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PROLOGUE

Peter loved directing movies. 

Horror movies specifically. 

It took fifteen years but he finally secured a job as a feature horror film director with a budget. The nerd kid who became president of his high-school's audio visual club now had reached heights that his peers never thought he could. He smiled to himself as he looked at the HD monitor of the movie camera, watching as the lens panned up at his leading lady . 

The beautiful Layla Brady. 

Every man in America would have a crush on her once they finished this movie. 

Ivory-skinned with long black ringlets of hair cascading down to her shoulders, Peter had fallen in love with her head shot before he even met her. Despite the misgivings of his producer, he hired Layla after her abysmal audition. Peter was confident that he could elicit a good performance out of Layla and even if he didn't, her looks alone would be enough to sell tickets to the horror fan boys that read Fangoria every month. 

They had auditioned over fifteen actresses for the part. Three of the fifteen had wowed the producer and the casting director. Peter, however, lobbied for Layla and would not budge until everyone agreed that she would get the lead part.

“She's perfect for the role,” he said. “She has a vulnerability that the others just don't have.”

The casting director, a mixed raced woman with dreadlocks wanted to hire an actress that looked like Michonne from the Walking Dead on steroids. 

“I want Layla,” Peter said, taking aside Sam Schneider who served as the executive producer.  “Layla is the one, no if's, and's or but's.”

He could not let him know the real reason he wanted Layla as he would instantly lose credibility. 

As a director, he was familiar with the indefinable “it” quality that you hear attributed to so many actors who were on that surefire path to stardom. 

Layla did not have that “it” quality as her acting prowess wasn't quite on a level with the more experienced actors that submitted. 

But Peter couldn't help but notice that there was something in the way that she looked at him. She looked at him in a way that no one else did, looking him directly in the eye for just that half second too long. 

A secret handshake that no one else noticed. She was letting him know, with her eyes, that she was there for the taking. 

Peter knew that if he could capture that look on camera, that tingle that he felt when he first met her, then his movie would skyrocket to the top of the horror charts. If every fan boy could see what he saw in her, they would buy tickets again and again. 

He knew that horror movies weren't always about the acting. It was about the heroine being the type of person that you want to protect, the type of young woman that you don't want anything bad to happen to. It worked with Jamie Lee Curtis in Halloween, Heather Langenkamp in Nightmare on Elm Street, and it would work for Layla Brady in Home After Dark. 

Home After Dark. 

Written and directed by Peter Dixon. 

He liked the sound of that.

The producer relented to his casting of Layla as the film would owe its distribution to an opening scene with Danny Trejo and Christian Slater. They would die in the first ten minutes but their involvement would be enough to get pre-sales from the bank. Now, with the movie financed, Peter was free to make it his own. 

The casting director called Layla and let her know that she got the part. Later that day, Peter saw her on Hollywood Boulevard and she hugged him, thanking him profusely for the opportunity. 

One thing let to another and they went out for an early dinner that night. 

He took her back to his hotel room and she showed him her true appreciation. 

CHAPTER ONE

Peter got the gig after one of his independent short films won the SlamDance Grand Jury prize. Film festivals weren't his thing but it got him exposure and the opportunity to film his own script with a budget. His prior movies forced him to be both the director, cameraman, writer and janitor. It felt good to finally be validated with a workable budget. 

He expected to be intimidated by some of the more experienced members of the crew but he felt right in his element. The cameraman that Sam hired seemed to like him as they shared an affinity for horror. 

Now, they worked in tandem to shoot a few scenes without a cut. His cameraman, a Filipino-American named Filemon nodded his head at Peter, ready for another take. They had to shoot Layla making love to another one of her many boyfriends, then track her to the door as she led him. They would then circle around her and get a shot of a man outside her window threatening her. 

"And action," Peter said.

Layla, wearing nothing but a gold cross necklace around her neck, slowly crawled atop the actor laying on the bed.  Peter didn't like the man, a muscular brute of an idiot named Bruce. The man said very little during his time on the set. Peter just watched his eyes, scanning up and down Layla's body and he knew everything going on in the man's head. 

Playing Layla's one night stand, Peter watched as Bruce ran his rough hands across his dream girl's naked breasts. Peter wanted to put his hands over his ears as she groaned in pleasure. He wondered if her acting in this scene had been forced or real. 

He gulped hard as he watched Layla claw the well-defined pecs of her on-screen lover. 

Bruce smiled as he groped her breasts again. Layla arched her neck back, gyrating as if there were full penetration, faking orgasmic pleasure.

Filemon looked back at the director as if gauging his reaction. Peter couldn't tell if he wanted his input on how to film the scene or was checking to see how jealous he was.. 

Peter's face remained expressionless although he unconsciously turned way from the camera when Layla leaned over and nibbled on the man's ear.  

Was that in the script?

“Okay, okay,” Bruce said, shoving Layla off him. “I have to train tomorrow. Women weaken legs.”

“Are you serious?” she asked. 

Bruce put on his pants and shirt as Layla led him to the door. 

The cameraman followed, deftly focusing out the background to give the scene a depth of field. Filemon was a first time cameraman on a studio-financed film, like Peter, and was hired to save money. He had won several awards himself, however, and prided himself on pulling his own rack focus and lighting. 

“When can I see you again, darlin'?” Bruce asked. 

“Whenever I'm in the mood to fuck a guy with bad breath, I'll call you.”

“What?”

“Most guys, I just ask that they use a condom. With you, I need an oxygen mask!”

Layla slammed the door in his face and walked back to her bedroom. She stretched out naked on the rumpled sheets of the mattress, as shameless as a cat, propping herself up on her elbow, her other hand stretched along her freckled thigh as she looked deep in thought. 

They followed her with the camera as took she rolled over and took a bottle of bourbon off the bed stand. Layla casually took a long swig and wiped her mouth. 

“I need to stop fucking scumbags,” she whispered. 

Her cell phone rang. 

“Probably another one,” she said, putting the bourbon down and picking her cell up off the counter. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“I'm watching you,” a wheezy, whispery voice of a well-practiced pervert said at the other end. 

“Excuse me?”

“You little whore. You're gonna die. Little whore gonna die.”

“Who the fuck is this?”

“I'm watching you,” he said. “Look for me. Look for me out your window.”

Layla turned around and looked up at windows of the apartments across the way. She squinted her eyes at all of the dark glass, looking for some sign of her harasser. 

The man turned on a light in his room directly across her. She saw the switchblade in his hand and the bulbous white mask over his face. 

The called  him the Creeper. 

Layla screamed and retreated back into the room. She sat on the bed until her heart stopped pounding and her knees stopped trembling. 

“And cut!” Peter said. 

“Was that good?” she asked. 

“You were fine, fine.”

Layla smiled as she covered herself in a bathrobe and walked back to her dressing room. 

“That's a wrap, guys!”

The lighting technicians and boom operators began dismantling their gear. Standing about twenty feet away, stood Sam. He caught Peter's eye and motioned for the director to come over to join him.  

Peter took a deep breath. He hated talking to producers, they never knew what they were doing.

“I'm a little worried,” Sam said as he led Peter out of the studio and into the chilly night air. 

“About?”

“Do I have to spell it out? She's terrible.”

“She's not so bad.”

“Peter,” Sam shook his head. “If you think-”

“I know she's not exactly Meryl Streep, okay?”

“Meryl Streep? I've seen cracked-out porn stars that could do a better job than she can. I mean, I know you hired her for shall we say, aesthetic reasons, and that is important. But you have ensure me that she can pull off these scenes. Especially that last scene. That plot twist. If she falls flat, everything falls flat.”

“It won't fall flat.”

“The only thing that isn't flat about that girl is her chest. And that is the only reason you hired her.”

“You wanted someone who could sell tickets. Put that girl on a horror poster and you got a winner.”

“Not if she can't act,” Sam said, shaking his head. “You can't insult the audience like that. You can't bluff your way out of a bad film with a pair of titties. You have to bring more than that to the table, playboy. Get it together. Or else.”

CHAPTER TWO 

Fluorescent lights lit the actors from above. A pair of construction workers set up an additional lighting kit behind both Layla and Stephen before leaving the room. 

Peter dismissed the rest of the staff, wanting to be alone with both the male lead, Stephen, and Layla. They were having some serious chemistry problems throughout. 

Peter's eyes danced across Layla's body as she looked at him for guidance. She wore a fitted shirt, faded pink, partially unbuttoned so that he could see the top of her white lace bra underneath. 

Peter disliked Stephen even more than Bruce. He cultivated a scruffy look, never shaving or washing his hair while smelling like stale urine. The irony was that he came from an affluent family and spent his whole life going to art schools on the dime of his parents. 

He didn't have to grind like Peter did.  

But yet he looked down his nose at everyone and everything. 

“What is your budget?” he sniffed during his audition. Peter didn't want him but both Sam and the casting director lobbied for him. 

Layla looked nervous as she stood before Stephen, knowing his cynical judgment would be forthcoming. 

Peter peered over the shoulder of Stephen, wanting to get a better look at Layla.

"Ready?" Peter asked. "And action!" 

"I really thought you cared about me," Layla said.

"Of course I care about you," Stephen said. "How can I not care about you? Look at you."   Stephen caressed the side Layla's face. Peter could not help but smirk as he knew that Stephen was probably imagining a musclebound man in front of him instead of a beautiful brunette. 

"All those lies,” she said. “You looked me straight in the and lied to me. How can I forget that? How can I forgive that?”

“Try.”

“I'm done trying,” she gave an exaggerated pout as Stephen leaned in for a kiss. “Just done.”

“No, you're not,” he said before breaking character. “Sorry. Sorry. This is horrible. Amateur night in LA.”

“What's wrong?” Layla asked. 

Stephen looked at Peter for assistance as if to say 'help me out here.' 

“Okay,” Peter said, standing in front of Layla. “Remember this is all about getting in the moment. What emotions are you feeling right now?”

“Hurt,” she said. “I want to cry.”

“No,” Peter said. “Not in real life. Your character. Your character thinks different. Acts different.”

“I feel anger.”

“There you go. Anything else?”

“Hurt? Emotional hurt?”

“Nice,” Peter said, handing Layla the prop knife. “Okay, let's go to the kill scene. Let's see some intensity.”

He nodded for Stephen to come over and the actor sighed as if it were a futile endeavor, stepping in front of Layla.

“And action!”

Layla held up the prop knife in a threatening manner. 

Stephen sighed again. 

“You don't need that,” he said, looking at the dull blade. 

“You told me you loved me.”

Stephen leaned in to kiss her again. “I do.”

“I trusted you,” she said, her eyes averting over in the direction of Peter. 

“That tears it,” Stephen said, breaking character once again. “This is just not working. She's looking at you. She's not focused on me at all.”

“Stephen, listen-”

“No, you fucking listen,” Stephen said. “I can't fucking believe this. This is the best actress you could afford? You gotta be fucking kidding.”

“Shut the fuck up, Stephen.”

“Fuck you!” Stephen began to walk away until he saw the hurt in Layla's face. “Okay, look. I know it is hard. Okay? I know that. But I'm used to working with A-listers. Not, you know, you're just starting out.”

“That isn't your fucking place to say that,” Peter said, shoving Stephen back. 

Stephen looked aghast that Peter would even put his hands on him. 

Peter pushed him again, harder this time.

“Easy!” Stephen said, seeing the intensity in Peter's eyes. 

Peter pointed to the door. “Get the fuck outta here.”

“Stop!” Layla said. “Both of you. Just stop.”

“No,” Peter said. “He needs to fucking stop. Stop running his fucking mouth all the time and do his job.”

“Peter!” Layla said before turning to Stephen. “Stephen, tell me what I need to do. Tell me how we can make this work.”

“That's the thing see, I don't know how. We got a shot here, Layla. A real shot. I just need you to focus. Okay? Really focus.”

She nodded her head. “Okay. I'll try.”

Stephen shook his head. “There is no try. We either succeed or fail. Okay? You have to pretend you are someone else. You have to pretend that you really feel love. Kinda like when you're seducing the director.”

“That's enough!” Peter said, pushing Stephen again. “We're done. You're fired.”

“Is this a joke?”

“You're the joke. Now leave.”

“Let's see you finish this film without me.”

“We'll manage.”

“I'm calling my agent. And my lawyer.”

“Eat a fat one,” Peter said as he watched Stephen exit the set. 

“I'm sorry,” Layla said.

“No, I'm sorry. I should have never hired that asshole. You know, sometimes people fool you. You look at their credits and think they might be legitimate. Then they turn out to be super dickheads.”

“What are we going to do?”

“I'll play the part myself.”

“Really?”

“I've acted before. Shouldn't be a drop-off from Stephen.”

“Am I really that bad?” she asked. 

“No,” Peter said. “Come on. There are little tricks to acting that I want to show you. Let's go to the office and work on things. Okay?”

Layla nodded her head as he led her down the hall. 

He opened the door for her and they could hear Stephen's voice on his cell phone. 

“I don't know where the hell they found this girl!” he shouted. “The worst. The absolute worst actress I have ever seen.”

Stephen turned around and caught the eye of both Peter and Layla. 

Peter took Layla by the arm and hurried the pace, not wanting her to hear anymore of that rant. He flipped Stephen the bird as he closed the door behind himself. 

Peter led Layla into his director's office, a small ten by ten foot space. A veritable mess of a place, his desk had head shots, screenplays and empty potato chip bags strewn near his laptop that had a screen saver of Jessica Alba in a bikini scrolling across. His desk drawers overflowed with paper work and a plastic patio chair stood against the desk near a heap of old camera equipment. 

He walked over to the window and closed the blinds.  He shut off the lights then turned on the lamp on his desk, adjusting the shade so the dim yellow light pointed directly at Layla.

“Film noir,” he said.

“What's that?”
“You know, those old movies that had moody lighting.”
“Like Bogart and Bacall?”

“There you go.”

“I want us to be good. Great like they were.”

“That's the spirit,” Peter said. "Now it's just us. You and me. You have to remember that anyone can act. It's all about focusing on the moment. Focusing on the feeling. Your feelings. What is your character feeling and how can you express that. You say the lines in the script and the words will take you there. Trust me. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Let's go,” Peter said. “And action!”

She pulled out the prop knife from behind herself. 

"I really thought you cared about me," Layla said.

"Of course I care about you," Peter said. "How can I not care about you? Look at you." 

Peter caressed the side of her face. He gulped hard as he felt his mouth water and his heart pound. How the hell could he pull this off? Direct and now act. Sam would have a fit. 

"All those lies,” she said. “You looked me straight in the eye and lied to me. How can I forget that? How can I forgive that?”

“Try.”

“I'm done trying,” she said as Peter leaned for a kiss.  “Just done.”

“I trusted you.”

“You can still trust me.”

“No. No, I can't”

“I thought you cared about me”
“I do. 
“You lied to me all along,” she raised the knife again. 

“You don't need that,” he said, looking at the dull blade. 

“You told me you loved me.”

Stephen leaned in to kiss her again. “I do.”

“I trusted you,” she said. 

He moved in closer and they kissed. She reached up with the knife but soon gave into the passion of the moment, kissing him harder. 

Peter instantly became aroused, feeling her soft lips against his, remembering their first night together. 

She broke the kiss first, smiling. 

“You really like me don't you?”

“Nice ad lib.”

“What's that?”
“A line that isn't in the script.”
“Maybe it should be,” she said, leaning in and kissing him again.

“You're so beautiful,” he whispered. “I can't take my eyes off you. You're going to be such a star.”

“You're just saying that.”

“No.”

Layla hooked her arm around his neck and kissed him again, then she pulled away and held his face between her palms. Peter could feel the blush of warmth from her face in the dark. 

“You're not a scumbag, are you, Peter?” Her eyes stared deep into his. “I have done my lifetime quota.”

“Not anymore,” he said. 

“I'm serious,” she said.”Can I trust you?”

“Of course.”

She kissed his lips again, then nibbled at his ear. “I need someone I can trust.”

“Hey look,” Peter broke away. “We're supposed to be rehearsing, remember? Concentrate on what you felt just then. Your character has fallen in love with a man that she thought she could trust and then he betrays her. So you have to get revenge. You seduce him and lead him on and and then slice! You kiss him with the knife. Okay? Let's try it.”

“Okay.”

He kissed her again. Layla didn't hesitate, slicing Peter across the back of his neck with the knife.  

“Aaaargh,” he screamed, falling to the ground. 

“Oh my God! Peter! Are you okay?”

He got up laughing. “See? Just like that. Get in the moment. Pretend that it is real.”
“My heart is beating fast,” Layla laughed. “The way you screamed so loud. It scared me.”
“See? Anyone can act,” Peter said, leading her out of his office. “Remember that. Don't be intimidated by these acting school assholes. You're just as good as they are.”

“Thanks.”

“I have to go and pick up another camera lens,” he said. “Was wondering if you could join me for dinner later?”

“Of course,” she said. 

“Pier 29. Steak and lobster on me. Eight o'clock.”

“That sounds wonderful.”

“You have some down time before then. Rehearse. Practice. Just remember, anyone can act.”

CHAPTER THREE 

Layla dreamed about staying in the nicest hotels. A long way from her dinky hometown in Boone, Iowa, she laughed as she thought about how far she had come. She spent her first night in her room skipping around in her bare feet in the carpet, squishing her toes inside the soft bedding. 

“You've just hit the big time, girl,” she muttered to her reflection the mirror. She wished all of her small town friends could see her now. No longer subject to their small time ideals, small town hopes and dreams. The standard protocol for a girl that grew up in her town was to be a cashier or a receptionist, get married and have five kids to some guy who can't hold down a job. 

Nope. Not for me.

Layla refused to be dealt that hand of cards. She went to Los Angeles, the city of dreams and dared to do the things that people in her hometown were too scared to do. 

Layla put on her high heels and sat on the bed, giving her black hair another comb through.  

She heard a faint knock on her door.

“Who is it?” she said, walking over to answer. 

No response. 

She looked in the peephole and saw someone holding a bouquet of roses in front of their head. 

Layla opened the door and the man handed her the flowers.

“Thank you,” she said, smiling until she looked up at his face. 

He wore a skeleton mask. 

Layla shuddered in fear as he pushed her back into the room and she fell to the ground. He then closed door in front of himself, not following her in. 

“Hey!”

She sprang up and opened the door, looking down the hall. 

The man now long gone, she went back into her room, looking at the card pinned to one of the rose petals. 

The message read “LITTLE WHORES ALL DIE”.

Layla exited the hotel and walked across the darkly lit parking lot until she reached her rented Subaru. She clicked on her keys to remotely unlock the car when she felt a man's hand grab her shoulder. 

Layla spun around and screamed. 

“Whoa,” Stephen said, putting his hand over her mouth. 

“The hell you want?” she pushed him away. 

“Easy,” he said. “I just wanted to  say sorry for what I said earlier.”

“Scaring the shit out of me is not going to help.”

“There it is,” he said. “You see what you're feeling right now? You bring that kind of intensity to the role and you'll kill it.”

Layla turned around and opened her car door. “I'll kill you if you don't get the fuck away from me.”

“Come on. I come here in peace.”

“I'll run your ass over and then shove those roses up your ass.”

“What?”

Layla got in the vehicle and slammed the car door shut. She flipped Stephen the bird as she sped off. 

Layla drove for a few blocks until she saw the bright headlight of a motorcycle in her rear view mirror. 

She sped up but the cycle continued to gain speed, coming directly on her tail. 

Looking in her driver side mirror, she watched as the man pulled up along side her. 

Turning her head to gain a closer look, she saw his skeleton mask. 

He threw a plastic bag at her driver side window, red liquid splattering the glass, blurring her vision.  

Startled, Layla spun out, hitting her brakes just in time as she nearly hit a pedestrian crossing the street.

“Holy shit,” she said. 

She could only watch as the motorcycle disappeared into the distance. 

Peter looked out at the waterfront through the restaurant glass. The dining room was dim with a pleasant, festive echo to the diner's conversation. Hearing heels approach, he turned around and saw Layla coming to the table, her face a mask of anger. 

Standing up, he pulled out her chair. 

“It was you, wasn't it?” she asked, refusing to sit down. 

“What?”

“You know what I'm talking about,” her face angry, taking on a porcelain sheen as the moonlight hit her from the window. 

“No,” Peter said, sitting back down. “I don't.”

“I didn't know you had a motorcycle. And the mask looked stupid not scary.”

“I'm not following you,” he motioned toward the chair for her to sit. “Why are you late?”

“Because I had to file a police report, duh. You threw a bag of pig's blood on my car.”

“Sorry, that wasn't me,” Peter said looking at his watch. “I've been waiting for you here for over forty-five minutes.”

“You think I suck at acting,” Layla said, finally sitting down. “So you're doing all this crazy shit to get me scared.”

“No,” Peter said. “I don't even know what the hell you're talking about!”

“You want me to think that there is some real life psycho man after me. That is fucked up, Peter. Really fucked up.”

Layla's cell phone rang in her purse, her ring tone that of an old Britney Spears song. 

“Go ahead and answer it,” Peter said. “Could be your agent calling for another gig.”

She reached in and picked up the phone, furrowing her brow because the number said “Unavailable.”

“Hello?”

“You little whore,” the voice wheezed at the other end. 

“Excuse me?”

“You're gonna die, little whore. Little whores all die.”

She hung up the phone and her whole body went stiff. 

CHAPTER FOUR

Layla opened up her hotel room and let Peter in first. He looked around the place, opening the closet and looking under the bed. 

“The Boogey Man is not here,” Peter said, trying to add a little levity to the situation. 

“You said you wouldn't tease me,” she snapped. 

“I'll stop.”

Layla pointed to the bathroom and Peter nodded his head. He tip-toed over to the door in mock fright and opened up. A clean bathroom inside. 

Then he looked back at Layla









































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
N ERS

Larry Cofer





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





