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Deleted Scene – Hellion’s Law – Aiden Bates 
 
**Author’s note: The following is a deleted scene between Sebastian and his fathers. It 
takes place during the last chapter, after his fathers have returned from their summer 
home in Maine and before the wedding itself. ** 

  
Sebastian hadn’t expected his fathers to be enthusiastic about his wedding to Noah. 
That was why he hadn’t told them about it until Grady went and told him he had to do 
more than just get together at the Justice of the Peace and sign a peace of paper. 
Sebastian was an old-fashioned kind of guy, but his fathers were the kind of men who 
still weren’t sure the colonists had been right to rebel from England and not because 
they weren’t fans of the current administration, either.  

  
So when he got a formal note - delivered by a courier, because text messaging was so 
gauche - politely inviting Sebastian to join them alone for drinks at the Rose Bar in the 
Gramercy Park Hotel, he knew it wasn’t because he was going to be congratulated for 
his good life choices.  

  
He went anyway, because he was a good son and he could always leave if he needed 
to. His parents wouldn’t cause a scene in public, no matter what.  

  
His fathers stood out, of course, like sore thumbs. They probably wore suits even on 
vacation. Sebastian was stylish, and he liked to dress well. Milton and Fernand Banks 
wore suits because anything less would be inappropriate. Their suits were always black 
or dark blue, or light gray for special occasions. Their shirts were always white or blue. 
Their ties were always red.  

  
Noah would have said it was probably easier to not think about what to wear in the 
morning. Noah didn’t get it. Milton and Fernand agonized about what to wear, every 
morning, and still wore the same thing.  

  
Sebastian headed over to their table. A server appeared instantly with three beverages. 
Sebastian didn’t have to ask to know what they were. They were Manhattans. They 
were always Manhattans. He gave his fathers a polite smile, even though his stomach 
was already in knots. “Dad. Dad. How was your trip in?”  

  
“Dreadful.” Fernand sniffed. “Would you believe they don’t have a first class cabin on 
the flight from Bangor to New York? It was positively barbaric.” He wrinkled his nose. “I 
had to sit next to this, this person, I don’t even know what their gender was. They had 
purple hair and were reading a romance novel.”  

  
Sebastian thought about the collection of romance novels on his e-reader. Thank God, 
or whoever, for e-books. In the bad old days, he’d had to hide his books under the 
mattress and hope the housekeeper didn’t rat him out. “I see. That must have been 
terrifying for you.” He sipped from his drink.  

  



“Not as horrifying as having a policeman for a son-in-law.” Milton glowered at Sebastian 
from under his eyebrows. “What in God’s name are you thinking? I had my attorney do 
some investigating. He’s a policeman, the only son of a single omega who never did get 
married. He grew up in Queens, for God’s sake. Queens, Sebastian. It’s a whole 
different planet.”  

  
“It does feel like another planet sometimes.” Sebastian kept a straight face while his 
parents spoke. “I’ll be honest, I wasn’t exactly planning on crossing the bridge into 
Queens looking for a husband, but I found one. That’s just what happened. And there’s 
a baby on the way, so it’s happening no matter what.”  

  
Fernand covered his mouth with one hand and turned his head away. Milton wrapped 
his arm around Fernand and shielded him. “Now see what you’ve done? You’ve upset 
your father. You know better than to go around making children out of wedlock.”  

  
Sebastian rolled his eyes. “Condoms fail sometimes, Dad. It’s a basic fact of life. We 
didn’t go looking for this to happen, but we’re doing the right thing - for us - and we’re 
going to be happy with the life we’ve chosen.”  

  
“I don’t think any marriage that’s begun so backwards as this can be happy.” Fernand 
recoiled and reached for his glass. “You’re starting this child off in life completely without 
principals or morals. What kind of example are you setting?”  

  
“We’re setting a loving example, Dad. And we’re happy with it.” Sebastian sipped from 
his drink. He refused to drink too fast or too much. He didn’t want to lose control and 
embarrass himself again. Maybe he could call Scott down, though, and see if he had 
time to do a little more family counseling?  

  
“The boy doesn’t even have a family.” Milton scowled. “It’s nice that he’s found a place 
for himself but really, Sebastian, his place isn’t with people like us. His place is with his 
own kind. In Queens. With other bastards.”  

  
Sebastian twitched. “Actually, his father was a Hellion.”  

  
“Oh even better.” Fernand recoiled. “I suppose you’re going to tell me it was some kind 
of secret clandestine romance, where the father was trapped in a loveless marriage and 
had to stay secret?”  

  
“The father was Alden Delaney. Dad, you knew him. He was a greedy bastard who was 
about to go down for money laundering and worse when he had a heart attack. He 
knew about Noah, but he never once acknowledged him. Not once. It was only after I 
got involved with Noah and asked questions that his parentage became clear.  

  
“So now he’s got money of his own. I introduced him to his brother, who gave him half 
of the Delaney estate. He has money of his own and he chooses to serve as a 
policeman because it’s important to him. You don’t have to support it, and I’m still not 



sure how I feel about it, but it’s part of who he is and I love him, so it’s not changing.”  
  

“Ugh. How tawdry.” Milton drained his glass. “We’ll pay for everything and give him thirty 
million dollars if you call off the wedding.”  

  
“He saved my life.”  

  
Milton and Fernand both choked. “Excuse me?” the latter gasped, when he’d recovered. 
He washed the news down with more of his Manhattan.  

  
“We met because he was investigating a serial killer who was targeting the Hellion 
Club.” Sebastian refused to acknowledge the little shiver of panic that ran through him. 
“The serial killer attacked me, personally. Noah is the one who kept me safe afterward. 
And Noah’s the one who took that son of a bitch down. I know Copeland would have 
come back for me. He more or less told me he would come back for me. If it weren’t for 
Noah I wouldn’t be here today. So you can turn your nose up at a guy from Queens 
whose father wouldn’t acknowledge him all you want.  

  
“But I love him, he saved my life, he saved the Hellion Club, and damn it I refuse to be 
the kind of man Alden Delaney was.” Sebastian didn’t raise his voice. He kept it pitched 
very low, so it didn’t attract the attention of anyone who wasn’t seated nearby. Both of 
his parents were riveted, though, and that was all he wanted.  

  
They stared at him for a long moment, terror and horror mixing in their eyes. Finally, 
Fernand looked down. “Hm. Well, Alden always was a vile, uncouth man.”  

  
“He was a pig.” Milton’s lip curled. “He probably did your Noah a favor, not being there 
for him growing up.”  

  
Sebastian had thought much the same thing, but he didn’t say it. Instead, he just forced 
a grim smile and took another sip from his drink.  

  
The next time the senior Banks’ saw Noah, Fernand walked up and gave his future son-
in-law a big hug. Milton would never be so effusive - an alpha couldn’t show so much 
affection in public, it just wasn’t done. He did shake Noah’s hand, and thanked him for 
keeping Sebastian “out of trouble,” and asked some detailed questions about the 
investigation and the difficulties of working a serial homicide like this.  

  
Scott approached Sebastian, a little grin on his face. “So that’s different,” he said, tilting 
his head to the side. “Did you see that one coming?”  

  
“Not at all. But I’ll take it.” Sebastian chuckled to himself. “I’ll take it.” 


