
 

Chapter 1 

Emily Chambers was not looking forward to the movie studio Christmas party. As a stay-at-

home mom, she was intimidated by the movie crews, the producers, directors, cinematographers 

and all of the worker bees who created a movie or TV series. They made her uneasy; they lived 

in a sphere outside the realm of ordinary people as they collaborated to magically turn words into 

visual images intended to enthrall and entertain.  

Emily was thrown into the mix of movie making because her husband, Josh, earned his 

livelihood from working hand-in-hand with production companies. He owned a business that 

sought out and found appropriate locations, one of the many homegrown jobs that sprang up in 

Wilmington to supply technical support for the film industry. He knew the area well and he 

meticulously scoured the city and the surrounding counties and towns for the right street, 

building, house, stream or rural setting that would be appropriate for a particular scene. He was 

good at his job and worked long hours, willingly absorbing the details in a script and working 

closely with the director.  

Regardless of her discomfort among the movie people, Emily went with Josh to any function 

that was important, as was the studio’s annual Christmas party. Josh drove down picturesque 

Market Street, overhung with live oaks threaded with drooping Spanish moss. He passed the 

small, already-filled parking lot of the historic Cape Way Mansion where the party was being 

held. He turned the corner onto a side street and drove a couple of blocks and edged his Honda 

Civic into an empty space. When he turned off the engine, he said to Emily, “You’re not nervous 

are you? You get uptight about these things.”   

“I don’t know these people like you do. I always feel awkward. You spend more time with 

them than you do with me. You’re all so close. It’s like you belong to a private fraternity and the 

rest of us are left out.” 

“Just think of them as technicians. They have jobs to do like anybody else. I have to keep a 

good relationship with the producers. They have to have confidence in me. Our financial well-

being depends on it,” Josh said as he opened the door. 

“You keep reminding me,” Emily answered as she got out of the car. 



They walked around the corner to the front of the columned, white mansion and climbed the 

wide, wooden steps of the porch. Josh was dressed in dark brown pants and a green and brown 

plaid sports coat over a white turtleneck. He was thirty-seven and Emily was thirty-five and they 

had been married twelve years, long enough to have accepted the habits and preferences of each 

other. Emily would have chosen a suit for Josh to wear, but he was most comfortable in his work 

clothes, jeans and a T-shirt, so dressing up for him was wearing a sports coat. Emily wore her 

favorite black dress with a simple round neck and a straight skirt, her little black dress. She had 

kept her figure after the births of two children, so she still looked good in it. She wore mid-high 

black leather heels, not the spikes that were so popular. She wasn’t about to try to stay upright 

and navigate five inches above the ground. Her long brown hair, parted on the side, tumbled onto 

the short black velvet jacket she wore over her dress to keep her warm in the chilly December 

air. Her jewelry was simple, a gold necklace and a couple of bangles purchased in a department 

store.  

The over-sized double front doors of the mansion were decorated with large green wreathes 

adorned with appropriately-sized red bows. When Josh opened the door, the hum of 

conversations buzzing from the crowded interior floated out to them. The house had only four 

large rooms, two on each side, divided by the center hallway, already crowded with clusters of 

people holding drinks and small plates of food. 

Inside, Josh spied Owen Ryder, the President of Coastal Studio, in the front room on the left. 

He grabbed Emily’s hand and pulled her through the crowd. Owen was talking to a well-dressed 

couple and an attractive brunette woman, wearing a tight red silk dress cinched at the waist by a 

wide belt of the same fabric. When Owen saw Josh and Emily, he extended his hand, “Josh, glad 

you could make it.” He looked at Emily, obviously not remembering her name but Josh rescued 

him, saying, “This is my wife, Emily.” 

Owen turned to the trio with him, saying, “Emily, yes. This is Danielle Harper. She’s a 

make-up artist, and this is Andy and Cindy Bennett. Andy’s a friend of Kevin’s.”  Emily knew 

that “Kevin” was Kevin Wilson, the Vice President of Coastal Studio. The couple was close in 

age to her and Josh, attractive and well-dressed. He was tall, over six feet, with a thick head of 

brown curly hair, brown eyes and an easy smile. His face still bore a hint of tan left from 

summer.  



Owen was introducing Josh and Emily. “Josh finds locations for us. He does a great job.” 

Everyone acknowledged each other, politely shaking hands all around. 

Andy’s dark suit, blue shirt and striped tie were obviously pricier than the kind of clothes 

that Josh bought. Andy was one of those men who looked like his clothes were right from an ad 

in an upscale magazine, crisp and new. Cindy had short blonde hair, cut straight and at an angle 

towards the front, draping her face. She wore a short white dress with a small black jacket, very 

chic. Everything about her shouted good taste and money, especially her diamond stud earrings 

and the strand of pearls around her neck. Emily felt dull in comparison. She assumed that Andy 

was associated with the movie business; she guessed he was probably a local lawyer who 

handled contracts.  

Owen informed them all, “There’s plenty of food in the next room and the drinks are out 

back. We didn’t have any room for them in here. We had to set up on the porch and yard.” 

“Big crowd,” added Josh.  

Owen agreed as he went on, “Probably too big for the mansion, but we wanted a smaller 

place, smaller than the studio. A sound stage is too big, too impersonal. This is nicer, even if we 

are a little crowded.” 

Andy interjected, “We’re going to find Kevin and Nicole. It was nice meeting you,” he said 

to Josh and Emily as he guided his wife toward the hallway.  

Owen resumed talking to Josh about the movie Danielle was working on, “It’s a comedy, 

and they’ve just started shooting. They have their own location scout, but I’ll give you the set 

director’s name and you can contact him. I’m sure he could use your help. Give me a call next 

week so I don’t forget. The crew’s on Christmas break now but they’ll be cranking up again in 

January.” 

Wanting to get away from business talk, Emily said, “I’m going to get some wine. Do you 

want some?” Josh answered, “Sure, red,” as he turned back to Owen and Danielle, anxious to 

find out more about the new film.  

Emily wove her way through the crowd to the back door at the end of the hall. The high 

ceilings and the lack of furnishings made the rooms seem even larger. The Cape Way Mansion 

was built for a wealthy family in the 1850s, only to be abandoned in a few years at the onset of 

the Civil War. When Wilmington fell in 1865, the house was taken over by the invading Federal 

troops and used as their headquarters. Now the house was a historical landmark open to the 



public, used often to host guest lectures about the history of the mansion, Wilmington or the 

Civil War. The guides who conducted public tours described in detail the destructive habits of 

the malevolent Yankees, claiming they showed no respect for the house or its furnishings. 

Emily stepped outside onto the porch where a small table on the right had been set up to 

serve wine and beer, a variety of uncorked bottles of wine ready to be poured by the young 

woman filling the orders. Out in the yard, a bartender was mixing drinks with liquor at another 

table. Four people were already in line waiting for wine, so Emily took her place, realizing that 

the man in front of her was Andy Bennett. She didn’t say anything to gain his attention, but he 

soon turned and looked down at her, smiling as he said, “I hope you’re not too thirsty. It’s going 

to be a few minutes.” 

Emily smiled and said, “I can wait.” 

Obviously bored and wanting to talk while he waited, Andy continued, “Beautiful night. A 

little chilly though, but what can we expect for December?” 

Emily wasn’t in the mood for conversation, but she didn’t want to be rude. “It will be hot 

inside in no time with all of those people.” 

“Quite the crowd. It’s amazing how many people it takes to put a movie together. Have you 

ever watched a scene being shot?” 

“Yes, lots of them. It seems like there’s always a shoot going on downtown.” 

“There are so many technicians and helpers standing around. It must get boring.” 

 “You’re right. There’s a lot of standing around. I waited over an hour to watch a scene that 

would last two minutes in the movie.” Emily was curious. “What do you do?” 

Andy chuckled, “Oh, I’m not in the movie business. I’m in real estate. This is the first time 

I’ve been to one of these parties. Like Owen said, I’m a friend of Kevin Wilson, the vice 

president. We play golf together. It sounds like your husband has an interesting job.” 

“He loves what he does. He gets so excited when he’s looking for a location. It’s almost like 

a scavenger hunt for him.” 

 “Looks like it’s my turn,” he said, as he turned to request wine from the young woman 

behind the table. After a few minutes, with his two glasses of white wine in hand, he turned to 

Emily, “Nice talking to you. If you’re interested, there’s a display upstairs of a local artist’s 

work. I thought you might be an art lover. Go up and look at it. I’m going to.”  



“Thanks for telling me,” Emily said. She asked for one glass of red wine and another of 

white. As she moved toward the door with a glass in each hand, a man standing on the porch 

opened it for her.  

She wove a path through the crowd back to Josh, handing him the red wine. He was still 

talking to Owen, but Danielle had disappeared. Owen did all he could to attract outside 

production companies, especially those from California. They depended on Owen to facilitate 

their production needs, everything from finding local housing for the out-of-town crew members 

to enlisting the police to close off streets. Owen was telling Josh about a new movie that would 

begin shooting in a few months. “It’s a big budget film. We’re lucky to get it. The film people in 

Atlanta were chomping at the bit, but I persuaded the company to come here. This one will bring 

a lot of money with it.” 

“That’s great,” Josh chimed in. We gotta keep them coming here.” 

“I don’t have trouble selling Wilmington,” Owen went on. “We have a good reputation. The 

crews and the actors always love it here and the production people love North Carolina’s tax 

incentives. We have to have them to stay ahead of Atlanta.”  

Emily listened uninterested for a while and then said, “I’m going to get some food.” Josh 

mumbled, “OK,” making no effort to go with her and leave his coveted spot with Owen. She 

joined several other people grazing at the table in the dining room. She picked up a paper plate 

and piled on some carrot sticks and dip, corn chips and salsa and a miniature quiche.  

She nibbled at the chips, putting her glass of wine on a window ledge, thinking of the art 

show upstairs. She picked up her wine and headed for the stairs in the hallway, catching a 

glimpse of Josh still talking earnestly with Owen. At the bottom of the stairs, Emily waited for a 

couple at the top to come down, and then she climbed the steep steps.  

The upstairs was a copy of the lower level, two large rooms on each side of the hallway. The 

room on the right was empty of furniture, and the walls were lined with art. The chandelier was 

dimmed and small track lights attached to the ceiling were focused on the art.  

The paintings were unframed but bordered by white mats, discreetly attached to the wall. 

The room wasn’t crowded; a few people moved among the paintings, talking and pointing as 

they examined each one. Andy stood with his back to her, looking at a beach landscape, a sandy 

shore extending down a long path to crashing waves, the blue sky above dotted with cottony, 



white clouds. ”That’s beautiful,” she said coming up beside him. His face lit up when he saw her. 

“You came. I’m glad to see you again. I guess I was right. You do like art.”  

“Yes, but I don’t get to see much of it. I never seem to have time to go to the galleries.” She 

wasn’t sure what had possessed her to come upstairs, but now that she was here, she recognized 

an immediate comfort with this man who had made a friendly impression on her while they were 

waiting for their wine. He was telling her about the artist. “She does a lot of seascapes. This one 

was painted on Blue Water Island. Each year a group of artists go there for a week to live 

together and paint. They’re inspired by the beauty of the island and its seclusion.”  

Blue Water Island was private and very quiet, no cars allowed; Emily had never been there. 

She wasn’t familiar with the artist. She had gone only once with a friend to an opening at one of 

the many galleries in Wilmington but only to look. She and Josh didn’t have any money in their 

budget for art. Josh liked music over art, so any extra money for entertainment was splurged on a 

concert in Raleigh. Josh would justify spending the money by saying they needed to have a 

special night out now and then.  

Emily and Andy moved on to the next picture, a beautiful rendering of an old house, as 

Andy continued talking about the artist. “She paints a variety of subjects, but generally she 

doesn’t do portraits of people.” 

“She knows how to give the house character. Something about it makes you believe that it 

has a history, a past.” 

“She has a wonderful technique and style. I find it very soothing.” 

When a man and woman said “Excuse me,” and went around them, Emily was struck with 

the thought that the couple undoubtedly thought they were together. Emily was embarrassed; her 

husband was downstairs. She was realizing that this man beside her had been a stranger 

downstairs, but now, in this second encounter, she felt as though they were old friends who had 

known each other a long time. It was so easy standing beside him, and his attention was 

flattering.  

They moved on to a third painting, another seascape, this one closer to the water with a flock 

of pelicans, wings spread, suspended among the clouds. Andy was telling her more about the 

intricacies of the way the artist used shadow and light in her paintings. He certainly knew a lot 

about art. “Do you know her?” Emily asked. 

“Yes. My wife and I own several of her pieces. Her work is at a gallery in New Center.” 



They both were quiet at the mention of his wife. Emily wondered where he had left her. She 

felt uncomfortable. Looking around she threw her empty paper plate and plastic cup into a waste 

basket in the corner as she said, “I should be getting back downstairs.”   

“I’ve enjoyed talking with you. Maybe I’ll run into you again,” he said, looking at her 

purposely. 

Emily couldn’t tell if he was hinting at something else. Had she been too friendly on the 

porch? She stammered, “Maybe,” as she was about to turn to go back downstairs. 

“Just a minute,” he said quickly. She stopped as he pulled a card from his inside pocket and 

handed it to her. “Here’s my card with my cell number. Maybe we could have lunch some time.” 

She was horrified as she looked at the card without taking it. What had she done to make 

him think she would do that? All she could say was, “I don’t think so.”  

He took a step closer, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you.” In a softer voice, he added, 

“Really I didn’t.” The nearness of him suddenly generated a sensation that was overtaking her, 

spreading throughout her body. She was acutely aware of his physical presence, his build and his 

height, his body and its closeness to her.  She wanted to reach out and touch the lapel of his 

jacket or his arm or his chest; she had an urgent need to have physical contact with him. 

“I, I have to go,” she said quickly heading for the door to escape him, not looking back as 

she hurried down the stairs. 

She was still flustered when she found Josh in the dining room munching on a plate of food. 

“Where have you been? I’ve been looking for you,” he said between bites. 

“I was upstairs. There’s an art exhibit up there. Beautiful paintings.” 

“Owen has some contacts for the picture that Danielle’s working on. He’ll put in a good 

word for me.” 

“That’s good,” she said but her mind was on Andy. What had just happened? Is that what 

“chemistry” between a man and woman was all about? She wondered if he had felt it, too. She 

took a plate and filled it with chips and salsa. “I could use another glass of wine,” she told Josh.  

“I’ll get you one,” he said and headed for the door.  

Looking into the room across the hall, she saw Andy and his wife talking to another couple. 

He looked as though he was happily married. Surely she had imagined that he was attracted to 

her, but yet, when he took that step closer to her, something had happened. 



She was relieved when Josh interrupted her thoughts and handed her the wine. She took a 

gulp, emptying half of the glass. “Whoa,” Josh said, “You must be thirsty. I’ll get you another.” 

“Just needed something to wash down the chips,” she said as she noticed Andy and his wife, 

with Kevin and Nicole, coming toward the food table. Kevin and Nicole were in their 30s, too, 

and they were slim and as well dressed as Andy and Cindy. The two couples looked like 

matching sets. Andy asked, “How’s the food?” as he took a plate and heaped it with chips. 

As he put hors d’oeuvres on his plate, Kevin said, “The food’s usually mediocre at these 

things, but this isn’t bad. This is a pretty good caterer.” 

Cindy said, “They’re limited to what they can offer a crowd this size.”  

Just then a woman wearing a black and white uniform carried in a large bowl heaped with 

shrimp over a layer of ice. A young man in white shirt, black vest and black bow tie followed her 

with a smaller bowl of cocktail sauce and they set both on the table. 

“Now, that’s what I call the good stuff,” Andy said jovially. 

Andy had moved across the table from Emily and he looked at her, holding his glance steady 

for a few seconds, just as Josh, his head down, was reaching for a plate and picking up a few 

shrimp and a spoonful of sauce. “Nothing like fresh shrimp,” Josh said. 

“Carolina shrimp, if you please. The best.” Kevin added. 

“Owen spares no expense for a party,” Nicole added. 

The glance from Andy, was it intentional? Was it a continuation of their clandestine meeting 

upstairs? It seemed so. No words were needed. Once again, an urge popped up inside her to 

move to his side, be near him, just as before, but he was with his wife, another woman standing 

in the way, which quickly dissipated the thought. 

Andy said casually to Josh, “It must be fascinating working in films.” 

Josh answered, “I can’t imagine doing anything else.” 

Kevin interjected, “We need to look for Owen. I told Andy that Owen might be interested in 

buying a beach house. Andy would be more than happy to help him. We need to find out what 

Owen’s thinking, if he’s serious.” 

Andy said, “Nice talking with you,” as he passed Emily and moved on with his wife and 

Kevin and Nicole.  

Emily watched them find Owen in the next room. Andy was talking with Owen while his 

wife stood quietly beside him. Emily clutched her glass of wine, hoping that she would never see 



him again, nor feel the physical sensation that had surged through her. She had never felt like 

that standing beside any man, not even her husband. 

 


