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We are born with our father’s names...

THE FINLAY MEN HAVE trouble in love and in life. 

Will is juggling two women and losing his balance, while trying to get himself out of legal trouble. 

Paul is fending off his mother’s attempts to take over the company. 

And Tommy might just be flirting with addiction again. 

They’re all caught in the middle of a scheme that threatens to take them all down and bring their billion-dollar business down with them. 

Both Rita and Angela—standing at opposite ends of the problem—have had enough. And now, they’re going to do something about it. 
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Will 
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WHAT THE HELL WAS GOING on? 

Last week, I was on top of the world. Or, at least, at the top of my game. The woman I had been dating for a month might have just broken up with me, but I had my business, my good name, and I had even found a woman who had piqued my interest. 

But last Saturday night, I had been caught with a prostitute, and that was when the first stones in the castle that was my life began to crumble. Worse yet, I had no memory of it. My arrest had been followed by a cascade of consequences, each worse than the last. Angela had somehow caught me with the prostitute, though I didn’t know how or why she had shown up outside of our offices just when she did. The woman had sworn at me before declaring that we were done, although I believed I might have won her back, or started to, until I had screwed up yet again and pushed her from my life entirely. And all of that had happened before my ex-wife had marched into our company headquarters with an army of investors, hell-bent on taking over the company I had spent my adult life building. 

I had gone to my lawyer immediately, a bombshell of a ball-buster named Carmela Dietz. We had worked late on my case over dinner, both against the charge of soliciting a prostitute and my suspicions that someone, namely my ex-wife, had set me up. But sparks had flown as we poured wine, and though I didn’t know whether it was real or simply the mess my life had become, I hadn’t cared. After a make-out session that had us both hot and bothered, I invited Carmela back to my place for a nightcap and, hopefully, something more. 

Except Angela, who I thought had sworn off me, had appeared. Knowing Carmela was on her way and would be at my place any moment, I tried to hurry Angela out. She told me she was here to cheer me up, that she had heard things were rough, and she had decided to give me another shot. And then she had dropped her coat to reveal she had come dressed in only that, heels, and lingerie. 

For a long moment, I could only stare at the woman in front of me, her incredible curves covered in what looked like Italian lace, black and green to set off the green of her eyes and the black, curling mass of her hair. It was long enough to be a mistake because before I could rush Angela out, Carmela had knocked on the door. 

The problem wasn’t just that I had two women in my apartment, nor that one of them was here with lingerie while the other was here for a fun night. It was also that these two women were enemies borne of a deep rift. At one point, they had owned a law firm together. But something had happened, I didn’t even know what, and now they couldn’t even hear the other’s name without some explosion of rage. 

And now both women were in my apartment. 

“Carmela?” I could hear the anger rising in Angela’s question as she stared at the door, her eyes narrowing into a furious glare. 

“Angela?” Though Carmela was still on the other side of the door, I could hear the loaded question in my lawyer's single, explosive word. 

Angela’s gaze slid to me, her eyes lit with a kind of rage I hadn’t seen before. 

“What the hell is she doing here?” she hissed, her jaw clenched so tightly I could see the veins in her neck stand out. 

“She’s my lawyer. We’re going over my case,” I snapped, my anger rising. “You refused to represent me. Remember? I had to find someone.” 

How the hell were both women here at the same time? I hadn’t thought I would see Angela again, not after yesterday morning when I had mistakenly tricked them into meeting, hoping they could find a way to put their differences aside to represent me. It had also been an attempt to get back in Angela’s good graces by finding a way to bring a woman who had once been her good friend back into her life—if anyone could charm two enemies into becoming friends again, I knew it was me. 

Except I had underestimated their hatred for one another, and they had stormed away before I could say anything. I had been optimistic that would be the last time I would see Angela, despite my budding attraction to her. So, in need of comfort and companionship, I had given in to my interest in Carmela. 

But now, here I was, caught again in a bad situation. 

What the hell was up with that? I had spent my life skating by, knowing my charm and intelligence, and later money, could get me out of anything. Before now, the worst thing I had to get out of was a young woman’s bed whose boyfriend had just come home.

But since I had dated Angela’s daughter Rita, however briefly and innocently, all I could seem to do was get into trouble. 

“Will, open up! What the hell is going on?” Carmela’s knock had become pounding. 

“Is this another one of your schemes to try to get us work out our differences?” Angela turned on me, her face bright with color. 

“Will?” More pounding on the door spurred me to cross the room, Angela’s angry heel strikes following. 

How did I fix this situation? My head was a jumble of lust, excitement, panic, and wine, and instead of opening the door, I pushed my weight against it to keep Angela in and Carmela out. 

“Something unexpected came up. Can we finish our conversation later?” 

“Something unexpected?” Angela repeated, outraged, at the same moment I heard Carmela’s “I know Angela is in there, Will. I can hear her.” 

“Is this some type of game?” The black-haired woman shoved me to the side before I could stop her and yanked open the door. 

The two women stood facing one another, their faces masks of anger. Each woman was formidable, even frightening when they were angry. I had seen what Angela could do—from her screaming match with Rita to her outrage when my son Paul had turned down her marriage proposal, the throwing of dishes included. The woman wasn’t to be trifled with. And though I hadn’t experienced an angry Carmela before, I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what that looked like. She was already intimidating when she was calm and collected. 

To face either in a courtroom would be quite something—I knew I wouldn’t want to be on their bad side. Except I was. 

Carmela took one look at Angela, her nostrils flaring and her pupils dilating before she turned and slapped me across the cheek. The force of it jerked my head to the side, the pain radiating through my face and jaw—the woman hit like a hammer. 

“Carmela, what the hell are you doing here?” Angela hissed. She didn’t seem the least bit worried about the fact that someone had just slapped me.

“Me? I was invited. What exactly are you doing at Will’s dressed in nothing but your lingerie?” Much that the woman left unsaid in words could be intimated by her expression. A perfectly shaped brow arched high and a slight tilt to her mouth said volumes about what she thought her ex-partner was doing—or at least wanted her to imagine she was thinking. 

“It’s none of your business,” Angela snapped. 

“I think it is my business because he made it my business.” Carmela indicated me with a dismissive wave of her hand. 

“Oh, yes, everything is your business, isn’t it? Just like it always was.” Angela’s voice was rising, and I feared how far this would escalate. Already, the women’s raised voices were echoing down the hallway. The entirety of the sixtieth floor was my penthouse, but I wasn’t about to test the soundproofing of the place. 

“For the money I paid for this place, they better have soundproofed the shit out of it,” I muttered under my breath, my hand still covering my cheek. The skin burned and felt warm to the touch. 

But even that had been the wrong move. Both women’s heads snapped toward me. 

“Excuse me?” Carmela turned to me at the same time Angela barked, “What did you say?” 

“Could you please bring it inside instead of standing out in the hallway arguing?” I covered my words with what I thought was a reasonable request. But I had been wrong. 

“Oh, you’re making demands now?” Carmela crossed her arms and glared at me, daring me to contradict her. 

“Don’t talk to him like that,” Angela snapped at her former partner. 

“Oh, so you have some claim over him?” Carmela’s foot began to tap on the floor. I noticed that neither woman had made a move to come in from the open doorway. 

“More claim than you do. Are you doing this with all of your clients now?” 

“Better than sleeping with the newest boy toy you hired. How old was he? Eighteen?” 

At Carmela’s words, Angela’s fists clenched at her sides. I knew danger when I saw it and stepped in between the two. 

“We all need to calm down.” I tried lowering my voice, hoping they would follow, and so would the tension in the room. “We’re all adults, and we can work this out.” 

I wasn’t sure we could, but I had to do something, and playing referee was the only thing I could think of. But one of them, I wasn’t sure who, in all honesty, shoved me out of the way. And then both women were staring each other down again. 

“He was twenty-four, Carmela, and it was an entirely consensual relationship. You knew that, and you still reported me to the bar!” Angela’s voice echoed down the hallway and against the high ceilings of my penthouse. 

“Power balance and all that.” A smirk suffused Carmela’s face with the malice glittering in her eyes. 

“Screw you, Carmela. I had an actual relationship with that guy, and you ruined it out of spite because he wanted me and not you, and you couldn’t handle it. He thought you were too old, too much of a hag.” 

“I’m the hag?” Now her voice was rising, and she did take a step into my apartment, but only to threaten Angela. To her credit, the other woman didn’t budge. “Who’s the one getting all the medical procedures so you can chase after money—excuse me, I mean men. I heard Paul Finlay turned you down. It was all over the courtrooms last week.” 

Angela shrieked, actually shrieked, and I covered my face with my hands. It was a mess, and if someone called the cops, I was going to jail again. Even with two high-powered lawyers in my apartment—I was pretty sure neither would stick up for me. 
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“YOU SHOULD LEAVE.” 

I was so blind with rage that I wasn’t even sure what I was doing. All I knew was that I wanted to hurt something or someone. 

Badly. 

“I’m the one who should leave?” Carmela had struck the pose that drove me crazy, the one that communicated disgust and superiority simultaneously. She cocked one hip, crossed her arms over her chest, and arched one of her eyebrows. It was infuriating and had always managed to drive me crazy. 

When Carmela and I had first met, we had been junior partners at a law firm of mostly older men and a few frat boys who got by on Daddy’s money. We became fast friends, less out of compatibility and more from a need to protect each other’s backs. But we helped each other claw tooth and nail up the ladder until it became too much, and we struck out on our own. A few years older than me, Carmela had been like the older sister I’d never had. Except we had fought like sisters, too, and almost no one could push my buttons like Carmela except my own mother. Especially since we had dissolved our partnership. 

“Yes,” I hissed. “Will was with me first.”

“And yet, he was the one who invited me.” The other woman’s voice dripped with disdain. She had always been the one to maintain her calm while I went off like a volcano, something else that had always driven me crazy. She always managed to get the upper hand that way. 

“You’re his lawyer. Shouldn’t you be focusing on the case and defending him and not sleeping with him? How would that information look on someone seeking a judge’s seat?”

I knew that would hit her where it hurt, and indeed, the smirk dropped from Carmela’s face, and her eyes narrowed. 

“You would know all about sleeping with clients, wouldn’t you?” She said the words on a hissed breath, and I finally knew I was getting to her. Now it was my turn to smirk. 

Turnabout was always fair play. 

“That was one single client, and the case had already concluded. He wasn’t my client anymore. Will isn’t my client, either, unlike you.” 

“Yes, you passed on that one, didn’t you? Couldn’t take the pressure? Didn’t think you could win?” 

“I passed because I don’t mix work with pleasure.” 

A snort from Carmela told me exactly what she thought of that. And, worse, she was at least partially correct, and there was nothing else I could say. She must have seen it from the expression on my face because her mouth slowly curled into a Cheshire grin, wicked and triumphant. 

I turned on Will, my anger boiling up and out, and the guy was about to get the splash back. 

“How could you do this? You can’t keep it in your pants for longer than a few hours, can you?”

Will’s eyes narrowed. “You’re the one who walked away.”

“And you’re the one who told me you had a surprise when you tried to get Carmela and me together so you would have better representation. You’re an asshole. You know that?” 

Will didn’t say anything, but his jaw clenched. 

“You know what I’d been thinking today? That you had a good side to you. That you deserved some grace and a second chance, especially with what you’re going through. I don’t do that for anyone, ever, but I thought we had a connection. But I can see I was wrong—you’re just a selfish asshole who’s getting exactly what you deserve.”

And I turned on my heel and left, picking up my coat as I swept past them before slamming the door shut, the sound of my heels on the marble floor echoing around me. I pounded on the button for the elevator, taking out all my rage on the device.

I was outside, pushing through the crowds when I finally felt what I had been ignoring—a burning in my nose and throat. The feeling was anathema to the image I projected, to the woman I was the majority of the time. I grew angry, I raged, I yelled, I was cool under pressure; crying had no part in that. 

But the tears came as soon as I was safe in my car, the doors shut to muffle my sobs. I wanted to scream, rage, and throw things, but I could only hit my steering wheel until my fist hurt. From the corner of my eye, I saw several people throwing strange looks in my direction. But I didn’t care. Since Friday, my life had been tossed upside down and shredded.

How could I have been so stupid? How had I ignored the feeling that told me that this entire scheme was a terrible idea? That letting Will into my life in any way was stupid beyond measure? Hadn’t I sworn to Rita I didn’t want any part of this case or this family? Hadn’t I refused to help for a reason? Hadn’t I argued with myself the entire way up to his apartment? 

And yet, I had let some softness in despite my gut, despite knowing it was idiotic and dangerous. How did I know? From hard-won, painful experience. Apparently, I never learned. Ever. 

I finally pushed my car’s start button, feeling entirely deflated. The rush of emotions had drained me, and I almost backed into another car. I made a rude gesture as the blaring of a horn filled the cabin, though I knew it was my own fault for not looking. 

I wasn’t in the mood to tolerate other people. 

Which was a shame because driving through the crowded streets of Manhattan meant that by the time I pulled into my parking space, I was exhausted and spent after yelling and honking my way through traffic, taking out my rage for Will and Carmela on the other drivers. 

The elevator was blessedly empty, and I sagged against the wall as the doors closed. On impulse, I hit the button for the lobby, scrubbing at the mascara and eyeliner under my eyes in the mirrored panel across from me before the doors opened. It was apparent I had been crying, and I gave up after a minute and embraced the messiness. What else was I going to do? 

The doorman nodded in greeting to me, and I managed to wave back. Out of everyone, whatever my mood, he was always polite. I appreciated that he was the only man with any constancy in my life. 

“Going out, Ms. Levesque?” His gaze didn’t even drift toward my face. 

“Only for a moment. Need something to drown my sorrows,” I replied as he held open the door for me. 

“Stay safe, then.” 

I managed a smile, grateful for the kind words. They might be his job, but they were the nicest words a man had said to me in days. 

The street was cold, the wind picking up and driving the chill under my coat, and I pulled it closer around me, shrinking into the collar. It figured I would be out here, in the cold, on the hunt for a bottle of wine. This is what happened when I tried to be friendly, to think about someone else. It’s what happened when I tried to believe in romance and the good in someone—every time, without fail. 

I muttered the same to myself as I pulled one bottle after another from the shelf of my neighborhood wine store. They didn’t have a stellar collection, but they were close, and my birthday party had cleaned me out. And then, oddly enough, I hadn’t wanted to drink after my night with Will. I had taken it as a good sign, which had been my first mistake. 

Well, my second. The first was sleeping with him in the first place. 

My third had been thinking the guy had some kind of redeeming qualities. Of course, he didn’t. Why would he? He was the playboy to beat all playboys. I’d dated some guys with bad reputations, but his was probably the worst. 

And now here I was, about to drink myself into oblivion. Alone. 

“Fucking Carmela,” I growled under my breath. She always had the upper hand. I would have believed she had planned this just to get at me, but I knew better. It was just dumb luck on her part. I could imagine the two of them now, laughing it up at my expense, Carmela thrilled that she could stick it to me one more way. 

Maybe I should just put an end to dating. Rita had been right—I was wealthy in my own right. Perhaps I couldn’t buy myself a yacht or an apartment on Billionaires Row, but I had my own thriving practice, and I could take myself on as many exotic vacations as I wanted. Why did I need a man if they would just leave me like this every time? 

The guy at the checkout counter didn’t even give me a look or ask for my ID as he rang up my purchase. I attributed it to the state of my makeup instead of the fact that he could tell my age and had no interest in me. The last was too much to bear at the moment. 

I left without saying a word, pushing out into the cold night, angry thoughts still swirling around my head. I was so absorbed I didn’t see the car at the curb of my building. Nor did I pay attention when the back door opened and someone climbed out. 

“Angela?” 

Hearing my name stopped me in my tracks, and I looked up at the woman. She seemed slightly familiar, but it took me a moment to place her from Saturday night outside of Will’s building. 

“What the hell are you doing here?” I snapped at Pamela. The woman was relentless! 

She had a worried look on her face. “We need to talk—” 

I thought about ignoring her for a moment, running inside where the doorman would keep the woman out. Except she would just keep calling, texting, and stopping by. And I just didn’t have the energy to fight at that moment. 

“Fine,” I sighed. “I’ll listen to what you have to say, and then you leave me the hell alone. Is that understood?” 

The woman nodded, a smile blossoming on her face. It was a smile I didn’t like, but I waved her after me anyway and stalked into my building. 
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I FELT EXHAUSTION DOWN to the very marrow of my bones. Every limb felt like it weighed a thousand pounds. Even breathing felt like it took too much energy, and I just wished someone else could do it for me. The day had been beyond anything I had experienced before, a wild and desperate jumble of disorder. I barely remembered the day, which I had spent moving from crisis to crisis, answering questions, calming fears, talking to our investors, and doing everything I could to block Mom from digging her claws in. 

“Are you okay?”

Rita was peering up at me, her mouth twisted into a frown. Concern in her expression also darkened her eyes, along with kindness and even worry. My girlfriend had appeared just after five o’clock, when I had sent everybody home who had been working tirelessly, endlessly, since the trouble had started, shoring up our defenses, poring over legal documents, and making plans on strategies on tactics in case the worst happened. There was little more we could do, at least nothing that couldn’t wait until morning, and we were all asleep on our feet. 

Everyone had finally streamed out. Except for me, of course. I had stayed another hour, Rita biding her time silently on the couch until she had left too—only to reappear a moment later with Tara in tow. As I had found out, they were oddly similar, both indomitable, especially when they set their mind on something. And that something was getting me out of the office and home to bed, as Tara had specifically ordered me. 

I had gotten the feeling when Rita had first shown up that Tara hadn’t liked her. My assistant sometimes played the role of my guard, which I had never minded. It helped weed people out I would rather not talk to. I thought they had met briefly when Rita brought me cookies before we had begun dating. They had been an apology gift for something she didn’t have to apologize for, but they had left a mark. Tara had made a few comments after Rita had shown up again, this time as my girlfriend. But now, as Rita had stuck by me and proven her worth to Tara, they looked to become thick as thieves, and I didn’t know whether it was a good thing or a bad thing. They were both important in my life, albeit in different ways. 

But how they maneuvered me out of the office before I knew what was happening made me a little nervous. So had the triumphant look they exchanged afterward. At first, I was annoyed—I still had so much work to do. But the more steps I took away from our headquarters, the better I felt. 

Tara initially began to call my driver, but I stopped her. It was late and cold, the remnants of the weekend’s snow still dirtying people’s shoes in places the sun didn’t reach, but I wanted to walk despite my exhaustion. I needed to walk and breathe in the air, though I couldn’t call it fresh, and get some movement in that wasn’t rushing frantically around the office. 

And now, here we were, our corporate office towering over me, pushing up into the dark sky like some beacon. I just wished I knew what kind of beacon it was and whether it would come crashing down after all this. 

Looking up at it, sidewalk traffic parting around us like a river, I pondered Rita’s question. Was I okay? It felt like I was stuck in the whirling vortex of a tornado, unable to gain my feet or see ahead while new problems kept battering me, one after the other. 

My mother had betrayed me, my own mother, and my father’s selfishness had finally affected our company. And though I wanted to believe my brother Tommy was innocent, I couldn’t entirely eliminate the small, doubtful voice in my head. I wanted to believe him so badly, think that he hadn’t sent the email hiring the escort to help frame Dad, that he hadn’t known anything about Mom’s plot. But he was fresh out of prison for his involvement with drugs. The old Tommy probably would have gotten into some scheme like this, but I hoped the new Tommy had told the truth when he said he wasn’t. 

I hoped the new Tommy actually existed. 
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