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      Jonah

      

      “All I’m asking is how many dicks do you think it would take to repopulate the earth?” Blake leans against my kitchen counter with his arms crossed awaiting my answer.

      I finish basting the roast and then slide it back into the oven actively ignoring him.

      “It’s not a trick question.”

      I toss the oven mitts and grab my beer.

      “Do you think one would do? Two? What’s the least amount of dicks you think you’d need—”

      “How long will it take you to realize I’m not listening to you?”

      His eyes narrow. “Do you think one could do it?”

      “You’re an idiot.”

      “Two, right?” He nods. “It would take at least two.”

      “I hate you.”

      “Do you think your dick would fall off if you were tasked with the job?”

      “Raven!” I call for my wife hoping her presence will end Blake’s pointless and obnoxious line of questioning. “Could you come here for a minute?”

      “Good idea.” Blake says, and swigs from his beer. “We should get a woman’s opinion.”

      Her heeled boots click on the marble floor as she comes into the kitchen. Her gorgeous body is wrapped in a tight red sweater and all her dark hair falls over her shoulders in waves. When those bright blue-green eyes shine up at me I suck in a shuddered breath at the sight of her.

      After all these years she still manages to make my heart thud and my blood hot by simply walking in a room.

      “You need help cooking?” She eyes the food prep for twenty people on the countertop as if searching for a place to start.

      “No. Our son’s woman will hardly let me help.” I tug her against me and press my lips to the top of her head.

      Rowan, Carey’s fiancé, breezes into the kitchen with wine bottles in her arms, and thank God. Maybe now Blake will shut up and if not at least there’s plenty of booze to drink myself into a coma.

      “Jonah and I are trying to figure out—”

      “I’m not trying to figure out shit.”

      “—dicks it would take to repopulate the world after an apocalypse.”

      “You don’t have to answer him,” I say into my wife’s hair and breathe in her sweet scented shampoo. “Please don’t answer him, it’ll only egg him on.”

      She chuckles and rests her head against my chest and fuck me if that tiny gesture doesn’t make me feel like the most powerful male on earth…like maybe I could repopulate the planet myself if I had only Raven to do it with.

      “Ninety-eight,” Rowan says while arranging the wine bottles on the countertop.

      Blake and I share a silent look that is all kinds of what the fuck.

      She shrugs. “Assuming guaranteed DNA diversity, my guess is ninety-eight humans. Ten percent male.” She moves to the double ovens checking all four timers and continues as if she’s talking to herself. “Nine point eight dicks. Even better if this new civilization had access to a sperm bank, which would be unlikely if life ended because of an asteroid or nuclear holocaust.”

      “Huh,” Blake says, and scratches his jaw considering her answer.

      “However, if we’re talking Cybergeddon, climate change, zombie apocalypse… if we still had access to sperm banks, one man can offer over twenty million sperm per ejaculation. A stocked sperm bank would negate the need for men completely.”

      Blake holds up his hand. “Stop right there.”

      Rowan smiles innocently.

      He takes a swig of his beer. “No way a sperm bank would survive a zombie apocalypse.”

      “Why not?” I shake my head and hold up a hand. “Never mind. I don’t want to know.”

      “They eat people’s brains.” Blake’s eyes grow big like the rest is self-explanatory.

      “Oh God,” Layla says as she comes to join us in the kitchen. “He’s not talking about the dicks to save the world thing again, is he?” Despite her semi-annoyed tone, she wraps her arms around her husband and tilts her chin up so he can kiss her lips. “Do we have to talk about dicks on Christmas?”

      “I’m going to grab the pies from the garage fridge,” Rowan says on her way out.

      I look away when I see Blake’s hand move down his wife’s back to take a full grip of her ass.

      “I actually have some dick related issues to go over with you,” he says to her loud enough for the room to hear. “Or go inside you, as soon as we get home.”

      Layla smacks her husband's gut making him grunt. “Be good.”

      “Ew.” Jack, Blake and Layla’s offspring, and my son-in-law, is frozen in the doorway staring at his dad’s hand on his mom’s ass with a look that resembles curdled milk. On his hip is his two-year-old daughter, Poppy. He covers her eyes and whisper-hisses, “It’s Christmas, for eff sake.”

      “Dad!”

      My pulse jumps at the sound of my daughter, Sadie, who is also Jack’s very pregnant wife, calling to me from the living room.

      “I’m starving to death! When is dinner going to be ready? Can you bring me a snack while I wait?”

      Jack hands off Poppy to his mom. “Came in here to get Sadie a buttered roll and get an eyeful of dad buttering mom’s roll,” he mumbles to himself as he slaps a pad of butter between two halves of bread.

      Blake takes Poppy from Layla and she leans her tiny head of pale brown curls against his massive chest. “If it weren’t for me buttering your mom’s roll, son, you wouldn’t be here.”

      Jack makes a gagging sound.

      “I think Rex and Gia just pulled up,” Layla says while spying out the window.

      Raven presses a kiss to my throat and then scurries to the door to greet them. Layla follows her and Jack takes Poppy back then returns to Sadie to deliver her snack.

      The sound of cheery voices saying Merry Christmas comes from the foyer but those are drowned out by Carey when he stomps into the room with his six-foot-five two-hundred and fifty pound football player body.

      “You told me I had to wait till dinner, but you’ll let Sadie have a roll now?” He points at my face and mouths, That’s fucked up.

      “She’s nine months pregnant. When you’re growing a tiny human inside you I’ll let you snack too.”

      “I’m starving. I haven’t eaten since…” He checks his phone.

      “It’s been an hour,” Rowan, says while slipping past him to place two pies next to the wine. “Did you baste the roast, Mr. Slade?”

      “Jonah,” I correct, smiling down at the little redhead. “And yes, I did exactly what you told me to.”

      “Perfect.” She drops the oven door and pulls out a large dish of bubbling, cheesy potatoes. I spot my son watching her with a dopey grin on his face as she moves around the space with ease.

      Am I surprised Carey settled down while he was still in college? A little. I expected him to be like I was, playing the commitment-free field while he focused on his professional football career.

      Am I pleased as fuck the kid is clearly smarter than I was at his age? Hell yes.

      “We’re good for dinner service in t-minus thirty minutes, Mr. Slade,” she says while pulling cold sides from the SubZ.

      Am I at all surprised Carey fell in love with a woman with a genius IQ who loves to cook? Not even a little.

      Judging by the way he’s eyeball fucking those pies, I’d say Rowan could get him to do absolutely anything bribing him with food. Not that she’d need to. My boy would do anything for his woman, delicious food or not.

      In that area, he is exactly like me.

      Rex and Gia come into the kitchen and place a six-pack of IPA on the counter along with a casserole dish, which I know is filled with Rex’s vegetable bake.

      I do a double take when I see Henry, their son, standing next to him. He’s as tall as his dad and covered in as many tattoos—he’s a spitting image of his dad when he was in his twenties. Henry slips a beer from the six-pack and screws off the cap.

      “Why does Henry get a beer and I don’t?” Stevie, the youngest of the two girls, who now has purple hair (last I saw her it was flaming orange), glares up at her parents. “It’s Christmas!”

      Rex hooks his daughter behind the neck and pulls her close to drop a kiss to her forehead. “Chill, woman. You’re twenty.”

      “I’ll be twenty-one in three months,” she pouts.

      “You’re such a lush.” Presley, their middle child, I see every day at the UFL gym, looks so much like her mom—same natural red hair and gray eyes. “Try having water. You could use the hydration.” Pres is one of the leading female Muay Thai fighters in the world. At the age of twenty-one, she wouldn’t touch booze, or sugar for that matter.

      “Aunt Gia?” Sadie calls from the other room. “Stevie? Presley? Come in here, I’m too lazy to get my pregnant ass off the couch! And can you bring me a buttered roll when you come? I’m starving to death!”

      The women, save for Rowan who is currently trying to put a green salad together while being sexually harassed and groped by her fiancé, all move to the living room. Gia is buttering a roll for Sadie when Blake leans in.

      “Gia, quick question…”

      “Ignore him.” I mentally will Gia to run from the room before he asks, but she clearly doesn’t get the message when she peers up at him.

      His eyes narrow conspiratorially. “Post apocalypse. How many dicks do you think it would take to repopulate the earth?”

      She frowns, her gaze shifts to the side and then narrows on him. “How do you always manage to find a way to work dicks into Christmas?”

      He blinks rapidly as if her words blew hot air into his eyes. “What are you talking about?”

      “You do,” I agree.

      He gasps and reels back in offense. “I do not.”

      Gia cocks her head to the side, a crooked smile flashing his way. “What about the year you gave everyone dick-shaped Yule logs?”

      “Or the year you handed out boxes of pink truffles and you called them Testiffles?” I add.

      “Or,” Carey calls out from the other side of the kitchen, his arms wrapped around his woman from behind. “The time you hung little green dicks in the mistletoe above all the doorways and called it Missle-toe.”

      Gia nods. “And no one will ever forget the time you helped set the dinner table for twenty-five and every napkin was folded to look like a gigantic hard-on. That image is seared into my memory forever.”

      “You ungrateful sons of bitches.” Blake grabs his beer bottle and storms from the room, stopping once to turn and point at each of us with his longneck. “Remember those knitted dick sweaters I gave you all a few years ago? I want those back.” He tucks his chin and his spine stiffens. “You don’t deserve them.”

      Gia and Rowan dissolve into a fit of laughter in his wake.

      Every family has that one relative.

      Blake is ours.

      

      Blake

      

      Those bastards don’t deserve me. God forbid I try to bring a little joy and laughter to the Christmas celebration every year.

      I make my way through the living room where most of the women surround Sadie, fawning over her swollen belly. Jack is in the corner with a beer while Poppy plays with toys on the carpet at his feet. His eyes are glazed over as if he’s left his body to get some open-eyed R&R.

      The sun is bright and high, a dry seventy degrees in Las Vegas. I step onto the back patio to join the few people who do appreciate me.

      “Hey, Dad!” Axelle hops to her feet and throws her arms around my waist. I kiss her head while eyeing her husband, Killian, making sure he keeps his eyes on his two kids who are both swimming in Jonah’s heated pool. “When did you get here?”

      I release her and take the seat next to her poolside. “Not too long ago. I was helping Jonah in the kitchen.”

      “Uncle Brae and AJ are spending Christmas with her family?”

      “Yeah, but they’ll be here to celebrate New Years with us,” I say wishing my brother and his wife and kids were here too.

      “Yo, Gramps!” Dare, the oldest of the two boys, calls out to me from the far side of the pool. “Watch us!”

      “Yeah, Grampy, watch us,” parrots his younger brother, Scout.

      A stupid grin pulls my mouth as I watch my two grandsons do cannonballs into the pool. “The boys burning off some steam before we eat?”

      Axelle sighs, but her smile takes up her whole face. “Yes. If they’re tired enough we might actually get out of here without having to replace drywall.”

      Killian snorts, earning him a death glare from his wife. He beats on his chest and clears his throat with a muttered apology.

      “I just want one relaxing Christm—” She tilts her head and glares at my stomach. “What is that?” She motions with a chin dip to my shirt that has come untucked in the front.

      I quickly stuff my shirt back into my pants. “Nothing.”

      “Oh God, Dad…” She grips her forehead and rubs at her temples. “You’re doing it again.”

      I sip my beer while Dare and Scout race from one end of the pool to the other. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “You do this every year.” She shoves an accusing hand at my midsection. “That’s mistletoe printed on the hem of your shirt, isn’t it?”

      Killian laughs out loud and smiles in approval. “Classic Blake Daniels Christmas.”

      My jaw falls open at the audacity. “Does no one in this house have a sense of humor?”

      “It was funny the first time, you know, when you changed the lyrics from Deck the Halls to Dick and Balls? But every single year? Really?”

      “Don’t be so hard on him, babe,” Killian reaches over and squeezes her thigh before gently rubbing it. “If it wasn’t for your dad, we never would’ve gotten the dick knit sweater in the shape of a reindeer, remember?”

      My hand tightens on my beer bottle so much I swear I hear it crack.

      His voice lowers. “You love it when Comet comes to town—”

      “I will drown you in this pool in front of your sons if you finish that sentence,” I growl.

      Killian winks at his wife who is now blushing.

      Fucking great.

      Is there no safe space at this party? Shit!

      I stand and make sure the front of my shirt is tucked in. “Get the kids dried and dressed. Food is ready.”

      When I step back inside I find Layla holding a near-sleeping Poppy. The corner of my mouth ticks up into a goofy grin as the image of my Mouse rocking slowly from side to side with a baby cheek pressed against her shoulder brings back memories. Our granddaughter’s eyelids are heavy as she fights to keep them open. I run my fingers through her hair remembering the feel of Jack’s hair when he was this age. “She looks so much like him,” I whisper.

      Layla grins and her gaze slides past me. “Identical.”

      I look over my shoulder to see Jack, his big body stuffed into a preschool sized chair, arms crossed at his chest, ankles crossed, leaning back against the wall with his head forward and his eyes closed. “Asleep before a meal? He must really be tired.”

      “He’s been getting up with Poppy so Sadie can get as much sleep as possible before the baby comes.”

      My goofy smile deepens as I look at my boy who is now a grown ass man. “He’s a good man.”

      Layla leans in and I meet her halfway to press a soft kiss to her lips. “He learned from the best,” she whispers.

      Hot damn if that doesn’t bring a rush of heat to my cheeks and to what’s hiding behind my mistletoe.

      “I love you, Mouse.”

      Her expression softens. “I love you too.”

      I take a look around, feeling a little insecure about the rush of gooshy emotions I feel welling up inside me. “It’s moments like this, seeing you and the baby, our boy, our daughter, and I don’t know…” I shrug and lock my arms in front of my chest. “I can’t believe I’m the lucky asshole that gets all this. You, our kids, their kids.” Fuck me, my eyes flash with heat and my throat gets tight. I clear it. Twice.

      “Hiding behind all the dick jokes is my big, soft Snake.”

      I recoil. “Big works, but let’s drop the soft.”

      “You are soft, on the inside, you’re all mushy love songs and romance and I love that about you. That's why I tolerate all the jokes.” She winks.

      One last throat clear and a manly sniff later and I’ve got my emotions under control. “She’s asleep.” Poppy’s bow shaped mouth is parted and a little drop of drool forms at the edge.

      “I’ll put her down.” Layla slowly lowers her into the bassinet and covers her with a blanket. We both eye Jack and decide to let him sleep. Sadie covers him with a throw blanket from the couch and I escort two of my favorite females to the Christmas table feeling like the luckiest son of a bitch alive.

      

      Rex

      

      “What the hell has you so happy?” I say to Blake as he sets his overflowing plate of food next to mine. The guy hasn’t taken his eyes off his wife or Layla stopped grinning since he walked in. “Aren’t you and Layla getting a little too old for bathroom bloweys?”

      Finally, the fucker loses his grin and frowns. “Like it’s possible to be too old for bathroom bloweys?”

      He’s got a point.

      “Bro,” Blake says while forking a bite of roast. “Henry’s looking more and more like you every day.”

      I spot my son at the end of the table, his grin wide as he talks and laughs with Axelle and Carey. On the outside he does look a lot like I did at his age—same dark hair, colorful ink on his skin that toughens up his pretty face. And his eyes, the same shade of blue, but somehow lighter because he doesn’t carry the shadows that are born from living years in an endless hell with no escape.

      The memory sends a shiver up my spine and I suck in a shaky breath.

      From under the table I feel my wife’s warm palm run along my thigh and squeeze. Instantly I’m flooded with her calming energy.

      “He may look like me, but he acts a lot more like his mom.”

      Blake grunts in acknowledgement and maybe even camaraderie.

      Jonah, Blake, and especially me, we were a mess before we met our wives. Irresponsible, living our days fighting and our nights in different beds with faceless women. As the saying goes, if I’d only known then what I know now… And yet, somehow, our kids do. We all agree, we have our wives to thank for that.

      Henry passed up the opportunity to go to college instead to work on his art and open his own tattoo shop. He works his ass off and runs a successful shop. He hasn’t settled down with anyone special, but he’s the type of man—dedicated, loyal, respectful—when the right woman stumbles into his life, he won’t make the stupid mistakes I did. He’ll claim her and never let her go.

      As I cast my gaze around the table my chest aches for the little boy kept in a basement who craved love so deeply he’d do anything for it. If I could go back in time and tell him that one day he’d be a man sitting next to his savior and wife, surrounded by his children, friends, and blooded relatives, maybe he would’ve fought harder.

      “Don’t do that,” Gia whispers into my shoulder then presses a kiss to the same spot.

      I stare down into those gray eyes, the same gray eyes I dreamt about my whole life, the ones I held onto, the ones that saved me then and still today. “I’m not doing anything.” I put on my most believable smile.

      But my wife can see my bullshit from a million miles away.

      She lifts a brow. “You get like this every Christmas. We can’t go back and change the past.”

      I run my hand up her back and sift my fingers into her silky hair. “I know. And even if I could, I wouldn’t. I would suffer through it all a million times over if it means ending up right here, right now, with you.”

      “There’s the boy I fell in love with,” she whispers and brings her soft, sweet lips to mine.

      I kiss her tenderly once, twice, but the vulnerable place inside me craves more. I grip her hair in my fist and when she gasps quietly I slip my tongue between her lips. A quiet moan works it’s way up her throat—

      Blake rocks into my side.

      I pull my mouth from hers, but my gaze remains heated and locked on her eyes.

      “And you give me shit about a bathroom blowey,” Blake mumbles. “Let me know if you need me to scoot over so you can lay her down right here at the table.”

      My mouth twitches and Gia goes back to her meal. I keep my hand on her nape, running my thumb along her throat and loving the feel of her pulse as it flutters beneath her skin.

      I bring my mouth to her ear. “Tonight, I’m going to ruin you.” I nip at her earlobe.

      She tilts her face toward me and grins. “I’m counting on it.”

      “Luckiest bastard in the world,” I say to myself as I turn back to my meal.

      “Aren’t we all,” Blake mumbles back.

      The sound of a thousand crayons spilling onto the floor is followed by a fiercely whispered “Fuck”. Three seconds later Jack comes falling into the dining room with puffy, bloodshot eyes, a wrinkled shirt, and he’s running his hand through a tornado of blonde hair on his head.

      “I can’t believe you didn’t wake me up to eat,” he says to his wife who has two cheeks full of food and can’t respond.

      “Cool your tits, Daniels,” Carey says and motions to the seat next to Sadie. “There’s plenty to feed your greedy ass.”

      Jack smirks at his brother in law. “Greedy ass? Kinky.”

      “Yeah, sit down, ya greedy ass,” Dare says and laughs hysterically.

      Axelle’s eyes turn to fire as she glares at her brother. “Seriously, Jack? You’re going to talk like that in front of your nephews?”

      Jack’s mouth falls open in offense. “Me?” He points an accusing finger at Carey. “He said it first!”

      “But you made it dirty!” Axelle tosses a roll at her brother who catches it on the fly and shoves the whole thing in his mouth.

      “She’s right,” Carey says, shoveling food into his mouth. “You did make it dirty.”

      Jack smacks the back of Carey’s head as he passes behind him to his chair. Carey karate chops the backs of Jack’s knees making him nearly fall but he catches himself on Sadie’s seat.

      “Enough you two,” Jonah growls from the head of the table.

      Jack glares at Carey who is laughing into his plate.

      The rest of the meal is just as chaotic. A million different conversations going on at once, playful arguments are followed by exaggerated stories that have everyone laughing. Eventually the serving platters are empty.

      The women return to the living room to relax, drink wine, and digest while the men clear the table and clean.

      We drink beer and give each other shit, typical family bonding crap.

      And I love every second of it.

      

      Henry

      

      “You have to work? On Christmas?” My mom’s eyes flash with suspicion, not that I blame her.

      Working on Christmas does sound like a bullshit excuse to get out of family time.

      She tilts her head and gives me the look I’ve seen her give my dad when she’s about to call him on his shit. “I wasn’t aware tattoo shops were open on Christmas.”

      “They’re not. Which is why mine is. Do you know how many people want to get a tattoo or new piercing on Christmas? A ton. And I charge more because it’s a holiday.”

      My dad claps me on the shoulder and squeezes. “Brilliant.”

      “Thanks. I think so too.”

      My mom shakes her head, obviously not sold.

      I hold up my bottle of water. “Do you really think I would’ve stopped drinking beer three hours ago if I was planning on leaving here to go hang with friends?”

      “Probably not.” She throws her arms around me. “Fine, go make your millions. Merry Christmas.”

      “Merry Christmas, mom.” I hug her back and when she finally releases me I say goodbye to the rest of the family all while inching my way to the door.

      Once I make a clean break I take a full breath of fresh air and head for my truck. I’m almost to the driver’s side door when I hear the front door of Jonah’s house open and hear my name.

      “Henry, wait up!”

      “Shit,” I mumble softly. “Almost got away without it.” I paste a smile on my face and when I turn around I see Blake Daniels running toward me, his hand waving in the air. And in that hand is the White Elephant gift that I not-so-accidentally left behind.

      “You forgot your present.” He holds it out to me.

      “Oh no… that would’ve been a tragedy,” I say dryly.

      “Right?” His grin widens. “Here. Take it.” He shoves the gigantic plushy stuffed penis my way. “I’m so glad you won it,” he says under his breath. “You’re the only one in this house who appreciates a good sense of humor.”

      With a long, deep internal sigh, I take it. Ugh, the stupid thing has eyes and a smile that mocks me. “Thanks.”

      “No problem, son. Merry Christmas.”

      As he heads back to the house I consider chucking the dick as far into the distance as I can manage, but then think of a better idea and toss it into the front seat of my truck.

      I pull up to my shop just before five and am pleased to see we already have a few clients milling about the small lobby. One of my artists, who also happens to be my roommate, Chase, is behind the reception desk when I circle around to join him.

      “We’re gonna need a bigger shop,” he says by way of greeting.

      We really do need a bigger space. Eternal Ink has exploded in numbers and I’ve had to hire more artists and piercers than I have room for.

      “How was the family deal,” Chase says while flipping his lip ring nervously.

      I lean back against the counter and shove my hands into my pockets watching the big, tattooed punk squirm. “Why don’t you ask what you really want to know?”

      He avoids my eyes, watches the people in the shop for a few seconds before finally spitting it out. “Was Stevie there?”

      “She’s my sister, asshole. What do you think?”

      He clears his throat and the way his face scrunches up when he does makes me think he’s not entirely comfortable with what he’s feeling. “She ask about me?”

      “No.”

      That discomfort turns into a frown. “Really?”

      “Not even once.” In her defense, my dad was there and the man is ridiculously overprotective of his youngest daughter. Not that I’d share that information with him.

      “Oh.” Seeing a grown man pout is not pretty.

      “Here.” I hand him the big ole stuffed, smiling pecker. “Merry Christmas.”

      “What the fuck? You got me a stuffed dick?”

      I walk away chuckling and head to the hallway grabbing some empty boxes to take them out back to the recycle bin. It’s dark and the alley smells of rotten food and piss. Again, I’m reminded that it’s time to look for new shop space in a cleaner part of town.

      I hold my breath while I stuff the boxes into the dumpster and when I turn I nearly trip over a little black ball of fur. I jump away thinking it’s a rat, but rats aren’t that cute and last I checked, they don’t wag their tails.

      “Hey, little guy.” I squat down and the puppy runs between my feet and makes circles around them while whimpering. I try to pet him but he moves fast, his tail working a frantic BPM. When I finally get him with both hands he falls to his side and opens his legs for a belly rub. “You’re a boy.” I grin and scratch his dirty tummy. His ribs are pronounced and his stomach is sunken in.  “Seems like you haven’t seen a bath or a bowl of dog food in a long time.” I look down the alley in both directions searching for his owner, but the space is deserted.

      His whimpering goes next level until he’s growing, barking, and gnawing lightly on my hand. “Okay, okay…let’s get you something to eat.” I scoop up the dirty black ball of bones and fur and bring him inside.

      The shop has a walk-in closet as our break room and I open the mini fridge in search of some kind of meat to feed him. He wiggles in my arms, his tongue flopping out of his mouth. “Water first.”

      I grab a paper plate and pour from a bottle of water. The puppy laps it up in seconds and then barks for more. “Yes, sir.” I grin and pour more water onto the plate. “Bossy.” He laps at the second helping of water and barks again. I’d give anything for a fucking bowl. Instead I sit there and single serve him until the water bottle is empty. He spins in a circle, stops, looks at me, spins in a circle again, and barks. “Food. Right.” I find a sandwich, probably Chase’s dinner, and pull all the meat and cheese out to put on the plate. He practically takes my finger off getting to it. “Easy there, captain. You know what they say about biting the hand that feeds you.” I pet him while he devours what’s left on the plate. “Captain. You look like a Captain, you bossy little shit.”

      “Dude, what the fuck—is that a dog?” Chase stands in the doorway eying the puppy.

      “I found him in the alley.”

      “Did you feed him my sandwich?”

      “Yeah, stop being a whiny prick. I’ll buy you another one.”

      Chase squats down and pets Captain, his pierced lip pulling up on the side. “He’s kinda cute.”

      “Yeah, I think I’ll keep him. I named him Captain.”

      Chase snags the plush penis from the shelf and sets it down next to Captain. “Here ya go, Captain. Merry Christmas.”

      Between clients I check on Captain in the break room. With a full belly and a warm place to rest, he slept for most of the night cuddled up to his stuffed dick.

      For the first time ever I found myself grateful for Blake’s dumbass Christmas gift. And Captain was too.

      

      Henry’s story continues in Henry & Ivy coming June 2021!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by JB Salsbury

          

        

      

    

    
      If you enjoyed this short story and are interested in reading about any of the characters you’ve met today, they each have their own book.

      

      The Fighting Series

      Fighting for Flight – Jonah & Raven

      Fighting to Forgive – Blake & Layla

      Fighting to Forget – Rex & Gia

      Fighting the Fall

      A Father’s Fight – Blake & Layla novella

      Fighting for Forever

      Fighting Fate – Axelle & Killian

      Fighting for Honor

      The Final Fight – Braeden & AJ

      Uncaged: A Fighting for Flight Short

      Jack & Sadie – Obviously, this is Jack & Sadie’s story. ;)

      BSU Football Series

      Breaking Defenses – Carey & Rowan

      Hail Mary

      On the Sideline

      The Mercy Series

      Ghostgirl

      Saint

      The North Brother’s Series

      Wild North

      Love, Hate, & Rock-n-Roll Series

      Playing by Heart

      Skipped a Beat

      Face the Music

      Strike a Chord

      Standalone Novels

      Split

      Wrecked
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