
  
    [image: Give Me Three]
  


  
    
      GIVE ME THREE

      MMM WHY CHOOSE ROMANCE

      
        NERDY BOY UNIVERSE

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        WEST GREENE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright ©October 2024 by West Greene

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Formatting: Tiff Writes Romance

      Cover Design: Tiff Writes Romance

      Editing: Tiff Writes Romance

      Proofreading: Kimberly Peterson

    

  


  
    
      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who waited so patiently for Jaxon’s story, I hope I’ve done him and his beautiful, new relationship justice.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS IN THE SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Nerdy Boy

        Give Me Three

        Family Vacay

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      Please note there are some elements and situations in this book some readers may not find enjoyable. These include mentions of child abuse, mentions of sexual assault, mentions of rape, PTSD, flashbacks, consensual anal sex that causes bleeding, breath play/choking, graphic violence, blood spill, cancer, loss of a significant other (not a main character), drug use (weed), and alcohol abuse.

      If you find any of the above triggering, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before deciding to read, please reach out to me via Instagram, Facebook, or my email (authorwestgreene@gmail.com).

      Happy reading!
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        Jaxon

      

      

      A trembling smile tilted Penelope’s lips, and she weakly lifted her arm, reaching out for my hand. Without a beat of hesitation, I wrapped my fingers around hers, my chest tight.

      Why was life being so cruel to her?

      She was leaving us—leaving me and Spencer. Our son needed her, but whatever awaited her after this life apparently needed her more.

      And fuck, it hurt.

      She’d already said her goodbyes to Spencer, who’d cried over her and hugged her and kissed her cheeks. Witnessing it had shattered my heart. But this—this moment—was going to be what fucking obliterated me.

      I’d met Penelope as a nineteen-year-old boy just trying to survive. I’d grown up with neglectful parents who never truly gave a shit about me. I’d been hardened and rough. But that day on campus, Penelope saw something in me worth nurturing and fighting for. And she had. With every fucking fiber of her being, this woman—my beautiful, sweet wife—fought for me every single day. For us.

      She’d pulled me out of my darkness and shown me what it was like to truly live.

      And now… now, she was leaving me.

      I’d had months to prepare for this moment, but how was I supposed to prepare myself for losing my soulmate? The love of my life? The woman who fucking saved me?

      Damn the fucking cancer for eating her alive.

      We’d only found it because she started bleeding heavily… and for days. When she went to the doctor, she called me in tears, telling me they found a tumor.

      Stage four ovarian cancer.

      And it’d spread to other parts of her body.

      The doctor had grimly informed us that it was too late to do anything. Too late to save her. She’d cried. I’d cried. And we’d both cried again when we sat Spencer down after school and broke the news to him.

      “You’re going to be okay,” she said softly, her voice shaking with her words. She was so weak now. So frail. There was hardly anything of her left.

      I swallowed thickly, a tear running down my cheek. “I thought I would be ready when the day came…” I cleared my throat, my voice so fucking thick and raspy, I could barely talk. “No amount of time could have prepared me.”

      Her own tear ran down her cheek. I reached down and tenderly wiped it away. I didn’t want her to spend her last moments crying. I wanted her to leave this world comfortably, knowing Spencer and I would be okay. “I love you,” I rasped. “Wherever you go after this… just know I love you. With every single piece of me.”

      Her smile returned, just as soft and bright as the day I met her when she crashed into my life in a beautiful ball of sunshine. And now, she was leaving, taking all of her sunshine with her, leaving me in a world of darkness.

      A darkness I’d have to navigate without her as my guide as I finished raising our son. As I helped him navigate adulthood and college.

      “Promise me you’ll move on,” she quietly pleaded. “You’re only forty, Jaxon. You have your whole life ahead of you still.”

      I shook my head. She was asking too much. How the fuck did someone move on from the love of their life? “Penelope⁠—”

      She closed her eyes, death drawing closer and closer, just ready to suck her into its waiting arms, where she’d no longer have to suffer. My heart clenched in my chest, and I let go of her hand to clasp her face. Leaning over her, I pressed our lips together in a soft kiss that lingered. “Princess⁠—”

      “Promise me,” she rasped.

      My heart clenched. My gut threatened to revolt. But if this was her dying wish to me…

      “I promise,” I rasped. Even if it made me physically ill to utter the words.

      She pressed her lips to mine again in a short, sweet kiss. “I love you, Jaxon.”

      I swallowed back the sob that threatened to break free. “I love you, too, princess. So goddamn much.” She took a shallow breath, and then, her chest stilled. Tears streaked down my cheeks. I pressed my lips to her forehead, my tears dripping onto her skin. “Rest easy, beautiful.”
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        * * *

      

      Spencer wept silently, his fingers curled into my shirt. My arm tightened around Spencer’s shoulders, trying to hold him together. Hell, I was trying to hold both of us together. And it was proving really fucking difficult.

      My lips trembled, tears threatening as the kind, older woman handed me the urn holding my wife’s ashes. Spencer reached over, grabbing it from me and clutching it to his chest. I rested my hand on his hair, scraping my blunt nails against his scalp in the way Penelope used to when he was sick or he was having a bad day.

      But I knew it wasn’t the same. Her nails had always been manicured and pretty and were capable of soothing both me and Spencer to sleep when she did it. My nails were blunt, barely reaching the tips of my fingers, and my fingers were too thick to ever be like hers.

      “Thank you,” I rasped.

      “Of course.” She offered me a small, sympathetic smile. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      I just nodded. What was I supposed to say to that?

      Turning, I led Spencer to the car. Once we were inside, we both just sat there. He stared down at the remains of his mother, and I stared out the windshield, feeling like my heart was shredding itself apart. But how was that possible when it’d already been ripped apart when she took her last breath?

      “What do we do from here, Dad?” Spencer suddenly asked, his voice raw with pain.

      I roughly cleared my throat and reached forward to start the car.

      “I don’t know, kid,” I told him honestly. “But we’ll figure it out. I promise.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jaxon

      

      

      “Are you sure you don’t need help unpacking all of this?” Spencer asked. He was standing with his hands on his hips, staring at the mess of my new house, which was cluttered with boxes.

      I glanced around, biting back a tired sigh. I never thought I’d be moving again. Spencer and I had discussed him moving back to Tennessee after college when we’d moved there. But then, in his senior year of high school, he fell in love with Ezra and Logan, and when Spencer and Ezra went to the University of Florida for college, Logan eventually followed. Their relationship was unconventional, and so many people considered it wrong, but it worked for them. And they were happy. That was all I gave a fuck about.

      There was nothing for me in Tennessee, so when Spencer told me they had decided to live in Gainesville permanently, I’d packed up and moved there, too. Spencer was the only family I had left. Moving to be near him had been one of the easiest decisions I’d made as a father.

      “Nah,” I assured him. I narrowed my eyes at Logan as he stepped out of the kitchen with a bag of dill pickle flavored chips in his hand. Ezra snorted at the annoyed look on my face. Logan loved pushing my buttons. I loved the kid like he was my own, but he could be a real asshole sometimes. “Seriously, kid?” I demanded.

      He shrugged a bare shoulder at me revealed by his black tank top. “I was hungry. Moving all your shit was a lot.”

      I sighed. “Whatever,” I muttered, choosing to ignore that it was literally my last fucking bag of chips.

      Triumph lit up his eyes. Logan loved arguing with me. He was… a troublemaker, and while he’d calmed down a lot, no longer got into fights, and was emotionally settled for the most part, he still liked to push everyone’s buttons he could. He’d gone through hell and back, and trauma had left its mark on him.

      “It’s a lot of work, Jaxon,” Ezra told me, a frown pulling at his lips. “We can help.”

      I shook my head. “It’ll keep me busy. I took two weeks off work to handle the move,” I reminded him.

      Spencer sighed. “Alright. If you say so.” He looked at Ezra and Logan. “Are y’all ready to head out?” He snatched the bag of chips out of Logan’s hands and handed them to me. Logan huffed, playfully glaring at Spencer. I smirked and reached into the bag, pulling a chip out. When I plopped it into my mouth, grinning, Logan rolled his eyes.

      “We need to get food on the way home, then,” Logan told Spencer. “Since you stole my food and all that.”

      Ezra scoffed and wrapped an arm around Logan’s neck, pulling him in for a short kiss that Logan thankfully let stay PG. That boy had a habit of turning even the smallest things into something dirty. It was one of his… gifts, I guessed. I knew a lot more about my son and his sex life than I ever wanted to because of Logan and his big mouth.

      “You’ll be fine. Spencer took food out to cook, remember? You’ll be patient until then, won’t you?”

      He sighed, but the soft smile he shot Spencer turned my son all… fuzzy. Christ. It was almost uncomfortable to witness.

      “You three head on out,” I told them. “I’m going to crash on the couch for the night and then tackle all this tomorrow.”

      Spencer hugged me, and immediately, I wrapped my arms around him, squeezing him to me. “Call one of us if you want help. Or even just company,” he told me.

      “I will,” I promised as I released him from my hug.

      The house fell into eerie silence once Logan’s new jeep disappeared down the quiet street. I frowned, rubbing at my chest. I thought I’d gotten used to the silence after Spencer left for college and Logan eventually moved out, leaving me home alone all day to just work and exist. But being in a new house again, this time without my son in town, just felt… wrong.

      I knew I’d get used to it with time. But it still felt eerily strange.

      Sighing, I toed off my shoes and padded in my socks to the sofa, which was just sitting in the middle of the living room floor. I laid back on it, grunting at the pain in my back.

      I was getting too fucking old. And sleeping on this couch wasn’t going to help my back pain one damn bit.

      Tomorrow, I’d find the box with my painkillers in it, and then, I’d tackle the disaster of boxes and furniture that awaited me.
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        * * *

      

      I hoped whoever figured out that coffee beans made this amazing drink lived a long, fulfilling life before they passed away. They deserved to.

      I lifted the mug to my lips as I skimmed my eyes over my backyard, swallowing back the painkillers I’d finally found after finding the box labeled BATHROOM, which had taken a good thirty minutes. The couch hadn’t helped my back at all, and I’d slept like shit on it, too. Maybe it was time to buy a new couch and throw that one out?

      It was a problem for another day.

      A tiny little meow met my ears, and I frowned, pausing with my coffee mug poised halfway to my lips. When I heard it again and saw something moving in the overgrown flowerbed beside the patio, I set my coffee down on the concrete and walked over.

      “Here, kitty-kitty-kitty,” I gently called, crouching down.

      A tiny little meow greeted me again. I dropped to my knees and moved an overgrown rose bush aside, avoiding the thorns as much as possible. A tiny little grey kitten, probably not even old enough to be away from its mother, peered up at me through pretty, blue eyes. A soft smile tilted my lips.

      “Hi, little one,” I said softly, reaching out to pick it up with my other hand. She was so small, she fit in my palm. I brought her to my chest and stood up, leaving my coffee where it was as I carried her into the house. “You’re a cute little thing, huh?” I asked, rubbing the top of its head with my finger. She purred. “Let’s get you to a vet.”

      I grabbed my phone off the kitchen bar, and while still holding her cute, fuzzy body to my chest, I pulled up a list of vets local to me, choosing the one closest.

      Dr. Eros Hendrix.

      “Alright,” I murmured, pocketing my phone and grabbing my car keys. “Let’s get you to the vet.”
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        * * *

      

      Dr. Hendrix’s parking lot was empty, and the street was quiet when I pulled up. With Ash cradled in my hand, I got out of the car and headed to the door, a bell above jingling when I pushed it open. A blonde man with sharp cheekbones and warm, striking green eyes popped up from behind the receptionist’s desk, a smile on his lips.

      Fuck, he was gorgeous.

      I blinked in surprise at myself. Had my first impression of him really been that he was gorgeous?

      I was straight. Had always been straight. And obviously, I had nothing against being gay considering my son was in a relationship with two other men, but was I suddenly having some bi-awakening moment at the age of forty-fucking-three? I was a little old for that, wasn’t I?

      “Hey, how can I help you?” he asked, his voice smooth and deep but not overly deep. It was the kind of voice that could soothe you to sleep. The kind of voice that could read me the Declaration of Independence and keep me captivated.

      “Uh, hi. I just moved here and found this cute kitten in my backyard roaming my flowerbed,” I told him, stepping closer to the counter so he could see her.

      His eyes widened a little. “She’s young,” he said, frowning. “Hold on, and I’ll let you back. My receptionist is out grabbing us coffee. I’ll have her get all your info when she gets back.”

      “Sure,” I said, but I wasn’t even sure if he’d heard me. He’d already disappeared from sight.

      The door to my right opened, and the doctor poked his head out, smiling at me. Christ, his smile was pretty. This man was worthy of being a model—like front of GQ magazine kind of pretty. Why the hell had he decided to become a veterinarian?

      “Through here.” I followed him through the door and down a short hallway, coming out into a bigger area with benches and pillows with little paws on them. My lips quirked. They were cute pillows. “What’s your name?” he asked, gesturing for me to follow him into a room off to the left. “You can set her on the table. Just keep an eye on her for a second.”

      “Jaxon,” I told him. “Jaxon Wreath.”

      He walked over and lifted up the kitten’s tail. She turned and hissed at him, swatting at him with her cute, fuzzy paws. He laughed, grinning at her. “She’s a feisty girl.”

      I pursed my lips, nodding my head as I gazed at her. “Good to know. I’ve been thinking of her as one,” I confessed.

      He chuckled, looking up at me from beneath his blonde lashes. “What’s her name?”

      I looked at her gray fur and adorable, white paws. “Ash,” I finally settled on.

      He nodded. “It’s a good name.” He rubbed his finger beneath her chin, and she began purring, her claws scraping against the table. I laughed softly. “I’m thinking she’s about four to five weeks old. I’m going to give her some deworming medication today, but in two weeks, I need you to bring her back for her first round of kitten shots and another deworming treatment.”

      “Is there something wrong with her?” I asked, concern tightening my chest as I reached out to run two fingers down her back. She was a little bony, which worried me.

      He shook his head. “She looks healthy. Her eyes are clear. She’s not sneezing. It’s just routine for kittens, that’s all. I suggest keeping her on formula and maybe introducing some soft food to her until her next appointment.”

      “Formula?” I asked, thinking back to when Spencer was a baby. Kittens drank baby formula?

      Eros nodded, now over by the counter, drawing some kind of white liquid into a syringe. “Yep. Kitten formula.” Well, I felt fucking stupid. “You can pick it up from Walmart or a pet supply store. Actually—” he turned and grabbed Ash, shoving the syringe into her mouth between her very sharp teeth, and forced the medication down her throat. She clawed at him, digging her claws into his hand until he backed away from her. “I might have some on hand.” He looked at me with a flirty smile on his lips, and my belly clenched. “I don’t mind giving it to a handsome man who’s rescuing an adorable, feisty kitten.”

      “I, uhm, I—” I was stammering. What the fuck was happening?

      I didn’t know what the fuck to say to that. I’d never been hit on by anyone of the same gender. Well, I had by Logan, but he’d always been teasing. He was head over heels for my son. I could never take any of his flirting seriously.

      Eros laughed and shook his head, heading for the door. “Hold on. I’ll be right—oh, hey, babe.”

      I turned, blinking in surprise at the sexy as fuck man standing in the middle of the room, carrying a plastic bag containing two Styrofoam take-out containers. His hair was dark and hanging over his forehead in very slight waves, only just obscuring his vision. Broad shoulders blocked some of the sunlight peeking in through the window behind him, and tattoos covered every bit of exposed skin, apart from his face. In a black t-shirt and black cargo pants with scuffed-up, steel-toed boots, he looked like he thrived on chaos.

      He flicked his hair out of his eyes, revealing dark eyes glinting with mischief. “Now that’s a fine ass man,” he murmured, running his eyes over me. My skin heated. He grinned and winked at me before looking at the doctor. “You hungry? I bought your usual.”

      Dr. Hendrix nodded. “Yeah, just give me a few minutes.” He looked at his watch, sighing. “Actually, can you bill Jaxon for today? I have no idea where Heather got off to. She gets so easily distracted,” he muttered, heading for another door and pushing through it.

      “Jaxon, huh?” the guy asked, raking his eyes over me again. With the way he was staring at me, I felt oddly naked.

      “Uhm, yeah,” I muttered, picking up Ash. She cuddled into me, a loud purr emitting from her tiny body.

      He smiled and reached out to rub Ash’s head when I stepped out of the room. “Cute kitty.” She opened her eyes, peering at him before deciding he wasn’t worth her time and shutting her eyes again. “Name’s Zeppelin. I’m Eros’s husband.”

      But they were flirting with me?

      I knew poly relationships were a thing, but my experience with them was very limited considering that experience only came from Spencer, Ezra, and Logan’s relationship with each other. I was a bit out of my comfort zone. Too many revelations had happened in a way too short amount of time.

      I cleared my throat. “I need to get going, if you don’t mind,” I told him, my voice gruff. His smile turned to a smirk, like he knew exactly how much he was confusing me and affecting me. But without a word, he strode over to the counter and rounded it, setting the food down before leaning over the computer.

      He got my account set up, and I was handing him my credit card when Eros appeared, holding a plastic bag. “There’s soft food in here and some bottles of formula. I included my card, too. I’ve added my personal number to it. If you have any questions…” He let his voice trail off, but there was no mistaking the hidden suggestion behind his smile.

      Zeppelin handed me back my card. “We’re both available,” he told me. “Anytime day or night.”

      Fucking hell.

      “Uh, thanks,” I muttered, taking the bag from Eros. And then, I quickly turned and left, overwhelmed and really fucking confused about my sexuality.
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        Zeppelin

      

      

      “So… who is he?” I asked, looking at my husband as the sexy as fuck man practically ran out the door with the adorable kitten cradled in his hand. That man was a big ball of nervous, unsure energy, and I couldn’t get enough of it. It was so easy to rile him up, even if he did his best not to show it.

      Eros leaned over the counter and grabbed the bag containing our lunch. I quickly followed him to his office, shutting the door behind us so we had some privacy in case Heather came back before I left to head back to my tattoo shop. Eros sat at his desk, and I took a seat across from him.

      “He’s new to the area,” Eros informed me, his blonde hair flopping over his forehead as he lowered his head to sort our food. “That’s about all I know. He was pretty tight-lipped, and he doesn’t know what to do when he’s being flirted with.”

      I snorted, pulling my container of food closer to me when Eros set it on the desk. “That’s an understatement. Pretty sure he’s either closeted, or he has no idea he’s interested in men. I saw the interest in his eyes.”

      Eros nodded, glancing up at me from beneath long, blonde lashes. “I did, too. The moment he walked in the door, I saw it clear as day on his face.”

      I opened my food container and stabbed a shrimp, eyeing it for a moment. “He’s the first man to pique my interest since you,” I said honestly. Eros reached across the table and covered my hand with his, his eyes tender and soft. My heart squeezed. Flipping my hand over, I brought our hands palm-to-palm, soaking in the heat he was emitting. “I want to give this a chance.”

      Eros smiled then, and it was so goddamn warm and pretty, it made my heart clench. “Good. I was hoping I wouldn’t have to convince you.”

      I chuckled. Eros had told me from the get-go that he wanted a poly-relationship. And while we’d shared many sexual partners over the past three years of us being together, including our year of marriage, no one had really interested me for something long term. They’d just been another hole to fill. Hell, if it weren’t for Eros being there, too, I wouldn’t have been hard at all.

      But there was something about Jaxon Wreath that had me obsessed. I wanted to claim him. Fucking own him. The need to possess him was like a living, breathing thing inside of me. I hadn’t felt this strongly for anything or anyone since I’d met Eros in that bar when he graduated from veterinarian school. We’d fucked each other stupid, and from there, we’d been inseparable.

      Eros and I ate in silence, and after we were done, he cleared his desk of our food containers, carrying them out of his office to the bigger trash can in the small common area. When he came back into the room, I gripped his hips and backed him up against his desk, a smirk playing on my lips. I was hard, and I was aching for him. For Jaxon, too, but I couldn’t have that. Not yet.

      “Do you know how fucking hard I’ve been since I laid my eyes on Jaxon?” I rasped into Eros ear. He shivered, his breath hitching in his throat. I pressed a kiss to the shell of his ear, and his blonde strands tickled my face. “I want to watch the two of you together. Watch you make him fall apart. And then, I want to watch him impale you on his cock.”

      “Fuuuuck,” Eros groaned, his head falling back on his shoulders. I took advantage and pressed hot, lingering, open-mouthed kisses to the column of his throat, my cock throbbing in my pants and pressing into my zipper.

      I pushed his scrub pants down and then dropped to my knees. He looked down at me through half-lidded green eyes, and then, a porn star-worthy moan filled the room as I swallowed his thick, leaking cock to the back of my throat. God, I fucking loved it when he moaned like that. I loved how vocal he was. Eros was always so damn needy, and I was here for it.

      “Zep, baby—Gooood,” he groaned, lacing his fingers in my dark hair and tugging. He thrust forward, driving his cock even deeper down my throat. I growled and gripped his hips, pinning him back against the desk. He hissed a breath through his teeth when the edge of the desk dug into his back, but then, he was going slack-jawed as I scraped my teeth right over that sensitive spot beneath the tip of his cock. “Christ,” he whimpered, his knees beginning to tremble.

      Keeping him pinned where I wanted him, I worshipped his cock, sucking hard and deep, hollowing out my cheeks. He tugged on my strands, his hips twitching, and then, finally, he was coming down my throat, gifting me with what I wanted from him.

      Leaning back on my heels, I licked my lips, grinning up at him. He groaned, slumping back against the desk, sucking in deep lungfuls of air. I chuckled.

      “Too much?” I rasped, my throat a little raw and my jaw a bit tender.

      He shook his head as I began to fix his pants. “Just… right,” he panted.

      I grinned and pushed his top up to press a kiss to his flat stomach before standing to my feet. I drew him into my arms and pressed my lips to his. He grunted, his hands coming up to land on my ribcage. “I need to head back to the shop.” I pecked a kiss to the tip of his nose. “See you at home?”

      He nodded. “See you then. I love you. Drive safe.”

      I winked at him as I backed toward the door, my dick still hard. But he needed to get back to work, and so did I. “Always, baby. I love you, too.”
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      Her skin was so frail beneath my hand, and her smile was fading just like the light leaving her eyes. It hurt to see her like this.

      “You promised me, Jaxon.”

      My heart squeezed. Pain lanced through my chest. “Penelope, princess⁠—”

      She shook her head. “You promised me, remember? You promised me you would move on. You can’t remain sad and miserable over me for the rest of your life.”

      How the hell could she say that when for so long, she’d been the center of my universe? How the fuck did she expect me to move on when we shared twenty fucking years together? When she saved me? How was I supposed to move on from her?

      “It’s not as easy⁠—”

      “It is,” she said, interrupting me. “You’re just making it hard.” Reaching up, she cupped my cheek, catching a tear as it ran down my cheek. “Find love again, Jaxon.”

      I jerked awake, sweat clinging to my skin. Silent tears were running down my cheeks. Her voice had been hers—the voice she’d had before the cancer really began to wear her down and slowly take her away from me. But the image of her pale, sunken-in skin had ruined the beautiful Penelope that had been my wife.

      I hadn’t dreamed of her since the night Spencer and I had brought her ashes home. Her image had even begun to fade from my mind. But now, she was back in 4k HD.

      “Why are you reaching out now?” I asked her, my voice filled with pain, but I knew I was only speaking into my empty bedroom. Sighing, I leaned forward, bracing my elbows on my knees, and dropped my face into my hands. I scrubbed the tears away before I just stared down at the carpet beneath my bare feet, my chest almost too tight to breathe.

      “I don’t know how you expect me to just move the fuck on,” I muttered. But once again, nothing but the darkness and crickets chirping outside reached my ears.

      Ash meowed and began rubbing against my side. I picked her up and cradled her little body to my chest. At least I had her. I could deal with this with her. She was someone to take care of. Someone I needed to remain strong for.

      “Are you hungry, little one?” I asked, rubbing my finger beneath her chin. She began purring, and the sound loosened something in my chest. Standing from my bed, I padded out of the bedroom and into the hall. “Let’s go get a bottle, huh? I don’t feel like cleaning up your messy paws.” When I’d given her some of the soft food Eros had sent me home with yesterday, she’d made quite the mess. Soft food was everywhere. And Ash had not been easy to clean up. She’d eaten as much as her little belly could handle, but eating soft food was definitely going to be a slow process.

      After sitting at the bar and feeding Ash from the bottle, I set her down to let her roam the house. It was only four in the morning, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep. Not with Penelope haunting my dreams.

      I grabbed my phone and pulled up my Spotify cleaning list, letting “Strong for Somebody Else” by Citizen Soldier drown out the depressing thoughts of my wife. If this continued, I would seek therapy. But for now, I’d wait it out to see if she went away on her own.

      I hoped she went away on her own. I couldn’t handle her haunting my dreams. Not when I was already confused over these weird feelings for Eros and his husband, Zeppelin.
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        * * *

      

      I looked up when my front door opened without a knock prior. Spencer strode inside, Ezra and Logan hot on his heels. “Hey, Dad—ohmyGod, is that a kitten?” my son squealed, his voice going high-pitched. He thrust the box of donuts from Dunkin at Ezra before sinking to his knees and scooping Ash up into his arms. She nuzzled into him, and he grinned.

      Logan chuckled and pressed a kiss to his temple, pure sappy adoration gleaming in his eyes. “When’d you get a kitten?” Ezra asked as he set the donuts on one of the many boxes I had yet to get unpacked. He popped it open and stole a glazed one. I reached over and grabbed a chocolate-covered one with sprinkles.

      “She was in the overgrown flower bed out back,” I told him. “Found her yesterday morning. Took her to the vet. Dr. Hendrix,” I refused to call him Eros out loud because if there was anything these three boys would pick up on, it was that I referred to someone else by their first name when I usually didn’t, “said she’s only about four to five weeks old, so she’s on formula and soft food until her next appointment in two weeks.”
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