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Bonus Sex Scene – The Bartender And The Babies – Aiden Bates and 
Austin Bates  
 
 (Immediately after the bachelor auction) 

 

This was exactly why Evan didn’t wear suits.  It was a travesty that he had to stop 

kissing Kurt so that he could figure out how to free his hands from the sleeves of his 

borrowed dress shirt. 

It would be a lot easier if Kurt would stop chasing after his mouth.  Moaning, Evan 

leaned in for one more kiss, tugging at the fine cotton cloth of his sleeves one more 

time.  There was a pop, and then he was freed.  He felt guilty for a moment, but Kurt did 

that thing with his tongue, and all he could think was— “More.” 

“Bedroom,” Kurt groaned, stumbling into the couch. 

Evan wasn’t even sure where the bedroom was in the high-end condo that Kurt had led 

him to, so he concentrated on the skin under his lips.  Fighting dirty, he set his teeth to 

the tendon in Kurt’s neck. 

Kurt growled, pushing Evan back against the wall and dragging his chin up to ravage his 

lips.  A thrill of pleasure shot down Evan’s spine as Kurt lifted him off his feet.  Dragging 

his fingernails down Kurt’s chest, he gasped when sharp teeth nipped at his lips.  The 

pain was soothed away by a rough tongue, and the warmth that radiated from that spot 

fed the fire raging in Evan’s belly. 

Squirming against Kurt’s hips, he moaned at the delicious friction even as he managed 

to strip off his slightly-too-big pants.  His boxers followed the same path, and he 

groaned at the feel of Kurt’s linen slacks against his naked skin. 

“Pants,” Evan commanded, dragging his lips across Kurt’s shoulder as he struggled to 

catch his breath.  It should have been awkward, his belly bobbing between them, but 

Kurt’s eyes were dark with lust whenever he looked at Evan.  He’d never felt so sexy. 

“Bedroom,” Kurt said again, breaking off with a curse as Evan rolled his hips. 

The friction sent fireworks of light skittering across his vision, and he shook his head.  

“Here.” 

Kurt froze, his pupils blowing wide until the brown was swallowed completely.  “Fuck,” 

he said, his hips jerking.  He didn’t argue, shucking his pants with only the briefest 

pause to dig out a condom and handful of tiny lube samples. 

Evan raised an eyebrow at him, and Kurt blushed.  “They had them back stage,” he 

said, holding one up.  “They’re all sorts of unusual flavors, so I grabbed a few.”  Indeed, 

the one he was holding was banana split flavored. 



“Save that one for later,” Evan said, pressing close.  He would never get enough of the 

feeling of Kurt’s skin against his, especially the rock-hard erection bobbing against his 

ass. 

“Saving,” Kurt said, tossing the little pouch at the coffee table.  He didn’t bother to see if 

it landed, grabbing a packet at random and tossing the rest of them after it. 

The smell of popcorn filled the air as he ripped the packet open, and Evan couldn’t help 

laughing.  The absurdity of it took the edge off enough for him to be patient as Kurt 

slicked his fingers with the yellow-orange oil. 

“I have to test this one,” he said, catching Kurt’s fingers and sucking one of them into his 

mouth.  Butter and salt and Kurt swirled on his tongue as he licked along the sensitive 

whorls of Kurt’s fingerprint, letting it slide free with a pop.  “Not bad.” 

“Tease,” Kurt said, his voice wrecked.  He didn’t waste another second, reaching down 

and smoothing the lube over Evan’s entrance. 

It was slick and warm, and Evan wanted more of that, thank you very much.  He caught 

Kurt’s lips in a popcorn-flavored kiss, groaning at the not-enough feeling of a finger 

sliding into him.  He rocked against it for a few heartbeats, his tongue dueling Kurt’s 

until the fake butter flavor had dissipated.  He knew what he wanted, though, and this 

was just a faint imitation. 

“More,” he growled, bucking against Kurt’s hand until the stretch of a second finger 

made his head fall back against the wall.  That was better, especially when those clever 

fingers found the spot that made the world narrow down to just Kurt.  “I love you,” he 

whispered. 

“Love you,” Kurt said, his breath washing over Evan’s shoulder. 

“Now.”  It was unbearably hot, the strength and control in Kurt’s taut muscles as he held 

them steady.  Evan felt like he was going to explode already, and they had barely gotten 

started. 

The fingers slid out of him, leaving an empty space just begging to be filled.  Evan 

squirmed eagerly as Kurt rolled on the condom and lined himself up. 

“Ready?” Kurt asked, a bead of sweat rolling down his temple. 

“Been ready,” Evan murmured, pressing quick, biting kisses to his chest and shoulders.  

He tasted like salt and musk and spice, and Evan could never get enough of it. 

The stretch of being filled made his teeth ache, his whole body going limp with relief and 

slow, drawn out pleasure.  “Yes,” one of them hissed, the sound rattling in both their 

chests.  Gravity drove Kurt deep, deeper than they’d been before, and Evan could 

barely breathe around the feeling of being so full. 



Then Kurt moved.  Without the leverage to do more than squirm, Evan had to suffer 

through the long abandonment as Kurt pulled back.  The first thrust was like being shot, 

like dying of pleasure, the twitch and jerk of his muscles outside of his mind’s control.  

The next thrust was just as agonizing, just as good. 

He was gasping, his throat rough, and the air he breathed was shared between them, 

their lips bumping and sliding together. 

Kurt’s free hand slid to rest on his stomach, and Evan laced their fingers together.  “I 

love you,” he said, or maybe shouted, he couldn’t tell. 

It was wild and rough and perfect, and it wasn’t going to last.  Evan could feel Kurt’s 

rhythm falling apart, getting sharp and urgent.  He slid his free hand down and wrapped 

it around his own aching cock, his muscles knotting with the exquisite feeling. 

Kurt was watching him, his eyes bare slits as he strained.  “Love you.  Beautiful,” he 

panted. 

Evan twisted his palm around the head of his cock, hard and fast.  Once, twice, and 

something inside him snapped, the pleasure dragging him under until he wasn’t sure 

which was was up, and he didn’t care.  Kurt had him.  Kurt would catch him. 

The last ragged thrusts drew his pleasure out until he was screaming with it, his eyes 

wide and sightless.  Through it all, their hands stayed twined together, keeping him 

anchored in consciousness. 

Kurt roared, the sound pressing against Evan’s skin in little pops of pleasure.  He could 

feel the swell and pulse inside of him as he slowly melted against the wall, his body 

already humming with the afterimage of really good sex burned into his nerves. 

“God, I love you,” Kurt gasped, his chest heaving.  “Love you so much.”  He was 

shaking, but Evan never once worried about falling. 

“I love you,” Evan whispered, pulling him in for a sweet kiss.  He was never going to let 

this go again. 

  



“Bonus Chapter – The Bartender And The Babies – Aiden Bates and 
Austin Bates 
  
Did you make sure that—” 

“Yes.  Everything is fine.  Quit worrying.”  Pyotr leaned in the doorway and fussed with 

his tie, and Evan rolled his eyes. 

“I’m not worrying,” he lied, reaching up to swat his best friend’s hands away.  If his 

hands shook, neither of them was going to point it out.  Not if Pyotr knew what was 

good for him, anyway. 

The tiny apartment over the bar was a mess, boxes and bags stacked against the walls 

from months and months of wedding preparations.  Evan’s beat up old couch was 

buried under an avalanche of gifts, the overflow of the ones that had completely 

overtaken the dining room at the house.  Despite moving out months ago, he’d spent 

almost as much time here as at home in the last few weeks, nailing down all the last 

minute details for the wedding. 

He’d been planning to keep the apartment furnished anyway, since it was a convenient 

to have a place to sleep if he worked for too long.  There was, however, one very 

important thing that still needed to be moved over to the new house. 

“Have you seen Princess yet?  I left tuna out for her in the kitchen.”  Smoothing down 

his jacket, Evan gave himself a last once-over in the mirror.  His suit refused to lie flat 

over the tiny pudge still left from giving birth two months ago, but it would have to do. 

They’d decided to hold the wedding in the bar and the reception at Kurt’s house, a 

decision that had confused most of Kurt’s family.  Neither of them cared. 

“There is no cat,” Pyotr grumbled, trying to loosen his tie again. 

“Don’t do that.  You look fine.”  Evan herded him out of the bathroom and stood in the 

middle of the disaster area.  There were too many nooks and crannies for Princess to 

hide in, even when it wasn’t overflowing with stuff.  He may have purposely set a few of 

the boxes up with the tops open enticingly, however.  Peeking inside, he was gratified to 

see the sparkle of cranky eyes.  “Hello, beautiful,” he told her. 

She was less than impressed, especially when he reached in and picked her up. 

“What the hell is that?” 

Evan glared at Pyotr from under his lashes.  “Don’t listen to him, Princess.  He’s just 

jealous.”  In his arms, she yowled and tried to bite his ear.  “Can you grab the cat carrier 

off the landing?” 

“That is not a cat.  That is a…” he gestured around, muttering in Russian.  “What is the 

thing with the little eyeglasses?  A mole!  That is a mole with big ears.” 



“Don’t insult my cat, or I’ll tell Lucia about those mysterious shopping trips you’ve been 

making down to the jewelry store,” Evan teased, kissing Princess between her ears.  

She had the same clean, soft skin smell as his babies, and it made his heart ache.  

They were just downstairs with their Dad and many uncles, but he hated having them 

out of sight. 

Pyotr flushed bright red, his hand going to his pocket, and Evan laughed in delight. 

“You didn’t!” he gasped.  “Holy shit.  Let me see.” 

“No,” Pyotr mumbled as he fished the box out of his pocket.  “You are mean.  Also your 

cat will judge me.” 

“She is very judgmental, sorry,” Evan said, catching Princess around the ribs before she 

could squirm up over his shoulder to freedom.  “If it helps, she won’t tell anyone.” 

The ring was beautiful.  It sparkled with color.  The central diamond, small but brilliant, 

was surrounded by a wave of blue stones, carefully graded to flow from light and glittery 

to deep and intense. 

“She’s going to love it,” Evan said, his eyes burning. 

“See, this?  This is the kind of thing that would make a lesser man jealous.” 

Evan laughed, turning to raise an eyebrow at Kurt, even as Pyotr jumped and fumbled 

the velvet box.  “What are you doing here?” 

One of the twins tucked carefully against each shoulder, Kurt smiled.  “They were 

getting fussy, so I thought I’d put them down for a nap.  How are you— What the hell is 

that?” 

Rolling his eyes, Evan poked Pyotr in the side.  “Carrier, please.  This is Princess, the 

cat that neither of you believe exists.” 

“That isn’t a cat,” Kurt said as Evan carefully maneuvered Princess into her temporary 

lodgings.  She was very vocal about her disapproval of that plan, screeching loud 

enough to wake the dead.  “That is a New York City sewer rat.” 

“Why is everyone so mean to my cat?  Give me my babies and go away,” Evan said, 

taking their daughter, Isabella, even as he leaned up for a kiss. 

“You look amazing today,” Kurt said, gently rocking as their son, Benjamin, started to 

fuss at being away from his twin. 

“Don’t try to suck up to me now.  You’ve insulted my cat.  This is a grave offense,” Evan 

teased.  Pyotr made a sound of disgust as they kissed again. 

“Yeah, don’t think I didn’t see that ring you’ve got in your pocket, buddy.”  Kurt eyed 

Pyotr up and down until Evan elbowed him in the ribs.  “What?  It’s my duty to make 

sure that my little sister’s guy is up to snuff.” 



“Little late for that now,” Evan said, heading for the bedroom.  “They’ve been dating for 

almost a year.” 

“Lies.  It hasn’t been that long.” 

Evan shot him a pitying glance.  “How old are you?” 

“Thirty-n…  Shit.”  Kurt pouted as he carefully set Ben into one of the baby carriers on 

the dresser. 

“That’s right.  Old.  Leave Pyotr alone, or he’ll never get up the nerve to propose,” Evan 

added in an undertone. 

Kurt shrugged.  “If he doesn’t, Lucia will.  She was looking into flights to Vegas last 

week, and she hates to gamble.” 

Evan stared at him, then burst out laughing.  “Your mother would kill her.” 

“Maybe, but they’re still trying to find a good combination of medications that keeps her 

heart from getting too stressed so she might be grateful not to have another wedding.”  

Leaning against the dresser, Kurt pressed a kiss to each of their children’s heads. 

Suddenly remembering that he was supposed to be getting married today, Evan 

chewed his lip.  “Is everyone here?  Did we get enough seats?”  In the living room, 

Princess yowled especially loud, and Pyotr grumbled something.  “I’m going to have 

Pyotr run her back to the house before the ceremony.  I figured we’d lock her in the 

master bathroom until everyone left, but I’m worried she’ll get out because she’s a 

ninja.” 

Kurt pulled him close, warm and steady, and Evan leaned into the contact.  “My sisters 

are running late, of course, but everyone else is trickling in.  There are enough chairs to 

seat everyone we invited, and their plus ones and twos.  And in the year that I’ve known 

you, I’ve never seen that cat, so I think that goes a bit beyond ninja.” 

“I don’t think there’s anything beyond ninja,” Evan said, a helpless smile creeping 

across his face.  “We’re getting married.” 

“Yes, we are.  Let’s get to that,” Kurt said, pulling Evan toward the door.  Evan followed 

eagerly. 

 

*** 

 

“Which one are you again?” Evan asked.  He’d stopped being embarrassed about it 

when he’d been introduced to the twelfth new person in less than ten minutes. 

“Greg,” the redhead said, laughing easily.  “I’m Brendan’s husband.” 



“You’re Nate’s papa,” Evan said, remembering the quiet, handsome teenager who had 

been carrying a 5-year-old girl in a tiara around. 

“That’s me.  I’m also Nikolai’s friend, for my sins.”  Greg was a dancer, Evan 

remembered as the older man moved gracefully to stop a running child from crashing 

into the mirrored bar, still with a faint residue of pink.  “Kris, this is Evan.  It’s his 

wedding.  Try not to be a heathen for five minutes.” 

The boy, an omega by the looks of him, gave Evan a critical once-over.  “Five minutes,” 

he agreed, then bowed over Evan’s hand with courtly manners.  “Pleased to meet you, 

m’lord.” 

Evan laughed helplessly as Greg sighed and swatted his son.  “Off with you, monster.”  

He turned back to Evan.  “I apologize in advance for anything he breaks.” 

“It’s fine.  Kurt will replace it with something twice as expensive.”  Evan looked up at the 

stylish, hand wrought iron light fixtures that had been the result of one of the lights going 

out. 

Greg laughed.  “Very true.  They mean well, the boys, but I don’t think any of them 

understand the meaning of subtlety.”  Someone coughed, and Greg turned.  “Except 

Teddy.  Where is your better half?” 

“Introducing our twins to your twins,” the stick thin redhead said, pushing his glasses up 

on his nose.  “We only have one set, not two.” 

When telling Evan about his friends, Kurt had given him only one warning.  “Teddy is 

spooky, just smile and nod,” he’d said.  So Evan smiled and nodded. 

“We only have one set, too,” he said. 

Teddy eyed him thoughtfully.  “For now,” he said, and then swept off into the crowd. 

Evan was still trying to figure out how to feel about that when Greg downed the rest of 

his drink.  “And that’s Teddy,” the dancer said.  “On that note, I’m going to go get more 

alcohol.” 

“I don’t blame you,” Evan said.  He glanced across the room, searching for and finding 

Kurt’s handsome form.  He was laughing, surrounded by his family, all of whom were 

behaving for once. 

“Well, if you can still stare at him like that after having two babies, then you must be in 

love,” Gio said, waddling up beside him.  The omega was heavily pregnant, and Evan 

had been touched that he’d even come to the wedding.  As it was, the former FBI agent 

looked about ready to drop. 

“I have hot packs in the kitchen, and the armchair in the office is amazing for back pain.” 

“You’re fucking wonderful,” Gio said fervently.  “If you see Marcus, tell him where I 

went?  He worries.” 



“Of course,” Evan said.  “I think I saw him talking to Pyotr and Nikolai.” 

“Well, that’s terrifying,” Gio muttered as he waddled away, nodding at a small blond 

omega with a baby on one hip as he went. 

The little boy was covered in chocolate, and Evan wasn’t going to think about where 

he’d managed to get a hold of it. 

“It was a lovely wedding,” Jay said, ignoring the way his son was drawing patterns on 

his cheek with sticky fingers.  “How are you holding up?” 

Evan coughed to cover a laugh as the toddler stuck his finger in his papa’s ear.  “I’m 

okay.  Overwhelmed, but okay.” 

“Yeah, that happens with this group.  It was nice that your brother could make it.”  

Without missing a beat, Jay transfered his son to his other arm. 

“I’m actually surprised at how many people came,” Evan confessed.  “Almost every 

person showed up.”  Even Pyotr’s mother, a terrifying woman with a cane and piercing 

eyes, had arrived earlier.  Watching her berate him in Russian had been the most 

entertaining part of Evan’s week. 

Jay grinned.  “We wouldn’t miss it for the world.  It might seem a little odd at first, but the 

brothers are all very close.  You’ll be seeing us again, often.” 

“So I hear.”  Evan smiled wryly.  “I’m not sure if that’s a threat or a promise.” 

“Well,” the artist winked, “you’ll never be short of kids for your twins to play with, and 

Nate is great with babysitting.”  Raising his voice, he called across the room, “Kristoff 

James, get off of that.  Right now.” 

“You’re not my dad.” 

“No, but I am,” a silver-haired alpha said loudly, and Kris dropped off the bookshelf like 

a stone to the laughter of those nearby.  “Listen to Jay.” 

Evan’s head was spinning with people and excitement and pure happiness, a familiar 

scent filling his nose just as a warm arm curled around his waist.  “Come to save me?” 

he asked, tipping his head back and smiling at Kurt. 

“Always.”  Warm lips pressed to his temple.  “It’s almost time for our grand exit, and I 

happen to know for a fact that Luke has been out and removed the worst of the junk 

from our car.” 

“That was nice of him,” Evan said, leaning back against the hard muscles of his 

husband’s chest.  His husband.  That had a very nice ring to it.  “How is are your 

sisters?” 

“Behaving,” he said.  “I threatened to keep you and the twins in Virginia for an extra 

week.” 



Evan smiled.  “That sounds nice, but the twins have a doctor’s appointment that Friday.” 

“They don’t know that,” Kurt said cheerfully.  “Come on, let’s escape before someone 

notices that we haven’t tossed any bouquets or garters.” 

“I’m not wearing a garter,” Evan said, then squeaked as Kurt dipped two fingers below 

the waist of his suit pants.  “There are children present,” he snapped, his cheeks 

burning with heat that wasn’t all embarrassment. 

Kurt smirked down at him, his dark eyes warm with promise.  “I’ve been trying to get you 

out to the car, where there are no children old enough to care, so don’t blame me that 

you’re dragging your feet.” 

“I am not dragging my—  Put me down!”  Evan slapped at Kurt’s arms, laughing as the 

world tilted and he was thrown over a broad shoulder.  “Help.  Someone save me,” he 

called to the crowd.  All he got was the flash of dozens of cameras.  “You people are 

useless,” he announced. 

“Coming through,” Kurt said, his hand firmly on Evan’s ass as he waded through the 

crowd.  “Don’t destroy my house, and don’t let the rat out of the bathroom, please,” he 

told Lucia, who would be house sitting while they were on their honeymoon. 

“Don’t.  Insult.  My.  Cat,” Evan said, smacking Kurt’s ass for emphasis. 

“Mole,” Pyotr said, miming big teeth to Lucia as she laughed.  Her face was flushed with 

too much champagne, and she’d pulled her hair back almost an hour ago.  “Skinny mole 

with big ears.” 

“I hate you both,” Evan muttered.  “Lucia, check his pockets.” 

Pyotr’s eyes went wide, and he backpedaled, but he didn’t make it far before he was 

boxed in by people.  “What are you doing?” he asked in panicked Russian. 

Evan had been practicing with Cody and Nikolai, and he grinned.  “He who does not 

risk, never drinks champagne,” he said, stumbling over the sounds.  “There’s plenty of 

champagne around, so take a risk.” 

The crowd was watching, heads and cameras swiveling back and forth like a tennis 

match, and Lucia was staring at Pyotr with glittering eyes. 

“It’s your wedding,” Pyotr protested, but Evan scoffed, propping his elbows on Kurt’s 

shoulder to glare down at him. 

“You know I don’t care, so quit using me as an excuse.” 

Lucia cleared her throat, one slender hand resting on Pyotr’s arm, and the crowd went 

quiet.  “So, I don’t know what it is that they’re harassing you about,” she said, her lips 

twitching, “but I do have something I want to say.  I was going to wait until they got back 

from their honeymoon, but if Evan is going to be pushy, so can I.”  She calmly gathered 



up her dress as Evan sputtered and went down on one knee.  Pyotr looked like he was 

going to faint. 

“Pyotr Solonik,” she said, her face flushed as she pulled a piece of paper out of the folds 

of her dress, “you are the best man I’ve ever met.  I refuse to have a wedding because 

my family is insane, but it would make me the happiest woman in the world if you would 

elope with me tonight.” 

Kurt whooped, Evan bouncing wildly on his shoulder as he cheered.  “I knew you were 

looking at tickets to Vegas,” he shouted.  The whole room shook with applause, and 

Evan could see the teenager, Nate, out of the corner of his eye passing a box of 

tissues. 

“Put me down,” Evan said.  Kurt squeezed his ass, grinning over his shoulder, but kept 

him firmly where he was.  It wasn’t a bad place to be, and he was out of the melee as 

everyone rushed forward to congratulate Lucia. 

In the chaos, they escaped out the front door.  It was a beautiful April day in Miami, not 

too hot and not too cold, and the sky was so blue that it hurt to look at.  Teddy was 

waiting with the twins, a secretive smile on his face, and their car was…  A mess, but 

done with love. 

Evan took a deep breath, trying to memorize everything about that exact moment.  He 

wouldn’t say that it was the happiest day of his life because he hoped it got even better 

from here, but he wanted to remember this feeling forever. 

“I love you,” he said as he slid down Kurt’s body, finally able to put his feet on the 

ground. 

“I love you, too,” Kurt said, leaning down to kiss him. 

Somewhere a camera flashed, and Evan broke the kiss with a laugh of pure joy. 

 


