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  Description




  She will not go quietly.




  After overseeing the downsizing of a construction facility at Arcturus, Zada Harper comes face-to-face with a friend from her past... whom she just helped lay off. Before she knows it Zada finds herself the next target of the ISC Corporation layoffs. She is suddenly without a job and forced into automatic arbitration for a severance settlement. 




  She will make sure the ISC feels the sting of her departure.
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  Dedication




  This book is dedicated to my family, who have been supportive of all my writing since I can remember. All my stories are for you.




  This book is also dedicated to all those who love to daydream.






  
The Art of Negotiation
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  IF LOOKS COULD kill, Zada Harper would be nothing but a little pile of ash.




  "Why don't you cut your paychecks instead?" someone shouted from the crowd.




  "We made this company!" another shouted, instantly followed by a rise in the noise level of the crowd filling the large cafeteria.




  "We thank you for your valuable service to Interplanetary Spacecraft Construction Corporation," Zada concluded, happy to have the ordeal almost over.




  She could feel a headache building at her temples. For eight months she'd crisscrossed the inner worlds to each of the manufacturing sites for the ISC Corporation to announce the latest wave of layoffs. With each layoff the stock for the Corporation went up. So did the level of Zada's headaches. She yearned for her little desk overlooking the construction docks at the Jupiter site.




  Did anyone on the board realize how much pure talent they were letting go? Did they even care? This sort of thing wasn't in her job description, anyway. The Board's excuse that the news would be better taken from a long-time project supervisor wasn't valid, to her point of view.




  Next time they could do their own dirty work.




  The General Manager of the Arcturus site stepped forward to thank everyone for their hard work and then descended into the crowd. Zada studied the aging man as he shook hands and wished his former employees good luck with the smooth demeanor of a long-time manager. A little too smooth with too easy a smile. Did the crowd see it as fake as she did? Did the man realize his position in time would likely be replaced by a remote-controlled AI system? How long would it be before her position was targeted?




  People in the back of the room grabbed their severance packets and ran out the door. Most likely heading for the job boards located in the main port area of the Arcturus Orbiting Construction Complex. With so many people suddenly let go from one of the largest employers on the Complex, there would be fierce competition for any jobs out there. 




  Uncle Demitri should have never sold his freighter construction company to this pack of barracudas.




  The thought of Uncle Demitri reminded her of one more task. As she walked to the edge of the room Zada typed out a quick message on her mobile and forwarded the visuals of the meeting to her personal data storage center. She made a few quick notes of items she should include in the final report sent to Corporate headquarters.




  "Guess who else you just laid off?"




  Zada looked up. A tall distinguished-looking man with close-cropped brown hair starting to turn gray at the temples stood nearby. He pushed his hands into his pant pockets and gave her a sad smile. A smile she knew entirely too well from years past.




  She groaned, closing her eyes as the headache grew worse. "Carson? I thought you moved on years ago!"




  "I stayed on after an offer of benefits and a nice retirement if I stuck around. Gave up a command of my own to help design the best freighters used today," Carson Rogers said in a perfect mimicry of the precise tones of someone from upper management. He nodded towards the door, "So much for that garbage. I'm planning to get rip-roaring drunk. Care to join me?"




  She dropped the mobile down into a pocket of her pantsuit, "After what I just did?"




  "Ordered by the Board. I know how they work," Carson said with a shrug. "I'm guessing you would prefer to be in your office looking over design plans, numbers, contracts, and energy models than be here."




  Zada hesitated only a moment. She could do with having a familiar friendly face around. She tried to think of the last time they'd met up. Sometime shortly after Logan's death? "I have a headache anyway, might as well earn it. By the way, I don't mind being here, it's the reason."




  "Duly noted."




  Several in the crowd scowled at her as she followed Carson towards the door. Purposely she kept her face neutral, walking swiftly but not with too much speed. She'd been a part of too many cutbacks recently to lose her composure in the face of scrutiny and possibly make the situation worse.




  Only once they left the Corporation-leased area of the Complex and entered a small tube-car, did he ask, "Should I even ask how it's been going?"




  "About the same as here. The new robotics are slicing jobs right and left," Zada admitted quietly. "I doubt that surprises you."
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