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Bonus Chapter – Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – Blade 

Six months after Logan’s patching in to Hell’s Ankhor 

“I know you don’t really like birthdays, but I still wanted to do a little something.” Blade wrapped his 

arm around my shoulder and tugged me close to his body. 

I leaned against him and turned my head enough to kiss the side of his neck. It was a clear spring day, 

warm enough to go without my leather jacket, but cool enough that I wanted to press as close to Blade 

as I could. Even after half a year with Hell’s Ankhor, I still woke up burning with a mix of gratitude, shock, 

and love. Sometimes I still couldn’t believe I lived here, in this beautiful town, free from my father’s 

shadow. And I got to spend my time with a man I loved and who somehow, by some stroke of 

unbelievable luck, loved me back. 

“You remembered.” I’d mentioned my birthday offhandedly, weeks ago, and never brought it up again. I 

didn’t care much about celebrating. Before I met Blade, I was just happy to survive another year. 

“Course I remembered.” Blade was wearing his club vest instead of the full jacket, and the smell of the 

leather sent a spark of desire through me. “Your boyfriend standards are low.” 

“What can I say? I don’t have a whole lot of experience.” 

“Well, I’d say you’re doing pretty good,” Blade said. 

I smiled. Somehow he always knew what to say. He stepped away just enough to take my hand as we 

approached the garage entrance to Custom Ankhs, the custom motorcycle shop owned and operated by 

the club. The shop was closed, as it was every Sunday. Blade led me to the side door that opened 

directly into the garage. He opened his mouth to speak, but I stopped him with a hand on his chest. 

“You didn’t,” I said. 

“You can say no,” he said. “But you should take a look at it first.” 

My heart beat hard in my chest. I knew how to ride, of course. I’d learned young under Dad’s cruel 

tutelage. And I knew it was ridiculous that I was a patched member of a motorcycle club and didn’t have 

a bike of my own. I’d gotten more comfortable with bikes throughout my time with Blade—I even 

enjoyed riding on the back of his bike, feeling the strength of his back against my chest and the vibration 

of the powerful engine between my legs. 

“Hey.” Blade touched my chin to tilt my face up towards his. “Was this a bad idea?” He stood with his 

hand on the knob of the side door, and his brow was furrowed in concern. I searched myself for some 

sense of disgust, or fear, or other inherent negative reaction to the thought of the bike. But none were 

there. The tight feeling in my stomach was just… Excitement. 

I grinned up at Blade. 

He tugged me flush against his body, then squeezed my ass. “Fuck yeah. Let me show you your new 

baby.” 

We stepped into the garage. 



Under the buzzing fluorescent lights, a sleek chrome motorcycle waited for me. It was a small, elegant 

Harley with dark green detailing and narrow handlebars,. There were no bells and whistles—it only had 

an old school speedometer and a headlight. Simple. I ran my hand over the bike’s body and lingered on 

the serial number on the engine, which identified it as a 1947 build. “This is vintage,” I said. “You rebuilt 

this?” 

Blade’s cheeks flushed slightly. “Yeah, it was a junker. Me and Mav worked on it together, on-and-off. 

Figured if you didn’t like it, it wouldn’t be hard to sell it. But you do, yeah? You like it?” 

I bit my lip. “Blade, I—I love it.” 

“Get on it. Let me see.” 

I straddled the bike, its cool body strong and sturdy beneath me. “How’s it look?” 

Blade’s eyes darkened. He stood over me and kissed me deeply. 

I released the bike’s handlebars to grip Blade’s hips instead. 

“Suits you,” Blade growled into the kiss. “Can’t wait to see you ride it. Can’t wait to see you in your club 

leathers, on this bike, riding at my right hand.” 

I shivered. “I want that,” I said. “Riding with your name on the back of my jacket.” 

Blade kissed me again, possessively, then slid his hand down my body and rubbed my hardening cock 

through my jeans. I rocked my hips, needy and unselfconscious, caught between the hot pressure of his 

hand and the cool unforgiving leather of the bike seat. 

“You wanna mark it,” Blade said. “Make it yours.” 

I nodded. Blade was amazing like that—he always knew what I wanted even before I did. As soon as he 

spoke, desire coursed through me. I did want this to be my first memory on the bike. Then it wouldn’t 

just be my ride—it’d be ours. 

He unzipped my jeans, teasingly slow, and then pulled my hard cock out. I bit back a moan. I slid my 

hands under his shirt and tried to pull him closer, but with the bike between us I had to make do with 

just stroking my hands across his muscled back. 

“That’s right, baby,” Blade said. He fisted me hard and fast. Sweet, intense pleasure ran up my spine. 

“Don’t wait. Let go.” 

It didn’t take long for Blade’s touch to take me apart. I came in long stripes across the leather bike seat 

and the chrome body. I gasped and clung desperately to Blade as he kissed me through it, bringing me 

down gently from the intensity. “Good boy,” he murmured. 

“Let me.” I reached for the buttons on his jeans. 

“Not yet,” Blade said. “Let’s go home. It’s your birthday. I’m just getting started with you.” 

Hours later, we rode side-by-side through the winding roads of Elkin Lake, just to enjoy the clear spring 

day. That night, there’d be a party. 



And me? I was finally home. 


