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

ONE DAMNING MISTAKE, and everything goes up in flames. 

Now Will Finlay finds the life he’s poured blood, sweat, and tears into crumbling around him. Except it’s not just him—he could take Paul and their company down. 

Will Rita’s scheme to help find evidence that Will is being set up work? 

Will Angela forgive Will enough to help him out, and maybe more? 

It’s a race against time until disaster hits and destroys everything in its path.  
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Will 
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THE WORLD WAS STILL swirling around me like the snow from the sky, the traffic, the sirens, flashing lights, and my thoughts a blur. It all drew in, collapsing in on itself like a star caught in a black hole until the noise was just a buzzing along with the rushing of blood in my ears—a kaleidoscope of which I couldn’t make sense. I couldn’t think, couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, could barely breathe. 

What the hell was going on? 

Angela’s face swam in and out of my vision, her green eyes narrowed and flashing with anger and hurt. Her words, said with such anger, still ricocheted around my thoughts above all the others. 

Fuck you, Will.

“Angela, I swear nothing happened. I don’t know that girl, and nothing happened with her. Right? Tell her,” I begged, searching furiously for the young woman in the short pink dress. Too late, I remembered her hurrying in the opposite direction as soon as my ex’s camera had gone off, capturing the two of us together without any context. Now, it seemed, she was long gone, no sign of her no matter which way I turned. 

When I turned back, Angela watched me with a look of fury mixed with intense disappointment, her arms crossed tightly across her middle. Then she turned on her heel toward an Uber with the door still open. I started to follow, but my footsteps were still unsteady, and I slipped on the slush. I barely caught myself, only in time to see Angela disappear into the back of the car. 

“This is only what you deserve, Will.”

I looked back to see Pamela, my ex-wife, glaring at me. But even as I watched, the glare melted into a sneer of triumph, one I didn’t understand at all. 

“Pam, what the hell is going on?” I demanded. I was aware my words were still slightly slurred, taking away the raw edge of anger bubbling inside me. I couldn’t understand one thing that was going on—why was Pam here, taking pictures of me, and why was Angela with her? How did my son’s ex, the woman I had slept with the previous night, know my ex-wife? To my knowledge, they had never met, much less been in contact. 

Pam crossed her arms and regarded me, the sneer still on her face, the snow collecting in her graying blond hair. I stared back, still bewildered and unsure of what was happening. And why—especially why. 

The police sirens crew closer as we watched one another, the lights bouncing off the gray stone of my company’s building, the sound taking up room in my head, which had begun to pound. The cars drew to a stop in the slush by the curb, surrounding the black vehicle waiting to take me home, my driver staring wide-eyed as officers poured out. 

“Because this is what you deserve, and what I deserve, too,” Pam finally responded, taking a step away as the police streamed past toward me. Something glittered in her eyes that made the hair on the back of my neck stand on end before she turned to one of the officers, holding out her big camera. “Here, Officer, evidence he hired a known prostitute.”

The officer peered at the back viewing screen, then nodded to his partner, hovering at my elbow. And even still, it didn’t occur to my slowed, muzzy mind what was going on until he took my elbow to maneuver me around. 

“William Finlay, you are under arrest for solicitation.”

At the police officer’s words, the reality of the situation finally snapped into place. “What?” I demanded, my attention no longer on my ex but on the police officer maneuvering my arms behind my back. “You’re kidding, right? I didn’t do anything—I didn’t hire anyone. I didn’t even know that girl.”

“You have a right to remain silent. Everything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law—”

“Pam.” I looked up, my voice desperate, my heart hammering in my chest. “Pam, tell them. Tell them I didn’t know who that girl was.”

But from the way my ex watched me, that slight smirk and malicious glitter still in her eye, no help would come from that direction. 

“Call my son, Paul. He knows,” I pleaded with the officer, who was still reading me my rights even as he pushed me toward the waiting police car. People surrounded us, their eyes wide or grins on their faces, their whispers and exclamations only background noise. Several even held up phones, no doubt recording the debacle. “Please, I didn’t do anything. I had a few drinks, and that was it. I have no idea who that girl was. You have to believe me.” 

“Tell your lawyer, Mr. Finlay,” the officer told me before pushing me into the back of the car like some criminal I knew I wasn’t. The door shut on my shouted protests, the motion muting the noise of traffic and people and the light from the sirens. 

What the hell had just happened? What was happening? As hard as I tried, I couldn’t make any sense of anything, and now I was suddenly sitting in the back of a cop car on the way to a police station, my hands handcuffed behind my back like I had committed a crime. 

But I hadn’t. Had I? 

I tried to think back over everything that had happened, but focusing on anything specific felt like turning my wheels in the snow and slush outside—entirely futile. I was still drunk, but not as black-out drunk as I had been. 

How had I even gotten that drunk? I liked a good drink—or several—and enjoyed the buzz and freedom of being slightly inebriated. But I couldn’t remember the last time I had been black-out drunk like that. Possibly never. I didn’t like to be that out of control. Bad things tended to people who got that way; my youngest son, Tommy, who had just gotten out after spending several years in prison, was a prime example of that.

To say I was dumbfounded was the understatement of the century. I had never seen anything like this happening in my wildest dreams and certainly never expected it from the corner from which it had come. 

Was Pamela, my ex-wife, behind any of it? Or had she just happened to stumble on the problem? Right place, right time kind of thing? But why would she care, anyway? Since our divorce nearly twenty years ago, Pam and I had remained close. Our divorce, in fact, had been friendly, our separation mutual and without fault, name-calling, or blame. She had gotten a significant settlement, which I hadn’t at all begrudged her. And now Pam could live the artist’s free lifestyle, with her crystals and odd friends and their yoga retreats, where they could all be strange together. I didn’t get it, but if that’s what Pam wanted, well, I had supported her. Our last phone call had been about Tommy, and it had been our usual, congenial call as we spoke like the old friends we were. I hadn’t heard a hint of a problem. 

So why had I seen such anger and animosity in her eyes? I had never once seen that expression on my ex’s face before, not the antagonism, not the malevolence, not the joy in the fact that I was in serious trouble and handcuffs. The woman I had seen this evening was someone I didn’t know, someone I had never seen before. It certainly hadn’t been the woman I had been married to, who had been there through the business’s rough beginning years until we finally saw growth. 

What exactly had she been doing here, anyway? Wasn’t she on some woo-woo yoga retreat in the Catskills, South America, or someplace like that? And why had she been taking pictures, telling the police I had hired a hooker when none of that was true? When she hadn’t even been at the party. 

At least, I thought none of that was true. The truth was, I couldn’t remember much from the evening. My head was a mess now, a headache pounding at my temples, my stomach roiling with nausea, and my memories weren’t any better. They were a chaotic muddle of noise and color, dancing and music, drinking and a woman’s lips, but not much else. 

Tommy had thrown a party on the executive level of our offices—I hadn’t precisely sanctioned it, but it had started off innocently enough. I couldn’t even remember alcohol. But at some point, the music had grown louder, the small gathering of our employees had grown to people I didn’t recognize, and someone had handed me a drink while that young woman in a short pink dress had begun to hang on my arm. I had argued with Paul about the party at some point, and he had left. That’s when everything went dark and fuzzy, and all I could recall were flashes of images and pictures. 

I couldn’t actually say what had gone on at the party. What would happen when we got to the police station, and they asked what had happened? Would they believe me that I didn’t know? Had I really allowed myself to get that drunk? 

And where had Angela come from? I hadn’t seen her since that morning when she and I had woken up in bed together after falling into it unintentionally. Or maybe it had been intentional after sharing our secrets and disappointments over glasses of whiskey, first at the bar, then at Angela’s apartment. 

I had seen that kind of anger in her eyes, directed first at my son and then her daughter, but not me. But she had also looked hurt. We hadn’t gotten any chance to talk about what last night had meant, whether I was just a rebound lay for her or if she wanted something more. I would have been up for it, but with my reputation, I didn’t know if she would ever talk to me again, much less believe me. 

If I could have buried my head in my hands, I would have. Instead, I groaned and let my head fall back against the back of the seat—at least, as much as possible with my hands still cuffed behind my back. I groaned, closing my eyes for a moment. 

My life had become an incredible mess in the past 24 hours. At this time last night, I had been at Angela’s birthday party, where everything had begun to turn upside down. But it hadn’t started there, had it? 

Maybe it had started when I had walked into the coffee shop and saw Rita, my attention instantly caught by her beauty, her wealth of dark hair, and the intelligence in her green eyes. Or maybe it had started when, at a business dinner, my son Paul and I had discovered in horror that he was dating her mother while I was dating the daughter. That had been the first moment my son had set eyes on Rita, the moment he said he had fallen for her. And whether I believed that or not, that could have been the moment everything turned on its head. Because that had started the cascade of events that had led to last night’s debacle, when Angela had asked Paul to marry her, and he had said no. 

Which had caused Angela’s freakout, where she broke every precious object in her office and some of the catering dishes and glasses. This had somehow led to the two of us storming into Rita’s apartment to find her in bed, literally and figuratively, with Paul, who confessed his love to her. Which had ended with Angela and me going out to a bar only to fall into bed together, which had somehow led me to work on a Saturday to find my youngest son, just out of jail, throwing a party. 

It was enough to think that maybe I should stop dating entirely. But I knew that wasn’t realistic. 

And now here I was, in the back of the cop car, arrested for soliciting a prostitute. That couldn’t be true. I had never paid for companionship in my life. One, I didn’t believe in it. Two, I didn’t need it—I could and did easily pick women up when I needed or wanted companionship. Just a couple of months ago, I had picked up a young woman for a date to our company’s first annual gala just a couple of hours before the event was set to begin. 

I hadn’t been looking for anyone this evening, anyway, my thoughts on Angela and the unusual confession to Paul earlier that, should the woman want a relationship, I was open to it. 

And now? Now everything was a mess. I wouldn’t lose my job, but I couldn’t even imagine the fallout when it came to our company. It hurt my head too much to think about it, so I didn’t. I would call my lawyer, the one who had always helped me get my son out of trouble until his problems had become too serious to avoid jail time. He would get me out of it. 

But the lawyer didn’t answer when I was allowed to call from the police station, where I was booked and dragged to the drunk tank before I knew what was happening. 

“Don’t I get a call?” I asked the officer as he uncuffed me and shoved me forward before swinging the door shut. 

“You will” was all the answer I got, the heavy door clanging shut before the lock clicked loudly into place. 

And even with half a dozen rough-looking characters and still-high partiers around me in their finest, or maybe not so finest, clubwear, I was alone. 
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Paul 
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MY PHONE’S RINGTONE woke me out of a sound sleep, and I groped around in the dark on my nightstand for it. Even when I finally found it, it took me a moment to slide over the button to answer. 

“Hello?” I grumbled, not even sure the person on the other end could understand the garbled, half-asleep mess of words. 

“Paul, it’s me. I need your help.” 

The anxiety in my father’s words rocketed me into wakefulness. My father could be a lot of things, primarily smug or annoying or callous, or even loud when those rare times he was angry, which hadn’t happened a lot since I had come on board as COO. But anxiety was not something I had often heard from him, and the rare sound told me that something was very wrong. Immediately, my head began to whirl with the worst-case scenario. A fire at the company headquarters? Someone breaking in or hacking in? Stocks in freefall? 

“Dad, what’s wrong? The business? Tommy?” I sat up, trying to untangle my legs from the sheet and quilt simultaneously. I shouldn’t have left as I had with that stupid party still raging, all my thoughts and attention on Rita, who had come to my office to tell me she loved me. And, of course, the sex that had happened afterward. Had Tommy gotten himself into trouble again? 

“I’m in jail. You need to come bail me out.” 

The words stopped me cold, and I took a moment to wrap my head around them. 

“You’re what?” I repeated dumbly. 

“I’m in jail. I need you to bail me out,” Dad repeated, his tone tight and clipped with edginess. 

“Why are you in jail?” Dad wasn’t a standup guy by any stretch of the imagination, but he hadn’t ever done anything that would be considered illegal. Not even close—he wasn’t that kind of guy. 

“I’ll explain when you get here. They’re telling me I have to get off. And Paul? Try to call Fredrickson. He didn’t pick up when I called him earlier. I’m at the 10th precinct.” 

The phone disconnected before I could get another word in, and I stared at my phone dumbly for a long minute. 

Dad was in jail? He had been arrested? I couldn’t think of a single thing Dad did that could land him in lockup. Unlike my younger brother Tommy, Dad didn’t touch drugs, so that couldn’t be it. He had been drinking at the party—we’d argued about it before Rita and I had left. What had started as an innocent enough gathering of coworkers and employees had turned into something else by the time Rita and I had come up for air from each other. Had he been driving drunk? Except Dad didn’t have his car—he’d gone to work with me, my driver navigating the snow and traffic. 

As I dressed quickly, I turned over what could have landed Dad in jail. Had something happened with the business? But what? Dad couldn’t have done anything illegal. 

Could he? 

Dad wasn’t the most honest person, and he had charisma oozing out of his ears. It was how he had grown the business, courted and reeled in investors now, and why he never failed to have women—usually, young women—on his arm wherever he went, whenever he wanted. But he had never crossed into the realm of illegal dealings, not with partners, not with investors, not with people with whom he associated. 

He had, in fact, made it a point when I had joined the company as COO to tell me that if he ever caught me in bed, literally or figuratively, with someone shady, he would fire me. Immediately.

Dad and I didn’t have a great relationship; we were often at odds and angry with each other, especially lately. But I couldn’t bring myself to believe he had abandoned those morals, his only morals with any strength. Nor did I think he would put the business in jeopardy that way. He might have checked out when he realized that I did most of the day-to-day running of the business, but the company he had built from the ground up still meant more to him than anything else. 

And yet, it didn’t entirely strike me as out of the ordinary that he was calling from jail. Some part of me had thought it would happen at some point, or I would have been more upset. 

Before I left, I crossed my apartment. The door to the guest bedroom I had put Tommy in on his arrival was slightly ajar, the inside dark and silent. 

I couldn’t tell whether he was home or not. Had Tommy done something? He had sworn up and down he was done with drugs and the party life. Had he already gone against his word, which wasn’t worth much? He’d been out of jail only a handful of days, and I had no reason to trust him after a lifetime of lies and terrible, often illegal behavior thanks to our parents and their constant enabling. 

The party at the office had been his idea, one very in line with his past. He said he wanted to thank those who had come to work on a Saturday. If I ever would—he had a lot to prove before anything became permanent.  

I edged closer but still couldn’t tell if Tommy was in bed. I hadn’t seen him at the party when Rita and I had left, but that didn’t mean he hadn’t been in some office, snorting something up his nose. Why hadn’t I stayed, forced everyone out, and put an end to the ridiculousness? Why hadn’t I looked for Tommy to keep him out of trouble? 

Because you’re not his keeper. Because you’re not going to rescue him anymore if he doesn’t want to save himself. 

When he had been caught dealing, when the judge had given him years instead of months in prison when he hadn’t been able to squirm out of his bad decisions any longer, I had sworn to myself I was done trying to save Tommy from himself. I had tried and only been burned over and over. So had one of the priceless paintings in my collections. 

Pushing at the door, I peered in as it swung slowly inward. A floorboard creaked as I put my foot down, and a figure rose suddenly in the bed, outlined by the light from the city. 

The bedside light came on, and Tommy was sitting up in bed, breathing hard, his eyes wide and panicked. He didn’t seem to realize where he was, what was going on, or even see me. But then he blinked, shook his head, and buried his face in his hands. 

“What the hell, Paul?” he demanded, panic and anger warring with each other in his breathless tone. “Are you trying to give me a heart attack? Do you realize where I’ve been for the past three years?” 

“Sorry,” I replied, genuinely regretful for the scare I had given my brother. “I just wanted to make sure you were in here.”

Tommy’s eyes narrowed for a moment, his blue eyes flickering with anger. But he sighed, and it melted away. “Okay, sure, if that’s what you need.” 

“I wasn’t going to,” I said, stepping further into the room. “I just—” 

I knew my following words wouldn’t go over well.

“—Dad’s in jail, and I wanted to make sure you were home.” 

Tommy’s blue eyes widened, then narrowed again. “And you thought I had something to do with it?” 

I didn’t answer—I didn’t have to. 

Anger still warred with hurt on Tommy’s face, and he looked away, his hand fisting in the quilt. “I guess I get that. I’ve only been back a few days.” 

The answer I hadn’t expected caught me off guard. The Tommy I’d known before the kid had gone to jail would have been furious. But here he was, admitting that he understood why I didn’t trust him, though I could see it still hurt.  

“Well, I didn’t have anything to do with it. I left early, came back, and went to sleep before you even got home.” 

It was true—the apartment had been so quiet when I’d gotten home after dropping Rita off, our long goodbye lasting well into the night, that I had thought I was alone in my apartment. 

“Okay,” I said, half apology, though I knew I had every right to ask given our history. 

Tommy took another minute, then ran his hand roughly over his close-cropped hair and face, the stubble over his jaw rasping, before looking back at me. 

“Dad is in jail?” he asked. 

“Yeah. He called me to bail him out, so I’m going.” 

“Do you know why?” Tommy was already sitting up, ready to swing his legs over the side of the bed. 

“No, and I don’t think you should come, Tommy. You need to stay as far away from this as possible.” 

My brother opened his mouth to argue, then closed it again, his mouth and eyes tight. He didn’t like it, but he knew I was right. 

“Fine,” he growled, his jaw clenching around the word. 

“I’ll be back, and I’ll let you know what’s going on. I won’t leave you out,” I promised. 

“Yeah, okay.” 

He didn’t sound mollified, but at least he was staying without putting up a fight. 

The entire drive to the precinct, my mind worked on the problem and wouldn’t let it go, despite the fact that I should have been paying attention to the slick, snow-covered streets and not Dad. 

The only possible reason he could be in jail had to be about a woman. It was the only explanation that made any sense, given who my father was—and wasn’t. But what? Had he finally dated a woman who wasn’t just young for him but underage? Had someone made some kind of sexual harassment claim against him? If I was honest, I was shocked he hadn’t had some type of harassment lawsuit, or multiple lawsuits, leveled against him already. 

“Call Erik Fredrickson,” I instructed my car for a third time. Ringing echoed through the car’s cabin until the lawyer’s voicemail picked up. 

“Fredrickson, this is Paul Finlay. Again. Dad tried to call you, and this is the third time I’ve called. Dad is in jail, and he needs legal counsel. Please call me back when you get this.”

I hung up and cursed the lawyer. Ineffectively, of course, since the old man couldn’t hear me. Part of me hoped he was already at the precinct with Dad. But I knew Fredrickson was probably dead asleep in bed in the brownstone representing my father for years had bought him. 

Too many years, apparently. 

For a moment, I considered calling one of the company’s armies of lawyers, but unless this issue had to do with the business, they had to stay out of it. I didn’t want any part of the future of our company tied up with Dad’s mistakes.

The precinct was quiet when I walked in and made my way to the front desk. The officer looked up, raising his eyebrows in an unvoiced question, and I offered him a small smile I didn’t feel. 

“Hi. I got a call from my dad that he’s here. William Finlay.” 

“Ah.” 

The man turned and began typing into his computer, but that one word said it all—had they had a billionaire in their precinct lockup before? Then he pushed himself up and asked me to follow. He led me back to the holding cell, and it only took me a moment to spot Dad in his bespoke suit, bedraggled and wrinkled though it was, among the others. He was bent over, head buried in his hands. 

“Mr. Finlay,” the officer called in a bored tone and jerked his head toward me when Dad raised his head in response. 

He was on his feet instantly and moving over to the bars. 

“Thank goodness you’re here,” he said, wrapping his hands around the metal. “Did they tell you why I’m here?” 

I couldn’t understand Dad’s question and could only reply with one of my own, a single word. “What?” 

“Do you know why I’m here?” Dad repeated, each word enunciated slowly like I was some dim-witted child. “I have no idea why they arrested me.”

The words set off a flicker in the center of my chest, a tightening. It grew until my entire body was hot with anger. Dad had done something terrible, bad enough to get arrested and land in jail, and he couldn’t tell me what it was? 

“You don’t know?” I said the words slowly, trying to keep my tone as even as possible. I wasn’t sure I succeeded. 

“No, I don’t know,” Dad insisted. “Didn’t I just say that? I remember the party starting, and then next to nothing, just flashes of things. And then I was leaving, making my way down to the car, and suddenly Angela and your mom were there. She took pictures of me with some girl I didn’t even know, and then they arrested me.” 

“You don’t remember anything?” This time I knew I heard the growl in my voice, and Dad must have, too, because his eyes narrowed. 

“I just told you I didn’t.”

“So you let yourself get black-out drunk at a party that shouldn’t have happened after I told you to shut it down when things were getting out of control? The one you refused to stop? And now you’re in jail because of something you did there that you don’t remember?” 

My voice rose in volume with each question, my incredulity rising along with it. 

“Don’t get short with me, Paul. I have no idea why I’m here—that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.” 

I ground my teeth until pain lanced through my jaw. “What did they say when they arrested you?” 

“Something about soliciting a prostitute—” 

“Soliciting a prostitute? Dad!” I hit the bar and whirled in a circle in impotent frustration and lack of anything else to do with my anger. I couldn’t haul off and hit Dad like I wanted. 

“I didn’t do it, Paul, come on,” Dad protested hotly. “I don’t hire escorts, and I sure as hell don
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