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Kelly uploaded the photos she’d taken at the zoo earlier in the day. She aimed to impress the state magazine with her beautiful photography since the zoo was about to celebrate a big birthday with a lot of fanfare. The magazine happily agreed to her fee, and she had to process the images for publication. She smiled as she worked; it was her passion.

Across her wall were framed publications and features where she proudly displayed all her published works. She didn’t struggle in her career, it all came so naturally. She kept her ear to the ground and learned about different events and celebrations. She’d set about taking photographs knowing the local publications which included the state newspaper and magazine, would goggle up her fantastic photographs.

As she opened her laptop, the browser instantly alerted her to current news events. The little messenger flashed and her friend Cora from the newspaper gossip column had left a message.

Brandon Darmichael is moving to our area. He bought the palatial Overton View property. Word has it he’s remodeling the mansion there and promised to bring economic growth of our city. This is an amazing story, thought you’d want to know. Opulent Lifestyles has already contacted him about running a feature. Get in there and strut your stuff!

Kelly smiled as she typed a thank you for the heads up to her friend Cora. Cora was a mainstay with her finding great subjects and places to photograph. Once she sent the message, she put Brandon’s name in the search engine to find out all she could about the elusive billionaire. She’d heard of him before and the community was abuzz with chatter when he’d been seen in town occasionally. The man, tall and handsome, kept to himself, often with an entourage of security detail employees making him appear like someone famous or important. 

Kelly discovered Brandon was a computer whiz brain. His specialty was in high security software, writing programs for the largest corporations in the world. His programs were very in demand and his competition envied his abilities to stay ahead of the leading edge. His smarts made his company billions of dollars. Kelly frowned though because in all the information was about the technical details of his company and there were no personal interviews or photos. She’d glimpsed him at the plaza one day while shooting photos of a large upper scale department store’s charity event. She thought him handsome, but also skittish. She wondered why the man would be so skittish unless he thought his life was in danger at every turn.

The plans for the following day were set. Kelly packed her camera and equipment and would find a place to hide and try to capture the elusive billionaire as he moved into his palatial mansion at Overton View. “Mr. Darmichael, you’re mine. I shall capture you,” Kelly said as she smiled. Normally, when she set out to capture something with her camera, she was a success.

The more Kelly tried to figure out Brandon’s schedule the more of a brick wall she came against. The man didn’t budge with public information and the sheer secrecy brought on an urgency of curiosity. Now it was a major challenge to Kelly, to discover this man. She drove by Overton View several times to see from the road, but the place had a high iron fence, and cars and trucks poured in and out all day. 

Kelly decided tact was the best way to approach the situation in the beginning. She wouldn’t resort to her undercover schemes unless she had to. It was so much easier to hop right in and try for the perfect pictures out in the open. She pulled her Volkswagen alongside the curb and put it in park. After grabbing her camera bag, she left the vehicle and walked right to the driveway as if she belonged there.

As she luckily edged up the driveway and closer to the home, she pulled out her trusty camera. After securing it around her neck she pointed and took several shots of the moving van bringing furniture down the ramp. One thing she noticed were the antiques or replicas, exquisite carved pieces, giant and expressive. Click, click, click, went her camera when suddenly a hand came out and grasped her shoulder, startling her. 

“What are you doing here?  You know you’re trespassing, right?” the man said.

Kelly whipped around and looked at the man who looked like he was on Secret Service detail. She giggled slightly at his appearance, the headset giving him instant access to someone else, the gun strapped to his body, the sunglasses that hid his eyes well. “I’m sorry, is this Mr. Darmichael some sort of dignitary to merit the Secret Service?” Kelly asked with a chuckle.

“Ma’am, I’m trying to be nice. You are on Mr. Darmichael’s property. What he is or what he does is none of your concern. I’m to escort you off the property,” Mr. Brute said.

“Look, Overton View is a historical place for our community. It’s big news when someone buys it and restores it. The historical society would love a piece on this, and I’m a photographer trying to document the place. Just let me snap a few pics,” Kelly said, but the man grabbed her upper arm and pulled her along back towards the street. He wouldn’t comment further about it as she tried to keep up with his iron grip.

“You’ll do well to stay off the property. If you want a meeting with Mr. Darmichael, you need to get one like anyone else does. He’s not up for a photo shoot,” the man said.

“I’m not trying to photograph him!”

“Aren’t you? What does your little historical society care about his belongings, unless you’re a tabloid reporter trying to dig up dirt? Go back to the pig pen and root around with others of your own caliber.”

Kelly willingly stepped off the property while the brute security guy pivoted on his heels and marched back up the winding driveway. A small smile etched across her face as she wasn’t offended by such adversity. In her line of work if she was blocked she simply found other ways of gaining the prized photographs, anyway. The security guy paused and watched seeing if she’d get in her car and leave. She marched to the trusty Volkswagen and got in as she turned and flipped off the man. She wasn’t sure if he could see her within the car or not, but the action made her feel better.

The Volkswagen hid well in the shadows, the dark grey paint greatly helped. Kelly parked on the other side of the road, in a spot where the home had hired landscapers to come in and work on their huge yard. Workers pulled up parking along the road and in the vacant lot next to it. Kelly easily hid among the vehicles there, no one paying her any mind. The mini telescope pulled out beautifully as Kelly peered through it. Mr. Security Guy was pacing his path walking up and down the driveway, occasionally talking into the earpiece. Kelly chuckled at the man’s tenacity and realized he felt all big and important being a security guy for a billionaire.
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