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      Join my Write from the Heart Book Club, and receive a free digital gift box, including a copy of the first book in the LA Lights series, The Audition.
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        Get your FREE digital gift box

      

      The series combines action, adventure and romance, served up with fabulous friends, hot heroes, and delightful dogs. Each book is a no-cliffhanger standalone with its own story line, and its own protagonist. You can read them in any order and don't need to have read the other books in the series, although they are more enjoyable if you have, because the stories interconnect and the characters recur.

      Here’s the blurb from The Audition:

      

      Will her talent take her all the way to Hollywood?

      

      Tessa Taylor is a regular girl; a college student with small problems and big dreams. Her dream, like so many others of her age, is to make it big as an actress in Los Angeles. But even though she's studying acting, she can't get any traction in her bid to get a job in LA, where all the auditions are. Until the week when things unexpectedly begin to change. Some news in her acting class leads to an exciting opportunity, but chance meetings might compromise her luck.

      Does Tessa have what it takes to shine in the audition?

      Download this novelette now and find out. Get started at www.dijoneswrites.com.
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      “That’s Mike Metcalf,” I screamed and slammed on the brakes of the dark blue Fiat Tipo, propelling my boyfriend, Rupert, into the windscreen.

      “For heaven’s sake, Anna.” He rubbed his forehead. “We’re on holiday. Can’t you get work out of your head for even a moment?”

      “You’re a fine one to talk. You’ve been taking calls from the office all week.” I was shaking, not from shock but with excitement, because I was visualising the large amount of cash my employer, Adorn magazine, would deposit into my bank account when they received the pictures of Mike Metcalf that I was about to take.

      “What are you doing now?” Rupert asked as I pulled the car onto the side of the narrow road in Laglio, a small Italian town on the shores of Lake Como.

      “I’m parking.” There was no way I was going to lose a good, clean shot of one of the UK’s most famous rockers.

      “No. We’re going back to the hotel. I’m getting sick of this. You’re like a crazy stalker. I don’t know how much longer I can handle it.” Rupert ran his hand through his thinning hair and pointedly looked out of the passenger’s window, away from me.

      I thrummed my fingers on the steering wheel, anger bubbling up in me. Instead of arguing I clamped my mouth tightly shut as I knew from long experience that there was no disagreeing with him. Even though he put his career as a lawyer before everything else, he constantly referred to my career as a hobby.

      While I was only a lowly editorial assistant at Adorn magazine, I had hopes of becoming a celebrity journalist. I wanted to interview actors and rock stars to get the most candid stories, thrilling people the world over as they sat down with their cup of tea and biscuits to flick through the latest copy of Adorn. I needed my editor, Terry Silverthorn, the most uncompromising man in London’s cutthroat publishing industry, to take notice of me. I thirsted for the respect of all my colleagues, and in the secret recesses of my heart, I coveted a publishing industry award. I wanted to make it, and make it big time.

      Mostly though, what I wanted was for Rupert to take my job seriously. I was fighting an uphill battle on that one, though, because celebrities, Rupert said, weren’t part of the real world and did nothing useful to contribute to society. Therefore, anyone who made a living out of celebrity probably didn’t contribute anything either, and that was the crux of our problem. Rupert didn’t support my aspirations and thought my aim should be focused on becoming the wife of a professional man. Never mind that he hadn’t asked me to marry him, or even to live with him. I had high hopes for this holiday, hoping he’d propose to me. So far, as close as we’d gotten to a wedding was a walk through the Duomo Cathedral in Milan where an American couple was enthusiastically discussing their plans for the huge wedding they’d hold there in a few months time. I sighed at the idea that some lucky girl knew her life was on track, and wished I had the knowledge that mine was too.

      We drove back to the hotel in silence. Rupert’s jaw stayed clenched and a nerve on the side of his eye twitched. I remained quiet because I didn’t want to ruin the day. The sky was blue, the sun was shining, and it wasn’t yet eleven in the morning. This was only day three of our holiday, and we’d both been looking forward to it for ages. I certainly hadn’t expected to come across any celebrities here in Lake Como, although I knew several of them owned beautiful villas in the small towns that dotted the lakeshore. However most of the camera-shy celebrities stayed behind the stone walls that surrounded their expensive homes. Catching them here was less likely than if they were going about their ordinary business in London.

      Anyway, now that I’d spotted Mike Metcalf I began to hatch a plan. So, when we got back to the hotel, I raced up to our room, threw a few things into a backpack, and prepared to go out again.

      I was blocked by an angry-looking Rupert. “Where are you going?”

      I shrugged, scraped my blonde hair back off my face and secured it with an elastic band.  “I’m going for a walk.” I didn’t ask him to join me, and he didn’t look the slightest bit bothered that I hadn’t.

      “Fine,” he replied a little tersely. “I’m going to sit outside and read the newspaper.” With that he picked up the tabloid that had been left on our breakfast tray and moved to the terrace, put on his sunglasses, and carefully positioned his chair to get the sun directly on his pale face. Experience told me  I’d be ignored for at least an hour, so I palmed the keys he’d left on the bed, shoved them in my backpack, and left the room. With a bit of luck an hour would be long enough for me to get that clean shot of Mike Metcalf I so desperately wanted. And if it wasn’t…well…Rupert might have a very long wait for me because I’d stake out the place if it took me all day.

      It was a ten-minute drive back to the place where I’d seen Mike Metcalf, or the person I was almost sure was him given I knew he had a house on the shores of the lake. When I booked the trip to Como I had no idea he’d be here at the same time as Rupert and me. Although I wasn’t prepared, no way would I miss an opportunity to get a candid snap of him if I could. He might be an aging rocker, but he was a legend, and a good photo of him was still worthwhile to any of the paparazzi, let alone someone like me with aspirations to be something. Metcalf was reclusive these days, but the buzz in London was that he was about to announce a final world tour. If I could secure a picture of him prior to that announcement Terry Silverthorn would surely promote me.

      I drove back toward the small, stone walled village that had nothing more than a tiny restaurant, one local shop, and a charming bridge, connecting a villa with a terraced garden on the other side of the street. After navigating the narrow roads, I parked my car carefully in the confined space, a little down from where I saw Mike Metcalf walk through a wrought-iron gate.

      I grabbed my backpack from the passenger seat, slung it over my shoulder, and pressed the lock button on my keypad. I sauntered toward the gate, grateful no one was about. While there were plenty of tourists all around these little villages on Lake Como, it would seem odd me standing about rather than walking at a brisk pace enjoying the morning sunshine post breakfast.

      At the gate I stopped, looking both ways to make sure no one was coming. I took the backpack off my shoulder, unzipped it and pulled out my mobile phone. The only camera I had with me on holiday was the one on my iPhone. Rupert had insisted I leave my camera behind and I’d begrudgingly agreed, even though as an aspiring journalist I knew I should always carry two things—a voice recorder and a camera. Thank God for the iPhone was all I can say. At least it takes a half decent picture. No thanks to Rupert.

      I stopped at the gate and tried to peer in, but the dense hedging on either side of a gravel path hindered my view. I couldn’t see a thing, although I could hear muted voices. Two men, both English. One of them had a London accent, while the other had a very broad, common accent. I couldn’t make out what either of the men were saying.

      Knowing I shouldn’t eavesdrop, I tried the gate to see if it was unlocked. I wasn’t beyond trespassing—no journalist or photographer ever is. I’d been caught trespassing before, but I was fearless, and many times I’d used my female persuasion to get me out of trouble.

      I turned the gate handle, hoping it didn’t creak or jangle and give me away. There was a slight metallic sound as the handle moved a fraction; then it stopped dead. The wrought-iron gate was secured with a high-tech automated locking system. Not surprising because the house I could see beyond an expanse of fine emerald lawn suggested it was owned by someone  wealthy. Wanting the pictures, I tried to slide my head in between the bars of the gate, even though I knew it was a silly thing to do. A journalist however, won’t stop at nothing.

      I heard voices coming and when I turned to see who was approaching I saw two people, obviously locals. They regarded  me with curiosity, and I was scared they would challenge me. I dropped to my knees, pretending to tie my shoe lace. Just as they passed, I looked up and smiled directly at them. “Bongiorno,” I said and they rewarded me with wide smiles and the same greeting in return.

      After they rounded the next bend, I went back to my place at the gate. I could still hear the voices, and this time I heard faint and sporadic snatches of the conversation. “Gardening…payment…mowing and tree trimming.” I knew it had to be Mike Metcalf and my need to hear more of this conversation and to get a shot of the reclusive Metcalf sharpened.

      I strode along the perimeter of the wall, trying to judge if it was too high for me to scale. Even if I could hoist myself up and partially straddle it, I might be able to hear the conversation better. Disappointingly the wall was higher than my head, and even though I’m relatively fit, I knew I wouldn’t be able to get a toehold to lever myself up.

      However, further exploration revealed an old, gnarled olive tree growing up against the side of the wall. It occurred to me if I could jump up and grab one of the branches, I might be able to shimmy up and get on top of the aging stonework. I’d have to do this quickly, because if I was caught trying to climb a tree and scale a wall outside one of these beautiful homes, I’d likely have the local police arresting me. I glanced up and down the road to check the coast was clear, positioned myself below the lowest branch of the tree, and jumped as high as I could, trying vainly to catch hold of the tree. All I managed were two badly scratched hands, and a dropped backpack.

      Not one to be easily deterred, I picked up my backpack, adjusted its position on my shoulders, and leaped upwards again. This time I successfully wrapped my hands around a branch and, using the wall as leverage, I managed to get my left leg over it so that I had a good vantage of the garden.

      At a sun-faded wooden table below me, and some meters away, were the two men. I adjusted my position slightly, so I was partially obscured—or so I hoped—by the branches of the olive tree. The one facing me wasn’t Mike Metcalf. He was younger than Mike, boyishly handsome with high cheekbones, reddish brown hair, and a light tan tinged with redness from a sunburn. He was untidy, dressed in knee-ripped jeans and a closely-fitted and faded black T-shirt, which was sculpted to his broad chest. He was talking to an older grey-haired man whose back was to me. The elusive Mike Metcalf?

      I could hear them talking about the villa and its garden. Maybe if I left the branch and managed to get on the top of the wall I’d be slightly closer and would be able to grab the photo I wanted. Leaning over, I placed my hands on the top of the stonework and with a small jump I managed to get on top. I sat breathless, waiting, and then a minute later the man with his back to me stood up from the table, stretching his arms above his head. Then I got a view of his profile, and I realised it was Metcalf. Shaking with excitement, I pulled off my backpack, carefully unzipped it, and pulled my iPhone from inside, gearing myself to take a quick photo. Being scared of heights I didn’t want to stand on the wall so I held the camera up to what I hoped was an ideal height and snapped. A quick check of the photo showed me I was a foot short of the height I needed to be. Silently cursing, I positioned my foot next to my hand and slowly straightened up. Before I could fully stand the wall crumbled beneath me and my mouth opened in an involuntary scream as I plummeted to the ground.

      Outside the stone wall I lay winded, wondering how badly I’d hurt myself. Finally, I brought myself to a sitting position and felt my limbs, wishing I’d parked the car closer. My right leg throbbed; worse was the adrenaline buzzing round my system and making me light-headed. I tried to stand but excruciating pain coursed from my ankle right up my leg. I yelped and sat back down to the ground, putting my head between my knees to stem the tide of faintness and nausea. I’m not sure how much time went past, until I heard the squeaking of the gates, informing me they were opening. Then a large black limousine pulled out into the road, backed up, and stopped beside me. The back door opened and a slim, energetic looking man with wiry grey hair got out and kneeled beside me.

      “Are you alright, love?” Mike Metcalf asked, his piercing blue eyes raking over me in concern.

      “I think I’ve hurt my ankle quite badly,” I answered, hoping he wouldn’t ask me how I’d done so. Surely, he hadn’t seen me sitting on top of his wall, or had he?

      “Can you stand up?” He extended a manicured hand to me.

      Again, I tried to stand up. The pain was much worse this time and I collapsed in a heap at his feet.

      “You need help,” he said, “however I’m on my way to the airport and I can’t risk missing my flight. I’m going to get someone from the house to help you. They’ll call an ambulance and look after you until it arrives.”

      With a small, tight smile, Mike Metcalf got back in the limousine, waved to me from the window, and his car drove away.

      A minute later the gate opened again and the man who’d been sitting with Mike Metcalf came out. He was in his late twenties or early thirties, had mesmerising green eyes, and freckles across the bridge of his nose. My initial impression that he was scruffy was correct. His jeans were ripped at the knees, soil covered his crumpled T-shirt, and his hair was slightly too long. Stubble washed his lower face but didn’t obscure his strong jawline.

      He came rushing over and squatted down beside me on the pavement. “Have you twisted your ankle or broken it?” he asked.

      “I’m not sure. I’d be grateful if you could help me back to my car.”

      He said something unintelligible, and his accent was so broad that I could only discern two words. He repeated his sentence and this time I understood that he was asking where my car was.

      I waved my arm towards the bend in the road. “A little further down there. Can you help me to it?”

      He spoke again although the only words I understood were “snowball’s chance in hell.” Then he stood, turned abruptly, and started walking away.

      “Where are you going?” I asked in panic. I didn’t want to be left alone in this state.

      “To get you an ambulance.” This time I understood exactly what he was saying.

      I didn’t want an ambulance and I wasn’t exactly sure I needed one. My ankle though, was killing me. I tried to forget that I’d taken the car without telling Rupert where I was going and he’d have no clue I was in hospital. I smiled at the stranger and nodded my thanks.

      That was the last thing I remembered before blacking out.
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      Movement in my peripheral vision grabbed my attention and I turned in time to see a blonde woman climb from a tree onto the wall. She took her phone out of her backpack and angled it to take a photo, and at that moment she lost her footing. With a piercing scream she went crashing down over the other side of the wall. I wasn’t surprised this had happened. Mike was phenomenally famous, and now it seemed so was I.

      Everywhere I went women flocked around me, which is why I’d decided to escape to Italy to have some time to myself before the concerts began. I’d never counted on the trappings of a rock star lifestyle being so arduous. When I was in Liverpool with the other lads in our band, Down the Banks, I thought fame would be a flavour I’d never be able to get enough of. Instead I learned that fame was a double-edged sword which I constantly cut myself on.

      People I’d thought were friends wanted to take advantage of my newfound fame and money. My most recent ex-girlfriend sold the story of our sexual exploits to the Liverpool Echo, and it hurt enough that I’d finally left Liverpool behind me and moved to London. I’d been planning to do it for years, but it had always been hard to persuade the lads that it was important for our career.

      However, after our single “Goin’ to London” hit the top ten, the lads realised true fame could only come in the capital. I’d gone to London a week before the other three, stayed with my sister Maddie and her husband George, and had found us a flat.

      Everything had taken off from there, which was why we were signed as the opening act for rock legend Mike Metcalf, whose home I was vacationing in. I knew that this would launch our already successful career into the stratosphere, and while I had wanted this for a long time I knew there would be challenges. My last girlfriend had latched on to me after our song hit the charts, and had dumped me when she’d met someone more successful than me. So I was suffering from a broken heart and burnout, and staying grounded was the most critical thing I could do.

      “What was that noise?” Mike asked as the woman went crashing over the wall.

      “I think it was one of your fans,” I replied. “Or one of mine. Or the paparazzi.”

      “The paparazzi?” he echoed. “I thought they had given up on me years ago.”

      “It was a woman. I was just about to tell you when she fell off your wall. All I got was a flash of blonde hair and an angelic face.”

      “A blonde? You know how much I love blondes,” Mike said with a wicked grin, ignoring the fact that the woman might be injured. “Sadly, the car’s ready to take me to Milan. My flight’s in two hours so I can’t linger.”

      I had barely said goodbye to my friend when he returned to tell me the woman was injured. “You’re right, she is blonde,” he said. “And she’s gorgeous. What’s more important is that she badly needs help. Can you call an ambulance for her?”

      “I’ll do better than that. I’ll go outside and see if I can help her. If not, I’ll call the ambulance.”

      I followed the car back to the road, and as it left I walked to the woman, who was hunched over on the pavement. She’d lifted her head as the car approached her, then as it drove off,  her head dropped between her knees, sending her long blonde hair cascading down her legs.

      I moved to stand above her. “Are you okay? She didn’t reply, so I squatted down next to her and laid my hand on her shoulder. At the slight pressure she lifted her head and I could see she was in pain. Her forehead was creased and her lips were pinched and white. Even in her distress I found her attractive. Her skin, although waxy, was fine pored and smooth. Her deep blue eyes were fringed with dark, thick lashes and her lips were full and sensual.

      “No. I’m not alright.” She gestured to her leg. “I’ve fallen over. I think I may have a serious injury.”

      “I imagine you do. That was quite a fall off that wall.” I turned to glance at the old stone wall, which was at least six feet high and corroded in parts from the passage of time and inclement weather.

      “Wall? What would I be doing up there?” Her cheeks flushed with colour, giving away her lie.

      “I saw you up there.” I laughed when she flushed again. “It’s not uncommon, people trying to see inside, given Mike Metcalf lives here. Not many people would try to balance on top of that stonework. It looks like it could fall down in parts.”

      She stared at me as if I was from outer space. She clearly didn’t have any idea who I was.

      “Have you twisted your ankle or broken it?” I asked.

      “I’m not sure.” She ran her hand across her ankle, wincing as she did. “Either way, I need help.”

      I raked my eyes over her face again. She had a sad expression that made me hate to tell her that I suspected her leg was broken, because even a hellishly bad twist wouldn’t sap a person’s colour the way this fall had. And she’d fallen quite some way, onto a hard, unyielding surface.  After a moment’s silence her lips formed more words. “Can you help me to my car?”

      She was either stupid, in shock, or couldn’t understand my accent. Or possibly a combination of the three.

      “No,” I said definitively. “I’m not going to help you back to your car. You must be a complete divvy if you think you can make it back there, even with my help.”  Again, she looked at me blankly. “Look, you’ll never make it ten yards with your leg like that, never mind around the corner and down the road.” I couldn’t see a car anywhere in sight, so I knew it must be some distance away. “You don’t have a snowball in hell’s chance of getting back there, let alone driving.”

      As I turned to go get an ambulance, I noticed her eyes were filled with gratitude and relief.

      I couldn’t bear to see a woman in pain, so I hurried away, keen to get this beautiful stranger the help she needed.
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      I must have fainted, because when I woke up I was lying on a stretcher in an ambulance, with two dark-haired men in red uniforms above me chattering in Italian. The doors of the ambulance were open, and when I looked beyond them I could see the young man with brown-red hair watching me, concern creasing his eyes. As our eyes met he smiled at me reassuringly. Before I could thank him, the ambulance doors slammed shut.

      I tried to sit up on the stretcher, and found I was strapped down. “Please stay still,” said one of the ambulance officers, squeezing my hand encouragingly. “I’m sorry my English is not very good. Don’t worry, we will soon be at the hospital.”

      His English was better than my Italian. “That’s okay.” I laid back down, relieved I didn’t have to make conversation. The vehicle rumbled along the cobbled streets that met the lakeside and I winced with pain. “Could I have a painkiller?”

      The second officer shook his head. “I’m sorry, you will have to wait until the doctor sees you.”

      I closed my eyes and tried to relax, but it was impossible. My leg was throbbing with a sensation I’d never experienced before: hundreds of icy cold needles pierced my burning hot skin. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to shake off the sensation that my ankle had been cut off with a chainsaw. Tears came to my eyes, and I wished I wasn
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