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Parker

“So, any special ladies in your life? Or does InvenTech keep you too busy for social calls?” The interviewer asks. Her eyes try to pin me to the spot.

“Oh.” I wink. “I’m never too busy for the ladies.” I make no point to hide that; all I’m thinking about is the interviewer. She’s a gorgeous young thing with golden blonde hair, killer curves, and a set of lips that would make Angelina Jolie jealous.

She simply smiles back and looks back at her page, jotting down a few notes before looking back up to continue the interview. 

I find it odd, because my charm usually works wonders when I’m trying to steer a conversation, but this time it just isn’t cutting it.

The interview was obviously set up to discuss my company, but of course the questions are starting to drift away from the technological products we offer, and roam into more personal territory. It’s not that I mind it, it’s just that the way this particular reporter is asking the questions sets off warning bells in my mind, though I can’t quite put my finger on why.

“I’m sure. So if you’re never too busy for the ladies, as you said, are any of these so-called ladies privy to a second date? Or do you just have a little fun with them and then lead them on before leaving them in the dust?”

I look at her with a confused glance, and open my mouth to ask what she means but she cuts me off and scoffs, rolling her eyes.

“I’m sure you just tell them all that you just got busy, and that it wasn’t them. How do you think that makes them feel? Or do you not care about other people’s feelings at all?”

Suddenly her tone changes—along with the line of questions; no longer even remotely related to the company—and it all becomes clear: she’s pissed at me. 

At first, I’m confused because I can’t figure out why the hell a random reporter would be pissed at me, but then it all comes flooding back to me, the memories filling up my head with a whole slew of filthy images.

About three weeks ago I met her at a party. I remember now that we really hit it off.

Of course by ‘really hitting it off’ I mean that we hooked up that night and I didn’t call her back the next morning. 

But here’s the thing: I don’t call women back. I don’t feel the need to be tied down, and anyone who knows me or has heard of me, knows that. I even tell them that. 

I can’t for the life of me remember her name anymore even though she just said what it was on air. I’ll have mind-blowing sex with you. But this isn’t going to be the start of some relationship. We’re not going to walk dogs together in the park. We’re not going to send out Christmas cards together’.

This woman was no different, except she’s just bitter now...and seeing me again on air instead of maybe just passing on the streets?

Not exactly too unexpected of a reaction.

“Do you know how awful that is, to do to people?”

Really bitter, apparently.

“Look,” I say calmly, offering her an apologetic smile, “It wasn’t you, I just wasn’t looking for anything serious. I’m still not. I even told you not to expect anything.”

“Who said it needed to be serious? I didn’t! All I asked, was that after a night of mind-blowing sex—you can’t deny it wasn’t good—that you call me back like a decent human being. I mean it’s one thing to say you may not call. But it’s another to really not call!”

I’m a bit worried now because this segment is going to air worldwide. I’m not worried about me - everyone knows what kind of a playboy I am. But this isn’t going to look good for her. 

She was right about the sex being good though, it really was, and I had enjoyed myself, but here’s the thing: I don’t like commitment, and why would I when I could have a different woman every night if I wanted? Variety is the spice of life, and when you’ve got a 10-inch cock and look the way that I do, you can typically get away with whatever you want without having to be tied down. Women want what I have, and practically throw themselves at me. I take advantage of it, so sue me. When you regularly take home women who are actresses and models, rumors tend to fly. The rumors typically work in my favor, because once women hear about how great a lay I am, they practically line up.

But apparently, this particular woman wanted more than that, despite the fact that everyone knows that isn’t how I do things. Usually, it isn’t a problem and women just want to say they were able to sleep with me, but every now and then one of these crazies comes along, and I have to practically bat them away.

The burden of having a fantastic cock, I suppose.

“Look...” I start, trying to remember her name. 

“Oh great,” she cuts me off. “Do you really not remember my name? I just introduced myself!”

“I wasn’t paying attention,” I say. “I was preoccupied.”

“By thinking about how great you were?” she challenges. 

I sigh. 

She gives me a look that if it could, would kill me. 

“Look,” I say, sidestepping the issue of remembering her name. “It was great sex, sure, but that’s just it: it was sex. Nothing more. Now, can we get on with the rest of the interview please? I’m pretty sure your questions aren’t exactly what your producers had in mind when they set up this interview.”

“I’m sure my producers would in fact be interested in why one of the most powerful men in the technology industry has a habit of sleeping with women and then casting them away like used underwear,” she seethes at me. 

When was this woman going to stop embarrassing herself? I question myself as I sit there and watch her, regretting that I ever agreed to this interview in the first place. I’d much rather be stuck in my office doing some much-needed work, but here I am, trying to convince yet another woman that I wouldn’t change who I am just because they caught feelings. She called me one of the most powerful men in the tech sector. 

That’s what I’m talking about. InvenTech isn’t just a company, and I’m not just a CEO. 

I’m a force of nature. 

“Hello,” the host says to me. “Parker, are you there?”

I snap out of it. 

“Let me guess,” she says. “You were thinking of how great InvenTech is?”

I resist the urge to roll my eyes as I just sit there, looking at her, refusing to add gasoline to this already raging fire. 

I look at her. Her face is red. She’s acting crazy and her movements are erratic. She’s definitely gone way over the line. I wonder if they’re still even broadcasting. This could easily have gone so off the rails that maybe the network has just pulled the plug. But you never know. Something like this could be a big ratings draw. 

That’s when my phone vibrates and I get a text. 

Now normally I’d never check my phone during an on-air live TV interview but so many things have happened today that are so completely off the radar that I don’t see how this could hurt. 

It’s a text from my Chief of Staff, asking me to head over to City Hall. 

It would seem that there is a big—no massive—tech contract that’s being announced today, and they’ve formally invited me to be in attendance. Right now. 

They go on to apologize for the short notice and all that but I know what’s going on. They know that their deal is so lucrative that they can give as short as notice as they want and I’ll be fine with it. 

That can only mean one thing, and it brings a grin to my face: They want the contract to go to InvenTech. 

It’s a $10 billion contract and while I certainly don’t need the money, a contract like that is just not something you pass up. Not only is it fantastic publicity to be offered something like that, but a contract of that degree is usually exciting, and often comes with perks.

And, let’s face it: being able to say that you were given a contract that is worth ten billion dollars? That’s end game bragging rights, right there.

“I’m sorry,” I say to the gasps from both the host and people behind the camera. “I need to take this.”

“You can’t just leave!” the host, whose name I guess I’ll never find out, shouts. 

“I can,” I say with a smirk. “And I am.”

I look to the camera. 

“Just want to say that InvenTech is the premier solution to most of the Fortune 500 list of companies. Whether big or small, we have a technological solution for you.”

I undo the microphone and get up from my chair. That’s when I hear the announcer. 

“This has been a live segment of Fast Money, with Amanda Armstrong...”

That’s it!

That was her name! 

Amanda!

It all comes back even more to me now. 

She was so fun when I met her. Who would have ever thought she’d melt down like this?

I give it 24 hours before this is viral all over social media. Being posted. Talked about. Gossiped. 

And supported with underlying structure provided by InvenTech. 

That’s how good we are, baby. 

I tell my Chief of Staff that I’m on my way and step out of the studio and into my car, directing the driver to take me to City Hall as quickly as he can. This interview may not have gone to plan, but a $10 billion contract was a sure-fire way to turn this into a better day, or so I thought.
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Chapter 2
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Ashley

What a jerk.

I’m sitting here in my office, listening to this guy spew off quotes that are so over inflated that it hurts, and I roll my eyes at him.

“Listen, I’m not about to sit here and listen to you try and rip me off, Mr. Canning. Lower your prices.”

He gives me a smug grin, sighing dramatically and shaking his head as he leans forward over the table, and it takes everything I have not to snap and wipe the smarmy look off of his face. You see, I’m used to men thinking that they can try over charge me, undercut me, treat me like I don’t know what I’m talking about. I’m used to it, but it doesn’t mean I like it or appreciate it. Most men are used to giving a woman an offer and having her just... take it. However, I am not most women, and this man is soon to find out.

I can tell he thinks that he’s about to put on the charm and make me feel inadequate, shaming me into accepting his ridiculous offer and then go on his way.

Is he ever in for a surprise.

“Mrs. Darcy—-”

“No.” I cut him off firmly shaking my head with a polite smile. “It’s Miss Darcy, not Missus, and to be honest I don’t care what your next offer is going to be, unless it’s a 50 percent discount on the price.”

I focus on keeping my face calm and even as his jaw drops, determined not to let him see my amusement of the fact. He starts to scoff and shrug his shoulders indignantly, spewing off a list of excuses as to why a 50 percent discount is just far too high.

“Miss Darcy,” He chuckles, shaking his head again. “I’m not sure where you got the idea that a 50 percent discount was even remotely close to the range that we could offer you, but I assure you, market standards are just not that low.”

It’s at this point that I can’t help the small smile that creeps to my lips, and I sigh, leaning forward onto my elbows myself, and shrug back at him.

“Oh but Mr. Canning,” I purr, winking. “I happen to know for a fact that market standards are in fact, just that low.”

I can tell that he still thinks he’s the one ahead of the game and he starts to laugh, though not for long. Once I start to speak again, his smile quickly turns to a frown, skepticism and disbelief writing themselves all over his face.

“I know that you offered a competitor of mine a much higher discount than what you’re offering me, and I’m just not going to let you steamroll me with what is quite frankly an insultingly high offer.”

“Miss Darcy, again, it’s just not that simple. As a woman”—And there it is— “I don’t expect you to fully understand the ins and outs of the global supply chains, and what sort of give and take is involved when making this sort of deal. It’s far more complicated than what you understand, I’m afraid.”

He offers me another one of those smarmy, greasy smiles that says he knows he’s right, and that as a woman, I’m just not going to change his mind.

Once again, he’s in for a surprise.

“Mr. Canning.” I say it firmly this time, my smile fading as I slide a form across the table at him. “I’m going to tell you something and I’m only going to say it once, so listen up.”

He narrows his eyes and I can practically feel the judgment seething off of him. I give him another polite smile as he reads the form.

“You offered my competitor a very similar deal that I’m trying to negotiate with you right here. But here’s the thing: the only differences between my competitor and I, is that I’m a woman, and he’s a man.”

“That’s not-”

“Oh! Of course it’s not the only thing,” I interrupt, laughing. “The other difference is that I’m not only more capable, but I’ve got a higher rating, higher success rate, and I’m not about to take a sub-par deal just because the idiot sitting across the table from me is a sexist bastard.”

He starts to stammer out an excuse and I wave it off, shutting him up with a stern glare, following it up with another award-winningly polite smile, and a soft chuckle to rub it all in.

“Here’s how it’s going to go, Mr. Canning. You’re going to give me a 50 percent discount on our entire order through you, and that’s that.”

“I don’t know who you think you are Miss Darcy, but-"

“Who I think I am, is a woman who knows her worth, knows her company’s worth, and a woman who won’t hesitate to take you to the ethics commission and board of regulators for discrimination and sexism. Shall I continue?”

He starts to stammer and stutter and this time I can’t help the smile and laugh that creeps up on me. I lean back in my chair in amusement as he continues to make a fool of himself. I swear, sometimes these corporate idiots never know when to shut their mouths.

“It’s just not possible for me to-"

“You know what would be just awful for you? If word got out that you offer some customers a higher rate simply based on the fact that they’re female; wouldn’t that be terrible for your reputation? Did I mention I have contacts in the field of journalism as well, Mr. Canning? How many more customers do you think you’d be able to get if the business community knew you were such a sexist bastard, and regularly tried to cheat your customers?”

He stops dead in his tracks and scowls at me, and it’s right in that moment that I know I’ve won. I’ve got him by the balls—metaphorically speaking of course, this idiot is so not my type—and he finally concedes, shaking his head.

“I have to admit, Mrs. Darcy-”

“Miss.”

He gives me a snide smile and nods.

“Miss, of course, apologies. I have to admit, I didn’t expect this sort of a fight from you.”

“Oh,” I chuckle, shrugging. “Because I’m a woman. I know, and don’t worry; I’m used to it. What I’m also used to, is putting jerks into their place, like I just did with you. Now, how about you sign that agreement that I slid across the table, and we can put this little disagreement behind us?”

He puts on a forced smile and I offer one back as he looks down at the agreement and starts to clumsily dig around in his pocket for a pen.

“Here.” I said it calmly as I handed him a pen. “I’ve actually got one ready.”

He reluctantly signs, defeated and bitter, shaking his head as he mumbles under his breath. I smirk, watching him sign the last page. Finally he sighs, sliding the pen back across the table as he moves to stand.

“And tell you what, you keep the pen. I won’t even charge you for it.”

“How considerate of you,” he quips drily. 

“Isn’t it though?”

I smile and offer my hand, which he reluctantly takes it, and we shake.

“Mr. Canning, I look forward to what I believe will be a very prosperous business relationship; we’ll talk soon. I’ll have our lawyers send over all the terms to yours. Talk soon.”

I watch him leave and I sit back down, a contented sigh falling from my lips as I lean back in my chair.

I’m a fair business woman, I really am, but I’m also strong and don’t let anyone—especially not a man like Mr. Canning—take advantage of me. I’m polite but strong, fair yet unrelenting. It’s how I’ve built my company and how it’s grown to the size and the level of success that it has.  I credit my father for that, since he taught me everything I know and has always been my biggest supporter.

As if on cue my phone rings, and I smile when I see my father’s number pop up on the call display. I eagerly pick it up.

“Hi Dad.”

“Ashley!” He exclaims, the happiness in his voice evident. “I was just reading an article about your company here in the paper! You’ve done it again!”

“Oh Dad, it’s not that big of a deal.”

“Yes it is, Ashley! I’m telling you, you’re doing really well for yourself and you should be proud. I know I am.”

“Thanks, Dad. I really appreciate you saying that. I actually just landed another deal, managed to squirrel him down to a 50 percent discount.”

I hear him laugh on the other line and then he sighs.

“That’s my girl, don’t let them lowball you. You’ve always been good for that.”

“And I owe it all to you, Dad.”

Even as a child, he always encouraged me to branch out and expand my horizons, and never sell myself short. Whether it was a small little lemonade stand at age nine, my valedictorian speech at my high school graduation, or when I started my company; he was always there for me and always made sure that I knew my worth. 

Just then my intercom buzzes and my secretary’s voice rings out from the speaker, saying she’s got an urgent message.

“Dad, listen I’ve got a message coming through and I’ve got to take this; we’ll talk soon, okay?

“Of course, don’t let me keep you! Love you.”

“Love you too, Dad.”

I hang up with him and press the button on the intercom.

“What is it?”

“You’re needed at City Hall, Ma’am. For this afternoon, we would need to leave straight away.”

City Hall? That’s odd.

“What for?”

“There’s a surprise contract being offered over at City Hall, and your presence has been requested. I don’t want to jinx anything, but, usually that’s a pretty good sign.”

I grin and my heart thuds in my chest, excitement and anticipation rushing through my veins as I press the intercom button again and shrug on my coat, doing a quick check in my mirror to make sure I look good.

And of course I do.

“Alright, give me five minutes and have a car waiting downstairs.”

I grab my bag and lock my computer, walking out of my office with a smirk as I head downstairs to head to City Hall.

So far today I’ve landed a killer deal, put a jerk in his place and now I’m up for a mystery contract offered by City Hall? Not a bad way to start my day.
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Chapter 3
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Parker

The second I get into my car I grin, whispering a quiet cheer under my breath as we start moving, heading towards City Hall. To be summoned to something like this is the kind of thing that most companies dream about, so the fact that this is my reality right now is pretty great. That’s not to say that I haven’t had my share of accomplishments because I have, but that doesn’t discount the fact that this is a big deal.

And, it sure beats the hell out of maneuvering around a slew of landmines in the form of loaded questions from a scorned and bitter reporter, angry that I didn’t call her back.

Thankfully, I don’t think that interview will even air anyway—given the fact that the reporter made herself look ridiculous—so it won’t even be a blip on my radar, and I don’t have to do any damage control. Although considering the fact that I’ve got women who would literally line up the block for a night with me, I don’t think I’d have too much damage control to do anyway.

We get on our way and the whole ride there I’m practically vibrating in my seat, excitement and anticipation rushing through my veins. I’m also trying to quickly prep an acceptance speech, but after a few minutes of trying I ultimately give up, deciding to just wing it. I do better when I don’t feel like I need to follow a script anyway. Plus, there’s no point in trying to even create a script for a situation with so many unknown variables.

Best to play it by ear so that it’s more organic.

We pull up to City Hall and there’s already a crowd gathering for the mystery announcement to be made. Apparently, this is going to be a bigger event than I thought, though that’s not a bad thing. It just means more publicity for me and InvenTech and that’s never a bad thing. I know it may be an unpopular opinion but I’m of the mindset that there really is no such thing as bad publicity.

But, I digress. I’m not here to talk about the publicity level of my company or even brag about it. I’m here at City Hall by special request of the mayor, so that I can bid on a massively lucrative contract. 

When the driver comes to a stop and turns off the engine, my door is opened for me and I’m met by the mayor’s aide. He holds the door open as I step out and offers me his hand to shake, which I do.  

“Parker Troy.” I say, flashing my most charming smile. “Nice to meet you.”

“Of course Mr. Troy, we’ve been expecting you, and we’re happy you were able to make it on such short notice.”

“Of course, I wouldn’t have missed it.”

He leads me up the steps of City Hall and I take a glance around, the crowd growing in numbers by the minute and I’m wondering why on Earth they would make such an announcement a surprise. Something like this could have gained a ton of traction and following from the public if they had made it public knowledge. Oh well, not my problem. The only thing I need to focus on is making sure that I’m the one they give the contract to. Not that I think that’s going to be an issue, of course. Why else would they have asked me here so urgently?

“So as you know, we’re going to be awarding a $10 billion contract out to the company who we believe can serve the purpose best. It’s really quite an exciting opportunity.”

He leads me further and I smile, nodding my head along with him. 

His wide grin, practically gleaming eyes and his strut as his walks leaves me with a chuckle. 

This guy must be new if he thinks that there’s any other company here that can even hold a candle to mine. I chuckle. 

“Yes, I heard. I’m sure that InvenTech can offer you the very best in collaborative technology setups,” I say, being sure to stay suave. No one likes a gloater. “And you’ll be extremely happy with your decision to grant it to us. I very much look forward to working with the mayor’s office.” Okay, so maybe I gloat some.

He looks at me with a smile and laughs softly, nodding.

“Oh, I’m sure you’re capable Mr. Troy, but you do have some competition; you’re not the only one we asked here today. This isn’t a sure thing for InvenTech, just as it’s not a sure thing for the other company in the running.”

Of course I know that I’m not the only one that was asked here today, but I’m definitely not going to let any competition look better than I do.

“Oh I’m well aware that I’m not the only one that was called, but I know that I’m the only one for the job.”

“That’s awfully confident of you to say, Mr. Troy.”

“I know it is.” I chuckle, shrugging my shoulders and looking around. “But the simple fact is that there is just no one else in the industry that compares to InvenTech, and I know that deep down, you know it too.”

The aide laughs but his eyes widen, his posture slumping slightly.

“Okay, so this contract, what’s it for? Let me give you a quick pitch to prove my point.”

“Mr. Troy, the contract will be announced shortly and I can’t give details before then. To make a long story short, we’re going to be streamlining and collaborating the city’s computer and technological platforms into one, smooth system, and we’re contracting that task out.”

Oh, this is going to be easy. 

“Perfect. Not only can my company do that for you, but we can do it for you reliably and quickly. You don’t have to worry about anything else, you just let us handle the entire thing. I’m telling you, no one else compares to us. There’s a reason my time is in such high demand, you know.”

“As wonderful as your company is, Mr. Troy, I’m not the one who will be deciding who gets the contract, I’m just an aide. And,” he adds and cocks his head to the side. “Your competition wouldn’t have been invited here if they weren’t of the same caliber as you. The mayor wouldn’t have considered them if they weren’t a good candidate.”

“I do not doubt that the other company isn’t a strong company, what I’m saying is that no one will be able to give you the same level of exceptional service as I can. But you’ll see.”

The aide once again says nothing and instead opts for a polite smile, and I give one back. Usually by the time I’ve given a pitch, people are practically begging me for my services. The aide still seems unfazed though, and I decide that maybe I should take another angle on my convincing.

Since it looks like I might actually have to work a bit to get this contract, I decide that maybe I should focus on outsmarting and outperforming my opponent. That’s not a problem; I know I can win over any other company in the city. Though, it would be nice to at least know who I’d be up against so I can strategize.

So I turn to the aide with a confident smile as we crest the stairs, preparing myself to absolutely blow the competition away.

“Fair enough. Can you tell me who my competition is, then?”
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