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      PROLOGUE

      
        It was a thing a lot of people did, right? The ‘solemnly staring out of the car or train window and pretending to be in a movie’ thing. Bonus points if it was raining. I fully blamed myself for starting to do it on that one scene from 
        The O.C.
        , and of course rain always just made it all the more dramatic.
      

      
        I’d never been able to pinpoint the moment when something in me said, “I wanna be an actress,” but I knew that all the drama from the shows I’d watched as a teenager had definitely nudged me in that direction.
      

      
        It had been a bit like, “I 
        hate
         drama in real life, but wouldn’t it be so much fun to play pretend and shout at someone or make a scene 
        and get paid for it?
        ” At least that’s what I’d thought back then.
      

      
        Now that I was only a few years away from turning thirty, it was not only about getting to enact the drama, the fighting, the arguments. Those were actually the easiest things to do. The calm, emotional, dark, and deep stuff – that’s what got to you.
      

      
        Had I watched tons of Oscar-winning movies, wondering how I would fare if I got to play a role like the ones in those? Hell yeah I had, and I was not ashamed to say so. Was it a dream of some kind to ever win one? In my humble opinion, everyone who has said, “It’s not about that,” wasn’t being fully honest, but who was I to know? And I certainly didn’t judge anyone who set winning an Oscar as their goal – after all, it was still 
        the
         award to win in this profession.
      

      
        But what was I even talking about? I made it sound as if I had an actual acting career instead of usually just being an extra in the background. Oh, and – of course – a corpse once. What a résumé!
      

      
        And because that’s how my acting career was going, I was currently on my way to being yet another extra, this time in Tony Chen’s new movie. When did that guy become such a star anyway? Suddenly he’d been popping up everywhere, making movie after movie after movie.
      

      
        Casting directors and fans loved him equally, which was part good looks and part raw talent. And you know what? Good for him! He actually deserved it.
      

      
        It had gotten so far that fans had started rallying for him to be the next James Bond – which of course had led to many discussions on how JB wasn’t Asian-Italian-American but the cliché white guy.
      

      
        Personally, I wouldn’t mind if he played Bond, but give him a few more years before that. In my opinion, not that anyone important cared about it, he was a little too young now. Then again, if we changed things up, why not make JB a few years younger? Tony would be great – he oozed that Bond charm and could easily wrap women around his little finger. And men, probably.
      

      
        So anyway, here I was on my way to set in mid-October, and it was pouring, I would probably look like a drowned cat by the time I got there, and I didn’t even know what my job would be. Or jobs. I had been told to be there for two days but that was about all they had given me.
      

      
        Given that this was a proper Hollywood production, the pay wasn’t bad but could be better, and as long as my name showed up 
        somewhere
         in the credits, I wouldn’t complain. And one could always dream about being discovered on set and ending up being the next big movie star, right? RIGHT?
      

      
        And just in case I was about to become the next big thing, let me tell you something about me.
      

      
        My name is Dania, I’m twenty-seven and a proper Los Angelean. I have seen oh so many people come and go, trying to achieve their dreams. Some have succeeded but most have lived in a constant state of flux, trying to make ends meet while waiting for their big break.
      

      
        The day I had cautiously mentioned becoming an actress to my parents at age sixteen, I had known I would never be one of those people. My parents had told me, “You can try, but only after you get a proper education and find a job you can support yourself with.”
      

      
        And of course, by “proper education” they hadn’t meant anything concerning the arts. Acting lessons on the side were fine, but I also had to raise any money for those by myself. And this hadn’t been because my parents didn’t want to support a wild dream, but because they simply couldn’t afford it.
      

      
        My dad’s parents had come from Cuba, mum’s from Trinidad and Tobago, so my parents both were second-generation immigrants and knew the struggle better than a lot of people. And then there’d been me, a cute, loud, small, bi-racial (and no half-white) teenager with a head full of wild black curls and filled with an even wilder dream.
      

      
        People did look at me, confused, and I could often tell that they didn’t know where to place me, but since I did take a lot more after Dad than Mum, the usual take was Latina, and I left it at that.
      

      
        But whenever I got another “No” for an acting job, it did make me wonder if my skin color had been a factor in their decision. On a few rare occasions I had actually been told so, and what was there to say other than, “It really sucks”?
      

      
        But then there were people like my name-sister, Dania Ramirez, who had played a fricking Latina Cinderella, the aforementioned Tony Chen, and of course so many more. Whenever I thought of them, the fire in me was re-lit, and I wanted to show all the nay-sayers that we were here, we were good and worthy and wouldn’t be pushed aside.
      

      
        Okay, where was I? Right. My parents had been smart enough to see that struggle coming, and while I had chosen a profession that was artsy, me becoming a graphic designer was something they had been able to get behind, especially when I’d found a job surprisingly fast. As an added bonus, I got to work remotely, so when I got auditions, I could work on the way or simply push it all a bit the way it suited me best. It was pretty much perfect, and I actually liked my job a lot. But it wasn’t my dream job which is why I was sat on this train.
      

      
        Tony Chen, whom I probably wouldn’t even get to see, here I come.
      

    

  
    
      CHAPTER 1

      
        I 
        did end up being quite dry, since the rain had mostly stopped w
        hen I arrived on set and was assigned my first role – random party girl at a club. They gave me a bright pink dress and insane heels before a lovely and ridiculously young girl came to do my hair and asked if I was okay doing my own make-up.
      

      
        “Sure thing.” I suppressed a sigh and an eye roll and reached for my make-up bag. Even on sets as big as this, I couldn’t rely on them having foundation in the right shade for me, and so I always brought my own.
      

      
        The place was crawling with pretty, dressed-up young people, and it was glorious. I wish I could have said, “All colors, shapes, and sizes”, but … This was still Hollywood, after all. At least “all colors” did apply, so that was nice.
      

      
        Also, very Hollywood: they had built their own nightclub, and it was 
        huge
        . They basically let us warm ourselves and the building up, and so we started dancing without any cameras rolling. It lasted for about thirty minutes before they suddenly turned the music off and the lights on.
      

      
        We all blinked into the bright light like vampires, and the murmurs immediately started. Everyone was confused. And they got more confused when a bunch of people who looked important started walking in and separated us women from the men. To say they lined us up for an inspection sounds wrong – but they did. Row by row, they picked out one or two girls and ushered them to another side of the building.
      

      
        “You, in the pink dress – come over here,” a woman shouted in my direction.
      

      
        Wait, what? I looked down at my dress, just to be sure they were talking to me.
      

      
        “Yes, you.”
      

      
        Okay, she really meant me. I shrugged and started moving towards the other women who had already been separated from the crowd, looking at one confused face after another. When there were maybe twenty-five of us, the important people – honestly, I had no idea who any of them were – lined us up once again, kept looking at us and mumbled among themselves until the girl at one end of the line dared to ask, “What’s going on here?”
      

      
        “One of you is getting promoted,” said the woman who had picked me out. “Anyone not up for an actual, albeit still silent, role in this movie?”
      

      
        It stayed dead silent. No surprise, everyone had ambitions. I unintentionally straightened my already straight back and looked all those people across from me in the eyes, one by one. If there was something I was good at, it was keeping eye contact. Staring contests had always been my strong suit.
      

      
        They kept talking quietly among themselves for a few more minutes, while constantly looking towards us, before they apparently came to a decision and fully turned to face us again. I noticed the girl next to me shake in anticipation and actually felt a bit bad when they pointed towards ME. But just a tiny bit.
      

      
        My heart started racing, and a hot flash went through my entire body. ME. Okay, me and two others, but still. The others were white, pretty and, to say the least, stupidly hot. One of them had a soft, wavy, dark-blonde bob, the other one shook a ridiculous red mane, and then there was me.
      

      
        A part of me immediately started to compare the three of us and wondered what the hell had gone through their minds when picking us. Another part, my own fully grown inner Dania-support-cheerleader, yelled, ‘Who cares? You were picked! We love that! They have good taste.’
      

      
        The rest of the girls were sent back to the other extras while the three of us were led to another room and asked to sit down. They wrote down our names before they left, and then we waited. And waited.
      

      
        At one point, the redhead got up and started pacing. It was amazing to see how easy she made it look in shoes even higher than my ridiculously high ones.
      

      
        “Would you stop that?” the blonde asked. “You’re making me nervous.”
      

      
        “Sorry. I just hate waiting and even more so when I have to sit still.”
      

      
        I understood them both well but forced myself to stay out of it and to sit still. I leaned my head against the wall behind me and closed my eyes.
      

      
        “Dania?”
      

      
        I opened my eyes again. Apparently, I had spaced out enough to not hear someone else come into the room. It was a woman in her mid-thirties, maybe. So many women worked on this set – I loved it. And she looked just like you’d imagine it: a headset on, and all the gadgets on her, including a clipboard in her hand.
      

      
        “Here,” I said and stood up.
      

      
        “Come with me, please.”
      

      
        With pleasure, I thought, and followed her out of the room and down some hallways, until she finally pointed towards a door to our right.
      

      
        “Just go inside. They’re waiting for you.”
      

      
        “All right, thanks,” I replied, wondering who “they” were. I knocked on the door before I opened it and found myself facing the people who had sorted through us earlier.
      

      
        They offered me a seat at their table, and I was sat across from them, so it felt like a proper job interview. What the hell? Finally, the one who had picked me started to explain. To this day I don’t know her name, so when talking about her, I just call her Heidi. I have no idea how that name popped into my head.
      

      
        “Sorry for this strange process, but we’re in quite a rush.”
      

      
        That was obvious from how fast she talked. I just nodded.
      

      
        “One of our featured extras had to cancel on us last minute, and now we need someone to step up and take her position. We picked the three of you, and you’ll all have to do a quick chemistry test before we make a final decision. The part you’d be playing is alongside Tony Chen.”
      

      
        Oh? OH!
      

      
        “His character comes to the club, you two meet, drink, dance, kiss, and eventually leave together. It will be a relatively short sequence in the movie, and all ‘conversations’ will be drowned out by the music playing in the club, so whatever you say into each other’s ear doesn’t matter. We just need proper chemistry between the two of you. Do you feel up for it?”
      

      
        Heidi was good at keeping eye contact as well. I nodded firmly. “No problem.”
      

      
        “Great. Let’s bring in Tony then.”
      

      
        The woman next to Heidi also wore a headset and accordingly gave the order into her microphone. A little later, the door opened and in came Tony, who seemed more amused than stressed out by the situation. Probably because it wasn’t his money running through their fingers with every minute they spent looking for someone new to star alongside him.
      

      
        I stood up and shook his hand.
      

      
        “Hi. Dania,” I introduced myself while having a proper internally shrieking fangirl moment. Good grief, that man was even more handsome in person. And 
        tall
        .
      

      
        “Nice to meet you. I’m Tony,” he said with that typical Tony-smirk the world had gotten so used to. “Ready to jump in?”
      

      
        “Hell, yeah.”
      

      
        Tony chuckled at my reply, and I took that as a good sign while being immensely relieved that I had managed 
        not
         to say, “I was born ready.” Ugh, the cringe that would have come with that.
      

      
        Someone turned on club music, probably to set the scene, and Tony offered his hand.
      

      
        “You can dance, right?”
      

      
        “I can,” I said as I took his hand and let him pull me closer.
      

      
        “Good.”
      

      
        Even in my heels I felt short compared to him, but it was a good height difference in my humble opinion. And while I had always thought so, he actually had such a charming and, well, sexy, vibe that I didn’t really have to pretend that I was enjoying this.
      

      
        Tony leaned his head down to my ear. This movement, and having his face this close to mine, instinctively made me bite my lower lip. Without even saying anything he went back to his regular posture, and we locked eyes.
      

      
        Why was this perfect stranger making me feel all the feels all of a sudden? His brown eyes did not leave mine when he tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. Such a movie-move. And yet, a gesture so light and weirdly intimate it literally gave me goosebumps.
      

      
        “All right. I think we’ve seen enough.”
      

      
        Heidi’s voice snapped me away from a very improper thought, and I silently thanked her for stopping things right here. I took a step away from Tony and turned to the table.
      

      
        “Thanks, Dania. We’ll get back to you ASAP.”
      

      
        “All right.”
      

      
        Tony winked at me when he opened the door to let me out, and I cursed myself for the fact that this simple gesture made me feel all tingly.
      

      
        I wasn’t led back to the other two girls but into a tiny room just a few doors down. That was good; almost a relief. I needed some alone time now.
      

      
        To me, it had felt like amazing chemistry, but it dawned on me that I literally hadn’t done any acting in there, which led to a wave of self-doubt and anger at myself. I couldn’t let any actor, even Tony, get to me like this if I wanted to succeed in this job. Focus! I needed focus.
      

      
        On a whim, I took off the heels, and now it was me who started pacing. There was no clock in the room, and I didn’t have my phone on me, so I had no clue how long I had been in there with them and then in here. Focus. Relax.
      

      
        I stopped my pacing, sat on a chair, and did a few breathing exercises to calm down again. There was literally nothing in this room but a table and two chairs, so I focused my thoughts on the work projects I needed to work on later at the hotel.
      

      
        While I was playing with ideas in my head, the door opened and the woman with her headset and gadgets peeked in. Only now, when she smiled at me, did I realize how young she was. She was definitely more my age than mid-thirties.
      

      
        “It’s time.”
      

      
        Almost forgetting my shoes, I stood up to follow her.
      

      
        “I should probably put these back on,” I said and waved the shoes around once I had picked them up. The woman nodded and waited while I fumbled with the straps. Seriously, who put those torture devices on willingly?
      

      
        After what felt like an embarrassing eternity, we started walking, right past the “audition” room. What the hell did that mean? We also didn’t go back to the first room, and my head took that as a bad sign. Confusion and self-doubt set in immediately. The woman didn’t talk to me, which I thought was probably for a reason, so I didn’t ask her any stupid questions or try small talk.
      

      
        Only when I saw a sign which said “Costume Department” and we went in that direction, did I dare to think that it was actually happening. When we reached a door, the woman held it open for me and finally spoke again.
      

      
        “Congrats. Have fun.”
      

      
        I felt my eyes grow wide as a guy came up to me and swiftly led me away and deep into the racks of clothes before I could say anything.
      

      
        “Dania, right?” he asked. “I’m Joe. We’ll have to find you a new dress. Fast.”
      

      
        My head was spinning way too much to fully understand what was going on.
      

      
        “Hold on a sec,” I finally got out.
      

      
        Joe stopped dead in his tracks and looked at me. “Yes?”
      

      
        “Just to clarify,” I started and cleared my throat, “you’re telling me I did get that ‘promotion’ and all?”
      

      
        He grinned at me, showing immaculate teeth. And then his words gave me the sweet, sweet relief.
      

      
        “Yes, girl, you did. Are you ready for it?”
      

      
        Was I? Well, absolutely. I just needed to calm my nerves a bit so excitement could kick nervosity’s butt.
      

      
        “Yeah, yeah, of course. I just wanted to make sure we’re all on the same page.”
      

      
        Joe chuckled. “I see. They’re literally throwing you into the deep end. Love that.”
      

      
        “That makes one of us,” I replied with a grin. “Anyway, you mentioned a new dress?”
      

      
        “Oh, yeah. That shade looks great on you, but it’s way too much for the new role. Come on.”
      

      
        It turned out that Joe already had some options at the ready. We quickly found a dark green dress with a deep cut in the back, which looked a lot classier than the pink one, and it fit perfectly.
      

      
        I was ushered straight to hair and make-up again after, where someone offered me water and coffee. After maybe ten minutes, the door opened and through the door came no other than Tony. He sat down in the empty chair next to mine while my hair was re-done.
      

      
        “How are you holding up?” he asked and shot me a tiny smile.
      

      
        “Good, I think. It’s not the day I expected to have, but who cares? This is great.” That wasn’t a lie. I was 
        excited
        .
      

      
        A full-blown smile lit up Tony’s face. “Love to hear that. And I get it. It’s a bit wild, but there are worse things that could happen to you on a movie set.”
      

      
        He didn’t smile like that a lot in photos, and, well, let’s just say he should. It was so warm and calming.
      

      
        “It almost sounds as if you’ve seen or been through some stuff,” I said quickly, feeling my cheeks heat.
      

      
        “Nah, luckily not, but one hears stories. I’m not even kidding when I say it’s only been good experiences on set so far.”
      

      
        “I’m glad to hear that. That’s so important.”
      

      
        “Definitely.” Tony paused for a moment and reached into his back pocket to take out a few pages. “I thought you might wanna read this. I’m not sure how much they already told you about our scenes together.”
      

      
        He handed me the loose pages from the script, and my heart jumped over how kind and thoughtful he was.
      

      
        “Thank you. I have a rough idea, but this will help immensely. I feel like nobody really had time to properly explain.”
      

      
        Tony shrugged. “Yeah, they got pretty stressed out finding a replacement and figuring out a new schedule. I mean, I’m just sitting around while they shoot something that was initially planned for later today.”
      

      
        “Oh.” Yep, that’s all I said in that moment, but Tony was kind enough to just go with it.
      

      
        “It’s all right. At least we get to talk a bit before, well …”
      

      
        He pointed towards the script and stopped talking to let me read it before they could start with my make-up. Kissing had been mentioned, but this was actually more hands-on than I had expected, and I couldn’t help it – I started laughing. What a weird day this already was.
      

      
        “All right. That’s gonna be fun.”
      

      
        I wanted to return the pages, but Tony shook his head. “Keep them. You know, to remember this moment.”
      

      
        “As if I could forget anything about this day,” I said dryly.
      

      
        “Fair. You’re good with all that, right?” His question showed he was concerned, caring. I liked this guy more by the minute.
      

      
        “It’s perfectly fine. Don’t worry.”
      

      
        “Just making sure. We have an intimacy coordinator on set. You’ll meet her right after this. If anything should make you uncomfortable, you tell her or you tell me, okay? From what it sounds like, I’ll have to get pretty handsy.”
      

      
        I was convinced he sounded a bit nervous, though his face didn’t show it.
      

      
        “There are worse things that could happen on a movie set,” I said with a cheeky smile, and Tony approvingly raised an eyebrow before we both laughed quietly. Then he was kindly kicked out so my make-up could be done in peace.
      

      
        ***
      

      
        I wasn’t supposed to go onto the club set before my scene so I wouldn’t be hot and sweaty before we even started, and that was fine with me. After a quick chat with the intimacy coordinator, I once again sat alone in a room, waiting, hearing the booming beat from the club set just a few doors down.
      

      
        I won’t lie; I was getting nervous while I waited, but I was also shivering with anticipation, excitement, and happiness. And I may have pinched myself a few times just to make sure this was actually happening.
      

      
        My phone was somewhere in a locker, so I couldn’t text or call anyone, which was weirdly okay for me in that moment. This was my thing, mine alone, at least for now. I could, and would, of course, tell my parents and Carly, my best friend and roommate, afterwards, but I also wanted to revel in it while it lasted.
      

      
        ‘And part of you is scared to fuck it up, so you don’t want to tell anyone about it before it even happens,’ the anti-cheerleader in my brain told me. I pushed that thought away. There was no time for negativity right now.
      

      
        When I was finally called in, it was 
        hot
         on that huge club set. And loud, which surprised me more than the temperature. Sure, I wasn’t supposed to have much of a conversation with Tony, but at this level I wouldn’t understand anything if he didn’t shout directly into my ear.
      

      
        My worries concerning that were met quickly though, because the moment Tony stepped on set, the volume was lowered. That’s what you could call power, right? And yes, I giggled to myself over this stupid thought. Tony and a few of his co-stars were placed at the bar and soon after, it was my turn to show up.
      

      
        I stepped up to the bar, batted my eyelashes and ordered a drink. While I waited, I let my eyes wander, and they met Tony’s. It took me some strength to keep a straight face, because the look he gave me was so porny, I almost started laughing again.
      

      
        But shit, it also 
        worked
         and made me feel all tingly once more. The scene went on, he came over, leaned down, and talked absolute nonsense into my ear that genuinely made me crack a smile, and I had to remind myself to leave it at that. It wasn’t the time for big smiles.
      

      
        We did a few takes to get all the angles in, and it was no surprise that it was the most fun I’d ever had on a set. Because we were already behind schedule and there was no additional time to waste, we quickly moved on to dancing. And it was nothing like in that audition room.
      

      
        Tony came closer than before. Our hips moved in unison, our hands constantly finding ways to touch each other. I had no idea if it looked good, but it sure 
        felt 
        good.
      

      
        When the time for the first kiss came, I felt Tony’s hand on my waist, giving me a little squeeze. When I looked up at him, I shot him a look that hopefully conveyed, “It’s all good,” because it was. I was ready. But what happened next I hadn’t seen coming.
      

      
        Tony leaned down, our lips met, and I felt the most insane butterflies in my chest and stomach, the strongest possible attraction to that man right there. I had to properly hold onto him to keep myself steady.
      

      
        My brain went both blank and into overdrive, wondering if I had ever had a kiss accompanied by such a rush of … everything before. I eventually forced myself to pull away, but the look on Tony’s face made me feel certain that he also felt some of what I had felt. While I was still holding onto him, we stood there for a few moments to gather ourselves before we heard the direction to “Go again”.
      

      
        Okay. But first I burst into laughter and, without even thinking about it, leaned my head against Tony’s shoulder. He put his arms around me, and I could tell he was laughing too, if not as manically as me.
      

      
        “You okay?” I heard his voice close to my ear.
      

      
        I took a deep breath, regained control over my face, and looked at him. “Yeah. Sorry. I don’t know where that came from.”
      

      
        “No worries at all,” he said with a tiny giggle. Yes, a 
        giggle
        . Tony, at six feet two inches tall, broad-shouldered, biceps moving under a tight shirt when he released me, had let out a 
        giggle
        . That almost did me in, because how ridiculously unreal could a moment feel?
      

      
        It didn’t matter though. I needed to act like a professional, and so we did the scene again. I would be lying if I said that it had only been a one-time thing and that the second kiss didn’t stir the exact same emotions. Or the third or fourth.
      

      
        Eventually we went on to the next scene and moved towards the exit for the final kisses. And when Tony, not so gently, pressed me against a wall, every thought in my head would have needed an NC-17 rating. None of my exes had ever gotten such a reaction out of me, but I guess it fit the overall theme of confusion for that day.
      

      
        When all was done and the director was happy with the footage, sadly I wasn’t given a proper chance to say goodbye to Tony. He was immediately rushed away for an outfit change.
      

      
        Heidi came up to me and updated me on the situation: my job was done. Done-done. I would get the equivalent pay of two days’ worth of onset presence for the additional work I had done that day, but I could go home, since they didn’t want to risk having my face in any other scenes.
      

      
        This made sense, but it still left me a bit sad. I didn’t want to leave yet. Time had gone by so quickly, and while I was fully aware of how much I had accomplished, it felt as if I had arrived on set just an hour ago.
      

      
        In the costume department I found Joe again, and he had some time to chat and wanted to know 
        everything. 
        I kept the wild array of emotions I had felt during shooting out of it and just told him it went great, and about my laughing fit, which he absolutely loved. When Joe asked how I liked Tony, I was honest.
      

      
        “He seems wonderful and caring but also like a big flirt who likes to joke around in the appropriate moments.”
      

      
        “That about sums him up,” Joe agreed. “I hope he stays as down to earth as he is now.”
      

      
        “Me too.” I pretended to think for a moment, as if I hadn’t thought about asking the next question ever since we’d started talking. “So, this might seem like an odd question, but do you know where I can find him? I didn’t get a chance to thank him and say goodbye.”
      

      
        “You’re not coming back?”
      

      
        I shook my head. “Nope. First and final day. But since Tony’s been so kind to me, I didn’t wanna just leave without a word.” Joe side-eyed me, so I added, “This is not about being a fangirl who wants a moment alone with the pretty actor. I just want a proper goodbye. And a chance to thank him.”
      

      
        Joe seemed a bit less skeptical than before but not yet fully convinced, so I kept talking.
      

      
        “I won’t make a scene, cause him harm, or whatever else you’re worried about. Pinky promise.”
      

      
        After some consideration, Joe finally nodded. “Fine. But you didn’t hear it from me. His trailer is on the other side of the building. I can show you where it is, but only after you’ve given me back that dress.”
      

      
        Fair deal. I changed back into the black jeans and white t-shirt I had worn to go there and thanked the heavens that I’d put on sneakers that morning. One more minute in heels and I would have started screaming.
      

      
        Joe looked me up and down when he saw me in that outfit, but he didn’t say anything. I decided to take it as an “approved but could be better” sign. He made me wait almost twenty minutes before he gestured me to follow him, and once again I was led through the massive building complex, wondering how the hell I would find my way back out later.
      

      
        When a few trailers were in sight, Joe pointed to the nearest, a concerned crinkle in his forehead. “That one. Be good, and don’t get me in trouble. You promised.”
      

      
        “Yes, I did. Thank you, for everything. It’s been a pleasure.”
      

      
        Joe smiled widely. “Likewise. Take care.”
      

      
        “You too.”
      

      
        Joe left me standing there, and to not look weird, I quickly made my way over to the trailer he’d pointed out, where a sign confirmed that it was indeed Tony’s. As I stood there, I realized I hadn’t even considered that Tony might not be in there but still shooting. Shit – that was entirely likely. I hadn’t been with Joe for 
        that
         long. But I would never know if I didn’t try, and so I knocked loudly.
      

      
        I exhaled harshly, relieved, when I heard a muffled, “Come in.” I opened the door and went up a few steps while shutting the door behind me. Tony was sitting at a little table, having a quick meal by himself. He looked at me in surprise and put his fork down.
      

      
        “Oh, hey. I didn’t know you were still here.”
      

      
        I cleared my throat. “Yeah. I got caught up in a conversation, and then I thought I’d stop by on my way out. I hope that’s okay?”
      

      
        Suddenly I felt nothing but awful for just showing up there like that, with no warning, nothing. How would I have felt if our roles were reversed? Ambushed, to say the least.
      

      
        But Tony didn’t seem to mind. “Sure. You wanna sit?”
      

      
        I shook my head but came a little closer and leaned my hip against the seat opposite him. “I’m good. And you don’t need to stop eating because of me. I don’t mind.”
      

      
        For some reason that made him smile as he leaned back. “Are you always that accommodating to people?” he asked.
      

      
        “Isn’t it just being polite?”
      

      
        “Hm, maybe. Either way, it’s good that you are.”
      

      
        Now I smiled before saying, “Thanks,” wondering how to turn that conversation around.
      

      
        Tony was faster. “I’m actually glad you stopped by.”
      

      
        He was? “You are?”
      

      
        “Yeah. The way we left things felt a bit weird, don’t you think?”
      

      
        “What, with you being rushed off after a proper make-out session? Now why would that be weird?”
      

      
        I realized I liked making him smile, especially when it came with a little spark in his eyes.
      

      
        “Yeah, why would it?” he replied. “No, for real, this day has been a mess, and I just wanted to thank you for stepping in. You did great.”
      

      
        “Thank you.” Very sweet. “And of course I did. Step in, I mean, not do great. Though, that too.”
      

      
        Another smile. I decided to keep talking while I had the chance. “It’s been amazing, and a great opportunity. And I actually have a question about it all.”
      

      
        “What’s that?”
      

      
        “Were you in any way involved in the decision about who would get the part?”
      

      
        Tony had shifted his position while I spoke, but I didn’t read anything into it. Or into the way his forehead creased slightly. Then he shrugged.
      

      
        “I’m not sure I had any kind of actual say in it. They did ask for my opinion, but I don’t think it would have made a difference if it hadn’t aligned with their preference.”
      

      
        Wait – what did that mean? “Meaning, it did align.”
      

      
        His stupid, charming, half-smirk reappeared. “It did.”
      

      
        I didn’t know what I had expected, but hearing these two little words suddenly made me feel very warm inside.
      

      
        “I mean, how could it not?” he continued. “We were kind of on fire together.” Damn right we were. “The others were great, but it just didn’t … I don’t know. It didn’t work as well. And I think our shared scenes proved that decision to be the right one.”
      

      
        So, so warm. The next words came out before I fully understood that I was saying them. “Mm, yeah. And I didn’t imagine there was a certain … something … between us, right?”
      

      
        Fuck. Had I really just said that?
      

      
        Tony stared me dead in the eyes when he shook his head slightly. “You didn’t.”
      

      
        And just like that, my heart started pounding, and my head felt empty. Now what?
      

      
        But once again, he was faster. “You all right? You look a bit flushed.”
      

      
        Good lord, that man had no filter and just said whatever he wanted to say, huh? Props to him.
      

      
        “It’s suddenly got a little warmer in here; didn’t you notice?” I said, trying to flirt-joke it all away. “Must be the sun.”
      

      
        I pointed out of the window. There was absolutely no sunshine, only clouds, which I was more than aware of. In fact, it was getting darker by the minute.
      

      
        “Sure, I noticed,” Tony said and stood up. I couldn’t read his face but thought I had seen something in his eyes. Nothing I could point out though. “Hopefully it doesn’t make you uncomfortable.”
      

      
        “Oh, no, not at all. I like it warm.”
      

      
        In the small trailer, all it took was him taking one step and he was right in front of me. But he left a small gap between us, a gap which I desperately wanted to close.
      

      
        I had subconsciously pushed myself away from the seat and stood up straight, but I felt so tiny in my sneakers. His height versus my five feet three inches made me feel as if I had a human wall in front of my face. I looked up and found his kind, pretty, brown eyes fixed on me. Good lord, the effect this man had on me. My heart was racing, my cheeks flushed with heat.
      

      
        “You promised,” I heard Joe’s voice say in my head. ‘I promised none of this though,’ I thought and got on my tiptoes while I raised a hand to gently touch Tony’s chin. He didn’t flinch. He didn’t react in any way, just kept his eyes on me. It was as if he were … waiting? If so … Screw it.
      

      
        Without other people and cameras around, this kiss was even more intense than the previous ones, and it left me wanting so much more. More of his mouth, more of his hands on me, the hands that were keeping me steady yet again.
      

      
        I will never know what might have happened next, because a rapid knock on the door snapped us out of it and away from each other.
      

      
        “Tony? Five minutes!” a male voice shouted outside.
      

      
        Impressed with how fast and firmly Tony shouted, “Okay!” back, I tried to catch my breath. Had that really just happened?
      

      
        A tiny laugh escaped Tony’s mouth, and he ran his fingers through his hair before looking back down at me. “Guess I gotta …”
      

      
        He trailed off, and I nodded, trying to play it cool. Not that I was, by any definition, cool. “Yeah, of course. You have a movie to shoot. Just make it a good one, okay?”
      

      
        Looking down, I straightened my t-shirt and cleared my throat.
      

      
        “Is that a final goodbye?”
      

      
        My eyes snapped back to him. He had definitely just asked that and therefore set my whole body on fire. And could he have stared at me more intensely than he was now? Doubtful. I opened my mouth but then opted for a simple shrug.
      

      
        Tony shook his head. “Nah.”
      

      
        That reply caught me a little off-guard, but I managed to say, “Nah? I won’t be here tomorrow, and I doubt we’ll just randomly run into each other in the street.”
      

      
        “Who said anything about randomly?”
      

      
        There it was again, that intense, slightly porny look, but this time it didn’t make me laugh. This time, it twisted up my insides and made my cheeks burn. Was this really happening?
      

      
        “I mean, if you want,” he added, more quietly.
      

      
        ‘Hell yeah I want! I want to rip that damn shirt off your body right here and now!’ my brain screamed.
      

      
        Apparently, he could see the answer in my face, because he reached into his pocket and took out his phone, unlocked it, and gave it to me. “So I can reach you.”
      

      
        I was so hot that I got goosebumps but managed to type in my number and name without any mistakes before handing the phone back. It was surprising, to say the least, when Tony pulled me in for another, gentler, kiss, which made my knees wobble. Sweet mother of everything …
      

      
        “Can you find your way out of here?” he asked.
      

      
        I had absolutely no clue, but that wasn’t his problem. “I’ll manage; don’t worry. You need to leave. Can’t have them wait for you.”
      

      
        We left the trailer together, and Tony gave me quick instructions on how to get where I needed to go before he walked off into the opposite direction.
      

    

  
    
      CHAPTER 2

      
        Needless to say, I was absolutely wired when I got to my hotel room. After preparing a quick dinner for myself, I took my time taking off the insane amount of make-up they had put on my face, all while wondering what to do with my hair, before I finally landed on taking a shower and washing it to get all the product out.
      

      
        Afterwards, I sat on the bed, wrapped in a towel, and picked up my phone. My fingers hovered over the chat with Carly, who had sent me a few messages throughout the day. I finally read them and replied with a simple, 
        “It was a good day. I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow. Need to sleep now,”
         and added a sleepy emoji.
      

      
        I wasn’t sure why I opted for what was as far away from the truth as possible. I was so far from tired I wished I had brought proper running gear. The fact was, I just wasn’t in the mood to talk. I changed my phone from silent mode to vibration, put it down next to me, and before I could help it, my brain went back to Tony’s trailer.
      

      
        I wasn’t sure what I’d expected, but my eyes almost dropped out of my head when I got a text about an hour and a half later. I was, finally dressed and basically ready for bed, sitting in bed, working on my laptop. I hadn’t waited up for him, I think, but to keep my mind from going places again, I had decided to start working.
      

      
        After a few minutes of texting, Tony had successfully found out where I was staying. I told myself to behave and not invite him to come here, despite not wanting anything else. But as I closed the project on my laptop and shut it off, a new message came in and almost made me throw the laptop off the bed.
      

      I could use some company after this wild day. How about you?

      
        I think I stared at my phone for a solid minute, without moving, while my brain was going through all the options at once. Tony couldn’t have been clearer about his intentions but was leaving the decision to me. And to be honest, it would have been easier if he had just told me he was on his way – then I would still have had a choice, albeit a smaller one.
      

      
        In the end, the decision was always the same, and it was made by every part of my body but my brain. And so I simply texted him my room number as a reply. Then I dropped my phone and let it all sink in.
      

      
        The only conclusion I kept coming back to was, 
        ‘what the fuck?’
      

      
        ***
      

      
        It took Tony roughly thirty minutes to show up, and when I finally heard a knock on my door, I got up faster than I probably ever had in my life.
      

      
        ‘Calm down,’ I told myself and slowly walked over to the door. A quick peek through the peephole confirmed that it really was Tony Chen standing in front of my room. Again, what the fuck?
      

      
        I unlocked the door, let him in, and locked it again. Tony had changed once more and was in jeans and a t-shirt, making me feel half-naked in my pajama shorts and tank top, a sight he took in with the tiniest smile, before he said a simple, “Hi.”
      

      
        “Hi.”
      

      
        I didn’t know how to behave. This was all new to me. I couldn’t just jump him, though I wanted to. He looked so damn yummy in that plain white t-shirt.
      

      
        Apparently, I had spaced out for a moment, because the next thing I knew, Tony was asking if I was all right while coming closer to me. I nodded, but kind of negated it by taking a step backwards. Why had I done that? It made Tony stop moving, eyeing me, evaluating the situation, which was quite contradictory.
      

      
        “Sorry,” I said quietly. “I don’t know why I just did that.”
      

      
        “We don’t need to–”
      

      
        I cut Tony off before he could finish that sentence. “That’s not it. I just … haven’t done this before. I mean, like this.”
      

      
        “Neither have I.”
      

      
        Disbelief must have shown on my face, because Tony chuckled and carefully approached me again. This time, I didn’t back away.
      

      
        “You look surprised. Believe it or not, I usually don’t show up at my co-star’s hotel after a make-out session in front of the camera. And off camera.”
      

      
        I felt heat rise to my cheeks as my heart decided to work double-time. “You sure know how to make a girl feel special,” I squeezed out as we locked eyes. He was so close now that I felt the warmth radiating from him.
      

      
        He leaned in to me, just as he had done during our chemistry test.
      

      
        “I’m trying my best.” His voice was barely more than a whisper in my ear, his breath sending shivers down my neck. Without another thought, I got on my tiptoes and kissed him, starting where we had left off, thanks to the interruption.
      

      
        He smelled freshly showered, a clean smell without the whiff of cologne I had noticed earlier. This way was definitely better for my sanity. Him kissing me the way he was drove me crazy enough.
      

      
        Tony didn’t mess around and dealt with our height difference in a simple way: he swept me up and sat me down on the small kitchen counter behind me. Shit. Way to turn me on even more. He stood between my legs, one hand on my back, one on my jaw, almost demanding more kisses. And I sure as hell wouldn’t object to it.
      

      
        His hair was soft and untamed between my fingers. I wrapped my legs around him, bringing our hips close, a move that coaxed quiet moans from both of us.
      

      
        I allowed his hands to wander freely, wanting them everywhere all at once, while mine had now found their way underneath his t-shirt, feeling his muscles quiver when I traced my hands over his skin. Damn.
      

      
        I pushed Tony’s t-shirt up and with one swift move, he took it off. The only source of light came from my nightstand, but it was more than bright enough to allow me to appreciate the upper body that he so often presented on screen or on social media. This was better. Real and better.
      

      
        I felt his dark eyes on me when I couldn’t help myself and touched his pecs, his shoulders, trailed my hands down his arms, before I guided his hands back to my body. Our eyes met, and, in silent agreement, he picked me up again and carried me over to the bed.
      

      
        My brain was in absolute overload, mainly because I had never been carried like this, and it was 
        hot.
         I untangled my legs and sank to my feet when we reached the bed, which of course resulted in me having that broad shirtless chest right in front of my face.
      

      
        I placed kisses across it while my hands wandered down to Tony’s pants, and I felt his breath quicken. Good. I didn’t want to be the only one struggling with a task as easy as breathing.
      

      
        He cupped my face, gently raised my head and kissed me so impetuously I almost forgot what I had been doing. His belt undone but pants untouched, Tony blindly sat on the bed and pulled me onto his lap. Good grief. Now that was a good position for kissing – and for making me feel as if my heartbeat had sunk into my pants.
      

      
        I shuddered when Tony’s hands slipped underneath my tank top, and I felt sweet relief when he took it off. Soon we fell onto the bed, first me on him, then he turned us around. For a short second my brain panicked, but Tony left enough space between us so he wouldn’t simply crush me.
      

      
        And then my brain gave out when his hands and mouth went everywhere I wanted them to, almost as if he were reading my mind. Our kisses were hungry, longing for more, more, more …
      

      
        ***
      

      
        I wasn’t sure if I had ever let loose like that before, but boy was it good that I had. It was as if something had been released inside me that I hadn’t even known needed releasing.
      

      
        Next to me, Tony’s breath slowed and steadied while mine did the same. My pounding heart would need another minute, though. I licked my dry lips, sat up, and couldn’t help but think that I could have saved myself the shower earlier. My skin was sweaty and sticky, my hair probably the wildest mess ever, but I didn’t care. The sense of satisfaction I felt outweighed anything else.
      

      
        As I ran my fingers through my hair to tame it, Tony turned to his side and faced me. He didn’t say anything. All he did was look before he sat up as well. His skin was as sweaty and shiny as mine, his eyes both tired and sharply focused. He pulled me in for a kiss, and while it was tame and sweet, I could feel the heat rise inside me again, so I playfully pushed him away.
      

      
        “Don’t do that to me,” I said, my voice quiet and raspy. I cleared my throat, and Tony laughed.
      

      
        “Don’t worry. I need a few minutes more than you to recharge.”
      

      
        “Just a few?”
      

      
        “And then some.” He fell back onto the pillow, and my eyes wandered up and down his tall, lean body, which he of course noticed.
      

      
        “I almost wanna say, ‘Stop undressing me with your eyes,’ but, uh, well …”
      

      
        This made me laugh wholeheartedly, and now it was my turn to lean down and kiss him. I just couldn’t help it, and he definitely didn’t seem to mind.
      

      
        ***
      

      
        Tony didn’t stay the night, and we didn’t make a big fuss of saying good night. It all seemed right the way it was, and I knew that while I did like him and he seemed like a good guy, I wouldn’t fall in love with him over any of this.
      

      
        It was good old basic, animalistic attraction to each other, and that was enough. Enough for my head to deal with for one, and enough overall. For just one second, I considered taking another shower, but I was way too wiped out to do more than fluff a pillow and fall down on it. I almost didn’t turn out the light, because in this moment, just raising my arm for that felt like the most arduous movement ever.
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