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	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One - A Letter with No Name
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Hollywood had a way of pretending it loved you while quietly keeping its distance.

From the balcony of her small apartment, Ava Reynolds watched the city glow beneath her, a glittering illusion stretching all the way to the hills. At night, Los Angeles looked forgiving. The sharp edges softened. The rejection felt less personal when wrapped in neon and starlight.

It was almost midnight, but sleep felt impossible.

She held the script loosely in her hands, the pages creased from hours of anxious folding and unfolding. Two weeks of waiting. Two weeks of imagining herself stepping onto a real set, speaking lines that mattered, finally being seen. And then, that morning, the call.

You were wonderful, Ava. Truly. But we’re going in another direction.

Another direction. Always another direction.

She let the script slip from her fingers. It landed on the small patio table with a dull thud, like something that had given up trying to make noise. Ava leaned against the railing, the cool metal pressing into her forearms, grounding her. Below, the city carried on without her—sirens in the distance, laughter drifting up from a party she wasn’t invited to, music pulsing from somewhere expensive and exclusive.

This was the part no one warned you about.
Not the auditions.
Not the competition.
The waiting.
The silence.
Inside, her apartment felt too quiet. Ava stepped back through the sliding door and closed it behind her, shutting out the city and its false comfort. The place was modest—one bedroom, mismatched furniture, framed movie posters she’d collected since college. Dreams lined the walls more than anything else.

She tossed her keys onto the counter and kicked off her shoes, her body heavy with exhaustion that had nothing to do with sleep. That was when she noticed it.

An envelope lay on the kitchen counter.

Ava stopped.

She was careful with her mail. Always had been. Bills went straight into a neat pile. Industry flyers usually ended up in the trash without a second glance. But this—this didn’t belong to either category.

The envelope was plain white. No logo. No return address. Just her name written across the front in clean, deliberate handwriting.

Ava Reynolds.

Her pulse skipped.

She glanced toward the door, as if someone might be standing there, watching. The building was old, the kind where neighbors came and went without ever learning each other’s names. No one sent handwritten letters anymore. Not here. Not now.

Slowly, she picked it up.

It was heavier than she expected. Not thick, just... intentional. Whoever had written it had taken their time. Ava turned it over, searching again for a clue, but there was nothing. Just her name. Just this quiet insistence that she open it.

She hesitated.

Hollywood had taught her caution. Promises came easily here. So did disappointment. She’d learned not to expect kindness unless it wanted something in return.

Finally, she slid her finger beneath the flap.

Inside was a single sheet of paper, folded once. No scent. No decoration. Just words.

Ava unfolded it and began to read.

You don’t know me.

Her breath caught.

And that’s probably for the best. But tonight felt too heavy to let pass in silence.

She lowered the letter, her fingers tightening around the edges. A strange chill moved through her, not fear exactly—something softer, deeper. Like being seen when you hadn’t realized you were visible.

After a moment, she forced herself to continue.

I know today didn’t go the way you hoped. I know because you always carry your hope carefully, like something fragile, and today it cracked a little.

Her chest tightened.

No one knew about the audition. Not really. She hadn’t posted about it. Hadn’t told anyone except her agent, who had already moved on to the next potential disappointment.

She read on, slower now.

But it didn’t break.

Ava swallowed hard.

You have a way of surviving the moments that should end you. You walk away quieter, yes—but stronger. Even when you don’t believe it.

Her vision blurred.

She sat down at the small kitchen table, the chair scraping softly against the floor. The city noise felt distant now, muted, as if the world had narrowed to this letter and the unfamiliar comfort it carried.

Hollywood is loud about the wrong things, the letter continued. It applauds confidence and ignores resilience. But resilience is what lasts.

She pressed her lips together, fighting the sting behind her eyes. She couldn’t remember the last time someone had spoken to her like this—not with praise, not with pity, but with understanding.

You belong here, the letter said. Even on nights like this. Especially on nights like this.

Her hands trembled.

At the bottom of the page was no name. No signature. Just one final line.

You are not alone. Even when it feels like you are.

Ava stared at the words long after she finished reading.

The apartment felt different now. Not brighter. Not warmer. But fuller, somehow. Like someone had stepped into the room without making a sound.

“Who are you?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

There was no answer.

She folded the letter carefully and held it to her chest, her heartbeat loud in her ears. It didn’t make sense. None of it did. And yet, something inside her—something tired and bruised—believed every word.

She stood and walked to the window, looking out at the city again. Hollywood still glittered below, indifferent and untouchable. But for the first time in weeks, the silence didn’t feel so empty.

Somewhere out there, someone had seen her fall and reached out—not to save her, but to remind her she could stand back up on her own.

Ava didn’t know it yet, but that letter would change everything.

And the most dangerous part wasn’t that it came from a stranger.

It was that it felt like it came from someone who knew her better than anyone ever had.
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Chapter Two - The Shadow Behind the Spotlight
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The first thing Ava noticed was the email.

It arrived the next morning while she was standing in line at a coffee shop she could barely afford but refused to give up. The place smelled like burnt espresso and ambition, the walls cluttered with headshots and flyers for indie films that promised exposure instead of money.

Her phone buzzed in her hand.

She almost ignored it.

Hollywood had trained her to expect disappointment through screens. Emails meant rejection. Calls meant delays. Silence meant nothing at all.

But the subject line stopped her cold.

Audition Opportunity – Immediate Availability Requested.

Ava blinked.

Once.
Twice.
She opened it.

A casting assistant she didn’t recognize wrote with breathless urgency, apologizing for the short notice. A role had “suddenly opened up.” A director had asked for Ava Reynolds by name. Could she come in that afternoon?

Her pulse quickened.

By name.

That didn’t happen. Not to her. Not without weeks of callbacks and polite maybes. She reread the message, searching for a mistake, a misdirected email, something that would explain why luck had finally glanced her way.

Nothing.

“Is everything okay?” the barista asked.

Ava realized she’d been staring at her phone, unmoving.

“Yes,” she said quickly, smiling. “Sorry. Just... good news.”

The words felt foreign in her mouth.

She left the shop clutching her coffee like it might disappear if she loosened her grip. Outside, the sun was already high, burning away the softness of the early morning. Hollywood looked harsher in daylight—too bright, too real.

She walked faster than usual, her thoughts racing.

Coincidence, she told herself.
That’s all this was.
But coincidence had never been this precise.

The audition went smoothly. Too smoothly.

The receptionist greeted her by name before Ava introduced herself. The sides were printed and waiting. The casting room felt warmer, less intimidating than usual. Even the director smiled at her with something like recognition in his eyes.

“You have exactly the energy we were looking for,” he said afterward. “I’m glad you came in.”

Ava thanked him, professional and calm on the outside, buzzing on the inside. She didn’t let herself hope—not really—but as she stepped back into the hallway, her phone buzzed again.

Another email.

This time from her landlord.

Her stomach tightened instinctively. The rent was late. Again. She’d been bracing herself for weeks, rehearsing explanations she knew wouldn’t matter.

She opened the message.

Just wanted to confirm we received your payment. Thanks for taking care of it so promptly.

Ava stopped walking.

Received your payment?

She scrolled up. Down. Read it again.

Her bank account was not magically fuller than it had been an hour ago. She knew that. She checked it far too often to be mistaken.

Her hands went cold.

By the time she got home, unease had replaced excitement.

The apartment looked the same—small, quiet, familiar—but something felt off, like a room you’ve lived in for years suddenly rearranged when you weren’t looking.

She dropped her bag on the couch and opened her laptop, logging into her bank account.

The balance stared back at her.

Unchanged.

No rent payment. No mysterious deposit. Nothing.

Ava frowned and refreshed the page. Then again.

Still nothing.

Her phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

She hesitated before answering.

“Hello?”

“Ms. Reynolds?” a woman said briskly. “This is Lydia from your agency.”

Ava straightened. “Yes?”

“I wanted to check in,” Lydia continued. “We received confirmation that your outstanding fees were covered. You’re officially back in good standing with us.”

Ava’s heart skipped. “Covered... how?”

There was a pause. “Didn’t you arrange that?”

“No,” Ava said slowly. “I didn’t.”

Another pause, longer this time.

“Well,” Lydia said, clearing her throat, “the account’s settled. Whoever handled it did so anonymously. It happens sometimes.”

It doesn’t happen to me, Ava thought.

“I see,” she said instead.

After the call ended, Ava sat in silence, her laptop humming softly in front of her. The walls felt closer than usual. The air heavier.

Anonymous.

The word echoed in her mind, dragging with it the memory of the letter sitting folded in her nightstand drawer.

You are not alone.

She stood abruptly and crossed the room, pulling the drawer open. The envelope lay where she’d placed it, neat and innocent. She took it out and unfolded the letter again, scanning the words with new eyes.

Had it been a coincidence?

Or a warning?
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