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Bonus Chapter– Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – Nix 

 

Dawson 

I stood outside the door to the Elkin Lake clubhouse with my heart in my throat. 

It’d been a week since I’d returned from rehab, and the club members had 

graciously given me time to settle back into society. I couldn’t put it off any 

longer, though. It was time for me to own up to what I’d done. 

“Hey,” Nix said. He placed his hand gently on my shoulder. He was smiling softly, 

then when I turned to face him, he cupped my face gently. “It’s gonna be fine.” 

“I know,” I said. “Still nervewracking, though.” 

“I’ll be right here waiting for you,” Nix said. “Proud of you.” 

I kissed him briefly. There was no way I would’ve been able to go through with 

this without his support. But knowing Nix would be on the front porch, waiting, 

gave me the strength to nod and open the front door. 

Sitting at the big table in the center of the room were the Hell’s Ankhor Presidents 

and Vice-Presidents: Blade, Mal, Dante, and Priest.  

“Dawson,” Blade said, sternly but not without warmth. “Thanks for coming.” 

“Hey, guys,” I said a little awkwardly. I sat down in the seat across from the four 

of them, feeling a little like I was a kid sent to the principal’s office. 

“You wanted to talk to us?” Mal asked gently. 

We all knew I was there—but I’d been the one to request the official meeting. 

And so it was on me to say what I needed to say. 

“I wanted to formally apologize,” I said. “For the way I acted at Ballast, and 

Tempest—for the danger I put the club in.” I took a steadying breath, and met 

their gazes. All four of them were watching me attentively, and curiously. “You all 

know I was in rehab. I… I’ve accepted that I’m an addict now, and my drinking was 

masking other problems I was dealing with, too.” I didn’t want to delve into the 

details of my mental health, and I was grateful when no one pried. “I’m attending 

meetings five days a week, now,” I said. “I’m sober. I’m working the steps. I’m 



 
 

trying to take better care of myself. And… And I wouldn’t have been able to do it 

without your help, Mal, in finding me the facility.” 

Mal nodded, and a small smile found its way onto his expression. 

“And of course it was Nix who pushed me to want to get better,” I said. “I’m sober 

for me, but he showed me it was possible. That I could have a better life.” I 

swallowed hard around the lump in my throat. “I’m grateful to him, and to the 

club. And I know it’s a big ask. But I would like to be allowed back on the jobsite.” 

Blade crossed his arms over his chest. “I’d hoped that’d be what you wanted.” 

I blinked. “What?” 

Priest nodded in agreement. “Your work’s high-quality. Brennan’s crew is good, 

but the pace has slowed down since there’s no one else without his level of 

expertise to problem-solve on the site itself.” 

“It’s true,” Mal said. “We’d like to speed up the work, and having you back on-site 

would help.” 

Relief flooded me so intensely I had to slump back a little in my seat. “Yeah. Yeah, 

I’d love to come back to work. I miss it.” 

“That’s all you want?” Dante asked. 

I blinked. What more was there to want? I wasn’t a member, nor a partner—to 

them, I was just an employee. Letting me back on the jobsite was almost too 

much to hope for. “Yeah,” I admitted. “I want to make amends for my mistakes 

with my work. I want to show you I’ve changed, and hopefully you’ll still be okay 

with me dating Nix.” 

“I’m happy to have you back at work,” Mal said. “As long as you prioritize your 

sobriety. Not just for yourself—but for Nix’s safety.” 

I nodded. “Of course.” 

“And if we see you at either Ballast or Tempest, that’s it,” Blade said. “You’re 

out.” 

“Anything else?” I asked. I could hardly believe it. Their demands were hardly 

demands at all, since they were already decisions I’d made for myself. 



 
 

The guys glanced at each other, then shook their heads. “We’re proud of you, 

Dawson,” Priest said. He stood up and reached across the table to shake my hand. 

His grip was firm, and he folded both hands over mine. “Hell’s Ankhor is a port in 

a storm,” Priest said. “That’s what we always intended. We’re proud of you for 

facing your addiction head-on, and we’re happy to welcome you back into the 

fold.” 

After handshakes and thanks, I stepped back out onto the front porch, where Nix 

was—as promised—waiting for me, with a nervous smile on his face. “How’d it 

go?” 

I beamed at him. Relief and gratitude filled me, warm in my chest and easing the 

tension I’d been carrying in my muscles. “I’m going back to work,” I said. “I can’t 

believe they’re giving me another chance. I don’t deserve it.” 

“Yes, you do,” Nix said. He pulled me close and kissed me sweetly, with his hands 

set at my hips. “You worked for it. You earned this.” 

“I have some great ideas for the cabin,” I said, grinning at him. “I can’t wait to get 

started.” 

Nix sighed dreamily. “I sure have missed staring at your ass while you work.” 

I laughed and pulled him for another kiss. With him at my side, standing outside 

the clubhouse where I was just, incredibly, forgiven, I knew that everything would 

turn out okay. 

 

Bonus Chapter 2 (after events of book) Nix 

“So what do you think?” Dawson asked. 

I’d just parked the bike right near the lake, at the small open space I’d begun to 

call ‘our clearing.’ Dawson pulled off his helmet and grinned at me, handsome as 

ever in the afternoon sun, even with his hair flattened from the helmet. 

The bike was incredible. The engine had rumbled powerfully between my legs and 

we’d ridden here—it handled elegantly, rode smoothly, and it was definitely an 

upgrade from my old Sportster. 



 
 

“I love it.” I climbed off the bike, removed my helmet, then ran my hand over the 

saddle. “It’s perfect.” 

“Really?” Dawson asked. He slotted his chest up against my back, then kissed my 

neck. “You’re not just saying that?” 

“Of course not,” I said with a grin. “I love it. I love you.” 

Dawson shivered, then placed another kiss on my neck. “I love you, too.” 

“Come here,” I said, suddenly gripped with desire. Riding the bike with Dawson’s 

arms wrapped tightly around my waist had turned me on—the power of the bike 

and the strength of the man behind me making me feel invincible.  

I turned around, then gripped Dawson’s hips and switched our positions so he 

was leaning against the bike, and I was pressed against him. I kissed him deeply, 

hot and hungry, and the sudden intensity made Dawson gasp and wrap his arms 

around me. 

“Let me blow you,” I said breathily. “Right up against the bike. Please.” 

“Fucking hell,” Nix,” Dawson groaned. He worked one hand between us and 

palmed my cock through my jeans. “Riding got you worked up?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Love riding it. Love having you behind me.” 

Dawson groaned again, then gripped my hips and pushed, encouraging me down. 

“Yeah, please, please blow me.” 

I dropped to my knees and popped the button on his jeans, working his zipper 

down eagerly. The power of my own desire surprised me—I wanted him bad. He 

gasped, hips twitching when I slid my hands up his thighs. 

I’d moved so fast he wasn’t even fully hard yet. But that meant I could suck his 

gorgeous cock down and feel it harden in my mouth—an incredible sensation. I 

worked my tongue over his shaft as he hardened, growing thicker and hot in my 

mouth. Before Dawson, I’d never even considered blowing another guy. It’d just 

never crossed my mind. And now I was addicted to the sensation, addicted to his 

hands in my hair and the throb of his cock on my tongue. I liked it so much that it 

made me hard just doing it, and I wrestled my own jeans open to wrap my hand 

tightly around my cock. 



 
 

“Yeah, Nix, like that,” Dawson sighed as I sucked him deeper into my mouth. I 

wrapped my free hand around the length of his cock I couldn’t fit, then began to 

move, sucking him fast and hard. Fuck, it was so good. He gripped my shoulder 

with one hand, my hair with the other, and just let me take him apart. 

“Nix, fuck, that’s so good,” he gasped, and I knew from the way his hips twitched 

that he was close. I was too, jerking myself hard and sloppy as I sucked him down, 

lost in the sensation of his thick cock on my tongue and the familiar smell of 

leather and gasoline from my gorgeous bike. 

Dawson came with a groan—I swallowed it greedily, sucking his cock until he 

tugged at my hair to stop me. Then he dragged me to my feet and kissed me hard, 

moaning at the taste of his own cum in my mouth, and wrapped his hand around 

mine where I was jerking off. 

“Gonna come from blowing me?” Dawson asked. “Seeing me leaned up against 

your bike like that?” 

“Yeah,” I admitted. “Yeah, fuck, it’s so hot.” 

It didn’t take much more than that—just Dawson’s tongue in my mouth and his 

hand on my cock was enough to drag me over the edge. I shuddered through my 

orgasm, spilling messily over both our hands as pleasure coursed through. As I 

came down from the high, I leaned heavily against him, panting. 

“Wow.” Dawson wiped his hand on his jeans, then kissed my temple. I could hear 

the lazy smile in his voice. “Guess I gotta get you to take me for rides more often.” 

“Guess so,” I agreed. I tucked my face into the crook of his neck. “Next time, you 

can bend me over it.” 

Dawson gasped, and his cocked twitched with interest. I laughed, hugging him a 

little closer, knowing that fantasy would eventually come true—and that we had 

all the time in the world. 

 


