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Bonus Epilogue – Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – His Dark Savior 
 

Timing: 1 year+ after the end of book 1 
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Bonus Chapter 2 

Silver 

“We’re going to get caught—” 

“Only if you don’t shut up,” Bram murmured roughly, kissing me more in an attempt to 

stop my words. He was very persuasive, I had to say. We were hidden in one of the remodeled 

stalls in the barn we were about to be married in, and Bram had dragged me in there for a 

quickie. 

…well, more accurately, I dragged Bram in there, but who was counting. 

I fumbled with the buttons of his slacks, desperate to get my hands on him. It had been 

almost eighteen months since he’d become my bodyguard and it was insane to think about 

how much my life had changed. I’d always known we were going to get married, it was just a 

matter of when, and the time had finally come. In a few hours, I would be calling him my 

husband. It was a terrifying and thrilling thought. He finally, legally, belonged to me, just as I 

belonged to him. 

His tongue slid against mine, the movements familiar and hypnotizing in a way I would 

never be able to explain. We’d come to know each other intimately, and I knew everything that 

he liked as well as he knew what I liked. I’d never thought that I would have known someone so 

well and it was always a rush to be reminded of the fact. “I love you,” I murmured against his 

lips, caught up in the rush of emotions that was trying to clock me over the head. I was going to 

be married soon, married to Bram, and this was our last fuck as fiancés. 

“I love you too.” Bram’s words were as soft as mine before he turned me around and 

dropped to his knees, making me let out a disappointed his. I’d wanted to blow him, but 

apparently he had other ideas. Then he was yanking down my slacks and parting my cheeks and 

licking a stripe up my crack and I forgot all about blowjobs, biting back a moan by the barest 



hint of luck. I bit down on the meaty part of my palm as he licked and sucked at my hole, 

apparently determined to drive me absolutely fucking insane until I was shouting loud enough 

the entire barn could hear us. 

Not that I was convinced they couldn’t hear us at the moment, because the soft slurps 

and sucking noises Bram was making echoed loudly in my ears, as did my stifled whimpers, but I 

trusted him. “God, Bram,” I hissed, the words muffled around my palm. I was pretty sure he got 

the idea, because he stood, kissing the back of my neck before a lubed finger slid inside me. I 

moaned, startled, loud enough that it earned me a hand clamped over my mouth. 

I thought about biting him but decided against it when he added a second finger. His 

hand muffled my second moan, but barely, because holy fuck, he was good at that. 

“You and quiet never have gotten along,” Bram hummed against the crook of my neck, 

pressing gentle little kisses as he continued fingering me. “When I fuck you, will you scream? 

Announce what we’re doing to everyone in the building? Then we’ll have to go walk down the 

aisle, up to the alter, and everyone will know what we just did.” 

His sultry voice was making my cock throb, and the picture he painted was making it 

even worse. I was close to coming and he hadn’t even gotten inside me. I’d always been a 

sucker for dirty talk, and Bram was a master at it. I whimpered, arching my hips into his rhythm, 

wanting and needing him more than I would ever be able to put into words. 

A third finger slid inside me and I closed my eyes, wordlessly begging for more. I wanted 

his dick, nothing was a good substitute, and I needed it now. Yet he didn’t give it to me, instead 

fingering me slowly, torturously. I wanted to whine, but I knew if I would, someone walking by 

could hear, and then everyone would know. 

The head of his cock nudged at my entrance and I opened my eyes, surprised I’d zoned 

out enough to not even notice him removing his fingers. I did whine with disappointment when 

I felt the latex against my entrance, no matter how lube-slick it was. 

“They’ll know what we were up to if there’s come on our slacks, love,” Bram said, his 

words clearly humoring me. “That said…don’t come. At all. If you don’t, I’ll take care of you 

once I’m done.” 



I wanted to turn back and glare at him because Excuse Me, but instead my cock 

throbbed and threatened to spill again because apparently I was a kinky fucker and liked when 

my fiancé got all bossy. Because let’s be real, it was hot. Bram was hot in general and this just 

turned it up about a hundred degrees. 

He entered me in one slow, tortuous thrust, and I tried my best not to squirm but I 

failed, because Jesus, how was anyone supposed to stay still for that? Inch by inch he sank 

inside me, his heavy panting the only background noise besides my low groans, and how the 

fuck was I supposed to not come when I’d been on the edge since before he’d even gotten 

inside me? If he pegged my prostate, like he loved to do, I was fucking done for, that was that, 

no encore involved. 

Before he was fully inside me, he pulled out and thrust back in again and this drew a 

loud groan from me that I couldn’t bite back. I regretted it the moment the sound left my lips, 

but really, there was only so much I could do while being fucked like this. Like he was taking 

every second we had together and using it to torture me as much as he could, drawing as much 

pleasure out of my body until I completely lost my mind. 

He nipped at my earlobe, then licked it. “So much for staying quiet.” 

“If you’d just fuck me and stop playing around,” I retorted, pushing my hips into him and 

making him enter me a bit more. 

Bram chuckled, then turned my head so he could kiss me just before he started a 

punishing pace. Most of my moans were absorbed by him, but I was certain some escaped 

because I really was a sucker to being fucked by my handsome fiancé, because I would have 

been dumb to be otherwise. Being a rock star had nothing on the feeling of him opening my 

body and taking all of me, or to the feeling of his cum sliding down my thighs after we were 

done. Sure, a thousand screaming fans were awesome. Bram was more than that. 

I writhed and moaned and groaned and cried as he fucked me, doing everything I could 

to stave off my orgasm. It wasn’t until his panting slowed that I realized he’d come, and I’d 

somehow achieved what I had planned to, what he’d asked—I hadn’t come yet. I was painfully 

hard, felt like I would go off if someone even breathed on my cock, but I’d done it. Thank fuck. 



Bram pulled out, pulling off the condom, tying it, and tossing it somewhere. “Now, your 

reward,” he said in that far-too-husky voice of his as he turned me around, fell to his knees, and 

sucked my cock down his throat. This time my knees almost gave out and I was loud as hell. 

Dignity was a lost concept, and so what if the wedding guests knew what we’d been up to, 

could they blame me for not being able to resist him? 

Seconds later I was shooting down his throat and he licked every drop of cum that I’d 

spilled, making sure none escaped his mouth and got on my slacks. By the time he’d pulled off I 

was the one panting so loudly it could be heard probably everywhere. Not that I cared, because 

no one cared when their brain had just been sucked through their dick. When I looked down at 

my husband-to-be, he was giving me that smug grin of his that I loved so very much. I loved all 

of him, even the annoying bits that occasionally made me want to smother him in his sleep, and 

I knew he loved me the same way. 

“Oh, Bram and Silver?” Monty’s voice was loud and conspicuous. “Haven’t seen them, 

I’m afraid. Maybe Liam has.” A pause as whoever he was talking to said something, and Monty 

laughed. “I’ll keep an eye out.” Then there was the sound of footsteps fading and I glanced at 

Bram and he glanced at me. “Are you two done yet?” Monty hissed loudly. “Everyone’s looking 

for the grooms because the wedding was supposed to start ten minutes ago.” 

Whoops. 

“Give us five,” Bram said lazily. “Tell them you saw us running back to the house for 

something.” 

“Just make sure it’s all covered, Abraham. No one wants to be scarred for life with that 

naked ass of yours.” There was some noise as Monty apparently headed off, and when I looked 

at Bram, his eyes were narrowed at the door. 

“Your ass is perfect,” I assured him before he could say anything. 

He snorted, distracted from whatever mood he’d been in, and he smiled at me. “I love 

your ass, too.” He leaned in and kissed me, then together we got our clothes sorted. Somehow 

we’d managed to not ruffle much, and even my hair was fixable because for some reason Bram 

had carried a mirror in his pocket. Knowing him, he’d probably planned on this happening at 

least once during the wedding or the reception. I grinned at the thought. “Ready to go get 



married?” I kissed him, my body going warm and tingling all over. Soon, so soon, I would be his 

and the whole world would know it. 

“I’ve been waiting years to marry you, Sam Stone.” He leaned in and kissed me deeper 

than I had, leaving me dizzy and clinging to his shoulders but almost delirious with pleasure. 

“I do,” I said with a fuzzy head, making him laugh again. 

“You’ll get to say that again soon.” He winked at me, pushing open the stall door and 

staying at my side. “Let’s go get married.” 

“I love you, fiancé.” 

Bram’s gaze softened in that smile I loved so much. “I love you too, fiancé. Let’s go 

change that.” 

Hand in hand, as cheesy as it was, we walked to our future. It was going to be a hell of a 

ride. 


