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Bonus Sex Scene – Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – My Brother’s Best 

Friend 
 

Context: This is a sex scene that was teased in book 1 but never came to fruition because 

the circumstances never cropped up again. However, Nico and Jamie have created their own 

opportunities outside the story told in the book, and here they are capitalizing on one.  

 

I like to think this takes place after our story, once these guys are comfortable with each 

other and what they have between them. 

 

*** 

Jamie 

 

“This feels so naughty.” I ran up the stairs, seemingly only inches ahead of Nico as he 

chased me. 

He grabbed for me, and I dodged, shrieking slightly as he grazed my ankle. Fuck, being 

chased sent my heartrate rocketing, and I pulled myself around the post at the top of the steps, 

trying to increase my lead as I raced past the frosted walls of the bedrooms no one slept in 

anymore.   

When I reached mine, I bust through the door and stopped. Where could I go? The 

balcony didn’t have a fire escape, my bathroom didn’t have a window. 

But I didn’t have time to consider it.  

“Are you going to stop running, my love?” Nico’s soft purr behind me lifted the hairs on the 

back of my neck, and I shivered, anticipation coursing through me. 

I formed my hands into tight fists, fighting the urge to turn and throw myself into his arms. 

“Surrender.” It was like he’d heard my thoughts.  

“Never.” I laughed as I launched myself across my bed, scrambling to put it between us.   

Nico pressed my door closed and flicked the switch, making my bedroom wall transparent 

again. “C’mon Jamie… Remember what I promised to do to you?” he whispered.  

“What promise?” I tried for casual, but my throat dried. 

He smiled, just a twist of his lips—he knew exactly where my mind had gone. I glanced over 

his shoulder, seeing nothing but the glass window he’d once told me he’d press me up against, 

and desire pulsed in my cock. 



“You do remember.” His words held certainty rather than accusation, and his soft tone 

caressed my skin. 

I shook my head in ridiculous denial. Of course I remembered—some nights as I lay alone 

in my bed, it was all I could think of. 

“Don’t you want me?” He pursed his lips in a mock pout, and I fought to keep my 

amusement hidden as I shook my head again. 

He laughed. “Well, I can see that’s not true.” He nodded toward my crotch, and I 

automatically palmed my cock, both hiding the bulge from view and taking my excitement up a 

notch. 

“Let me help you with that.” He took a step closer, always the hunter as I was his prey.  

And I was nearly a prey ready to submit, wield the gun, and prepare myself for his oven. My 

excitement nearly brimmed over, and as he came closer, stalking me around my bed, I pressed 

myself farther from him, up against the door to my balcony, as I watched his smooth, silent 

strides in my direction. My throat dried again, and I swallowed to ease it. 

Fuck, he was sexy. His slightly tousled brown hair fell across his forehead, and his hazel 

eyes glinted with intensity and heat. 

“Wrong window,” he growled. “I want you against that one.” He flicked the briefest of 

glances to my glass wall, and my knees weakened. 

I nodded. Fuck, yes.  

“What do you want, Jamie?” he murmured.  

I nodded again, and he laughed. 

“I kind of need words.” His usual nature broke through his focus for moment, and he 

raised his shoulders in a slight shrug as he grinned at me. 

“Y…yes?” I questioned. 

“Not really an answer.” He slid back into his hunter character and reached my side in two 

more steps. He took my hand in his, the heat of his skin branding me. “What do you want?” 

he asked again. 

I met his gaze. “You.” 

His mouth pressed against mine in a searing kiss, and I wrapped my arms around him, 

tugging him closer, aligning his body with mine. There was nothing tentative about our kiss. It 

was an explosion of passion—two men, each of us hungry as our tongues slid against each other, 

and I tasted him. 



He gasped as he angled his head and nibbled my lower lip. Then his tongue soothed the 

burn he’d created before it invaded my mouth again. Nico owned me, and I never wanted 

anyone else.  

I moved my hips, nudging my hard cock in his direction, and he chuckled, pulling 

backward so I couldn’t press against him. 

“Oh, Jamie. Will you never learn that I’m in charge?” He shook his head a little as his 

pupils flared with desire, and I got caught up in the heat there. “Let me just kiss you.” He 

trailed his lips to the side of my jaw, and I tilted my head as a strangled sound emerged from 

me. 

“You’ll make come in my pants,” I threatened him as he teased his tongue against my skin, 

each small flick sending a wave of fire through me. 

“Then I’ll make you come again while I fuck you.” 

I shivered at his matter of fact words, and my dick tingled with a fresh wave of heat. 

“I’m really hard.” I tried to turn his attention to my cock again. 

“I bet,” he said conversationally.  

“Touch me?” I closed my eyes as I pleaded with him.  

“I will—” 

I breathed a small sigh of relief. 

“When I’m ready,” he finished. He drew back for a moment and slid his hands under the 

hem of my T-shirt, where his fingers stoked heat across my skin.  I’m going to take this off,” he 

murmured, and his tongue flicked over his lips as if considering a very nice dessert. “And I’m 

going to use it to bind your wrists.” 

My knees almost buckled as I thought of being completely under his control. I leant 

forward and stole a kiss from his full lips, and at first, he pulled back as if he’d tell me off, but 

then he groaned and seemed to give in, clashing his mouth against mine, sucking on my tongue 

and grinding his cock against me. 

He rested his forehead against mine as his breathing returned to normal. “You shouldn’t 

have done that,” he whispered. “Now I have to go even slower to punish you.” 

I bit my lip. Never had a punishment sounded so… decadent.  

“I’m sure it will be torture.” I grinned as I spoke. 

“Oh, it will,” he confirmed. “You’re going to hate every moment.”  

My stomach muscles contracted as he ran the tip of his tongue along them, and I gasped.  

He drew my T-shift up and over my head but twisted it loosely at my wrists. “I’ll tie it tighter 

if you don’t behave.” 



I brought my arms down and rested them loosely over his shoulders, keeping him close to 

me. “I kind of like it like this.” 

He groaned and kissed me again, sinking into it and leaning into me. “I want you so badly.” 

His hard cock bulged in his jeans. 

“Get your cock out,” I encouraged him, and he smoothed his palm over it.  

“You have no idea how much I want to.” 

Except I did. My own cock strained against my pants, and I shifted my legs, trying to find 

some relief. I changed my tactic. “Touch me,” I whispered against his lips. “See how badly I 

want you.” 

He grimaced. “I’m supposed to be telling you what to do,” he reminded me.  

I shrugged, sensing a sudden weakening in his resolve. “And you absolutely are,” I drawled. 

“Look—you’ve restrained me, and you’re not giving me any relief at all…” 

His eyes widened, then he nodded as he seemed to catch onto my thoughts. “Oh…oh… No 

relief, you say?” He punctuated each of his words with a tiny downward movement of my 

zipper, the clicking of the tiny metal teeth loud even alongside my increasing breathing. 

I nudged my hips forward, and my cock pulsed, growing thicker with each passing moment. 

“So impatient,” Nico crooned before biting his lower lip. “So impatient and so beautiful.” 

He slipped the button at my waist loose and reached into my jeans.  

My breath caught. He was in too much of a hurry to even push them down. He reached in. 

Happiness merged with desire, and I leaned forward to kiss him again.  

“I can barely resist you,” he murmured against my lips. Then he pushed his tongue into my 

mouth again, and I thrust my hips, nudging my cock into his hand. He pulled away a little. 

“This isn’t the plan, and you know it. No one’s home, and we’re going to make as much use of 

that—” He kissed me. “Big—” He kissed me again. “Window.” 

I lost myself in his final kiss and barely noticed as he pushed my jeans from around my 

waist. 

“First, I want you…” 

My heart stuttered as he pinched my left nipple between his thumb and forefinger, sending 

a spark straight to my cock. 

“Naked,” he finished, and heat flooded me at the thought.  

He helped me out of my jeans, and my cock bobbed with every one of my movements. 

After gazing at it for a moment, he blew out a sigh. 



“To hell with it,” he ground out, and took my tip right into his mouth, swirling his tongue 

over me. Then he pressed closer, taking more of me into his mouth and kneading his fingers 

into my ass cheeks. 

I sank my fingers into his hair and held onto his head as he moved backward and forward, 

deep throating my cock. His hands cupped my balls, and I moaned. 

“Nico. Oh fuck, Nico… That feels… I want…” I could hardly form the words, and suddenly 

his mouth was gone.  

“Shit.” He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Shit. I’m getting carried away 

again.” He grinned. “You’re just so… tempting.” His eyes lit in appreciation, and his gaze 

lingered on me, warming my skin. 

No one had ever made me feel so attractive before, and I loved that aspect of our physical 

relationship as much as the actual sex. He took a short step to the drawers by my bed and 

opened the top one, then he took out my lube. 

And a length of fabric. 

My heart beat harder. “What’s that for?” Excitement raised goosebumps over my skin, and 

I shivered as anticipation settled at the base of my cock. 

Nico raised an eyebrow. “I haven’t decided yet.” He ran the material through his hands, 

and it made a soft shushing sound. 

“You’re not naked,” I reminded him.  

“Not yet,” he agreed, and I grinned. “Want to watch me?” 

I nodded. God, I could watch Nico pour himself his morning coffee, never mind remove 

his clothes. Every movement he made intrigued me. Sometimes, I watched him sleep, as if 

trying to commit his tiny facial expressions to memory. Except that made me sound like a crazy 

stalker rather than crazy in love. 

He didn’t change his position, so I nodded again.  

“Yes, I want to watch. I want to see you.” I was practically salivating.  

“All in good time.” He sauntered around my bed, then turned around so he faced out of 

the window.  

Then he began to undo his shirt, before finally shrugging it off. The muscles in his back 

rippled with each of his movements, begging to be touched. 

He undid his jeans and pushed stepped out of them, revealing his bare ass, before walking 

to the window and staring out. He was playing a dangerous game, and my cock stiffened at the 

forbidden thought someone might enter my home and see him. 



“How long have we got the place to ourselves?” He threw the comment over his shoulder 

like he didn’t care if someone walked in right then and saw him in all his naked glory.  

Just the idea of him, his cock hard where anyone could see him, sent another surge of 

desire through me.  

“Come over here, Jamie.”  

I moved forward at his seductive voice, my wrists bound in front of me.  

He drew the length of fabric across his palm. “I’m going to blindfold you.” 

“Let me see you, first?” 

He shrugged, the movement lazy. “Okay.” Then he turned, and his cock stood proud from 

his body. He gave it a sensual stroke. “Like what you see?” 

I nodded, and he stroked himself again.  

“This feels really good Jamie. I want to touch myself until I come.” His breathing changed 

as he stroked himself a third time, twisting his hand a little around his shaft. “It would be so 

easy to…” He gasped and let his hand fall away. “You look like you’re having a hard time.” He 

nodded at my dick. “Want me to help you out with that?” 

I nodded again, craving his touch, and walked closer until my cock almost touched his. 

He took a small step back. “Turn around.” He kept his instruction terse, and I obeyed. 

The smooth material slid over my closed eyes and tightened as he tied a knot behind my 

head.  

Then Nico took my arm. “Now walk this way.”  

I followed him, trusting but hesitant.  

“Don’t worry,” he murmured against my ear. “I’ve got you.” His cock brushed against my 

thigh, and suddenly he could have led me out to the nearest highway. 

I’d have walked anywhere he wanted. 

“Lift your arms.”  

I lifted them. 

“Step forward.” 

I took the smallest of steps, and he laughed.  

“Again.” 

My cock brushed against cold glass, and I stilled. Shit. Nico was positioning me against the 

window. Forget people seeing him completely naked. Now anyone entering the house would 

have the image of me and my erect dick burned onto their retinas. The thought fizzed 

excitement through me. 



“Spread ‘em.” Nico nudged his foot against the inside of each of my ankles, and I 

complied. 

I heard the click of a plastic cap being opened, and the soft puff of air as Nico emptied 

some lube onto his hand. I expected to feel his fingers at my asshole, but he surprised me by 

reaching around and grabbing my cock, drawing his hand along it in one smooth stroke. 

“I’m going to make you come all over this window.” Then he shifted, and his other hand 

parted my cheeks before his tongue lapped against my opening.  

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned.  

He drew away. “Rest your wrists against the glass.” His hands closed around my hips and he 

positioned me so I was slightly bent before landing a slap against my ass.  

I grunted against the unexpected sting, and my cock twitched.  

“Perfect,” he muttered. 

The lube opened again, and then his fingers probed my hole as he continued to stroke my 

cock, his movements lazy and teasing. He didn’t mean business yet. I whimpered as he rubbed 

over my prostate. 

“Not yet,” he murmured. “I want to be inside you when you come.” 

I nodded, but it took effort to focus on his words and not the overwhelming pressure inside 

me, threatening to break free. 

“You’re ready.” He nudged his cock into me, and I drew in a breath as he filled me.  

Then he began to thrust slowly as I let the window take more of my weight.  

“I’m close already.” He spoke between breaths, and I chuckled in relief. 

“Thank fuck for that. So am I.” 

His hand on my cock didn’t falter as he picked up speed, stroking and thrusting, and 

thrusting and stroking until everything became too much and I stiffened, pushing my butt 

against him and arching my back. I came in a hot rush, and he laughed. 

“Very impressive, Jamie.” He drew a long breath in before he buried his head in the crook 

of my neck and moaned, both hands gripping my hips and holding me still over him as his 

cock pulsed inside me. 

“Shit,” I breathed, my legs and breathing shaky. “That was amazing.” 

Nico removed the material from my eyes. “Yeah,” he agreed. 

I laughed as my eyes focused and I saw how high my cum had reached. “Look what you do 

to me,” I accused him. 



“Me?” His mouth dropped open in mock protest. “You made the mess. Now let’s get it 

cleaned up before any of your family realize how good our afternoon was. Unless you’re up for 

a second go?” He nudged his still hard cock inside me, and I caught my breath. 

We had time for seconds.  

 

 

  

 


