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Bonus Chapter– Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – King’s Gambit 

Rory 

Set before HFN in Book 1 

 

I wrung out the mop one last time before dropping it back in the bucket. With a heavy 

sigh I leaned back against the exposed brick wall and surveyed my hard work. 

“Done already?” Elias asked from the near the top of the ladder. 

“Just gotta do the windows.” I wiped my forehead with the hem of my ratty old t-shirt, 

where I was beading sweat even with my hair pushed back in a bandanna. “To make 

sure I get the best sunlight possible.” 

“So you can see all the dust I’m sending down on your clean floors?” Elias laughed as 

he reached up and ran the duster over the exposed rafters of the studio. 

We’d been cleaning my new studio all afternoon, and now . Even looking around it now, 

with the floors mopped to spotless and the rafters dusted off, the windows open and fan 

rushing to get the air moving, it still didn’t feel real. My studio. I’d dreamed for so long of 

having my own place to teach yoga. It meant more than that, though. It meant I was 

building a life here in Chicago. Putting down roots for the first time in my life. And this 

studio represented that.  

King had purchased the studio for me because he knew it was my dream, and he knew 

it was the reason I was working shifts at King’s Gambit in the first place. He wanted me 

to have this space of my own, even if that meant leaving the club behind. Not that I’d 

ever really do that, not now—I loved working at the club, loved the hustle and bustle of 

the busy weekend shifts. But most of all I loved the little community I’d found within its 

walls. I couldn’t deny that I was looking forward to dropping from four shifts a week to 

one or two, though. 

The studio was gorgeous, too: hardwood floors, exposed brick, high ceilings. Once the 

windows were washed it’d truly shine, especially in the afternoon, when the sun fell 

through the windows just right, illuminating the space. It was perfectly inviting, and just 

private enough, with a small plant shop below and a café nearby. 

“I’m already getting visions,” Elias said as he descended the ladder. He grinned, huge 

and impish. “It’s coming together in my mind.” 

I waved a hand dismissively. “Not yet, not yet,” I said. “I need to savor it a little like this. 

Get my own ideas cooking.” 

Elias nodded and mimed zipping his lips. He’d offered to help me with the interior 

design—for free, too. He’d said it was because he needed more examples to show to 

potential clients, but I had the feeling it was mostly because he wanted to help. 



The King’s Gambit family was always doing that for me. Stepping in. Offering to help 

when I needed it most. I’d never had anything like this before—this kind of support. The 

studio was a physical representation of it, and my heart swelled just looking around the 

space. 

“Hey, how are things going in here?” King’s warm, familiar voice echoed through the 

space. Just the sound of his voice sent a small rush of heat down my spine. How did he 

have such a powerful effect on me? 

“Pretty much done for the day,” Elias answered. 

King stepped into the studio. He looked gorgeous, as he always did on his off days: in a 

tight t-shirt that hugged the muscular curves of his torso, drawing my eye to the ink on 

his arms. He had two drinks in his hands, hot teas from the look of it, picked up from the 

café nearby. “Sorry, Elias, nothing for you,” King said with a grin. “Didn’t realize you 

were here.” 

“Good timing.” Elias wiggled his eyebrows. “I was just leaving.” 

“Sure you don’t want to grab dinner with us, Elias?” I asked. 

“Definitely not,” he said with a laugh. “You can get me back later, Rory.” He clapped 

King on the shoulder with a laugh, and the slipped out the door and down the stairs, 

leaving King and I blessedly alone in the space. 

“Hey, you,” King said. His voice dropped lower, closer to a rumble, and a shiver went 

down my spine. 

The effect was slightly ruined by the fact that there was nothing in the studio save for 

the ladder and my yoga mat rolled up and propped against the wall. King cast his eyes 

around indecisively for a moment before finally setting both paper cups on the floor of 

the studio. I laughed as he strode over to me, eyes dark. “Sorry about that,” I murmured, 

then opened my arms. “Nowhere to set stuff down yet.” 

“Any thoughts on the design yet?” King pressed me against the wall, hands at my hips. 

“Not yet.” I looped my arms around his neck. “Elias says he’s already got some things in 

mind, but I want to let my vision manifest, first.” 

“A wise decision,” King agreed, and then leaned down for a kiss. 

I’d never get sick of kissing him. His grip tightened promisingly at my hips as his lips 

moved against mine, easily taking control. It wasn’t just a brief, chaste kiss as a 

greeting—this kiss quickly deepened. His lips opened over mine, then his tongue swept 

into my mouth before he closed his lips on my lower lip and sucked hard. Teasing. 

Delicious. I shuddered at the touch, going pliant against him. 

I tightened my grip at his nape and sighed into the kiss. He slid his hands from my hips 

around my waist then tugged me close, so my body was flush against his. King 



hummed in response. God, I was addicted to him—addicted to the feeling of his hands 

on my body, his muscular torso, his intoxicatingly demanding kiss. I unwound one arm 

from around his neck and skated my hand down his back, to the hem of his t-shirt, 

beneath it to the warm skin of his lower back. 

“Too bad there’s no furniture in here,” King murmured as he squeezed me tighter. “Not 

really your studio until it’s christened, right?” 

“Is that why you showed up?” I teased. I pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, 

biting back my smile as I did so. “Looking for a location change?” 

“No, I showed up because I missed you,” King said with an honest smile on his face. 

“Thought you might need a break after all this work cleaning up. Wasn’t ready for how 

cute you look in that bandanna.” 

My heart did that now-familiar somersault again at his open honesty, and I leaned 

forward to mouth a kiss at his neck, slightly overwhelmed by the force of my emotion. 

But his presence always grounded me. “What do you need furniture for, then?” I asked. 

“Can’t do a little improv?” 

He rumbled his approval, low in his chest. “What do you have in mind?” 

I squirmed out of his hold, then pushed him away—but only enough so I could take him 

by the biceps and reverse our positions. So it was his back against the brick wall, hitting 

it with a thump. His lips curled into a knowing smirk. He only let me maneuver him this 

way because knew I liked it, and that only made it more thrilling. It’d take him no effort at 

all to resist me, but instead he went willingly, letting me take control. His gaze darkened 

as he looked down the bridge of his nose at me expectantly. 

“I’m flying by the seat of my pants, here,” I said. Then I tugged my bandanna off and 

tossed it aside; I raked both hands through my hair and shook it loose. King’s eyes 

tracked the motion hungrily. “But, you know. I’m good at that.” I stepped closer, then 

pulled him in for another kiss—this time King carded his big hand through my hair, 

adding a delicious sting of pleasure and pain to the kiss. I slid my hands down the plane 

of his chest, to the curve of his waist, and then slipped both hands under the hem of his 

t-shirt to skate over his abs. He responded by deepening the kiss, then slid his free 

hand to my ass and grabbed hard. God, that felt good, the way he could cup my ass 

easily in his palm and squeeze—it sent a hot rush of desire through me, from the crown 

of my head to the cradle of my hips. I was getting hard, fast. 

I pet my hands up and down King’s abs, then ran my fingertips over the top of his 

waistband, where the denim rested against his skin. Under my touch, he shifted his hips 

minutely, like he was trying not to rock his hips forward. And that thrilled me, too, the 

thought that he was trying to stay still. For me. 



I danced my fingers lower. His cock was already hard in his jeans, trapped behind the 

denim, and the slightest pressure of my palm over the shape of it made him groan with 

pleasure. 

I wasn’t lying when I said I was flying by the seat of my pants. There was so much I 

wanted to do with King—always was—but options were admittedly limited here in the 

studio with no furniture in it. That didn’t do anything to tamp down my desire, though—if 

anything it made it flare hotter in my gut. I knew it’d be a memory I’d never forget: the 

sound of his breathing echoing into the exposed rafters, the cool brick behind us, the 

dim evening light filtering in through the window overlooking the park. The slightest, 

slightest chance that someone might look in and see. 

I stepped back, out of reach. King pouted slightly—adorable on his handsome face—

and leaned back heavily against the brick wall. He hooked his thumbs into the 

waistband of his jeans, hips tipped forward suggestively. 

“Seems like we had similar ideas,” I said with a wink, then grabbed my yoga mat from 

where it was leaning against the wall. 

“Oh really?” King asked teasingly. 

I unfurled the mat and then folded in half, then once again, right at his feet. 

King set his teeth into his lower lip. 

“My knees are important to my work,” I explained primly. “Gotta take care of them.” 

“Jesus, Rory,” King said, low. 

I dropped to my knees, grateful for the padding of the yoga mat on the hardwood. King’s 

hands immediately fell to my hair—that was the main reason I’d taken off the bandanna. 

I loved the feeling of his hands in my hair, especially like this, when I had the chance to 

make him fall apart under my hands. I scooted closer, so I was right between his feet, 

then slid my hands up the curve of his thighs. His muscle flexed under my touch, 

especially when I pressed my fingers into his legs just on the edge of too hard. He 

exhaled hard, head knocking back against the brick wall. 

“I was planning on taking care of you,” he said through clenched teeth. 

I smiled, then leaned forward to press my face right to the curve of his cock. Even 

through the denim it was hot and promising. King groaned when I opened my mouth 

and exhaled across the shape of it. 

“Who said you aren’t?” I murmured. I popped the button on his jeans then slowly, 

slowly, slid the zipper down. Not trying to tease—just trying to savor. This was just as 

good as any time he blew me. Somehow, making him feel good was just as good as 

being on the receiving end. Especially when it made him a little antsy and shivery like 

this, too. 



His cock was so enticing, straining against the thin cotton of his briefs, leaking a 

promising wet spot. I leaned forward again to mouth a sloppy kiss at the head, adding 

my saliva to the wetness, and King groaned with pleasure as his grip tightened in my 

hair. Teasing him was so fun, though. Couldn’t resist drawing it out a little more. I 

dragged my hands up his thighs to his hips, then pushed his shirt up to expose the 

muscular plane of his abs, and mouthed sloppy kisses over the tantalizing warm skin 

there. 

“Shit,” King groaned, and his cocked throbbed. 

My mouth watered with desire. God, he has such a nice cock, just as nice as the rest of 

him: long, thick, not too much, hit all the right places whether it was inside me or down 

my throat. Never got sick of it. And as much as I enjoyed making him gasp and shiver 

like this, with his hands tight in my hair, I wanted to see him fall apart. Show him how 

grateful I was—for the studio, and for the his role in my life. 

I sat back on my heels, dislodging King’s hold on my hair. He tipped his chin down, 

gazed at me curiously, brows raised. 

I swept my tongue over my lower lip, then nodded. This part was just as good—our 

wordless conversations. They way he could read me so easily, just as well as I read 

him. 

King kept his shirt on—that brick wasn’t exactly comfortable on skin—and then hooked 

his thumbs into the waistband and tugged both his jeans and underwear down. Not all 

the way down, just enough so that his cock sprung free. Fuck, he looked good, almost 

fully clothed except for his cock waiting for me. I sat back up and wrapped my hand 

firmly around the base, while I slid my other under his shirt again and up to the curve of 

his pec. I grazed my fingertip over his nipple; he shuddered and moaned again. So 

gorgeous. So responsive. 

Then, I dragged my tongue leisurely up the length of his cock. It throbbed in my grip, 

and King’s hands fell to my hair once more. “Yeah, Rory,” he groaned low. I looked up. 

Whatever he saw on my face made his cock jerk again, drooling precum from the head. 

Irresistible. I sucked the head of his cock into my mouth, savoring the weight of it on my 

tongue, the salt taste, slightly bitter. Fuck, it felt good to have him in my mouth like 

this—at my mercy. Slowly, slowly, slowly I slid my mouth down the length of his cock, 

until my lips met my fist where it was wrapped around the base. 

Then, just as slowly, I dragged my mouth back up. 

“Shit,” King groaned, dragging the vowel out. He tipped his head back, eyes flickering 

closed like he couldn’t bear to look at me. My own desire burned hot inside me, building 

into a familiar, delicious fire inside me. My own cock quickly hardened in my 

compression shorts, which I had on under the old sweatpants I’d worn to clean up. 



Then I really began to move. I wrapped my lips tightly around his cock and slid down as 

far as I could go, releasing the base of his cock; my nose nearly brushed the neatly 

groomed hairs. Tears prickled hot at the corners of my eyes as his length filled my 

throat—fuck, it felt so good, feeling every twitch and throb of his cock, surrounded by 

him, with his hands in my hair and his abs twitching as he moaned with pleasure. I felt 

powerful. Desired. It was so fucking addictive. 

After savoring the sensation of being filled for a long, glorious moment, I began to move 

faster. I used my hand, too, sliding up and down the spit-slick length of his cock, my grip 

tight around whatever wouldn’t fit in my mouth. I found my rhythm easily, moving 

steadily, until King’s low moans of pleasure echoed in the room. 

“Yeah,” he murmured. “Gonna come.” 

I hummed around his cock in affirmation—yeah, I wanted to feel it. King tensed, his 

quads flexing and abs jumping, and then his grip tightened in my hair as he held me in 

place with his cock deep in my throat. The reminder of his strength—of how easily he 

could keep me where he wanted me—sent a delicious thrill through me, and I shoved 

my hand under the waistband of my sweatpants to rub desperately at my cock through 

my compression shorts. The pressure felt good, nowhere near enough, but it took the 

desperate sharp edge off of my desire. Then, King came hard, groaning my name as he 

did so. I swallowed, still rubbing my palm frantically over my dick. I could come like this, 

maybe. With just King’s hand in my hair, his cock in my mouth, and my knees on the 

floor of my own studio. It was like a dream. 

“Fuck, Rory,” King said. His grip eased, and I slid off his cock with a pleased sigh. King 

sighed as he relaxed again, gone a little loopy with the aftershocks like he always did. 

After a moment, he realized that I had my hand in my sweatpants, and sprung 

immediately into action. “Nope,” he said around a grin. “You better not.” 

I tipped my head back. My cheeks heated—I probably looked like a mess, between the 

way he’d tousled my red hair with his grip and the flush I felt spreading from my cheeks 

down to my chest. 

“Up,” King demanded, then hauled my me to my feet and tugged me close. “I’m the one 

who gets to make you come,” he murmured, and then kissed me hard, and deep, surely 

tasting his own release in my mouth. Suddenly I was overwhelmed by the force of my 

desire, clinging to him to keep my knees from buckling as he kissed me. I gasped into 

the kiss; every sensation felt suddenly heightened, his arm wrapped around my waist, 

his tongue fucking into my mouth. 

“Please,” I said. “Let me—” 

“You’re that close?” King teased. “From sucking me off?” 

“Yeah,” I admitted breathlessly. “Love it. Love making you feel good.” 



King swore, then slid his hand down my body, pausing only to tug on my navel ring a 

little—still, the sensation made my cock kick hard. He slipped his hand under my 

sweatpants, and then over the slick fabric of my compression shorts. “Fuck,” he 

groaned. “I’ve never seen you in these.” 

“Hm?” I asked. Making sentences was not easy with his big hand palming over my cock. 

“You see me in yoga pants all the time.” 

“That’s different,” King said. 

I didn’t really think so, but I filed that tidbit away. Would have to see how he reacted to 

these shorts in a more private setting. For now, though, I was getting desperate, my 

orgasm building low in my gut as he touched me. “Another time,” I groaned as I threw 

my arms around his neck. “Please, so close.” 

King snapped the waistband of the compression shorts teasingly, then slid his hand 

under them, too, until he was finally touching bare skin. My cock was leaking precum 

desperately, slicking the way, and his hand on my bare skin was dizzying. Intensely 

good—enough that I couldn’t even really kiss back, just opened my mouth against his to 

share breath.  

“There you go,” King said so low it sounded almost like a purr. His hand worked over 

me fast, sloppy, at just the right angles. The pleasure was so good, molten running 

through my veins, and it only took a dozen strokes and a few lazy, sloppy kisses until he 

dragged me over the edge. I gasped, clinging to his nape so hard my nails surely left 

marks as my release rolled through me like a wave. I closed my eyes, seeing white 

behind my eyelids as I spilled over his hand, over my nice shorts, but I couldn’t be 

bothered to care. Not when it felt so fucking good. Not when King kept his hand moving 

just right, just long enough, drawing out the pleasure into the aftershocks but not to the 

point where I tingled with oversensitivity. 

Grinning, he wiped his hand on his own jeans. I heaved a sigh and slumped heavily 

against him, both arms around him. I nuzzled into the crook of his neck and hummed. 

“You know,” King said, “it’s not too late to grab some dinner.” 

“Good,” I said. “I’m hungry.” 

“Tea’s probably cold.” 

“I don’t mind.” 

King rubbed circles on my back. Even though we were standing, oddly enough I thought 

I could drift off like this, with King holding me up. 

Of course he wouldn’t allow that to happen. He laughed, then maneuvered me to stand, 

regrettably, on my own two feet. I raked my hand through my hair. Should probably tie it 

back in the bandanna if we were going to go out somewhere. But for a moment I simply 

had to watch him. Admire the easy way he smiled at me, the slight flush on his cheeks, 



the ridiculous way he kept his jeans unbuttoned until the last possible second. “So what 

are you thinking for the design?” King asked with a smirk. 

“Still thinking about it,” I said with a grin. “But I think it needs a couch.” 

 

 


