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Chapter 1 – Behind the Spotlight
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Dana Morrison stood in the middle of wardrobe studio three, surrounded by silk, sequins, steaming irons, and the constant hum of people too busy to notice her.

She liked it that way.

The costume department at Silver Crest Studios was always alive before sunrise. Racks of designer gowns rolled across polished floors, assistants hurried with clipboards in hand, and somewhere in the background a director was already shouting about schedules. It was chaotic, demanding, and endlessly exhausting.

And Dana loved every second of it.

She ran her fingers along the sleeve of a midnight-blue evening gown, smoothing out an invisible wrinkle before pinning the hem into place. The gown was elegant, dramatic, and worthy of the leading actress who would wear it in the studio’s next major romantic drama.

Dana had designed it herself.

Well... mostly.

Officially, the design credit would go to Marissa Vale, the head costume designer whose name would appear in the film credits, in magazine interviews, and on every glamorous award season list. Dana’s contribution would be buried somewhere under “assistant costume designer,” unnoticed by almost everyone.

Again.

“You’re doing that thing.”

Dana glanced over her shoulder to find her best friend and fellow wardrobe assistant, Lena Torres, balancing two coffees in her hands.

“What thing?” Dana asked.

“The staring at the dress like it personally betrayed you thing.”

Dana let out a quiet laugh. “I’m not staring.”

“You are,” Lena said, handing her a cup. “And you’re thinking about how Marissa is going to take credit for your work.”

Dana accepted the coffee with a sigh. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Liar.”

Dana took a careful sip, letting the warmth settle her nerves.

Of course it mattered.

She had come to Hollywood three years ago with a sketchbook, a suitcase, and impossible dreams. She imagined creating breathtaking costumes for films that would make audiences believe in magic. She imagined her name attached to beauty.

Instead, she steamed dresses, fixed torn hems, fetched coffee, and watched other people get praised for her ideas.

Still, she stayed.

Because every now and then, in the swirl of fabric and color, she caught a glimpse of the life she wanted.

And that glimpse was enough to keep her going.

For now.

“Dana!” Marissa’s sharp voice cut across the room.

Dana straightened immediately. “Yes?”

Marissa Vale swept into the studio like she was walking a runway, dressed in black designer slacks and impossible heels. Her sleek blonde hair was pinned perfectly in place, not a strand out of line.

“The fitting schedule changed,” Marissa said briskly, handing Dana a tablet. “The lead actor is arriving early, and I need you in studio one.”

Dana skimmed the schedule and froze.

Flin Ryder – 9:00 a.m.

Her pulse skipped.

“Me?” she asked before she could stop herself.

Marissa arched a brow. “Is there a reason you can’t handle it?”

“No, of course not.”

“Good. His wardrobe for the gala scene needs adjusting. Be professional, be quick, and please don’t act like one of those ridiculous fans.”

Dana nodded, trying to ignore Lena’s grin from across the room.

As Marissa walked away, Lena rushed over.

“Flin Ryder?” she whispered loudly. “As in the Flin Ryder?”

Dana gave her a warning look. “Please don’t start.”

“He’s only the hottest actor in Hollywood right now!”

Dana rolled her eyes, but heat rose to her cheeks.

She knew exactly who Flin Ryder was.

Everyone did.

He was on magazine covers, billboards, interviews—Hollywood’s newest obsession. Tall, dark-haired, and effortlessly charming, Flin had gone from indie-film darling to leading man in less than two years. Fans adored him, critics praised him, and the media followed him everywhere.

Dana had seen the headlines, but celebrity worship had never interested her.

At least, that was what she told herself.

“Relax,” Lena teased. “Just try not to faint.”

Dana laughed nervously. “I’m not going to faint.”

“Sure.”

Dana grabbed the garment bag containing Flin’s tailored tuxedo and headed for studio one, willing her heartbeat to slow.

It was just another fitting.

Another actor.

Another job.

But the moment she stepped into studio one, she knew this wasn’t going to feel ordinary.

The room was quieter than the main wardrobe department, with soft lights, mirrors framed in gold, and racks of immaculate formalwear lining the walls. Dana carefully hung the tuxedo near the fitting platform, checking every seam.

She was adjusting the cufflinks when the door opened.

“Hope I’m not late.”

The voice was low, warm, and undeniably familiar.

Dana looked up—and forgot how to breathe for half a second.

Flin Ryder stood in the doorway in jeans, a gray T-shirt, and an easy smile that somehow looked even better in person than it did on screen.

He was undeniably handsome, yes, but that wasn’t what caught her off guard.

It was the way he looked at her.

Not past her.

Not through her.

At her.

“No,” Dana said quickly. “You’re right on time.”

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him.

“Good,” he said. “Because I’ve already been yelled at twice this morning.”

Dana blinked, then laughed softly before she could help it.

Flin smiled wider, and for a moment the room felt smaller.

“I’m Dana,” she said, setting down her clipboard. “I’ll be handling your fitting.”

“Nice to meet you, Dana.”

He said her name like it mattered.

Ridiculous, she told herself.

He was an actor. Charm was part of the job.

Still, she felt oddly nervous as she unzipped the garment bag.

“This is for the gala scene in the final act,” she explained, pulling out the black tuxedo. “We just need to check the fit and make a few adjustments if necessary.”

Flin took the jacket and looked it over appreciatively.

“This looks incredible.”

Dana smiled politely. “Thank you.”

“No, really,” he said. “The detailing is amazing.”

She hesitated.

“Marissa designed it.”

He glanced at her, as if noticing something in her tone.

“But?” he asked.

Dana immediately shook her head. “No but.”

A knowing smile touched his mouth, but he didn’t push.

He disappeared behind the changing screen, and Dana used the moment to steady herself.

She was reacting like an idiot.

He was attractive, yes, and unexpectedly kind, but she had work to do.

When he stepped out wearing the tuxedo jacket, Dana’s professional instincts took over.

The fit was nearly perfect, though the sleeves needed shortening and the shoulders needed slight adjustment.

She stepped closer, focusing on the jacket.

“Raise your arms, please.”

He obeyed.

Dana pinned the sleeve carefully, trying not to notice how close they were.

“Do I pass inspection?” he asked lightly.

“Almost.”

“Harsh.”

She smiled despite herself.

“You actors are dramatic.”

He placed a hand over his heart. “I’m wounded.”

Dana laughed, then immediately felt self-conscious for laughing so easily.

But Flin only seemed pleased.

“You know,” he said, “you’re the first person in wardrobe who hasn’t treated me like I’m made of glass.”

She looked up. “Should I?”

“No. It’s refreshing.”

Dana stepped back to examine the fit.

“Most people probably assume movie stars expect special treatment.”

“And what do you assume?”

The question caught her off guard.

She met his eyes, searching for arrogance, vanity, anything rehearsed.

“I assume,” she said slowly, “that being famous must be exhausting.”

For the first time, his teasing expression faded into something more genuine.

“That,” he said quietly, “is probably the most honest answer I’ve heard in months.”

Dana looked away first, suddenly aware that the room had become too intimate.

She cleared her throat.

“The jacket will be ready by tomorrow.”

“Great.” He hesitated. “Dana?”

“Yes?”

“Since you’re clearly the one who knows what she’s doing... can I ask your opinion on the rest of the wardrobe?”

She blinked. “My opinion?”

“Yeah. I want to know if the clothes fit the character.”

No actor had ever asked her that.

Most came in, got fitted, and left without learning her name.

But Flin was standing there waiting—like her answer mattered.

She glanced at the mood boards pinned near the mirror.

“The wardrobe is elegant,” she said carefully. “But your character starts the film emotionally guarded. The suits are too polished at the beginning. They make him seem confident when he’s supposed to feel distant.”

Flin listened intently.

“And later?” he asked.

“Later, once he falls in love, the style should soften. Less rigid tailoring. Warmer fabrics. Something that shows he’s changed.”

Silence followed.

Dana’s stomach twisted.

Maybe she had said too much.

Then Flin smiled.

“That’s brilliant.”

Relief rushed through her.

“You really think so?”

“I do. You understand the character better than half the people I’ve talked to.”

Her cheeks warmed.

“Thank you.”

A knock interrupted them, and one of the production assistants opened the door.

“Flin, they need you on set.”

He nodded. “Be right there.”

He turned back to Dana, still smiling.

“Thanks for the help.”

“Of course.”

He moved toward the door, then paused.

“Oh, and Dana?”

“Yes?”

“That tux?” He touched the lapel. “Whoever designed it is talented.”

Before she could answer, he added softly,

“But I have a feeling the best ideas were yours.”

Then he walked out.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Dana stood frozen in the quiet room, staring at the place where he had been.

No one had ever looked at her work—and seen her.

Not Marissa.

Not the studio executives.

No one.

Yet somehow, after less than thirty minutes, Flin Ryder had noticed what everyone else overlooked.

The thought sent a strange warmth through her chest.

She shook her head, forcing herself back to reality.

He was just being nice.

That was all.

And yet, as she carefully removed the pins from the tuxedo sleeve, she couldn’t stop smiling.

For the first time in a very long time, Dana felt visible.

Outside the fitting room, Hollywood glittered with stars—actors, directors, icons whose names lit up screens and billboards.

Dana had always believed she was destined to remain in the shadows behind them.

But as she held the jacket in her hands, her heart whispered something she hardly dared believe.

Maybe the spotlight was not as far away as she thought.

And maybe, just maybe, meeting Flin Ryder was the beginning of everything changing.
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Chapter 2 – The Unexpected Star
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Dana spent the rest of the afternoon trying to convince herself that the strange flutter in her chest meant nothing.

She worked through racks of gowns and suit jackets, checked measurements, and organized fittings for the next day, but her thoughts kept circling back to the same moment.

“I have a feeling the best ideas were yours.”

No one had ever said anything like that to her before.

In Hollywood, assistants were invisible unless they made mistakes. Dana had learned to accept that quietly. Recognition belonged to people with famous names, executive titles, or faces that appeared on giant posters outside theaters.

Not to people like her.

Yet Flin Ryder had looked at her as if she mattered.

“Okay, that smile is getting ridiculous.”

Dana looked up from the garment rack to find Lena leaning against the worktable, arms crossed and grinning.

“I’m not smiling,” Dana said automatically.

Lena laughed. “You’ve been smiling at a tuxedo jacket for five minutes.”

Dana quickly turned back to the clothing rack, pretending to adjust the hangers.

“It was just a fitting.”

“Uh-huh.”

“It was.”

Lena moved closer, lowering her voice dramatically.

“You were alone in a private fitting room with the hottest actor in Hollywood for half an hour. And now you’re smiling like the lead in a romance movie.”

Dana rolled her eyes, but her cheeks warmed.

“He was nice, that’s all.”

“Flin Ryder was nice?”

“Yes.”

Lena stared at her with exaggerated suspicion.

“And?”

“And nothing.”

Lena leaned forward. “Dana.”

Dana sighed, giving in.

“He complimented the wardrobe designs.”

“That’s it?”

“And... he said he thought some of the ideas were mine.”

Lena’s eyes widened.

“He noticed your work?”

Dana nodded.

“Wow,” Lena said softly, her teasing fading. “No wonder you look like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like someone finally saw you.”

Dana looked down, smoothing a nonexistent wrinkle in the tuxedo sleeve.

The truth in Lena’s words hit harder than she expected.

“Yes,” she admitted quietly. “It felt like that.”

Lena smiled gently.

“Well, maybe this Flin guy is smarter than the rest of them.”

Dana laughed under her breath.

“Don’t start making this into something it isn’t.”

“I’m not saying it’s something,” Lena said, though the sparkle in her eyes suggested otherwise. “I’m just saying that if a gorgeous movie star notices your brilliance, maybe the universe is trying to tell you something.”

“The universe needs better hobbies.”

Lena laughed, but before she could reply, Marissa strode into the room.

“Dana, I need the revised gala wardrobe delivered to set,” she said briskly.

Dana straightened. “Now?”

“Yes. Flin requested to see the updated options before tomorrow’s shoot.”

Dana blinked.

“He specifically asked for the revised designs?”

Marissa gave her an impatient look.

“Yes, and unless you want me to carry them myself, move.”

Dana quickly gathered the garment bags, but inside, something warm bloomed again.

He had asked to see the revisions.

The set for Falling for
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