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Blurb


On the surface, Jonas Temper has a perfect life - he’s rich and has a successful acting career. In truth, Jonas is hiding the man he loves from the world until Dale decides he doesn’t want to live as a secret anymore. 
When Dale ends their relationship, Jonas hatches a plan to take off the mask he hides behind and out himself to the world and show Dale that they can have it all - a life living their truth while still having their careers.  
The plan ends up turning into a social media attack on Dale, making him return home to Whitehills, and Jonas has to decide what’s more important - his love for Dale, or his career.  
Could Whitehills and Dale be a way for Jonas to live and love in a way that is true to his heart?  
It’s Truth For Love is an MM 21k novella and was previously free with the Class 21/22 Giveaway. It has been given a quick re-polish to update the language.
Tags: low angst, side rep, lower heat, supportive families. CW: some homophobia from an employee.
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Chapter One


“Motherfucking fuck!” I screamed as I threw my phone onto the bed. It bounced once before clattering to the hardwood floor. “Fuck!” Rather than scooping up my phone and checking it for any damage, I flopped backward onto my bed and covered my face with my hands. I tried to push the tears back, but they were as inevitable as my breakup apparently was. 
Dale had ended our two-year relationship and broken my heart.
My phone rang from its place on the floor, and I toppled from the bed in my haste to answer, in case it was Dale calling to apologize and take back his words.
My agent. Dammit. The last person I wanted to speak to in this state. I knew that not answering wasn’t an option, though. Andre would keep calling. Steeling myself, I scrubbed my face and picked up the call.
“Jonas, I need your answer about the movie,” Andre said without bothering to say hello or ask how I was.
My agent was a hard-faced man in his early sixties and had been with me since the beginning of my career. Lately, we’d had... differences of opinion more and more often. I didn’t like the direction that he was pushing my career in, and it was always business for him, never accounting for how I felt about a project. Everything was about my image and how it could further my career, and thus make Andre money. For years, I’d done everything that he’d asked of me. I’d stayed in the closet for him even after meeting Dale, who was quite probably the love of my life. I’d put my career over my happiness, and now here I was staring down the barrel at forty, unmarried, unhappy and unfulfilled.
I sighed. “I’ve told you, Andre, I’m under contract for this play. We’re on a break for a few weeks over Christmas, but back mid-January.” Pinching the bridge of my nose, I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to stave off the headache that was building.
“We can buy you out of the contract,” Andre said dismissively. I could feel that his full attention wasn’t on this call. There was chatter in the background and the clinking of glassware. He was likely out for dinner, probably on my dime, schmoozing people I didn’t want to deal with. “Roman wants you on this project,” he continued, like Roman Hartley was someone I should cancel all my plans for.
He probably was if I wanted to continue making big blockbuster films. He was the director-slash-producer of the moment, and studios were lining up to throw money and resources at him. All sorts of talented people wanted to work with him in an effort to raise their profiles, and honestly, I could do with the exposure that working in a Roman film would give me.
The problem was that the guy was a grade-A dick. His standards were impossible to attain. Rumors were that crew often quit because of the difficult working conditions. Almost every film he did required an all-new crew from top to bottom unless the studio paid big bucks to get people to stay on. Chatter circled of people being paid off if they thought to complain to the unions because the fact was, Roman’s films sold. They got nominated for awards and brought in a lot of cash.
My biggest problem with Roman Hartley was that he was a massive homophobe. Sure, he paid lip service to the studios and networks, especially as he rose up the ranks, but he often killed off non-straight characters in his projects, and you could forget getting hired by him if you were out. If I were to work with him, I’d have to stay in the closet, which would suit Andre fine since he’d been the one to stuff me back in there after college and my modeling career had come to an end.
Silence stretched on the call. I could hear Andre’s patience wearing thin and knew I had to give him an answer. Technically, I was single. I could go for this movie and come out at a later date. It would raise my profile, and the cash would always be useful for leaner months and years. I could afford to retire and set up my little theater now, but the money from this movie could mean realizing a bigger dream.
Except that I wouldn’t have Dale to share it with. Not that I had him now, I reminded myself morosely. Taking that movie would mean losing all chance of getting him back.
“I’m sticking with the play,” I told Andre firmly. “Thank Roman for his interest and tell him I’m taking my career in another direction. I don’t want to be typecast.” That was surely the most diplomatic way of turning him down.
“Jonas...”
“No, Andre, I’ve made up my mind. I don’t want to do the film. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have stuff to do.” Like getting my man back.

      [image: ]Dale wasn’t returning my calls, so I resorted to texting, desperate to just talk to him.
Jonas

What will it take for you to take me back?

Dale

I want you to be out, but I don’t want you to come out for me and have it ruin your career

Jonas

I don’t care about my career if I don’t have you. Coming out won’t end anything, I swear

Dale

You don’t know that. Andre wants you to stay hidden. I can’t live like that. I won’t. Not anymore. Not even for you

Jonas

We don’t have to hide anymore

Dale

You say that but you won’t come to Whitehills to see my family for Xmas. I need more than being your secret boyfriend. Seeing you every couple of weeks isn’t enough. I can’t do this anymore


My heart hurt at his last message. Clearly, though I’d tried, I hadn’t been giving Dale enough. He needed more of my time and attention. Deserved more than secret dates and keeping away from the paparazzi. We didn’t go places like the movies because I couldn’t risk people seeing more than friendship. We were from different spheres in the business, Dale being crew as a camera operator. If he’d been another actor, then sure, but us hanging out together didn’t make sense as we were.
I moved out of the bedroom of the rented apartment and paced the open plan kitchen and living area before my eyes locked onto an invitation sitting on the coffee table.
Picking it up, I glanced again at the information that I’d dismissed earlier. Because people viewed my public persona as an ally, they often invited me to these events without realizing the hidden truth I carried. Though sometimes I wondered if more people knew the truth about me and just didn’t care. I mulled over the plan that was brewing in my head before calling my assistant. It was risky and was going to bring a lot of heat from Andre, though if it worked, then it would be worth it.
“Hey, Jonas. Everything okay?” McKenna asked, concern evident in her tone.
“Yes, and also, no. Dale broke up with me.” We had no secrets between us; in fact, Mac had been instrumental in getting Dale and me time together. I knew she was going to be cut up about it.
“Oh, no!” she wailed, genuinely distraught just as I’d thought. Mac loved Dale even though he was stoic at best, grumpy at worst, and she was his opposite. “I’m so sorry! Is there anything I can do?” It was times like this that I wished I could fall in love with a woman because she would be at the top of my list.
“He needs me to be out, but doesn’t want me to out myself because he fears that his being with me will end my career.”
“But it won’t! That’s such old-fashioned thinking! Andre has been doing you wrong for years.” I could feel her rage gearing up. She hated Andre. Partly because he looked down on her, and had even tried to fire her, but mostly because of his treatment of me. Mac was my best friend and PA. Without her at my side, I’d be lost.
“I know, but I’m thinking of coming out publicly so it can’t be brushed off.”
“What do you have in mind?” I could almost hear the smile in her voice.
“It’s kinda crazy, but I have a plan...”
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Chapter Two


“Are you sure about this?” Andy asked as he accepted the glass I’d been holding out to him. The limo was comfortable and private, with the screen dividing us from the driver in place. 
“Absolutely. Like I said yesterday, I ran it by Dale too. He’s... not one for publicity, so he’s fine with me taking you to this as my ‘date’ and waiting for things to calm down before we’re out and about together.”
“And you think I can handle it?” Andy teased.
“You have your own motivation for handling it. That man of yours. Will, remember? He’ll see photos everywhere of me and you having a blast, get jealous and hopefully pull his finger out of his ass and say how he feels.” Okay, so my plan was rather juvenile. Okay, a lot. Still, desperate times called for desperate measures. I wasn’t big enough of an actor to hold a press conference and do it that way. If I did an article, then Andre would invariably get wind of it and have it buried before it got out there. A public reveal was best, and there was no way that Dale would put himself in the spotlight. He was just too shy to handle the public scrutiny like that. I loved that about him. 
So in came Andy. Abby’s brother was perfect for this, attractive but not in an intimidating way, more cute than anything, and confident enough to handle the press.
Andy sighed. “I hope so.”
We sipped our drinks, and I observed my companion for the night. When I’d told my assistant that I wanted to come out publicly, she had been delighted. Then I clued her into what I’d set up. She wasn’t a huge fan of my plan of having a fake date until she knew Andy was a hundred percent on board and that I’d been open with him about why I was doing it this way. I felt a little bad about misleading Abby, Andy’s twin, and the theater’s costume designer. She thought she was setting Andy up with an actual date, but I’d been honest with Andy from the outset. I’d apologize to her in person after, since I valued the friendship that she had given me over the months that I’d worked on the play with her.
“Are you sure Dale is going to be okay with you appearing with me?” Andy asked tentatively. It was easy to read his nervous expression. Andy was a genuinely nice guy and didn’t want to hurt anyone.
I thought back to the texts and then the call I’d had with Dale just this morning. He knew there was no attraction between me and Andy. I mean, Andy was good-looking and obviously kept himself fit, but there was no spark there. When I looked into Andy’s clear blue eyes, I missed the warm chocolate depths
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