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Love will enter cloaked in friendship’s name. 
 

~ Ovid 
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EPILOGUE 
A New Life 

 
 

 
 

Cory leaned on the door jamb and crossed her arms. “Dudes. Did you seriously unpack 
that box?” 
 
Ian and Loki looked up, wearing identical expressions of What? Me? 
 
“I just wanted to show him my Saga omnibus,” Loki explained, his expression becoming 
the cute one he used to get his way. 
 
But he was almost thirteen years old now, and that expression wasn’t all that cute 
anymore. 
 
“You can show Ian whatever you want when you unpack it at the other house. You’re 
sharing a room now. You’ll have lots of time to show each other all your treasures.” 
 
Dom pushed through the doorway around her. “’Scuse,” he muttered on his way. He 
looked around at the comics all over the floor again, chuckled, then picked up a box that 
was still sealed. “C’mon, fellas. Help us out,” he said as Cory cleared out of the doorway 
to let him pass. 
 
“Pack it all up. Both of you. Now.” She used her next-time-I-yell voice and turned away, 
back to the kitchen, which she’d put off to the last minute because packing up kitchens 
was the absolute worst. It had been a long time since she’d had to do it, but the trauma 
was still fresh from the last time she had. 
 
In the kitchen she stopped and let a wave of sadness move through her. Havoc had 
bought her this house, given her this home. Loki had been conceived right here, on the 
kitchen floor, on a night when Nolan had been in the hospital, badly injured in a hit and 
run, while he was on one of his nightwalks.  
 
She’d raised Loki here. She’d watched Nolan become a man from here. This house was 
the only place she’d ever had that had been a real home. Even after Havoc was gone, this 
was where she could find him. 
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She’d tried to kill herself in the bathroom here, on the night of Havoc’s funeral. 
 
She’d thought she’d never leave this house alive. 
 
“Mom? You okay?” Nolan came in from the back door, pulling a dolly into the room. A 
warm June breeze came in with him and made the stack of packing paper flutter on the 
table, and he caught it and moved a box onto it before it could all blow away. Every time 
the front door and the back door were opened at the same time, a gale that would register 
on the Fujita scale went through the house. She’d had hundreds of mini heart attacks over 
the years when all interior doors slammed at once as the kids ran through. 
 
“I’m good. Just remembering.” 
 
He looked around with a smile. “It’s a good house. But this is good, Mom. What you’re 
doing—it’s right.” 
 
“I know.” She did. She was happy, too, and that was a stronger presence in her heart than 
her sadness. She and Loki were moving in with Bart and his kids. They were going to be 
a real family. 
 
They’d taken things step by step, moving gently, carefully with each other and with their 
children. Even after the night of the Harvest Festival, they’d kept things low key, to 
themselves, not coming out to their family until after Thanksgiving. 
 
The response from everyone—their children, the club, the town, everyone—had ranged 
from a cheer to a shrug. No one had been scandalized, and Cory didn’t think anyone had 
even been surprised. Not a syllable of unpleasant gossip had hit her ears. The news had 
spread, of course, and brought more cheers and good wishes and still no surprise. 
 
The biggest reaction had been Deck’s, who, when they’d sat all the kids down to tell 
them in a carefully-planned family meeting, had jumped up and shouted “THANK YOU, 
SANTA!!!” 
 
He’d been crushed when he’d found out it didn’t mean that she and Loki were moving in 
right away. 
 
Cory needed to take that slowly, too. She felt rooted to this house, and she had to unwind 
herself from it carefully, so that each tendril of memory remained intact. 
 
She thought of it as being repotted. 
 
She’d stalled out in the first part of the year, unable to make any plans to move, because 
she could not make herself sell the house. Havoc had given her this home, and it was the 
most special gift she had ever received. It had been such a Havoc thing to do, to make a 
huge decision like this—to choose their home, to buy it with cash and complete the 
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deal—without ever consulting her, but to pick the absolutely perfect home for her and to 
give it to her in the absolutely perfect way. 
 
She couldn’t sell it. It couldn’t leave the family. But the thought that it would stand 
empty was too stark a metaphor for her to cope with. 
 
It had been Isaac who’d solved her dilemma. Cory suspected that Bart had gone to him 
for help, but Bart had never said so, and Isaac hadn’t given him up. Isaac suggested that 
Double A and Candy rent the place. They wanted another child, but their place was too 
small. They’d intended to buy, but they loved this house, and they loved Cory, so they’d 
agreed to rent. 
 
Maybe, after Cory had gotten used to her new life, she might sell it to them. As long as it 
stayed in the family, she thought Havoc would be okay with that. 
 
“I’m gonna help Cox with the dresser, and then I’m gonna have to scoot. Iris has the 
doctor this afternoon, remember.” 
 
“I remember.” Iris was pregnant; she and Nolan expected their first child in August. 
They’d built a house on a beautiful little spread, and they were making a beautiful little 
family. Havoc would have been so proud to see Nolan wearing that Horde kutte, taking 
care of his family. Being the man they’d known he would be.  
 
“Give her a hug for me,” she said. She was going to be a grandmother. Wow. Life just 
kept rolling forward. 
 
He smiled and pulled the dolly through to the hall and down to her bedroom. 
 
Cory took a deep breath and went to the table. She picked up an empty box and a stack of 
papers, and she opened the nearest cupboard. It was time to pack up this life and start the 
next one. 
 
 

~oOo~ 
 
 

Combining two houses which had each been full into one of them had been no simple 
undertaking. Cory had purged a lot of material dross she’d been dragging along through 
the years. She’d kept all of Hav’s things, all this time—his clothes, his underwear, even 
his toothbrush. In preparation for the move, she’d finally packed up most of his clothes 
and taken them to Goodwill. Nolan had taken all his tools and gear when he’d gotten his 
own garage built. 
 
She’d kept that toothbrush, though, and some other pieces of clothing and mementos. 
She’d bought a nice antique Pullman trunk at Iris’s shop, and she neatly packed away in 
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that trunk the things of Havoc’s that she couldn’t part with. She’d put her rings back in 
their velvet boxes and packed them in the truck as well. 
 
Taking off her rings had been the hardest thing of all. But once they were off, once the 
phantom pain around her empty finger had faded away, the last of her reservations had 
faded away as well. 
 
That trunk sat on the floor at the end of Bart’s bed now. Not Bart’s bed—their bed. Her 
bed, the one she’d shared with Havoc, was stored in the barn, in a room Bart had built out 
to hold the things they’d set aside to create a life together. 
 
Bart had already been fairly streamlined, after he’d moved from California, but he’d 
purged more, making all the room for her and Loki that they needed. He’d built bunk 
beds for the boys, who were excited to share a room, but he had plans to build onto the 
house so that all the kids could have their own room and Cory could have a place to make 
her jewelry. 
 
She was still saving the money she made selling her pieces. She meant it to someday be a 
fund for each of the kids to do one bucket-list thing, something crazy and selfish and 
irrational, before they settled onto the path of their adulthood. Whatever they wanted it to 
be. Preferably something they’d expect their parents to think was dumb. 
 
Technically, they didn’t need her little jewelry fund to do that; money was not a problem 
for them, and wouldn’t be a problem for sending their kids into the world. But Cory 
wanted it to be something different from their parents paying for them. She wanted it to 
be a gift, from her. No strings at all. 
 
She unwrapped a pinot noir glass and hung it in the cabinet Isaac had built for them as a 
housewarming. A place to keep her extensive collection of wine glasses. 
 
The June night was cool enough that they’d opened all the windows, and the kitchen was 
noisy with the sounds of frogs and crickets. Every now and then, a June bug would hit a 
screen with a snick, attracted by the lights. Each time, Demi lifted her head and tried to 
figure out what was making the sound. She wasn’t interested enough to stir herself from 
her cozy place lying on Thor’s rear end, though. 
 
“What song is that?” Bart asked, and she looked over her shoulder and smiled. He’d been 
putting Deck to bed. He’d been up there about an hour; Deck had been pretty wound up 
from all the bustle of the day. 
 
“Hi. What?” 
 
He wrapped his arms around her waist and kissed her bare shoulder. “The song you’re 
singing. It sounds familiar.” 
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She hadn’t realized she’d been singing. Closing her eyes, she tried to hear the memory. 
“‘More than Life,’ I think.” 
 
“Sing it some more.” His lips moved over her skin as he asked, and then he sucked on her 
neck, so Cory doubted he was all that interested in the song, but she sang a bit anyway, 
picking up the refrain. 
 
“I can feel your voice against my lips,” he murmured, kissing her throat and turning her 
around. “That’s the song we danced to at Nolan’s wedding, isn’t it?” 
 
She remembered that dance, the year before. So beautiful and painful, when she was just 
beginning to realize that her feelings for Bart had become something new. “Yeah, it is.” 
 
“It’s even more beautiful in your voice. And you’re even more beautiful in this house, in 
my arms.” 
 
He feathered more tiny kisses over her cheek, her neck, her shoulder, along her 
collarbone, and back to her mouth, and she grabbed him and held him there, making the 
kiss something other than teasing seduction. Making it an intention. 
 
When she sucked his tongue into her mouth, he grunted and pulled back, chuckling. 
“Leave the unpacking for tomorrow. All the boys are asleep. Lexi is in her room with her 
headphones on, listening to a book while she draws. Come to bed with me. I want to love 
you in our bed. All night.” 
 
She nodded, and he let her go and took her hand, and they went upstairs to their bed. 
 
 

THE END 
 

 
 


