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Movie Producer

Chapter One: The Internship
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Vanessa Reed tightened her grip on the leather strap of her satchel as she stepped through the towering studio gates of Silverline Pictures, trying to ignore the way her heart pounded against her ribs.

This was it.

The opportunity she had dreamed about through four relentless years of film school, sleepless nights, student productions, and endless cups of stale coffee.

Her internship on the set of Burning Horizon, the latest blockbuster from legendary producer Bill Hartman.

She paused just beyond the gates, taking in the organized chaos around her.

Crew members hurried across the lot carrying lighting equipment and costume racks. Golf carts zipped past with assistant directors barking schedules into headsets. Massive trailers lined the curb, each one bearing the names of actors Vanessa had only ever seen on giant screens.

The air buzzed with urgency, ambition, and the faint scent of coffee and hot pavement.

Vanessa inhaled slowly, steadying herself.

She had imagined this moment a thousand times.

Hollywood.

The real thing.

Not the polished glamour of red carpets and acceptance speeches, but the machinery beneath it all—the exhausting, exhilarating process of making movie magic.

And somewhere in the center of it all was Bill Hartman, one of the most powerful producers in the industry.

She had studied his films in class.

Every aspiring filmmaker had.

He was famous for turning impossible projects into box office gold. Directors feared disappointing him. Actors craved his approval. Assistants whispered that he could make or break a career with a single conversation.

He was brilliant.

Demanding.

Untouchable.

Vanessa squared her shoulders and headed toward the production office trailer, determined not to let her nerves show.

Inside, the atmosphere was even more frantic.

Phones rang nonstop. Production assistants shuffled paperwork from one desk to another. A woman with a headset thrust a clipboard into Vanessa’s hands before she could even introduce herself.

“You’re the new intern?” the woman asked briskly.

“Yes. Vanessa Reed.”

“Good. I’m Dana, production coordinator. Sign these NDA forms and then head to Stage Twelve. Stay out of everyone’s way, keep your eyes open, and if someone asks for coffee, get coffee.”

Vanessa nodded quickly.

“Got it.”

Dana gave her a distracted smile.

“Welcome to the circus.”

Vanessa signed the forms, clipped on her temporary badge, and hurried toward Stage Twelve.

The soundstage doors opened into another world.

A sprawling desert set stretched beneath the warehouse ceiling, complete with artificial rock formations, military tents, and giant industrial fans blasting warm air to mimic desert winds. Cameras rolled on tracks while crew members adjusted lights suspended from towering rigs.

Vanessa stopped for half a second, awestruck.

It was magnificent.

Then someone nearly collided with her.

“Move!”

She jumped aside as two grips rushed past carrying equipment.

“Sorry,” she muttered, cheeks warming.

She forced herself into motion, scanning for anyone who looked like they needed help.

A harried assistant director was arguing with a script supervisor near the monitor station.

“No, that can’t be right,” the AD snapped. “We’re already behind.”

Vanessa lingered nearby, trying not to be obvious as she watched the playback screen.

The lead actress staggered across the desert set in a torn jacket, stopping beside a prop jeep before delivering a dramatic line.

The director called cut.

The crew reset.

The script supervisor frowned at her notes.

“Something’s off in the scene transition,” she said.

The AD rubbed his temple.

“We don’t have time.”

Vanessa glanced again at the monitor.

The actress had been wearing goggles around her neck in the previous setup.

Now they were gone.

Before she could stop herself, Vanessa spoke.

“The goggles.”

The AD turned sharply.

“What?”

“In the previous shot,” Vanessa said, her voice suddenly very small under the weight of several irritated stares, “the actress had goggles hanging around her neck. In this one, they’re missing.”

The script supervisor blinked, then checked her notes.

“Oh, damn. She’s right.”

The AD cursed under his breath.

“Reset wardrobe!”

Vanessa immediately wished she could disappear.

Then a deep male voice behind her said, “Who caught that?”

She turned.

And for one disorienting second, everything around her seemed to fade.

Bill Hartman stood only a few feet away.

He was taller than she expected, broad-shouldered, commanding without needing to raise his voice. His dark gray shirt was rolled at the sleeves, revealing strong forearms, and the silver at his temples only sharpened the intensity of his features.

His gaze settled on her.

Steady.

Assessing.

Vanessa swallowed.

“I did.”

Bill studied her for a long moment.

She felt absurdly exposed under those sharp blue eyes.

“You’re the intern?”

“Yes.”

One corner of his mouth lifted.

“Most interns spend the first day trying to be invisible.”

Vanessa tried to ignore the sudden heat in her cheeks.

“I wasn’t trying to interrupt.”

“But you did,” he said.

Her stomach dropped.

Then he added, “And you saved us from a continuity error that would’ve cost thousands in reshoots.”

The AD gave her a grudging nod.

Bill stepped closer, not enough to invade her space but close enough that she caught the subtle scent of cedar and expensive cologne.

“What’s your name?”

“Vanessa Reed.”

“Film student?”

“Yes.”

“Which school?”

“USC.”

He nodded once.

“Good eye, Vanessa Reed.”

The simple praise sent a ridiculous flutter through her chest.

“Thank you.”

Bill turned back to the crew.

“Let’s move.”

The set burst back into motion, the interruption forgotten by everyone except Vanessa, who stood rooted for a second longer.

Bill Hartman had noticed her.

She told herself it didn’t matter.

She was here to learn, to work, to prove herself.

Nothing else.



The next few hours flew by in a blur of errands.

Vanessa fetched revised script pages, coordinated lunch orders, delivered call sheets, and stayed alert for any task that needed doing.

No job was too small.

She had worked too hard to be here to act precious.

By late afternoon, her feet ached and her blouse clung uncomfortably to her back, but adrenaline kept her moving.

As the crew prepared for another setup, Dana rushed toward her.

“Vanessa, we need the revised sides delivered to Mr. Hartman’s office trailer now.”

Vanessa took the folder.

“I’ll do it.”

Bill’s office trailer sat apart from the others, larger and quieter.

She climbed the steps and knocked.

“Come in.”

She stepped inside.

The contrast to the noisy set was startling.

The trailer was sleek and elegant, with dark wood finishes, framed movie posters, and a large desk covered in neatly stacked production documents.

Bill sat behind the desk, reading over budget reports.

He looked up.

For a moment, Vanessa forgot why she was there.

Without the chaos of the set around him, he seemed even more formidable.

And more attractive.

Which was ridiculous.

He was old enough to be—

She shut the thought down immediately.

“I have the revised script pages,” she said.

He gestured for her to bring them over.

She crossed the trailer, hyper-aware of every step.

He took the folder but didn’t look down right away.

Instead, his gaze stayed on her.

“How’s your first day?”

She let out a nervous laugh.

“Terrifying.”

That earned the faintest smile.

“That’s normal.”

“I’m trying not to mess anything up.”

“You will,” he said calmly. “Everyone does.”

She blinked.

“That’s supposed to make me feel better?”

“It should. The trick is learning fast.”

She smiled despite herself.

“Yes, sir.”

His brow lifted.

“Don’t call me sir.”

“Sorry.”

“Bill is fine.”

The use of his first name felt strangely intimate.

“Okay... Bill.”

Something unreadable flickered in his expression.

He leaned back in his chair.

“Dana says you haven’t stopped moving all day.”

“I didn’t come here to stand around.”

“No,” he said, his voice quieter now. “I can see that.”

The compliment warmed her.

“Thank you.”

He glanced at the pages, then back to her.

“You caught that continuity error because you were paying attention. That matters.”

Vanessa shifted under the weight of his attention.

“I just love this. Films. Stories. Being part of something bigger.”

For the first time, the hardness in his expression softened.

“I remember feeling that way.”

“You don’t anymore?”

He gave a humorless smile.

“After thirty years in this business, the feeling changes.”

Vanessa tilted her head.

“But it’s still there.”

He looked at her as though the answer mattered.

Then he nodded slowly.

“Yes. It’s still there.”

A strange silence settled between them.

Not awkward.

Charged.

Vanessa became suddenly aware that they were alone.

That Bill Hartman was looking at her with an intensity that made her pulse quicken.

Then someone knocked sharply on the trailer door.

“Bill, we’re ready for you on set.”

He looked away first.

“I’ll be right there.”

The spell broke.

Vanessa stepped back.

“I should go.”

Bill stood.

“You did well today, Vanessa.”

Her breath caught.

“Thank you.”

As she turned to leave, he added, “Be on set at seven tomorrow. And keep paying attention.”

She glanced back.

“I will.”

Outside the trailer, the evening air felt cooler against her flushed skin.

She descended the steps in a daze.

She told herself the rapid beat of her heart was from excitement.

From ambition.

From the thrill of being taken seriously by a man whose work she admired.

That was all.

It had to be.

Because Bill Hartman was her boss.

Because men like him did not notice women like her.

And because the dangerous spark she had felt in that trailer was the kind of thing that could ruin everything if she let it.

Still, as Vanessa walked back toward the soundstage, one thought refused to leave her mind:
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Bill Hartman had looked at her like she mattered.
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And somehow, that felt like the beginning of something she wasn’t prepared for.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: First Impressions
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Vanessa arrived on set the next morning fifteen minutes early, clutching a coffee she barely tasted and trying to ignore the nervous flutter in her stomach.

The studio lot was already alive.

Production assistants hurried between trailers with clipboards tucked under their arms. Electricians adjusted lighting rigs on Stage Twelve. Makeup artists, costume assistants, grips—everyone moved with the urgency of a machine already in motion.

Vanessa had barely slept.

Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Bill Hartman leaning back in his office chair, looking at her with those cool blue eyes and telling her she had done well.

It was ridiculous that such a small moment had stayed with her.

She was an intern.

He was one of the most powerful men in Hollywood.

The only thing she should be focused on was proving she belonged here.

Still, as she stepped onto the soundstage, she found herself instinctively scanning the room for him.

She spotted him near the monitor station, already in conversation with the director and cinematographer.

Even from across the set, Bill commanded attention.

He wore another dark button-down with the sleeves rolled up, his expression sharp and unreadable as he reviewed the morning’s shot list. People listened when he spoke. Adjustments were made instantly. No one questioned him.

Authority radiated from him effortlessly.

Vanessa tore her gaze away and headed for Dana.

“Morning,” Vanessa said.

Dana handed her a tablet without preamble.

“Good. Bill requested you assist production today.”

Vanessa blinked.

“Me?”

Dana raised an eyebrow.

“Don’t look so shocked. He noticed you.”

Vanessa’s pulse jumped.

“In what way?”

Dana smirked slightly.

“Relax. He thinks you’re competent.”

Vanessa nodded quickly, embarrassed that she had asked.

Dana pointed toward the equipment area.

“Script revisions need to be distributed to cast and department heads. Then wardrobe needs these continuity photos uploaded to the shared drive. After that, report to Bill.”

Vanessa took the tablet.

“Got it.”

She threw herself into the tasks, moving quickly but carefully.

She delivered revised pages to the actors’ trailers, updated the digital files for wardrobe, coordinated with the assistant director, and returned to set within forty minutes.

Bill was reviewing camera angles on the monitor when she approached.

“I finished the revisions and uploaded wardrobe continuity,” she said.

He looked at her.

“Already?”

“Yes.”

He held out his hand.

“The tablet.”

She handed it over, trying not to fidget as he reviewed the files.

After a moment, he gave a short nod.

“Efficient.”

Relief loosened the tension in her shoulders.

“Thank you.”

He handed the tablet back.

“Come with me.”

Vanessa followed him across the set toward video village, trying to keep her expression neutral while her mind raced.

Bill stopped beside a folding table scattered with schedules and call sheets.

“The second unit’s behind,” he said. “I need updated schedules coordinated with transport and wardrobe before lunch.”

Vanessa hesitated.

“Me?”

Bill folded his arms.

“You know how to read a production schedule?”

“Yes.”

“Then figure
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