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And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!
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WE’RE NOT HERE TO TAKE part, we’re here to take over...

Brad Miller has carved up dozens of companies in his meteoric rise to the top. Retro is just another company headed by a stubborn owner who doesn’t want to let go. But Brad has him by the balls, and he knows it. The only play he has left is his daughter, the beautiful and talented Alyssa Pierce. Her father adds a stipulation at the last minute that Brad must keep Alyssa on as COO.

What Mr. Pierce didn’t foresee was the magnetic attraction between the two and how neither Brad nor Alyssa can keep their hands to themselves. Brad storms down the hallway to have a word with his new partner, only to find her waiting for him. When he shuts the door, the heat begins to rise. All his negotiating skills go out the window, leaving Brad with a decision to make. Will he allow Alyssa into his heart or force her back to the bargaining table?
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I was used to being the villain. 

People could hate me all they wanted, but it wouldn’t make a damned bit of difference. I found them at the worst part of their professional career, when their companies were mired in the red and the only choice was to sell. They knew I was going to gut their business, sell off the pieces, and put an end to whatever labor of love they had going on. They were desperate, and we both knew it. Nobody wanted to take my phone calls, but they all did in the end.

Maybe it was my upbringing. My parents didn’t get along. My mother left when I was ten, and my dad was rarely at home. I basically raised myself in that claustrophobic two-bedroom ranch house. I decided early on that I was going to be rich. Fuck this scraping by nonsense; I wasn’t going to live the rest of my life with microwave dinners and thrift store clothes.

In high school, I lied about my age and opened a bank account. I downloaded a few stock trading apps and spent every waking minute educating myself about how to use them. It took some trial and error, but I was eventually able to settle into a scheme that brought me more money than my dad would ever earn.

I started my first business shortly thereafter. It was a paper route, and I wasn’t going to break my back to make money there either. I hired a couple kids from my class at pennies on the dollar. In the morning, I would pick up the newspapers and bring them to school. Handing them off to my employees, I let them do most of the leg work.

When the checks started rolling in, I kept careful tabs of my income and expenses. I took whatever I earned and reinvested it, eventually amassing a small fortune in money market accounts.

I didn’t have friends growing up. I had business partners and workers. No matter where I went, I was hustling. At Mikey’s birthday party, I showed up with Lego sets that I bought from the dollar store. I charged kids five dollars for a box and ended up cleaning house. They beat the crappy prizes that anyone could win from the arcade, and no one knew how big the markup was.

I skipped my junior and senior proms and only went to homecoming because Judy Crest begged me to take her. I didn’t have any use for women back then, and I didn’t see the appeal. Judy was cute, letting me put my hand down her shirt in the janitor’s closet. But I didn’t get any money out of the deal, so it didn’t seem all that interesting.

While the rest of the kids were applying to college, I bought my first company. Instead of spending all the time and effort of building something from the ground up, I just purchased it off one of my neighbors.

It was a car detailing gig that had a brand and a dozen employees. They would wander around the neighborhoods, zeroing in on fancy cars. Once they found one, they would approach the owner with brochures, telling him they could make his car shine for a nominal price.

I fired half the guys and jacked up the price, turning it into something that would appeal to a much more affluential clientele. Instead of neighborhoods, I sent them around to high class country clubs. By the time I sold it again, it was worth double what I paid.

I didn’t need an MBA when I had grit. It was all about making the hard decisions. Although when I turned thirty, I decided to go ahead and finish college. I plowed through it just like everything else in my life, adding those powerful credentials to the back of my name.

The entire master’s degree was basically just a refresher course. I opted to do it all online because I couldn’t be bothered to sit in a classroom. A few extra hours tacked on to the beginning of my day didn’t amount to much. I wasn’t the kind of guy who could kick his feet up and relax at five o’clock anyway. 

If I wasn’t doing something to further my prospects, it felt like wasted time. From the time I made my decision, it was go-go-go until I made my first million. After that, the goal was to become a billionaire. I surpassed that one as well and sat on top of a net worth that most people could only dream of.

I walked into the meeting that day with no idea that I was going to get more than I bargained for. Sure, the company was impressive. It could be the next Disney or the next Netflix. The owner had the capacity to think big, and while other people were working on apps, he exploded onto the scene with a new media platform.

It was called Retro, and it functioned a little bit like Wikipedia. The journalists who were providing the content weren’t paid. They were just armchair enthusiasts who wanted a byline. Mr. Pierce had the makings of a real robber baron, and I was impressed. He cut corners, making the entire company so lean that I was going to have a hard time carving off any fat.

But he ran into some legal trouble and needed a bailout. The problem with outsourcing the news was that you had to fact check everything. One of the articles mentioned a celebrity by name and that celebrity got his feelings hurt.

I had some ideas of how to back out of that lawsuit and prevent future problems, but I wasn’t going to share. Instead, I would buy out his company while he was in crisis and turn it around before selling it off.

That was the plan, anyway. But earlier that morning, the entrepreneurial bug bit me. It had been a long time since I ran my own company. What better opportunity to build my brand than with my own media house?

I toyed with the idea of staying on as CEO, telling myself that it wasn’t out of respect for the old man. I could do a much better job and accelerate the pace of revenue in a short amount of time. It was just an idea anyway. What I had to do was get him to sign the documents and put me in charge. After that, I could take a day or two to decide which way I wanted to go.

I hit the gym early. There wasn’t anything quite like a workout to make me feel powerful. I didn’t bother with public facilities; I had my own private room in my basement that was equipped with all the latest machines.

I turned on the news so I could keep track of the stock market and jogged on the treadmill for five minutes. Hopping off, I moved to the weight machines, focusing on arms and chest. When that was done, I grabbed a quick shower and changed into my acquisitions suit. I didn’t consider myself superstitious, but there was a particular brand I liked to wear when I was making a power play. Something about the cut of the fabric and the way it felt against my skin made me near invincible.

I actually had to go downtown to meet the guy. Despite the fact that most business could be conducted online these days, there were some meetings you couldn’t get out of. We needed live signatures, and I wanted to make an impression. He might be a man after my own heart, but that didn’t mean I was going to take it easy on him.

I walked into the meeting on time. It bothered me when people were late, and I liked to lead by example. Mr. Pierce was on time as well, which made me happy. However, his legal counsel was running late, so we were forced to wait.

“How’s your day going?” Pierce asked, making small talk.

“Fine,” I said. “Yours?”

“Okay,” he replied with a sigh. “I almost wish I didn’t have to be here.”

“You’re not getting cold feet, are you?” I teased. 

It was a little bit like a shotgun wedding, and I was forcing his hand. He knew I had the ability to bail him out, and he needed the help. But like any small business owner, he was reluctant to see his baby cut into pieces.

“No,” he assured me. “But I have a stipulation I’d like to add to the contract.”

I frowned. Ordinarily, I didn’t allow any additional amendments this late in the game. We had already ironed out all the details, and I didn’t want to go back to the drawing board. I could come down with all my weight, telling him that I would walk away sooner than giving in to his demands. But his product was so unique, I decided to hear him out.

“Is that where the lawyers are?”

“They’re on their way,” he said.

“What’s your stipulation?” I straightened my tie, remaining on my feet.

“I’d like my daughter to stay on as COO,” he explained.

“No.” I shook my head. 

What was it with these family businesses? The owners had fantasies about handing the reins to their children, and it was a tough thing to break them of. Pierce wasn’t the first person to request that I employ a son or a daughter, and he wouldn’t be the last. I put my foot down, making sure he knew that I wasn’t playing games.

“Then I’m afraid we don’t have a deal,” he said.

“Let me explain something to you,” I began, reaching for one of the executive chairs around the table. “I’m buying this company for more than it’s currently worth. You’re going to have to step aside.”

“And I appreciate the offer,” he countered. “But I’m going to stand firm on this. You can negotiate with her about a severance package or whatever you want, but for the purposes of the sale, my daughter stays.”

I groaned inwardly, though on the outside, I maintained my poker face. It felt like I was at a used car dealership and being asked to pay for features I didn’t want. This was the part of my job that I hated the most. I was much better at playing the bad guy than I was at hand holding. If only everyone else viewed these transactions with the appropriate amount of distance. It was just money, pure and simple. Why did there have to be feelings involved?

“I’ll agree,” I said reluctantly. “But the first conversation I’m going to have with her is about her retirement.”

“Fair enough,” Pierce responded, holding out his hand. “She can handle herself.”

I shook, eager to get the contract signed. I didn’t anticipate any problems with Ms. Pierce. Once I explained to her what was going to happen to Daddy’s company, with or without her input, she would take an extra quarter million and walk away. It was an added expense, but well within my budget.

The lawyers arrived finally, and we got down to business. Pierce put on a show of reading a few paragraphs again, but we both knew what the document contained. The lawyers had been over it and gave their feedback. Everyone approved, and all that was left to do was put pen to paper.

I signed first, handing the hundred-dollar writing implement over to my counterpart. I didn’t need my own lawyers present. They’d helped with the drafting of the contract, but I was perfectly comfortable at the negotiation table myself.

I didn’t want to stick around for coffee afterward; I wasn’t in this game to make friends. I thanked Mr. Pierce for his time and collected back the signed copies. Just as I was getting ready to take my leave, a masterpiece of a woman walked in the door.
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