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Bonus Chapter – The Family We Make – Aiden Bates 
 
Everything was falling down around him.  

  
Alden knew he was in trouble. He didn’t know how the feds had been tipped off to the 
money laundering, but they’d definitely gotten a tip. They had some smart accountants, 
guys who were too big for their britches by a mile. Some women, too. They could do a 
lot, but it should have taken them decades to sift through and figure out what was going 
on with the Fletchers. 

  
It didn’t. They zeroed right in on activity between the families. No one had said anything 
to him about it, but he could see it as plain as day. He saw it in the looks the agents 
were giving him. He saw it in the way even his own son had just walked away from him. 
He saw it in the way his own lawyers started using words like “deal” and “plea bargain.”  

  
He poured himself a drink. He was an old man, he was entitled.  

  
Damn Solomon anyway. Alden had done right by the boy. He’d done everything for him. 
He’d sent him to the best schools. He’d paid for his education. He’d made damn sure he 
didn’t screw up his future by marrying that hood rat from the Bronx. He’d sponsored him 
for membership in the Hellion Club, and that had gotten him farther than anything Alden 
could have done for him alone. 

  
And how did Solomon show his gratitude? He turned his back on his father. He defied 
his father, by refusing to marry who Alden chose. He went ahead and married that 
dirtbag, even though Alden told him specifically not to.  

  
Okay, so Stuart had some problems. It wasn’t like anyone was perfect. And it wasn’t like 
Sol had been a dream husband, either.  

  
The floor outside his study creaked. He turned. Had the maid come already? It was 
early for her.  

  
The door opened, and a man with olive skin and dark gray hair walked into the room. 
He had the easy confidence of an alpha, but not the right bone structure. He wore an 
expensive suit, and a little grin played around the corners of his mouth. “So,” the man 
said, and sat down in one of the chairs on the opposite side of Alden’s desk. “You’re 
Sol’s father.”  

  
Alden frowned. The guy’s Bronx accent was as thick as London fog. “Who the hell are 
you again?”  

  
“My name’s Jimmy. I’m a friend of Sol’s, and of Alex’s. I’m here to talk about what went 
down with the Fletchers. And, of course, about the money laundering.”  

  



Alden snorted. “What happened with the Fletchers is family business. And there’s no 
money laundering going on here.”  

  
Jimmy’s grin widened. “Come on, Alden. If there’s one thing I know, it’s money 
laundering. And you, my friend, have been washing so much money I can smell the 
detergent on Staten Island. I’m surprised it took the Feds this long to take a look.” He 
looked down at Alden’s glass, and at the bottle. “Let me refill this for you.” He didn’t wait 
for permission, but just refilled it.  

  
Alden figured he had much more pressing issues with Jimmy’s presence than the guy 
refilling his glass. “Are you a cop?”  

  
“I’m not a cop.”  

  
“Are you jealous?”  

  
Jimmy laughed out loud. “No. No, I’m smart enough not to get caught. Now, Alden, let’s 
talk about the Fletchers. I know it was really about the money, but seriously? The guy 
wraps his car around a tree because he can’t even drive in a straight line, but you still 
put your wallet ahead of your grandson?”  

  
“That’s none of your business.” Alden chugged back the whiskey Jimmy had poured for 
him. This guy had a lot of nerve. “You have no idea what it’s like.”  

  
“Actually my son beat his ex-wife to death, Alden. And his own son is going to need 
rehab for years, just to be able to sit up again. And do you know what I did to him? He’s 
at the bottom of the Atlantic. He’s feeding the crabs, Alden, because family comes first. 
And if someone’s endangering your flesh and blood, you get rid of them.”  

  
Alden frowned at Jimmy. “Did you just confess to murder?”  

  
Jimmy shrugged. “Sometimes you have to take steps. My son was an animal. I didn’t 
realize just what an animal he was until it was too late for Pauline, but at least now he 
can’t do it to anyone else.”  

  
“Your own son?” Alden recoiled.  

  
“Spare me the histrionics, Alden. You tried to poison Sol when you met with him last 
week at that alpha club you’re so fond of. At least I made it clean.”  

  
“It would have been clean with Solomon too.” Alden looked away. “It would have just 
looked like a heart attack.”  

  
“I’m sure.” Jimmy smirked. “Now me, I did what I had to do to protect my grandkids. 
You… you tried to kill your son to what, punish him for putting his dick in the wrong 
place? Help me out here, I don’t understand.”  



  
Alden pounded his fist on the desk. “He doesn’t get to defy me!”  

  
“He’s thirty-two, Alden. He gets to be an adult.”  

  
Alden’s chest burned. What had he eaten last? He wasn’t usually prone to heartburn, 
but everyone got it sometimes. He tried to focus on the conversation at hand. “He’s my 
son,” he wheezed. “I’m the head of this family. I’ll decide when he gets to ‘be an adult.’”  

  
“Mmm. Interesting.” He reached over and fussed with Alden’s phone cord. “And you just 
don’t feel any remorse about that at all?”  

  
“I regret that it’s necessary.” Alden rubbed at his aching jaw. “I regret that I turned out 
such a selfish, egotistical brat who couldn’t put the family’s needs above his own.”  

  
“Here’s the thing, Alden.” Jimmy sat back, eyes intent. “He did put the family’s needs 
over his own. The kids are the family’s future. Carsten is the family’s future. Not Stuart, 
and not you. It’s cute that you think you get to dictate otherwise. You and me, we’re the 
old guard. We’re on our way out. Carsten and Maya, though - they’re going to forge a 
new way forward for our family.”  

  
“You’re not part of my family.” Alden tried to curl his lip. His facial muscles weren’t 
cooperating as much as he’d like. Now he was scared. Maybe it wasn’t heartburn after 
all. “You need to call an ambulance.”  

  
“Now why would I do a foolish thing like that, Alden?” Jimmy leaned in. “Like I said. 
We’re on our way out. Some of us sooner than others. I know, Alden, that Lena wouldn’t 
have done a damn thing if she didn’t have some direction. She needed her cut of the 
money you funneled through her, and she was a ruthless broad if I ever saw one, but 
she probably would have been willing to rein Stuart in and make him live within his 
alimony if you’d just backed off and made other plans.”  

  
Alden’s chest was on fire now. He gasped for air, but he couldn’t get enough in. He 
reached for the phone, but Jimmy just moved it out of the way.  

  
“But you - you goaded them against your own family. You sent them to hurt your son, 
and to kill other people. You tried to pretend you were one of us, Alden. And that just 
didn’t work for you.” He stood up and patted Alden on the shoulder.  

  
Pain radiated down Alden’s right side. He groaned. It would have been a scream, but he 
couldn’t get the breath. 

  
“You feel that? It’s what you wanted to put your only son through. Enjoy it. Relish it. 
Carry it with you into Hell, Alden. And save me a seat when you get there.”  

  



Jimmy left the room. Alden collapsed back into his chair. He tried to call for help, but no 
one heard him.  

  
The darkness closed in only a few moments later. 
 


