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Bonus Scene – Aiden Bates – Rise And Fall 

 

 

Slice of Life 

Timing: ~3 months after end of Book 5, Summer 

Setting: Vanguard Tower, Owen’s apartment 

 

POV: Howie 

 

“Mm, weekend snuggles…” I reached across the bed and found nothing but an armful of sheets. 

I sat up with a start and squinted around the small bedroom. Something wasn’t right. Owen and 

I always had Saturdays off and we spent the mornings snuggling and smooching, then took 

breakfast in bed before we headed to the Rivera LGBTQI+ Center for our volunteer shifts. This 

was the first Saturday in the two months I’d been living at the Vanguard Tower and woken up 

without Owen’s freckled arms wrapped around me. 

I threw back the sheets and padded out to the living area. We’d redecorated when I’d moved in, 

and I found Owen sitting on the soft rug at the base of my leather couch, with the cutest baby in 

the world. Sammy spotted me first and squealed excitedly. He clapped and pointed at me, and 

Owen beamed when he saw me walking in. 

“Good morning, sleepyhead!” Owen had hearts in his sleepy eyes. 

I clapped and beamed at Sammy, mirroring him. “Saturday with Sammy! How could I forget? 

Sorry I slept in so late, guys.” 

It was barely eight o’clock but our babysitting gig was meant to start at six, when Richie and 

Cam headed into the fire station for their shifts. Owen must have woken up early and collected 

Sammy. 

I leaned down to smooch the bub, then kissed Owen good morning. My man looked gorgeous in 

his summer pajamas—a soft cotton tank top and matching shorts in a rusty orange color. They 

made his hair and freckles glow, even in the dim morning light with the blinds drawn. 

He smoothed a hand over my stubbled cheek. “Coffee? Big coffee. Please.” 

“Of course. You haven’t had any?” I made my way to the kitchen and grabbed our favorite mugs 

out of his crowded crockery cabinet. 

“I couldn’t figure out how to turn off the timer on your vintage machine.” There was a cheekiness 

in his voice. 

Sammy giggled like he got the joke. 

I chuckled and poured us two freshly brewed cups, added extra creamer to Owen’s, and sat 

down beside him and Sammy. The baby held up his plastic rings to me, but pulled them back to 

his chest when I went to take them. 

“What should we do today?” I slung my arm over Owen’s shoulders and watched as Sammy 

slobbered all over his toy. 

It was our first full day with the baby and I couldn’t help imagining it as a kind of trial, to see how 

well we’d do as parents. I was secretly yearning to start a family with Owen—it would probably 

be years before I was really ready to adopt or foster with him, but the thought gave me a thrill. 



“Hm, we could go to the park?” Owen took a gulp of coffee and moaned. “Or the pool? Or the 

zoo…”   

Sammy squealed loudly and thumped his play mat with his hands excitedly.  

“The zoo it is!” I laughed and Owen raised his mug in agreement. 

 

It was hot and muggy and well into the morning by the time we got to the zoo, and Owen 

insisted we stop at the gift shop before going in. I couldn’t handle the cuteness when he and 

Sammy came out wearing matching hats and sunglasses. Owen’s dimples were extra deep 

when he grinned smugly, and Sammy’s smile was bigger than ever. I laughed and kissed their 

cheeks over and over until we got weird looks from the staff, and quickly hurried on. 

We wiggled Sammy into his carrier strapped to Owen’s chest, then headed straight for the 

giraffes.  

“Ready to blow this kid’s mind?” Owen chuckled as we turned the corner and caught a glimpse 

of a long spotted neck in the distance. 

Sammy chatted away as we walked through the crowd, but fell quiet as we approached the 

giraffe enclosure. Two of them were sitting down and chomping on hay, and he looked from 

them to us like this was some kind of magic he couldn’t understand. 

“What do you think of the giraffes?” I asked, tucking some of his stray curls into his hat. 

Sammy gurgled a non-committed answer, and then they started to stand up… His jaw dropped, 

his eyes widened, his hands curled in loose fists—he was transfixed. 

We got the same reaction to the elephants, the pandas, and even the reptiles. By lunchtime, he 

had the look of someone who had seen too much… We set him in a high chair at the cafe, and 

he blinked up at us with a stunned, gentle frown. 

“His mind is officially blown, right?” Owen grinned at me victoriously, and offered Sammy some 

food. 

“We’ve successfully expanded his consciousness.” My heart flipped as I watched Owen feed the 

baby. He was such a natural. 

Sammy zonked out in the car on the way home, and we got him settled in his cot back at the 

apartment. Owen sat heavily into a deep chair with a sigh, and I perched on the arm as I 

watched over the baby. 

Owen took off his hat and set it on the coffee table beside Sammy’s with an exhausted groan. 

“Today was really fun.” 

“Think you’d ever want to do it full time?” I asked bravely, and very quietly. 

“Yeah.” Owen replied immediately. 

I did a double-take, sure he’d misheard me.  

But he smirked at me and pulled me onto his lap. “This was a trial run, right?” 

I raised my eyebrows and feigned innocence, but he saw right through me. He brought me 

down for a kiss and ran his fingers through my hair. 

“I want to do it all with you, Howie. Living together, raising kids, growing old together. All of it.” 

He pinned me with his green eyes and spoke right to my heart. “Until then, let’s keep this kid’s 

mind wide open.” 

 

 

 



 

 


