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      After a devastating fire, Caroline Trainor is left homeless and feeling hopeless. Her entire life is gone, but to her surprise, she’s far from alone.

      Devin and Damon Gray have spent their entire lives leading their Wolf Pack as well as their Firehouse. They know how to manage people, but managing a mate is an entirely different subject.

      From moment one, Caroline feels a connection to the twins, but she doesn’t want to lose her own identity. Struggling with unresolved pain from her past, she has no desire to become their house-wolf—until another wolf pack’s alpha threatens their lives and relationship.

    

  


  
    
      For my Mom who has read countless pieces that I have written over the years and continued to encourage me to reach for my dreams.

      For my Dad who has always been my rock of stability, and the hand that picks me up when I fall.

      For my Sister who is my rough draft editor, best friend, and fellow romantic.

      For my Brother who keeps me laughing and reminds me that success isn’t always tangible.

      For my Husband who is my knight in shining armor. You will always be my favorite hero.

      And for my children who remind me that life is short, and you must grab it with both hands.

      I hope to always Live, Laugh, and Love like today is my only chance.

      Always~Lori
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      Sweat trickled down her brow and into her eyes as Caroline belly crawled down the hallway as fast as her burning lungs would allow. The acrid smell of smoke made her nose run, as stinging tears spilled down her cheeks. Molly and Tyler were in the apartment down the hall from hers, and she had to get to them, had to help them. Giving up was not an option.

      Minutes before, when the smoke alarm in her apartment went off, Caroline nearly jumped out of her skin. She couldn’t smell the smoke until she opened her apartment door and found the hallway outside filled with a thick black fog of it. Her mind flashed immediately to a smiling Tyler, who had been playing in the hallway just a couple of hours ago with a baseball and glove, waiting for her to come home from work so that he could show her that he lost another tooth. She had laughed and hugged him while she walked him to his apartment door, and waved a quick hello to his mom, Molly. Molly had invited her into the apartment for dinner, but after a twelve-hour shift at the hospital, Caroline just craved quiet.

      Unloading her work bag, purse, and jacket just inside her apartment door, she’d stripped her clothes off for a hot shower, only stopping on the way to snag a bottle of wine and a glass from her tiny kitchen. After scalding away the tension in her muscles, and downing a full glass of wine, she slipped on her comfiest yoga pants and settled onto the couch to watch her favorite Thursday-night TV programs.

      Roughly sixty minutes later as she crawled for all she was worth, all she could think about was Tyler and Molly trapped in their apartment and scared, or worse. She could barely focus with the screaming sound of the fire alarms in the apartment building’s hallway, but her gut told her that Molly wouldn’t have chanced the thick smoke, and would have directed Tyler to the windows of the apartment to scream for help instead. Caroline knew that they had to get out of this building as fast as possible. Having been built in the early 1960s, the building was barely livable, and wouldn’t survive a fire that produced this much heavy smoke. When the structure came down, she was determined that she would be safely out with Molly and Tyler.

      As she pushed open their apartment door, she gasped in the fresher air, and heard Molly screaming for help to her left. She was able to get up to her knees and call back to them.

      “Tyler? Molly? We have to get out of the building, come to the door, and I’ll help you out! Hurry!”

      “I’m scared, Caro!” Tyler’s voice came out raspy, and his breathing was wheezy, but she was able to see him about ten feet from her, curled up on the floor with Molly’s arms around him.

      “No, Caroline! The fire department will come and get us. We can’t take Tyler through the smoke. Shut the door to keep it out of here.” Molly was in pure panic mode.

      Caroline groaned in frustration. She understood Molly’s fears. Tyler had asthma and had to take daily breathing treatments to keep from having asthma attacks. Smoke like this was especially dangerous for him, but Caroline knew she was right about this situation.

      “Molly, the fire department won’t get here in time. Tyler pull your flannel shirt off and tie it around your face like a cowboy’s bandana. That will help you keep the smoke out, and when we get outside, we will get you some medicine. Molly grab a towel or something to cover your face, now. We are leaving this building together, right now.”

      Caroline began herding the two out the apartment door when she heard the first creak and groan of the building. Her heart leapt into her chest, and she tensed all her muscles, bracing for the impact that she was sure was coming, but the ceiling stayed above her, and the floor held beneath her, so she put her hand on Molly’s butt and gave her a firm push out the door of the apartment.

      “Hurry up!” she screamed as loudly as her raw lungs could take.

      They all began moving down the hallway, crawling along on their hands and knees, because the only breathable air was next to the floor. The smoke was growing thicker and for the first time, Caroline began to doubt her ability to get them all out of there alive. She could feel the rough fibers of the commercial-grade carpet rubbing her elbows and legs raw. There was heat now, but she still couldn’t see flames. Despite the high temperature, Caroline’s skin crawled with goose bumps at the thought of a death by fire. Another surge of energy burst through her, and she pulled up alongside her two charges, urging them to move faster. She could hear Tyler’s gasping breaths, and the fear that rolled off of Molly was almost tangible.

      They made it down the first half of the stairs to the landing, and the air cleared slightly. Caroline could see the late evening sunlight at the bottom of the second set of steps filling the foyer of the building. She knew that help had to be just outside the glass doors. Suddenly, Tyler collapsed in front of her. She watched in horror as Molly stopped next to her son, coughing and choking on the poisonous air. She looked at Caroline and seemed unsure what she should do. Following her instincts, Caroline reached for her, and with a hard shove she pushed Molly down the last several steps, so that she wouldn’t have to decide. Somehow Caroline managed to lift Tyler’s body into her arms, and tumble the last few steps herself, holding him as close to her as she could.

      She lay there with Tyler on top of her, staring bleary-eyed at the ceiling or what would have been the ceiling if she could have seen through the waves of dark smoke. Just as her world stopped spinning, she felt strong hands grasp Tyler, and pull him from her, while another set of hands held her under her arms, and quickly pulled her from the floor up against a huge muscular chest. Unbelievably, she could smell him through his fireman’s suit, and the smoke. Her heart flipped over, and her head spun.

      His arms gripped her tighter, and she smiled to herself, thinking, Wow, isn’t he a fantasy waiting to happen? And then she passed out.
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      Shit. Damon looked down at the scrap of a woman he held in his arms. She’d just gone completely limp, and any second this building was coming down. He had to move fast. The other two people had been taken out of the building already, and she was the last one unaccounted for. For just a millisecond he hesitated, stunned by his reaction to her. He had to mentally shake himself to clear the lust burning in his brain, and the smell of smoke stung his nose reminding him of where he was.

      Turning quickly, he leapt forward, and just as his body reached the glass front door of the building, he felt and heard the groan of steel and creak of wood. The pressure of the collapse pushed him and his unconscious bundle out through the doorway, landing them about twelve feet down the sidewalk. The heat that blasted up his back brought tears to his eyes and knocked all the oxygen from his body. His lungs seemed to collapse into themselves, and the muscles in his shoulder where he had taken the brunt of the landing trying to protect her, were screaming at him.

      In slow motion he rolled to the side to see if the woman was still alive under him. His heart jumped for joy when he saw her breasts rise and fall. They rose above her tank top, glorious swells of femininity that just looked like they needed to be set free. Someone helped to lift him to his feet, and he saw the EMTs putting her onto a stretcher as they pressed an oxygen mask to her face. They wheeled her quickly to a waiting ambulance, and she was gone.

      Please, Please. Let her be okay, I can’t lose her now.

      “What the hell was that?” the sharp voice at his side was angry and confused.

      Damon glanced toward his brother’s dumbfounded stare. He realized that his twin had heard every word Damon was thinking as usual and didn’t understand it one bit. Devin was almost his mirror image, and the only other person who shared all his quirks and vices. How could he explain to Devin what had just happened to him in those few seconds when he didn’t completely understand it?

      Bending over with his hands on his knees, trying to catch his breath, Damon did the only thing he could do.

      She’s my mate, he thought. He heard Devin’s sharp intake of breath before they both headed for the hospital to find her.
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      “Are you sure, Damon? I mean there was a lot going on, and maybe all the smoke went to your brain.” Devin had spent the last two hours pacing the waiting room at the hospital, trying to convince Damon that he had lost his mind, and needed to go home and forget about this woman. Nothing seemed to work, and Damon wasn’t budging from the hard, plastic chair he sat on.

      “Devin, I know you’re the Alpha, but I’m asking you not to doubt my instincts. I need to see her; talk to her. She’s my mate, and I felt it to the bone as soon as I got near her. What am I going to do now?” Damon looked so pained that Devin almost laughed.

      “I guess you’re just going to have to waltz into her hospital room and tell this tiny hero that you’re a werewolf, and she smells yummy. After which we can follow it up with a visit from her new Alpha brother-in-law, and I will welcome her to the pack.” Devin laughed so hard at the image that he had to sit down.

      Damon just grimaced and slumped over with his elbows on his knees, his hands tangled in his thick black hair. He knew how crazy this whole thing sounded, but he wasn’t letting her get away from him now that he had found her.

      He’d already been through the emergency room himself to get checked out, because the fire chief wouldn’t take his word for it that he was fine after that rough landing back at the scene. As a werewolf, his body healed incredibly fast, and by the time he was released, his pains had gone. The doctor that saw him reminded him how lucky he was that he made it out of the building at all—like he didn’t already know it.

      According to Devin, the decision had been made to just let the fire burn itself out, so there were only ashes left of the building now. Thankfully everyone that was inside before the fire was accounted for, and had escaped serious injury. Only the last three people pulled out needed to go to the hospital to get looked at.

      His mind flashed back to the moment that he saw the first woman rolling down the stairs as he and the other guys were going back into the building to search one last time. As they reached the first one, a second woman had bounced down the steps to the floor, but she had held the small child, who was obviously out cold in her arms. For that couple of seconds the team’s plan to rescue the victims seemed to be working perfectly. They had found them, and they were alive, but then he had picked her up.

      Damon came back to the present with the scent of his mate still filling his nostrils. It seemed to simmer in his brain, making everything but being near her seem unimportant. Just then a doctor came into the waiting room and stopped in front of the men.

      “Are you the family of Caroline Trainor?” he asked in a soft voice.

      “No—” Devin started.

      “Yes!” Damon jumped to his feet, determined to get information from this doctor no matter what lies he had to tell him.

      The doctor hesitated, looking from one man to the other. “Are you her husband?”

      “Not exactly, ummm, I mean, uhhh…” Damon wasn’t sure where he was going with this, but he knew that he had to see his woman.

      “What he means is that they are engaged, but not married yet.” Leave it to Devin to come to the rescue, and give him the right words. The brothers locked eyes and shared a silent agreement to get what they were here for. Damon breathed a sigh of relief as the doctor nodded and continued.

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize that Caroline was engaged. I’m Dr. Lou Jackson.” The doctor shook hands with both of the men. “I’m the doctor assigned to her. Caroline has some smoke inhalation, but is otherwise fine. She will have bruises because of the fall down the steps, but we couldn’t find any other injuries. She hasn’t regained consciousness, although we expect her to anytime. I’m absolutely amazed that a woman her size was able to help two people out of that fire without more injury.” He stood still, shaking his head with a slight smile on his face, until he realized that the men in front of him were impatiently waiting. “Would you like to go back and see her now?”

      Devin and Damon followed the doctor down the sterile hospital hallway. Damon could hear his brother in his mind as they walked.

      What if you’re losing it, little brother?

      Just wait! She will feel the need to mate when she sees me. And then we can take her home, and I will claim her as soon as possible.

      Damon had never really seen either one of them settling down. He had always pictured them as forever bachelors, loving the ladies and enjoying their freedom together. They liked the setup that they had. Devin was the Alpha of the pack, and was capable of facing any danger with Damon as his second. They were surrounded by their closest friends and pack members at the firehouse, and the rest were a few miles outside of town at the den. They worked hard, and played harder, so how was a mate going to fit into his world?

      Nuts. Taking a mate at this stage in your life is nuts, Damon.

      Damon threw a backward glare at him over his shoulder at Devin’s input. Devin just smiled, acknowledging that his brother meant no disrespect. Damon knew that, if asked, Devin would do everything in his power to help him, and to make her transition to wolf easier.

      As they reached the doorway of a room, the doctor slipped the chart in his hands into the file holder on the door and said, “Be patient. Your fiancée has been through quite an ordeal and may need some time to readjust. We’re going to keep her here overnight for observation, and then we will let her go home.” He stumbled for a moment like he just couldn’t find the right words. She didn’t have a home after the fire had destroyed the apartment building. “I mean, well, we will discharge her tomorrow.”

      Damon nodded at him in silent understanding and shook his hand again. “Don’t worry. I will take care of her.”

      Turning away as the doctor walked away back down the hallway, he reached for the door handle, but Devin stopped him with a hand on his shoulder.

      “You know that if she IS your mate, there is no turning back?” Devin stared into his identical twin’s eyes, and took a breath. Whatever he saw made him drop his hand, and shrug. Damon hoped that meant he understood his need to go to his mate, and then together the brothers pushed through the door and past a privacy curtain.

      His eyes burned as he stared at her lying in the hospital bed surrounded by machines that beeped out her heartbeat and pushed air into her nose. All the breath left his lungs for the third time that night, and he froze.

      She was stunning. Her soft mahogany-colored hair was thick and wavy, but was currently pulled up in a terrible ponytail on top of her head. Her skin was a golden-caramel color, but currently much paler than it should be, making the faint freckles that dotted the bridge of her tiny nose that much more prominent. Her face was a heart shape that ended in a soft point at her chin, and her eyebrows were perfectly sculpted arches above her mile-long eyelashes. Her lips were slightly too large to balance her other features, but damn they sure were a pretty soft-pink color, and just begged to be kissed.

      Perfect was the word that came to Damon’s mind as he ate up the vision of his destiny. She was about five foot four and considering he had already held her in his arms he knew she couldn’t weigh in at more than 115 pounds. She had felt curvy in his arms, and her breasts were fairly large on her petite frame. Her hands were small, but her fingers were long and feminine. He frowned when he saw her finger nails, because where they were probably once delicately manicured, now they were chipped, broken, and had soot underneath them.

      Reality rushed through his brain like ice water. His woman had almost given her life to save a neighbor and her six-year-old son from a burning building. Damon felt pride fill his chest that this angel could be his true mate. He wanted to scoop her up in his arms and shake her until she told him why she had risked her life, and then kiss her until she promised to never do something so dangerous again.

      Damon turned around, realizing his brother hadn’t said anything since they came into the room. He found Devin standing in the doorway looking like he had seen a ghost.

      She’s my mate, too.

      Damon growled under his breath as he heard the thought from Devin clear as day in his mind. “What?”

      “I don’t understand it either, Damon, but she’s my mate. I smell her, and feel her here,” he whispered, and then Devin put his hand on his chest over his heart. “She was born for us, and she will accept both of us as her mates.”

      “That can’t be! What are you talking about? I don’t want to share my mate.” Damon’s mind raced as he struggled to grasp what was happening. He knew that twins were a special case when it came to werewolves and mating. More often than not they would end up with one mate for the pair of them, but now that Damon had found her, he just didn’t particularly want to have to share her. Not even with his Alpha twin brother!

      His wolf came angrily to the surface, and he could feel his claws just under his human skin aching to break free and tear his brother’s tongue out for even daring to look at his woman. And then he saw the connection. It was in Devin’s face and in the tension in his muscles. Damon accepted it in that moment. He accepted that his Alpha brother also had a claim on this woman, but he sure as hell didn’t know how they were going to make Caroline accept it.

      The beautiful woman in question suddenly took a deep breath, moaning loudly, before opening her eyes. The blank stare of her soft chocolate-brown eyes told the brothers that she hadn’t yet completely become aware of her surroundings, so they waited silently as she got her bearings. Damon stood as still as possible, staring at his mate with a powerful need to protect and comfort her. He could sense Devin just behind him to his left, tense and on edge as his wolf fought to come forward and claim its mate.

      When she focused in on Damon, a small wrinkle appeared between her brows, and questions filled her eyes. He could sense her disorientation, and wanted her to read the answers in his eyes, but being human and not wolf, this was an unrealistic hope. Her intense gaze ate him up. Slowly her eyes drifted down from his dark hair past his muscular chest, lean hips, and all the way to his booted feet and back up to meet his dark, ivy-green eyes. His wolf growled in his head at the interest he saw in her eyes when they met his.

      “Hey, beautiful, I’m glad to see you’re awake.” He smiled his most charming smile, flashing the dimple in his right cheek at her, and moved closer to her side. He just barely kept from reaching out to touch her or hold her hand, but somehow he just knew that his woman wouldn’t appreciate it just yet.
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      Caroline was so confused. This wasn’t her apartment, and it wasn’t the hospital staff room, so where was she? She tried to focus in on her surroundings only to have her stomach tighten when she saw the stranger next to her.

      “Who…who are you?” She winced at the pain in her throat and the rough sound of her voice as she tried to scoot higher in the bed. Her muscles fought against her as she moved slowly. She felt like she had been bulldozed by a truck, and her vision blurred for just a moment.

      Before the man next to her could respond, a movement at the door caught her attention. She jumped a little bit when a mirror image of the man on her left, moved up to her right and leaned in closer as if to hold her hand. She saw him take a deep breath in. Was he smelling her? He must like my perfume, she thought in confusion. She felt very small with the two large men standing over her bed. She assessed the two of them, her eyes jumping between them for a quick moment. They were tall, and they were built well. Damn were they ever built well. The one on her left had a deep dimple on his right cheek, and the one on her right had a deep dimple on his left cheek. Other than that, they were carbon copies of each other. Surely, she was dreaming them up.

      “Shhhhh. Don’t try to talk too much. You’ve had quite a day, and that throat has to be sore from all the smoke you swallowed,” the second guy crooned softly to her. “We damn near lost you today, and we just can’t figure out what were you thinking sticking around in that apartment.”

      Caroline closed her eyes as she remembered everything that had happened. The fire, the sounds, and smells raced through her brain, and her heart jumped into her throat. Her eyes popped wide open, and she gasped out loud, “Tyler? Molly? Are they okay? I have to see them.”

      Surprised by her outburst, the two men looked at each other, and seemed to be silently communicating before interrupting her panic.

      “I’m guessing they would be the two lucky ones that you helped rescue today. They are absolutely fine, sugar, and are quietly resting in a hospital room a floor down from us in the pediatric unit. Apparently, mama bear wasn’t willing to be in a separate hospital room from her cub. The little guy—Tyler—he had a struggle coming out of an asthma attack, but they have him stable now. He should be okay.” Guy number two spoke softly to her. His voice was a soft caress and calmed her jumpiness immediately. He spoke to her as if he knew her intimately, but Caroline knew she had never seen these men in her life.

      She damn well would have remembered them if she had. Working in a hospital as a nurse meant seeing all kinds of people, and occasionally patients formed an attachment to their nurse. She had been caught off guard by many people stopping her at Walmart, or the gas station hoping she would remember them from when they were patients. It was an inevitable part of her career.

      To the best of her knowledge, she had never ever nursed any men that were built like Adonis, and as dark as Lucifer. Not to mention there was no way she would have forgotten those killer dimples that kept flashing as though they were waiting for her to do something special.

      She closed her eyes, and took a couple of minutes to gather herself as the men continued to stare at her. The one on her left, guy number one, began to caress her hand softly as if she were a frightened animal.

      “Who are you guys, and as much as I’m enjoying the company, why are you in my hospital room?” she finally asked, although she didn’t really want to know because it might mean the end of the gentle touching. It had been years since she had last felt a man’s soft caress, and she remembered now why she liked it.

      “Well, beautiful, I’m the man that carried you from a burning building today. I’m Damon, and this is my twin brother.” Guy number one seemed to be trying very hard to keep their interaction casual, but she sensed something more in the tightness of his muscles. It was almost like he was struggling very hard to resist something. He gripped her hand just a little tighter, but his fingers never stopped their lazy circles over her palm. The friction of his callused fingertips almost made her moan, and she blushed lightly when her mind wandered to what those fingers tips would feel like in other more intimate places.

      She remained quiet, thinking about his huge arms holding her tightly at the apartment building when he scooped her up, and a sudden delicious heat filled her belly. Her insides quivered, and something inside of her ached to reach out, and grasp him by the hair so that she could just devour him whole. What would he taste like? She closed her eyes again, trying to get her mind to slow down, and process his words without the effects of his closeness. She opened her eyes and looked back at Damon closely. His name seemed to suit him, and she had to bite her tongue to stop herself from whispering it back to him. He was such a large man, and though Caroline had always been small, she had never felt so dainty as she did now staring up at him from her hospital bed. His emerald eyes flashed and filled with heat as his lips curved up in an arrogant grin. She could see his nostrils flare, and she felt her pussy weep with joy into her panties at that sinful smile. Oh, God, I’m horny after a near-death experience, she thought to herself.

      “Hey, I’m Devin, and I’m hoping that you won’t ask us to leave, sugar.” The second godlike specimen reached up, and brushed a lock of her hair from her forehead, petting her hair like a small child. “You still look a little pale. Do you need us to get the nurse for you?”

      “No, I’m fine. I’m just really foggy. I think I need a drink of water though. My throat feels like someone rubbed it with sandpaper.” She scooted up and used the buttons on the hospital bed to raise the back so that she was sitting up more than reclining. It made her feel just a little bit more confident as she stared down these sexy brothers.

      Both men reached for the pitcher of ice water left on the hospital cart. Damon held the cup as Devin poured the water, and they both waited with bated breath when she leaned forward to sip from the straw. Her eyes widened when she heard what she thought was growling coming from both of them as her lips went around the straw and sucked hard, but the cold water felt glorious to her parched throat, and drove all other thoughts from her brain for a moment. She closed her eyes and gently leaned back on the pillow with a large sigh. Opening just one eye a crack, she peered at the two of them leaning over her.

      “How long do I have to stay here?” she asked them impatiently.

      “The doctor said you could go home tomorrow,” Damon said quietly. “But Caroline, the building is gone.”

      Tears were falling from her eyes before she even processed his actual words. The realization that she had no home hit her. Everything she owned was gone! She thought of her photo albums that contained the only pictures of her parents she had kept after they died, and the embroidered bed pillow that her grandmother had made. She thought of all the things that weren’t just things to her, but were gone forever. How was she going to start over? She had barely been surviving, and now she had nothing.

      She felt strong arms reach for her, and pull her up from the bed. One of the brothers settled in behind her with her leaning back against his chest, just holding her as she sobbed, while the other shushed her by stroking her hip and back trying to help soothe her. There was nothing sexual in the motions, and yet her skin burned under their soft touches. She wasn’t used to such affectionate concern for her, and it made the pain in her chest that much more raw. She cried until she had no more tears in her, and her head hurt from the emotional exertion. Then she got irritated with herself.

      Caroline Trainor was not a crier. Even when her parents died on September 11th, she spent the next several months stoically focused on what steps she needed to take to clean up what she could of the lives they left behind. She spent weeks arguing with bill collectors about whether or not her parents were actually dead, because she didn’t have their bodies to prove it. They had worked on the ninety-fifth floor of the North Tower in the World Trade Center for an insurance company. Every day they shared a cab to work, and had spent their lunch hour together for more than twenty years. The first hijacked plane crashed into their floor, and Caroline knew almost immediately that they were dead, even before the towers actually fell. She just felt their loss deep down to her core, like they took the light out of her soul with them. Almost eleven years later, Caroline still didn’t have any bodies to prove their deaths, and she would never have them, but she did have bills as proof that they once existed.

      She mentally shook herself when she realized
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