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Thank you to everyone who’s read and enjoyed Hollie and Fayth’s adventures over the last 10 years. I hope you enjoy returning to their world.







THE WHAT HAPPENS IN HOLLYWOOD UNIVERSE READING ORDER




The What Happens in Hollywood Universe is kind of a choose-your-own adventure women’s fiction/romance series. It started in 2016, with What Happens in New York. Since then it’s expanded to include more What Happens in… books; Hollywood Nightmare, a tell-all celebrity memoir satire; Hollywood Gossip, a spin-off prequel about how Tate and Jack navigate mental health, career challenges, and relationships with the whole world watching; and Behind the Spotlight, a gay romance about Hollie’s best friend Cameron.

If you want comfort and nostalgia, the What Happens in… books are the way to go. When you’re in the mood for high drama, dark humour, and an emotional serial romance that will gut you until the happy ever after, Hollywood Gossip is the series for you, and if you want a comforting standalone romance, check out Behind the Spotlight.

I don’t recommend reading Trinity’s book Hollywood Nightmare if you haven’t read either What Happens in… or Hollywood Gossip, though. While it’s a standalone, it won’t make sense without the additional context from the other books. However it does add depth to her character if you’ve read either series.

If you’re curious, here’s the recommended reading order for the complete What Happens in Hollywood Universe:






	What Happens in New York

	What Happens in London

	Return to New York

	What Happens in Barcelona

	What Happens in Paphos

	Behind the Spotlight (which overlaps with What Happens in London)

	Hollywood Nightmare

	Hollywood Gossip

	Hollywood Parents

	Hollywood Drama

	Hollywood Destiny

	Hollywood Heartbreak (which overlaps with What Happens in New York and What Happens in London)

	Hollywood Romance (which overlaps with What Happens in Barcelona and What Happens in Paphos)

	What Happened Before (and After) – this book!

	What Happens in Melbourne (check out the end of this collection for a sneak preview!)






For the most part, this is just the publication order, with the exception of Behind the Spotlight. That was published after What Happens in Barcelona, and overlaps with What Happens in London, but unlike Hollywood Gossip doesn’t contain any What Happens in… spoilers so you can read it at any point.

Now, let’s find out what happened before. And in between. And after…







WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE







ABOUT WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE




The stories within these pages have been in my head since I first started this version of the What Happens in… series, back in 2015. They were stories I told myself for comfort and for reference; to add depth to the characters. And on those awful nights when sleep just wouldn’t come. 

I’d planned to release them a long time ago, but for some reason I never finished any of them. Perhaps I’d told them to myself so many times it felt like I’d already written them, so I’d needed to take a break and come back to them with a fresh set of eyes and a clear mind.

Now, the tenth anniversary of What Happens in New York, feels like the perfect time to revisit these stories. Especially with the current trend for 2016 nostalgia. Who could’ve predicted how different the world would be, ten years later? Change can happen in a moment, but it can also happen so slowly we hardly notice it.

All of the stories in this section are set prior to What Happens in New York and each focus on a different character: Hollie, Fayth, Astin, or Liam. They’re included in chronological order, but you can read them in any order as they don’t overlap.

Astin’s story, The Move, sits first chronologically, predating Hollywood Gossip, which is the first book in the What Happens in Hollywood Universe (but wasn’t the first book published – the What Happens in… series came before the Hollywood Gossip series).

None of these stories in this section contain spoilers for the rest of the series or universe, so even if this is the first time you’ve met these characters, you don’t have to worry about what happens next.

A little about each story:

The Move: Astin experiences a culture shock when he moves from rural Texas to New York and is offered a life-changing opportunity.

The Real World: Liam adjusts to the loss of his sister (Saoirse, pronounced Sur-sha) and faces his drug addiction. 

The Show: Hollie’s situationship comes to a dramatic conclusion right before her very first fashion show.

The Diary: Fayth processes the loss of her beloved mum and sister, Mhairi (pronounced Var-ee) in her diary.

Each story has a happy ending. After putting you through the emotional ringer. Because that’s just me. Sorry. Sort of?





THE MOVE


‘So…you’re really doing this?’ Pablo rocked on his heels, unable to look at his best friend.

Astin stuffed his hands into the pockets of his shorts. The sun was blaring in through the kitchen window, as if pointing a spotlight on him while he made his big announcement. He was used to the sun and the heat, but he wasn’t used to saying goodbye. ‘Yep. Really doing it.’

Pablo frowned. ‘This town always was too small for you.’

Astin nodded. He’d known for a long time he wasn’t meant to stay where he’d grown up. It was the kind of place where everyone knew everyone – and everyone’s secrets – and nobody ever left. But he couldn’t do it. He’d asked Pablo to leave with him, begged, pleaded, even. He didn’t want to leave alone, but more than that, he wanted more for Pablo and didn’t believe his friend could find it if he stayed.

But Pablo refused. His heart was there. His horses. His family farm. His life. He didn’t want anything bigger. Astin always had.

Astin didn’t know how he was going to do it yet, but he wanted to be a stunt performer. To help movies create effects involving cars and parkour and martial arts. He’d done some things himself over the years, but rural Texas wasn’t exactly the kind of place for stunt opportunities.

So he was going to New York.

Even though he’d never been. And he had no idea what to expect. It was either New York or LA, and he felt like he’d fit in better in New York. He figured there was so much happening around there if he worked somewhere nice enough, he might be able to network with the right people.

Admittedly the job he’d landed, as a valet for a hotel and restaurant, wasn’t in the upmarket location he’d hoped for, but it was a start. Just because it was what he was starting with, it didn’t mean he had to stay there. It was a foot in the door. It’d cover the rent for the apartment he’d found.

The other four people he’d be living with seemed fine, too. It’d be cramped with all of them there, but they were all earning just enough to pay the bills from what he could tell. They understood.

More than some people he knew.

When he’d told his parents his plans, they’d been less than approving. 

No.

That was an understatement.

His mum had scoffed. ‘Why do you want to go to New York?’

To get away from her was a big reason. He felt bad, leaving his little brother, but what kind of example was he setting if he stayed? That it was acceptable to make himself smaller to please other people? Their dad had done that, and it’d left him with little agency or personality of his own. He was an empty shell who didn’t have the energy to stand up for himself, or his children, against his aggressive wife.

Astin couldn’t stick around for that. It was too painful to see his dad shut down. He wanted more from his life and he knew that he could only ever find what he wanted in the big city. He wanted to set an example for his little brother: teach him that he could do more and didn’t have to follow in his parents’ or grandparents’ footsteps.

And, thankfully, his little brother was living with their grandparents, so was more protected from his mother’s tirades than Astin had been when he was in single digits. Knowing what their mother was like, they’d brought Cooper to live with them much earlier than they had Astin, protecting him from a lot of the behaviour Astin hadn’t been able to avoid.

Just like with Astin, his grandparents gave Cooper every opportunity they could. They’d been the ones to get Astin into fitness as a way to deal with his anger. He never would’ve gotten so far without them.

Astin wiped a tear from his eye.

Pablo clapped him on the back. ‘I know you’re going to miss me, but there’s a big world out there that’s just waiting for you to conquer it. We all believe in you.’

Astin smiled, patting his friend on the back in return. He wasn’t so sure, but he appreciated the compliment all the same. ‘Thanks, man.’


*



‘You’ll come visit me, right?’ said Astin. Long-distance relationships were hard, but he and Martha had been together for over a year. They’d known each other for much longer. They could do it, couldn’t they? They were meant to end up together – everyone knew it.

Martha stopped walking, looking out across Pablo’s farm at the horses galloping in the distance. She placed a hand on his arm. Oh no. ‘I don’t think that’s a good idea.’

He stared at the horses too, unable to face her. He knew what was coming but that didn’t mean it didn’t still hurt. ‘What changed?’

She tucked a rogue strand of mousy hair behind her ear. It was breezy, and the wind was pulling her thin hair from its ponytail whatever she did to it. ‘The next time you come back here, this place is going to feel too small to you. You won’t want someone like me.’

‘Martha—’

She shook her head. ‘I want you to go and have your big New York adventure. Meet your fancy New York friends. Make love to sexy New York women. If you’re still tied down, you’ll worry about me and won’t be able to enjoy yourself and whatever comes with it.’

Slowly, he nodded. She was right. Despite how much he cared for her, she reminded him of everything he was leaving behind. She knew his family and history, and all the baggage that came with that. What he needed for his own mental health was a fresh start away from anyone who knew about his family drama. For people to see him for who he really was, rather than who he wanted to leave behind.

Everyone had always told them that they should be together, and so he’d assumed it was inevitable. He felt horrible about it. It wasn’t that he didn’t care about Martha, but she was his safe zone. He wasn’t with her out of love, he was with her because they protected each other from the outside world.

He was tired of being protected, though. He couldn’t live his life in a bubble, avoiding anything potentially challenging forever. His childhood had been challenging enough, and for all the wrong reasons. His teenage years had been filled with conflict. And that was exactly why he needed to leave.

Martha kissed his forehead, lingering for a moment in an unspoken exchange. There was nothing else to say.


*



‘I can’t believe you’re leaving,’ said Cooper, sitting on the end of his brother’s bed. He swung his short legs, his feet banging against the bed frame, as he watched his brother pack the last few things into his suitcase. ‘You’ll be back, right?’

Astin ruffled Cooper’s blond hair. ‘Of course I’ll be back.’ Eventually. When he’d made it big. He didn’t add that caveat aloud. When anyone had asked when he’d be back, he’d dodged the question. He’d booked a one-way ticket. As far as he was concerned, he wasn’t coming back until he’d proven himself. However long that took.

It didn’t matter if it was the holidays or if he got homesick. He’d get time and a half for working the holidays. And as for homesickness…he’d just have to deal with it, wouldn’t he?

It wasn’t like they couldn’t visit him or talk on the phone.

Their granddad poked his head through the door, pushing his glasses up his nose. ‘How long until you’re ready? I don’t want to be late leaving for the airport.’

‘Couple minutes,’ said Astin.

Cooper stood up and hugged his brother, snivelling as he tried not to cry. Being barely five, he wasn’t old enough to understand why Astin was travelling so far away for a fresh start, but Astin hoped that one day he would.

Astin nodded, forcing a smile to hide his nerves. ‘Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine.’

His baby brother forced a matching smile. ‘I know you will. It’s the rest of the world that needs to watch out.’

Astin stifled his tears, kissed his brother on top of his head, then carried his suitcase downstairs. Their grandmother was sitting on the sofa, her hands in her lap, her empty gaze staring at the TV. When he walked in, she turned to face him. Tears welled in her eyes.

‘Don’t look at me like that,’ Astin said to her.

‘Well I can’t help it. You’re all grown up and ready to fly away. Literally. And you want me to not get emotional?’

Astin hugged her. He could never fully express how grateful he was to his grandparents. They’d saved him so many times over the years, he wouldn’t be where he was without them. They meant so much to him, but he couldn’t stay where he was. He was suffocating.

She put her hands on his cheeks. ‘You go out there and you achieve your goals. You hear me?’

He smiled. ‘I hear you.’

She patted his cheek again. ‘Now go take the world by storm.’

‘Come on then,’ said his gramps, trying to grab Astin’s suitcase to carry it to the car. Astin was quicker. He grabbed it and walked out the front door, refusing to let his granddad carry the heavy bag when he was perfectly capable. Driving Astin to the airport was a big enough favour as it was. Astin couldn’t live with himself if his gramps got injured carrying a suitcase he could lift himself.

So he heaved his bag into the car and closed the trunk.

‘You ready to go start your new life?’ asked his granddad.

‘Yeah,’ said Astin, already feeling lighter at the prospect of leaving his old life behind, ‘I am.’


*



As Astin sat in the airport lounge, the weight of what he was doing finally hit him. He’d only just finished high school, never visited a big city – unless he counted a couple of trips to Austin he barely remembered – and now he was travelling halfway across the country?

But he’d already checked his baggage in and gone through security. He couldn’t turn back now, not even if he wanted to.

Plus, he’d told everyone he was leaving. Said goodbye to everyone he knew. So he couldn’t go back on it, not without looking stupid. If he went home without even getting on the plane, with no real reason to back out, he’d never hear the end of it from anyone. He’d been talking about moving to New York for months. Everyone knew it was his plan.

Doubts were normal, right?


*



Astin’s flight was uneventful, almost relaxing, and he picked up his suitcase with minimal hassle. Maybe this travel thing wasn’t so bad after all.

Stepping out of the airport, he was reminded that he was not in Texas anymore. While everyone around him was in a light jacket or just a T-Shirt, he wanted to put his leather jacket on. It was freezing. Digging the jacket out from his hand luggage, he pulled it on then summoned a taxi.

Was the weather really going to be that different? He’d never felt the cold before, so why now?

As he sat in the taxi on the way to his new home, it wasn’t just the weather that felt different. The whole vibe was. Everything was so close together and busy and loud. It couldn’t have been more different from where he’d grown up. Was he going to regret this?

At the end of the road, he could just see the Statue of Liberty standing tall in the distance. He didn’t know where he was going – literally or metaphorically – but that was fine. He’d figure it out, wouldn’t he? Not that he had much choice now.

This was it. His new home.

The taxi pulled up outside his new apartment building. He paid, then got in the ancient elevator to the twelfth floor. There was an odd smell in the air, one he wasn’t sure he wanted to place. Holding his breath, he waited for the clunky elevator to climb to his floor. It arrived, the doors creaking open. He made a mental note to stick to the stairs if he didn’t have heavy bags. Or maybe even with them, since it would be extra training for him. That elevator did not look safe.

Glad to be out of it, he made his way to the door and unlocked it. Would his new roommates be there? Or would they be at work as it was the middle of the afternoon?

‘Hello?’ he called out. No answer. Either they had headphones on, or he was alone.

The apartment wasn’t messy, but it wasn’t clean, either. And it was small. Smaller than he’d anticipated, but then he had paid the deposit without seeing it in person because it’d been within his budget and near where he was going to work. He’d lost out on too many places already by hesitating, so he hadn’t wanted to take the risk when this one had become available.

His room was at the end of the hall. All the other doors, except for the bathroom, were locked. The bathroom didn’t have a bath, which he’d miss, but the shower would do. It was tiny, though. He doubted he’d have space to change in there, so he’d either have to get creative or walk around in a towel. In an apartment of strangers. Hmm. Oh well. With any luck, he’d be able to afford somewhere nicer soon.

Reaching his room, he unlocked the door and was greeted by a shell. There was a bed and a wardrobe and that was it. The walls were painted in a soft, cool grey and the window – which looked out on to a brick wall – was tiny. The carpet matched the walls and already had some mysterious stains on it. It was a blank – stains aside – canvas, which was equal parts good and bad. For now, it would do. He wouldn’t be spending much time there, anyway. All he had to do was sleep and shower. And if he was asleep he wouldn’t notice how tiny it was, right?


*



Astin covered his face with his arm, trying to block out the light. His bedroom blinds were so thin and flimsy they barely stopped any of the light from coming through. And apparently, New York at night was almost as bright as New York during the daytime.

It was noisy, too. A never-ending stream of cars drove past at all hours, engines buzzing and humming, horns beeping, emergency vehicles blaring. Generators sounded from somewhere he couldn’t discern and dumpsters were emptied at all hours. Didn’t New York ever sleep?

He was used to quiet in every sense of the word. The quietness of a dark night; of a silent night. This wasn’t it. How was he supposed to turn up for his first day of work if he hadn’t slept? He couldn’t miss it, but he had to get some sleep to be able to function.

But the more he tossed and turned, the more his heart raced and the harder it was for him to fall asleep.

Once it reached five in the morning, he gave up, deciding he’d head to the gym before work to try to wake himself up.

Except that didn’t go according to plan, either.

The gym was just as busy as the outside of his apartment had been. Music blared, which he was used to and could block out with his headphones.

But that wasn’t the issue. There were so many people for so early in the morning. And so many of them were…recording their workouts? It was a gym, not a photography studio. What were they doing?

He’d almost always exercised outdoors at home. Not only was it cheaper, but he found it more relaxing. It was a good way to spend time with the animals, socialise, and get some vitamin D. This felt like the opposite of that. No one seemed to be here because they enjoyed exercising. It seemed more like they were doing it to check it off their daily to-do list.

Or to record content. Is that what exercising had really been reduced to? Shaming people for not being able to lift the heaviest weights, instead of doing what was best for their health?

Someone barged past him, causing him to stumble into a tripod. He grabbed it, stabilising it before the phone hit the floor. The person who was recording dropped the weights bar with a dangerous thud and huffed over.

‘Do you mind?’ he growled. His top half was huge and disproportionate to his bottom half. He was also covered in acne.

‘Sorry man, it was an accident,’ said Astin.

The steroid-user huffed, looking Astin up and down. Astin was big. He loved sports and had played many kinds growing up. Looking around the gym he was currently in, he was starting to wonder why he’d given all that up just to go to an overcrowded gym full of posers. ‘Now I’ve got to start all over again.’

‘Do you want me to spot you?’ Astin offered.

The man shoved him. Astin stumbled but didn’t fall. Still huffing, the steroid-user returned to his dangerous weight setup and carried on.

What the hell? He was just trying to be helpful. Wasn’t anyone helpful in New York? The man could’ve seriously hurt himself lifting weights the way he was. And he didn’t want anyone to spot him? Well, Astin had tried.


*



Astin yawned. He’d eventually managed to work out, just not in the way he’d hoped. Still, it was better than nothing. He went home to shower – which required some of his gymnastics training for him to fit, as the cubicle was so small – then opened the fridge to make himself some food before he went to work.

Except the fresh chicken he’d brought the day before had vanished. He moved a salad, half a burrito, a bunch of broccoli, carefully putting them back when his chicken wasn’t behind them. Had he put his chicken on another shelf? Nope. No sign.

Opening the trash, he noticed the packet he’d bought the night before sitting on the top. Someone had stolen and cooked his food to eat for themselves. Great. He hoped they’d enjoyed it.

Sighing, he ended up having cereal instead. Not his favourite, but at least all the carbs would give him a short-term energy boost for work.

What should he wear on his first day? Once he got there, he’d have a uniform to change into, but he wanted to make a good impression when he first met everyone in person.

Settling for black trousers and a white shirt, he pulled on his leather jacket to keep warm, then headed out the door. On his way to the subway, he made a mental note to grab a permanent marker to label his food from now on. Was that where he’d gone wrong? Or did he just live with a kleptomaniac roomie? He hoped it was the former, not the latter. Otherwise, it was going to be difficult to keep eating healthily. It wasn’t cheap as it was and he’d probably have to make some sacrifices to stay in New York. For now, he’d do what he could and put his savings to good use. That was what they were there for, right? And with no friends to hang out with, he could work all the shifts his boss would give him to earn extra money.

As he descended the stairs to the subway, he realised he didn’t actually know how it all worked. He’d never gotten the subway before. But he was smart. He could figure it out. It’d been a difficult couple of days already; something had to go right.

Why hadn’t he thought to look this up beforehand? He’d thought it would be simple. That he’d figure it out once he was there. How naive he’d been.

He approached a map and studied it for a moment, the person behind him shifting from food to foot impatiently. Astin wasn’t going to rush, though. He wanted to get it right.

It would only be a couple of stops. Astin could probably walk it if he wanted to. Figuring that would be the easier option, he decided to walk to burn off some of his adrenaline. It wouldn’t do him any good to start a new job with his heart hammering out of his chest. Even after his workout it had barely stopped.

Astin was about to start the first day of his first proper job – his dad’s garage not included. Astin had worked for his dad every summer for as long as he could remember. This job was different. It was a big deal. A big deal his brain didn’t want to let him forget.

Since he couldn’t find a job in a New York garage, he’d settled for working as a valet – at least then he was still around cars.

Wrapping his arms around himself as a gust of wind ran down the street, he looked up at the building where he’d be working. Even though it was huge, it seemed small compared to
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