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        “This is as fun a novel as it is moving and at times heart-breaking, never the more so when the final page comes and readers are only left wanting more.”

        CYNTHIA CHOW, KING’S RIVER LIFE MAGAZINE ON THE CUPID CAPER
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        “Another great mystery by Larissa Reinhart. Con artists, murder, a cast of sinister characters, and some laughs along the way. Loved it.”

        TERRI L. AUSTIN, AUTHOR OF THE ROSE STRICKLAND MYSTERIES ON THE CUPID CAPER

      

      

      

      THE MAIZIE ALBRIGHT STAR DETECTIVE SERIES
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        "Maizie Albright tries to keep it cool when her hot mess of a family and old friend get pulled into this cozy mystery. Fun characters, a perfect setting, and a mystery that will keep you guessing until the end, this book truly has it all!"

        —SHANNON VANBERGEN, USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THE GLOCK GRANNIES MYSTERIES ON 20 CARATS
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        "This was so much fun. The story is fast paced and balances suspense and humor perfectly. Fans of humorous mysteries like Janet Evanovich’s Stephanie Plum and Elle Cosimano’s Finlay Donovan should pick up this series. We all need some fun in our reading lives!"

        SARAH CAN'T STOP READING ON 19 CRIMINALS
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        "The banter between Maizie and her besties is witty and always a delight, and the plot moves swiftly along and proves to be extremely grounded and compelling. When Maizie and Nash work together they are an unstoppable and extremely effective detecting duo no matter how much their styles may differ."

        OAHU LIBRARIAN CYNTHIA CHOW, KINGS RIVER LIFE MAGAZINE ON 19 CRIMINALS
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        “I love the characters in this series, they're what keeps me coming back. If you're looking for a fun series that will keep you turning the pages, you've found it here.”

        SAMANTHA, COZY TEA COTTAGE ON 181/2 DISGUISES
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        “I highly recommend this series and definitely start with Book 1 you won't be sorry!!! Well written characters and a great mystery. I cannot wait to see what happens next!”

        MISS W BOOK REVIEWS ON 18 1/2 DISGUISES

      

      

      

      
        
        
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        “The perfect combination of mystery, romance, and laughs.”

        DEVILISHLY DELICIOUS BOOK REVIEWS ON 18 CALIBER
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        "18 Caliber was my first Maizie Albright Star Detective Mystery--I'm hoping it won't be my last. This was a fun read--a fast-paced caper that kept me entertained until the end."

        TERRY AMBROSE, AUTHOR OF THE SEASIDE COVE MYSTERIES ON 18 CALIBER
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        “The mystery and detective cases drive the story, but Larissa Reinhart’s characters steal the show every time.”

        THE GIRL WITH BOOK LUNGS ON NC-17
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        “NC-17 is simply fabulous. Fans of cozy mysteries, southern chick lit, hick lit, crime capers, and humorous mysteries will love it.”

        JANE READS ON NC-17
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        “If you love southern settings with plenty of sweet tea and eccentric characters, the meet up of these two heroines is epic.”

        — BARB TAUB, HUMOR WRITER AND AUTHOR OF THE NULL CITY SERIES ON A VIEW TO A CHILL
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        “Maizie’s missteps make each of her successes an absolute joy, and I encourage readers to delve into this lively, funny, and genuinely satisfying series.”

        CYNTHIA CHOW,  KINGS RIVER LIFE MAGAZINE ON 16 MILLIMETERS
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        “With visually descriptive narrative, humorous quips, witty repartee and a quirky cast of characters, this was a such a fun book to read.”

        DRU ANN LOVE, DRU’S BOOK MUSING ON 16 MILLIMETERS
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        “Larissa writes a delightful book. Suspense, romance, and some funny situations. [Maizie’s] a teen star grown up to new possibilities.”

        SHARON SALITURO, FRESH FICTION ON 15 MINUTES
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        “I love Larissa Reinhart’s books because they are funny but they also show the big heart of the protagonist.”

        LYNN FARRIS, HOT MYSTERY REVIEW ON 15 MINUTES
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        "Hollywood glitz meets backwoods grit in this fast-paced ride on D-list celeb Maizie Albright's waning star. Sassy, sexy, and fun, 15 Minutes is hours of enjoyment—and a wonderful start to a fun new series from the charmingly Southern-fried Reinhart."

        PHOEBE FOX, AUTHOR OF THE BREAKUP DOCTOR SERIES ON 15 MINUTES
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        "Maizie Albright is the kind of fresh, fun, and feisty ‘star detective’ I love spending time with, a kind of Nancy Drew meets Lucy Ricardo. Move over, Janet Evanovich. Reinhart is my new "star mystery writer!"

        PENNY WARNER, AUTHOR OF DEATH OF A CHOCOLATE CHEATER AND THE CODE BUSTERS CLUB ON 15 MINUTES
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        "Child star and hilarious hot mess Maizie Albright trades Hollywood for the backwoods of Georgia and pure delight ensues. Maizie's my new favorite escape from reality."

        — GRETCHEN ARCHER, USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THE DAVIS WAY CRIME CAPER SERIES ON 15 MINUTES
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        "Anytime artist Cherry Tucker has what she calls a Matlock moment, can investigating a murder be far behind? A Composition in Murder is a rollicking good time."

        TERRIE FARLEY MORAN, AGATHA AWARD-WINNING AUTHOR OF READ TO DEATH ON A COMPOSITION IN MURDER
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        "This is a winning series that continues to grow stronger and never fails to entertain with laughs, a little snark, and a ton of heart."

        KINGS RIVER LIFE MAGAZINE ON A COMPOSITION IN MURDER
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        "Cherry Tucker is a strong, sassy, Southern sleuth who keeps you on the edge of your seat."

        TONYA KAPPES, USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR ON THE BODY IN THE LANDSCAPE
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        "Because of Cherry's experiences, she knows that—Super Swine notwithstanding—man has always been the most dangerous game, making her the perfect protagonist for this giggle-inducing, down-home fun."

        BETTY WEBB, MYSTERY SCENE MAGAZINE ON THE BODY IN THE LANDSCAPE
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        "The perfect blend of funny, intriguing, and sexy! Another must-read masterpiece from the hilarious Cherry Tucker Mystery Series."

        – ANN CHARLES, USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THE DEADWOOD AND JACKRABBIT JUNCTION MYSTERY SERIES ON DEATH IN PERSPECTIVE
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        "Artist and accidental detective Cherry Tucker goes back to high school and finds plenty of trouble and skeletons...Reinhart's charming, sweet-tea flavored series keeps getting better!"

        GRETCHEN ARCHER, USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THE DAVIS WAY CRIME CAPER SERIES ON DEATH IN PERSPECTIVE
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        "Like front-porch lemonade, Reinhart's cast of characters offer a perfect balance of tart and sweet."

        SOPHIE LITTLEFIELD, BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF A BAD DAY FOR SORRY ON HIJACK IN ABSTRACT
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        "Reinhart manages to braid a complicated plot into a tight and funny tale. The reader grows to love Cherry and her quirky worldview, her sometimes misguided judgment, and the eccentric characters that populate the country of Halo, Georgia. Cozy fans will love this latest Cherry Tucker mystery."

        MARY MARKS, NEW YORK JOURNAL OF BOOKS ON HIJACK IN ABSTRACT
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        "Reinhart's country-fried mystery is as much fun as a ride on the tilt-a-whirl at a state fair. Readers who like a little small-town charm with their mysteries will enjoy Reinhart's series."

        DENISE SWANSON, NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THE SCUMBLE RIVER MYSTERIES ON STILL LIFE IN BRUNSWICK STEW
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        "This mystery keeps you laughing and guessing from the first page to the last. A whole-hearted five stars."

        DENISE GROVER SWANK, NEW YORK TIMES AND USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR ON STILL LIFE IN BRUNSWICK STEW
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        "Portrait of a Dead Guy is an entertaining mystery full of quirky characters and solid plotting...Highly recommended for anyone who likes their mysteries strong and their mint juleps stronger!"

        – JENNIE BENTLEY, NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF FLIPPED OUT ON PORTRAIT OF A DEAD GUY
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        "Reinhart is a truly talented author and this book was one of the best cozy mysteries we reviewed this year."

        – MYSTERY TRIBUNE ON PORTRAIT OF A DEAD GUY
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        "It takes a rare talent to successfully portray a beer-and-hormone-addled artist as a sympathetic and worthy heroine, but Reinhart pulls it off with tongue-in-cheek panache. Cherry is a lovable riot, whether drooling over the town's hunky males, defending her dysfunctional family's honor, or snooping around murder scenes."

        — MYSTERY SCENE MAGAZINE ON PORTRAIT OF A DEAD GUY

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      16 MILLIMETERS

      A ROMANTIC COMEDY MYSTERY NOVEL

      
        MAIZIE ALBRIGHT STAR DETECTIVE

        BOOK 2

      

    

    
      
        LARISSA REINHART

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Past Perfect Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Books by Larissa Reinhart

      

      
        Larissa’s Gift to You!

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

        #LunchFail #AStarIsNotBorn

      

      
        Chapter 2

        #SeersuckerSaga #FraudSchmaud

      

      
        Chapter 3

        #ShackletonShakeup #MalteseMaizie

      

      
        Chapter 4

        #PeepingTomasina #BrushwithNash

      

      
        Chapter 5

        #BodyTrouble #DoubleTake

      

      
        Chapter 6

        #UndeadAndEd #Entouraging

      

      
        Chapter 7

        #BreakfastofChampions #GrilltheGirl

      

      
        Chapter 8

        #LittleGirlLost #NotFlorida

      

      
        Chapter 9

        #DeadDouble #VillianousVista

      

      
        Chapter 10

        #TitanicFail #AssistantToTheAssistant

      

      
        Chapter 11

        #HipsterHangouts #SketchedOut

      

      
        Chapter 12

        #DontMessWithTheB #PowerFail

      

      
        Chapter 13

        #NoGoat #StripperKicks

      

      
        Chapter 14

        #WhereForeArtThouOrlando #ClimbOfShame

      

      
        Chapter 15

        #DopplegangerDilemna #ShesASuspect

      

      
        Chapter 16

        #SheisNOTaASuspect #OopsSheDidItAgain

      

      
        Chapter 17

        #VideoKilledThePornStar #Hitchcocking

      

      
        Chapter 18

        #Feel(notso)Zen #RearTrailerWindow

      

      
        Chapter 19

        #SixDegreesofHitchcock #ChocolatePeanutButterDie

      

      
        Chapter 20

        #HotAndHeavy #Jason’sKnife

      

      
        Chapter 21

        #FathersDaughter #HideAndSeek

      

      
        Chapter 22

        #MaizieMakeover #InPartnersWeTrust

      

      
        Chapter 23

        #Closetraphobia #CrocodileSmile

      

      
        Chapter 24

        #KeystoEdsHeart #DoubleStuffedIndemnity

      

      
        Chapter 25

        #FatalCamtraction #SleepingPsycho

      

      
        Chapter 26

        #PartyLikeIt’s1984  #ThreeTimesTheLadies

      

      
        Chapter 27

        #TheLadyorTheTigress #BlindedByTheSight

      

      
        Chapter 28

        #HereLiesLana #Flamingoed

      

      
        Chapter 29

        #FakingIt #StarryNight

      

      
        Chapter 30

        #NoChipmunks #NotaNashInSight

      

      
        Chapter 31

        #SouthPaw #HoldOnLoosely

      

      
        Chapter 32

        #Lunchable #Takes2ToMakeaThingGoWrong

      

      
        A One Chapter Preview of NC-17

        Maizie Albright Star Detective book 3

      

      
        On Writing 16 Millimeters

      

      
        Maizie Albright Star Detective Series

      

      
        A Cherry Tucker Mystery Series

      

      
        Finley Goodhart Crime Capers

      

    

    
      
        Movies & Shows in 16 Millimeters

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY LARISSA REINHART

          

        

      

    

    
      A CHERRY TUCKER MYSTERY SERIES (IN ORDER)

      
        
        A CHRISTMAS QUICK SKETCH (prequel)

        PORTRAIT OF A DEAD GUY

        STILL LIFE IN BRUNSWICK STEW

        HIJACK IN ABSTRACT

        THE VIGILANTE VIGNETTE

        DEATH IN PERSPECTIVE

        THE BODY IN THE LANDSCAPE

        A VIEW TO A CHILL

        A COMPOSITION IN MURDER

        A MOTHERLODE OF TROUBLE

        Audio

        PORTRAIT OF A DEAD GUY

        STILL LIFE IN BRUNSWICK STEW

        HIJACK IN ABSTRACT

        DEATH IN PERSPECTIVE

        THE BODY IN THE LANDSCAPE

        A VIEW TO A CHILL in CRIMES MOST MERRY AND ALBRIGHT

        A COMPOSITION IN MURDER

        Box Set

        CHERRY TUCKER MYSTERIES 1-3

        CHERRY TUCKER MYSTERIES 5-7

      

      

      MAIZIE ALBRIGHT STAR DETECTIVE SERIES (IN ORDER)

      
        
        15 MINUTES

        16 MILLIMETERS

        NC-17

        A VIEW TO A CHILL

        17.5 CARTRIDGES IN A PEAR TREE

        18 CALIBER

        18 1/2 DISGUISES

        19 CRIMINALS

        20 CARATS

        21 GUNS

        Audio

        15 MINUTES

        16 MILLIMETERS

        NC-17

        18 CALIBER

        18 1/2 DISGUISES

        19 CRIMINALS

        CRIMES MOST MERRY AND ALBRIGHT

        Box Set

        #WANNABEDETECTIVE, MAIZIE ALBRIGHT 1-3

        CRIMES MOST MERRY AND ALBRIGHT

        #STILLAWANNABEDETECTIVE, MAIZIE ALBRIGHT 6-8

      

      

      A FINLEY GOODHART CRIME CAPER SERIES

      
        
        PIG’N A POKE (prequel, short story)

        THE CUPID CAPER

        THE PONY PREDICAMENT (coming soon!)

        THE HEIR AFFAIR (coming soon!)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LARISSA’S GIFT TO YOU!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: The Pig’N A Poke book cover]
          
        

      

      THE PIG’N A POKE

      A Finley Goodhart Crime Caper prequel

      When a winter storm traps ex-con Finley at the Pig'N a Poke roadhouse, she finds her criminal past useful in solving a murder.

      

      Free for my VIP Readers!

      

      Tap this link — https://www.larissareinhart.com/larissasreaders — to join Larissa’s email group where she shares exclusive content, news, and giveaways and receive The Pig’N A Poke as a gift. Note: Larissa will not share your email address and you can unsubscribe at any time.
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            ONE

          

          #LUNCHFAIL #ASTARISNOTBORN

        

      

    

    
      I have a serious thing for lunch. The exception: Hollywood business lunch. Considering I now lived in Black Pine, Georgia, and was no longer acting, I thought industry lunch and I were done. For my new life, I’d anticipated a bad romance involving BBQ, pimento cheese, and fried chicken. Even a hot dog scarfed during a stakeout would've met my expectations.

      Instead, my new life lunch menu involved a lot of PB&J eaten at the desk of Nash Security Solutions while I updated his billing software, typed reports from his notes, and took messages on the few (very few) calls we received involving security solution-ing. When Wyatt Nash of Nash Security Solutions had agreed to mentor me, I thought I'd learn the investigation ropes. Instead, the only ropes involved were the ones tying me to his computer and phone lines.

      Real-life detective work was not as exciting as I imagined when I played the title role of Julia Pinkerton, Teen Detective. Just like real-life acting is not as intriguing as non-actors probably believed. But it was also not as boring as real-life security solution-ing. Have you ever vetted a list of potential employees’ social media accounts to see if they post anything stupid? (They do stupid. All the time.) Boring fo' sho.

      Which was why I agreed to an industry lunch with my ex-manager and still-mother, Vicki Albright. Vicki was in the industry. Vicki was all about the industry. No BBQ. Instead, organic salad greens, vegan goat cheese, and artesian water with Tahitian lime wedges. Sans gas. For her.

      In a show of defiance, I ordered a club sandwich with extra bacon, American cheese, and hold the lettuce. Also, because the lunch menu didn't offer anything fried.

      "This is too big." Vicki handed the plate of greens and cheese-like substance to the waiter. "And no dressing. Just salt, pepper, and a spritz of lemon. Don't drench it in lemon. I want the scent of lemon, not the taste. And it better be Meyer lemon. I can smell the difference."

      This was the problem with industry lunches. IMHO.

      Vicki peered at me over her DITA Sunbirds. That was for effect. Under the table, she had already kicked me. "Maizie. Stop slouching. You inherited my spine and it cannot support hunched shoulders."

      If only I had inherited her metaphorical spine. Then I wouldn't be at an industry lunch to save myself from the boredom of a PB&J desk lunch. I'd be eating fried green tomato sandwiches or ham and cheese biscuits every day. While doing field work and security calls with Nash.

      Of course, for those lunches, I'd also need Vicki's metabolism. Unfortunately, her metabolism did not come with the spine.

      I pulled back my shoulders and slid to the front of my chair, then took a bite of my club sandwich and internally moaned. The Cove was not known for its food—more of a place to see and be seen in Black Pine—but they still did food well. They had to do everything well. As a part of the Black Pine Golf and Yacht Club Resort (or BPGYCR, which is not pronounceable), moneyed Black Pine liked to lounge at the Cove for all their meals. They didn't actually eat. Mostly they drank. But that's another story. The Cove also served as a hotspot for industry insiders who had brought their film crews to Black Pine, where their production dollars stretched farther and taxes were cheaper.

      Georgia had become a mini-Hollywood in the last five years although they'd begun homesteading more than twenty years ago. Production studios and sound stages had been built. Infrastructure created. Land purchased. The industry had learned words like "unsweet tea," and “shopping buggy," and "y'all."

      Which meant my legally required escape from LA to Georgia had almost been for naught.

      "And stop moaning," said Vicki. "You act like you haven't eaten in twenty years."

      I shot her a look to say, "I haven't."

      She shot me a look from sea glass green eyes identical to mine that said, "You can't tell."

      "Could you please stop kicking me?" I said. "I'm going to bruise."

      "Leonard Shackleton is sitting to your left," she murmured. I glanced left as she whispered-shouted, "But don't look."

      Leonard Shackleton was the producer of big-budget "event" films. I now understood Vicki's anxious kicking. Vicki was the producer of medium-budget reality shows and TV movies. Shows that used to star Maizie Albright (me) before I tumbled off the child-to-adult-star path and into the waiting arms of various addiction specialists. Leonard wasn't just an A-lister, he was a A++++ lister. It seemed he also had an insider lunch at the Cove.

      I slid my not-so-covert gaze back to his table and realized his lunch date was an actress I knew from back in the day. "Cam-Cams," I squealed and grinned at the raven-haired actress with the (now) famously large, pouty lips.

      She slid down her Oliver Peoples to check me.

      "It's Maizie Albright."

      Cambria shifted her look to Leonard Shackleton. Seeing Leonard focused on his phone, taking no apparent notice of her, Cambria returned the smile and waved her drink. "Hi, Maizie. Long time. What's going on? Are you filming here, too?"

      "I'm from Black Pine. Moved back home."

      "Oh, right. You got Judge Ellis." Cambria cut another glance toward Leonard, then pulled the sunglasses off. "Sorry to hear about that. Your show followed you?"

      I doubled over, slamming my chin into my club sandwich. Brushing the toast crumbs off my jaw, I leaned to rub the shin where Vicki had kicked me—a surprisingly effective kick for a platform sandal, but she was tetchy about the show—then I twisted toward Cambria. "Sort of. But I didn't renew. I've got a new career."

      "Forced into a new line of work." Her lips curled. "You've been at it so long, I figured you would have waited out the probation and launched into features or something."

      "God, no. I couldn't wait to leave."

      Cambria's eyebrow rose. "Isn't that what they all say? Until the comeback?"

      "Maizie can return when she likes. After attending to the terms of her probation, of course," said Vicki. "Hello, Cambria. Nice to see you, dear. You're looking well since the last time I saw you. When was that? Wasn't it on Maizie's Emmy-nominated show, Julia Pinkerton: Teen Detective? You played her little friend?"

      "Hello, Ms. Albright." Cambria's lips pulled tight. "Yes, except I wasn't so little. As you're implying?"

      Vicki trickled a laugh. "I was referring to the part, dear, not your size."

      I forced a laugh and swung a foot at Vicki. And struck a table leg. "Oh, you two. Who cares what we looked like or what we did as kids? As my therapist Renata says, ‘Live in the now,' right? And now you look hot, Cam-Cam. And you're blowing up the net with your comeback. I also heard you've done some great stage work."

      "I thought it wasn't a comeback unless you were already famous," said Vicki. "I must be mistaken."

      "Thank you, Maizie. It's nice to finally get noticed after twenty years of work." Cambria shot a look at Vicki. "I'm taking a break from the stage. I'm transitioning back to film."

      "Awesome. Good for you." I nodded toward Leonard Shackleton and lowered my voice. "Big film, too, it looks like."

      Cambria smiled graciously and gave a barely perceptible nod.

      Still on the phone, Leonard Shackleton studied me. I glanced away and caught Vicki eyeballing Leonard. Probably analyzing his scrutiny of me. So awkward when your mother still tiger-moms all over your career.

      Your past career.

      To make a point, I pulled out a Nash Security Solutions business card, scribbled on it, and handed it to Cambria. "Here's my new number. I don't have a phone. This is my office phone. But you can also reach me at Daddy's cabin."

      “Daddy? Literally?” Cambria touched the card to her head. “Oh, right. I forgot. He makes some kind of outdoorsy clothing?”

      Vicki pinched her nose.

      "Hunting. Daddy is Boomer Spayberry,” I said proudly. “Owner of the DeerNose Apparel brand.”

      “Don’t say it,” Vicki muttered. “Damn Boomer and his damn deer piss.”

      “What was that Vicki? Did you say deer piss? Wow,” said Cambria. “That’s interesting. He’s your ex-husband, right? Who would’ve thought.”

      “The clothes just smell like deer pee.” I felt my cheeks warm. “I think the deer like it?”

      Cambria laughed and glanced at my business card. Tossing it on the table, she smirked at Vicki. “And Maizie’s doing security work? Like a mall cop? How times have changed.”

      Vicki flinched, then sucked in her breath as Leonard picked up the card and examined it. His dark eyes flicked from the card to me with an imperceptible glance at Vicki. Leonard set his phone on the table and turned his chair a few centimeters in our direction.

      Stifling a deep breath, Vicki’s chest strained against the crepe of her Saint Laurent halter dress. She tossed her platinum hair behind one shoulder to deliver a coquettish smile. The air came out in small gasps between syllables. "Mr. Shackleton. How are you enjoying Black Pine?"

      "Fine. It serves a purpose." He eyed her again then focused on me. "Maizie Albright. You're looking well." His glance was appreciative. Too appreciative for my comfort.

      I felt a disturbance in the air below our table. This time I'd remembered to wrap my feet behind my chair legs. Vicki half-slid down her chair before recovering.

      "Variety did an interesting story about you working with a private detective," said Leonard. "I thought it was a stunt."

      "No, sir."

      "This," he tapped the card on the table, "is the same outfit? It's legitimate?"

      "Yes, sir."

      "Interesting." He paused. "I admired how you didn't try to starve yourself into a size zero. The old-school, pin-up look is refreshing. Rita Hayworth or Betty Grable?"

      Considering we'd battled my body's inclination for the pin-up look my entire career, I wasn't thrilled with the comparison. But then, Cambria had just endured a similar but less flattering barb from Vicki.

      Typical industry lunch.

      "Just me. Enjoying post-pin-up life."

      "I like that. I'll call on you this afternoon. I have something for you." He grabbed his phone and tossed his napkin on the table. "Cambria."

      I heard Vicki draw in air through her nose. Her lungs were going to burst. Or her breasts would break the seams of the Saint Laurent.

      Cambria scurried after Leonard's quick strides over the stone patio. The look she tossed over her shoulder troubled me.

      "I wonder what that was about?" I said to no one in particular and realized my mistake as the last syllable dropped off my tongue.

      "I'll tell you what that was about," said Vicki. "You're back. Leonard Shackleton. I'll be damned. I couldn't even get a table in the same restaurant with him in California. God, I love Georgia right now. It's like a new golden age. He didn't even have an entourage or a bodyguard. Did you see that?"

      I shook my head. And kept shaking.

      "Here's what we're going to do. Leonard wants to meet in that piece of shit investigation office. What if he wants you to read? It looks like hell in there. It'll be distracting. I can make a call. It's short notice but give them an hour and designers can do amazing work. I'm sure they can round up enough migrants to toss a coat of paint on the walls, haul out the furniture, and bring in new stuff. The building's old, but maybe a retro theme. Like The Maltese Falcon or something?" Vicki picked up her phone and began scrolling through numbers.

      "Stop," I said. "Mr. Shackleton obviously wants some security help. The office is fine."

      "He has his own security people.” Vicki waggled her fingers, concentrating on her phone. "Don't be stupid, Maizie. He saw you in Variety, not Private Investigators Are Us."

      "I don't think that's a daily. Anyway, Variety only ran that story because of my past. The story had nothing to do with acting."

      "And that's why he's interested. He's looking for someone fresh. An outsider. Maybe to replace Cambria? She can't possibly carry a Shackleton movie."

      "Vicki, I worked from age three. I'm not an outsider. And Cam-Cam was always a serious actress. You're taking his comments the wrong way. He addressed us after looking at my business card. My Nash Security Solutions business card."

      She ignored me, already conversing with the designer. "Not Maltese Falcon the yacht. The movie. Noir but obviously not too noir. Stylish noir. Vintage but not old."

      "Nash will kill you if you do anything to his office," I said.

      She nodded, then waved at the waiter who had returned with her salad. Placing a hand over the phone, she whispered with exaggerated lip movements. "No time to eat. Take it back. We have a meeting."

      I glanced at my crumb-dusted plate then at Vicki. The phone had settled between her shoulder and ear. She flicked through her iPad with one finger; the other hand signed the bill. I felt pity. Also, residual anger. But mostly pity.

      "Vicki," I said. "You're making a mistake."

      She covered the receiver. "Don't screw this one up, too." She spoke into the phone, "That also goes for you. If you don't know Humphrey Bogart, Google him. God, what would you have done before the internet? Honestly."

      Renata, my ex-therapist, said to concentrate my energy on problem-solving, not holding grudges. Especially with Vicki. I needed to address the problem but reduce personalization. I should address Vicki's actions with a leading empathetic sentence. Renata had been big on depersonalizing.

      Also on detoxifying, which ironically had also involved residual anger and Vicki.

      "It must not be easy to lose the star of the show you're producing," I began. "It also must not be easy when the star is your daughter."

      Vicki glared at me, double-tapped her iPad, and spoke into the phone again. "Yes, an hour tops. What do you mean the paint won't dry? Find quick-drying. If they can make it for nail enamel, why can't they for wall paint?"

      "It must not be easy to have brought the cast and crew of All Is Albright to Georgia, believing you could convince me to sign a contract for another season. And I didn't. And now you've halted production while incurring the cost of salaries and other fees while deciding what to do about a show you marketed and contracted without first signing the name attached to the show."

      Rolling her eyes, Vicki hung up and dialed another number.

      "It must not be easy to have spent the last twenty years managing one actress who now wants a new career. Especially when she's under judge's orders to find a new career. Not to mention the loss of money that went with the actress's brand."

      Vicki covered her free ear, her mouth pursed to shush me.

      "It must not be easy to understand my recent fame has nothing to do with show business, but with a splashy investigation case, making Leonard Shackleton interested in my security services. Not in my old career."

      She thrummed her Dior Incognito pink (with a speed-dry top coat) nails on the table.

      "So forget about Nash's office," I said. "I'm telling you, this meeting has nothing to do with you."

      She set the phone on the table. Her mouth drew into a snarl. "I accept your apology for screwing up your career, but why go on and on when we're in a hurry? What are you waiting for? Get ready for that meeting."

      This was the problem with depersonalizing with Vicki. After all those years in the industry, she'd already de-personed.

      I slowed my exit to show Vicki I wasn't eager to learn what Leonard Shackleton wanted. But internally, my mind brewed with possibilities. As soon as I'd cleared the room, I scurried like an A-lister assistant on a Starbucks run.

      

      Nash Security Solutions was housed in a for-real vintage brick building above the Dixie Kreme Donut shop. Boring as it was, I couldn't have asked for a more perfectly scented office from which to work. Plus, the Dixie Kreme Donut owner, Lamar, was generous with the day-olds.

      I'll tell you who's not generous. Wyatt Nash. Not with the more interesting side of private investigations. Nor with the details of his personal life. Nor with his heart.

      Wait, did I say heart? I meant wallet. I'm making minimum wage for the first time in my life.

      I found Nash and Lamar in the office. Lamar had kicked back in the office La-Z-Boy, listening to Nash. Nash paced between the outer and inner rooms, running down the details of our (his) most recent security analysis. His large, muscle-packed body strained against the Def Leopard concert t-shirt and worn-in-just-the-right-areas jeans. I glanced at the wooden floors, always expecting to see a worn groove from his pacing. Nash was like a caged animal. Wild and powerful, yearning for the touch of a gentle temptress with light auburn hair, green eyes, and bewitching curves. He'd unleash his hunger on his captor, ravishing her with unrestrained and enthusiastic desire…

      Okay, I have a slight thing for my boss. Sort-of slight. Among other wonderful attributes like intelligence, integrity, and chivalry, Wyatt Nash has Paul Newman eyes. Ice blue, glowing with the radiance of sunlight on snow when he occasionally smiles. That smile would make angels weep.

      It made me weep. Into my pillow at night.

      Nash ran a hand over his shaved head, the small scar on his chin twitching with the grinding of his well-defined jaw.

      Okay, I'll stop.

      "It had to have been the dog, sneaking out and setting off the alarm," continued Nash. "The client wanted infrared lasers, and when you have a dog, lasers are not a good idea. If he'd just gone for a simple motion detector, no problem. Although anything over sixty pounds will set it off and that dog was no toy poodle."

      "Lasers are overkill if you have a dog,” Lamar spoke with his eyes closed. "But if the customer wants lasers, give them lasers. You need the money."

      "We need the money. You may be a silent partner, but you're still a partner."

      "I'm not a silent partner," said Lamar. "Jolene hasn't cashed out yet, remember?"

      "Speaking of money," I said.

      "I can't afford to give you a raise," said Nash.

      "It's Leonard Shackleton. He has your card—our card—and he's coming by this afternoon."

      "That's nice," said Lamar. "I told you she'd work out."

      "Another security analysis? Does he live in town?" said Nash. "I could drive out and assess his home. Or is it for his business?"

      "He's in town temporarily. I think. Leonard Shackleton. The producer." Nash's brows creased. I added, "The Exterminator. You know? Time Warpers. The Lusitania Affair?"

      "I liked The Exterminator," said Lamar. "But The Lusitania Affair was overhyped."

      "Movie guy? What's he want?" said Nash.

      "I don't know what he wants, but I assume he's interested in hiring me. I mean, us. He heard about us in Variety. I mean, about me working here."

      "Heard about you? Are you sure this isn't another of those tabloid deals?"

      Nash had rules. Rule number one was no Hollywood Maizie references in the office. Which was fine with me as I didn't Hollywood anymore. Rule number two was no hugging. Rule two also made me weep into my pillow at night.

      "Maybe he wants a bodyguard," I said. "Or a special security system. Or he wants you to investigate something. Maybe due diligence?"

      I hoped it wasn't research. Research was not my fav. But we'd take what we could get.

      "Sounds like good money, whatever it is," said Lamar. "Hopefully it'll be better than the laser job."

      Nash glanced sideways at me, meeting my sea glass greens with his Paul Newman blues.

      "Miss Albright." His head dipped in thanks with a smile that revealed a half-dimple in one cheek.

      My heart bounced like it was jamming to a techno house party beat. It'd been a while since I'd seen that smile. Nash had been knocking himself out, trying to get the business back on its feet. Smiles were not in his survival daywear. Lately, he'd been wearing a furrowed brow, tight lines around his eyes, and a grimace.

      My poor Nash.

      "Good job, kid." His eyes met mine, then traveled down my ATM scoop neck tank. He ran a knuckle against his whiskered jaw and drew a deep breath.

      I felt the sizzle and pop in the current that ran between us. Undercurrent. Deep current.

      Involuntarily, my toes curled, my back arched, and my stomach danced sideways. We'd been playing it cool, working our butts off, and ignoring the heat between us. This small sign of recognition felt like a crack in the "no relationship at work" wall we'd (he'd) created.

      Lamar coughed.

      Nash's dimple disappeared.

      My cheeks heated to match my "Hotter Than You Pink" OPI pedicure.

      And we simultaneously turned at the knock on the door.
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      A slight man entered. A ginger, like me, except more freckled. Older, but wore his age casually. His pale green seersucker suit and white CK loafers granted him that old Southern charm ID. Very dapper. I love a good seersucker.

      "Theodore Malthus," he drawled and gave a slight bow to the room.

      Nash snapped his mouth shut. "Mr. Malthus."

      Theodore trotted forward and took my hand. "Truly a pleasure, Miss Albright. I'm a great fan of your work."

      "That's nice." I reverted automatically back to starlet simpering, which couldn't be helped. Renata said love from fans helped to overcome the lack of affection from my manager. I mean, mother.

      Theodore leaned to plant a kiss on the back of my hand.

      I flashed him my famous Julia Pinkerton finger gun. "I'm always thrilled to meet a fan."

      "Of course, I know you from Julia Pinkerton," drawled Theodore. “But it's your reality work that I enjoyed. All is Albright is such a hoot."

      Nash cleared his throat.

      I lost the simper. "What can I do for you? We do for you, I mean. Security or private investigation-wise?"

      "That's not why I'm here, sweetie." Theodore trilled a laugh, placed his hands on his hips, and swiveled to take in the office. "She said Maltese Falcon noir. I think we're halfway there."

      "Beg your pardon?" said Nash.

      "Hells. You're the designer," I muttered. Catching Nash's look, I turned to Theodore. "There's been a mistake. Vicki has it all wrong. There's no reason for you to be here."

      "I think there's every reason for me to be here. All the reasons are screaming at me. Screaming and crying and pleading for me to do my work."

      "I'm confused." Nash held out his hand. "I'm Wyatt Nash of Nash Security Solutions. Why are you here?"

      "I know who you are. I know everyone in Black Pine." Theodore held up his phone, touched the screen, and spoke to his hand. "Bring everything. Quickly."

      Nash gave up on Theodore Malthus and turned back to me. The smile had been evicted. "Miss Albright."

      "Remember Mr. Shackleton is coming? Remember how happy you were a minute ago when I told you that news?"

      "Miss Albright."

      "Well, I met Mr. Shackleton when I was with Vicki. My⁠—"

      "I know who Vicki Albright is."

      "Right, so like, we were doing lunch at the Cove and Mr. Shackleton was lunching with Cambria—Do you know Cambria?—and she…" The smile hadn't just been evicted. It had been eviscerated. I hurried the story along. "Anyway, Vicki thought Mr. Shackleton was interested in me for a role and not for private investigation work. Even though I explained, Mr. Shackleton looked at our business card and said he’d heard about the case in Variety. Casework. Not my dramatic work."

      At those words, Nash's eyes flicked skyward then to Lamar. But Lamar was staring stonily at Theodore Malthus.

      "This has to go," Theodore explained to Lamar. "It doesn't say, Maltese Falcon."

      "It says, my feet and back hurt and this chair is comfortable. First shift at the bakery starts at four a.m., and this chair is part of my break schedule." Lamar slammed the lever on his recliner. The headrest hit the wall and an explosion of drywall rained on the stained corduroy material. "It's my damn chair."

      Theodore raised his phone to his mouth. "We're going to need drywall patch, too."

      "Miss Albright." Nash's voice rose.

      "Anyhoo…Vicki thought since Shackleton is coming here, your office needed a little lift. Decorating lift. I tried to convince her not to do it. But she doesn't listen to me. You know how she is."

      "This is my office." Nash folded his arms.

      "And my damn chair," chimed Lamar. "I rescued it. It's a rescue chair."

      "Y'all are just too precious." Theodore laughed. "Jolene warned me about you two."

      Nash spun around. His scar beat white against his chin. "Jolene? Jolene Sweeney?"

      "Oh, shizzles," I said and felt my skin turn white (whiter) as Nash spun back to me.

      "Jolene. He said Jolene," Nash snarled. "You. Fix. This."

      He shoved past Theodore and strode from the office.

      Lamar walloped the chair lever, scooted the chair from the wall, and dusted the plaster debris from its back. "It's been nice knowing you, Mr. Malthus."

      "Seriously, Mr. Malthus," I said. "There's been a big mistake."

      "Call me Theodore, honey.” He turned back to his phone. “Y’all just hang on a minute.”

      "Theodore. My manager, I mean Vicki, is confused. She misunderstood what Leonard Shackleton wants from me. And this isn't her office, so she has no right to do anything to it."

      "Dear me." Theodore slipped his phone into his jacket pocket and laid a manicured hand on my arm. "Leonard Shackleton? The Leonard Shackleton? This is worse than I thought."

      "That's exactly what I'm talking about. This isn’t movie business. Vicki thinks he's interested in me for a part when he's just interested in hiring us for a private investigation or security gig."

      "Honey, everything with Leonard Shackleton is movie business." Theodore laughed. "But look who I'm talking to. You're Maizie Albright, and I'm just a lifestyle designer. The lifestyle designer for Black Pine, but still. Whatever Mr. Shackleton wants, you need to resuscitate this office. Immédiatement."

      "We can't afford it."

      "Vicki's paying."

      "Not when she finds out this isn't industry related."

      Theodore pulled his lips into a purse and tapped his fingers on his chin. "I see. But what are you going to do when Shackleton takes one look at this rinky-dink pigsty and decides he's better off hiring an Atlanta firm to do whatever it is that he wants?"

      I pulled in my breath. "I need his business. We need his business."

      "So I've heard." Theodore cut me a look. "Jolene's been talking."

      I folded my arms. "That woman is evil."

      "She's an ex-wife. Goes without saying. At least from Nash's point of view. And Jolene says she still owns half the business."

      I wrinkled my forehead, but he had a point when it came to Jolene Sweeney. "She's been fighting the buyout. Lamar's got the money, but she keeps claiming red tape."

      "Oh, honey.” Theodore winced sympathetically. “It's because Jolene hates your guts. She thinks you're sleeping with Nash."

      "But I'm not," I said.

      "Listen, Jolene's a client, but she's not a friend. That woman would rather stab you in the back than look at you. Why don't I help you out?” Theodore rested his hand on his chest. "Let a fan do you a favor."

      I grabbed his hands, my eyes teared. "You're so sweet. But there's just a little problem."

      "Nash and Lamar."

      Gripping his hands, I nodded, sniffing. "I love them. But this is a pigsty. I don't know what to do."

      "You're used to luxury. You lost it. And now you're doing the best you can."

      I fell against Theodore, sobbing into his seersucker. "It's been hard."

      "Honey, I know. Let old Theodore handle this. Don't cry, sugar." He patted me, then shoved me away. "You're wrinkling your Anthony Thomas Melillo top. And mascara on my Haspel? That's the real crime. Now, here's what we're going to do. You need some theater back in your life. We're going to stage an office."

      "But Nash'll come back and see that you’ve changed things. He hates change. Like totally and for real."

      "Leave it to me. There's an empty office next street over. I'll get the keys from a realtor friend, my boys will set up in there. Tack up a new sign, and voilà, you meet with Shackleton in a noir by T. Malthus, Esquire. Shackleton will be impressed and hire you. How could he not? My work is incredible."

      "But how can I pay you back?

      "Honey, you pay me back by coming to a party at my house. It's nothing. Seriously, building a mock PI office is a lot easier than tearing this one down and building it back up."

      

      I slipped out to find a Noir-ish ensemble to match Theodore's staged office—Ulla Johnson in a black cap-sleeve lace dress that had a 40's vibe with Gianvito Rossi ankle-strap pumps—and returned to an old brick building two streets down from the Dixie Kreme.

      "Nash and Albright" had been stenciled on the storefront window.

      I squealed and clapped my hands, glanced around the street to see if anyone noticed, and dashed inside the new office. The front room had a wooden railing separating the receptionist desk from the front door. Inside the PI's sanctum, two wooden desks sat perpendicular to each other with a battered (but not dusty) file cabinet between them. Green-shaded brass banker lamps, leather-bound ledgers, and blotters completed the vintage noir look.

      Theodore Malthus stood in the center, surveying his masterpiece. I grabbed his shoulders, screamed, and bounced, making my lace shimmy and slide. He took no notice but stepped back and bowed.

      "How?" I said.

      "Big staff." He smiled. "And I'm a good resourcer."

      "How long can we keep this?" I bit my lip. "Nash won't be too happy. He's not into theater. Or deception of any kind. Also, the Nash and Albright name—which I definitely think has a ring—will probably not go over too well. Probably not well at all. Like, he'll hate it. He already has a business name."

      "Not to worry, honey. The stenciling isn't permanent. It's on a clear shade. We just roll it up, and it disappears before your boss sees it. If Shackleton hires you, you may need it again. But I've worked my magic. It might be used for another set, so we can keep it for a while."

      "You're amazing. I can't wait to see Nash's face when he hears we got Shackleton as a client. I'm sure he'll be so thrilled he won't care that I did it on the sly." I crossed my fingers behind my back. Of course, Nash would care.

      Theodore gave me a slow blink and regal head bow. "I'm leaving you with a friend. Lana. She can act as your assistant for the meeting. I also have someone waiting at the old office to route Shackleton here."

      Tears welled, and I sniffed. "Very few people would have done this for me. I can't thank you enough, Theodore. Are you sure I can't do more for you than attend your party?"

      He shook his head, smiling.

      A cute blonde in a gingham shirtwaist dress sashayed through the door. "I'm Lana Miles, your new assistant."

      I threw myself at Theodore, happy T. Malthus didn't have a rule number two.

      He hugged me back, then straightened his jacket. "Lana, when Mr. Shackleton arrives, have him wait no less than a minute thirty, but no more than two minutes thirty. He's busy, but we also need to seem busy. Bring him in to Maizie, and she'll do the rest."

      Lana nodded and returned to the front room. Theodore turned to follow her.

      "Wait," I said. "How do I get him to hire me without Nash here? Nash doesn't have me talk to the clients."

      "You'll do great, sweetie.” Theodore patted my hand. "It's just another role, right?"

      I wrung my hands, knowing this would tick off Nash. They were his clients. He had the investigator license. I had to complete two years under his mentorship. "Better to ask for forgiveness than permission, right?"

      "I like that." We air-kissed, and Theodore strode to the back door. "Break a leg, honey."

      Dread mounted with each mincing step Theodore took from the office. I'd been excited to snare Shackleton with a better venue and hadn't thought beyond his first visual impression.

      "Nash's going to kill me," I muttered, then the realization of what I'd committed slapped me in the face. "Oh my God, this is fraud. Is it fraud? I do work for Nash Security Solutions. OMG, I'm going to lose my probation if this is fraud. Please do not let this be fraud. How did I let Theodore talk me into this?"

      A voice piped from a hidden intercom. "Mr. Shackleton to see you," said Lana.

      "Shizzles. Hells. Hells to the shizzles." But I could do this. Or at least Julia Pinkerton could. Her character knew how to run a private eye office. As a high schooler in a cheer skirt, for cripes sake. If Julia Pinkerton could do this, I could do it. I was Julia Pinkerton after all.

      Well, I'd acted as her fictional character.

      I took a deep breath, resourced my inner Julia Pinkerton, and strode to meet Leonard Shackleton at my hopefully-not-fraudulent front door.
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      Leonard Shackleton shook my hand and gave me an appraising once-over, followed by a firm yet fleeting smile. We sauntered to Sam Spade's desk, where he took a seat in the vintage scuffed (but not ripped) leather chair, and I took the antique-ish worn (but not worn-out) desk chair. I set aside the old-timey candlestick phone and placed my open hands on the desk.

      "Mr. Shackleton, what can we do for you?"

      He glanced around. "We?"

      "Mr. Nash is currently out. But he was excited to hear you might drop in." I gave Leonard Shackleton my best Julia Pinkerton smile. Sassy with an eyebrow lift. "Mr. Nash can meet you later. Wherever you want. Just not here.” I gave myself a mental slap and rushed to recover. “Do you need security help? Or investigative research?"

      "It's not for me." Leonard leaned back in his chair. "It's actually for Cambria."

      "Does she need investigative work? Or a bodyguard?"

      "More like a babysitter."

      I cleared my throat. "I'm sorry, I mean, can you explain?"

      "Look." Shackleton smiled apologetically. "I know your past. You've worked with Cambria. And there are similarities, right? Child actresses. And recently she's gone off the rails. Personally. Not professionally. Yet. Just like you."

      "Sort of,” I drew out the words. "But I've changed. That's why I'm here in Black Pine." As was Cambria. "I mean for work." As was Cambria. "I quit acting. And reality show acting. Anything to do with the industry."

      Leonard waved a hand. "I heard. Judge's orders."

      "My therapist recommended it too. But also because my heart lies in private investigation-ing."

      Which wasn't a word.

      "Private investigations."

      I stopped talking.

      "I just need someone to look after Cambria. We're filming in and around Black Pine as you've gathered. The movie is an epic role for her. Our director loves her work, and he wants her on this project. But Cambria's a hot mess. The world doesn't know it yet, but she's one meltdown away from shitting up my movie. The investors are leery of her. We almost couldn't get artist liability insurance on her. The production company requires a big policy for a film of this magnitude. Even with the bond, we had to work in the babysitting clause to get the underwriter to agree to the policy."

      "Is it worth it?"

      "I think Cambria's smart. She's got the chops. Ed Farmer, the director, thinks she's hot. Oscar hot. Ed says she's Angelina meets Jennifer."

      "Lopez?"

      "Lawrence."

      "Wow."

      "Exactly. She's also getting a cash break on the film, thanks to her agent. Net and gross points. We want to make sure her shenanigans are squared. Hence that chunky liability coverage. Ed believed in her, though."

      "Cambria knows all this is riding on her? To be honest, I was surprised when I heard the stories about her current lifestyle. I didn't believe them. She wasn't like that when I knew her. As a kid, she was super serious. Always studying. No time for reindeer games, if you know what I mean.”

      "Kids change. Maybe she got tired of studying and the stage. She wanted to cut loose and didn't know how to stop." Leonard shrugged his shoulders. "Our insurance company wants to send someone to keep an eye on her, but you gave me a better idea."

      "I see." I totally saw. "So you want Mr. Nash to act as her bodyguard, but really you want him to make sure she stays away from…things that will…shit up your movie."

      “Not Mr. Nash. You. I’d like to work with you personally. Plus, Cambria would trust you. She'd sleep with him, and that'd be it. That's Cambria, you know. From what I hear, it's one of her addictions. You know how that is."

      It wasn't one of my addictions, so I didn't really know. I thought about protesting the idea of Cambria seducing Nash. But I'd heard Cambria recently had a fierceness when it came to men. And Nash was totally sleepable. Actually, I personally didn't know that. But he looked like he was. Which was one of my many issues.

      "Unless he's…unattainable?" continued Leonard.

      I shook my head. Nash was attainable. So very attainable.

      "So you just need me to keep Cambria from partying?" This wasn't strictly investigation work. Nash might not object. In fact, when it came to hanging out with a celebrity who liked to hit on anything not tied down, he'd want me to do the job and not him. Brilliant. "I'll do it. But you should know, Cam-Cam and I worked together, but we were never best friends. Like I said, she was busy studying, and I was the one…partying."

      "Earlier I think you said something about 'living in the now?'" He smiled. "I completely agree. Like I said, kids change. And Cambria is no longer a kid. Neither are you."

      OMG, he'd been listening to Vicki's snide comments when we thought he was focused on his phone call. How embarrassing.

      "I'll have my people draw up a contract."

      "Great." I stood to shake his hand.

      Leonard clasped my hand in his. "Maizie, this means a lot to me. Personally."

      "You're welcome." I put away Julia Pinkerton, unnecessary now, and gave him my Maizie Albright smile. "I'm happy to help. I could have used someone looking out for me back in the day."

      "Too bad we didn't know each other back in the day."

      I nodded. Vicki would have killed somebody for that kind of in.

      He gripped my hands. "But that's all behind you. Right? You have a sponsor and all that? Because the last thing Cambria needs is an enabler."

      My smile tightened, and I wiggled my hand within his large palms. "I had therapy. All sorts. Just loads of therapy. It's all good. I'm a true professional. I mean, I'm professionally being mentored. In private investigations. But I'm so done with the old lifestyle. Like totally done. I don't touch anything. Except carbs. But we're allowed one vice, right?" My laughter was cut short by the confusion in Leonard's eyes. Not everyone thinks carbs are funny.

      "I'm happy to hear it." Leonard shifted to draw my hand closer to him. "You look good. Healthy."

      "Thank you." Healthy was LA speak for fluffy. Fluffy was Georgia speak for chubby. I preferred “curvy.”

      "How did you know I was a Bogey fan?"

      I didn't. But obviously, Vicki did. Figured.

      His eyes took a slow trip south. "You remind me of Bacall in The Big Sleep. I'm a Bacall fan, too. Nice dress. Very nice. I always admired your red carpet style. Back in the day."

      "Thanks very much." Back in the day, I was a teenager. I yanked my hand from his. "I should go find Nash and let him know about the contract."

      "Why don't we meet for dinner at the Cove tonight? With Cambria, of course. We can all get to know each other."

      "With Nash?"

      "If you think it necessary."

      I thought it very necessary. Since I knew Cambria and Leonard knew Cambria, that meant Leonard and I would be getting to know each other. "Let me check my scheduler." I looked at the desk and realized besides the blotter and faux leather account books, there wasn't a single item I could pretend was a diary. Or a computer.

      Theodore Malthus went a little too vintage.

      I opened an empty drawer, pretended to look inside, and shut it. "Looks like I'm free, Mr. Shackleton."

      "Call me Leonard. Eight o'clock?" At my nod, he continued. "Why don't you pick up Cambria and bring her to dinner? That'll give you an excuse to check up on her. She's staying at the club villas. Number six."

      "Alrighty."

      "What's your number? Your personal number. You just gave me the business number. I'll need to be in touch. A lot."

      "I left my phone in California and haven't gotten a new one yet, Leonard." Which drove Nash and Vicki crazy, but I found the loss of a phone very useful. Like now, for instance. No need for Leonard to be “a lot of touch.” "You can leave messages for me with the office phone, and if I'm with Cambria, you can reach me by her phone. I'll see you at eight."

      I slipped out from behind the desk to hold the door open for him.

      "I'm looking forward to it." He dipped forward to kiss my cheek. "And Maizie. This movie is important. Whatever happens, I'm holding you responsible for Cambria."

      Craptastic. If the rumors about Cambria were true, I'd have my work cut out for me.

      Leonard had better pay well because, on this gig, I might lose my job, my probation, and my lunch.

      
      Lana and I departed the office, making sure to roll up the "Nash and Albright" shade and roll down the normal one to hide the evidence. She dropped the key in her vintage handbag with a wink and sashayed down the street. I watched her for a minute, wondering why she looked familiar, but left that quasi-déjà vu for more serious pondering. As in how to convince Nash to sign the contract for this job with Leonard Shackleton. I traipsed back through the Dixie Kreme shop (with a quick stop-in hello to Lamar and a snagging of a sour cream donut) and up to the Nash Security Solutions office.

      The office was empty. Likely Nash still avoided the possibility of a Jolene Sweeney invasion. I called him with the all-clear and mention of a job offer.

      He strolled in ten minutes later.

      "Were you nearby?" I sat behind his dusty desk, where the account books were not leather, but on a computer spreadsheet. The phone was vintage. If an eighties-era IBM with an actual cord counted as vintage.

      He shrugged and fell into a chair across from the desk. Crossing his ankle over his knee, he folded his hands on top of his head and raised his brows. "Nice dress. Where did you slip off to?"

      I glanced at my Ulla Johnson, having forgotten I had dressed the part for our Bogey drama. "Thanks. Just the cabin to change."

      "What for?"

      I released the thumbnail I'd been nervously chewing. "The meeting with Leonard Shackleton."

      "I see."

      What did he see? Did he see our faux office? The sign declaring me a partner when I was two years away from finishing my mentorship? Assuming I made it the full two years. Had he seen Lana Miles in her cute gingham? Or Theodore's crew of burly men?

      Nash watched me do more damage to my thumbnail. "Obviously, you convinced that Malthus guy to leave the office alone. Thank you. No friend of Jolene’s is a friend of mine, I can tell you that."

      "Right. Although I don't think they're friends. More like Black Pine society acquaintances."

      Nash wrinkled his nose and rolled his eyes.

      "Anyway, the meeting with Leonard Shackleton went well." I gave him my Cosmo Girl smile. Charming, flirtatious, and trustworthy.

      "Yeah, about that. I don't know if it's such a good idea. I'm trying to be careful about the cases I choose after what happened with the last big one."

      "I totally understand. But this could be very lucrative. And lucrative is kind of necessary right now?"

      "Some cases are not worth the money."

      "But you wouldn't have to do anything with this one. He just wants me to keep an eye on Cambria so she doesn't…'shit up' his movie. Cambria has gotten into some trouble recently and⁠—"

      "That sounds exactly like something I don't want to get involved in. Babysitting a Hollywood hot mess?"

      My face burned, but I didn't take the jab personally even though that headline had been used a time or two on me. "You don't have to get involved at all. Leonard wants me so Cambria doesn't suspect I'm babysitting. I used to know Cam-Cam."

      "But how do you keep her from
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