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Chapter 1.

 


 


Don Devlin was a scary-looking man. His head
was shaved, his arms were covered with tattoos, and his eyes were
as dark and flat as fresh asphalt. He wore only black clothing, and
his moustache and chin-beard were just as black. He looked like the
singer of a punk band, or an escaped convict, or a man who would
sell illegal weapons out of the trunk of his car. But Devlin was
none of those things; he was one of Hollywood’s hottest horror
directors, and the 30 women who currently stood in the room with
him stared at him like he was some kind of god.

Celebrities never came to Reedsville. If they
came to North Carolina at all, they went to the cities on the coast
for boating or surfing. Reedsville was a little college town in the
middle of the state with a population of 15,000 people, which
included about 1,000 students at Silver Creek College. People
passed through on their way to Raleigh or Charlotte or the coastal
towns, but they rarely stopped. Now, though, a big Hollywood
director had come to town along with a cast and crew of nearly 100
people. All of a sudden, Reedsville was in the middle of the
spotlight.

The flyers started showing up a month ago:
Last Scream, the latest film from acclaimed horror director Don
Devlin, will begin filming in Reedsville soon with principal
photography taking place at Silver Creek College. Seeking extras
for bit parts. Earn money and the chance to appear in a blockbuster
movie! The whole town had been abuzz, and when the convoy of
trucks and trailers rolled in a few days later and set up camp on
the edge of town, it was all anybody could talk about. Townspeople
gasped and waved whenever a crew member in their black Last
Scream t-shirt passed by, and they kept a sharp lookout for any
of the young stars of the film. In a matter of days, Reedsville had
gone from a sleepy little town to a hotbed of activity.

Devlin clapped his hands and faced the group
of women. “All right, ladies, settle down. I’m tired and hungry and
could use a fucking drink, so let’s get this show on the road!”

The women hushed their conversations and
waited for instructions. The group was crammed into the conference
room at the Reedsville Suites, the city’s nicest hotel. While the
rest of the crew slept in the trailers at the edge of town, Devlin
was living it up in the hotel’s honeymoon suite. He was also using
the hotel facilities for script work, rehearsals, and casting
sessions like the one going on at the moment. He had ordered his
assistants, half of whom were student volunteers from Silver
Creek’s cinematography program, to move the conference table and
chairs up against one of the walls in the long room. Now Devlin and
his four assistants stood at one end of the room and the 30 women
stood at the other.

“Okay, this casting call is for the part of
extras in a locker room scene,” Devlin continued. “And I only need
ten women, so most of you won’t make the cut.” The director paced
slowly back and forth in front of the group, looking the various
women up and down. “Now remember, the reason we’re filming Last
Scream here in Reedsville is because we wanted an authentic
location, not some fake-looking Hollywood stage set. I’m sure
you’ve all read the plot summary we circulated by now. Last
Scream is about a serial killer terrorizing a small college
town. We’re filming many of the scenes, including this one, at
Silver Creek. So we want the location to look authentic, but we
need our extras to look authentic as well. For this locker room
scene, I need ten women who look like they could be students at the
college. That means if you’re too old or too young, I have no use
for you. And since the killer in our film has been drawn to this
particular college by its beautiful students, I also can’t use you
if you’re not sexy. Now then…” Devin paused and pointed at one
woman. “You’ve got to be at least 35, sweetheart. Run along home.
And you, in the yellow dress…if you were 20 pounds lighter you
might have a chance, but you’re not, so you can take off as
well.”

Devlin wandered among the group, pointing out
various flaws, until only 18 women were left. Then he rejoined his
assistants on the other side of the room and plopped down in one of
the chairs. “Okay, ladies, let me describe the scene. Our main
character, Tiffany, has just finished practicing with the
cheerleading squad. As she changes out of her cheerleading outfit
in the locker room, she talks with her best friend Karen about the
murders that have been taking place in town. But to open the scene,
we’re going to show the rest of the cheerleading squad getting nice
and clean in the showers nearby. That’s where you girls come in.
Now strip down and get ready for your audition.”

One of the girls, a short redhead, said,
“W-wait a minute. We have to strip naked? Right here, right
now?”

Devlin rolled his eyes. “Yes, darling, right
here and right now.”

“B-but why?”

Devlin groaned. “First, I need to see how you
look on camera. Second, the girls in this scene will be talking and
laughing without a care in the world while they clean up. I need to
make sure you’re all comfortable with this, because if any of you
look nervous or camera-shy, you’ll ruin my shot.”

The girls all glanced at one another and a
fresh round of hushed conversations broke out. One broke out on the
other side of the room, too, where two of Devlin’s assistants were
slouched in a corner by themselves. They were Tommy and Brian, two
sophomores from Silver Creek’s cinematography program who had
volunteered to help out with the production.

“Holy shit, can you believe this?” Tommy
mumbled. He was tall and thin, with dark hair that stuck up in all
directions.

“No, I can’t,” Brian answered. He was
shorter, with blonde hair and glasses. “You better pinch me,
because I think I’m asleep.”

Since Tommy and Brian were both huge horror
fans, it had felt like a dream when they learned Last Scream
was filming in their town. That dream got even better when Tommy
managed to snag them positions on the crew, working side by side
with their idol Don Devlin. And while they knew that Devlin’s
movies always featured plenty of tits and ass, they hadn’t thought
about the fact that they might be seeing some of that luscious
female skin in person. Now they were in a room with 18 girls who
were about to strip down to the buff just a few yards away from
them.

“See that one near the wall, with the long
brown hair?” Tommy mumbled into Brian’s ear. “That’s Vanessa, the
girl who works the register at the drug store on Baker Street.”

Brian nodded. “Damn, you’re right. I
recognize some of the others, too…like that girl with the short
black hair, wasn’t she in our screenwriting class last
semester?”

“Hm. Could be.” Tommy was craning his neck
now, trying to see all the way to the back. “And there’s another
one, too. I’m not sure, but I could’ve sworn…”

Devlin clapped his hands impatiently. “All
right, ladies, zip it! I already told you we’re on a tight
schedule, so let’s get this over with. Now strip down, leave your
clothes on the table, and let’s do a test run.”

Suddenly a tall blonde girl squeezed to the
front of the group and raised a hand tentatively. “Um…I have a
question.”

Another eye roll from Devlin. “What is it
now?”

“I was just wondering…will we have any lines
during this scene?”

Devlin huffed. “Actors have lines,
darling, not extras.”

Tommy elbowed Brian. “Holy shit, I was
right!” he said in an excited whisper. “That’s Summer Cassidy!”

Brian’s mouth dropped. “Oh…my…god. I haven’t
seen her since graduation!”

Summer was one of the cheerleaders at Tommy
and Brian’s high school, the girl that every guy drooled over. She
was tall and athletic with shoulder-length blonde hair, big blue
eyes, and the best body in the whole school. She had ignored Tommy
and Brian along with the rest of their nerdy friends, but the two
couldn’t help staring at her whenever they passed her in the hall
or were lucky enough to have a class with her. In fact, the main
reason Tommy failed biology his senior year was because he spent
all his time in class staring at Summer’s long legs or the firm
tits beneath her tight shirts instead of taking notes.

“I’ve seen her in public a few times since
then,” Tommy said, “but she still won’t even look at me.”

“Well…we’re about to look at her,”
Brian replied, his pulse quickening. “All of her!”

Tommy chuckled. “You remember that time she
laughed at you when you asked her to sign your yearbook?”

“Well, what about the time you tried to sit
next to her at lunch and she said losers weren’t allowed at her
table?”

Tommy chuckled again. “Yeah, I do remember
that. Damn, she was one mean bitch.”

“Then why were we so obsessed with her?”

“Are you kidding? Look at that face, those
tits, that ass.”

Summer had crossed her arms over her chest,
looking irritated. She wore tight jeans and a white tank top, and
with the air conditioning in the conference room blasting, her hard
nipples were poking right through the thin material. “Look, Mr.
Devlin, the thing is, I really want to break into acting or
modeling, so I was hoping to get some real experience in this
scene.”

Now Devlin was rubbing his forehead hard, but
Summer kept on talking.

“I mean, I was a cheerleader all through high
school, and since the girls in this scene are supposed to be
cheerleaders, I could really make it sound authentic. I know how
cheerleaders talk, and what they say—”

“Stop, enough!” Devlin barked, throwing up a
hand. “I don’t need actors, all right? I need extras! That
means no lines, no costumes, no rehearsals, nothing! All you have
to do for your two hundred dollars a day is stand around and act
like a normal person. Or in this case, stand around naked for a few
minutes and pretend you’re taking a shower like a normal
cheerleader after practice. If you can’t handle that, save me some
fucking time and take a hike right now!”

After another short buzz of conversation,
Summer and two other girls left the room. The blonde shook her head
at Devlin as she passed by, but the director ignored her.

“Damn,” Brian muttered, “There goes our only
chance to ever see Summer Cassidy naked.”

Tommy shrugged. “I know, it sucks. But look
on the bright side; you’re about to have dozens of bare tits right
in your face.”

Devlin launched himself out of his chair,
causing the 15 girls who remained to flinch in fear. “Okay, ladies,
if you’re still here, I’m guessing that means you’re ready to
follow my orders. Now strip! Chop chop!”

The girls obeyed, pulling off shirts and
stepping out of jeans or shorts or skirts. Within minutes the whole
group was stark naked, placing their clothes in messy piles on the
conference table then moving back to the end of the room in a loose
cluster. Most of them stood with an arm over their tits and one
hand clapped over their pussies, red-faced and nervous.

“All right, this is the scene,” Devlin said.
“You’ve just finished cheerleading practice and now you’re
showering off. And since you’re all good friends, you’re laughing
and talking about boys and parties and makeup and things while you
clean up. Everybody got that?”

The short redhead, who had her arms wrapped
around her naked, freckled body, asked, “So we’re supposed to
pretend we’re in the shower even if there’s no water?”

“That’s right, darling, just use your
imagination, if you have one,” Devlin said drily. “Now when I say
action, you start to scrub and talk. Ready? Okay, then,
action!”

The girls cautiously dropped their arms, gave
each other nervous glances, then started rubbing their hands over
their naked bodies as they forced smiles and started making small
talk. Since Devlin had already weeded out the least attractive
girls, the ones who were left all had great bodies. Tommy and Brian
stood gaping as the girls ran their hands over their bare tits and
asses as they made up conversations about clothes and boyfriends
and how tough cheerleading practice had been that day.

“Damn, this is amazing,” Brian muttered, his
cock hard inside his jeans. “I wish the cameras were rolling.”

“Who says they’re not?” Tommy replied,
nodding downward. When Brian glanced down, he saw that Tommy had
his phone pressed against his leg and was taking a video of the
whole thing.

Brian chuckled. “You are truly the master.
Just make sure you send me a copy.”

“That’s what best friends are for,” Tommy
said with a grin, angling his phone for a better view. The two
stood there sighing as the girls slid their hands over their naked
bodies, with Devlin scrutinizing the group the whole time. After
about a minute, though, the director clapped his hands again and
said, “Okay, cut!” Then he moved closer to the group and started
pointing at individual girls. “You…you…and you, you’re all shaking
so badly you look like you’re about to wet yourselves. And you with
the long blonde hair, you’re so stiff you look like a robot instead
of a human being.” The director then faced the short redhead. “And
your tits, my dear, are more saggy than my grandmother’s. They look
like white socks filled with mashed potatoes. You five can leave, I
can’t use you.”

Trembling and fighting back tears, the
rejected girls gathered their clothes from the table and dressed in
a hurry, then dashed out of the room.

“The rest of you, congratulations,” Devlin
announced. “You’ll get your 15 minutes of fame and your two hundred
dollars on Friday. Be at Silver Creek by six in the morning for
hair and makeup, because we’ll shoot the scene at nine. Now get
lost so I can eat my fucking lunch!”

Tommy and Brian watched as the girls pulled
on their clothes, talking excitedly about the upcoming shoot. Once
they were all dressed, Tommy finally put away his phone. “Well,
that was pretty fucking magical,” he said. “And the only way it
could’ve been better is if Summer Cassidy had stuck around.”

“Yeah, I know,” Brian agreed. The girls were
leaving now, and Devlin was right behind them. He always took two
hours for lunch, so Tommy and Brian were on their own for a while.
“Hey, what are we gonna do tomorrow?”

Tommy shrugged. “I don’t know.” Devlin had
made a last-minute appointment with a local dentist to fix a loose
crown, so the whole crew had the day off. “We could probably hang
out with the equipment guys, maybe pick up some tips or mess around
with the cameras.”

“Yeah, that would be sweet,” Brian said. That
was one reason why he loved having Tommy for a best friend; Tommy
had always been the guy who could make anything happen. He wasn’t
just smart, he was also persuasive. He had wriggled out of a
million jams during his lifetime, and could talk anybody into
anything, just like when he scored their jobs as production
assistants on the movie. Devlin’s crew had asked the Silver Springs
film department for someone to suggest a few locations, but Tommy
had turned that request into two full-time jobs for him and Brian
after persuading Devlin that since they were both locals and film
students, they could not only scout out locations, but also guide
the crew around town.

Tommy and Brian shouldered their way through
the crowd mingling in the hotel lobby, then went out to the parking
lot. They were making up their minds about where to drive for lunch
when Brian stopped and pointed. “Hey, check it out; there’s
Summer!”

The blonde was leaning against one of the
cars in the lot, talking on her phone. She ran a hand through her
shaggy hair and laughed, her nice tits jiggling under her tank
top.

“Man, I wish she had stayed,” Brian said.
“And since she said she wants to be an actress, I’ll bet she would
have really gotten into it. Can you imagine her standing there
naked, running her hands all over that hot body?”

Tommy didn’t answer. He was staring at Summer
too, but he had a faraway look in his eyes. Brian had seen that
expression before; it was the way Tommy looked when he was coming
up with a plan.

“Yo, Tommy, what’s up?” Brian asked, but
Tommy just shook his head and kept staring at Summer. Brian could
imagine the wheels turning inside Tommy’s head, and he wondered
what his friend was thinking about. After a minute, Tommy looked at
Brian and grinned. “I just got an idea. This might not work, but…”
He startled chuckling to himself, then he slapped Brian on the back
and headed towards Summer. “Fuck it, I’m gonna give it a shot. Come
on. Just follow my lead and watch my signals, okay?”

“Sure, but what…” Brian began, but then he
was tagging after Tommy with an equally silly grin on his face. Was
he about to pull some stunt on Summer, or was he just looking for
an excuse to talk to her again? Oh well, what the hell. Brian
didn’t mind getting a closer look at that body again, either.

“Hey, Summer,” Tommy said as the two boys
approached the girl. As she slid her phone into the back pocket of
her tight jeans, she stared at Tommy and Brian like they had just
beamed down from Mars. “How do you know my name?” she asked,
glancing down at their Last Scream t-shirts. “I didn’t fill
out any paperwork in there.”

“It’s me, Tommy,” he said, grinning. “Tommy
Mulligan, from high school. And this is Brian Green. Remember?”

Summer looked from face to face, frowning.
“Umm…”

“We sat behind you in biology,” Brian
offered. “Third period, senior year. Old Mr. Peterson’s class.”

Summer frowned. “Oh, sure. I mean, I was busy
back then with cheerleading and stuff, so I don’t really
remember…”

“Yeah, we know,” Brian said, grinning. “We
clapped for you at all the pep rallies!”

The blonde gave him half a smile. “Um,
thanks. So you guys work in Hollywood now?”

Brian chuckled. “Well, we—”

“We’re production assistants on this movie,
yeah,” Tommy interrupted. “And we’re really sorry about what
happened back there at the audition.”

Summer shrugged. “Those other girls can do
whatever they want, but I’m not getting naked for a movie part that
doesn’t even have any lines. That’s bullshit. Being an extra in a
scene like that wouldn’t help me break into acting at all.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Tommy agreed. “But the
girls who take rolls like that don’t really care about acting. Most
of them just want the two hundred bucks for a few hours of work. I
can tell you’re serious about the craft, though. That’s why it’s a
shame…”

Summer frowned. “What? What’s a shame?”

“Well, there’s a part in the movie…there
was a part, I mean, that would’ve been perfect for you, but
the director had to cut it because he couldn’t find the right
actress.”

The blonde’s eyes opened wider. “Really? What
was the part?”

“Well, it was a girl on the cheerleading
squad…but this girl was different from the others. She was
beautiful, but she was also smart and a little bit shy. She had a
lot of great scenes, and one of hers was probably the most powerful
scene in the move.”

“Beautiful and smart?” Summer asked, excited
now. “Of course I could do that, I wouldn’t even have to act! But
the part got cut out of the movie? It’s not there anymore?”

“Well, the director got frustrated when he
couldn’t find the right actress. See, her biggest scene is the one
where the killer sneaks up on her while she’s swimming alone in the
college pool. The girl runs away, but the killer chases her off
campus and through the woods and then all the way into town, where
she’s running down all the main streets trying to get help. She’s
tough and athletic, but she’s also shy and scared, so she has to
show a whole range of emotions in the scene, plus do a lot of
physical stuff. They couldn’t find an actress who could do all
that, so they just cut the character out of the movie.”

“That sucks,” Summer huffed. “I can do
all those things! What if you introduce me to the director,
and—”

“No, sorry,” Tommy said. “He already warned
us about trying to get parts for our friends. Plus we’re on a
really tight shooting schedule, and he wouldn’t have time to
audition you. In fact, tomorrow’s really packed, isn’t it
Brian?”

Tommy reached up and scratched the side of
his head, but he only used one finger. That had always been their
signal when Tommy was running one of his scams; one finger for
truth, two for a lie.

“Oh, uh, no,” Brian replied. “Devlin’s got
that dentist appointment tomorrow. The set’s dark, nothing on the
schedule at all.”

Tommy shook his head. “Damn, that’s right, I
forgot. So we’ve got the whole day free?”

“Well…we talked about borrowing a camera from
the equipment guys and doing some test shots, remember?”

“Oh yeah, sure. Should be a perfect day for
it. We just need to find something to shoot.” Tommy stood for a
moment as if he were thinking, then he turned to Summer again.
“Hey, wait a minute. I just had a crazy idea. What if we shoot
you?”

The blonde laughed nervously. “Uh…what do you
mean?”

“I was just thinking…the director doesn’t
have time to audition you, but if we shot some footage and it was
ready to pop up on the screen, we could probably get him to sit
down for five minutes and watch it.”

Summer scratched her head. “Well, yeah, I
mean, I don’t mind taping some kind of audition, but what am I
gonna be doing? You want me to memorize some lines from the script
or something? But it would be kind of weird if I was standing there
talking to myself.”

Tommy nodded. “Yeah, you’re right…but what
if…hey, here’s an idea. What if we shoot that scene I just told you
about, where the girl is running away from the killer? You wouldn’t
have to memorize any lines, you’d just have to show a bunch of
emotions and prove you could handle the physical part of it.”

“And that’s it? I’d just have to run
around?”

“It’s not as easy as it sounds. You’re not
just running, you’re running for your life. So you’re scared and
confused and exhausted and determined, all at the same time. I told
you, that scene was so tough no actress could nail it.”

Summer thought for a minute then grinned.
“Okay, what the hell. Let’s give it a shot. But what should I wear?
And should I do anything else to get ready?”

“Don’t worry about clothes,” Tommy told her.
“We’ll borrow anything we need from the wardrobe department, and
we’ll go over the shooting script before we roll. Just meet us on
the Silver Creek campus tomorrow morning. They gave us total access
while we’re in production. Nine o’clock okay?”

“Sure!” Summer said, giggling. “Wow, this is
exciting! I can’t believe I’m gonna audition for a real Hollywood
movie!”

Tommy and Brian waved as the girl drove off,
then Brian turned and slapped his friend lightly on the shoulder.
“Okay, I know that whole bit about the part was bullshit, but
what’s the catch? We’re just gonna film her running around for a
while? You hoping she forgets to wear a bra or something so you can
get some shots of those tits bouncing around?”

Tommy chuckled. “No, it’s gonna be better
than that. I’m still working the details out in my head…and it’s
gonna take some persuading for sure…but if she goes along with it,
you and me are gonna be the happiest guys in town by the end of the
day.”

“Why, what’s the plan?”

Tommy cracked his knuckles like a magician
about to perform a complicated trick. “Remember how I said the
killer first pops up while the girl is swimming alone in the pool?
Well, she’s not just swimming…she’s skinny dipping.”

Brian’s jaw dropped. “So the part where she
runs away through the woods…and then through town…down all those
main streets…”

Tommy nodded. “That’s right, man. She’s gonna
be stark naked the whole time.”

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2.

 


 


Tommy and Brian stayed up past midnight
getting everything ready. As Tommy typed up the script pages, Brian
sat beside him and shook his head in wonder. “Dude, how did you
come up with all this so fast?”

Tommy chuckled. “To tell you the truth, I’ve
had the idea in my head for a long time. It’s been, like, a fantasy
of mine.”

“You mean this scene of the girl running
around town stark naked?”

“Yeah, because the nude scenes are always the
best parts of a horror movie, right? But most of them are too damn
short. You get one quick look at the girl’s tits, and that’s it.
And most of the time she’s in a shower or some other place by
herself, or she’s in a dark bedroom where nobody can see shit. So I
always told myself that if I ever made my own horror movie, I’d
have a scene where the sexiest actress is running around stark
naked in broad daylight, in front of as many people as possible,
and that scene would last fucking forever.”

“So you already thought out all these shots?
The pool, the forest, the town, everything?”

“Pretty much, yeah. But then when I started
picturing Summer Cassidy doing all this, I came up with a few more
ideas just for her.”

Brian grinned. “And you really think she’ll
go through with it?”

“I don’t know, man, but I’m sure as fuck
willing to give it a try.”

 


* * *

 


They got to Silver Creek College at a few
minutes before nine the next morning, both wearing their black
Last Scream t-shirts with CREW across the backs in big white
letters. Brian had a camera bag over his shoulder and Tommy wore a
green backpack. Since the college didn’t offer summer classes, the
campus was deserted.

Summer was waiting for them in front of the
Athletic Center. She was sprawled out on one of the benches in
denim shorts and a sleeveless pink top, messing with her phone, but
she jumped up when she saw Tommy and Brian approaching.

“Hey!” she chirped. “So what’s the plan? Do I
need to read the script first? Are we gonna do some practice takes
before we shoot? How does this work?”

“Yeah, we’ll run through the scene, but first
things first,” Tommy said, pulling a sheaf of stapled paperwork out
of his backpack. He flipped to the last page and handed the papers
to Summer, along with a pen. “Before we start, you need to sign
this confidentiality agreement.”

She stared at the paperwork blankly. “What
does that mean?”

“It means you won’t talk about this to
anyone. This movie won’t be out until next year, and we’re showing
you parts of the script that no one’s seen. By signing this, you’re
promising to keep everything that happens today a secret.”

Summer frowned. “What would happen if I
did talk about it?”

“You’d get sued for a lot of money.”

Summer gave a nervous laugh then grabbed the
pen out of Tommy’s hand and scribbled her signature at the bottom
of the page. Tommy grinned as he stuffed the papers back in his
backpack, then he nodded toward the front door of the Athletic
Center. “Let’s go to the first location. We’ll look over the script
there.”

Tommy used his key card to open the door. A
bored security guard was half-asleep behind the front desk, but he
was used to seeing the Last Scream crew coming and going by
now, so he waved the group by without a word. They walked down a
long hallway to the back of the building then pushed through the
doors that led to the outdoor pool area. The pool was rectangular
and Olympic-sized, with white lounge chairs scattered around it. A
waist-high white metal fence separated the pool deck from a grassy
area nearby.

Summer stood with her hands on her hips,
scanning the pool’s calm surface. “Oh, yeah. I remember you talking
about a pool scene. I didn’t bring a bathing suit, though.”

Tommy grinned as he pulled more papers out of
his backpack; the fake script pages he had typed up the night
before. “Don’t worry, I’ve got everything we need. Now, why don’t
you look over the first few pages while we set the camera up.”

Summer plopped down on one of the pool chairs
and started reading as Brian and Tommy pulled the gear out of the
camera bag. Tommy helped Brian put on the shoulder harness, then he
strapped in the hand-held camera that would rest on a small
platform at chest level, controlled by a pair of foot-long handles.
They checked the battery levels, tested the viewfinder, and were
ready to roll when Summer suddenly barked out an ugly sound.

“What the fuck!” she wailed. “This says I go
swimming naked!”

Tommy shrugged. “Well, yeah. Didn’t I mention
that yesterday?”

“Hell no! I already told you guys, I’m not
doing any of those trashy nude scenes!”

“You said you wouldn’t do any nude scenes if
you didn’t have any lines,” Tommy reminded her. “This is
just one of the character’s scenes. She’s got tons of lines, and
she was a big part of the movie before she got cut.”

“Then why can’t we do a test shoot of some
other scene? One where I’m not stark naked?”

“Because this is the scene no other actress
could nail. And the only way to get that character back in the
movie is if you prove you can do it.”

Summer stared at the ground for a moment,
shaking her head, then she finally let out a ragged sigh. “Well, I
guess once I get in the water, nobody’ll see anything.” But as the
girl flipped to the next page in the script, then the next, her jaw
dropped so far that her chin nearly hit her chest. “No…fucking…way!
This girl stays naked the whole time she’s running away!”

“Well, yeah. When a guy with a knife is
chasing you, you don’t stop to pick out a cute outfit.”

Summer kept flipping through the pages. “So
this naked girl runs through the park…and into the center of
town…past all these stores and restaurants…and nobody helps her?”
The girl dropped the script pages in her lap and flung her hands in
the air. “Guys, this is stupid! Nobody would believe this!”

Brian looked away, fidgeting, but Tommy
didn’t miss a beat. “Of course they wouldn’t…if this was
really happening. But it’s a dream sequence.”

“Dream sequence?” Summer asked, eyes
narrowed.

“Yeah, and it’s all tied in with this
character’s personality. Remember, this girl is beautiful and
smart, but she’s also really shy. She’s worried about this serial
killer, just like all the other girls at the college, and she’s so
freaked out that she can’t stop thinking about him, even after she
goes to bed. So she has this dream where she’s skinny
dipping—something she would never do—and then the killer
appears and starts chasing her, which makes her do something else
she would never do. Namely, run naked through the town looking for
help. See, this dream blends all her fears together at once. Then
when she wakes up, she realizes she has to overcome those
fears to save herself and her friends from this psychopath.”

Summer blinked for a moment, thinking. “Wow.
That’s pretty complicated. I thought the girls in horror movies
didn’t do anything but scream and show their boobs.”

Tommy shrugged. “Well, since this character
got cut out of the script, I guess that’s what the girls who are
left are gonna do.”

Now Summer was biting a fingernail, and the
guys could tell she was torn. Tommy gave her a few seconds to think
about it, then he picked the script pages up off the chair and
started leafing through them.

“Yeah, we really thought we could snag a big
name actor for this part. In fact, you know who showed up for the
last day of casting? Jennifer Lawrence.”

Summer gave a little snort. “Are you kidding?
She’s won a bunch of Oscars. She would never play a part like
this.”

Once again, Tommy didn’t skip a beat. “No, of
course not. She doesn’t do horror flicks. But she brought a friend
of hers to the casting call, this girl who’s just getting started
and hasn’t done anything but commercials. Jennifer pushed her to
try out for this part because she knew how much exposure the girl
would get.”

Summer blinked. “Really? She said that?”

“Yeah, she told her friend, look, this might
be just a horror movie, but this character and her big scene are so
unique that everybody’s gonna be talking about it. If you can nail
this part, you’ll get tons of attention and tons of other
offers.”

“So what happened? The girl chickened out,
she couldn’t do it?”

“No, she went through with the audition, but
she didn’t have what it takes. She wasn’t pretty enough, wasn’t
athletic enough, and couldn’t show the whole range of
emotions.”

Summer huffed and stood up. She started
pacing in slow circles, running a hand through her thick blond hair
the whole time. “It’s just…I know a lot of actresses get naked for
movies these days, but this…I mean, I would be totally
naked on screen, and this scene is really long.”

“Sure, but you know how they usually shoot
these things. They use a lot of long shots, where you’re so far
away that people can’t really see anything, and they also zoom in
on your face to show your expressions. They won’t want the ratings
board to throw a fit, so they’ll just flash a little skin every
once in a while.”

Now Summer was really torn; she chewed
her lip and looked down at the ground, maybe imagining what life as
a movie star would be like. Tommy and Brian snuck a quick glance at
each other, and Tommy just shrugged. He gave the girl another few
seconds, then he let out a little sigh and started stuffing the
script pages into his backpack.

“Okay, I guess we should pack up. Brian, let
me help you get that camera rig off…”

“No, wait,” Summer said, raising a palm. She
looked back and forth between the two, her eyes wide now. “Okay,
so, the thing is…I know what you mean about how the editors could
chop out a bunch of the nudity for the real movie, but for today…I
mean, when we’re shooting this test scene…I’m not only gonna be
naked in front of you guys, but a lot of other people might see me
naked, too.”

Tommy chuckled and shrugged. “Well, there’s
no way for me and Brian not to see you because we’re filming the
scene. As for anybody else, all I can tell you is that we’ve been
shooting in different spots around town for a few weeks now, and
everybody’s been pretty good about staying out of our way.”

“But the scenes that take place
downtown…there’s always a ton of people there.”

“Yeah, but those scenes are short. A few
seconds here, a few seconds there. And I’ve got a robe you can wear
between shots, so it’s not like you’ll be walking around naked all
day.” Tommy shrugged again. “Anyway, I can tell you’re nervous
about it, so let’s scrap the idea.” He slung his backpack over his
shoulder, walked over to Brian, and started unfastening the camera
from its harness. “We can always keep in touch, and if we see
another movie part that might be right for you, we’ll let you
know.”

Summer’s bottom lip was trembling, and her
hands were clenched into little fists at her sides. She shuffled
her feet back and forth like she was about to wet her short-shorts.
“Stop, wait!” she finally barked. “Okay, I’ll do it!”

Tommy had his back to the girl as he messed
with the camera harness, and he gave Brian a wink before he looked
over his shoulder. “You sure?”

The girl nodded, but her eyes were still on
the ground. She finally looked up and let out a deep sigh. “I’m 20
years old and I still live at home because I can’t afford my own
place. I work at the movie theater for minimum wage, cleaning up
all the fucking empty cups and spilled popcorn after the movie’s
over. Before that, I waited tables at Paulie’s Pizza and all I got
was really shitty tips. So yes, I’m sure I want to do this. It’s
not like Hollywood film crews come here every day. This might be my
only chance to get out of this stupid little town.”

Tommy tried to act casual as he turned to
face Summer again, but on the inside his heart was racing a mile a
minute. The whole thing had been a longshot, but it looked like he
had actually pulled it off. Hot damn.

“Okay, then,” he said, sliding his backpack
off his shoulder. “Let’s go over that script one more time.”

 


* * *

 


It didn’t take long to read through the
pages. Summer’s character only had a few lines, and those came at
the beginning of the first scene. After that, all she had to do was
run around, act scared, scream a little, and say “Help me!” a few
times.

While Brian used a light meter to test
conditions around the pool, Tommy did a quick walk-through with
Summer. “Okay, here’s the scene. The cheerleading squad’s been
practicing all day and everybody’s hot and tired. While the other
girls are showering and changing, your character, Samantha, comes
outside to the pool area to call her boyfriend. Then, since there’s
nobody around, she decides to take a quick dip. Once she’s in the
water, she lays her head back on the side of the pool and closes
her eyes. That’s when the killer sneaks up on her, but she opens
her eyes at the last minute, right before he strikes. Her eyes snap
open, she screams, then she starts running for her life. You got
all that?”

Summer nodded.

“Okay, great. So what you’ll do is walk out
the door with your phone in your hand, read your lines like you’re
really talking to somebody, then finish the call and get in the
pool. And let’s try to get it all in one take.”

Summer nodded again as she glanced at the
script, mouthing her lines, then she gave the pages to Tommy and
went back inside the Athletic Building, waiting near the door for
his signal. Brian stood off to the side, camera ready, as Tommy
brought one arm down in a slashing signal and said, “Action!”

The girl pushed the door open and stepped
outside, phone to her ear.

“Yeah, we just finished practice,” she said.
“What, tonight? Sure, I guess we could.” She paused as if listening
while she wandered beside the pool. “Okay, that sounds good. I just
need to clean up first, and maybe rest for a while…okay, great,
pick me up at six. Love you too.”

Summer stuck her phone in the back pocket of
her shorts then stretched, a few inches of her flat, tanned stomach
showing as her pink shirt lifted up at the bottom. Brian stood a
few yards away, tracking her with the camera as she looked down at
the pool then squatted and tested the water with her fingers. “Wow,
that water’s nice,” she said to herself, then she stood up again,
looked around to make sure she was alone, then grabbed the bottom
of her pink tank top and pulled it over her head.

Brian’s mouth went dry when he saw Summer’s
big, firm tits clad in nothing but a flimsy pink bra. As she
unzipped her shorts then bent over to step out of them, those tits
jiggled as they swung down from her body. Brian let out a low moan,
and when he turned to look at Tommy, he saw that his friend’s eyes
were glazed over and his mouth was hanging open.

Wearing only the pink bra and a matching pink
thong, Summer tossed her clothes onto one of the pool chairs. Then
she reached up with both hands to unclasp her bra, but she froze
when she saw the looks on Tommy and Brian’s faces. Tommy gave her a
little keep going gesture with his hand, but the girl huffed
and wrapped her arms around her body. “Sorry,” she said, turning
her back on the guys. Now that smooth, firm, and perfectly round
ass was in plain view with nothing but a thin strip of fabric
splitting the cheeks. Summer quickly realized this and spun around
again, her arms still crossed over her tits. “Shit, I mean, I’m
sorry I messed up the shot. It’s just…it’s so weird to strip naked
with you guys standing right in front of me.”

Tommy raised his eyes from the girl’s tits to
her face and gave her an encouraging smile. “Don’t worry, everybody
gets nervous the first time. Just don’t think of us as Tommy and
Brian, okay? Think of us as the director and the cameraman. Believe
me, all we’re focused on is the lighting and the action and making
sure we get the shot right. We’re so busy with all those things
that we don’t even notice anything else. This is just work to us,
okay?”

Summer wasn’t totally convinced, but she took
a deep breath and nodded her head. “Okay, sure. I’m sorry, really.
I’ll try not to screw it up this time. Do we need to start over,
or…?”

“No, we’re fine,” Tommy told her. “This is a
good spot for an edit anyway, so we’ll just switch angles and pick
up where we left off. In fact, I wanted to shoot this part from
behind anyway so we can minimize the nudity.”

Summer’s face lit up. “Oh, so you’ll only see
my butt and not my…”

“That’s right. We’ll shoot from that angle
until you step into the pool. That way the censors won’t throw a
fit about us showing too much skin.”

Summer seemed to relax a little, just like
Tommy had hoped she would. The two guys moved behind her as the
blonde edged closer to the pool and turned her back on them.

“Okay,” Tommy said, “now take off the rest
then step into the pool, all the way up to your neck. Swim around a
little, then go to the side of the pool and lean back against it,
like you’re resting. Ready? Okay, then…action!”

Summer looked around again then reached up
and unhooked her bra, pulling it free then dropping it on the chair
along with the rest of her clothes. Tommy and Brian could only see
her back, but just knowing her bare tits were out in the open made
both of their cocks even harder than they already were. Then the
girl hooked her thumbs in the side of her thong, paused for a
moment, then pushed it down to her ankles and stepped out of it.
The guys both had to stifle a gasp as Summer bent over; that
perfect ass was only a few feet away, and they had even caught a
glimpse of curly blonde hair between the girl’s legs. Then Summer
put one foot into the pool and that tanned, perfect body slowly
vanished beneath the water as she descended the steps one at a time
until she was waist-deep, when the girl launched herself forward
and started swimming.

With the camera still rolling, Brian moved
closer to the edge of the pool until he had a profile view of
Summer. The girl made a few lazy strokes toward the deep end then
turned around and swam back. As she reached the shallower water,
she put her feet on the bottom again and walked back toward the
stairs. The water was down to her waist again, but she had reached
both arms up to smooth the wet hair away from her face, and her
elbows were covering her tits. As she neared the edge of the pool,
the girl sank down into the water, spun her body around, then
leaned her back against the wall of the pool and rested her head
against the tiles near the top edge. The water was nearly up to her
neck again now, and the guys could only see the vague round shapes
of her tits below the surface.

Summer closed her eyes and lay still. After a
few seconds, Tommy said, “Cut! Okay, that was great.”

The girl opened her eyes again. “Was it
really okay?”

“Yeah, sure! It looked totally natural, like
you weren’t even acting.”

Summer giggled, excited. “Awesome! I was
really nervous, but I tried to hide it and I guess it worked.”

“Like I said, you were great. You ready to
keep going?”

Summer took a deep breath, then she finally
nodded.

“Okay, cool. Now this is where the action
really picks up. The killer sneaks over to the pool while Samantha
has her eyes closed, and when she opens them, he’s right there with
his knife raised. She jumps up, screams, charges out of the pool,
then runs away as fast as she can.”

The girl pointed a finger toward the
waist-high fence at the far end of the pool area. “And I run that
way, right?”

“Yeah, the killer’s between you and the
building, so you run in the opposite direction. And this is where
the big action montage starts, so you need to really crank up the
energy. Remember, you’re running for your life here. Just shoot out
of the pool and head for the fence as fast as you can, okay?”

Summer took another deep breath and nodded
again, like she was trying to convince herself it would all be
fine.

“I’ll pretend to be the killer,” Tommy
continued. “So even though I won’t be in the shot, you’ll have
someone to look at and react to. Got it? Okay, good. Brian, get
ready to roll.”

Summer closed her eyes again, and Tommy moved
to the edge of the pool a few feet away from her. Now he had a
better view of those body parts hidden by the water, but the way
Summer had her arms and legs folded, he still couldn’t see anything
good. He raised one arm up in the air and curled his hand like he
was holding an imaginary knife, then said “Action!”

The girl opened her eyes, stared at Tommy,
then screamed as she jumped to her feet, splashing water in every
direction.

“Okay, cut,” Tommy said. “Summer, what are
you doing?”

The girl looked down at herself. She had one
arm wrapped across her tits, and the other hand was plunged between
her legs. “Um, I don’t know. It was just a reflex, I guess.”

“Well, if somebody thinks they’re about to be
killed, they’re probably not that worried about the killer seeing
them naked.”

Summer shrugged, fidgeting. “I guess you’re
right.”

“Let’s try it again, okay? And I want to get
the whole scene in one take, so really focus this time.”

“Okay, I’ll try.”

Everyone got back in their positions and
Summer closed her eyes again, but she was breathing hard and
gritting her teeth a little and Tommy could tell she was nervous.
He raised his arm and said Action! again.

This time, the scene couldn’t have been more
perfect. Summer’s eyes snapped open, her jaw dropped, then she
launched herself upright with her hands up near her shoulders this
time, like she was being robbed at gunpoint. Tommy and Brian both
let out a soft moan. The girl’s perfect body was now on full
display, dripping wet and just a few feet away from them.

Summer’s tits, which were full and round and
still jiggling from the sudden movement, were the same shade of
light golden brown as the rest of her body, with no tan lines
whatsoever. The nipples were small, pink, and hard as pebbles at
the moment. Below those amazing tits was a flat, toned stomach that
led down to the neatly-trimmed strip of blonde hair between the
girl’s legs. The water she stood in was just deep enough to lap at
the point where those golden curls vanished between Summer’s
legs.

The guys didn’t know whether Summer was
trying to draw the scene out or was just too scared to move,
because she stood in that position for a solid five seconds, waving
her hands and screaming as water dripped down her perfect body.
Then she turned and floundered for the nearby steps, splashing like
crazy as she charged up them. Now that amazing ass was in full view
again, those smooth round cheeks clenched tight as the girl fumbled
her way out of the pool. She ran toward the fence, arms and legs
pumping, then skidded to a stop as Tommy yelled Cut!

Summer spun around and wrapped her arms over
her chest as she collapsed onto the nearest pool chair, her legs
crossed. “That was great!” Tommy said as he and Brian walked up.
“Brian, how’d it look from your angle?”

“Absolutely perfect,” he answered, breathing
nearly as hard as Summer was.

“Wow, that’s awesome,” the girl said. “I was
nervous as hell.” Keeping one arm wrapped over her tits, she
reached out the other hand. “Okay, give me the robe.”

Tommy shook his head. “We’re not done with
the scene yet.”

Summer frowned and gave a little grunt of
outrage. “You said I wouldn’t be walking around naked the whole
time!”

“Look, we need to finish this scene so we can
move on to the next one. Let’s do this the way the pros do it,
okay?”

The girl clearly wasn’t happy, but she nodded
grudgingly.

“Okay, awesome,” Tommy continued. “Now we
need to pick up right where we left off. Samantha reaches the fence
but she doesn’t even stop, she just hurdles right over it.”

Summer turned and examined the fence,
frowning now. “I saw that in the script, but…I mean, I’m all wet
now, and…well, naked, of course.”

“Sure, but it’s only waist high. Just plant
your hands on top and swing your legs sideways. You did tougher
stunts than that when you were cheerleading, right?”

“Yeah, but I had clothes on then. And I
wasn’t all wet and slippery.”

“Well, none of that matters to Samantha.
She’s scared as hell and needs to get out of here fast, so she’s
not gonna stop to fool around with the gate.”

Summer let out a ragged sigh. “Okay, I’ll
give it a shot.”

“Come on, you can do it. And we’ll do a
string of jump cuts here to keep the action really fast-paced, so
once you’re over the fence, we’ll go around to the other side and
set up the next shot. Okay, stand up and get into position.”

The girl stood, arms still wrapped around
herself, but Tommy chuckled and said, “Come on, Summer, you’ve got
to stop acting like that. Like I said, let’s do this the
professional way.”

She slowly lowered her arms to her sides, but
her hands were clenched into little fists and she was trembling.
“Okay, fine, but let’s hurry up because I’m wet and I’m cold.”
Goosebumps were starting to spread across that flawless skin, and
the girl’s nipples were even harder now. A few drops of water still
clung to the golden hair between her legs.

Tommy’s mouth had gone dry as he stared at
the blonde, but he cleared his throat and said, “Okay, for this
shot Brian’s gonna be focused on the fence, and he’ll keep the
camera still as you run into the shot then jump over. Once you’re
on the other side, the scene’s over. Got it? Start from wherever
you want, but make sure you build up enough speed to get all the
way over.”

Summer went to the fence and ran a hand
across the top, her other hand absently trailing behind her back to
partially cover her ass. “Okay, this shouldn’t be too tough.” She
moved a few yards away, and Tommy and Brian backed up to give her
plenty of room. Brian stood at a diagonal angle to the fence to get
a partial profile shot of the girl once she entered the scene. The
guys watched Summer as she readied herself, rocking back and forth
on her heels with her arms at her sides, fingers flexing. She
rolled her shoulders, causing her perfect tits to jiggle on her
chest again.

Brian leaned over and put his mouth close to
Tommy’s ear. “I still can’t believe this,” he mumbled.

“You and me both,” Tommy mumbled back. “It
feels like the fucking best dream ever.”

“I’m ready,” Summer called out.

“Great, so are we,” Tommy answered.
“Okay…action!”

The girl charged forward, arms and legs
pumping and her tits bouncing like crazy, and when she reached the
fence she planted both palms on top and swung her legs up and to
the side. But she didn’t raise them high enough to launch her body
over, and she wound up floundering on top of the railing with one
foot still on the ground and the other leg stretched out along the
top of the fence. The girl yelped and struggled, her legs spread so
far that her pussy was stretched wide open and pointing right at
Tommy and Brian.

“Holy shit, zoom in,” Tommy mumbled.

“I already did,” Brian answered. “Oh my god,
this is amazing.”

Grunting, Summer pushed herself backward
until her leg came down and she stumbled back a few steps, nearly
crashing into Brian. She caught herself and backed away, arms
wrapped over her body again. Her cheeks had gone bright red now,
and she looked like she was about to cry.

“Well, that was a total fuckup,” she said,
laughing nervously. “I didn’t have enough speed. I need to get a
better head start.”

Tommy shrugged. “No problem, whatever you
need to do.”

The girl moved a good twenty feet from the
fence, and this time when she reached it she vaulted smoothly over,
her legs easily clearing the top. She stumbled a bit when she
landed on the grass on the other side, but she managed to stay
upright as she jogged forward a few steps and then stopped.

Tommy and Brian collected their bags and came
through the gate to meet Summer. “Great job, that was perfect,”
Tommy told her.

The girl was squatting down now, chest
heaving. “Good, because I don’t know if I could do that again,” she
panted.

“Okay, let’s finish up this scene so we can
move to the next location. This is where the montage starts, but
the audience needs to see that you’re running away from the campus
and toward the town. We’ll do a long shot here so we can get the
university buildings in the background. You’ll start at the fence,
and you need to stand with your knees flexed like you just jumped
over. Take a quick look over your shoulder, then run straight
toward the camera. Make sure you don’t look at it, though. Keep
your eyes forward until you run past Brian.”

Summer shrugged then stood up. “That sounds
easy.”

The grassy field outside the pool was flat
and clear, with only a few small pine trees dotting it. Tommy and
Brian moved fifty feet from the fence as Summer got ready, then
Tommy waved an arm in the air to get her attention. The girl bent
her knees then nodded, and Tommy brought his arm down in one
sweeping motion. Summer shot a look back over her shoulder then
faced forward again and charged across the grass, her tits bouncing
more than ever now. Once she passed the two guys, Tommy yelled
“Cut! Excellent!”

The girl skidded to a halt, arms
instinctively wrapping around her body again. She stayed a few feet
away from the guys, breathing harder now. “I…I have to…I have to
admit it,” she said between breaths. “I feel…kind of like an
idiot…running around naked like this.”

“Don’t worry, once we edit the scenes
together and add some dramatic background music, this’ll look
amazing.”

“Was that last shot okay…or do we…need to do
it again?”

“Brian? What do you think?”

Brian checked the playback on the camera’s
view screen and gave a thumbs up. “Looks great to me.”

Tommy scanned the area. “Okay then, let’s get
a couple of quick shots down in those trees. We want to make it
look like Samantha ran through the forest to get to town.”

With Summer walking a few feet behind the
guys, the trio crossed the grassy field to the edge of the woods.
As Brian got the camera set up again, Tommy scanned the
surroundings.

“You know what?” he said. “We could make this
scene even better than it was in the script. You hear that sound?
That’s the waterfall down by the big pond. We could do lots of cool
shots here in the woods, then go up the hill to the park.”

“But how are we gonna get to town from
there?” Brian asked. “It’s like two miles away. We can’t walk
that.”

“We could grab the downtown shuttle bus from
the park, and we’d be there in five minutes.”

Summer coughed out a little laugh. She was
standing away from the guys and had her arms wrapped around herself
again. “Guys, I can’t ride the bus like this. I have to—oh, shit!
My clothes and my phone are back by the pool!”

“Hey, chill out,” Tommy said, hooking a thumb
over his shoulder. “It’s all here in the backpack.”

The girl let out a sigh of relief. “Thank
god.”

Once the camera was ready, they shot a few
quick scenes of Summer dashing between trees and looking back over
her shoulder. Tommy let her put her sandals on after she complained
about all the dead leaves and pine straw and crap she was stepping
on in the forest, but she had to take them off again once they got
to the pond. Tommy wanted to shoot the scene with Summer running
through the woods, splashing through the shallow creek that led to
the pond, then running past the waterfall. During the first shot,
the girl squealed and stopped running the second her foot hit the
squishy mud on the creek bottom. On the second try, she stumbled in
the creek and went down hard on her hands and knees, splashing mud
and water everywhere.

“Yuck!” she wailed, pulling her hands out of
the mud. She was still bent over, her big tits swaying as she tried
to flick the mud off her fingers.

“Holy crap, my dick is about to explode,”
Tommy mumbled to Brian as they watched from a few yards away.
Summer was swishing her hands violently in the creek water now, and
her tits were jiggling more than ever. She stood up again and
looked down at herself; mud and water had splashed the whole front
of her body, and from the knees down her legs were brown and
sticky. She bent over and cupped water with her hand, splashing it
on her legs. “Oh my god, this is torture,” Brian whispered, and
Tommy nodded as he stared at all that jiggling exposed flesh right
in front of them.

Summer finally straightened up again, arms
wrapped loosely around herself. “Sorry, guys. Now I’m totally
filthy.”

“Don’t worry, it’s fine,” Tommy told her.
“You look more realistic this way. And after we do the shots in
front of the waterfall, you can rinse off there.”

A rocky hillside rose up from one side of the
pond, and streams of water cascaded down from a split in the
boulders. Brian filmed Summer running past the falls from two
different angles, then the girl gingerly stuck one leg at a time
under the falling water until she got most of the mud off. The guys
watched every move from a few feet away, and Summer had no idea
Brian was still rolling tape.

Once the shots in the woods were done, it was
time to climb up the hill that led to the park.

“Since we’re between scenes now, you can put
something on,” Tommy said, fishing through the backpack. He pulled
out a thin white robe and handed it to Summer, who held it up and
frowned. “Are you kidding? This is more like a T-shirt!”

Tommy acted confused. “Huh. I checked the
size when I grabbed it from the wardrobe room, and I could’ve sworn
it said extra-large.”

Summer squinted at the tag. “Yeah, but it’s a
child’s size extra-large!” She put the robe on and tried to
pull it closed; it was so small the two sides barely met, and so
short that a few wisps of golden pubic hair were visible below the
hem. She tied the belt and huffed as she looked down at herself;
the top curves of her tits were still hanging out of the gap at the
top. “Okay guys, this is ridiculous. Just give me my clothes
back.”

“Summer, we really don’t have time—”

“Just until we get to the park, okay? I’m not
gonna get dressed between every scene, I just don’t want to climb
this hill with my twat hanging out.”

That comment made Tommy’s cock even harder as
he shrugged and reached for the backpack again. “Okay, sure, that’s
fine…” He rummaged through the contents, pretending to look
confused again. “Huh. That’s weird.”

“What’s weird?”

“I’ve got your shoes and your phone, but not
the rest of your stuff.”

Summer’s eyes went wide. “What? You
don’t have my fucking clothes?”

“I don’t know what happened. I thought I
grabbed everything.”

Summer huffed and flung her hands in the air,
which caused her tits to spill out the front of the robe. She
snatched it closed it again then said, “Well, we have to go back,
then.”

Brian said, “I don’t know…it’ll take an hour
to walk back then hike all the way here again. We’re gonna lose the
good sunlight.”

“Come on, Summer,” Tommy pleaded. “Can’t you
just use the robe for now? I know it’s not the right size, but at
least it covers you up.”

“Just barely! And besides, what if my clothes
are gone by the time we get back to the pool? Am I supposed to
drive home like this?”

“Listen, I’ll call the front desk at the
athletic building and ask the security guard to go fetch them.
Nobody’s on campus today anyway, so I’m sure they’ll be safe.”
Tommy pretended to dial a number then wandered a few feet away with
his back to the others while he had an imaginary conversation with
the security guard. He came back a few seconds later with a smile
on his face. “The guard said he’ll hold them at the front desk, no
worries.”

Summer rolled her eyes. “Okay, fine. Let’s
get this over with.”

Tommy leaned over to Brian as they started up
the hill with Summer a few paces behind them. “Now for the
really fun part.”

 


 


 


 





Chapter 3.

 


 


City Park was Reedsville’s largest, with two
baseball fields, two tennis courts, a soccer field, and a large
grassy area with plenty of picnic tables. No games were going on,
but the tennis courts were busy and half the picnic tables were
filled with people grilling, eating lunch, or just hanging out and
listening to music. All in all, about 40 people were in the park at
the time.

Tommy, Brian, and Summer stood at the park’s
edge; the guys were talking about angles and focus while Summer
chewed nervously at a fingernail.

“Guys, are you sure about this?” she asked.
“Seriously, what if somebody calls the cops?”

Tommy laughed. “Don’t worry. I told you,
everybody knows about the movie. That’s why we wore our crew shirts
today. They might get a little curious, but they’ll know it’s not
real.”

“But I…I mean, it’s illegal to run around
naked in public. Are you sure we have permission for this?”

“Yeah, of course. The pre-production team
took care of all that. Now let’s get ready for the first shot. I
want to get you running past the entrance here with the park in the
background. After that, we’ll go inside and pick a few spots for
the close-ups.”

Summer reluctantly took off the robe, which
Tommy stuffed into his backpack again. Brian filmed the girl
running across the strip of grass at the park’s entrance, then he
and Tommy walked inside with Summer trailing at their heels.

“Give me back the robe,” she hissed from
behind them.

“Summer, we don’t have time for that. We need
to do a few quick shots, bam bam bam, so we can move on to the next
location.”

The girl grumbled and stayed behind the guys,
using them as a shield as they moved deeper into the park. They
walked on the fringe of the grassy area where the picnics tables
were, which meant two dozen people were only 50 feet away. Summer
walked with her arms around herself, keeping Tommy and Brian
between her and the picnickers.

“Okay, this looks perfect,” Tommy said.
“Brian, set up the camera with the tables in the background and
we’ll let Summer run into the shot from behind you.”

With more people around, Summer’s nerves had
kicked into high gear. On the first take, she ran with her arms up
in front of her chest. She kept them at her sides for the second
take, but that time she stopped running just a few feet past the
camera.

“You have to keep going,” Tommy told her.
“When we edit all these scenes together, it’s gotta look like you
were running like a bat out of hell the whole time.”

“Those guys are paying attention now,” she
hissed, pointing at the nearest picnic table. “Every time I run in
their direction, they look over to see what’s happening. Oh shit,
here they come!”

Summer ducked behind Brian as half a dozen
college-aged guys wandered over with beer cans in their hands.

“Hey, what’s going on?” one of them asked,
then he spied the Last Scream logo on their shirts. “Aw,
damn, wait a minute! Are you shooting a scene for the movie?” He
moved around to get a better look at Summer. “Which actress are
you? Are you the one…hey, wait a minute! This chick’s naked!”

Now all the guys rushed over, forming a
circle around Summer. The blonde had her arms wrapped around her
body, but plenty of skin was still showing. She cringed and
trembled as their eyes crawled all over her.

“Come on, guys, don’t crowd her,” Tommy
warned. “She’s already a little nervous.”

“Why is she naked?” one of the guys
asked.

“The killer in the movie caught her skinny
dipping, and now she’s running away.”

“Aw, dude,” the guy said, chuckling. “I am
so gonna see this movie.”

“Tommy, can you please make them go away?”
Summer whispered.

“Why, are they making you nervous?”

“Yes, totally!” the girl said, clutching
herself tighter.

“Then that’s perfect! Your character’s
supposed to look nervous!” Tommy waved both arms to the
side. “Okay, guys, you can watch us shoot the scene, but you need
to move out of the frame, okay? And try to be quiet so the mic
doesn’t pick up your voices.”

Grinning, the guys stepped back a few feet
while Brian and Tommy set the shot up again. Now when Summer ran
past the camera, she was also running past half a dozen leering men
who practically drooled at the sight of her bouncing tits and
jiggling ass. The blonde was so stressed out that she had to do the
scene six times before Tommy was happy with it, and by then two
more groups from the picnic tables had wandered over. During the
final take, over a dozen people were watching and they all clapped
when Tommy announced that the last shot had been perfect.

As they gathered up their gear and got ready
to leave, a few of the people from the crowd came up to Summer to
ask for autographs or pictures. The blonde scampered behind Tommy,
unzipped his backpack, and yanked out the robe, pulling it on so
violently she nearly tore the thin fabric.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said.

“Hey, come on, if this movie makes you
famous, these guys could be your first fans.”

“Some of them had their phones out!” the girl
squealed. “They were taking pictures and video while I was
running!”

“Hey, relax. You knew we had to shoot these
scenes in front of people.”

“But I didn’t know they’d be standing so
close and watching, like an audience! I thought they’d just be in
the background!”

Tommy started walking toward the tennis
courts, and Brian and Summer followed. “It happens,” he explained.
“People see a film crew and they get excited. Just stay focused and
act like a professional, okay? Lots of famous actresses freak out
the first time they do a nude scene, but after a while it’s no big
deal.”

Summer kept grumbling but she did a good job
with the next shot, where she was running past the tennis courts.
The people playing did stop to watch her, but they stayed where
they were and just shook their heads instead of coming over to the
fence for a closer look. Then they shot one more quick scene with
the entire park in the background, which Summer nailed on the first
try.

“Hey, you’re doing great!” Tommy told her.
“Not nervous anymore?”

“Just doing my best to block everything out,”
she muttered as she pulled on the robe again. “Okay, where to
now?”

“We need to take the shuttle bus so we can
get the downtown shots,” Brian reminded her.

Summer slapped her forehead. “Holy shit, I
forgot! But I can’t ride it in this thing!” She plucked at the
front of the robe, nearly causing her tits to spill out.

“Relax,” Tommy said, “Everybody’s gonna think
you’ve got a bathing suit on under there.”

The girl shook her head. “I
just…you…ugh!” She paced in circles for a moment then blew
out a sharp breath. “Okay, whatever. But I’m gonna stay between you
and Brian the whole time.”

“Sure, no problem.”

Tommy helped Brian take off the camera
harness and they packed the equipment into his duffle bag. Then the
trio walked to the bus stop at the edge of the street outside the
park, where a dozen people were already waiting. Summer stood
behind the guys until the bus pulled up a few minutes later, and
she stayed between them as they walked up the stairs to board it.
Brian was behind her, his eyes locked on the lower curves of her
ass cheeks which peeked out from the bottom of the short robe.

The bus was packed and there weren’t many
free seats, but an elderly man smiled at Summer and patted the spot
on the bench beside him. She gave him a weak smile and sat down,
cringing when the warm plastic seat pressed against her bare ass.
The short robe had ridden up even further when she sat, and now it
didn’t even cover her crotch! The girl put both hands in her lap,
trying to hide the golden curls between her legs. The man beside
her had his head cocked sideways, his eyes wandering from Summer’s
chest to her crotch. The girl tried to pull the robe more tightly
closed, but it was tough to do with one hand covering her
pussy.

The ride lasted less than five minutes, and
when the bus stopped downtown, Summer jumped out of her seat right
away. That turned out to be a mistake, though, because she was
sitting near the back and had to wait for the line of people in
front of her to get off the bus before she could even move. The
elderly man stayed sitting and now Summer’s bare ass, which was
barely covered by the robe, was only a few inches from his face. He
licked his lips and stared at the juicy lower curves of it while
the girl gritted her teeth, her cheeks burning red.

The bus stop was right next to a public
bathroom, and Summer ducked inside once they were all off the bus.
Tommy and Brian took out the equipment as they waited for her.

“Hey, what are we gonna do if someone
does call the cops?” Brian asked as he pulled the camera
harness on again. “Or what if we pass one on the street while we’re
shooting?”

“Just act dumb,” Tommy said, shrugging.
“We’ll tell them all the shots were approved and the paperwork’s
been filed. Everybody who works for the city knows about the movie,
so hopefully they’ll believe we’re legitimate.”

“Yeah, but what if Devlin finds out about it?
Don’t you think he’ll be pissed?”

“I don’t know, maybe. But if my plan works
out, we’ll be able to make our own movie.”

Brian frowned. “What do you mean? I
thought—”

“Okay, I’m ready,” Summer said, coming up
behind them. She swallowed hard as she scanned the streets. “Or at
least I think I’m ready. Crap, I didn’t realize how many
people would be around.”

Reedsville’s downtown area was pretty small,
and the buildings were only about a dozen stories tall instead of
the skyscrapers the larger cities had. But all the big businesses
in town and most of the government buildings were crammed into a
four-block radius, so the area stayed busy. There was also a
pedestrian-only street called Riverwalk, which was lined with shops
and restaurants. That was where most of the downtown workers went
for lunch, and any tourists passing through town normally stopped
there, too. At the moment, the streets were crowded with a mix of
workers, shoppers, students from Silver Creek, and a few
out-of-towners.

“Okay, we need to get a good transitional
shot,” Tommy said, thinking out loud. “Something to show that
Samantha made it to the center of town.”

Brian looked around. “What if we set up over
there by those trees next to the library? I can shoot Summer from
behind as she runs toward the downtown area.”

“Yeah, that’s perfect! Maybe start with a
ground-level shot then pan up to show the tall buildings.”

The group moved away from the street to line
up the shot, and Summer grudgingly gave the robe back to Tommy. She
stood with her arms around herself while the guys positioned the
camera, then when Tommy said action, she ran toward the
street.

“Cut, cut, cut!” Tommy barked out. “Summer,
what are you doing? You’re not running, you’re jogging! And why do
you keep whipping your head from side to side?”

The girl scurried over to him, clutching
herself. “People are starting to notice me!” she hissed.

“Look, there’s no way to avoid that. But like
I told you, the idea is to shoot each scene fast then move on to
the next spot.”

Summer looked around nervously. A group of
men in suits was passing by on the sidewalk nearby, and all of them
were peering in her direction. A man and woman who had just left
the library also seemed to be wondering what was going on. “Okay,
I’ll try to do better this time,” she muttered.

“Wait, I’ve got an idea,” Tommy said. “Your
character is gonna be just as nervous as you, so we need to have a
moment where she gets to town and realizes the situation she’s in;
there’s plenty of people who might help her, but she’s also stark
naked in the middle of the city in broad daylight. This is where
you really need to show your range of emotions, okay? So what we’ll
do is shoot you running into the frame from behind, then you’ll
skid to a stop when you see all the buildings and the people. Then
Brian will move around to get a close-up of your face so the
audience knows what’s going on in your head. Got it?”

Summer nodded, trying to ignore the small
crowd that had gathered nearby. A few people were pointing and
grinning, and she could even hear snatches of their conversations.
Look, it’s part of the film crew! And who’s that girl? One of
the actresses? Wait, what’s she wearing? Oh my God, is she naked?
What kind of movie is this?

Tommy raised both hands and walked toward the
crowd. “Hey, guys! We’re shooting a scene for Last Scream,
and you’re welcome to watch, but I need everyone out of the frame,
okay? Just move off to the side if you don’t mind.”

About twenty people had wandered over by now,
and they dutifully stepped a few feet back so Summer had a clear
path to the street. The girl’s face had gone red by now and her
legs were shaking.

“Oh my god, I don’t know if I can do this,”
she muttered.

Tommy gave her a few seconds then shrugged.
“This is where you really need to start acting. If you don’t think
you can cut it, we should just wrap up and go home.”

The girl was silent for a few seconds, then
she blurted, “Let’s take a break!”

“Summer, we don’t—”

“We’ve been doing this for hours! I need to
rest for a minute and maybe eat something, okay?”

Tommy and Brian looked at each other and
shrugged. Tommy gave in and said they could go to one of the fast
food places across the street for a quick bite, but Summer refused
to sit in a restaurant wearing nothing but the tiny robe. Brian
finally ran over by himself and came back with a bag of burgers and
fries, and the three ate them at a picnic table beside the library.
Summer sat in the shadiest spot, and now that she was covered up
again, the crowd of onlookers had wandered away.

“Feel better now? Tommy asked as she ate the
final bite of her burger and licked her fingers.

“Yeah, a little. Especially now that those
people are gone.”

“Then let’s get back to work before we lose
the good light.”

They set up again, and Summer shrugged off
her robe. Then, when Tommy gave the signal, she ran as fast as she
could toward the street, skidding to a stop when she was a few
yards away. She stood staring at the buildings and the crowds just
like Tommy had asked her to, then she turned and looked over her
shoulder. “Was that okay?”

As Tommy gave her a thumbs-up, a smattering
of applause broke out from nearby. Summer spun around to find a
group of about a dozen people watching from the shade beneath a
large maple tree nearby. She gasped and wrapped her arms around
herself again, and when she turned to walk away she found Tommy
standing right next to her.

“We got that one in one shot! Awesome! But
now we need a reaction shot from the other direction so the
audience can see your face.”

“Why won’t those idiots just leave?”
Summer hissed, nodding toward the group under the tree.

“Hey, give them a break. Like I said, these
people might be your first fans.”

“But they’re just standing there and
staring! And I’m sure some of them have their phones out,
just like those assholes at the park!”

“Take it easy, Summer. Let’s finish this
scene so we can move on, okay?”

The girl nodded grudgingly, but she kept
darting sharp glances at the crowd as Brian moved in front of her
to set up the next shot. For this one, she had to stand with her
arms at her sides and stare straight ahead, letting her mouth
slowly open wide as she realized she had run all the way to town.
After she held that pose for a few seconds, she had to snap her
head back over her shoulder for a second before she took off
running again.

Brian nodded to Tommy, who nodded to Summer.
“Okay, get ready. Arms down at your sides. But don’t worry, this is
just a tight shot of your face,” he lied. Brian was really shooting
Summer from the knees up, with her tits and pussy in full view.

The girl slowly lowered her arms, trying to
ignore the giggles and whispers from the group of people under the
tree. More people were wandering over now, too, some of them
pointing and laughing. The girl’s cheeks were bright red and her
knees were trembling.

“Okay, action!”

Summer stood as still as she could, staring
over Tommy’s head at the buildings on the other side of the street.
She could feel the dozens of eyes crawling over her naked body like
ants, the sensation so strong that her skin started to itch. She
kept her arms at her sides, eyes straight ahead, but she was so
nervous now she thought she might pee herself. Say cut, dammit!
How long does this fucking scene have to last?

Now a second group of people were standing on
the other side of her, watching silently. Summer stood there like a
statue, her tan body gleaming in the full sunlight. Her big tits
heaved gently on her chest as her breathing got faster and faster,
and she could feel a slight breeze ruffling the hair between her
legs.

“Ugh!” she finally grunted, looking at Tommy.
“How long am I supposed to hold this stupid pose?”

“Summer, you never looked back over your
shoulder,” he reminded her. “You look back, you see the killer,
then you start running again, remember?”

The girl grunted again and stamped her foot,
making her big tits jiggle. Both crowds snickered, and most of the
guys had their phones out now.

“Sorry, I forgot. Let’s do it again, okay? I
swear I’ll get it right this time.”

The second take was perfect, and Summer
practically snatched the robe out of Tommy’s hands as they got
ready to cross the street. Some of the onlookers had crowded closer
now that the shot was done, and one teenager was standing right in
front of Summer, staring down at the curves of her tits as they
peeked out from the folds of the robe.

“Hey, can I get an autograph?” he said, his
eyes still glued to her jugs.

“And can I get a picture with you?” another
guy asked, moving so close that his hand brushed Summer’s bare
thigh.

The girl squealed and squirmed as she muscled
her way between Tommy and Brian, using their bodies as shields
while the trio crossed the street. A few of the people from the
crowd followed along, but many of them wandered off now that the
hot girl was covered up again.

Summer cringed as they approached the
entrance to Riverwalk. This was the pedestrian-only area with shops
and restaurants lining both sides of a long, straight avenue.
Dozens of people were window shopping, eating at one of the
restaurants or cafes, or just hanging out. And as the girl stared
at all those faces, she realized just how many people would be
staring back at her as she ran around the town stark naked.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4.

 


 


“Oh my god, oh my god,” Summer mumbled,
pulling the two sides of her robe more tightly together. “There’s
so many people here, and I’ll be running right past them!”

“Just remember, we’ll be doing quick shots,”
Tommy reminded her. “Maybe five seconds tops, that’s it.”

Summer just gritted her teeth as Tommy and
Brian set up the shot. People lounging at an outdoor café had
noticed them and were watching with interest, and a few of the
groups walking by paused to see what was up, too.

“Hey, it’s that film crew!” a teenage boy
said, excited. “Do you guys need extras? Can I be in the
background?”

“We just need everyone to act natural,” Tommy
answered. “It’s okay to hang around and watch, but don’t stand
there like you’re watching a play or something.”

Brian braced himself against a lamp post and
steadied his camera as Tommy positioned Summer for the start of her
run.

“Okay, I’ll take the robe now,” he told the
girl, holding out his hand. Summer grimaced and her hands shook as
she unbelted it. At least a dozen people had their eyes glued on
her now, and some of them were so close they could practically
reach out and touch her. Swallowing hard, she yanked the robe off
and stuffed it into Tommy’s outstretched hand.

“Holy shit, she’s naked!” the teenage boy
said aloud.

“I didn’t know this was an adult
movie,” a middle-aged man remarked, laughing.

“Come on, let’s go!” Summer urged, doing her
best to wrap her arms around herself.

Tommy backed out of the shot and said, “Run
about ten feet past Brian then stop, okay?”

“Okay, whatever!” Summer hissed.

Tommy gave the signal and Summer sprinted
forward, her big tits bouncing as she charged past Brian then
skidded to a halt and wrapped her arms around herself again. “Give
me the robe!” she barked, moving behind Tommy.

“Nah, we have to do it again,” he said. “You
stopped running too soon.”

“Oh, for God’s sake!” Summer wailed, huffing
as she went back to her position. More people had gathered around
now, and the girl’s face was beet red as they stared at her with
wicked grins on their faces. She ran again when Tommy gave her the
signal, but this time he told her she was running too fast. On the
third take, he claimed she was waving her arms too much. But he
said the fourth take was perfect, and he handed Summer her robe as
they moved to the next location. The crowd broke into a round of
applause as the three moved off.

“Half of those people had their phones out!”
the girl wailed. “I’ll probably be all over the internet by the end
of the fucking day!”

“If you are, it’ll give us more leverage when
we show Devlin the screen test,” Tommy said. “If you’re already
famous, he’ll be more willing to give you the part.”

They shot two more quick scenes further down
the street, with Summer once again running as she looked back
nervously over her shoulder. Some of the people from the first
crowd had followed them and now that the word about the film crew
had spread, people were coming out of stores and restaurants to
watch the action. Summer’s teeth were gritted with embarrassment
every time she had to run naked in front of them, and Tommy scolded
her twice when she absent-mindedly wrapped her arms around her
chest as she ran.

“Damn, that girl is smoking!” one
college-aged boy said to his friend as Summer hid behind Tommy
between takes.

“Yeah, I’d love to bend her over and—”

“Come on, let’s go!” Summer hissed to Tommy.
“Isn’t it time to shoot somewhere else?”

“Yeah, let’s try the other end of the
street,” he suggested.

As the three marched away, half a dozen
stragglers followed after them. Two of them were the college boy
and his friend, and the other four looked like high school kids.
Summer kept shooting dirty looks over her shoulder, but now that
the guys knew what was happening, they were willing to follow
Summer until she stripped out of her robe again. The girl did her
best to hide between Tommy and Brian as they walked, but nearly
everyone they passed stared and pointed at the group, some of them
laughing and others with shocked looks on their faces.

Tommy stopped in front of a restaurant with
red bricks around the front door and looked around. Summer cringed
behind him, trying to hide from the people sitting at the four
wrought-iron tables flanking the restaurant’s entrance.

“Keep moving!” she muttered. “We can’t shoot
here!”

“Why not?” Tommy asked. “This is perfect!
That red brick wall makes a great backdrop.”

“That’s Paulie’s Pizza, where I used to work!
Everybody there knows me!”

Tommy shrugged. “Well, that backdrop’s too
good to pass up. And the lighting here is perfect, too. Brian, set
up over there by the lamp post.”

“Tommy, please!” Summer begged. “This is
awful enough already! Don’t make me do this in front of tons of
people I know!”

Tommy rubbed his face and let out a deep
sigh. “Listen, I’ve had enough of this. Do you want a shot at a
Hollywood career or not? Because if you don’t, we can shut down
right now and you can go back to sweeping popcorn off the floor at
the movie theater. It’s up to you. I was trying to help you out,
but we can’t do this if you’re gonna act like a whiny kid instead
of a professional.”

Summer bit her nails and shot a nervous
glance at the entrance to Paulie’s. Through the glass front door,
she could see both employees and customers walking back and forth.
The lunch rush isn’t over yet, she told herself. Maybe
they’ll all be too busy to notice. And if I do a good job and nail
the scene in one shot, we’ll be out of here before anybody can get
outside to see what’s going on.

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry, “ she said. “Fine,
I’ll do it, but let’s make it fast.”

Tommy rolled his eyes the same way Don Devlin
always did, then he rubbed his chin as he studied the area. The
people eating at the tables had noticed them by now, and they all
watched with amused looks on their faces as Tommy held his arms out
straight and bent his fingers like he was staring through a camera
lens.

“Here’s what you’re gonna do,” he told
Summer. “For this shot, you’re gonna start in front of that
bookstore next door then run towards Paulie’s, and you’re gonna
stop when you see these people eating outside, and yell Help
me! Then you’re gonna look over your shoulder real quick, gasp,
then take off running again. You got all that?”

“Yeah, sure, but…” Summer peered past Tommy
at the people sitting at the tables. There were two middle-aged
couples and a group of three girls about the same age as her. If
she ran up to them and asked for help, she’d be so close they could
reach out and touch her. And since they were sitting down, her bare
tits would be right in their faces!

Tommy sighed. “But what?”

“Nothing, it’s okay. I’ve got it. Start at
the bookstore, run to the tables, ask for help, look over my
shoulder, run away again.”

Tommy nodded, then he walked over to the
tables and gave the customers a quick run-down on the movie and the
scene they were shooting. Most of them stared blank-eyed, their
forks paused halfway to their mouths. Then Tommy went back to
Summer again and motioned for the robe.

Summer shrugged out of it again, which
brought gasps from the people sitting at the tables and from
everyone passing by on the avenue. It also brought a fresh round of
chuckles from the group of guys who had followed Summer from the
other end of the street. They were now leaning against the wall
across from Paulie’s, and most of them had their phones out and
pointed right at the girl.

Blushing furiously, she scampered a few yards
down to the front of the bookstore, her arms over her tits to keep
them from bouncing. She kept her arms up and her knees locked until
Tommy gave the signal.

“Action!”

Summer bolted forward, arms and legs pumping,
and ran straight for the closest table outside Paulie’s. One of the
couples was sitting there, and the man stared with his mouth open
as Summer skidded to a halt in front of him, her sweaty tits only a
foot from his face. The girl was about to yell her only line, but
the way the guy was staring at her naked tits freaked her out so
much that she clapped her hands over them and backed away.

“Cut, cut!” Tommy barked. “What’s the
problem?”

“Nothing, sorry! Let’s start again.”

Summer went back to her mark, but this time
when Tommy yelled action, she ran towards the table with the three
girls. “Help me!” she squealed, which made two of the girls giggle
while the other just shook her head. Summer was caught by surprise
again and threw her hands in the air, not sure what to do.

Just then the set of bells on top of the
restaurant’s door let out an angry jingle as a tall, balding
middle-aged man shoved the door open and stomped outside. He wore
dark slacks and a red polo shirt with Paulie’s Pizza
embroidered across the left breast. He pointed at Tommy and barked,
“Hey! I don’t know what you guys are doing, but you can’t bother my
customers while they’re—” Then the man gasped as his eyes fell on
Summer, who was trying to hide behind the nearest lamp post.
“Summer, is that you? What the hell—why are you—”

“Hi, Paulie,” the girl mumbled. “Um, guys,
this is my old boss.”

“Summer, are you naked?” he asked. He
looked at Tommy and Brian, saw their shirts and Brian’s camera,
then coughed out a laugh. “Wait a minute. You’ve got a part in the
movie?”

“Sorry if we’re causing any trouble,” Tommy
said. “But yeah, we’re shooting a quick scene right here and were
hoping we could show your restaurant in the background.”

Paulie’s face lit up. “For real? Sure, why
the hell not? I’d be an idiot to turn down free advertising in a
Hollywood flick! But since it’s my restaurant and Summer used to
work here, I wanna watch you shoot it.”

Summer whimpered from behind the lamp post,
but Tommy said that would be fine. Paulie stuck his head back in
the door and called for his employees, and soon half a dozen young
men and women in matching red polo shirts came outside. Tommy gave
another short speech about what was happening in the scene, and the
waiters and waitresses all laughed and gawked as they tried to get
a better look at Summer, who was still trying to hide. Tommy asked
the Paulie’s crew to move a few feet so they would be out of the
frame, then he ordered Summer back to her mark. With her cheeks
blazing red, the girl quick-stepped back to the bookstore as the
Paulie’s crew chuckled and stared at her round, smooth ass
cheeks.

This time when Tommy yelled action, the whole
restaurant crew laughed and cheered as Summer charged forward, her
tits bouncing like crazy. She was so humiliated she was nearly
crying, and she had to stop and wipe her eyes before she even
reached the tables. The girl was so upset that she screwed up the
scene five times, which meant repeating it over and over in front
of her old coworkers. The girls in the group, many of whom had been
jealous of Summer before, we now laughing their heads off, while
the men, including Paulie, all had hard-ons.

After the sixth try, Tommy finally announced
that the take was good and they could move on. The Paulie’s crew
gave Summer a last round of applause and Paulie moved closer to the
girl and murmured that she could come back for her old job any time
as he leered down at the bare tits she was trying to hide with her
arms.

Summer was trembling with shame as they
walked down the avenue again. The group of boys still straggled
behind them, and after all the commotion they had caused, both
sides of the street were now lined with people standing around to
watch the action. Summer was so upset now—and so used to being
naked—that she walked nude for a solid minute before she thought to
ask Tommy for her robe.

He frowned at her and looked down at her
empty hands. “I gave it to you already, right?” He turned and
looked at Brian, who was walking a few feet behind. “Hey man, you
got the robe?”

“Nope. I thought you had it.”

“Guys, this isn’t funny!” Summer bawled,
wrapping her arms tighter around her body.

“Well, crap, I wonder what happened to it,”
Tommy mused—which was a lie, since he had stuffed the robe in a
trash can near Paulie’s while Summer was fumbling her way through
the last scene.

“I c-can’t walk around like this!” she
wailed. “We have to get something else from one of these
stores!”

“Look, we’ve only got two or three more
scenes to shoot and then we’re done. I don’t want to lose this good
light, so let’s wrap up quick and then I’ll buy you a sundress or a
big shirt or something. Deal?”

Summer sniffled as she looked around
nervously. “Are you sure we’re almost finished?”

“Yep, just a few more scenes, that’s it.”

The girl nodded grudgingly, and the trio
moved down to the end of the street. Tommy wanted a shot of Summer
rounding the corner, which had a gift shop on one side and a drug
store on the other. Tommy and Brian agreed that the light was
better in front of the drug store, so they set up the camera across
from it and started framing the shot. There were less pedestrians
at this end of the avenue, but the group of boys was still hanging
out a few yards away and a dozen other people were lingering around
to see what was happening. Summer was cringing behind Tommy and
Brian like she had before, and as she peered out from between them,
she suddenly gasped. “Oh my god!”

Tommy and Brian looked around. “What?” Tommy
asked.

“That man in the blue shirt! That’s Frank
Hartman, my dad’s boss!”

A short, stocky man in slacks, a blue
button-up shirt, and a tie had just appeared from around the
corner. He was frowning and looking at his watch as he chatted on
the cell phone pressed to his ear.

“We have to wait until he’s gone!” Summer
pleaded. “I can’t let him see me like this! I’ve known him for
years! We just had dinner at his house last week!”

Frank lingered in the middle of the avenue
for a moment, oblivious to the film crew and the small crowd
gathered near him. He finally finished his phone call then
disappeared inside the drug store.

“Okay, he’s gone,” Tommy said. “Let’s shoot
the scene while we’ve still got the light.”

“No, what if he comes back out while we’re in
the middle of it? I would die!”

Tommy sighed. “Brian, what do you think about
the lighting situation?”

Brian looked up at the sky. “Sun’s on its way
down. Once it gets behind those rooftops, this whole street’s gonna
be in the shadows.”

“Then we need to wrap this up. Come on,
Summer, this is a really quick shot. I just need you rounding the
corner, that’s all. You don’t have to do anything else, so there’s
no way to mess it up.”

“B-but can’t we just wait a minute? He
might—”

“He might be in there for half an hour for
all we know,” Tommy interrupted. “Look, this is a five-second
scene. If you nail it the first time, we’re out of here right
now.”

Summer was shaking harder than ever, but she
finally nodded her head frantically. “Okay, but let’s do it quick,
like you said. All I have to do is run around the corner?”

“That’s it. Start at the end of the drugstore
and run all the way around it until you’re out of the frame.
Nothing to it.”

“Okay, I can do it in one take, I promise.
Let’s go!”

The girl scampered to the end of the
drugstore, her eyes glued to the door to make sure nobody was
coming out. Brian took his stance, then Tommy called
action.

Summer took off at a fast sprint, but before
she passed the drug store, the front door swung open and Frank
Hartman stepped outside empty-handed. Summer’s eyes went wide and
she tried to skid to a stop, but Frank was right in her path. He
looked up just before they collided, his arms flailing out in
self-defense. Summer careened right into him, her bare tits mashing
into his chest as she stumbled forward out of control. Frank’s arms
wrapped around her to steady her, and soon the two were locked in
an awkward embrace.

“S-Summer!” the man stammered, his eyes as
wide as saucers as he stared down at her naked body. “What in god’s
name—are you—did someone—are you hurt, do you need help?”

“No, Mr. Hartman, I’m fine!” the girl
squealed, trying to wriggle away from him, but his arms were still
draped over her shoulders. As she struggled, her bare tits brushed
back and forth against Frank’s chest, making the man swallow
hard.

“Then what are you—I mean—” Frank lost his
words then, his jaw moving but no sound coming out as Summer
finally wriggled away from him and wrapped her arms around herself
again.

“It’s f-for a movie,” she explained, one arm
over her tits and the other hand thrust between her legs. She
nodded toward Tommy and Brian then added, “We’re shooting a
scene.”

“What kind of movie?” Frank asked,
still wide-eyed and bewildered. “Some kind of a…you know, a
porno movie or something?”

“Of course not! It’s a horror movie! My
character was skinny dipping, then she has to run away from a
serial killer!”

“Oh, my word,” Frank said, rubbing his
forehead. He was breathing hard as he stared at Summer, and his
cock was still stiff from when the girl had rubbed her tits all
over his chest. “Does your father know about this, young lady,
because I’m sure he—”

“No! And please don’t say anything, okay? I
can’t tell anyone for now, especially my parents!”

Frank shook his head then chuckled nervously.
“Well, I hate to say it, but it looks like quite a few people
already know about this.” He nodded to a spot behind Summer, and
the girl turned around to find at least two dozen people standing
around watching the show. The girl’s face blazed even redder than
before and she scampered between Tommy and Brian again.

“Please Mr. Hartman, don’t say anything,
okay?” she begged. “My parents would throw the biggest fit!”

“Well, okay, but…I’m not sure this is such a
good idea. If you want to be an actress, maybe you should get a
part where you can keep your clothes on.”

Summer gave the man a tight smile as he waved
and wandered off again, then she let out a ragged sob. “I’m gonna
die. I am just…going…to die. My father’s boss just saw me totally
naked!”

“Just for a second,” Tommy told her. “And it
all happened so fast, he probably didn’t even see anything.”

“My boobs were pressed right into him!”
Summer wailed. “And when his arms were around me, one of his hands
was right on my ass!”

“Well, it’s over now, and he’s gone. Let’s
get back to work.”

Summer shook her head, tears in her eyes. “I
don’t know if I can do this anymore. My legs are so weak I can
barely stand up, and…”

“Okay, tell you what. Let’s scrap this shot
and get away from here. I just had a great idea for how to end this
scene, and we can shoot it on the next block where all those
warehouses are. That street’s always empty, so you won’t have to
worry about a bunch of people gawking at you.”

Summer stopped sniffling. “Really? Great,
let’s do it. And then you’ll buy me something to wear?”

“Sure, you and Brian can sit tight while I
come back here and grab you a dress or something.”

“Okay, thank you. But let’s do it fast,
because I feel kind of sick. My stomach’s got a million butterflies
in it.”

“Yeah, no problem, but first, we need to get
rid of this audience.” Tommy turned to the crowd mingling around
and raised his hands. “Okay folks, that’s it for today! We’re gonna
wrap up and head home now. Thanks for your support, and we hope
you’ll go see the movie when it comes out!”

There was a smattering of applause mixed with
a few sighs of disappointment, then the various groups and lone
watchers wandered off in different directions. Summer let out a
deep, ragged breath, her shoulders slumping.

“Thank god,” she mumbled.

“Come on, let’s get moving,” Tommy said. He
led the way around the corner to a narrow side street that faced
the foothills on the edge of town. Cars lined the curb but no one
was walking in the area, and the trio didn’t pass a soul as they
moved two blocks down to a deserted street lined with
warehouses.

“Okay, here’s my idea,” Tommy said, “and your
pal Frank Hartman is the one who gave it to me.”

Summer frowned. “Huh? What are you talking
about?”

“That run-in you just had with him. You
should have seen your face when he bumped into you. It was the most
natural look of sheer terror I’ve ever seen, and that would look
awesome on film. We’re gonna try to replicate that right before
your character makes her big escape.”

“But how? There’s nobody here for me to bump
into.”

Tommy shrugged. “I’ll do it. It doesn’t
matter who it is. It could be anybody. The point is, your
character’s been running like crazy through town, past all these
people, then she’s finally alone on this deserted street. She looks
around and doesn’t see a soul. So she’s backing up slowly, looking
around for the killer, then wham! She smacks right into a guy. She
spins around and screams because she thinks it’s the killer, just
like the audience will, but then she sees it’s just some random guy
wandering around in the street. But it’s enough to get her blood
pumping, so she takes off running again and makes her big
escape.”

“Big escape? You keep saying that, but what
does it mean?”

“She finally gets away from the killer for
good. But don’t worry, I’ll run through that in a minute. For now,
let’s focus on the build-up.”

While Brian set up the camera, Tommy gave
Summer her instructions. She would run around the corner onto the
deserted street, shoot a glance over her shoulder, then pause and
turn around. Then she would walk slowly backward until she bumped
into Tommy, who would position himself right in her path.

Even though she was exhausted, Summer nailed
the first part of the shot. She charged around the corner, tits
bouncing like crazy, then stopped, turned around, and gave the guys
a perfect view of her juicy ass while she slowly walked backward.
Tommy and Brian both sighed; they had been staring at her naked
body for hours, but the view never got old. The thing is, Tommy was
tired of just looking at that amazing body. Now he wanted to see
what it felt like, which is what gave him the idea for the new
scene.

As Summer walked backward, Tommy moved until
he was a few yards behind her. The girl kept walking, coming closer
and closer, until her round, bare ass bumped against Tommy’s
crotch. The girl didn’t hit him hard, but Tommy let out a little
grunt and stumbled backward, wrapping his arms around Summer’s
torso as if he was trying to keep from falling. As he did, he
grabbed one of the girl’s big tits in each hand and squeezed hard.
Summer squealed as the two did a crazy backward dance until Tommy
finally got his balance again. But his hands were still on her tits
once he regained his footing, and Summer had to wrestle her way out
of his grip.

“What the fuck!” she blurted, spinning around
to face him.

“Hey, sorry, you nearly bowled me over! I was
holding on for dear life!”

“No, you did that on purpose!” Summer wrapped
her arms around herself again, a ridiculous gesture at that point
since the guys had already memorized every inch of her nude
body.

“Summer, give me a break. I just didn’t want
to fall down. Now come on, let’s try it again. I’ll plant my feet
better.”

The girl stood sulking for a minute, then she
finally agreed. “But keep your hands off me this time!” she
warned.

Tommy did steady himself better for the
second take, but his hands still shot out when Summer bumped into
him. This time they slid across her hips and grazed both sides of
her ass, but Tommy yanked them back before the girl could complain
again. She spun around like she was supposed to, sheer terror
etched on her face, then ran off again as Tommy had instructed.

“Cut!” he said. “Perfect! Great job,
Summer!”

The girl was still fuming from being groped,
so she only nodded and said, “Okay, what’s next? You said this is
the last shot, right?”

“Right, and this is a big, dramatic scene.
This is where Samantha finally gets away from the killer once and
for all, looks around to find herself totally alone, then she
suddenly wakes up and realizes the whole chase was just a
nightmare.”

Summer nodded. “Fine, whatever. Let’s do it
and get this over with.”

“Okay, but I have to ask you something…you’re
not afraid of heights, are you?”

The girl grunted. “Heights don’t bother me.
Are we going up on one of these rooftops of something?”

“Or something,” Tommy said, still
grinning.

He and Brian walked off with Summer trailing
a few yards behind.

“You sure this last scene is gonna work?”
Brian asked, leaned toward Tommy and lowering his voice.

“Sure, why not? I drove out here this morning
before I picked you up and got everything ready.”

“I can’t believe what you did back there,”
Brian continued. “I am so fucking jealous. I bet you’ll never wash
those hands again.”

“I can still feel those tits, “Tommy
murmured. “Oh my god, my fingers were in heaven.”

The group walked down the street to the end
of the main avenue that led to the center of town. On one side were
the foothills surrounding the highway that snaked north, and on the
other side was the cluster of buildings they had spent the day
wandering around. On the opposite side of the street from the
buildings, a billboard towered over the downtown area. It was 30
feet up in the air and showed a picture of smiling people with the
words Thanks for visiting Reedsville! at the top. It was the
last thing visitors saw before they drove out of town, but it was
also visible from Riverwalk and most of the downtown area.

“So here’s the scene,” Tommy explained.
“You’ve been running around with this killer after you, but then
you see the ladder leading up to this billboard and you decide to
climb to the top to get away from him once and for all.”

Summer’s mouth gaped open as she tilted her
head back and looked up. “To the top of that? All the
way?”

“Yeah, but don’t worry, the platform up there
is really wide and there’s plenty of room to stand. Once you’re up
there, you look down at the city, scan the area, and realize that
the killer’s nowhere to be seen. That’s when your character wakes
up and realizes it’s all a dream.”

“But how the hell am I even supposed to get
there?” Summer asked, still looking up. “I see that ladder hanging
down from the platform, but it doesn’t come all the way down.”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got it all worked out.”
Tommy walked over to a big pile of refuse, scraps, and old building
materials at the base of the billboard and started tossing aside
pieces of wood and flattened carboard boxes to reveal a metal
ladder lying on the ground. It wasn’t even as tall as him, but
Tommy knelt down and worked a hinge on top of the ladder and it
folded open to become twice as tall, nearly 12 feet. He manhandled
it upright and scooted it under the billboard until the metal hooks
on the top latched onto the bottom rungs of the other ladder.

Tommy grabbed the middle rung with both hands
and tugged. “See? Steady as a rock. Now you can climb all the way
to the top.”

“I don’t know about this,” Summer muttered.
“Like I said, heights don’t bother me at all, but are you sure this
is safe?”

“I know it is, because I’ve already climbed
up there myself. And don’t worry, I’ll follow you up just to make
sure. We’ll get one shot of you at the bottom of the ladder, then a
close up while you’re still near the ground, then another shot once
you reach the top. I won’t show up in any of the frames, and I’ll
be right behind you in case you need me.”

Summer was still skeptical, but she was also
dirty, sweaty, tired, and sick to death of running around naked in
front of two nerdy guys. “Okay, let’s do it.”

They filmed a shot of Summer running to the
base of the ladder and climbing the first few rungs, then Brian
came closer and knelt down, shooting upward as Summer climbed a
little higher. Once she was about eight feet off the ground, Tommy
started climbing up after her. When they were halfway up, he called
out, “You okay? I’m right here if you need me.”

Summer peered down past her feet. Tommy was
about three feet below her painted toenails, staring upward at her
with a huge grin on her face. She suddenly realized that he was
looking straight up between her spread legs, with a perfect view of
her exposed pussy!

“I’m fine,” she called down, inching her feet
closer together. “You don’t need to follow me up. I’m not
scared.”

“You sure? Okay, whatever you say.”

As Summer scaled the ladder to the top, Tommy
started down again. When his feet hit the ground, he checked to
make sure Summer was still facing upward then he grabbed the bottom
ladder with both hands and jerked it hard until it detached from
the top ladder. He let it fall with a loud clatter, then sat down
on the ground. Summer was just stepping onto the platform at the
top of the billboard when she heard the commotion. She peered down
at the ground to find Tommy sitting on the dirt and rubbing his
head.

“What happened?” she called out. “Did you
fall or something?”

Tommy nodded weakly. “Yeah, the ladder just
gave out on me.” He crawled a few feet and acted like he was trying
to pick it up again, but with the tiny tool hidden in his right
hand, he was really loosening the screws on the hinge in the center
of it. After a moment he stood and lifted the ladder off the
ground, but it split into two pieces and crashed to the dirt
again.

“Tommy?” Summer called again. “What’s going
on?”

He flung his hands in the air. “The damn
thing broke! I’ve gotta figure out some other way to get you
down!”

Summer looked around, scanning the area. She
could see nearly all of the small downtown area from here—but that
meant they could see her, too. A few people walking the streets
were already looking up at her, and as she stood there, several
more stopped and pointed. The girl stepped back from the edge of
the platform and squatted down with her back against the billboard.
“Guys, you need to do something fast,” she called in a trembling
voice.

“Yeah, I know,” Tommy answered. He walked
over to Brian, grinning, and pulled a slip of paper out of his
pocket. “We’ve got a lot of people to call, so let’s split these
up. I’ll call the police and the fire department, you call the TV
stations.”

“Holy shit,” Brian said, laughing, “There’s
gonna be an army of people out here!”

“That’s the point, man. An army of people all
looking at one naked chick.”

“But dude, we’re gonna get busted for
climbing the billboard! And when everybody asks why we did it and
they find out about the fake test shoot, Devlin’s gonna can our
asses!”

“What do you mean?” Tommy asked innocently.
“Those papers Summer signed this morning said we were shooting an
untitled film for Tommy Mulligan Productions.”

Brian’s face lit up in awe. “No fucking way!
Does that mean…”

“Yep. Summer gave me the rights to use this
footage however I fucking want, which means I finally got the dream
scene for my own movie. Maybe I’ll post a few clips on the internet
first to give people a taste.”

“Uh…guys?” Summer called down again. “I see a
bunch of people walking this way. Are you gonna do something?”

Tommy gave her a thumbs-up as he reached for
his phone. “Go ahead and call the TV stations first,” he told
Brian. “Let’s give them a head-start before the cops and the
firemen get here.” He chuckled as he looked up at Summer, who had
scooted close to the edge of the platform again and was on her
hands and knees, peering down nervously. Even from a distance, he
could see those great tits hanging down.

“Yep, Summer wanted to be a movie star,” he
said, “but it looks like she’s gonna be a TV star first.”
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