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Bonus Sex Scene – Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – Suited For You 
 

Context: Brax’s past with his previous employer is hinted at in Suited for You but never 

really explored. In this scene, we can doodle some stuff out and see what might have happened 

between Brax and his previous boss, Andrew. We’re still not entirely sure this is the exact way 

it happened because Brax doesn’t say much, but we could be pretty close… Or we could be 

miles away. We’ll let you decide! 

 

 

*** 

Braxton 

 

Andrew locked the door to the bathroom, and I froze.  

“Aww…shy?” His usual teasing tone held a bite of menace. “You’ve been avoiding me.” 

“Yeah. I uh…I…” I turned to the sink and wet my hands before pressing the button for the 

liquid soap. 

“Avoiding and ignoring me, now?” His words took on a darker tone. 

I glanced into the mirror. Andrews eyebrows were lowered—the beginnings of a scowl. 

Decision time. “I haven’t been feeling great…” 

He folded his arms across his chest, and it just made him look even more menacing, but he 

knew that. He was swarthy on a good day, but now he looked ready to take on a band of armed 

men singlehandedly. He lifted one eyebrow in question and gestured for me to continue, the 

movement quick and impatient.  

Shit. This was my first job right out of law school. I’d passed the bar. I should have been 

buried in work and having sleepless nights due to cases… not having sleepless nights because 

one of the partners was buried in me. 

And fuck it all. Damn my suggestible cock.  

I glared at my hands while I waited for my hard on to subside. This wasn’t a face to face 

conversation I could have with Andrew with my erection pointed right at him. 

“I’m sorry you’re sick.” Andrew tried another tactic because dark and broody wasn’t 

working. Usually, I preferred this one, but I didn’t want his arms wrapped across my chest, 

pinning me to him, when I needed to talk. 

I stretched for a paper towel from the dispenser, and he tightened his grip. 

“Where are you going?” 



“I have to dry my hands,” I mumbled. 

Andrew stepped back, holding his own hands up, palms out. “Whatever you want, Grant. I 

don’t need to touch you ever again, if you’re not okay with it.” He backed up to the door and 

flipped the lock open. “I was thinking, though, I have a pretty big case coming up I was going to 

need you on, but maybe you won’t want in on that, either.” 

“Wait.” I could almost see my first big case walking out the door. I sauntered over to him. 

“You’re really going to let me get onboard with your next big case?” 

“Sure.” He shrugged. “And you know why?” 

I shook my head and waited. 

“I like you, Brax.” 

I almost sighed in relief. I was back to being Brax. I always got nervous when he called me 

Grant, like I didn’t mean as much to him anymore. “I like you, too.” I went for coy. I was 

pretty sure I more than liked him.  

And I was pretty sure Andrew knew I more than liked him, too. 

He grinned. “Then show me how much?” He locked the door again. 

“I’m…I’m sick, like I said,” I blurted and stepped away. 

Andrew tilted his head. “You don’t look so sick to me. You sure you aren’t just playing hard 

to get?” 

I chuckled, but it came out more like a giggle. Then I tried to recover things. “No, I mean 

it.” I reached out and gave him a gentle nudge away. 

“What was that for?” He flicked the lock open again. “You know what? I think you might 

be too busy for that big case after all.”  

I flinched as the bathroom door slammed closed behind him. 

 

When I got back to my desk in the bullpen, I opened the top drawer and took out the 

health screen letter I’d received in the mail earlier. I took them every so often to check I was 

still clean, and I’d been clean before Andrew… 

But not this time. 

I drew the letter out of the envelope again like I needed to make sure what it said. But the 

results hadn’t changed since I’d originally looked earlier. And I needed to go to Andrew and 

tell him.  

I’d blown it just before in the bathroom, but if I actually took him the letter and made him 

see the same results, it’d be easier to explain. I sat in my chair. Just for a moment. Just while I 

breathed out my nerves a little or summoned my courage or some shit. I didn’t know why I was 



worried. I had no reason to be. This was Andrew after all, right? I knew him, he knew me. 

He’d be good about this.  

“Hey Brax, what ya got there?” 

“Nothing.” I shoved the letter into my back pocket as Yardley clapped his hand on my 

shoulder hard enough to bruise it.  

Yardley threw himself into the office chair at his desk and it creaked under his weight. 

“Have you heard the good news?” 

I lifted an eyebrow. “What’s that?” 

Yardley rolled his eyes up, indicating a floor above us. “The higher-ups are organizing some 

sort of competition for us. Apparently, Andrew has this big case coming up and one of us gets 

to work it alongside him.” Yardley leaned closer. “Word is, they’re choosing someone right 

from down here, and that means the person they pick could be in line for promotion, right?” 

My heart constricted, crumpling inside my chest, and I pushed my hand into my pocket, the 

envelope rustling in response. “I…Uh, I have to go see Andrew.” I stood, the movement jerky.” 

“Don’t think you can somehow get the jump on this by going up there looking all eager, 

Brax. A bunch of us have seen you flirting with him already, you little ass kisser.” Yardley 

laughed as he spun to face his desk before dragging a buff-colored file in front of him. “I’ll just 

be down here working my butt off as always. Give my regards to Andrew if you see him—and 

let him know that for me. See ya later.” The wave he sent in my direction turned into a middle 

finger salute, and even though I knew he was joking, my skin turned cold as I walked out of the 

basement room and headed for the stairs. 

Andrew was giving my case away. The one he’d promised to me. But it was okay. I drew a 

long breath in and released it as a shaky exhale. I could fix all this. I’d just let Andrew see my 

test results, he’d get why I hadn’t fooled around with him, and we’d go back to the way things 

were. 

It was too good to throw away between us. I thought back through the previous months—the 

first time Andrew had smiled at me, when he’d gone out of his way to bring a fresh coffee to 

the office just for me, the time he’d palmed my cock in the supply closet, and when he’d 

invited me to his home for a hook up. Those were all good times.  

My footsteps echoed on the faux-wood floors.  And times could be good again. 

When I reached the door to his office, I knocked, but I could see through the frosted glass 

window that he wasn’t alone.  

“Later,” Andrew called. 

But the news in my pocket probably wouldn’t keep, so I knocked again. 



“What?” He sounded irritated, but I pushed his door open enough to peer around it.  

“Have you got a minute?” 

He indicated the guy in front of him, the guy who usually sat at the desk next to me in the 

pen downstairs. “Do I look like I have a minute? Denver and I were just getting to know each 

other. You remember what that’s like, right, Grant? I was just telling him I’ve known some very 

small people, recently, and he’s assured me he’s in no way small.” 

I glanced at the back of Denver’s head, and his ears pinked suspiciously. My stomach 

roiled.  

“I still need to speak to you,” I insisted. 

Andrew sat back. “Oh, all right. Make it quick.” 

Denver didn’t move. 

“In private.” I almost whispered the words. 

“What was that?” Andrew cupped his ear, leaned forward and chuckled.  

“I said I need to speak to you in private.” 

“And I said I’m with Denver now. Are you hard of hearing, or just dumb?” 

Denver flinched. “I can give you two a minute.” He stood and turned toward me, his face 

scarlet. 

“Don’t go too far.” Andrew almost sang the words. “We were just getting to the good part.” 

I looked down at the monochrome rug on Andrews office floor—the one I’d had my face 

pressed into more times than I cared to remember right now—as Denver walked by me to 

leave. We both knew why he was there, though, and the idea nauseated me all over again. 

As soon as I heard the door click shut softly behind me, I looked up to meet Andrew’s 

gaze. 

“What the fuck are you doing, Grant?” he thundered. “You missed your chance.” He 

lowered his voice. “You coulda had it good, but you just had to go and ruin it. Well, I guess 

you don’t know what you got ‘til it’s gone, right?” 

“I’m sick.” I pulled the envelope out of my pocket and thrust it toward him, my hand 

shaking as I held it in front of him. “I got checked and I got an infection from being with you.” 

Andrew snorted. “No, you didn’t.” 

I took a deep breath. “I was clean before, and I’m not clean now.” 

He took the letter out of my hand and opened it like he planned to read it. Then he 

appeared to think better of it, and for a moment, it seemed as if he might rip it up. 



Then he smiled. He opened his drawer and tucked my letter inside it. “Thank you, Grant. 

Thank you for bringing this to my attention. We certainly wouldn’t want word getting around 

about your sexual health.” 

“What?” What had he just done? “I’d like my letter back, please?” I gritted my teeth as I 

spoke to him, trying to keep my voice low. 

“What letter?” He looked genuinely confused. Then he smacked his palm against his 

forehead. “Oh! Oh! I gotcha! You mean the letter that proves you gave me a nasty infection?” 

Oh God. I was going to spew all over the monochrome rug. I staggered back a step and 

covered my mouth.  

“What’s the matter, Grant? You look a little…sick. Tell you what, you take some medical 

leave. The rest of the guys in the bullpen have some real work to do, but I’ll explain your little 

problem to them if you like?” 

I shook my head. 

“I don’t know,” Andrew shook his head, his eyes hard and unflinching. “I don’t think 

getting the boss drunk enough to play with your little cock and leaving him with a very special 

calling card of your time together is a nice way to behave at work, do you?” Then he leaned 

forward. “From now on, you do everything I say. You work the cases I tell you to work, you get 

the results I want you to get. Because now, Braxton I’m sick Grant, you’re my bitch.” 

I spun and left the room. I’d handed him a gift the moment I passed him that letter, and my 

future at this firm looked very, very bleak. 

  


