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Bonus Chapter – Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – Dante 

 

Heath 

I stood back and surveyed the inside of Dante’s—no, our—closet with my hands on my hips. I’d finally 

finished unpacking the bulk of my things. I’d hung my clothes in the closet, filled two drawers of his 

dresser, stacked my novels on his bookshelf and added my favorite coffee mug to the pantry.  I didn’t 

have a whole lot of things, but it was still a hell of a lot easier to move when you had a handful of bikers 

behind you helping out. Between, me, Jazz, Tru, Dante, and Siren, all my things had been hauled up the 

staircase to Dante’s apartment in a single afternoon. 

Our big closet looked a lot fuller now, but not overstuffed. It was the same feeling in his apartment, too. 

We hadn’t struggled to find space for my things. It was like he’d left room for me. Like he was waiting 

for me to find him, and slide into his life where I belonged. 

A corny thought, maybe, but it still brought a smile to my face. We just fit together, even like this, our 

jackets hanging side-by-side in his closet. 

“Yo!” Tru called from inside the apartment. “Kid! You need anything else?” 

I stepped back into the living area and threw a grin at Tru. “No, I think that’s everything. Thanks for your 

help, Tru.” 

Dante was in his kitchen, ostensibly adding my spare dishes to the cupboard, but really he was 

smoothing out the same rolled up plans he’d examined dozens of times. He gave Tru a half-hearted 

wave as he was already distracted. 

Tru rolled his eyes fondly and shrugged on his new leather jacket. All of the Junee chapter members had 

updated their jackets—now instead of the Crew logo on the back, they had the Hell’s Ankhor logo across 

the back. And written in the flames beneath the anchor, the words LIBERTY CHAPTER were clearly 

visible. It was a nod to the club’s autonomy and their history, and the new jackets were a step up from 

the worn Crew jackets they’d been hanging onto for ages. And from the way Tru preened a little when 

he tugged it on, it was clear he liked it. He waved a goodbye as he flounced out the door. 

I walked into the kitchen and stood next to Dante. I wrapped an arm around his waist and leaned heavily 

against his shoulder. 

He dropped a kiss on the crown of my head and then smoothed his hand over the plans. The plans for 

Stella’s new interior weren’t much different from the original layout, but there were a few drastic 

improvements: better ventilation, a built-in stone bread oven, and a well-lit office for me, just for 

starters. 

“Checking them over again?” I asked. 

Dante hummed his affirmation. “I keep thinking I’m going to find something wrong with them,” he said. 

“Or I just get excited and want to look at them again. Sometimes it doesn’t feel real.” 



“You’ll get to micromanage the construction, too,” I said with a fond smile. “So if there is anything 

wrong, you’ll catch it.” 

“Micromanage doesn’t even begin to cover it,” Dante said with a teasing edge to his voice. “I’m going to 

be in there working with them.” 

“Oh, jeez,” I said. “I already know we’re not going to be paying them enough.” 

Dante laughed, then turned and tugged me flush against his body. He brushed his hand through my hair 

and then kissed me. “Thank you.” 

I smiled into the kiss. “For what? I should be thanking you. You just helped me move.” 

Dante slipped his hands under the hem of my shirt. I’d never get sick of that sensation, how gentle and 

warm and possessive it was. “For being you. This whole process is a lot easier with you here.” 

Affection—and love—flooded me. It was a now-familiar sensation when Dante held me. “I wouldn’t be 

anywhere else.” 

“I’m almost excited, now,” Dante said thoughtfully. 

“About what part?” I asked. 

“Rebuilding,” he said. “Because I get to do it with you.” 

“Oh,” I said softly, a little awed. I tugged him down for a kiss. “I love you.” 

His kiss was just as sweet as his touch. And I knew I’d never get enough. “I love you too.” 

 


