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Women in Hollywood are just pretty faces. But Silvia Bradshaw
knows that’s a lie, and she’s ready to be treated as an equal and
prove her worth as one of Hollywood’s newest film editors.

T Love

She and Ben Mason had worked together as editors before Silvia
got her big break, so he’s the perfect person to ask for feedback on
her first major film. But even as their friendship begins to blossom
into something more, a lawsuit surfaces, jeopardizing both Ben and
Silvia’s jobs—as well as their fledgling romance. Audrey Hepburn
once said: “The most important thing is to enjoy your life—to be
happy—it’s all that matters.” Silvia agrees. Or she used to. It’s one
thing to risk her job and her heart, but can she really risk Ben’s, too?
Does she have the right to make decisions for her own happiness
when they affect so many other people?

The ga)reaé‘asf

With everything to lose, Silvia meets Ben for breakfast at his favor-
ite diner, Tiffany’s, for one last conversation before the credits roll

on true love.

“Wright does contemporary romance right.”
—PuBLISHERS WEEKLY

“Delightfully fun and refreshingly sweet.”
—BooxkLisT

A satisfying and sweet contemporary romance.”
—FOREWORD REVIEWS
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“I'm not going to ler anyone put me in a cage.”

—Holly Golightly, played by Audrey Hepburn
in Breakfast at Tiffany’s

Audrey Hepburn was haunting me. She had been ever
since I was a child. Not in the literal sense. No wispy spirit
trailed behind me everywhere I went or anything like that—
at least, I didn’t think so—but we were connected, Audrey
and I, because she died from cancer on the same day I lost
my right eye to that same monster. She had been sixty-three;
I was five. Likely the connection wouldn’t have been all that
remarkable except the TV from the nurses’ station across the
hall was loud, and the news coverage focused on one story.

The one story where Audrey died.

My five-year-old mind feared I would be cancer’s next
victim. After all, it had already taken my eye. And it had
taken a woman the nurses had loved well enough to cry over.

“She was an amazing woman,” said one nurse.

“And so brave,” said another.
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I imagined cancer lurking through the dark hallways and
sneaking into my room to steal my life like it had stolen hers.
People say I shouldn’t be able to remember that day so clearly
because I was so little, but I bet if they had lost an eye, the
details would stick out in their memories, too.

The surgery was not the most frightening part of losing
my eye. The scariest part was when night came and the hospi-
tal noise quieted to whispers. I imagined cancer hiding under
my bed or behind the monitors that glowed and beeped in
the dark. With only half my vision available to me, how was
I supposed to see when cancer attacked? Every noise from the
hallway or squeak from the frame of my own bed sent my heart
rate speeding enough that nurses came in to check on me. I
was glad to see them come and devastated when they left again.

Alone in the dark, I thought of Audrey. In my mind, I
pictured a beautiful woman in long, white, glowing robes. I
gave the ghost woman a sword and a shield and imagined her
at the foot of my bed, keeping watch over me. The ghost of
Audrey conjured by my imagination battled the cancer lurking
in my closet and under my bed. She fought back death for me.

Only then, with this picture of a woman guarding me
firmly fixed in my mind, did I finally go to sleep.

Thankfully, cancer didn’t collect anything more from me
than the eye. But I still worried—even when the doctor re-
leased me from the hospital. Later, when she fit me with my
prosthetic eye, she asked me what I was going to name it.

“Name?” I asked. “Why would I name an eye?”

“It will make it personal to you so you'll take better care
of it.”

I didn’t know exactly what she meant, but coming up
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with a name was easy. “Audrey,” I said. The name of my mid-
night protector.

Though I slowly grew out of the idea of Audrey as my
guardian angel, Audrey-the-eye remained my constant com-
panion.

Audrey-the-eye went through many iterations over the
years as I grew and had to upgrade to larger models. When I
was twelve, my parents gave in to my tantrums and let me get
a version with a star-shaped pupil.

That was the year Grandma commented that it was fit-
ting for me to want a star for my eye since I'd named my eye
after a star.

When I asked her what she was talking about, she ex-
plained that Audrey was a movie star—not just an eye, not
just a random person who died from cancer. She wasn't even
just a star. She had been #he star. The one woman to teach
other women how to be.

“She taught us to reach for the moon in a way that would
make the moon want to reach back,” Grandma had said.

“Sounds like a horror film, Grandma.”

Grandma had glared at me. “Don’t be sassy.”

She was perturbed that I had the audacity to name an eye
after Audrey Hepburn when I didn’t even know about her
movies. So for my twelfth birthday, I got a starry eye and an
education on the film My Fair Lady. The movie had the lon-
gest beginning of nothing but names and music that anyone
had ever been forced to endure, and I almost sneaked out of
the living room, but Grandma had zebra cookies baking, so I

decided to stick around until they came out of the oven. The
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credits finally ended, and actors bustled out in front of the
camera, hit their marks, and froze.

I froze, too, standing in front of the television, mesmer-
ized by the scene cuts, the music, and the smudged flower
girl. It was the first time I noticed camera angles and how the
movie cut from one actor or actress to the other.

Grandma and I stayed up late to finish the film, and I left
Grandma’s house with bloodshot eyes—well, oze bloodshot
eye, since I only had one—but perfect vision. I knew what I
was going to do for the rest of my life. I was going to make
movies, and it was all because of Audrey.

Which was why I felt like I could blame her for my mess
of a life when, years later, I landed a job as Portal Pictures’
newest assistant film editor, and things weren't as awesome as
I'd hoped. Audrey-the-ghost-protector had become Audrey-
the-poltergeist-getting-me-into-trouble.

I sat in the editing studio and checked the digital wall
clock, the one patterned after Portal Pictures” first science-
fiction film, and tightened my mouth to keep from saying
something that would make Grandma scowl at me.

He'd said he'd meet me here so we could go to the sound
studio together.

He'd promised he'd be on time today, and though com-
mon sense told me that #hat was a bald-faced lie, I'd held out
hope.

When I received an out-of-the-blue text from Ben
Armstrong, who had been my boss when we'd worked to-
gether at a much smaller film studio, asking me how it was
working with the illustrious Dean Thomas, I wanted to write,

“I wouldn’t know, since he’s a serial no-show.” What I actually
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sent was, “Great! Thanks for helping me get this job! You'll
never know how much I appreciate you helping me get this
chance.”

And I did appreciate it. My career meant everything to
me. | wanted to climb until there were no mountains left.
I wanted to make films that mattered—ones that had stay-
ing power in the minds and hearts of audiences everywhere.
I wanted to make movies like My Fair Lady. Like the hun-
dreds of other movies that inspired me through film school
and kept me inspired even after job hunting had become
awful. But now that I'd landed a job—with Ben’s help—at a
high-profile studio, it felt like I was babysitting, not creating
iconic films.

Sending the text decided it: Dean Thomas was going to
show up today because I did not want my text to Ben to be
a lie.

I pushed back from the editing panel and stood. “Let’s
figure out where you've gone off to this time, Mr. Thomas.” I
was only twenty-seven years old, and the phrase “I'm too old
for this” played on constant repeat in my head.

I marched to where Adam, Dean Thomas’s personal assis-
tant, sat at his desk and guarded the way to the boss’s office.
As soon as Adam saw me, his face flushed as red as his hair,
and he put up his hands as if to defend himself from my
attack. “I swear I reminded him, Silvia.”

I jabbed a finger at the closed door. “Is he even in there?”

Adam stood, apparently anticipating that I was about to
barge in uninvited. He stepped in my way. “He s in there,
but he’s busy.”

“Busy with what?” I kept my voice to a whisper-yell.

5
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“The only thing he has to do is the stuff /2e been doing for
him and the stuff youve been doing for him. Between the two
of us, he’s completely unnecessary. We should fire him.”

Adam frowned in confusion. “But he’s the boss. And I
don’t know what he’s doing. He just told me he wasn't to be
disturbed.”

“Are you kidding? We're supposed to be meeting the
sound director today. Dean said he'd be there for this meet-
ing. How do you think it looks when I have to tell these
people that their film editor is too busy to meet with them?”

Adam shrugged. “Take good notes.”

I'd never punched someone before, but Adam was tread-
ing on dangerous ground with me. I glared as hard as a one-
eyed woman could glare. “You do know that when I asked
Dean if we could have a post-production assistant because I
saw we had it listed in the budget, that he told me you were
the office assistant and that I was to use you. Do you want to
be the one to ke good notes, or do you want to step aside so
I can fetch Dean?”

Adam moved.

I sucked in a deep breath of courage, knocked on the
door, and then entered before he could tell me to go away.

Dean had his head bent over his laptop. I could see the
way his dark hair was thinning on top, revealing a shiny scalp
under the carefully combed lines. He looked up from his lap-
top and growled, “Adam!”

Adam poked his head around the doorframe.

“What part of ‘I'm not to be disturbed’ did you miss?”

I cut in before Adam could speak. “I'm sorry, Mr.

Thomas, but we have a meeting with Bronson, the sound
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director.” I added Bronson’s job description because Dean’s
blank look indicated he had no idea who I was talking about.
Of course, he had to know Bronson, but Dean’s increasingly
erratic behavior meant I couldn’t depend on anything. “He
wants to discuss the musical score we've planned.”

“If we've already planned it, what's there to discuss? You
have my notes. Surely you can manage the follow-up meet-
ings without me holding your hand.”

I refused to look away from his challenging gaze. The fact
was, | did have his notes. And they were useless. Which meant
that it was a good thing / had taken copious notes during our
last meeting with Bronson. Dean had spent the whole time
drawing stick figures shooting each other or stabbing each
other. I tried not to read anything into the art, but when I
mentioned the stick figures to my friend Emma, she bought
me a can of pepper spray to keep in my purse. Just in case.

“Bronson’s asked to speak with you directly, sir. And we're
also supposed to visit the set today to talk to the director and
the script supervisor. They’ll be waiting for us at the video
village. I was also wondering if we could let the DP know
the slate isn’t getting its fair share of screen time. Some of the
shots are too dark to see it properly, and it would be great if
we could get more of the slate in the shot.”

“You don't bother the director of photography with slate
details, Sara. Call the assistant cameraman. I'm sure you have
his number—or do I need to get that for you, t00?”

“It’s Silvia, sir. And I do have the number. I have called
the assistant cameraman, and the slate is still a problem. If
you could mention it—"

Dean narrowed his eyes at me as he lumbered to his feet.

7
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“Look, new girl, 've worked with these guys for a lot of years,
and the slate has never been an issue before, which means the
problem is likely not with them.”

I shut my mouth with a clack of teeth before I said all the
things in my head. New girl? Really? He called me new girl
even though hed just heard me say my name? And for him to
imply that the slate fault was mine?

But at least he was standing. That was movement in the
right direction.

I forged ahead. “Also, with production under way, the
DIT is sending the raw footage dailies faster than I can pro-
cess them. Have you thought any more about the second as-
sistant film editor position we discussed last week?”

“DIT?” Adam whispered to me.

“Digital imaging technician,” Dean answered, proving
he was listening to at least one of us. “Look, I know you're
new, which means you're still trying to figure out my pro-
cesses, so listen up. 'm not someone who gives in to the idea
that an assistant needs an assistant. The redundancy is ridic-
ulous.” He slid his jacket off the back of his leather chair and
shrugged into it.

I should have let the conversation go. He didn’t like to
be contradicted, but he wasn’t helping with the dailies at all.
I was the assistant, which meant I was there to assist someone
else and not do the job entirely on my own. “But the budget
allows for—”

He pinned me to the spot with a single sharp glance
before he resumed fixing his jacket collar. “Budget? Just be-
cause something is budgeted doesn’t mean it’s needed. Don’t

be frivolous with other people’s money. You're the assistant,
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which means we don’t need another assistant, because we al-
ready have one. If you don't like it, maybe this won't work out
for either of us.”

I closed my mouth again. But this time I kept it closed.
At least Dean was walking in the direction of the sound stu-
dio. I had to celebrate the little things.

When we got to the studio, Dean held out his hand to
Bronson and flashed a smile I barely remembered from when
I'd had my interview with the man. I swear that interview was
the one and only time Dean Thomas had ever really looked
at me. Dean gave Bronson a one-armed hug and clapped him
on the back. “Good to see you, good to see you!” Dean never
used Bronson’s name, which made me wonder if he really
didn’t remember. He never seemed to remember mine.

Bronson had us listen to a variety of needle drops that
he felt added to the emotion of the film before he took us
through a full list of the sound effects he intended to use.
He'd marked the script for each sound cue.

“At our last roundtable, I also took some notes of some
sound effects I thought might work really well for the mood
Danny said he wanted.” I offered up my iPad.

Bronson was excited to see my notes and to hear my
ideas. He played with the sound board to create a few of the
sounds I suggested then nodded and scribbled some notes of
his own. Together, we talked about some of the more creative
Foley work we'd heard throughout our careers and laughed at
how something like a chair scraping back on a cement floor
could create a monster growl.

Dean laughed along with us and added suggestions of his

own that sounded like he was being unique and original at
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first, but when analyzed, were simply different ways of re-
stating something Bronson or I had already said. I tried not
to sigh at that, or at the way he chummed with Bronson as if
they were good friends.

Going to the actual set was more of the same. Dean shook
Danny’s hand like they were long-lost brothers. “Danny, it’s
so good to see you. How’s filming going? The weather re-
schedules haven’t seemed to hold you back any.”

Hed only known about those delays in exterior shots be-
cause I'd told him.

Danny laughed, his brown hair spiked up in a way that
was both stylish and whimsical, which matched his personal-
ity. He was a director who was easy to get along with as long
as your vision for his movie matched his vision.

Dean had a knack for making it seem like his vision was
in perfect alignment.

The problem was he had no idea what Danny envisioned
because he'd never worked on any part of this project so far.
Not one part of this film had Dean’s stamp of approval on it.
Not one scene had any mark of Dean Thomas and his edito-
rial work. I doubted he had even read the script.

I realized Dean wasn’t going to step aside and allow me
to take part in the conversation, so I stuck my hand out and
said hello.

“Hello, Silvia, nice to see you,” Danny said. He then
turned to Dean and said, “You trust this girl with a whole
lot of responsibility. She’s been meeting with us regularly
and seems to have a good handle on what she’s doing. Girl’s

got a sharp head on her shoulders. It’s a pity she’s an editor.
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She'd have made a great actress with eyes like that. She’s got
Audrey’s eyes.”

I started at the reference. It was something my grand-
mother said often. My mom and dad said it on occasion.
Every now and again, even strangers mentioned my eyes.
But in the movie business, the place where Audrey Hepburn
would be most recognizable, few people ever mentioned my
dark, slightly olive-shaped eyes, and even fewer made the
comparison. It made me laugh when people told me I had
Audrey’s eyes since one of my eyes was named Audrey. If they
only knew.

“Thank you, Danny, but I realized a long time ago that
my acting skills were nonexistent,” I said. “I do my best work
after the filming has been handled by the professionals.”

He waved away what he looked at as false modesty.
“Anyone can be taught to act, but you can’t teach someone to
have eyes like yours. You're either born with it or you're not.
You, Silvia, were born with it.”

I didn’t bother telling him that I might have been born
with it, but I didn’t get to keep it for very long since one of
those eyes he admired so much went missing two and a half
decades earlier. If he couldn’t tell a glass one from a fake one,
who was I to correct him?

“Have you seen her movies?” Danny asked. “You should
do some research on her. You really do look like her.”

I had seen her movies—or several of the major ones, any-
way. When [ was a film student, they were homework, but my
relationship with Audrey had become complicated over the
years. Yes, I had named my eye after her, but when I thought

of her, I could still remember the fear of the phantom cancer
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lurking in my hospital room, a fear that had never quite gone
away.

“I hear she was great,” Danny continued. “You know,
they say she used to bring chocolate for the entire cast and
crew while on set, paid for with her own money.”

“Really? I didn’t know that.” I gave a laugh. “Sounds like
someone I could be friends with.”

“Orr sisters, with eyes like that.”

Dean shook his head and stepped forward enough to put
himself between Danny and me. “Now don’t go giving the
new girl a big head,” Dean said. “The last thing I need is a
starlet hoping for a big break. I need someone who can work
seriously.”

“You've definitely found that. All Silvia does is work. You
guys are keeping up with the dailies nearly as fast as we’re
sending them. Between your team and Bronson’s team, things
are going well. You cannot know how much I appreciate that.”

Dean smiled, but he didn’t make any sign of agreement
regarding my work habits. He also didn’t comment that his
team was a one-woman show.

Danny continued, “I really need you guys to keep up the
pace.”

Dean made a joke about taking away my breaks and
lunches, which irritated me enough to need a distraction, so I
turned to the sound mixer and gave him my most apologetic
smile. “I hate to ask this, but could you do me a favor? The
walkie-talkies are getting too close to the mics during filming
and creating pops in the sound. They aren’t too bad, and I
was able to scrub them out of the raw footage for the last two

days, but it’s a lot of detail work. 'm worried I might not be
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able to clean them out in the future. Could you tell the crew
to keep their distance from the set during filming? I know
they need their walkies, but it could be a real issue if we don’t
take care of it now.”

The sound mixer nodded and said hed talk to the crew.

“Cheese thirty!” A woman from craft services brought
over a tray filled with fruits, cheeses, and crackers, and left it
on a stand near Danny’s director chair.

Danny and Dean, deep in conversation, didn’t seem to
notice the food.

I edged closer. I wanted to hear whatever they deemed
important enough to discuss in such hushed tones.

Danny’s creased brow and firm jaw let me know he was
giving Dean a stern talking-to. “I'm bringing this up because
of what Silvia mentioned about the walkie pops. I know
youre working hard. Silvia keeps in good contact with us as
we're doing the dailies, but Christopher has made this clear:
we can have no more interruptions. Karl-Erik’s skimboarding
accident was a delay we couldn’t afford. The first cut pretty
much needs to be a final cut. The studio won’t allow any fur-
ther delays.”

“A final cut on the first round is ridiculous,” Dean said.
“Nobody expects that. Postproduction is just as important as
filming. You gotta ask yourself, do you want it fast, or do you
want it right?”

Danny’s hands splayed out in helplessness. “I hear what
you're saying, but Christopher is adamant. He expects it both
fast and right if you want a job.”

Dean stiffened. He didn’t like being threatened. I didn’t
like it either. My job was on the line, too.
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Danny shook his head, making his crazy hair wave back
and forth. “It’s not my place to say this to you, but it’s better
to know what Christopher is thinking. I like knowing where
I stand. I figured you would want the same.”

“Sure. Sure,” Dean said. “Thanks for the heads-up.”

Danny clapped his hands together and said, “Well, now
that that’s settled, let’s enjoy cheese thirty! Then we can look
at today’s footage.”

Christopher showed up soon after and confirmed every-
thing Danny had said. Only Christopher was far less friendly
in the message delivery.

On the way back to the studio, Dean ground his teeth
together and stayed relatively quiet. Relief flooded me. If
Christopher and Danny expected final-cut quality on the first
pass, Dean would have to involve himself in the process. He'd
step up and take some of the work off my shoulders.

We passed through the guardhouse and parked the car,
and Dean exited the vehicle without a word.

“Mr. Thomas?” I said, hurrying to catch up with him. I
mentally rolled my eyes at myself calling him “Mr. Thomas”
and “sir” as if he was someone to respect. But in my short
time working with him, I knew this man—or at least I un-
derstood his type. He clung to the old Hollywood ways where
women were to be looked at, not looked up to. It was past
time for that to change, in my opinion.

He opened the glass doors leading into the studio. I
barely squeezed through before the doors swung closed; Dean
hadn’t bothered holding them open, even knowing I was
right behind him.

When he made a right turn to his office instead of left to
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the editing studio, I called out to him. “We have a lot of work
to do if they want a final cut in a first-cut time frame.”

He didn’t even glance back to me. “Yes, you do.”

“Mr. Thomas”

Realizing I'd pretty much yelled at him, he stopped and
turned in my direction. “Do you have something you need to
say to me?”

I had lots of things I needed to say to him. I wanted to
say that he was a misogynistic monster. I wanted to tell him
his lazy behavior disgusted me. I wanted to explain that steal-
ing the hard work and ideas of others and passing them off as
his own made him a vulture.

Instead, I said, “Do you intend on taking part in this film
at all?”

He stepped closer, close enough I could see the bloodshot
eyes of a man whod hit the bottle too hard for too long. “I
did my part. I hired you.”

I lifted my chin, my chest tightening with the anger that
burned through my entire midsection. “And you believe that’s
enough to earn your name in the credits when they roll?”

His chin came up as well. He stretched his neck and
squared his shoulders. With a breath that looked like he was
about to unleash a torrent of anger in my direction, he turned
left in the direction of the editing studio.

I closed my eyes and balled my shaking hands into fists
before following him. Round one to me.

The sad thing about rounds was that winning one didn’t
mean anything in the grand scheme of things.

A couple weeks later, with Dean still being hit-and-miss

on coming into the editing studio, and me finding I actually
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hated working with him on the days he did show up, we had
a blowup because I needed him to sign off on some of my
scene choices, but I was insisting he actually see the footage
first. He was hungover and angry.

“You know . . .” His gravelly voice had lowered to a tone
that sounded dangerous. “I've often found that those who are
dependent on the opinions of others are fairly weak. Show
me any assistant film editor, and I will show you a man who
would jump at the chance to work without someone breath-
ing down his neck.”

I caught the insinuation. A man wouldnt be bothering
him with the trivialities of the job.

But I wasn’t bothering him with trivialities. This job be-
longed to him. My job was to assist him.

I lowered my voice to match his tone. “So you're fine
with me doing my job and yours?”

He narrowed his eyes. “I resent you saying that.”

“I resent doing it. So I guess that makes us even.” Holding
my ground with him looming over me in my personal space
took all my effort. I thought about the shooters and stabbers
he drew when he should have been taking notes, and won-
dered why he was so angry all the time. “I'm actually surprised
you don’t want to do your job.” The statement alone would
have definitely earned me a sharp reprimand had I let him
respond. “At some point, you had to have cared. You wouldn’t
have moved into this position if you hadn’t been good at your
work. So what’s the problem here? What happened to you?”

His nostrils flared, and his eyes widened at my unmistak-

able belligerence. “You don’t know anything about my life or
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my work. Just do what you're told if you want to still have a
job!”

With that, he fled the office.

I sank into my chair, wishing I'd become a carpenter or
maybe a private detective or even a lion tamer, because work-
ing in Hollywood was a nightmare.

The problem with my particular nightmare was that
there was no leaving. I would never be able to wake up to a
more pleasant reality. No one ever told me that Hollywood
came with no exits. They never mentioned that I could
drown in Hollywood dreams. For me, making movies was an
addiction stronger than any other known substance. All T had
ever wanted was to be a part of making films that were like
Audrey’s My Fair Lady.

Which was why this was all her fault. I slammed my fist
on the table, took a deep breath, and got back to work.

Because hate it or love it, I had a deadline to meet. I was
a strong, independent woman whod somehow managed to be
put into a cage with bars forged of ambition and fear.

Thanks for nothing, Audrey Hepburn.
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