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      Ocean waves wetted the sand a bit more with each surge that rolled toward Ella’s bare feet as she sat in her favorite spot, laptop hugged against her chest, her eyes focused on the horizon in the distance. Above her, the circling gulls called to one another, their song haunting, yet beautiful and comforting in a way that anchored Ella to her new home in Abalone Cove and reminded her that this place had been special for hundreds of years before she and her husband Rome came to own the large beach house behind her. She had no doubt this place would offer solace to others looking for peace long after she was gone.

      A little over a month had passed since she’d launched her new business, Montage. Part art gallery, part graphic design and marketing firm, Montage was just that--a combination of the two parts of Ella’s previous life she loved enough to bring into her new existence. When she’d first moved here with Rome, she’d been lost and had questioned who she was and where she was headed in life. Once she’d found three dozen paintings in her attic, she’d had a mystery to solve, one that led her to a beloved artist from the past, Fae Ward, who had become her dear friend and a fairy godmother of sorts. With Fae’s guidance, Ella had discovered who she wanted to be now that most of the world, including her own father, believed she was dead. She’d realized walking out of the tomb hadn’t just created a plethora of problems to overcome, it had given her a world of possibilities. Now, as Juliet Montague, she’d begun the process of rebuilding herself, of becoming the woman she’d always dreamt of being. While there were still challenges ahead of her, the changes she’d noted in herself were all steps in the right direction. Juliet Montague was not the wallflower Ella Sinders had been. Juliet would’ve never consented to being locked in the attic by her stepmother the way that Ella had. Juliet was fierce, unyielding, knew what she wanted, and wasn’t afraid to do whatever it took to get it--just the sort of person Ella had always wished she could be.

      Of course, if she were honest with herself, much of what Juliet said and did was a product of the acting skills she’d been practicing, thanks to her very talented husband who had been working with her ever since she’d hatched her plan to reenter the world as someone else, someone who could accomplish the two tasks Juliet needed to get done. While she was still a work in progress, there was no doubt in her mind that Juliet would manage to get both items done sooner rather than later.

      The first task was already coming together nicely. With the launch of Montage, Juliet had taken the art world by storm, sending her fame and notoriety soaring off of the charts. That was her main reason for bringing her laptop with her to the beach today, to work on the upcoming show she was putting together for Montage’s second showing. All of the pieces she’d brought together for her first show had sold for unbelievable prices, including those by previously unknown artists. Now, she was bombarded with emails from artists around the globe on a daily basis, people who wanted to be part of her company, and even though it would’ve been easier to push going through those emails off on an assistant, Ella still insisted on giving each one a look. She knew exactly what type of pieces she was looking for, ones that made a statement similar to her own art and Fae’s, and she didn’t want anything overlooked that could potentially work with the show she was putting together.

      For two weeks after the show, Ella had been busy interviewing graphic design artists to launch that part of her business. The marketing for the show had been on point, and requests for similar launches and event promotions had been pouring in. While she loved doing the graphics herself, she’d quickly become overwhelmed with so many requests and had had to find a few others to bring aboard. One of her most trusted designers was currently working on hiring a few more team members. Sitting with her feet in the sand, admiring the azure blue sky, Ella couldn’t help but think that aspect of what she’d wanted to accomplish with her new business was certainly well on its way to being accomplished.

      Then, there was the second task. That would take much longer. Letting out a sigh, Ella picked her cell phone up off of the towel she was sitting on to save the housekeeper, Lenore, some work since she was known for tracking sand into the house, not that the sweet woman would ever complain. She looked at the screen and considered making a call to the man she had on her mind almost as much as her own husband. Deciding against it, she set the phone back down and returned her gaze to the sky. Was she making the right move?

      Ever since she’d ran into Henry Caron at the Montage show, she’d known she could accomplish her second goal, though it wouldn’t be easy. But she’d seen that look in his eyes when he looked at her, that longing and interest no man could easily conceal. Since then, Henry had sent her several texts, and they’d had a few conversations over the phone, but she had yet to meet him for drinks, something they’d briefly discussed. Ella told herself she hadn’t gone there yet because she was still trying to be aloof, but she knew that wasn’t true. She was scared.

      It was perfectly fine for Ella Sinders Verona to be scared, but not for Juliet Montague. So until she figured out how to keep that fear from interfering with the role she’d be playing should she ever find herself sitting across a table from Henry Caron again, she’d have to put it off.

      Juliet Montague was a strong, confident woman. She couldn’t be afraid. And… as far as Henry knew, Juliet was interested in him. The fact that Ella wanted to punch him in the face or puke on his expensive shoes every time she thought of him, let alone saw him, would have to be hidden from her reaction in every single way.

      Unfortunately, Rome was no longer in a situation where he could simply avoid Henry. Now that he had finished filming the movie he was making with his friend Wynnie, a film Rome was supposed to be filming alongside Ella’s cousin Tim Bolt and Rome’s friend Mark Hutio, who had both died last year, the catalyst that launched Ella’s world into free-fall and resulted in her apparent, though fake, suicide, and Rome’s kidnapping by his parents, he had moved onto the next project. While Tim and Mark hadn’t been able to make the film, when Rome had returned to California months ago, Wynnie had wanted him to take the role she’d initially thought he’d be perfect for. Now, that film was in the books, and Rome had been forced to move onto another project--a project put together by Henry Caron’s newly acquired production company, Paris Productions, named for Henry’s beloved hometown he’d had to leave behind when he left France to come to California and seek revenge on Rome, whom he held responsible for ruining his life.

      It was ironic in a way that made Ella’s stomach churn. The fact that Henry Caron held Rome responsible for the fact that she had apparently killed herself, when in reality, Henry was far more to blame than Rome ever could be. If only Henry had spoken up against Ella’s father’s plan for the two of them to marry, perhaps Ella wouldn’t have had to go to such a drastic degree to escape the clutches of Lloyd Sinders and his sinister plans. When Henry had pulled her aside and said he was glad that her father had processed an annulment of her marriage to Rome, Ella had wanted to strike him in the face. Instead, she’d faked her own death to escape him, ran away to Italy with her friends Bart and Mary, found Rome, and spent weeks running from his father who wanted to chase his son down and lock him up again in the off chance he might be prosecuted for Tim’s death.

      It all seemed so surreal, sitting on the quiet beach looking out at the horizon. But it was real. And after months of living in paradise, Rome had decided all of the running was for naught. He wanted to come back. Not to face his parents, but to make movies again. He’d arranged for them to sneak back into California, and to Ella’s knowledge, no one was aware that she was really Lloyd Sinders’s daughter, save a few people who worked for them, two of her aunts, a handful of friends, and Fae. It wasn’t until they’d come back to California that Rome found out his parents had sold the production company, on the condition he would make ten films under the new ownership. By the time Rome had discovered Henry was the new owner, it was too late for him to refuse.

      Which placed Ella in her current position. In order to prevent her husband from being tortured daily for up to five years, making movies for a miserable man, she needed to earn Henry’s trust, perhaps even his love, and then take back what should’ve never been his to begin with.

      It all sounded so sinister when she went over it in her head, but Ella knew her mission wasn’t evil. On the contrary, it would set right many wrongs.

      It wouldn’t bring Tim and Mark back, though. It wouldn’t bring her back either, for that matter. She was the only one who could do that. Every day, she contemplated calling her father and telling him the truth. She didn’t though. Knowing that he was struggling with the part he’d played in her apparent suicide both saddened her and made her feel slightly avenged. If he had taken her side against her stepmother…. If he’d taken her side and allowed her to continue with her marriage to Rome instead or driving them apart and trying to force her to marry Henry…. If he’d done one thing differently, maybe the feeling she had that her father deserved to continue thinking that he was at least partially responsible for her actions would fade. So far, in all of the months since her world had been turned upside down, she hadn’t gotten over the idea that he needed to feel the same pain she’d felt when she’d been torn away from Rome.

      The worry that he might recognize her had faded, despite her popularity. Rome had convinced her not to have any sort of permanent work done on her face, but that hadn’t stopped Ella from transforming the way she looked. Her skin was darker than it had ever been. Her hair was shorter and red. Thanks to colored contacts, her eyes were a different color. She’d put on a large quantity of muscle. But perhaps most of all, she carried herself differently. Juliet was so much more confident than Ella had ever been. Her father could’ve been standing in the same room with her and not recognized her.

      Not that he traveled in the circles she was popular with now. He was in Europe at the moment and had been for much of the time she’d been in LA. In fact, the amount of minutes Ella had spent in the same room with her father since her mom died were likely less than two hours in total. Maybe if he’d paid more attention to his daughter when he had the chance, a good look at Juliet Montague would make him realize he needed to question who she truly was.

      Ella had also been concerned that one of her two stepsisters might recognize her. But neither one of them was the brightest bulb in the bunch, and even though they both wanted to be famous actresses, they didn’t know much about the LA art scene. She hadn’t seen either of them in person since she’d faked her own death and didn’t expect to. Likewise, their mother, Teresa, wasn’t one to attend art shows either. She did read tabloids, though, and it was possible she might see a photo of Ella. The chances of her figuring out who she was truly looking at were slim, though. Teresa’s tree was fairly close to where her apples had fallen.

      Her phone chirped, causing her to pick it up again. It was almost as if Henry Caron was reading her mind. He’d sent her a text that read, “What are your plans this evening?”

      For weeks, she’d been putting him off. He’d asked similar questions more times than she could count, and she’d dodged him every time because she couldn’t even picture herself sitting across a table from him. But it was time to face the music, and she knew it. The longer she put it off, the harder it would be for her to actually go through with the task when the time came. Besides, she’d been mysterious and alluring for long enough. Now, it was time to start reeling him in.

      She didn’t want to look too accessible, though. “Tonight is booked. But I have time for a drink tomorrow around 7:00 if you’re free.” She typed it in quickly, already having decided that was a good response, should Henry ask. She’d cleared it with Rome that morning who knew far more about how to flirt than she did. He also understood exactly what a man needed to hear in order to feel strung along.

      It didn’t take long at all for Henry to answer, which made him seem more than a little desperate to Ella. “Tomorrow night would be great. Meet me at Chavet?”

      She knew the club, though she wasn’t sure why. She’d never been there before. Perhaps it was one that her assistant, Tucker, had mentioned. He was always going out, trying to be part of the hip scene. “Sounds good,” Ella sent back. “I’ll try not to be late.” She said that only because she knew she would intentionally be late and wanted to seem as if she was just so busy she might not be able to help it.

      “I’ll be waiting. Looking forward to it,” Henry replied. Ella swallowed hard, picking up her water bottle and trying to keep down the contents of her stomach. Thinking about flirting with Henry, letting him touch her, made her sick. She’d have to figure out a way to get over that because she couldn’t go through with her plans without at least some mild touching. In fact, if she was truly going to carry out what she had planned, she’d probably have to go far beyond a few incidental touches.

      The idea made her nose wrinkle. At one time, she’d thought Henry a polite young man, someone who could potentially be a friend. She’d been having a cup of tea with him when she’d gotten the news that Tim was dead. He’d been kind enough to drive her and her aunt, Tim’s mother, to the morgue. It wasn’t until after her father had told Ella that he’d make sure her marriage to Rome was annulled so that she could marry Henry that the Frenchman had shown his true colors. He wasn’t the kind, thoughtful gentleman she’d taken him for. He was a monster--looking out for himself no matter what it cost others.

      The thought of his mouth on hers, on her body, left her visibly shaking.

      When she’d told Rome about her plan, he hadn’t been at all comfortable with the idea of Henry touching her either. But he had understood her compulsion to not only get vengeance on Henry for not stepping in and helping her with her father, he also understood her other reasoning, her plan to keep Henry from controlling Rome’s life. He’d told her, “There have been lots of scenes I’ve had to do with women I’m not particularly attracted to, including kissing, and even a few love scenes. It’s part of being an actor Ella, and even if we don’t like it, we put our head down and push through it. If I can do it, so can you.”

      The thought of Rome kissing another woman or pretending to sleep with her didn’t sit well with Ella either, though she accepted it as part of his job--the way he’d have to accept her “relationship” with Henry. He’d given her some pointers, but she didn’t know if she could do it. He might play off his talents as an actor, but just because Rome was capable of doing something, that didn’t mean just anyone could. He was an accomplished actor, after all, and she wasn’t an actress--at all.

      Or at least she hadn’t been a few months ago when she’d started all of this. Now that she was Juliet Montague, she could be an actress if she needed to be. She could be someone who was interested in Henry Caron if she had to be. She could be anything she wanted to be.

      Satisfied that she’d find a way to do whatever she needed to do, Ella gathered her items and headed back to the house. She had work to do, and as much as she enjoyed staring at the ocean and clearing her mind, finding her muse, and digging inside of her soul, the real work would need to be done back at the house, the same house that had been the inspiration for Fae and brought the two of them together.

      With her feet still in the sand, Ella paused and looked up at the house. It was a beautiful sight any time of day, but with the rising sun reflecting off of the white paint, it held a certain glow about it that brought her a peace she couldn’t put into words. Perhaps she could put it into a painting, though. Finding her inspiration for the day, Ella continued on her way to the house, certain she could do anything she put her mind to, including pretending to be interested in Henry Caron.
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      The sound stage was much quieter than Rome liked. Often, when a movie was being filmed, the down time between shoots was full of incidental noise. Workers in the background preparing the next set. The technicians moving their equipment. The chatter of other cast members as they discussed the upcoming scene or simply sat around carrying on a conversation. Today, since Rome was the only one on the set other than a robot, it was relatively quiet. Even the next set being constructed mimicked the soft pitter patter of rain rather than the torrential downpour he would’ve normally been listening to.

      Sitting in his chair off to the side, holding his script, he peered off in the distance, not really focusing on anything. He certainly wasn’t going over the lines he had coming up in the next scene since he’d memorized all of them weeks ago, and there was nothing challenging about what he had to do or say. Making a movie about a detective who gets fired for not being good at his job who then partners up with a robot to figure out who stole an elderly woman’s necklace at a fundraiser wasn’t exactly the riveting, deep, emotional drama Rome was hoping to be making. Now that Henry owned the studio, who knew what kind of idiotic B rated movies he’d be making?

      The last movie he’d made, the one that he’d been so proud of, was still in edits, but it was scheduled to be released early the next year. He truly hoped that movie might get him some award nominations. But… if this movie, Cop with a Side of Robot, continued to pick up press releases, thanks to its ridiculous plot and lack of budget, there was a good chance his chances of finally being taken seriously in this industry, of getting the recognition he knew he deserved, would get lost in the laughs over CSR, as it was called for short.

      Even the director of CSR, Jeannie Stokes, who had worked with Verona Productions for many years before Henry purchased the studio, was annoyed at how stupid the script was. Rome could see her across the sound stage, attempting to give direction to the person controlling Bob, the robot, about how he needed to move in the next scene, but if it was anything like what had happened the last few shoots, Rome would spend the entire shoot trying to dodge around the radio-controlled, trash-can-shaped behemoth that was way too big and way too ridiculous looking to ever do detective work in real life--should robots even exist for that purpose.

      Rome’s phone buzzed in his pocket. Pulling his eyes away from Jeannie’s frustrated face, he glanced down to see that it was Ella. The thought of her brought a smile to his lips. Most of the time when she called while he was at work, he wasn’t able to answer because he was too busy on set, but since he’d been sitting in his chair for most of the day, he had all the time in the world to take her call. Hopefully, she’d have something uplifting to say.

      “Hi, beautiful,” he said, still smiling as he anticipated the sound of her melodic voice.

      “Hi.” Ella’s voice didn’t sound melodic at all. In fact, she didn't even sound cheerful. Rome’s smile faded as he tried to guess what might be bothering her. Before he could ask, she blurted, “It’s happening.”

      At first, he wasn’t sure what she might be talking about, but then he realized that she meant Henry. He must’ve called her. He wasn’t on set today, which was typically a good thing, but the idea that he wasn’t there because he was making plans with Rome’s wife didn’t sit well with Rome either. “When?” he asked.

      “Tomorrow evening.” She still didn’t sound at all happy as she let out a deep sigh. “I figured I should schedule it for as soon as possible without sounding like I had nothing better to do so that I didn’t chicken out. He’s not there is he?”

      Even though he was sure Henry wasn’t on set, Rome’s eyes flickered across the sound stage again. “No, he’s not. I know you’re not excited, El, but this is actually a good thing. You can get it over with.”

      “Be careful about saying my name,” she warned.

      “Don’t worry. No one is here. At all. I even sent Peter home.” Peter was his assistant. He was a good guy, but he always felt obligated to attempt to carry on a conversation with Rome, and since he’d rather sit there and stew than pretend to be friendly, he had let the guy go home. It had taken some convincing. Peter was almost as devoted to his work as Rome was--when he was acting instead of running around with a bumbling robot.

      Ella was quiet for a second. “Good grief. What are you working on today?”

      “Not much. Just waiting for the new set to be ready so Bob and I can record our next earth shattering interaction.” He rolled his eyes, not that she could see. “I’m sure you’re nervous about going out with him, but I know you can do this.” The fact that he was doing his best to pep his wife up for a date with another man was almost as absurd as the painted, upside down Styrofoam cups glued onto Bob’s middle that were supposed to represent buttons. Really, what was the budget for this movie?

      “I know,” Ella said, blowing out more hot air. “I’m just… freaking out about it. That’s all. I’m sure it’ll be fine. Besides, it sounds like I need to press my plan into overdrive or you’re going to have to make nine more blockbusters like the one you’re working on now.”

      The thought of having to do this nine more times--or even one more time--made Rome’s stomach churn. The next movie would be even worse because other people had a choice as to whether or not they signed on to make the next movie, which meant they’d never get another good director, like Jeannie. Why in the world Henry thought it prudent to waste so much money in an attempt to ruin his career, Rome couldn’t understand. But at the same time, across the lot, on another sound stage, Caron’s studio was filming another movie that was bound to be one of the most popular movies released in the next year. So… he’d make enough money off of that movie to continue to make shitty movies like this one and plug Rome in as the star. It was a brilliant, devious, maniacal plan. And it needed to be stopped. Sooner, rather than later.

      “Maybe my next project will have vampire kittens or librarian ninjas,” he muttered under his breath. “You’ll be all right, El. I’m not any more excited about you spending time with Caron than you are, but I do support and appreciate your plan.”

      “I know,” she said. “But I need to take my time. If I get into too much of a rush, he’ll sniff out what I’m trying to do. He can’t be expecting it at all.”

      “I understand that.” They’d talked about all of this before. Rome sighed and ran a hand through his hair, not sure what else to say. He’d already said everything he could to try to reassure her.

      “I know you’re right. And I know I have to do it.” She was quiet for a second. Rome said nothing, not sure what to say. “And I know I can do it. I just… wanted to tell you.”

      “I’m glad you did.” Actually, that wasn’t true. He wished she would’ve waited until he got home. Or until the next day, right before it happened. Then, he wouldn’t have to think about that sleazy Frenchman dating his wife for the next twenty-four plus hours. “What are you going to do with the rest of your day?”

      “I don’t know. I have some things to work on for Montage. I really just want to paint, though. Or go see Fae.”

      “Fae will try to talk you out of seeing Henry.” Fae had already tried to dissuade the two of them from going through with that part of their plan, saying nothing good could come from it, and while it was hard to ignore someone of her age and wisdom, ultimately, Ella and Rome had made up their minds that vengeance was sweet, and they needed a taste of it.

      “I haven’t told her I’m going along with that bit yet. She doesn’t know.”

      Somehow, Rome doubted that. Fae might be ninety-five years old, but she was sharper than the unfiled edge on Bob’s tin can head. Seeing no point in mentioning that now, he said, “Well, whatever you decide to do, try not to think about Henry, and have a good afternoon.” There wasn’t any particular reason why he needed to hang up at the moment. A glance at the set told him they were far from getting things arranged. He could just walk out of the sound stage right now, say he was done for the day, and that probably wouldn’t mess up their schedule. But he wouldn’t do that to Jeannie. Staying on the phone with Ella was also not an option at the moment since he didn’t want to talk about Henry, and there was no way they could talk about anything else at the moment.

      “Thanks,” Ella said, her voice flat. “You, too.”

      “I’m… sure I will.” Rome wished he could pick Bob up and beat himself over the head with the aluminum facade. At least then one of them would be out of his misery. Maybe both of them.

      “I love you,” Ella said.

      Despite how terrible Rome felt about the rest of the world at the moment, those words helped. “I love you, too.” He hung up and put his phone back in his pocket, his eyes flitting back over to the set. They were nowhere near ready to go. Deciding that pretending to study his lines was no longer an option, he got up, headed outside for some fresh air and a new perspective. There was no way he could do this for nine more movies. If Ella’s plan wasn’t successful, he’d either lose his mind, or run away from home again. He’d have to do something because this just wasn’t working.

      Outside, Rome took some deep breaths, wishing he could be breathing in the clean, salty ocean air near his home instead of the warm, polluted air of the city. He walked along the back of the building for a bit, lost in his thoughts. Before he knew where he’d gone, he heard the noise of a battle leaking out of a door to the large sound stage he’d come to a stop in front of. The door was slightly ajar, so he looked in without going too close. This had to be where Henry was filming the superhero film he actually planned to make money off of.

      Inside, he could see two well-known actors attached to harnesses, laughing between takes as they tried to get their battle scene correct. They were wearing familiar costumes, one in red and blue, the other in a dark green that denoted he was the bad guy. Rome shook his head and stepped away. He would’ve given anything to be in that movie instead of the ridiculous one he was stuck filming now. Slowly, he started to drift back toward his own sound stage.

      Behind him, he heard footsteps and turned to see Henry and one of his many assistants coming out of the building. Henry was barking orders at the man in French. Rome had no idea what he was saying, but it sounded as if the fellow had either screwed something up, or Henry just assumed he would screw up whatever he was supposed to do next if he didn’t get handled very harshly to begin with.

      Since he had absolutely nothing constructive to say to Henry Caron, Rome turned back around and continued walking, hoping not to be noticed. His dream shattered when Henry shouted his name. “Verona!”

      With a deep breath and the slip of a swear word between his lips, Rome turned, not smiling, but also trying not to throw daggers at the bastard with his eyes. “Caron,” he said as Henry closed the distance between them. If he expected a handshake, he could go to hell.

      Henry stopped a few feet away from him, his hands deep in the pockets of his expensive dress pants. “Why are you out here? Aren’t you filming today?”

      “Bob is having issues,” Rome explained. “You’d know that if you gave a damn about that crappy movie.”

      Henry snickered, clearly glad that he had gotten under Rome’s skin. Rome needed to try harder to hide his anger. “I check in, but Jeannie seems to have things under control most of the time.”

      Deciding no response was better than the only response that sprang to mind, which was riddled with curse words, Rome only nodded, wishing Henry would go ahead and slither away now, maybe find a rock to die under.

      “I’m seeing a friend of yours tomorrow night.” He made his announcement with a devilish grin. Rome felt his stomach roll over. A friend? Is that what she was now?

      Of course, Henry had no idea he was actually seeing Rome’s wife the next night, and he wasn’t about to tell him, either. She’d gone to such great lengths to keep this man from recognizing her, even changing her voice when she spoke to him. Rome had to play ignorant. “Who’s that?” he asked, hoping he could resist the urge to punch him in the face once he answered.

      “Juliet Montague. You know her, yes?”

      Rome nodded. “I do. I helped her get her business going, but we hardly stay in touch.” All lies, obviously, though Rome had disassociated himself from Montage as soon as Ella had it running independently, which hadn’t taken long at all. If she were to have a chance to carry out her plan to get back at Henry completely, Rome couldn’t be a part of it, not on paper anyway. “How is she? I haven’t seen her in a while.”

      “She’s great,” Henry said. “Beautiful as ever. Busy as hell. But she makes time for me.”

      It was easy for Rome to smile at that since he knew that was an even bigger lie than the few Rome had told. “Great to hear. She’s a good person, I think. I certainly appreciate the fact that Ella was her inspiration to get into graphic design. That’s why I agreed to help her.”

      “Yes, Ella was quite an inspiration to everyone who knew her well. Like we did.” Henry held Rome’s eyes for a moment before dropping his to the ground and shaking his head, the memory of Ella seeming to overwhelm him. It was an act. Rome knew that. And the fact that he’d just alluded to the idea that he knew Ella as well as Rome did was comical. He knew her well enough to not recognize her when he asked her on a date. Yeah, they were practically best friends…. “Anyway, I’ll tell Juliet you said hi if you’d like. I’m taking her out to Chavet.”

      “Great. Yeah, that’d be nice, thanks.” Rome didn’t know what else to say at the moment. It was obvious Henry was trying to make it seem as if he and Juliet were dating when Rome knew that wasn’t the case, not yet anyway. What he would do when it was true, he wasn’t sure. He just had to keep reminding himself of the reasons why Ella was doing this. “See you later, boss.” Rome had taken to condescendingly calling Henry “boss” whenever he got a chance, sort of as a reminder that he had no choice but to work for the man.

      “You know, Verona, there’ll be a sequel to this movie,” he said, hooking his thumb over his shoulder and gesturing at the sound stage where the superhero film was being shot. “If you do a good job with the one I’ve given you, perhaps we can find you a minor role in the next one.”

      “Wow--I’ll… be waiting with bated breath.” He spun around, trying not to roll his eyes where Henry could see and ignored the chuckle that slipped from between the Frenchman’s teeth. Rome hurried back to his own sound stage, praying they were ready to start filming again. When he stepped inside to see Bob was still having issues, he wasn’t surprised at all. It had to be five o’clock somewhere, so he grabbed a drink from his designated area and gulped down too much too quickly, leaving him gassy, uncomfortable, and ready to rid the world of Henry Caron once and for all.

      Frenchie was fortunate that Rome wasn’t the sort of person who acted so rashly or else he would find a way to solve this dilemma a lot more quickly than Ella had. A lot more quickly.
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