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Caroline and Wolf had a wild start to their relationship…plane hijacking, kidnapping, attempted drowning, and a terrorist plot foiled. Now things have calmed down and a wedding is in the works for the couple. By enlisting the help of Wolf’s teammate, Cookie, Caroline is immersed in plans for her dream wedding.
 
    
 
   Of course, with their luck, things can never go off without a hitch.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   Caroline opened the door to Aces Bar and Grill and looked around for Matthew. Seeing him sitting at their usual table with his entire SEAL team as well as Fiona and Alabama, Caroline headed that way. 
 
   Waving at their usual waitress, Jess, as she passed, Caroline pushed her way through the crowd to her man. The bar seemed unusually crowded tonight, but as usual, Matthew didn’t wait for her to get to him. Caroline smiled as Matthew made his way to her. It was almost annoying how the crowd seemed to part in front of him magically, but Caroline couldn’t blame the patrons. Matthew was an imposing force. 
 
   Caroline analyzed her man as he came toward her. He was tall, around six foot three and had the look of a man that didn’t take any shit. Matthew was wearing jeans and a short sleeve T-shirt that was just big enough to give him room to move, but didn’t have any extra material either. Caroline could see his arms bulging as he moved. She stopped and let Matthew come to her. She’d never get over how lucky she was that somehow this man, this wonderfully handsome, sexy, brave, intense man, was with her. 
 
   “Hey, Ice. Missed you.”
 
   Caroline smiled. “We saw each other two hours ago.”
 
   “I know, as I said. I missed you.” Matthew “Wolf” Steel put his hand on the side of Caroline’s face and leaned into her. 
 
   “I missed you too,” Caroline admitted huskily. She loved Matthew’s hands on her. He always made her feel so cherished. 
 
   Wolf captured Caroline’s lips with his. Not caring they were standing in the middle of a bar and were being jostled by people passing them, Wolf showed Caroline just how much he’d missed her. 
 
   Caroline’s arms came up to clasp Matthew at the back of his head and she lost herself in his kiss. She could feel her bodying softening and readying itself for his loving, but luckily, before she did something that would embarrass herself so much she’d never be able to step foot in Aces again, Matthew pulled his head back.
 
   “God, Ice. You’re amazing. Come on.” Wolf let go of Caroline’s face and grabbed one of her hands that had crept around to rest on his chest. “I ordered for you, everyone else is here.”
 
   “Hi guys!”
 
   “Hey!”
 
   “Hi, Caroline.”
 
   “Yo, Ice.”
 
   The greetings were heartfelt and sincere. Caroline had never felt so lucky. Not only had she gained a wonderful man when she moved in with Matthew, but she’d gained his teammates as brothers. Now that Christopher had found Alabama and Hunter had married Fiona, she also had some sisters and best friends too. 
 
   Matthew settled Caroline into a chair next to him, and they both sat. 
 
   “What took you so long?” Fiona complained to Caroline, smiling to take the sting out of her words. 
 
   “We were having a breakthrough at work. There was this compound that we’ve been testing for-freaking-ever and we finally figured out how to…”
 
   Wolf put his hand over Caroline’s mouth and stopped her words. “You’re off the clock, Ice. No shop-talk tonight. We’re here to relax, not to hear about your chemist stuff.”
 
   Everyone laughed. 
 
   Caroline mock glared at Matthew at the same time she stuck out her tongue and licked his palm sensuously. She watched as his eyes went molten and she suddenly wished they were anywhere but there. 
 
   Wolf leaned into her, took his hand away from Caroline’s mouth and put it on her thigh. “You’ll pay for that tonight, Ice.”
 
   Caroline could feel the goose bumps that rose on her flesh at the feel of his words against her ear. “I’m counting on it, Matthew.”
 
   Wolf kissed Caroline on the temple and straightened, not moving his hand from her leg. He was the luckiest son of a bitch in the world. He’d never forget how scared he’d been when he watched the video of Caroline being tortured. He’d never forget how he’d held his breath praying he wouldn’t have to watch her execution. The terrorists had hoped sending the tape would make the SEAL team lose their cool, but they were too well trained for that. If anything, it had solidified their determination to get Caroline back alive and to take the terrorists down.
 
   Wolf knew he owed Cookie a debt greater than the man would ever know. Cookie had tried to tell Wolf the debt was paid when they had to cut short a mission to get back to the States and to Cookie’s woman, Fiona, when she was in trouble, but Wolf knew he’d never feel the debt would ever be paid in full. 
 
   Hunter “Cookie” Knox had been the one who kept Caroline alive when she’d been thrown overboard in the ocean. He’d been the one that had held the life-saving oxygen to her face and swam them away from the terrorist boat moments before it had blown up. 
 
   Wolf didn’t begrudge Caroline the close friendship she had with Cookie. And the two were close. While Wolf was a possessive man, he couldn’t bring himself to care in this case. In any other situation if a man dared to touch Caroline, Wolf would be all over him, but not Cookie. 
 
   There was only one thing about their relationship that bothered him, but Wolf knew he’d most likely never bring it up with her. It wasn’t worth the angst it would bring either Caroline or Cookie. Wolf would just have to suck it up and deal with it.
 
   Tonight was the night Wolf hoped would be the night he’d make the first step toward making Caroline his, officially. He’d asked all his friends here tonight because he was going to ask Caroline to marry him. Wolf knew how much Caroline’s friends meant to her, and he meant to surround her with as much love as he could, before he asked her to wear his ring. 
 
   “How are you doing, Fiona?” Caroline asked gently, leaning toward her friend. She’d never forget how scared she’d been for her when Fiona had experienced a flashback of her kidnapping and had fled Riverton. 
 
   “I’m good, Caroline. I’ve progressed to seeing Dr. Hancock every other week now and honestly, I’m feeling pretty good about everything. I know I’ll never truly forget what happened to me in Mexico, but anytime it gets…hard, Hunter’s there.”
 
   Caroline reached over the table and squeezed Fiona’s hand. “Good. Hunter’ll take care of you. I have no doubt.” 
 
   The two women shared a glance full of understanding. Fiona understood the relationship between her husband and Caroline, and supported it wholeheartedly.
 
   “Hey, guys! You all ready for your food now?” Their waitress stood at the side of the table. Her long black hair was pulled back into a low ponytail that cascaded down her back. 
 
   “Thanks, Jess,” Benny said, looking up at their pretty waitress. “We were just waiting on Caroline, but we’re all here now.”
 
   Jess nodded and turned and headed back to the bar, obviously to tell the cook their food could be served up. 
 
   “So, what’s the occasion?” Caroline asked, looking around the table.
 
   “Can’t we all just get together and hang out?” Sam “Mozart” Reed asked with a smirk. 
 
   “Well, yeah,” Caroline said somewhat sarcastically, “but usually when we do, you guys,” she motioned to the unattached SEALs around the table, “bring some skank with you and pretend you’re dating her instead of just feeding her before you bring her home to...”
 
   “Hey!” Faulkner “Dude” Cooper interrupted complaining. “That’s not fair. We are dating the women we bring to dinner.”
 
   “Yeah, for the night.” 
 
   The men turned in shock at the words. Alabama wasn’t one to speak her mind, but every now and then she’d lay out a zinger, as she’d just done. 
 
   Christopher “Abe” Powers leaned into his girlfriend and chuckled. “That’s my girl,” he said with affection. 
 
   “Jesus, you women are lethal,” Kason “Benny” Sawyer complained. “You bitch when we date someone, you bitch because you don’t like her, then you bitch when we break up with her.”
 
   “It’s because we care about you,” Caroline said seriously. “You all deserve better than people like Michele and Adelaide. If you’d just listen to us you’d realize we can see through those skanks in a heartbeat.”
 
   “Just because you all,” Mozart gestured around the table at his teammates with their women, “have found each other doesn’t mean the rest of us are all fired up to do the same.”
 
   “Bullshit.” Caroline said matter-of-factly. “I think you all want what we have, and that’s okay because you all deserve it. But if you continue to only look at women you meet in this bar and who only want to spend a night with a Navy SEAL, you’ll never find it. You have to open your eyes and see the other women around you. The good women. Take a look at the ones who you might never ‘see’ otherwise.”
 
   Just as Caroline finished her impassioned speech, Jess came up to the table with a tray loaded down with food.  “Hope I’m not interrupting…” she said hesitantly. 
 
   “Of course not,” Benny told her gruffly, obviously glad for the break in the conversation. 
 
   Food was passed around the table and everyone dug in. After thirty minutes of good food and good conversation, everyone was relaxed against their chairs.
 
   “So no one ever answered me. Is tonight a special occasion or what?” Caroline smiled at her friends. She didn’t really care why they were there, she was happy being around her friends. She turned to look at Matthew as he stood up from the table. His hand had been on her leg throughout dinner. Of course he hadn’t been still either. His thumb had caressed her thigh rhythmically and had Caroline squirming in her seat. 
 
   Caroline watched in surprise as Matthew went to his knees next to her chair. 
 
   “What the hell, Matthew? Get up.”
 
   Wolf swallowed hard. He shouldn’t be as nervous as he was, but he couldn’t help it. “I love you, Caroline Martin. More than anything in my life.” He took both her hands in his and brought them up to his mouth. He kissed the back of both hands before putting them back in her lap. He didn’t let go, and could feel Caroline trembling.
 
   “I love you too, Matthew, but what…”
 
   Wolf cut her off. “I’ve had great role models in my life. You know my parents are still together after forty years of marriage. I’ve seen how important it is to find the right person to spend the rest of your life with.”
 
   Caroline gasped, suddenly realizing what was happening. “Matthew…”
 
   Wolf powered on. “I’ve been in a lot of shitty places. I’ve seen horrible things. I’ve done some awful things. Deep in my heart, I know you’re too good for me, but I don’t give a shit. You make me a better person. Every day. Every single day I think to myself, ‘Would this make Caroline proud of me?’ If the answer is yes, I carry on, if it’s no, I try to analyze how else to get through the situation.”
 
   Caroline was opening crying now. “Matthew, seriously…”
 
   Wolf let go of Caroline’s hands and brought his hands up to either side of her neck. He caressed her jawbone with his thumbs and lowered his voice, so he was talking just to Caroline. “I love you, Ice. I love you with everything I am. The best day of my life was being seated next to you on that plane. I can’t imagine my life without you, and I don’t want to. I brought you here tonight to ask you to be my wife. My partner. My everything. I wanted you to be surrounded by all your friends, and my friends. I want to see my ring on your finger so every other man knows you’re taken. That you’re mine. Will you marry me, Caroline?”
 
   Sniffing, and holding on to Matthew with a death grip on his T-shirt at his side, Caroline said, “Can I talk now?”
 
   Wolf chuckled and leaned in and kissed her once, briefly, then leaned back. “Yes, Ice, you can talk, but the only word I want to hear is, ‘Yes.’”
 
   “Yes.” The word was soft, but everyone at the table could feel the emotion behind it. 
 
   Wolf tightened his hands and leaned in to seal the deal, but Caroline put a hand on his chest and stopped him. 
 
   “Yes, I’ll marry you. I’ve dreamed of this moment for a long time, but I want you to know that I’m proud of you every damn day. You could sit on your ass all day, every day, and I’ll still be proud of you. You haven’t done awful things. Other people are the ones who do the awful things, you and your team prevent those awful things from continuing to happen to good people.” 
 
   Caroline spared a glance at Fiona, and gave her a watery smile, when Fiona smiled back, Caroline turned back to Matthew. 
 
   “So yes, I’ll marry you. I love you so much. I’ll wear your ring with pride. I can’t wait to become Mrs. Caroline Steel.”
 
   Wolf crushed Caroline to him as the table erupted with cheers and words of congratulations. Jess was suddenly there with champagne for the entire table. The rest of the patrons were also cheering for them. 
 
   Caroline pulled back and amidst the chaos, looked into Matthew’s eyes and said, “I love you.”
 
   Wolf didn’t say anything, but reached into the front pocket of his jeans and pulled out a ring. He took Caroline’s left hand and kissed the base of her ring finger, before sliding his engagement ring down it. 
 
   Caroline looked down at her hand and gasped. The ring was beautiful. Her eyes immediately filled with tears again. Matthew had obviously paid attention to her taste in jewelry. She didn’t wear a lot of it, and had often complained to Matthew about how most jewelry, rings, bracelets, and necklaces, got in the way when she was trying to work. 
 
   The platinum ring was inset with an emerald cut diamond in the middle. It was surrounded by two princess cut diamonds. All the stones were mounded so they didn’t stick up at all. Caroline wouldn’t snag the ring on her clothes, or anything at work. While the ring wasn’t ostentatious, the diamonds were large. Caroline wasn’t an expert, but the middle stone had to be at least a carat and the two side diamonds weren’t too far behind it. 
 
   “Is it okay?” 
 
   Caroline could hear the worry in Matthew’s voice, and she hurried to reassure him. “It’s the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen. If you wanted to get me something that I never wanted to take off, you certainly succeeded.”
 
   “I wanted to get you something huge, that would definitely tell anyone that saw it that you’re taken, but I know you would’ve hated it.”
 
   “You know me so well, Matthew. Seriously. I fucking love you so much.”
 
   Wolf chuckled. “You can show me tonight how much.”
 
   Caroline loved the gleam in her man’s eyes. “Oh, hell yeah.”
 
   They had a healthy sex life, but somehow Caroline knew tonight would be a night like no other. 
 
   “Come on, Matthew, let her up for air. I wanna see that rock!” Fiona exclaimed, making everyone laugh. 
 
   Wolf stood up and took his seat next to Caroline again. He kept his hand on the small of her back and dipped his pinky into the dip at her backside. He felt her wiggle and knew she was well aware of him and his hand. Wolf smiled. The first part of his plan had gone off without a hitch, he just hoped the rest did as well. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Two days after she’d gotten engaged, Caroline sat across from her fiancé and glared at him. 
 
   “Matthew, it’s ridiculous to spend this much money on a wedding. Seriously, let’s just do it at Aces and be done with it.”
 
   “Ice, I want to give you the biggest wedding I can. I want everyone in the county to know you’re mine, and I want to have the biggest party I can arrange after it’s done.”
 
   “But Matthew, seriously, that’s crazy. I think everyone knows I’m ‘yours’ by the way you act. You grab me around the neck and kiss the hell out of me whenever anyone even glances my way. It was really embarrassing at the grocery store when the fifteen year old stock boy happened to catch my eye and you bent me over your arm! For God’s sake, Matthew, you’re acting crazy!”
 
   Wolf took a deep breath. “I know I am, Ice, but I want to give this to you.”
 
   “But what if I don’t want it?” Caroline watched as a muscle ticked in Matthew’s jaw. Suddenly she got it. “You need this, don’t you?”
 
   “If you don’t want it, it’s okay. We’ll go down to the justice of the peace, or we’ll go to Vegas like Cookie and Fiona did.”
 
   Caroline repeated her question, but didn’t phrase it as a question this time. “You need this.” Watching Matthew struggle with his thoughts made the decision for her. Matthew would do anything for her. All she had to say was “that’s pretty” or “that’s cool” and the next thing she knew, Matthew had bought it for her. Caroline had learned to be very careful what she said around him. She knew he’d give up the idea of a big wedding if she pushed. But it was apparent Matthew needed it. He wanted it. Caroline couldn’t deny him. 
 
   “Okay. We’ll do the big wedding thing.” Caroline knew she’d made the right decision by the look of relief that crossed Matthew’s face. 
 
   “Seriously, we can just…” He still tried to deny it.
 
   “No. We’ll do the big wedding, Matthew. But I need some help. I have no idea what I’m doing. I don’t think Fiona or Alabama do either. Hell, Fiona went to Vegas and got married in a pair of jeans,” Caroline’s voice cracked, but she continued, “I always dreamed of planning my wedding with my mom, even though a part of me knew it would be a long shot. Since they were older, I knew there’d be a chance they wouldn’t live long enough to see me get married, but I still hoped.”
 
   “Cookie.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Cookie can help you.” Wolf put his hand on Caroline’s cheek and brushed his thumb over her face tenderly.
 
   Caroline looked at Matthew as if he’d lost his mind. “What the hell does Hunter know about weddings?”
 
   Wolf took his hand off her cheek and ran it over his head. He was embarrassed, but needed to reassure Caroline. “Cookie held your life in his hands.”
 
   “What does that have to do with weddings?” Caroline’s voice softened, knowing her kidnapping and rescue was still a very tough topic with Matthew. 
 
   “He held your life in his hands. I’d do anything for Cookie. After he met Fiona, we talked a lot about our weddings. How big they’d be. How they’d be a huge party, how beautiful you and Fiona would look in your wedding dresses as you walked down the aisle toward us…”
 
   Caroline couldn’t stand it anymore, she got out of the chair she’d been sitting in and came around to Matthew. She took his hand. “Come on, let’s go sit on the couch.”
 
   They walked to the couch and Caroline pushed Matthew down and then climbed into his lap. “This is better. I love to feel your heat against me. The feel of your heartbeat against my cheek is comforting. Now, continue.”
 
   Wolf smiled. His Caroline was amazing. She knew this was hard for him, and did everything she could to make him feel more comfortable. “I was all ready to help him and Fiona plan their wedding, but Fiona told him that she couldn’t handle a big wedding. That with everything that had happened to her, she simply felt uncomfortable in big crowds and would prefer a low-key wedding. Cookie agreed immediately. I owe him.” Wolf’s words faded out, and they both knew he was reliving the awful moments where he didn’t know if Caroline was alive or not. 
 
   “I owe him, and this would be a way for him to experience a big wedding. I know he’s a guy, and he’s not your mom, and I sure as hell know it’s not normal or traditional, but he’ll do right by you, Ice. He loves you like a sister. Will you let him help you?”
 
   “Of course.” Caroline didn’t make Matthew wait for her reassurance, but she continued, “I love that you want to look after your friend and I love Cookie as if he was my blood-brother, but seriously, Matthew, I’m not all into the wedding thing. If he plans something and it turns into a three ring circus, you can’t blame me.”
 
   Wolf shifted until he could lay Caroline back on the couch and he was over her. He framed her face with his hands and leaned in close. “Ice, I couldn’t care less if Cookie brought in lion tamers and tight rope walkers. As long as at the end of it you’re mine, legally, I’ll be the happiest man on earth.”
 
   “I love you.” 
 
   “I love you too. Lift your arms. I think we need to seal this deal.”
 
   Caroline smiled up at Matthew and did as he asked. As he whipped her shirt over her head she said, “I love sealing the deal. Seal away my beautiful Navy SEAL.”
 
   She watched as Matthew rolled his eyes, but lost her train of thought when she felt Matthew’s mouth at her breast. He pulled down the cup of her bra and immediately started sucking, with no preliminaries. Caroline pressed up into Matthew and felt how much he wanted her. Oh yeah. The last thought she had for quite a while was that she would enjoy negotiating with her man if this was how it ended. 
 
   Thoughts of a wedding and Cookie were soon lost as Matthew got busy making his woman feel loved and cherished. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “How about God Bless the Broken Road, by Rascal Flatts?”
 
   Caroline put her head in her hand and leaned her elbow on the kitchen table. Matthew had called Hunter and explained how he was now their official wedding planner. Caroline didn’t think Hunter would be that thrilled, but Matthew had obviously not lied about how excited Hunter had been for his own wedding, because he was now over the moon about helping Caroline plan her wedding. 
 
   When Caroline had talked to Fiona about it, to make sure she was okay with the fact that her man would be planning Caroline’s wedding, Fiona had just laughed and said, “Good luck.” Caroline had smiled at the time, but now understood Fiona’s implied warning. 
 
   That was three days ago. Hunter had wasted no time. He’d made appointments for them to taste different kinds of cake and to try to get the menu for the buffet locked down. Hunter had planned a day for them to go shopping for a dress and had even tortured her for hours showing her flowers. 
 
   Now they were talking about the first dance song. Hunter had a whole list of songs that he wanted to run by Caroline, and it was driving her crazy. 
 
   “I love that song, Hunter,” Caroline told him honestly, “but I think it’s been way overdone.”
 
   “Okay,” Cookie immediately agreed, “what about You Say it Best When You Say Nothing At All, by Alison Kraus, or if you want something different you could go with Ozzy Osborne’s Here For You.”
 
   “Seriously, Hunter, I don’t know what I want to dance to. I don’t even know if Matthew can dance.”
 
   “Doesn’t matter, Ice. You’ll dance ‘cos that’s what you do at a wedding. Pictures have to be taken, traditions have to be followed.”
 
   “Do I have to decide right now?” Caroline continued to complain. “The wedding isn’t for another two months.”
 
   “Two months isn’t a lot of time,” Cookie admonished. “The more decisions you can make now, the better off you’ll be when the day comes.”
 
   Caroline put her head on the table and whined, “I can’t decide today.”
 
   “What about, To Make You Feel My Love, by Garth Brooks?” Cookie persisted. “It’s traditional, but since the song is older, it’s not done as much anymore.”
 
   “Okay, that’s it. I’m done with wedding crap for the day.” Caroline stood up in exasperation. 
 
   “But we have to go over the quotes for the venue and talk about what shoes you’re going to wear.”
 
   Caroline just gawked at Hunter. She didn’t say anything, but picked up her phone and dialed. 
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Hey, Fiona?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Come and get your husband.” Caroline grimaced as she heard Fiona laugh. 
 
   “Had enough?”
 
   “Yes. I can’t believe he’s this into everything. It’s just not right.” Glaring at Hunter as she spoke to his wife, Caroline continued, “I mean, seriously, he’s a big bad Navy SEAL. He can kill people by looking at them…how is it possible he’s this into weddings?”
 
   “I’ll come and get him.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “See you soon.”
 
   “The sooner the better.” Caroline hung up and crossed her arms over her chest. She watched as Hunter blushed and looked away. 
 
   “Okay, look. I admit I get carried away, but I want this to be perfect for you, Ice.”
 
   “I get that, Hunter, but you have to ease up. Seriously, if I don’t pick the right flowers or whatever, it’s not going to be the end of the world. Why are you trying to shove all of this planning into a week?”
 
   “Because if we’re called away in the middle of the planning, I don’t want anything to fall through the cracks.”
 
   Caroline’s irritation melted away at Hunter’s words. Of course. They were SEALs, at any point they could be called away on a mission and there’d be no guarantee they’d even be back for a wedding. She could totally understand why he was so gung-ho on planning it.  “Okay, I get that, I do. I’ll let you keep planning, but you have to be more reasonable about it. Work is crazy for me right now, and I can’t just blow it off to go dress shopping or look at invitation samples.”
 
   “Okay. Can we plan meetings over the weekends so we can make some of the decisions and get them done?”
 
   “Yeah, that sounds fair. I’ll give you the weekends, Hunter, but please, try to tone it down.”
 
   Cookie smiled. “Of course.”
 
   Caroline rolled her eyes, knowing he wouldn’t be able to tone it down. She only had to get through the next two months, then it would all be over and she’d be married to Matthew. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
    
 
   “Turn around, Caroline, let us see the back,” Fiona exclaimed excitedly. 
 
   Caroline obediently turned around to show her friends the back of the dress she was wearing. It was what seemed like the two thousandth dress she’d tried on that day, but her friends were relentless. It wasn’t as if Caroline even felt like it was her dress anymore. She’d heard so many “nope, that’s not it” and “not quite” remarks that she’d expected them to say the same thing about this dress. 
 
   But they hadn’t. Fiona, Alabama, and Hunter had taken one look and agreed that it was the one. It was, of course, white and strapless. It hugged her waist and then flared out at into a bell shape. There was a train, but it wasn’t obnoxiously long, thank goodness. Caroline turned and showed her friends her back. 
 
   “Oh my God. Yeah, this is it,” Alabama said breathily. 
 
   Caroline turned her head and looked at Hunter. He’d done what she’d asked and backed off during the week. But the last few weekends had been crazy. He’d dragged her from one appointment to another and, even though Caroline had begged, Fiona had refused to come. She’d told Caroline, “I refused to do this for my own wedding, I love ya, but I’m not doing it for someone else’s wedding either.” They both laughed and Caroline wasn’t upset at her friend. Fiona had been through hell, and Caroline would give her whatever she needed. 
 
   “Hunter? You’ve been quiet.” 
 
   Cookie looked from the back of the dress Caroline was wearing to Fiona. Cookie had some long discussions with his wife about his role in Caroline’s wedding, and Fiona had reassured him that she was okay with everything he was doing for their friend. He was so lucky to have Fiona in his life. Fiona understood that he and Caroline had a bond because of what happened to her in the ocean that day, and Fiona didn’t begrudge him one second of wedding planning. 
 
   To answer Caroline’s question, Cookie looked at his wife with an intense gaze. “The dress is perfect. The fact that there’s no easy way to get you out of it will frustrate and turn Wolf on all day. But he’ll know that all it’ll take is one tug and the bow will come loose. He can slowly pull out each ribbon until the dress falls around your waist.”
 
   The air seemed to crackle and Caroline inhaled sharply, knowing Hunter wasn’t really talking about her and Wolf, but instead seeing his own wife in her place.  
 
   “Time to go,” Cookie said suddenly. He stood up and grabbed Fiona’s hand. “Alabama, you can give Caroline a ride home, right? We’ve got things to do.” He practically drug Fiona out of the small shop, but stopped to give his wife a deep kiss right outside the door. 
 
   Caroline looked at Alabama. “Holy shit. Guess he liked it.”
 
   They both laughed. The look Hunter had given Fiona was hot, and the kiss even hotter. 
 
   “Come on, get out of that thing and let’s go before Hunter comes to his senses and rushes back to demand you do something else wedding related,” Alabama told Caroline with a laugh. “Besides, I think I want to go home and see how Christopher is doing. I’m sure there’s something I can help him with.”
 
   “Oh my God, you guys are nymphos!” Caroline griped good naturedly. 
 
   “As if you aren’t!” Alabama groused right back. 
 
   Caroline just smiled. Yeah, Alabama had a point. Every time she made love to Matthew it just seemed to get better and better. 
 
   “Come to think about it, we do have some free time on our hands don’t we?”
 
   The two women got Caroline out of the dress as fast as they could. Caroline made sure to put a down payment on the beautiful dress and promised to call soon to make an appointment to get it altered, even though it didn’t need too much done to it to make it perfect. 
 
   Alabama and Caroline left the shop arm in arm. “Thank you for coming with me today, Alabama,” Caroline told her friend earnestly. 
 
   “I wouldn’t have missed it.” 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “Seriously Hunter, it’s not my fault you got so turned on you had to go home and spend the rest of the day showing Fiona how much you love her.”
 
   “Be that as it may, Ice, we have to get this shit done.”
 
   Caroline didn’t feel sorry for Hunter. “No, you promised me the weekends. It’s not the weekend. It’s Friday. I have to do this shit at work. I’ll be done around four. We can do it then.”
 
   Cookie sighed. He knew he was being unreasonable, but he just wanted everything done. Once it was done, he could relax and then enjoy the wedding. “But we have to pick the food, the only time they can do it is today at one.”
 
   “Then you pick it, Hunter.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   Caroline just shook her head in exasperation, knowing Hunter couldn’t see it since she was talking to him on the phone. “Yeah, really. I don’t care what we eat. Just make sure it’s good. Make sure there’s enough for everyone. Make sure there’s a variety. There has to be something for the vegetarians, and the people who like meat, and then some chicken…whatever. Just don’t go overboard.”
 
   “Would I do that?” Cookie asked, trying to sound innocent. 
 
   “Hell yeah you would. Seriously, just pick something, Hunter.”
 
   “Okay. What about Inevitable by Anberlin?”
 
   “I’m still deciding, Hunter.”
 
   “But it’s getting closer and you haven’t picked a song yet. I’m helping.”
 
   “You aren’t helping.” Caroline could hear the smile in Hunter’s voice. 
 
   “All right for now. Ice?”
 
   “Yeah?” Caroline was ready for anything. 
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “For what?” 
 
   “For letting me help you. For giving me this.”
 
   Caroline smiled. She loved that she could give this to Hunter. She might not have her parents around anymore, but Hunter was dead-set on making her wedding perfect. He wanted to make sure she wouldn’t miss out on anything any other traditional wedding might have. She loved him for it. “You’re welcome. Now, go and find us something good to eat at the reception.”
 
   “Yes, ma’am.”
 
   Caroline clicked her phone off and put her head on her desk. For the hundredth time she wished the wedding was over, but truth be told, she loved sharing the experience with Hunter. Even as crazy as he was acting. She would’ve had no idea what to do if it was left up to her.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “You really don’t care how much Hunter is taking over the planning of our wedding?” Caroline asked Matthew seriously that night. She’d thought about it a lot and Matthew hadn’t really said much about the planning of the wedding or how much Hunter had been taking over it. 
 
   “I really don’t care.”
 
   “But you said you wanted a big wedding,” Caroline pressed. 
 
   “And I do.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “I want the big wedding, but I don’t give a fuck who plans it. I might have talked to Cookie about planning the wedding, but honestly, I wasn’t all that into doing all the work for it. I’m happy as hell that he’s getting to plan the wedding he always wanted.”
 
   “He’s driving me crazy.”
 
   Wolf smiled and pulled Caroline closer. They were sprawled in their big bed after making love. She was snuggled into his side with one leg thrown over his thighs and was resting her head on his shoulder. One arm was curled up in front of her and the other was on his chest, idly playing with his nipple. He loved it. 
 
   “I know.”
 
   Caroline lifted her head and stared at Matthew. “You know?”
 
   “Of course I know. You tell me every Sunday night how glad you are that the weekend is over. But Ice, you’re gonna be beautiful, the wedding is gonna be beautiful, my parents are gonna cry. You’re gonna cry, your friends are gonna cry, we’re gonna party all night, then I’m gonna make love to my brand new wife all night. I think Cookie drivin’ you crazy every weekend is gonna be worth it.”
 
   “You’re a jerk,” Caroline said with a laugh, obviously not meaning it. She put her head back on Matthew’s shoulder.
 
   Changing the subject a bit, she asked, “Do you have an opinion on a song for our first dance?” Caroline knew it was irritating Hunter that she hadn’t picked a song yet, but she wasn’t good at that stuff, but she knew she wanted to make the decision. At least in this one thing, she wanted to choose the song she and Matthew would dance to for the first time as man and wife.
 
   “No.”
 
   “No?”
 
   “No, I don’t care what you choose.”
 
   “But it’s our first dance.”
 
   Wolf rolled until Caroline was under him once again. He moved until his hips were in line with hers. He could feel against his hips how wet she was from their lovemaking, and Wolf immediately started getting hard again. He felt like a teenager around Caroline, and not a forty-something year old man that certainly shouldn’t be able to get it up more than once a night. 
 
   “When the time comes for our first dance, I won’t be hearing the music. I’ll be reveling in the fact that I’m finally holding you in my arms as my wife. You’ll be beautiful in your wedding dress and I’ll most likely be trying to figure out the fastest way to get you out of it. We’ll sway back and forth, you’ll smile up at me, and I won’t be able to think past the blood in my dick, trying not to get a woody in front of all our friends. So no, I don’t care what song you choose for our first dance.”
 
   “Holy crap,” Caroline breathed as she felt Matthew surge against her. “Okay.” When Matthew didn’t move or say anything further, she continued, “Glad we had that conversation…I want you.”
 
   Wolf smiled. Yeah, Caroline wanted him. He could feel how much. She shifted under him and ran her hands down his back until she cupped his backside and pressed him into her. “Anything else about the wedding you want to talk about?”
 
   “Uh…huh? Oh…no. Matthew, please…” Caroline’s back arched as Matthew slowly slipped into her wet heat. 
 
   “We could talk about something else if you wanted. The food? The decorations? The party favors?” Wolf teased as he eased back, then thrust into her harder than the first time. 
 
   “No, that’s okay, I’ve got it.”
 
   Wolf stopped thinking about ways to tease Caroline about the upcoming wedding and instead got to work in pleasing her, not that it was hard. He loved that Caroline was always willing to do whatever he wanted. She never told him no, and was always willing to play. Wolf got to work playing with his woman.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   “Alabama, I have no idea what song to pick for our first dance,” Caroline complained to her friend. “I know Hunter would probably pick a great one, but I want to do this. But I have no idea what to choose.” Caroline knew she was whining, but had no idea how to stop it. “Help me Alabama! Give me some suggestions!”
 
   “Okay, let’s see….you could go old school…Only Fools Rush In by Elvis?”
 
   Caroline wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “I don’t think I’ll ever decide. How about this, just name some songs off real quick off the top of your head and I’ll see if any of them strike me.”
 
   “Amazed, Lone Star; Here and Now, Luther Vandross; Steady As We Go, Dave Matthews; You Won’t Ever Be Lonely, Andy Griggs; Wonderful Tonight, Eric Clapton; From This Moment, Shania Twain; Your Arms Feel Like Home, 3 Doors Down; Grow Old With Me, John Lennon; Could I Have This Dance, Anne Murray; I’ll Be There For You, Bon Jovi; Evergreen, Barbara Streisand; Loving You Forever, New Kids on the Block; Because You Loved Me, Celine Dion; or Everything I Do, I Do For You by Bryan Adams.” Alabama took a deep breath. 
 
   “Hopeless,” Caroline moaned. “I mean, every one of those songs are awesome. They’re all romantic as hell and would make a great first dance song.”
 
   “But none are really what you want, are they?” Alabama commiserated. 
 
   “No. But that’s the thing. I don’t know what I want.”
 
   “I think you’ll know it when you hear it, Caroline.” Alabama tried to soothe her friend. 
 
   “But time is running out. Seriously!”
 
   Fiona took Caroline by the shoulders and shook her a little. “Relax, Caroline. You. Will. Figure. It. Out.”
 
   “You’re right. Fuck. I mean, I was held captive by terrorists, this should not be freaking me out. Right?”
 
   “Right.”
 
   “It’s not a big deal. Whatever. I’ll just pick one. No, I’ll just have Hunter pick one for me. That’ll get everyone off my back about it.” Caroline saw the look Alabama gave her and sighed. “Okay, I won’t do that. I don’t want to do that. I’ll figure it out.”
 
   “Come on, let’s go and get some ice cream or something. It’ll help you relax.”
 
   “Any excuse for ice cream is okay with me.” Caroline smiled at Alabama. “Thanks for being here for me.” 
 
   “Of course, Caroline. I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else. Come on.”
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Caroline puttered around the kitchen working on the salad she was making for dinner. She knew she had to bring up an uneasy topic with Matthew, and wasn’t sure how to do it. She’d been thinking about it for a while now, and wasn’t any closer to knowing how to approach Matthew. Finally she decided just to go for it. Maybe if they were both busy doing something, it’d be easier. 
 
   “Hey, Matthew, I need to tell you something about the wedding.”
 
   Wolf looked up from the steak he was grilling on the stovetop. “Shoot.”
 
   Caroline bit her lip and looked down at the green pepper she was slicing. It was now or never. She rushed through her words. “I’mgoingtowearHunter’stridentpinasmysomethingold.” Caroline could feel the air in the room go still. She’d known Matthew wasn’t going to like it. She didn’t know exactly why Matthew wouldn’t like for her to wear Hunter’s pin, but there was something about it that Caroline knew was a big deal, but she didn’t know what. 
 
   She rushed on, still not looking at Matthew. “I figured since he’s had it for a long time and he gave it to me, so that it would qualify for something old. I mean, since he gave it to me it can’t be something borrowed so…” The knife Caroline had been using to cut the vegetables was suddenly taken out of her hand and she found herself turned around. 
 
   Wolf turned Caroline until she was facing him. He knew he needed to take care of this before now, but he hadn’t wanted to bring it up. “Ice, you know what our Budweiser’s mean to us, yes?” At her slow nod, but confused look on her face, Wolf knew she was lying. Caroline didn’t know just what that pin meant to a SEAL. He continued, “I…” Wolf’s words stuck in his throat. 
 
   Ever since he’d learned that Cookie had given his SEAL trident pin to Caroline when she was in the hospital, he’d been unhappy. It should have been him giving her his pin. He’d been an ass and had tried to give Caroline up. Abe had prodded and poked until he’d known he could never do it, that he needed Caroline in his life. But before he’d figured it out, Cookie had claimed her in his own way. It ate at Wolf, knowing Caroline had another man’s pin. 
 
   Wolf loved Cookie as if they were related, but it didn’t stop the feelings. Wolf loved Fiona as a sister and knew that she and Cookie were tight, that Caroline having Cookie’s pin didn’t mean anything as far as a relationship other than brother/sister went, but he still hated it. Wolf even knew deep down in his heart Caroline was his, and that Cookie knew Caroline was his. That Caroline considered herself his, but her having Cookie’s pin still bothered him. 
 
   It wasn’t rational, but it was what it was. Wolf cleared his throat and tried to continue, tried to get his feelings across to Caroline without looking like a jealous ass. “I fucked up that day.” When Caroline shook her head, he put his finger over her lips. “Please, let me finish.” She nodded and Wolf continued. 
 
   “I fucked up. I’d decided you were better off without me, and my friend and teammate did what I should’ve. I know you belong to me, I know you love me, but it eats at me that you have his pin.”
 
   There was so much more Wolf knew he should say, but he didn’t know where to start or how to say it. He put one hand behind Caroline’s neck and the other went to her waist. He pulled her into his embrace, resting his forehead against hers. “I love you, Ice. It scares the hell out of me how vulnerable you make me. Emotionally and physically. All it would take is one person threatening your life and I know I’d lay down every weapon I had and beg them to hurt me instead of you.” 
 
   “Matthew…”
 
   “Shhhh, let me get this out. Please.” At her nod, he continued. “Our Budweiser’s are a fucking important thing to every SEAL. We work our asses off for the pin and when we finally get it, it’s a validation of all our hard work and it’s also a validation that we’re a part of the brotherhood that is a SEAL. You know the saying, ‘A SEAL doesn’t leave a SEAL behind, ever.’” 
 
   Caroline nodded again. 
 
   “I know I left you behind and it kills me. I’m trying to figure out how to explain it to you so you’ll understand. I know on the surface it sounds as if I’m just being a caveman and I’m jealous, and no lie, that’s a part of it, but it’s more. You having Cookie’s pin is like if I wore a ring another woman gave me on a chain around my neck.”
 
   At Caroline’s sudden inhale of breath, Wolf tightened his hands and then relaxed them again. He hated to hurt her, but he had to make her understand. “Yeah, no one could see it, but you’d know it was there. Even if it was given in friendship, even if it meant nothing to me other than friendship, you’d still know it was there.”
 
   “I get it, Matthew. I do. I’ll give it back to Hunter tomorrow.”
 
   “No. I don’t want you to do that.” At the look of confusion on Caroline’s face, Wolf sighed and backed up a step. He leaned over and turned off the burner on the stove. If the steaks were ruined, so be it. Wolf took Caroline’s hand and led her to the couch. They seemed to talk best when they were in each other’s arms. 
 
   Wolf sat, then waited as Caroline sat next to him, then turned into his arms. He curled his arm around her upper back and ran his free hand through her hair. 
 
   “I don’t want you to give it back. That would hurt Cookie. He gave it to you because it meant something. The two of you went through some pretty emotional stuff in the waves. You have a connection as a result. I’d be an asshole if I tried to take that away from either of you. I’m gonna spell it out here, Caroline. I want you to wear my pin in our wedding. I want to give it to you and have you keep it close to your heart.”
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me this before?” 
 
   “Because it makes me sound like an asshole.”
 
   “No. It doesn’t.”
 
   “Well, then it makes me feel like an asshole. Like I’m in competition with my friend, but I know I’m not. I can’t explain it, but it’s like me putting my ring on your finger. That pin is the most important thing to me. Being a SEAL is a part of me, and giving you that pin is like giving you a piece of who I am.”
 
   “I won’t wear Hunter’s pin.”
 
   Wolf sighed. “Thank you, baby.”
 
   “I knew you weren’t thrilled with me having it, but I didn’t understand. I wish you would’ve said something earlier to me. I don’t like you feeling that way and not letting me help you with it.”
 
   “I know, I should have. But the longer it got, the harder it was to bring it up. It wasn’t like I could just bring it up out of the blue or anything. I love you, Ice. I’d be honored if you would wear my Trident on our wedding day as your ‘something old.’”
 
   “I will, Matthew. I promise.”
 
   “Hungry?”
 
   Caroline laughed. “Yeah.”
 
   “Okay, then, up you go. Let’s do this.”
 
   Wolf knew he’d gotten off easy, but that was Caroline. There was no way she’d make him wallow in his jealousy or guilt. She listened to him, heard how he felt, and immediately gave in. No drama. It was one of million and one reasons he loved her. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   “It looks like everything is set, Ice.”
 
   Caroline nodded at Hunter. They’d both worked really hard over the last month or so to make sure everything for the wedding was planned and ready to go. Okay, well, Hunter had done most of the work, but he’d made Caroline agree to most of the arrangements. Caroline had only broken down once when they’d discussed who would walk her down the aisle. Her dad wasn’t around to do it, and it hit Caroline really hard that he’d never see his little girl get married to the love of her life. They’d finally decided she’d make her way down the aisle by herself. Caroline didn’t mind, she’d been independent a long time.
 
   “We just have the first dance song and the arrangements the day of, to nail down.” Cookie looked at Caroline expectantly. He’d been on her for the last month to figure out what song she wanted to dance to, and she still hadn’t made a decision. It’d become somewhat of a joke between the two of them. 
 
   “Hunter, I’ll figure out the song before the time actually comes, don’t worry about it.” Caroline tried to placate Hunter, but the truth was she was nervous as hell about that first dance, but didn’t want Hunter to keep harping on her about it. 
 
   “But, what if the DJ doesn’t have the song in his playlist? You have to tell him before the reception so he can be sure he’s got it.”
 
   “I said, I’ll figure it out.” Caroline’s voice was testy. She was quickly losing patience. 
 
   Knowing he was on thin ice, Cookie changed the subject. “Okay, then, so the day of. You and Alabama and Fiona will come here to the church and get ready. Yes?”
 
   Caroline nodded, relaxing now that Hunter was dropping the subject of the song choice. She freaking loved the church they’d chosen. She wasn’t terribly religious, but liked the thought of getting married in a House of God. Matthew didn’t have a church of choice and had told her that he’d get married in any kind of church she wanted, as long as they got married. 
 
   Caroline and Hunter had looked at several churches in Riverton before deciding. The church they’d picked had a bright red door, and that had clenched it in Caroline’s eyes. There was just something about a religious building that had the guts to paint the door bright red, that made it feel right to her. Knowing it wasn’t usual to allow random people to get married in random churches, Caroline and Matthew had met with the pastor and she’d agreed to marry them. 
 
   Cookie continued with describing his schedule for Caroline’s wedding day. “So while the girls get ready at the church, Wolf and the rest of us will get together at his house. Then we’ll take the limo…”
 
   Caroline rolled her eyes. She still couldn’t believe the big bad SEALs were going to rent a limo. It all seemed so normal, but for her man and his team, it was anything but. 
 
   “…and we’ll get to the church about thirty minutes before the wedding. I don’t want to risk Wolf seeing you in your dress before the ceremony. Bad luck you know.”
 
   It was supposed to be bad luck, but Caroline had put her foot down on one tradition and refused to spend the night before her wedding away from Matthew. She’d declared it a stupid tradition and told Hunter that she spent enough nights away from Matthew when he was on missions, that she wasn’t doing it the night before her own wedding. Luckily, Hunter had acquiesced without further cajoling needed. But he hadn’t budged on Matthew seeing her in her gown before the ceremony. Caroline had relented on that, as long as she didn’t have to spend a night away from Matthew when he was Stateside, she was okay with the other tradition.
 
   “We’ll take all the pictures after the wedding while the guests are making their way to the reception. There are lots of h'ordeuvres for them to eat while they wait for us. Not to mention the open-bar. You and Wolf will take the limo to the reception and the rest of us will follow in our cars.”
 
   “How will your cars get to the church?” Caroline asked, knowing the answer, but wanting to hear Hunter spit it all out. 
 
   “We’ll drop them off the night before so they’ll be there ready for us.”
 
   Caroline smiled. Hunter was so funny. He had no idea she was just teasing him. 
 
   “Then after the reception, you and Wolf will go on your honeymoon.”
 
   “Yeah, about that. How am I supposed to pack if I don’t know where we’re going?” Matthew had refused to tell her where he was talking her. Caroline hoped it was a warm beach, somewhere like Maui, but even when she’d begged, and even after one particularly energetic night in bed, he’d still refused to tell her.
 
   “Fiona will pack for you.” 
 
   Caroline groaned. She thought for sure she’d be able to use the “I have to pack” excuse to get someone to tell her where they were going. 
 
   “The Commander gave him the week off right?” Caroline wanted to be sure she and Matthew would be able to get away and not worry about having to rush back in case something came up. 
 
   “Yeah, Commander Hurt knows Wolf is getting married. He agreed that the rest of us could have a week off as well. I’m going to have a second honeymoon with Fiona, and Abe is doing the same with Alabama. I think Mozart is heading up to Big Bear Lake and who knows what the others are doing. But the bottom line is that you don’t have to worry about being interrupted, you and Wolf will have the full week to yourselves.”
 
   Caroline smiled. Thank God. 
 
   Knowing Hunter was in a mellow mood, Caroline decided now was a good time to bring up the issue of his Budweiser pin. If it meant that much to Matthew, she had to discuss this with Hunter. 
 
   “Hunter, I want to talk to you about something.”
 
   “Okay, go for it, Ice.”
 
   “It’s about the SEAL pin you gave me.”
 
   Cookie turned his full attention to Caroline. “Go on.”
 
   “You know it means a lot to me…” She didn’t get anything else out before Hunter interrupted her. 
 
   “Wolf finally talked to you about it?”
 
   Caroline looked askance at Hunter. “Yeahhhh.” She drew out the word wondering where Hunter was going with his thoughts. 
 
   Cookie leaned over and took both of Caroline’s hands in his. “I knew this was going to happen sooner or later. Ice, Wolf was never happy you had my pin. Hell, he ordered me once to take it back, but I refused.”
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “Ice, me and you went through something I’ll never forget in all my life. I’m a battle hardened Navy SEAL, but I’ve never been so touched by anything as I was with you while we were under the ocean. You didn’t panic, you stayed strong, and the first thought when you came up out of the ocean was for Wolf.”
 
   Caroline nodded, waiting for Hunter to make his point. 
 
   “I gave you my pin because you proved yourself to me, and to the rest of the team. You deserved it and I was happy to give you something that meant so much to me.”
 
   “But?” Caroline could tell Hunter had something else to say. 
 
   “But now you’re getting married. Wolf is your man, he isn’t happy you have my pin.”
 
   Caroline got it. “Here’s the thing, Hunter. Not to sound mean, but in regards to this, Matthew doesn’t have a say.” She held up her hand when it looked like Hunter wanted to speak. “I love the man more than life itself, but I don’t think he has a right to tell you to take your pin back, or to tell me to give it back. Be that as it may, I think I need to give it back to you.”
 
   Cookie didn’t say anything, just continued to look at Caroline. 
 
   “I didn’t understand what it meant, or even how much it meant to the SEALs. But now that I do…” Caroline sucked in a breath. “I don’t really know how to say this. And I know it’s going to come out wrong.”
 
   “It’s okay, Ice,” Cookie soothed. 
 
   “So here’s the thing. You have your own woman now. Even though I know Fiona doesn’t really understand the pin thing either, now that I do know, it makes me uncomfortable to have your pin when Fiona doesn’t. Does that make sense?”
 
   Cookie reached over and pulled Caroline into his arms. “It makes sense.” The words were spoken quietly, but with heartfelt emotion.
 
   “I don’t need your pin to know how you feel about me, Hunter. You’ll always hold a special place in my heart. We don’t need to give each other jewelry to solidify that,” Caroline paused, and in order to lighten the mood, continued, “unless you want me to give you a friendship bracelet or something.”
 
   Her words did what she wanted them to do, lightened the atmosphere. 
 
   Cookie pulled back, kissed Caroline on the forehead and let go. “No exchange of jewelry necessary.”
 
   Caroline smiled at Hunter. “Thanks for understanding. Will you talk to Fiona and explain it to her? I can’t…I don’t want her to…”
 
   “I’ll explain.” 
 
   Caroline sighed in relief. Hunter understood her fears without her having to say them out loud. She didn’t want to lose her friendship with Fiona after all they’d been through together, especially after something that didn’t mean anything to her, at least not in that way. “I’ll return your pin the next time I see you.”
 
   “Which will be tomorrow. We still have to nail down the party favors.” 
 
   Caroline rolled her eyes. “Right.”
 
   “And work on figuring out that first song tonight would ya?”
 
   Caroline nibbled on her lip. “Okay.” They both knew she wouldn’t, but luckily Hunter let her off the hook. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   After the drama with the Budweiser pin was resolved, the following weeks moved quickly for Caroline. Hunter had wrapped up the rest of the plans for the wedding and the day was finally here. Caroline was more than thankful for all of Hunter’s hard work on her and Matthew’s behalf. She knew she never would’ve had the patience to make her wedding day as beautiful as it would be because of Hunter. 
 
   Now Caroline was standing in the basement of the church getting ready with two of the best women she’d ever had the fortune to meet, to marry the love of her life. 
 
   “Turn around, Caroline, I’ll lace you up,” Fiona bossed. 
 
   Caroline held up the bodice of her wedding dress and turned so her back was to Fiona. “Thank you guys for being here with me today.”
 
   “We wouldn’t have missed it for the world,” Alabama told her seriously. 
 
   “I know we haven’t known each other that long, but you’re the best friends I’ve ever had and I’m so happy we all get along so well.” Caroline knew she was gushing, but couldn’t help it. “I just hope that when the rest of the guys find the woman they want to be with, she won’t be a bitch. I mean, some of the chicks they’ve been with have been horrible. Can you imagine us trying to get along with them for the rest of our lives?”
 
   “Stop, Caroline, seriously, you’re completely freaking me out,” Fiona told her tugging extra hard on one of the laces she was working on.
 
   “Can we stop talking about bitches and start talking about how awesome this wedding is gonna be?” Alabama asked matter-of-factly.
 
   “Fiona, I swear to God, you made the right decision in eloping to Vegas to get married,” Caroline told her friend seriously. “I mean, I love your man like a brother, but he’s been a giant pain in my ass for the last two months.” 
 
   Fiona giggled as she tied the ribbons on Caroline’s dress in a big bow. “I know. The way he’s been about your wedding solidified my decision to run off and get married in Vegas.” 
 
   Caroline turned to Fiona when as she continued. 
 
   “But Caroline, I’ll forever be in your debt for giving this to him. If I had known how much he really wanted all of this, I would’ve bitten the bullet and given it to him, no matter how uncomfortable it made me.”
 
   Without hesitating, Caroline leaned forward and pulled Fiona into an embrace. “Well, I’m glad you didn’t have to. I needed the help, and Lord knows none of us would’ve been able to pull this off as well as he did.” She didn’t say the words to be mean, Caroline was just being honest. 
 
   “No kidding,” Alabama chimed in. “Seriously, how women like us can be so clueless when it comes to the girly arts, I have no idea.”
 
   The three women laughed. 
 
   “But look at us now,” Caroline said seriously. “You two are absolutely beautiful. Those dresses are the bomb. Hunter sure knows what looks good on women. The lilac color really works on both of you. And he somehow picked dresses that are sexy as hell but aren’t slutty. It’s actually pretty impressive. Come here you guys and let’s take a selfie!”
 
   The three women leaned into each other and Caroline held out her arm and took a picture of them with her cell phone. Alabama snatched the phone out of her friend’s hand and started pushing buttons. 
 
   “What are you doing?” Caroline asked. 
 
   “Sending this to Christopher. You don’t think you’re the only one that’ll be getting some tonight do you?”
 
   “Oh you’re evil…I love it!” Fiona said, then snatched the phone out of Alabama’s hand. “Give me that! I gotta send it to Hunter too.”
 
   “You guys are crazy. It’s not like you won’t get any tonight. Hell, if your men are like Matthew, you get it every night.”
 
   At the blushes that bloomed on both her friends’ faces, Caroline laughed. 
 
   “Come on, let’s finish this. The guys should be here soon. I know Hunter is keeping them on a tight schedule. I can’t wait to see Matthew’s face when I’m walking down the aisle.”
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Wolf growled and tugged at the bow tie around his neck. The medals on his breast pocket jangled as he shrugged on the white long sleeve jacket of his uniform. The full dress Navy uniform he was wearing had never felt so constricting. Wolf watched as the rest of his team, similarly attired, finished getting dressed as well. They were cutting it close, as Cookie kept reminding them. 
 
   Cookie had been a pain in the ass, but Wolf was thankful for his presence. He’d kept them all on track and had made all the arrangements. Wolf remembered Caroline making fun of them because they were taking a limo to the church, and he remembered agreeing with her that it was ridiculous, but now he was glad. 
 
   There was no way he could drive, at least safely. His hands were fucking trembling for God’s sake. He couldn’t wait to make Caroline his wife. She was already his, but he couldn’t wait for the moment when he slid the wedding band on her finger. 
 
   “You ready to go, man?” 
 
   The words had come from Abe, but Wolf turned to Cookie to answer. “Is the limo here yet?”
 
   “Calm down, Wolf. Seriously. We’re not late. I’m the one who is supposed to be freaking out, not you.”
 
   “Cookie, I left my woman in my bed this morning, soft and sated. The last thing she said to me as I left for PT was ‘“I’ll see you at the altar.’ So excuse me if I want to hurry the fuck up and get to the damn church and claim my woman already.”
 
   Wolf watched as all five of his teammates threw their heads back and laughed their asses off at him. He just scowled. They’d get theirs eventually. 
 
   “All right, sorry, Wolf. Yeah, the limo is here. It’s out front. But we can’t leave too early because then we might run into the girls. Besides, the last thing you want is to be standing at the altar for too long, and if we get there too early, that’s what will happen.”
 
   Wolf ran his hand over his hand and through his short hair. “Tell me again why we wanted big weddings, Cookie?”
 
   Cookie came over to Wolf and put his hand on his friend’s shoulder. “Because the moment you see your woman walking toward you, smiling, glowing because she’s so happy she’s about to tie herself to you, is the moment you realize that all the stress, all the crap you’ve put up with in the last two months, has been completely worth it.”
 
   “I’m sorry you didn’t get that,” Wolf told Cookie seriously. 
 
   “Oh I got it, Wolf. I might not have had the church and the dress and the trappings that come with a big wedding, but Fiona still walked toward me, she still smiled at me, and she sure as fuck glowed because she was happy she was about to tie herself to me.”
 
   “Fuck man.” Wolf couldn’t think of anything else to say. Military men weren’t known as the most romantic men on the planet, and SEALs especially weren’t known for it. But it was obvious that Cookie was one hundred percent all right with how his own wedding had gone down. He and Fiona had been through Hell, and their wedding was perfect for the two of them. 
 
   “Okay, enough mushy shit, let’s get this shit done.” Dude had spoken. He was brusquer than the others. It was obvious he was done with the bonding talk and was ready to go.
 
   Wolf was more than ready to agree. “Hell, yeah, let’s go.”
 
   The six men walked out of Wolf’s house and headed for the limo. Abe and Cookie looked down as their phones trilled with the sound of an incoming text. 
 
   “Oh yeah, just wait until you see Ice, Wolf. She looks amazing.” Abe rubbed in the fact that he’d just received a picture in a text from Alabama, and Wolf wasn’t allowed to see his fiancé before the ceremony. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Caroline sat on the chair and couldn’t stop the nervous twitching of her leg. It was ten minutes past the time when the ceremony was supposed to have started and the guys hadn’t shown up yet. She clutched her cell phone in her hands and willed it to ring. 
 
   Fiona and Alabama sat on their own chairs, staring at their own phones. 
 
   “I’m sure they’re okay,” Alabama said nervously. 
 
   “Yeah, they’re just running late,” Fiona echoed. 
 
   Caroline took a deep breath. “Something’s wrong.”
 
   “You don’t know that,” Fiona said in a not-too-convincing voice. 
 
   “I do know it,” Caroline argued. “You know these guys. Hell, Fiona, you know Hunter, he had this thing planned down to the last second. There’s no way they’re just running late. Something happened.”
 
   “Matthew will be here,” Alabama told her friend soothingly. 
 
   Caroline couldn’t stay still any longer. She kicked off her high heels, which were killing her, why she’d let Hunter talk her into wearing them, she had no idea, and started pacing the room. “Matthew is not standing me up. I know he’s not. Hell, he fucked me so hard this morning before he left I can still feel him. He told me it had always been a dream of his to have sex with his girlfriend and his wife in the same day.”
 
   Caroline ignored the choking noise Fiona made as she tried to smother her laugh and continued on her tirade. 
 
   “Ergo, something happened. He wouldn’t leave me standing at the altar. He’d know how much that would hurt me and he would never hurt me. So we need to figure out what the hell is going on. Pronto.” 
 
   At her last word Caroline turned and glared at her bridesmaids. It wasn’t their fault, and hell, their men were also late, but she couldn’t get the sinking feeling out of her head that something dreadful had happened to their men. Caroline hated the feeling she had. It was worse than when they were on a mission, because this was here. In the states. In their hometown. When they were supposed to be here, on the most important day of her life. 
 
   Alabama’s phone rang. The three women just stared at it for a moment, until Caroline screeched, “Answer it!”
 
   “Hello?” Alabama’s voice was low and wobbled a bit with her anxiety. 
 
   “Oh my God. Yeah. Okay. But he’s all right? Yeah, okay. Where? Yeah, I’ll take care of it.” Alabama’s voice softened and she took a deep breath. “Yeah, I did. Okay, thanks, Christopher. We’ll be there as soon as we can. I love you too. Bye.”
 
   “What?” Caroline demanded as soon as Alabama clicked the phone off. “Oh my God, what?”
 
   Instead of walking over to Caroline, as both Fiona and Caroline thought she would, Alabama walked over to Fiona. She put her hands on Fiona’s shoulders and said evenly, “There’s been an accident. Hunter was hurt, but he’s going to be fine.”
 
   “What?” Fiona croaked. “Hunter?”
 
   Forgetting she was supposed to be getting married, forgetting she was wearing a kick-ass wedding dress, forgetting everything but her friend, who at the moment looked like she was about to pass out, Caroline rushed across the room and put her arms around Fiona. She just made it in time to help Fiona to the ground as her legs gave out under her. 
 
   “Talk to us, Alabama. What did Christopher say?” Caroline kept her voice modulated and even, even though every part of her wanted to cry out and be hysterical. She cradled Fiona in her arms as they knelt on the ground and listened to Alabama. 
 
   “Christopher said they were in the limo and a car ran a stop light. It sideswiped the limo and hit the side where Hunter was sitting. They all have some scratches and stuff from the flying glass, but Hunter was unconscious. They took him to Riverton General to the emergency room to be safe. They’re all there with him.”
 
   Caroline leaned over and looked into Fiona’s eyes. “See? He’s okay, Fiona. You hear me? He’s fine.”
 
   Fiona could only nod, but she briefly put her head against Caroline’s neck. Caroline could feel Fiona’s hot breath against her skin as she did her best to pull herself together. 
 
   “Alabama, can you go and talk to the pastor and tell her what’s going on and ask if she’ll let everyone in the audience know? And I hate to do this to you, but can you also tell Matthew’s parents? I know they’ll be worried about what’s going on. Just tell them I’ll call them later and that Matthew is fine. Please also tell the pastor I’d like to talk to her after she explains to everyone. Then we’ll be ready to head out and we’ll go and see our men.”
 
   “But your wedding…”
 
   Caroline interrupted Alabama. “Fuck it. It can wait. Nothing is more important than making sure Hunter and all the other guys are all right.” 
 
   Alabama looked closely at her friend for signs she was faking it and she was more upset than she was letting on. Seeing nothing but concern for Fiona and the guys in Caroline’s eyes, Alabama finally nodded and turned on her heel and left the room. 
 
   Caroline put her hand on the back of Fiona’s head. “Christopher wouldn’t lie to us, Fiona. If he said Hunter is okay, then he’s okay.”
 
   Fiona took a deep breath and lifted her head. “I know. It’s just…I don’t know what I’d do without him.”
 
   “I know. Seriously, I know.”
 
   The women locked eyes and the sincerity and comradery Fiona saw in Caroline’s eyes, strengthened her. 
 
   Fiona struggled to her feet while Caroline helped her stand. “But your wedding…”
 
   “As I told Alabama, screw it. We need to get to the hospital.”
 
   “Should we change?”
 
   “No, no time. We need to put real shoes on though. Grab your sneakers and I’ll get my flip flops. We can’t be walking around with these heels on. I’ll get Alabama’s shoes too. Grab our purses.”
 
   Caroline turned when the pastor walked in with Alabama. 
 
   “I’m so sorry, Caroline. I let everyone know what was going on. They’re all very concerned about Matthew and the other men, but Alabama said they would be all right?” At Caroline’s nod, the pastor continued, “Alabama says you wanted to talk to me?”
 
   “Yes please. Alabama, you have the keys to Christopher’s car right?” When Alabama nodded, Caroline ordered, “Okay, get Fiona to the car, I’ll be right there.”
 
   Without a word, the two women gathered their purses and headed out the door. Caroline turned to the pastor to ask a huge favor. 
 
   Not too much later, Caroline hustled toward Christopher’s car, holding the skirt of her wedding dress up so it wouldn’t drag on the ground, her flip-flops thudding against the pavement as she walked briskly. At her arrival at the car, Alabama’s and Fiona’s eyebrows lifted, but they didn’t say a word. Caroline ignored the concerned looks of the guests who were now leaving the church, and settled herself into the back seat. She took a moment to lean forward and put her hand on Fiona’s shoulder and squeeze reassuringly. 
 
   “Let’s go, Alabama. Our men need us.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   Wolf sat in the waiting room with his head in his hands. He looked down at his uniform, which was splattered with blood. This was the first time he’d really sat down and had time to think. The last hour had been horrifying, but his military training had kicked in and he’d been operating on auto-pilot. 
 
   He noticed briefly, that his hands were shaking. Wolf’s team had been joking around one minute, and the next they’d been thrown around the back of the limousine as if they were popcorn kernels inside a microwave bag. After the glass had stopped flying, Wolf looked up and saw his teammates also groggily sitting up, except for Cookie. 
 
   Wolf would never forget the sight of his friend lying motionless on the floor of the limo. The side of the car where he’d been sitting was dented in and there was glass covering everything, including Cookie. 
 
   Wolf had seen dead bodies before. Hell, he’d seen way too many dead bodies, but most of the time they didn’t really mean anything to him. But the sight of Cookie lying motionless, covered in blood, meant something to Wolf. He’d immediately crouched down in the wreck of the metal surrounding them, and breathed a sigh of relief when he felt Cookie’s pulse. 
 
   They’d quickly extricated themselves from the twisted metal, checked on the driver of both the limousine and the car that hit them, and waited for emergency personnel to arrive. It hadn’t taken long. A bystander had called 911 and the sirens had sounded quickly afterwards. 
 
   Wolf and Dude had ridden in the ambulance with Cookie and the cops had driven the rest of the guys to the hospital. They’d all refused medical treatment at the scene, knowing they were banged up, but not seriously injured. But Cookie had still been unconscious when he’d been loaded into the ambulance for the trip to the emergency room. 
 
   “I called Alabama,” Wolf heard Abe say quietly. Wolf looked up at his friend. 
 
   “Fuck.” Wolf knew he fucked up. He should’ve called Caroline way before now. “What time is it?”
 
   “Calm down, Wolf, it’s okay. The girls are on their way here.”
 
   “Fuck,” Wolf repeated. He’d missed his wedding. Caroline would be so disappointed. She and Cookie had been planning this day for months. 
 
   “Don’t even go there, Wolf,” Dude warned, easing himself into the seat next to his friend. “Ice’ll be cool.”
 
   Wolf couldn’t get any words past the disappointment in his throat. He wasn’t worried about Caroline being pissed about her wedding. He knew she’d be cool. But he’d been looking forward to this day. He wanted to make Caroline his for so long, now he’d have to wait even longer. Finally he answered Dude with a terse, “I know.”
 
   “You’re disappointed,” Mozart said suddenly from across the room. 
 
   Wolf didn’t answer, it didn’t matter if he admitted it or not, there wasn’t much he could do about it now. 
 
   Benny stood up and paced the small room. “Maybe we can still make it. Mozart, call the Commander and get him over here with a car. We’ll go to the church and…”
 
   “It’s fine, Benny,” Wolf said with determination. “We need to stay here for Cookie. Caroline and I will get married, don’t fucking doubt it, but not today.”
 
   The men fell silent. There wasn’t anything they could say that would make their leader feel any better about missing his wedding. 
 
   The rest of the people in the waiting room gave the SEALs a wide berth. They were all big men and they were covered in bloodstains. Their white dress uniforms would never be the same again, they’d have to be thrown away. The flying glass, along with caring for Cookie at the scene, had ruined any chance of their uniforms being able to be saved. 
 
   The team was restless and took turns pacing the small room. Their jaws were tight and there was an aura of danger emanating from their corner of the waiting room. 
 
   “When the hell will we hear anything? What’s taking so long?” Benny complained to no one in particular. 
 
   “They’re waiting for Fiona. They won’t talk to us, because we aren’t related,” Dude explained. 
 
   “The hell we aren’t related!” Benny exclaimed, saying what they all were thinking. 
 
   “You know what I mean,” Dude again tried to calm Benny down. 
 
   “This sucks.”
 
   Wolf could only laugh, and not in a ha-ha kind of way, but in a wow-is-that-an-understatement, kind of way. 
 
   Wolf looked up as the front door of the emergency room opened. Alabama and Fiona swept in, followed by Caroline. Everyone in the waiting room stared at the women. They looked as out of place in the hospital waiting room in their bridesmaid dresses and Caroline in her wedding gown, as a cowboy would look in a New York City dance club. 
 
   Wolf couldn’t take his eyes off of Caroline. “Jesus,” he muttered under his breath. She literally took his breath away. Wolf knew he’d be overwhelmed at how beautiful she’d look as she came toward him in the church, and he’d been right. It didn’t matter that they weren’t in a church. It didn’t matter that they were in a county emergency room. It didn’t matter that he was covered in bloodstains and scratches from flying glass. 
 
   It was as if he was watching Caroline walk toward him through a long tunnel. He couldn’t get his mouth to form words, he couldn’t get his feet to move. All Wolf could do was stare at his fiancée. 
 
   Wolf didn’t hear the reunion between Abe and Alabama and he didn’t hear Fiona’s sobs as Mozart took her in his arms to reassure her. 
 
   Caroline finally stopped in front of him. Wolf lifted his hand and rested it on the side of Caroline’s neck and he gripped her tightly. “Fuck, Ice.” They weren’t the words he’d dreamed of saying to his bride when he saw her in her wedding gown for the first time, but it didn’t seem to matter to Caroline. 
 
   Her face crumpled and she took a step toward him, preparing to bury herself in her man’s arms. 
 
   Wanting badly to take Caroline in his arms and whisk her away from the hospital, away from the pain he knew she was feeling about Cookie and about missing their wedding, but Wolf didn’t want to muss her up. He put his hands on her shoulders and held her away from him. “Caroline, I’m covered in blood.”
 
   “I don’t care.”
 
   “I’ll get your dress dirty.”
 
   “I don’t care.”
 
   “Ice…”
 
   “I. Don’t. Fucking. Care.”
 
   At her words, Wolf did what he’d wanted to do from the first time he’d seen her. He crushed Caroline to him. One hand went to her waist, and the other curled around to the back of her neck, where he held her to him. Wolf felt Caroline’s arms snake around him and grab onto his white dress shirt at his back. 
 
   Neither spoke for long moments. They simply held on to each other as if they’d never let go. 
 
   “Thank God you’re okay.” Caroline finally broke the silence between them. Her words were spoken into his neck, and were soft and low, but Wolf heard them. 
 
   “I’m okay, Ice. I’m okay.”
 
   “I know. I’ll be okay in a second. Just…don’t let go yet. Please?”
 
   “I’m not letting go. I’m not fucking letting go.”
 
   Caroline smiled at Matthew’s words. He’d never win an award for sweet-talker of the year, but he was hers and she didn’t care. He was here in her arms, whole, and mostly unharmed. She’d take it. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   Caroline finally pulled back out of Matthew’s arms when a nurse called out, “Is there a relative here for Hunter Knox?”
 
   Mozart called out, “Here,” as he guided Fiona toward the nurse. The rest of the group followed behind, making quite a spectacle of themselves. Five large men, covered in scratches and bloodstained white military dress uniforms, two women dressed in lilac bridesmaids dresses, and one woman in a strapless wedding dress with a short train trailing behind her on the dirty waiting room floor, could never go unnoticed or uncommented on. 
 
   The nurse looked at the large group converging on her in consternation. “Uh, Mrs. Knox, if you’ll follow me, we’ll go into over here to speak in private.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “I said no.” Fiona had straightened away from Mozart and had her arms crossed in front of her chest. She was holding her elbows, so her position looked a bit more vulnerable than she probably wanted it to be, but no one said a word. She continued, “These men are as much his family as I am. They’ve fought next to him, they’ve suffered alongside him, they train with him. Whatever you say to me, you can say to them as well.”
 
   The nurse looked flustered, but didn’t disagree with the obviously distraught woman standing in front of her. “Okay, well, let’s still go over here to get out of the way, and I’ll explain what’s going on.”
 
   The nurse gestured toward an empty room to the side of the waiting room and everyone crowded in. 
 
   “Mr. Knox is conscious and doing fine. From what we can gather, he hit his head pretty hard on the window when the car was hit. That’s why he lost consciousness for so long. He’s got some superficial cuts and scratches, much as most of you do.”
 
   “When can I take him home?” Fiona asked. Dude was now standing behind her with his hands on her shoulders supporting her. 
 
   “He can go home later tonight, but the doctor wants to keep him here for observation for a while, just to be sure he’d okay. Because he was unconscious for so long we want to make sure he doesn’t have a concussion.”
 
   “Wouldn’t be the first,” Mozart said under his breath.
 
   Ignoring Sam, Fiona asked, “Can I see him?”
 
   “Of course,” the nurse said, looking glad the conversation was almost over. Obviously being in room with that much testosterone was too much for her. “Follow me, and I’ll take you to him.”
 
   Caroline asked quickly, before they nurse could leave the room. “Can he have other visitors?”
 
   “Well, I’m not sure…” the nurse hedged. 
 
   “Please? You said it wasn’t serious. It’d mean a lot to of all of us if we were able to go in there and see him.” Caroline pulled out the big guns. “He was supposed to be in my wedding today. He’s a groomsman and we’d all like to see that he’s okay for ourselves.” Caroline tried to put an innocent look on her face. 
 
   The nurse thought about it for a moment, then finally agreed. “Okay, but you’ll have to make it quick. It’s not fair to all the other patients to have a ruckus going on in one of the rooms.”
 
   Caroline beamed at the nurse. “Promise. No ruckus. Thank you.”
 
   Wolf turned to Caroline. “What are you up to?” 
 
   “What makes you think I’m up to anything?”
 
   “I know you.”
 
   Caroline laughed. “I love you, Matthew.”
 
   “Now I know you’re up to something.”
 
   Caroline snuggled back into Matthew’s arms and sighed as she felt his arms go around her again. She hadn’t been able to breathe right until she’d seen for herself that Matthew was all right. 
 
   “Do you trust me?”
 
   “With my life,” was Matthew’s immediate response. 
 
   Caroline felt her insides melt even more. She looked up at Matthew, noticing the rest of the guys had left the room. They were alone. “I want to marry you.”
 
   Wolf felt his insides seize up. Fuck. “Ice, I’d move heaven and earth to become your husband today, but I’m afraid we’ll have to do it later.” Wolf looked at his watch. “It’s been two hours since we were supposed to exchange our vows. I know members of the church are patient, but this might be pushing it a bit far.”
 
   “I kinda bribed the pastor to come to the hospital with me.”
 
   Wolf leaned back and put his hand under Caroline’s chin and forced her to meet his eyes. “What?”
 
   At the stern look in Matthew’s eyes, Caroline stumbled over her words. “Uh, yeah, well, when I heard you guys were in an accident, but that you were okay, I kinda lost it and refused to believe that we wouldn’t be able to get married today. We’d been looking forward to it for so long and Hunter put so much work into everything, I really wanted to do it for him. I didn’t know if he’d be okay or not, but I hoped…so I told the pastor that if she came to the hospital with me and agreed to marry us here, you’d make a ‘sizeable’ donation to her church.”
 
   Wolf threw his head back and laughed. He felt lighter than he’d felt since he realized they’d been hit. “You can still be my woman today?”
 
   “I’ll always be your woman.”
 
   “I mean, you can still officially be my woman today in the eyes of the law?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Fuck.” Wolf couldn’t get any other words out. His throat seemed to close and he squeezed his eyes shut. He felt, rather than saw, Caroline reach up and kiss his lips, then both closed eyelids. 
 
   “I’d marry you anytime, anywhere, Matthew, but I wanted to give this to Hunter. He’s almost as invested in our marriage as we are.”
 
   “I love you, Ice. You’re everything I ever wished for in my life. When I was little and saw how happy my parents were, I prayed that I’d find someone like my dad had. I didn’t really understand it then, and as I grew older, I realized how lucky they were. It’s fucking hard to find that kind of love. But at thirty six thousand feet, I found it. I found you.”
 
   “Matthew…”
 
   “I know I haven’t told you this yet today, but you are absolutely beautiful. You in this dress? Jesus, Ice. I’m so fucking glad you’re mine. I can’t wait to get my ring on your finger and get you home, and unwrap you from this dress. Then I’m going to spend the rest of the night showing you how glad I am you’re officially, and legally, mine.”
 
   Now it was Caroline’s turn to tear up. “It might not be a traditional wedding, but you’ll never find anyone more in love with you than me.”
 
   Wolf leaned down and took Caroline’s lips with his own. He didn’t hold anything back, but devoured her. Caroline turned liquid in Matthew’s arms as she let him take what he needed. She loved it when Matthew got all dominant on her. She wasn’t usually submissive, but it was obvious he needed it right now. Besides, Caroline knew she’d reap the benefits when they got home. 
 
   Wolf finally lifted his head and ran his thumb over Caroline’s kiss swollen lips, now devoid of any kind of lipstick. “Can we go and get hitched in the eyes of the law anytime soon yet?”
 
   Caroline smiled up at the man who would soon be her husband. “Yeah, let me make sure the pastor hasn’t been scared away and let me sweet talk the nurse some more. We’ll go see Hunter and get this done.”
 
   Wolf leaned down and kissed Caroline one more time. “I love that you want to give this to Cookie. He’s my brother in all ways other than by blood. You doing this for him means the world to me. You mean the world to me.”
 
   “I know. You can pay me back tonight.”
 
   “You better believe it.”
 
   They walked out of the room to find the pastor. It was time for a wedding. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   Caroline waited nervously in the waiting room for Fiona. They were giving Fiona some time alone with Hunter before they all bustled into his room and sprung a surprise wedding on him. Caroline couldn’t wait to see Hunter. After Fiona finished her visit, she and Matthew were going to go in and see him and explain how they were going to get married today after all…in Hunter’s hospital room. Caroline hoped he’d be happy, but first, she couldn’t wait to see him with her own eyes to make sure he was okay. 
 
   Finally Fiona came into the waiting room. It looked like she’d been crying, but her lips were also swollen as if she’d had the stuffing kissed out of her. 
 
   “He’s ready to see you guys now,” Fiona said softly. Dude came forward and put his arm around Fiona’s shoulders, giving her some non-verbal support. 
 
   Caroline stood up and grabbed Matthew’s hand as he held it out to her. “Ready?” he asked. 
 
   “Yeah.” And Caroline was ready. She was more than ready. Caroline looked at the pastor who was sitting in the middle of the men and smiling. In fact, Caroline realized the woman had been smiling all afternoon, once she’d learned Hunter was going to be fine. She seemed happy as a clam to have been bribed…er…asked, to perform a wedding in a hospital room. 
 
   Caroline knocked once at Hunter’s door and at his terse, “Yeah!” she pushed the door open. 
 
   Hunter was lying on the bed, wearing a scrubs shirt, the sheet pulled up to the middle of his chest. At seeing it was Caroline, he sat all the way up in bed, gingerly, and held out his hand. “Ice! Get over here.”
 
   Caroline smiled and let go of Matthew’s hand and made her way over to Hunter’s side. 
 
   “You look beautiful.”
 
   Caroline snorted. “Whatever, Hunter.”
 
   “Seriously. Okay, you have what looks like blood on your gorgeous dress, and your pretty hairdo is leaning a bit to the side, but for a man who saw a car coming straight for his head, you look perfect.”
 
   Caroline frowned a bit at that. But Hunter continued, “I’m pissed at the wedding thing, but don’t worry, we had insurance on the reception venue, so we aren’t losing all the money on that. We’ll have to reassess about the flowers and some of the other stuff, but we’ll figure it out. Give me a week after I get out of here and we’ll have you two married in a jiffy.”
 
   Caroline sniffed and held back her tears by sheer force of will. Hunter didn’t even care about himself, at the moment all he cared about was her wedding. She put her hand over Hunter’s mouth. “Listen to me for a second.” When Hunter nodded, Caroling took her hand away from his face and held it out to Matthew, who had been standing just behind her. 
 
   Caroline smiled at Matthew when he grabbed her hand and held it up to his lips for a quick kiss. Then she turned back to Hunter. “Okay, here’s the deal. You did a shit ton of work for this wedding, and I’m not willing to give all that up. If it’s okay with you, the pastor is here, I’m here, Matthew is here, you’re here, all our friends are here…I want to get married now. Here. With you.” When Hunter didn’t say anything, but instead just lay on his bed and stared at her, Caroline stuttered, “If that’s okay.”
 
   “If that’s okay?” Cookie asked incredulously. 
 
   “Careful, Cookie,” Wolf warned his friend, not understanding the tone of his voice. 
 
   Cookie spared a quick look at Wolf and briefly flashed their SEAL sign for “okay” to him. Wolf relaxed and put his hand on the small of Caroline’s back in support. 
 
   “Caroline, come here,” Cookie ordered. Caroline took a small step closer to the bed, and Cookie took hold of her hand in a death grip. 
 
   “I can’t believe you’d do that. You should wait until you can do it right, until it’s perfect.”
 
   Caroline sat gingerly on the side of Hunter’s bed. “It’s perfect today. I’m sorry the day didn’t turn out like you planned it, but the bottom line is that I want to do this today. I’ve been looking forward to this day for the last two months. I don’t want to wait. But I want you to be okay with it. For all intents and purposes, this is your wedding too.”
 
   Cookie reached up with both hands and brought Caroline’s head down close to his. “I’m more than okay with it. I’m fucking honored you’d do this today here with me.”
 
   When Caroline sniffed with emotion, Wolf commented dryly, “If you two don’t stop sniffling over each other, the doctors will discharge Cookie and all your plans for an emotional bedside wedding will be for naught, Ice.”
 
   Caroline laughed and looked up at Matthew. “Keep your pants on, Matthew.” 
 
   They all laughed and Caroline stood up. “Okay, I’ll send the rest of the group in. Matthew, you stay. I’ll see you in a bit.” She reached up and kissed her soon-to-be husband. She wasn’t quick about it, and Matthew took advantage of her emotional state to deepen the kiss. Finally Caroline pulled away, kissed her fingertips, held them to Matthew’s lips and backed out of the room. 
 
   “Is she wearing flip-flops?” Cookie joked to his friend. 
 
   “Yup.”
 
   “That’s not what I bought for her.”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “You okay with this, Wolf?” Cookie asked seriously. 
 
   “Fuck yeah.”
 
   “All right then.”
 
   The two men smiled at each other, both lost in their thoughts of the amazing woman that had come into their lives. 
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Caroline stood in the hallway of the hospital wringing her hands nervously. The men were all inside the small hospital room where Hunter was lying on the bed. The pastor was also inside the room. Everyone was waiting for her to get in there, but Caroline wanted to have a moment with Fiona and Alabama first. 
 
   “You guys are the best friends a girl could ever have. I never had a sister, or even a close friend, but I thank God every day you came into Christopher’s and Hunter’s lives.”
 
   “Really? You’re going to do this now?” Fiona mock-complained, wiping away her tears. 
 
   Caroline laughed and nodded. “No time like the present.”
 
   “Okay, then right back at ‘cha. When I was locked inside that hut in Mexico, I didn’t think I’ve ever get out of there. You don’t see me as broken, even when I literally descended into crazy-town right in front of your eyes.”
 
   Alabama chimed in as well, her words all the more meaningful because of her history. “I learned never to trust anyone, but you guys have shown me that people can be unselfish and genuine and I don’t know what I’d have done without you, Caroline, when I was homeless.”
 
   The three women surged together as if they’d planned it. They hugged each other and sniffled. Finally Caroline pulled away and wiped at her eyes. “Okay, I know I started it, but I want to get married. Can we please put this mushy stuff away until later?”
 
   Alabama followed Caroline’s lead and wiped her face and Fiona did the same. 
 
   “Okay, Alabama, you go in first, then Fiona. It’ll be just like we planned for the procession into the church, but only a much smaller aisle.” They giggled, and Alabama got ready to open the door and walk in. She turned around at the last minute. 
 
   “Love you, girl. I’m so happy for you.” And she was gone. 
 
   Fiona turned to Caroline. 
 
   “Oh, God, no more, I can’t take any more.”
 
   Fiona laughed at Caroline. “All I want to say is thank you for grounding me back at the church. For a second my world was over, but then you were there, hauling me back to the real world and helping me get through minute by minute. Just like you did that day in the mall when I had that flashback. Thank you.”
 
   “You’re welcome, Fiona. I know you’d do the same for me.”
 
   “Hell yeah I would.”
 
   “Okay, I’m going in.” Fiona leaned over, kissed Caroline on the cheek, and she too was gone. 
 
   Caroline took a deep breath, she was ready. Without waiting for another moment, not even for dramatic effect, she opened the door to Hunter’s room and squeezed in. It was a tight fit. The room wasn’t big to begin with, but with all the SEALs, the pastor and her two friends, it was crazy crowded. 
 
   Matthew stood at side of Hunter’s bed. The pastor stood by the door, ready to move into place once Caroline got to Matthew’s side. 
 
   Caroline walked to Matthew and reached for his hands. Because she didn’t have a bouquet, it felt awkward to just stand there, but Matthew didn’t hesitate and engulfed her hands with his. The smile he bestowed down on her made her breath hitch. Matthew really was a handsome man, and in just a moment, he’d be all hers. 
 
   “We are gathered here today…” The pastor’s voice droned on, but all Caroline could see was Matthew’s eyes. They were locked on hers and she could see the passion lying within them. She figured Matthew could see the same in her own eyes. Caroline tried to stay in the present, but the promise in Matthew’s eyes was almost too much. All she could think of was the remembered feel of Matthew’s hard length sliding inside her and the feel of his hands roaming her body. 
 
   Caroline started when Matthew reached into his pocket and pulled out two rings. She’d forgotten all about their wedding bands. Thank God Matthew hadn’t. 
 
   When it was time, Wolf brought Caroline’s hand up to his mouth and kissed her engagement ring. He slid it off, then pressed his wedding band down her finger until it nestled against the base. He replaced his diamond and once again brought Caroline’s hand up to his mouth and kissed her finger again. Wolf lingered this time, savoring the feel and look of his mark on her hand. 
 
   Then it was Caroline’s turn. It wasn’t planned, but she couldn’t stop the words that came out of her mouth. As she pushed the wide platinum band down Matthew’s finger, she told him earnestly and honestly, “I know you probably can’t always wear this when you’re on your missions, and that’s okay. I know you belong to me, you know I belong to you.”
 
   Caroline then followed Matthew’s example and brought his hand to her mouth and kissed the wedding band that lay against his skin. 
 
   Caroline watched as Matthew mouthed the words, “I love you.” She gazed into his eyes and once again tuned out the beautiful words being said by the pastor. 
 
   “I do.” 
 
   The strength and certainty behind Matthew’s words snapped Caroline back to reality. He bought her hand up to his mouth and kissed it. 
 
   Caroline listened to the pastor ask if she would take Matthew as her lawfully wedded husband. When it was her turn, she answered, “I do.”
 
   Knowing it was coming, Caroline could only smile stupidly at Matthew and wait for the words they both longed for. Finally the pastor put them out of their misery. 
 
   “I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.”
 
   Matthew put both hands on Caroline’s neck, a position Caroline loved. Feeling his hands surrounding her, holding her still for his kiss, never failed to make her body ready itself for her man. 
 
   “I love you, Ice.” Wolf’s words were spoken against her lips. 
 
   “I love you too, Matthew.” Each word out of her mouth brushed her lips against his. Before the last syllable was out of her mouth, Wolf completed the connection between them. He held her head still and tilted his mouth even more until he had Caroline right where he wanted her. Their tongues dueled with each other, tasting and teasing each other. It wasn’t their first kiss by any stretch of the imagination. 
 
   But it was their first kiss as husband and wife. Somehow that made it completely different from any other kiss they’d ever shared before. It took the pastor clearing her throat for the third time to make Wolf pull away from his wife. He smiled down at Caroline and ran his fingertip down her reddened cheek. “Mine.”
 
   Caroline smiled up at him. “Yours,” she whispered back. 
 
   “Lean down here so I can kiss the bride,” Cookie demanded, interrupting their moment.
 
   Caroline laughed and turned to the bed and leaned over. Instead of the chaste kiss on the cheek Caroline expected, Hunter kissed her hard on the lips. 
 
   “Hey!” Wolf snapped. 
 
   Caroline laughed and playfully smacked Hunter on the shoulder. “You shouldn’t mess with him like that.”
 
   “But he makes it so easy,” was Cookie’s response. 
 
   “My turn,” Dude stated, and turned Caroline to him. He too kissed her on the lips. “Welcome to the family.”
 
   And so it went. Each man on the team took his turn, and said how glad they were that Caroline was now officially a part of their family. 
 
   When Caroline got back around to Matthew, she could see he was holding on to his temper by his fingernails. She tried to soothe him. “Hey, husband.” Her words did the trick. 
 
   “Hey, wife.” Wolf gathered Caroline into his arms and relaxed when she melted into him. 
 
   “Smile!” Fiona ordered, snapping a picture with her cell phone before either Caroline or Wolf could move. 
 
   “That’s a good one!” she exclaimed after checking it out on her phone. “I’ve been taking pictures throughout the ceremony, but I think that’s my favorite.”
 
   Alabama unexpectedly thrust her cell phone into Fiona’s line of vision without a word. 
 
   “Okay, I lied. That is my favorite.” Fiona took Alabama’s phone out of her hand and turned the screen to Caroline and Wolf. 
 
   Alabama had snapped the photo as Wolf was kissing his bride. The passion he had for Caroline was clear. Caroline’s head was bent backward at what should have been an awkward angle, but Wolf’s hands at her neck prevented it from bending too far back. Both Caroline and Wolf had their eyes shut and Caroline’s hand was cupped on the back of Wolf’s head. 
 
   “Wow,” was all Caroline could say at seeing the picture. “I definitely need a copy of that.”
 
   Wolf just leaned down and kissed Caroline’s temple gently. 
 
   Fiona gave the phone back to Alabama, and sat on the bed next to Hunter. She put her hand over his and Caroline watched as Hunter turned his hand over immediately to grasp Fiona’s hand tightly. 
 
   “So, is it time for the first dance yet?” Hunter asked with a tone just short of being snarky. 
 
   Caroline knew he was still irritated with her. It didn’t matter how many times she reassured him that she had the song all picked out and had consulted with the DJ. The fact that Caroline refused to tell Hunter what song she’d chosen, really irritated him. He’d asked and demanded, then tried to guilt her into telling him, but Caroline had held firm. She’d wanted one thing to be a surprise. 
 
   “As a matter of fact, I think it is,” Caroline told Hunter agreeably. She turned to Faulkner and held out her hand. “Thanks for holding my phone.”
 
   Dude pulled Caroline’s phone out of his pocket and handed it over. 
 
   While Caroline was searching for the correct song on her music app, Cookie turned to Fiona. “Did you know what song she was gonna choose?”
 
   “Don’t bring me into this, Hunter,” Fiona told him sternly, brushing her thumb over the back of his hand lovingly. It was obvious that she couldn’t muster up any strength to be truly irritated with him. “She didn’t tell any of us.”
 
   Caroline handed the phone back to Faulkner. “Okay, I’m ready. Hit play in just a second.”
 
   Caroline turned back to Matthew and walked straight into his arms. She looked up at him. “It’s not a conventional song.”
 
   Wolf interrupted her, “I’d expect nothing different from you, Ice.”
 
   Caroline smiled up at him and started again. “I mean, it’s not a conventional wedding song. Hell, it’s not really even a good song to dance to, but the first time I heard it, I thought of us. I looked up the lyrics and knew it’d be perfect. It reminds me of you and me every time I hear it now.”
 
   The music started behind them and Caroline smiled as the Goo Goo Dolls song, Come to Me played tinnily out of her little phone’s speaker. 
 
   They swayed back and forth listening to the lyrics of a love that started with friendship. Caroline didn’t look away from Matthew’s eyes as they swayed back and forth, but she knew everyone was watching them with smiles on their faces. 
 
   Caroline was floored when the song came to its crescendo, and Matthew sang the words to her, but changed them to fit their own current circumstances. 
 
   “Today’s the day I made you mine, I didn’t get to the church on time. Take my hand in this hospital room, you’re my wife and I’m your groom. Come to me my dearest love, this is where we’ll start again.”
 
   “Oh my God.”
 
   Caroline heard the exclamation, didn’t recognize the voice, but ignored it anyway. She had eyes only for her husband. “You know this song?”
 
   “Yeah, Ice, I know this song.”
 
   He didn’t expound. 
 
   “How?” Caroline demanded. 
 
   “Honestly? You left your phone out one night and I saw you’d been listening to it. I looked it up and downloaded it. I figured if you liked it, I should listen to it. It’s a good fucking song. And now it’s our song.” He continued to surprise Caroline and semi-quoted the song again. “This is now our favorite song.”
 
   “Wow.” The words had come from the nurse standing in the doorway. It was her voice that Caroline had heard after Matthew had sung to her. 
 
   “I think that’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”
 
   Caroline smiled. She couldn’t disagree with the woman. 
 
   When the song was over, Caroline turned to Hunter. “So? How’d I do?”
 
   Cookie smiled at Caroline. “Good, Ice. You did good. I couldn’t have picked a better song for the two of you.”
 
   Caroline grinned at the compliment and turned back to her husband.
 
   “I love you, Matthew.”
 
   “I love you, Caroline.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
   Wolf settled back against the headboard and smiled down at his wife. He’d kept their honeymoon destination a secret from everyone, and so far it’d been perfect. Caroline thought they were headed to a beach somewhere. As much as he wanted to see her in a bikini, Wolf had a different destination in mind. Caroline had dropped enough hints about hoping he was taking her to Maui that he vowed to take her there on vacation before too much longer. 
 
   His teammates had also tried to guess, and had thrown out ideas from Paris, France to San Francisco. Wolf had kept mum about where he was taking Caroline and he couldn’t be more pleased with the results of his sneakery.
 
   The only person he’d told was Fiona. Wolf needed Fiona to pack Caroline’s bags with appropriate clothing and girly stuff. Wolf didn’t expect Caroline would need many clothes. But he knew Caroline would want some of her own fripperies with her, so he’d told Fiona, and Fiona had sworn that she wouldn’t tell anyone, even Cookie. 
 
   They actually hadn’t gone far from home. Wolf had taken them to Sedona, Arizona and checked them into a cabin high in the mountains. Wolf had researched it online and booked the most isolated room he could. He had plans to keep Caroline naked and in his bed for the entire week. The resort had room service, and that was all he needed. A bed, food, and his wife. 
 
   Wolf smiled. His wife. Jesus he loved the way that sounded. He stroked the hair back from Caroline’s face and smiled as she snuggled further into him. She was exhausted, and Wolf knew it was all his fault. He’d apologize, but he wasn’t sorry in the least. 
 
   Wolf thought back to that morning when Caroline had checked her email. He didn’t want her to do it, but knew she worried about her friends. Fiona and Alabama had compiled all the pictures they’d taken of their wedding and emailed the link to the online album to Caroline. The pictures would certainly never make someone looking at them think it was a very good wedding, but Wolf fucking loved them. 
 
   Caroline’s hair was mussed in every picture. Her dress had some random black stains around the bottom of it. It drug on the ground because she was wearing flip-flops instead of heels. Her shoes were now a part of their history, because in one of the pictures he had her draped over his arm backwards and her leg had come up and hooked around his waist. Her unconventional shoes were clearly visible. 
 
   Caroline’s dress was also wrinkled and had some random red stains on it. Wolf knew he’d warned her, but thanked God she hadn’t cared. Her makeup was nonexistent, but again, it was how Wolf saw her most of the time, and he loved that she looked like “her” in their wedding photos. 
 
   Fiona and Alabama looked just as disheveled as Caroline did, but they were also beautiful in their rumpledness. There was one picture of Fiona lying on the bed next to Cookie, with her left hand, wedding ring prominently displayed, lying on Cookie’s chest. Her eyes were closed, but Cookie had been looking down at her as if she was the most precious thing in the world to him, which she was. 
 
   Alabama had also included a picture of her and Abe. Abe was standing behind her with one arm slung around her chest diagonally, and the other was around her waist pulling her back into him. Alabama was looking up at him and laughing at whatever he’d just said to her. Even with her lilac dress mussed and with a pair of sneakers on her feet, she was beautiful in her man’s arms.
 
   Caroline’s friends had done a wonderful job in catching every moment of their impromptu wedding. From the guys kissing her, to them signing their marriage license. Hell, Alabama had even snuck a picture of Wolf handing the pastor a wad of cash to thank her for the inconvenience of having to spend all afternoon in the hospital. Of course the pastor had said it was no big deal and brushed off his thanks, but Wolf smiled, remembering how she’d pocketed the check mumbling about how it would go toward expanding the playground at the church for the children.
 
   After they’d gotten married, Wolf had called his parents and explained what had gone on that afternoon. Caroline had been worried they’d be upset over missing their son’s wedding, but Wolf knew they’d be okay with it. And they were. They were pleased as hell their son was happy, and it was more than obvious he was happy. They wrung a promise out of Wolf to bring Caroline over for dinner as soon as they could after they got back from their honeymoon. 
 
   Wolf’s thoughts came back to Caroline. As much as he loved the pictures, he’d soon tired of looking at them and had shoved the computer out of the way and introduced Caroline to honeymoon-kitchen-table sex. She’d taken to it enthusiastically.
 
   Neither of them shied away from showing each other how much they loved each other through sex. Caroline and Wolf had done a lot over the time they’d lived together, but they’d never had the luxury to completely let go and not have to worry about anything other than each other. There had always been work, or some sort of drama. First it’d been with Alabama and Abe, then it had been Fiona. Neither of them would ever begrudge their friends for what had happened, but it was heaven to not have to worry about anything other than being together.
 
   Caroline tightened her grip on Wolf and then slowly opened her eyes and looked up. “Can’t sleep?” she murmured drowsily.
 
   Wolf laughed to himself. It was the middle of the afternoon. He was wide awake and nowhere near tired enough for a nap. “No, go back to sleep, Ice. You’re gonna need it later.”
 
   Not intending his words to excite her, Wolf was pleasantly surprised when they did just that. Caroline shifted until she straddled him. They were eye to eye as he’d been leaning up against the headboard of the bed.
 
   “You’re not tired?” Caroline asked again, this time running her hands over his hard chest as she spoke. Her fingers teased his nipples for a moment before they slipped further down until she could hold him in her hand. 
 
   Wolf could feel himself grow hard at the first touch of her soft fingers against him. “Jesus Ice, you’re gonna kill me.”
 
   “But what a way to go, yeah?”
 
   Caroline shifted until she could take Wolf inside, and sunk down on him. Or at least she tried to. Wolf held her hips tight and wouldn’t let her take him fully inside. “Are you ready for me, Ice? I don’t want to hurt you.”
 
   “I don’t want to be crude here, Matthew,” Caroline panted, gripping Matthew’s shoulders tightly as she looked him in the eyes as she spoke, “but I’ve still got your last orgasm inside me. You arouse me just by looking at me with those ‘fuck-me’ eyes of yours. So to answer your question, yeah, I’m ready for you. I’m always ready for you. I’m wet, you won’t hurt me.”
 
   Wolf relaxed his grip and let Caroline drop down on him. She was right. She was soaked. Hot, wet, and tight. “How does this keep getting better and better?”
 
   Caroline treated his question as rhetorical and ignored it. She started moving, not taking her eyes away from her husband’s. “I love you, Matthew.”
 
   Wolf smiled. He’d never get tired of those words. “I love you too, Caroline. Now shut up and take me.”
 
   Twenty minutes later, Wolf smiled again. It seemed he couldn’t stop smiling. They were lying sideways on the bed, the covers were nowhere to be seen, and Caroline was once again snuggled in his arms. 
 
   Wolf moved his leg, which had been propped up on the side of the bedframe and shifted higher onto the bed. Caroline groaned. “Hang on, Ice.” Wolf straightened and shifted both himself and Caroline until they were both, once again, lying lengthwise on the bed. Wolf leaned over and snagged a pillow from the floor, where it’d lain forgotten in the midst of their lovemaking. He settled both of them again and sighed. 
 
   Wolf heard Caroline breathing deeply and kissed her temple. Her legs were tangled up with his and he could feel the heat of her body seeping into his own. The wet spot under his ass was annoying, but at the thought of what had made that wet spot, he knew he’d suffer though lying there for as long as it took for Caroline to wake up and for them to make another. 
 
   Wolf, finally feeling sleepy, thought about what he’d order them for dinner. He wanted to make sure they kept their strength up. They had four more days hidden away from the world. Wolf picked up Caroline’s left hand and admired the rings on her fingers. It made him a caveman, but he loved having his mark on her. 
 
   Wolf closed his eyes thinking about his wife. His wife. He never thought he could be so lucky in his life. Before falling asleep, Wolf thought once more about the words to their wedding song. Truer words had never been sung. Caroline was sweet, and he sure as hell was grateful. 
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