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Bonus Sex Scene – Billion Dollar Baby – Aiden Bates and Austin 
Bates  

 

 “Why did I let you do this to me again?” Gio asked, rubbing at the small of his 
back as he waddled across the room. 

“Papa, up!” 

He watched their daughter toddle across the room, almost as steady on her feet 
as he was.  “Papa can’t up right now, honey.  Your brother is taking all the up room.”  
Rubbing his back again, he glared at Marcus in the mirror. 

“If I remember correctly,” Marcus said, finishing with his tie and slipping around 
behind Gio to rub his back, “you’re the one who insisted that we not have an only child.” 

“Next time, we’re getting a dog,” Gio grumbled, sagging back against his 
husband.  “Do we really have to go to the party?” 

Marcus laughed.  “You want to skip your own baby shower?” 

“Yes.” 

“Your parents will never go for it.” 

Gio groaned.  “They really won’t.  I thought they’d be less crazy since Mia got 
pregnant, but I swear they’re even worse this time.” 

Leaning over his shoulder for a kiss, Marcus nibbled his bottom lip until he 
moaned.  “They didn’t have as much time to plan the first go around.” 

“I vote that next time we stay in New York until the baby is born.”  A sharp kick 
made him cough, and he smoothed a hand over his belly.  “This boy wants to play 
soccer, and he can’t even walk yet.” 

Marcus’ hand settled on top of his, warm and comforting.  The baby rolled over 
one last time and then went still.  “If we stayed in New York, it would be my sisters 
planning the baby shower.  Penny’s still on her celery kick.” 

Gio shuddered.  “Nevermind,” he said.  “I can’t imagine trying to choke down 
celery cupcakes with sugar-free, fat-free, dairy-free frosting.  The birthday cake your 
mother made Jessie was bad enough.  I’ve never seen a two-year-old refuse to eat 
cake before.” 

“It was zucchini cake.  Low sodium,” Marcus said, his lips twitching. 

“Your family is fucking crazy, you know that?” he said, leaning back against 
Marcus’ chest. 

“Dada, up!” Jessie said, smearing her sticky hands all over Marcus’ suit pants.  
“Up.” 

Gio shifted away, sitting against the headboard with his swollen feet propped up 
on the bed.  “Yes, Dada.  Up.” 



Marcus grinned, scooping their daughter up with a roar.  “It’s the sticky monster,” 
he said, swinging her around.  “Bane of dry cleaners and tailors across the land.” 

Cackling with laughter, Jessie clapped and squirmed, narrowly avoiding giving 
him another black eye. 

“If you get kicked in the face again, I’m going to laugh,” Gio said, watching him fly 
Jessie around the room. 

“Heartless,” Marcus said. 

“Yup,” he said, shifting on the bed as the baby tap danced on his bladder.  
“You’re about sixty thousand points behind in that particular game.  Talk to me when 
you’ve been kicked in the kidneys every night for nine months.” 

Marcus considered that, his eyes twinkling.  “Point,” he said, zooming in for a 
kiss. 

“Me!” Jessie screamed, and Gio sat up to give her a kiss, too.  It left a sticky 
residue on his lips, and he grimaced. 

“Who gave her the popsicle?” 

“Who do you think?” Marcus asked, raising one eyebrow.  “Speaking of people 
who spoil our daughter, we should really get going.” 

Groaning, Gio let his head thump against the wall.  “I don’t wanna,” he whined, 
kicking his aching feet. 

“Tough, baby.”  Marcus was laughing at him, the bastard.  He set Jessie down on 
the floor and held out his hand.  “Come on.  Your dad is making all your favorites.” 

“No,” Gio said, sticking his tongue out.  Jessie thought it was the most hilarious 
thing ever, sticking her tongue out and raining sugary spit on everything below knee 
height. 

Rolling his eyes, Marcus pulled him to his feet.  “There will be cannoli.” 

Gio paused, weighing the promise of dessert against the effort of getting to the 
restaurant.  “Fine,” he said.  “You have a deal.” 

“I thought you’d see reason eventually,” Marcus said, leaning in for another kiss.  
“You usually do.” 

Even after two years, the touch of their lips made electricity race down Gio’s 
spine.  Marcus tasted like cherry popsicle and champagne, and tingle of it across his 
tongue made him smile into the kiss. 

“I love you,” he whispered as they pulled apart. 

“I love you, too,” Marcus said.  “But you still have to go to the baby shower.” 

“Fuck.”  Gio crossed his arms and glared, already shuffling toward the door. 

“Fuck,” Jessie said cheerfully.  “Fuck fuck fuck.” 



Gio groaned, shushing his daughter while Marcus laughed so hard he had to 
prop himself up against the wall.  “Jessie, no.  You’re going to get Papa killed.”  He spun 
on his husband.  “Stop laughing and do something before my papa has me murdered.” 

Marcus laughed harder.  “Oh, no.  This is priceless.” 

“Fuck,” Jessie said emphatically. 

“I hate you, asshole,” he muttered, quiet enough that he didn’t think his daughter 
would hear. 

“You know,” Marcus said, still laughing as he pressed his lips to Gio’s hair, “for a 
guy who reads trashy romance novels, you’ve got quite the mouth.” 

Rolling his eyes, Gio let himself be herded down the hall toward the elevators.  
“What do you know?” he asked, turning his head so that their lips brushed.  “You read 
Haley Peters.” 

Marcus spluttered, and Gio stepped away, a triumphant grin splitting his face.  
He was halfway to the elevators when Marcus recovered enough to shout after him, “It 
was one time, you little shit.” 

Jessie, walking beside him, paused with a thoughtful expression.  “Shit,” she said 
seriously.  “Shit fuck.”  Gio stared at her in horror as she nodded, tugging on his shirt as 
if she didn’t already have all of his attention.  “Shit fuck, Papa.” 

Gio laughed until he cried. 

 


