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Terms of Revenge

No empire is built without secrets.

Emily Harper destroyed Nate Sterling’s empire at least, that’s what everyone believes. As a rising star in Manhattan’s cutthroat finance world, Emily’s testimony in a high-profile case shattered the billionaire’s reign and nearly ruined them both.

Nate Sterling clawed his way back from the ashes with one goal: to buy Emily’s struggling startup and finish what was started. But the woman he thought was naive and reckless is colder, sharper, and hiding a secret darker than any scandal he’s faced.

Forced into a brutal power play as boss and rival, Emily and Nate’s battle blurs into obsession and when the masks slip, the lines between revenge and redemption vanish.

Because sometimes the fiercest enemies are the only ones who truly see you.

Terms of Revenge is a slow-burn, enemies-to-lovers billionaire romance steeped in dark secrets, corporate warfare, and a love that demands everything.
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I push open the glass door to my office and pause, phone already in hand. It’s the first thing I see—a notification blinking at me like a red warning light. The office around me buzzes with its usual hum, but for a moment, everything feels distant, like I’m underwater, detached from the world I’ve built.

I tap the screen, heart thudding a warning rhythm against my ribs. The headline blares across the screen, merciless in its clarity:

“Sterling Capital Acquires Controlling Interest in Harper Innovations.”

No mistakes. No “pending approval” or “rumored talks.” It’s done. The man I dismantled three years ago, the titan whose empire I helped bring to its knees, now holds the reins to my company—the one thing I poured every fiber of my being into.

I stare at the words. Blink. Breathe shallow. My stomach twists, a knot tightening until I can barely swallow. The sharp sting of betrayal settles like ice through my veins.

It feels like a punch to the gut, except it’s not just the company. It’s everything. The long nights coding in a cramped apartment. The sacrifices. The lawsuits. The fallout. The trial.

I thought I was free.

But Nate Sterling’s shadow has clawed its way back into my life, colder and more dangerous than before.

I swipe down to the article body, reading the sanitized corporate speak:

“Sterling Capital’s strategic investment aligns with its commitment to technological innovation. Harper Innovations will benefit from Sterling’s extensive resources and market reach.”

Bullshit.

I scoff, bitterness curling my lips. “Strategic investment” means domination. Control. The end of autonomy. The slow strangulation of everything I stand for.

My fingers tremble as I scroll further. Details of the acquisition, the percentages, the board seats Nate’s people will fill.

I close my eyes, willing my racing mind to calm.

Don’t let this break you.

But the betrayal seeps deeper than my anger. It’s fear.

Fear for the future. For my team. For the mission that’s never been just about profit.

The mission to protect people like my brother.

I sink into the nearest chair, cold metal biting into my skin through my trousers. The city outside sparkles in the early morning light, indifferent and unfeeling.

I replay the moment three years ago—standing in that courtroom, the weight of every eye on me as I gave testimony that shattered a titan. The hushed gasps, the gasps that meant hope for justice... and the death sentence it brought to my family.

Jason—my brother—gone after that day. Vanished into a nightmare I can’t stop fighting against.

Now, here I am, staring down the man who broke us, who lost everything because of me.

And somehow, he’s back. Back to reclaim his throne.

I feel a sudden heat rise in my chest. This isn’t just corporate warfare. It’s personal. It’s war.

And I’m not the same naive idealist I was back then.

I close my eyes again, breathing deep. I need to be sharper than ever.

Sharper than Nate Sterling.

Because if he thinks this acquisition will break me, he’s got another thing coming.

I stare at my reflection in the glass window behind my desk, faint traces of exhaustion in my eyes, but also fire.

This is my company. My mission. My family.

And I’ll be damned if I let it slip away without a fight.

The phone buzzes again—another message from an unknown number. A threat, maybe. Or a warning.

I swipe it away, but the chill lingers.

No turning back now.

I stand, shoulders squared, and step into the storm.

I gather my core team in the conference room, a sleek space with floor-to-ceiling windows that showcase the city sprawling below. The room feels too bright, too open—like a glass cage where I have to keep my vulnerabilities locked tight.

They file in—Sarah, my COO, who’s been my right hand since day one; Jamal, our lead developer, sharp and skeptical; and Mia, our PR strategist, always ready with a plan.

Their faces shift as they see the headline on my phone in my hand, a silent question hanging heavy in the air before I speak.

“Nate Sterling’s company just acquired controlling interest in Harper Innovations.”

The words hit the room like a shockwave. Sarah’s lips press into a thin line. Jamal’s brow furrows, tension knotting his jaw. Mia’s eyes dart, calculating.

“I know this isn’t what any of us expected,” I say, voice steady despite the storm inside. “But we’re not powerless.”

A hand shoots up. Jamal’s voice is sharp. “Emily, Sterling is the last person we should be working with. This could destroy everything we’ve built.”

I meet his gaze, unflinching. “Which is why we’re going to fight harder than ever.”

Sarah leans forward. “The board will be pressured to side with Sterling’s people. We’ll need a strategy—fast.”

I nod. “We keep our mission front and center. Transparency, innovation, integrity. Sterling’s money can’t buy our values.”

Mia taps her tablet, already drafting a communication plan. “I’ll craft a message for our clients and press—control the narrative before Sterling does.”

The room hums with cautious energy—hope tempered by reality. I catch a glimpse of doubt flicker in their eyes, but also trust in my leadership.

I swallow the lump in my throat and summon the steel I need.

“We’ve fought bigger battles. We’ll weather this storm. Together.”

Their nods come, slow but sure. The fight is on.

But beneath my calm, my mind races.

How deep does Nate Sterling’s plan run? How much has he already taken from me?

And how long before the war hits home?

Later, after the meeting breaks, I retreat to my office. The chatter fades into the background as my mind drifts unwillingly back to that courtroom three years ago—the day I chose to become a target.

The sterile lights hum overhead. I sit by the window, gaze fixed on the city but really somewhere far away.

I remember the heavy wooden doors of the courthouse, the way the air smelled of old paper and tension. The rows of seats filled with faces—some expectant, some hostile.

The prosecutor’s voice echoed as I took the stand, heart pounding. I was the whistleblower, the one who tore into Nate Sterling’s empire with every word.

But it wasn’t just about justice.

It was about my brother, Jason.

He was the reason I stood there, the secret I’ve carried alone.

Jason had uncovered something dangerous inside Sterling’s empire—a secret so dark that it cost him his freedom, maybe his life. I was his shield, his last hope.

When I testified, I hoped it would save him.

Instead, it vanished him.

The courtroom lights blur as the weight of that choice settles deep in my chest.

I never told anyone how I begged the judge to protect him, how I screamed inside when Jason stopped answering his phone, stopped coming home.

That silence haunts me every day.

I clench my fists on the desk. Nate Sterling’s return means those ghosts will rise again.

But I won’t let them consume me.

I breathe in slowly, forcing myself back to the present.

The past is a storm I survived.

Now, it’s time to fight the next wave.

The glass walls of the conference room tint as Nate’s team arrives for the first official walkthrough. I watch from my office window, tension coiling tight in my stomach. I don’t know if it’s courage or madness, but I’m determined not to let them see me break.

Minutes later, the lead negotiator—Caleb—steps into the open space, eyes sharp and calculating. I meet his gaze as he approaches, voice steady but icy.

“This company runs on innovation and trust,” I say, crossing my arms. “Not takeovers and ultimatums.”

Caleb smirks, but I catch the flicker of hesitation behind his polished mask. “We’re here to ensure Sterling’s investment thrives. That means change.”

I lean forward, my tone razor sharp. “Change that respects what we’ve built. No hostile takeovers on my watch.”

Behind him, a few members of Nate’s team scan the office, making mental notes. I refuse to flinch.

“You have a vision,” Caleb says slowly. “But visions change when money’s involved.”

“Then money’s the least of our worries,” I snap. “Because I’m not selling out. Not now. Not ever.”

The room grows heavy with unspoken challenges.

I hold Caleb’s gaze until he looks away, a subtle win.

Behind the veneer of business, I know Nate is watching, waiting.

And I’m ready for whatever game he wants to play.

The office finally empties, the buzz of footsteps fading down the hall. I close the door behind me and lean against it, breathing out the tension I’ve held all day. The weight of what just happened settles in my chest like a stone.

I walk over to the window and stare out at the city—the endless sprawl of lights and glass towers that hide so many stories, so many battles. My reflection stares back, tired but unyielding.

Alone, the armor slips just a little.

I press my palms to the glass, feeling the cold seep into my skin. The future is uncertain, dangerous—but clear.

Nate Sterling’s arrival isn’t the end of my story. It’s a new beginning.

I won’t let fear dictate my next move. The mission that drove me through every dark night—the mission to protect people like my brother—is far from over.

I close my eyes and let the silence fill me. For a moment, the anger and fear simmer down, replaced by something sharper: resolve.

When I open them, the fire in my eyes is unmistakable.

This fight is mine.

And I will win.
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The city looks smaller from this high up. Tamed. Breakable.

I stand at the floor-to-ceiling windows of my Manhattan penthouse, watching the skyline stretch into a hazy gray morning. The glass feels cool beneath my palm, but I barely register the temperature. My thoughts are already elsewhere—four blocks south and one floor down from the boardroom Emily Harper believes she still controls.

The press release went live an hour ago. Sterling Capital now owns a controlling interest in Harper Innovations. On paper, it’s clean. Strategic. But the truth is far messier.

This isn’t about tech. Or profit. Or optics.

This is about her.

Three years ago, she stood in a federal courtroom and drove a knife straight through the throat of my empire. Calm. Composed. The press ate it up—the idealistic startup founder turning on the corrupt billionaire, her voice so righteous it made the jurors lean forward like they were watching a damn movie.

And they believed her.

They believed every word.

Now she’s about to learn what it feels like to lose everything.

I turn from the window and walk slowly through the living room. The space is all marble and shadows, sleek lines and silence—like everything I’ve rebuilt since the fall. Cold. Controlled. A palace designed to keep the world out.

But no amount of control can purge the way her voice sounded in that courtroom. Or the way she looked at me when she took the stand—equal parts fear and fury. I’ve replayed it too many times.

I drop into the leather chair by the bar and grab the glass of bourbon I left untouched last night. I don’t drink this early, but today deserves a ritual. I take a slow sip, let it burn.

I’ve waited a long time for this moment.

Not just to be back on top—but to have her beneath my thumb.

Emily Harper doesn’t know it yet, but her company is no longer hers. Her decisions, her board, her funding—everything now runs through me.

She thinks she survived me.

She thinks she outplayed me.

But this is a long game. And I didn’t claw my way out of the fire just to play fair.

Caleb closes the binder with a soft snap. “Everything’s finalized. The paperwork hit the boardroom an hour ago. We own fifty-one percent. It’s ironclad.”

I don’t bother looking up from the screen in front of me. Emily’s face is frozen mid-sentence on a paused press clip—last month’s keynote, some crowd-pleasing speech about ethical AI. She’s in control there, confident, eyes lit with that same fire that once set my entire world on fire.

“I want a report on how she reacts,” I say.

Caleb doesn’t flinch. He knows better than to question my motives.

“She’ll fight,” he says. “She’s stubborn. Smart. Exactly like the analysts said.”

No. She’s not like the analysts said. They don’t know her. They don’t understand what drives someone like Emily Harper. I do.

“Let her,” I say. “It’ll make the fall more satisfying.”

He exhales through his nose, flipping open his tablet. “We’ll install two of our people on the board next week. I’ve lined up names—low profile, loyal.”

“I don’t want loyal. I want invisible. I want her to feel secure—until she’s not.”

He gives a short nod, tapping notes into the device.

I finally turn away from the screen and look directly at him.

“And keep your team clean. No overt power plays yet. Not until I say.”

He pauses, brows drawing together. “You want her to think she still has control.”

“I want her to underestimate me.” I lean back. “The same way I underestimated her.”

There’s a silence that stretches too long. He doesn’t say it, but I can hear the unspoken words behind his stare: This isn’t just business.

He’s right. It’s not.

But that doesn’t make it any less necessary.

I didn’t rebuild my name from the ashes of scandal just to let the one woman who humiliated me keep breathing without consequence. I want her out of options. I want her on her knees—metaphorically, of course.

Mostly.

Caleb clears his throat. “You want daily updates?”

“Live ones. Every move she makes, I want it logged.”

He finishes his notes and stands. “I’ll have a full brief by end of day.”

I nod once. “Dismissed.”

He leaves quietly, and I’m alone again with her image on the screen.

Emily Harper.

Beautiful. Defiant. Dangerous.

And finally... mine to destroy.

The room is dark except for the flicker of the monitor, casting pale light on my face. I lean forward, eyes locked on the grainy courtroom footage. Emily Harper, mid-testimony, voice steady but not without tremors that betray the steel beneath.

She doesn’t know I’m watching. She never will.

I watch the way her eyes dart, fierce but haunted. The subtle catch in her breath when the prosecutor asks about her brother. The way she clenches her jaw like she’s biting down on pain she refuses to let loose.

I’m not sure if I hate her or envy her strength.

She testified against me, sure—but she was protecting someone. I’ve always suspected it. I just don’t know who.

Her story has gaps. Secrets. Things she won’t say aloud.

I rewind. Play again. The same words, but now they feel different. Layers beneath layers. The cold clarity of the courtroom disguising a desperate heart.

I tell myself this is justice. That she destroyed what was corrupt.

But late at night, when the house is empty, I admit something else.

I’m obsessed.

Not just with revenge.

With her.

Because beneath the woman who tore me down, I see something I can’t ignore.

Vulnerability.

Strength.

A reflection of my own demons.

I shut off the monitor and lean back, the leather chair creaking beneath me.

This isn’t just about power anymore.

It’s about unraveling the truth she’s hiding.

And about finally understanding what she meant to me all along.

My phone buzzes on the polished desk, Caleb’s name flashing across the screen.

“She didn’t back down. Thought you’d want to know.”

I smirk, the faintest flicker of something dangerous lighting my eyes.

Resistance was expected. Resistance is thrilling.

I set the phone down and swivel my chair toward the bank of monitors lining the wall. Live feeds from Harper Innovations’ lobby and hallways flicker in icy clarity.

And then she appears.

Emily.

Like a force of nature, walking through her company’s doors with that same posture—head high, shoulders squared—as when she faced me in court.

She doesn’t see me.

But I see everything.

The way she moves—confident, controlled, yet there’s a tension beneath the surface.

I zoom in on her face.

Her eyes meet the camera’s gaze, sharp and unyielding. And for a split second, it feels like she’s staring right back at me.

My reflection merges with hers on the screen—two broken, hardened souls locked in a war neither is ready to end.

I lean forward, hand hovering over the controls.

This is the beginning.

And I intend to watch every step she takes.

I close the surveillance feed and pull open a confidential file labeled: “Harper, Emily – Background Review.”

Pages of documents, contacts, financial records scroll across my screen. But there are gaps. Missing files. Quiet spaces where secrets hide.

She’s good—better than I thought.

But I’m better.

I lean back, fingers steepled beneath my chin, eyes narrowing.

Emily Harper is hiding something darker than her public face.

And I will find it.

Because knowledge is leverage.

And leverage is power.

I’m not just reclaiming what was lost.

I’m hunting her truth.

The truth that will break her.

And finally, make her mine.
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The morning light sneaks through the blinds, but it feels like it’s shining on someone else’s life. I blink against the brightness, heart still hammering from a night spent tangled in restless dreams—visions of courtrooms, cold boardrooms, and Nate Sterling’s relentless eyes.
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