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Chapter 1
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Izzy





The phone rings in my room, which is odd, since I’m not expecting a call for a bit. As I trot over to the phone beside the bed, I almost trip over my travel bag. “Hello?” 

Silence.

“Bonjour?” I repeat, thinking that it isn’t possible that even if this was a French speaking person on the other line, that they couldn’t decipher the difference.

More silence.

“Hello?  Bonjour?  Is someone there?”

The hair on the back of my neck stands up slightly.  This is the second call that I’ve received like this today.  I make a mental note to call downstairs after I move some things around in my room to make it less like I’ve set purposeful booby traps for myself, to ask if maybe there is something wrong with the phone in this room.  I’ve stayed in a lot of hotels with my job, but most of the time any calls that come in are from my cell phone.

It was so hard to say goodbye to Rush this morning.  Even though I knew that he was only going to be here for a couple of days, it’s still so difficult to let him go.  Don’t judge me, but I miss him already.  The ring on my finger just about laughs at me.  Not so long ago, I was offered an engagement from my now ex-partner, which I turned down, and now I’ve accepted Rush’s engagement.  I sound like a woman that can’t make up her mind, but make no mistake, Rush is who I want.  Nothing that Chas had to offer me made sense, and when I later had proof of his adultery sitting right in front of me, I knew that I was wise to listen to my gut and turn him down to begin with.  

The expression on my parents’ faces when Rush and I told them that we’re engaged I’ll never forget.  This will go down in history as the most backwards reaction and chain of events.  Normally, parents would shun their only daughter for dumping a fiancé one day, only to accept a proposal from another man the next day. That’s not exactly what happened, mind you, but it’s close enough. The difference is that my parents couldn’t stand Chas. And now both of them adore Rush. If you want the truth, I think that if they could have paired us together from the start they would have. 

I’m excited that Bowie is coming out here to see me in Paris. My last trip here I’ll boil down to a blunder, seeing as that’s when Chas decided to spontaneously pop the question. It was not expected and not well received. Even before I learned about his adultery, I knew deep down that he wasn’t the one for me. Meeting Rush sort of solidified that. But meeting Bowie and having her in my life is like meeting your favorite celebrity and having them befriend you. 

The family business is Drummond Motors, a world-renowned company that manufactures specialized engines for automobiles of all types. We’ve just made a partnership with Lawson Manufacturing. Bowie is the new CEO, and she just married Jagger Lawson, the owner. Bowie has been a role model to me for years and I’ve been following her tenure with Kruger Manufacturing, where she worked before she and Jagger were reunited. And what makes this visit even more special is that I get to tell her about my engagement to Rush. I’d like to tell her before the whole world knows, meaning before Axl Lennon finds out, and shares it with the media.  

Bowie told me not to reserve her a private room. She wants to stay with me, and I can’t help but feel the flutters of excitement in my belly at the thought of having basically a sleepover with the girl that I’ve admired since my teenage years. I practically squeal when the concierge rings me to tell me that she’s arrived. When I give permission to let her up, I could puke I’m so happy and nervous all at the same time. 

This is the woman that threw a party just for me, complete with all the industry’s elite, when I came to North Carolina to visit our local site and hers. A party. At her own house. Well, it’s a mansion, but she had like a hundred people there, just for me. It was like a dream come true. And she spent hours just talking to me. And now she’s come all the way to Paris to see me. Granted, it is partially a business trip, since a visit to the site that will soon be our France offices is on our itinerary, but still. 

When I open the door and see her, she looks like she’s about to burst. Arms open, smile wide, I hug her close. “So good to see you, Bowie. I’ve been so looking forward to this.”

“Same here.” She gushes. 

“Come on in. How was the flight?”

“Good. I had a chance to get lots of work done, so that I could enjoy your company.”

“Splendid.” I smile.  “Let me take your bag.”

Bowie is wearing a tailored pants suit in navy blue, and a crisp white sleeveless shirt that hugs her body tastefully.  “Can I get you something to drink?  The bar is fully stocked.”

She waves, looking at the suite. It’s lush and luxurious, and way over the top for me. The crystal chandelier hangs above the bed, which is king sized, and the carpet has a low pile, yet you can still curl your toes in it.  The gauze drapes are cinched with red velvet cording and the area rugs are a maraschino cherry red. Small red accents are all over the room to accentuate the hotel chain’s red logo. 

“No, thanks. I had a snack on the plane.”

“Are you feeling tired or do you want to freshen up or anything?”

“No, no. I’m fine. I’m just so happy to be here. It’s so exciting to open a site here and I’ve always wanted to see firsthand how they manufacture their engines out here.”

This girl and me. It’s like our brains were twinned. 

“Have you seen a lot of the production here yet?”

“No. I haven’t seen anything yet. It’s mostly been startup meetings for the plant itself. We’ve discussed plans for assembly but nothing about actual fabrication. But I do have a meeting with the European division later today if you’d like to attend with me.

“Oh my God, I’d love to.” She says, looking in the loo.  “This place is so fancy.  I have to remind myself that we’re in Paris.”

“Yes, exactly.”  This is the part about Bowie that is so exciting.  In Paris, one would think that girls would be anticipating the landmarks, the culture, the men, but no, us engine girls, we’re more excited about finding out how the French make machines.  And she gets me, and I get her.  That’s why I’m so crazy about her.  I don’t know that I’ve ever met anyone other than my mum, that is quite so much like me.  I feel like Bowie and I are like soul sisters.  “So, what would you like to do first?”

“Well, how about we catch up, and maybe go for a walk outside?  The garden looks beautiful.”

“It is.  Oh, but first, let me show you the view.” I walk her over to the balcony next to the fireplace.  This room is like a fairytale.  As I open the French doors, we’re welcomed by a concrete pad, surrounded by wrought iron bannisters in a twisted pattern.  There is a clear view of the Eiffel Tower.

“Holy shit!” Bowie says on exhale.  “You sure know how to pick them.  This is gorgeous.”

“Oh, I can’t take credit.  This is the travel agent.  I guess our assistant hired someone top notch and it shows.  Apparently, you can’t get into this hotel unless you have a reservation months in advance.  How she pulled this off is beyond me.”

“Don’t be naïve, Izzy.  Remember who your father is.  I’m sure that the French capitalists that have vied to do business with Drummond Motors had something to do with this.”

“I suppose you’re right.” I shrug.  My father’s power has never gone to my head.  We’re all still very humble.  That’s part of the reason why so many people want to do business with us.  At the end of the day, we’re just people.  “So, how come Jagger didn’t insist on joining you on this trip?  You guys haven’t even had a honeymoon yet, have you?”

I pull the two little bistro chairs over, so we can sit.  “I don’t know.” She says sort of dismissively.  “We’re not really thinking about a honeymoon. Doing business is too exciting.  There are so many things coming up and we don’t want to miss a beat.  He just wanted me to come out here to see you because he said that otherwise I’ll burst.”

Her warm smile is contagious.  “I’m so glad.  It’s crazy how much we have in common.”

“It is.  It’s like Jagger and me, too.  I’m so lucky to have found a man that is my equal on every level.  Sometimes we sit up all night just talking about engines and all the technological advancements that we’re coming up with.”

“You two are both exceptionally intelligent.”

“And I could pick your father’s brain all day long.  Did he and your mum end up coming here?”

I nod.  “Yes.  They’re still here, actually.  Daddy and mummy will be at the meetings later today, too, so you’ll get to see them.”

“I’m so excited.  And both Jagger and I are so grateful that we’re going to be a part of this, too.  We have so many ideas.”

“I can’t wait to hear them, but let’s save that for when we see daddy and mummy later.”

“For sure, for sure.” She says, tapping my hand.  Then she changes tack.  “Um, don’t get freaked out or anything, but I just wanted to ask you if you’ve got anyone, um, watching you for anything.  I know it isn’t uncommon when you earn more than seven figures to have certain walks of life trying to infiltrate either your wallet or your business, or both.”

A ‘v’ forms between my brows.  “Why do you ask?”

“Jagger received an anonymous letter yesterday.  It basically warned him about doing business with Drummond Motors.  And we’re trying to rule out my ex in this, but I just thought it was worthwhile to ask while I’m here.”

I frown, shaking my head.  “As far as I know, all is okay.  Although now that you mention it, I did receive an odd call earlier.”

“What kind of call?”

“It was just silence.  There was nobody on the other end.  I didn’t call downstairs to ask if maybe there is something wrong with the lines.  I’m sure it’s nothing.”  I pause for a moment, thinking about how to word my next question properly.  “Boston Kruger.  He would have many reasons to come after Lawson Manufacturing, but do you think that he would endanger anyone?”

“No.  Boston is gutless.  If he did anything malicious, it would be by hiring someone to do it for him.”

“Do you think that he would ever do that?”

She chews the inside of her lip before answering.  “I’m not sure.  It’s funny how you start to question everything when you find out that your partner cheated on you.  And, of course, now that I married his arch enemy and his strongest competitor, I suppose maybe I’m being a little naive thinking that he wouldn’t be out for blood.”

My smile is weak.  “God, Bowie.  You and I are such similar creatures.  I thought it was impossible for us to have any more in common, but somehow, we do now.”

She leans forward slightly, looking at me more closely, as my head is bowed down.  “How’s that?”

“You know Chas?” I ask, knowing full well that she does.  He showed up at Bowie’s party and made everyone feel very awkward with his drunkenness.  Rush and Axl ended up having to drive him back to my place so he wouldn’t cause a scene.

“Yes.”

“Well, I’m almost ashamed to tell you this, but he cheated on me.”

Her face suddenly looks like she just ate a lemon.  “Not with Freddie, right?” 

Freddie, the girl that she is referring to, runs our North Carolina location, and she was also flirting with Chas the night of Bowie’s party.  Rush later told me the whole story.  “I’m not sure if he was, but nonetheless, he cheated.”

A disgruntled moan comes out of her. “God, some men are so gross.”

“Agreed.”

She licks her lips. “Does your dad know about what happened with Chas?”

I try not to reveal the whole story yet, as I gracefully tuck my left hand under my thigh.  “He knows enough.”

“And has he mentioned anything about any oddities going on?  Any staff reporting weird calls or unmarked letters?”

With a soft scoff, I think back.  “Not that I’m aware of, although I’m starting to think that perhaps daddy and mummy have sheltered me some.”

“Why do you say that?” She asks, draping one leg over the other.  

“Because I’m pretty sure that he was the one that paired Rush and I up together.”

Her eyes widen and her eyes dance. Her voice is flat, and she speaks almost in an exhale.  “Really.”

I smile. “It seems that my father had both Rush and I on the same project. Only neither of us were aware.”

“I’m impressed, although, your father does seem like the romantic type. I mean, look at your parents together. They could not be cuter.”

I lean my chin on my hand, pressing my elbow into my knee. “I just wish that if there was any trouble, that my parents would let me know. I’m glad that you told me this.”

“Well, as Jagger said, the bigger we get, the more that we become magnets to crime. And we’re also vulnerable to people that feel that they deserve a stake, no matter how corrupted they are.” I'm about to agree with her, when her eyes bulge. “Oh my God! Is that what I think it is!”

It’s too late for me to hide it. And I chide myself for not simply removing it before Bowie’s arrival, I should’ve known better, but I can’t help the ear-to-ear grin, either. “Yes. Nobody knows about it yet. And Rush and I didn’t even discuss how we were going to spread the news.”

Both her hands go to her cheeks briefly, and then she reaches for my left hand. “Wow! I don’t mean for this to come out wrong, but now Jagger and I aren't the only ones to rush into marriage! I believe that you too upstaged us!”

Fanning out my fingers, as if the large, half carat diamond wouldn’t otherwise be seen, I try to be modest. “Yes, because that’s exactly what we were trying to accomplish.” I am facetious.

Her head tilts slightly, as she smiles. “You know what I mean. So, are you two going to do the more delicious approach, and keep this engagement a secret?”

“We didn’t even have a chance to discuss that part. He was only here for a day. He wanted to stay for longer, but you know how it is, when you’re running a business.”

She’s still examining the jewel. “And it’s not too soon? You're sure that this is what you want?” There is an edge of caution in her voice, and concern is registered on her face.

There is no hesitation in my voice. “I never knew that my heart could react so quickly and so deeply to someone. And I’ve always been a planner, a dreamer, never making any move, unless it was purely calculated. But when he proposed, it’s like all of those things happened simultaneously. It’s like all my life I’ve been thinking about this very moment. And as much as my lips spoke, and said yes to him, I could feel that affirmation throughout my entire body and soul. I don’t know if that answers the question or not.” I close with a soft chuckle.

She gives my hand to squeeze. “I don’t think I could’ve said it any better myself.”

My phone beeps, indicating a text message. “I’m sorry, I just need to check this.”

Bowie waves. “No need to explain. Go ahead.”

“It’s my mum.  She’s saying that the meeting got pushed up. It’s in an hour. Is that okay?”

The way she looks at me, it’s like I’ve just offered her the best deal on the planet. “Does a bear shit in the woods?”

We laugh together as we rise.

“We’ll take a walk through the garden. I’ll have the driver pick us up on the other side.”

“Works for me.”

We see my parents, who evidently have the same idea, taking a walk through the garden. “Wesley! Emily!” Bowie exclaims, as she sees them.

“Bowie! How lovely to see you again!” Pleasantries are exchanged.

“I can’t wait for you to see the new site and all the new plans, Bowie!” Mum comments as she kisses her on both cheeks.

“Lead the way.” I gesture with my hand.

Bowie interjects. “Aren’t we a little bit early?”

“Pish posh.” Daddy says. “We are the owners. Remember that."  The way he says it isn’t pompous, it’s more respect towards Bowie, because we have an agreement with her and Jagger. It’s like saying my doors are always open.

The driver is waiting for us as instructed. We talk a lot of shop on the journey to the site, where a large trailer sits. The open land has markers, placed strategically, indicating where buildings will go, etc. Inside the trailer, is a small meeting room, with a laptop, computer, a projector screen, and a large blackboard that looks like it’s been recently erased. Although there is nobody in the trailer at the moment, daddy has the password to the laptop, and he opens it, helping himself to the gems that are inside.

He takes us through various slides, showing us the bare bones ideas of what one of the new plants will look like. Daddy checks his watch, But then he motors on. I then check my watch, wondering what could be keeping them. “Surely, they are aware that we’ve arrived early.” I comment.

“Not to worry, darling. I know my way around.” Although his words are soothing, I can tell by the slight tone in his voice that his patience is starting to wane. It’s a rare thing to see, but it does happen occasionally.

Bowie, picking up on the slight tension, asks daddy to tell her more about one of the production ideas. Daddy gladly goes through it with her, while we listen. I check my phone, but there are no messages from the production team that we were expecting to be meeting up with today. Not even a message saying that they were running late, which would be completely out of character.

As daddy wraps up a presentation that essentially he has taken care of entirely, in the absence of the team, he shakes his head. “I have a bad feeling about this. I didn’t hire a team that doesn’t show up. Not even the assistant is here.”  It’s tough seeing daddy upset. It almost never happens.

“I’ll call Michel.” I offer. Michel is the head of the team that we hired specifically for this French site. If anyone knew what the explanation was to this absence, he would.

I place the phone on speaker, and he answers on the first ring. “Michel. Is everything okay? We’ve been here at the site waiting for you for over an hour.”

“Isabelle, what do you mean? We are here at the office.”

“Were we supposed to meet at the office?” That would be a reasonable mistake.

“No, Madame. We didn’t have a meeting today.”

Daddy and I exchange a look. Mum looks just as perplexed. And Bowie has concern washed all over her face.

I speak in somewhat of a nervous scoff. “What are you talking about? I’m here in Paris, to see you.”  I try to keep the clip out of my tone.

“Madame, Monsieur Hopkins, I’m afraid there must’ve been some sort of mistake. The meeting was canceled.”

Daddy interjects. “Well, that’s absurd. Isabelle would not fly all the way out here for nothing.”

“Oui, oui, Monsieur. I am so sorry. But somebody from your office called and said that there had been a change in plans. That you are no longer able to make it to Paris.”

I look at Bowie and she looks at me. And that’s when the hair on the back of my neck truly stands on end.








  
  

Chapter 2
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Rush





My brother Jagger stares at me like I just told him that I have three nuts. “You’re kidding.” His voice is flat. “You’re yanking my chain, right?” 

“Nope.  I did it.  I just didn’t want you to find out through the fucking rags, man.”

“Well, don’t you think it would be fair to tell the entire family? Why just me?”

I lift a hand. “Don’t worry. I’m making my rounds. I just figure the worst that will come out of you is what you already said. I’m not sure if the others will be quite as supportive.”

“I see. So you figure because Bowie and I got married so fast that I set the bar for you.”

“Something like that.”

“Well, I’ve got to hand it to you. Proposing in Paris is just about the most romantic thing you could do for a girl. I’m sure that if Bowie knows by now she’s probably a little bit green with envy, so thanks for that.”  He says, jokingly, with a mock angry voice, and I know the difference.

Jagger changes the subject. “Anything weird been going on with you lately? I mean, aside from you cruising into Paris and proposing to your girlfriend, that is?"

I lift a brow. “Like, what do you mean?"

He opens his desk drawer on the right, and pulls out an envelope that’s already been opened. It has no markings on it. “I got this bullshit letter. It’s basically warning me not to do business with Wesley. I’ve got the security guys scanning the camera footage to see who it might’ve been. It wasn’t mailed.”

“How did it end up in your hands?”

It was left at front reception. Like someone just walked in and dropped it off. It could’ve been when one of the girls popped their head into the office for a moment, but I thought it was worth asking if you’d received anything weird in the mail or otherwise.”

That’s when Jagger’s laptop pings with an email. “Speak of the devil.  It’s an email from security. It looks like they’re sending me a clip of footage.”

I push the chair over so I can watch it with him. It just shows some random guy coming into the reception area. He places the envelope on the desk and walks away. “Does he look like anyone you know?” Jagger asks, indicating that he doesn’t recognize the person.

I shake my head no. “Maybe security can pick up footage from outside. Get a plate number.”

He starts typing a response saying just that. “That’s a great idea.”

As he’s typing the email, he says. “Have you been speaking with Stone?”

“Yeah. He was staying with me when he first got here. But now he’s got himself a place. I haven’t been by to see it yet.”

“He’s pissed at me because he wasn’t invited to the wedding. I guess I’m going to hear a lot of that from the rest of the family that we didn’t invite. Let that be a lesson to you. Don’t do it. We did have a spontaneous wedding. It’s overrated.”

“I’ll tell Bowie you said that.”

“Don’t worry. She’s had her share of grief from some people, too. Besides, have you guys even discussed what you wanna do for your wedding?”

“Not yet. We’re just getting over the initial shock of being engaged.”

“Well, be prepared for when you tell Stevie all about it. She will be on you like white on rice to get a wedding planned ASAP. You know how she is.”

“I suppose I better tell Axl before the shit hits the fan.”

“Don’t be stupid. Make your rounds first. Once he knows, your cover will be blown.”

I tilt my head slightly and wince. “I’m not sure about that. He didn’t go bark up that tree when Bowie threw her party. And I don’t know if you’ve noticed or not, but he’s been holing himself up inside his office, with a new idea he’s working on.”

“You mean he’s back on the wagon.” The way he says this, I think he’s unimpressed.

“You mean you’re not proud of your best friend for giving up the bottle for a while? Maybe even for good?”

He sighs heavily and leans back in his desk chair. “Not to sound unsupportive, man, but I don’t know if you realize how many times that dude has been on and off the wagon again. I’ve known him a long time. Not that I’m trying to take anything away from him, but I’ve heard it all before. If he gives it up for good, that’s great. Don’t get me wrong. But chances are, he’s going to let this idea drive him dry for a while, but then when things don’t go his way, he’s going to fall right back off the wagon again.”

“Have a little faith in him, Jagger.”  I can’t help the chiding tone in my voice. “He’s your best friend. And he’s trying really hard. Maybe you ought to encourage him to go to AA meetings again. Maybe even go with him. It wouldn’t hurt. You know as well as I do that he’s got potential. But he’s also got an addiction. Maybe this is the last time that he’ll be on the wagon, but they can’t do it by themselves.”

He rakes a hand through his hair. “Now you’re just making me feel guilty.”  He breathes another sigh. “But you’re right. I should be more supportive. It’s just kind of difficult, you know, when he makes an ass out of himself, and half the time he does that, he takes everyone else with him. I guess I let myself get pissed off with him too much sometimes, and I forget the fact that he’s struggling with an addiction.”

Just as I’m about to pat him on the back, his laptop pings again, signaling an email. We both read the email. It provides a clear view of the mystery delivery person, arriving and leaving. But just with the angle of the sunlight, it blocks the plate number out. “Shit.” Jagger says under his breath.

“Do you know any private investigators or cops? Maybe they’ve got software that can get a better view of the plate number.”

“Nobody offhand. But I’ll check with Wesley. I’m willing to bet that he’s had his fair share of trouble in the past.”

My phone rings. “It’s Stone.” I answer the call to my cousin. “Hey, man. What’s up? I’m just at Jagger‘s office.”

I’ve got him on speakerphone. “I’m just up the street from there. Mind if I stop in?”

Jagger tips his chin up. “Not at all. I’m just in between meetings. Stop in. I haven’t seen you forever.”

“I’ll be there in two.”

I look at Jagger. “You want some coffee?”

“If you’re getting some, sure.”

There’s a coffee carafe on the back counter. After I pour us both a cup, and Stone, too, and the I rejoin Jagger at his desk. His desk phone beeps. He picks it up and tells the receptionist to let Stone through. He’s wearing a suit, complete with a jacket, like he’s just come back from a meeting or he’s about to go to one. “So, what’s the story?”

“You guys should come over and check out my new digs.”  He tells us where he is now. “My realtor found me a real kick ass parcel of land. I think I just put her kid through college with the cut she got of that sale.”

I lift a brow. “Is this the one that you’ve got the hots for?"

He gives me a look. “She’s like fifty, man. Now, I’m not saying I have an issue with older chicks, but fifty is a little much.”

That’s when Jagger decides to throw me under the bus. “You’re one to talk.” 

Stone looks at me expectantly.

My voice is flat and facetious. “Thanks, man.”

Stone gestures with a thumb towards Jagger. “What’s he talking about?”

With a sigh, I explain. “If I tell you, you’ve gotta keep your mouth shut until I tell you otherwise.”

He shrugs. “Go on.”

“Izzy and I are engaged.” I look at Jagger as if to say, ‘are you happy now?’

Stone lifts his eyebrows. “No shit?”

I shake my head slowly. “No shit."

Stone scrunches his face. “Bullshit.”

“Why would I bullshit you about it?” I scoff.  "Do you want me to call Izzy right now and prove it?"

He lifts a hand.  "No, no. I believe you." He shakes his head.  "Why so fast? And why are you keeping it a secret?"

"It's not a secret.  I just don't want the world knowing before the key people do is all.  And, sure it's fast, but what the fuck?  So, Jagger and Bowie can elope at a fucking conference yet me getting engaged on the fly isn't acceptable?"

Trying to diffuse the situation, Jagger hands Stone his coffee.  

Stone continues.  "Look, it's none of my business, but I just think that making too quick a move is a bad idea, especially if it means getting married.  I mean, how well do you even know this girl, anyway?"

"I told you about her, Stone.  It's Isabelle Hopkins."

He looks like he wants to laugh.  "And does Wesley Hopkins know?"

My nose is in the air.  "He and Emily are very happy for us, as a matter of fact."

Jagger throws me under the bus.  "To be fair, the last loser that proposed to her was also boning every chick he met when not in his significant other's company."

"Fuck you." I growl.  "You're making it sound like I just wanted to one up you."

Stone looks at me.  "Well, aren't you?"

My neck cranes and my voice raises an octave.  "Fuck you, too."

Smartly, Jagger changes the subject. "Hey, Stone.  You've got top of the line security at your hotels, right?"

"With the wallets on my guests, I better."

"That's what I thought." Jagger lifts his chin.  "What sort of software do you use for your cameras?  I've got to decode a license plate number."

Stone sits up higher in his chair.  I'm still pissed, but I feel like this subject is more important than the petty exchange between my brother and my cousin.  "Have you got a weirdo?  A stalker?"

"Not exactly." Jagger pulls up the file with the clip in it.  "Some guy dropped off a letter telling me not to do business with Wesley. My security guys can't get a better angle on the plate number, and I want to find out what it is, so that I can dig deeper."

"Why don't you call the cops?" I suggest, feeling like I want to make both of these guys feel like idiots.

"And tell them what?" Jagger barks condescendingly.  "It isn't even a threatening letter, man.  What am I going to say?  Gee, officer, some dude politely suggested that I don't do business with the guy that I'm doing business with currently?" He chuckles mirthlessly.  "They'll hang up the fucking phone, Rush. Don't be stupid."

"My laptop is back at the house." Stone says.  "Why don't you email it to me and I'll see what I can do?"

"Sounds good." Jagger states as he sends the file to him.

Stone sits back down and clears his throat.  "So, did you knock her up?  That was my next guess."

"You are such an asshole." My voice is low and guttural.  "Don't you think that if we were having a baby together that I would have said so first?"

He frowns and tilts his head.  "Just checking."

"Hardy har."  I'm pissed off now.  "I'm outta here."

"Oh, come on, Rush." Stone whines.  "I'm just fucking with you, man."

Jagger interjects.  "Look, I've got some work to do, if you two bozos don't mind.  You can fight it out elsewhere.  And make sure you get back to me on that video software, too."

Stone nods. "Will do."

"Sounds good.  The less I bother Wesley the better." Jagger states fairly.

"Maybe if you stop sucking his ass you wouldn't have to worry so much about bothering him." I add.

"Once you remove your lips from his ass I'll find out." He volleys back, giving me a look that says that he knows he won that round.  "But since you're boning his daughter, maybe you ought to keep those lips on his ass."

My teeth grate together.  "I'm marrying her, jackass."
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