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        For the ones who acknowledge their needs and aren’t afraid to go after them. Sometimes it takes a badass to go after what you want and to know your worth. You are that badass. Carry on, Queen.
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          Desperate times call for desperate measures.
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        Sometimes that means acquiring the one thing you never thought you’d need…love.

        With histories that haunt them, each of our heroes is forced to confront his destiny with grit and determination. He can’t afford to look desperate. But all it takes is the love of a good woman to bring him to his knees.

        Do our possessive alpha males have what it takes to make these mergers last?

        Meet our over-the-top MMCs:

        Liam O'Doyle

        Connor Callahan

        Ono Botarelli

        Sammy Ramirez

        Balor Cruz

        Mergers & Acquisitions is a contemporary romance series of connected standalones. Some stories feature the offspring of main characters from the Wild Billionaire Romance and Jersey Bad Boys series. Prepare to see familiar tropes such as enemies to lovers, forced proximity, arranged marriages, secret babies, with some violence, stalking, romantic obsessions, foul language, and explicit scenes.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Desperate Needs

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Everyone has needs. But can he acknowledge his?

      Connor

      I’ve had to crawl through the muck to rebuild my family’s name after my father all but destroyed us. I’ve spilled blood, burned through hours, and poured my soul into this business with a singular focus.

      To get back what we lost, and then some. The Callahan name used to evoke respect. Those who don’t remember who I am will learn soon.

      Real soon.

      Once I take down the top security firm in the country, I’ll be right where I need to be. I just have to prove their weakness. Everything is ready. Almost.

      I just need one more piece of info. But lucky for me, I know where to get it. I just didn’t know this cute, little redhead was going to storm into my life and wreck it like a hurricane. Now I have a decision to make. Keep my little darling or destroy her father’s company.

      Clementine

      The second I saw Connor Callahan it was like a red flag went up inside my brain.

      Fifteen years older than me, and sexier than any man has a right to be, this tatted up businessman is everything I never knew I wanted. And even better, he seems to want me back.

      Keeping our meetings on the down low is difficult when your family tree is filled with the kind of people I have hanging on every branch.

      He makes me feel so special. And I know there’s got to be another reason he is seeking me out, but I’m too wrapped up in my own desperate yearnings to see it.

      Are needs, no matter how desperate, a good enough reason to fall in love?
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      Fifteen years ago.

      I heard the pounding of my father’s footsteps as he raced towards where the bad men were holding me.

      The room smelled bad. Like cigarettes and beer. I recognized the smells from when I visited Uncle Nico’s bar with Pop.

      It made my nose itchy, but one of the bad men slapped me when I sniffled earlier. I was scared, so it was okay to cry. Or so I thought.

      The bad man said crying was for babies, and I was too fat to be a baby.

      So, I hid my fear. But when I heard Pop’s angry voice roaring my name, I knew it was going to be okay.

      The door busted open, and the bad men stood, scrambling to get away as Pop and my uncles came rushing inside.

      There were other men with them, too. Men outfitted with guns and knives, who worked for my father.

      Violence erupted around me like Mount Vesuvius. I learned all about the volcano that destroyed Pompeii in the year 79 AD.

      We watched a video about that in school last week and I remembered the way molten lava shot from the mouth of the mountain and rained down terror on the unsuspecting people below.

      I liked history. But these guys should have known this was going to happen.

      I didn’t know a lot about my father’s or my uncles’ business, but I knew they were respected and feared. I saw it in the way other adults, like my teachers or my friends’ parents, looked and the way their expressions changed when they found out who I was.

      Clementine Aziz. Daughter of Josef Aziz, head of Sigma International.

      “Clementine! Are you okay?” Pop asked.

      He was kneeling at my feet, cutting through the ties that held my hands and ankles together with a wicked looking knife. His face was covered with sweat and blood, but it didn’t scare me.

      I knew it wasn’t his.

      “Clemmy mine? Honey? Answer me, baby, are you hurt?” Pop asked.

      I shook my head. I was going to need time to process everything that had happened, but I was feeling angry now. More than anything else, I was mad. Especially since the worst of it was over.

      “Can you talk? Shit. Call a doctor!” he yelled at one of the men.

      But I shook my head and narrowed my eyes.

      “I don’t need a doctor, Pop.”

      “I think you should get looked at,” he said, and tilted my head side to side.

      His chest rumbled angrily as he took in the side of my face where the bad man had hit me.

      “I am so sorry you got hurt,” he said, and gritted his teeth.

      I knew he meant it. This year had been hard on all of us. Mom was sick, and Pop was splitting his time between work, us kids, and being there for her. I was eleven and the oldest.

      I didn’t understand exactly what was going on, but I tried to keep my younger sisters calm. Pop was serious about our security, but there must have been a mix up.

      “What happened?” he asked.

      “Practice was canceled, and I thought I was big enough to get home alone,” I murmured, ashamed by my actions.

      This was all my fault, and even as I acknowledged it, I wasn’t ready to feel so much shame.

      He should be home with Mom. Not here with me.

      “Hey, it’s not your fault, Honey. Tell me how it happened,” he said.

      “I was two blocks away from school when a van pulled up next to me. They put a bag over my head and took me away. I’m sorry, Pop. I shouldn’t have left without calling. It’s my fault they got me,” I whispered.

      “You did nothing wrong, Clementine. This is my fault. Not yours,” he said, but I shook my head. “Listen to me, baby. It is my fault. Now, let’s go see the doctor.”

      “No!” I yelled, and Pop narrowed his eyes.

      But it was too late. All those feelings I’d been feeling ever since the bad men took me just bubbled up until I couldn’t hold them back anymore.

      They just spilled out of me. Not tears. No, I wouldn’t cry about this again.

      It was rage that came rocketing from my lips.

      Anger.

      Fury.

      And a thirst for vengeance.

      Just like Mt. Vesuvius all over again.

      “No! I don’t need a doctor,” I repeated.

      I was breathing heavily, and I pushed against my father’s hold. He released me and nodded.

      “Okay. Tell me what you need, Clementine,” Pop said.

      I noticed my uncles had gathered behind him. Uncles Adrik, Marat, Andres, Nico, Luc, and Angel were all waiting to hear what I had to say.

      Their heads were canted, and their gazes were steady as I opened my mouth and told them all what I needed more than anything else in the world.

      Whatever innocence I’d still possessed at twelve, even after learning about my mother’s battle with illness, was wiped out the second those bad men took me.

      I understood then, there was no going back to being that little girl safely ensconced in the protective bubble my parents had built for me.

      I’d witnessed too much for that. So, I met my father’s unwavering stare, and I told him.

      “I need to learn how to fight and how to shoot a gun.”
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      Also fifteen years ago.

      I walked into the kitchen to see my mother and sister weeping on the floor and my father shouting at them with a belt in his hand.

      “Where’s my fucking money?!” he shouted, but I caught the hard leather before it could reach them and shoved him away.

      “Get away from them, you bastard!”

      That was when he turned his evil attention on me. His face was a ruddy mask of desperation and rage, and he stunk like cheap whiskey.

      “It’s too late for you, old man. They're coming,” I growled.

      “Sonovabitch!” he screamed and came at me.

      But for the first time, I was ready.

      “Go ahead. Hit me,” I dared him, and he did.

      Like I expected.

      The first punch sent my head flying to the left, but I refused to make a sound. My father’s violence was no stranger to me.

      “You no good son of a whore!” he snarled, his face way too close to mine.

      The old man’s rank breath was far worse a hit than his puny fists could deliver. I narrowed my eyes, bracing myself for the next blow.

      He continued to rage, and when he lifted his hand to strike again, I knew I wasn’t going to let him get away with it.

      I caught his fist, twisting his arm, and I pushed the piece of shit away from me.

      “You can’t do that! I’m your father! I gave you everything! You and that bitch whore of a mother have nothing without me! She did this, didn’t she? She told those bastards where to find me,” he growled and stepped towards her again.

      My mother whimpered and held my sister tight.

      “No! Stop,” she pleaded.

      But she didn’t have to worry. I would never allow him to get near her again.

      I jumped in front of him and shook my head.

      “Tell me where the cash is. There’s a boat. I’ll just leave, and you’ll never see me again,” he demanded.

      I clenched my jaw. The man was still my father, but he was a liar and a prick. I’d watched him try to destroy my mother and sister with his violence and hate, and I would not allow it another moment.

      He started pulling out drawers and cursing, but he wouldn’t find a thing.

      My old man’s world was falling down around his ears, and he still didn’t understand.

      Ever since he tried to double cross the Vipers with old man O’Doyle, making a deal to try to cut the powerful Jersey City based gang out, my old man had signed his own death certificate.

      My ancestors had come to this country in the 1850s and worked damn hard to make something of themselves.

      Back then, people weren’t very kind to the wave of Irish that came over in hordes, seeking sanctuary from the famine and political unrest back home.

      So, my people did what countless others had done when struck with no way to make ends meet in the land of promise.

      They turned to the underworld and made names for themselves, doing everything from running numbers to hiring themselves out as muscle for others.

      The Callahan name used to mean something here. But my father fucked that all up with one poor decision after another.

      Maybe he thought he could build himself back up by striking me down.

      Well, if that was the case, then the old man had another thing coming.

      See, he thought one of his goons slipped up, and told the Viper King, Nico Fury, that it was that guy who’d initiated the double cross. Figured he had a fall guy and could bullshit his way out of it.

      But it wasn’t some low-level thug who ratted him out.

      It was me.

      I was the one who told those deadly snakes where they could find him.

      I was the one who recognized my father needed to be taken out of the picture so that I could rebuild what he’d so foolishly destroyed.

      “You got it wrong, old man.”

      “What are you talking about? I am your father. I am the goddamn leader of the Callahans!”

      “Nah,” I growled, glaring down at the man who had terrorized me, my mother, and my sister for most of our lives and all of my childhood.

      I could have just handed him over to the men who were hunting him. They were powerful men.

      Merciless.

      But I owed this motherfucker for a lifetime of hate. I flicked a glance at my mother as she rose from the broken linoleum floor with my sister wrapped in her arms.

      Blood trickled from her lip as we locked eyes and she nodded her head, turning her back on her despicable husband and giving me the okay.

      That was all the go ahead I needed.

      I took the gun from my waistband and pointed it at his head.

      “You. Are. Nothing.”

      The muted sound of my silencer echoed in my ears as I watched my sire crumple to the ground, a hole between his eyes.

      Ten minutes later, a cleaner arrived.

      The men my father fucked over were going to let me live, but it would be a long time before I earned back the respect my father cost us.

      The Callahan name would rise above that piece of shit. That was my vow. I would see it done.

      No matter what.
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      Prologue 3-Clementine

      Two years ago…

      “Well?” I asked standing in front of both my parents.

      Josef and Meredith Aziz were one of those formidable couples nothing and no one could ever break up. Not that I would ever try.

      I’d been working for my father in his cyber security unit ever since I finished college, but it wasn’t what I wanted to do with my life.

      I knew it would be difficult, but I was ready for the challenges of running my own non-profit. My heart squeezed with memories of Andrew Rami, the poor boy who’d been killed as a result of his callous parents’ refusal to accept him and their lack of communication.

      They thought he was something to be fixed. But really, Andrew had only craved acceptance.

      The guilt I bore for that tragedy was still there and it still hurt. That was why I was there today.

      After spending months on a proposal, I’d come to Mom and Pop for their advice and their help. I was lucky, see, I knew I could count on both.

      Unlike Andrew.

      “Clemmy mine! This sounds incredible,” Mom said with tears in her eyes.

      They were the same green as mine, but I hated making her cry.

      “If this is what you want, Honey, we are all for it and we will help you in every way we can,” Pop added.

      Warmth filled me as I embraced my parents and thanked them. It was true. Maybe even an under exaggeration that I was one of the lucky ones to have family like this. Family who supported and protected each other.

      It was my dream to help those who didn’t have the same. And with a little luck and some work I was going to do just that.

      “So, this is a big deal. Anyone special to help you with it all,” Mom inquired after Pop left the room.

      “Mom! I don’t need a man to help me build my dream,” I scoffed, even as my heart squeezed with yearning.

      “I know that,” Mom said. “But don’t close yourself off. Steven was an asshole.”

      “Mom!” I said, shocked that she would even mention that jerk.

      He was my one real relationship, but it had been over years ago. Sure, I wanted love, but my father left a pretty big impact on me. He was so in love with Mom, and I knew I would never settle for less.

      Steve had been less. And I was so much better off without him.

      “Look at me, Clementine. It is true a woman doesn’t need a man to be complete, but let me tell you from experience,” she said with a grin, “Life is a helluva lot more entertaining with one. Now, give me a hug and get going. You have a nonprofit to build!”

      I sighed and squeezed my mother saying a prayer of thanks that she was healthy and whole and with me now. There was a time I thought we’d lost her. But she proved stronger than cancer, and she amazed me every single day.

      Having her and my father to help me realize my dreams made all the difference in the world to me. But not everyone had that. And I wanted to provide a place for those in need.

      That’s what Drew’s Place was all about.

      “I love you, Mom,” I said, hugging her closely.

      This was going to take hard work and dedication, but I was ready.

      And what about finding a man?

      I wasn’t going to hold my breath.
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      Present Day.

      I grabbed a glass of champagne off a tray from a passing waiter and grinned at my cousin as she and her husband posed for pictures with their beautiful new baby as everyone gathered to celebrate the christening of Michael Liam O’Doyle.

      “Congrats!”

      Everyone shouted and clapped, making the baby cry, of course. But no one was bothered, and everyone smiled indulgently as Michaela cuddled her precious bundle close.

      It was a wonderful affair. Truly beautiful, but I expected nothing less from Aunt Sofia and Uncle Adrik, who were hosting. My eyes teared up, and I just felt so damn happy for my cousin I could just burst with it.

      “Well, looks like they’re sticking it out,” a deep voice said from right next to me.

      I looked down at the pristine white handkerchief offered, and took it, wiping my eyes and sniffing in an attempt to stem their flow and settle my nerves.

      “Sorry. Allergies,” I mumbled and made to hand it back.

      “Why don’t you hold on to that one, Darlin’? I have more.”

      I looked up, ready to tell this jerk off. I didn’t need some man’s handkerchief, but when I looked up, I was startled into shutting my mouth.

      I’d seen him before, of course. But this was the first time he had ever spoken to me.

      “You’re Connor Callahan,” I said, taking him in from his short, high-tapered faux hawk to the red-soled navy blue leather shoes on his feet.

      “Are those Cole Haan?” I asked, nodding at the shoes.

      “Um, yeah. I think so,” he said with a careless shrug.

      I had a thing for men with a certain style, and this man had it. He was definitely older than me. At least ten years, but I appreciate that despite his size, he wore a well-cut suit tailored to underplay his bulk and power.

      “They’re fire.”

      I licked my lips and raised my eyebrows, maintaining eye contact as I swirled my champagne and took another sip. Slowly.

      “Thanks. I like your look too, Darlin’,” he purred, and the deep, rumbling sound was like catnip to my long-starved pussy.

      In other words, I felt that teasing murmur all the way to my core.

      “You still with ODI?” I asked casually.

      “ODI is still my client, if that’s what you mean,” he corrected.

      “Your client?”

      I wasn’t aware of that, but why would I be? I never even spoke to the man, and my cousin was so caught up in her handsome hubby and being a mother, she knew little more than I did.

      “That’s right. I run my own company. Liam is an old friend and a client.”

      He dipped his chin, a sexy hum teasing his throat as he looked me over from head to toe seemingly casually.

      But I felt the weight of his dark-eyed stare, and it made my blood sizzle.

      I sipped my drink.

      “I see,” I said, but I wasn’t really interested in business.

      With my family all around me, I knew this wasn’t the time or place for what I was really interested in, and that was in maybe spending a little one-on-one time with Mr. Connor Callahan.

      “Well, if you’re interested in maybe meeting up for a drink later, you can text me,” I said boldly, shivers of anticipation running through me.

      Oh my God!

      What was I doing? This was so unlike me. I didn’t just pick up random men at family events.

      “I’m hardly a random guy, Darlin’. I’ve worked with your cousin for over a year. But, uh, I don’t have your number,” he said, a wicked grin on his handsome face.

      “Well, damn. I guess I said all that out loud and ruined my image for you, didn’t I?” I said.

      But Connor was looking at me with nothing less than interested delight, and that was just about all that a girl like me needed to keep an ember of hope alive deep down inside the untried spaces of my heart.

      I didn’t know what it was about him, besides the fact he was drop dead gorgeous, but I found myself completely attracted to the man.

      “I’m assuming you’re good at your job, Mr. Callahan,” I replied, feeling braver than usual.

      I didn’t look at him again as I sauntered away.

      And by the time I reached the restroom, I was practically panting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2-Connor

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      My heart thudded inside of me as I watched Clementine Aziz get further away.

      Sucking in a sharp breath, I studied her walk, my eyes flitting from the crown of fire pinned atop her head all the way down to that perfect sweetheart ass outlined in emerald silk.

      Goddamn.

      She was stunning.

      My phone buzzed, and I checked the text from Balor.

      
        
          
            
              
        Balor

      

      
        Ready, Boss?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Get the car. Change of plan. I’m taking her out today.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Balor

      

      
        On it.

      

      

      

      

      

      Balor was a good man. A genius, really. Plus, he was family.

      Ever since I started this campaign to bring my family name back to its former, and possibly even further, glory, I’d hand selected those I wanted working in my inner circle.

      Of course, there were some I couldn’t get rid of. Uncles and cousins who were stuck in the old ways. But they were family, and hadn’t I made a promise to them all when I took a seat at the head of the table?

      Yeah, I was still working to lift us all out of the muck my father buried us under when he ruined the Callahan name.

      But I was doing it my way. No more petty crimes. No more running numbers, guns, and women. The world was way too small for that kind of shit these days.

      With CCTV, advanced forensics, digital footprints, social media and a million other modern technological reasons, why even bother?

      So instead, I turned our focus to protection. It was a long road, but fifteen years was a long time, and we’d built a nice name for ourselves.

      Nice, but I was not finished.

      I was looking for total redemption for the Callahan name.

      And this was how I’d get it.
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      I closed my eyes and leaned my head against the door, almost falling on my face when it was shoved open right after me.

      “Ouch!” I mumbled and turned around to glare at my cousins, Michaela, Lucy, Andrea, Elena, and Merida.

      The latter two were Andrea’s little sisters, all three of them belonged to Uncle Andres and Aunt Ellie. Lucy was Aunt Destiny’s and Uncle Marat’s daughter. And Michaela was the woman of the hour, snuggling her little precious baby to her chest.

      “Move over, lady with a baby,” she groaned and pushed her way through the throng.

      She sat down in the chair against the wall so she could breastfeed, and I just sighed. So much for having a moment to myself.

      Of fucking course, they followed me.

      What did I expect, though? We were pretty much inseparable, despite the age differences between us.

      “Okay, spill,” demanded Lucy.

      “Should I even start or wait for everyone else to come busting in?” I was going for sarcastic, but the door opened again and Michelle Davis, Michaela’s BFF came in.

      “Sorry I’m late!”

      “Shelly!” Everyone squealed and hugged.

      I just stood and waited for them to settle down.

      Thank goodness Uncle Adrik and Aunt Sofia had outfitted the restroom with multiple stalls and a lounge area. With all the females in our family, it was really just out of self-preservation, since, of course, as it normally happened with women, we always had to pee at the same time.

      Still, the banter and teasing continued, even after I emptied my bladder and washed my hands.

      “Okay, okay, okay, hush! Now, I want to hear from Clementine,” Michaela stated, and everyone immediately shushed.

      “Me too! I mean, holy shit, Clem! What was with you and Mr. Tall, Dark and Fuckable?”

      “Oh my God, nothing is with me and Connor,” I said, but my bright pink blush gave me away.

      Curse you, ivory skin!

      “Yeah, right. Come on, tell us!”

      “Nothing,” I repeated. “I mean, I teared up during the toast, and he just gave me his handkerchief. That was all.”

      “You teared up? You never cry!”

      I shrugged, straightening my dress in the mirror.

      It was a real find. A classic cut bit of silk that fit my ultra curvy body. Plus, it was my favorite color. A rich emerald-green that brought out my eyes and highlighted my auburn locks.

      “You know he is way older than you, right?” Andrea said.

      “Oh my God, so what? Look at all our parents! Talk about age gap romance,” Lucy answered her with an exaggerated eye roll only that beauty could pull off and still look gorgeous.

      “So, what’s gonna happen now?” Michaela asked, handing the baby to her honorary Aunt Shelly.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Are you two going to go out or what?” Lucy asked.

      “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I told him to text me. So, the ball’s in his court now.”

      “I can ask Liam to ask him,” Michaela said, but I held up my hand.

      “Please don’t. We are not in school, for Christ’s sake,” I said and shook my head.

      The girls squealed, and baby Michael objected with a shriek of his own. I rolled my eyes, commiserating with the infant.

      “By the way, I love your dress,” Merida said.

      “Thanks. I figured with Christmas being so close, it worked.”

      Biting my lip, I turned sideways and grimaced at the fact the dress did nothing to disguise the size of my ass.

      Oh well.

      “Sure does work, cousin. I noticed the way that man was watching you walk away. Hubba hubba,” Lucy teased.

      I snorted and tossed a wad of tissue at her. Conversation drifted away from me and onto the baby, and I was more than okay with that.

      I loved my cousins, and I was intrigued by Connor.

      But I doubted the man was going to call or text me.

      He was out of my league. I appealed to a different type of man. My one and only boyfriend had been a soft nerdy kind of guy who turned out to be less sweet and more controlling than I wanted or needed in my life.

      I mean, I was surrounded by over-the-top males.

      Just look at my father and uncles.

      I thought Steve was different from all that potent masculinity I’d grown up with. Turned out that yeah, he was different, and a fuckton more toxic.

      Little prick was a master manipulator, and he had me believing him, too. Maybe that was why I’d shied away from men for the past few years.

      More fool me.

      Watching Michaela and Liam and seeing their happiness and obvious devotion seemed to light a fire in me. I wanted what my cousin had. I wanted love, a husband, a family, and a home of my own.

      I wasn’t saying Connor was the guy to do all that.

      But he was definitely a good place to start. I needed to be proactive about waking up my slumbering libido.

      I mean, holy fuck, the man was fine as hell. Everything about him caught my eye, from his fantastic taste in clothes and his tattooed body, especially those hands. He oozed power. His quiet demeanor commanded attention, as did his six foot plus frame.

      He was big. And that stare of his?

      I could just kiss my panties goodbye every time I caught his onyx gaze land in my direction.

      Swoon.

      He probably had a girlfriend.

      Or two.

      Besides, I really wasn’t half as nervy as I’d pretended to be, handing him that line to text me.

      Like I was a Bond girl or something.

      Yeah, right.

      I excused myself, planning to say goodbye to my parents before I left.

      Only when I exited the restroom, there was someone waiting in the corridor.

      Gulp.
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