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Harry raced upstairs ahead of Lizzie and Trisha, eager to chase whatever dust bunnies he could find swirling around in the morning sunlight that came through the oversized windows on either side of the enormous fireplace.

"What's he in such a hurry for? Does he have a date with the family ghost?" Trisha let Harry pass her, not wanting to be tripped, laughing as she spoke, her short dark hair bobbing with the movement of her head.

"Harry has his own agenda. And our resident ghost? She has hers as well. In fact, I haven't seen her since we started moving all these boxes in." Lizzie joined her in laughter and hurried up the last few steps to catch up with Harry. Who knew what kind of trouble he could get into with all the boxes that were stacked on the mezzanine floor? When they reached the top step, Trisha put her hands on her hips and looked around in astonishment.

"Geez, Lizzie, what did you do? Bring the entire college library here? Is there even going to be room for the furniture we picked out with all these books?"

"Oh, stop your complaining. It's not as bad as it looks. Once we put these books on the shelves, there will be plenty of room. Just be thankful we didn't have to carry all these boxes up the stairs."

"No, we can thank Mrs. Meadows for that. I think she was eager to get rid of all the books you had all over the place at the main house, plus the boxes you'd brought back from your office at the college. What do you need all these for, anyway? You're retired now."

There was a moment of silence, a guilty silence that Trisha recognized immediately. They had known each other since they were children. She knew her best friend as well as she knew herself. Trisha turned her stare from the boxes to the woman standing beside her and didn't blink, waiting for an explanation.

"About that retirement... It might have to be semiretired for a while."

"Oh, Lizzie, you promised you were done."

"And technically I am." She sighed deeply and quickly explained, hoping to wipe away her friend’s disapproval, "The chancellor asked me to come back just as a consultant until they could find a replacement to take over the horticulture program at the college. Things kind of fell through when my replacement was murdered. Especially when it was the next person in line after her who committed the murder. I couldn't leave Russel Mallery hanging. Not after I'd poured my heart and soul into that program for so long."

Trisha didn't answer immediately, thinking back to the murder the two of them had been involved in solving. Then she thought of something else, "And what does Kevin have to say about this?"

"Well, I haven't come right out and told him. I mean, he knows that I've been taking phone calls from the chancellor and going over to the college periodically, but I don't think he—"

"Oh, don't worry about that; Kevin's probably got this figured out even before you did. But it is temporary, right?"

"Absolutely. I've got more than enough things to keep me busy here at Azalea Plantation. And you've got quite the list going for me on this renovation filming."

As she spoke, Lizzie waved her hands around her to emphasize the work ahead of her, and Trisha grinned back at her.

"It's fun—admit it. And you’re loving every minute of this renovation, aren't you?"

Lizzie shared Trisha's grin, and gave a nod, but Harry quickly diverted their attention by clawing at one box, eager to get inside.

"Come on, let's get to work. The sooner we're done, the sooner we can go out and decide exactly where we're filming this afternoon’s segment." Lizzie stepped forward and shooed Harry off the box so she could begin emptying it.

Trisha followed suit, and after a moment, they were busy breaking the seals on the boxes so they could begin placing the books on the shelves. Trisha knew better than to place a book herself. Lizzie would have a specific area for each book, and it made no sense to do double work. She motioned Lizzie toward the shelves and passed the books to her friend for Lizzie to put them on the shelf.

They worked steadily for half an hour, chitchatting about nothing in particular. Then they heard the sounds of the kitchen door opening and heard a woman's voice yelling a morning greeting. Before Lizzie could return the greeting, there was the sound of a crash, and Trisha and Lizzie turned to head down the stairs to make sure everything was okay. But the woman's voice stopped them in their tracks.

"Be more careful with those boxes. She hasn't even moved in yet, and you're already breaking things."

"Oops, somebody's getting Nora's wrath," Trisha looked over at Lizzie and grinned. "Glad it wasn't me."

The two women burst into laughter and a few moments later, they could hear someone walking up the stairs. When the messy brown hair scattered with gray appeared, followed by the sturdy build of a woman, they called out a morning greeting to Nora Meadows, housekeeper, manager, and drill sergeant for Azalea Plantation.

"My, aren't you two up and at them early? I don't know what your rush is, Lizzie. There is no reason for you to move over here yet. You don't even have furniture. Things were fine the way they were at the bed-and-breakfast," grumbled Nora Meadows in the way of greeting.

Lizzie walked over and gave the woman a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

"We've been over this so many times, Nora. I'm underfoot over there. Besides, we're coming into the peak of tourist season, and you can use my room to rent out to guests. There is no need for a lot of furniture right this instant. I want to make sure when I get my pieces that they are perfect for the look of the house. They need to be as close to authentic as possible. For right now, a blow-up bed and a nightstand are all I need in the bedroom, and that way I'm over here while they're doing work."

Nora stared at her and slowly smiled, knowing she would not win the argument they had been having for the last several weeks. Right from the time Lizzie made the decision to renovate the old family home and make it her own, Nora understood she would move there eventually. The older woman had been stalling, hoping that it wouldn't happen so soon. Harry walked over and rubbed against her legs as she bent down and scooped the cat up, giving him a treat from the pocket of her apron.

"Well, you may not have furniture, but you are going to have a well-equipped kitchen. I'll not have you move in here without being able to fend for yourself." Scratching Harry's head, Nora attempted to have the last say.

"A coffee pot and a microwave are all I need, Nora. You know I don't cook. I'm taking my meals over at the main house with everybody else."

"Nonsense. You may as will do it right, and since the kitchen is ready, let's make it complete. Now, I came over to let you know Kevin called to say he'd be over in a couple of hours after the film crew has arrived."

"The film crew! Holy crap, I forgot about them." Trisha glanced at her watch and shoved the book she had in her hands at Lizzie.

"Thanks, Nora. I need to get downstairs and direct them where to go. Unfortunately, it's a substitute crew today, so I'm going to have to be on top of them every step of the way."

"You said nothing about a substitute crew. What happened?"

"Our usual crew had to go film a commercial on the other side of the state. It was a bit of an emergency, but they assured me the crew they have lined up to help them out will be just as good, and it's only for a week. Just this one episode."

Trish didn't stick around to explain any further. Giving Mrs. Meadows a kiss on her cheek as she rushed by, Trisha headed downstairs, her feet clumping on the old wooden floors.

"Was it my imagination, or did Trisha sound less confident than her words indicated?" Mrs. Meadow watched Trisha disappear from view and turned back to Lizzie.

"I caught her tone as well. Today could be an interesting day."

Harry seemed to agree with her assessment, and he squirmed to get out of Mrs. Meadows's arms. Jumping to the floor, he raced after Trisha, intent on being in on any action that might happen.

"I hope he stays out from underfoot when the crew gets here." Lizzie frowned as she watched him scurry down the stairs.

"Fat chance. If there's trouble to be found, Harry will be in the middle of it. Now leave those boxes and come down to the kitchen with me; there are a few things I want to show you." Mrs. Meadows's voice didn't allow for any arguments. Lizzie set the books in her hands down and took one last look around the mezzanine, which was soon to be her private library. Her eyes lingered on the stems of blooming azaleas on the mantel. They were there when she’d arrived in the morning, and she knew they were a sign of welcome. It seemed the family ghost was happy she was moving in. 
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For the second or third time, Lizzie looked wistfully out the kitchen window, watching Trisha move quickly around the back patio, getting ready for the crew to arrive. Nora Meadows was in her glory as she showed Lizzie all the new gadgets and appliances installed in her kitchen. She could have been talking Greek for all Lizzie knew. Like she had said, she wasn't much of a cook, and she failed to understand why Nora felt it was so important for her to have a fully equipped kitchen.

But Lizzie had agreed to let Nora have free rein in this area when they had started the renovations of the old house. The main plantation house was Nora's domain, and when Lizzie had needed a project when she retired, the original family homestead was the perfect solution.

She was surprised to find the interior of the house was in such good condition. There was no dry rot, no sagging ceilings or buckling floors. There was plenty of dirt and cobwebs and lizards, much to Harry's delight, and they found the house merely needed to be modernized rather than gutted and brought up to code. The broad wooden staircase that led to the second floor was structurally sound, and when they started stripping the floors, they found beautiful wood underneath.

The mezzanine, which Lizzie had claimed for her library, overlooked the first floor with a beautiful hand-carved railing. An enormous fireplace took up much of the outer wall, connecting to the fireplace below in the living room.

There were four bedrooms on the second floor, but they were small, and Lizzie had quickly hired a contractor to design two suites on the second floor, combining the four rooms into two, one on either side of the mezzanine.

The downstairs had a huge Florida room with large sliding windows that opened up to allow a cross breeze to enter. Once it was rescreened, Lizzie had claimed this area as an office/sitting room. The main living room would be for entertaining, and she had eliminated the formal dining room, making the two rooms into one. She had a great time with Trisha shopping in second-hand stores and vintage stores to find the perfect furniture, which was soon to be delivered. She was determined to keep the feeling of the old house. This had been the one stipulation she had told Nora; she could do whatever she wanted, but it had to have an old country look to it. She wanted nothing that glared modern.

"Lizzie, are you even paying any attention to me?" Nora's frustrated voice made Lizzie smile, and she honestly shook her head.

"I told you, Nora, show me where the coffee pot and the microwave are, and I'm good to go. Not that I don't appreciate all the effort you put in. This is gorgeous, and I love the plates and old-fashioned pots and pans that you bought. These cast-iron frying pans are wonderful."

"I know you don't think you're going to be cooking, but eventually trudging across the yard and around the pond to come get every meal is going to get old. And I'm sure you're going to want to entertain. Don't dismiss my hard work in here so easily."

"Please don't think that's what I'm doing. I really appreciate everything you did. And you're right, of course. I'm going to have to cook some meals here. The idea of entertaining actually sounds appealing. I hope you help me when I decide to start that, Nora."

Lizzie's appeal for help with entertainment soothed the ruffled feathers Nora was developing.

"All right, I’ve held your attention long enough. Check out what your friend is doing out there, and remember, I don't want the film crew in here traipsing through the kitchen or any other rooms until they are properly set up." Nora waved her hands toward the door, shoving Lizzie out with a final word of warning.

"There should be no need for the film crew to be in here until we’re completely finished with redecorating. They got all their before-renovation shots, and now we’re going to concentrate on the gardens."

"And you will be in your glory, reworking those overgrown beds. I love the idea that you're starting with the patio and that immense fireplace. And a kitchen garden will be the perfect addition. Thank you for agreeing to that."

"It was a great idea, Nora. It won't be anywhere as big and intense as the kitchen garden off the bed-and-breakfast, but it will be sufficient, and I ordered some catnip to be planted for Harry."

"Ha! " Nora gave a short laugh, "like Harry needs catnip to get into mischief. You might regret that decision. Now go on and go." Nora turned her back away from Lizzie and opened another box to place the utensils and cutlery into the drawers.

Lizzie didn't need a second invitation, and she quickly made her escape. As she walked out onto the beautiful patio, she felt a tinge of excitement. They had deliberately left the outside renovations until last, so that they could do the filming to record their progress.

"It's a beautiful day to start this," she called out to Trisha, who was shooing Harry away from the fireplace.

When Lizzie had taken over the old house, she'd been delighted to find the fireplace was still in excellent condition, and with Kevin's help, they had discovered they did not make the patio of mere blocks of concrete. Instead, her ancestors had brought in beautiful black terrazzo slabs to create the oversize patio. The black stone was infused with tiny seashells, and when they were done with the renovations, the terrace floor would be the centerpiece. There were gardens that had been allowed to become overgrown and weed infested all around the house. During the filming of the discovery of what the old house offered, Kevin and Trisha had decided where they were going to start, and which gardens would be renovated, and which would be eliminated. It was a gigantic project, but they were excited to undertake it.

Kevin Lowe was the third part of Lizzie's trio. The three of them, Lizzie, Trisha, and Kevin, had grown up together and spent many afternoons wandering the plantation exploring. As they had grown up, they'd gone in their own direction. Lizzie moved into horticulture, teaching some classes at first, then quickly working her way up to becoming the dean of the horticulture program. Kevin had started his own publications company. Trish had developed her own skills with filmmaking and usually had several projects going. But her favorite project was Lizzie's gardening show. They filmed out at the plantation, bringing in guest speakers, covering all aspects of gardening and exotic plants and birds of Florida.

Over time, Lizzie had established research gardens on the plantation property. Students from the college worked in the gardens, and their top gardener, Josh Bedingfield, had multiple pet projects creating new combinations of flowering plants.

"So, what are we focusing on today?" Lizzie asked Trisha as she looked around.

"Right now, I'm focusing on trying to get Harry out of the way. He's right where I want to film."

"It's best to just ignore him. The harder you work at trying to move him, the more stubborn he's going to become and the more he’ll want to stay. Once he thinks you're not interested, he will wander off and find something else to get into. So, the fireplace is where we’re starting today?"

"Yes. I want to film this area, showing that it will be the focal point of the terrace and how you plan to use the gardens to frame it and provide a privacy backdrop. Sound okay to you?"

"Sounds like a plan. I don't know how you keep it all in your head. We had so many ideas of what we're going to film, and you do nothing in order."

"Well, I figure since we had a substitute crew, it would be best if we started on something that was fairly solid and wouldn't take a lot of maneuvering. I haven't worked with this crew before, and I don't really want them traipsing through your gardens. Since this is a focal point of the garden, we should start here."

Lizzie nodded in agreement and walked over to pick Harry up off the ledge of the fireplace. He claimed this as one of his special spots, and she didn't mind at all because, thanks to Harry, she had found a mysterious key hidden in the fireplace.

Lizzie had yet to figure out what it unlocked and frankly hadn't had the time to worry about it. But it was there in the back of her mind, and she knew at some point, she was going to search for the lock that key would open.

The sound of car doors slamming caught their attention, and they looked over toward the parking area of the plantation-now-bed-and-breakfast and saw three vans all labeled “Camille Shoots".

"Looks like the film crew is here. I'll run over and send them toward the patio."

"Trisha, have them park on the side road. It’s closer to the house, and they won't have to lug their equipment so far."

"That'll work. Okay, let's get this started." 
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Lizzie watched Trisha race across the lawn, skirting the pond where two pairs of swans were gliding across the water.

"She always was a fast runner. " Lizzie smiled at the graceful movement of her old friend.

When Trisha reached the film crew, she barely looked like she was out of breath. Lizzie watched as she pointed toward the service road that led to the back entrance of what was now her home. The woman, who seemed in charge, gave a sharp nod and then tossed her keys to a young man standing near her. She waved the others in the direction Trisha had given, and then she started walking with Trisha across the lawn. Her strides were full of purpose, and she didn't seem to spare any chitchat with Trisha. As they got closer, Lizzie walked toward the edge of the patio to greet them.

The other woman's long strides had her reaching Lizzie before Trisha, and Lizzie smiled in greeting, holding out her hand to welcome the woman. It shocked Lizzie when her outstretched hand was completely ignored, and the woman walked past her to look around the patio sitting.

"Camille, this is Lizzie—"

"Yeah, yeah, the homeowner." Trisha had finally caught up and tried to introduce Lizzie to the other woman, only to be abruptly dismissed. The two friends exchanged looks, Lizzie's eyebrows rose in disdain, and Trisha's mouth hung open in shock. This was not a good start.

Camille finished her survey of the area and then turned back to Trisha.

"According to my notes, this is where you want to start the filming. Not sure I agree. Personally, I think the fireplace is overwhelming. But this is your show. I don't want bystanders in the way, so I'm afraid the homeowner will have to leave." Camille looked back at the fireplace and then started waving her hands, taking a step toward it. "And this cat has got to go. I'm not running a circus here, and I don't want animals in my way."

Trisha could almost see steam coming out of Lizzie's ears, and she hurried forward, ready to diffuse the tension before it got out of hand.

"Camille, let me introduce you to Lizzie Higgins. She's not only the homeowner, but she is also the host of the show. She will be staying." Trisha paused and looked down at the cat whose hair was standing up, his ears bent back, a sure sign of anger.

"And as for Harry, the cat stays, too. He's as much a part of the show as I am, and the viewers enjoy seeing him. Besides, chasing him away is only going to make him show up more," added Lizzie.

"Really?" The woman looked back and forth between Harry and Lizzie and gave an exasperated sigh. "Well, I will have to work with what I have."

Before either woman could say a word to her, she turned from them to give directions to the crew members who were arriving laden down with cameras and sound equipment.

"Oh, boy, this isn't a good start," Trisha muttered as she hurried over to help the cameraman, who had more than his share of equipment.

Camille was barking orders right and left, and there was very little chitchat. Lizzie watched silently, taking in the overall atmosphere of the workers. This was not a happy crew, which was unusual; most of the filming crews that had come out to do segments for the garden show had always been cheerful, chatty, and full of questions. This group looked like they were afraid to open their mouths.

"Look, I need to get set up, and then I'll have you come in and do your piece. I can cut and paste from that point. I'm going to want to take pictures of the terrace looking out from inside the house, and I’ll need to walk around some gardens."

Camille had walked up to stand next to Lizzie, and as she spoke, Lizzie understood the overall feelings of her crew. She kept her mouth shut, knowing full well if she opened it, she was going to say something that would not go over well. Trisha quickly intervened.

"Sorry, Camille, filming inside the house is off-limits. I gave you directions on what we are going to be doing today, and that's it. Please don't expand on what we want to cover. We're going to leave that for our normal film crew."

The woman gave a sharp bark of laughter and turned to look at Trisha head-on.

"Listen, anybody that works with Camille Shoots doesn't go back to anybody else after working with the best. You may as will figure on not using your other crew. Besides, I know she's tied up for at least three weeks, and if you want the segments to get off on your schedule, you have to work with me. Your hands are tied."

Trisha was ready to say something, but Lizzie put a hand on her arm, forcing her to stop, and gave a slight shake of her head. There was no sense in getting into an argument before they'd even filmed the first segment. Camille was right. They were on a time schedule, and it was unfortunate that they would have to stick with her for at least one or two segments. Lizzie drew herself up into a full professor regime and took control of the situation before Trisha's temper got out of whack.

"Camille, if we're going to work together, then we're going to need to work efficiently and compatibly. We gave you complete instructions and very specific requirements. If you can't meet these, we can make other arrangements. I know of several film companies down in Orlando that would be more than happy to help me. It's in your court; are you going to follow my guidelines or pack it up and just head back out?" The other woman looked at Lizzie in surprise and then seemed to take her in, reassessing her initial opinion. A haughty smile crossed her face, and she gave a slight bow of her head.

"I can compromise. I have your instructions, but I don't take any interference in my filming."

"Just remember. I have the final say of anything that gets put together for the show. You remember that, and things will work out fine." Lizzie turned on her heel and walked away from the woman, leaving Trisha to deal with her.

Harry jumped down from the fireplace and followed her as she walked across the patio to help Camille's assistant, who was struggling with a large box.

"Here, let me help you with that." She reached out to grab a corner of the box to balance it better for the young girl, smiling reassuringly. It was obvious everybody was a little afraid of Camille.

"Thank you, it was a little heavier than I thought," the soft voice answered, and Lizzie caught the slight southern accent. It was more pronounced than even Trisha's, and she looked at the girl with interest.

She had dyed her hair bright pink, and Lizzie wondered if it was in defiance or a lark. Dressed in traditional cutoff jeans and a T-shirt. Underneath the bright pink hair, her skin glowed with youth. Too much youth, Lizzie thought. She doesn't look old enough to be working on a film crew full-time. Maybe as an after-school job, and she wondered what the girl's parents thought of her working in such tense conditions. Or did they even know?

"I'm Lizzie Higgins. If you need anything, let me know. I've already put a large cooler of soda and water over in the shade for you guys, so help yourselves, and the restrooms are right off the kitchen."

"Great, nice to know those things from the beginning. Oh, my name is Kelly Sky. This is a beautiful place, and I'm looking forward to filming here."

"Kelly! A little less chitchat and a little more work. There are still things in the truck that need to come off."

Camille's voice cut across the patio, and Kelly seemed to shrink into herself, her smile fading. With a slight wave, she fled from Lizzie's side and raced back to the truck to continue unloading. Lizzie turned back toward Camille with a frown.

"This is going to be the longest segment we've ever filmed." She grumbled to herself.

But her frown quickly turned to a smile that she had to put her hand over her mouth to hide. Harry was up to no good. It was clear he knew Camille didn't like him, and he was going to cause trouble. She just knew it. 

Right now, he was following the woman so closely that if she had taken a step backwards, she would've tripped right over him. But he seemed to know just when she was going to turn and hurried to get out of her line of vision, jumping up on a pile of boxes close by. When the woman turned back around, she was almost face-to-face with the cat, and his appearance made her jump in surprise.

"I want this cat outta here!"

It tempted Lizzie to run forward and rescue Camille from Harry. Not the other way around. Harry could handle himself. But then she figured, no, let Camille come to terms with Harry. One of them would win control, and she'd place money on Harry. 
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When Kevin Lowe arrived at Azalea Plantation, he parked in the guest parking lot and made his way into the kitchen area. His stomach grumbled in anticipation; he knew there was always food for any hungry soul who wandered into the chef’s domain, and he had skipped breakfast in order to get everything ready for today.

“Morning, Kevin," called out the chef in greeting as Kevin grabbed a bagel and a handful of grapes. “Everyone’s over at the little plantation house.”

"Even Nora?"

"Yep, she's on a mission to make sure Lizzie has a kitchen that would equal mine. Don't know why, since that women can't even scramble an egg." The two men shared a laugh at Lizzie's expense, and then the chef turned back to his souffle he was working on. Kevin headed out the kitchen door and cut across to Lizzie's house, what they were now calling the Higgins House.

As he walked across the lawn, he noticed the film crew’s vans parked over on the service road, and he gave a groan. He'd hoped to be there before Camille and her crew arrived. When he had heard that Trisha had hired them as a substitute film crew, he prepared himself for any disaster possible. The most immediate one that he could think of was Lizzie and Camille squaring off with each other over control of the shoot.

"I hope Trisha's got this under control," he muttered to himself and picked up his pace to walk to the house. Rather than walking around the outside, he cut through, and he raced to the steps to the front entrance. They had refurbished the porch with fresh wood, matching the old as closely as possible. The porch was now as sturdy as when it had been originally built, and there was no danger of anybody falling through the planks. Lizzie had brought over some of the wicker chairs that sat on the patio of the unused cabins, and they lined the front porch so that she could look over the pond toward the main house.

As Kevin looked toward the guest cottages, he saw a young woman emerge from the very last one and raised his hand in greeting. The young woman saw him and returned the greeting with a wide smile. Kevin waited for her and sat down on the rocking chairs, enjoying the morning breeze and watching the figure approach. Emma Cassidy was a bright young woman who was doing an internship with his company. She was staying as a guest at the plantation through family ties. What had started out as just a month's intern had extended itself, and Kevin secretly hoped he could find a permanent position for her in the company. But he had a feeling that would not work out; Emma was getting itchy feet, giving signs of wanting to return to her hometown of Citrus Beach.

"Morning, Kevin. Are you waiting for me, or are you afraid to go face the firing squad?" Emma laughed as she reached the porch, and judging from the look on Kevin's face, this was exactly what he was thinking.

"Well, I'm hoping I got here late enough that Trisha has defused any problems."

"You're optimistic. I met Camille twice in the office. There's no getting that woman to back down. She's going to push Lizzie just so far, and ka-boom!"

“Yeah, I’m afraid it's going to be a long day until the pecking order is determined.”

Emma looked at her boss and smiled, feeling sorry for him. "Anything in particular you want me to concentrate on?"

"I don't think there's much we can do about the conflict there’s bound to be between Lizzie and Camille. They’ll have to work that out themselves, but maybe you can help with Camille's assistant. I've seen the way she treats her staff. Maybe if we make it easier for them, the day will go smoother."

"You got it. Keep Camille focused on Lizzie and let everybody else do their jobs. Is that what you're saying?"

Kevin laughed at the look Emma was giving him. "Yep, that's exactly what I'm saying. Well, I guess we've put this off long enough. Let’s see what we're up against."

Kevin held the door open for Emma, and she preceded him in a walk through the main hallway, past the grand stairway, and down a smaller hallway toward the kitchen. They both greeted Nora as they walked through, but she just waved. She was busy instructing a helper where the next load of boxes was to go. It seemed everybody was occupied with their own jobs. Kevin walked to the screen door of the kitchen and looked out onto the patio. 

The sight in front of him spelled trouble. The three women he'd been trying to keep apart were standing in a semicircle, staring at each other. Lizzie had her arms crossed over her chest, Trisha was waving her hands, and Camille stood with her hands on her hips, shaking her head in disagreement.

"Here goes," Kevin muttered to himself as he stepped out onto the patio.

***
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IT HAD TAKEN SOME DOING, but there was finally some order, and filming was finally taking place. Kevin breathed a sigh of relief and allowed himself to relax. Watching the crew work, he noted the differences between the crew members Camille had brought with her. For such a small shoot, it surprised him at the number of crew members she had with her. And they seemed like an odd match. The only thing he could see they had in common was varying degrees of fear of Camille.

Emma was doing her best to keep everybody happy, making sure that cameras had a place to be set when not in use. They had put charging stations up for laptops and computers, and everybody was supplied with cold drinks. Kevin noticed she had a warm smile for each member of the crew and an easy way of getting them to talk. She especially seemed taken with the youngest member of the crew, the girl with pink hair. Kevin noted they seemed closest in age to all those on the patio, and with a jolt, he realized she hadn't been around very many people her own age since the start of her internship.

Camille's raised voice drew his attention away from the two youngest workers on the patio, and he glanced over to see the woman waving her arms as she talked to another woman.

"Really, Ophelia, I don't know how difficult it can be to get this right. How long have you been working for me? You should know my system by now, there are no excuses—get it done!" Slapping the paper she held her hands against her thigh, Camille shook her head walked away from her assistant.

The two women couldn't be more different in appearance if they tried. Camille had the stature of a woman in control, with self-assurance and style. Her curly hair was cut in a structured bob that showed off her high cheekbones. Her added height emphasized her athletic body. She gave the appearance of being unapproachable.

The other woman, Ophelia, had long straight blonde hair that seemed to want to hide her face, almost as if she wanted to hide herself. She wasn't as physically fit as Camille, but she looked like she could hold her own, lifting the boxes needed to set up the photo shoot and keeping up with the others. She was short, and between the shortness and her long hair, it seemed easy to overlook her, and she seemed to put no effort into drawing attention to herself, fading in the background like a little field mouse.

"I'll get right on it, Camille. " Her voice was soft, and Kevin had to strain to hear what she said.

But Camille had dismissed her from her thoughts as she turned away and was zeroing in on the next person.

"She's obviously never heard the old saying ‘you attract more flies with honey than vinegar.’"

Kevin turned toward the voice at his side and grinned with pleasure when he saw Lizzie had snuck up next to him.

"I'm really sorry you have to deal with this. We were definitely between a rock and a hard place. This episode is scheduled to air next week. We can't put it off any longer."

"Don't worry about it, Kevin. With Trisha here, things will go smoothly. There are going to be bumps in the road, and I'm pretty sure there are going to be some words spoken that are going to be regretted, but we'll get through it. The episode will be fantastic just like they always are. I'm just glad we don't have a guest speaker this time," Lizzie answered. 
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