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Chapter 1 – The Girl Behind the Seams
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In Hollywood, everyone wanted to be seen.

Shahrin had built her life around staying invisible.

The studio lights in Stage 14 at Warner Bros. Studios burned white and merciless, flattening everything into something more dramatic than real life. Sets were illusions. Streets were plywood. Mansions were scaffolding and paint. Even emotions, she’d learned, could be stitched together like fabric panels—convincing from a distance, fragile up close.

She preferred the costume department.

Back there, tucked behind the towering soundstages and guarded by rolling racks of silk and wool, things were honest. Fabric didn’t lie. It either fit or it didn’t. It either tore or it held.

Shahrin stood over a cutting table, chalk between her fingers, marking the hem of a midnight-blue wool coat. The coat belonged to the lead character of the studio’s newest high-budget romantic drama, Midnight Inferno. It also belonged to the man currently plastered across half the billboards on Sunset Boulevard.

Shawn.

She pressed her lips together as she measured twice before cutting. She didn’t dislike celebrities. She just didn’t understand the fever around them. The screaming. The obsession. The way grown adults cried because someone with perfect lighting smiled in their direction.

She’d grown up loving movies for the stories, not the stars.

“Shahrin,” her supervisor called from across the room, juggling a tablet and three garment bags. “Fitting in fifteen minutes. Don’t be late. He’s already on set.”

He.

As if there was only one man in Hollywood worth specifying.

“I won’t,” she replied calmly.

Inside, though, her stomach tightened.

Not because she was star-struck.

Because fittings were intimate.

Actors stepped into characters in that room. They stood still while she adjusted collars and cuffs. She saw the imperfections fans never would—the uneven shoulders, the faint scar near a collarbone, the way confidence flickered when cameras weren’t watching.

It was her favorite part of the job.

It was also the most dangerous.

She finished the hem, trimmed the loose thread, and held the coat up to the light. The fabric caught it beautifully—deep, rich, powerful without being loud.

Good.

Let him be the loud one.
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The hallway outside the fitting suite buzzed with assistants, stylists, and PR representatives. Someone was arguing about a schedule change. Someone else whispered about a paparazzo spotted near the back gate.

Shahrin slipped inside the fitting room and arranged everything with precise efficiency. Shirt. Trousers. Coat. Shoes aligned perfectly.

She didn’t look at her phone.

She didn’t google him.

She refused to be one of those women who knew his favorite coffee order before meeting him.

The door opened without warning.

And there he was.

Shawn didn’t enter rooms quietly. Even without trying, he altered the air.

He was taller than she expected. Broader. Less polished. His dark hair was slightly tousled, like someone had run a frustrated hand through it. He wore a simple white T-shirt and jeans, no entourage hovering behind him.

But the room still shifted.

For half a second, her pulse stumbled.

Then she recovered.

“You’re early,” she said, glancing at the clock.

His mouth curved slightly, amused. “That’s not something I hear often.”

His voice was lower than interviews suggested. Rougher.

She gestured to the garment rack. “We’ll start with the shirt and trousers.”

No giggling. No breathless stammering.

Just instructions.

He studied her for a beat longer than necessary.

“You’re not going to ask for a selfie?” he asked lightly.

She met his gaze, steady. “I don’t mix work with fandom.”

A flicker of something—interest?—crossed his eyes.

“Good,” he murmured. “Neither do I.”

He stepped behind the screen to change.

Shahrin exhaled slowly.

Get a grip.

She’d dressed actors before. Big names. Rising stars. Overconfident newcomers. None of them had made her heartbeat tap quite like that.

It wasn’t attraction, she told herself firmly.

It was proximity to fame.

That glow people talked about.

It would fade.

When he stepped back out wearing the trousers and shirt, she moved into professional mode. She circled him once, assessing fit, noting where the fabric pulled.

“Lift your arms,” she instructed.

He did.

She adjusted the shoulder seam, fingers brushing the fabric near his collarbone. Warmth radiated through the cotton. She focused on the stitching, not the man inside it.

“You altered the silhouette,” he observed.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Your character doesn’t chase people,” she replied without hesitation. “He waits. The coat needs structure to reflect that.”

Silence.

Then, quietly, “Most designers just ask what brand I want.”

“I’m not most designers.”

His reflection in the mirror sharpened.

No, she wasn’t.

He moved closer to the mirror, examining himself. “You read the script?”

“Three times.”

A beat.

“Did you like it?”

“It has potential,” she said honestly.

He huffed a small laugh. “That’s diplomatic.”

She reached for the coat. “Put this on.”

He slipped his arms into the sleeves. The fabric settled over his frame like it had been waiting for him.

She stepped forward to adjust the lapels.

That was when it happened.

Someone outside the room shouted her name. She turned too quickly, her elbow catching the small table beside her.

Her coffee—still half full—tipped.

Time slowed.

The paper cup fell in an elegant arc.

And landed squarely against the front of Shawn’s pristine white shirt.

Dark brown bloomed across the fabric like a disaster in slow motion.

The room froze.

She stared at the spreading stain.

He stared at it.

“Oh no,” she breathed.

For one wild second, she imagined headlines:

Unknown Designer Assaults Hollywood’s Golden Boy With Caffeine.

She grabbed a towel, pressing it against the shirt. “I’m so sorry. I’ll replace it. It’s my fault.”

He looked down at her hands, then at her face.

And then—

He laughed.

Not a controlled, media-trained chuckle.

A real laugh.

Warm. Unexpected. Free.

“It’s just coffee,” he said.

“On a white shirt.”

“I’ve survived worse.”

She stepped back, mortified. “You should change. I’ll get another.”

Instead of moving away, he caught her wrist lightly—not restraining, just stopping her frantic motion.

“Relax,” he said softly.

The touch lasted only a second.

But it was enough to send a quiet spark up her arm.

She pulled her hand back, regaining composure. “I don’t relax when I ruin expensive wardrobe pieces.”

“I’ll tell them I tripped,” he offered.

“That would be lying.”

He tilted his head. “You don’t like lying either?”

“No.”

Another slow smile.

“This is refreshing.”

She arched a brow. “Spilling coffee on you is refreshing?”

“No. You are.”

Her throat tightened.

Dangerous territory.

She turned briskly toward the rack. “I’ll get a replacement shirt.”

As she moved, she caught a glimpse of him in the mirror—still watching her.

Not with irritation.

With curiosity.

And that unsettled her more than anger would have.

—
[image: ]


By the time the fitting ended—successfully, without further beverage catastrophes—the hallway outside had grown louder.

“Shawn!” someone called urgently. “We need you on set. Now.”

He shrugged into his jacket, glancing at Shahrin one last time.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

She paused.

Most of them didn’t bother to remember.

“Shahrin.”

He repeated it, slower. “Shah-rin.”

The way he said it made it sound rare.

Like something worth keeping.

“Thank you,” he added.

“For what?”

“For not looking at me like I’m a headline.”

Before she could respond, he stepped out into the chaos.

The door closed behind him.

Silence returned.

Shahrin stood still, staring at the faint coffee stain on the discarded shirt.

Her pulse hadn’t settled.

She pressed a hand to her chest, annoyed with herself.

It was nothing.

Just another actor.

Just another fitting.

Just another day in Hollywood.

But as she cleaned up the mess and smoothed the coat one final time, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted.

Outside, cameras flashed.

Inside, threads tightened.

And somewhere between illusion and reality, a seam had quietly begun to pull.

She had spent years perfecting costumes for love stories that weren’t hers.

She had never once imagined stepping into one.

Yet as she replayed the warmth of his laughter in her mind, she felt something dangerously unfamiliar bloom in her chest.

Not fandom.

Not ambition.

Something softer.

Something reckless.

And if she wasn’t careful—

She might be the one unraveling next.
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Chapter 2 – Hollywood’s Golden Boy

[image: ]


By noon, the internet had already decided who Shawn was supposed to be that day.

He scrolled through the headlines from the backseat of a black SUV inching down Sunset Boulevard.

Shawn Looks Tired After Late-Night Mystery Date.
Is He Rekindling Things With His Ex?
Sources Say Wedding Bells Soon.
He hadn’t been on a date. He hadn’t seen his ex in months. And wedding bells felt like a punchline in a joke he didn’t remember telling.

He locked his phone and leaned his head back against the leather seat.

Outside the tinted windows, cameras flashed anyway.

The driver muttered, “They’ve been following since Chateau Marmont.”

“Of course they have,” Shawn replied flatly.

He used to find it thrilling. The noise. The attention. The feeling that every sidewalk he stepped on mattered. Back when his first film premiered and crowds screamed his name, it had felt like proof that he existed in a way most people never would.

Now it felt like being hunted.

He closed his eyes briefly.

Somewhere along the way, the world had stopped seeing him as a person and started seeing him as a storyline. Every friendship was a rumor. Every smile was evidence. Every woman who stood within three feet of him became a “source close to the actor.”

And relationships?

Those were contracts disguised as romance.

He’d tried real once. Three years ago. Flowers without photographers. Quiet dinners. A beach trip no one was supposed to know about.

By the end of it, there were drones hovering over the water.

He hadn’t tried real since.

The SUV pulled into the secured entrance of Warner Bros. Studios, gates closing firmly behind them.

For a brief second, silence.

No shouting.

No flashes.

Just the hum of industry.

“Call time’s in ten,” his assistant reminded him.

Shawn nodded and stepped out.

Crew members buzzed around Stage 14. Set pieces were being adjusted. Someone argued about lighting angles. The controlled chaos of filmmaking had its own rhythm—one he understood far better than the rhythm of his own personal life.

He liked acting because it was honest in its dishonesty.

You knew it was pretend.

Unlike everything else.

He walked toward wardrobe for a quick adjustment before shooting. He wasn’t scheduled for another fitting, but something about yesterday lingered in his mind.

Shahrin.

He’d met hundreds of designers. Stylists. Tailors. They usually oscillated between two extremes—overly eager or overly intimidated.

She had been neither.

She’d spoken to him like he was a body wearing fabric. Nothing more. Nothing less.

It had been... unsettling.

He pushed open the wardrobe door.

She stood at the cutting table again, sunlight from the high windows catching faint gold tones in her dark hair. She wasn’t dressed like someone trying to impress anyone—simple blouse, sleeves rolled slightly, pencil tucked behind one ear.

Focused.

Unaware of being watched.

For a moment, he didn’t announce himself.

He simply observed.

There was something
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