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        After your parents have tried everything in their power to split you and your fated mates up (including nearly killing you), they now try to go through the courts instead...

      

      

      

      
        
        For Omega Gail, meeting his fated mates, Alpha Lucien and Beta Cyrus, wasn’t the happy event that it is for most shifters. Instead, in the months since their mating they’ve been stalked, attacked and now sued by Gail’s parents.

      

      

      

      
        
        To hopefully finally get Gail away from his family for good, the three are suing Gail’s parents for everything they’ve put him through. That way, they’ll hopefully never get anywhere near Gail, ever.

        But, instead of fighting the claims fairly, his parents decide on a different tactic, to sue Lucien and Cyrus instead and get the whole world involved.

      

      

      

      
        
        It starts with Gail finding out that his parents have altered the school records that they’ve provided as evidence in Gail’s case, then people start bothering Cyrus at his school, demanding he ‘return Gail to his rightful Alpha’, and it ends with Lucien and Cyrus being ripped away from Gail on his first day in court.

      

      

      

      
        
        With Gail heavily pregnant, will they be able to resolve everything before the babies arrive? Or is Gail going to deliver on his own, without his mates at his side?

      

      

      

      
        
        This is the third book in The Baby Pact Trilogy which takes place in an Omegaverse world with shifters and mpreg (male-pregnancy).

        This trilogy may include any of these elements: steamy scenes, ‘I need tissues NOW’ moments, cries of ‘why, oh, why’ and cliffhangers that make you bite your nails (and curse the author).
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      The sweltering May heat beats down on me as I grab a box from the car and try to hold it steady. My belly’s in the way and even though the box is quite light, it’s not easy to carry it up the path to the front door.

      The new house has a small front garden, it’s little more than a patch of grass with a white stone path running through it. Ours is one house of a whole row of houses just like it. It’s very middle-class. But that was exactly what we were looking for.

      After everything is said and done, middle class is exactly what we need for our future.

      I step into the cool house and walk through the hallway to the living room, which is full of boxes stacked on top of each other.

      I place my box on the table, keeping it out of the way of Cyrus and Lucien, as it holds fragile items like glasses and some plates. I stroll to the door at the back of the house, the double doors are wide open and they look out over a good-sized back garden.

      Of course, it’s nothing like the space Lucien and Cyrus had at their old place, but that’s okay. It’s big enough for now.

      The garden has a large patio and more grass. It’s surrounded by a light wooden fence that is high enough that people won’t be able to look into our garden.

      It’s nice to have a bit of privacy like that.

      Two arms snake around me and a hard body pushes up against me. “What do you think?” Lucien rumbles against the back of my neck, his lips like butterflies on my skin.

      I let out a sigh, breathing in the scent of freshly mowed grass and new paint. “It’s great. So much better than I expected.”

      “Really?” He tightens his arms around me. “Are you really happy to be moving here?”

      “Yeah.” I can’t help but smile. “The neighbourhood, the house, it’s all… so much better than I expected.”

      “Good. We did try our best.” He kisses the back of my neck and lets me go again.

      I’m both glad and disappointed to have him step away from me. It’s too hot for him to hold me like this, but at the same time, I love being in his arms.

      For the past two weeks Cyrus and Lucien have been painting and cleaning this house. They didn’t let me anywhere near anything toxic, so they did it all on their own.

      To make it worse, I wasn’t even allowed to see it until this morning.

      We were all here when we bought the house, of course, but, back then, it was dull and a dump.

      As soon as they started working on it, they wouldn’t let me anywhere near it. And they didn’t even show me pictures.

      It wasn’t like I didn’t have enough things to do in the old house though, I had to pack up Cyrus and Lucien’s old rooms and the things I found… Yeah, they definitely lived there for a long time. I even found some stuff from when they were still in college.

      All in all, it was slightly scary when we drove up this morning and they showed me the redecorated house for the first time.

      I shouldn’t have worried. They went with some clean but bright colours and I think it looks amazing.

      I step out into the garden. Around the edge, right in front of the fence, someone planted rose bushes and I think some lavender. I can imagine that if they get a couple more months, or even a year or two, that it will look amazing here.

      “Gail,” Cyrus calls from the doorway. “Time for lunch.” I look up and he’s grinning at me, his face a picture of pure joy.

      I like this new house. I like it a lot.

      We can make many good and happy memories here and to top it off, it should be a lot easier to child-proof.
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        * * *

      

      “Can you start unpacking?” Cyrus stands up from the table as he looks at me. “We may need to start doing that as soon as possible, because I don’t think we can fit all the boxes into the living room.”

      “Yeah, yeah. You just bring the boxes to the rooms they should go in.” I stand up too, looking around for the box I just put into the kitchen, but it’s nowhere to be found.

      “I put it in the living room, we couldn’t all fit around the table otherwise.” Lucien shrugs as he grabs the last slice of pizza.

      Yep, very healthy, we’re having pizza for lunch.

      But our cooking supplies are still in boxes and I don’t think any of us can be bothered to cook right now anyway.

      I roll my eyes at him and Lucien smiles as he shakes his head.

      “Sorry, just seemed easier.” He wolfs down the slice of pizza and reaches out for me, wrapping his arms around me as he puts his head on my belly.

      The babies have become a lot more active in the last couple of weeks. I’m just over twenty-eight weeks along and I feel like I’ve swallowed a balloon, a very heavy balloon.

      My belly is turning lovely and round, but it has started to make things like lifting and doing some of the tasks around the house a lot more difficult. I don’t even want to think about what I’ll look like, or feel like, in another ten weeks.

      Lucien laughs as he lets go of me again. “They moved. I could feel it.”

      “You know, you can also feel it with your hands.” I step back so Lucien won’t just keep moving his hands all over me. Because as soon as he starts, the rest of the world disappears for him.

      It’s endearing and annoying at the same time.

      “I’ll help you unpack.” Lucien’s daddy comes over and takes my arm. “Let these men take care of the other things.” As we leave the kitchen, he picks up a box and then points to the stairs. “Let’s go to the baby room.”

      I don’t recognise the box he holds, but, to be honest, I’ve packed so many boxes these last weeks that I may simply have forgotten it —pregnancy brain and all that stuff.

      I hold the railing as I walk up the stairs.

      On the next floor are three bedrooms, a bathroom and a laundry room. Big enough for the three and later five of us. The kids won’t even have to keep sharing a room if they don’t want to.

      And, before that, we can have a good room to store things, or to practise some hobby, whatever is easier.

      The stairs spiral up to another floor, but the attic is just one big room under the sloped roof —not very interesting, and with the heat from the last couple of days… I’m pretty sure I don’t want to go up there.

      I open the door on my right. The room is bright, light. The walls are covered in pastel wallpaper and the floor is covered in a light parquet.

      There isn’t much else in here yet, apart from a dresser that we’ve taken from the old house. It will also double as a changing table.

      Though, looking at it now, I barely recognise it as the same dark wooden dresser that they hid in the extra room. They’ve painted it white and attached new handles. It looks great.

      We decided on pastel colours for the baby room —we’ll probably repaint it anyway as they get older, but for now, pastel is more inviting. The idea for the room is to have it a bit romantic-classic instead of the stark modern designs that seem to be popular in the baby catalogues at the moment.

      Daddy puts the box on the dresser and looks at me expectantly.

      “You want me to open that now?” I walk over and run my hand over the white box. Now that I look at it more closely, I’m sure I’ve never seen it before.

      “Yes. I’d say to get the other two men, but I’m pretty sure that Dad has a different present for them.” He grins.

      I frown at him. We’ve told them that they’re not to spoil the babies, that we’ll take care of things ourselves, but I’m pretty sure that we’re going to fight this spoiling thing for the rest of our kids’ lives.

      “You didn’t have to.” I eye the pristine white box, getting more and more curious about what’s in it.

      “I wanted to. I didn’t get you anything outrageous, just a few things that you’ll find useful.” He nods towards the box.

      I sigh and pull a knife from my pocket. I slice through the tape at the top and open the flaps. The first thing I see is white fabric. I put the knife away again and take the fabric out.

      They’re large pieces of white cloth —if I remember correctly, these are cloth diapers.

      “Thanks?”

      “They’ll become indispensable when the little ones are here. As burp cloths, hats, bibs, anything where you need a piece of fabric that is easy to clean. You don’t realise it now, but you’ll be glad to have them.”

      I laugh. “I’ll take your word for it.” I put the cloth diapers aside and the next thing in the box are two tiny bodysuits, one pale yellow and one pale green.

      “These are adorable. Thank you!” I hold them up, side by side.

      They’re simple, but at the same time very cute, and so, so small. I keep forgetting that people come in this size, that inside me are two little ones who are even smaller than this.

      “I thought it better to go with neutral colours, seemed most appropriate. But I didn’t want to go with white. Seemed too… clinical.”

      “Makes sense.” I put them aside and pull out two sets of pants, the same colours as the bodysuits.

      Then, at the bottom of the box, nearly disappearing in the white against white, I see two pairs of baby shoes.

      My breath catches and a tear starts to slide down my cheek as I pick them up.

      They’re adorable and tiny. I don’t know what it is about the shoes that didn’t trigger the tears for me with the other clothes.

      But the tiny shoes —as I hold them in my hand— fit perfectly into my palm.

      “Thank you.” I choke on the word and Daddy wraps his arms around me.

      “You’re welcome.” He holds me and rubs his hand up and down my back. “I thought that you’d need a few items to put in the dresser, start to complete this room.”

      “I feel so silly, crying and all.” I wipe at my cheeks, my eyes still on the little shoes.

      Daddy touches my cheek and I look up at him, his eyes are watery too. “It’s the hormones, blame it on the hormones.” He winks and I nod.

      This is overwhelming. There’s just so much that’s going on, and on top of that the hormones —it makes it all a bit too much sometimes.

      I stand up and open one of the drawers of the dresser. I put the clothes and the cloth diapers in it, but keep the little shoes.

      Those I put on the dresser, right at the back, waiting for our babies to come home.

      When they come home, when there will be five people in this house instead of three.

      It’s all still so surreal.

      I smile and touch the shoes before I turn to Daddy. “Thank you.”
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      Lucien’s dad is being weird and mysterious as we load the last couple of items out of the trailer. He keeps close to the back of the trailer and when we take away the last couple of boxes, there’s a large box hiding behind them, wrapped in colourful paper.

      “What’s this?” I step forward but Dad shoos me out of the trailer.

      “Bring those boxes inside first.” He stays behind as we walk into the house.

      “I thought we told them no?” Lucien touches my arm after we put down our boxes.

      I shrug. “I’m pretty sure we did, doesn’t mean they’ll listen.”

      Lucien lets out a dramatic sigh before he gives me a quick kiss and walks back out of the house. “Yeah, that’s the problem sometimes.”

      Dad greets us as we get back into the trailer. He steps aside and motions towards the box. “Open it.”

      “You didn’t buy us something really expensive, right?” Lucien looks at the box. It’s huge, but since it has no shape other than a basic rectangle box, we can’t really guess what’s inside.

      “Open it. I didn’t go overboard.” He takes Lucien by his shoulders and navigates him towards the box.

      The pure excitement on Dad’s face makes me laugh.

      We start pulling on the packaging, the paper coming away and revealing a plain box, still without any indication of what’s in it. Great.

      I look at Lucien’s dad sideways, but he makes impatient movements with his hands.

      “Open it.” He hands me a box cutter.

      Fine, fine.

      I run the cutter over the tape that holds the box closed on this side. Then Lucien and I pull the flaps aside. As soon as there’s some light in the box, I think I know what it is. I let out a groan.

      Not overboard.

      Right…

      Lucien helps me to pull out what is in the box. A stroller. A stroller for twins.

      Of all the things he could buy, this is pretty much the definition of going overboard.

      “Dad.” Lucien’s voice is low. “We thought you understood what we said.”

      “This isn’t overboard. You need this.” Dad shrugs like there’s nothing wrong with his reasoning.

      “Yeah, we would have bought this ourselves. This isn’t something that you need to take care of. These things are expensive, this is not a normal gift.” Lucien still eyes the stroller though.

      It looks very good —the design is one that we’ve been looking at for a while. The seats in it can be taken out and be turned into car seats and as I look at it closer, they can also be used to hold shifter babies in their animal form.

      Yep, this is damn expensive.

      “It’s too much.” I shake my head. “We can’t take it, it’s too much.”

      “Yeah. I thought you understood that we didn’t want you to do things like this.” Lucien crosses his arms in front of his chest.

      “It’s not just from us, it’s also from Cyrus’ parents. They can’t be here right now, since they’re on holiday, but they also paid part of it.” Dad looks at the both of us. “We know that you want to do this all yourself, but we wanted to at least give you something useful. They’re our first grandkids, they deserve some pampering.”

      Lucien lets out a groan, and I can’t help but laugh at it. “You’ll be using that excuse for every kid after these too…”

      Dad nods and grins. “Probably, yeah. Just… It’s important that they get safe equipment, you can get all the other things yourself.”

      “Yeah, yeah.” Lucien sighs and slips his hand into mine. “I guess we’ll have to take this, eh?” He looks at me, his eyes sparkling.

      “I guess we will.” I lean over and give him a kiss. Then I turn to Dad. “Thanks, we really do appreciate it. Now the kids can get around in style.”

      “Anyway, we wanted to give it to you later, but we didn’t want to be so late that you’d already bought it, or that you’d found it at our place before we could give it to you.” He shrugs. “Or we’d have given it when your parents were here too.”

      Yeah, my parents… They’re on holiday now. Normally they leave during the summer, but with the babies on the way they didn’t want to miss out on that.

      It’s been… different with them around. After the attack on us a couple of months back Mum has changed so much.

      She’s been trying to be nicer, and she’s also seeing a therapist. I think it’s working, at least as far as we can see. And we see them regularly these days.

      Dad totally dotes on Gail, for being pregnant with his grandkid, but also because he was the one who saved us. There has just been so much going on, so many changes.

      I think it’s good though. Makes all the other crap going on so much more bearable.

      Lucien pulls me from my thoughts. “Let’s get this inside and find a good spot for it.”

      We take the stroller and navigate it out of the trailer.

      When we’re trying to roll it up to the front door the wheels keep slipping off the stone front path. We’re going to have to fix that, and, at the same time, we’re going to have to learn how to control the contraption.

      I step around the stroller as Lucien holds it and Gail and Daddy come down the stairs.

      “What are you doing?” Gail’s eyes go wide and he shakes his head.

      “Trying to get the stroller inside.” Lucien moves the stroller side to side, trying to find an angle that works. It’s not working, but not for lack of trying.

      Gail steps next to me. “I didn’t know you bought one yet.” There’s something in his voice and it makes me look at him. His eyes are red and slightly puffy. He’s been crying.

      I wrap my arm around his shoulders and pull him closer. I want to know what’s wrong, but I know that right now, anything could have triggered it. That doesn’t help the protectiveness that I feel, the need to protect Gail from anything that may bring him sadness or pain.

      “Got it from Lucien’s and my parents.”

      “It’s too much.” Gail looks behind him at Lucien’s daddy. “Way too much.”

      “That’s what we said,” Lucien grumbles as he steps back from the stroller.

      “You could just take the seats out and fold it.” Gail steps forward and looks at the stroller. “There should be some release mechanism on them and you can just take them off.” He kneels in front of the stroller, running his fingers under the brim of the seats, and after a set of clicks he takes one of the seats out of the stroller. He holds it out for us to look at.

      “How…” I’m slightly ashamed to confess that I hadn’t thought of that before.

      “Strollers may have changed in the last few decades, but not that much.” He shakes his head as he carries the seat into the living room.

      I look at Lucien, who grins back at me.

      Then I step forward and do the same thing as Gail did. I feel around the edges of the seat, trying to find some indication of how the mechanism works. I feel a couple of buttons and when I press them I hear the same clicking as with Gail. I pick up the seat and take it off.

      “We should have thought of that.”

      “Yes. But now we know.” Lucien starts pushing at some things on the back of the stroller and then folds it.

      Now it’s much smaller and easier to take into the house.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We’re sitting in the back garden. The sun is low and the patio is perfect for catching a couple of rays of sun at the end of the day. It’s finally cool enough to not constantly feel like you’re in an oven.

      I look at Gail and Lucien. Gail is sitting on one of the lounge chairs, curled up with a book as best as he can. And, for a change, Lucien is reading a book too.

      Lucien has always been interested in cars, but never studied for it or taken classes or anything. But lately, he has been reading books about cars every night. He wants to be a better mechanic, and I think it’s amazing.

      He’s set his mind to do this, and now he’s been working hard to meet his goal. Also, I can understand his frustration about always getting the crappy tasks at the garage, just because the others know so much more.

      I reach out and touch his arm. “You want something to drink?” I nod to his empty glass.

      “A hard cider, please.” He smiles, reaches out and kisses my hand.

      “Gail?”

      Gail looks up, all bleary-eyed. “Hmm?” It’s cute how he gets lost in the book that he’s reading.

      “Do you want a drink?” I stand up and wait for Gail’s answer.

      “Water.” His eyes flit between us and the book he’s reading, but when we don’t say anything else he goes back to reading.

      I step into the kitchen and grab the drinks. It’s nice to have a kitchen that opens out to the garden. Makes getting a drink so much easier and should also make eating outside more fun.

      I’ve had my reservations about moving here, but slowly they’re disappearing.

      Sure, I was all on board with moving, but this location… It’s so different from where we used to live, until I realised how good this place will be for our future.

      The house is at the edge of the city. There are a couple of families from the school I work at who also live here and the neighbourhood is a good one.

      Even the inside of the house is very nice.

      It was a bit of a mess when we bought it, but Lucien and I cleaned it up nicely in the last couple of weeks. It’s now definitely ready to be lived in. It was all the small things that added up for us to move here: the location, the garden, the neighbourhood, the size.

      I step outside again and look at Lucien and Gail. They look comfortable. We’ve been unpacking all day and finally found some time to relax. I give the other men their drinks and stroll into the rest of the garden.

      The plants are going to take a while to grow, but I’m sure they’ll look great soon. I look back at the house, at the houses on either side. We’re just one of the block and I guess that’s what’s been bothering me…

      We’ve become normal.

      We’ve become homey.

      We’ve become just another cog in the wheel of life.

      I let out a sigh. I guess that it isn’t all bad. I guess that not being an outsider as much will become a lot more useful in the long run.

      But for now, after being seen as weird for most of my life, becoming normal can be a bit daunting.

      “Cyrus.” Lucien looks up and even from here, I can see the look in his eyes. He knows I’ve been thinking and he doesn’t like it. “Come here. Stop worrying.” He reaches out to me and I walk back over to him.

      To my man, to my men, to my family.

      Yeah, my family.
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      I grab the stack of books I’ve been hiding in the dresser in the baby room. They’re books on baby room designing —they’re big and heavy. I never knew that there were so many things to think about when designing a room, but I’m not going to let Gail, Cyrus or our kids down. This will be the best baby room ever.

      Gail and Cyrus are at some meeting at the school, so I’ve got the evening to myself, which doesn’t happen that often. I put the books on the floor and search for the writing pad that I keep here.

      I go over the list again —beds, dressers, closets, and those are only the things for in here. We’ve also got things for downstairs and we also need to take care of the bathroom, which is a little bit too basic right now.

      Luckily, it’s only May, so I’ve got about two and a half months left to fix all this.

      Two and a half months…

      How time flies.

      A pregnancy takes nine months. How did we end up at month six already? That’s just… wild.

      Well, it’s not like the first couple of months were that easy, I guess.

      First the whole hiding Gail’s pregnancy, then Gail getting his independence and us fleeing from our house to hide from Gail’s parents. And if that wasn’t bad enough, the attack. Gail’s family attacked us, putting us in the hospital.

      Last we heard about them, they’ve been charged with assault and intent to kill and their trial will start soon. It’s like the problems never end.

      Luckily, somewhere in there, we were able to get married, so that’s one thing that has kept us going —the wedding, and then the new house.

      I check the list again and write down some extra notes. So many things to do, to check, to get. But I told Gail and Cyrus that I’d be doing this, that I wanted to do this.

      They’ve kept their word and aren’t interfering with what I’m doing. I want to surprise them, because they’ve been through so much.

      The front door opens and I hear two sets of voices come in. Gail and Cyrus. They’re back already. I try to gauge how they feel, but they seem happy enough.

      “Lucien!” Gail calls out as he comes up the stairs, then he knocks on the door. “You in here?”

      “Yeah, yeah.” I stand up and open the door, looking into Gail’s soft features. “How did the meeting go?”

      “The meeting went fine. Not much interesting stuff. They wanted to talk about predictions for kids coming into the school next year and stuff like that.” He shrugs as he steps closer, reaching out.

      I wrap my arms around him before I take his lips in a hard kiss, pushing closer. God, he tastes so good. His body feels so good against mine. I feel my body react to him even when I know that he must be exhausted.

      “Cyrus wanted to watch a movie, you joining us?” Gail’s breath comes out shallow as he breaks the kiss.

      I give him a quick peck on his lips before I nod and close the door behind me. “Yeah, let’s.”

      We make our way down the stairs and Cyrus is waiting for us in the doorway to the living room. One of his eyebrows goes up as he looks at Gail’s flushed face. Then he looks at me and licks his lips involuntarily.

      I wrap my hand around the back of his neck and pull him close, putting my lips to his, slipping my tongue into his mouth and taking his breath away.

      Cyrus grabs hold of me and lets out a slight whimper as I deepen the kiss. His hands are rough on my back as he tries to hold onto me. When I finally let him go, his eyes are glazed over and his lips are a nice shade of red, a very kissable shade of red.

      Two smaller arms wrap around me, and I feel Gail press against me, his growing belly firmly against my back, his hands slowly making their way down to the top of my jeans.

      I look at Cyrus, whose eyes are locked onto Gail’s wandering hands.

      Oh, great! I guess that’s the movie out of the window then… When these two get ideas in their heads, there’s no way to get out of them.

      I pull Cyrus closer again and wrap my arms around him, I push his head to the side and kiss his neck, right at his sensitive spot.

      He grabs my shoulders, but instead of pushing me away, he pulls me closer, and when I rake my teeth over his bare flesh, he lets out a whimper that goes through my whole body, putting all my nerves in overdrive, making me even harder.

      Then a smaller hand slowly slides into my jeans, and I moan out as Gail wraps his fingers around my dick.

      Damn… His deft fingers run up and down and I lose my focus for a moment. A moment that Cyrus uses to quickly pull my shirt off and then his own.

      I run my fingers over his chest, over his amazing muscles. God, I love his body so much.

      He steps back to me closer and puts his hands all over me before he finally puts his hands over Gail’s hand, first over my jeans, but then he opens my jeans and they drop down, pooling around my ankles.

      I look up, only to realise that we’re in the middle of the hallway and that there’s a direct view of what we’re doing through the front door.

      Ehhh… That may not be the best idea in this neighbourhood.

      “Guys. Loves. Maybe we should move to the shower?” I force the words out, trying to focus as Cyrus puts his lips to my shoulder.

      “Hmm?” Cyrus hums but doesn’t stop.

      “Now, please.” I put my hands over theirs and try to move them away. After a few moments, they finally let me go.

      “But I was having fun.” Gail’s eyes travel down my body as I turn to him.

      “We can have fun, just not out here.” I try to step forward but instead stumble as my feet are caught in my jeans. Cyrus grabs me, preventing me from seeing the floor up close in a way I don’t appreciate.

      “Fine,” he grumbles as he puts me back on my feet and grabs our shirts. “Up the stairs then.” He makes a shooing motion.

      I take Gail’s hand and pull him up the stairs with me, crossing the upstairs hallway to the bathroom. As soon as we’re upstairs I pull Gail close and kiss him hard, at the same time trying to get rid of his jeans. I can’t ever get enough of him, not before he got pregnant and not now.

      The idea that it’s because of me, because of us, that he looks like this only makes it hotter.

      As soon as his jeans are off, I break the kiss to pull his shirt off, revealing his amazing body.

      I run my hands over his growing belly, and Gail laughs, the sound low.

      “I thought you wanted to continue this in the shower. If you keep doing this, we’ll never get there.” He takes my hands and starts walking back into the bathroom, where Cyrus has already turned on the shower.

      “You two not naked yet?” Cyrus’s voice greets us from the shower cubicle.

      We’re lucky that it’s little more than a shower curtain in one of the corners of the bathroom. So, Cyrus and I installed a second shower head and made the shower space bigger —that way we can easily get in here with all three of us together.

      I quickly step out of my jeans and my boxer briefs and help Gail strip off his boxer briefs. “Yeah, yeah. We’re coming.”

      We step through the curtains and Cyrus’ hands are all over us immediately. Touching, grabbing, stroking. I reach out to him too and run my fingers over his chest, then I step around him and start stroking his back, lower and lower, towards that amazing ass of his.

      Cyrus moans out and when I look up, I see that Gail is standing really close, one of his hands moving quickly as he leaves little bites all over Cyrus’ chest.

      Hmm, I agree with Cyrus, Gail’s hands and mouth are amazing.

      I step in closer as I run my fingers between Cyrus’ ass cheeks and he presses back against me. Hungry man.

      “Stop teasing.” Cyrus’ growl is low.

      Me? Teasing?

      Definitely!

      I grab some shower gel and dribble it over my fingers, then I run them along Cyrus’ crack again, stopping right over his entrance.

      “Luce…” He moves back against me, but I won’t comply and pull my hand back slightly.

      Then I breach him, and he moans loudly, pushing back against me, trying to take more in. I pull out again, before I slide in more, trying to slick him up, making him more relaxed.

      When he takes my fingers easily, I pull out fully, stepping back.

      Cyrus turns to me, his eyes dark, his skin flushed. “Fuck me. Stop teasing.”

      “Slick me up.” I put my hands on my hips as I stare him down and he grabs a bottle of shower gel and runs his slicked hands all over my cock, his movements jerky, excited.

      Then he lets me go and puts his hands against the wall, turning his amazing ass my way.

      I step behind him, running my dick through his crack for a moment before I slowly breach him. He’s tight, very tight, but slowly but surely, I slide into him. We both let out a low, deep moan, the feelings so strong and overwhelming.

      As I’m fully seated, my hips against his ass cheeks, I slump against him for a moment, needing to adjust to the feeling before I can do more. If I don’t, this will be over way too soon.

      Gail’s hands start roving over us and he pulls my head his way, covering my lips with his. He takes away my breath and my hips automatically start to roll, making us all moan out.

      Then he lets me go, his tongue sliding over his soft lips, now darkened by the kiss. He gives me a wicked smile and steps between Cyrus and the wall, taking Cyrus’ lips in a hard kiss.

      At the same time, I slowly start to roll my hips before I start fucking Cyrus in earnest. From my viewpoint, I can see my amazing men locked in a hard and rough kiss, the view very erotic.

      I love them so much.

      Then Gail’s kissing falters and he gasps, pushing forward some. After a moment, Cyrus moans and clenches around me. Hmmm, pretty sure I can imagine what those two are doing between them. I can’t exactly see their hands from here, but I’m sure they’re very busy.

      I grab Cyrus’ hip harder and start fucking him in earnest. Every time I push in, he clenches around me, driving me to my limits. I snap my hips as I can feel my orgasm come on, but I don’t want to yet, not before Cyrus has come.

      I reach one hand around him and find Gail’s hand on his cock, as I expected. I wrap my hand around Gail’s hand and start pulling together with him.

      Cyrus starts to move erratically, moving between my cock and our hands, his body slowly going into overdrive. See, that’s what I like better.

      His movements make me fuck him harder too, trying to match him, making my head spin and my body on edge. Then he lets out a deep moan and comes all over our hands.

      He pulses around me, which pulls me right over the edge and I come inside him, filling him up. And right as I come, Gail’s voice reaches out and I feel him come all over Cyrus’ and our hands.

      I let go of Cyrus’ cock as I slump against him, too boneless to move for a moment. Too exhausted to function.

      See, this is why I love them —the mind blowing sex combined with two very handsome men.
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