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Good For Her is dedicated to my Great Grandmother, Bonnie Mcleod. Look Nanny, I made it. 

 


Author’s Note

This book is a horror romance. That means that while we do have people falling in love and getting their happily ever after, the plot is very much a horror story. Good For Her, like my other slasher romances, is meant to be fast paced, bonkers, and very much an homage to the horror genre. The quotes, the kills, the spills, all of it is completely intentional. Why? Because that’s how slashers are. Do they always make sense? No, but that’s why we love them and continue to read and watch them over and over again. 

Please keep this in mind when diving into Good For Her, and I’ll think you’ll enjoy this book. And, if you don’t… 

Beep, beep, Ritchie. 

This book is rated R:

Good For Her is a horror romance novel with topics that may be upsetting for some readers. I encourage you to consider this list to know exactly what you are going to encounter while reading this book. This is not an exhaustive list, but I did try to cover the basics. Good For Her features murder—on page and off, discussion of gang rape, kidnapping, dubious consent, free-use, guns, knives, recreational drug use, thinly veiled homophobic comments (not by a good guy), callous comments on sex work, blood, gore, single incident of racism, religious trauma, death of a parent, and abuse of power.
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Evie

The Cold Open

“Beep beep, Ritchie.” I turned toward the craft services table and picked up a bag of chips, pretending to intensely read the label. Sebastian, my best friend, stood beside me and turned his head and swore as his agent stormed across set to berate him for some imagined infraction.

“I heard that.” The tall brunette woman—wearing hot-pink heels and a matching pantsuit—stepped between us, her back to me. She crossed her arms over her enhanced chest. With the heels, she loomed over us both. All around, members of the cast and crew passed by either snickering in amusement or shaking their heads at Sebastian. He was always getting into trouble with Heather. “I know your guys’ little code. What are you eating?”

“Nothing, I was just walking with Evie,” he lied.

I rolled my eyes from behind her and stepped farther down to the popcorn machine. I grabbed a paper bag and filled it, tossing a scoop of M&M’s in between layers of popcorn. I closed the bag and shook it noisily while Sebastian continued to get yelled at for eating.

“I want you to do another workout tonight before you go to bed.”

“I was up at three this morning working out. Come on,” he protested. “One bagel isn’t going to kill me.” He reached for the table, but she slapped his hand away.

“Say that in ten years. If we want a lifelong career, which we do, you need to learn smart eating now. You eat that bagel, and I’ll haul a treadmill into your trailer to run it off between scenes.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Oh, I would.”

Popcorn in hand, I stepped back and shifted to the side to watch the shitshow unfold. I’d warned him if he tried to sneak craft services, he’d get caught. Sebastian was Heather’s meal ticket. There was no way she’d risk her paycheck being short because he gained an ounce of weight.

His green eyes flicked to me, and he scowled. I popped a piece of popcorn into my mouth, and Sebastian stared at my hand as I mouthed, It puts the lotion in the basket.

We had lots of codes to talk to each other, all of them movie lines. What started off as a silly game on set of the first Simon Says movie turned into a secret language that helped us communicate around the adults. We were now on Simon Says Three, and the code was ever-expanding.

“Are you listening to me?” Heather snapped. 

Sebastian turned his attention back to his agent. 

“I got you a private screen test with the producers of that apocalypse movie. If you’re bloated, you won’t even make the shortlist.”

“It does this whenever it’s told,” I quipped. 

Heather turned her head and shot me a dirty look. She knew better than to say anything to me. My mom would have her ass dragged off the studio lot and out of Hollywood by sundown.

Sebastian huffed loudly. “Yes, I get it. I’ll go drink some water and continue to starve. Go find someone else to bitch at.”

Heather stormed off, leaving us alone.

“Come on. I want to relax,” Sebastian muttered. 

I refilled my popcorn bag, and together we headed to the trailer lot. Instead of heading to the one labeled Sebastian Shaw, we walked over to the one that said Lita Reyes—my mother’s. I climbed up the stairs and hurried inside, plopping down on the red velvet couch.

I didn’t have the same restrictions as Sebastian or Lita. I wasn’t an actress, just the child of one. However, I’d grown up on set and seen how badly Sebastian was treated. I often wondered, was it really worth the fame? But then he’d light up every time someone recognized him, or he saw his face on a billboard, so maybe it was. I wouldn’t know. No one ever paid attention to me.

“Did you hear that bullshit? A treadmill in my trailer!” He collapsed beside me, and I offered him the popcorn. He scarfed it down. “Ooh, M&M’s.” He smiled, leaned across the couch, and gave me a quick peck on the lips. “I was watching The Exorcist…”

Butterflies fluttered around my belly. “It got me thinking about you.” It was our way of saying I love you. We’d yet to say the actual words, but the movie lines felt just as powerful. They were special and only ours.

Sebastian set the empty bag down and turned back to me, kissing me again. His smile, salty and butter-flavored, curled against my lips as our mouths met again. This time, our tongues touched, and in a flash, the mood shifted from playful to something else. He pushed me down onto the couch, his hands roaming under my shirt. A groan rose from his throat.

“I can’t wait for—”

The door flew open, and light poured in, causing us to bolt upright.

“Sebastian Shaw, I know you aren’t making a mess in my trailer.” My mother came in, hand on hip. She was in costume, a matronly fuchsia dress. Her black hair, normally soft and smooth, was curled and teased to resemble a woman from the eighties. Fake blood had been splattered all over her dress, face, and arms. She kicked off her thick pumps and huffed. “Don’t you have something better to do than make out with my daughter and get popcorn all over my expensive furniture?”

I blushed and glanced over—Sebastian was grinning ear to ear.

“Actually, I don’t, ma’am. My scenes aren’t for another hour.”

“Lita,” she corrected. She wagged a finger at us. “Just because you two are dating doesn’t mean I’m an old lady. And I got done early, so they’ll be calling for you soon, I bet.”

Her costume suggested otherwise, but I wasn’t going to be the one to tell her. She was turning forty-nine this year, but in Hollywood, that was basically thirty.

I patted Sebastian’s knee and looked up at him, taking in just how cute he was. I was so lucky. I was living every teenage girl’s dream. I was dating Sebastian Shaw, the Hollywood bad boy. He was on the cover of magazines, movie posters, and had already won awards, at just sixteen. With his long, jet-black hair, green eyes, and chiseled jawline, he was easily the most handsome boy I’d ever seen. Even before he’d started getting tall and working out, I’d had a crush on him.

And he was in love with me.

“We have such sights to show you,” I said—our secret way of telling him to go with it because it would be worth it after. Which, in this situation meant prepare to shoot a scene. I squeezed his hand. “I’ll come see you after your scenes,” I promised. Now that my mom was done with hers, Sebastian would be called to set shortly, which meant, if we were lucky, he’d get out early. Reluctantly, he left, giving me one last lingering kiss before running out.

“You two are too cute,” my mom sighed as she peeled off her costume and headed to the shower. “Remember, I’m going to dinner tonight. I won’t be home.”

Oh, I knew.

“These are very important men, and I suspect I may be out all night, so you’ll need to catch a ride with Sebastian in the morning. I presume he’ll have snuck in to keep you company.” She shot me a look that was equal parts motherly warning and sisterly amusement. I cringed. She’d given me the sex talk the day before, and it was just as awkward as one could expect. Made worse by how pro-sex she was. I would have rather had the “stern-purity-bullshit” speech over the “lubrication-is-your-friend” one.

“Maybe.”

Despite being far too interested in my pending sex life, I loved the relationship between us. Lita Reyes had spent almost twenty years in the spotlight before deciding to have me. She claimed she wanted a best friend who, in her words, “was more beautiful than she could ever be, but just as smart.” While I wasn’t so sure about the whole “more beautiful” part, I appreciated the sentiment. My mother was a Latina bombshell. I could only be so lucky to look like her.

Maybe then I could star in movies.

From day one, I tagged along with her to movie sets. The cast and crews always treated me warmly, and many of them, as we continued on with the Simon Says franchise, came to feel like family. They played games with me in between their scenes, and I’d help them run lines. I came to the premieres, and they came to my birthday parties.

It was how Sebastian and I met. My mother introduced us on the first day, despite Heather arguing that the talent shouldn’t be distracted. We were the only kids on set for Simon Says, so the production company set up a trailer for us to attend school in. In between classes and filming, we kept each other company in our trailers, watching movies, pretending we were part of those worlds, and for a little bit—pausing the world we actually lived in. We bonded over existing in a world meant for adults. I’d never hung out with a kid my age before him, so he was special to me. And later, as we grew up on set... I became special to him as well.

Later that night, as my mother was heading out the door in a gorgeous red, skintight cocktail dress, she paused to kiss me goodbye and to remind me to lean on Sebastian.

“Hollywood is an awful yet magical place. If, for some reason, I’m not there, you two need to stick together.”

Her eyes bore into me for a beat longer than comfortable. I cocked my head, curious.

“Who are you doing dinner with again?”

She inhaled deeply and looked away.

“Six men who don’t deserve the privilege.”

I didn’t understand. Lita Reyes was like that sometimes. Blunt when she needed to be, cryptic when she wanted to be. I suppose it didn’t matter who these men were. Her tone and grim expression told me I should be so lucky to never meet them.

She hugged me one more time and left without another word.

I watched from the window as she walked down the long drive and stepped into a limousine. Then, I called Sebastian.
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“WHOA.”

Sebastian rolled off me and collapsed onto the mattress. Our bare chests rose and fell in matching rhythm. My skin was slick with sweat, and my heart was beating so fast, like I was the Final Girl in one of the movies we loved so much. My body was reacting as if I’d just sprinted through the woods, only to be caught by the handsome serial killer, and I wasn’t mad about it. I’d be Sebastian’s final girl any day.

“Was it good for you?” He turned and propped his head up in his hand. 

I rolled to face him. “I mean, yeah. It hurt, kind of. It hurt a lot when you first started, but after a while, I forgot about the pain.”

“They say that’s normal,” he offered, running a finger down the middle of my chest, between my breasts. “I love you so much, Evie. I’ve never loved someone as much as I love you.”

“I—uh…” Panic fluttered in my belly. We’d never said those words before. “I was watching The Exorcist,” I said lamely, too scared to use the real words. It almost felt like a jinx. If I confessed that I loved him, he’d for sure meet some beautiful actress, fall madly in love, and forget about me.

“Groovy,” he sighed, quoting Ash from Evil Dead, clearly disappointed. After a beat, he finished the phrase from The Exorcist. “It got me thinking about you.”

We fell asleep, his workout alarm rousing us. I joined him, as my mom had directed, noting that she had, in fact, not come home last night. We went to the gym, did our workouts, and then headed to the lot. He dragged me through the large bare sound stage, over to set. The only lights were the security lights above various exits, creating shadows across the already creepy set. I glanced around. We were in Sebastian’s character’s bedroom. He paused near his bed, tilting his head toward it and smiling wickedly at me.

“Movie fact—this is a real bed.”

I bit back a snarky comment but couldn’t contain the eye roll and excited butterflies in my belly.

“We’re early, but that just means we can sneak in round two. They say it hurts less and less each—” Suddenly, he stopped midsentence, and his eyes widened.

“Beep beep, Ritchie,” he whispered. 

The use of our code, alone in the dark, made me freeze. Goose bumps rose on my arms as he reached for my hand, squeezing it tight. Something was wrong—very wrong. I turned slowly, fear sliding up my spine as I tried to keep my steps quiet. When I was fully facing the rest of the room, my blood ran cold. I snapped my mouth shut as I saw a shadow running away, pushing open the emergency door and fleeing.

“Evie, don’t look!” Sebastian shouted and tried to turn me away, but it was too late. I saw the body swaying from the scaffolding right where the man had just been. My entire mind went blank as I stared at the familiar dress and high heels.

And then, I screamed.
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Evie

The Time Jump

“Hello, and welcome to Featured Creatures, the only show where we keep the female gaze at the forefront as we explore all things horror. I’m your host, JoJo Perkins. Today, we have Evie Reyes in the studio, the daughter of legendary Final Girl, Lita Reyes—rest in peace.”

JoJo put her hands together in a praying motion and looked to the ceiling. “Evie here has granted us an exclusive interview as she prepares to reenter Hollywood, this time in front of the camera.”

She turned her chair, adjusting her bright yellow cocktail dress to better cover her lap. I forced myself to keep up the fake smile as I waved to the cameras. I caught myself starting to slump forward and straightened my posture.

JoJo’s hair and makeup looked gorgeous, and the yellow dress complemented her flawless dark skin perfectly. Her stylists were great at their jobs. I, on the other hand, had dressed myself today. Thankfully, I’d recently gotten my hair cut to resemble the Betty Page look, so the maintenance was minimal. I’d curled my black bangs and fluffed my shoulder-length hair and called it good so I could focus on painting my lips red and giving myself a simple smoky eye. The colors complemented my naturally tan skin tone, but they didn’t make me stand out like JoJo in her yellow dress. Paired with my ripped black jeans and a black shawl over a lacy black crop top, I looked…boring.

I needed a stylist.

I reached for the glass on the table and took a sip. My hand shook slightly as I placed it back down.

“You left California after Lita’s passing,” she prompted. 

I nodded. “I did. I moved to Michigan. My aunt Yvonne took me in. It was really healing to be around people who knew my mother like I did.”

“What did you do during your time there?” JoJo crossed her legs and leaned back in her chair. She was ignoring the cameras altogether, focusing her eyes and smile on me.

“Well, I finished high school. After I got my diploma, I wasn’t quite sure what I wanted to do with my life, so I—” Heat flooded my face. I laughed. “I’m going to sound like a man having his midlife crisis right now, but I started a podcast.”

The crew on the other side of the room chuckled, but JoJo, ever the expert host, rolled with it.

“Yes! I’m actually an avid listener of The Body Count Bimbo. Or was. I switched to the videos when you started your YouTube channel. I love seeing your gorgeous face light up and get all excited about our favorite topic, horror.” She turned to the cameras and flashed a megawatt smile.

“It’s so fun, going in every week and gushing about horror movies. It’s the best job ever.” I beamed.

“Mood, girl. You have over three million followers—we’ve got how many?” She scrunched up her nose. 

A cameraman called over to us. “Seven hundred thousand.”

“Oof. If you’re watching a clip of this on YouTube and haven’t already subscribed to our channel, make sure to hit the like and follow buttons so we can attempt to compete with Miss Three Million over here, and you’ll never miss a Featured Creature interview. Anyway, you’ve got your channel, what do you plan on doing with it now that you’re back in Hollywood?”

“Unfortunately, my channel has to go on hiatus while I’m here, but luckily, there are tons of videos from the last three years to binge while you wait for me to come back.”

“And for those unfamiliar with your content, what exactly would they be binging?” She leaned in.

“Over at The Body Count Bimbo, I go through the history of the horror genre in detail. I cover every subgenre, trope, famous actor and actress, and historical moment. I talk about what I love, what I hate, all of it. I leave no stone unturned.”

“Well, just the one.” JoJo gave me a pointed look. “As a fan, I’ve seen all of your videos, and there is one person and franchise you haven’t touched. Can we talk about it?” She shifted to a softer, more empathetic tone. As if I were a scared animal she was trying to lure out from its hiding space. 

I rolled my shoulders, uncomfortable. “That is why I’m here, isn’t it?” I smiled halfheartedly and looked down at my worn high-tops. The canvas was ripped on the sides, and I’d taken a marker to the rubber. I’d gotten them as a birthday present when I was sixteen. I’d been so happy then, with grandiose dreams and plans for a future nothing like the one that actually happened.

My mom wasn’t supposed to be murdered.

I raised my head, trying to exude strength. It was time to stop living in the past.

“Yes.” JoJo leaned in again, her eyes full of concern. “Do you want to take a break? Get some air or something before we continue?”

I pushed myself up from the chair. “Actually, yeah. I think that’s a good idea.” I removed my mic pack. 

The assistant director called cut, and the cameras stopped rolling.

“Ten minutes!”

“Thank you, ten!” the crew and I responded as we walked off. 

Antoinette, my agent, stepped up the moment I was off the set. She reached for my shoulders and stopped me.

“Are you okay? Talk to me, Evie.” She tilted my chin up, forcing me to look at her. 

I studied her face, focusing on her short brown hair and sparkling smile. Her dark skin, matching her eyes, glowed. I needed her confidence to rub off on me. I inhaled deeply, focusing on my breath. I made eye contact and nodded.

“I’ll be fine. It’s just a little nerve-wracking.”

She let me go, and together we walked outside. A handful of the crew were smoking near the doors. They nodded politely, but Antoinette pulled me away from them.

“You can do this. This is what you wanted, remember? Dante said you didn’t have to if you didn’t want to,” she reminded me. “You’ve already signed on to the movie.”

I closed my eyes and sucked in the fresh air while she continued to hype me up. 

Ten minutes went fast, and we returned to set. I gulped down a full glass of water, and when I set the glass down, the director called, “Action!”

“So, your mother, Lita Reyes, was a Final Girl. She played the iconic Lana Westcott in the Simon Says franchise.” She paused then continued. “The world was rocked when, five years ago, Lita Reyes was found dead on the set of Simon Says Three—an apparent suicide. You were the one who found her. Are you comfortable talking about it?”

My eye twitched.

Suicide? It wasn’t fucking suicide.

It was them.

Thornton. Dourif. Castle. Hodder. Englund. Bradley.

Antoinette stepped onto the stage.

“That wasn’t on the list of approved questions. Cut it, or we leave,” she snapped.

JoJo’s kind expression hardened in an instant. She turned to glare at Antoinette. The two women stared each other down, daring the other to argue. With a deep sigh, JoJo turned back to me, flashing her smile again.

“Despite your mother’s sudden death, the franchise continued on, shifting Sebastian Shaw into the lead role instead of replacing Lita with another actress. How do you feel about that?”

I forced a smile.

“I honestly have a lot of respect for the director and the writers for making that choice. I think it honors my mother’s legacy without erasing it, and that’s exactly why I took the call when Dante reached out.”

“Dante Delambre,” she clarified, looking at the camera.

“Yes, Dante is directing the next Simon Says film.”

“This is his directorial debut. He’s taking over for his father, who directed the first five movies. And it will be your debut, as well, on the silver screen. Tell us about that call, Evie.”

“Well, it came about six months ago. He’d seen my YouTube channel and had just signed on to direct the film. He’d been with the franchise as long as his dad, and he had a vision for how he wanted the sixth movie to go. He wanted me to be involved.”

“I’m sure that as an expert in the genre, your insight will be welcomed on set.”

I tried to stay focused, but my mind kept drifting elsewhere. I didn’t want to be doing this interview at all, but Antoinette thought helping promote the film would help me get a bigger role, and Dante hadn’t disagreed. Nothing had been locked in yet, so this was important.

I needed to make sure I was on that set.

“Did you say yes right off the bat to being cast, or were you hesitant to return to a place so... traumatic?”

My mind returned to the room. JoJo was pushing the limit. I glanced at Antoinette, who was already poised to shut down the interview. She’d wanted me to do this, but not at the cost of my emotions. A painful memory from that night washed over me.

Sebastian begging me to look away. Me, staring as my mother’s dead body swayed from the rafters. Shoving myself out of his arms to sprint to her, tripping over set pieces as I ran, but it was too late. There was so much blood.

I looked down to find my hands shaking. No, not today. I shoved the awful memory down.

“Sorry.” JoJo cleared her throat and started over. “How long did it take him to get you to say yes to the film?” Her eyes flicked to Antoinette, who nodded her approval.

“I did sit with the offer for a while before agreeing,” I admitted. “At first, it was a hard no. I didn’t think I could handle seeing everyone again. I wasn’t sure how they’d treat me or if they even cared about my mom. Had everyone moved on but me?”

When I glanced back at JoJo, I realized I’d gotten too personal. I cleared my throat and sat up, my face flushing.

“But Dante insisted I see his vision for the movie, so I flew in from Michigan, and he was right. Reading the script and seeing his storyboards in person sold me.” I finished with a smile.

“And now you’re officially signed on as…”

I smiled. “I’m actually not allowed to say who I’ll be playing.”

JoJo smirked for the cameras.

“All right, girl, keep your secrets. What are you most excited about?”

Revenge.

Thornton. Dourif. Castle. Hodder. Englund. Bradley.

“I think seeing some of the old cast and crew will be fun, now that some of the nervousness is gone. The dynamic will be a little different now that I’m an adult and can finally go to cast parties.” I laughed. These questions had been on the list I’d been given last night. They were safe. I was prepared.

“Yes, you were on set with your mother from a young age, weren’t you?”

“I was. She started the Simon Says movies when I was eight, and up until—” I steeled myself, pushing the heartache back. “Up until her passing, the Simon Says crew was like my family.”

“Speaking of the cast, how do you feel about working with Hollywood hunk Sebastian Shaw?” JoJo’s eyes lit up, and she bit down on her lip, as if having just savored the most delicious treat.

I inhaled deeply. My stomach twisted, and my heart sped up just a fraction at the sound of his name. Even after all these years, his name elicited reactions from my heart and mind that my soul fought against. I didn’t want to think about Sebastian. In my mind, he was just like the rest of them. Hollywood. No one had cared about me after she died. They had moved on with their lives as if Lita Reyes had never existed. And I couldn’t let myself be dragged off course on my quest for payback. My mother was going to be avenged. Somehow, I’d make it happen.

Sebastian Shaw wasn’t on the list of approved questions, but damn if it wasn’t a good one.
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Sebastian

The Establishing Shot

“Sebastian Shaw? Oh, my God.”

My lips twitched. As I spun around, I lowered my sunglasses and flashed a smile at the two women with their mouths open and arms stiff at their sides. The lanyards around their necks told me they were here for a tour.

“Hello, ladies. Would you like a picture?” I strode over to them.

“Would you? Sadie, oh my God. Amy is going to be so mad!” the blonde with the sheer crop top underneath squealed. 

I stepped between the two as the brunette on my left stretched her arm out to take a selfie.

“Who’s Amy?” I asked, smiling wide.

“Amy is our best friend. She was supposed to come with us, but her sister went into labor, and she had to head to the hospital. She’s obsessed with you. She has a tattoo that says Sebastian Says on her lower back,” the blonde who took the photo explained.

“Bummer. Want to really make her mad?”

The girls’ eyes widened, and they nodded.

“You got a pen?”

Two signed shirts later, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. “Sorry, ladies, I have to take this.” I left them giggling as I turned and ducked into a sound stage before I could be stopped by any more fans. There’d been no phone call, but it was an easy excuse to get out of talking to people. Just as I was putting it back in my pocket, a text came through from my agent, Anderson.

Anderson: WYA?

I scrunched up my nose at the question. I pushed the call button and brought the phone to my face.

“Hey, sorry. I’ll be there in a few. I got distracted.”

A loud sigh came from the other side of the call. “I’ll order a Red Bull.”

“Blueberry.” I hung up and left the building, grabbing a golf cart to take me to the lot restaurant I was supposed to be at twenty minutes ago. Once there, I ditched the cart and hurried inside, finding Anderson at a table, sipping on a glass of amber liquid. He was a silver-haired man in his fifties. He didn’t tan, bleach his teeth, or participate in any new trend that was running around L.A. His blue eyes were hard but his smile charming. Before he was an agent, he did a lot of security work. Today, like most days out of office, he wore jeans and a tight T-shirt over his muscles. He was a definite upgrade from Heather.

“Sorry about that. I was out late last night. I’m a little hungover,” I admitted, sitting down across from him. The restaurant was brightly lit, with lots of windows that let in natural light, and decorated in green and white. A waiter came over and set a blue energy drink in front of me, along with water. I downed the water and then popped the tab on the ice-cold can.

“I assumed as much,” Anderson said after the waiter left. “What time did you get home last night?”

“I love that you think I went home.” I sipped my Red Bull and tipped it toward him. “It’s hard being the hottest man in horror.” I grinned. A magazine gave me the title earlier this year, and I’d used that line every chance I got.

“Yeah, yeah. Drink up. I have some news for you, and I need you to pay attention.”

The waiter returned with a plate of cheese and crackers. I grabbed a wedge and popped it into my mouth.

“News?”

“I got the script for Simon Says Six.”

I paused, picking up the menu in front of me. “Oh yeah? Dante is directing, ain’t he?”

“He is. The subtitle leaves something to be desired. Simon Says Six: Six Six.” He rolled his eyes. “But, on the better end, the writers came up with some interesting stuff for Ronny McCoy.”

“Anything good?” I asked, feigning disinterest as I scanned the list of lunch items. My stomach rumbled. I tried to remember the last time I’d eaten, but last night was a bit foggy. All I remembered was a pair of soft, tanned—

“Well, your character is an adult now. So, they’re adding adult problems.”

“Adult problems?” I looked over the menu and lifted my sunglasses. “Like what? Bills, doctor appointments?” I laughed. “Is Ronny gonna have to get a desk job?” I reached for my drink and took a sip. I’d already seen the script. I just hadn’t mentioned it to anyone.

“No, he’s going to have sex.”

I choked on the carbonated liquid so hard it came through my nose. I set the can down and reached for a napkin.

That was a rewrite.

“What?” I coughed, cringing at the burning in my nasal cavities.

Anderson laughed.

“The producers saw you in Step-Devil. They know how much that movie made. They noticed that once you became a legal adult, you were up for the challenge. No pun intended. Step-Devil wasn’t just some cheap horror movie. You showed them what you could do when given the proper spotlight. They want that.” He smirked. 

I rolled my eyes, but a grin slowly spread over my face.

“Yeah? Well, Step-Devil paid for the privilege of seeing my ass plastered in every theater in the world.” I sat up. This meeting had just gotten interesting. “How much are they offering?”

“I told them how much we want, and they offered to double it.” Anderson leaned back, a smug smile on his face.

My eyes bulged.

Come again?

“Double Step-Devil? Do they even have the budget for that? It’s the sixth installment of the franchise, for fuck’s sake.”

“Apparently, they do. The studio thinks that you dropping trou, paired with a killer marketing campaign, will drive sales through the roof. Simon Says Six—”

“Six Six,” I interrupted. I’d been the one to suggest the subtitle and was quite amused by it. 

He rolled his eyes. “Simon Says Six: Six Six has the biggest budget of any film they’re making this year. You need to take the offer before they change their minds.”

I slammed the rest of my energy drink just as the waiter came by. He took my empty can, and I ordered street tacos and a beer then returned to the conversation.

“Doubling Step-Devil is steep. Why are they offering such a high price for my ass?”

Anderson’s blue eyes flicked away from mine. 

I narrowed my gaze. “What?”

“Well, for that price, they want a little more than just your backside.”

It took me a beat to understand, and then my jaw dropped. “They want me to show my cock on screen?”

“Well...” Anderson shrugged. “Yeah.”

I stared down at the table, slightly sick to my stomach. Suddenly, I wasn’t hungry anymore. I shouldn’t have downed that Red Bull so fast. Full-frontal nudity was bold. Was I prepared to show the world my cock? Would I disappoint, or would I shoot straight up to A-list status?

“We can always tell them no, Sebastian. It’s not like you need the money.”

No, I didn’t. Ever since I fired Heather and the rest of my team, I’d been putting a lot more money in the bank. Between them no longer stealing from me and finally taking on better-paying roles, I wouldn’t struggle for a long time if I invested wisely.

“Everything will be by the book?” I looked up, raising an eyebrow. 

He nodded eagerly. “Yes. There’ll be an intimacy coordinator any time it’s needed and a closed set for those shooting days. NDAs will be signed where appropriate, and there’ll be a discussion between everyone involved about what you and your costar are comfortable with.”

I pursed my lips in thought. I’d been in such shock at the idea of going full-frontal that I’d completely forgotten I’d have someone with me in the scenes.

“Have they cast her yet? Who is the character exactly? I need to see the script.” I sat back and ran a hand through my hair. It was still damp from my shower this morning. This was not the meeting I’d been expecting today.

“I can email it to you.” Anderson took out his phone and started tapping the screen. 

I shook my head in disbelief. He was a good guy overall. A vast upgrade from Heather, who’d managed me my entire childhood. He let me say no to projects without making me feel horrible, but he also knew a good deal when it came across his desk. And this was a good deal.

My phone vibrated in my pocket, signaling a new email.

“Take a look later, and we’ll set up a meeting to go over anything you want. Questions, concerns, requests.” He leaned in. “Sebastian, you can ask for anything you want at this point and get it.”

Really? I smirked.

“Just because I’m hot shit in my genre doesn’t mean I’m hot shit everywhere,” I argued. I could go to any horror convention and drown in a sea of pussy and cock from fans, but on the streets of L.A., no one noticed me.

“Stop lying to yourself.” He waved a hand dismissively. “Step-Devil put you on the map, and the producers know it. They are fully aware they could lose you if they don’t offer you something good. This could explode your career, Sebastian.”

I pressed my lips together and considered it. It wasn’t like my cock was unimpressive. I was happy with my size, as were the people I’d bedded. And I worked hard to maintain my toned body. Who didn’t like more money?

“Fine. I’ll do it.”

Anderson clapped his hands together and grinned. “I fucking knew you’d be in. Sebastian, you have no idea how big this is gonna be for you.”

I winked at him and laughed. “Right back at you.” I pointed to my lap. 

We both laughed, and then once we settled down, I realized something.

“One thing, though.” I leaned in, a twisted grin curling my lips. “An actor is only as good as his scene partner. Who is the bimbo I’m supposed to fuck?”
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Sebastian

The Final Girl

“When is the chemistry read? Bring in everyone you’re considering. I want a say in my scene partner,” I said to Dante. 

We walked across the studio from the parking lot together, at which time he mentioned my costar was basically chosen. They’d gotten it down to two women, of which I’d yet to meet. I was beginning to feel pushed out of the very franchise I was saving.

“It’s scheduled for next week, but I doubt we’ll need it. We’ve already narrowed down the roles, Sebastian. I think you’ll be fine with our picks.” He sighed. 

I stared down at the guy directing the next installment in the franchise I’d been a part of most of my life. Dante was in his early thirties, average build, with a creepy mustache and thick-framed glasses. There wasn’t anything particularly threatening about him.

“You asked me to flash my dick but couldn’t be bothered to ask if I wanted a say in who I’d be doing it in front of?” I shook my head. “You’re out of your fucking mind, Dante.” I was gearing up to rip his ass a new one when my gaze flicked away from him for a fraction of a second and—

Was that—no. Was it?

“Sebastian?” Dante asked, but his voice seemed far away.

“We’ll revisit this,” I mumbled as I started away, toward the woman who looked startlingly familiar. “Hey!” I called, raising my arm to wave. She was heading into a building. “Hey!” I yelled, my tone more urgent, my pace quickening.

She stopped, and so did my lungs.

“Evie?”

I stared, dumbstruck, at the girl I’d given my heart to when I was young. From a distance, I’d been unsure, but there was no denying it now. Her dark-brown hair was cut to the tops of her breasts, curling at the ends. Her face had matured, but her russet-brown eyes remained just as I’d remembered. Even the clothes she wore had the same casual, grunge style.

I’d been thrown back in time.

“Sebastian.”

Her maroon-painted lips curled into a small smile.

I rushed to close the gap between us, tossing my arms around her. “Holy shit. How—why—when?” My brain was short-circuiting. I didn’t know where to start. Evie was back.

She stood stiff as I hugged her. I pulled back, running my hand through my hair. “How have you been?” I sputtered finally.

She laughed, and it was music to my ears, like a wind chime in a light breeze.

“I’ve been good. What about you, Mr. Movie Star?”

I ran my tongue over my lips and rolled my eyes. Suddenly, I wasn’t so proud of the hottest man in horror title.

“I’ve been doing good too.” I looked around the lot. People were moving all around us, going from sound stages to offices, not paying any attention. I returned my focus to her. “Actually, things have been kind of great. I don’t know if you’ve seen everything.”

She leaned against a railing in front of a building and crossed her arms over her chest, tightening her leather jacket around herself. I ran my gaze down her body. Under the jacket, she had on a tight minidress that was a faded reddish-purple. Underneath were fishnets and black boots. Tattoos littered her skin, making me curious about the ones I couldn’t see. It was as if someone had taken my wet dreams and crafted my ideal woman from them.

My ideal woman had always been Evie Reyes.

“I’ve seen a bit. Congrats, Sebastian. You’ve worked so hard for all of this.”

“I have.” I nodded. “I fired Heather ages ago. It was the best decision I ever made. I was able to take control of my career. Step-Devil was a hit. Did you get a chance to see it?”

“I heard about it.” She blushed and looked away. “I didn’t go see it.”

I brushed my bruised ego off with a wave and a chuckle. “Aw, well, you should. It’s a good movie. It got nominated.”

“That’s the one with the...”

“Sex scene?” I wiggled my eyebrows. “Oh yeah. I had to go twice as hard at the gym to make sure I looked good for it.”

“I bet. Well...that’s kind of why I avoided watching it. It’s a little awkward to see.” She rolled her shoulders and tugged on her jacket uncomfortably. Her gaze shifted around, as if looking for an escape. I knew that look, but panic set in. I couldn’t let her go so fast.

I just got her back.

“What? My ass? It’s nothing you haven’t seen before.” I laughed loudly, overcompensating for the awkwardness I was creating. “And that’s nothing compared to what they have me doing in the next Simon Says. They are going to pay me big fucking money—we’re talking blockbuster money—to go full-frontal in a sex scene with some chick I haven’t even met. I’m sure she’s a crazy fangirl or something.” I smirked and moved closer, trying to force the old familiarity. She visibly cringed and gave me wild eyes. Heat flooded my face, and I stepped back. My heart began to race. This wasn’t right. Since when was I this cocky asshole? I took a breath. I needed to back the fuck up and try again.

“You look great.”

My mind, body, and soul were responding to her presence as if I’d been thrown back in time. I was a sixteen-year-old in love. Those three small words seemed to break the tension between us. Her lips slowly curved upward into a smile.

She laughed again, and my cock hardened. Oh God, I really was acting like a teenage boy.

She brushed her hair behind her ear, revealing stretched lobes with white, heart tunnels. I shook my head, still in disbelief that she was really here, a foot away from me. Her eyes drifted behind me, and her expression perked up. She waved.

“Dante!”

I turned and saw Dante heading toward us. Jealousy rolled through me in dark waves as I stared him down. I’d seen the type of women Dante dated before. They were Evie look-alikes. I wasn’t going to give him the chance to steal what was mine. My hand twitched with the desire to pull Evie into my side like I would have years ago, but I forced myself to stand still and feign nonchalance.

“Evie! I see you’ve found Sebastian. Seb, Evie has agreed to come on as Ronny’s love interest.”

My eyes widened, and I looked back at Evie. My stomach tightened with mortification as I realized what I’d just said moments before. I’d called her a fangirl.

The woman who’d been cast wasn’t someone who wanted to fuck me—she was one who already had.

“One of them, anyway,” Dante said, interrupting my thoughts. “We’ve cast two women in a love triangle situation. Have you read the updated script yet?” he asked me. 

I shook my head.

“No, I haven’t. Sorry.” I turned to Evie, my face still warm. “I didn’t realize.”

“It’s okay,” she said, offering me a small smile.

“Here’s Johnny.” I looked to Evie, hoping she’d remember our code. A flicker of recognition hit her eyes as she took in that I didn’t want Dante here. He was an intruder in our conversation.

“Ugh. I forgot you two used to do that. What does that mean? It’s from The Shining, I know that,” Dante muttered. I stared blankly at him. Why would I tell him our code? Sensing the awkward tension, he chuckled nervously. When I continued to glare, his focus went behind us, and his eyes lit up.

“And there’s the other girl now. This is perfect. Skye! Over here!” He waved. 

I opened my mouth to protest another uninvited guest into this conversation, but a quick glance at Evie stopped me short. Her eyes were lit up, as if relieved. Was talking to me that bad?

I swore inwardly, realizing how hard I’d come on just now. I’d been so excited to see her, and she looked ready to run for the hills.

Reluctantly, I tore my eyes from Evie to catch a blonde with no bra bouncing toward us. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as she skipped over.

“Oh my gosh, what a surprise!” she squealed, thrusting her hand out. “I’m Skye.”

“Yes, we haven’t finalized the script yet, but one of you”—Dante pointed between Evie and Skye—“will be Sebastian’s scene partner for the set piece. I tried explaining this earlier, but you kept interrupting,” he said to me.

“Why didn’t you tell me who was cast?” I demanded. How could he not have mentioned my ex was one of the leads? He had to have known Evie and I dated before...she left.

He had said I wouldn’t need a chemistry test…

“Because we haven’t officially—” 

Skye inserted herself between Dante and me, cutting him off. “I’m so excited to work with you, Sebastian. I’m a huge fan of the Simon Says franchise, and I loved you in Step-Devil. I can only hope our scenes are half as hot as that movie.”

“It’s bold of you to assume it’ll be you in bed with me,” I said to Skye but was staring directly behind her at Evie. She looked down, which satisfied me greatly. “Considering—”

“Beep beep, Ritchie,” Evie said the words so fast they blended together, but I understood. 

I cocked an eyebrow. Was I not allowed to say that we once dated? Why didn’t she want them to know about our history?

“I was actually thinking that maybe it was better for me not to be the main love interest,” Evie said to Dante. 

The cocky grin slid off my face.

“You think?” Dante turned to her. “I’m assuming you’ve read both versions of the script, then?”

She nodded. “I did. I just think, with my ties to the series, the rewrite might be smarter.”

“That’s the version where you and I hook up and then murder her character,” Skye said excitedly. 

I ignored her and spoke over her head. “I want a say in this. No decisions get made on the script until I give it a pass,” I demanded. “I will not accept a life I do not deserve.”

Evie and Dante turned to me. Evie’s brown eyes widened, and the familiar spark of passion and rage lit up her face. I was adding to our code, using a line from MaXXXine, but it fit, and Evie understood what I was trying to tell her. She was pissed. Good.

“Sebastian, come on. This is a stretch. What’s next, a producer credit?” Dante threw his hands up. 

I stared him down. “My agent said I could have whatever I wanted, so long as my hard cock was front and center when needed. Evie is my final girl,” I said, keeping my eyes on the woman who broke me five years ago.

“Well, I think both scripts are great, and if I got the chance—” Skye started but was quickly interrupted by Dante.

“Fine. But I want your opinion at the table read tomorrow. We’ll be going through both scripts. Don’t fuck around. If you want a say in who your final girl is, actually come prepared to defend your choice.” He stormed off. 

Just as I was turning back to Evie to explain that I wasn’t always this big of a dick, my phone rang.

Anderson was calling. 

I scrunched up my nose. “I’ve got to take this. Maybe we can go through the scripts together at dinner?” I said, bringing the phone to my ear. I glanced back at the girls and gave Evie a wink. “I’ll catch you later, Final Girl,” I said before turning away to take my agent’s call.
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Evie

The Martini Meeting

“He called me Final Girl.” Skye swooned and fell back against the railing I’d been leaning on. 

I stepped back, slightly confused. Had we been part of the same conversation?

“He’s so fucking hot,” she continued. “Did you see him in Step-Devil? I need to touch that bare ass.” She made a squeezing motion, and I cringed. She didn’t seem to notice my reaction. “I have a friend who slept with him a year or so ago. She said his dick is huge.”

As if seeing me for the first time, she stuck out her hand for me to shake. “I’m Skye.”

“Evie.”

“I think I recognize you.” She squinted and ran her gaze up and down me. “I feel like I’ve seen videos of you?”

I rolled my eyes. I got this often in public.

“Probably. I have a web channel, The—”

“Body Count Bimbo! Yes!” she squealed as her eyes widened with recognition. “I listen to you when I work out sometimes. Wow, no wonder he wants you as the main lead.”

I blushed and offered a tight smile. “I think he was just trying to throw his weight around. I think you’d be better in that role.”

Like a spring, her mood popped right back up from disappointment to excitement.

“Really? This is gonna be such a game-changer for me. Especially if we go with the good script.” Her words were casual, but the look in her honey-colored eyes was a mix of threatening and hopeful. Almost as if she were making sure I agreed with her.

“It sounds like they haven’t made a decision yet.” A sudden flare of jealousy and protectiveness came over me. Maybe I did want the lead role alongside Sebastian. It was my mother’s legacy after all. “It could be either of us.”

“True, but if you don’t even want it, that should factor in.” She spun around, flipping her long, silky blonde hair over her shoulder. “If you don’t want to fuck him on camera, I will.”

I pressed my lips together. She was clearly confident in her status on this project. Who was I to argue? I nodded and stuffed my hands into my pockets.

“Well, it was nice to meet you. I’m going to head to my hotel.”

“Ooh, where are you staying? They put me up at the Carradine.”

I faltered. Hopefully my mother’s home was ready sooner rather than later, and my hotel stay was short. I couldn’t quite read Skye, and that made me uneasy. Was she only interested in the role, or something more with Sebastian? And why did I even care? I shook my head, forcing him from my mind.

Suddenly, her competitiveness slid off, and she looped her arm through mine. “If we’re gonna be spending the next few months together, we need to become friends fast.” She started moving, and I stumbled forward, not entirely sure what was going on but too nervous to protest. She was far more confident in this world than I was, even though I’d grown up on this very lot. I thought about that as we rode to the hotel we were both staying at. How unfamiliar this all felt, despite knowing it shouldn’t be. Skye didn’t seem to notice me going in and out. She talked the entire ride. She gave me a rundown of her life and asked about mine. I was guarded and kept things vague when she asked about my family. It didn’t seem to faze her, though, because she just kept talking. And by the time we got to the hotel, I realized I was the bitch—not her. She was just a girl with goals.

“It’s gonna be so much fun, Evie.” She hugged me in the elevator. “I hope they pick me,” she said, stepping back, her wide eyes searching mine. What did she want from me? Was she waiting for me to say I wished it too?

I wasn’t sure what I wanted.

Before I could speak, the elevator dinged, and we turned to see a man holding a giant bouquet of flowers. Skye’s face lit up, and she ran to him. I followed behind at a slower pace.

“Dahlias are my favorite! Those have to be for me.” She grabbed the mixture of burgundy and pink flowers from the man. He looked slightly startled but waited as she read the card. Her jaw dropped, and she looked at me. “He wants to take me to dinner.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Sebastian, silly!” She waved the card. 

The delivery man nodded and left. 

Skye came back to me, holding the large arrangement. “I knew we made a connection today. He’s probably going to go with the good script. I’ll have my chance to win him over. Oh, Evie, this is amazing!” She tried to hug me again, but the flowers got in the way.

“That’s great, Skye. I’m not feeling too hot. I need to go lie down.”

“Oh? Headache? Tummy troubles?”

“Chronic nausea,” I told her, which wasn’t a lie. I dipped into my room before she could try to help me—or before I had to hear more about her and Sebastian’s possible sex scenes. I leaned against the door and let out a breath. Sebastian was taking Skye out to dinner, and I was…disappointed? Why, exactly? I didn’t come here for him, and yet…

Had I read everything wrong?

Sebastian had seemed happy to see me.

He’d remembered our codes.

And…so had I.

I fell onto the bed and rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling. The more I thought about it, asking Skye out made sense. He was so obnoxiously Hollywood now. With his muscular physique and chiseled features, he didn’t need plastic surgery. He was one of the rare people who were born gorgeous. Time had only enhanced his allure.

He'd bragged to me about how good his life had gotten after I left, and all I could think about was how bright his green eyes were now. A far cry from the dull, depressed look he wore when we were kids. He’d wanted me to know that my sudden departure from L.A. hadn’t hurt him. And I couldn’t say the same. This was just another kick in the shin to tell me he was over me.

It was hard not to take that personally. Exhaling, I sat up. Staying here, alone in my room, I’d go crazy thinking about him and Skye. I needed to do something.

I took a nausea pill then showered, changed, and redid my makeup. I waited until I heard Skye’s voice in the hall, heading downstairs. Once I was confident she’d left for her date, I exited my room. I went down and wandered into the bar.

“Blueberry lemon drop,” I ordered.

“Is this who I think it is?” A handsome man with a sun-kissed tan and slightly long, tousled, sandy blond hair slid over, flashing a bright smile. “Evie Reyes?” 

I eyed him cautiously. He wore a dusty blue suit, but he appeared young. “And you are?”

“Glenn Thornton. I’m one of the producers for Simon Says Six. It’s nice to finally meet you. I was a huge fan of your mom.”

Thornton.

I stiffened.

“Six Six.”

“What’s that?”

“The movie is Simon Says Six: Six Six.”

He eyed me curiously. “Right.”

The bartender returned with my drink. Glenn ordered a rum and Coke and sat beside me.

“I’d heard they’d put some of the actors up here, but I hadn’t realized you’d be here too.”

“It’s temporary. I have people cleaning my mom’s estate so I can move in.”

“They never sold it?” He raised his eyebrows, his tone shifting with interest. 

I shook my head. “My aunt wanted me to be the one to decide what to do with it. I was only two years away from being an adult when my mother died.”

“Right. My apologies. Lita was highly respected in the field.”

A moment of awkwardness crept over us when I didn’t reply, but Glenn pushed it away quickly.

“We’ll be seeing a lot of each other. I’m one of the youngest producers on the project. I took over for my dad when he passed earlier this year.”

“Michael Thornton?” I asked, my stomach tightening.

Thornton. Dourif. Castle. Hodder. Englund. Bradley.

He was on my list.

“Yes. Did you know him?”

“My mom did.” I brought my drink to my lips but paused. “I’m sorry for your loss.” The words rang hollow, but what does one say when they tell you their parent is dead?

Good.

“Same. Let’s not talk about our dead parents, though. The Hollywood gossip circles have done enough to both of them.”

“Fair enough.” I smiled tightly and made a mental note to look into the cause of death—and why I hadn’t heard about it. “So, Simon Says, we’re second gen. Welcome to the club.” We raised our glasses, letting them clink, and then we drank. I was a bit stiff in my movements, and I didn’t reply when he said welcome. Instead, I toasted to something else silently.

Thanks to whatever or whoever did Michael Thornton in.

“It’s an honor to be here.” I lied. I wouldn’t be here at all if it weren’t for his father and his friends.

“So, tell me about yourself, Evie Reyes.”

I eyed him suspiciously for a careful moment and then started in. Over the next hour, I told him about my career as a social media influencer, and soon, after a third cocktail, I’d completely forgotten why I’d come down from my room. I was having a good time with Glenn.

Even if his dad had been one of my mortal enemies.

He was flirty but polite. He teased me, leaning in intimately, but never once did his hand move to my thigh. It was a pleasant surprise. Had I met the only gentleman in Hollywood?

A few hours later, our good evening was interrupted by a squealing voice.

“Evie!”

Glenn and I turned to see Skye and Sebastian returning from their date. Skye ran toward us, but Sebastian stayed back, hands deep in his black suit jacket, scowling. He’d styled his hair back with gel. My breathing hitched slightly at the sight of him.

“Seb—come here!” Skye called, throwing her arms around me. “You look like you’re feeling better.” She giggled and called to Sebastian again.

Reluctantly, he sauntered over, maintaining the scowl on his face.

“Hey, Sebastian,” Glenn greeted warmly. “Glenn. I’m a producer for Simon Says Six.”

“Six Six,” Sebastian and I shot back at the same time. We made eye contact, and the corner of his mouth twitched. I laughed, but stopped when I realized I was the only one who thought it funny. Glenn held out his hand, but Sebastian didn’t shake it, leaving Glenn to falter and stuff his hand back into his pocket.

“Let’s go sit at a booth.” Skye grabbed Sebastian by the arm and pulled him to a table. 

Glenn picked up our drinks off the bar.

“You want to?” he asked.

No. Not with how Sebastian was scowling at us. However, Glenn was already halfway across the room, and Skye had already sat down and was waving her arm in the air.

“Sure, I guess,” I muttered to myself as I hopped off my stool and joined the party. 

Skye and Sebastian took one side of the booth, while Glenn and I sat across from them.

“What were you guys meeting about?” Sebastian asked as soon as we sat down. His tone was sharp and carried an air of authority. “Discussing the movie?”

Glenn and I exchanged a look at the cold, almost accusatory question. Why did he care?

“Not at all, actually. Glenn saw me drinking by myself and decided to be friendly,” I shot back.

“You look more than just friendly,” Sebastian said. “Like we caught you on a date.”

“We only just met today, actually.” What was he doing? I stared at Sebastian, trying to communicate silently. I scanned my memory for a movie line that could convey what I needed, but I was a tad too tipsy to focus.

“So did we.” Skye leaned her head against Sebastian’s shoulder. “We had an amazing dinner. Sebastian took me to Tantalus. Have you been?”

“I love that place,” Glenn said.

“I’ve never been,” I said.

A waiter came by and took our drink orders.

“Maybe I can take you sometime.” Glenn gave me a smile that, ten minutes ago, would have given me delicious butterflies. Now, I was hyper-aware of our audience.

“You can do better than that, Mr. Producer,” Sebastian sneered. “That’s if Evie’s not pretending to have a stomachache. I can’t help but notice I didn’t even get a thank-you call.”

I stiffened. How did he know about me not feeling well? I glanced at Skye, who coincidently was focusing hard on the drink menu.

Thank you? For what exactly?

I was about to ask when Glenn spoke up beside me.

“Well, I mean, it’d probably be more than just dinner.” Glenn fumbled with his words. “Maybe a show or something. We can talk about this later,” he said.

I pressed my hand to my forehead. This was mortifying. Poor Glenn. Poor Skye. She had no idea why Sebastian was acting like this. I didn’t either, for that matter. This was exactly why I hadn’t called Sebastian when I returned. Glenn was a producer. He had connections I didn’t, and while his dad was already dead, the others weren’t. I needed to play nice.

Sebastian wouldn’t understand my need for revenge. This was a solo mission.

“Speaking of thank you—Sebastian is such a gentleman. Not only did we go to dinner, but Sebastian also sent me flowers. Evie saw them. They’re gorgeous, aren’t they, Evie?” Skye, seemingly afraid of silence, piped up. 

Sebastian’s head snapped toward her. “What?”

“The Dahlias. They were stunning. And expensive. My momma had a saying—if the date costs more than what you made in a full day’s work, then your date deserves to get a little lucky. Thank you for sending them to my room.” She turned from him to beam at us across the table. “He called me his Final Girl.”

Everyone at the table watched as her hand dipped under the table to touch Sebastian. 

He didn’t flinch. He didn’t seem to register she’d said anything at all. He was glaring those green eyes at me.

“Those flowers were for Evie.”
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Evie

The Chemistry Test

“I— I need to get some air.” I slid out of the booth before anyone could protest.

“Oh, my God. I—” Skye sputtered. “This is so embarrassing. Evie, let me come with you.” She stood, but I put my hand up.

“No, I need to—not you. I’ll be fine. I just have to go. It was nice to meet you,” I said to Glenn.

“Are you sure? It’s still early,” Glenn protested. 

I muttered an apology and rushed out of the bar, freezing in the lobby. Out or up? Pausing to close my eyes for a moment, I opened them and went to the elevator, quickly pushing the button.

“Evie!” Sebastian called to me, but I refused to look back. 

I stepped inside and reached for my purse, digging for my room key. 

Sebastian caught the elevator, sliding in just as the doors started to shut.

“Sebastian—”

“He’s no good for you,” he blurted.

I leaned forward and pressed the button for my floor.

“Don’t be alone with him again,” he ordered.

I raised my eyebrows. “Excuse me? You’re not my fucking handler. Where is this coming from?”

“A concerned friend. That man is no good, Evie. Trust me.”

“Trust you?” I scoffed. The elevator started upward, and I stared ahead. “I don’t trust anyone in this fucking town.”

“Then why did you come back?”

The elevator stopped, and the doors opened. I stepped forward, but he grabbed my wrist and pulled me back, allowing the doors to close.

“Sebastian—” I protested, but in a flash, he leaned over me and smashed the emergency stop. I flinched, waiting for the alarm, but there was none. I glanced around. What had just happened?

“Answer me, Evie. Why did you come back?”

I looked up at him. His green eyes, the color of forest leaves, pierced into mine.

“Sebastian, someone’s going to come open this door.”

“We’ve got three minutes.” He didn’t take his eyes off me. “Answer me.”

“I was invited. Dante—”

“I don’t believe that. You wouldn’t come back just to be in a stupid movie.”

“It’s not stupid. It’s my mother’s legacy,” I snapped. 

His eyes softened. “I’m sorry. You know that’s not—”

“Look, thank you, I guess, for the flowers.” I shrugged. “I’m not going to take them from Skye, but they were a nice gift. I don’t have anything else to say. I look forward to our working relationship.” I gave him a tight, straight-lined smile. 

His eyes widened, and he leaned back against the wall, a short laugh coming from his chest. “You look forward to our working relationship. What kind of line is that?”

“It’s a necessary one.” I sighed deeply. “Sebastian, I know—”

“Know what? That you ghosted me? Broke my heart and fucked up my brain permanently? Because I don’t think you do. If you did, you wouldn’t be acting so damn cold.”

I opened and shut my mouth.

Ghosted?

He told me to go.

I stood there speechless, taken aback by his accusation. 

“Thought so.” He smirked and crossed his arms over his suit. “Now, why are you here?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” How could I confess that I was here to murder as many big-shot men in this industry as I could before I was inevitably gunned down? He stared at me as if trying to bore into my soul. They were so intense, I broke contact, my gaze sliding down his body and resting at my own feet. The longer we stood in silence, the heavier the tension grew.

“I never thought I’d see you again.”

Same.

“I know. I’m sorry. I should have found a way to warn you I’d accepted a role,” I mumbled, stepping back and leaning against the elevator doors.

“Like a phone call? Or a text? You have my number,” he said. 

I rolled my eyes. “Really? You wanted me to call after five years with no contact?”

“Yes, really. You’re acting like we’re strangers. Why? What did I do to make you shut me out of your life?”

You stayed.

A heavy weight began to grow in my belly. It had been selfish of me to ask that of him. And looking into his eyes now, I wasn’t even sure he remembered.

“You’re acting like everything is black and white, and it’s not. I—”

“I was in love with you.” His eyes grew shiny. “I told you so many times how much you meant to me. How I couldn’t do this without you. You never once said it back. You were my first everything, Evie. Do you know what that did to me?”

“I—” Tears welled in my eyes, obscuring my vision.

“Did I mean anything to you?” His voice cracked as he asked, and suddenly, he wasn’t the man I’d met this afternoon. The charming, cocky movie star. He’d reverted back to the boy I knew and loved all those years ago.

“Yes, you did,” I whispered. I pressed my lips together tightly. Him close to tears had me close to crying as well. “Sebastian, that night changed me.”

“I’m not talking about your mom. I’m talking about me. About us. What we did before we went to the studio. Forgive me if I don’t believe you when you say I meant something. You left a few days later and never looked back. Tell me, Evie. How long did it take for you to forget me?” He pushed off the wall and stepped toward me, raising one arm to pin me against the doors. As he leaned into me, I could smell the whiskey on his breath. It mixed with his cologne in a delicious, dangerous concoction. My breathing quickened as I tilted my head to look up at him. “A month? Maybe two? We saved ourselves for each other, but we never made promises past that night. Tell me, who was the next guy you fucked? Did he look like me?”

“You’re drunk,” I said but didn’t push him away.

“So? Answer me.”

“No,” I said firmly. I lifted my hands to his chest to push him away, but when my palms fell against his muscles and I could feel the hard lines of his chest, my resolve fluttered. He must have caught my reaction, because he chuckled.

“That’s all because of you.” He moved back just slightly, and I breathed in relief as my hands dropped from his body. He reached for the top of his shirt and began unbuttoning it, pulling it open to reveal a spectacular set of abs decorated with tattoos. They were all movie themed, but the one that caught my eye was a large chainsaw on the side of his ribcage, with a bloody ribbon that said, Groovy. It was from Evil Dead. One of my all-time favorite movies. My vision glossed over the rest of his ink and focused on the muscles. I stared, counting each pack.

Eight.

“With you gone, I stopped fighting this town. I threw myself into work, made sure I could cry on cue. When I wasn’t on camera, I was in the gym, molding my body into what they wanted. And man, did they want me. Your rejection did wonders for my career, Evie Reyes.”

I tore my gaze from the V leading beneath his pants. “I was in a bad place mentally, and I needed to cut ties with everything in this town.” I was this close to telling him the complete truth about why I was here, but he interrupted my thoughts.

“But now you’re back.” He reached out, his knuckles grazing my jaw. 

Delicious shivers slid down my chest, through my stomach, and settled between my legs. I tightened my core and inhaled deeply, trying to steel myself.

This was bad. I turned my head toward the doors. When was someone coming to help us?

He leaned back in, and reflexively, I tilted my face up as he nuzzled his nose against my cheek. “Evie, this feels like a dream. It’s been five years, and the moment I saw you across the lot, time went away. It could have been five days or five decades, I won’t stop feeling how I feel about you.” His hand brushed my hair back behind my ear, and I gasped as he whispered in my ear.

“And I can tell by the way you stare at me that you feel it too. Well, Clarice, have the lambs stopped screaming?”

My heart had slowed, but each beat screamed in my ears. His head moved, inky black hair falling over his eyes. His lips hovered an inch from mine. If I moved even a fraction...

A pounding on the doors rattled the metal, bringing me back to what was about to happen. I shoved Sebastian back and moved away from the door.

“That’s from the book, not the movie,” I said lamely as Sebastian glared daggers at me.

“Are you okay?” a man shouted from the other side.

A low growl came from Sebastian as he leaned forward and pulled the emergency button back out. The doors opened a moment later, revealing two security guards and a maintenance man.

“It’s fine. Button got pushed by accident,” Sebastian muttered. The men looked from Sebastian, with his unbuttoned shirt, to me with my flushed cheeks, and embarrassment flooded me. I put my hands over my face.

“Everything good?” the maintenance man asked again.

“Yes, thank you,” Sebastian said. 

The men left quickly. 

Sebastian exited the elevator then turned to me, reaching his hand out. “Come on. Let’s go to your room so we can keep talking.”

I stared at him blankly, the heat from my face gone. Slowly, my gaze raked up his gorgeous frame. If I took his hand—if we went to my hotel room—there would be no talking.

I shook my head. “I’m sorry, Sebastian. No. I’ll see you at the table read tomorrow.” I reached out and pushed the button to close the elevator. Only once the doors closed and I couldn’t stare into those beautiful, haunting eyes could I breathe again.

Fuck me.

He wasn’t going to make revenge easy.
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Sebastian

The Table Read

“I woke to my phone going crazy. Groaning, I rolled over and put my hands over my eyes. My phone continued to ring, so I swung my arm over and felt around for it. Finding it on my bed, I dragged it to my face and squinted at the screen. Anderson.

Fuck. The table read.

“Hello,” I groaned.

“Get the fuck over to the lot, you dick,” Anderson hissed. 

I sat up and stretched, then dragged myself to the mirror on the wall. Staring, I couldn’t help but feel a little embarrassed at my appearance; I looked like a fucking goof, dressed in a suit for a girl who wasn’t even interested. So uninterested she sent someone else on a date with me. Nothing about last night went how I’d hoped. 

“Where the fuck are you? You were supposed to be here half an hour ago,” Anderson yelled.

“I stayed at a hotel last night. Let me shower, and I’ll be there.” I hung up before he could ask more questions. Then I texted him to send over some clothes, along with my room number, and stripped to shower. I took my time under the hot water. I needed to sober up fast if I was going to see Evie again today.
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