
Table of Contents

A Star’s Secret (Love in Hollywood, #10)

Chapter 1 - The Woman Behind the Spotlight

Chapter 2 - The Man Who Doesn’t Care About Fame

Chapter 3 – A Contract of Truth

Chapter 4 – Cracks in the Perfect Image

Chapter 5 – Hollywood Nights

Chapter 6 – The Secret Begins to Surface

Chapter 7 – Running From the Truth

Chapter 8 – When the Masks Fall

Chapter 9 – Falling Off Script

Chapter 10 – The Full Truth

Chapter 11 – Love Under Pressure

Chapter 12 – Betrayal in the Headlines

Chapter 13 – Alone in the Spotlight

Chapter 14 – Choosing Courage

Chapter 15 – Love Revealed

Chapter 16 – Beyond the Spotlight

Sign up for Mick James's Mailing List


A Star’s Secret 
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Chapter 1 - The Woman Behind the Spotlight
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The flash of cameras was a kind of lightning—blinding, relentless, beautiful in the way a storm could be beautiful when it wasn’t crashing directly over your head.

Lena Cruz stepped onto the red carpet as if she had been born there.

Her smile was effortless. Perfect. Practiced.

The gown—midnight black silk hugging her body like a whispered secret—earned a collective gasp from the crowd pressed behind velvet ropes. Reporters shouted her name in overlapping waves. Phones lifted. Cameras clicked. Somewhere, a publicist murmured reminders about posture and pacing, but Lena barely heard them.

She had done this a thousand times.

Still, her heart raced.

Not from excitement. From the familiar pressure in her chest, the tightness she had learned to hide behind confidence and couture. She lifted her chin, rolled her shoulders back, and walked forward, every step measured and graceful. America’s sweetheart. International box-office darling. The woman who “had it all.”

No one ever asked what it cost.

“Lena! Over here!”

She turned slightly, offering her left side—her better angle—to a cluster of photographers. Her smile widened on cue. A laugh bubbled up, light and musical, as if she were genuinely enjoying herself.

Inside, she counted her breaths.

One.
Two.
Three.
The premiere of Glass Skies was supposed to be a triumph. Awards buzz had followed the film for months, and tonight was the first time the world would see it. The studio executives were giddy. Critics were sharpening their pens. Fans were already calling it her most vulnerable performance to date.

If only they knew.

As she paused to answer questions, the script ran automatically in her head.

Yes, the role challenged me.
Yes, the cast was incredible.
Yes, I’m so grateful to the fans.
Grateful was an easy word. It didn’t demand honesty.

A reporter leaned in closer than the others, eyes sharp. “Lena, rumors are swirling about your next project. Some say you’re stepping away from acting for a while. Any truth to that?”

Her pulse spiked.

She smiled anyway. “I love my work. I can’t imagine stepping away from something that means so much to me.”

Technically true. Just not complete.

The interviewer nodded, satisfied—for now—and turned to the next star. Lena exhaled, subtly, and continued down the carpet until she reached the entrance of the theater. As soon as she was inside, away from the lights and noise, her smile faded.

The world softened into a low hum. Plush red walls. Crystal chandeliers. The smell of champagne and expensive perfume. Studio executives greeted her with wide grins and air kisses.

“You’re glowing,” one of them said.

“You always do,” said another.

Lena thanked them, nodded, moved on.

She slipped into the restroom under the pretense of fixing her makeup and locked herself in a private stall. The silence pressed in, heavy and intimate. Her reflection stared back at her from the mirror above the sink when she finally stepped out.

For a moment, she didn’t recognize the woman looking at her.

She looked flawless. Luminous skin. Dark eyes lined perfectly. Lips painted a deep wine red that suggested confidence and allure.

Her hands trembled as she gripped the edge of the counter.

“You’re fine,” she whispered. “You’re fine.”

The words felt thin.

She closed her eyes, breathing slowly, grounding herself. The panic ebbed, but it never fully disappeared. It waited. It always did.

When she returned to the theater, the lights were dimming. She took her seat in the center row, surrounded by co-stars and producers, applause swelling as the director stepped onstage. Lena clapped along, her face composed, her thoughts drifting somewhere far away.

The screen flickered to life.

As the film played, the audience laughed and gasped at all the right moments. When the credits rolled, the applause was thunderous. People stood. Lena stood too, emotion swelling in her chest—pride tangled with something darker, heavier.

A secret applause could never touch.

Backstage after the screening, praise poured in. Critics congratulated her. Co-stars hugged her. Someone pressed a glass of champagne into her hand, and she took a small sip, just enough to be polite.

That was when she felt it.

Not fear. Not panic.

Awareness.

She glanced up and caught sight of a man standing slightly apart from the crowd near the back of the room. He wasn’t applauding. Wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t even pretending to blend in.

He was watching her.

Not with hunger. Not with awe.

With curiosity.

He wore a dark blazer, no tie, his posture relaxed but attentive. He looked out of place among the glossy executives and stylists, like someone who hadn’t come to be dazzled. When their eyes met, he didn’t look away.

Something in her tightened.

A publicist leaned in, whispering in her ear. “That’s Ethan Blake. Journalist. He’s here about the long-form profile we mentioned.”

Of course he was.

The article she hadn’t wanted. The agreement she’d almost refused.

Lena’s fingers curled around the stem of her glass. She nodded once, signaling she understood, and turned back to the crowd. Still, she could feel his presence like a weight at her back.

She had spent years perfecting the art of being seen without being known.

And somehow, standing there in a room full of admirers, she had the unsettling sense that this stranger might be the one person who could see straight through her.

The applause faded. Conversations resumed. The night rolled on.

But Lena Cruz—Hollywood’s brightest star—felt the familiar truth settle deep in her bones.

The spotlight never revealed everything.

And some secrets, once exposed, could burn everything they touched.
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Chapter 2 - The Man Who Doesn’t Care About Fame
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Peter Harold hated premieres.

The noise, the forced laughter, the way everyone seemed to speak half an octave higher than normal—as if enthusiasm were contagious and mandatory. He stood near the back of the reception area, a safe distance from the champagne towers and ego-fueled conversations, observing the room the way he always did.

Silently. Carefully.

This wasn’t his world. It never had been.

He tugged at the cuff of his jacket, resisting the urge to leave early. The assignment had sounded absurd when it first landed in his inbox: Lena Cruz. Long-form profile. Exclusive access.

He’d laughed out loud when he read it.

Peter Harold didn’t write celebrity fluff. He had built his career on exposing corruption, unraveling cover-ups, and asking questions people didn’t want answered. His byline carried weight because he didn’t trade truth for access.

Hollywood biographies were not truth. They were choreography.

But budgets were shrinking, editors were panicking, and his last investigation—though critically praised—had made powerful enemies. So when his editor called and said, “Just hear me out,” Peter had sighed and listened.

“She’s not what you think,” his editor had said. “And that’s why you’re perfect.”

Peter didn’t believe that. Still, here he was.

He watched Lena Cruz from across the room as she accepted congratulations with serene grace. She moved like someone trained to occupy space without disturbing it, her smile polished, her body language open but controlled.

She was beautiful, undeniably so—but that wasn’t what held his attention.

It was the way her eyes changed when she thought no one was watching.

The split second of exhaustion. The way her shoulders dipped when the applause faded. The subtle breath she took before stepping back into the spotlight.

Peter had seen that look before.

Not on actors. On whistleblowers. On survivors. On people carrying something heavy they weren’t allowed to set down.

He didn’t raise his phone. Didn’t take notes. Just watched.

A publicist finally ushered Lena toward him, her heels clicking softly against the floor. “Lena, this is Peter Harold—the journalist I mentioned.”

Peter extended his hand. “Ms. Cruz.”

“Lena,” she corrected automatically, her handshake firm, cool. Her gaze flicked over him—not appraising, not flirtatious. Curious.

“Congratulations on the film,” Peter said. “The audience response was... intense.”

She smiled politely. “That’s one word for it.”

Most people would have followed with praise. He didn’t.

That, more than anything, seemed to catch her attention.

“You’re not saying it was good,” she said lightly.

“I’m saying it made people feel something,” Peter replied. “That’s harder.”

Her smile shifted—less practiced now. “You’re not like the others.”

“I’ve been told,” he said dryly.

A beat passed between them. The noise of the room faded slightly, as if they were standing inside a bubble neither of them had planned to enter.

“So,” Lena said, lifting her glass, “you’re here to write my story.”

“A version of it,” Peter corrected. “Whatever you’re willing to show.”

Her jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. “I agreed to a profile, not an excavation.”

“And I agreed to observe,” he said calmly. “Not judge.”

She studied him for a long moment, as if trying to decide whether he was lying. Finally, she nodded once.

“Then I suppose we’re stuck with each other.”

Peter didn’t smile. “Temporarily.”

That earned him a quiet laugh—genuine this time.

Later that night, Peter sat alone in his hotel room, laptop open, the city glowing beyond the window. He should have been outlining angles, drafting questions, planning the arc of the profile.

Instead, he stared at a blank document.

He typed her name.

Lena Cruz.

Then deleted it.

He didn’t want to start with what the world already knew. Awards. Box-office numbers. Carefully curated interviews.

He wanted to understand the silence between her answers.

His phone buzzed with a message from his editor.

First impressions?

Peter paused, then typed back.

She’s hiding something. And she’s very good at it.

The next morning, he arrived early at the studio where Lena was filming reshoots. Crew members bustled around, cables snaking across the floor, lights blazing. Lena stood near the monitor, hair pulled back, dressed down in jeans and a sweater—unrecognizable from the woman who had commanded the red carpet the night before.

She noticed him immediately.

“You’re punctual,” she said.

“I don’t like being in the way,” Peter replied.

“Most people like being noticed.”

“I get noticed when I do my job well.”

That made her smile—small, thoughtful. “You really don’t care who I am, do you?”

He considered the question. “I care who you are. Fame is just noise.”

Her expression softened, then hardened again, as if she’d let herself believe him for half a second and caught herself.

“Just remember,” she said, turning back toward the set, “you’re here to observe. Not interpret.”

Peter watched her walk away, the crew parting instinctively around her.

He knew that warning wasn’t really for him.

It was for herself.

As filming began, Peter stayed silent, taking in details—the way Lena closed her eyes before each take, the way she flinched when a prop shattered unexpectedly, the way she retreated into herself when the director called cut.

This wasn’t the behavior of someone drunk on attention.

This was someone surviving it.

By the end of the day, Peter was certain of one thing.

This assignment wasn’t about fame.

It was about truth.

And whatever secret Lena Cruz was protecting, it wasn’t small.
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