A tall, blond handsome man strutted as he walked out of the lavish estate, breathing in the chilled December air. He shivered slightly and shoved his hands into his coat pockets. 

“Thanks again!” Came a man’s voice behind him.

He turned around to see Vince McMahon raise his hand in parting. Flashing a quick grin, he said, “no thanks necessary, Mr. McMahon.” 

This was going to be too easy. He was a Casanova with a low profile. From what Vince told him about the chick, he would have no problem in getting her to fall in love with him. It was a very simple task. Vince may as well give him his money right now. I hope she’s hot, that will make this even more fun.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Vince grinned, as he watched the young man jump into his dark blue Monte Carlo. His daughter wouldn’t know what hit her. She would learn not to betray him. If she wanted it to be done the hard way, so be it. He sighed, recalling their last conversation.

“Your mother and I aren’t getting along so well, Stephanie.” Vince started.

“Well what do you expect? She’s furious that you cheated on her. Again.” Stephanie reminded him as she rolled her eyes. This was so fucking typical of her father. Why couldn’t he just keep his dick in his pants for once? She was surprised her mother had taken it this long, really.

“I know that. Now she’s screwing with my company, though. She has no right. It’s mine.” He said, emphasizing the word “mine.”

“Dad, I’m on Mom’s side here. You’ve done a lot to her, and to this family. You know how I feel about the situation so why did you call me here, to complain about something you caused?” She asked, getting straight to the point.

“Spoken like a true McMahon.”

“A fact I’m not so proud of these days…” She said sarcastically.

Vince chose to ignore that comment. “Business savvy is in your blood, Stephanie. Business above all else, correct?” He quizzed her.

“Yeah, what’s your point?”

“Well I want you to realize that it would be a smart business decision for you to sell me your shares in the company.”

Stephanie’s eyes nearly bulged out of her head. Was he fucking serious? “I don’t think so.” She smirked.

Vince’s maintained his cool exterior. “Why not?”

“The company is continuing to skyrocket. Why the hell would I want to sell you my shares? I’ll make more money keeping them.”

“Not really.” He stated vaguely. He grinned as he noticed Stephanie’s interest pique. He had her. “You see, with the money I’m going to give you for your shares, you can start your very own company. It’s best for business and for personal. You can do whatever you want, whenever you want.”

When it was put that way, the idea sounded good to Stephanie. Still, something about this felt very odd to her. Her father was a businessman through and through and would never do anything just to assist someone else. Not even family. What was the prick up to?

She laughed and decided to cut the daughterly act. “Vincent, who do you think you’re talking to? Don’t even try to play me like I’m stupid.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. Nobody thinks you’re stupid, Stephanie.” He played innocent.

“Obviously you do. You would never buy my shares because it solely benefited me. I know better than that, Vincent.”

Okay, so she saw right through him. He wouldn’t deny it. “You’re right.” Vince said nonchalantly as he shrugged.

“I know. So, what’s in it for you?”

“Nothing much. I’ll just own half of the company.”

The wheels in Stephanie’s head turned as she pieced everything together. He had said her mother was screwing with him through the company, now all of a sudden he wanted her to sell her shares to him. She laughed audaciously. “You can forget that, Vince. Owning only 25 percent of the company never bothered you before. You just want my percentage now so that you’ll have more control than Mom.”

Vince stood there with his hands at his sides, looking like a deer caught in headlights. He didn’t expect her to figure it out so quickly. His daughter responded to two things:  power and confidence. The thought of owning her own company and being in complete power should have tickled her fancy. She shouldn’t have considered her mother until it was too late.

Stephanie smirked knowingly. “You may as well get that idea out of your head. I’m not helping you overpower Mom. You’ve done that for years, mentally, and now you want to do it business-wise, too? I won’t have any part in it.” She said dismissively and grabbed her coat, preparing to leave.

Vince gulped. He was hearing things. Stephanie wasn’t really saying any of this. He had proposed the idea to Shane a week ago and he flat out laughed in his face. Stephanie was his last hope of having 50 percent. “Think about what you’re doing, Stephanie! The chance for your own company is right here!” He yelled at her retreating form, pointing at himself. Vince seethed as she only quickened her pace. “No daughter of mine would do this to me!” He screamed at her, hoping to at least get her to stop.

She whirled around to face Vince as she spat out. “No father of mine would serial-cheat on my mother, then try to screw her over in her business-life as well!” She said flippantly, turning back around to walk out of the door, slamming it.

Vince stared out of the window as Stephanie jumped into her black Mercedes. He would find a way to make her sell. Whoever said a direct approach was the best approach, was either a very lucky person, or just on drugs.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

He eyed the wildly gyrating brunette on the dance floor. Her long hair was bouncing around everywhere and he was waiting to get a good look at her face. A few minutes ago, he lost count of all the guys she had danced with since he’d been gawking at her, which was about fifteen minutes now.

“Hey, sexy.” A feminine voice crooned in his ear and he felt the person sit next to him. He turned around, eyeing the woman. She was about 5’9, a medium mocha complexion, with dark burgundy hair that fell in waves to the middle of her back and caramel colored eyes.

“Hey. You’re pretty damn sexy yourself.” He shamelessly flirted, placing his hand on the small of her knee for a second. 

She giggled. “Thanks. My name is Tatiana. My friends sometimes call me T.K.” She extended her hand.

He readily shook it. “My name is Paul. My friends call me…Paul.” He laughed.

She chuckled. “Well, my middle name is Kerra, so that’s why.”

“Ah.” He nodded his head. He noticed her features as he said, “you've got a very unique look - you must come from a diverse background.”

She laughed heartily. This was always one of the first things a guy noticed about her: her obvious diversity. “Yeah. I’m half African-American, one-fourth Cherokee and the last bit is split between Sioux and Italian.”

“Wow.” Paul said.

“I know, I’m a mutt, everyone always says that.” She grinned

Paul nodded, chuckling. “I know you’re not here alone, a pretty girl like you.” He said glancing around, pretending to look for the people she could be with. Really, he just wanted to make sure the dancing machine hadn’t left yet.

Tatiana smiled “No, I came here with my two friends. Wherever they may be,” she said, looking around for them. “Oh! There’s one.” She smiled and pointed. 

Paul turned around. “The blond with the shoulder-length hair?” He asked.

“Yep. That’s Jade.”

Paul tried to suppress his laughter as he watched Jade drunkenly throw her leg across a man’s lap. The man shuddered and moved her leg as he stood up, muttering something that was incoherent from where Paul was sitting.

Jade sulked. She’d lost another good potential. Who the hell do I have to throw myself at to get some damn attention? Her glazed over eyes scanned the club for some fresh meat. Instead, she spotted Tatiana. “Tati!” She yelled, smiling as her friend turned and saw her. Her smile widened as she saw Tatiana motion her to come over.

“She’s coming over here?” Paul questioned, trying his best not to sulk. Tatiana was a cool girl and she just had to call her drunken, seemingly whore of a friend over.

 “Yeah. You don’t mind do you?” She asked sweetly, grinning. She wasn’t stupid, she knew what a flirt Jade was. But she wasn’t really interested in Paul romantically, though he was really cute and seemed like a decent guy.

“Hey, girl!” Jade squealed excitedly as she stumbled her way in front of them. She was about 5’6, a nice tan complexion, with shoulder-length blond hair and dark green eyes.

“Hey, chick.” She replied, moving over so that Jade had a seat. They were both slim women, with curves in the right places. “Jade, this is Paul. Paul, this is one of my best friends, Jade. Though we’re all more like sisters.” She smiled. 

“Nice to meet you, Jade.” Paul said, smiling as he shook her hand.

“You too.” Jade replied, smiling. “Wow, good catch.” She whispered to Tatiana.

Tatiana nodded. Paul was a nice guy and everything, but she honestly just wanted to talk to the man, not screw him. Jade didn’t need to know that or she’d probably scare him away completely with her more than outgoing nature. 

“So where’s the third member of your group?” Paul asked. Two good-looking women so far - he just hoped the third was just as beautiful. I came here to celebrate the large amount of money I’m going to receive. What better way than with three ladies? He grinned at the thought.

Tatiana and Jade shrugged and began to search for their friend. 

“Damn, that chick can hide!” Tatiana said, laughing.

“There she is!” Jade yelled, and Tatiana cringed at the loudness.

“Shit, girl! I’m right next to you not across the street.”

Paul laughed at the two friends. He was guessing that Jade was a few fries short of a happy meal. At least she’s hot, though.

Jade dismissed what her friend had just said as she yelled, “I’ll go get her!”

Tatiana shook her head as she watched Jade stumble over to where their friend was. She always was the one to get drunk off her ass and make a fool of herself, where as her other friend, was the first on the dance floor. Tatiana took a mix of the two: drinking but not getting drunk, and dancing when she wasn’t drinking. 

“Is she always like this?” Paul asked in her ear lowly, and pulled back, laughing.

“When she’s drunk, yes. When she’s not she has a few more brain cells.” She chuckled.

Paul’s attention was taken away from Tatiana as he heard Jade’s voice draw nearer. His breath caught in his throat as he looked at who was attached to her arm. The wildly gyrating brunette. He stood up, eyeing her as they approached. She was about 5’8, had sapphire blue eyes, a pair of long legs, and auburn hair that was loosely curled at the ends. “Hi, I’m Paul.” He said, smiling.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Stephanie.” She said as she smiled and shook his hand.

