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Jessie Phillips and her
friend, Tracy, go Hollywood when a film company chooses Fairmont
Academy as the setting for a sizzling thriller. Sparks fly off and
on the set as the teens become embroiled in a mystery fit for the
big screen, and things heat up for Jessie when the film’s star
Shane Rockett takes a shine to her. Will Jessie score more than her
fifteen-minutes of fame?
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CHAPTER ONE




I think it was the wink that did it. Or maybe
I was a lost cause, anyway? Could a wink from Shane Rockett,
Hollywood heartthrob, turn me into a quivering, lovesick cow?

You decide.

This is what happened. One minute, his eyes
held mine, just like an actor in a spy movie, as the camera rolled
for the audition tape. He leaned closer, and I tried to concentrate
on the golden flecks in his tawny dark eyes, and the way his dirty
blond hair looped invitingly over one eyebrow. Something flickered
in those amazing eyes and then grew still again, alert and
watchful. We were inches apart. I tried to ignore how good he
smelled. I stared at his lips, and suddenly thought of long slow
kisses that could melt steel.

Get a grip, Jessie. I clutched the
script in my hand, trying to quiet the rainforest of butterflies
that had descended uninvited, into my stomach. I knew my lines by
heart, and didn’t have to look down at the page. So it’s true
what they said about you. A statement, not a question.

It was just as well that I had committed it
to memory. It was impossible to look away from those eyes. I
thought I was immune to Shane’s knock-your-socks-off-sexy good
looks, but I was wrong.

I took a deep breath and gave my line. Too
bad my voice suddenly ratcheted up an entire octave. “So it’s true
what they said about you.”

I had practiced the line over and over with
Tracy, my best friend, because she was the one auditioning for the
part. I was just along for the ride. We had rehearsed her speech
all different ways, emphasizing key words, until we collapsed in
giggles.

So it’s true what they said about you.
So it’s true what they said about you.

It seemed funny at the time, but I wasn’t
giggling now. The director had surprised me when he plucked me out
of the crowd of Fairmont Academy gawkers and asked me to read for
him. And that’s how I found myself under the lights, script in
hand.

With Shane Rockett. Up close and personal,
just inches away from those broad shoulders and famous smile, I
felt like the breath was being sucked out of me.

And that’s when Shane winked at me. Like we
shared a terrific little secret. “And what do they say, darlin’?”
He cracked a half-hearted smile, dangerous and sexy, moving in a
little closer. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Alexis Bright,
class drama queen, trying to vaporize me with her glare. She was
standing off-camera next to Tracy. Tracy’s expression, hurt and
betrayed, turned to concrete. They both wanted to be standing where
I was, auditioning with People Magazine’s Sexiest Teen Alive.

“Because sometimes people say things,” Shane
continued, his voice husky, “that aren’t exactly true.”

Okay, so the dialogue wasn’t Dostoevsky, but
do you think I cared? My mind was a blank, because Shane was
improvising a little, doing a bit of “business” as the actors call
it, and was playing with my hair. Just toying with it a little,
lifting a lock of my boring-brown tresses and curling it around his
finger. And if his hand just happened to graze my shoulder, sending
tingles all the way down to my toes, well, it was all part of the
scene, right? It wasn’t his fault my heart did a little
quickstep.

“Cut!” The assistant director’s voice washed
over the set. “Thanks very much, and let’s see the next person up
there. C’mon, people. Chop, chop.”

I started to turn away, still dazed from
Shane’s electric presence, when he gave my shoulder a little
squeeze. “Thanks, darlin’. You made me look good.” The two deep
dimples that appeared in his cheeks were nearly as beguiling as the
sudden sparkle in his eyes.

I found my voice. “Any time.” I grinned at
him. I couldn’t help myself.

I scurried out of the bright lights, as
Alexis Bright practically steam-rolled over me to grab my place.
She stood on the big black X that was taped on the floor, smiling
at Shane as if her life depended on it.

And then I saw Tracy waiting for me. She was
standing right at the edge of the set, her dark auburn hair tied
back in a black beaded scrunchie, her backpack slung over one
shoulder. She had dressed carefully for the audition in her new
white Calvin Klein T shirt over L.L. Bean tan cargo pants, white
Candie slides, and a silver toe ring. Her good luck outfit, she
called it.

I stared at her face, knowing exactly what
was wrong and trying to figure out what to say. It was definitely
time for some damage control.

“Wow, you should have warned me. That guy
gave me goose bumps—

I began, but she cut me off.

“Let’s just get out of here, Jess.” She
hurried ahead of me, her slides clattering like a Clydesdale’s
hooves over the perfectly waxed parquet floor. She put one hand on
the gleaming railing to steady herself and dashed down the broad
marble staircase to the ground floor.

Fairmont Academy for Girls used to be
someone’s estate, and little touches of luxury still remained here
and there. The library had rich mahogany paneling, and an
honest-to-goodness crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling. “As
freshmen, Tracy and I were really impressed by the surroundings,
but by the time we had our first taste of quadratic equations in
trig class, reality set in.

Forget the chandeliers. Forget the palladium
windows. This was still high school.

“Tracy, we can’t leave now. They may call you
back to read again. What’s the rush, anyway?” My words fell on deaf
ears since Tracy was making tracks, running like a cheetah toward
the glass double doors in the front lobby. I was wheezing a little.
Either my asthma had kicked in, or standing so close to Shane
Rockett had interfered with my ability to breathe.

Shane Rockett. He had certainly interfered
with my ability to think. I tried not to remember how that black
T-shirt had stretched over his chest, and the way those perfectly
faded black Diesel Jeans had hugged his long, rangy legs. There
wasn’t really anything going on between us, was there?

“They may call you back up there,” I
repeated, sprinting to catch up to her.

Tracy turned to glare at me before stepping
out into the waning sunlight. “You don’t really think I’m still in
the running, do you? I don’t have a chance in the world. You nailed
the part and you know it.” Tracy’s face was tight, her expression
closed, and my heart sank. All my excitement disappeared quick as
breath on a windowpane.

“Tracy, you know that’s not true. I would
never take that part away from you.”

Tracy and I have been friends since third
grade, and nothing, not even Shane Rockett, could come between us.
We both came to a stop, hesitating on the broad concrete steps that
led down to a winding drive lined with pine trees. The Academy was
on top of a hill in Bedford and the driveway curled all the way
down to Main Street.

It was a warm, early summer evening, and
glowing ribbons of pink, purple, and gold were streaming across the
sky. Kids were milling around in small groups, giggling and
talking. Fearless Production’s decision to use Fairmont Academy as
the setting for Reckless Summer, their latest teen flick,
was the most exciting thing to ever happen in Bedford.

School was officially over for the summer the
very next day, but there was a big turn-out for the audition. I was
surprised, as it seemed obvious to me that the only parts open were
for extras. And who wanted to hang around like a potted plant and
be called “atmosphere?”

I figured the handful of speaking parts would
go to kids in the drama club. And Tracy.

She sucked in a huge breath, then let it out
slowly as though she was counting to ten or trying to figure out
what to say. “I didn’t even know you could act,” she said slowly.
“All that time you helped me rehearse, I thought you really wanted
me to get the part.”

“Tracy, what are you talking about? I can’t
act.” I snorted. “I don’t what that was all about in there, but I
was acting on sheer instinct. And adrenaline.” And maybe something
else, I thought, but I didn’t say it. Like crazy attraction...

“I bet the director liked it,” she said a
little sadly. “Everybody stopped talking when you were up there
with Shane. That’s how good you were together.”

“I didn’t notice.” That, at least, was true.
I didn’t notice anything except Shane standing so close to me I
could feel his body heat. “I think Shane can make anyone look
good.”

Tracy shot me a death look. “There wasn’t any
buzz when I auditioned with him. No magic at all. He could have
been reading the phone book, for all the emotion he put into
it.”

Ouch. I scrambled for something tactful to
say. We sat on the concrete steps outside the front portico, and
she pulled a diet root beer out of her backpack, offering me a sip.
“I thought you did a great job,” I said after a minute.” You did it
just the way we practiced. And they let you read a little more than
I did, so that means they must have liked you.”

Tracy steepled her fingers under her chin, a
sudden flash of interest in her eyes. “You think?”

“Sure.” I stared out at the newly cut lawn.
The air smelled fresh and moist and the whole scene was bathed in a
tawny glow. One of the cameramen had called it the “golden hour”
when the lighting is the most flattering and all the shots have a
Ridley Scott feel to them. “What else could it mean?”

“Maybe they let me read a few extra lines
because they weren’t sure about me, and when you got up there, they
knew right away. I never thought you would get up there and blow
all the competition away.”

“Tracy, maybe you’re forgetting that I didn’t
even want to audition. I came to keep you company. How would I know
that they would pick me out of the crowd?”

The whole thing had been a fluke. First, the
news that Fearless was going to actually shoot a movie at the
Academy, and then the call for auditions. Naturally, everyone in
the drama club made a beeline for the casting call, and I tagged
along with Tracy. I was sitting there, munching a Kit Kat bar, when
a casting director nudged me on the back.

“Hey, honey,” she said, in a voice that could
open tin cans. “Get on up there and read this.” She shoved a part
of the script at me. It was just two pages stapled together and I
learned that they were called “sides.” You don’t get the whole
script at an audition. Just sides.

So before I knew it, I was ushered to the
front of the room, and positioned next to Shane Rockett. The
Shane Rockett. He was huddled deep in conversation with a cameraman
in a baseball cap, but he when he turned to me his face lit up,
just like it did on television.. “Hi there. I’m Shane. You readin’
with me?”

“I’m Jessie,” I whispered. I wanted to say
something else, but couldn’t. I wondered why my brain had been
sucked out of my head, just as the director called: “Stand
by...”

“Just relax,” Shane said. A cold sweat broke
out on my forehead and dampened my palms. I quickly wiped my hands
on my jeans and looked up at Shane expectantly. “Let me lead,” he
whispered. “Just pretend we’re dancing...” He looked into my eyes,
and the suggestion didn’t sound as crazy at all. Dancing, that’s
all we were doing. Dancing.

“And...action!” The director’s voice sliced
across the room. I shook my head, trying to dislodge the memory of
Shane Rockett.

The audition had been like a dream sequence,
flowing over me like a delicious fantasy and now I was out in the
fresh air, back to reality. My focus now was on Tracy. I tucked my
hand behind my back and crossed my fingers, hoping the casting gods
would smile on her.

“Wow, is he cool, or what!” Three juniors
from Fairmont joined us, sitting down on the broad concrete steps.
“When do you suppose they’ll let us know?” a cute blonde asked us.
“I think I’ll die if I get that part, I just know I will.” She gave
me a caramelized smile. “I saw your audition. I think he liked
you,” she said, giving me an appraising look.

“No, I’m not even in the running.” I shook my
head, willing them to go away.

Tracy was sitting very still, her hands
clasped around her knees, staring blankly at the Technicolor sky. I
wondered what her chances were. I hadn’t been completely honest
when I said she had done a great job. Her acting had seemed a
little mechanical, almost wooden, and I think she knew it.

There just wasn’t any chemistry between Tracy
and Shane, even though he was a walking girl-magnet. Females seemed
to fall like dominoes in his path, judging from the three sitting
next to us.

“Jessie Phillips?” A beautiful young woman
with a clipboard called my name as she hurried over. She was
wearing vintage jeans, all thready at the kneecaps, a tiny silver
eyebrow ring and a black T-shirt that had Fearless plastered across
the front. “C’mon back tomorrow at three, we need to talk to
you.”

I shot a look at Tracy and stood up. “What’s
up?”

“I have some papers for you to look over. And
your parents need to sign all these,” she said, thrusting a big
manila envelope at me. “Consent forms, contract, shooting schedule,
costuming appointments.” She shot me a quick look. “You’re not
union, are you?”

“Union?”

“Good, I didn’t think so.” She looked
relieved. “This is an indie production, but I guess you know that.
Independent film, non-union. So you won’t be getting union scale,
but the salary’s not bad.”

I had no idea what she was talking about, but
I was beginning to think the impossible had happened. If she was
offering me a contract and talking about a salary, that could mean
only one thing.

“I’m in the movie?” I blurted out. “Is that
what you’re telling me?” My heart was pounding and weird little
prickles were running over my skin.

She looked at me like I was an alien life
form—a not-very-bright alien life form.

“That’s what I’m telling you, hon. You’re
Natalie. Congratulations.” Someone called her back to the set, and
she took off at a gallop, yelling over her shoulder. “Get those
forms back to me as soon as you can.”

For a moment, there was dead silence. I felt
a lurch inside me as if I had just dropped twenty floors.

“Wow,” the cute blonde gasped. “You got the
part!” She gave me the once-over and shook her Britney Spears locks
in disbelief. “You’re...like a movie star! You’ll be kissing Shane
Rockett and getting paid for it!”

Her friend giggled. “I’d do it for free!” She
pouted prettily and scrambled to her feet to nudge me playfully in
the ribs. “So how’d you get so lucky?” She peered over my shoulder
at the sheaf of papers I was holding. I glanced down. The contract
was on top. It certainly looked official.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I can’t believe
it turned out this way. I wasn’t even supposed to audition. I
didn’t sign up or anything.”

I riffled through the papers, my heart
skittering in my chest. The shooting schedule, appointments for
wardrobe fittings, the names of contact people at the production
office. And more of the “sides” for my part.

How could such a thing happen? I was going to
be playing opposite Shane Rockett? I felt like I was having an
out-of-body experience.

Then I glanced down at Tracy. What would this
do to our friendship?

 


“You know it wasn’t supposed to happen this
way,” I said half an hour later. “And just because they offered me
the part, doesn’t mean I have to take it. I can turn it down.”
Brave words, and I hoped I really meant them. Could I really turn
down this once-in-a-lifetime chance? The reality of the situation
was beginning to kick in—I was going to be in a movie with Shane
Rockett! Part of me wanted to hang out with Tracy and part of me
wanted to lock myself in my room and call everyone I knew!

Tracy and I were sitting in my kitchen,
sharing a slice of lemon cheesecake. Two forks and one luscious six
hundred calorie slice on the plate between us. Tracy had been
deathly quiet all the way home, but now she gave me a tremulous
smile.

“Don’t be silly, Jess,” she said quietly. “Of
course you’re not going to turn it down. I want you to take the
part. I’ve been thinking, maybe in a funny way, it all turned out
for the best.”

I glanced up in surprise. “You really mean
that?” I looked around to see if a Tracy-clone had slipped in the
kitchen while I wasn’t looking. I couldn’t believe my luck. Here I
was having a major guilt trip over the Shane Rockett audition, and
now she was throwing me a lifeline. “You’re not just saying it to
make me feel better?”

“No, I think sometimes that things just work
out the way they’re supposed to.” She gave me a smile that was a
little frayed around the edges and grabbed the last forkful of
cheesecake. “You were way better than I was, and anyway, I think
I’ve gone off the idea of acting.”

“You have?”

She nodded. “I’d be a nervous wreck trying to
remember all my lines, and I think I’d faint if I had to go up
there again with Shane.” She paused, her blue eyes clear and
serious. “No, Jessie, my acting dream is over. I’ve been doing some
serious thinking, and I have a whole different game plan now. Call
it Plan B.”

“You want to direct?” I was teasing and she
knew it. I remember a joke going around Hollywood that no one was
satisfied with just being an actor. Even Lassie wanted to direct.
He was sick of having to run around pulling Timmy out of wells.

“Don’t laugh, but I want to write,” she said
very seriously. “And I want to take pictures...”

“I’m not laughing,” I reassured her. “But
you’re certainly full of surprises.” Write and take pictures? I
wondered where this was going, and remembered that Tracy had
interviewed a photojournalist for a career day project during
sophomore year. Maybe she had been more serious than I
realized.

“You mean you want to write about the movie?
Like a celebrity reporter?” I tried to picture Tracy as Maria
Menounos and couldn’t make the image work. She didn’t have the
flashy highlights, the carefully layered hair, or the toothy
grin.

“Not show biz stuff I want to do something
with more substance to it. I was thinking of being an investigative
reporter, catching people in their off-screen moments. Kind of a
reality thing, but instead of ordinary people, everybody would be
movie stars.”

I raised my eyebrows. “I’m impressed. But are
you sure the film company will let you get away with that? They
have their own publicity people, you know. I’m not sure they're
going to let you run around with a camera snapping candid shots.
What if they’re unflattering? You’ll be like one of those
paparazzi.”

I’d heard that Fearless Productions liked to
throw their weight around, and that Mr. Clark, the principal, was
having second thoughts about letting them invade Fairmont Academy.
If they hadn’t made a huge contribution to the gymnasium building
fund, they would have been shooting their movie down at the local
senior citizen center.

“I bet Miss Adams would let me do it for a
special project,” Tracy said. “She was a journalist before she
became an English teacher. I bet I could even get credit for
it.”

“It’s worth a try,” I agreed. “You could talk
to her tomorrow.” I knew Tracy had been aiming for advanced
placement in English class, and maybe she was right. Maybe
Reckless Summer would be her ticket to success.

And mine.


CHAPTER TWO


Mom’s reaction later that afternoon wasn’t
what I had hoped for, but I knew she would go along with it in the
end. She had spent the day scouting antiques at a cutesy little
resort town fifty miles away, and was stashing her “finds” in the
garage when I met her. Mom runs an antique business out of a shop
attached to the house.

She’s supported the two of us for as long as
I can remember and we’re very tight. Dad’s been out of the picture
since I was three, and my only clear memory of him is a day we
spent together at the Jersey shore one blisteringly hot summer day.
We were building sand castles and that’s all I remember about him.
End of story.

“Hey, Jess,” she said, lugging a wicker
coffee table out of the trunk. “You can help me clean this up this
week-end and we’ll put it in the shop next to that floral sofa—”
She stopped, noticing my goofy grin. “Well, somebody looks happy
today. What’s up?”

I handed her the contract from Fearless, and
she scanned it, biting her lip. “A movie? You want to be in a
movie?” She looked at me as if I had just said I wanted to fly to
Mars.

“It wasn’t supposed to turn out this way.” I
quickly explained about Tracy and the audition. “But now that
they’ve offered me the part, I really want to do it.” I paused,
wondering when she would say something. “I’ll still have plenty of
time to help you with the shop,” I added. I knew I had to get mom
on my side fast—or my fifteen minutes of fame would be over before
they had begun!

We lugged the coffee table into the kitchen
and set it down. She popped the tab on a diet cream soda and took a
hefty swig before reaching for the Fearless papers. I shuffled from
one foot to the other for five solid minutes while she read every
single word. Twice.

“I suppose it’s all right,” she said
doubtfully, signing the consent form. “I want to see what you’re
going to be wearing, though.” She gave me one of her
“I’m-not-kidding” looks over the top of her tortoise-shell
glasses.

“Sure, no problem,” I agreed. “Probably what
I wear after school—jeans and a T-shirt. It’s a family movie.
PG-13.”

“And I want you to call me to pick you up if
there’s any shooting at night. I don’t want you coming home in the
dark, or grabbing a ride with anyone.”

“Absolutely.” Mom had bought me a cell phone
for such emergencies. “I’ll check in with you all the time.”

“Hmm.” She looked unconvinced. “Can parents
visit the set?”

She wants to visit the set? Having
your mom visit the set would be beyond uncool. So uncool I couldn’t
even think of a word for it. But it wouldn’t be very smart to say
that to Mom, would it? I pretended to think for a moment.

“Gee, Mom, I suppose so.” Actually, I had no
idea. Parents were the last thing on my mind when things had been
heating up with Shane Rockett under the klieg lights that morning.
“I’ll find out for sure tomorrow.”

“Do that.” She tried for a stern look and
then her eyes twinkled and she broke into a big grin. “A movie
role! Congratulations, baby,” she said, wrapping me into a hug.

I hugged her back, grinning. Whatever
happened from here on in, I had Mom on my side.

“The whole thing was fixed, you know. It just
had to be!” Alexis Bright’s nasal voice drifted over me the next
day as Tracy and I edged our way through the Fairmont cafeteria
line. The cast list had been posted that morning by Lisa, the
production assistant with the eyebrow ring, and everyone had
gathered around to have a look. Alexis had scanned the list for her
name, quivered in disbelief, and then started at the top again. No
luck. She couldn’t believe that she hadn’t made the cut.

“It’s not the end of the world. We can always
be extras,” Samantha Lawson said perkily. She and Alexis plunked
themselves down at one of the long wooden refectory tables that
looked like something out of an abbey. I could feel Alexis’s eyes
boring into me as I cut ahead to the salad bar. Alexis gave an
elaborate sigh. “Extras? You’ve got to be kidding,” she said in
scathing tones. “Do you really think I want to be an extra?”
She spat out the word as if it was a hairball. “Don’t forget, I
played Ophelia, once.”

Samantha’s smile never faltered as she bit
into her tuna salad on rye. “But that was in the sixth grade
production of Hamlet, Ali,” she reminded her best friend.
“Reckless Summer isn’t grade school. It’s the big time.” She
giggled. “And remember how Hamlet had braces?”

Tracy started to laugh, and covered it up
with a cough. I managed to keep a straight face and scooped up a
tofu Caesar salad, wishing the line would move faster. I hadn’t
realized how much jealousy and backbiting there was going to be
over the cast announcement.

“As far as I’m concerned, it looks like a lot
of no-talent people got the parts,” Alexis said loudly. Even though
our backs were to her as we hurried through the line, she knew we
could hear every word she said. “People with no acting training and
no ability.”

I peeked over my shoulder. She was staring
right at me. No one could ever accuse Alexis of being a good
sport.

We sidled by with our trays, heading for the
patio, when Tracy leaned down close to Alexis. “Well, you know what
they say, hon. When you’ve got it, you’ve got it!”

“Ooh, good one,” I said under my breath as we
hurried outside. “She’s never going to forgive you.”

“So, Jess, what’s on the schedule for today?”
Tracy and I were settled at a table with a bright blue umbrella on
the flagstone patio behind the Academy. Acres of sun-dappled lawn
stretched out in front of us, bordered by clusters of flowering
pink azaleas and yellow forsythia. Big glazed pots were filled with
swaying palms, and the pond had a stone cherub in the middle. It
looked like he was feeding some oversized Japanese goldfish called
koi that swam lazily under the surface.

The Fairmont family used to throw big society
parties out here on the patio, and if I closed my eyes I could
almost hear violin music drifting on the breeze.

“I have to report to the production office at
three sharp, the minute school is out. I’ll turn in the paperwork
and meet with someone from costuming.”

“The production office?”

“That’s it.” I pointed to a set of sleek
metal trailers at the edge of the lawn, near the woods. The
production company had hauled them in late yesterday afternoon and
they were setting them up as offices and dressing areas. They had
already installed telephones, fax machines, and computers.
Crewmembers in jeans and tank tops hurried by lugging lights and
equipment, but there was no sign of Shane Rockett or any of the
other principals as far as I could see.

I had read that the cast and crew was staying
at the Bedford Inn, the nicest hotel in town. I wondered if they
would make their appearance after school was officially dismissed
at three today. Shane Rockett had practically started a stampede of
autograph hunters at the audition. Maybe he had decided to lay low
until the coast was clear.

In a few hours, all the Fairmont girls would
be gone for the summer, and the film company would have the run of
the place. I felt a little thrill of excitement remembering that
I’d be one of the chosen few—a cast member of Reckless Summer. If
Tracy felt even a hint of jealousy, she didn’t show it.

“How did things go with Miss Adams?” I asked,
remembering her plan to talk to her English teacher.

Tracy beamed. “Better than I had hoped. She
thought my ‘snapshot diary’ was a great idea, and gave me some
tips. And she cleared it with the principal and some community
relations woman from Fearless. The movie people want to make a good
impression on Fairmont, she told me, in case they want to come back
here to film a sequel. So they’re willing to bend the rules and let
me film whatever I want. They have the final approval on all the
photographs, though.”

“A sequel? Wow, I never thought of that.”

“Maybe you’ll get the lead
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