
Chapter One

The crushing heat enveloped the currently minimal world of Evelyn Harper. Oppressive, feet-scorching, ice-cream-melting sultriness was exactly what she craved. She wanted to hold on to these last minutes of freedom.

It reminded her of those days as a child when she had to put a towel on the seat before getting into the car. The windows would roll down, and touching any metal surface came with a risk of getting burned. The grass had turned brown, the annoying bugs had—mostly—disappeared, and obligations loomed. Evie’s least favourite time of the year.

The end of summer.

Evie turned over on her back and adjusted the straps of her bikini top, so it didn’t fall off and flash her breasts at half the condos in her neighbourhood. Why couldn’t she be happy about starting work again? Maybe because she’d spent her entire summer doing exactly that. In Estonia, of all places. While lovely and charming, the temperature hadn’t gotten much above the twenty-degree mark. As a native of southern Ontario, she’d acclimatized to the scorching heat and humidity that accompanied summer. And Evie fucking loved every second of it.

She was desperate to milk the last of these hot summer days before the weather turned cold and blistery and dull. Tomorrow would also bring the beginning of a new season—the second on one of the hottest shows, currently sitting number one on several streaming sites. As the lead, she could expect eighty-plus-hour work weeks for the next several months. The schedule sounded gruelling, but over the last year she’d bonded with most of the crew and cast of the show. It felt more like a family. Gossiping with friends didn’t feel like work most of the time. Most of the time.

Evie’s sun disappeared as a shadow stretched overhead. She squinted up at the silhouette. “You’re in my sun.”

Shane presented a highball glass containing a light-green liquid. “I’m perfecting the mojito. Try this.”

Evie propped herself up on an elbow, careful to keep her top up with her other hand, a maneuver she’d perfected as a former heliophile, and reached out for the much-needed refreshment. “Aren’t they perfect already?”

“This one uses like two percent of the sugar. I know you’ll be heading into calorie hibernation for the next few months, so I thought I’d come up with a weekend unwinder for you.”

Evie grinned and took a sip. “How thoughtful. You know the easiest way to cut out calories is to stop drinking altogether.” She let the flavours run over her tongue before nodding her approval. “It’s good.” She took another sip. “Really good. How’d you make it sweet without so much sugar?”

Shane plopped down on the lounge chair next to her, pushing her to the side to make room. “You don’t want to know.” His tall, robust frame took up most of the lounger as he leaned back.

They sat in comfortable silence as they surveyed their domain. Shane and Evie had roomed together since they met second-year university. Since then, they’d both safely concluded that the best thing about being in their thirties and having good jobs for once in their lives was that the accommodations had improved.

Their dream apartment had replaced their former horror walk-ups featuring mice, skeevy landlords, and water shortages. The only thing missing in their current two-story loft with a rooftop patio in one of their favourite neighbourhoods on the west end was a pool. Did that sound a bit greedy? Sure. Evie could live without one if it meant they had twelve hundred square feet and manageable rent. At this point she could afford to live alone, although she couldn’t imagine not living with Shane. At some level she knew the time would come when they both met someone else and moved on. Until then, though, they had an unspoken agreement that they would live with each other.

Like a two-page spread out of a magazine, the whole top floor was theirs. And unlike a lot of lofts in the city, it wasn’t one large box with high ceilings. Designed with two rooms, one of which was on the second floor and overlooked High Park, both were private. It had doors that shut and locked, not always the case with some of the apartments they’d lived in. And the best part was Shane’s dream kitchen. A giant island ran the length and could seat up to four. A giant gas stove that rivalled anything Shane cooked on at work sat in the middle like a king on its throne. And it had enough cupboards to stash all his gadgets.

The spacious living room nestled against one whole wall of windows with a view of downtown. Converted from an old factory, long forgotten in this neighbourhood, it stood in the best location—huddled between trendy shops and restaurants, across from the park and a block from the subway. No Torontonian could ask for better.

An obscenely loud chime came from Evie’s phone tucked under the chaise. “Crap. That’ll be the hair and makeup people.”

Shane popped up. “Oh, good. More guinea pigs.” He stopped at the door to the stairs leading down into their loft and turned back. “Maybe don’t greet them in your floss.”

Evie adjusted her white, polka-dotted bikini top, or as Shane called it, her floss, shoved her sunglasses back into her hair, and scowled. “Please. Give me some credit.” She grabbed her thin cover-up made of turquoise linen and threaded her arms through it. “I’m not an exhibitionist.” She walked past him down the stairs, the fabric ending at her upper thighs and swishing as she strutted down the stairs, her bikini peeking out every other step.

“If you weren’t a lesbian…”

“And you weren’t male…” 

“We’d have made a great couple.” Shane finished the much-said refrain.

Evie stopped at the bottom and patted his cheek. “We do make a great couple. It’s just not a romantic one.”

Shane smiled at her with the affection of an older brother. “You go get decent. I’ll grab the door.”

Two hours later Evie emerged from hair and makeup a flaming goddess. She watched as Bianca fussed with a few stray hairs, amazed at the transformation. She was still Evelyn Harper, but a hyper-unrealistic, unattainable version of Evelyn Harper. Later, after the photoshoot, she would receive touch-ups that would make her even less realistic.

When Entertainment Weekly, the reason behind this photoshoot, had approached her to shoot in her house, she’d thought they wanted a low-key, relaxed, “this is me” kind of style. However, EW was an entertainment magazine, which meant it was in the business of selling fantasy. They assumed people wanted escapism, to bask in the beauty that movies and television created. They didn’t want to know that until two years ago Evie used to steal toilet paper from work, or that for weeks she lived on only rice and oatmeal because she’d blown her food budget on a Metropass so she could get to work on one side of the city and auditions on the other. Being a server had barely paid the rent, and her most notable credit to date before starting this show was Kelpien #1 on Star Trek: Discovery.

Shane, always her champion, had said, “Imagine how Kelpien #2 felt. They didn’t even get a credit. And you almost got that gig on American Gods. How cool would that have been?” She’d smiled and laughed because any role was better than serving the pretentious fucks who frequented the restaurant she worked in.

She thought it strange how fast you forgot the fear and anxiety. The struggle to make rent, pay bills, buy food, and simply live had been sometimes overwhelming. Some nights she would get home from work, grab a beer from the fridge, and sit in her closet in total darkness. Her makeshift cocoon provided comfort: the smell of fresh laundry hanging above, four walls of safety, the hum of the city far distant, as if she could push life and all its scariness into the background as well.

And then she’d gotten a callback, and in almost an instant her life changed. She went from choosing between food and transportation to having her face on a billboard in Dundas Square. She hadn’t seen it; a friend had texted the find. She was too afraid to take a look. Why? Not because it might all disappear. What if seeing herself three metres high as Abby Bruce the Social Queen made it all too real, and she started believing the illusion? No one starts out famous. They aren’t divas from the beginning—maybe some are. Since that first day on set she’d been asking herself what the turning point was. When did the talent start believing the hype?

She stared at the sexed-up version of herself in the mirror. Gone were her freckles, any skin imperfections, and limp hair from lounging in the sun all day. All gone. Her green eyes were perfectly sculpted so that they appeared mysterious and sensual. Her lips were inviting, and her skin resembled that of porcelain dolls on creepy infomercials. The more she gazed at herself like this, the more she thought of herself as Abby, the mother of two, whom she played on a television show.

By the time she entered her living room, the photographer had shown up with two assistants and several duffel bags of equipment. Shane was entertaining Emma, the makeup artist, with what Evie lovingly called his stories from the trenches.

Shane was a sous chef at one of the more upscale restaurants on King St. West, which touring performers from the nearby shows frequented, some of whom were famous, and many of them demanding assholes. Evie preferred his stories about the actors who showed up and bought a round of drinks for the restaurant or the ones who left thousand-dollar tips. They weren’t his favourite because he usually pulled them out only for women he was trying to impress, and the nice stories weren’t funny.

Shane liked to be funny, especially when he had an audience. Emma—young, blond, pretty—was leaning on the island counter toward Shane, ready to buy anything he was selling.

When the photographer, Petra, approached her, she jumped off the couch. “Good. Excellent. If you’re ready, let’s get started.” After that Petra didn’t say much of anything. She let her assistants do most of the work. She moved around spots with her camera, taking shots and nodding to herself. Every now and then an assistant would run over and exchange cameras with her. Evie couldn’t tell how she was communicating with them to let them know she wanted a different one.

Her first photoshoot had been a disaster. She had no idea what she was doing or why they kept changing cameras so often or why one of his assistants kept running up to her with a tiny black box with what looked like a Ping Pong ball chopped in half. He kept holding it up to her head and calling out a number. Then he would run back out of the shot.

Evie’s favourite photographer had been an older gentleman who’d treated her like a friend he’d met for coffee. The entire time they talked about old movies. Evie had a soft spot for the classics. On her night off, she loved to make some popcorn and curl up and watch an old movie. Anything from the 30s, 40s, or 50s would do, but she preferred the B-movies, the ones that most actors tried to forget about when they became famous. She detected something desperate and unleashed about their performance. For every Rear Window was a Green Fire. 

While talking, the older man had been snapping pictures, and the result was incredible. Evie came off as relaxed and approachable, whereas most of her photoshoots made her appear haughty and bored.

Occasionally one of Petra’s assistants would slide up to Evie and politely ask her to turn one way or the other. She worried Petra would fall into the latter category of photographers. She was still in a bikini, this one so tight she was afraid the girls would spill over the fabric of the bra. It probably cost more than she used to make in a month. A flimsy cover draped over her arms did a poor job of covering anything.

Petra handed the camera to one of her assistants and paused, contemplating Evie with her hands on her hips. “Okay. Now that we have the sexy stuff, let’s do something more fun.”

Evie raised her eyebrows. She could take that statement a lot of different ways.

“Let’s get you into something casual, something you could relax in.”

By the time the crew finally left, Evie was emotionally exhausted. She’d once spent a summer earning money posing for art classes, which was harder than it looked. Maintaining the same pose for twenty or thirty minutes was a skill. After a class she’d feel electrified, yet not because ten strangers had scrutinized her naked body for an hour and a half, but because she found something magical about watching people create and find inspiration from her form. The experience was the opposite of sexual. A photoshoot put her on the spot in a completely different way because the intent, whether the photographer intended it or not, was sexual. It was their purpose.

Shane handed her a drink. “You know what we need?”

Evie took a sip and laid her head back on the couch. “A bath and a good book?”

“The opposite of that. It’s the last night of summer vacation. And you know what that means.”

“Can’t we skip that this year? I just want to wash all this off and be done with it.”

Shane nodded. “Okay.” He propped his head on his bent arm and stared, eyes wide and round. “That’s no problem. If you want to bail on a decades’ old tradition, I will understand completely.”

“You’re such an asshole. You know that?”

He stood from the couch. “I’ll even go run your bath for you.” He checked his watch. “It’s only like seven, but we should totally order a pizza and maybe some wings.”

She banged her head on the soft cushion of the couch. “Ugh.” She knew exactly what he was doing, and she hated him for it.

Ever since university they’d had a tradition that had started during second-year exams. The night before Evie’s first exam, they went out to a club and got drunk and danced until the club kicked everyone out in the early hours. Evie had shown up the next morning—in all honesty—still a little drunk and aced her exam. They continued the tradition all through university and well after. Anytime something important was about to happen—the start of a new school year, or new job—they would go out and live it up the night before. The wildness had gone out of the event by the time they hit their thirties, but the tradition remained.

A few years ago, when Shane had started working his cushy corporate cheffing job, he’d had to take a bunch of health certifications and had begged off going because he’d gotten dumped and didn’t feel like it. Evie had guilt-tripped him so hard he’d finally relented.

Well, this was his revenge. Shane was the type who would sit on the other side of the bathroom door telling her how totally fine it was that she wasn’t going, and how great he was that he wasn’t pushing her into doing anything she didn’t want. All the while, her bath cooled, and her guilt grew.

She sat forward and looked down at her reflection in the glass coffee table. “He’ll keep calling me and calling me until I come over…he’ll make me feel guilty.”

Shane launched over the back of the couch. “This is ridiculous.”

In unison. “Okay, I’ll go, I’ll go, I’ll go, I’ll go.”

And loud enough the neighbours could hear. “Goddamn it.”

Shane squeezed Evie into a giant bear hug. “Life moves pretty fast. If you don’t stop and look around once in a while, you could miss it.”

“Let me go wash this crap off my face and get into something more appropriate.” Evie was still in a robe after changing out of her last outfit for the photoshoot.

“You might want to spruce up a bit.” He lifted the sleeve of a very old, very worn robe that appeared to have survived moths, the Great Depression, and the sinking of the Titanic. “But I say keep the makeup as is. It’s perfect for the club we’re going to.”

She raised a brow and sipped the mojito he’d handed her earlier. “Sexy time in Slutsville?”

“Not even close.”

			





Chapter Ten

The town of Watershed, Indiana had little to offer except a movie theatre that showed only one movie a week and a diner still playing the same music it had when it had opened over sixty years ago. What it lacked in utility, it made up for in charm.

“If you thought the heat was oppressive in Toronto, welcome to twelve degrees hotter.” Will spread his arms as if he were shooting a scene at a carnival—announcing animals as they stepped onto the big stage. A few crew members laughed, but most ignored him. They were too busy searching for shade.

The Cedar’s Inn was the only motel in Watershed. What had once been a stark-white stucco had faded to grey as the dirt from decades of rainstorms dulled the effect somewhat. They’d bought it out for five days, and then they would head back to Toronto for the last day of shooting on set. The small parking lot of the double-story motel was packed with SUVs and crew milling around waiting for room assignments. Jess had disappeared into the manager’s office twenty minutes ago.

With a book open on her knees, Evie settled under the shade of an impressive oak at the far end of the lot.

“Do you mind if I share your shade?” Her sun momentarily blocked, Ian towered over her before joining her against the oak. He flipped up the book she was reading. “American Predator. Glad to see you brought some light reading. What’s it about?”

“The hunt for one of the most brutal serial killers in US history.”

“Gruesome. How can you read that? It would give me nightmares.”

Evie shrugged and hugged her knees closer. “I find it fascinating how broken some people are. This guy would hide what they called ‘kill kits’ all around the country, with money, weapons, and tools for disposing of bodies. Think about the foresight it would take to set all that up. Most people have at least one hobby, and I find it fascinating to think that some people’s hobbies are killing and hiding people.”

“That’s a really fucked up way of looking at it.”

“But not to them. That’s how they get their enjoyment. They’re broken, and I love reading about all the theories of how people think they became broken in the first place.”

Ian shuddered. “Hard pass.”

“What did you bring to read?”

Ian held up a photography book called On Second Glance: Midwest Photographs.

“You brought a picture book. How cute.”

Ian swatted her hand away from his book. “There’s some really great inspiration in here. I want to see if I can capture some of that while I’m down here. If I have time.”

“I didn’t know you were into photography.”

“Big time. My gramps got me into it when I was a kid. Gave me my first camera. Nothing special. Just a Polaroid camera from the 80s. He used to develop his own film in a darkroom he’d made in his basement. I spent a lot of time there in my teens. Now everything’s digital, which kind of ruins the fun.”

Evie smiled. “I’m glad to know your hobby is much more wholesome than killing and hiding people.”

“Does it mean we can stay friends?”

“Only if you promise not to take pictures of me.”

Ian stuck out his hand, and Evie shook it. “Done. I take only landscapes so you’re in no danger of ending up on my darkroom wall.”

“And you just made it creepy,” she said as she nudged him with her shoulder, smiling. She’d missed this banter. Ian hadn’t joined the cast until the fourth episode last year, but they became fast friends almost as soon as he had. As Ian had pointed out after they’d gotten to know each other a little better, she didn’t share her true self with many people. He said he could relate. It was sometimes hard to trust people in this business.

Amid a rustle of bodies and murmurs, Jess finally exited the manager’s office with a small box and her trusty tablet. “Okay, listen up, ladies and gentlemen.” She began listing names, two at a time. The majority of the cast and crew would be doubling up. The only people who had their own rooms were Evie, Ian, Will, and the director. It was the only way to fit everyone into the motel. Apparently, Watershed was not a huge tourist destination.

Ian helped her up from the ground, and they ambled over toward Jess. “It’ll be good to get out of this heat,” Ian said.

“I can’t wait to change these clothes. I hate flying.” At that moment Evie looked over at the nearest SUV as the back door opened and a pair of long, shapely legs gracefully stepped out. Evie scrolled up, locking eyes with Simone, who didn’t appear to be fazed by the heat one bit. A bright blue sundress that stopped mid-thigh and was held up by two thin straps encased her torso. Try as she might, Evie couldn’t maintain eye contact. Her gaze roved back down Simone’s body, stopping at her strappy heels, but not before pausing at the bodice for several seconds.

Ian leaned over and whispered, “You’re such a lech.”

“Shut up.” Evie had to physically turn herself around to pull her gaze from Simone. It was strange because it wasn’t like she hadn’t noticed Simone was pretty before. Okay, pretty was the wrong word. Beautiful was more appropriate. It was hard not to notice someone like Simone. Today, however, was the first time Evie had felt an attraction, an intense attraction that had her insides thrumming.

Thankfully, Jess called Evie’s name before she started drooling and making an absolute ass of herself. “You’re in room two-eleven.”

Evie accepted the key—not keycard, that’s how far in the boonies they were—and hitched her purse higher on her shoulder. She willed herself not to turn back around and instead beelined for the stairs to the second floor at the end of the building.

She was on the very end, and from her vantage point on the second floor, the view of the countryside appeared impressive, which wasn’t saying much. The production team had chosen Watershed because of the quaint one-strip downtown that looked straight out of a movie from the 50s. The storyline for this episode had the family travelling for Abby’s eldest daughter Sophia’s soccer.

In the first season it was established that Sophia was a gifted athlete, so even though she was only eight on the show, she played with girls who were much older. Ian played Colton Jefferies, Sophia’s coach. In this particular episode, Abby and Ben get into a fight about how much of their lives Abby is sharing on social media—she’s turned the trip into a sponsor event for a number of things—and for once Ben has had enough. He’s worried that Sophia won’t enjoy the game as much if she sees it as a way to make money. Once Ben’s left, Colton finds an interesting way to ease her loneliness.

From the second story of the motel, Evie could see the strip, which was within walking distance. The tip of the movie theatre was the most noticeable, as it was the tallest thing in the small town. Evie fumbled with her key, once again seeking out the bright blue below. When she did finally spot her, Simone was watching Evie from within the crowd. Her breath caught. There was something powerful, something magnetic about the pull she felt deep within her. She shook it off and turned away. As several people had pointed out to her recently, it had been a while since she’d indulged in some of the more fun aspects of being a single adult. She chalked her reaction up to her longer-than-usual abstinence, putting it out of her mind so she could focus on the days ahead.

* * *

Evie groaned as she flipped through the absurdly large menu. The Cedar’s Inn didn’t have a restaurant but was conveniently located next to a Cracker Barrel. Fifteen minutes earlier she’d heard a knock on her door, only to open it and find Ian leaning against the door frame holding two vouchers he’d gotten from Jess. “Let’s get fat together.” He smirked.

He hadn’t been joking. Travelling outside of Canada had not featured large in her upbringing or even early adulthood. Evie’s parents’ idea of a vacation was stuffing her brothers and her into a minivan and driving to the east coast to visit family at their cottage in PEI. And until this summer—which she’d spent in Estonia—her most ambitious trip abroad had been to Cuba one Christmas for one of those all-inclusive vacations with an ex.

Evie leaned over and whispered, “They have one salad on the entire menu.”

“Welcome to the midwest.” Ian devolved into an almost evil laugh. “Oh, just wait.”

They were soon joined by Will, who for some reason had dressed up for dinner. Instead of the jeans and T-shirt he’d been wearing earlier, he was now in what Evie’s dad liked to call frumpy casual—dark dress pants and a button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled to just below his elbows.

“Oh, my Lord. Well, isn’t this excitin’.” Their server, a pregnant woman with large hair and pale pink lips, stepped up to their table with several menus under her arm and a pitcher of water. “We’ve all been watchin’ your show. We’ve never had famous people here before.”

Will grinned. Evie knew from earlier encounters that this was his favourite part of being an actor. “We’re honoured to be the first,” he smarmed. Evie and Ian exchanged looks.

Their server tittered as she handed Will a menu. “My name is Pam, and I’ll be your server today.”

“Pam. Did you know that’s my favourite name?” Will looked over at them. “Right, guys? I’ve mentioned this before.”

Ian held up his menu to hide his face from the rest of the table and mimed barfing onto his lap. Pam, meanwhile, had practically melted into Will’s. Evie suspected Will might’ve had a chance with her. The wedding band and the very noticeable baby in her belly said differently. 

Pam swooned as she took their drink orders, then pranced off to fetch them as if they were the only table in the restaurant.

“Stop flirting with the server,” whispered Evie.

Will waved her off. “It’s harmless.”

“I’ve seen what harmless looks like to you. Enough.”

Ian poked his head over his menu. “We still have five more days here. Let’s not alienate everyone just yet.”

Evie banged her head against her menu at that thought. She’d have to find somewhere else to eat if she was going to survive five days here.

“Can we join you?” Evie glanced up from her menu to see Jess and Simone, who was still wearing the blue sundress from earlier. Evie smiled and willed herself not to let her eyes drift downward. She focused back on the menu instead.

“Of course.” Ian pointed to the two empty seats beside him and Evie. “We just ordered drinks.” He handed Jess his menu. “I already know what I’m having. I don’t even know why I look at the menu. It’s always the same thing.”

“You’ve been here before?” Jess asked.

“I grew up here. Well, not here. I grew up in Portland, Maine. It was my dad’s favourite restaurant. Every year on his birthday, we’d go. He loves anything fried.”

Jess opened her menu, eyes wide as she scanned the pages. “Who doesn’t love fried stuff? What’s good here?” Evie couldn’t tell if she was being sarcastic or not.

“My dad always got some form of fried chicken. I can’t really say if it’s up to your standards though. My dad’s other favourite restaurant is Taco Bell. I think I was in my mid-twenties before I realized that Taco Bell is about as Mexican as a hot dog.”

Simone opened her menu, scanned the pages, and then quickly shut it and placed it next to her place setting. 

“Why is the gravy white?” asked Evie.

“Beats the hell out of me.”

* * *

The restaurant had filled up quickly, mostly with crew members on the show. By the time Pam came back to grab their order, a small line had formed at the door. Simone was sorry Jess had talked her into coming, insisting this was part of the fun of going on location. She would’ve been happy to get out of her clothes and curl up in bed with a good book. Everyone else looked comfy in casual wear. Evie was in an oversized sweater, which had slipped, revealing the thin strap of a tank top underneath and yoga pants. She seemed determined to blend in as much as possible. Yet it was impossible. Even with minimal makeup she stood out. Her freckles and messy bun just made her more approachable.

When Pam came back to take their order, she appeared more harried than she had before. “Sorry ’bout the wait. We weren’t expecting so many people tonight. I think word’s gotten out.” She pulled a pen from somewhere in her large hair and said, “So what can I get you this evening? I’ll put a rush in to get it out here faster.”

“Please don’t go to any trouble on our behalf,” said Evie.

“It’s no trouble, Miss Harper.”

“Don’t mind Evie. She hates being fawned over.” Will grinned. “I, on the other hand, love it, as you may have been able to tell.”

Pam laughed, a big whooping laugh that got the attention of half the restaurant. 

When Pam came to Evie she said, “I’ll just have the salad, please, without the bacon, and the dressing on the side.”

“That’s just her starter.” Ian grabbed Evie’s menu. “You can’t eat just a salad for dinner. That is so unhealthy.”

Evie’s eyes widened. “It’s a hell of a lot healthier than Grampa’s country-fried breakfast.”

“Pick something else.”

“Okay. I’ll also have the country vegetable plate.”

Pam plastered a smile on her face. “You get four sides with that. Which ones would you like?”

“What are my options?”

Pam began listing every side they offered, none of which were vegetables. 

“Oh, for fuck’s sake. She’ll have a burger with fries,” said Ian. 

Evie took his chin between her thumb and forefinger and pulled his head toward her. “I am a grown woman, and you do not get to order for me.” She motioned toward herself. “This is my body, and I get to choose what goes in it. If I’d wanted a burger, I would’ve ordered one.” To Pam she said, “Please bring me a salad and a plate of vegetables. I don’t care what kind of vegetables they are, as long as they aren’t fried.”

Ian held his hands up in defeat. “I’m just trying to look out for you.”

Evie arched an eyebrow. “Apologize or stop talking.”

Ian nodded his head. “You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“Thank you.”

Pam stood a moment longer, obviously undecided on what to do. “Is that all I can get for you? Anyone need a drink refill?’

Simone sat back, impressed. If you’d asked her yesterday or even earlier that day what she thought of Evie, she would’ve had a completely different opinion. At first she thought Evie was playing the game, letting people dictate to her. This Evie didn’t take shit from anyone, and if possible that made her even sexier.

Within a minute Evie and Ian were back to their old selves, teasing and laughing so much that when Pam came back, she made a comment about them being an old married couple. 

Ian leaned his head on his hand and gave Evie an adoring look. “Sadly, I’m the wrong gender. Evie here only likes the—what did you call them?”

Evie swatted his arm.

“Babes. That was it.”

“I did not use that term.” Everyone looked over at Pam, forgetting for a moment that they were no longer in Toronto, where that comment would have been lost for its insignificance. Here, in a small town, it could land any number of reactions.

Pam smiled. “Oh. My husband’s best friend’s sister-in-law is a lesbian. And I’m pretty sure my eighth-grade gym teacher was one. Watershed is a small town, but we’re very welcoming and open-minded.” The way she sounded out the word lesbian, over-pronouncing the B, made it sound like she didn’t use it much, even if she did claim to know a couple.

Simone didn’t catch what Evie did to Ian under the table after Pam left, but it made him jump a touch out of his seat. “It was fine. Her husband’s best friend’s sister-in-law is one. You’re in good company.” Evie gave him a look that could’ve been a novel only Ian could understand. This was going to be an interesting week, and Simone wasn’t sure she was ready for it.

			





Chapter Eleven

“Cut. Let’s do it again.” Scott Bloomgren stood under a giant umbrella, shaded from the unrelenting sun that for the past day had done nothing but cause problems. Two grips were in the emergency room because of heat stroke, at least a dozen extras had quit, and casting was replacing the actress meant to play the opposing team’s coach due to severe burns on her nose and shoulders.

As soon as Scott spoke, the stillness and quiet turned to controlled chaos as the scene was reset for another take.

“At least it’s not Michael. Could you imagine what he would do being a day and a half behind?” Ian whispered at Evie. Today they were filming the game sequence, which was bound to be the most difficult, as they were working with more than a dozen ten- and eleven-year-olds in the scorching heat.

Evie didn’t answer. Instead, she pulled a fan from where she’d stashed it in a prop bag by her feet. “Why is it so goddamned hot? I know we came south. But not that much south.”

A PA stopped by and handed both Ian and Evie a bottle of water. “Scott wants everyone to stay hydrated.”

Evie felt like she weighed twenty times more than she had this morning. “I like heat. I love it. In fact—”

“Nobody likes heat. Warm weather, sure. Not heat.” Will opened his bottle and chugged half of it. “This is what hell must feel like.”

“Okay. Ready on set.” Everyone quieted. Evie put the fan back in its hiding place. Will moved into position again on the bleachers behind them. “Roll sound.”

“Sound rolling.”

“Roll camera.”

“Camera rolling.”

“And action.”

A dozen girls in shorts and shin guards flew onto the field. One tripped unexpectedly, and Scott called cut again. He reminded Evie of one of those amusement-park billboards where you stuck your head through a hole to get a new torso. His face didn’t match his body. In Scott’s case, he had the round, plump one of an infant, but the face of a fifty-year-old man, and he spoke in a soft, almost high-pitched tone. Most of the time he used a bullhorn to get his voice to carry. Today, for some reason, he had decided to project, and it wasn’t working.

Perhaps it was because they’d gained spectators. At the edge of the field, out of view of the camera, stood dozens of them. Far more than yesterday. They’d been shooting at a hotel pool a few towns over. Today, word had gotten out, and since they’d begun setting up a little after nine in the morning, people had shown up to watch. Evie wasn’t sure if it was the same people since the beginning of the day, but if it was, didn’t they have jobs?

The sun was heading toward the tree line, and with every take they did, Evie worried they might have to cut for the day and continue tomorrow. It would put them behind another day. Evie wasn’t sure what they would do if that happened. They’d done only a few location shoots last year and none as far away as this. Michael had been the director for two of those episodes, and none of them had gone over time.

“You think they’ll cut a scene if they can’t get everything?” asked Evie.

“Possibly. Or extend us a day. No one’s going to like that because they can’t guarantee the rooms or locations. Honestly, I’m not worried about it.”

“Why not?”

“I’ve got other things to worry about.”

“Like what? Your dinner order?” Ian hadn’t been lying. They’d eaten at the Cracker Barrel three times now, and he’d ordered the same thing every time. Evie didn’t care to see if he was going to order it again tonight. According to Google maps they weren’t far from a Save-A-Lot, which Evie was hoping was a grocery store. She had a fridge in her room, so even if she had to live off fruit and veggie platters, it was way better than the alternative. The smell alone had invaded her senses, and every time she walked by, it flipped her stomach. And not in a good way.

“We don’t all have a photographic memory, Evie. It takes me a bit to remember my lines.”

“I don’t have a photographic memory.” It was true enough. Evie could read through a script a few times and know her lines and everyone else’s. She’d had this discussion with Ian before, who found it infuriating because it took him hours of dedicated practice to reach the same spot.

A loud call came from video village, and a second later Jess rushed by, gripping a walkie-talkie in her hand. “We need some security over here. They’re starting to push onto the field.”

It was after five now, and the size of the crowd had doubled. They watched as several crew began setting up lights to the left of them. Apparently, Scott was going to push through, daylight be damned.

* * *

Evie stared down at the map on her phone. “Why does it make it look like it’s so close?” It was well past sunset. They’d finished the scene not long after a few men had arrived from the local sheriff’s department to provide security. Everyone had rallied because they were all hungry and wanted to get to dinner. Evie had declined to join them in hopes of finding a grocery store. However, she’d been walking for twenty minutes, and it still appeared as if she were in the middle of nowhere.

The motel was a little distance from the main town, but driving hadn’t made it seem this far. The road was empty in both directions, coming or going into town. Not that she would’ve hitchhiked. Having been raised in a big city with the privilege of a great—although if you’d asked any Torontonian they’d deny it—public transit system, she’d never had to hitchhike. Also, her mother would have dismembered her if she ever did. They were reared on the horror stories of girls who’d gone missing on the highways back in the 70s and 80s. And she’d listened to enough podcasts about women, and a few men, who’d turned up killed by some serial killer to know it was dangerous and stupid.

So when she saw headlights heading toward her, she wanted to run for the brush on the side of the road and hide until they drove by. When the car whizzed past, she breathed easier but picked up her pace nonetheless. A few seconds later the vehicle—a white pickup truck—slowed, and when Evie looked back, it was making a U-turn.

To her right, the road dipped into a dry ditch of loose dirt and rocks. Beyond that was a wire fence running alongside the road lined by pine trees. Could she make it over the fence by the time the truck reached her? Not likely. The hot and heavy sound of a V8 came to idle beside her. The passenger window rolled down, and an unshaven man in his early to mid-forties propped his elbow up and leaned out. It was too dark to see the driver. “Where’re you heading this time of night?”

Evie hated this part. While she was lucky that she’d never really experienced something like this back home, she’d dealt with it enough to know she had three choices. She could be polite but indifferent and answer his questions and hope he left. She could be rude and sarcastic and hope he got the hint and left. Or, she could ignore him and hope he got bored and left. Whichever one she chose, she wanted him to leave. Rarely did anyone get the hint.

Before she could even say anything, a woman’s voice nearly squealed. “Oh my God, aren’t you that actress from that show?” A middle-aged brunette and her boobs leaned into view. “You are. Jay, look. Sarah was telling us about the shoot down at the school. What are you doing all the way out here?” The woman was talking so fast, Evie got only about half of what she was saying.

“Can we give you a lift somewhere?” Jay leaned farther out, propping both arms on the window. He glanced down at Evie’s feet. Was he checking to see what kind of shoes she was wearing? She’d thrown on some old Chucks she’d had since university. Not a total idiot. Four kilometres into town in anything other than comfortable shoes? No, thank you. In fact, she was surprised she’d been recognized at all. Her hair was up in a messy bun. Rounded out with worn Levi’s and an old CBC T-shirt, she wasn’t exactly screaming famous actress.

Evie shook her head. “No, thank you. I like to walk.”

Jay opened the cab door, revealing a smaller door to a tiny backseat in the cab. He motioned with his head for her to get in, and at that moment everything in Evie screamed for her to run. This was every nightmare she’d ever had coming to life. Perhaps it was the amount of true crime she consumed, but all of this felt so wrong. She backed up a few feet, edging toward the ditch running the length of the highway.

It didn’t matter that it was a couple. Couple killers were semi-normal, the most famous of which had happened to live right in her own province. The truck had a camper shell, the perfect place to hide a body. The chances of anyone knowing what had happened to her would be slim. She hadn’t told anyone back at the motel that she was heading to the grocery store. How could she be so stupid? She should’ve asked Ian to come with her, but he was still at dinner, and she didn’t want to be one of those women who needed a man to protect her. Now her ego was going to kill her.

“It’s not too safe walking along the highway like you are. Don’t want anything bad happening to you.”

Evie’s heart skyrocketed into her throat. Why was she out in the middle of nowhere by herself? Then she remembered her cell phone, still in her hand, and held it up. “I can call if I get into trouble.”

“You got signal out here?” Jay looked back at the woman. “That’s impressive.”

Evie glanced down at her phone. She in fact did not have cell service, something she hadn’t even noticed because she’d been more worried about the maps app. Maybe that was why it hadn’t been updating correctly. So here she was, out in the middle of nowhere with no cell-phone service and two possible serial killers about to abduct her. Evie took another step back, gearing up to take her chances against Jay. Now was her chance. Headlights from the direction of the motel were heading toward them, coming up fast. She had turned to run into the ditch as Jay turned to look at the lights when Evie heard her name.

One of the rented SUVs came to a stop in front of the truck. It was Simone. “Are you okay?” Evie didn’t even hesitate. She strode over and opened the passenger door and got in and slammed the door. “Drive, please,” she said. Simone took a second, staring over at her, face full of concern. Then she put the SUV in drive and sped off down the road.

Evie rotated to look out the rearview window. The truck pulled another U-turn, heading back out of town. She leaned her head back against the headrest, unsure if she’d been overreacting or had literally just been saved from certain death.

“What are you doing all the way out here by yourself?” asked Simone.

“Looking for the grocery store.”

“By yourself? Why didn’t you ask to borrow a vehicle and drive?” Wearing black shorts and a tank top that wrapped around her in an elaborate fashion, Simone was more casually dressed than Evie had seen her since they’d met.

“I can’t drive.”

“How is that possible?”

Evie turned off the air vents blasting cool air at her. The adrenaline rush she’d experienced earlier had chilled her, and she was actually looking forward to the heat of the night. “Just never happened. I’ve lived in big cities my whole life. Owning a car is silly, and I wasn’t willing to go through all the hassle.” She’d been telling people that for years. Only Shane knew the truth. She’d failed her G1, the first test to get your learners’ permit. Her brother Wes had teased her to the point she didn’t ever want to put herself through that torture again. The idea of failing had plagued her for years after. As the need for a license faded, she had let it go. Why did she need one? Why put herself through that pain again?

“You could’ve asked someone to drive you.”

“I didn’t want to be a bother. It didn’t look that far on Google maps.”

Simone shook her head, whispering something in French Evie couldn’t translate. However, she had a good general idea what Simone was thinking because she voiced her next thought. “It’s stupid. You’re in a foreign country, and it may seem like it’s similar, but trust me. There are many differences. You can’t hitchhike on the highway.” Her French accent became more prominent the louder and more worked up she got.

“I wasn’t hitchhiking. I know better than that.”

“Really?” Simone slowed and pulled into a large parking lot with so many bright white streetlights, in the dusk it could pass for day. “Too many people in this town know who you are, and they’re curious. It’s dangerous to go out on your own.”

Simone wasn’t lying. The amount of attention was scary.

“Toronto is a bubble. No one gives a shit who you are because, if they did, it would destroy their veneer of indifference.”

“Not a fan of Toronto?”

Simone offered a lopsided smile and shrugged one of her bare shoulders. “Who is? Unless you grew up there?”

“Guilty. Etobicoke.”

Simone found a parking spot and shifted the car into park. She leaned on the wheel as she turned to Evie. “Don’t you think it’s strange that the only people who like Toronto are the ones who want to live there?” The emphasis she’d made on want wasn’t lost on Evie.

“It’s an acquired taste. I’m sure there are lots of other great places to live. But my family lives there, all my friends. I’m not going to apologize for liking Toronto. It’s my home.” Evie had found that it wasn’t living in Toronto; the sin was liking it. It assumed you believed that the city was truly the centre of the universe. She was sure that arrogance existed. It was an arrogant city, but it also could be amazing. She wished sometimes people could set aside their prejudices and see that fact. But it was unlikely she was going to change Simone’s mind at that moment, so she didn’t try.

In front of them, glaring in bright red, stood the sign for the Save a Lot. Back home, Evie preferred the tiny groceries along the street, compared with the sterile uniformity of big ones. “Was this where you were heading?”

Simone nodded and released her seatbelt. “I needed different.”

“I’ll be happy when we’re home again.” There was something unnerving about being away for the first time since the show came out. She hadn’t expected this amount of recognition. Of course, her interview on the Late Night with Seth Myers had happened a few weeks ago, which had definitely gotten her a few more looks when she went out. Nothing too crazy because people truly didn’t care back home.

“Do you want me to go in for you? You can stay in the car?”

Evie shook her head, unclipping her seatbelt. It was nice of Simone to offer, but getting out was more than just grabbing food. Evie needed to, not escape, but break free a little. She was feeling cooped up in the motel room. All they’d done since they got here was shoot, eat at the restaurant next door, and hang out in their rooms. She needed to explore a little. Besides, how could you say you’d been to a place if all you’d seen was the hotel?

“Are you saying that because you don’t want to be a bother? I’m going in anyway. It wouldn’t be a problem. I’d just pick up a few extra things for you.”

“It’ll be fine. It’s a grocery store. What’s the worst that could happen?”
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