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      There will be spoilers if you haven’t read The Gambler, The Liar, or The Lover. This is set before the epilogue of The Gambler and six months after Remy was born.

      Happy reading.
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      I have a straight view of Rian and Alia from Remy’s room, so I remain in the rocking chair by the window as he sleeps in my arms. There’s no worry over Rian’s behavior with Quentin staying in Marseille, but I know he’s missed having his sister home all the time. He’s too stubborn to admit it and wraps his arm around her shoulders as he ruffles her hair. There’s a joint loosely held between his lips and all of his anxiousness has fell away.

      The lights in Remy’s room are off and the small nightlight by his crib doesn’t show me sat at the window. But the external lights give me a clear view as he looks up as though he can see me. Alia follows his line of sight and smashes her elbow into his stomach to release herself from his hold. His face softens at whatever she says, and he nods once without looking away from me.

      Remy lets out a small groan in his sleep and I lift him to my shoulder and rub his back. He’s a restless baby, like his dad, and he doesn’t settle for anyone else. As much as Lilah perseveres with him, he’ll cry unless I’m the one giving him attention. Exactly like his dad.

      The lights are slow turned on and the dim glow reveals I’m watching. The widest smile overtakes Rian’s face as he takes a drag. Keeping the smoke back, he just smiles up at me.

      “Hey, beautiful, you should have woke me up,” Lilah whispers.

      I shake my head and kiss the top of Remy’s head. He has that baby smell and I’m addicted to it.

      “It’s okay, you can get some sleep for once.”

      Between Rian and Lilah, I don’t think I’ve been allowed to do a single night feed in the six months since our son has been born. I stop watching my husband and show my gratitude for my youngest sister-in-law as she yawns and begins cleaning away the bottles.

      “Lilah, you can go to sleep,” I say softly not to disturb the baby.

      She shakes her head and smiles to herself. Watching her grow into the confident version of herself who has stopped chasing unworthy assholes has been one of the best things I’ve witnessed since joining this family. A small blush covers her cheeks as she mentions her partner who treats her exactly like she deserves.

      “Zach is going to take me somewhere tomorrow, like a real date, so I can’t sleep.”

      With her favorite topic mentioned, she fills with excitement and quietly moves across the room to sit on the armrest and gush over all the little details of their planned date.
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      Alia swings her bony ass elbow into my ribs. It’s hard enough to wind me and I splutter as I choke on smoke. “What the fuck?”

      She takes the joint from my fingers and shrugs, “You put your nasty armpit in my face.” She takes a drag before adding, “And you haven’t given Zenith a real wedding. You should considering she puts up with your crazy ass. You should probably buy her the world as compensation.”

      “She’s too good for me,” I agree, seriously.

      I don’t look away from the window where she’s sat with Lilah and laughing. Fuck, watching my wife laugh has to be one of the best things I’ve witnessed. That’s a lie, she can just breathe, and I’ll be in awe of her. Everything she does surpasses what any other human has done in their lives.

      I never thought seeing her in pain would fill me with more awe. But ever since she gave birth, I can’t help this feeling of being indebted to her. My voice lowers and I sound weak as fuck because I am.

      “I was scared like fuck, for the first time in my life there was something I couldn’t control.”

      Alia hasn’t been here as much as she should. I need her to know my kid, and I hate the fucking prick she’s attached herself to. If I see the cunt in my house again, I’m setting him on fire while he’s alive. But my wife’s voice is in my head telling me to accept him because he makes Morticia’s dead heart happy.

      “She’s good for you too, you know,” she says, and I pull my gaze from the window as Zenith stands with Remy on her shoulder.

      He’s so small and everything in my life hinges on those two. Alia gently nudges my arm, and her voice is softer.

      “Stop doing that with your face, it’s weird.”

      Throwing my arm over her shoulders, I pull her closer and kiss her temple. Every plan and scheme has been done with her by my side and I can’t get the words out. So, I don’t, and I fuck her hair up before I push her away and go inside to hold my wife.

      It’s late and Zidane walks into the house as I reach the stairs. He’s alone, his wraps are still on, and I pause to ask, “You good?”

      He smiles widely and says, “All good, where’s little man? He’ll be missing the best this family has to offer.”

      “If you use my kid to get your dick wet, Zenith will kill you.”

      He holds his hands up and a cry pierces the air. My heart seizes in my chest, and I take the stairs two at a time as he runs up after me. We reach Remy’s room and Lilah has him cradled in her arms while he cries. He’s loud as fuck and Zenith isn’t in the room.

      “It’s okay, little baby,” Lilah coos as she rocks him. “Your mama hasn’t left you, she’s going to come back.”

      I take him from her arms, and he cries louder. The kid hates me, I’m sure of it. Every time I pick him up he cries, but it could also be due to his aunts and uncle staring at him as Alia steps into the room. None of us have a clue on what the fuck to do. Lilah starts making his bottle as Alia and Zidane just stare like I have two heads.

      Lifting Remy to shoulder, I make circles on his back. He’s going to fuck up my hearing, but I just need him to stop crying then we’ll be good. Silence descends on the room as Zenith comes back and she kisses his head as she softly whispers, “Mon chou.” She strokes the back of his head, and he settles enough to stare at her.

      We both do it. My kid might hate me, but we share an obsession in his mother. Zenith fits herself at my side and flattens her hand on my back as she softly speaks in French to our son. He doesn’t even blink as he watches her, and a smile takes over his face. The tears are still on his cheeks, but he smiles, and she returns it.

      “Are you scaring your daddy?”

      It’s late and I nod my head for the others to fuck off. One by one they step forward and kiss the top of Remy’s head before they leave and I’m as alone as I’ll get with my wife. Having a kid is exhausting. He never allows me to be alone with his mother, so if he ever complains about being an only child it will be own fault.

      I move us all, our family, to the rocking chair and Zenith sits on my thigh with her head on my shoulder. Fuck it, it’s worth it. Everything is as long as I have this moment every single day for the rest of my life. The bottle Lilah made is on the side and I hold him in the crook of my elbow and wrap my other arm around my wife, so she can’t escape as I feed him.

      His drinking fills the room, and he keeps his huge eyes pinned on Zenith as she softly teases, “He gets that from you.”

      “Hmm, what’s that?”

      “Not wanting anyone else to have my attention.”

      He kicks his legs as she cups my cheek and kisses me. Her lips are the gentlest thing I’ve ever experienced, and she breathes life into me with three words.

      “I love you.”

      “Good, you never had another choice.”

      She laughs lightly and lays her head back on my shoulder. Resting my cheek on her temple, I wait until little man has finished eating to burp him and make sure he has sight of the best in existence at all times. His dark lashes slowly flutter and falls asleep without a single care in the world, knowing I’ll never let anyone hurt any of them. His lips fall into a natural smile which is more of a smirk, and he lifts his arms above his head when I lay him in his crib.

      I finally have my wife to myself, and I waste no time to pick her up and take her out of the room before he can start crying again. She giggles as I throw her over my shoulder and massage up the back of her thighs to her beautiful ass. Our room is filled with her scent and the comfort it instils in me can’t be replicated.

      Carefully laying her on the bed, I prop my forearm above her head to keep my weight off her as she smiles up at me.

      “Missed me, wife?”

      She nods and wraps her beautiful legs around me to pull me closer. Her smile doesn’t dip but her eyes dim as she asks, “Are you going to sleep here again?”

      I nod and bury my face in her neck. Stroking the outside of her thigh, I grind into her and groan, “Yeah, ma pépette. I need my wife and you’re not sore anymore.”

      I won’t risk attacking her when she’s still in pain and it will hurt her even more. Even when she lied and said that she was fine. I don’t think I’ve slept through the night since she told me she was pregnant, and it’s made doing the night feeds easier. I’ve managed to catch Remy’s cries before they disturbed my beautiful wife.

      Stroking up my nape, she huskily whispers into my ear, “Rian, I know you respect me⁠—”

      I cut her off and she giggles as I attack her neck. Circling her pulse point with my tongue, I wrap my arms around her and push my hands into the waistband of her silk shorts to hold her ass. My wife knows she’s fucking amazing, but she tenses slightly as her top rides up. Lifting up, I look at her and my voice comes out too harsh.

      “Try to hide from me and I’ll tie you the fuck up in front of a mirror so you can watch me worship your body twice.”

      She rolls her eyes and flaunts her perfection.

      “I wasn’t hiding, my nipples are sore from the pump. You’ve already seen my body when you refused to let me bathe myself. I don’t think there’s anything I could hide from you, mon vilain.”

      I sit up on my knees between her thighs and hold her waist. Massaging up, I bring her top up to reveal her glorious tits and slide her further up the bed to press my lips between her hips. Every mark on her body is proof of the life she grew, proof of us existing together and fucking medals of her strength and patience. Not just with giving birth or growing Remy, but with me too.

      Each line is traced with my tongue, and she moans softly. Working up her body, I gently remove her bra and circle her reddened nipple with flat of my tongue. Her moans get louder, and she pushes her chest up.

      Fucking perfection.

      Moving to the other side to do the same, I pause over her heart and demand, “Marry me again.”
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      My eyes widen as Rian repeats, “Marry me again.” He kisses over my heart. “Remy can be my best man and we’ll get him a little tux. You can pick whatever dress you want.” He moves further up and kisses my pulse point. “The whole family will be there.” Kiss below my ear. “I won’t even drug you this time.”

      I don’t mean to laugh but he says it so seriously, and if the past has taught me anything, it’s that he is being serious.

      “How kind of you.”

      He lifts up with his forearm propped beside my head and brushes my hair out of my face. There’s so much love on his face that I turn shy under his gaze. His voice softens in the way it always does with me and only me.

      “It is because I want to marry you again every single fucking day of my life. I want to redo it time and time again because each day you’re my wife is something that needs to be celebrated.”

      Picking his usual arrogance back up, he smirks.

      “You want to see Remy all dressed up too. He’d be even cuter matching me.”

      He slips his hand up the leg of my shorts and groans as he pushes my panties to the side. “Fuck, Lady, you’re soaked for me.”

      His touch is teasing as he traces a line from my clit to entrance and he tries to convince me of something I already agree to.

      “Marry me again and I’ll spend our entire wedding night between your thighs like I wanted to the first time.”

      My back arches as he pushes two fingers into me and I moan, “If you didn’t drug me, you could have done that.”

      Warmth engulfs my nipple as he softly wraps his lips around it and runs the flat of his tongue against it to soothe the ache. Cupping him through his sweats, I beg, “Rian, more, please.”

      He fucks me with his fingers even slower and circles my clit with his thumb and he shakes his head. “Tomorrow. After our wedding.”

      Frustration takes over and my thighs drop to the bed as I push back and argue, “We’re already married, now fuck your wife.” He’s too stubborn and I know the only word that will make him snap. “Ry⁠—”

      He cuts me off as he pushes a third finger in me, and I push my head back into the sheets.

      “You’re my fucking wife, say my name.”

      “Fuck, Rian,” I moan.

      “That’s my fucking wife,” he groans. “But this greedy little pussy isn’t get my dick, yet.”

      He pulls his fingers free and sucks them into his mouth. Need takes over him and his fingers have barely left his mouth when he attacks my lips. I hug him and smile because I’ve missed this. The careful, gentle Rian isn’t who he is naturally, and we both work in tandem as we get rid of our clothes. We have to break our connection to remove his t-shirt and begs, “I’m fucking that tight ass until our next wedding.”

      Pushing his sweats off his hips, I widen my thighs and I stroke him from base to tip. “Don’t you want to watch your cum leak out of me?”

      His smirk gets wider, darkening his features, as he whispers, “We’ll watch it leak out of your ass. Your mouth and ass only until you stop refusing me.” Tracing my bottom lip with his thumb, he amends his rules. “Actually, not your mouth. My little whore wife loves having her face fucked, so that can be your punishment.”

      He jumps up from the bed and goes into the closet. I already know what he’s going to collect so I get in position and hold my wrists together above my head ready for him to tie them together. Coming back to me, he holds two belts and flicks his eyes up to my hands before he shakes his head. “Not your hands, ma pépette.”

      I’m confused about what else he could use them for until he holds my ankle and wraps the leather around the joint. “I’m going to watch my greedy little pussy cry for me.”

      Once he’s tied the belts around each ankle, he widens my thighs and lifts them so they’re above my head. The tail end of the belts are tied around the bed frame beside the mattress. My muscle burn from being stretched but there’s enough slack for it to still be comfortable.

      He takes the lube from the bedside drawer and kisses the back of my calves as he instructs, “Hold your beautiful ass open for me.”
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      Zidane stands in the kitchen with his face pinched together, there’s a crease between his brows, and he grimaces as Lilah happily floats around Zach. It pisses Quentin off that I don’t hate Zach, for that reason alone, he’s the best man on the planet.

      It might also have something to do with the fact that he washed Lilah’s hair last night without running away. She cried and we all stood outside her bedroom door waiting for him to run out or for her to scream for us, but she never did. He might not be a dickhead after that.

      Remy follows our truce as I straighten his baby tux jacket and kiss the top of his head. He’s fascinated by his hands and isn’t screaming, so I take it as a win. Zenith is still getting ready after she refused to let me dress her and our first wedding was better. It wasn’t filled with our family, and she wasn’t ordering me around.

      Said family fall silent as a pair of footsteps come into the kitchen. The dress shoes aren’t what I expect my wife to be wearing and I turn to see Decker. Everyone looks between the two of us, waiting to see who will erupt. I don’t say anything as per Zenith’s instruction and his relief is visible. Zidane is a fucking child and calls him over to our corner of the kitchen.

      “Deck, you need a flower thing in your jacket.”

      Lilah’s romantic heart planned everything, and she places a rose on the kitchen island. I focus on my son and kiss the top of his head as he stops playing with his hands to look at the newcomer. Decker pauses and audibly gulps as he looks at Remy. He knows I have a kid, he sent a bunch of shit when he was born, but they’ve never seen each other before.

      My kid is a traitor and happily babbles his baby language at his uncle. Decker’s voice is lower, emotional when he acts like a dick and left me.

      “Congratulations on being a father, Ri.”

      He’s not getting one back and I stop myself from calling him Dicker, so I don’t upset Zenith. Since having a kid my thoughts about Decker have changed slightly. Part of me has hardened further when he raised us and still left, the other part doesn’t understand how the fuck he stayed. He was a kid, now he’s an old fuck, but all the shit he done for us was done while he was a kid.

      Remy must be in a good mood because he reaches out for Decker when he never wants anyone other than his mom. Everyone notices little man giving his approval and Zidane laughs, “Shit, you’re the kid whisperer. He’s usually screaming at everyone.”

      Decker just stares at me, and I look away. I don’t try to pull my son back, if he wants to be held by the old fucker he can. It’s his choice. I’ll still tell him to call him Uncle Dicker though. A small smile lifts Decker’s lips as he lifts Remy out of my arms.

      The warring parts of me intensify. Growing up I always thought that my brother would be the first person I introduce to my kids. Now, he’s the last and doing it himself as he says, “Hey Remy.”

      Alia walks into the kitchen and doesn’t react to the new addition as she stares out at the blue sky. “You should hurry up before it starts raining.”

      We all move as one, like the old days, and Decker stays in step with me as we go into the garden. “I’m proud of you,” he says evenly.

      Zidane stops at the doors to wait for Zenith since she asked him to walk with her. Lilah is in full on fucking controlling event planner mode as she huffs and begins fussing with chairs. Flowers are everywhere, the edge of the chairs lining the walkway she’s created and arranged in large hedgerows where Zenith and I will stand. Sav nods his head respectfully and Quentin doesn’t look at anyone other than Alia. Fucking dick. Aiden remains at the other side and the rest of the guests are made up of our family since Zenith didn’t want to explain how we were already married to other people.

      Lilah grabs my arm and drags me to center of the flower arrangement she’s created. Her eyes narrow as she looks down at my feet for some invisible marker and she says, “There. Don’t move, at all.”

      She does the same to Decker and I turn to take my son and send Dicker to his seat. Remy’s cheek is pressed to Decker’s chest and he’s close to falling asleep, so I leave him where he is.

      The song I played during my first proposal plays and Lilah turns into a librarian as she hisses at everyone having their own conversations. “Shhh and stand up. Don’t be rude.”

      Zach pulls her into his side and kisses her crown. She melts instantly. Alia isn’t as warm, but her captor is a fucking snake so it’s understandable. But she does soften slightly as she leans into him. Fuck, it’s backwards and the image doesn’t match the truth, yet we’re all here.

      The doors open and I forget my own fucking name at the sight of my wife. Her bronze skin glows against the champagne silk wedding gown. She takes a step forward as Zidane holds his arm out for her and there’s a long slit calling my name, and head. He kisses her cheek, and I don’t even give a fuck because her eyes are on me. Remy gurgles as soon as he sees her and Decker softly says, “Yeah, it's your mommy.”

      Time slows down as I watch my wife walk towards me. Her eyes are filled with love, and they soften further when she notice Dicker stood beside me. He has a supporter in her, she always tries to convince me to talk to him.

      They’re walking too fucking slow, and I step off the marker Lilah placed me on. I only have to take two steps until I have her in my arms. Cupping her cheek, I take her lips and pass every promise for this day to be redone a couple hundred times so I can watch her be mine again and again.

      

      
        
        the end.
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