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Bonus Chapter – Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – Love Lessons 
 

Context: Eli and Benji had an arranged engagement in Love Lessons, and it should have 

resulted in an arranged marriage—there was a big payout in it for both of them if it did. But Eli 

had change of heart when he realized the kind of man he was being. This scene is his break-up 

with Benji. 

 

 

*** 

Eli 

 

I drew a long, deep breath. Then another. Long and deep. Just a bunch of inhales wasting 

time before I did what I knew needed to be done. I’d seen Rome, and I’d seen Gray and 

speaking to each of them had only reinforced what a bastard I’d developed into. I laughed, the 

sound harsh as I crossed the cold sidewalk, my heels striking the cement in a rhythmic march 

to my doom.  

Perhaps I’d always been a bastard. I cast my mind back to school. Yep, I’d been a bastard 

then, too, but maybe the cockiness of youth made that okay. It certainly wasn’t okay now. In 

fact, it was fucking unattractive on a man over the age of thirty. Hell, who was I kidding? It was 

unattractive on any guy out of college.  

And I was a long fucking way out of college. Not that I’d ever convince Dad of that. He was 

still there in the background, meddling and manipulating my future into the best trajectory to 

benefit his. It kind of stood to reason, though. I mean, I’d learned how to be a bastard from 

somewhere, right? And I’d certainly chosen to learn from one of the best. 

I shook my head. No wonder I’d been jealous of Rome in school. His father was absent but 

generous. My excuse for a parental unit was present but mean—and mean in every way 

possible. Mean in thought, in deed, and with money. It got old seeing Rome even just wish for 

something and, as if by magic, it appeared the next day. Or same day, sometimes.  

Fuck, that got old fast. 

But I should have grown out of the bitterness and jealousy by now. It should have all been 

behind me. And maybe it was. Just this thing with Gray had reignited it. And it had made me 

fight all the harder for Grady, the man I should have let go a long time before, but the man I’d 

kept as my very own fallback guy.  



I’d known how he felt about me, and I’d used it to massage my own ego. And now I’d lost 

him to someone who… I swallowed. Rome truly loved him. Someone truly loved him, and I’d 

be even more of a bastard to stand in the way of that.  

Even though I’d tried to. Benji’s apartment block came into view down the block, and I 

pulled my scarf tighter and shoved my hands into my pockets against the biting wind.  I’d tried 

to stand in the way. I’d even asked Gray to wait for me. For three goddamn years. One: where 

the fuck had my pride gone? Two: how disrespectful was that of Gray? I’d only asked him to 

put his whole life on hold so I could get married to someone I didn’t love just so I could 

remain safe in the knowledge my fallback guy was still out there. 

 How did this guy even consider me a friend? I’d gotten away with so much shit with him 

over the years. I was seriously lucky he still had me on speed dial at all—maybe a different guy 

would have blocked me a long time ago. 

Yeah, that was right. I was a lucky bastard. 

A lucky bastard on the way to end my engagement of convenience.  

I didn’t feel so lucky. 

I sucked in another breath. Yeah, this conversation was going to fucking suck. 

I pressed the buzzer to Benji’s penthouse. A penthouse. My toes curled at the 

gratuitousness of it. Benji hadn’t had to work a single day in his life to benefit from this lifestyle.  

And here was I. About to take it all away from him in one fell swoop.  

The doorman nodded at me as he held open the large glass door. The building entrance 

was all mirrored glass and chrome. I headed straight for the private elevator that led to Benji’s 

home. There was a camera in the elevator, and I glanced at it. Then I offered it a wave, 

knowing I was on a screen somewhere in Benji’s apartment. Probably in his hand. He often 

watched approaching guests on the app on his phone.  

“Yo, Eli, get that cute ass of yours up here stat!” Benji’s cheerful voice rang out from the 

speaker and I grinned in spite of myself. 

I was fond of him. I just…I just didn’t love him. Not enough, anyway. Not enough to give up 

three years of my life.  

“Eli!” He pulled me into a huge hug the moment I stepped into his tiled entryway.  

I glanced about. It had always seemed like such a waste of space. It was huge and grandiose, 

and probably perfect for a pool table, quite honestly, but Benji just used it as a thoroughfare.  

 Shaking my head, I hugged him back, taking this opportunity—probably the last one—to 

truly enjoy him in my arms. After the next half hour or so, he’d probably hate me. And I’d be 

back to being the loneliest asshole in town.  



Or Dad would kill me. 

Neither was a particularly good option.  

“You okay?” Benji stepped back, his gaze critical. 

“Yeah. Sure.” I nodded and tried to smile. 

But it didn’t work, and Benji only seemed like a vacuous airhead. That was totally his thing, 

but he was really a smart, calculating little shit. He knew which side his bread was buttered—and 

that was whichever side his daddy’s wallet was open widest. 

“Come and sit down. Tell me all about it.” His yes twinkled as he cast a glance over his 

shoulder. “Maybe I can make you feel better?” He smoothed a hand over his dick, and I 

caught myself just before I flinched.  

It would be so busy to take him up the ass and head home, leaving everything just the same 

as it always had been. I almost wanted to do that, because change was hard.  

“So…drink? Or are we skipping straight to dessert?” Benji pressed a kiss to the side of my 

jaw. “You know how I like dessert,” he murmured. 

“I can’t.” My words came out strained, and I leaned away from his lips. His hands had 

strayed to my cock and he was already working to make me hard, so I stepped back. 

Shit. He was going to make this so difficult. More than I’d expected. And it wasn’t like I’d 

finished with many people. Usually I ghosted them or kept them hanging on—case in point 

being Gray. Only I couldn’t keep Benji hanging on. Too much rode on this relationship. Too 

much money. 

Dad. Shit, Dad was gonna be pissed. 

So pissed. 

The thought sobered me. 

“We need to talk, Benj.” 

Immediately, his mood changed. His eyes narrowed, and he looked a fuck-ton less innocent 

and carefree when he had his thinking face on. 

 “Oh yeah?” His voice changed, too. Harder. Like something that shouldn’t come from his 

mouth. The mouth in his youthful face. He definitely used the face to his advantage most days. 

I was glad his hand wasn’t still on my cock. I wasn’t sure I trusted him not to twist it right 

off. I was about to cost him a huge payday. 

“Yeah.” I blew out a huge sigh. “Wanna sit down?” 

“I’m not sure I do,” he said, but he gestured to his expensive modern sofa. It was more a 

piece of artwork than an item of furniture, and possibly cost more than I usually earned in a 

month. “You feel free to take a seat, though.” 



I wasn’t sure I wanted to, but I did. I sat down and gazed around the penthouse, at the 

home that Daddy’s money had well and truly built. 

At the home my next words were well and truly going to rip away. 

“I can’t do this.” There. I said it. Out in one. 

“Can’t do what?” But despite his casual tone, he knew. He knew exactly what I’d come here 

to say. 

Still, I could spell it out for him if he really needed me to say the words. “I can’t get 

married. We can’t get married.” I sucked in a quick breath and shoved my hand through my 

hair to disguise my trembling fingers. “To each other,” I added, in case he hadn’t quite got that 

part. “We can’t marry each other.” 

“Huh.” His face remained calm, expressionless and he turned to the kitchen cabinet and 

took out a glass.  

Expensive crystal. It caught the light and refracted it as he held it in this hand.Everything 

was expensive in this place. 

I looked out of the window but leapt to my feet as Benji slammed his glass so hard on the 

counter that it shattered.  

“What do you mean, we can’t get married, Eli? We fucking have to get married. There is 

no other option.” His face remained stone cold even as a thin line of blood trickled between 

his fingers. 

I shook my head. Denying his words, denying the fear lodged in my chest. “We don’t love 

each other, Benji.” Don’t you want to marry someone who loves you, who you love in return?” 

He tightened his mouth. “I can. In three years. Until then, no one else unlocks my fortune.” 

He gestured around. “If you call it all off, I lose all this.” He slammed the glass a second time, 

and I flinched. “And I don’t like the idea of using my whole fucking life because you’re too 

much of a pussy follow through on what you said.” 

Shit. I’d known he got angry, but I’d never seen him get this angry.  

I stood. I couldn’t have this conversation with him standing and me sitting down. I felt like 

too much of a target, too defenseless. But the more I looked at Benji, the more I knew my dad 

still wouldn’t understand my decision. He’d have forged my signature on the marriage 

certificate himself to ensure the merging of his business with Benji’s father’s. That was the 

ultimate goal for him. A bigger company, a bigger market share, a bigger bank balance. 

Maybe even a bigger yacht or a bigger private plane. Who the hell knew? 

Who the hell fucking cared? 

 “You’re happy to just take everything away from me?” Benji’s voice was laced with venom.  



“No, I’m not happy. But I still can’t do it.” 

He laughed. “The fuck you can’t, Eli. Think of everything you’ll lose as well.” 

I shrugged. I’d keep my self respect.  

If I headed out of here now, maybe I’d even keep myself whole and without bodily injury. 

“Look. I’ll call you later.” Discussing it at a distance seemed the safer option. 

“You’d better,” he hissed. “And I want to know you’ve come to your senses when you do.” 

He still hadn’t moved, hadn’t even released the broken glass 

Maybe he couldn’t. The thought turned my stomach. 

“Think of the money, Eli.” His voice rang through the penthouse behind me as I jogged 

across the entryway to the elevator, and I glanced over my shoulder as I pushed the button, 

glad to see he hadn’t followed me.  

The doors opened straight away, and I got in, trying to calm my shaking hands as I punched 

the button to take me to the lobby. Shit. Some days, being a bastard was the easiest option.   

 


