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      CORY

      “Have you ever wanted something you absolutely knew you couldn’t have?”

      “What?” Jenna turned her head slightly, giving Cory a strange look before facing the road again. “Like a million dollars?”

      “Not exactly.” Cory fidgeted in her seat as the countryside flashed by along the highway. “I mean like a direction in your life. Like you’re not sure you’re on the right path, but the right path seems impossible to reach.”

      “You’re starting to sound like a self-help poster. What’s with you today?” Jenna asked with a laugh.

      “I don’t know.” Sighing heavily, Cory shrugged and brushed her long blonde hair over her shoulders. “I guess I’m just questioning my life and what I’m going to do with it.”

      “That’s pretty normal after you graduate high school, babe.” Jenna was only a year older than Cory, but she said it as though she had decades of experience under her belt. “Give yourself time to figure things out.”

      “Yeah, you’re probably right,” Cory said softly as they turned off the highway onto the long gravel drive that led to her house. Cedar trees lined part of the driveway, but they no longer formed the perfect wall of privacy they had when she was younger. A wasting disease had stricken many of them several years back, and Grandpa hadn’t replanted to fill the gaps. To Cory, it looked like a boxer who’d lost part of their teeth in a fight.

      As they approached the house, the property’s neglect was even more obvious. Paint was peeling from the siding, part of the porch rail was listing to the west, and the flower boxes her grandmother used to keep full and beautiful were barren. Cory felt terrible seeing it, but there wasn’t much she could do. Going to high-school full-time and working full-time at the local bar as a dishwasher had kept her schedule full. She’d barely held onto her 3.75 GPA with the amount of work she had to juggle.

      Thanking Jenna for the ride home, Cory dragged her purse and backpack out of the car and headed into the house, calling out for her grandpa as she shut the doors behind her. The house echoed around her, but no one responded.

      A niggle of nerves hit her, and she dumped her stuff on the couch in the front parlor before heading off in search of Grandpa. She’d lived with her grandparents her whole life. Her parents got pregnant with her when they were still in high school and couldn’t fathom how to raise a child. Her mom was currently on her third marriage, living in Miami, while her father was an over-the-road trucker with a home base in Denver and a limited desire to participate in her life.

      Grandma died nearly two years ago after finding out she had breast cancer, and while it was touch-and-go for a few months, Grandpa and Cory had survived and found a new sense of normal.

      “Grandpa?” Cory called out again, her nerves climbing as she finished searching downstairs and headed upstairs. The air up there was stifling in the summer heat, the window AC barely keeping up. “Where are you?”

      Still no answer, Cory’s stomach twisted when she approached his closed bedroom door. Knocking softly, she paused, then pushed the door open. Grandpa lay in his bed, still… too still.

      “Grandpa?” Panic touched her as she took in his gray pallor. She knew before she approached the bed that he was already gone, but still, she rushed forward and reached for his hand. “Grandpa, answer me.” His hand was ice cold and stiff in her grip, and she flinched away from him, stumbling backward and falling to the floor as tears spilled down her cheeks. “Grandpa! No! Answer me, damn it.”

      There was no response then or hours later when the coroner arrived, and her grandfather’s body was carted out of the house on a gurney in a body bag. There would never be another response, and Cory wasn’t sure she could survive without it.

      

      Cash

      

      It took one moment for Cash Gray’s life to shatter into a million little pieces. In a split second, he made a decision he could never take back. His friend, Doctor Thomas Jameson, lay dying on a dining room table, his human body torn by a wolf until it was seemingly impossible to put him back together again. Cash could see KJ trying desperately to force a mating, but Thomas just didn’t have the energy for it. Doc now wore a mating mark, but without a moment of passion, there was no way for his human body to push through the first shift.

      With a silent prayer for guidance from a heavenly body, Cash made up his mind and marched into the house to scoop KJ up from her man’s side. Doc gave him a knowing look that said, “I might be dying, but I know you’ll take care of her.” It killed Cash. He wanted to cry, but there wasn’t a moment to waste. With KJ kicking and screaming in his arms, he bolted out the door.

      Behind him, he could hear the commotion of Bryson and the other wolves yelling at him to stop. He could feel KJ’s nails and teeth puncture his skin as she fought his grip, but he didn’t let go. Although he knew this was the fastest way to force Doc to shift into his new form, he couldn’t have known how hard it would be to carry her in the direction of the Kaplan wolves. He could smell them, and his own wolf fought against his actions.

      His wolf was snarling in anger at him as he deliberately moved toward danger with his captive, risking her in order to save Doc. If it worked, it was genius. If it didn’t work… well, he couldn’t think about that right now.

      A howl to his right stopped his forward motion, and KJ went still in his arms. Her face was tear-streaked and swollen, and Thomas’s blood was still on her lips as she went pale.

      “Cash?”

      “I’m sorry, KJ, but I have to—”

      A Kaplan wolf darted from the trees into their path and snarled at Cash as it shifted.

      “Well, well, well. What do we have here?”

      “Move, wolf. I need to see Nicolas Kaplan, and I don’t have time for your shit.”

      Cash’s heart was pounding as he realized there were more Kaplan wolves just a couple hundred yards away. If this wolf sounded the alarm, there was no going back. Even if Thomas shifted, he wouldn’t be able to rescue them both from the middle of the Kaplans again. It was just dumb luck Bryson managed to free them the first time.

      “Cash?” KJ’s voice was weak and confused as she looked from the tall, rangy man in front of them and back to Cash. “What’s going on?”

      “I’m taking you to the Kaplans,” he said flatly, and her face paled.

      “What?” The stranger roared with laughter. “You aren’t man enough to handle a hot she-wolf, so you’re giving her to real men?”

      “Shut up, you dumb fuck! Go back to your patrol, and let us pass.”

      KJ was stiff in his arms, but she wasn’t fighting him anymore. If she shut down and refused to scream, Thomas wouldn’t know she was in danger, and he wouldn’t shift.

      Fuck, this was a terrible plan!

      “You’re giving me to him? To Nicolas? But why?” she whispered, looking fragile and vulnerable.

      It was on the tip of his tongue to deny it and tell her what he was actually doing, but if he diverted from the plan now, Thomas was as good as dead.

      “Yes. In fact,”—he swallowed hard before he ground out the words—“this wolf can just take you with him. If I go carry you into that camp, I’m probably dead. This solves that problem.”

      Cash could have sworn that KJ stopped breathing for a moment as her eyes went wide, then narrowed. He refused to meet her gaze, turning instead to the gleeful-looking stranger.

      “Here, you take her.”

      Just as Cash went to transfer KJ to the wolf’s waiting arms, she fulfilled her part of the plan and let out a bloodcurdling howl for help. Cash had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep from grinning.

      The Kaplan wolf, however, was flustered by her reaction and didn’t get a good grip on her.

      The moment Cash’s arms left her body, she twisted out of his hands and dropped to the ground on all fours. She snarled as the other wolf grabbed for her hair, stopping her mid-shift, and wrapped his hand in it tightly, making her whimper in pain.

      “Hell, no, sweet cheeks! You’re not depriving me of the reward Nico will give whoever brings you in!”

      She yelped in pain right before a large black wolf barreled into the Kaplan wolf’s side, knocking them both to the ground. Cash’s sigh of relief was audible as he watched Thomas rip the throat out of the man hurting his mate.

      KJ sat on her bottom, staring at the two wolves in shock. When Thomas finally let go of the dead animal’s body and let his own form fall limply to the ground, she gasped, then laughed.

      “Thomas! You did it! You shifted!” She threw her arms around the bloody wolf, who turned angry eyes on Cash.

      “Whoa, man! I had to do it! If I didn’t put her in danger, you wouldn’t have shifted in time.” Cash quickly backed up to keep his distance as both KJ and Thomas glared daggers at him.

      The accusation on KJ’s face was heartbreaking, but Cash knew he had done the right thing. He couldn’t just let a member of his family die without trying everything. It had worked, so they should be grateful, not pissed off.

      A howl sounded nearby, triggering Cash’s self-preservation mode.

      “Sorry, ladies and gents, the war is about to be kicked into high gear, and we’re way too close to their pack for comfort, considering you just killed one of them. Get your asses moving!”

      Cash shifted into his wolf and waited just long enough to make sure both wolves were well ahead of him before he followed them to the relative safety of the Quiver Creek den and their family. He’d been successful, but at what cost?

      

      Owen

      

      Dark smoke filled the building around Owen Gray, and the sound of smoke alarms and radio chatter echoed in his ears. He had to get out of here. The building was toast, and if they didn’t evacuate soon, their whole crew would be as well.

      “Chavez, the west side is clear. It’s time to get out of here.” Owen said into his radio as he backtracked to the stairwell. When static was the only response he got, he growled into it again. “Chavez, I’m not kidding. It’s time to go.”

      Another moment passed before Owen’s best friend, Jason Chavez, came over the line. “I’m almost done. Give me a fucking minute.”

      “We don’t have a minute, asshole. It’s time to evacuate. Get your narrow ass to the nearest exit.” Owen replied, huffing a little as he bounded down the smokey stairs. His oxygen tank kept him breathing, but it sure as hell didn’t make seeing any easier. He stumbled on the last step and barely kept upright by falling into the wall.

      “Just double checking we got them all.”

      “Everyone is accounted for, Chavez. Time to turn and burn.” This time it was their lieutenant’s voice on the comms giving instructions. “No more fucking off, boys.”

      “East side is clear, and I’m heading down no—”

      A loud groan cut off the rest of Chavez’s report, and Owen’s stomach jumped into his throat as the building rumbled around them and something collapsed.

      “Chavez? Report. Tell me you’re alright.” Owen screamed into the radio as he pushed out the door into the dark night. Flashing lights from the firetrucks blinked in front of him a moment before he felt a rush of hot air against his back, and he went flying forward. He never even heard the explosion, but his body took the impact.

      Four hours later, he woke up in the hospital, his station chief, Jim Alexander, standing over him with a broken look on his face.

      “Chavez?” Owen asked, his voice husky as he pulled at the oxygen tube in his nose.

      “Easy there, man. You took quite a hit when the building blew.” Jim said, reaching for the nurse’s button on the side of the bed.

      Owen shook his head, but in a moment, a nurse appeared through the door and immediately readjusted his oxygen tube.

      “You need to keep that on, Mr. Gray. You had some smoke inhalation, so we want to keep those O2 numbers up.”

      Rolling his eyes, Owen left the tubing alone and glared at his boss.

      “Chavez? Did he get out?”

      It was brief, but there was a moment of hesitation on Jim’s face before he closed his eyes and slowly shook his head.

      “I’m so sorry, Gray. I know how close you two were.”

      Owen felt like his heart splintered in his chest. His brain went blank for a moment as he tried to process the information. Other than his pack brothers, Jason Chavez was the closest thing to family he had. They’d gone through training together and had been nearly inseparable since. But now…

      “Dead?” he whispered, pleading with a higher power that he’d understood his chief wrong.

      Jim’s eyes glistened with unshed tears as he nodded.

      “The building collapsed right after we lost contact. He didn’t stand a chance.”

      Owen nodded as if he understood, but his brain felt broken. He couldn’t accept that his best friend was really dead. How was he supposed to move forward?
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      “Rusty, are you sure you want to leave this place?” Cash threw his arms out wide at the surrounding bar. “Where else can you get this much love?”

      At nearly seventy, Rusty liked to remind Cash and the rest of the Gray Skies band members he was no spring chicken, but he’d been a huge part of their success as they’d built the band. They’d been playing together for years on the Rustler’s stage because Rusty had been willing to take a chance on them.

      The band was a hodgepodge—Noah, the lead guitar player and Cash’s cousin, Keon, the drummer and a local cop, and Ricky, who played bass and worked as a social worker by day. With Cash in the mix, they were a winning foursome who had recently been offered a recording contract. Unfortunately, no one in the group was in a position to become a rock star, so they’d passed on the contract and continued to play gigs for the joy of it.

      “Welp, I’m gonna miss it, that’s for sure,” Rusty said, his glassy eyes glittering with tears. “Not that I’ll miss you shitheads, but I’m sure I’ll think about ya every now’an’gain while I’m sitting on a dock fishin’ in the Gulf of Mexico.”

      Rusty had decided to sell the business and retire to the Alabama coast, where his son and daughter-in-law lived. Cash was disappointed and sad to see his friend go. He’d found a home away from home at Rustler’s, one of the few places his wolf felt at ease.

      “Yeah, I’ll just bet you’ll think of us. More likely, you’ll forget us the first time you crack a beer and drop the line in the water,” Keon hollered from the other end of the table.

      “So, you ready to tell us about the new owner?” Cash asked before tipping his beer back and draining the last few ounces. He gestured for a refill to the waitress and then turned his gaze back to Rusty.

      “I told ya, name’s Cory. No business of mine any further than that. Money already exchanged hands, and this is my last night in town. Let’s give up the business talk and focus on the drinkin’ part.” Rusty tossed his drink back and stood up on wobbly legs to greet another patron who’d joined the party. Cash watched him go with disappointment and a twinge of apprehension in his gut. His wolf didn’t like the lack of information. You could make plans when you had information but were vulnerable without it. He’d had his fill of risky business, and now he preferred to have a path laid out in front of him.

      “I don’t like not knowing if we’re going to have a bar to play at next week, man,” Noah said, shaking his head.

      “I hear that.” Cash nodded emphatically. “We just have to hope this new guy is as cool as Rusty has been about letting us play when we want to. Hell, we bring in more business than any other band that’s played here.”

      “Tenfold, at least,” Ricky agreed. “I’m sure if he’s buying this particular bar, he’s not stupid. Rustler’s is one of the most popular places in Southern Kansas City.”

      Cash nodded again. “Thanks in no small part to us.”

      “Wow, someone’s head is getting too big for his britches.”

      Cash frowned at the comment from his cousin Liam.

      “I’m not being cocky when it’s the truth.”

      “Considering Rustler’s has been open for decades, I’m pretty sure you can’t claim all the credit for its success.” Liam retorted, the glint of a silver ring in his eyebrow flashing under the bar lights.

      “Maybe not all, but some of it. Business is booming around here because we’re a regular act. If we stop playing here, our fans will follow us wherever we go,” Keon shot back.

      “I hope so,” Noah piped up, “I know we said turning down that recording contract was the right move, but I’m having second thoughts.”

      “How could you possibly record an album and go to school, Noah?” Liam asked as his Tina joined him and perched on his lap.

      Noah shook his head. “I probably couldn’t, but there was a lot of money left on the table when we turned down that deal.”

      “Money isn’t everything,” Cash responded as he accepted another beer from Jess, the waitress, and tipped her.

      He took a moment to really look at the bar that had become a second home to him. A massive oak bar lined the south wall opposite the stage, and the VIP tables were scattered on the west wall. That’s where he normally sat with his crew when they were all here, but tonight, Rusty had shut down the bar to the public for a private party. The smell of peanuts and beer filled the air, and the lighting was turned down, so it gave the place a cozy vibe. He loved this place dearly, and the idea it was now in the hands of a stranger scared the hell out of him. He hoped whoever this guy Cory was, he took the business seriously.

      Cash turned back to take in the group surrounding him. Not only was the whole band here, but so were most of his family and crew. His family consisted of his pack of wolf shifters, and his crew was made up of his fellow firefighters. None of his human friends knew about his wolf side because it would stir up a shitstorm of trouble for his family. They worked hard to keep their shifter side a secret from the human world… Cash especially. He could only imagine what the media would think if they got hold of a story about wolf shifters. Hell, it would blow minds if humans knew they were surrounded by werewolves.

      As he surveyed the scene, the only emotion he could pinpoint—other than his apprehension over the bar’s new ownership—was gratitude. He loved this bunch of crazies more than he could put into words. Recently, he’d had to make a life-or-death choice that put him on the side of betraying his entire pack, but he’d made the best choice at the moment, and thankfully, they’d all forgiven him—mostly.

      Sitting a little way away, he surveyed KJ with her two mates, Thomas and Bryson. The petite blonde was smiling ear to ear as she spoke with several others. She was happy and in love because Cash had taken a chance and followed his gut. It was the scariest moment of his life, and he constantly second-guessed his decisions that day. If it hadn’t worked out, he’d have been sentenced to life as a rogue and banned from his pack. Nightmares filled with KJ’s screams still haunted him, but that was a problem for another night. Tonight was all about sending Rusty off with goodwill and happy thoughts.

      His attention was pulled away from his musings by a hand on his shoulder. Turning, he smiled up at his brother, Owen.

      “Hey man, where you been?”

      “Just running late tonight. I’m still working on the case for Rafe and Ryley.” Owen explained as he took the seat next to Cash and stole his beer.

      “Yeah, how’s that going?” Cash asked, waving down Jess again.

      Rafe and Ryley Whetstone were family, as well as Beta wolves in their pack, the Gray Pack. They’d been adopted into the pack when they were just children and raised as cousins to Cash and Owen. Recently, they’d had two young boys come into the pack that needed a family after tragic circumstances, and the Whetstone brothers, along with their new wife, Shandi, had stepped up to the plate to give them one. The only problem was the boys, Jordan and Axle, were born off the grid and had no papers or anything to help with the adoption process. It meant a lot of hurdles in order to get the Whetstone family the legal power to adopt them and care for them, but that was Owen’s expertise. He loved family law and worked hard to make sure whatever he was doing was in the best interest of the children first.

      “It’s challenging, but you know me. I’ll find a way.” Owen said, reaching up to loosen his tie.

      Cash grinned as Owen turned to greet some of the others around the table and thought about how different the two brothers were. While he embraced the adrenaline rush of fighting fires and saving lives in a physical sense, Owen did so in a metaphorical sense. At one time, they’d been firefighting brothers, but a tragic accident had redirected Owen onto a different course. Now, he chose to fight his battles in a courtroom rather than with a hose in his hands.

      Owen had nearly died in a fire that killed his best friend, Jason Chavez, and it had scarred him both physically and emotionally. For years, Cash had watched Owen block off that part of himself. He’d always planned to address it with his brother, but the right time just hadn’t come up, so they avoided it altogether.

      “Did you get any answers out of Rusty about the new owner?” Owen asked.

      “Not really. Says he doesn’t know much more than the guy’s name. Cory something-or-other.”

      “So, you still don’t know if you’ll be playing here next weekend?”

      “Nope. According to Jess, there was a note posted in the breakroom announcing that tomorrow all the staff would have to reinterview for their jobs. This new guy wants to make sure he has the best team. Makes me wonder if he’ll push out the old bands in exchange for new ones.”

      “That sucks.” Owen frowned. “I guess we’ll all find out tomorrow night.”

      “Nah, I’m working a partial shift tomorrow, so I’ll have to wait until Tuesday when I can ask the guy questions face to face or until someone reaches out to give me the four-one-one.”

      “Well, I’ll do my best to ferret out the info tomorrow night for you.”

      “Aren’t you on watch this weekend?” Cash asked, referring to the rotating schedule of Beta wolves watching the perimeter of their pack lands. The Gray Pack owned around five hundred acres of land to the southwest of Kansas City, Missouri. Their entire wolf pack lived there, which meant they had to routinely watch their borders to protect each other. If farmers or ranchers in the area got wind of a wolf pack, they’d start hunting, unknowingly murdering their neighbors.

      “Only on Sunday. I traded Noah earlier this week because he had a big test to study for and needed his night off.” Owen explained. “Have you heard from Mom?”

      “I talked to Dad earlier today. They’re going to the casino tonight.”

      Owen chuckled. “Mama does love her slot machines.”

      The expensive jukebox in the corner flipped songs, and an old classic country song came on, stirring Cash’s blood. Slapping Owen on the back, Cash jumped to his feet and grabbed KJ, dragging her to the dance floor. This was where he was the happiest in his human skin—music filling his ears and his soul.
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      “Are you sure she doesn’t need her diaper changed?” Caroline Gray stepped toward her mother-in-law, Sienna, who was holding her newborn daughter, Noelle. “I should just check her out one more time before we go.”

      “She’s fine. You just changed her fifteen minutes ago,” Devin told his wife as his mother grinned and nuzzled her granddaughter. “And right before that, you changed Caleb’s diaper. They’re both perfectly fed, changed, and happy.”

      “What if they realize we’re gone? What will they think? They might be scared or think we left them forever. They’ll think we don’t love them.” Caroline moaned, rubbing at her forehead as if her head ached.

      “You’re right.” Devin shook his head at her musings and held his hands up in the air. “We can never leave them again. For the next eighteen years, we need to be vigilant about always remaining in their sight. I’m not exactly sure how that’s going to work, but if that’s what you need to feel better…”

      “Stop making fun of me.” Caroline snapped. “I’m just nervous about leaving them.”

      “This isn’t the first time Mom and Dad have watched the twins, beautiful,” Devin’s twin brother, Damon, said as he came through the front door. He’d gone outside to start their SUV so it could warm up before they left for their date night. The March air was still heavy with winter frost, and Devin was hoping a night out away from the twins would inspire their wife to warm up in other ways.

      Noelle and Caleb were only eight weeks old, but they were growing quickly, and Devin was anxious to resume his normal intimacy with his wife. Her fear was always the same—the babies would forget her in the short time she was gone, or they’d think she didn’t love them anymore because she left them. Nothing Devin or Damon said seemed to get through her brain that the babies would feel just as loved when they returned.

      “I know. It’s just hard, you know?” Caroline’s eyes filled with tears as she stood there with a bottle in one hand and a diaper in the other. Caleb was on his tummy, asleep on a blanket at his grandfather Jim’s feet, while Sienna held a gurgling Noelle closely.

      “I promise we’ll call you if anything comes up,” Sienna said softly, reassuring the new mom.

      “I know you will.” Caroline sighed heavily and put down the baby gear. “Okay, if we’re going to do this, we better get going before I change my mind again.”

      “Hot dog, let’s hit the road,” Damon said loudly, gesturing to the front door with a wide bow. “After you, m’lady.”

      Devin helped her into her coat, then handed over her purse. “Your cell phone is in there and charged, as are mine and Damon’s. Mom and Dad have the number for Rustler’s, and everyone else we know will be there tonight with their cell phones.”

      Caroline nodded and then rushed over to kiss both babies on the head one more time.

      “Mama loves you, sweet babies. I’ll be back soon, I promise.”

      Devin watched her head out the door with Damon before he turned back to his mom. Sienna gave him an understanding smile.

      “She’ll get past this, Dev. It’s normal for new mothers to have separation anxiety.”

      “I know, but I’ve never seen her this worked up. The moment we start talking about leaving the babies, she gets all riled up and can hardly see straight. That’s not normal.”

      “Be patient with her, son. It will all work out,” Jim assured him. “Now, go have a nice evening while we enjoy our grandchildren.”

      Devin headed out to join Caroline and Damon in the SUV. They’d barely left pack lands when Caroline jumped suddenly and gasped.

      “I forgot to turn off the baby bottle warmer. It’s still on in the nursery. There could be a fire.”

      “Okay, I’ll text Mom to shut it off.” Devin reached for his phone.

      “We should go back and do it ourselves. What if it’s already started a fire?”

      Damon gave her a strange look. “I assure you, it’s not on fire right now.”

      “How do you know for sure?” she whined.

      He tapped his nose with one finger. “We’re wolves, remember? We would smell the smoke before anyone else.”

      That seemed to comfort her, and she eased back into her seat even as Devin put his phone away from texting Sienna.

      “I know this is hard for you, sugar,” he told her. “But we’d really like you to relax and enjoy the evening.”

      “I promise, I’ll try. It’s just so hard to leave them behind for a whole night. I feel like I should include them in anything I’m doing nowadays.”

      “While I agree with that in most situations,” Damon added, “There are a few where infants are not particularly welcome, and a bar is one of them.”

      “You’re right, I know.” She grew quiet for a few minutes, then said, “I’m sorry, guys. I know you’re being so patient with me while I adjust to motherhood. I feel like I’m failing miserably.”

      “Why?” Devin asked. “We have two beautiful babies who are happy and healthy. I’d say you’re the epitome of success.”

      “Am I, though? Caleb won’t take breast milk from the breast anymore because he likes the bottle, and Noelle still isn’t sleeping through the night.”

      “Normal,” Damon said shortly. “All normal.”

      “Because you’re such an expert?” she snapped before blushing, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to be so bitchy. I just don’t really know what’s normal for wolf babies.”

      “Shifter babies are the same as human babies at this stage in their lives. They grow faster in the womb, but once they’re born, everything else is basically the same until puberty. You’re doing great as a mother. I’m proud to be your husband and co-parent.” Devin told her, reaching forward from the backseat to put his hand over hers. She immediately turned it palm side up and linked their fingers, smiling back at him.

      “Thank you. That means a lot.”

      “For just a couple of hours, we need to only think about being a married trio, not about being parents. I’m not saying forget our babies. I’m just saying, try to remember who Caroline was before she was a mama.” Damon told her. “Besides, Doc gave you the all-clear two weeks ago, and we haven’t… you know, yet.”

      “Made love?” Devin filled in.

      “I know.” Caroline blushed again and laughed. “I’m nervous about that, too. My body is a little different after carrying the twins. You might not like it as much.”

      “I guarantee I like it as much, if not more, now that I’ve seen you carrying our children.” Devin leaned around the seat and kissed the side of her neck.

      She sighed with pleasure and leaned into his mouth, making his dick ache in his jeans. Lifting his hand to her lips, she pressed a kiss to the back of it.

      “I love you, too.”

      Releasing her, Devin sat back in the seat with a smile on his face, and they fell into a
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