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      Andrew McGarry has been running the city offices of Secret Springs for a while now, ever since the mayor had to leave town in the midst of a family scandal. He's known all along that he would have to work with whoever ended up filling the role, but he's not sure what to do with construction contractor Kynan Tierney.

      Kynan hasn't been back in Secret Springs very long, but he's used to being a mover and shaker, and with all of his projects in town now, he's happy to get involved in small town politics. He knows Andrew could be a valuable resource for him if he could just convince the hot single dad to work with him instead of against him. Andrew has been running things so long he doesn't think the new mayor needs to do more than kiss babies and cut ribbons at openings, while Kynan wants to help Andrew out, both professionally and personally.

      When new information comes to light about the old first family of Secret Springs, though, Kynan and Andrew have to work together to keep the whole town from going off the rails. Can these two learn to trust each other both professionally and personally and put their pride aside to make something that lasts?
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      Andrew McGarry thought he might die.

      He’d been methodical about his pregnancy. He’d planned everything to the last detail. He knew when he wanted to have the baby, he had the nursery done, the bassinet he’d gotten from Hank held pride of place in his own bedroom, and paternity leave was lined up with the city. His friends had thrown him a shower, and he’d gone to classes with Devon, the local accoucheur, in order to have a smooth, easy birth.

      It was this whole giving-birth thing that had derailed him.

      His water had broken at work. Which, okay, people would remember that, but his temp, Penny, was trained to a treat and she could step in while he was gone. His friend Tim had driven him to the birthing center, and his folks had rushed down from Grand Junction to be there with him…

      None of that mattered twenty-three hours later.

      He was just going to die.

      “You’ve got this, honey.” Momma squeezed his fingers. “I’ve been where you are.”

      Ma snorted, his alpha parent always so elegant. “Yeah, six times. By the end, I was just catching babies as they fell out.”

      “Carole!” Momma mock-glared before she cracked up. “Andrew was the first, though, and not the easiest labor on Earth.”

      “He wasn’t as bad as Briony,” Ma added, and Andrew changed his mind—he wasn’t going to die; he was going to kill someone.

      “Hey. I can sit with him a minute if you ladies want to go get a coffee.”

      His best friend Hank stood at the doorway, smiling. He’d been in and out, and he was, surprisingly, the voice of calm reason. Soothing. Not videoing everything like he’d thought Hank would.

      “Hey, that sounds good, Moms.” He tried for a smile, but he thought it was more a baring of teeth.

      Mom laughed. “Come on, babe. He’s kicking us out of the room for now.”

      Ma snorted. “He doesn’t want war stories.”

      “He’ll be sharing them once that little boy shows up.” Momma’s eyes rolled even as they left.

      “God save me from this shit,” Andrew growled, and Hank cracked up.

      “I hear you, and I won’t remind you that you asked for it. I brought you a raspberry slushie.”

      “Oh, thank you.” He found a smile for Hank. “You will remind me, you know.”

      “That’s because I’m the only one of the musketeers smart enough to decide not to have babies,” Hank said loftily.

      “Yeah, yeah. I needed this, man.” He wanted this, enough to save and scrimp, enough to go through IVF. So he wanted this little boy enough to go through labor.

      “You can do it too. You’re close. I know it.”

      “Mmmhmm.” Nope. His boy was hiding. Never coming out. God help him!

      “Come on, Troy Daniel! Your godfather wants to see you.” Hank made with the pompom hands, and Andrew tried not to kill him.

      It would make him laugh. In like, a year.

      Right now, he wanted to stop sweating and straining and…oh. Oh, he thought something just tore. Was that bad? Where was Devon?

      “Uh. Whoa. Hold up.” Hank stuck his head out the door. “Help! Help, I need help!”

      He heard footsteps, but he hollered Hank’s name. “I need you!”

      “Okay. Okay, I’m right…”

      Another tear had him screaming, and Hank’s eyes went wide. “He’s coming!”

      “I can see that.” Hank nodded. “I’m here. If he shoots out, I’ll catch him.”

      “Thank you.” Andrew panted, trying not to laugh, which might send the baby across the room.

      Raven came running, taking in the situation with a glance. “Well now. Dev is on his way. He was with Kylie.”

      Andrew knew Kylie Leaman. She’d come in a few hours after him. “Is it time to push?”

      “Oh, yeah.” Raven got into what he thought of as Major League catcher position. “We are code red, buddy.”

      Hank came over and grabbed his hand. “I’m right here. Let’s do this.”

      God, he had good friends.

      He squeezed his eyes closed and pushed. It was time for Troy’s birthday.
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      Kynan Tierney really couldn’t believe he was back in Secret Springs full-time.

      Not just back, but involved. Really involved. Okay, he was the new mayor.

      Surveying his office, which was…spare, he had to wonder what he’d gotten himself into. Thanks to his predecessor, George White, the town hadn’t even filled the position for like, a whole term. A series of temp appointees had tried and failed to fill the post, and from what he understood, Andrew McGarry, who was the city planner, was running the show.

      And he was out on paternity leave.

      So Kynan looked at the temp filling Andrew’s shoes for the next three weeks, which was what Andrew had left of his leave. Her name was Penny, and she was a lovely, efficient, not quite middle-aged woman who had been born and raised in Secret Springs.

      “So. Fill me in. What’s the big moving-and-shaking thing right now?”

      She raised a red eyebrow. “The hotel opening the spa. The hot springs pool reno.”

      Kynan hooted, because he was into that up to his asshole. He’d made his money in construction, learning demolition in the service and making up for every building he’d blown up by building and renovating them now. He and Jack had spent months making that hotel a glorious place, and Kynan was damn proud of it.

      “Well, that’s nice to hear, isn’t it?”

      “I think so. Honestly, we’re a quiet little town, and Andrew runs everything. You will have a nice run as mayor, I think. You do have the chamber meetings—your first one is this Friday afternoon. You meet at the library.”

      “Do I have an electronic schedule?”

      She blinked. “Would you like one? We can do a Google calendar-type thing.”

      “I live by this thing.” He held up his phone. “Let’s get that set up. I would like a meeting in the mornings, though. Is it Andrew who does the budget? I’d love to keep you on as my assistant when he comes back.”

      “I—Really? I’d love that. My kids are all in school now, and the schedule here is perfect for me.” She was in the office from nine to three, which worked great for him. “And yes, Andrew does—well—everything, to be honest. He’s been running this town for years. The town council has voting powers, of course, but they trust him.”

      “Sure. I can see that.” Andrew was a local who had gone to college and then come back to Secret Springs. From what Kynan had seen of him, which was sort of peripherally at Jack’s parties, he was a solid citizen.

      Maybe a little…fussy. Precise? Bossy… He grinned. But they would work it out.

      “So you’ll stay on?”

      “I will. I’ll just stay out here?”

      The city hall had a space right in the front for a receptionist, which was manned by a high school student in vocational training, and there was totally space for Penny to make herself a nice office and cover phones. That would save the city planner a ton of time from going back and forth to deal with the front desk when it wasn’t covered.

      Look at him. Streamlining processes.

      “Sounds good. We can get you a desk to put over in this corner so you can still have the kids work their hours and have a secure space for files and such.” He strode out to the front to point it out. “I think Andrew’s office could use some new built-ins to deal with all the stuff he has to store. I know we have an archive, but he needs to be able to have a better system for that stack of stuff.” It looked like a mess. He was sure Andrew had a system, but damn, the clutter.

      “Oh, that would be nice for him to come back to.”

      “We’ll make it a project then.”

      “Sounds great! Do you need me to get bids in to have the work done?”

      Kynan scoffed. “No. I have plenty of material left over from my last job. I’ll just measure today and draw up some plans.”

      “That’s handy. Can you teach my husband?” Penny winked and chuckled. Her husband, Walt, was the town’s art teacher, moving from school to school and then teaching specialized classes in the evening. Talented, yes, but not the handiest man on earth.

      “You just call me when he needs some help, lady.” Kynan had scaled back his construction jobs out of town, so he knew he’d be going nuts in about six months…

      “I am raising three—count them, three—alphas, Mr. Mayor. Two boys and a girl. Twelve, ten, and six. Walt always needs help.”

      “Lord have mercy. Well, you holler. I can come work on the weekends most of the time.” He would love to help. He could do small work as well as large scale. In fact, he loved to build furniture.

      “Thanks. We have a houseful, but it’s a happy one. Are you finally settling into your house?”

      “I am. I have a good bit of cosmetic stuff to do, but the plumbing and electric are up to code and the structural stuff is all good.” He had found a neglected old Victorian—apparently ghostless, according to the local historian—and had been renovating it—all seven bedrooms and six baths. The thing was monstrous and wonderful, all at the same time.

      There was a sunroom that Hank, said local historian, called a conservatory. There was a floored attic with an array of junk that even Clinton’s Crapitorium had marveled at when he’d called them in to see if they wanted any of it.

      And there was a library with a secret door to what had been a gentleman’s private study.

      It was awesome.

      “It’s getting gorgeous. I love the gingerbread on the outside.” Penny beamed at him. “I can’t wait to see it when it’s done.”

      “I’ll have a huge Christmas party, and you can explore.” He would be done with it by then. His folks were tickled as hell that he’d come home to stay, and Momma and Pops were at the house a lot, cleaning and painting and gardening.

      They’d moved to a big old house with three other couples. Co-living, they called it, and the place had been divided into condos. They were traveling a lot and all, having a ball, but Kynan thought they missed having a way to do their thing.

      Hell, his mom was a baking fiend, and she was in love with his kitchen.

      “That would be amazing. So, that’s really all you have this week. What would you like to concentrate on?”

      “I think I’ll gussy up my office some, and like I said, we’ll get to measuring so we can redo Andrew’s storage for him. When was the last time the staff got coffee and doughnuts?”

      Her eyes went wide. “Uh. Maybe never?”

      “Then call the bakery and see what Dan and Matteo still have, will you? If they have enough for everyone, we’ll get that and one of those to-go boxes of coffee they do.”

      “Yes, sir!” She actually bounced, which was a great thing to see.

      This whole mayor thing seemed like it was going to be fun. Maybe he wouldn’t kill Jack for suggesting he run.

      Maybe.
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      “I can’t do this. How did you do this?” Andrew sobbed, even as he ironed a new work shirt because Troy had spit up all over his first one. “Tim, I can’t leave him!”

      “You’re leaving him with Saul. You can go at lunch and see him. He’s literally across the river and over a few blocks. You could walk it.” Tim was not being sympathetic to his plight. Asshole.

      Andrew hoped he got pregnant again. Soon. Fucker.

      “I don’t want to.”

      “Then call in and tell them you need more time. There’s a mayor now.”

      “That does not help me.” The thought of what had been going on at his office without him made him itch. Penny was a great lady, and he was sure she was running things smoothly, but Kynan Tierney was the mayor?

      Yikes.

      The man was not a bureaucrat. He was a big, hairy, broad-shouldered alpha, for fuck’s sake. Everyone knew that old joke that ended, “If you really need it, get an omega.”

      “So work out a deal where you can take him to work or something. But for now, Saul will take amazing care of him, and you will remember that you have a life outside the house. It’s extra important for you, Andrew.”

      Right. Because he was a single parent, which at least Tim left implied.

      “Fine.” He knew. This was all on him. He didn’t get to worry about going back to work like Tim had. He’d been a rebel and had a baby on his own terms. Shame on him. “I’ll talk to you later, man.”

      “You want me to bring you lunch?”

      “Nope. Bye.” He hung up. He didn’t need that shit. He needed a friend.

      He immediately got a text that just said

      
        
          
            
              
        I love you

      

      

      

      

      

      and he felt like an asshole.

      But damn it, he could just use a little support. Let him bitch and wail.

      His phone rang, and he sighed. “Hello?”

      “Are you gonna fight with Tim?” Hank. Of course.

      “Nope. I hung up on him so I wouldn’t.”

      “Okay. Do you need anything?”

      “Just for someone to let me growl.”

      “Well, here I am.”

      Hank was a good bestie. He really was.

      “I just—I just don’t want to give him to someone else. I want to be with him. He’s just a baby.”

      “I know. He’s the most perfect baby ever.”

      He grinned a little. “He is. I’m so in love with him. And it’s been nice to let work go a little.”

      “Well, if you need, I can bring Troy to see you at noon and take him home with me. The museum’s closed on Mondays.”

      “Yeah?” That was—“I mean, you know I trust Saul, but I would love that. It would just make me feel so much better.”

      “Sure. No problem. Make sure you give Saul written permission, and I’ll pick him up. We’ll have lunch together.”

      “Thanks, Hank. Um. Can you tell Tim he can come to lunch?” He had a feeling Tim would let him and Hank have alone time, but he wasn’t an asshole.

      He loved his friends.

      “Sure, buddy. I’ll let him know. Promise.”

      “Thanks. Okay, I can do this.”

      “I’ll bring grilled cheese and tomato soup. Love you.” Hank hung up before he could lose his nerve, so Andrew put his tie in his bag in case he needed it, then went to make sure he had all Troy’s stuff before he took his baby to daycare.

      He was going to manage. He was. He was brave and strong and…

      Andrew looked at his sweet baby’s face and burst into exhausted tears.

      This was going to be the worst day ever.
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      “What the hell is this?”

      Kynan looked up from his survey of the hot springs parking area, blinking at the city planner. “Excuse me?”

      “All this…stuff!” Andrew waved a hand vaguely behind him. “Someone moved all my stuff!”

      “Oh!” Kynan sat back in his chair. “Yeah, you needed some storage and shelving in there.”

      “Someone moved my things. All my papers.” The little city planner looked a little wild-eyed, dark hair mussed.

      “Yeah, Penny and her two student desk workers did it after I put in the cabinets. You like them?” He grinned, pretty proud of the walnut stain and how it matched the desk Andrew had.

      Andrew’s dark eyebrow rose, and Kynan could practically see the flames shooting from the deep brown eyes. “The shelves are fine. I’ll speak to Penny about touching my things.”

      “No. Hey, don’t do that.” He blinked, but he wasn’t gonna let Penny take the fall for this if this guy was gonna be pissy. “I told her to.”

      “Well, now you’re here and I’ll tell you what I have told everyone that comes into this office.” Andrew took a deep breath, then let it out. “Please don’t disturb my desk. I have a system, and I know where everything is, and it makes my job harder when things aren’t where they belong.”

      “Mmm.” He made the noise as noncommittal as he could because he damn well couldn’t make any promises. Kynan knew it was his solemn duty in life to make shit, and sometimes when you made shit to help make shit better, shit got lost.

      Fuck, he cracked himself up.

      “Was that an agreement?” That voice was icy cold and pissed? Damn.

      “Yes.” Not a promise, but an agreement? Sure. “Congratulations, by the way.” He hoped alluding to the baby would make the guy feel better.

      Tears gathered in those brown eyes, and Andrew whirled away from him. “Thanks.” He stomped off.

      Omega hormones. Whoa.

      That’s what his buddy Jack’s husband said happened, anyway. Chase had given birth less than a year ago, and he’d been kind of a mess.

      A hot mess though. Chase was smoking hot.

      Andrew was more…stressed.

      Poor kid. It was a shame to be a single dad, but the guy had literally paid for it to happen, so he had to have known the repercussions.

      He started reading again, but seconds later, Andrew was back at his door, face like a thundercloud. “Where are the binders for the financial reports for last year? They were on a table in my office.”

      “Well, I imagine Penny sent them to the archive.” Calm. Cool. Collected. Even if he was starting to grit his teeth.

      “Sent them…” Andrew’s lips pursed like he was smelling an onion. “Isn’t her position terminated since I’m back?”

      “No. She’s staying on as my assistant, and she’ll have that desk up front. We rearranged a few things so she could be comfortable.” He stared the guy down, or at least tried to.

      “Your assistant? That’s great, but I have to tell you, I’m back. You have one chamber meeting a month, one city council meeting a month, and besides that, you really are getting paid to kiss babies and cut ribbons on new businesses. This is not a high-work job.”

      Kynan bit back the growl that wanted to burst out. Instead he took a deep breath, then let it go. “Mmmhmm. Well, a lot of stuff is going on in Secret Springs right now. I can help keep that pinned down.” He gave Andrew what he hoped was a sunny smile and not a shark grin.

      “Yes, which is why I need the financial reports.”

      “I’ll have Penny help you.” Now go away, little man.

      “Thanks.” Andrew turned on his heel and stormed out, calling for Penny.

      “Wow.” Kynan grabbed his phone to call Jack. Chase was friends with this guy. Maybe he would have some sort of insight into how to handle the, uh, temper.

      “Yo, Mr. Mayor, how goes?” Jack sounded absolutely gleeful.

      “Well, I was having a good day until the city planner came to work.” He kept his voice low and his eye on the door, but he had a feeling Andrew was haranguing Penny. “He’s not a happy camper.”

      “No? He missing Troy already? That has to be hard as hell.”

      “I bet it is. But he seems to be peeved that we moved stuff around. And he doesn’t want me here. He basically told me to go kiss babies.” Which, you know, pissed him off.

      Jack chuckled softly. “Well, he has single-handedly been running things for a decade. I have a gorgeous baby for you to smooch…”

      “You do. Maybe I should come out for a bit, let him settle back in without me to yell at. I do worry for Penny…” He kinda hated the idea of letting her get her ass chewed.

      “She’s a big girl. She can handle it.” Jack chuckled softly. “I’m at the hotel with Chase and Elizabeth Ann. Come see me.”

      “Sounds like a plan. I’m on my way.” He checked his watch. Not time for lunch or anything, but he could bring coffee and pastry. “I’ll be there in a few.”

      “Good deal.”

      He waved to Penny on the way out, who looked incredibly subdued, and the little high schooler who was white as a sheet.

      Damn. He owed them…chocolate or something. Though if this didn’t even out over the next couple of days, he and Andrew might have to have a war. There was no reason to be mean to people who were just trying to help.

      He walked out of city hall as Tim, the library director, was heading across the walkway with a huge cup of coffee.

      “Hey, Kynan. How’s it going?”

      “Good. You headed to see Andrew?” He knew they were besties along with Hank and Saul. Tim was a hoot.

      “I am. I was mean to him this morning, and I owe him an apology.”

      “Ah. Well, keep your head down. He’s in a mood.” He waved, heading on his way. Let Tim make himself a target. He was going to go sit with Jack and plot world domination for a bit.

      “Thanks!” Tim called back, and Kynan heard him announce, “I brought coffee!”

      He chuckled, but he got it. He didn’t dare show up empty-handed at the hotel so he hit Alicia’s, which was closer than the bakery. Coffee, croissant, and bagels.

      By the time he hit the hotel, he was in a much better mood, whistling and looking forward to seeing Jack and the sprog.

      He popped into the lobby, which was a grand lady again now, and smiled at the kid behind the front desk. “Jack and Chase?”

      “Jack’s office, Mr. Kynan.”

      “Thanks!”

      Jack’s wild laughter sounded, followed by a baby’s happy coo. Oh, that was something.

      Kynan was a little jealous that his two best buddies from high school had managed to settle down before him, but they were both happy, and that was what mattered. Mark had a huge family already, and Jack was determined to follow.

      “I come bearing goodies!” He opened the door, and Elizabeth Anne came racing toward him. That baby could crawl.

      “Hello, angel!” He whisked her up, kissing her all over her face. “How’s that girl?” He danced her back to her dads.

      She patted his cheeks, jabbering at him, telling him god knew what.

      “Hey, buddy! I hear you had some drama this morning.” Chase didn’t look sorry. Asshole.

      “Andrew is back, and he’s unhappy.”

      “Mmm. You organized things.”

      “God fucking help me.”

      “Now, now. If he’d gone into your garage and organized it, what would you do?”

      “Kicked his ass. But the thing is, this is a city office, not a tool kit in my garage.” He sighed. “And I was trying to be nice.” He clearly wasn’t very good at that shit. “No, little bit. No coffee for you.”

      “He’s having a total meltdown.” Jack sighed and shook his head. “Mark called me, and Saul said Andrew almost couldn’t leave Troy there. He’s having Hank pick the baby up at noon.”

      “Oh, man. I thought he was just being a fussy nut.”

      “He probably is,” Chase said cheerfully, grabbing the bag of bagels and such. “But he’s also a single omega dad just off paternity leave.”

      “I’ll be oohm then.” Kynan wasn’t an asshole. Much. He could cut the guy slack.

      “Yeah. He’s totally used to controlling everything, and hormones are kicking his butt. Thank god for Hank.”

      “Hank has been a champ.” Jack winked at him, that evil grin as big as the one from the Grinch cartoon. “I keep bribing him with hotel tours for his ghost people.”

      “He would do nice things for Andrew without the bribes.”

      “Yeah, but this makes me feel better,” Jack said.

      “Ah, the altruism.” He took the bagel with schmear Chase handed him, still holding Lizzie in the football hold.

      “He’s an angel.” Chase rolled his eyes. “An absolute saint.”

      “He is.” Kynan snorted. “I am in the presence of greatness.” He munched his snack, his shoulders already looser. “So why did he go the, uh, single dad route if it’s so much stress?”

      Chase shrugged. “He wanted a baby. Andrew hasn’t had much luck dating, and he’s pretty damn independent.”

      Jack nodded. “He’s a good guy, Ky. He likes his own way, but he’s a solid citizen. Give him a chance.”

      “I will. He was just so bitchy, and he didn’t even appreciate all the work.”

      “He will.” Chase grinned. “Shit, you’ve seen me when people move stuff in my kitchen.”

      Kynan winced. He’d done that once when Jack had asked him to fix an electrical problem at the Merchante building where Chef Chase had his pop-up restaurant. Even though Chase had an executive chef working there now, he’d still lost his proverbial mind.

      “I’m just trying to help.”

      Chase beamed at him. “I know that. Hell, Andrew knows that, somewhere. You just need to work on your timing.”

      “I was bored, man.” How many babies could there be to kiss? Even with his friends popping them out. “Once the pool project gets moving forward, I’ll stay out of his hair more.” Then he would be out of the office all the time. “I only ran because you browbeat me.”

      Jack chortled. “I would have, but I’m pretty booked.”

      “Not to mention the fact that you’re old money. People still have a worry about that thanks to my predecessor.” Where Kynan was a working man from a blue-collar family.

      “Yeah, and Chase and I are going to be too busy.”

      He glanced at Chase, who was blushing. “You two are so wrong. I mean, honestly. How much time are you taking between kids?”

      Jack gave him a smug look. “As little as possible. My omega is hot as hell when he’s pregnant.”

      “Yeah, yeah.” Kynan bounced little Elizabeth when she burped. “You do make lovely babies.”

      “She’s perfect and sweet as sugar.” Chase beamed at him. “And she adores you, obviously.”

      “Well, I am one of her godparents.” That had…well, he still choked up to think about it. Jack had asked him, and he would take the responsibility seriously all through his life. This was his girl.

      “You are. She is lucky as hell—three alpha godfathers. This little girl is never going to have to worry.” Chase winked at him.

      “Nope. It’s like having a pack of wild wolves to protect her.” He winked, and she cooed at him as if she knew he was talking about her. Hell, she probably did. She was smart as well as beautiful.

      “Are you talking to your Uncle Kynan, lovely girl?” Chase asked. “Are you telling him about your plans for world domination?”

      Her answer was a sharp cry.

      “Oh, ho! That’s agreement if I ever heard it.” He did check her diaper, since his bagel was gone. Whoops. “Where’s her bag, guys?”

      “We set her up a crib and a changing table back here. We figure we’ll be here enough, hmm?” Chase let him into a smaller room, and sure enough, it was fully stocked. Look at them!

      “Hey, this is cool, man. This way everyone who drops in can have some space.” God knew, his friends had babies. He marveled at that a lot. Mark had always seemed indifferent to the idea, and Jack had been resistant back in high school, not wanting the pressure of carrying on the Harlan name.

      Looked liked that had changed. Speaking of, he changed Elizabeth Anne’s diaper like a pro, getting her little fleece outfit back into place. She kicked and cooed, her little blonde curls framing green eyes that came straight from Chase.

      “You are a sweet baby, aren’t you?”

      She blew a bubble.

      “Yeah. I bet the next one will be a demon from you know where.” He kissed her little nose. “And upsy-daisy.”

      She made a soft, curious little sound, waving hard, and he turned to look to see which of her dads were there behind him, finding nothing but air.

      Kynan blinked. “Okay, now, don’t be freaking me out, little one.” He knew Hank believed there were ghosts in the building, and Chase swore there had been one clear as day when he’d fallen down the stairs while he was pregnant.

      But Kynan was a little less of a believer. He took Elizabeth Anne back to her dads. “So what’s your plan for the day, guys?”

      “I intend to go over the blueprints for the gift shop. Want to help me with the details? Chase has to write menus for a couple of weddings in Telluride in June. Ryan’s getting himself quite a name.”

      “That’s too cool.” He knew Ryan had come up with the idea of partnering with Whips and Cupcakes to offer a package deal. A meal and a cake. Everyone in Secret Springs would benefit from that, and they had a great event space at the hotel now. “Sure. I’ll just text Penny and let her know. I can take you guys to lunch then. Señor Dragon’s?”

      “Hell yes!” Jack was always ready for southwestern egg rolls.

      Chase chuckled. “I’ll call and make sure what’s on the buffet today.”

      “Cool.” That was a way better day than sitting in the office anyway. Andrew could have the rest of his first day back without the big mean boss in the place.

      Elizabeth Anne hooted and gave him a clumsy, happy kiss before wiggling to get down.

      He put her back on the floor and let her scoot around, and he noticed Jack was keeping a hawklike eye on her. “Okay, I’m going to the kitchen to meet with Ryan. Holler if you need me, babe,” Chase said.

      “We got this.” Jack gave him a broad wink. “Surely two of us can keep up with her.”

      “Well, she is a little girl.” Chase winked. “That might be enough to take down two alphas. Just call.”

      She frowned as Chase left, climbing up Jack’s legs, holding on. “Da?”

      “Hello, baby girl. Your daddy is going to see Ryan. He’ll be back.” Jack lifted her up to kiss her.

      “Down!” she demanded, and Jack put her down, on her feet.

      She held onto Jack’s pants, then looked at Kynan, holding one hand out of him. He knelt down, holding his hands out to her. “Well, come here then.”

      And she toddled right to him, almost falling, then swaying, then getting there in a rush.

      He stared up at Jack, absolutely shocked. “Chase is going to kill me.”

      “Yep.” Jack grinned. “Let me call him back. Dance with her a minute.” Jack called Chase. “Get back here a second, baby. Trust me. Just do it.”

      “Do you think she’ll do it again?” Kynan asked.

      “For her dad? Yeah.”

      Jack stopped Chase at the door. “Okay, Kynan. Put her down.”

      He eased her down to her feet, praying she was going to go to Chase.

      “Da!” Elizabeth Anne bounced a few moments, hanging on him, then she took off toward Chase as fast as her little legs could take her.

      “Oh my god!” Chase caught her up, spinning her around. “My amazing girl!”

      She squealed, her crazy laugh so happy. And Chase was just ecstatic, laughing along with her.

      Jack was taking pictures like a fiend.

      “Did you see, Jack? Did you see her go?” Chase was all smiles.

      “I did. She walked to Kynan, babe, and I knew you’d be crazy if you missed her first steps.” Jack chortled. “She’s gonna be an athlete.”

      “She’s amazing. She’s just amazing!”

      “I’m tickled, guys. She was trying to go after you, Chase.”

      “She totally was,” Jack agreed. “She could only make it to Ky, but she was determined.”

      “Did you want to make menus with me and Ryan, baby girl?”

      “Da!”

      “Okay. I’ll take her with me for a bit.”

      “Sucker,” Jack teased.

      “For her or for you?”

      “Both.” Jack got up to go kiss Chase, looking so happy he could bust.

      Kynan was so damn glad for his friend, but he had to admit, all this domestic bliss gave him a little pang right in his alpha feels.

      Still, he wasn’t the most settling-down-with-babies kind, right? He almost snorted at himself. Right. He’d come home, started a business, bought a house, and was the goddamn mayor. All he needed was a dog.

      He
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