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Chapter 1 – The Rewrite

[image: ]


Erin Callahan was halfway through her second cup of burnt office coffee when her phone rang.

She almost didn’t answer.

It was late—well past the hour when legitimate opportunities called—and the number flashing across her screen wasn’t saved in her contacts. Unknown numbers, in her experience, meant one of two things: unpaid invoices finally being chased or promises that dissolved by morning.

The phone buzzed again, insistent.

Erin sighed, pushed aside the marked-up pages of a script no one would ever produce, and picked up.

“Erin Callahan.”

“Erin, thank God.” The voice on the other end was brisk, breathless, and unmistakably industry. “This is Lila Grant.”

Erin straightened in her chair.

Lila Grant didn’t call people like her. Lila Grant hired people like her—occasionally—but usually through assistants, agents, or long email chains that ended with We’ve decided to go in another direction.

“Hi,” Erin said carefully. “What can I do for you?”

“I need you to save a film.”

Erin blinked. That was new.

There was a rustle on the other end, papers shuffling, voices murmuring in the background. It sounded like chaos—expensive chaos.

“You’ve heard of Midnight Sun, right?” Lila continued.

Erin’s gaze drifted to the stack of entertainment trades on her desk. Of course she had. Everyone had. Big budget. Big expectations. Bigger problems.

“Yeah,” Erin said. “It’s... not going well.”

“That’s a polite way of putting it.” Lila exhaled sharply. “We’re three weeks into production and the script isn’t working. At all. Scenes are flat, the emotional arc is nonexistent, and the last rewrite—” she stopped herself. “It’s not usable.”

Erin leaned back slowly. This wasn’t a casual fix. This was a fire.

“And you want me to... what?” she asked.

“Rewrite it. Fast. Quietly. And make it good enough that we don’t shut down production.”

Erin let out a soft, incredulous laugh. “You’re asking for a miracle.”

“I’m offering you a chance,” Lila countered. “Credit, if it sticks. Money either way. And if you pull this off...” She didn’t finish the sentence.

She didn’t have to.

If Erin pulled this off, she wouldn’t be the woman rewriting scripts in obscurity anymore. She wouldn’t be the name buried in the fine print, the ghost behind other people’s success.

She’d finally be seen.

Erin glanced at her laptop screen, where a half-finished script blinked back at her. Her rent was due in ten days. Her savings account was... optimistic at best.

“How fast?” she asked.

A pause.

“Yesterday,” Lila said.

Of course.

Erin rubbed her temple. “Okay. I need to read what you have first.”

“We’ll send everything over. But there’s something else.”

There it was.

Erin sat up again. “What?”

“The lead actor.”

Erin closed her eyes briefly. “There’s always something with the lead actor.”

“Bruno Vega.”

That name landed with weight.

Even Erin—who tried very hard not to care about celebrities—knew it. Bruno Vega wasn’t just famous. He was everywhere. Award-winning performances. Magazine covers. Headlines that veered between admiration and speculation.

And, if industry whispers were to be believed, impossible to work with.

“I’ve heard of him,” Erin said carefully.

“Then you’ve heard he’s... particular.”

“That’s one word.”

“He’s already pushed out two writers.”

Erin let out a slow breath. “Two?”

“In three weeks.”

“That’s impressive,” Erin muttered.

“He’s not wrong,” Lila added quickly. “The script is bad. But he has opinions. Strong ones. And he won’t shoot scenes he doesn’t believe in.”

Erin frowned. That wasn’t exactly unreasonable. Difficult, yes—but not unreasonable.

“So he cares about the work,” she said.

“He cares about control.”

“Same thing, sometimes.”

“Not in this case.” Lila’s tone sharpened. “Erin, I’m going to be honest with you. If you take this job, you will be working under pressure I can’t fully describe. You will be rewriting on set. You will be dealing with Bruno directly. And you will not have the luxury of time, space, or ego.”

Erin almost smiled at that last part.

“Good thing I don’t have one,” she said.

“That remains to be seen.”

Silence stretched for a moment.

Erin looked around her small apartment—the mismatched furniture, the stacks of scripts, the life she’d been trying to build one rewrite at a time. This was the kind of call she’d been waiting for.

And the kind that could break her if it went wrong.

“What exactly are you expecting from me?” she asked.

“I want you to fix the emotional core,” Lila said. “Make the characters believable. Make the story feel like it matters. Right now, it’s just... expensive noise.”

Erin nodded slowly, even though Lila couldn’t see her. That part, at least, she understood.

“And Bruno?” Erin asked.

Another pause.

“Don’t challenge him unless you’re right,” Lila said. “And if you are right—be prepared to prove it.”

Erin’s lips curved slightly.

“That I can do.”

“You say that now.”

“I mean it.”

There was something in Erin that didn’t flinch easily—not anymore. She’d spent years being overlooked, underestimated, dismissed. You developed a certain resilience after that.

And a certain stubbornness.

“When do I start?” she asked.

Lila didn’t hesitate. “Tonight. We’ll send the script in the next ten minutes. Car will pick you up at seven a.m. tomorrow.”

Erin laughed softly. “Of course it will.”

“Erin.”

Something in Lila’s voice shifted—less executive, more human.

“This is your shot,” she said. “Don’t play it safe.”

Erin stared at the blinking cursor on her screen.

“I never do,” she said.



The script arrived eight minutes later.

Erin opened it, expecting chaos.

She wasn’t disappointed.

By page ten, she could see the problem. By page twenty, she understood why the previous writers had failed. By page thirty, she knew exactly what she would do differently.

The story wasn’t broken—it was hollow.

The characters spoke, but they didn’t feel. The plot moved, but it didn’t matter. It was all surface, no depth. And at the center of it was a protagonist who was supposed to carry the film... but had no real reason to exist.

Erin leaned forward, eyes scanning faster now.

Somewhere in this mess, there was a real story trying to breathe.

She just had to find it.

Hours passed without her noticing. She filled pages with notes—crossing out dialogue, scribbling alternatives, mapping emotional beats that didn’t exist yet.

At some point, the city outside her window went quiet.

At some point, her coffee went cold.

By the time she finally leaned back, her neck aching, the first hint of dawn was creeping through the blinds.

Erin stared at her notes.

This was fixable.

Difficult. Messy. Probably thankless.

But fixable.

Her phone buzzed again, a new message lighting up the screen.

Unknown Number:
He won’t like changes to Act Two. Don’t push too hard.
Erin frowned.

He?

She didn’t need to ask.

Erin:
If Act Two doesn’t work, it gets changed.
Three dots appeared almost immediately.

Then disappeared.

Then reappeared.

Finally:

Unknown Number:
You haven’t met him yet.
Erin’s fingers hovered over the screen.

A slow, deliberate smile spread across her face.

Erin:
Then he hasn’t met me either.
She set the phone down, closed the script, and stood.

Seven a.m. would come fast. And with it, the beginning of something that could either launch her career—or end it before it truly began.

Erin stretched, rolling her shoulders, feeling the weight of the night settle into her bones.

Impossible actor.

Broken script.

No time.

Perfect.

She grabbed her jacket, already running through revisions in her head, already rewriting scenes that hadn’t even been shot yet.

For the first time in a long time, Erin felt it—that sharp, electric edge of possibility.

Whatever happened next, she wasn’t going to play it safe.

Not with this.

Not with him.

Not with anything.
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Chapter 2 – The First Meeting
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The studio lot was already alive when Erin arrived.

It wasn’t just busy—it pulsed. Golf carts zipped past in every direction, assistants clutched clipboards like lifelines, and somewhere in the distance, a director was shouting about lighting as if the sun itself had personally betrayed him.

Erin stepped out of the car, clutching her bag and the heavily marked script, and took it all in.

This was it.

Not her cramped apartment. Not quiet rewrite gigs sent over email. Not invisible work.

This was the machine. Big, loud, unforgiving—and, if she played it right, exactly where she was meant to be.

“Erin?”

She turned to see a young production assistant jogging toward her, headset slightly crooked, eyes wide with urgency.

“Yeah.”

“Lila sent me. We’re already behind, so—” he gestured vaguely toward a large soundstage. “They’re waiting.”

“Of course they are,” Erin muttered.

She fell into step beside him, weaving through cables and crew members, the air thick with tension and expectation.

“Quick heads-up,” the assistant added, lowering his voice. “He’s in a mood today.”

Erin didn’t need to ask who he was.

“Good,” she said.

The assistant glanced at her, confused. “Good?”

“I’d be worried if he wasn’t.”

That didn’t seem to reassure him.

They stopped outside Stage 4. The massive doors were partially open, revealing a constructed set inside—dim lighting, carefully arranged furniture, the illusion of a world waiting to be brought to life.

“This is you,” the assistant said, already backing away. “Good luck.”

Erin exhaled slowly.

Then she walked in.



The first thing she noticed was the silence.

Not the absence of sound—there were still murmurs, footsteps, the hum of equipment—but a shift. The kind that happens when everyone is aware of someone’s presence.

Her gaze followed that invisible line of attention.

And landed on him.

Bruno Vega stood near the center of the set, script in hand, surrounded by people who looked like they were trying very hard not to breathe too loudly.

He wasn’t what Erin expected.

Or maybe he was—but sharper. More defined.

Tall, composed, dressed simply but with an ease that made it look intentional. His dark hair was slightly disheveled, like he’d run a hand through it one too many times. His expression was focused, unreadable.

But it was his presence that struck her.

Not loud. Not showy.

Controlled.

Every movement deliberate. Every glance calculated.

This was a man who knew exactly how much space he occupied—and chose how to fill it.

As if sensing her gaze, Bruno looked up.

Their eyes met.

For a brief second, the rest of the room disappeared.

Then it snapped back into place.

“Erin,” Lila’s voice cut through the moment as she approached. “You made it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Erin said, tearing her attention away from Bruno.

“Good.” Lila’s smile was tight. “Let’s get this over with.”

Over with.

That was encouraging.

They crossed






































































































































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





