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      Desperate times call for desperate measures.

      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 Bottarelli

      Sammy Ramirez

      Balor Cruz

      Nico Fury Jr.

      Remy Falco

      Atlas James Stavros

      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.
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      A desperate game. A dangerous obsession. Lies, lust, and longing never end quietly.

      Remy Falco

      I’ve been orbiting the Volkov Clan for as long as I can remember. Not bad for the son of a muscle-for-hire who bounced at the Den and a stripper from the wrong side of town. I’ve carved out my own path, running elite security for Sigma International. I’ve protected kings, queens, and A-list celebrities.

      But nothing prepared me for this assignment.

      It sounded simple enough. Keep an eye on the heiress I’ve known for years. No big deal, right?

      Except she isn’t looking for a bodyguard. She’s looking for a baby daddy.

      And when a woman like her sets the rules and turns up the heat, who am I to say no?

      She thinks this is some kind of game. That she can run off, claim it didn’t mean anything, and I’ll just walk away. But I’m not built like that. I’m not satisfied with silence, and definitely not with lies.

      Three months later, I find her. In a baby store. Shopping for our future.

      Now that I’ve found her again, I’m not letting her go. Not now. Maybe not ever.

      Andrea Ramirez

      Okay, hear me out. I’ve always wanted to be a mom. Like always. But relationships? Yeah, those never seem to work out for me. Is it my overbearing family—full of over-the-top alpha males who can’t stop meddling in their daughters’, sisters’, and cousins’ lives?

      Maybe.

      Or maybe I’m just not willing to risk my heart anymore. Either way, I can hear my biological clock ticking like a damn time bomb.

      So I make a decision. I call my uncle’s security firm and request a bodyguard. I spin a story. I lie. And I spend one unforgettable night with one of my honorary cousin’s insanely hot friends—Remy Falco.

      And let me tell you, the man is built like a god, tatted like a sinner, and every inch the star of my dirtiest dreams. The perfect choice for a no-strings sperm donor.

      Only problem? I caught feelings. And I know a guy like him isn’t sticking around for messy, complicated me.

      But this isn’t a game anymore. This is my life. And I’m keeping my baby.

      Not my family, not Remy, not even the world is going to change that.
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      Volkov-Fury Wedding, Private Island

      Always a bridesmaid, never a bride.

      Whoever came up with that line?

      Deserves to be slapped.

      With a stiletto.

      Repeatedly.

      I knock back another shot of ouzo and scan the reception like I’m searching for a reason not to start sobbing into my slice of wedding cake.

      It’s a sun-kissed nightmare out here.

      Everyone is glowing.

      Gleaming.

      Pregnant.

      Lee-Lee’s radiant in that floaty ivory gown, literally sparkling with sapphires and fairy-tale magic.

      Aella’s got the new-mom glow, her arms protectively wrapped around her newborn son, my nephew, Samuel Angel Ramirez.

      Little cutie.

      Clementine’s juggling two toddlers while growing a third.

      Shelly can’t stop cooing over her first.

      Michaela’s probably halfway to baby number four.

      And Lucy? Lucy looks ready to pop. Her man’s practically worshipping her belly like it’s holy.

      And then there’s me.

      No man.

      No baby.

      No diamond. No game plan. Not one fucking clue.

      Just a ticking time bomb in my uterus and the vague, unhelpful memory of Marisa Tomei yelling my biological clock is ticking like this in My Cousin Vinny.

      I should’ve listened harder.

      Instead, I’m here—drunk, dateless, and dangerously close to crying at a wedding full of happily-ever-afters.

      The music shifts, the lights twinkle, and I take a deep breath of ocean air, letting it sting the back of my throat.

      That’s when I hear him.

      “Why do you look so sad, Andy?”

      Andy? No one calls me that.

      The voice is deep. Velvet wrapped around danger. I glance up—and holy shit.

      Dark eyes. Suntanned skin. A smirk like he knows exactly what he’s doing.

      I know that face. I’ve seen it in passing—at parties, in corridors, beside Junior.

      Always in the background, watching, waiting.

      “I know you. What’s your name again?” I ask, blinking through the haze of good wine and worse decisions.

      “I’m wounded you forgot my name, Pretty Girl.”

      “Remy!” I shout, suddenly remembering him.

      “Remy Falco,” he adds with a hot boy wink. “That’s right. I’m Junior’s friend.”

      Junior’s friend.

      Perfect.

      I bite my lip.

      This man is dangerous territory. The kind I like best.

      Because see, I’m done waiting for fate.

      I don’t want a soulmate. Don’t need one. Nope.

      I want a legacy.

      A baby.

      My baby.

      And Remy? He looks like a guy who can get the job done.

      “How tall are you?” I ask, gazing up at him.

      The man is big. And built.

      He’s got short dark hair, a buzz cut that would look weird on most guys but seems right on him.

      Green eyes glitter down at me, and his full lips pull up in a smirk that makes my panties wet.

      Thick ropes of muscle cord around his enormous frame and dark tattoos peek out from his shirtsleeves and collar.

      He looks like he breaks things—hearts—just for fun.

      But not this girl’s heart. I won’t give him the chance for all that.

      But maybe he can help me.

      Hang on, though. It’s not like I don’t believe in love.

      I do. God, I do.

      I grew up watching it every day—hell, I lived in the shadow of it. Of Andrés and Ellie Ramirez and their great love for one another.

      Truly, I mean, my parents? They’re the stuff of legend.

      Ride-or-die. Epic love affair. And it is still going on.

      The kind of love that writes songs and breaks curses.

      The kind of love that builds an empire and still makes out in the kitchen like no one’s watching.

      It’s beautiful.

      And kind of impossible to live up to.

      Every cousin of mine is out here falling in love like it’s a damn team sport. One by one, they’re pairing off, glowing up, popping out babies like confetti—and I’m just here.

      Simply existing. Trying not to look bitter about my single ass sipping champagne alone at every family wedding like it’s a choice.

      I know I’m supposed to say things like I’m focusing on my career or I love my independence.

      And I do. I love my life. My work. My own space. But I want more.

      So what if it’s not trendy or modern or girlboss-approved to say it out loud?

      I want the fairytale.

      No, not even that.

      I want home.

      A family. A baby. Laughter in the morning and sleepy kisses at night. Sticky fingers, cartoons, lullabies, and someone who calls me Mom with juice on their chin.

      And if I can’t find a man who gets me—who sees past the sarcastic mouth and the chubby thighs and all my chaos—then I’ll just have to do it myself.

      I’ll make my own damn family.

      Sure, I need a sperm donor. But walking into a sterile clinic and picking a name off a clipboard? That feels so impersonal.

      So clinical.

      So not me.

      At least this way—if I go through with it—I can tell my baby one day, yeah, I knew your father. He was real. And beautiful. And maybe I loved him for a little while. Just one night, really.

      Looking at Remy now?

      All that smooth skin and glittering green eyes and the kind of mouth that makes you forget your last name—I don’t think I’ll have to pretend to feel something for him.

      Not at all.

      Because when he looks at me with that crooked smirk and that slow, sure confidence, something in my chest flares.

      Something warm.

      Something hungry.

      Maybe I’m not making a mistake.

      Maybe I’m just making a beginning.

      My way.

      “So, Remy,” I say after a few more drinks and way too many stolen glances.

      “Wanna see my room?”

      His grin is pure trouble.

      “I thought you’d never ask.”

      And just like that, the story changes.

      Not a fairytale.

      Not a romance.

      But maybe? It’s the beginning of something I can have for the rest of my life.
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      Volkov-Fury Wedding, Private Island Same Night

      Creeping on Andy Ramirez isn’t something I planned.

      But, fuck me—I can’t not.

      The braces? Gone.

      Freckles? Faded.

      That awkward little girl I remember tagging along behind Sammy and Junior like a pint-sized hurricane?

      Nonexistent.

      What’s in her place is dangerous.

      Gorgeous.

      She’s a fucking vision.

      Curvy and confident.

      Wearing that rose-colored bridesmaid dress like sin was sewn into every stitch.

      Swathed in silk, hips swaying, a wicked little smile tugging at her glossy mouth as she tosses back another shot and flirts with the chaos around her.

      If Junior knew what I was thinking right now, he’d slit my throat and toss me into the sea.

      No hesitation.

      Good thing he’s too busy being stupid in love with his new wife to notice me watching his wife’s cousin like a starving man watches a feast.

      Because that’s what she is.

      A feast.

      And I’m fucking ravenous.

      I didn’t come to this wedding expecting anything. Just a few days off-grid.

      Sunshine. Booze. Crystal clear waters.

      Some familiar faces. Maybe some networking.

      Nothing like this. Nothing like her.

      Andy turns her head, laughs at something one of her cousins says, and those dark eyes catch the light just right—deep brown with rivers of gold and green, sparkling, bright, and so sharp they cut right through me.

      It’s a lightning strike to the chest.

      Instant. Blinding.

      I’m across the make-shift floor before I even think it through.

      I flirt. Nothing overt.

      Just enough to see if the heat I’m feeling is mirrored back.

      And, holy hell is it.

      She thinks I’m just some guy.

      Junior’s friend.

      A harmless plus-one with a nice face and a decent jawline.

      She doesn’t know what I’ve done. Who I’ve trained with. What I’ve survived.

      She doesn’t know I’ve watched men die, killed with my bare hands, bled in jungles and deserts for causes I barely believed in.

      And somehow—somehow—this woman?

      This curvy, sharp-tongued, unapologetic goddess with the softest fucking lips I’ve ever seen?

      She scares me more than any of that ever did.

      Because I feel everything when I look at her. Lust, yeah. But something else too.

      Need.

      Want.

      Possibility.

      And what the hell am I supposed to do with that?

      I’ve never done the whole relationship thing. Not really. Not the kind that means anything.

      I’ve had women, sure. I’ve ruined women. But never one I’d bring home to meet my mother. Never one I’d want more from than a night or two.

      But this Ramirez girl?

      She’s got me thinking about what it might be like to wake up with the same woman every morning.

      Not because I’m stuck.

      But because I choose her.

      Maybe it’s the wedding. The wine. The fairy lights. The aura of these two over-the-top families—Volkov and Fury—who live like legends and love like warriors.

      Or maybe it’s just her.

      Doesn’t matter either way because I am in this moment. Right here. Right now. With her.

      When Andy leans in close, voice a little slurred, eyes bright with challenge, and says, “Wanna see my room?”

      There’s not a cell in my body that can say no.

      I don’t hesitate.

      I can’t.

      “I thought you’d never ask,” I reply, my voice huskier than I intended.

      Because something about her is pulling me in, rewiring me in real-time, making me crave things I’ve never let myself want.

      Heat.

      Connection.

      Her.

      I don’t know what this is yet.

      But I know one thing for sure.

      Whatever Andy Ramirez wants from me tonight? She’s getting it.

      Sure she thinks I’m just a warm body with a good smile and the right kind of eyes to drown in.

      She’s not wrong.

      But she doesn’t know the half of it.

      The woman walks ahead of me like temptation. The words coming out of her mouth? Pure trouble.

      But that’s okay. I like trouble.

      Especially the kind that tastes sweet at first, then bites down hard.

      She’s got Volkov fire in her blood and Ramirez steel in her spine—and the truth is, I’ve had my eye on her longer than she realizes.

      “You better not disappoint, Big Guy,” she says with a toss of her curly hair over her shoulder.

      I grin.

      “Baby, you have no idea what you’re in for,” I murmur, keeping pace behind her as we sneak around to her private little bungalow.

      She drops her key and bends down to get it, making that fucking dress tighten around her perfect, round ass.

      And fuck me, I’m so hard right now I can almost taste it.

      This little setup?

      Her flirtation. Her plan. Her idea.

      She thinks she’s the one in control.

      That’s adorable.

      See, Junior and I go way back. He trusts me.

      Which means I get invited to places like this—under the radar, always watching. Always listening.

      And I’ve been watching her. Waiting.

      “Ready?” she says, moving upright and fitting the key to the tiny hole in the doorknob.

      She thinks she’s seducing me.

      But this? This is the beginning of a long game.

      One she’s not ready for.

      Not even close.

      “I’m ready, Baby. You just tell me if I move too fast for you,” I growl, picking her up before she can step over the threshold and plastering my mouth to hers.

      Fuck. She tastes like fever dreams and Orange Crush—the vodka drink with fresh, squeezed orange juice, not the soda.

      She wants tonight? That’s fine.

      She can have it.

      But I want more.

      I want all of her.

      Mind. Body. Blood.

      And I don’t walk away from what’s mine.
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      It’s been two weeks since the wedding, and memories of that night still haunt my dreams.

      No, not haunt—consume.

      I wake up tangled in sheets, heart racing, skin flushed, thighs slick and aching like I’ve been touched everywhere. Like I’ve been his again.

      Because in my dreams, I am.

      Remy Falco—gorgeous, naked, hot, and hard—kissing and groping every inch of me, his mouth everywhere, his voice in my ear, his body pressed tight against mine as if he can’t stand a single inch between us.

      And when he fills me with that perfect, thick cock of his, I forget how to breathe.

      God, he was everything that night.

      Rough but careful.

      Hungry but sweet.

      Commanding in the kind of way that made me feel cherished, not used. Like he’d been waiting for me his whole life and just didn’t know it until I touched him.

      I ache remembering how he said my name, or well, the nickname he gave me—Andy—all low and reverent.

      Like it meant something.

      Like I meant something.

      The way he held my face when he kissed me. The way he took his time, even when we were both half-crazy from need. The way he looked at me when he was inside me, like he’d found treasure and wasn’t letting go.

      I told myself it was just sex.

      Just a night.

      Just a distraction.

      But the lie tastes sour now.

      Because my body might have come down from the high, but my heart hasn’t.

      And my stupid, traitorous brain?

      It’s still whispering questions I don’t have the guts to say out loud.

      Does he think about me?

      Was it more for him, too?

      Why hasn’t he called?

      I roll onto my back, stare at the ceiling of my childhood bedroom, and groan.

      Of course, he hasn’t called.

      That night probably meant nothing to him.

      Just a fling. Just a wedding hookup with a willing girl who made him laugh.

      But to me?

      It was hope. It was maybe.

      It was please, God, let this be something.

      And now, two weeks later, I’m still waking up with his name on my lips and nothing but silence on my phone.

      I press my hand to my stomach, curious.

      I get up and move to the bathroom I share with the next bedroom.

      Locking both doors, because you never know in this house, I get myself ready.

      I try to ignore the guilt clawing at my chest as I tear the little pink box open like it insulted me and my whole damn family tree.

      It’s stupid, right? Feeling guilty for hoping.

      For wanting.

      The directions are basic.

      Pee on the stick, cap it, lay it flat, wait three minutes.

      Easy.

      Except I kinda miss and pee on my hand a little.

      Not the glamorous moment I was hoping for. But I’m too anxious to care.

      I cap the stick, toss it on the counter, and practically dive for the sink.

      Scrubbing like Lady Macbeth while trying not to gag.

      Not from the pee, but from the nerves that have completely taken over my body.

      My hands are shaking. My knees feel like jelly. My heart? Racing like it’s trying to escape my ribcage.

      The little plastic stick just sits there on the counter, smug and silent.

      I set the timer.

      Three minutes.

      God, three minutes has never felt so long. I lean against the sink, palms pressed to cool porcelain, trying to breathe through the storm inside me. I feel queasy.

      Not nauseous—just that crawling anxiety that tightens around your throat and won’t let go.

      I don’t puke. Not really.

      I can count on one hand how many times in my life I’ve actually thrown up.

      But this?

      This might be number six.

      Knock knock knock.

      “Andrea, hurry up! I have to get to practice this morning!”

      I groan.

      “Oh my God, Julia. What practice? Are you sleepwalking?”

      “Ha ha. You know I’m coaching youth soccer this year,” she calls back, all smug and helpful.

      I roll my eyes so hard I almost sprain something.

      Yes, I do know that.

      I know everything about my overachieving little sister and her perfect schedule and her perfect job and her perfect fiancé—an up-and-coming exec at Volkov Industries, approved of by our parents—and her perfect everything.

      And yes, I’m bitter.

      Sue me.

      I mean, I love her. I love all my siblings—but really?

      What the actual fuck is going on here?

      Why is my twenty-four year old sister about to head into marital bliss while I can’t even land a fuck buddy?

      I’m thirty-two years old and back in my childhood bedroom, sharing a bathroom with my sister because my Hoboken apartment was overrun with rats.

      Literal ones.

      As in exterminators-in-hazmat-suits, full building evacuation, we’ll let you know when it’s safe to return rats.

      Disgusting.

      As if apartment hunting in North Jersey wasn’t already a nightmare.

      Add rodent infestation and a zero-refund policy, and it's like insult to injury wrapped in rent hikes and rat droppings.

      So yeah. I’m home.

      In my flannel pajama pants, hiding a pregnancy test under a hand towel, and trying not to have a full-on meltdown.

      Like that’s even possible.
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      I glance at the counter.

      “Andrea! Come on!” Julia wails.

      Still one minute left.

      My stomach twists.

      Why am I like this?

      Why do I want this so badly?

      A husband? No. Been there, almost done that, got the emotional scars.

      A boyfriend? Eh. Maybe. If he’s funny, loyal, and obsessed with me.

      But a baby? A family?

      Yes. A hundred times, yes.

      That’s the dream. Always has been.

      And yeah, I know it’s not trendy or modern or feminist to admit that out loud these days. But I don’t care.

      I want to be a mom.

      I want sticky fingers and lullabies and crayon drawings on the fridge. I want chaos and love and sleepless nights that matter.

      Is that so wrong?

      The timer beeps.

      I inhale. Exhale.

      Pick up the stick.

      My heart sinks.

      One line.

      Not pregnant.

      My lips tremble. My eyes sting. I blink up at the ceiling like that’ll stop the tears from coming.

      It doesn’t.

      Goddamn it.

      Why does this hurt so much?

      It wasn’t even a plan. Just an idea. A wild one. A stupid one, maybe. But still, somewhere deep inside, I let myself hope.

      Because Remy Falco?

      He’s reckless and dangerous and too hot for his own good—but that night with him?

      It felt like something. Like fate, or maybe just luck.

      My body responded to him in a way it never has with anyone else. And I thought that just this once maybe I would get what I want.

      Maybe.

      Just maybe.

      But here I am.

      Back to zero.

      Not pregnant. Not in love. Not even sure if he’d answer my text if I sent one.

      And now I’m just fucking sad.

      Because even when you try not to hope, you still fall apart when it doesn’t come true.

      And what good are dreams when you know you can never achieve them?

      “Andrea!”

      “Oh my God, I’m getting out now!” I shout, a little harsher than I mean to. I’m scrambling, trying to shove the used test stick back in the box, wrap it in tissue, and make it disappear like this whole pathetic morning never happened.

      The second I crack open the door, Julia’s there. In her stupid matching track suit and her perky ponytail and her stupid big brown eyes that match mine a little too well.

      She steps back, giving me space, but it’s too late.

      She sees it.

      Not the test, thank God, but my face.

      My blotchy, red-eyed, falling-apart face.

      “Ann? Hey, is everything okay?”

      My throat tightens.

      I could tell her. I could collapse in her arms like I used to when I scraped my knee or got dumped in middle school.

      She’d probably hold me and say all the right things. She’s always been better at this stuff.

      Emotional triage. Nurturing.

      All the things I pretend I don’t need.

      But I can’t.

      I’m too raw.

      Too embarrassed.

      Too fucking sad.

      “It’s fine. I’m fine,” I lie, the words coming out wobbly and watery.

      I wave her off, brushing past her before she can hug me or touch my arm or see too much. My chest aches as I shove my door shut behind me and twist the lock.

      Then I slide to the floor.

      And I cry.

      Ugly, gasping sobs I try to muffle in the sleeve of my sweatshirt.

      Because it’s not just about the test.

      It’s about everything.

      It’s about being thirty-two and single and invisible.

      Living at home with my parents and my youngest sister, who’s only even here because the condo she is moving into with her man is being redone.

      It’s about feeling like my whole life is just behind schedule.

      Like everyone else got the memo, and I’m still scrambling to figure out what the hell I’m doing here.

      I want to be strong. Independent. Empowered.

      But sometimes?

      Sometimes, I just want someone to choose me.

      To look at me—loud, opinionated, messy me—and say, “Yeah. You. You're it for me.”

      But no one ever does.

      And that one night with Remy? I think—no, I know—it fucked things up more than it fixed anything.

      It made me feel wanted. Desired. Not just a warm body or a quick distraction, but something more.

      Even if I told myself it was just about making a baby.

      Even if I said I didn’t care.

      Now I’m stuck with nothing but aching hope and a negative result.

      I curl up tighter, pressing my forehead to my knees.

      And I’ll let myself have this one day to cry and feel sad.

      But tomorrow? Tomorrow it is back to the drawing board.

      If I want a baby, then it looks like I’m going to need a plan. And I can do that. I’m great at planning.

      Hell. It’s part of my job, working in the marketing department for Volkov Industries. And I’m good at it—everything else in life? Friendships outside the family? Men? Sex?

      Not so much.

      But I was good that night with Remy, a soft voice whispers in my ear.

      And I bite my lip, refusing to think about it.

      Whatever happened between us after Lee-Lee’s wedding was just a fluke. Too much sun and the right amount of alcohol.

      I can’t risk going to him for sex. Not when I know I could easily fall for that man.

      Shit.

      This wasn’t supposed to hurt this much.

      But it does.

      God, it does.
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      You’d think finding one little Volkov heiress would be easier.

      But ever since I got back from the damn wedding, I haven’t had a single fucking second to myself.

      Connor Callahan called me into the office the minute I stepped off the jet, like the bastard had been waiting at the door with a leash and a clipboard.

      I didn’t even get to grab a drink or a shower before he was throwing out words like strategic lead, global initiative, and new division launch.

      Translation?

      He wants me to head up a new arm of Sigma International Group, one that uses all the dirty little tricks I spent years perfecting.

      Covert ops. Recon. Extraction. Containment.

      All the fun shit I’m supposedly too well-bred and too well-paid to be doing anymore.

      And greedy, restless bastard that I am, I say yes.

      Of course I fucking say yes.

      It’s everything I’ve worked for. Power, autonomy, access to the kind of resources I used to only dream about when I was deployed and cold and dying for a mission that made sense.

      This should be the best week of my life.

      But it’s not.

      Because no matter how many contracts I review or operations I green light, there’s one thing I can’t get out of my goddamn head.

      Her.

      Andrea Ramirez.

      The mouthy, curvy little siren who looked at me like I was a snack and rode me like I was a religion.

      The way she moaned under me, clung to me, fell apart for me like I was the only man in the universe who’d ever made her feel that way?

      That wasn’t pretend.

      That wasn’t casual.

      I don’t give a damn what she tried to claim the morning after—throwing on her robe, pushing me out the door, brushing off the night like it was nothing, like I was nothing.
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