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Prologue 
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Morning , another day in this gilded cage it seems the hum of the ventilation system in Alpha Rehab a constant, low thrum, a white noise designed to lull the troubled minds within its luxurious walls into some semblance of peace. For five years, it's been the soundtrack to my undoing and my slow, agonizing reconstruction. 

The scent of sterile cleanliness, punctuated by the faint, earthy aroma of the manicured gardens outside, was the only world I knew. My world. The one they sculpted for me, far from the blinding lights and deafening roar of Hollywood, a world I had so spectacularly imploded within.

My new therapist, a woman with  eyes that seemed to absorb every shard of unspoken truth, sat across from me. Her silence was a practiced art, more potent than any question. It was a silence that demanded confession, not just words.

"Oh!, you're my new therapist, huh?" I started, the words feeling rusty, like an old engine turning over. My voice, once honed for the silver screen, now carried a faint tremor, a ghost of the anxiety that still clung to me. "WELL, Doc, where do I even begin?
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CHAPTER 1 
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I've always wondered—what does it really mean to be seen?

That's the question that's haunted me for years, even before I understood what it was to crave acknowledgment, to long for a glance from the world that never really looked at me. I was born into Hollywood’s  shadow, a whisper of a boy in the glow of two stars that shone so brightly they burned out my own.

My name's Leo Vance. Leonardo. But in this town, I'm just "the Vance sisters' younger brother." The kid who never quite made it out of the background, even when I thought I was moving toward something real. Even when I was on set, acting my heart out, I always felt the invisible hand pulling me back—reminding me I was nobody, not really. Just the kid in the corner, waiting for the spotlight to find me.

I remember those early days—the endless days of waiting in the wings, watching my sisters, Jennifer and Janet, bask in their fame. Jennifer, with her daring smile, her sharp tongue, and a voice that could shatter glass or melt hearts; Janet, bubbly and bright, a starlet with a laugh that lingered long after the cameras stopped rolling. They were everything I wasn't: confident, luminous, unbreakable.

And I?

I was the shadow—quiet, tentative, desperate to earn their approval. I learned early that if I wanted to be noticed, I had to be good. Not just good—exceptional. Acting became my refuge, my secret weapon. I threw myself into it, as if by some miracle, I could carve out a space for myself amidst the glittering chaos of Hollywood . something  strange happened.

Somewhere between the forced smiles for the camera and the desperate pleas for my father's nod, I fell in love with it. The craft. The escape. The sheer, intoxicating thrill of becoming someone else, even for a few hours. In front of the camera, I wasn't just Leo Vance, the overlooked younger brother. I was whoever the script demanded, and in that anonymity, I found a fleeting, beautiful freedom.

I was talented, I knew that, even then. Soon, I found myself on the rise, landing some guest roles in various TV series and minor movies. Though most, if not all, gave me those roles with the hope of being closer to the Vance sisters. They weren't hiring Leo Vance, the actor; they were hiring the kid who could get them backstage passes to the Janet and Jennifer show. Even my triumphs felt tainted, a mere footnote to their grandeur.

It was a bittersweet pill , that realization. That even my own nascent career was merely an extension of theirs. But I swallowed it. I had to.

Then it happened. At 18, landing my biggest role ever as Jack Dusk in The Night Owl felt like a breakthrough. I was cast as Jack Dusk, son of the lead character, Arin Von. I mean ,Sure ,It was a supporting role but the movie was massive, it was  a high budget fantasy action movie and with the charismatic Richard Strong as the lead.

OH God, I remember the rush. I can see the  audition like it was just yesterday. The sterile waiting room, the nervous energy of a dozen other young actors, all with the same desperate glint in their eyes. When they called my name, my heart hammered against my ribs. I walked in, delivered my lines, felt the scene unfold within me, and for a fleeting moment, the room disappeared. It was just me and the character.

A week later, the call came. I was in. I literally  screamed. My agent, Tony—a slick, perpetually stressed man who always smelled faintly of espresso and ambition—tried to calm me down, but I was practically vibrating. I burst into my father's study, where he was reviewing scripts.

"Dad! Dad!! I got it! The Night Owl! I'm Jack Dusk!"

He looked up, a slow smile spreading across his face. It wasn't the usual distracted nod or the perfunctory "That's nice, Leo." This was different. He actually looked at me, a flicker of pride in his eyes.

"Jack Dusk, huh?" he mused, leaning back in his leather chair. "The role for Richard Strong's son in the movie. That's a good part, Leo. A very good part."

He stood up, walked around his desk, and clapped me on the shoulder, a firm, rare gesture of physical affection. "I always knew you had it in you, son. You're a Vance, after all ."

A Vance. For once, it didn't feel like a curse. It felt like a blessing. Like I finally belonged.

That night, my father took me to dinner. Just the two of us. No sisters, no mother, no publicists. We talked about filmmaking, about character development, about the nuances of acting.

He shared anecdotes from his own sets, stories I'd only heard in passing. For those few hours, I was his son, not just his youngest child. It was a small win, a fleeting moment of connection, but to me  it felt like the world. It felt like a promise. A promise of a different path, a future where my talent, not just my name, would open doors.

The cast, the set, the roar of the crowd when the trailers dropped. Richard Strong, two-time Oscar winner, towering and charismatic, had taken me under his wing. For a moment, I was unstoppable. The world was opening up to me. But it  was all a fragile illusion.

AH Yes. It was also around that time I met her. Laria Sky.

She was everything I wasn't shy, timid, fragile like a glass sculpture. Her voice, with its stutter, was a soft tremor in a world that thrived on loudness and bravado. She belonged to a different universe from me ,a daughter of the limelight, yet painfully reserved. Her mother, Sophia Sky, a 90s icon turned talk show host, had built an empire on her own terms.

I saw her in a way no one else did—her quiet resilience, her nervous smile that flickered whenever I was near. I was drawn to her innocence, her vulnerability. But I also saw how she suffered beneath that veneer—abandoned by her friends, her own mother mostly absent, her voice echoing with unspoken fears.

And I, full of the heady rush of newfound fame and my father's fleeting approval, felt a surge of something akin to protectiveness. Or perhaps, more accurately, a desire to possess something so pure, so untainted by the grime of Hollywood. I was supposed to be her escape. Instead, I became her storm.

It seemed like I was well on my way to stardom, but with the fame, I got involved in the other part of Hollywood  life. The part they don't show on E! News , The late nights bleeding into early mornings, the velvet ropes parting, the flashing cameras feeding an insatiable ego.

Our relationship became a paradox—her loyalty was unwavering even as I mistreated her, pushed her away, cheated, lied. I was a mess—a young man spiraling into chaos, intoxicated by fame, by the rush, by the damaging allure of the Hollywood night. I thought I deserved it all—every thrill, every fleeting moment of adulation.

But I was wrong.

I was so wrong.

This behavior greatly accelerated when my father, Jarod Vance, died from heart failure. It was sudden. A thunderclap in a clear sky. One moment, he was there, my fleeting beacon of approval; the next, he was gone, though I had indulged a bit but  my life was still very much centered around the man and Without him , the one I looked up to most, who am I ,I saw my entire world around me crumble. The small, fragile connection we'd forged, the promise of a different future - it evaporated with his last breath.

The anchor was gone. And I, already adrift, was now completely unmoored.

I started hanging with the wrong crowd. They weren't friends. They were parasites, attracted to the shimmer of my rising star, eager to bask in its reflected glow and siphon off whatever they could. They validated every bad decision, every reckless impulse.

The initial grief was a suffocating blanket, but beneath it, a desperate, hollow emptiness began to fester. The parties, which had been a thrill, became a desperate escape. The drugs, which had been a novelty, became a necessity. I started to do drugs, and that was followed by minor erratic behaviors due to drugs and the excessive partying. 

My talent, once a sharp blade, dulled to a blunt instrument. Roles became fewer, not just because of my escalating drug use and erratic behavior, but because the industry's initial interest had largely been tied to my sisters. Without my father's subtle push, and with my own spiraling image, the calls dried up. The studios realized I wasn't a direct conduit to the Vance sisters anymore. I was just Leo Vance, the problem child.

"Go on, Leo! You earned it, man! You're the next big thing!" they'd shout over the thumping bass of a nightclub, pressing another glass into my hand, another white line onto a mirror.

My life became a blur of parties and drugs with groupies and influencers. The grand facade of Hollywood, once so alluring, revealed its ugly underbelly. Every smile was a transaction, every laugh a performance. I drove away the few genuine friends I had left, alienating them with my self-destructive tendencies and the toxic cloud of my entourage. 

My family, already distant, pulled further away, their concern quickly morphing into thinly veiled disgust. My mother, Elara, who was all about maintaining the Vance brand, saw me as a growing liability.
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"Leonardo, your behavior is unacceptable," she'd say, her voice as sharp and cold as a winter wind. "You are tarnishing the family name. Get yourself together."

But there was no tenderness, no offer of help beyond the stern command. Just the threat of further disapproval ,was she right ? Probably but that didn't matter to me And so, at nineteen, I moved to the Grand Rose Residence. A luxurious building with expensive, high-grade security, its apartment suites large and very pricey.

Many celebrities and elite rich people lived there. My suite, number 276, was on the 27th floor of this 48-floor building. I'd bought it when they were still being built, on discount for . Now, most suites there cost millions or more. It was my gilded cage, my fortress of solitude and self-destruction.

I had everything, and I had nothing.

"Laria, where were you?!" I'd snap, my voice laced with a frustration that wasn't hers to bear.

"I needed you! Why aren't you here?!"

Her eyes, always so kind, would cloud with hurt, but she would never retaliate. She'd just lower her gaze, her shoulders slumping. "I... I'm s-sorry, L-Leo. I... I was at work."

"Work? What work? Your little fashion sketches? That's not real work, Laria! This is real work! This is life!" I'd rant, gesturing wildly at the swirling chaos of a party, at the faces I barely recognized, at the empty bottles littering the floor.

She tried. God, she really tried. She'd leave little notes, cook me simple meals, try to coax me out of my self-made prison of vice. But I was beyond reach. I was too high on the freedom of self-destruction, too deep in the delusion that this was what success looked like. I was too drunk on my own perceived power, too blind to the light she offered. I was so wrong.

So, terribly, irrevocably wrong
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By the time I was 20, my world was crumbling. The parties—those endless nights—became a blur of flashing lights, pills, and fleeting faces. I was a shell of the boy I once was, and my mind was fraying at the edges. Anxiety wrapped around me like chains. I felt the walls closing in, my mental health slipping into darkness. I was trapped. Trapped in a life I had built, brick by poisonous brick.

One night, high beyond reason, my body buzzing with a cocktail of uppers and downers, my mind a swirling vortex of anxieties and disconnected thoughts, I was driving my Audi R8—my prized possession, my escape from the madness. It was a beautiful night, the city alive beneath me, a glittering tapestry of lights, but I didn't see it. I was lost in my head, my thoughts racing faster than the car, a frantic internal monologue spiraling out of control.

They all hate me. They always did. Jennifer. Janet. Mom. They just pretend. Tony's trying to cut me loose. Laria... even Laria's going to leave. Everyone leaves. Everyone always leaves.

A blinding flash of light. A sudden, sickening lurch. The world spun. Then, blackout.

The crash came like a punch in the gut. Metal twisted, glass shattered, and everything went dark. The screech of tires, the crumple of steel, the terrifying sensation of being flung forward, then violently back. I felt the impact, a brutal blow that knocked the air from my lungs, followed by the sickening slide of metal against concrete. And then, silence. A ringing, agonizing silence, broken only by the ragged sound of my own breath.

That moment—

It was the end of my old life.

I came to, vaguely, in the wreckage. The smell of gasoline and scorched metal was overpowering. My head throbbed, a drum solo of pain. My body ached, every muscle

screaming in protest. The driver's side airbag had deployed, a soft, merciful cushion against the brutal impact. But the passenger side...

I looked to my right. The front of my beautiful Audi R8 was a mangled mess. And then I saw it. The charity shelter. A building, its front wall partially collapsed, bricks and debris scattered across the pavement. My car had plowed right into it. Not a person on the street, thankfully.

But still . The sheer, unadulterated devastation.

Oh God. What have I done?

A wave of nausea washed over me, a chilling mix of pain, terror, and a sudden, stark sobriety. The drugs were still in my system, but the shock was a cold, hard slap to the face.

Sirens wailed in the distance, growing louder. Flashing red and blue lights  illuminated the street, painting the scene in macabre strokes.

Paramedics, then police, swarmed the area. I was pulled from the wreckage, my body screaming in protest. The questions came in a torrent, blurred and distorted. My head spun. I tried to answer, but my words were slurred, my thoughts muddled. They administered a sobriety test, their faces grim. I knew I had failed before they even finished.

At the hospital, the bright lights seared my eyes. The antiseptic smell was suffocating. My wounds were minor, thankfully—a concussion, some nasty bruises, a few cuts from shattered glass. Nothing life-threatening, but the shame, the humiliation, was a physical weight, pressing down on my chest.

A police officer, a stern-faced woman with tired eyes, stood by my bed. "Mr. Vance, you're lucky. No one was seriously injured in the shelter. Minor injuries, a few scrapes. But you were driving under the influence. And you destroyed property."

The reality hit me, cold and hard. I was alive. But everything else felt dead. My body ached, my spirit was shattered, and I was staring at a future I didn't want to face. My family—their faces distant, their voices cold. My fame, the career I'd fought so hard for—gone in a flash.
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But I was still here.

And then the media descended. Like vultures circling fresh carrion. The headlines exploded.

"VANCE SCION IN DRUG-FUELED CRASH: AUDI R8 SLAMS INTO HOMELESS

SHELTER!"

"NEPO DRUGGIE MENACE: LEONARDO VANCE'S RECKLESS DOWNFALL!"

"VANCE FAMILY SHAME: BROTHER OF POP SISTERS ARRESTED AFTER CRASH!"

It was a montage of viral tweets, headlines, interviewers calling me a disgrace. A podcast clip dissecting my failure, my erratic behavior, my fading career. "He was never really talented, was he? Just riding his sisters' coattails. Now look at him. A cautionary tale, folks." I watched it all , helpless, from my hospital bed, the screen of my phone a window into the public's venomous judgment. Every retweet, every cruel meme, every comment calling for my cancelation felt like another brick added to the wall around me. The court of public opinion was brutal, unforgiving.

My agent, Tony, called. His voice was clipped, devoid of the usual charm. "Leo, this is bad. Really  bad. My hands are tied. The studios are calling. Endorsements are pulling out. We need to... reassess." It was his polite way of saying he was distancing himself. I was a stain on his perfectly curated roster of talent.

My  mother ELARA appeared at my bedside like a grim reaper. Her face was a mask of cold fury, her eyes blazing with an anger that eclipsed any concern for my well-being. "Leonardo, this is an utter disaster. You have completely disgraced this family.

She didn't scream. She didn't yell . Her voice was low, controlled, and infinitely more terrifying. "You will go to rehab. Immediately. And you will stay there. For as long as it takes to clean up this mess. This is not a suggestion. This is an order. For the sake of the Vance name, you will disappear Or you will be disowned."

Her words hit me harder than the crash. Disowned. Cast out. The ultimate abandonment from the very family whose attention I had craved my entire life.

Alexander Teller, my childhood friend, the only one who still stuck around, showed up too.

His face was etched with concern, but also a quiet disappointment. Alexander, the son of the shipping mogul Marcus Teller , he was one of the few who  saw past the glitz and the name. He saw Leo.

"Leo," he said, his voice soft, almost hesitant, "this isn't you, man. You've lost yourself. You need to get out of here. Take some time. Get clean. For yourself, man. Not for anyone else.

Just... for you." He squeezed my hand, a gesture of genuine warmth that felt alien and comforting at the same time. "I've looked into some places. Good places."

the  only person who would  still come out consistently  was her—Laria.

She would  come to the hospital, her eyes red-rimmed, but still holding that unwavering kindness.

She didn't chastise me, didn't yell . She just sat there, holding my hand, her touch light and tentative.

"L-Leo," she stammered, her voice thick with unshed tears. "P-please. You n-need h-help.

P-please go to rehab. For... for us. For you."

And when I was in  rehab  She wrote me letters weekly, her words trembling on the page, her handwriting hesitant but full of hope. Each envelope was a lifeline, a tangible link to a world I had ruined. She believed in me, even when I didn't believe in myself.

God, how I had taken her for granted. How I had trampled on her quiet devotion, her unwavering loyalty. It was a fresh wave of guilt, sharper than any physical pain.
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Now well , I am here  in rehab—Alpha Rehabilitation center , a sprawling sanctuary of luxury and silence tucked away from the world's prying eyes. It is where elites came to hide, to reflect, to rebuild. I am here because they told me to be here—by my mother's insistence, by Laria's plea, and by my own battered conscience.

I'd never been good at fixing what I broke.

The first few weeks were a haze of withdrawal and resentment. My body convulsed with cravings, my mind a battlefield of shame and anger. The therapists were patient, almost annoyingly so. They probed, they questioned, they forced me to look at the wreckage of my life .well much like what you doing now .

Mr. Vance, what were you running from?" Dr. Sterling would ask, her voice a soothing balm that still grated on my raw nerves.

"Everything," I'd snap, turning away, staring at the perfectly manicured lawn outside my window. "Myself."

The days bled into weeks, the weeks into months. Group therapy was a torture chamber of forced vulnerability. Other celebrities, disgraced politicians, trust-fund babies battling their own demons. We were all here for different reasons, but united by a common thread of brokenness. I met a former famous actor, an older man named Arthur, who had lost everything to addiction. He became a reluctant mentor, his cynical wisdom a harsh mirror to my own self-pity.

"You think you're special, kid?" Arthur rasped, his voice rough from years of cigarettes and self-abuse. "You're not. We all hit bottom. The only difference is whether you stay there and rot, or you claw your way back up. And let me tell you, clawing ain't pretty."

I had a few failed therapy sessions, moments where I simply shut down, refusing to engage, convinced I was beyond help. I fought with a fellow patient, a volatile rock star, over a trivial slight, nearly coming to blows before the orderlies intervened. Relapse temptations gnawed at me constantly, a insidious whisper promising escape, oblivion. There were days I would

stare at the small , innocuous box of painkillers prescribed for my lingering aches, my hand trembling, the urge a physical ache in my gut.

Just one. No one would know. Just to quiet the noise.

But then, Laria's face would flash in my mind. Her unwavering belief. Alexander's quiet support. The sheer, devastating humiliation of the crash. The cold fury of my mother, a constant reminder of how far I had fallen, how much I had disappointed. And I would pull back, sweating, trembling, but holding on. Barely.

My breakthrough I would say it came during a session where I finally, truly, screamed back.

Not at Dr. sterling, not at my fellow patients, but at the ghosts of my past. At my parents, at my sisters, at the industry that had chewed me up and spat me out. At the entitled, arrogant young man I had become.

"I just wanted to be seen!" I roared, my voice raw, cracking with emotion. "I just wanted someone to look at me and say, 'Leo. You're enough. You matter.' But all i ever was, was a reflection of them! A shadow! And when I finally got a taste of the light, I burned it all down! I burned myself down!"

Tears streamed down my face, hot and stinging. It was ugly. It was messy. But it was real.

And for the first time in years, I felt a tiny, fragile spark of something resembling hope. A glimmer of self-awareness. The recognition that the boy who craved attention had become a man consumed by a void. And that void could only be filled from within.

My journey here I would say has been long, slow, and brutal. Five years. Five years of peeling back layers, confronting demons, and slowly, painstakingly, putting the pieces back together. The public surely must have largely forgotten me by now. The media circus has moved on to other train wrecks. The Vance sisters are probably continuing their reign, their star power undiminished, perhaps even brighter now that their problematic little brother is safely tucked away.
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I have been practicing acting with Arthur, ironic well yes but , as part of my distraction from the cravings, acting was still a great escape .

I spent my days honing my skills and reading various acting methods. The pure joy of the craft, untainted by the desperate need for validation, slowly returned. It isn't about being seen anymore. It’s about becoming, it’s About the truth of the character. About finding my core self, the one buried deep beneath the layers of Hollywood lights and drug-induced delusion.

Now, at twenty-six, I would like to believe I'm calmer. The tremors are fewer, the anxiety less a raging storm and more a distant rumble. But I'm also purposeless, adrift in a new kind of emptiness. The rehab had fixed the addict, but it hadn't given me a map for the future. The boy who craved attention was gone, isn't he or at least  I hope he is  , replaced by a man haunted by regret, searching for meaning

Growing up, the Vance name has been a heavy cloak. Not a shield, not a comfort, but a suffocating shroud that clung to me, always smelling faintly of flashbulbs and public adoration. My father, Jarod Vance, was a titan of Hollywood, a director whose name alone could greenlight a project. My mother was a force of nature, a shrewd businesswoman who built an empire out of fashion and luxury goods. But their biggest production, it seemed, were my sisters.

Jennifer and Janet. The Vance Sisters. They started young, just twelve and thirteen, singing with a precocious harmony that captivated everyone. Their debut album was a hit, and then, with Dad's magic touch, they landed their own musical show. Five seasons of pure, unadulterated stardom. Music, acting, global tours - they were everywhere. And I? I was just... there.

My childhood felt like a perpetual dress rehearsal for a play I wasn't cast in. My parents, consumed by the whirlwind of their careers and the escalating fame of their daughters, rarely had time for me. I was the youngest, the afterthought, the appendix of a family that revolved around the dazzling orbit of Jennifer and Janet.

I remember once, when I was about seven, I spent an entire afternoon building a ridiculously elaborate Lego castle. It was a masterpiece, at least to my seven-year-old
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