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“And I think David will be perfect.”

David Bennett heard his name spoken in a soft British accent and scowled at the woman at the front of the room.  “David is perfect for what?”

Juliet Torrance, who had gotten used to David ignoring pretty much everything going on around him during any type of meeting, ignored him in turn.  “The campaign is all about transparency.  Showing the lab and how things are made will be a great way to show not only consumers but potential clients what they are getting when they buy products from Brown Chemical Labs.  They’re getting products made by a family, a family just like theirs, and one that cares about what goes in and on their bodies.”

David scowled at Juliet.  The woman got on his nerves.  She’d been with the company two months, but it seemed much longer.  His cousin Evelyn and her husband Sebastian had convinced everyone she was just what the company needed.  Sebastian had worked with Juliet when he’d lived overseas and said she was the best.  The board agreed that bringing in someone from the outside to help revitalize the company’s image was the best plan.

At the time, David had simply agreed so he could get back to his lab.  He might hold a fifth of the family company’s shares, and he might be on the board, but as far as he was concerned, whatever his family did with the company was fine by him, so long as he had full control of the lab and the work he did.  Once upon a time, he’d had to care, but with Sebastian firmly in control, he’d gratefully stepped down from active management to focus on what he cared about.  His lab.

But now that Juliet Torrance was here, he was anything but pleased with the decision.  She was forever poking around his lab, asking all sorts of questions.  She had a tablet and stylus that she carried with her everywhere she went and took notes constantly.  But when she invaded his space, he told her in no uncertain terms where she could go with her precious tablet and her incessant questions.

What ticked him off was that she pretty much ignored him while he raged at her.  Her pretty blue eyes always held a sparkle of mischief, her wavy blond hair always framed her perfectly oval face, and her lush lips were always shaped into a hint of a smile, as if she was secretly laughing at him.  She was classically beautiful, but all he saw when he looked at her was a pain in his backside.  As of yet, he had not found a way to stop her or discourage her.  She would nod, make some kind of remark in that soft voice of hers, and then go about what she came to do.  She was a steamroller in a tiny blond package.  She was barely over five feet, but she was quite a force to be reckoned with.

David shifted uncomfortably in his seat.  “I said, David is perfect for what?”

Juliet simply raised an eyebrow at him.

Evelyn piped in.  “You’re the driving force behind our brand.  The products you work on and create every day are what keep Brown alive.  The past year and a half has been rough.  Clients and customers are not sure they should trust us.  We want to show them who we are and what we do.  To that effect, Juliet has constructed several campaigns to show them those things through print and video marketing.  Sebastian and I will work on the financial side.  You will work on the production side.”

David looked over the slide on the projection screen.  It seemed Juliet had not only taken notes with her tablet but pictures as well.  Mockups of him in the lab, along with an ad campaign message, finally got his attention.

“No way.”  David rose from his seat.

Sebastian stood from his seat at the head of the table.  “I think this is exactly what we need.  Andrew has been quite vocal in the press, despite the fact he’s behind bars.  He’s taken it upon himself to start a smear campaign.  As much as I hate to admit it, he has been somewhat successful.  He’s been playing the martyr from his wheelchair, acting like he’s an innocent victim.  Certain members of the press have been spinning the story to make it look like we manipulated the situation and that we’re at fault for what happened to him.  And when people know someone was able to successfully embezzle money from you, their faith in your business practices waver.  We need you to help undo that.”

David scowled at his cousin-in-law.  “How exactly am I supposed to do that?”

Juliet took back command of the meeting and waved at her presentation.  “You’re going to be the new face for the brand.  We’ll clean you up a bit, get you a new lab coat that doesn’t have ten years of stains on it, and show the world how much Brown cares about what is in our products.  You’ll walk them through the lab, the processes, and the outcomes.  You’ll show them we are fully committed to quality control in our labs and only deliver the safest products to the market.”

David was starting to panic.  “You want me to do what?”

Juliet let out an exasperated sigh.  “Get used to the idea.  You can’t wiggle out of this one.  You’re an attractive, mature male, and with the right spin, we can play you off as one who’s caring and compassionate while being dedicated to his work and the products you create.  Women buy a lot of products, and they’ll trust a middle-aged man with a killer smile.”

David’s voice got rough.  “Middle-aged?”

Sebastian stopped the tirade he knew was coming.  “Sorry, David, but you’re our man.  The other option would be to hire another chemist, one who wants to play this part.  But something tells me you’d hate that idea even more.  And we can’t just hire an actor.  People would find out and be furious with us for deceiving them.”

David turned his attention back to Sebastian.  “Why not put you, Evelyn, and your baby in the campaign?  Heck, you could get Kimberly and John and their two kids, and Leslie and Philip and their kid.  Just slap a bunch of cute babies and toddlers in the ads and you’ll have those same women wrapped around your fingers.”

Juliet turned her presentation off and picked up her tablet.  “You’re missing the point, David.  But that doesn’t surprise me since you haven’t paid attention to a word I’ve said in the past hour.  You and I will meet first thing Monday and start going over the script and what I need you to bring for the videos.  We’ll start with the photos.  I have a stylist who can make anyone look good.  We’ll have to tackle that mess you call hair and get you a decent shave, but otherwise, I think just a little makeup and some new clothes will do the trick.”

David ran a hand through his hair.  Okay, so yeah, he needed a haircut.  And yes, he probably could stand to shave.  But listening to Little Miss Britain dismiss him so thoroughly rankled.  “Sorry, I’m growing a beard.  It could be a good look for the campaign.”

Evelyn’s and Sebastian’s snickers were heard clearly in the quiet room.  David ignored them.  Juliet was glaring at him; for once, her eyes were shooting fire and her lips were pursed.  Good.  He got up and left.
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It had taken the weekend for Juliet to cool down.  David Bennett had the distinction of being one of the few people who managed to get under her skin.  Juliet liked to think she was a calm sort, always ready and able to tackle any problem.  Being in marketing could be a rough job, especially when one specialized in public relations and fixing tarnished reputations as she did.  She was the one businesses called when they needed to turn their image around or get themselves out of the fire of some business or social media disaster.

When Sebastian had called her and asked her if she would be interested in taking a position with his company, she hadn’t had to think about it long.  She didn’t have family, so leaving London hadn’t been an issue.  She supposed she had friends, but most of them were more business acquaintances.  And her last relationship had died a quick but painful death more than a year earlier.  Sebastian had told her he needed her unique skill set, and coming to America seemed like the change she had been seeking in her life.  She’d immediately started filing the necessary paperwork to take the job in California.
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