

    
        
          The Skillful

        

        
        
          Sins of the Father Series, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Lexy Timms

        

        
          Published by Dark Shadow Publishing, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SKILLFUL

    

    
      First edition. March 7, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Lexy Timms.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215972755

    

    
    
      Written by Lexy Timms.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: Shape

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

BY LEXY TIMMS

[image: Shape

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

@Copyright 2023 by Lexy Timms

[image: Text

Description automatically generated]

[image: Lexy Timms Logo black aqua]

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

––––––––
[image: ]


All rights reserved.

The Skillful

Sins of the Father Series, Book #3

Copyright 2023

By Lexy Timms 

Cover by: Book Cover by Design

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​Sins of the Father Series

[image: ]


[image: Graphical user interface, website

Description automatically generated]

	His Betrayer

	The Player

	The Skillful

	His Limits

	The Retreat

	The Fallback


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Find Lexy Timms:

[image: ]


[image: Lexy Timms Logo black aqua]

Lexy Timms Newsletter:

http://www.lexytimms.com/subscribe

Lexy Timms Facebook Page:

https://www.facebook.com/LexyTimmsAuthor

Lexy Timms Website:

http://www.lexytimms.com

Lexy Timms YouTube:

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCTr3Qw4JKDg_aHtkXkw3MYw

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: The Boss Box Set BOOKBUB Small1]

Want to read more...

For FREE?

Sign up for Lexy Timms’ newsletter.

And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!

Sign up for news and updates!
http://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​The Skillful Blurb

[image: ]


[image: A picture containing text, restaurant

Description automatically generated]

WE ARE BORN WITH OUR father’s names...

Caught in the middle of a love triangle, Paul and Rita find themselves tumbling into bed and the promise of something together. But their path to love is difficult and strewn with barriers and the promise of relationships lost forever. 

Can Rita make up with her mom before it’s too late? 

Did Will fall into bed with someone who can actually pin him down and make him stay? 

Will Paul’s brother, newly released from prison for dealing drugs, lift the family up or fall to his old ways and drag everyone to ruin along the way?
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PAUL FINLAY, WILL YOU marry me?

The words sucked the oxygen from my lungs, from the air around me, from my lungs. The room had fallen entirely silent, every eye on Angela and me. Not one person said a single word or even seemed to be breathing.

Will you marry me?

All the light in the room fled, and all I could see was the ring Angela was holding up. She was still kneeling in front of me, her black gown spread around like some dark pool trying to suck me down into nothingness. And if it had at that moment, I might have gone willingly. 

My eyes found Rita’s again for a heartbeat. She looked like she was about to be sick, her face colorless, her eyes as wide as I had ever seen them. I was pretty sure I looked the same, like a deer in the headlights caught by an unexpected truck barreling around a corner out of the dark. And whatever happened, whatever my answer, I was pretty sure I was going to feel like a deer hit by a truck. 

Except I had no idea what my answer should be. My mind was blank, spinning and spinning without anything coming out the other end—no words, no excuses, no answers. It was as though Angela’s question had tossed a wrench in the gears of my thoughts, and the entire thing had ground to a halt. 

Say something, idiot! The shout in my head echoed through emptiness. 

Time had passed interminably as I searched for an answer to Angela’s question. My girlfriend’s face had gone from wide open and hopeful to confused to worried. And now her eyes were narrowing, color rising on her cheeks despite the layer of makeup over her skin. Someone murmured off to my left, and another whisper floated up behind me. If I didn’t say something soon, all hell would break loose. 

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out as I stood there gasping for breath like a fish out of water. “I—” 

A single word, not even a complete sentence, much less a full answer. But it was enough for Angela, whatever it meant to her. The moment was over, and she pushed to her feet, stumbling slightly from her heels and the long skirt of her gown. 

“Angela—”

Before she wheeled away, I saw a flash of her expression: hurt, an embarrassed flush, eyes narrowed and flashing angrily. Maybe a slight shimmer to them, but she turned too quickly for me to be sure. 

“Angela, wait.” 

Angela pushed through the crowd with her heels pounding the wood of the floor. My words failed to stop her, but I wasn’t sure what I would have said even if they had. I still had no answer to her question. 

That single, important question. 

As Angela’s angry footsteps thumped across the room, silence fell once more. But this silence was different—it was tense, chilly, and awkward. I could see guests sharing looks with one another, others shifting on their feet in discomfort. Then the whispers began, murmurs of surprise, judgment, and even amusement springing up around me. A high twitter of a laugh cascaded through the air. 

I didn’t care what anyone else thought, but I knew Angela would. 

What the hell had she been thinking, proposing to me in front of everyone at the party? Had she been that sure I would say yes? I hadn’t met many of her friends, but you couldn’t make a mistake in front of those I had met. I imagined the news of Angela’s embarrassment would be spread across their social circles tomorrow. 

The talk around the room grew louder. There was no way she would have missed the noise, even as the door to the office opened and slammed shut with a resounding bang.

Whatever Angela’s goal, even if I had been thinking of asking for a break from our relationship not half an hour ago, I didn’t want to hurt her. And I certainly hadn’t set out to embarrass her. Not like this. 

“Angela, wait.” 

Repeated words that made no difference and didn’t help anything, especially since she couldn’t hear me on the other side of the door. But she was my girlfriend, and I had to do something. 

I pushed my way through the tight knot of guests, now breaking up, following Angela's path. But someone stepped in front of my path. 

“Dad, get out of my way.” 

“What the hell was that about?” My father shot me a question instead of stepping away to let me through, and I had to grit my teeth to keep from shoving him. 

“Not now, Dad.” The words came out as a heated hiss. 

“I thought you and Angela were good.” 

My father wouldn’t take no for an answer, and my shoulders sagged as I gave up going after my girlfriend. I was probably the last person she wanted to see, anyway, and I still didn’t have any answers for her. At least, none she wanted to hear. 

Instead, I turned to my father, channeling all my frustration at him. “It’s none of your business, Dad, so stay out of it.” 

“If you’re good, why did you say no?” 

I didn’t understand why the questions kept coming—what was my father after? 

“It’s a long story, and it’s not one I’m going to tell you.” How exactly did my father think I would suddenly open up to him after years of disinterest in anything going on in my life beyond the company? And why was he so interested now? 

My father’s eyes narrowed, but we both knew he didn’t have a leg to stand on. 

Then his gaze moved down, down, and stuck on a spot at my neck. 

“What’s that?”

I looked down at the place he was pointing at but couldn’t see anything at the odd angle. 

“What’s what?” 

“That.”

Dad picked at the collar of my shirt beneath my suit jacket with two fingers, and my pulse shot through the roof. I knew, without knowing, what he’d found. 

Shit. Shit, shit, shit. 

“It’s a red smudge.” My father bent in for a closer look, and I tore away from him. 

“Is it? It’s probably a tomato I dropped earlier from that appetizer or maybe some of Angela’s lipstick,” I answered, flipping frantically through my memory for the actual color my girlfriend had worn on her lips tonight. She usually wore some kind of red, but had she tonight? The only thing I could see in my mind’s eyes was the bright, true red on Rita’s lips. The one we had smeared with the intensity of our passion. 

My father’s gaze moved from my collar to my face, then narrowed. My words had come too fast, my answer too cagey. He didn’t believe me, his doubt plain on his face and the thin line his mouth had become. 

“Are you sneaking around with someone?” 

“Of course not,” I snapped. “I’m not you.” 

I had hoped my answer, ground to a fine point and aimed where I knew it would hurt, would stop my father’s line of questions. But it didn’t even slow him down. 

“Is it someone here? One of the servers? One of the other guests?” Dad put his hand on my shoulder and leaned closer. 

My father’s voice was barely above a whisper, but it didn’t mask his words or the odd layer of emotion over them. Was Dad... happy? Proud of the fact that he thought I was sneaking around? Disgust welled at the realization, thick and oily, and I jerked away from his hold. 

I wasn’t going to admit to anything. Certainly not here, surrounded by Angela’s friends and coworkers. But even if we hadn’t been surrounded, I wouldn't have given him the satisfaction. 

Even if it was the truth this one, single time. 

“You know what? I’m going home.” 

I needed to get away from here. I needed to leave. I needed to get out. I didn’t even know or care where–I just needed to disappear. 

“You’re going home?” 

Dad followed me as I made my way back through the crowd. Eyes and whispers followed me. 

“Yes, I’m going home. This night has been one enormous disaster, and I’m leaving.” 

I realized I’d said too much as my father’s eyes narrowed in speculation. But, worse, I could see Rita from the corner of my eye. And from the stricken expression on her face, she had heard me. 

“What do you mean it’s been one enormous disaster? What else was a disaster?” Dad wasn’t about to drop the subject, but my pulse was pounding, and a little voice in the back of my head was screaming at me to make my escape.

“I’m pretty sure this whole thing with Angela makes the whole night a disaster,” I growled, waving off the kid on the catering staff acting as the coat check for the evening before reaching into the closet and yanking my coat off the hanger. “And I’m pretty sure Angela would agree.” 

I shoved past my father, ignoring the questions he was still tossing at my back, and reached for the doorknob. But not before looking back over my shoulder to see Rita watching me. The little voice was still yelling at me to make my escape, but the desire to speak with the woman was stronger. 

But I only took a step when a woman’s voice echoed over the crowd: “Rita, sweetheart, your mother needs you.” 

Rita didn’t move, her gaze locked on mine. 

“Rita?” A woman in a sequined gown was at Rita’s side, one hand around her wrist before she began to pull her toward the office. “Rita, honey, your mom needs you.” 

One moment’s more hesitation, and she turned away, allowing the woman to pull her along. I left a heartbeat later, jerking the door open and escaping into the silent hallway. 

It was late enough that the backstreets I took home were mostly empty, the occasional taxi or sedan sitting at the lights beside me. The dark emptiness of the streets and the streetlights reflecting on the windshield gave me time and silence to think.

What the hell had Angela been thinking? Where had her proposal come from, entirely out of the blue? Our relationship had been rocky for weeks now. How the hell had she gotten the notion that we were ready to move to marriage? 

She’d been hinting for the past few months that she wanted to take our relationship further, and I knew, at some point, her goal was marriage. But I had made it clear I wasn’t ready for any of that, that I was happy with the status of our relationship. 

How had she gotten I want to get married from I’m not ready for more? 

“Damn it!” I hit the steering wheel, and the horn blared, startling the people in the car next to me and earning me dirty looks and a flipped finger. I waved my apology and tried to take a deep breath. My chest was still tight, and it felt like working a bellows. 

What a mess. 
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Rita

––––––––
[image: ]


“RITA?” 

I felt Mrs. Martin’s hand on my arm tugging me, pulling me toward the office door. Her pull was only gaining in urgency as her voice rose. She didn’t want to deal with Mom–that was my job, and the woman was making that more than evident. 

And yet, though I knew I had to go, I couldn’t bring myself to tear my eyes away from Paul. He stood near the door, hand on the knob, ready to escape. But, like me, he couldn’t seem to move. Our gazes locked, and we stared at one another as the party-turned-disaster moved around us, whispers, bubbling laughter, and people moving to make their own escape. Even the catering staff seemed uncertain, standing around in small groups and murmuring to one another. 

For the moment, though, I didn’t care. I wanted to talk to Paul. I wanted to know what he was thinking, his true feelings, and what Mom’s proposal meant for us. Well, to each of us. There was no us. Not yet. Maybe not ever. I wanted to escape, leave this entire mess far behind, and spend time with the only guy I had ever fallen for this hard and fast. 

I didn’t want to go. I didn’t want to deal with Mom and help her clean up her mess. Already, I could hear things crashing in the office and knew what I would find. I grew up trying to avoid causing her temper tantrums or making myself invisible if I couldn’t. This was her problem to clean up, not mine. 

What had Mom been thinking proposing to Paul like that in front of everyone? Not that I was surprised–it was entirely like Mom to make the most of the spotlight on her like that. And now she was paying the price with whispers and speculation from the people who were more enemies than friends, who I was sure were just ready and willing to take her down, stab her in the back, and make a mockery out of her. It was only what she deserved, putting on a show like this. And after she had told me her relationship with Paul had been on the rocks lately–was this supposed to fix everything? Was Mom that desperate for someone to look after her? 

Was their relationship so serious that she and Paul were talking about marriage? If that was true, what had he been doing kissing me and admitting that he had feelings for me? And yet, he had clearly rejected Mom’s proposal, even if he hadn’t outright said no. The thought made my heart flip, a tiny flare of warmth spreading from the feeling. Did that mean Paul wasn’t just fooling around with me? Was he telling the truth when he said he had feelings for me? 

“Rita, honey, your mom needs you.” 

Mrs. Martin’s pressure on my arm had grown painful and insistent enough that I could tell she was ready to use force to drag me over to the door. I couldn’t resist, and I couldn't run away. I had to be the dutiful daughter, and I had to help Mom out. Especially since I was most likely part of the reason Paul had rejected my mother. 

Especially since it sounded like she was starting to break things, and I knew the catering company had used the office as a staging area after we had vacated it. 

Our gazes stayed locked for a moment more, and then Mrs. Martin pulled me away toward the office door. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Paul slip out the door as I steeled myself for what I was going to face on the other side–we would have to find another time to talk. The hold on my arm disappeared, the older woman only too happy to let me handle what we both knew was inside. 

A crash echoed through the walls, and I took a deep breath before going inside. 

“Mom?” I peeked around the door, then immediately jerked back as something hit the wall beside my head. “Mom, it’s me. Will you quit throwing things?” 

Incoherent sobbing was my answer, but at least I didn’t have to dodge a projectile. 

I slunk inside and shut the door behind me, taking in the scene. Mom sagged against her desk, her face streaked with mascara-stained tears. Broken glass and torn paper littered the floor already. Some of the glass, I realized, was from the tray of dirty champagne flutes one of the catering staff had stowed in here. And to my dismay, nearly half the glasses were gone–most likely part of the pile of glass. 

Apologies and extra-large tips to the catering company would be in store. And I would have to scratch yet another business out of my book for parties in the future–this wasn’t the first time this had happened, and my list of businesses willing to be available for one of Mom’s functions, whether personal or for work, was growing thin. 

I had, in fact, spent my childhood trying to avoid just this state of my mother’s. I’d gotten good at it, too, learning to recognize the signs of one of her rages or fits–the way her eyes would fill with rage and tears, her cheeks flaming bright red, the veins on her neck standing out. And then I had learned to spot the warning signs even earlier–she would mope, act depressed, or sit me down to act as her therapist. In which case, I would do everything I could to fix the issue and take my mother back up to the clouds where she liked to be. 

Sometimes I couldn’t stop the trigger, though, like tonight. Those times, I learned to bear it, to be there in whatever way Mom needed me because to run away would be to become the object of her unhappiness, even rage. I had made that mistake only once, and my punishment had been a screaming fit full of vitriol followed by the silent treatment that had lasted for weeks. 

When I had started college and moved out, it had been with a sense of relief that it would no longer fall on me to fix Mom’s moods. But it had been a silly expectation–of course, she hadn’t let me off that easily. When a boyfriend broke up with her, she found me in my dorm. She had driven away my roommate in my first apartment when another boyfriend, this one super-rich who owned a yacht, had cheated on her. 

At least I got some relief from the day-to-day now that I had a job and was entirely on my own. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t on the hook for tonight. And the only thing I knew I could do was to let her rage and pick up the pieces afterward. 

And I would be picking up a lot of pieces. 

Mom’s sobs intensified, and she curled in on herself, gathering her rage before it exploded outward. She picked up an award she had won at some function, something for charity. I stepped back, pressing myself against the wall just as she whirled around and hurled the oblong glass piece. It hit it with a bang that knocked the plaster loose, leaving a gaping hole before shattering into a million shimmering shards to join the others on the carpet. A scream followed one of anger, frustration, and sadness. 

A pang of guilt lanced through the center of my chest. I was, possibly, maybe, probably? At least partly to blame for the problem. At least a little bit if Paul had been telling the truth. And I had no doubt Mom felt bad–no matter how it happened, who wants to get rejected? 

I knew Mom felt the actual feelings on some level. I didn’t realize the degree to which she felt the emotions and what part of this was acting out to get attention. Did she even realize Paul had left? 

To a tune of crying, shouting, and screaming, Mom hurled the rest of the champagne glasses to their demise, along with several framed pictures and small knick-knacks. But when she picked up the glass paperweight with the swirls of color, I finally stepped in. 

“Mom, enough!” I crossed the room quickly, grabbing the paperweight before she could hurl it across the room. Not only was I sure that would break a window, but it was the one thing in Mom's apartment I treasured, and I didn’t want to see it destroyed in one of her temper tantrums. We had bought it on vacation, one of the few times we had both been at ease and had fun. One of the few times Mom had been a mom, a real person, not the hotshot New York lawyer. 

Grasping her wrist with one hand, I took the paperweight in the other, setting it far on the other side of the desk for safety. 

“Enough,” I repeated. “Your guests are still out there. They can hear everything.” 

I knew that would be enough to get Mom to calm down–appeal to the side of her that needed to keep up appearances.

Mom was still for a long moment, the sudden silence in the room ringing in my ears, her eyes wide and stunned. I saw the telltale sign before they shimmered, filling with tears, and she collapsed into my arms. 

“I don’t understand,” Mom sobbed, her voice muffled by my shoulder. “Everything was going so well. Was it because I was the one who proposed? Did I do something wrong?” 

For a moment, I didn’t know how to respond. More than that, I was shocked–Mom was upset. This didn’t sound like one of her rants or temper tantrums. The woman sounded heartbroken, lost, and confused. 

“What did I do wrong, Rita? Why do men keep leaving me?” 

This was a question I definitely did not know how to answer, nor did I want to try. I knew, deep down, what Mom really wanted was to be loved. But she didn’t know how to give it, receive it, or even seek it out. She looked in all the wrong places and with all the wrong men. 

The irony was that Paul was probably the closest she had ever come to finding a good guy. Hell, from what I knew about him, Paul was a great guy, far removed from the assholes Mom had dated before, including my own father. But while he had grown out of his selfishness, Mom hadn’t. Not really. 

Was that the reason things had been rocky between Mom and Paul lately? This time, the stab of guilt was enough to double me over, though I hid it well enough by curling more closely around Mom. 

I didn’t know how long the rocky spell had lasted. Was it because of me, or had it happened before Paul and I met? Had I made it worse? Would their relationship have lasted longer without me? Would Paul have said yes? Or was it doomed to die whether I was there or not? 

These questions, too, I couldn’t answer. Not without talking to Paul. But my guilt was growing even thinking about the man. He was a good guy who would have taken care of my mother, and I had gotten in the way. Mom and I might not have gotten along, and she had always made her love felt more like an obligation, but in the end, I did want her to be happy. 

“What’s wrong with me, Rita? Why am I so unlovable?” Mom’s fingers dug into my arms, her shoulders shaking with her sobs. 

My guilt was growing to epic proportions, threatening to cut off my air. How could I have been so stupid? I’d known it was wrong, known Paul was with my mother and off limits. What was wrong with me? I didn’t do crap like this. 

“Mom, I–” 

The words stuck in my throat. If Mom knew what had happened, she was going to go ballistic. She would destroy that paperweight and probably refuse to talk to me for months. She might never speak to me again. Angela Leveque wasn’t exactly rational or forgiving, especially when it came to what she viewed as a betrayal. And this was a betrayal. 

She’d cut friends off for less. Far less. 

But I had to get it out there. This guilt was going to eat me up until I went crazy. I took a deep breath, swallowed, and felt the words forming. 

“Mom, I–” 

I was interrupted by a loud knock at the door. 

“Rita? Someone needs to come out here. The police are at the door.” 

“The police?” I got to my feet and was halfway across the room when I realized the voice on the other side of the door belonged to Will. When I yanked the door open, he was standing there, looking cool and easy in his suit despite the circumstances. 

“Yeah. Apparently, there was some noise complaint.” Will jerked his thumb over his shoulder to indicate the cops hovering at the front door. 

“Crap, seriously?” I gleaned back at Mom, who was still on the floor in a puddle of silk and tears. “Okay, I’ll deal with it.” 

The officers were looking around the penthouse, their gazes taking in the decorations, food, and crowd that had dwindled to only a couple of guests and the catering crew that was busy cleaning up as fast as they possibly could. 

“Officers, can I help you?” I smiled a smile I wasn’t feeling. 

“Is this your apartment?” one officer asked, straight down to business. 

“No, it’s my mom’s,” I offered. “But she’s currently not feeling well. What can I do for you?” 

“We received a noise complaint,” the second officer replied. “Screaming, things being thrown against a wall. Is everything okay in here?” 

His gaze moved up and down my body, but it wasn’t appreciative or predatory–he was looking for bruises. 

“Everything is okay,” I answered, deciding that honesty is the best policy. “My mom proposed to her boyfriend tonight, and he turned her down. This was her birthday party–” I let the rest of the sentence trail off with a shrug.

“Ah, I see.” The officer did, indeed, seem to understand because the first officer shook his head in pity. I was glad Mom wasn’t here to see it because it probably would have set her off again. 

“I have her calmed down, and I promise everything will be quiet from now on.” 

“Make sure that’s true. I’m not going to issue a citation, but I will if we have to come back.” The officer pinned me with his stare, and I nodded my understanding. 

“Well, then, have a good night.” 

I closed the door behind the police officers, then sagged back against it, letting out all the air I had been holding as a long sigh. 

What a night. 

“Are you all right?” 

Will ambled up, hands in his pockets. He’d undone his tie, the fabric hanging loosely around his neck. 

“Fine,” I managed, standing up and taking a deep breath. I still had things to deal with, like the caterer and cleaning up. What was I going to tell the caterers? 

“I’ll pay for the damages,” Will offered, as though he had read my mind.

“You don’t have to do that. We’re not dating anymore.” 

Will winced but then shook his head. “Think of it as my birthday present for your mom. I didn’t bring her one.” 

For a moment, I resisted. But Mom was going to expect me to clean this mess up, and the truth was, I didn’t have enough to cover the damages. 

“Okay,” I capitulated. “That’s very kind of you.” 

“Let me talk to them. I’m good at charming people to get my way.” Will grinned, his voice low and conspiratorial, and I had to smile. 

“Okay, thanks. I’m going to get Mom into bed. Then I have to clean up–” 

“Nothing that can’t wait until tomorrow.” He cut me off with a shrug. 

“Yeah–” I bit down on my lower lip, my gaze taking in the mess left over from the party, never mind the mess in the office. That would require a handyman because those holes in the wall were beyond my ability to fix. I was exhausted, and the thought of cleaning up after the roller coaster of emotions this night drained me of every ounce of energy. 

I managed to get Mom out of the office and up to her bedroom, where I helped her out of her dress, cleaned up her face, and put her in bed with a glass of whiskey to help take the edge off. 

“I’m going to make sure everything is okay downstairs, and then I’m going to grab some stuff from my apartment, but I’ll be back. Okay? Try to get some rest.” 

Mom nodded but didn’t say anything more, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue again. I left, feeling heavy and drained. 
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LEXY TIMMS






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image013.jpg
G

FATHER

SERIES






d2d_images/image011.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/image000.png
F;H
FATHER

H#3





d2d_images/image005.png
Iht

SKILLFUL





d2d_images/image006.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/image009.jpg
1> Gacgeruy | ® 000 | aizon | 0K | L8]






d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LEXY TIMMS





