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Bonus Deleted Scene – Aiden Bates – Lost And Found 

 

Scene: Eli and Wyatt help get Scrabble, the bobcat kitten, down from a tree. 

Timing: Within chapter 13, on their way out on the woods, right after Eli tells Wyatt he’d never 

cheat on him. 

I left this out of the final book to keep the pace moving as the guys got closer to rescue, but it’s 

too cute not to include somewhere! 

 

Wyatt’s POV 

Uno barked and I spun to find her at the base of a dead tree at the far end of the field. She 

looked up into the branches where something was crashing about in the canopy. 

Eli squinted at the tree. “Is that…?” 

“Is Scrabble climbing that tree?” I groaned and rubbed the back of my skull with my knuckles. I 

didn’t want to execute a rescue. While bobcats were excellent climbers, Scrabble was jumping 

between particularly thin and dry parts of the tree’s skeleton, way too high for him to land safely. 

We walked quickly to Uno who was barking at the kitten, and Eli quieted her with pats and 

reassurance that we’d get her friend down safe. 

I assessed the climb. There was plenty of big, stable branches but the lowest of them was way 

out of reach. 

“What do you think?” Eli stood up beside me and gazed toward the tree. 

“We should wait to see if he comes down.” I bit the side of my thumb and  

“Is that…likely to happen?” 

“Absolutely not. Very unlikely. He’s probably up there for a reason. Maybe he smelled danger. 

Or maybe he was bored. Either way, he has no reason to come down.”  

“And we’re out of jerky.” Eli sighed and ran his hands over his face. “Scrabble…we don’t have 

time for this.” 

“Shit.” I knew he was right. We were running out of time to get ourselves on a decent trail, if we 

had any hope of being found before nightfall.  

Eli cracked his knuckles and his neck. “Okay, here’s the plan. You ever climb trees as a kid?” 

“Of course. But I’m a lot more clumsy now.” I grimaced apologetically, already predicting how 

badly this was going to go. “If anyone should be up there, it should be you.” 

I stared at the muscles of his neck and shoulders that were showing, and remembered the 

definition of his back in the lantern light. 

“Yeah sure, but you think you can lift me to that lowest branch?” He raised an eyebrow, then 

slapped my ass and walked closer to the tree without waiting for an answer. 

I grumbled quietly to myself about needing to work out more as I joined him where the strongest 

lower branch bent down just slightly above our heads. It was still way high up there, though. 

“Okay.” Eli clapped his hands once. 

Suddenly, he was right behind me and pressed his whole body against mine. I almost fell 

forward, but he grabbed my waist and held me tight. My heart stuttered and before I knew what 

was happening, I was airborne. Eli lifted me up, and I did my part by reaching up for the branch 

above us. 



But the firm grip around my sides was so distracting. Damn, he felt so good. Just a moment 

ago, he’d sworn out of nowhere that he’d never cheat on me. But to cheat, you needed to be in 

a relationship... 

I couldn’t let myself fantasize about that, not now, not when the branch was so close to my grip. 

My fingertips skated over the bark, and Scrabble mewed from high up like he was cheering me 

on. But my muscles couldn’t stretch any further. 

“I can’t reach.” I strained, but it wasn’t going to happen. 

“Okay, plan B.” 

Eli set me down and we stood side by side with our hands on our hips, looking up at the 

branches. 

“What’s plan B?” I chewed the side of my thumb and hoped that it involved him touching me 

more. 

Plan B involved Eli hoisting me up again, but this time on his shoulders. I fell onto him with my 

crotch squarely against his face, and I burst out laughing, until Eli tried to say something and the 

mumble sent an arousing surge through my crotch. I started to get hard, so I wriggled down to 

the ground before I got carried away. Climbing his body was certainly easier than climbing the 

tree. 

Plan C was to step into his hand and have him hoist me up like a cheerleader. I fell flat against 

Eli, knocked him to the ground, and landed right on top of his hard, muscled body. Again, 

arousal rushed through me, even while I had the air knocked out of me. 

He was laughing with his eyes shut, but I felt his cock press against mine, both a little hard. I 

squirmed a little and moaned in his ear, wondering just how far I could push it, when he grabbed 

my ass and squeezed it tight. He kissed me and I started to rub myself up against him, like a 

throwback to our first night in the tent. 

Scrabble yowled, Uno barked, and we both sighed. 

“Now’s not the time, I guess.” I cleared my throat and hauled myself up, then offered him a 

hand. 

He took it and stood, and we looked up at the unclimbable tree. 

“What plan are we up to?” I counted out the alphabet on my fingers. “Plan D?” 

“Plan D is… You stand on my shoulders, and you don’t fall on my face or on my dick this time.” 

He smirked, and looked up at the cat so he missed my theatrical gasp of mock-offense. 

“No promises. But let’s try it.” I clapped my hands like a cheer captain. 

Plan E worked. Eli crouched down, I tentatively balanced one foot and then the other on his 

shoulders, he held my ankles, and we slowly raised up together. It was like magic. But as we 

got higher, I had a sinking feeling that this still wouldn’t be enough height to reach the branch. 

“You can do it!” Eli cried as he came to his full height. 

Like magic, the branch reached down toward me. I gasped and grabbed at it, unable to 

comprehend what was happening, but unwilling to let the opportunity go to waste. 

“I got it!” I cried. 

“Can you pull yourself up?” Eli squeezed my ankles tight in encouragement. 

“God, I hope so.” I grit my teeth, tightened my grip, and pulled as hard as I could. Again, as 

though by magic, I managed to heave myself up onto the branch and lay down on my belly as I 

caught my breath and tried to calm down. 



A soft mew came from nearby and I shot my head up to see Scrabble standing on the far end of 

the branch where it joined the trunk of the tree, scratching at the bark. 

“Oh my god. He’s right there. Scrabble! Come here.” I reached out and made kissy-noises in 

foolish hope that a bobcat kitten would respond like a house cat. 

Instead, he pricked his ears, widened his eyes, hissed, and dashed straight up the tree. 

I groaned in defeat and lowered my head to the branch. It was going to be a long day. 

 

 


