
 

This is the bonus content for Rebel, it won’t make sense unless you have read the 

book. If you would like to get a copy of the book click here.   
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Bonus Chapter – Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – Rebel 

Takes place during events of the book 

“You look comfortable.” I closed the door to the motel room behind me and dropped our takeout dinner 

on the table. 

Rebel was lying on the bed with a beer leaning precariously against his hip. The television droned quietly 

from its place on the dresser. Yesterday, I’d told him the truth of my past, and the things I’d had to do to 

survive before I joined Hell’s Ankhor. And somehow, by some miracle, he was still here. He hadn’t called 

his police buddies to turn me in, nor treated me like some sort of pariah. Instead there was a fragile new 

warmth between us, an intimacy to which I was quickly becoming addicted. 

As if to demonstrate both his comfort and his healing progress of the gash across his abs, Rebel grinned 

at me and stretched luxuriously, reaching his arms overhead and curling his bare toes against the sheets. 

“I am.” 

Food could wait. I was hungrier for the warmth of his body pressed against mine. I grabbed a beer from 

the sixer on the table. “Scoot over.” 

It wasn’t exactly easy to fit two grown me on a single motel bed, but we made it work. Rebel grabbed his 

beer and wiggled over so he was nearly pressed against the wall, opening a space for me to flop down 

next to him. 

“What’s on?” I cracked my beer and casually slung an arm around Rebel, propping him up slightly and 

giving him space to lean into my body if he wanted to. 

“No idea,” he said. “Not really watching.” 

“Looked like you were.” I snatched the remote off his belly. The commercial on television ended. I 

blinked at the screen. “Is this the Hallmark channel?” 

“I don’t know.” Rebel’s face flushed. 

“It totally is. You’re watching the Hallmark channel.” 

He took a sip of his beer. The expression on his face was dangerously close to a pout. “This place has 

intense cable. All sorts of channels. I don’t even have a television in my room at the Viper clubhouse. 

And you know what we watch at the police station? COPS. Why do police officers want to watch COPS? 

Don’t blame me for wanting something a little different.” 

“No judgment here,” I said, but I couldn’t suppress a chuckle. “Just surprised.” The program began 

again. “Wait, shit is this Murder, She Wrote?” 

Rebel gaped at me. “You’re not seriously making fun of me for watching Hallmark and then admitting 

you love Murder, She Wrote.” 

“This show surpasses whatever network it’s on. It’s a masterpiece. Oh, and it’s one of the later seasons. 

Fuck yeah. Turn it up.” 

“Coop.” 



“What?” 

Rebel tilted his head up from where it was resting on my shoulder. His hazel eyes caught the dim motel 

lights. The way he carried himself in his day-to-day life—stoically and seriously, with a threatening edge, 

sometimes distracted me from the simple fact that he was gorgeous. Especially like this, with his sandy 

brown hair falling into his eyes, a slight flush in his cheeks from the alcohol, and his lips reddened and 

bitten from the night before. “You’re distracting me from the episode.” 

“Oh, am I?” It took only the barest motion to close the distance between us and kiss him lightly, almost 

chastely, on the lips. 

“Can’t wait until the commercial?” 

I laughed, then snatched our beer and set them aside. Then I rolled atop him, mindful of his injury, and 

kissed him deeply, properly, chasing the taste of cheap beer on his tongue. “I can’t. Any complaints?” 

Rebel smiled against the kiss and wound his fingers through my hair. “No,” he murmured. “No 

complaints here.” 

 


