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Bonus Chapter – Ali Lyda – Bad Boy Ink 

 

Bryce 

 

 

The box of books was heavy. Like fingers-going-numb and shoulders-ripped-from-

sockets heavy. And of course we’d found an apartment on the third floor of a building 

with no elevators.  

 

Sweat made my shirt slick, my grip slick, hell--all of me was slick. I was so sweaty I had 

perspiration pooling in my ass crack. It was hellish to move in the summer. It was worse 

to move with a boyfriend who couldn’t bear to leave his massive collection of comics in 

storage.  

 

Grunting, I took another step. One more flight to go. If I could just make it to the top and 

inside the front door I’d be okay.  

 

The box in my arms started to slip. “Fuck!” I cursed, fingertips digging into the cardboard 

to try and keep from losing the load.  

 

“Careful.” The weight was lifted a bit. Aiden, meeting me in the stairwell on his trip back 

down to our moving truck rental. He took hold of the other half of the box and suddenly 

my dying from strain didn’t feel quite so imminent. “Ready?”  

 

“Yeah,” I managed. He helped me make it up the rest of the way, though by the time I 

was able to put the box down I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to repeat the move with 

four other boxes packed just as full. Comics might be paper, but they weighed a fucking 

ton the way Aiden had packed them.  

 

He looked at me, amused twist at his mouth. “Stay here,” he ordered. “Drink water.”  

 

As if he’d have to tell me twice. I slumped into our new kitchen and grabbed a solo cup 

from beside the sink. Our dishes were still on the truck. But we had water, I supposed, 

turning on the tap and filling the cup.  

 

I took a deep, grateful sip, only to spit it back into the sink. Water in D.C. tasted fucking 

awful.  

 

Bottled water, I added to my mental list of shit we’d need to pick up. It was growing 

rapidly.  



 

If we’d moved the way I’d wanted to, we would have sold everything we owned and just 

bought shit new in town. But Aiden was much more sentimental than I could ever have 

guessed, needing to keep things long past any use I could see them having.  

 

It was sweet, and for him?  

 

Sure, why the fuck not.  

 

Except there was a twinge in my back that reminded me that I wasn’t getting any 

younger. And again, three fucking flights of stairs.  

 

At least I wouldn’t need to rush to find a gym. Just hauling ass to my apartment would 

provide a workout.  

 

Voices came echoing into the apartment from the stairwell. Before I knew what was 

happening, men still in their bright orange work vests were coming into my apartment, 

one after the other, each carrying boxes like they were filled with feathers.  

 

My eyelid twitched. Aiden followed, giving quick and decisive directions. We’d already 

moved all the furniture. These were the remaining packed items. Doing a mental count, 

I realized the truck was finished. In the time it had taken me to pout and decide not to 

drink tap water Aiden had solved the problem.  

 

The men all shook his head and he gave them a twenty each--along with his card. “Just 

let me know if you need something looked into,” he said. “I appreciate it, fellas.”  

 

He shut the door after the last one stepped out.  

 

It was unfair how good he still looked. He’d gotten a haircut for the FBI job, hoping to 

look more grown up. It worked. The close-cut sides and just right waves on top did lend 

him some maturity and made his hazel eyes pop.  

 

Despite the Southern heat and muggy summer air, he was merely “dewy” to my 

drenched. His cheeks were pink from sun and Aiden’s cargo pants were hung low 

enough for me to see the waist of his boxer briefs peeking out.  

 

“Who were the men who just emasculated me in my own home?” I said, reaching over a 

shoulder to rub at the knot forming behind a shoulder blade.  

 



“Crew doing renovations nearby. They were on a lunch break and I offered a twenty per 

box and my help with any investigation they might need. And they didn’t emasculate 

you. Have you seen you? You are one hundred percent man, baby.” 

 

Heat crept up my neck, even though I knew he was just teasing. “So you paid random 

strangers to come into our home, is that what I’m getting here?”  

 

He tapped a finger against his sensual lower lip in mock-thought. “That’s...yep. That’s 

the gist of it.”  

 

“Thank god,” I sighed. “I think I pulled something in my back and I had no idea how I 

was supposed to get everything else up the stairs.”  

 

I thought I’d been casual, but Aiden’s gaze sharpened. “Your back? Is it bad? Should I 

get ice?”  

 

“No, nurse Aiden. Just a pulled muscle. It’s no big deal.”  

 

But it must have been, because Aiden pointed to the bedroom--our bedroom--and his 

scowl allowed for zero argument.  

 

The apartment was small. Super small, really. A one bedroom that just squeaked out of 

being a “studio”. But it was close to our jobs, it was clean, and it was affordable. Tight 

living quarters didn’t feel like the end of the world when it meant being able to snuggle 

next to Aiden each night.  

 

A queen mattress had been all we could fit in the small room. But it was already 

unwrapped and had clean sheets on it from where we’d come to stay the previous 

weekend before the final move.  

 

I flopped down with the grace of a beached orca.  

 

“Fuck yeaaaaaaaaah,” I moaned into the sheets. Horizontal was definitely preferable to 

vertical at the moment.  

 

The mattress dipped as Aiden climbed on. “Take off your shirt,” he said, sounding so 

authoritative I was going to twist and make a face at him, except the twisting and the 

pulled muscle so didn’t get along.  

 



A grunt of pain escaped as I pulled off the damp t-shirt. “I smell awful, I’m sorry. 

Southern heat will take getting used to.”  

 

“Men like us don’t get used to it, Bryce. We stay inside because we’re fucking smart. 

Now lay down on your stomach.”  

 

I did. The sheets were linen, a very sweet gift from Aiden’s mom that I doubted his 

father knew about. They felt luxurious on my sun-parched and sweat-salted skin. We’d 

need to wash them, of course, to get rid of my funk. But at the moment I could not have 

cared less.  

 

I heard a top pop behind me and felt the chilly trickle of oil on my skin. Aiden closed the 

bottle and I felt his weight as he straddled my ass. “Where does it hurt?”  

 

“You don’t have to do this,” I muttered into the sheets, appreciating his weight on me. 

“It’s not that bad.”  

 

“I’m not doing it for you,” he snapped. “I just wanted to get you out of that shirt so I could 

look at your body. Now tell me where it hurts.”  

 

The thing was, the first few weeks after we’d gotten over our fight, it had taken Aiden 

some time to fall fully into being in a relationship. He did the conversations fine, and the 

dates. He did the sex part great. But he’d been solo for so long that letting me do things 

for him or him considering doing things for me?  

 

That hadn’t come so easy.  

 

We worked on it. He worked on it. This was him, doing something for me. This was him 

showing me he cared.  

 

The muscle behind my shoulder blade spasmed and I sucked in hard. “Left shoulder 

blade,” I managed. I didn’t know how much good he could do; it felt like one of those 

pulls that time and lots of anti-inflammatories healed.  

 

Aiden’s hands smoothed down my back, warming and distributing the oil. He made 

large, soft circles, the friction making a heat I found incredibly relaxing. The rhythmic 

passes of his hands lulled me into taking longer, deeper breaths.  

 

“You have really big muscles,” Aiden said. His hands paused. “That sounded even 

dumber out loud than in my head. But damn, your body is incredible.”  



 

“What’s incredible is the magic of your hands,” I sighed, followed by a moan as his 

thumb passed over a particularly sensitive muscle. “That feels incredible.”  

 

“Hmm,” was his reply, but there was a hint of satisfaction in the noise. Aiden did love 

being appreciated, and I loved to remind him of how amazing he was. I figured since his 

parents didn’t tell him enough (at all, those assholes), then at least he could hear it extra 

from me.  

 

The tempo of his hands slowed, but the firmness increased. Let me tell you something 

about hackers; our fingers and forearms are turbo strong. Typing frenzies can lead to 

superb finger strength. Aiden was currently demonstrating this on the knot forming in my 

shoulder.  

 

His thumb dug in, smooth and steady, while I gasped and forced myself to relax into it.  

 

“You make the best sounds,” Aiden murmured after a few more grunt-inspiring passes.  

 

“Feels good,” was all I could muster.  

 

The palm of his hand pushed in. Less specific that a thumb but much, much stronger. 

He pushed and ground until the friction and pressure forced my muscle to yield. I felt the 

knot release.  

 

“Jesus Christ, you’re a miracle worker.”  

 

“Aiden Porter, actually, but yes.”  

 

He lifted his hips and I rolled onto my back, still between his legs. Blood was rushing to 

the released muscle and I was dizzy with the endorphins and release. “Okay, I am very 

glad to know you have that skill.”  

 

I expected a comeback. Something snarky. Instead, I got a palm cupped to my cheek. 

Aiden stroked my cheekbone with his thumb, the look in his eyes so intense, so earnest 

I couldn’t find words.  

 

“This move would have been terrifying without you,” he said. It blindsided me. “I only 

thought about the job. But I didn’t ever consider having to pack up and start somewhere 

new. If it wasn’t for you, I’m not sure now if I would have had the courage to come here.”  

 



I chewed on my lip while perfecting my response. “You would have come. You’re braver 

than you give yourself credit for. I never imagined I’d be so happy to be moving for a job 

I lost. But knowing I was moving for you made it a no brainer.”  

 

“Really?” His hair was flopped forward and I felt the stirrings of desire in my groin. I’d 

need a shower first, but would I ever stop wanting him so badly? I didn’t think so.  

 

“Wanna see something? I got you a going away present.”  

 

His eyebrow arched perfectly and he began to shift off my hips. I steadied him, pulling 

him down. “You don’t have to move.”  

 

“Where is it, then? Because if you say that you are the gift, I’m going to punch you in 

your sore muscle later,” he growled. Aiden’s eyes were twinkling, though.  

 

I dragged my finger down the owl on my chest, through the places where it shifted off 

into code, and settled right beside the tattoo of a feather along my top right rib. It wasn’t 

large and it was almost in my armpit, which meant it had hurt like a son of a bitch.  

 

But it also meant I’d been able to keep it hidden.  

 

“Look,” I said. I held my breath as his eyes focused and then widened.  

 

“You...you had an ‘f’ key tattooed on you?”  

 

“Yes.”  

 

I watched his throat bob, his gaze never leaving the tattoo. “But...I mean, what if 

we...That’s so permanent, it’s--”  

 

Sitting up quickly, I wrapped my arms around Aiden, trapping his lithe heat to mine. I 

kissed the end of his nose.  

 

“Did you know the Latin word for hunger is Fames?”  

 

I nibbled at his jaw. “The word ‘firkytootle’ means to fondle or caress,” I added.  

 

“You made that up.” His voice was shaky.  

 



“Nope, it’s true, I swear it. Funny, fabulous, faithful, fulfilling. Fornicate. So many good ‘f’ 

words and I associate them with you. My favorite is still--”  

 

“Fuck,” he breathed. I laughed hard, shaking us both.  

 

“I was going to say forever, but let’s shower in our shower, in our new apartment, and 

you can try to change my mind.”  

 


