
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]

I Loved Him First

By Tinnean

Published by JMS Books LLC

Visit jms-books.com for more information.

Copyright 2026 Tinnean

ISBN 9798896022176

* * * *

[image: ]


Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission from the publisher, with the exception of excerpts used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Published in the United States of America.

* * * *

[image: ]


This is for Bob, because...Bob. It will always be for him.

Many thanks to Tisha for her help in pointing out I really didn’t want Myles and Jamie to go to that particular college and in suggesting Mark Vincent should be Myles’s godfather.

And as always, a huge thank you to Gail Morse for her friendship and support for twenty-five years.

* * * *
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Chapter 1
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Theo and I and Baby Bear, our fourteen-month-old son, received an early Christmas present that year, when three days before the holiday, Samantha Nelson, our surrogate, gave birth to the newest member of our family.

“We have another boy,” Dr. Hung, our obstetrician, announced as she clamped the cord. “Who would like to cut the cord this time?” She glanced at Theo, and her eyes above her mask sparkled with amusement. She had been there for Baby Bear’s birth and remembered what had happened.

Theo shook his head wildly. The last time we’d done this, the thought of cutting our son’s umbilical cord had unmanned my poor husband, causing him to pass out.

“I’ll do it,” I said, and she handed me the sterile surgical scissors. This time Theo was filming the birth while I cut our baby’s cord.

“Would Mom like to see her baby?” one of the nurses asked as she helped make Samantha more comfortable.

“I’m not his mom, and he’s not my baby,” Sam said. “These men are his parents.” She wouldn’t look at our son or ask to hold him. She hadn’t when Baby Bear was born, either. She didn’t want to take the risk of growing attached to a child she wasn’t likely to see again.

The nurse looked like she’d bitten into a lemon, but fortunately she didn’t say anything, so we ignored her.

I crossed to Sam and hugged her gently. “You’ve given us an amazing gift. Thank you.”

“It was my pleasure.” She stretched gingerly. “I love being pregnant, but I think I’m going to take a break for a few years.” These pregnancies had been closer together than usually recommended.

“Let us know when you’re ready to do this again.”

“I will.”

The nurse unlocked the wheels of Sam’s delivery bed.

“Bye, guys. Thanks for patronizing Nelson’s Baby Making Company.”

Theo and I kissed her cheek, thanked her again, and watched as she was wheeled out of the delivery room.

“Wonderful woman,” Theo murmured.

“Yeah.”

“Does this little cutie have a name?” the neonatal nurse asked.

“Yes. We’ve decided on Myles John.” Theo’s grandfather was Myles—I’d have flat out refused to let any of our children be named after his father, who’d thrown him out of the house after learning Theo was gay, but Theo never brought it up. As for John...that was my dad.

“Welcome to the world, Myles John.”

Myles was making that little newborn baby cry—o lay, o lay, o lay. He had been cleaned, suctioned, measured and weighed. He wasn’t big—Theo said he’d been a small baby, so it made sense, since we’d used his sperm this time.

And while Baby Bear had been a hefty nine pounds and twenty-one inches—I’d been a fairly large baby too—Myles was seven pounds and eighteen inches. But he was a ten on the Apgar scale, and that was all that mattered to us.

After he was swaddled, the nurse offered him to Theo. This time around, as a second time dad, Theo was steady as a rock, and I was proud of him. He rocked Myles gently, humming a Greek lullaby to him off-key.

“My turn.” I made grabby hands, and Theo laughed, giddy.

He met my gaze, pride on his face. “Our little boy.”

“Yes.”

Things being what they were, Theo had adopted Baby Bear. After we brought Myles home and settled, we’d start the process of me adopting him. And when we had another baby, we’d adopt that boy or girl as well, so no one could ever take our children from us. We’d use a WBIS lawyer, so all the adoptions would be ironclad.

I eased the baby from his arms, and when I looked down into Myles’s eyes and wisp of reddish hair and saw my husband in this baby, my heart melted. I knew I’d love every child we were blessed with with the same heartfelt devotion, and I’d never admit to anything less, but Myles...

I’d love him just a little bit more.

* * * *

[image: ]


“I’m home, babe,” I called as I closed our apartment door and set my briefcase under the console table. There really wasn’t much in it, but it kept people from questioning my particular line of work.

Theo came into the foyer, drying his hands on a dish towel. He leaned in for a kiss, taking his time, and I hummed in pleasure.

“How was your day?” he asked against my lips.

“Good.” I was deputy director now, so I didn’t have to go out erasing targets any longer. “And yours?”

“Good,” he echoed. He leaned back and met my gaze. “I want to talk to you about something.”

I’d let him go, but now I paused in unbuttoning my suit jacket, tense. “Something wrong? The boys?”

“No, no. they’re fine, they’re both taking naps. It’s...we’ll be having Myles’s dedication ceremony in a few weeks.”

“And?”

“We haven’t discussed it yet, but I...I’d like to ask Vince to be his godfather.”

“Mr. Vincent?”

Theo nodded. He’d known my boss for years, and Mr. Vincent had even lived in the attic apartment at one time. I’d never thought of him as particularly paternal, but earlier that spring, we’d learned he had a son, and it had become a nine days’ wonder at the WBIS.

“Do you object?” my husband asked hesitantly.

“No.” I knew Mr. Vincent wasn’t the kind of man who’d let anyone harm his son, and if he agreed to being Myles’s godfather, I had no doubt he’d be equally fierce. “Do you want to ask him?” Theo was his friend...I was just his employee.

“Yes.” Theo kissed my cheek. “Get changed, and let’s have dinner. I’ll call him afterward.”

* * * *
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So when we had Myles’s child dedication ceremony at Georgetown Unitarian Chapel in late January, Mr. Vincent stood as his godfather, and Theo’s sister, Acacia, became his godmother.

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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Myles hadn’t yet turned four the first time he expressed interest in a girl’s clothes, although he’d fallen in love with a Raggedy Ann doll he’d spotted when we were shopping for baby things for the little sister who’d be born in August of that year.

“Please, Daddy?” he begged, clutching tight to the hem of my T-shirt.

“Are you sure you want Raggedy Ann and not Raggedy Andy?”

“Yes!”

“Okay.” I picked a doll from the back of the bunch on display, in order to be sure she was pristine, and I was about to add it to everything I held, when I paused. “Would you like to hold her?”

His light brown eyes, so like his Poppa’s, grew huge. “I can?”

“She’ll be your baby, won’t she?”

“Yes,” he breathed, almost trembling in excitement.

“All right, then.”

He reached for the doll, cradled her in his little arms, and stroked her red hair.

“Want to get something for Teddy Bear?”

“Yes, Daddy. We don’t want him to feel left out.”

“No, we don’t. What do you think we should get him?” I asked as we walked to the boy’s section of the toy department.

“This, Daddy, this!” He went right to a velociraptor with jointed legs and jaws that opened and snapped closed. Teddy Bear did like anything that might commit mayhem.

“Good choice” I picked up the box. “Ready to go?”

Myles nodded and tightened his hold on Raggedy Ann. He hummed softly, the lullaby I’d sing to him at bedtime—Teddy Bear had his own—and once again gripped the hem of my T-shirt as we headed to the front of the store where the checkout lines were.

There were a couple of people already on line, and I swallowed a groan. It would have been nice if places like this had shopping carts or even baskets.

An older woman in front of us turned to glance at Myles. He beamed at her and held out Raggedy Ann. “My baby,” he told her. “She’s got red hair just like me and Poppa.”

The woman looked at me. “Your poppa doesn’t have red hair.”

“That’s Daddy. Poppa’s home making dinner.”

I stiffened, waiting for her to make a snide comment—as gay dads, Theo and I had gotten plenty of those. We’d even had security called on us because it was “suspicious” two men should be walking with a small child.

Instead, she smiled back at him. “I think you’ll make a very good daddy.”

He nodded solemnly. “Daddy and Poppa’ll teach me everything. We gonna have a new baby.”

“Are you? That’s wonderful. I’m sure you’ll be a very good big brother.”

He shook his head. “I’ll be the middle brother. Teddy Bear is the big brother.”

“In that case, I’m sure you’ll be a very good middle brother.” She smiled at me. “Good luck to you and your charming family.” And she seemed to genuinely mean it.

“Thank you.” I nodded toward the cashier who was waiting patiently. “She’s ready for you, ma’am.”

She stepped up to pay for her items.

“She’s a nice lady, Daddy,” Myles announced in a loud whisper.

The woman glanced over her shoulder and whispered back just as loudly, “And you’re very nice, too.”

Myles gave a little bounce and hugged his doll.

So we weren’t really surprised by what happened later that year.

* * * *
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I’d brought costumes home from a work trip, since Halloween was only a week away. The family planned to go trick-or-treating as Star Wars characters. Theo would dress as a very sexy Darth Vadar, I would be his loyal but dim Stormtrooper, and the children would go as Luke Skywalker, Han Solo, and Princess Leia.

I’d been certain the lightsaber and blaster would thrill the boys, but it was Sophia’s Princess Leia slave girl costume that caught Myles’s attention. It was a onesie, with legs mimicking the flowy skirt, a gold embroidered “bra” and waistband, and a bracelet around the wrist. And Myles fell in love with it. The thing was, it was tiny, since Sophia was only twelve weeks old at the time.

His gaze went from Theo to me with those big puppy dog eyes. “Sophie can have the Han Solo costume. I want this one!”

“That’s a girl’s costume.” Theo looked panicked.

I squeezed his arm and murmured, “It’s okay, babe. He’s only three.”

“But he’ll be four in a couple of months.”

“He’s still a little boy.” I dropped down to my son’s level and smiled into those light brown eyes, so similar to his Poppa’s. “Do you see?” I held Sophia’s costume up against him to show him the difference in size. “It’s way too small for you.”

“Oh.” His face fell. “It’s so pretty, though,” He stroked the soft material, his expression wistful.

“It is.” I caught Theo’s gaze and raised an eyebrow. My Grandma Josie had always said Never make a vow to a saint or a promise to a child, and I didn’t want to suggest anything my husband would be uncomfortable with. He must have realized where my thoughts were going, because he nodded, so I had no qualms saying, “I’ll tell you what, buddy. It’s a little late to get you a cool Princess Leia costume this year, but if that’s what you want to wear next Halloween, we’ll just find one for you then.”

“You promise, Daddy? You promise, Poppa?”

“We promise.”

“Yay!”

Theo stole a quick kiss, and we got the children dressed to go trick-or-treating. I carried Sophia and her stuffed elephant down to the street, where the boys were waiting and Theo had the stroller all ready for its precious cargo. I settled the baby in it and strapped her in.

“Everyone all set?”

“Yes!”

“All righty, then,” Theo said. “Let’s go.” He held the boys’ hands and led them up walks to front doors, where he let Teddy Bear ring the doorbells.

They bounced in excitement, and each time a door opened, they shouted, “Trick or treat!”

We had a fantastic time, with Teddy Bear waving his lightsaber and Myles aiming his blaster, making “pow, pow, pow” sounds to the amusement of the people who filled their plastic pumpkins with candy.

We kept our journey short, since the boys were still too young to go farther from home than around the block.

This time, on the way home, Theo pushed the stroller with Sophia propped up, a little arm wrapped around her elephant. Teddy Bear held onto the stroller and looked up at him. “Poppa, can we have some candy?”

I swallowed a smile. He could do those puppy dog eyes as well as his brother.

Theo ruffled his hair, obviously besotted with our older son. “Just a single candy bar, otherwise you won’t be able to sleep. Okay?” The last thing we needed before bedtime was for them to have a sugar high.

“Okay.”

Theo nodded. “Pick out the one you want.”

Myles, who’d been holding my hand and chattering about all the characters he’d seen, became quiet. “Me, too, Daddy?”
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