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Bonus Sex Scene – Building A Family – Aiden Bates and Austin Bates  
 

Bonus chapter (after the end)/ Bonus sex scene: 

“I guess this is where all my drafting paper has gotten to,” Teddy said, propping his shoulder in 

the doorway and raising an eyebrow at his husband. 

Carlos didn’t even glance up.  “I’m going to kill Jay.”  He grabbed another handful of paint-

stained paper and shoved it in the garbage bag. 

“You have green eyebrows,” Teddy said, stepping carefully over a splotch of muddy brown 

where too many finger paints had run together.  “He said it’s washable.” 

Cursing, the omega scrubbed at his eyebrows, smearing the sticky substance across his 

forehead.  “You can scrub it out of the carpet, then.  Fucking artists.  Not everyone has a 900ft 

studio.” 

Teddy grabbed him around the waist and pressed them together, uncaring that a splotch of 

orange on Carlos shoulder was now all over his chest.  He’d just showered, but he could always 

take another one later.  Maybe with company.  “Tomorrow,” he said, pressing a kiss to the 

tanned skin in front of him.  “The twins are asleep.” 

“And you think that means what, exactly?”  Carlos turned to glare over his shoulder, and Teddy 

stole a kiss. 

“I was thinking we could go over the Briarbeach condos again,” he teased.  “Do you think the 

structure will hold the load if I put another three floors on it, Mr. Ramirez-Connelly?” 

“What?” Carlos snapped.  “You’ve got to be kidding.  We already told them that in that sandy of 

a location will only hold six floors.  Are they seriously still trying to raise it to ten?”  The omega 

growled, the sound traveling down between them and sending shivers across Teddy’s skin.  “I’m 

going to call the state inspectors on their stupid asses.” 

Chuckling under his breath, Teddy nuzzled into Carlos’ neck and hummed.  “I already told them 

no.  Again.” 

“Good for you,” Carlos said, tilting his head to give more access.  “Do you want a gold star?” 

The muscles under Teddy’s hands were knotted with tension, and he squeezed them gently.  

“You’re being sarcastic, but I definitely want a reward,” he said, stroking down his lover’s 

corded arms.  “Bed?” 

“I’m covered in paint,” Carlos grumbled, but he didn’t resist as Teddy urged him toward the 

door. 

“I’ll do laundry tomorrow,” Teddy promised, scraping his teeth over the flutter of pulse under 

his lips. 



“Fuck.  Do that again.” 

Kissing his way up behind Carlos’ ear, he ignored the instruction and the cursing, sucking a 

hickey into the delicate skin there. 

Carlos groaned.  “Asshole.  All the guys are going to see that tomorrow.” 

“I know,” Teddy said cheerfully, pressing a kiss to the darkening spot. 

“When did you get to be such a caveman?”  Turning around in his arms, the omega shoved him 

back against the wall of the hallway, narrowly missing hitting any of the dozens of pictures that 

hung there. 

“You love it,” Teddy said, leaning down to steal a kiss.  He kept it light, teasing across the 

sensitive skin with his tongue.  “Bed.” 

Blushing, Carlos bit Teddy’s lip, a sharp pain soothed by sweet licks.  “Do not.” 

“Do, too.”  Teddy lifted his shorter lover up with two hands on his ass, walking them down the 

hall to their room.  He grinned as Carlos buried his hands in his still damp hair and groaned 

filthily. 

“Do not,” Carlos growled, digging his teeth into Teddy’s shoulder until he stumbled and almost 

dumped them on the floor. 

They barely made it to the bed, bouncing a little as they landed, and Teddy couldn’t help but 

laugh.  “Should I stop, then?” 

“Don’t you fucking dare.”  Stripping his shirt off with one hand, Carlos yanked on Teddy’s hair 

with the other. 

Leaning down obligingly, Teddy kissed him, their tongues dancing together until they were both 

panting.  The pulled away just enough for Teddy to shimmy out of his pajama pants, helping 

Carlos strip off his khakis with his other hand.  He was naked underneath, and Teddy raised an 

eyebrow at him even as he nuzzled one hard thigh. 

“Laundry day,” Carlos gasped, trying to tug Teddy closer to his cock.  He wasn’t quite fully hard, 

but then again, he hadn’t been counting the seconds until the twins fell asleep, either. 

Teddy slid up the bed, the rub of skin on skin rattling up his spine in a glorious pressure.  “I like 

it,” he said, his voice rough.  “If I had known, I would have skipped out on my meeting.” 

“We needed that meeting,” Carlos grumbled, gasping as Teddy nibbled across his chest.  “The 

whole bid hinged on that meeting.” 

Biting one pebbled nipple until Carlos cursed, Teddy rolled his eyes.  “They made up their minds 

weeks ago,” he said.  “This was just a formality.  A boring, boring formality that I could have 

skipped for dinner with my gorgeous husband and terrible sons.” 



“They’re two.  They’re supposed to be terrible,” Carlos said.  “Now shut up and make yourself 

useful before they wake up.” 

“Aye, aye, Captain,” Teddy said, grinding their hips together until they both groaned. 

It took him two tries to fish the lube out from under the pillow, his hand shaking when Carlos 

got a hand between them to roll on a condom.  He wasn’t even sure where it had come from, 

but he wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth. 

“In a hurry?” he gasped, stroking two fingers over the red-hot entrance to his lover’s body. 

“I,” Carlos snapped, his voice breaking, “have kids.” 

“Good point.”  Sliding his fingers in to the knuckles in one smooth motion, Teddy stroked across 

the firm lump that made Carlos whine through his teeth.  “Fuck that’s hot.” 

Leaning back a little, Teddy marveled at the masterpiece beneath him, warm skin and hard 

muscle all stretched out and writhing for him.  Even smeared with paint, there was something 

ethereal about his lover.  He never got tired of it, the dark hair that coiled in a line down Carlos’ 

belly, separated into two parts by the pale scar from the birth of their children.  There was a 

softness there, now, the abs not as glass-sharp as they had been, and he loved it. 

“I love you,” he whispered. 

“I love you, too, brujo.  Now hurry the fuck up.”  Carlos hiccupped on the last word as Teddy 

twisted his fingers.  “Asshole.” 

“Your asshole, in more ways than one,” Teddy said as he pulled his fingers free and lined up.  

He was so hard that just that touch sent shocks of pleasure crashing through him. 

Carlos was finally there, too, his cock hard and red.  There was a bead of fluid at the tip that 

Teddy lapped up just to hear him curse in Spanish.  He pressed in slowly, wanting to savor the 

moment. 

It had been weeks since they’d had time and energy for anything more exciting then a blowjob, 

but today was the last day before their two week vacation started.  He had plans for all that 

free time, and almost all of them involved his sexy husband. 

“Hurry.  Up.”  Carlos hooked his legs behind Teddy’s hips and tried to press him deeper. 

Teddy shushed him.  “I’m enjoying myself,” he said, rocking back and forth in tiny thrusts that 

just drove them both crazy.  Adjusting his angle until Carlos bucked against him, he smiled 

wickedly.  “Aren’t you enjoying yourself?” 

Too out of breath to reply, Carlos flipped him off.  Rolling his hips, Teddy thrust deep, pulling 

back out to continue those barely there thrusts.  Carlos shouted, every muscle going tight.  It 

turned the velvet heat of his body into a vice, and Teddy felt his arms start to shake. 



“I love you,” he whispered, thrusting deep again just to watch Carlos buck and tremble. 

“I love soundproofing,” Carlos panted, throwing his head back as Teddy slammed his sweet spot 

again. 

“That,” Teddy said, his voice cracking as that delicious pressure rippled around him.  “That, 

too.” 

“Fuck.  More,” Carlos said, digging his fingers into Teddy’s back.  The sting of sweat on broken 

skin barely registered. 

Beyond words, Teddy rolled his hips hard, setting up a rhythm that almost immediately got 

away from him.  Soon there was nothing but sweat and skin and pleasure and Carlos, always 

Carlos.  The omega gasped and cursed, pressing biting kisses to Teddy’s lips whenever they 

were in range. 

Pleasure coiled tight in Teddy’s gut, but he held back, not wanting to miss the beautiful sight of 

this perfect man falling apart just for him.  “You first,” he gasped, propping himself up on one 

unsteady arm to curl his free hand around his lover’s rock hard cock. 

He thumbed the slick head, reveling in the way it fit his hand as if made for him.  Carlos wailed, 

his whole body arching off the bed as he thrust frantically into Teddy’s hand and then back onto 

his cock.  His whole body was slick with sweat and paint, and gleaming like a piece of lewd 

performance art. 

The sight was enough to have Teddy’s orgasm barreling down on him, and he groaned, 

clenching his jaw and straining to hold it back.  “Come on, baby,” he gasped.  “I’ve got you.” 

Carlos raised his head, and their eyes met, the golden slivers glowing.  The moment stretched, 

every detail highlighted by that gilded gaze.  “I love you,” he mouthed. 

Teddy snapped his hips forward, and the moment shattered.  Carlos wailed, his whole body 

locking tight, every muscle sculpted and trembling from pleasure.  The first pulse of pleasure 

rocketed through them both, the spray of white that splattered across that tan skin breaking 

Teddy’s control. 

He thrust wildly, the slide into that grasping flesh sending lightning flashing behind his eyes and 

down his nerves until his fingers tingled.  Burying his face in Carlos’ neck, he muffled his own 

shouts into the soft skin there, trying to press the overwhelming waves of bliss into the salt and 

sweat taste of it. 

The feeling faded slowly, tension seeping away until they were both too limp and exhausted to 

do more than stroke their fingers soothingly along each other’s skin.  Teddy worried at the 

patch of flesh under his lips, breathing in the sweet smell of Omega Angel that lingered, 

blending with the scent of sex until it was something just for them. 



“I love you,” he said, his voice rasping. 

Carlos cleared his throat.  “I love you, too,” he said, sounding wrecked.  “We should do that 

again sometime.” 

Smiling against his shoulder, Teddy chuckled.  “Shower?” 

“Give me a few hours,” he replied, shoving Teddy off him so that he could curl up on his side.  

He pushed and pulled until Teddy was positioned to his liking.  Yawning as he settled, he 

ignored Teddy’s amused smile. 

“We should get cleaned up,” Teddy said.  “What if the twins come in?” 

“Go for it.”  He grumbled as Teddy pulled away to dispose of the condom.  “You didn’t say that 

this would involve moving.” 

Laughing quietly, Teddy pressed a kiss to the jut of one orange-smeared shoulder.  “I’ll be right 

back.” 

“Hurry up,” Carlos mumbled, yawning again as his eyes fluttered closed. 

Pulling on his pajama pants, Teddy washed up in the bathroom with the lights off, grabbing a 

washcloth and wiping Carlos down before tucking him under the green-spotted sheet.  He really 

was going to have to do laundry tomorrow. 

He didn’t even try to resist the urge that had him padding down the hall to the nursery.  The 

door swung open completely silently, revealing one empty bed full of stuffed animals. 

Teddy shook his head fondly, a smile twitching his lips as he stared down at his sons, curled up 

together in the second bed.  They looked like angels despite the remnants of paint lingering 

under their fingernails, all chubby cheeks and bow lips.  Chito was drooling into his pillow, but 

as Teddy watched, Leon opened his eyes and smiled at him. 

“Shhh…”  Teddy pressed a finger to his lips, and the baby nodded, closing his eyes again.   

Despite his curiosity about the world, his younger son had yet to speak.  Carlos worried about it 

occasionally, but they both agreed that Chito talked more than enough for them both.  He 

wasn’t concerned.  Leon would get there when he was ready.   

“Goodnight, sweetheart,” he said, pressing a gentle hand against the baby-soft, dark hair.  “I 

love you.” 

“Night night, Daddy.”  The response was so quiet that he wasn’t sure he’d heard it.  “Love you,” 

Leon said, his cherubic lips pursing.  He pressed a smacking kiss to his twin’s cheek, shifting 

around until he was tucked under his chin.  The other boy didn’t stir. 

Something warm flared in Teddy’s chest, spreading until he was blinking back tears.  He wanted 

to run back and wake Carlos up, but he didn’t, standing in the doorway until he couldn’t keep 



his eyes open another minute.  When he tucked himself in behind his omega, his cheeks were 

still wet with happy tears. 


