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Chapter 1 – The Woman Everyone Watches
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The flashes began before Tanya Morgan even stepped out of the limousine.

White bursts of light exploded across the tinted windows as photographers crowded behind security barriers lining both sides of the entrance. The premiere of Silent Horizon, the most anticipated film of the year, had transformed a stretch of Hollywood Boulevard into a glittering spectacle of cameras, designer gowns, television crews, and screaming fans.

Inside the vehicle, Tanya sat perfectly still.

Her publicist, Rachel Bennett, adjusted the schedule on a tablet beside her.

“Three interviews before the screening,” Rachel said. “Entertainment Tonight first, then Global Screen, then the live-stream station.”

Tanya nodded.

“After that?”

“Inside for the film.”

“Good.”

Rachel looked up.

“You sound exhausted.”

“I am exhausted.”

“You just came back from vacation.”

Tanya laughed softly.

“A four-day vacation where I spent half the time answering emails.”

Rachel couldn't argue with that.

The limousine slowed to a stop.

Outside, the crowd erupted.

“TANYA!”

“LOOK OVER HERE!”

“WE LOVE YOU!”

Rachel squeezed her arm.

“Ready?”

The question made Tanya smile.

Nobody ever asked whether she wanted to do this.

They only asked whether she was ready.

Ready for the cameras.

Ready for the interviews.

Ready for the attention.

Ready to become Tanya Morgan, Hollywood's golden actress.

The woman millions adored.

The woman everyone thought they knew.

The woman nobody actually knew at all.

“Let's do it,” she said.

The door opened.

Instantly the noise doubled.

Tanya emerged wearing a floor-length silver gown that shimmered beneath the lights like liquid starlight.

The crowd exploded.

Photographers shouted her name.

Fans screamed.

Reporters rushed forward.

Every movement she made became a photograph.

Every smile became a headline.

Every glance became a story.

She had spent fifteen years mastering the performance.

Smile.

Wave.

Pause.

Turn slightly.

Smile again.

Never let them see how tired you are.

Never let them see how lonely you feel.

Never let them see anything real.

“Over here, Tanya!”

She turned gracefully.

Flashes erupted.

“Beautiful!”

“Perfect!”

“Give us one more!”

The red carpet stretched ahead like a river of fame.

She began walking.

The familiar sensation settled over her.

It wasn't fear.

It wasn't excitement.

It was distance.

As if she were watching herself from somewhere far away.

The crowd loved Tanya Morgan.

But sometimes she wondered whether they would recognize her if she stopped performing.

A young fan near the barrier held up a poster.

“TANYA, YOU SAVED MY LIFE!”

The words caught her attention.

She walked over despite security's objections.

The girl couldn't have been older than sixteen.

Tears filled her eyes.

“Your movies helped me when things were bad,” she said.

For a moment, Tanya forgot about cameras.

Forgot about interviews.

Forgot about Hollywood.

She simply smiled.

“Thank you,” she said softly.

The girl started crying.

“Can I have a hug?”

Tanya hugged her.

The crowd cheered.

Photographers captured the moment instantly.

Another perfect image.

Another headline.

Another version of Tanya Morgan the world would love.

Yet as she stepped away, the familiar emptiness returned.

Because the girl knew Tanya's characters.

She knew Tanya's interviews.

She knew magazine covers and award speeches.

But she didn't know Tanya.

Not really.

Sometimes Tanya wasn't sure she knew herself anymore.



Two hours later, she stood inside the theater lobby surrounded by studio executives.

The premiere was a success.

Everyone seemed thrilled.

Reviews arriving online were overwhelmingly positive.

Investors smiled.

Producers celebrated.

Journalists predicted awards.

“Tanya!”

She turned.

The film's director hurried toward her.

“You're getting standing ovations online already.”

She laughed politely.

“The movie premiered thirty minutes ago.”

“That's how things work now.”

“Apparently.”

“You're going to be nominated for everything.”

“Let's survive tonight first.”

The director grinned.

“You never stop being humble.”

If only he knew.

Humility had nothing to do with it.

Success simply stopped feeling surprising years ago.

Not because she expected it.

Because success never fixed the things she hoped it would.

Fame didn't eliminate loneliness.

Awards didn't create meaningful relationships.

Magazine covers didn't make life easier.

They only made it more public.

“Tanya.”

Rachel appeared beside her.

Something in her expression immediately felt wrong.

“Excuse me,” Tanya told the director.

They stepped toward a quieter corner.

“What happened?”

Rachel lowered her voice.

“Another message.”

The warmth disappeared from Tanya's chest.

“Where?”

“My email.”

“Same sender?”

Rachel nodded.

The anonymous messages had started six months earlier.

At first they seemed harmless.

Odd.

Uncomfortable.

But harmless.

Then they became more personal.

More specific.

More disturbing.

The sender somehow knew details that weren't public.

Places Tanya visited.

Events she attended.

Private schedules.

Things that should have remained confidential.

“Show me.”

Rachel hesitated.

“Tanya—”

“Show me.”

Reluctantly, Rachel handed over the phone.

The message contained only one sentence.

You looked beautiful tonight.

Tanya felt a chill.

The email had arrived ten minutes earlier.

While she had been standing on the red carpet.

Watching her.

Whoever sent it had been there.

Close enough to see her.

Close enough to know exactly what she was wearing.

Exactly where she stood.

Exactly what she was doing.

Her stomach tightened.

“Did security trace it?”

“No.”

“Again?”

“Again.”

Tanya stared at the screen.

The message wasn't threatening.

Not directly.

That almost made it worse.

Because it felt personal.

Intimate.

Like someone whispering in her ear.

“You need better protection,” Rachel said quietly.

“I already have security.”

“Not enough.”

Tanya handed back the phone.

“We don't even know if it's serious.”

Rachel stared at her.

“Tanya.”

“What?”

“You just received a message from someone who was clearly at the premiere watching you.”

“I know.”

“They know where you are.”

“I know.”

“They know your schedule.”

“I know.”

“Then stop pretending this isn't serious.”

The frustration in Rachel's voice surprised her.

Because Rachel was rarely emotional.

That meant she was genuinely worried.

Maybe she should be worried too.

But fear had become difficult after years in Hollywood.

Every celebrity received strange messages.

Every celebrity attracted attention.

Most situations ended harmlessly.

Still...

The message lingered in her mind.

You looked beautiful tonight.

As though someone had stood only a few feet away.

Watching.

Waiting.

Observing.

A stranger who knew her life.

A stranger she had never met.



The premiere ended shortly before midnight.

Tanya finally escaped the crowd and returned to her home in the Hollywood Hills.

The modern glass mansion overlooked the city.

Most people considered it a dream home.

Tonight it felt unusually quiet.

Too quiet.

She kicked off her heels and walked across the polished floor.

The silence wrapped around her.

No family waiting.

No partner.

No children.

No one asking how her evening went.

Only empty rooms.

An expensive house filled with beautiful things and nobody to share them with.

She poured a glass of water and stood beside the windows overlooking Los Angeles.

The city glowed beneath the night sky.

Millions of people.

Millions of stories.

Millions of lives.

Yet somehow she felt alone among all of them.

Her phone buzzed.

Rachel.

“Tanya?”

“I'm home.”

“Good.”

“You sound worried.”

“I am worried.”

Tanya sighed.

“Rachel—”

“I'm serious.”

“I know.”

“The studio agrees.”

That caught her attention.

“The studio?”

“Yes.”

“Since when does the studio care about my security?”

“Since lawyers became involved.”

Tanya frowned.

“Lawyers?”

“Your insurance company reviewed the situation.”

Now she understood.

Money.

Hollywood always paid attention when money entered the conversation.

“What are they suggesting?”

“Additional protection.”

“No.”

“Tanya.”

“No.”

“You haven't even heard the details.”

“I don't need a bodyguard following me everywhere.”

“You do.”

“I already have security.”

“Not like this.”

Tanya rubbed her forehead.

The last thing she wanted was someone shadowing her every moment.

Watching every move.

Eliminating what little privacy remained.

“Who is it?” she asked.

“A specialist.”

“That tells me nothing.”

“Former military.”

Tanya rolled her eyes.

“Of course.”

“One of the best in the business.”

“I don't care.”

“You will.”

“Rachel.”

“No.”

The firmness surprised her.

“Listen carefully,” Rachel continued. “This isn't optional anymore.”

“What do you mean?”

“The studio approved it this afternoon.”

Before the premiere.

Before tonight's message.

They had already decided.

“Tanya, his name is Christian Hayes.”

The name meant nothing to her.

“He starts next week.”

“I don't want him.”

“Tough.”

“Rachel.”

“Goodnight, Tanya.”

The line disconnected.

Tanya stared at the phone.

For several seconds she considered calling back.

Instead she placed it on the counter.

Christian Hayes.

A stranger.

Another person entering her carefully controlled life.

Another reminder that she couldn't solve this situation herself.

Outside the massive windows, Los Angeles shimmered beneath the darkness.

Usually the view comforted her.

Tonight it didn't.

Without meaning to, she found herself glancing toward the shadows beyond the property.

Toward the darkness surrounding the house.

Wondering.

Watching.

Listening.

For the first time in months, she felt something she had been trying very hard to ignore.

Fear.

And somewhere in the city, an unseen stranger might be watching too.

Waiting.

Knowing that Tanya Morgan had no idea who they were.

Yet.
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Chapter 2 – The Man Who Doesn't Care About Fame
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The first thing Christian Hayes noticed was the exit routes.

Not the politicians.

Not the cameras.

Not the dozens of influential guests gathered inside the luxury hotel ballroom.

The exits.

Always the exits.

His eyes swept across the room with practiced precision, cataloging every doorway, every corridor, every potential vulnerability.

Years of military service had trained him to think that way.

Years of private security work had made it instinct.

A threat rarely announced itself.

Danger usually appeared through the smallest oversight.

A door left unsecured.

A crowd allowed too close.

A person ignored because they seemed harmless.

Christian missed none of it.

Standing near the ballroom entrance in a tailored black suit, he appeared calm and almost invisible.

That was intentional.

The best security professionals weren't noticed.

They observed.

They anticipated.

They prevented problems before anyone realized danger existed.

His earpiece crackled softly.

“North corridor clear.”

“Copy.”

Another voice followed.

“Garage entrance secure.”

“Copy.”

Christian glanced at his watch.

Twenty-three minutes until departure.

The assignment had gone smoothly.

That wasn't unusual.

He preferred boring jobs.

Boring meant safe.

Boring meant everyone went home alive.

Unfortunately, clients rarely appreciated boring.

They only noticed security when something went wrong.

Across the ballroom, the governor concluded a speech to thunderous applause.

Guests rose from their tables.

The event was ending.

Christian immediately adjusted his position.

Movement created opportunities.

Crowds became unpredictable when people started leaving.

His client tonight was one of the country's most recognizable political figures.

Protecting public officials required constant awareness.

Political supporters could become overly enthusiastic.

Political opponents could become dangerous.

Christian trusted neither group.

A man pushing through the crowd caught his attention.

Too fast.

Too determined.

Christian stepped forward.

The man approached the governor's security detail with a phone raised above his head.

“Just one picture!”

Christian reached him before anyone else.

“Sir.”

The man looked annoyed.

“I just want a photo.”

“You need to stop here.”

“It'll take two seconds.”

“Stop here.”

The firmness in Christian's voice ended the discussion.

The man hesitated.

Then reluctantly stepped back.

Problem solved.

No confrontation.

No drama.

Exactly how Christian liked it.

Twenty minutes later, the governor's motorcade departed without incident.

The assignment was complete.

Christian removed his earpiece and headed toward the underground parking garage.

His phone vibrated before he reached his vehicle.

The screen displayed a familiar name.

Marcus Reed.

Founder of Sentinel Executive Security.

Christian's employer.

And one of the few people whose calls he answered immediately.

“What's up?”

“Finished?”

“Five minutes ago.”

“How'd it go?”

“Nobody got assassinated.”

Marcus laughed.

“So successful, then.”

“Apparently.”

Christian unlocked his truck.

“You calling to congratulate me?”

“No.”

“Didn't think so.”

“I have another assignment.”

Christian sighed.

“Of course you do.”

“You interested?”

“Depends.”

“Long-term contract.”

Christian paused.

Long-term assignments paid well.

They also tended to become complicated.

“Who?”

Marcus hesitated.

That wasn't a good sign.

“Marcus.”

“Actress.”

Christian closed his eyes.

“No.”

“You haven't heard the details.”

“I don't need details.”

“Christian—”

“No celebrities.”

“Listen first.”

“I've listened before.”




































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
MICK JAMES





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





