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Bonus Scene – Aiden Bates – Fire And Ice 

POV: Cameron 

Setting: Richie’s apartment after Cam has moved in 

Timing: Christmas morning, around a month after the final chapter of the book  

 

Dim morning light and a spark of excitement woke me up before the alarm, and I reached 

behind me to pat Uno. She’d taken to sleeping in our apartment, intent on taking care of 

Sammy, and crawled into the bed when Richie got up for early morning feedings. But this 

morning my palm didn’t land on fur, but the warm, pert flesh of my fiance’s rump. 

I moaned and rolled over, nuzzled against his back, and let my morning wood press against his 

lower back. He grumbled, but took my arm and pulled it across his chest. He was warm, and it 

was such a treat to find him in bed with me in the morning. I wanted to slip back off to sleep in 

our cuddle, but the buzzing excitement in my chest wouldn’t let me. I fluttered my feet against 

Richie’s, drummed my fingers against his chest, and wriggled my hips until he flipped over and 

glared at me with sleepy eyes. 

“It’s the first time he’s slept through the night and you’re waking me up before the alarm?” He 

growled, but ran his knuckles over my cheeks lovingly. “Why? Why do you want to hurt me like 

this?” 

“It’s Christmas!” I bounced up and straddled him, reached over and threw the blinds open. “And 

it’s snowing.” 

Richie let out a fake sob and covered his face with a pillow until I nuzzled under it and pecked 

his neck with kisses. He slowly turned to press his lips against mine, and ran his hands over my 

thighs. I moaned and wriggled down, rubbing my ass against his morning wood. 

“What time is it?” He moaned, and let the pillow fall from his face.  

“Later than you think.” I grinned and kissed him again. 

He gave me one firm smooch, then pulled back and glanced at the clock. “What? For real?” 

“Mm-hmm, I think I set the alarm wrong…” I grimaced apologetically but was unashamed. 

“Shit. Thanks? But is Sammy okay?” 

He went to get up, but I pushed him back down and jacked up the sound on the baby monitor. 

We were dead silent and listened to the soft breath coming through the speaker, and a broad 

smile spread across Richie’s face. The crankiness in his eyes turned to excitement, and before I 

could brace myself, he flipped me onto my back and ravaged me. 

We made up for days of pent-up tension with hard kisses, ripping pajamas, and firm thrusts. 

We’d learned parenthood meant there was no time for long, languid love-making, and we 

happily settled for two quick handjobs while we made out. RIchie muffled his moans by biting 

my shoulder as he came over my belly, and I stuffed the pillow in my mouth. 

But something must have woken Sammy because his cries came through the baby monitor as 

soon as we’d finished cleaning up. I got up quickly and pushed down on Richie’s shoulder to 

encourage him to stay and finish cleaning up, grabbed my shorts, and skittered down the hall 

with a skip in my step. I was glowing, and it was my son’s first Christmas. I’d never been 

happier.  

Sammy squealed loudly until he spotted me, then settled down into quiet sobs and reached out 

for me. I scooped him up into a gentle bounce and rubbed his back until he settled, then set him 



down on the change table. Richie came up behind me as I was powdering his clean butt, and 

Sammy squealed excitedly when he saw his dad. I moved quickly, but not quite fast enough. 

The pee fountain shot off faster than I expected, and I glared at Richie when I got squirted.  

“He pees when he’s excited!” I slapped his chest, and accepted the cloth he held out to me. 

“He’s excited when he pees.” Richie smirked and tickled Sammy’s tummy.  

I couldn’t help but laugh and kissed both of my beautiful boys. 

“Elf onesie or the Santa fireman Brax made?” I held up the two options for Sammy’s Christmas 

outfits, and Richie pointed at the Santa outfit. I beamed, happy he’d chosen the cutest one. 

Richie took Sammy to feed him breakfast while I showered, then I tagged in and set him down 

on his play mat near the Christmas tree. We eyed off the big presents under the tree, the stack 

bigger than anything I’d ever seen before. Sammy’s uncles had really gone overboard on the 

gifts and I had a feeling they’d be bringing even more over during the day, too. 

Sammy had his eyes on a big gift wrapped in reindeer patterned paper, but I pointed through 

the windows toward the snow, hoping he’d be as excited about the natural wonders as the 

material ones. Sure enough, he gasped and tried to wriggle close to the window. I helped him, 

and he pressed his nose against the glass, taking in the inch of snow turning the balcony white 

and squealing excitedly. 

Richie joined us, and gave me a kiss as he sat down cross-legged beside me. He was beaming 

at me with so much love, I could have melted into the floor. “This is the best Christmas morning 

I’ve ever had.” 

I bit my lip as tears flooded my eyes, and I wiped frantically at them with my shirt sleeves.  

Richie chuckled and brought me into a tight hug, then sat with his arm around my shoulder as 

we watched Sammy gape at the beautiful winter wonderland outside the windows. 

It was the best Christmas morning I’d ever had, too. Huge tree, gifts I was bursting to give 

Richie and Sammy, and a day of feasting and laughing with family to look forward to. I could 

barely believe there were gifts under the tree with my name on them, because what would could 

they possibly be? 

I already had everything I’d ever wanted, and more. 


