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	One

	Dylan

	 

	“Cheers,” Sebastion, a few of our friends, and I said in unison as we all clinked our glasses together.

	The group of us stood huddled together around the bar, and as Sebastion finished the last few drops of his drink, I immediately turned toward the bar to order him another.

	“Can you get my dad another glass of wine?” I asked the bartender, who looked between me and Sebastion quizzically.

	Sebastion thumped me in the shoulder and I burst into fits of laughter at the frustrated expression on his face.

	“I’m not his father,” Sebastion assured the bartender.

	“No, but you’re…” I looked at the time on my phone. “About sixteen hours away from legally being my stepdad.”

	Sebastion’s face lit up into a gorgeous smile at the reminder of how close we were to his and Dad’s wedding.

	Dad and Sebastion were getting married tomorrow afternoon at a beautiful vineyard and winery in Temecula, and Dad, Sebastion, Russell, and I were staying in a hotel nearby with a small group of Dad and Sebastion’s friends and family.

	To celebrate their last night of freedom, Russell had taken Dad out for the night with their friends, and I’d taken Sebastion out.

	I knew Russell was planning to take Dad to a strip club—something we both knew Dad wouldn’t enjoy, but Russell insisted on.

	But he’d ‘taken him the first time round’ so he’d ‘do it again’.

	It had been over a year since I’d moved back from New York, and moved in with Russell, and everything between us was still as perfect as it had been at the start.

	He was perfect for me in every way.

	I loved my life with him. I loved my job. I just loved being back in California, period.

	Thinking about my boyfriend made me check the time on my phone again. I had no idea when he and Dad would make it back to the hotel, but I hoped they didn’t get in too late.

	While I had my phone in hand, I shot Russell a quick text.

	 

	Me: Is Dad having fun?

	Russell: If by fun you mean, is having a heart-to-heart with one of the strippers about their kids… then, yes.

	 

	I burst out laughing at his text. That sounded exactly like something Dad would do.

	 

	Me: Are you having fun?

	Russell: I can think of a few things I’d rather be doing. And one person in particular I’d rather watch take his clothes off for me.

	Me: Maybe I’ll treat you when you get back to the hotel later.

	Russell: I’m holding you to that.

	Russell: Gotta go. The stripper is now crying in Devon’s arms.

	 

	I laughed again.

	“What’s so funny?” Sebastion asked.

	“Your soon-to-be husband.”

	Sebastion’s lips spread into an impossibly wide smile at the mention of my dad—it happened every time, but I never commented on it, because I was pretty sure my face did the same thing whenever someone mentioned Russell.

	After several more drinks, and lots of chatting and jokes about my new ‘dad’, the group decided to call it a night.

	Sebastion needed his beauty sleep!

	Our friends all parted ways when we made it back to the hotel lobby, and Sebastion and I walked up to our rooms, which were on the same floor.

	We stood outside his hotel room door as he swayed and dug around in his pockets for the room key—he might have had a drink or three more than I should have allowed.

	“Right, I’ll see you bright and early for your wedding!” I exclaimed, once he’d fished the key out.

	He squealed an excited sound and wrapped his arms around my neck, hugging me tight and kissing my cheek.

	“See you in the morning! Night, love you,” he said.

	“Love you too.”

	He walked into his hotel room, and I made my way down the hallway to mine.
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	A little while later, as I waited in the hotel room for Russell to return from his night out with Dad, I decided I wanted to shower, to get the smell of the bar off me.

	I planned on getting re-dressed after my shower though, so I could put on a little strip show of my own for Russell.

	I went to my suitcase to retrieve my toiletries, but as I searched, I realized I’d forgotten to pack my shampoo. Hotel shampoo, regardless of how nice the hotel was, was always shit.

	I’d seen Russell put a bottle of nice shampoo in his suitcase when we’d been packing though, which I was sure he wouldn’t mind me borrowing.

	I unzipped his suitcase and pulled the top open.

	There, on top of his folded clothes, was a small wooden box.

	It glared at me, drawing my attention as if it had flashing neon arrows pointing at it.

	I didn’t know what it was, I’d never seen it before. And I’d seen all of Russell’s stuff.

	Maybe it was new cufflinks for the wedding?

	That was probably it… right?

	I tried so hard not to pick it up.

	Really, so fucking hard.

	But I couldn’t resist. I needed to know what it was, otherwise, it was going to drive me crazy.

	I picked up the small box and walked over to the bed with it.

	I stared at the box for what felt like forever, going back and forth on whether I should open it… until I finally gave in.

	I opened it for a split second, saw a shiny ring held in place by yellow velvety fabric, and then I snapped the box closed and threw it onto the mattress beside me like it was on fire.

	Holy shit.

	Was he going to propose to me?

	Oh, my God.

	He was going to propose to me.

	I wanted to look at the ring again, because I hadn’t had time to look at it properly the first time, but now that I knew what it was, I didn’t want to look at it again.

	I’d already ruined half of the surprise, I wanted the ring to be a surprise for when he asked me.

	With a tight grip on the box, I forced myself to walk back over to his suitcase to put it back where I found it and pretend I never saw it, when the doorhandle clicked down and the door creaked open.

	I panicked.

	Instead of putting the box back and quickly zipping up the suitcase, like I should have, I sprinted back over to the bed, sat down, looking as casual as I could with my hands behind my back.

	I glared at the unzipped suitcase.

	Fuck, he was going to know I knew.

	Hopefully, he’d come in and go straight to the bathroom or something before looking at his open suitcase, so I could use that time to put it back and close it.

	No such luck.


Two

	Russell

	 

	“A strip club?” Devon asked, sighing. “Really?”

	“It’s your bachelor party!” I exclaimed.

	He shook his head. “No. You already gave me one of those, many years ago. I don’t need another.”

	Devon had never been a strip club kind of person, even when I’d last taken him to one a few days before his and Thomas’ wedding. But I’d taken him then, so I’d take him now.

	I took him to a bar first this time, to get a few drinks in him before we arrived at the club.

	“It’s my duty as your best man, to make sure you get sat on by a naked stranger the night before your wedding.”

	He laughed and shook his head. “Why the fuck did I ask you to be my best man… again.”

	“Because you love me,” I said.

	“You’ve got me there.”

	Feeling victorious, I pulled him over to a booth and pushed him down onto the seat, the handful of friends who’d joined us spread out in seats around him.

	“I’ll go get us drinks.”

	I made my way through the club, barely glancing up at the almost-naked men dancing on the stage. The first time I took Devon to a strip club for his bachelor party, I was all over the dancers.

	Now, I barely gave them a second glance.

	I didn’t need to, I had the only person I’d ever need.

	That brought my brain back around to the question I’d been avoiding asking Devon for weeks.

	I’d planned to talk to him the day I bought the ring, but then I chickened out.

	I knew he would be fine with it, but it was still daunting as fuck.

	And that was the reason I’d been walking around for almost an entire month with an engagement ring in my pocket, when it should have been sitting on Dylan’s finger.

	I wasn’t going to ask Dylan until I asked Devon, though.

	Old school, I knew. But that was how I wanted it to be.

	I walked back to the table carrying a pitcher of beer and a stack of glasses for everyone.

	“Let’s get you a dance,” I told Devon when I’d placed the beer and glasses on the table.

	“Let’s not.” Devon laughed.

	“Did someone want a dance?” A young man—a dancer—asked, approaching our table.

	“N—”

	“Yes,” I announced, cutting off Devon’s answer. “It’s my best friend’s bachelor party tonight,” I said gleefully.

	“Well, congratulations,” the dancer said to Devon.

	“Thank you. The dance isn’t necessary though,” Devon insisted.

	“Sure it is,” he said, plopping himself onto Devon’s lap.

	Devon laughed again, and I focused my attention on pouring beer into some of the glasses.

	I got sucked into a conversation with one of our friends from work, and by the time I turned back around to Devon, he was in a full-blown conversation with the dancer who was sitting on his lap in the most unsexual way I’d ever seen.

	From what I could make out, they were discussing their kids, and they both seemed to be getting a little emotional.

	Trust Devon to take all of the erotism out of a lap dance.

	My phone buzzed in my pocket and I pulled it out, a smile crossing my lips as I saw Dylan’s name.

	 

	Dylan: Is Dad having fun?

	Me: If by fun you mean, is having a heart-to-heart with one of the strippers about their kids… then, yes.

	 

	Dylan had planned a more casual night for Sebastion and their friends… the kind of night Devon would probably enjoy… but he chose me as his best man, and he knew what he was getting.

	 

	Dylan: Are you having fun?

	Me: I can think of a few things I’d rather be doing. And one person in particular I’d rather watch take his clothes off for me.

	Dylan: Maybe I’ll treat you when you get back to the hotel later.

	Me: I’m holding you to that.

	 

	Could I come up with a believable excuse to leave in the middle of the bachelor party I’d organized… without Devon knowing it was so I could go back to the hotel and fuck his son?

	Probably not.

	I looked up from my phone, in Devon’s direction, and saw the dancer with his head on Devon’s shoulder, sobbing his heart out.

	I rolled my eyes and chuckled.

	 

	Me: Gotta go. The stripper is now crying in Devon’s arms.

	 

	“You should go home,” Devon said to the dancer. “I’ll call you a taxi.”

	“Thank you so much,” he responded, sniffing, and wiping his tears away with the back of his hand.

	“Go get your stuff.”

	The dancer nodded and hopped off Devon’s lap.

	“What the fuck was that?” I asked Devon.

	“He’s not happy here,” he answered. “He’s going to quit and spend more time with his daughter. She’s only three and his hours here don’t fit with life as a single dad.”

	“You made the stripper quit?” I laughed.

	He shrugged. “I… well, yeah, kind of.”

	I laughed even harder.

	Devon called the dancer a taxi and walked him out of the club, giving him a hug before he got into the car.

	“Only you,” I told Devon, shaking my head in disbelief.

	Since we’d already left the club, and Devon looked ready for bed, I started thinking about getting back to my boyfriend again.

	“Do you mind if I head out?” I asked him. “I was going to…”

	“I know you’re leaving to go back to a hotel room you’re sharing with my son, so please, no details. It’s fine, I was ready to call it a night two hours ago.”

	I chuckled and then sobered.

	“I’ve been meaning to ask you something for a while,” I began, the courage to ask him hitting me out of nowhere.

	I didn’t want to risk losing the confidence, so it was now or never.

	“What is it?” he asked, looking at me expectantly.

	“I um... I wanted to see how you’d feel about me asking Dylan to marry me.”

	“What would you do if I said no?” He laughed.

	I shrugged. “Um… I’d probably still ask him, anyway.”

	“Exactly, so why are you even asking?”

	“Just because I’d still do it without your blessing, doesn’t stop me wanting your blessing if I can get it.”

	“You have it,” he said with a wide grin. “Dylan loves you, and you love him. You’re perfect for each other. You have my blessing, Russ.”

	I wrapped my arms around my best friend… and future father-in-law—that was weird as fuck—and he grabbed on just as tightly as I did.

	Our friendship had endured a lot of stuff through the years, and no matter what happened, I loved him like he was my family.

	And now he was actually going to be my family.

	As long as Dylan wanted to marry me, that was.
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	As I pushed open the door to Dylan’s and my hotel room, I saw a blur of movement in the room.

	Curious, I pushed the door open as quickly as I could, but once the door was fully open, Dylan was just sitting on the bed.

	Sitting up way too straight and stiff.

	Something weird was going on.

	“What’s going on?” I asked, curiosity filling my voice.

	“Nothing,” he squeaked.

	“Hmm,” I hummed. “What’s behind your back?”

	I gestured to his arms, which were both suspiciously placed behind his back, like he was hiding something from me.

	“Nothing,” he repeated.

	“I don’t believe you.” I chuckled, and walked over to stand in front of him. “You’re the worst liar.”

	He sighed. “Fine.” He brought his arms back around to his lap, and in his hands was the box I’d been carrying around with me for weeks.

	I knew I shouldn’t have left it in my suitcase.

	But, I thought he’d be out for as long as I was gonna be, if not longer, because they were younger and had the stamina to stay out all hours, and I hadn’t wanted to risk losing it while I was out with Devon.

	“Oh,” I said dumbly, not sure what else to say.

	“Are you going to ask me to marry you?” he asked.

	“Yeah, I am.”

	“When were you going to ask me?”

	“Once I’d asked your dad’s permission.”

	“When are you asking him?” he asked.

	“I asked him tonight.”

	Dylan’s eyebrows shot up into his hairline. “What did he say?”

	“He gave me his blessing.”

	Dylan smiled. “Then I think you should ask me.”

	“Now? Here?” I looked around the hotel room. Sure, it was a nice room, but it wasn’t where I would have asked him if I’d had more time to plan something.

	“Well, if you’d rather I leave, we could go back to our roots and you could call me and ask me over the phone?”

	I laughed, shaking my head. I took the box out of his hand and he stood up from the bed. I lowered myself onto one knee in front of him.

	“Dylan, baby, will you marry me?”

	“Yes,” he answered the second I finished my question, his voice thick with emotion.

	I opened the box, showing him the ring I’d had made for him. It was a silver band with two small yellow diamonds set into it—the same shade of yellow as Thomas’ bracelet that never left Dylan’s wrist.

	He pursed his lip, and a single tear ran down his left cheek.

	“It’s perfect.”

	I stood up, taking the ring out of the box and sliding it onto his left ring finger, before kissing him.

	He wrapped himself around me, pressing his body into mine everywhere he could manage.

	“I love you,” he murmured against my lips.

	“I love you too,” I said back.

	We stood at the end of the bed kissing and hugging, until a thought popped into my head.

	“What were you doing in my suitcase?” I asked.

	“I was going to take a shower, and I needed to borrow your shampoo,” he replied, and then continued kissing me.

	“Want company in that shower?”

	“Always.”

	He slowly began to undress, making a show of it for me that had me hard as steel in my pants. Once he was undressed, I followed suit and he led me to the bathroom.

	I didn’t miss him pick up a bottle of lube on our way through the room.

	We stood under the shower spray and he pressed me against the shower wall, my nipples stiffening as they made contact with the cool tiles. His naked body crowded mine, his chest flush against my back, as two lubed fingers plunged deep into my ass.

	I moaned, pushing back against his digits.

	He slid his fingers in and out, stretching me and crooking his digits, so they brushed my prostate on every slide.

	“So good,” I praised breathlessly.

	“You’re perfect,” he whispered into my ear.

	“I love you,” I told him.

	“I love you too.”

	I cried out again as a third finger slid inside me.

	“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I chanted, so overwhelmed by the sensation that ‘fuck’ was the only word I remembered how to say.

	“Don’t come,” he growled.

	“Fuck, baby, I-I… I can’t… I need to…”

	His fingers left my hole, leaving me clenching around nothing, and he gave my ass a gentle slap, before I felt the head of his cock nudging at my entrance.

	He thrust in hard and deep, filling me so perfectly.

	“Come for me,” he ordered.

	His words were all it took to push me over the edge of the cliff I was teetering on.

	I came, untouched, my release hitting the wall as my cock jerked and throbbed.

	“God, I love you so fucking much,” he said, as his thrusts lost their rhythm.

	He came on a shout, filling me with his hot seed as his hands on my shoulders kept me pinned against the wall.

	As he pulled out, I felt some of his cum drip from my hole, and the sensation made me moan as a shiver ran through me.

	With hands on my hips, he spun me around and took my lips in a long, slow kiss.

	I was panting as I pulled back to see him looking at me with so much love in his eyes.

	I couldn’t wait until it was our wedding.

	I never thought I’d get married. The idea never appealed to me before. Why would anyone want to tether themselves to someone else for the rest of their lives? That seemed ridiculous.

	But with Dylan… I couldn’t think of anything better.

	I knew I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him.

	He was it for me.

	He was everything.


Three

	Sebastion

	 

	“Morning!” Dylan said, as he sauntered into my hotel room, holding a garment bag in one hand and a cardboard tray with two to-go coffee cups in the other.

	He carefully placed his suit on the bed, handed me one of the coffees, and pressed a kiss to my cheek.

	He looked extra happy that morning. I knew he was happy Devon and I were getting married, but anyone would have thought it was his wedding day.

	“Morning,” I returned his greeting. “Thank you for the coffee.”

	“You’re most welcome,” he said, tipping an invisible hat.

	“Is Russell with Devon?” I asked.

	“Yeah.” Dylan nodded.

	“How was their night last night?” I asked.

	“Well, Dad made a stripper cry,” Dylan said with a serious expression, before bursting into uncontrollable laughter.

	“What?” I asked, joining him in his laughter.

	“Apparently, he talked the guy into quitting his job as a stripper, so he could focus more of his time on his young daughter.”

	“God, I love that man.”

	I smiled, and Dylan returned a matching smile.

	I was about to go unzip the bag my suit was in when Dylan took a sip of his coffee and the light hit a shiny band of metal around his finger… his left ring finger.

	“What is that?” I asked excitedly.

	He glanced at his hand and quickly lowered it. “What’s what?” he asked. He was the worst at playing dumb.

	“That ring?!” I exclaimed.

	He sighed. “I was going to wait to tell you tomorrow. I was hoping you’d be too distracted today to notice it.”

	“Too distracted to notice that my best friend is wearing an engagement ring? Show me,” I demanded, making grabby hands.

	He held out his hand to me, and I admired the ring on his finger. It was so perfect for Dylan.

	“Oh, my God, Dyl, it’s beautiful,” I told him. “When did he ask you?”

	“Today is about you and Dad. No more talking about me and Russ. We’ll still be engaged tomorrow.”

	“Fuck that.” I pulled him down to sit on the end of the bed with me.  “I need details. Now.”

	Dylan laughed. “Fine. He asked me last night.”

	“Oh, my God. Does Devon know?”

	He shrugged. “I don’t know. He knew Russell was going to ask me, ‘cause he asked his permission yesterday, but I haven’t told Dad that he asked me. Russell might spill the beans this morning. I don’t know.”

	“This is so exciting!” I squealed. “No wonder you look extra deliriously happy this morning. When you walked in, I just thought you must’ve gotten laid real good last night.”

	“Well, that too.”

	He giggled. “I’m so happy for you both.”

	“Thank you, babe. Now, let’s get you ready for your wedding.”

	“Wait, does this mean Russell is going to be my son-in-law?” I teased.

	“I think that was an admission that you’re my dad now.”

	I crossed my arms over my chest and pouted. “It was no such thing.”
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	I stepped up to the start of the aisle, which was lined on either side by beautiful blue and white floral arrangements, and guests seated on white, wooden chairs.

	It all looked beautiful.

	Almost as beautiful as the man waiting for me at the other end of the aisle.

	Devon stood there, looking hot as fuck in a blue suit and bow tie that matched mine, his dark hair styled perfectly, including the sprinkling of grey hairs that had slowly started dusting the sides—the salt and pepper look just seemed to multiply how hot he was.

	Russell stood beside Devon, and Dylan stood on the opposite side, next to where I was about to stand. Russell and Dylan were in matching suits that were a slightly darker shade of blue than mine and Devon’s, and they both looked great too.

	Devon smiled at me with so much love in his expression, my insides might have actually melted.

	I’m about to marry that man.

	How did I get this lucky?

	As I walked towards the love of my life, I smiled at my parents who were in the front row of guests, watching proudly as I walked down the aisle.

	They were shocked when I first introduced them to Devon, mostly because of the age gap—they weren’t much older than he was. But Devon made them fall in love with him pretty quickly, just like he had with me. He was hard not to love.

	As I reached the end of the aisle, I realized I wasn’t nervous. In the days leading up to the wedding, I’d been nervous that I’d be nervous. Weren’t most people? I was usually a nervous wreck when I had to stand up in front of people, but I didn’t feel awkward or shy. I felt nothing but excitement and joy.

	I stood opposite Devon, and the officiant began speaking. I didn’t take in most of what she said, I was too busy staring into the gorgeous, dark eyes that never left mine. The eyes of my about-to-be husband.

	“Sebastion, do you take Devon to be your husband?” That part, I heard.

	“I do.”

	“And do you, Devon, take Sebastion to be your husband?”

	“I do.”

	“Devon and Sebastion will now exchange rings as a symbol of their love and commitment to each other,” the officiant said.

	I turned to Dylan, who handed me Devon’s ring, at the same time Devon turned to get mine from Russell.

	Once he’d place my ring on my finger, I did the same, then the officiant announced, “I now pronounce you husbands.”

	The second the woman finished her sentence, Devon captured my lips in a kiss that made my knees go weak.

	Everyone around us melted away, all the clapping and ambient noise faded to silence as I lost myself in our kiss.

	I wished I could remain trapped in that kiss for the rest of time, but alas, it soon came to an end, and I turned to see all of our family and friends smiling at us.

	I didn’t think it was possible to feel this level of happiness. I felt like I might combust.

	“Let’s go get some wine,” I whispered to Devon. We’d chosen a vineyard for our wedding as an homage to the bottle of wine that got me drunk enough to make a move on Devon back at the cabin—a cabin we now frequently went to for weekend trips.

	“Good plan. But you have a three-glass limit.” He chuckled.

	I shrugged and chuckled with him. “Fair enough.”

	I still couldn’t hold my liquor very well.

	“I love you, Seb,” Devon whispered as he entwined his fingers with mine.

	I smiled up at him and squeezed his fingers. “I love you too.”


Four

	Devon

	 

	“Mr. Delaney,” I began, placing my wine glass on the table and holding out my hand to my new husband. “May I have this dance?”

	He giggled and took my hand as he stood up from his chair.

	“That’s going to take some time to get used to hearing,” he admitted.

	I smiled at him, and led him out onto the dance floor, where Dylan and Russell were already dancing, as well as several other guests.

	The reception was just as beautiful as the ceremony had been. Everything was perfect.

	I still couldn’t quite believe I was at Sebastion’s and my wedding reception. Even as I looked around at our friends and family scattered around various tables, and the dance floor in a room full of white and blue flowers and decorations, it felt like a dream.

	If it was a dream, I hoped I never woke from it.

	As Sebastion and I swayed to the music, sharing slow, tender kisses, and not really paying much attention to the music that was playing, Dylan and Russell migrated toward us, and the four of us ended up dancing in a small circle together.

	“Have you told him?” Sebastion asked Russell excitedly, motioning his head toward me.

	I had no idea what he was talking about. “Told me what?”

	“Not yet,” Russell told Sebastion. “And you weren’t supposed to have told him,” Russell said to Dylan, and nodding his head in Sebastion’s direction.”

	Dylan pursed his lips and shrugged. “I didn’t.”

	“What is going on?” I asked.

	“He didn’t have to tell me,” Sebastion said, as he wrapped his hand around Dylan’s wrist, lifting it up to point at the ring on Dylan’s left ring finger.

	“Wow, it’s beautiful,” I told Dylan. “Congratulations, guys.”

	“Thanks,” Russell said, wrapping his arm around Dylan’s waist.

	“Didn’t waste a second before asking him then?” I joked with Russell.

	“He found the ring in my suitcase while we were out last night.”

	I laughed, imagining Russell arriving back at their room to find Dylan with the ring.

	“I’m really happy for you both,” I told them.

	“Does this mean I can now make jokes about you being my dad, like Dylan does to Seb?”

	“No. It does not.” I mock scowled. “Try it, I dare you.”

	He laughed. “No, I have enough common sense not to try it.”

	“Speaking of which.” Dylan shot Sebastion a playful grin. “How does it feel to officially be my stepdad?”

	“Like I now hold the authority to ground you if you keep calling me Dad.”

	“Oh, no, don’t send me to my room,” Dylan said dramatically. “Whatever will I do in there?” A suggestive smirk crossed Dylan’s lips as he wrapped his arms around Russell’s neck.

	We all laughed.

	When they first told me about their relationship, I didn’t receive the news very well, and it had taken a while to get used to seeing my son and my best friend as a couple—I now understood why it had taken Dylan a while to process my and Sebastion’s relationship—but now that I’d had time to adjust, I liked seeing them together. I loved seeing them both so happy.

	I didn’t like thinking about some parts of their relationship, even though the rest of them thought it was fucking hilarious to drive me insane with suggestive comments and innuendos.

	They were exactly the types of people I’d always hoped they would each meet. Sure, I hadn’t expected those people to be each other… but I hadn’t expected to fall in love with Sebastion.

	You couldn’t control when, how, or who you fell in love with.

	It just happened, sometimes when you least expected it.

	I sent a thought up to Thomas as the four of us danced together. I knew he was looking down on us and smiling.

	He would have loved Sebastion.

	He would have loved that Russell and Dylan were so happy together.

	This was the kind of happiness Thomas always wanted for Dylan and me, and now we had it, he could rest easy.
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	“Hurry up,” Sebastion demanded as I unbuttoned my pants.

	I chuckled as he removed his own pants at the speed of light.

	Once my pants and underwear were off, my hard cock on display, I started working on my shirt, but paused when he stalked over to me, wearing nothing but his half-unbuttoned shirt.

	He began undoing the buttons on my shirt for me, clearly wanting to undress me quicker than I was undressing myself. I was trying to be careful with my wedding outfit, but obviously, he didn’t care what happened to our clothes, as long as they were no longer on our bodies.

	I fisted his shirt and pulled him to me for a kiss, his work on my shirt halting as he melted into my embrace.

	I pushed his now-creased shirt up his stomach, exposing a few inches of his gorgeous, smooth skin. He shivered against me as my fingertips danced across his exposed stomach, and I delighted in the way he felt against me.

	I’d never gotten over how perfect he was. Never stopped being amazed that someone so beautiful, and kind, and funny, wanted me as much as I wanted him.

	He pulled away from our kiss and pouted. “No distracting me with kisses. Naked. Now.”

	The second he pushed my shirt off my shoulders, and I was completely naked, he whipped his shirt off over his head, not bothering with the rest of the buttons.

	I scooped him up into my arms and he wrapped his legs around my waist, kissing me as I walked us toward the giant bed in the center of our hotel room.

	I situated myself onto the mattress, with Sebastion on my lap, and kissed him as I let my fingers tease the path between his ass cheeks.

	“Ride me,” I whispered.

	He didn’t need more convincing than that. Before I could even blink, he’d lubed my cock—no idea where he found lube that quickly—and was slowly sinking down onto it.

	I would have laughed at his eagerness if I wasn’t so distracted by his perfect, tight heat surrounding my aching length.

	He panted and moaned as he took me inside him with no prep. Usually, I’d have been more conscious of making sure he didn’t hurt himself, but if taking me without prep was causing him any discomfort, he didn’t seem to care.

	Once he was fully seated, I lay back a little, and he placed his palms on my chest as leverage as he began fucking himself earnestly on my cock.

	“Fuck, Dev,” he said between delicious moans. “So fucking big.”

	A possessive growl left me, and my tongue itched to taste him, so I leaned up and with a hand on the back of his neck, pulled him down for a scorching kiss. His lips parted for me, and I brushed my tongue tenderly across them, as he moaned into my mouth.

	He took his cock into his hand, fisting it until hot, white cum exploded onto my chest. His eyes scrunched closed and his body tensed as he came apart on top of me.

	“So beautiful,” I praised, running my hand down the center of his chest. “You are so fucking beautiful.”

	“So… are… you,” he said breathlessly. “C-come… in me.”

	He thrust down hard on my cock again and clenched his inner walls around me, making my vision blur.

	My orgasm tore through me, sending jolts of electricity coursing through my body as I came deep inside the man I loved.

	“Jesus Christ,” I said, trying to catch my breath as he hopped off my lap and came to lie beside me.

	“I love you so much,” he said softly.

	“I love you too,” I replied.

	I lay on the luxurious hotel bed, melting into the mattress as I cuddled my husband against my chest.

	My husband.

	Sebastion was my husband.

	I smiled from ear to ear as my heart felt close to exploding with the amount of love it held for the man in my arms.

	A few years ago, everything felt joyless and empty. I was always thinking about what was missing and not what I still had around me.

	I was never going to do that again.

	I had the most incredible husband, a wonderful son, and the best friend anyone could ever ask for… who was also my soon-to-be son-in-law.

	I had everything I’d ever need, and I wasn’t going to waste a single day I got to spend with them.

	 

	The End
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