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Wishing On the Moon

Episode 15

Price of Victory


Jamie unlocked the front door to Luke’s
house, and punched in the number to deactivate the alarm system. It
felt a little strange, knowing that Luke wasn’t due home from work
for another fifteen or twenty minutes. This had been the purpose of
the keys gifted to him and Cordelia for Yule. Easy access. Easier
for them to spend time together. It was two days past Christmas. He
and Cordelia had baked cookies at her apartment on Christmas day.
It had been a very low key pleasant way to spent a day he usually
associated with stress and penance. Luke was still working second
shift all the way through January.

A single light was on in Luke’s house,
the kitchen. With it still getting dark barely past five, he
suspected that Luke has left it on, on purpose. It was almost
eleven. Cordelia had an early morning client appointment and was
presumably at her place in bed. Jamie had made a last minute plan
to meet up with Luke and have a drink… and maybe spend the night.
Getting all three of them together in the same place at the same
time was proving to be ridiculously difficult over the past
week.

Jamie was still standing in the kitchen
when he heard the front door open.

“The world will end if I ever get out
of work actually on time,” Luke said. He stopped directly in front
of Jamie. He cupped a hand against the back of Jamie’s head and
kissed him. “I’m so glad you made it.”

“Bad day?”

“Mediocre day. Two warrants served. One
of them on a dude with a habit of shooting first and opening the
door second.”

“Were you in danger?” Jamie
asked.

“No more than usual. Come upstairs, I
want to get out of my uniform.”

Jamie followed Luke up the
stairs.

In the bedroom, Luke stripped off his
gun belt and set it on the dresser. He tilted his head and looked
at Jamie. “You look like you have a question.”

“Here, Cordelia’s and on the rare times
you’ve come in uniform to my place, you always put it in the same
place when you take your gun off,” Jamie observed.

“If I get up in the night because I
think there’s a danger that teeth won’t solve, I want to make sure
I don’t have to hunt around for it. If there’s anyone more than you
and Cordy here, it goes in the gun safe.” Luke pointed at the
closet door. He began unbuttoning his shirt.

“Have you shot anyone?”

“Yeah, SWAT team ops are often the ones
where a firefight happens.”

“Have you been shot?”

“Yeah on that too. Twice in the vest,
once in the arm.” He tapped a ragged white scar on his forearm.
Luke undressed down to his boxer briefs. “Were we gonna go have a
beer?”

“Yes.”

Luke grabbed a ragged dark blue hoodie
and put it on. They both went back downstairs, got beer from the
fridge and sat on the sofa. Luke turned the TV on and set the
channel to a basketball game.

In the dim light of the TV, Jamie
leaned his shoulder on Luke’s, feet on the coffee table, drinking
his beer. Was this what he wanted tonight? He was torn between the
gut level desire to be skin on skin against Luke, and the thought
that was needy and awkward.

He had finished about half the beer
when Luke took the bottle from his hand and set it on the floor. He
hauled Jamie into his lap.

Stop doubting the bond. It’s
as much about you as it is about Cordelia, Luke murmured inside Jamie’s head.

Jamie grazed a fingertip along Luke’s
jaw. Beard stubble rasped on his finger. He kissed where his finger
had touched, then moved to Luke’s mouth. Luke was still, a tightly
controlled waiting. Jamie slid his hand up under Luke’s hoodie,
caressing ribs, belly, chest.

Luke shifted slightly and
Jamie felt the hard ridge of Luke’s arousal on his hip. He was in a
similar state. I want … I want to touch you
all over and I think I want you to fuck me.

Luke took Jamie’s hand and sucked on
Jamie’s fingertips. “It’s not a fuck. It’s sex. And I love you. You
need to make sure this is what you want.”

“I did you.”

“And perhaps lamentably you weren’t the
first and I knew what to expect.”

“Except for the passing out
part.”

Luke gave him a half smile. “Yeah okay.
And we’re going with the idea that having both of you on top of the
mate bond is a dicey adventure in terms of not blowing brain
circuits. So tonight, if we do this, it’s just you and me. Speaking
of side effects though, are we assuming the mate bond is why you
don’t glow anymore?”

“I haven’t had a chance to consult
Petra. And I know that’s probably not the best decision, but it’s
the most logical one. Also the most embarrassing one.” Jamie could
feel his face flush with the thought.

“She’s an adult. I suspect she’ll
cope.” Luke pressed his nose along the side of Jamie’s neck. “And
even if you don’t glow, I can smell when you’re turned on. Lube is
upstairs, and we really need a bed for this.”

~

Jamie’s scent was always delicious and
familiar to Luke even if there wasn’t impending sex involved. There
was a warmth to it, green leaves in the sunshine, overtones of
honey and hints of sandalwood. Tonight there was arousal. It took
only a moment for Luke to remove the hoodie and the boxer briefs.
Jamie had more clothes on. He started with socks and
shoes.

“Let me,” Luke said, reaching to
unbuckle Jamie’s belt. Lead time was good. He wanted Jamie as
relaxed as possible. Belt undone, zipper down, Luke pushed slacks
and briefs down together so Jamie could step out. That left Jamie
in just his V-neck sweater. Luke gently took it off. He ran his
hands down Jamie’s arms, moved to his hips and pulled their bodies
together. He indulged in a long kiss.

I want you. I want to be
deep inside you. In your body. In your head. Luke inched Jamie toward the bed, and they laid down.
“Fingers first. I don’t want you to panic at the
sensation.”

Jamie’s pupils were blown wide. He
looked up at Luke, lips parted, entranced.

Luke shoved a pillow under Jamie’s butt
and got him to bend his knees. He used a generous amount of slick,
rubbing a finger between Jamie’s butt cheek, across the crinkled
tight opening. A fingertip in, then slowly easing the length of his
finger in. He felt Jamie tighten in reflex for a few seconds, then
relax as Luke grazed past Jamie’s prostate. In and out a few times,
finger fucking him.

The sound Jamie made was hot as hell.
Luke leaned forward and rubbed his face on Jamie’s belly, then
licked Jamie’s leaking cock.

“Might… come…” Jamie said
breathily.

Luke used more lube and more fingers.
Tension went through Jamie and his erection wilted some. Luke
slowed down. He returned to focusing on hitting the right spot. In
a couple of minutes, Jamie was writhing. Luke lubed his cock and
positioned himself, flexing Jamie’s knees further. “Look at
me.”

Jamie was breathing hard. He nodded,
and whispered “Yes.”

Luke pushed the tip against Jamie’s
hole and thrust in, just a little.

Jamie sucked in a sharp breath and Luke
just about quit right there. He could tell there was burning
discomfort in his lover. Jamie grabbed Luke’s wrist. “Don’t
stop.”

Luke wrapped his hand around Jamie’s
prick and stroked him. There was a clench and then wide relaxing
that let Luke thrust all the way in. Now he was the one fighting
for some level of control. Tight heat. The flare of Jamie’s mind in
his. He rocked his hips back and thrust in again, doing his best to
stroke Jamie at the same time. Jamie’s hand closed around
his.

More.

Luke knew he was going to come in just
a few more thrusts. Jamie’s dick in his hand. Jamie’s thoughts
tangled in his own. And he was coming and Jamie was coming too.
Harder. Harder, until Luke was fighting to breath as the pleasure
exploded in his nervous system like out of control
fireworks.

It finally wound down and Luke
collapsed with shuddering muscles, half beside, half on top of
Jamie, kissing him.

Jamie looked at him, blissed out,
eyelids drooping, a smile curving his lips. Debauched. Satiated.
“Cordy would have a smirk on her face. She would be
pleased.”

“That she would.” Luke brushed his
thumb along Jamie’s cheekbone, almost expecting Cordelia to put a
hand on his hip, and to snuggle against his back.

~

Jamie sat down gingerly at his desk in
the medical office. He had about ten minutes before his first
patient. There were no regrets about his night with Luke. Maybe it
was the mate bond, but he felt like he was beginning to feel a
level of calm about knowing he had a relationship with Luke as well
as the one he had with Cordelia. A wistful memory cropped up. Since
Luke was working second shift lately, he’d left Luke sleeping this
morning. His last glimpse had been Luke’s head and shoulders above
the edge of the blankets, arms under the pillow, face smooshed into
the fabric of the pillow.

He also need to figure if there was way
to heal himself. Not that he was injured per se, but the sex last
night had left him somewhat sore. He sent an email to Petra. She
didn’t text, but did have enough tech knowledge to be comfortable
with email.

Petra,

Can we meet for another lesson later
this week? There have been some changes. Now I have more
questions.

Thanks

Jamie

Dr. Lamont leaned around the corner. “I
got three pre-authorizations rejected this morning. Can you pull
records for these three patients and send info to the insurance
companies?” He handed a note with three names written on it to
Jamie.

“Before or after I see Mr.
Valderez?”

“Um, after. Might as well get one out
of the way before trying to appease the insurance gods,” Lamont
rolled his eyes.

The rest of Jamie’s morning didn’t get
any better.

~

The days between Christmas and New
Year’s were a raging hot mess in the scheduling department. I
drummed my fingers on the steering wheel. Despite calling ahead to
verify hours, the first doctor’s office was closed, the second stop
took way more than an hour, and then I hit a traffic jam on I-95.
Oh joy, I probably wasn’t going to get to the next office before
they closed for lunch.

Sitting in traffic, I dialed Jessica.
“Is your day as much of a pain in the ass as mine?”

“Meh, I’m trying to pack orders of yarn
for shipping. Then I have to go to UPS. At least some of the worst
of holiday mailing is done. What’s going on your end?”

I gave her the run down.

“What are you doing for New Year’s?”
she asked.

“I actually have no idea.”

“I know of a couple of
parties.”

“I have such a love hate relationship
with holidays. I like seeing family and friends, but I’m also too
busy. At the moment, I’d like to just hide out with Jamie and Luke
and relax.”

“We could have a tiny party. Just hang
out at your place and drink champagne until dawn,” she
suggested.

“Maybe. Can I get back to you about
that tomorrow?”

“Sure.”

~

Shower, food, uniform and gun on, phone
in his pocket. Luke glanced at the clock on the stove. He had
enough time to suck down a second cup of coffee before heading out
the door to work. He poured the cup, and there was a knock on the
front door. Who the hell was that? Some door to door Jesus
salesman? Cordelia and Jamie both had keys now.

He walked to the front door and opened
it. The storm door was still shut. It was Ray Linstad. What did
that asshole want? Luke hadn’t seen him since the night of the
challenge that made him the new alpha. Luke pushed the storm door
open. “Ray.”

“You have no fucking business running
the pack.”

“That’s your opinion,” Luke
said.

“I’m gonna change that.” Ray yanked
something out of his pocket.

Luke barely had time to register it was
a gun before the blast hit him, knocking him back against the door.
The impact knocked his breath out. The second shot sent searing
pain through his side. He fell to the floor, left leg buckling
under him, and only a few hundred hours of training allowed him to
maintain enough thought to draw his own gun and pull the trigger as
Ray took a third shot that shattered the glass of the storm
door.

Ray crashed backward, sprawling limply
back on the walkway.

Pain kicked up a whole other notch in
Luke’s body. He groped the right side of his neck as he struggled
vainly to draw a breath. His hand came away covered in blood.
Finally, he sucked in a wheezing gasp of breath. Oh gods that made
the pain worse. He squeezed his eyes shut and made himself focus on
taking another breath. That one was bad but not worse bad. Did that
even make any sense? He had to assess, damn it. He was just inside
the front door of his house. Ass on the floor, half propped against
the open door behind him. Broken glass all over the place. Where
the hell was his gun? On the floor beside him. Was Ray still a
threat? He looked out through the broken storm door which had swung
partially shut and rested against his foot. Ray was… motionless on
the walkway. Flat on his back motionless. Dead motionless? Luke
couldn’t tell.

Slippery liquid warmth was soaking his
right shoulder. Blood. He was still bleeding. He needed to stop it,
but he was pretty sure there was no chance he could stand up and go
get a towel or a t-shirt or something useful. Every single breath
hurt.

It took three tries to dig his phone
out and dial 911. Smears of blood stained the screen.

“911. What is your
emergency?”

“Officer down. Badge # 4599. Luke
Webber. I’ve been shot.” God, his voice was a gasping breathy
croak.

“Keep talking sir. Can you give me your
location? I’m trying to track you now.”

Luke gave them the address of his
house. The blood was soaking his uniform shirt and dripping on the
floor. He needed to stop the fucking bleeding. He tried to get up,
but his coordination was crap and the pain was overwhelming. His
phone went… somewhere. It slipped out of his hand and he didn’t
know where.

In the distance, he could hear a siren.
It sounded like a squad car, not an ambulance. Of course they would
send whoever the hell was closest. He was a cop. With a possibly
dead assailant on his front walkway. That problem was going to have
to wait until… later.

He saw a car with flashing lights pull
up along the curb. Someone was coming toward the house. Uniform.
Another officer. The storm door was yanked open. And someone was
talking to him. His brain only registered some of the
words.

“…on the way… stop the
bleeding… who… lay you…”

Hands eased him down to lay flat and
the pain washed him to the edge of losing consciousness. More
people.

“Luke! Jesus fuck. How bad!”

That was a familiar voice. Luke
squinted up at Wynn Frakes, his CO.

Wynn was helping a paramedic cut Luke’s
shirt open.

“You have your vest on. Thank God.
Fuck, there’s two rounds in it,” Wynn said.

“We need the vest
off. We need to see if
there any more injuries beside the one in his
trapezius.”

Buckles were popped and Velcro ripped
open.

“There’s a serious contusion along the
left side of the rib cage.” The paramedic lightly pressed his
stethoscope to Luke’s chest.

Even the small pressure made the pain
worse.

“Unequal breath sounds. He’s got a
tension pneumothorax. Luke, I’m going to have to stick a big needle
in chest below your collarbone,” the paramedic said.

Wynn took hold of Luke hand. “Do
it.”

The stab of the needle was minute
compared to the existing pain, but suddenly he could breathe
better. Not great but better.

“I suspect broken ribs too.” The
paramedic was busy bandaging the bullet wound along the top of his
shoulder area.

As a second paramedic was putting an
oxygen mask on Luke, Luke looked at Wynn and waved his hand in
direction of outside. “Ray?

“Ray what?”

“Guy outside. Guy who shot
me.”

“Is dead,” Wynn answered. “Later after
they get you to the hospital, and make sure you’re okay. There’s
going to be questions. I’m going take your service weapon, you
understand?”

“Yeah.” Luke knew all about
the protocol. “Call Cordelia.”

“I will. As soon as the EMS guys let me
know you’re okay enough to transport.”

~

I was just about ready to give up for
the day. The last stop I’d made had only resulted in a five minute
discussion with the doctor present. Everybody was
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