looks at me. She’s your one, Jon.” 
 
    “That’s insane! She’s half my age. There’s no way.” The words were weak even to his own ears.  
 
    “Yes, there is a significant age gap, but I don’t think that matters all that much in this case. She’s been through more in a few years than most people go through in a lifetime. And you are kind, funny, and, as much as it pains me to say, very good looking. I’ve seen girls even younger than her take notice when you walk by. For once in your life, Jon, you’ve found someone that made you put the force in second place. You didn’t hesitate to give up your role as chief to keep Camille safe.” Sophie’s words made the gnawing longing in his chest intensify. He’d been trying to deny and shove it down for weeks, but the fact that someone else saw his need and affection for Camille made it impossible to ignore. “And Jon, I saw the way she looks at you too. It is the same way I look at Luke. Don’t get in your own way here. If I know you, you are doing everything you can to be the noble gentlemen, and pushing her away. Stop. Let it happen.” 
 
    “Sophie. She’s had so much darkness in her life already. I don’t want to be the man that keeps her from the light. She should go out, dance, make mistakes, with men her own age.” Dang, those words twisted in his gut and felt wrong on his tongue. Because they were lies. She had seen darkness, but Jon would never keep her from the light. All he wanted to do was help her shine. What better way could he do that than to be by her side to lift her up when she needed it? 
 
    “Just stop trying so hard to make it not happen, and see what does when you just let go.” They were both silent as Jon absorbed everything she’d said. “Okay?” 
 
    “I’ll think about it Sophie.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Camille 
 
    The truck door slamming outside had Camille skittering across the kitchen to get the plates on the table before Jon ruined the surprise. Though she knew from her med school classes that there was nothing romantic about a heart skipping a beat, she couldn’t deny that her own heart currently felt like it stuttered inside her chest with nerves and excitement.  
 
    The past three weeks with Jon had been amazing. They laughed. They read books together. They watched movies, all five of the DVDs they had in the cabin, over and over again. They worked outside together, went hiking together. He taught her how to defend herself, and she used the close proximity required during the lessons to memorize the hard lines of his body. It was everything Camille had ever dreamed of when she imagined what it would be like to find the man she wanted to spend forever with.  
 
    But Jon wasn’t budging. He kept everything very above board, no matter how she tried to tempt him. Camille knew she was completely inept at flirting or seduction, she’d never had the reason to even try before. But that didn’t mean she would give up trying. She cut an extra inch off every pair of shorts Sophie had packed for her; refused to wear a bra. She walked around in a towel after her shower, and had only been sleeping in a T-shirt each night as she laid next to Jon. But still the man refused to even hold her hand. 
 
    Maybe she misread the whole thing. Perhaps he wasn’t really attracted to her at all, maybe the erection she saw and felt each morning could simply be chalked up to morning wood.  But then, why did she occasionally still hear him mumble her name in his sleep? Maybe he just had an overdeveloped hero complex and she was just his latest damsel in distress. The thought soured her stomach.  
 
    Either way, she had decided to stop trying to seduce him. It wasn’t working, because she didn’t have a blasted clue what she was doing. Instead, she was going to try another tact; complete brutal honesty which would be aided by the two bottles of wine she found in the pantry when she had been cleaning it out earlier.  
 
    Just as she slid the two glasses filled with red liquid onto the table, the door swung open and Jon came striding through.  
 
    “What’s all this?” Jon’s eyes swept the room, taking everything in. The table was set for a dinner for two. The wine. And finally, Camille standing next to his chair, in a short pink sundress. His gaze heated her skin as it slowly ran down to her bare feet, and back up to the practically bare shoulders, except for two thin straps holding up her dress. His eyes smoldered with the heat he always tried to keep restrained, but she saw it. He definitely wanted her.  
 
    She hadn’t worn dresses yet since they arrived, she was usually more comfortable in shorts and t-shirts. But tonight called for a little something extra. Plus, his niece had been nice enough to pack it for her.  
 
    “I was organizing the pantry and found these two bottles way in the back in a hidden wine rack. I have no idea if they’ll be any good, but I figured I should make something special to go along with the booze.” She tried a half smile, but she knew her nerves turned it more into an involuntary tick than anything else. “Please, sit down.” 
 
    Doing as he was told, Jon came around the table and sat in the spot Camille had indicated. As soon as he did, she brought out the meal, dish by dish and piled his plate high. Pasta with a basil cream sauce. Strawberry salad, using the berries she’d grown herself, and thick crusty bread she had made the day before. Turned out being secluded in the woods brought out talents she never knew she had, like baking. She’d found an old junior league cookbook in one of the cabinets and slowly worked her way through the recipes in the 1970’s relic.  
 
    “This looks amazing Camille, thank you.” His hand covered hers as she sat down at the table with her own plate. It was the most intentional contact they had since leaving the hospital, and that small press of his skin against hers sent pure heat blazing through her blood.  
 
    “No problem, I was happy to do it.” Camille gathered her wits, trying to figure out how exactly she should ease into a conversation about her feelings for him and what they could do about them. “So how was the trip to town?” 
 
    “Never made it. Ended up parked at the end of the driveway, thinking.” His eyes stayed on his plate as he twirled the pasta around the tines of his fork and brought it to his lips.  
 
    “What were you thinking about?” Camille’s heart rammed in her chest, because maybe she wouldn’t have to do as much convincing as she originally thought. Jon seemed different now, more open.  
 
    “About our situation.”  
 
    “You mean the case? Are there any new developments?” A pang of disappointment in her chest slowed the rapid beating of her heart, of course he’s been thinking about the case. He obviously returned none of the affections she held for him.  
 
    “Yes, the case, but also…this.” He waved his hand between them, and kind of vaguely around the whole cabin. 
 
    “This? Like, us, here together in the cabin?” Camille was so confused. He refused to make eye contact with her, but he was talking about them, not the case, which gave her hope. She just had to get him talking more, in full sentences.  
 
    Jon raked his fingers through his hair, gripping it for a moment as if he wanted to rip it out at the roots. “Idiot, I’m not good at this.” 
 
    “Not good at what?” 
 
    “At this.” Another wild wave of his hand between them. “At women and giving them what they want and talking about trash that means something.” Jon stood from his chair, almost sending it clattering to the floor in his haste. He paced up and down the length of the eat-in kitchen, hands on his hips and his chest heaving. “I’m old and set in my ways. I don’t know how to do relationships. I lead. I inspire my force, I protect. But I don’t talk about my feelings. Idiot, even saying that makes me want to punch my own balls.” 
 
    Camille couldn’t help but laugh. Through everything, the beating and torture, the attempt on her life, the extended hospital stay, she had never seen Jon this worked up and aggravated. He had been angry, yes, but he controlled it for the most part. It seemed the tough cop was finally starting to crack.  
 
    “Jon, come on, let’s go to the couch. This sounds like a conversation in need of comfort.” Camille stood, lacing her fingers through his, and tugged him into the living room where she urged him to sit in the middle. Once he did, she sat beside him, on her knees, feet tucked under her butt. “Talk to me, Jon. It’s just you and me, you can say anything to me.” 
 
    He sat in silence, not seeming to know where to start, which she could understand. Their relationship was complicated with the case, their age difference, his standing in the community, and her involvement in a drug ring. It was a lot to contend with.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll start.” Camille sucked in a deep breath and held it as she began to talk. “I don’t think it will come as a surprise that I have feelings for you, Jon. Strong feelings. I’ve been trying to get you to reciprocate those feelings for the past few weeks, but you’ve stubbornly stayed a gentleman.”  
 
    “Incredible, if you knew the things I thought about in the shower every morning, you wouldn’t think I’m such a gentleman.” Jon leaned forward resting his elbows on his knees and covering his mouth with one large hand, obviously pissed at himself for whatever fantasies he had in his own head.  
 
    If only he knew.  
 
    “Jon, I may be younger than you, but I’m not completely naive. I know what you do in those long showers you take. You think I’m sleeping while you’re in there, but I hear you.” If this conversation was going to go anywhere, Camille had to push it along. And what she was about to reveal would either push it the direction she desperately needed it to go, or push the man of her dreams farther away. “I lie in bed every morning, listening to the rhythmic slap of your hand on your wet cock. The guttural groans you make as you get closer. The low murmured sound of my name. I know Jon. I lie in bed and do the same thing to myself. I get off to the sound of you fantasizing about me.” 
 
    The room went utterly still, the tension thick and tangible around them. Camille’s heart raced after her confession. Jon sat, body rigid next to her, his fight or flight response like another person present in the room.  
 
    “Dang it, Camille you can’t tell me that trash. It makes me want to pull you underneath me and make you mine. Mine like I’ve imagined so many times since I passed you in the police station that first day. I want to mark you and ensure no other man will ever dare touch what belongs to me.” His fists clenched together at the crown of his hanging head, the words spilling out in the deepest whisper she had ever heard.  
 
    Relief and excitement surged through her. He wanted her, and not just sexually if she was interpreting his meaning right. He wanted all of her to be his, just like she wanted all of him. “Yes, do that. Mark me. Make me yours.” She inched toward him on the couch until her knees pressed against the side of his powerful thighs. “Please.” 
 
    Camille’s clit throbbed in time with her heartbeat, her arousal slicking her bare thighs under the thin cotton dress. Idiot she wanted him to fill the gaping need between her legs. Needed him there like she needed her next breath. She may have never taken a man inside her body before, but she somehow knew the longing she felt at that moment would only be resolved by his big body thrusting into her. 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re saying, Cami.” Jon leaned his big body back into the couch and looked her in the eye for the first time since the conversation started. “You’ve been through an ordeal that not many other people on this planet can even imagine. I may not have gone to college, but I’m aware of basic psychology. It’s natural for you to have romantic feelings for me after everything you’ve been through. As much as I want you, I can never take advantage of that.” 
 
    Camille wanted to laugh at his armchair psychology. Frustrated with the way this conversation just kept going in circles, she decided to say screw the risks and go bold. Maybe that would convince this stubborn man to shut up and take her already. Pressing up onto her knees, Camille swung one leg over his hips, and settled onto his thick thighs. The hem of her dress settled mid-thigh, just high enough to be tempting, but not high enough for him to see that she wasn’t wearing panties. 
 
    “You think I have some sort of hero worship for you Jon?” Camille traced her hands down the hard planes of his chest and stomach. Everything about the man turned her on, to the point of distraction, even fully dressed. “That I want to be with you because you saved me?” 
 
    “Yeah Cami...something like that.” The stubborn man still kept his hands firmly pressed into fists by his sides, not willing to touch her, despite how much she longed for his hands on her skin. “You are a young, beautiful, smart woman, and I’m a worn out old cop. There is no other reason I can think of for you being interested in a man like me.” 
 
    “Jon, I mean no disrespect, but I saved myself. I made it out of that basement, I made it to the station, I suffered through a month of pain with no drugs to help take the edge off my injuries. I will testify against my brother in court when he is caught.” Still keeping a small distance between his tented pants and where she wanted him most, she inched forward on his lap, locking his gaze with hers. Jon needed to hear her, to understand that she wanted him for the man inside, not what he may have done for her. “I did all that. On my own. You’ve been here to support me, you gave me a safe place to lay my head, and every time I learn something new about you, it just makes me fall a little deeper. But I saved myself. I don’t need a hero. I’m my own hero.” 
 
    Camille ran her hands down his sides and took his fisted hands into hers, lifting them onto her bare thighs where her dress had inched up a little further.  “What I do need is for you to touch me with those rough hands. You make me feel hot and needy. If you don’t help me put out this fire inside me, I may die from wanting you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Jon 
 
    Every bit of Jon’s restraint snapped the second Camille uttered those words. Every moment he held himself back, for almost a month. Every morning he woke up with her warm, sweet body pressed against his. Every glimpse of her skin in those tiny outfits she wore. They all poured out of his body in the form of the most earth scorching kiss he’d ever experienced in his forty-five years. If he was a better man he would have been able to keep up the resistance to this invisible connection between them. But apparently he wasn’t a very good man. She didn’t seem to mind though. Well, she was about to get her way. There was no holding himself back anymore.  
 
    Camille’s soft lips welcomed his mouth, parting for his tongue, without hesitation. One moment she was straddled across his lap, and in the next moment Jon had her back pinned to the couch as he devoured her mouth with an urgency that should have scared her. But instead of fear, she only showed him passion, matching every swipe of his tongue with one of her own. Wild moans slipped up her throat, and he swallowed each one, wanting to consume every bit of her pleasure.  
 
    He pushed his straining cock against the cradle of her thighs, her gasp ramping up his desire even more. “Is that what you’ve wanted all this time, sweetheart? My cock pressed against you needy pussy?” 
 
    Their lips never parted, speaking the words in the midst of their heated kiss. “Yes, but I need more. So much more.” 
 
    “Idiot, I’m going to give you everything.” Jon sat back onto his knees between her widespread legs. The dress she wore now shoved up around her waist, revealed her naked pussy glistening and pink on display for his enjoyment. “Did you put this little dress on with no panties to tempt me?” 
 
    “Not to tempt you. To make it easier when we finally got here.” She whimpered and writhed beneath him, her need making itself known in every sound and movement. “Please, Jon.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.” Dang did he mean those words with every fiber in his being. Cami was right of course, she saved herself. But Jon had been there to help her heal, to take care of her, and he decided right then he always would.  
 
    Jon slid down her body, his legs hanging off the couch, his shoulders pressing her thighs open even more, and he just looked for a little while. He traced every fold with his fingers, memorized the only pussy that he would ever see for the rest of his days. Every soft touch of his finger tip against her sensitive flesh made Camille jump as if touched by a live wire.  
 
    “Oh goodness Jon, I need more, please, please, please.” Her head thrashed back and forth on the arm of the couch, her chest rising and falling violently.  
 
    Pulling her pussy lips open with this thumbs, Jon groaned at the sight before him. Her tiny clit was a hard nub straining for his touch, her tight hole shimmered with the product of her arousal. “Perfect.” 
 
    With one long swipe of his tongue from her opening to her clit, Camille’s body shot off the couch and she wailed in ecstasy. Jon gripped her hips and held her there as he circled around her sensitive button, then down around her hole, making a figure eight pattern around and around, but not quite touching where she needed. Not yet. He wanted to build her up first, she’d driven him mad for weeks, now it was his turn.  
 
    Every sound spilling from her mouth had Jon on the edge of his own control, though. Twenty-five years as a cop hadn’t been for nothing though. He knew a little something about willpower and restraint.                
 
    Camille’s tiny hand snaked down to grip his hair, pulling his face harder against her core. Harass that was hot. Her juices poured out of her and he licked them up as fast as he could, spreading them up over her clit, before swooping down for more. She tasted sweet and tangy, like grapefruit picked straight from the tree.  
 
    As amazing as having his face buried in Camille’s pussy was, the couch didn’t afford them much room. This would be their first time together, they needed room for all he had planned on doing to her body.  
 
    Camille whined as he drew back and stood to his full height. “Please, no, don’t stop, I was so close. You’re not even that old.” 
 
    Jon couldn’t help but laugh, he was totally gone for this girl. “Harass the age difference. I’m not stopping. Not ever. I am taking you to a bed, however, so I can feast on you properly.” 
 
    Leaning down, Jon swung Camille up over his shoulder and stalked toward the master bedroom. Since her dress was still rucked up around her waist, it put her delectable rear right next to his face. He ran the hand not holding her steady along that sinfully hot curve, and Camille moaned behind him.  
 
    “You like that, sweetheart?” He gave her rear a little slap, nothing hard, just enough to make it wiggle in his face. “Answer me.”  
 
    “Yes, I love everything you do to me.”  
 
    “I’ve barely even gotten started, Cami. Just wait.” He slipped his fingers through her slippery folds, exposed in her position over his shoulder. Her moans grew desperate and she writhed against him. Thankfully it was a short walk to the bedroom, and Jon threw her down on the thick mattress, her legs dangling over the side. “Take that dress off before I rip it off you.” 
 
    Complying, Camille sat up long enough to whip the flimsy cotton over her head and to the floor. “You next. I want to see you.” 
 
    Not one to disobey an order, Jon gripped the shirt behind his neck and pulled it off.  
 
    “Idiot. That is the sexiest thing ever. How do men make that move look so hot?” Camille was practically panting on the bed before him, her legs spread, perky belly on display. He needed to get his mouth on every part of her. “Pants too, Chief. I need to see what’s been poking me in the hip every morning for the past three weeks.” 
 
    “Sorry, sweetheart, but that one I’m going to have to wait on. If I unleash this monster right now I won’t be able to hold myself back. I’m not ready for him to be in control yet.” It was the truth. If he uncaged his cock right now he’d be slamming it into her within moments. And she deserved more than that.  
 
    Jon didn’t give her a chance to respond before falling to his knees and hooking her legs over his shoulders. He needed his face buried in the promised land more than he needed air to breathe. No teasing this time, Jon went straight for the kill, flicking his tongue over her swollen little clit, gently pressing one finger into her tight opening.  
 
    “Goodness, you’re so tight, Cami. We’re going to have to take it real slow when you take me inside you. I don’t want to hurt you baby.” Cami may not have heard him with all the moaning and writhing on the bed she was doing. Not that it mattered, Jon would do anything to spare Cami pain, including working her with his fingers and mouth until her body became relaxed and compliant enough to take his wide toe.  
 
    As he flicked her clit with his tongue, he slowly slid his finger in and out of her pussy, making sure to curl it up so he brushed that ridged patch of nerves guaranteed to send her sky rocketing to pleasure. Her juices were flowing now, easing the way for his ministrations, so he added another finger.  
 
    The extra intrusion had her gripping his hair tightly, shoving his face even harder against her folds. Jon moved his hand faster, and sucked on her clit, and like the sun breaking through the clouds, Cami’s orgasm burst from her lighting his entire word on fire. Nothing would ever be the same now that he had experienced that moment of pure unfiltered ecstasy, even if it wasn’t technically his own.  
 
    His cock was so hard, he couldn’t help but rock against the bed, slowly dry humping the mattress to the point he thought he might make a mess of things and come all over himself. Like a teenager. 
 
    Cami slowly came down from her high, but Jon kept going, licking, sucking, and fingering her to a second, and third orgasm.  
 
    “Please, Jon, need you inside.” Tears stream from the corners of her eyes to pool on the sheets below, every tear wrung from her pleasure.  
 
    He couldn’t deny her, Jon stood, shedding his jeans and boxers on the floor before crawling over her limp body. Just as his length slid against her warm, soaked center, a terrible thought pushed into his mind.  
 
    “Idiot!” He lowered his forehead to press against hers, regret and frustration building to a crescendo inside him.  
 
    “What’s wrong, please Jon, whatever it is forget it and get inside me. Please.” Hearing her beg nearly killed him, he wanted inside more than literally anything on the planet.  
 
    “I don’t have condoms. I didn’t bring any, and something is telling me my niece didn’t pack them either.” Figures. The meddling girl he loved like a daughter would purposely tempt him with the tiny outfits she bought for Cami, then not pack the condoms that would be necessary once he inevitably broke.  
 
    Cami’s hips rocked back and forth over his cock, her panting increasing until he thought she could orgasm from this not-so-dry humping alone. “It’s okay, I don’t mind. The timing in my cycle would be all wrong for something to happen. And you can come on my stomach. Mark me with your seed all over my skin.” 
 
    For some reason that thought both turned him on even more, and made him want to beat his chest and tell her the only place he’d be putting his seed was deep inside her body where it could take root. But he wouldn’t do that to her, not yet at least. Cami had just survived some of the most traumatic things a person can live through, she didn’t need to be pregnant with an old man’s baby now.  
 
    “Are you sure, Cami? The thought of having my cum soaked into this soft skin makes me even harder than I thought I could ever be. But if you have any doubts, I’d rather we wait until I can go back into town to buy condoms.” He ran the backs of his fingers down her soft cheek, searching deep into her eyes for the truth of what she wanted. “I can forget you with my mouth until you pass out, we don’t need to do this right this minute.” The lie tasted sour on his tongue. Yes, he would happily feast on her pussy until the pleasure made her black out, but he also felt as if his whole world would end if he didn’t bury himself deep inside her in the next sixty seconds.  
 
    “Harass that, I need you now, Jon. This is the most amazing I’ve felt in years. I don’t want it to end yet, I never want it to end. I want you to shove that huge cock of yours so deep inside me I’ll feel it until I take my final breath.” She moved her hips again in a way that magically lined the head of his mess up with her tight opening. “And then I’ll need you to do it again in a few hours. And again every day for the rest of our lives.” 
 
    How could any man deny such a heartfelt and sexy request. “Thank goodness, I need you, too. But I want to watch the first time I enter this pretty little groin.” He pulsed his hips just enough to spread her lips and dip the tip of his cock into her well. Before he lost control, Jon settled back so that his butt rested against his heels. He gripped Cami’s hips, now lush after weeks of feeding her like the queen she was, and dragged her up until her rear rested on his thighs. Getting the idea, Cami planted her feet on the mattress and pushed up slightly so their bodies aligned perfectly. 
 
    “I know I said I’d take this slow, but I don’t know if I can. I want to pound into you hard and fast right now.” 
 
    “Yes, that. Do that. Idiot slow.” Her pussy glistened with new juices and he couldn’t wait anymore.  
 
    Tightening his hold on her hips, he pulled her toward him and snapped his hips forward in one sharp, synchronized movement. A myriad of sensations overwhelmed him, shocking him into silence. But Cami was anything but silent, she screamed, part pain, part pleasure. Her walls were so tight they strangled his cock and he knew he couldn’t pull back or he might not be able to get back in.  
 
    He’d never taken a woman’s virginity before, his first time had been with a woman in his neighborhood with a known preference for younger men. But just as he had thrust inside Cami’s delicate body, he felt an unexpectant resistance before slamming home. And he knew, without a single hesitation that he had just been hers.  
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me, Cami?” His heart ached knowing he had just hurt her, he had vowed never to do that. Guilt overwhelmed him because on some level he loved that he had been the one to do it though. Because it meant that she would never be with another man in her lifetime.  
 
    He had been the first, and he would be the last. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Camille 
 
    “You’re so honorable Jon.” Camille couldn’t stop the tears no matter how hard she tried. She didn’t think it would hurt that bad considering how many times Jon’s magical mouth had brought her to orgasm. But he was just so big, she couldn’t deny the pain had been considerable. But now that he stilled inside her, the pain ebbed away, to be replaced with a new burning. A yearning for him to move, to pound into her and make her scream, but this time only in pleasure. “I knew if I told you there was a chance you would convince yourself not to do it, I couldn’t take that risk.”  
 
    “My sweet, Cami. You might have been right. But now that I’m inside you, there is no way I’m ever letting you go.” Jon ran his wide hand down the center of her body, from her throat to her pussy. “This body is mine now. And mine is yours. No man will ever touch you but me. And I will protect you with my life.” 
 
    Scooping her up into his arms, Jon sat her up on his lap, making his cock burrow even deeper inside her, and making her gasp in surprise.  
 
    “But now that the hard part is over, we are going to take this slow. You will look back on our first time and all you’ll remember is the ecstasy I’m about to make you feel, never the pain.” 
 
    “Goodness, Jon, I can feel you everywhere. Not just in my pussy. But through my whole body. In my heart. In my soul. I didn’t think it would feel like this.” She sobbed against him, completely undone by the torrent of emotions and sensations.  
 
    “Shhh. It’s okay, sweetheart. I’ll take care of you. Wrap your arms around my neck and hold on.” Jon repositioned his hands to her hips and worked her slowly off his cock until only the head remained inside her. And just as she was about to voice her protest at him leaving her body, he slid her back down his shaft in one slow pull.  
 
    The slide of his skin against her delicate inner tissues sent her reeling, and she clawed at his back. “Faster, Jon. More.” 
 
    “Not yet,” he growled through gritted teeth, he repeated the motion, using his considerable strength to move her up and down his steel length, each thrust building her into a slow spiral toward an orgasm she wasn’t sure she’d be able to survive. Incoherent words spilled from her throat, along with moans and whimpers as he worked her with a steely determination. He kissed her continuously the whole time, occasionally tipping his head to suck her breast almost the entire way into his mouth before pulling out to her pebbled nipples and nibbling them slightly.  
 
    Her hips took on a mind of their own, fighting his slow pace. Writhing in desperation against his hands and cock to take more of him, to take him faster. But he held her throughout, not letting her crazed body take over. Chief Jon Gallo was completely in control of her body. 
 
    After what must have been hours, Jon pulled back to look into her eyes, and brought his thumb around to push on her pulsing clit. “Now.” 
 
    The flood gates opened. Jon harassed her like a madman, letting go of every bit of restraint he’d held onto for the weeks they’d been holed up in the cabin. The new pounding speed triggered the most intense orgasm Camille had ever experienced in her very limited experience. It wasn’t just one orgasm, but a whole string of them, one after the other, building one on top of the other until she clawed at his back and hair. Once she crested that great climb to euphoria, and began the dizzying descent on the other side, Jon picked up the speed even more.  
 
    “So close, Cami. I want to come in this sweet groin so bad, but not yet. Not until you’re ready to carry my child around inside you. To be tied to me in every way.” The thought seemed to turn him on even more, and she felt his cock swell inside her. “No, I’m going to cum all over your hot body, then I’m going to rub it into you, so every man that comes within ten feet will instinctually know you are off limits.” 
 
    Jon laid her down onto her back and braced himself over her on his hands. The new free range of the position had her quickly racing to another climax, and just as she screamed his name, Jon pulled out, pumping his cock two more times before his cum jetted out the tip. Camille watched in fascination as the viscous liquid shot from his body, landing on her chest, stomach, and even her chin. It was the most beautiful sight she’d ever seen, and it seemed to go on for longer than she expected as rope after rope of his seed landed on her, marking her as his.  
 
    “Idiot, Cami, look at that, you’re sweet cream is coating my toe. It’s even a little pink with the evidence of my claiming.” Jon growled as he continued to pump his toe, wringing every last drop onto her. “Why does that turn me on even more?” 
 
    Not bothering to answer the question, she reached up to swirl her finger in a pool of his cum between her breasts, and brought it to her lips. His flavor burst over her tongue as she sucked the salty liquid off her finger.  
 
    “You’re going to kill me, Cami. You’re so sexy, and you aren’t even trying. It’s just your natural way.” Jon collapsed next to her on the bed, sucking in deep breathes, as they both recovered from their intense. He pulled her half on top of his chest, not seeming to care that he was smearing his cum all over both their bodies. 
 
    “So, does this mean that I can call you Daddy now?”  
 
    Jon laughed loud and long, and Cami smiled, glad he hadn’t taken offense to her joke about their age difference. “Woman I’m not afraid to spank you, so watch it.”  
 
    He pulled her in even tighter and kissed the top over her head. Never in all her life had Camille felt so contented and happy.  
 
    She knew somewhere out there her brother lurked, wanting her dead, biding his time. But she couldn’t work up the strength to care just at that moment. Not while she laid sated and smiling in Jon’s arms.  
 
    ***  
 
    “Jon, I don’t want to sound ungrateful, because I appreciate all you have done for me over the past several weeks.” Camille walked up behind the now scruffier than ever Chief of Police and wrapped her arms around his waist, resting her cheek on his back, as he continued to chop the veggies she had picked that morning. She absolutely loved the scruff he was growing, and the unruly hair that he had no choice but to grow out since they didn’t exactly have a barber down the street. “Especially all the orgasms. But I swear to heaven if I have to watch another buddy cop movie I am going to scream.”  
 
    Her lover’s laugh did nothing to smooth over her frayed nerves. They had been hiding in the cabin for almost two months. And while the last several weeks had been amazing now that they were both open and honest about how much they wanted each other, Camille was ready for this whole freaking thing to be over.  
 
    They had sex every morning and night, and usually twice in between. Jon had gone to the nearest town the day after their first night together to stock up on condoms, and they were almost out. The truth was she despised the little rubber devils. She wanted Jon inside her bare, but he refused to give into her most the time, and when he did he always pulled out and came on her chest. As hot as she found that particular act, she wanted to feel Jon let loose inside her, with nothing between them. She wanted his hot cum filling her up, and yes, she wanted to have his babies.  
 
    But he insisted she wasn’t ready for that. He talked about her going back to college once her brother was caught. Starting her life over where it had left off, but with him in it. She hadn’t had the heart to tell him that she no longer held any desire to see more pain as a doctor. She’d experienced enough pain to last a lifetime. And though she did plan on going back to school to get her degree, it wouldn’t be in any field as rigorous as pre-med. She wasn’t exactly sure what it would be yet, but she had plenty of time to figure it out.  
 
    When they weren’t having sex or discussing her future, they were outside working the land, hiking, or sparring, something Camille had quickly found she loved. They started each day with another lesson in self-defense boxing. Jon had even set up a little shooting range away from the cabin where he taught her to shoot both his service weapon and a shotgun. In the evenings, they watched movies and read books. The problem was they had watched every single action movie he owned, and even a couple of the VHS Disney movies Jon had dug up from Sophie’s old room.  
 
    Camille’s cabin fever was at an all-time high. If she didn’t get some form of entertainment that did not involve a straight-laced cop and his quipping reckless partner soon, she thought she very well might pull her hair out.  
 
    “Okay, sweetheart. I’ve been putting off running into town for supplies, so I guess I can make the trip today.” Jon rested the knife on the edge of the sink and turned to wrap his arms around her waist, cupping her rear cheeks in his wide palms. “In addition to the food, and condoms we need, I’ll grab you a couple new movies. What are you looking for?” 
 
    Camille listed off every rom-com she could think of while Jon made a list. They didn’t talk much about the case, but Camille knew it wasn’t going great, so they could still be at the cabin for a while. She needed to make sure they were well stocked for entertainment.  
 
    “Can I take a look at the list to see if I need anything before you go?” Jon nodded and handed over the scrap of paper before heading to their room to grab a shirt and his shoes. Writing quickly before he returned, Camille scribbled down her changes to the list and folded it in half.  
 
    “Okay, sweetheart, I’ll be back in about two hours, don’t forget to lock everything behind me, and don’t go outside until I get back.” Jon’s commanding voice sent shivers over her skin. She loved that voice, and couldn’t comprehend how no woman had snatched him up yet when he used it.  
 
    As much as she loved his bossy tone, he loved it even more when she gave him sass, so she made sure to give it to him in spades. “Yes, sir. I will remain inside pining for you until your return, Daddy.” She gave him a crisp salute, and tried to suppress the grin fighting at the corners of her mouth.  
 
    “What did I say I’d do if you called me that again?” Jon stalked toward her with fire in his eyes. Dang she loved pushing his buttons.  
 
    Before she could respond her bent over and lifted her onto his broad shoulder, one hand coming down in a loud smack on her rear. The sharp sting of the spank was softened slightly by her cotton yoga pants, but still made her wet and achy inside.  
 
    “Now, when I get back, I’m bending you over that table and giving you ten more of those until your naked rear is red with my hand print. Then I’m going to forget you until you scream my name.” He set her back on her feet, gripping her hips until she found her balance again.  
 
    Camille couldn’t keep the smile from her face if she had tried. Jon kissed her once more, just a fast peck this time, turned and headed for the door, grabbing his keys and wallet off the hallway table as he went. Before he could reach the door, Cami called out to him. “If that is supposed to be some deterrent from calling you Daddy, you’re going about it in the totally wrong way.” 
 
    “Woman, you are going to kill me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Jon 
 
    Pulling into the parking lot of the grocery store, Jon double checked the list to make sure he would be able to get everything as fast as possible and get back to his Cami-girl. The mouth on that girl made him rock hard every time. He was even starting to think her whole ‘Daddy’ shtick was funny.  
 
    A laugh burst from his mouth as Jon continued down the list. Camille had scratched out ‘condoms’ on the list and replaced it with ‘your bare cock in me as soon as you get back.’ It was getting harder and harder for him to do the right thing. He knew she might regret it if she got pregnant now, right after going through the trauma of being held captive by her brother and tortured by his goons. It amazed him every day how she took things in stride. Camille didn’t bury the pain, she acknowledged it, put it in its place and then moved on. Watching her as she moved about the place, not realizing his eyes followed her at all times, he saw how a memory would hit her, stopping her in her tracks. Eyes squeezed closed, she would breath through it, let it wash over, then take one big deep breath, square her shoulders, open her eyes, and go on her way. The only times she seemed completely at ease was when she was in her garden or in his arms.  
 
    Still, each night she woke screaming from nightmares she couldn’t fight in her sleep, and each time Jon held her and soothed her back to sleep. But she was so insistent she wanted him bare again, it was dang hard to ignore.  
 
    Jon had given up on the idea of having a family of his own long ago. Sophie had been as close as he would ever get to being a father. But now a whole world of possibilities lay before him. And he wanted all of it. The kids. The chaos. The wife.  
 
    Jon started the truck back up and pulled out of the parking lot. There was a stop he had to make before grocery shopping. His woman’s left ring finger was far too bare, and he needed to fix that immediately.  
 
    *** 
 
    As he made the turn onto the long access road back to the cabin his heart raced as if he’d just gone four rounds with his trainer. The truck was filled with enough supplies to get them through another three weeks, if the investigation went much beyond that they would need to think long term options, because as much as he wanted to, they couldn’t stay out in the middle of nowhere forever. According to Luke, they mayor and city council president were getting tired of Jon’s absence. Much longer and they would vote to fire him, without his pension, which he couldn’t accept. HE needed to leave on his own terms so he would have the means to support the family he never expected to have.  
 
    He didn’t see Cami’s brother bothering to chase after them across the country, not while he had the police so far up his rear he could taste the polish on their shoes, and the FEDs were already chomping at the bit to let them take over the case. So Jon’s plan was to convince Camille to go back to school, in California. He’d seen her transcripts, 4.0 across the board, even in the subjects Jon barely understood the names of.  
 
    He could do some consulting on the side, maybe get his PI license and get back to what he used to love, investigating. Heck, he’d stay home and play Mr. Mom if she was serious about the whole kids thing.  
 
    The thought brought a grin to his face. He was getting old, but he wasn’t so old that he couldn’t chase a couple toddlers around in the sun. Wasn’t so old he couldn’t go all night trying to put those kids in Camille’s belly. His cock swelled behind his zipper.  
 
    The truck rocked back and forth as he bumped along the worn road leading to the cabin, he couldn’t wait to sink into his woman, then get down on one knee and put the ring burning a hole through his pocket on her finger. The jewelry store was a small mom and pop place specializing in vintage designs. For a moment after walking in Jon had feared he wouldn’t know what to pick out for her, but then he looked in the first case and it just popped out, apart from the rest of the rings. He could visualize her wearing it, her fingers entwined with his as he slowly pumped his cock into her sweet pussy. Two minutes in the store and he’d walked back out with a simple, yet beautiful diamond ring.  
 
    Finally, he broke through the tree line and pulled into the gravel clearing they used for parking. But instead of anticipation filling his blood, trepidation slid through his veins. Something wasn’t right. The air felt wrong. Everything looked fine, the house and property appearing as it always did, but his nerves were going haywire. If he had learned anything during his career in law enforcement, it was to trust his gut. And his gut said trouble lingered nearby.  
 
    Trying to act naturally, he parked the truck in its normal spot, and as he leaned over to grab a couple bags filled with food, he also grabbed the glock he had strapped under the passenger seat. He hid it in his waist band, straightened up, and got out of the truck. Walking to the front door he knew without a doubt he was about to walk into some major trash, but there was no other real choice. Camille was inside, and he had to make sure she stayed safe. If he found the worst had happened, he’d mess up whoever was responsible beyond recognition.   
 
    The door handle practically sizzled in his hand from the tension radiating off his skin. Gathering the strength he would need to step through the door into whatever awaited for him, Jon pushed the door open. No amount of deep breathing or preparing would have made a slight bit of difference though.  
 
    A gun stared him in the face, the tip vibrating softly. His eyes traced down the barrel to the delicate hand gripping it, trying not to shake. Standing directly in front of him, tears streaming down her soft cheeks, was his sweet Camille. 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Jon. I love you.” Before he could respond, the sharp crack of gunfire filled his ears. White hot pain surged through his chest, and he slumped to the ground, trying with all his strength to tell her he loved her too. But the words wouldn’t form. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Camille 
 
    The moment Jon walked out the door for his supply run, Camille went to work. There was no way he could see this coming. After all they hadn’t talked about it at all, but she had her ways of getting information. Chief Jon Gallo’s birthday would not go unnoticed, not on her watch, and she would make it the best dang one of his life.  
 
    While she worked, the grin on her face never diminished. It only intensified each time she thought of his reaction as he read the additions to the list she made. Maybe corrections was the better word. She set about making her mother’s famous chocolate cake, with a few substitutions for things that were missing in the cabin. 
 
    Thinking about her parents always made a hollow ache form in her chest. She missed them every day. They were good parents to her, even if they didn’t recognize their first born son’s cruel nature. Every year until she was twelve, Camille sat on a stool and watched as her mother prepared this same cake for her birthday. Once she hit thirteen, she began to think her time was more important than her mother’s, and stopped the tradition. There was nothing she wouldn’t give for those few years back to do things differently.  
 
    Just as she slipped the cake tins into the oven, the front door creaked open. Heart racing, she slipped off the apron, rubbing her batter speckled hands on the stiff fabric. Incredible, had she lost track of time while baking? Jon was about to unwittingly ruin all her surprises. Obviously, she couldn’t run out to the mall or hop on Amazon all the way out here, so she technically didn’t have a gift for him. But there was a particularly sexy set of lingerie she had been saving just for this occasion. Camille really could kiss Sophie her the things she’d packed in the hopes of getting Camille and Jon together.  
 
    “Did you forget something, Jon?” Silence was the only response to greet her. Strange. Usually he called out to her whenever he came in from outside, even to just gather firewood. Despite the hot summer days, the nights were beginning to cool off, and Camille loved sitting with him by the fire, talking and making love. But he hadn’t announced his arrival this time.  
 
    Fear pricked at the back of her neck. Jon wouldn’t forget anything either. The man was meticulous about everything. Something she loved about him.  
 
    No, someone else was in the cabin with her. Which meant they had found her. In some ways it was a relief. She’d spent the past few months constantly looking over her shoulder, waiting for them to come. She thought she hid it well from Jon, the constant fear, the sudden overwhelming memories. The ghosts of pain in her now healed bones. But now that she was proven right, everything clicked into place.  
 
    This would be the end. 
 
    Camille could only hope Jon wouldn’t go completely off the rails when he found her either dead or missing.  
 
    “No need to creep around, whoever is out there I know you’re here, so just come out.” She grabbed a knife from the block on the counter, ready to defend herself for as long as she had to. There was little hope Jon would be back in time to save her, but she could at least put up a good fight. Leave some evidence behind to lead the police to this mongrel. Like maybe some of his blood.  
 
    A slow, sinister chuckle echoed out from the cavernous living room. “Your brother always said you’re a bit of a pistol.” A tall, thin man stepped into the kitchen, carrying a bag that sagged with the weight of his trade, death. The face she would never forget swam before her, mixing with the memories from all those weeks ago. His sneering eyes as he leaned in to put out another cigar on her skin. As he crushed her fingers in his fisted hands. The whole time smiling this sick stretch of too thin lips across tobacco stained lips. Mac Henry wore the same expression now. “Oh no, wait, I think what he really said is that you’re a spoiled brat.” 
 
    Camille clutched the knife handle in her hand, ready to swing out the moment he got close enough. She tried to hold the panic and fear inside, not let this mongrel see how much he truly affected her. But he was a bloodhound when he came to fear. He could sniff it out from a mile away, and trace it to its origin. No matter the tough bravado she tried to put on, he would undoubtedly see right through it.  
 
    “The good news, for me, not you, is that the boss has taken off all restrictions when it comes to your capture. I can do whatever I want to you. As long as I bring you back in some form, he doesn’t give a hoot if you’re dead, alive, or so damaged from the things I do to you that speaking will be impossible.”  
 
    Chest rising and falling in rapid time, she tried like mad to keep it together. She knew what to do. Jon had taught her everything she needed to know in the mornings after they both ate breakfast. Her had taught her to fight, how to get leverage over larger attackers, and how to avoid getting pinned down. The handle of the knife solid and warm in her hand, behind her back, reassured her. She’d use it. She’d get away.  
 
    “Cozy place you have here.” He took another leisurely step forward, totally relaxed and unconcerned. “I always knew you were a piece of trash, but shacking up with the chief of police, that’s a little more than even I would have given a hussy like you credit for. I’m going to enjoy plowing through what that pompous jerk thinks is his. I’ll make sure to tear you up good, make sure no man will over want what I leave between your legs; if you survive that is.” 
 
    She couldn’t stop the gag that lurched through her body, rejecting on a basic level the disgusting words that spewed from his mouth. And it only made him laugh more. The sick idiot got off on her fear and disgust. She’d known that since he spent a few days torturing her in the basement of a warehouse months ago. She still had nightmares about his empty brown eyes, lighting with fire, as he caused her even more pain. How the only time she really saw any life in his face was when he described in excruciating detail what he would do to her if there weren’t limits set by her brother.  
 
    Now there were apparently no limits. And every disgusting word he said over those days rushed back in a flood of filth over her body. But all at once she realized that might be his weakness, his propensity for loving the sound of his own voice. If she could keep him talking, maybe it would delay whatever plans he had and make it more likely that Jon could get back to save her from the worst of it.  
 
    “How did you find us? This place is totally off the grid.” Jon had been so careful about everything. Never using the phone in the house, even though it was a burner. The county the cabin stood in didn’t have electronic property records yet, according to him, so the only way to see who the owner of the place was involved wading through filing cabinets in the basement of a government building in town. No utilities were needed, solar panels and a generator provided electricity, and water was pumped in from the well and filtered through a system in the utility closet. So how had they been tracked? 
 
    “See, now this is where my skills are undervalued, by your brother, hell by everyone I’ve ever known. Because it is true, I couldn’t find the two of you, Chief Gallo did a fine job of covering your tracks. But what he didn’t do is make sure his men were using burners as well.” A proud smile stretched his face, but did nothing to make it any less terrifying. “All I had to do was track the calls made to his second in command. They usually kept those conversations short, so it took a few tries, but I got it a couple weeks ago. Once I found the end of the access road where he made the calls from, it was as easy as waiting in the woods until he left.” 
 
    Camille could only nod, because it had been a smart plan, and she knew Jon would blame himself for the rest of his life if he discovered how they had been found. 
 
    “You know, the other guys and I all had bets about who would find you first. Who’d get to do the honors of killing you.” Mac bent down to open the bag full of surprises at his feet, his eyes leaving Camille for the first time since walking into the kitchen. “Complese is going to hate handing over that fifty bucks.” 
 
    Seeing her opportunity, Camille charged him, swinging the knife down in the direction of his neck, hoping to get a slice into his carotid artery or even his spine. Before the knife’s sharp edge even came close to the jerk, he rolled away, a gun in his hand, and that smirk still on his face.  
 
    “Did you really think you’d get away with that? Put the knife down.” He waved the gun down, indicating she should put the gun on the floor.  
 
    Unable to hold back the sob building up in her chest, she let the knife fall to the floor at her feet, and kicked it away.  
 
    “You know, just for that I’ve decided to have a little extra fun with you.” Keeping the gun trained on her, Mac pulled the duffle bag toward him, pulling out handcuffs, another gun, and a small pouch. “I’ve been debating what to do about the cop. Your brother wants him dead too. I thought about just blowing the house up, but that calls too much attention. Now I’m thinking you can help me with this little problem. You know how to shoot a gun?” 
 
    Two months ago her answer would have been a big no. But since coming to the cabin Jon had made it his mission to teach Camille how to protect herself, because at some point they would have to go home, and then he wouldn’t be around all the time. She had fought him at first, insisting the self-defense moves he was teaching her would be enough. But he insisted.  
 
    “Yes, I know how to shoot a gun.” 
 
    “Good. I figure we don’t have much time until your boyfriend gets back, so this will be easier with you knowing what you’re doing.” Mac stood to his full height, towering above her as he stalked closer and grabbed her neck in a punishing grip. Hot breath slid across her skin, making her sick to her stomach as he whispered into her ear. “This gun--” he held up the piece in front of her face-- “is going to be the one to put a bullet in your old man’s head. But it isn’t going to be me that pulls the trigger. That’s too easy.” He slid the tip of the gun down her cheek, along the slope from her chin to her neck, and continued a path down between her breasts. “No, you are going to be the one to do the honors. The second he walks in that door you, sweet Camille, are going to point the gut at his head and pull the trigger.” 
 
    “Forget you. I’m not doing a blasted thing you say.” Just the idea of her shooting Jon sent a wave of disgust rippling through her stomach, threatening to push the contents out onto the floor. “I’d rather be raped and tortured then kill him. So just get on with it and stop with the histrionics you drama queen.” 
 
    Camille grunted as the fist holding the gun pummeled her in the stomach in two quick punches. “Make no mistake, you will be raped and tortured, either way. But you do have one choice in how this all goes down. You can either kill the honorable Chief Gallo yourself, quickly and get it over with. Or we can stay holed up here for days, just the three of us, with the Chief tied up watching as I make his woman bleed to death right in front of him. I’ll make him watch as I forget you raw. As I cut your flesh into tiny ribbons. And the last thing he’ll ever see on this earth is the life being drained from you bit by bit before I finally take mercy and kill you first, then him. So what will it be?” 
 
    Knees giving out, Camille collapsed onto the floor, Mac letting her go to crumble in onto herself. She retched and sour liquid spewed from her mouth. Mac was a sick idiot in every sense on the word, and she had no doubt he would follow through with his plans. She couldn’t let Jon’s last experience on this earth be the picture her tormentor had painted. If they were both going to die anyway, maybe it should be her that did it. She could do it fast. Jon had been impressed with her accuracy during target practice, said she could hit the nuts off a squirrel from five hundred feet.  
 
    Mac shuffled around the kitchen, doing heaven knows what and she laid on the floor next to her own vomit, sobbing into her hands. But now her despair was at least partially an act, because Jon was right, her aim was good. She also knew where on the body to hit to make it look real, but still miss everything vital. Her anatomy classes had been some of the easiest for her. Just memorize the location, function, and names of organs, bones, veins.  
 
    Once she shot Jon, Mac would let his guard down. He’d gloat. It would give her another opportunity, and she’d be smarter about it this time. She could do this, for Jon. She could shoot him.  
 
    “Made your choice yet, little girl?” Mac grabbed her hair and pulled her to her feet, dragging her over to stand in such a way that she would be the first thing anyone coming through the front door would see.  
 
    “I’ll do it.” She took a deep breath. “I’ll kill him. I don’t want him to see what you’re going to do to me.”  
 
    “That’s what I thought. I’m honestly a little disappointed this is the way things are going to happen. I think I would have enjoyed making him watch. I’ve never been one for voyeurism before, but in this case, I think I would have liked it.” Mac pulled the second gun from the back of his waistband and pointed it at her, backing away from her so Jon wouldn’t be able to see him when he walked in. “But it will be fun you later with the same gun you’ll use to kill the man you love. Maybe even while the metal is still hot.” 
 
    Revulsion surged through her again. How did someone become this messed up that they found the pain and torture of another person amusing and exciting? She would never understand it, and didn’t care to try. The only thing she could concentrate on was the shot she was about to take, making sure her aim was true.  
 
    As they stood and waited for Jon to arrive, Mac continued to torment her, telling her what he would do to her, how he would leave Jon’s body right where it fell and take her for the first time while she looked at his dead body. After a while she tuned out his mad ramblings, though at one point she became aware of his hand, not gripping the gun, rubbing his crotch.  
 
    The deep rumbling of Jon’s truck and the crunch of gravel announced his arrival. Mac fell silent, but Camille could practically feel the excitement radiating off him. He bounced on the balls of his feet, like a kid on Christmas morning waiting to be let loose so he could rip into his presents. 
 
    Mac forced the gun into her hand. “Don’t get any ideas. You try to pull something and it will just make everything worse. Don’t forget I know a lot of men with the same desires I have, and they’d love to be a part of this.” 
 
    The truck door slammed shut, and Camille’s heart thudded in her chest. She tried to focus, to slow her breathing and heart rate. She held the gun firm in her right hand, the left curled under to help hold it steady. As much as she tried to compose herself, she couldn’t stop the tears tracking down her face. If she missed, even by an inch, she would kill the only man she had ever loved.  
 
    The front door swung open, and Jon stood there, a look of determination shifting to one of shock. Mac whispered behind her to do it now, but she ignored him.  
 
    “I’m so sorry, Jon. I love you.” She squeezed the trigger, not yanking it back, just like Jon had taught her. The loud bang of the gun going off echoed through the room, and Jon flew back, his body coming to rest half in the house, half on the porch.  
 
    Panic seized her as blood bubbled up from the wound in his shoulder and poured down onto the wooden floor. Mac’s raucous laughter bubbled up from behind her, and he surged forward hovering above Jon’s still body. Too still. A scream in the distance startled her, until she realized the anguished sound came from her own mouth.  
 
    Mac turned to her, a wide smile on his face. She pulled the trigger again, but it just clicked. No more bullets.  
 
    “Have you learned nothing yet? I’m not an idiot, Camille. I only gave you enough bullets to shoot your dear Jon.” The smile widened as she frantically pulled the trigger, sobbing at each empty click of the gun. “I’m going to have so much fun with you.”  
 
    Camille jumped as another gunshot rang out. Had he shot her? She looked down, but didn’t see any blood on her body. A gurgling sound pulled her attention back to Mac. Blood poured from his chest, a shocked expression frozen on his face.  
 
    “You’re not that smart, jerk. You should have checked the supposedly dead guy on the floor.” Jon struggled to sit up as Mac’s body sank to the floor between them. “Good shot, sweetheart.” 
 
    Camille scrambled to him, stepping over the now still and dead Mac on the floor. “I’m so sorry Jon. I had to. He was going to make you watch. I had to, I’m so sorry.”  
 
    “Shhhh. You did good, my sweet girl. You did amazing. You saved us.” Jon wrapped his good arm around Camille, and held her close to his chest, kissing the top of her head. “Idiot. I forgot how much being shot hurts.” 
 
    “Garbage, we need to get pressure on that wound.” Running to the kitchen, Camille grabbed every towel she could find and raced back to Jon, now standing on his own two feet and leaning against the wall, looking down at Mac. She pressed the towels to his shoulder, stemming the flow of blood. Inspecting the wound, she had to admit the shot had been really good. Totally through and through, no bones seemed to have been hit, and she missed everything vital. “I think you’ll be okay.” 
 
    “I’ve got you, I’m perfect.” Jon took his eyes away from Mac, and began inspecting her in the same way she had him. “Are you okay? Did he touch you?” 
 
    “No. He liked to talk first. Was the same way when they worked me over the first time. Had to tell me everything he was going to do before he did it, but he didn’t get around to any of it yet.”  
 
    Jon tilted her face so he could see her cheek better.  
 
    “Okay, he slapped me once because I was mouthing off, but nothing serious.” The angle of her face had her looking at the ground, where a black box rested on its side by their feet. “Jon, what’s that?”  
 
    Jon followed her line of vision to see the box as well. “Incredible. This is not how I wanted this to happen.” 
 
    Camille bent to pick up the package, stunned into silence for once.  
 
    “I love you sweetheart. Open it.” 
 
    She did as he asked, and the most beautiful ring she’d ever seen rested on a velvet pillow. “I shot you.” 
 
    “Yup. And I’m hoping you won’t do it again when I ask you to marry me.” 
 
    They both laughed, but Camille’s quickly turned into sobs. “Yes. I’ll marry you. And you better not have bought any more condoms.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Three Weeks Later 
 
    Camille 
 
    The briefing room in the Middleburg Police Station wasn’t the most homey of places, and truth be known, Camille would rather be just about anyplace else. The station didn’t hold a ton of warm and fuzzy memories for her. The first time she had been there being when Bryan arrested her, and the second time was after she had escaped from the warehouse and collapsed in the lobby.  
 
    But she had asked Jon if she could come to hear the update on Rich and his whereabouts, so she sat silently in the back of the room, Jon’s warm hand engulfing hers, and waited for Luke to get the guys settled. Cami glanced over at the man sitting next to her, his arm now free of the sling he’d been forced to wear while his shoulder healed. No matter how many times she saw it, the vision of him in his crisp blue uniform always got her going. He’d explained to her once that not all police chiefs wore the uniform, some wore suits, but Jon liked to think his wearing the uniform brought him closer to his men, made him one of them, instead of standing apart. Whatever the reason, Camille loved watching him get dressed each morning, and loved taking it off of him, piece by piece, each night.  
 
    Trying to ignore her soaked panties at just having him near her, Camille turned back to the front of the room where Luke finally began speaking.  
 
    “Good morning everyone.” He glanced down at the podium, seeming to gather his thoughts before looking back at the crowded room. “We’ve all been putting in a lot of hours on this case and trying to catch Rich Artiga. I’m proud of the work we’ve done, and the low level dealers we’ve managed to get off the streets. But we need to cut this drug ring down at the head. Once Rich is gone, the rest will crumble. And now, thanks to the work of not only Detective Formosa, but also Officer Reilly and Officer Coy, we have information that might finally lead us to his door.” 
 
    Luke stepped back and Detective Formosa took over his position at the podium. No matter how many times they interacted, Camille could never think of the woman as Ana. Her take no prisoners personality almost demanded you address her with respect, no matter how many times the woman insisted you call her by her first name.  
 
    “After the attempt on Ms. Artiga and Chief Gallo, we were able to trace evidence left in the vehicle of Mac York back to a three-block neighborhood on the edge of town where we believe Richard Artiga is currently holed up.” The confidence radiating from Formosa impressed Camille. She wished she had been more like the detective the last few years; always in control and afraid of nothing. “Additionally, an informant has come forward with information that we are perhaps not the only people looking for Artiga, and there is a reason he has not fled the area as of yet.” 
 
    The door to the briefing room opened and an officer that Camille was only slightly familiar with walked in, with a rather pissed off expression on his face. “Who is that again?” 
 
    Jon leaned closer to her, whispering in her ear so no one else would hear. “Officer Reilly. Good kid, a little overly ambitious. But a good cop all the same.”  
 
    Reilly stood along the wall and Camille noticed that as Formosa continued to talk about the case, the rookie cop couldn’t stop staring at her. Not just looking like everyone else in the room, but practically mauling her with his eyes. Heat glowed behind his eerily green irises as he took her in, and not just with the obvious anger, but lust as well. Formosa did her best to ignore him, but it was obvious, at least to Camille, that the detective was all too aware of the new addition to the audience.  
 
    “You see it too, right?” Sophie leaned over from the row of chairs behind them to whisper conspiratorially in Cami’s ear. “The heat between those two?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Any idea what’s going on there?” Cami and Sophie had become great friends over the last few weeks, and they were constantly trading station gossip back and forth.  
 
    “No idea. I’ve tried to invite Ana out for drinks and she always refuses. She’s a tough nut to crack.”  
 
    If Ana Formosa had managed to resist the sweet and charming Sophie, then that was an understatement.  
 
    “We will be taking volunteers for a stake-out task force to surveil the neighborhood, and the buildings most likely to be a good hiding place for Artiga and his men.” Several officers raised their hands, including Reilly against the wall. “Please see me and Luke after the briefing to coordinate schedules. This is the best lead we’ve had to date, and we need to take advantage of it while we can.” 
 
    After a few more assignments from Luke, the meeting ended and the officers dispersed to prepare for their nights.  
 
    “You ready to go home?” Jon took Cami’s hand, kissing the back of it which sent a storm of butterflies fluttering in her stomach.  
 
    “Hmmm, yes.” Camille brought her lips to the edge of Jon’s ear to ensure no one nearby would hear them. “And when we get home I want you to rip the clothes off me, bend me over the kitchen table, and idiot me while you’re still wearing your uniform.” 
 
    Jon groaned low in his chest. “We need to get out of here. These pants do nothing to hide the rock hard erection you just gave me.”  
 
    Camille giggled as they headed to the door, but before they could make their escape, Sophie blocked their exit to talk about her upcoming nuptials. Originally, she and Luke had wanted to wait until after the baby came, but it turned out that Luke couldn’t wait that long to make it official, so their wedding had been moved up to just a few weeks from then.  
 
    “Cami, Lex, and I are planning a spa day in two weeks to prep for the wedding. So don’t plan anything for two weeks from today, got it?” Cami mocked saluted her new best friend, and beamed with happiness. She’d never had a girls spa day before. And she looked forward to getting to know Lexis a little more as well.  
 
    A burst of activity across the room drew all their attention.  
 
    “Ana, you do not need to be out there. Leave it to us and take a step back for once in your life.” Reilly was trying to keep his voice down unsuccessfully, and Ana’s face was red and scowling at the rookie, her hands balled into fists at her sides.  
 
    She stepped closer into Reilly, looking around and growing redder once she realized everyone was looking at them. “This is not the place. I will talk about this with you in private, Justice.” 
 
    With that, Ana turned on her heel and strode from the room, leaving a wave of tension in her wake. Reilly’s gaze never left her until she disappeared into the hall. Slowly, those left in the room returned to their conversations, and Reilly pulled Luke aside before they both left as well.  
 
    “I can’t wait to hear what that was all about,” Sophie squealed beside Camille.  
 
    “Don’t you to have any better to do than gossip about the men under my command?” Jon tugged Camille into his side and smiled down at her, not actually annoyed with her at all. She knew that he would let her get away with just about anything, although he had followed through on his promise to spank her if she called him Daddy one more time. Not that Camille had minded at all.  
 
    “Why don’t you give me something better to do, chief?” Before she could finish the sentence, Jon was pulling her from the room and out to his car. That wild look in his eyes promised a night full of passion she’d never forget. 
 
    Jon 
 
    Full. It was the first word that came to mind as Jon looked down at the woman sprawled across his chest. His life, his heart. They had never felt so full before in his entire life. How had he gone forty-five years before feeling this sense of completion?  
 
    After the incident at the cabin, they decided it was time to go back home. Cami’s brother was still out there, but she wasn’t going to live in fear anymore. That didn’t mean Jon wasn’t taking precautions though. The few times he wasn’t with her, one of his men were. She had protection twenty-four seven in one form or another, and no harm would ever come to her again as long as Jon was alive.  
 
    Not wanting to live apart again, Jon moved into the house Camille had dropped out of college to save, and they continued their lives there almost just as they had been at the cabin. After thinking about it together, Cami decided she wanted to finish her degree, and go onto start a career in addiction counseling. Jon swelled with pride each time he thought of the passion she spoke with when she came across a new article or a new idea to implement. At the cabin, she had started to come back to life after her trauma, but now she positively glowed with purpose every day. She even thought about starting a program in town centering around youth affected by addiction and a community garden where they could work the earth and take their frustrations out in a safe environment. The whole thing came about from a conversation she and Sophie had shortly after they returned, and the two had been non-stop planning to get it off the ground.  
 
    Camille stretched and shifted a little more on top of him, and he held back his chuckle, not wanting to wake her yet. Each night they fell asleep after making love with her wrapped in his arms spoon-style. And yet somehow each morning they woke up with her tiny body practically pinning him to the bed. As if she meant to trap him there. As if she had to. There was no place else on earth Jon had ever wanted to be more than in bed with the woman he never knew he needed.  
 
    The night before had been especially satisfying. After returning from Luke’s briefing, they barely made into the door before Jon divested her of all her clothes and bent her over the back of the couch. As promised, he kept his uniform on the entire time, and had gotten a strange thrill out of seeing the rough cotton abrading her rear. But that had only been their first time of the night. Somewhere around 2 a.m. they finally fell in a heap on the bed and passed out.  
 
    Camille’s leg shifted higher onto his stomach, and his patience finally snapped. He needed her again. Thankfully, Camille had become quite fond of sleeping naked since their time in the cabin, and she kept it up even after coming home.  
 
    Jon slipped his hand down the smooth column of her back, sliding his fingers along the seam of her rear before delving into her already slick folds.  
 
    “Mmmm, this better not be a dream.” Cami moaned and writhed against him as he idly played with the delicate flesh between her thighs. “Jon, please.” 
 
    “Please, what?” He whispered into her ear. “Please let you sleep? Please get you breakfast?”  
 
    “Please, make me come. Please, idiot me. Please, fill me up with your cum.” Her breathy moans sent blood pumping straight to his cock, making it even harder than it had already been with her bare body wrapped around him. They had ditched the condoms, but much to Cami’s disappointment she wasn’t pregnant yet. He knew it would happen for them, one way or the other, and he couldn’t wait to see her with their child.  
 
    But sex between them was more than just trying to breed his baby into her, though the thought made him wild with lust. It was more than just, or pleasure seeking. When he slid inside her hot body, they became one. It was the connecting of two people that needed each other more than they needed their next breath. It was essential to his life now.  
 
    “Greedy, girl. That’s a lot to ask of an old man like me, first thing in the morning.” Their age difference no longer bothered him, but he still liked to tease her about it, and vice versa. They got some strange looks when they were out occasionally, but they both ignored it when it happened. Nothing felt more right than being with the woman in his arms.  
 
    “I’m sorry, you’re right. You rest your old bones, I’ll do all the heavy lifting.” Camille giggled against his chest, then pushed up so that she straddled his waist. Leaning back, she slid one hand down the center of her soft stomach and slipped a finger between her silky folds.  
 
    “Goodness, I thought you were trying to kill me when you shot me, but this is what’s going to do it.” Jon’s focus narrowed down to the small space between Cami’s thighs, so when her finger stilled, hovering just above her clit, he snapped his attention back to her face. Her very pissed face. “Too soon?” 
 
    Thankfully, Camille simply huffed a small laugh and resumed her rubbing. “There is something wrong with you.” 
 
    Jon ran his hands up her smooth legs, gripping her knees and spreading her legs wide, so he could see every movement of her fingers over her sex. “That’s fine, I’m okay with there being something wrong with me as long as you still love me. Grey hair and all.”  
 
    “Love you so much,” she panted and writhed on top of his stomach, her back brushing against his painfully stiff cock.  
 
    He wanted more than anything to bury himself deep inside her, but idiot if he could give up the show going on right in front of his face. “Idiot, I wish you could see how hot you look right now. That pink pussy of yours is just dripping with your juices.” He swiped one finger around her entrance, her hips nearly bolting up into the air at the barely there touch. Sucking the juices off his finger, Jon moaned at the burst of his favorite flavor across his tongue. “Goodness, you are the perfect mix of sweet and salty.” 
 
    “Please, Jon, I need you inside me.” Camille began to lift her hips and position them above his cock, but he pulled her back to rest over his stomach.  
 
    “Not yet. You know the rule, you come at least once before I ever get inside you.” Her whine made him chuckle, his girl was just too much fun to toy with. “I’ll help you out though, keep playing with that hard little clit of yours.” 
 
    One hand holding her in place, Jon moved the other to just below where her fingers worked furiously at her clit. He circled her tight opening with one finger, the light touch driving her reactions even louder. He waited for her to start chanting ‘please’ over and over before slowly pushing his thick digit into her heat. Their paces were at odds with each other; Camille chasing her orgasm with a speed that blew his mind, but Jon savored every ridge and bump in her slick channel. Once his finger was completely ensconced in her pussy, he slowly dragged it back out, pressing against her front wall the entire time.  
 
    “Oh goodness, please Jon, more. I need more.” Her body sagged under the weight of her impending orgasm, and Jon brought his knees up so she could recline back against them, putting her groin even more on display for him. Crazed and beautiful, that was his woman. And all his.  
 
    “You need more? How’s this?” He added a second finger, but didn’t go any faster, easing them in centimeter by centimeter.  
 
    She whimpered her frustration and brought her other hand up to her chest, pinching and pulling her tight nipples. “Harder. Faster. Please.” 
 
    “Like this?” Jon slammed his fingers back into her soaked pussy, she screamed her pleasure and begged for even more. But instead of complying, Jon held his fingers inside her heat, pressing them against the rough little patch of nerves deep inside that would send her to the moon. She bucked and cried out on top of him, obscenities flying from her mouth that would make any of the men on his squad blush like a schoolgirl. Dragging his fingers in circles on her g-spot, Jon drew out her orgasm for as long as possible before she collapsed back against his legs, her chest heaving with the need for oxygen after the intensity of her climax.  
 
    Jon rubbed her legs, soothing her as she came down from the high. Watching her come never failed to be an awe-inspiring experience for him. He wanted to see that flushed, sated expression on her face every single day for the rest of his life.   
 
    “You have enough energy left to take my cock, sweetheart?”  
 
    “Always, but I’m not going to be able to do all the heavy lifting after that. I’m not sure I could move my legs if you begged me to.” That husky post-orgasm voice of hers drove him near crazy. He needed inside her.  
 
    “Don’t you worry. I’ll take care of you.” Always. In every way. 
 
    The End 
 
    Thanks for reading everyone! If you enjoyed this book, please swing by and sign up for my newsletter. I only send it out when I have news to share, usually when a new book is coming out, and it is always full of fun, exclusive content, and giveaways! Click here to join!  
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