
Table of Contents

Love Behind the Scenes (Love in Hollywood, #28)

Chapter 1 – Controlled Chaos

Chapter 2 – The Woman Who Doesn’t Chase Fame

Chapter 3 – Endless Retakes

Chapter 4 – Hollywood Illusions

Chapter 5 – The Headlines

Chapter 6 – Cracks in the Mask

Chapter 7 – After Midnight

Chapter 8 – Scene Partners

Chapter 9 – Behind Closed Doors

Chapter 10 – Too Public

Chapter 11 – The Breaking Point

Chapter 12 – Empty Sets

Chapter 13 – No More Scripts

Chapter 14 – The Producer’s Chair

Chapter 15 – Love Behind the Scenes

Chapter 16 – Awards Season

Chapter 17 – A Different Kind of Spotlight

Chapter 18 – The Final Scene

Sign up for Mick James's Mailing List


Love Behind the Scenes

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – Controlled Chaos
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By six-thirty in the morning, the studio lot already felt like a war zone.

Production assistants ran across the pavement carrying coffee trays and tangled extension cords. Makeup artists rolled silver cases through crowded hallways while assistant directors barked schedule changes into headsets. Somewhere in the distance, a car alarm screamed for several uninterrupted seconds before someone finally shut it off.

And in the center of the chaos stood Rebecca Hart with a tablet in one hand and a rapidly cooling coffee in the other.

“Camera B is still stuck on the freeway,” a nervous production assistant said, nearly out of breath. “And wardrobe says the lead stunt double ripped his costume.”

Rebecca didn’t even look up from her schedule.

“Tell wardrobe to pull the backup version from trailer four. And reroute Camera C until B arrives.”

“But Camera C is already—”

“Then move the lunch setup to stage six and free the space.”

The assistant blinked at her.

“How do you even think this fast?”

Rebecca finally looked at him with tired amusement.

“Panic efficiently, Derek.”

He hurried away immediately.

Another voice exploded into her headset.

“Rebecca, we have a lighting issue on stage two!”

“I know.”

“The director’s asking where you are.”

“I know.”

“And legal needs you to approve a revised insurance form.”

“I know.”

She removed the headset for exactly three seconds just to inhale before placing it back on.

This was Hollywood.

Not the glamorous version printed in magazines. Not the polished red carpets or luxury after-parties.

This version smelled like overheated equipment, stress sweat, stale coffee, and desperation.

And Rebecca secretly loved it.

Not the chaos itself—though she had learned how to survive inside it—but the strange magic hidden beneath it all. Hundreds of exhausted people working together to create something audiences would someday call effortless.

She had spent eight years climbing through production departments to become one of the most respected coordinators in the industry. She wasn’t famous. Most people on set barely noticed her unless something went wrong.

But things rarely went wrong for long when Rebecca Hart was around.

“Rebecca!”

She turned as director Vincent Hale stormed toward her, already irritated and they hadn’t even started filming.

Vincent was talented, dramatic, and functioned almost entirely through caffeine and rage.

“Please tell me our leading man is actually coming today.”

Rebecca checked her watch.

“He landed twenty minutes ago.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

“He’s on the way.”

Vincent groaned dramatically.

“I swear actors get worse every year.”

Rebecca resisted the urge to point out that Roman Vale was the reason their film had secured a two-hundred-million-dollar budget.

Instead, she handed Vincent an updated schedule.

“We can still make the opening shot by nine if makeup stays on track.”

Vincent scanned the tablet suspiciously.

“You already adjusted everything?”

“Three backup plans ago.”

For the first time that morning, Vincent relaxed slightly.

“I’d probably die without you.”

Rebecca gave him a dry smile.

“You say that every production.”

“Yes, but this time I mean it.”

Before she could answer, another assistant rushed toward her.

“Rebecca, TMZ drones are outside the gates again.”

Of course they were.

Today officially marked the first day Roman Vale was filming on location after weeks of vicious tabloid coverage involving a breakup, a nightclub fight, and rumors of contract disputes with another studio.

Hollywood loved nothing more than watching beautiful people self-destruct publicly.

Rebecca rubbed her temple.

“Security already knows?”

“Yes.”

“Then ignore them unless they cross property lines.”

The assistant nodded and disappeared.

Rebecca finally took a sip of coffee only to discover it had gone completely cold.

Naturally.

A black SUV rolled through the studio gates exactly twelve minutes later.

The atmosphere on set shifted instantly.

Crew members subtly straightened. Makeup artists whispered. Interns pretended not to stare.

Movie stars carried gravity around them. The truly famous ones changed the temperature of a room without saying a word.

And Roman Vale was one of the biggest stars in the world.

Rebecca had seen his movies, obviously. Everyone had.

He had the kind of face cameras worshipped—sharp jawline, dark hair, striking eyes—and the calm confidence of someone long accustomed to attention.

Unfortunately, he also had a reputation for being difficult.

The SUV door opened.

Roman stepped out wearing sunglasses, dark jeans, and an expression that suggested he would rather be literally anywhere else.

Two publicists followed behind him while security kept photographers outside the gates from getting closer.

“Showtime,” Rebecca muttered.

Vincent marched forward immediately.

“You’re late.”

Roman removed his sunglasses slowly.

“Good morning to you too.”

“We’re already behind schedule.”

“My flight was delayed.”

“You own a private jet.”

“And yet storms still exist.”

Rebecca almost smiled despite herself.

Vincent looked ready to combust.

Before the argument escalated further, Rebecca stepped between them smoothly.

“Hair and makeup are ready for you now,” she told Roman professionally. “Wardrobe adjusted your fitting after the stunt revisions.”

Roman looked at her for the first time.

Really looked at her.

Most people in Hollywood either fawned over him or feared him immediately. Rebecca did neither. Her expression remained calm, efficient, unimpressed.

Something flickered briefly in his eyes.

“Thanks,” he said.

Then he followed the makeup team inside.

Vincent stared after him.

“I already have a headache.”

“You always have a headache.”

“Yes, but now it’s expensive.”

Rebecca ignored him and returned to work.

The next four hours blurred into nonstop disasters.

A rain machine malfunction flooded part of the set.

One supporting actor refused costume changes.

A catering truck arrived at the wrong studio lot.

Someone accidentally deleted part of the shooting schedule.

And through all of it, Rebecca moved calmly from crisis to crisis like a general managing battlefield damage.

By early afternoon, filming finally began.

Rebecca stood behind the monitors beside Vincent as Roman prepared for the opening scene.

The transformation was immediate.

The exhausted, irritated man from the parking lot vanished the second cameras rolled.

Roman became the character completely—controlled, magnetic, emotionally intense.

Even Rebecca had to admit the man was extraordinary on screen.

Vincent leaned toward her quietly.

“That’s why they pay him obscene amounts of money.”

She nodded slightly.

Roman delivered the scene flawlessly in one take.

Crew members relaxed visibly.

For approximately forty seconds.

Then an enormous crashing sound echoed across the set.

Everyone turned.

One of the lighting rigs tilted dangerously sideways.

People shouted.

A technician stumbled backward.

Rebecca reacted instantly.

“Kill power now!”

The set lights shut down immediately.

“Everybody clear the platform!”

Crew members scrambled away as the massive rig swayed overhead.

Roman moved toward a frightened production intern frozen beneath part of the equipment.

“Hey,” he said calmly to the young woman. “Move.”

She looked terrified.

Roman grabbed her hand and pulled her safely aside seconds before the rig crashed onto the empty platform.

The entire set erupted into noise.

Security rushed forward. Crew members shouted over one another.

Rebecca was already issuing orders.

“Call medical for the technician!”

“Check structural support before anyone resets equipment!”

“Nobody touches that rig until safety inspection clears it!”

Her voice cut cleanly through the panic.

Efficient. Sharp. Controlled.

Roman watched her from across the set while the intern he’d helped burst into grateful tears nearby.

Rebecca crouched beside the injured technician while paramedics examined his shoulder.

“You’re lucky,” she told him gently. “Looks worse than it is.”

“You always say that.”

“Because people heal better when they complain less.”

The technician laughed weakly.

Roman found himself staring again.

Not because she was glamorous—Hollywood overflowed with glamorous women.

Rebecca was different.

Focused.

Competent.

Real.

Nothing about her seemed performative.

One of Roman’s assistants approached carefully.

“They want to pause filming for the day.”

Roman barely heard him.

Rebecca stood again, already moving toward another problem before the previous one fully ended.

No dramatics.

No panic.

No need for attention.

Just quiet capability.

For some reason, he found that more fascinating than half the actresses he’d worked with.

As if sensing his gaze, Rebecca looked up briefly.

Their eyes met across the chaotic set.

Only for a second.

But something strange passed between them anyway.

Then her headset crackled again.

“Rebecca, we need you in editing immediately!”

She sighed softly.

“Of course you do.”

Roman watched her disappear into the madness of production.

And for the first time in weeks, something other than exhaustion occupied his thoughts.
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Chapter 2 – The Woman Who Doesn’t Chase Fame
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By the third day of filming, Rebecca Hart had slept a total of maybe nine hours.

Possibly less.

She wasn’t entirely sure anymore.

The production schedule had become increasingly brutal after the lighting accident delayed several expensive scenes, and everyone on set was operating on caffeine, stress, and rapidly deteriorating patience.

Especially the star.

“Roman wants the espresso machine replaced.”

Rebecca didn’t look up from the stack of revised call sheets in her hands.

“What’s wrong with the current one?”

The production assistant shifted awkwardly.

“He says it tastes burned.”

“It’s espresso on a film set at five in the morning. It’s supposed to taste burned.”

The assistant laughed nervously.

Rebecca sighed.

“Fine. Tell catering to bring the machine from executive trailers.”

“You’re terrifyingly efficient.”

“I’m tired, Derek.”

“That’s somehow scarier.”

He hurried off before she could assign him more tasks.

Rebecca rubbed her eyes and continued walking across the studio lot, already mentally reorganizing the day’s schedule. Rain was expected by afternoon, which meant outdoor scenes needed to move faster unless they wanted another budget disaster.

Her phone buzzed.

Vincent.

Naturally.

“What now?” she answered.

“The horse hates Roman.”

Rebecca stopped walking.

“I’m sorry?”

“The horse. For scene twenty-one. It keeps trying to bite him.”

“...You called me because the horse is aggressive?”

“It only hates him specifically!”

Rebecca pinched the bridge of her nose.

“I’ll be there in two minutes.”

She hung up and headed toward the western set where the historical street scene was being prepared.

As she approached, she immediately spotted the problem.

The horse looked perfectly calm.

Roman, however, looked deeply unimpressed.

“I’m telling you,” the animal trainer insisted, “he senses energy.”

Roman crossed his arms.

“So your professional opinion is that this horse personally dislikes me?”

“He’s usually very friendly.”

The horse bared its teeth again.

Rebecca stepped beside them.

“What’s happening?”

Vincent pointed dramatically.

“Satan with hooves refuses to cooperate.”

The trainer looked offended.

Roman noticed Rebecca and removed his sunglasses.

“There you are.”

There was something annoyingly smooth about the way he said it, like they were already sharing some private familiarity.

Rebecca ignored it.

“You’re holding the reins too tight,” she told him.

Roman blinked once.

“I’m sorry?”

“The horse thinks you’re nervous.”

“I’m not nervous.”

“The horse disagrees.”

Several nearby crew members coughed to hide laughter.

Roman stared at her.

Rebecca calmly took the reins from his hands and adjusted her grip gently. The horse immediately settled.

“There,” she said. “Relax your shoulders.”

Roman looked genuinely irritated now.

“You do realize I’ve filmed riding scenes before.”

“And yet here we are.”

For one dangerous second, Rebecca thought he might snap at her.

Instead, something unexpected happened.

He laughed.

A real laugh.

Low, brief, and surprisingly attractive.

“Well,” Roman admitted, “this is humiliating.”

“Only for your ego.”

Vincent nearly choked trying not to laugh openly.

Roman took the reins again, this time
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