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Bonus Epilogue – Rescued Love – Aiden Bates 
 

Jamie looked up as his assistant, Amanda, walked into his office.  “Jamie, good 
morning.  How are things going?”  

  
“They’re going just fine.”  He eyed her carefully.  Amanda never started conversations 
off with that kind of general greeting.  It just wasn’t her.  “What’s going on with you?”  

  
“Oh, you know, the usual.  Work, the usual round of Tinder dates, nothing new.”  She 
tugged on her earring, a nervous tic she’d picked up over the years.  “So, I got a 
message from Brandon Culver last night.”  

  
Jamie folded his hands together.  Brandon was his third cousin.  He was also the chief 
of police in Culvertown.  Why Brandon would be calling Amanda was a mystery to him.  
She wouldn’t have come into his office if she didn’t plan to clear the mystery up, though.  
“They brought Collins in last night.  The DA thinks they have enough to make the 
charges stick.”  

  
Jamie dropped the pen he’d been holding.  He’d almost given up hope that they would 
ever find Captain Ice, the drug dealer who’d gone after Morgan.  Like most guys at his 
level, he’d been careful not to get his hands dirty.  “How?  Where?  What can we do?”  

  
“I’m just the messenger.  He didn’t want to call you at home because he didn’t want to 
spook Morgan.”  

  
“No, I’d have been pissed if he had.  I’ll go over there right away.”  Jamie jumped to his 
feet. 

  
Amanda followed him to the office door.  “You’ve got a conference call at ten, do you 
want me to cancel it?”  

  
“No, you can just take it.”  Jamie couldn’t remember what the call had been about.  His 
whole consciousness was filled with one thought - protect Morgan.  

  
The ride to the police department took twenty minutes.  Jamie had to assume that 
Amanda had called ahead and warned Brandon that he was coming, because Brandon 
was waiting for him when he got there, and so was the DA.  Jamie had spent most of 
his youth trying to get away from the Roscoe family name and everything it meant, but 
right now he was grateful for everything it brought him.   

  
“Gentlemen,” he greeted, shaking hands.  “It’s good to see you both.”  

  
“It’s good to see you, Jamie.  Today’s a good day for Culver County.”  The DA, a new 
guy whose name Jamie thought was Milligan, beamed proudly.  “Officers brought 
Collins in last night.  He was combative, but they brought him in without significant 
injury.”  



  
“We found him in possession of significant quantities of meth,” Brandon told him, a 
smug look on his face, “and he was in a lab where they make the stuff.  He’s going 
away for a damn long time just for that.”  

  
Jamie nodded.  The state had recently enacted tough new laws regarding the 
manufacture and distribution of meth.  “That’s good.  I’m glad to hear it.  Has he said 
anything?”  

  
Brandon chuckled drily.  “Nothing worth repeating.  Captain Ice loses his cool when he’s 
put into the general population.  Funny how many people doing time have a bone or two 
to pick with him.”  

  
“About the racketeering charges.”  Milligan tugged at his collar.  “We’ve spoken with 
Marianna, and with Morgan’s therapist.  We don’t think it’s a great idea to put him up on 
the stand.  Not because he couldn’t handle it, but because he doesn’t need to be putting 
himself through it and reliving it.”  

  
“Also, there’s the question of him having to admit he’d sold meth for Collins.  I’d rather 
not have to go there if I don’t have to.”  Brandon winced.   

  
Jamie relaxed, just a little.  “Thank you.  I want that sick son of a bitch to face justice, 
but not at Morgan’s expense.  And not at little Ryan’s, either.”   

  
“Of course not.  Fortunately, we’re not going to need to subject your family to any of it.  
Collins has plenty of other victims to choose from, and some of his lackeys are happy to 
testify against him.  Overjoyed, in fact.”  Milligan laughed darkly.  “Morgan’s home free, 
Jamie.  You can let him know he can relax now.”  

  
Jamie smiled.  Morgan would never be able to truly relax, but he’d pass the good news 
along.  It would be a load off of his mind, at least.   

  
He thanked the two officials and headed back home.  Morgan was there, just as he 
expected.  He was sitting out on the patio in the sunshine with little Ryan.  Their son 
was happily playing in his froggie-shaped sandbox, while Morgan read a book and 
drank a smoothie.  When Morgan didn’t have the smoothie up to his lips, he rested it on 
his burgeoning belly.  

  
The baby inside of him, a daughter this time, kicked at it.   

  
Jamie watched from the doorway and smiled.  Morgan was due any day now.  This 
pregnancy was much different from the last, but Morgan was in better shape now than 
he’d been the last time.  He was healthier, had been eating right.  He was, somehow, 
even more beautiful, and their son was perfect.  

  
Baby Ryan, no longer a baby, looked up and saw Jamie watching.  “Daddy!” he yelled, 



and raced for the door.  He stuck his arms out to the side.  “Daddy daddy daddy daddy 
daddy!  Look at me I’m an airplaaaaane!  Vroom!”   

  
Jamie had to laugh.  He bent down and lifted Ryan into the air, holding him high above 
his head so the little boy could “fly.”  “I love you, baby boy.  I came home just to see 
you!”  

  
Ryan giggled with delight and pouted when Jamie put him down.  His snit lasted all of 
two seconds, though.  Whatever he’d been doing in the sandbox had been absolutely 
fascinating to him, and he ran back to get back to it.  Jamie took the opportunity to walk 
up to Morgan and put his arms around him.  

  
“You’re home quickly,” Morgan told him, relaxing into his arms.  “I’m not complaining.  
I’m celebrating, and so is Rachel.  But I’m definitely curious.”  

  
Jamie swallowed.  Now that he’d gotten home, he had no idea how to break the news.  
Morgan wasn’t stupid, and he wasn’t some kind of delicate flower.  Jamie decided to 
just put it all out there and go for broke.  “I got a call from Brandon Culver.  They 
brought in Captain Ice last night.”  

  
Morgan tensed up.  He didn’t otherwise react physically, but Jamie could feel his heart 
racing.  “Did they?”  

  
“Caught him in a meth lab, so it’s going to stick.  And they’ve got lots of his former 
associates ready to testify against him, so you don’t have to go to court.”  He kissed 
Morgan’s neck.  “It’s over, love.”  

  
Morgan took a deep, shuddering breath.  “Part of me thinks it’ll never be over, you 
know?”   

  
And then he relaxed.  His heart was still racing.  “But we’re all a lot safer with him 
behind bars.”  He craned his neck to be able to look into Jamie’s eyes.  “Thank you.”  

  
Jamie laughed.  “I didn’t do anything.”  

  
“You’re you,” he said, and kissed him.   
 


