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  Chapter 1
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Rush


The number shows up on my screen and I lift a brow. What the fuck is he calling me for? I ask myself. Then I realize that my brother Led sold us out. “Mr. Hopkins.” I open with, on exhale. “What can I do for you?” 
“Rush, my boy.  Am I catching you at a bad time?”
Wesley Hopkins, the CEO of Drummond Motors, the most prestigious car manufacturer in the world, and the man that just signed a deal with my brother, Jagger; as far as I’m concerned, can call me if I’m on the shitter.  “Never, sir.  I’m happy to help.”
“Ah, you Lawson boys are always so kind.  I can see why some of my staff have crushes on you.” He chuckles.
“I can assure you, sir, there has never been anything but the best intentions for your staff.”
I can hear the wave and the frown.  “Of course, Rush.  I would never think anything less. But that’s why I’m calling you.”
“Oh?”
“I’ll cut to the chase, son.  I’m aware that you know about Freddie and her little back door conspiracy.”
I knew it.  “Yes.  Yes, I do.  I take it that...Led told you about her.”
“Yes, he did.  And don’t be cross with him, either.”
I bite my lip to stop myself from the pending argument that’s itching my tongue.  “What can I do for you, sir?”
“Well, I figured that with your expertise in consulting, that you might be able to...shall we say...persuade Freddie to have a change of heart.”
My brow lifts.  “Surely, sir, you have staff that can handle that.”
“Yes, I do.  But I want you to do it, Rush.  You’re the best, and since I can’t hire you on my watch, for obvious reasons, I would like you to handle this...off the clock.”
I inhale slowly and exhale. Why the fuck he wants me to deal with his staff is beyond me.  Sure, me and Freddie had a little flirtation at Jagger’s wedding slash conference, but nothing went beyond that.  She’s a lying, manipulative bitch that tried to slide Axl Lennon in under his nose, but we were on to her.  “Sir, if it’s all the same to you, I’d really rather not.  I mean, have you even spoken to your HR staff about her?  Have you spoken to her yourself?”
Freddie runs the flagship site here in North Carolina for Wesley.  From what I understand, she’s been under his wing at Drummond Motors for a little over a year.  Surely, he knows how to handle a loose cannon, even from overseas.  She’s dying to suck up to him, and she thinks that by bringing Axl Lennon, the most unhinged race car geek in the world, into the fold, that she'll accomplish this. The problem is that Axl and my family go way back. While he's been my brother Jagger's best friend for as long as I can remember, he's also the biggest alcoholic, drug addict, and media whore and is by no means an asset to a company. It's only because of his sheer genius that he's made himself a billionaire in his own company, where he can get away with such behavior.
But to say no to Mr. Hopkins would be a mistake. And not just for Jagger. As much as Wesley is a decent guy, if word ever got out that I turned him down for a task, no matter what that task was, it would not bode well for me or for my company. Being an astute consultant in my own very successful firm, I know all the threats around me. “I'll see what I can do, sir.”
While Wesley’s motivation for the call is blurry, with this deal between Jagger and Wesley being so fresh, it's best not to rock the boat. “I know that you'll do the right thing, Rush. And I also can trust that you'll be discreet about it.” He says this as a statement not a question, and the tactful way that he says it speaks volumes. This man is not successful by default. He has earned his spot at the top of the totem pole for good reason. He's a good man with good intentions, no exceptions.
“You can count on me, sir.” 
He wishes me well and ends the call. I sit there at my desk, fingers interlaced under my chin, staring at the phone contemplatively. If I'm smart, I'll complete this task as quickly as possible. I make up my mind to head over to Drummond Motors immediately, devising a plan in my travels. The half hour trek to the other side of the city gives me ample time to think about the best way to deal with this situation that's a win for all.
… But I could never plan for what's about to happen.
The girl at the front desk has to check herself when I announce my arrival. I forget just for a moment who I am, and who my family is. “Have a seat, Mr. Lawson. Would you like a coffee or something?”
I lift a hand.  “Thanks, I'm fine.”
And just as I start to think that I was foolish to show up, unannounced, asking for the director of the site on a whim, the pale faced receptionist directs me to her office. My brain works best under pressure. I've made some of my best decisions on the fly. When I look at a troubled company's mission statement, financial records, and business plans, I have a gift. That's why I have a billion-dollar consulting firm. Companies that are in jeopardy, companies that want to avoid bankruptcy, lawsuits, foreclosure, or companies that just want to expand or go into a different direction, but to do it successfully, come to me.
It's in my blood. That's the only explanation that I have for it. Somehow, like my siblings, I was born with an innate ability to do something better than anyone else and excel at it at an alarming pace. But all this being said, all the education, knowledge, and street smarts that I have acquired over the years, could never prepare me for this moment. “Come in, Rush. This is a pleasant surprise.” Freddie says to me, with a smile on her face reminding me that this woman has eyes for me.
The woman sitting in the guest chair, her expression is unreadable. She peers at me only for a moment. I feel like I just interrupted something intense, and that I've rescued one or both of these ladies. And I start to wonder what else Freddie has up her sleeve to accept an unplanned meeting like this, when she was clearly in the middle of something. By rights, I am inferior to her, seeing as she is employed by Wesley Hopkins. Despite the fact that I am a Lawson, and a billionaire, I am merely a businessman, and I am just affiliated with Lawson enterprises. Whether she realizes this or not is a question that's on my mind right now.
“I can come back later. I didn't expect to actually get to see you, but I thought I'd give it a try.” I have no intention of discussing business in front of this stranger. For all I know, she's an old friend from high school that's come to visit Freddie unexpectedly. They could have had a quarrel over a pair of shoes or something. This is not the time to discuss business. Essentially, I decide to abort my plan for now.
Freddie waves. “Don't be silly, Izzy and I were just about to wrap up. Weren't we, Izzy.” The way she addresses her friend, it sounds more like an accusation then a question. I almost feel like seconds before my arrival, some underground deal just occurred. Like a drug deal, like Freddie is part of some cartel, or maybe they're both involved in a human trafficking ring. No matter what, I'm willing to bet that what just went down, or what was about to go down, doesn't have anything to do with Drummond motors, if Freddie is smart.
I lift a hand.   “That’s okay.  Call me when it’s a good time to meet.”
Suddenly, her friend rises.  Our eyes meet.  “No, it’s okay.  I was just leaving.” She murmurs under her breath, barely audible.
Something in her face is urgent, on guard, and so fucking beautiful I have to blink twice.  This woman is an angel.  Long, raven hair, so shiny and silky-looking, I have to stop my hand from lifting to touch it.  Pale green eyes so mesmerizing I have to divert my gaze to the floor for a moment to break the spell.  She’s almost as tall as me, and as I slide my glance down her body, down her perfectly lean, perfectly sculpted body, wrapped up in a sleek black dress, I hope to God that she doesn’t notice.  I try to pretend that the evaluating glance is purposeful, like I’m making sure that she isn’t armed or something, and I think that I pull it off.  “Rush Lawson.” I nod, sticking my hand out for her to shake.  “My brother Jagger owns Lawson Manufacturing.”
“I know who you are.” She says with a certain edge, like it feels strange to say it with her tongue.  Like there’s some hidden resentment for my family.  However, she licks her lips and changes tack. “It’s nice to meet you.” I hear a crack in her voice, and I struggle to figure it out.  Her eyes are trying to tell me something.  Save her.  Leave.  Stay.  I don’t know, and it pains me, because I can usually read someone in under a second.  It intrigues me.  
All I can think about Is the task that Wesley Hopkins has asked of me.  And I'm torn. I'm torn between figuring out just what was going on between these two just moments ago, between answering the inner voice that is playing inside my head; the one that I constantly ignore, the one that I particularly ignored the night of my brother Jagger's wedding. The one that begged me to take Frankie home with me and fuck her brains out. And I should have, before the shit hit the fan as it has. While my brother Led took her friend Reya home with him, I stayed behind like a good fucking boy. And now I’m paying the price. 
I've ignored that voice far too much lately, and my cock reminds me just how much I've ignored it. But my innate discipline takes over, and I shake it off. After all, there is too much at stake here to be thinking about my hormones, no matter how fucking beautiful this goddess is before me.   “I'm sorry to interrupt. The receptionist should have told me that you were busy.  In fact, I don't even know why she permitted me through. Don't you tell your staff that you're with someone?” I don't mean to sound as harsh as I do, however, it seems very odd that Frankie would accept a guest.
The girls exchange a look. I'm not sure if I've offended or if there's yet something else that isn't being told here. Frankie lifts a hand. “Not to worry, Rush. I have a handle on things.”
Izzy interjects.  “She didn't know I was here."  That's when I notice it. The distinct British accent. I'm guessing I didn't pick up on it earlier, because my eyes were so overwhelmed by the sight. “Freddie is right. I should really be going. I'm running late, anyway.  I need to catch a flight.”
I’m wondering who this woman is and why Freddie hasn’t introduced her to me. Better yet, why she hasn’t introduced herself to me.  And just as I’m about to ask, the fire alarm goes off, sending deafening alarm sounds throughout the office.  My hands immediately go to my ears, and Freddie’s receptionist comes storming inside.  “This isn’t a drill!  It’s for real!”
Freddie shakes her head, responding to the boisterous shriek coming from her.  “Alright, alright.  What’s the first rule taught in Health & Safety training?  Stay calm.”
The woman swallows, licking her lips.  “Your exit is out the back.” She’s wounded at being chided.  “We should get out now, before the herd from production comes this way.”
Again, Freddie shakes her head.  “They’re exit is at the side, Meryl.  Good lord.”
“Come on.  Let’s get out of here before my head fucking explodes.” I mutter, looking at all three girls.  “Did you check me in at least? So that if I go missing, the fire Marshall won’t find me barbecued out back?”
Meryl nods, but her face says that she still is embarrassed for being chided in our presence.  I make a mental note to tell Freddie that the treatment of her staff is the most important.  If they don’t cut the cheese, there are steps that need to be taken.  And this is not one of them.  “Don’t worry.  I won’t forget about you.”
With a slight eye roll, I say.  “Come on.  Let’s go.”
With my hand, I guide Izzy with Freddie and Meryl out the office door and close it behind me, and then we follow the herd out to the back exit.  Vehicles that people earning no less than six figures line the back lot.  There is a green area beyond the lot, where the rest of the staff have gathered, and we join them.  “Is this a regular occurrence for this place, Freddie?” I ask.
“Never.  This is the first one since I’ve been here.” She says honestly.  “It’s probably a false alarm.”
I look at her. “What makes you say that?”
She shrugs casually.  “Gut feeling.”
My brow lifts.  “You’ve got an entire production team at the helm here, Freddie.  Have you got any new hires?”
From her face, her back is up.  I watch her fold her arms across her chest.  “Are you suggesting that I hired someone incompetent enough to start a fire in the plant?”
“It could happen.  I’m sure this isn’t a kitchen fire, judging by the imported automobiles parked in that lot.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“It means that nobody driving a beamer is brown bagging it.”
I watch her friend Izzy visibly squirm.  “Are you okay?”
She nods.  “I’m just worried that I’ll miss my flight.”
Freddie looks at her. “You want to go, just go.”
Izzy shakes her head. “I’m better to wait until we get the all clear.”
I’m confused, and I’m about to probe this beautiful mystery woman, who has ample opportunity to walk to her car from here, to catch her flight, but has chosen to stick around.  If she’d been giving me googoo eyes or throwing flirtatious hints at me verbally, I would toss her my number and set her free, but she’s not.  Something else is keeping her here.  
Freddie rounds on me. “And if you think that I can’t handle my staff, that I’d hire someone so incompetent as to start a fire, you’re crazier than you let on.”
My eyes bulge.  “Crazier than I let on?  What are you saying?”
She cocks her head and smirks, like she’s got something real cunning to say.  “Remember your brother’s wedding?”
“Yeah.”
“Remember how I gave you ample opportunity to fuck me and you didn’t?”
I look around, shocked that she would be so brash in front of her staff.  Thankfully, they’re all milling about, half of them with their hands shielding their eyes from the sunlight, staring at the building, and the other half looking pissed, standing there with their arms folded over their chests.  I hear the siren calling, signaling the arrival of the fire crew.  Part of me doesn’t want to entertain her theory that I’m nuts because I didn’t fuck her given the chance, but I need to get down to the bottom of this, if I want to make any headway for Wesley.
“Look, it wasn’t the right time, that’s it.”
“Is this about Axl?” She assumes.  “Because I didn’t fuck him, either.”
“I don’t give a shit who you fucked.” I practically bark.  “Especially him.”
That hit a nerve.  “Why do you say that?”
“Because Axl knows his way around the ladies’ room if you get my drift.  Despite his penchant for single malt and the lens, he’s also just a little bit addicted to getting his dick wet, in case you haven’t noticed.”
Izzy is tapping her foot on the asphalt, clearly agitated, and her back is turned slightly, as though she’s trying to act like she can’t overhear, which would be almost impossible.  
Freddie scoffs. “I'm glad that you see the good in people, Rush.  I hope that this hat isn't on your head when you're addressing clients.  Usually, when you're trying to build a company, they're also trying to build up your staff, not tear them down.”
“That's bullshit and you know it. This is personal. I have nothing to do with Axl in a professional capacity whatsoever. And there is good reason for that.” I have to fight my tongue now, in order to be careful not to let the cat out of the bag before it's the right time. If I fuck up for Wesley Hopkins, Jagger will be sunk.  “Believe it or not, my radar is on always, for everything, including fire drills. All it takes is one fire and your entire company has to start over from scratch. I’ve seen it and I almost lived it. And the last thing that I want is for Wesley Hopkins to get wind of this. So, I say this as a favor to you, that I won’t tell him what happened today.”  It’s a futile excuse, since Mr. Hopkins is privy to everything that happens at all his plants, but I digress, hoping that my declaration will soften the sting on the previous comment. 
The sirens grow stronger and Freddie remains silent. She seems oblivious to the fact that her friend seems anxious and agitated. But I’ve already tried to intervene to no avail. It isn’t until some big wig in a suit calls Freddie over that I have a moment alone with Izzy. “I came unannounced.” She says, forcibly, stifling me. “That’s why Meryl didn’t know that I was in there with Freddie.”
I nod. “Ah.”  That makes sense. Yet it still raises all sorts of questions. None of which I feel will be answered, especially with a flurry of annoyed and worried staff looming all over the place. All I can think about is that I’ve got to stick around and talk to Freddie about Hopkins’ concerns. And I need to do it diplomatically. And the only way to do it is to grab her once this woman departs.  Just as I’m devising a plan to nab Freddie, she heads back our way. “What’s the story?”
Freddie sighs. “It’s a small electrical fire. They only pulled the station as a precaution. Standard procedure.”
“That’s great news.” I say. 
“I’ve got to talk to the fire Marshall.  I’ll be back.” She says to both me and Izzy. The look on her face when she glances at Izzy changes. It returns to that secretive, elusive, almost glare she used earlier, when I first arrived.  But this time she’s too slow on the uptake and she sees that I catch the look. Her expression changes yet again. Freddie looks at me, like she can see right through me, and gestures to Izzy. 
“Oh. Forgive me, Rush. Let me introduce you to Isabelle Hopkins.”
My eyes bulge when she finishes, as I put two and two together. “Wesley’s only daughter.”






  
  Chapter 2
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Izzy


The look on his face is expected. Freddie should have added, ‘his secret daughter’, because that’s how much the public knows me, and that’s not by default, either.  My parents made it their life’s work to keep my identity under wraps until I was old enough to handle it.  No, I wasn’t sheltered, either.  I was taught properly and respectfully, groomed for this business, having decided to be groomed that way at a young age.  The relationship that I’ve had with my parents has been close since birth.  My mum is my best friend, and my dad is a man that I’ve worshipped and looked up to for as long as I can remember.  I was a shy kid, and so my parents shielded me from the media spotlight that they embraced.  
When I graduated college, on a scholarship, I began my career with my parents’ business.  I’m like my dad’s secret weapon.  Sure, the locals know who I am, and I do work with my mum most of the time, and only now, in the last five or so years, has my face started to be known in the company from more than just dad’s closest colleagues.  The traveling that I do is to keep me mobile and exposed to all facets of the business.  It’s nothing for me to fly to one of our European sites one day and then fly out to another one the next.  It’s my forte.  I’m what you would consider a spy.  A consultant.  Someone that knows the inner workings of this company, a birdseye view, if you will.  For all intents and purposes, I stand at the height of the mountain, looking down at all the little elves that punch timecards on my father’s clock.  
When I hopped on the jet to North Carolina yesterday, I had no idea that I would meet this man.  I’ve met a lot of people and most of them don’t look at me the way that Rush Lawson is looking at me.  The ogling eyes, the breast-level gazes, the evaluating glances up and down my body, I’m used to.  But this look, this unsuspecting, vulnerable, trying-to-hide-something stare that he has to divert by looking at Freddie’s polished floor, is something that I’m not used to.  It’s unnerving.  As the seconds tick by, indicating that I’m going to miss my flight, the guilt already starts to sink in.  I get it that I’m the daughter of billionaire car manufacturing tycoons, but that doesn’t mean that when the pilot of my dad’s private jet has to wait around, hand and foot, for me, that it doesn’t sting a little.
It’s not part of who I am to accept special treatment from anyone.  And that’s part of the reason why I went along with being the unknown child; because I wanted to earn my own way.  My foot taps on the asphalt as I wait for the fire Marshall to dismiss us, so that I can leave.  Stifling the part of me that’s saying to just leave, I stand patiently, with Rush, willing myself omnipresent, so that I could read his mind and know what he’s thinking.  As his eyes find their place back in his head, he holds his hand out for me to shake.  “Wow, I didn’t know that Wesley even had any children.”
“Well, I’m the only one, but don’t let that fool you.  I’ve earned my place here just as well as anyone has.”
“I’m sure you have.” He pulls his hand back.  “So, what are your thoughts on his deal with my brother’s company?”
I frown.  “If you want the truth, it was the right move.  I’d sooner see daddy do business with Jagger Lawson than with Boston Kruger.”
“Ah.” He chuckles.  “I’m glad that you hold the majority opinion there.”
He hasn’t asked me out for drinks yet.  Point for him.  “I don’t know anyone who doesn’t.”
“Same.  Although I do know him just a bit more personally than the next guy, seeing as he was once my brother’s friend.”
“I won’t hold that against Jagger.  Although, I haven’t had the pleasure yet of meeting him or Bowie.”
“I’m surprised meeting them wasn’t part of your itinerary being in town.”
“I had other plans.” I say evasively.  I don’t discuss official business with anyone that is not on daddy’s payroll.
Instead of offering to take me to meet his brother, which would be an easy potential way in, he says.  “Well, I’m sure that your dad will have that on your to-do list soon enough.”
Freddie looks pleased.  Like she’s been soaking all this up, as she’s said nothing.  It’s like all she wanted was to see that surprised look on Rush’s face, and she got it.  “Why don’t you go and check to see if we can be dismissed soon.”
She doesn’t take the bait.  Freddie is shrewd. “He said that I would be the first to know.”
“We can take account for you if you need to leave.” Rush offers.  Perhaps he wants Freddie alone.  He hasn’t even been given the chance to state the reason for his visit.  What a shame.  
“I should go.” 
“It was a pleasure meeting you.” Rush nods.
“I’ll see you next week?” Freddie confirms.
“Tuesday.”
As I leave them, feeling half guilty for doing so, while all others must remain behind, my phone rings.  I pull out my phone and I can see that it's my father.  A smile pulls across my face.  “Daddy.  How are you?”
His tone is cheery, as usual. Even at the toughest of times, my father is a happy man.  Someone asked him once if all his money and success is the reason for his smile. He answered that he made-up his mind to be happy, no matter the cost, and that's the reason for his smile. I've envied my father for his positivity all my life. “Just fine.  Are you heading back shortly?  There's a meeting that I would like you to attend here tomorrow.”
“I'm just about to run to the airport now, actually.  You're going to hear about a fire alarm in North Carolina, but it looks like it was nothing to worry about.”
“Oh?”
“The fire Marshall was already dismissing people as I was leaving just now. Nobody was hurt.  It looks like it might have been just a small fire.”
Another call comes in.  I check the display and see that it's Chas.  “That's Chas, dad.  Do you need anything else?”
“No.  You go on.  I'll see you when you get back.”
That familiar hesitation arrives in his voice.  Daddy has never so much as come out and told me outright, but I know that he does have his reservations about Chas.  Mum adores him, but sometimes I get the feeling that daddy knows a little bit more about him than he's letting on.  It wouldn't be the first time my father has investigated someone that had a growing interest in me. It can't be that bad, though, otherwise daddy would never let me date him.  “Call me later if you need me.”  I say before ending the call.
I clear my throat before answering.  And I square my shoulders. “Chas.  I'm just heading to the airport now.  Is everything okay?”
“I was just wondering how my girl was doing. It's been a few days since I've heard from you.”
Chas is a surgeon. Although he is based in London, he travels all over the world to perform rare heart surgery.  Part of the reason why I think my father doesn't care much for him is because he's more than ten years my senior, and he's been divorced twice.  Although much of the reason for his failed marriages is more to do with his practice.  Which is why we make a great pair.  We both work remotely, and we're both trying hard to make this long-distance relationship work.  And it does.
The long-distance part bodes well for me, seeing as my last relationship was with a man that couldn’t stand to be without me for more than about thirty seconds. He suffocated me.  Chas is the exact opposite of that.  We decided that if it goes beyond three days without speaking, that one of us is obligated to pick up the phone.  We usually take turns, and this time was his turn.  It doesn't sound like the most romantic relationship, but in my line of work and in Chas’s line of work, it is the only possibility.
Sometimes I think that my parents compare their relationship to mine and cringe, but them being college sweethearts, and starting this business together, there are only a handful of other couples in this world they can share the same type of story with, in reality.  “Everything is great.  I’m just about to leave for home now.  How about you?”
“All is good here, too.  I’ll be flying out to Switzerland for a seminar tomorrow.  But when I return, you’re all mine.”
“Yes.”  I chuckle nervously.  “Yes, we’ll meet up in Paris.  Daddy’s still got me meeting there.” Dad wants to open a location there, too.  I’ve never been to Paris, and I’m excited to start this venture with daddy.  
“Excellent.  I’ll make sure I set up a lunch or a round of golf with the old man beforehand.”
I lift a brow.  “A round of golf?  Have you ever played golf with my father before?”
“No, but it’s time that I start, don’t you think?”
“I, um, I suppose.  I’m not sure how busy he is, though.”
“I’m sure that he’ll find some time if I can.”
God, I don’t want to be caught in the middle of this.  “I’ll leave that to you.”  It also worries me why he’s suddenly found an interest in spending time alone with my dad.  I’ve mentioned that daddy isn’t exactly his biggest fan.
“No problem, darling.  I’ll take care of it. I’ve already sent him a text.”
Which means that daddy hasn’t answered him yet. I don’t want to get involved so I bow out. “I should go. I need to catch that plane.”
“I should go, too, love. I’ll talk to you soon.” As he says this, I make a mental note to call him in no less than two days, and I hang up. My car is parked in the back, and I check to make sure that I grabbed the correct keys for the rental that daddy’s assistant set me up with.  The flight is long but it gives me a chance to get caught up on things, including the notes from our last meeting regarding opening up the site in Paris.  When I arrive back on British soil, daddy is in the office waiting for me, with a huge, contagious smile on his face.  
“Isabelle.  It’s so lovely to see you.” He kisses my cheek and I kiss his.  “How was your flight?”
“Productive.” I nod and smile.
“Did you get some sleep?”
“Yes.” Another nod.
“Do you need to go catch a nap, or are you ready to join us in the boardroom?”
Daddy makes people wait for me, and for him, and because he has such generous staff, they never mind at all.  “No, I’m fine, really.  I’ll sleep early tonight.”
I can tell that daddy is holding back on coddling me.  While the merger with Lawson Enterprises was underway, I had to have emergency surgery to remove my gall bladder.  It was kept under wraps, simply because it was routine surgery, and we didn’t want anyone fussing over me, I can’t stand it when people do that.
“Brilliant.  I’ve got some tea in the boardroom already.  Shall we?” He gestures with his hand.  I follow him, and we sit in on a two-hour meeting about our proposed plans to open in Paris, France.  Mum comes to join us about halfway through, as she was working with some of the new staff, with training on our newer model engines.  “Did you get a chance to meet with Bowie over at Lawson Enterprises yet, dear?” Daddy asks me under his breath.
“No, not yet.”
“I’ll have Carolyn set that up.”
“No trouble.” I wave.  “I can do it.”
“Are you sure?”
I pat his back.  “Fine.”
“Isabelle.” Mum greets, kissing my cheek. “Would you like some tea?” 
“Not right now.” 
Once the meeting finishes, daddy is pulled into another meeting, which I’m thankful for, since I need to decompress after that one.  Admittedly, I am still a bit tired from healing, but it only gets to me when I have so much on my plate.  It’s still business hours in the States, so I make a call directly to Lawson Enterprises.  “Bowie Ritter, please.”
I’m connected to her instantly.  She picks up on the second ring.  “Bowie Ritter.”
“Bowie, hello.  This is Isabelle Hopkins.  I don’t think that we’ve ever been properly introduced
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