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THE SINS OF THE FATHER...

Paul is in jail. Will’s still facing prison time for hiring a prostitute. And Pamela is inching closer to taking over the company, especially while the Finlay men are at odds.

With the help of Rita, Angela, and Carmela, can they come back together to save the company and themselves? Or will this be the end of their world as they know it?

...we are not responsible for the sins of our fathers, be we, as children, must make sure we are not influenced by them to follow in that sin—we must learn from their mistakes...

Contents

Sins of the Father Series

Find Lexy Timms:

The Fallback Blurb

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Sins of the Father Series

Dead Ahead FREE COPY

Find Lexy Timms:

FREE READS?

More by Lexy Timms:

[image: A person in a suit and tie

Description automatically generated]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Will 

––––––––
[image: ]


“Damn it.” 

I heard Carmela curse softly under her breath, and I turned my head to find her looking at her phone, a crease between her eyes as she stared at the screen in her lap. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked. 

She looked at me, her gaze distracted for a moment before it cleared—she had been lost in her thoughts and hadn’t realized I had heard her. 

“Oh, my meeting at eight canceled.”  

“I’m sorry.” I frowned. 

She shook her head. “Don’t be. It was for a good reason, and I have a feeling it will all work out in the end, anyway.” 

It was an odd statement, as vague as it was incomprehensible. But Carmela offered no more information, and I didn’t ask. Over dinner the previous night, we had worked out the understanding between us in abstract terms, but neither of us had been in much of a mood to do more, though that had been the entire reason for our late lunch-early dinner together. 

As much as I wanted to know what was between Carmela and me, everything that had happened in the office with Paul and Tommy had left me feeling troubled. The reality looked different at the far end of that particular disaster. The anger had drained, the self-righteousness had faded, and Carmela had helped me sort through the conspiracy theories that had threatened to drag me down to a truly dark place. 

That was what our meal had become, and I was glad for it because I had been in a dark place. I hadn’t realized how dark until Carmela had carefully and skillfully pulled me out of the pit I had fallen into. 

I had been on top of the world and my company just days before. And now I was facing criminal charges for hiring a prostitute, my company was in a freefall and facing a hostile takeover from my ex-wife, and the morning’s trouble loomed large. 

Despite Carmela’s advice to stay as far away from the business as possible, I had walked into the office that morning after a late-night text from my oldest son, Paul. My youngest son, Tommy, had a proposal he wanted me to see, but there had been something else behind the text, some subtext I had read—correctly, it turns out—that told me there was more to the story. 

Which had led me to walk in on my sons arguing about my youngest son doing drugs again, something for which he had just been released from jail and he had promised never to touch again. The betrayal, the lie, had sent me into such a rage I had attacked Tommy. My hand still hurt from the right hook I had given him, which knocked him out. He had hit the floor, and I had lost my balance and followed him a moment later, which is what the cops had burst in on only a minute later. Paul, trying to get between us, had been the only one standing, and it was him the police had knocked to the ground, thinking he was the aggressor. 

And then, in a search of the room, the police found a baggie of cocaine in Paul’s laptop bag. 

I hadn’t been able to believe it—my oldest son, the one who had always kept his nose out of trouble, the valedictorian, the one who had been my business empire's crown prince, was doing drugs? My mind, already lost in the chaos, had spiraled further as the office had held up that small white bag. All I could see was the seeming fact that both of my sons were doing drugs, that they had lied to my face and kept something terrible hidden from me. And when my entire world was crumbling around me, and I didn’t know what to believe or who to trust, the find seemed like the end, like the final betrayal. I had been so sure down to the marrow of my bones that they had been working with their mother to take my company from me. 

After the police had tried and failed to question me, I marched out without a look back, without a second thought. Both Paul and Tommy had gotten what they deserved, and that was that. I was finished with them both. With everything. 

But, with even a short distance, I could see that I had let my anger, outrage, and suspicions get the better of me. I didn’t know why Paul had the baggie of cocaine, but I was almost positive he wasn’t using. I had watched Tommy go through his addiction and knew the signs. There was no way Paul was that good of an actor—that kid wore his heart on his sleeve and his emotions on his face. The idea that he could hide something so big from me when we worked so closely together was preposterous. 

More than that, I highly doubted Angela, with whom he had shared a six-month relationship, would have let anyone doing drugs into her life. She didn’t seem the kind to enable or tolerate illegal behavior like that—she had thrown me out just for being an asshole. 

Then again, I was still unsure whether she was in on my ex-wife’s plot to take over my company. Too many things added up, never mind that I had seen Pamela in Angela’s apartment. But Carmela was almost positive Angela had nothing to do with my ex. I didn’t understand why—the two had been bitter enemies since they had dissolved their law partnership some years ago. 

I suppose it said something that, despite their animosity, Carmela stood up for her ex-partner. It said a lot. Especially because Carmela, like Angela, did not suffer fools. She took them down, instead, and she took them down hard. She was not one to cross. 

Carmela had returned to typing on her phone, her thumbs racing, the reply texts coming just as quickly. I wondered what she was working on—a case? Talking to a client? Her assistant? I couldn’t see from my angle, but I was in the perfect place to watch her. 

She was a beautiful woman—the golden glow of the setting sun made her skin glow, set the sharp angles and soft curves of her face and long neck into relief, and set her brunette hair sparkling like it had shimmering gold threads running through it. 

But she was also turning out to be more than just beautiful. She was a no-nonsense ball buster, for one, someone I would not want to meet in the courtroom or a board room. Carmela got what she wanted. But she had also shown me her softer side this afternoon, talking me through my spiraling suspicions until the clouds parted and I could see more clearly. And she had done it with skill and a surprising amount of compassion. I had even seen warmth in her caramel-colored eyes, her thumb drawing circles on the back of my hand as she held it. 

It was exactly what I had needed to come down from the ledge on which I had been hovering, about to plunge into the abyss. 

But now I saw the morning’s events in a new light. 

What had I done? 

I had let my oldest son, the COO of my company, who had taken our business from a million-dollar business to a billion-dollar business, get arrested. The cops had led him away through the building in front of our employees. He must have been humiliated. 

Why didn’t I believe him when he said the drugs weren’t his? What reason had Paul ever given me to doubt him? Sure, he had been hard on me for my lifestyle, but he had never once lied to me. He had been the one running the company while I had to stay away, too, and from updates via my assistant, he had done an incredible job steering the ship through the roughest waters we had yet faced.

As far as Tommy, I still didn’t know what to believe, but I felt genuinely terrible about what had happened with Paul. I had seen the cop hold up the bag of cocaine with my own eyes. But if I had been wrong about Paul, had we been wrong about Tommy? As wrong as everyone had been about me hiring a prostitute? 

Tommy had never once admitted to using again, protesting that he had no idea what we were talking about. I had seen his face when the officer had found the bag of cocaine. His expression had been wide-eyed shock, not guilt. 

And I had hit him. I had never once, not ever, hit my sons. But I could still feel the moment my fist had made contact with his jaw, the way it had sent reverberations and pain up my arm, the feeling of bone on bone, skin on skin, the sound echoing in my ears. Shock and surprise had rounded Tommy’s eyes before they had rolled up into his head, and he had dropped like a stone. 

I had done that. And I had let the cops lead my Paul away like he was some criminal. 

Something, or someone, was trying to tear us apart and sew chaos, and I knew it was Pamela. Carmela had agreed. I didn’t have any hard proof yet, but my gut told me she was behind everything. 

It was difficult to reconcile with the woman I had been married to, the funny, artsy, out-there woman who had caught my eye. The one with whom I had remained friends even after our divorce. At least, I thought we had. Had this, whatever this was, been lurking underneath the surface the entire time? Had I—we all, her sons included—missed something vital? 

It was bad enough she was coming after the company and me, but if she was behind what had happened today, it meant she was trying to take down her sons, too. And that was unforgivable. 

They were my kids, too, and if she weren’t going to protect them, I would. 

Except I hadn’t.

Rita’s accusations still rang in my head, the words she had hissed at me as the police hauled Paul away to jail. How could you possibly think Paul had anything to do with this? Do you actually think that? You seriously think he was doing drugs? He’s done nothing but help you out, you know that? He didn’t sleep because he was trying to keep this company, your company, from crumbling. And this is how you repay him?

I had dismissed her, too angry and hurt and lost. But her words wouldn’t leave me alone. They kept spiraling in my head, around and around, growing increasingly recriminating as they went. 

My driver pulled up to a stoplight, and I glanced at the sidewalk and the press of people, all shaded by dusk and Manhattan’s skyscrapers. The crowd parted as the sign to cross the street lit up, giving me a fleeting view of the electronics store and the television screens in the window. 

Several were turned to a news station, and my blood ran cold as I read the headline splashed in red, Heir to the Finlay Shipping Dynasty Arrested on Suspicion of Drug Trafficking. 

“I need to get back to the office.” 

Carmela’s head snapped up again, and her eyes narrowed this time. “What?” 

“I need to get back to the office.” My hands itched with the urgent electricity snapping and crackling through me. 

“As your lawyer, I strongly advise against it,” Carmela warned me. 

“I have to get back there,” I told her, aware of the pleading tone my voice had taken on. 

The woman studied me for a long moment, then sighed. “All right. But I’m coming with you. As our counsel.” 

“As my counsel,” I agreed but suspected it was more than that. And I wasn’t going to complain. Nor would I let on that I was grateful for her company. I didn’t want to be alone with what I knew would hit me when I got to Tommy’s office. 

And I was glad, standing in the middle of what had been a neat space that morning, now entirely torn apart and searched through. Papers and chairs were still scattered and on their side from my scuffle with Tommy, and the cops had pulled open drawers and cabinets and filing. It was quiet now, especially with most of the staff having been sent home, and the silence was resounding. 

It was a mess, but I suspected I was even more of a mess. This was all my fault as the owner of this company and a parent. 

What had I done? 

I had always been a little cavalier with the way I approached businesses and my life. I had kept things running, but I could see now—quite literally—how much of a mess I had made of things. Paul had warned me for years that there would be hell to pay if I didn’t change my ways. But I had never been caught before. I had never faced consequences before and continued blithely onward. And now he was paying for it, too. 

Pamela had been trying to undermine me for who knows how long, and I had made it too easy for her. 

What was I going to do? What would I do without my boys? Without Paul to keep things running even when I was too lost in myself to do so? If Pamela didn’t steal the business out from under me. 

But who was I kidding? The business didn’t matter a whit if I didn’t have my boys with me. I could see that now, in jolting, crystal-clear clarity. 

I bent down to pick up a sheaf of files we had scattered, then looked around for a folder to put them in, feeling like I was moving through water. 

“Will.” 

I looked up to find Carmela watching me, an odd tilt to her mouth. Was it sympathy? 

“We can deal with this later, but right now, we have to go. We’ve already been here too long.” 

Her words were far softer than I’d heard them before, lacking their usual edge and command. When I didn’t move, she reached for my hand. 

“Right now, let’s focus on not losing everything, including your son, who might go to jail for something he didn’t do.” 

I nodded, knowing she was right. 

I was going to make this right. 
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Paul
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“MR. FINLAY.” 

I raised my head to look at the police officer who hovered on the other side of the jail cell, blessed with the freedom to come and go as he pleased. 

A freedom only yesterday morning. But not anymore. 

The officer jerked his chin in the direction of the door out. “You’ve made bail. Someone’s here for you.” 

I stood so fast I nearly tangled my feet and pitched forward but caught myself at the last second. The officer raised his eyebrows in faint amusement but said nothing else. Instead, he unlocked the door and swung it open, gesturing me to proceed him out and through the hallway. I knew which way to go because I had already come this way once when they had led me to the cell from the interrogation room. 

The police had kept me an interminable amount of time in that room, dim light seeping in from one of the film-and-iron bar-covered square of a window. I had watched the light grow from bright to dim to the glow of evening as the detectives had wandered in and out, questioning me. They had asked me where I had gotten the drugs, who I had bought them from, who my dealer was, and if I was selling them myself. 

On the advice of my lawyer, who had sat with me through the entire ordeal, I hadn’t answered a single question except to say the baggie of cocaine wasn’t mine, that I had simply found it and where. That had led to other questions, of course, such as why it had ended up in my computer bag if I had found it by the bookshelf. I had shut my mouth and refused to answer any more questions. 

What was clear, however, was that the cops didn’t believe me. I didn’t know whether it was my status, my wealth, or that my brother had been involved with drugs, but I hadn’t seen compassion in the eyes of a single person I had talked to. 

My lawyer thought it was about more than just the single bag of drugs, though the amount of cocaine could land me in a heap of trouble. Instead, from the pointed questions and the direction of the interviews, he was reasonably sure the cops suspected some sort of drug ring. 

And the more I thought about it, the more I could see the connection. We owned a billion-dollar, multi-national shipping corporation. My brother was a well-known addict who had done time in prison for using and dealing. And the bag of cocaine, of course. What else would it look like except that we—I—used our shipping business as a front for an international drug ring? 

Of course, they wouldn’t find anything because no such illicit business existed. Except that now I wasn’t sure what the police would learn if they searched. Someone was clearly after all of us—Tommy, Dad, and me. How long had they been planning this? Did they have years? Would the detectives find an enormous stash of evidence that pointed to a drug ring, even if one didn’t exist? I wouldn’t put it past them, not after everything they had done already to throw us off. Or arrest us, as the case may be. What else did they have planned? Whoever it was had us so turned around we didn’t know which way was up or down, reactive instead of proactive, at each other’s throats and running around like chicken with our heads cut off. 

And it had to be someone close to us. That much was clear. How else would they know how to go after each of us where it hurt? Except, I wondered if that bag of drugs had been for Tommy or me? There was no way they could know what would end up happening or how it would happen. If the drugs hadn’t been for me, what did the guy behind this have waiting in store for me? 

Or the woman behind it. Because I was almost positive I knew who it was, although it was challenging to come to terms with the idea. It was one thing for Mom to go after Dad and the company. It was another thing for her to go after her own kids. Could she really be that cold? I didn’t know that woman. 

She—whoever—clearly had a plan in place, though, and it had worked so far. I had been so ready to believe the bag belonged to Tommy. But a night in a cell with only my thoughts to occupy me meant I had gone over every single thing that had happened and every single angle. I had been caught up in the moment, in the idea that my brother had gone against his word just when I needed him the most. But his reaction wasn’t what I had expected when I confronted him. Instead of becoming defensive, he had first looked surprised and denied the entire thing. He had gotten angry, of course, but not in the way I remembered, explosive and aggressive. Instead, he had seemed angry I would believe such a thing of him. 

It wasn’t farfetched to believe he had relapsed. I had been through that too many times with him. But this time seemed different in my memory, and the distance given to me by a night in a jail cell allowed me to see that. 

I felt terrible for how I’d treated Tommy, for not giving him the benefit of the doubt. It was a different story when he was first released from jail. I had been hard on him, building a wall between us. But since then, he had taken every route he could to show me he had changed, that I could at least begin to trust his word. And given what was going on, that my list of allies was growing short, I should have been more careful. I should have asked him instead of confronting him. I should have shown him the trust he was looking for. 

I just hoped it wasn’t too late and he wasn’t somewhere getting high right now. 

The police officer led me down a long hallway and another and finally pushed open the door to the lobby. 

“Paul!” 

I wasn’t sure who I had been expecting because it hadn’t been Dad or Tommy, and certainly not Mom. But Rita was running toward me, and I barely had a second to brace myself before she rocketed into me, throwing her arms around my neck. 

For a moment, I was too surprised to do anything. But then I tightened my hold on her, grateful for her warmth and presence. Burying my face in her hair, I breathed in deeply, the scent of her shampoo and skin grounding me after a night that seemed more nightmare than reality. 

Rita finally pulled away but only to look up into my face like she was searching for something. We had only been apart for a night, but I had forgotten how green and beautiful her eyes were. 

“Are you okay?” she finally asked me. I didn’t know what she saw in my face, except I probably looked pretty bad. 

“I’m okay.” The words felt like a lie on my lips, but I didn’t know how to describe how I felt. Not here, not now, not in the middle of a police station. I didn’t know whether Rita understood or was simply giving me space, but she put a hand to my cheek and left it there for a moment, her smile somewhere between sad and loving. 

“C’mon. Let’s get you home.” Her hand slipped down, her fingers tangling in mine as she turned to lead me away. It was then that I caught sight of the woman who had been behind Rita when I had come in, all but forgotten in the joy of seeing my girlfriend. 

Angela. 

Instantly guilty, I stopped in front of the woman who was also my ex. It took me a moment to find my voice. “Did you help bail me out?” 

“I did.” She held my gaze and crossed her arms. “Had to pull a few strings, but I got you out. I paid your bail. You owe me, by the way. Big time. And not just the money.” 

The last time I had seen Angela was in her apartment. Rita and I had found her with my dad. And that was after she had found us together in Rita’s apartment, only hours after I had turned down her marriage proposal, realizing I was in love with her daughter. I had imagined she never wanted to see me again. 

And yet, here she was, using her connections to bail me out of jail. 

“Yeah, anything,” was all I managed to mumble. 

Angela turned then to lead us out, but I reached out and grasped her shoulder. She looked back at me with questions in her eyes that were so much like Rita’s. 

“Thank you, Angela. I mean it,” I said. 

A smirk curled up one corner of her mouth. “Don’t thank me yet. We still have a lot of shit to deal with ahead of us.” 

She led us out to her car, parked around the block. 

“You sure you’re doing okay?” Rita asked as we walked. 

“I honestly don’t know,” I answered honestly. “Too much has gone on. I’m still sorting it all out.” 

Rita squeezed my hand, smiling up at me again with that same mix of affection and compassion, but she didn’t say anything. We squeezed into the back seat of Angela’s car, and I was grateful when the door closed, dampening the noise outside, leaning my head against the headrest and closing my eyes. 

Quiet. 

Rita settled beside me, her presence warm and comforting, her stillness in stark contrast to the way my body was still buzzing with feverish energy. It hadn’t abated since the police had arrested me and had only grown worse through the night. All that time to think had led me down a dark rabbit hole, leading me to terrible places and images of disaster and ruin. 

“I missed you.” Her murmured words pulled me out of my exhausted mental meanderings.

“I missed you, too,” I replied, opening my eyes to see her watching me again. “And I am so glad to be going home.” 

“You had a rough night.” It was a statement, not a question. 

“I guess you can say that.” I tried to smile, but from the way Rita’s expression tightened into lines of concern, I knew I hadn’t succeeded.

My girlfriend leaned closer as though she could feel my agitation. Maybe she could—I didn’t know. 

“They played the news all night.” I said the words quietly, almost as though I didn’t want to air them. “All I heard all night was my name, splattered across the screen. About my crime, about my downfall, horrible things that had no basis in reality. They’ve already judged me guilty, and it hasn’t even been twenty-four hours.” 

“It always happens that way.” Angela’s voice came from the front of the car as she yanked on the seatbelt. “I know you won’t take my advice, but don’t take it personally. It’s what they do because it gets them attention and advertising dollars. As soon as we prove you didn’t do anything, they’ll be on your side again, singing your praises for being the victim.” 

Angela was right, but I didn’t know how not to take their condemnation personally. I had never been in a situation like this before. I’d rarely had trouble in school, much less legal trouble. I hadn’t realized how used I was to being the golden boy with the keys to the kingdom. I was humiliated to have fallen so far so fast in a way I’d never thought possible. But the strident and almost joyful way the media had proclaimed my downfall kept ricocheting around my head. What had I ever done to them? 

I knew how it worked. You couldn’t be in my position and not know. I’d seen it happen to colleagues, to their families—people wanted to know every sordid detail about the people who, to them, lived in the clouds. Or at least on Billionaire’s Row. 

“At least you’re out now,” Rita offered, her smile sympathetic. 

“Thank you for that,” I replied, hoping she and Angela could hear how genuinely grateful I was. 

“I’ve been in contact with your legal team,” Angela said, looking over her shoulder to judge the traffic as she started her car. 

“What did they say?” I hadn’t talked to the head of my team since yesterday when they had taken me to the cell. 

“It looks like he’s doing all he can,” was my ex’s vague reply, which didn’t help my anxiety level. 

“I don’t like the sound of that,” I replied. 

“Your bail was too high for a simple drug bust,” Angela admitted, easing into traffic. “They suspect something. They don’t have anything, or they wouldn’t have let you go. But they suspect something big.”

It wasn’t exactly news, but it didn’t help me feel better, either. 

“Yeah,” I sighed. “That’s what he told me yesterday.” 

Paused at a light, Angela turned to look at me. I was surprised to see genuine empathy in her eyes. “This is just the beginning, Paul, okay? Don’t lose hope. We still have a lot of work and digging to do.” 

“We’ll figure it out,” Rita added. “Don’t stress about what you can’t do anything about, and don’t stress until we know there’s something to stress out about. You have a great legal team, and Mom and I are here to help figure out what’s going on.” 

I looked between the two earnest faces and felt my anxiety begin to come down. I spent the rest of the ride calm enough to drowse. 

Back at my apartment, Rita coaxed me into a bath with her, though I didn’t need much convincing. I was too exhausted to do anything more than sit in the steaming water, but it was enough to have her snuggled up against me, her back against my chest, our legs pressed together. 

“I think we need a plan,” Rita finally said. 

“For what?” I asked. I had been drowsing again. 

“Something we can move forward with,” was her reply. 

“Isn’t that my lawyer’s job?” I raised my head from where I had been resting it against the back
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