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Bonus Scene– Aiden Bates & Ali Lyda – Joker 

 

Joker 

“Do we need anything else?” Heath asked, peering curiously into the cart. 

We were picking up the last of the last-minute needs for the Halloween 

event at the hospital—ingredients for punch, some fake blood for Blade’s 

costume, a bunch of snacks, and some miscellaneous decorations Heath 

couldn’t resist. 

“I don’t think so,” I said, peering at the list. I glanced back at Heath—he had 

one foot on the cart and one on the ground, pushing it like a skateboard. I 

grinned. Usually seeing him do something like that—cute, funny, a little 

childish—would’ve made me ache with how much it reminded me of 

Parker. But after telling him and my brothers-in-arms about Parker, I found 

it didn’t hurt so bad. Instead, it felt nice, like Parker was still with me, in a 

way. And I knew he’d be happy to see me a little happier, too. 

I wandered into the grocery store aisle full of kitchen tools and office 

supplies, just to see if we needed anything else goofy and Halloween-

themed for the event. 

“Oh, look at this,” Heath said with a grin. “This is a good idea.” 

On the bottom shelf, there was a boxed-up toaster for sale—it had AS 

SEEN ON TV on it in big red letters. I leaned down and picked it up. 

“See?” Heath said with a grin. “Look, the toast pops up slowly.” 

I thought immediately of Brennan, how he eyed the toaster, anxiously 

awaiting it to pop up. And even when he was waiting for it, it still scared 

him, so badly he nearly jumped out of his skin. 

Maybe it was stupid, but if he didn’t like it, I could just return it. So I put the 

toaster in the cart, and swung my arm around Heath’s shoulder with a grin. 

“Good find,” I said. “I know someone who’s really going to like it.” 

Heath grinned as he turned the cart and led us toward the checkout. 

When we arrived back at the clubhouse, I hurried upstairs and stashed the 

toaster in my closet, right next to the carving I’d finished the day before. I 

rubbed my hand over my head as I peered at the two gifts. 



Was this too much? Was I being weird, getting gifts for no reason? Well—

not no reason. I wanted to show him how much I appreciated what he’d 

done for the kids, and for me. 

I took a deep breath, and let the anxiety pass. Brennan had showed me 

over and over again that he accepted me. Something as silly as a carving 

and a toaster wasn’t going to scare him away. 

“Hey!” Brennan’s warm voice called as he came up the stairs. “Heath let 

me in. Can I come in?” 

I quickly closed the door to my closet, then opened my bedroom door. 

Brennan was standing there, looking almost unbearably handsome in his 

tight Henley and jeans. He smiled at me, then tugged me in for a brief kiss. 

“Hi,” he said against my lips. “How’d the shopping go?” 

“Good,” I said with a grin. “Got everything we needed, and then some.” 

“Oh yeah?” Brennan asked. “Any surprises?” 

I bit my lower lip. “Maybe. You’ll find out later.” 

“Oh, sneaky,” Brennan said with a grin. “Come on, let’s get our costumes 

on, I’m excited.” 

“Me too,” I said, pulling him in for another kiss. For the Halloween party, 

sure—and for a lot of other parts of our future, too. 

 


