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Dedication
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For those who have ever chosen control over vulnerability,

And for those still learning how to choose differently.
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Blurb
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They were never meant to work together.

Sienna Summers is a film producer known for precision, control, and flawless execution. In her world, success is built on structure, and emotions are a risk she refuses to take.

Gabriel Costa is a screenwriter who thrives on instinct, truth, and creative freedom. He doesn’t follow rules. He rewrites them.

When they’re selected for one of the most competitive creative programs in the world, they become instant rivals.

There’s just one problem.

Before they can compete against each other, they’re forced to work together.

What begins as tension quickly turns into something far more complicated. Clashing ideas. Sharp words. Unspoken attraction. And a growing realization that the person standing in their way might also be the one who understands them best.

But in a competition where only one can win, every decision comes with a cost.

And when ambition collides with something real, they’ll have to decide what matters more.

Winning...

Or not losing each other.
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Chapter 1 – The Confrontation
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Sienna Summers did not believe in chaos.

Not on her sets. Not in her projects. Not in her life.

Everything had a structure. A rhythm. A sequence that, when executed correctly, led to one thing only. Success.

And success was the only thing she allowed.

“Camera ready in five.”

Her voice cut cleanly through the controlled noise of the set. Assistants moved faster. Lights adjusted. Someone nearly tripped over a cable and recovered just in time.

Sienna noticed everything.

She always did.

She stood near the monitor, tablet in hand, blonde hair pulled into a low, effortless knot that had taken far more effort than anyone would guess. Her expression was calm, focused, unreadable.

That was how she stayed in control.

“Where’s the revised script for scene twelve?” she asked without looking up.

A production assistant hurried toward her, slightly out of breath. “It’s coming from the writer. He said he wanted one more pass.”

Sienna’s fingers stilled against the screen.

One more pass.

Of course he did.

“Call him,” she said, her tone still even. “We don’t ‘wait’ on this set. We move.”

“Yes, of course.”

The assistant rushed off, and Sienna exhaled slowly, forcing the irritation back down where it belonged.

Writers.

Brilliant, unpredictable, and almost always convinced that inspiration mattered more than deadlines.

It didn’t.

Deadlines built careers. Discipline sustained them.

Her gaze shifted to the large set in front of her, a carefully constructed replica of a downtown apartment. Every detail had been approved by her. Every angle calculated.

Everything exactly where it needed to be.

Exactly how she liked it.

“Ms. Summers.”

She turned.

One of the studio executives approached, smiling in that practiced, polished way that meant nothing and everything at the same time.

“Impressive setup,” he said, glancing around.

“It will be,” she replied. “Once we start on time.”

He chuckled lightly, as if that were a joke. It wasn’t.

“We actually wanted to talk to you about the Horizon Initiative project.”

That got her attention.

Fully.

Sienna straightened slightly, her focus sharpening. “I was under the impression decisions were still pending.”

“They were,” he said. “Until this morning.”

A brief pause.

The kind that meant something was about to change.

“You’ve been selected to lead development.”

For a fraction of a second, something flickered beneath her composure.

Not surprise. Not exactly.

Validation.

She had worked for this. Strategized for this. Outperformed for this.

“Of course,” she said, her voice smooth. “Who’s the writer?”

The executive’s smile shifted. Subtle. Careful.

“That’s where things get... interesting.”

Sienna didn’t like that word.

Interesting usually meant complicated. Complicated meant variables. And variables were the closest thing to chaos.

“Go on.”

“He was also selected this morning. Strong voice. Distinct style. The committee was unanimous.”

That meant something too.

Unanimous decisions were rare.

“Name?” she asked.

The executive hesitated just long enough for her instincts to sharpen.

“Gabriel Costa.”

The world didn’t stop.

But something inside her did.

Just for a second.

Sienna’s grip tightened slightly around the tablet, though her expression didn’t change.

Gabriel Costa.

Of all the writers they could have chosen.

Of all the options in an entire industry.

Him.

“That won’t be a problem,” she said.

The executive studied her for a moment. “Good. Because the project requires close collaboration.”

“I’m aware of how development works.”

“I mean very close,” he clarified. “The first phase is fully integrated. You’ll be working side by side.”

Of course they would.

Because apparently the universe had a sense of humor.

“Then we’ll make it work,” she said.

She always did.

“Great,” he replied, clearly relieved. “He’s actually on his way to set now. Thought it would be good for you two to meet immediately.”

Sienna nodded once.

Professional. Composed.

Prepared.

She turned back toward the monitor, pretending to review the framing, but her mind was no longer on the shot.

It was somewhere else.

Years ago.

A conference room. A script. A conversation that had not ended well.

She had told him his writing was undisciplined.

He had told her she didn’t understand stories.

Neither of them had been willing to back down.

And now, somehow, they were here again.

“Ms. Summers,” someone called. “We’re ready.”

“Roll in thirty seconds,” she replied automatically.

Control.

That was what mattered.

Not the past. Not ego. Not unfinished arguments.

Just the work.

Footsteps approached from behind her.

Unhurried. Confident.

She didn’t need to turn to know.

Some presences were unmistakable.

“Still running your sets like a military operation?”

The voice was warm. Controlled. Slightly amused.

And entirely familiar.

Sienna closed her eyes for the briefest moment, then turned.

Gabriel Costa stood a few feet away, script pages in one hand, the hint of a smile on his lips like he had just stepped into a situation he fully intended to enjoy.

He looked almost exactly as she remembered.

Maybe a little sharper. A little more certain.

Which was unfortunate.

“Still mistaking structure for control?” she replied.

His smile widened just enough to be dangerous.

“Good to see you too, Sienna.”

“Likewise.”

It wasn’t.

They held each other’s gaze for a second longer than necessary.

A silent challenge.

Unfinished.

Unresolved.

“Your timing is off,” she said, nodding toward the script in his hand. “We were supposed to shoot that scene ten minutes ago.”

“And we would have,” he said calmly, “if the scene was worth shooting.”

There it was.

The same confidence. The same refusal to bend.

Sienna took a step closer, lowering her voice just enough to keep the conversation between them.

“This is not your personal sandbox,” she said. “People are waiting. Crews are on the clock. We don’t delay because you feel inspired.”

“And we don’t shoot something mediocre just because it fits your schedule.”

The words landed clean.

Sharp.

Too sharp.

Around them, the energy of the set shifted slightly
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