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I had been chasing this dream for so long that the disappointment had started to feel like part of the job description. After conservatory, I’d taken every small role that came my way—background player, one-line day player, the occasional featured extra who got to stand near the lead for three seconds. The checks were small, the recognition nonexistent. I knew I was good. I knew my body moved well on camera, that my face could hold emotion without trying too hard. But none of it seemed to matter. The leads kept going to girls with better agents, better timing, or simply better luck.

My roommate finally got tired of watching me scroll casting notices at two in the morning and put me in touch with her cousin, an agent who actually returned calls. He landed me a couple of commercial campaigns and some corporate videos. The money helped. The work did not. I still wanted film—the real kind, where you got to disappear into someone else for months.

Then the call came.

“Edward wants to meet you,” my agent said, and the name alone made my stomach tighten. Everyone knew Edward. His movies didn’t just get released; they lingered. Actors fought for his attention. I had watched every one of them, more than once, studying the way he let silence do half the work.

My agent didn’t let me celebrate for long. “You should know how he operates. The rumors are true. A lot of the women who end up in his films end up in his bed first. He’s not crude about it, but he doesn’t pretend either. If you go to this meeting, there’s a good chance he’ll want more than a conversation. If that’s not something you can live with, we say no right now and keep looking.”

I didn’t answer immediately. I hung up, walked to the window, and stared at the street for a long time. Two days later I called back. “Set it up.”

My agent gave me the address—a private room in a quiet hotel—and a short list of things Edward responded to. Confidence without arrogance. Honesty. Women who didn’t perform for him. I listened. Then I spent the evening choosing what to wear. Not the obvious little black dress. Something softer. A deep green silk that skimmed my body, caught the light when I moved, and made my skin look warm. I left my hair down. Kept the makeup light. I wanted to look like myself, only sharper.

I arrived early. The maitre d’ led me down a short hallway and opened a door. The room was small but beautifully made—warm wood, soft gold lighting from two floor lamps, heavy curtains drawn against the evening. A round table stood in the center with three place settings. Against the far wall was a low, deep sofa in dark velvet. The air smelled faintly of clean linen and something citrus. I sat at the table, ordered sparkling water, and tried to keep my hands still.

Thirty minutes passed. I checked my phone, smoothed the silk over my thighs, crossed and uncrossed my legs. My mind kept circling the same questions. What if he decided I was just another pretty girl who couldn’t act? What if the rumors were exaggerated? What if they weren’t and I actually wanted what he might offer? That last thought kept returning, low and warm, no matter how many times I pushed it away.

The door opened. Edward came in first. He was taller than I’d pictured, with the kind of easy posture that came from never having to prove he belonged in a room. Silver threaded through the dark hair at his temples. His eyes found mine immediately—dark, steady, and far too perceptive. My agent followed, made the introductions, and the three of us sat.

For the first while it was professional. My agent talked schedules. Edward listened, asked a few precise questions about my availability, and somehow made it feel like he actually cared about the answers. Then my agent glanced at his watch, muttered about another meeting across town, and left with a quick look in my direction that said good luck.

The door clicked shut. The room felt smaller.

Edward leaned back in his chair and studied me for a moment, not in a way that made me feel sized up, but like he was giving himself permission to really see me. “I saw the footage your agent sent,” he said. His voice was low, textured, the kind that seemed to settle in your chest. “That one scene where you’re just listening to the other actor—you barely moved, but everything was happening behind your eyes. That’s rare.”

I felt the compliment land somewhere deep. “Thank you. That role was tiny, but I tried to make every second count.”

We talked about craft for a long time. He asked what I was reading, what directors I admired, why I still believed in film when so much of the industry seemed to be moving away from it. I answered honestly, surprised at how easily the words came. He listened without checking his phone, without glancing at the door. Every so often our knees brushed under the table. Neither of us moved away. The contact was small, but it sent a quiet current up my spine each time.

He poured wine—something dark and velvety—and the taste stayed on my tongue, warm and loosening. I noticed the way his fingers curved around the glass, the faint line of muscle in his forearm when he set it down. I noticed the way his gaze dropped to my mouth when I spoke and then returned to my eyes, unhurried. My body responded in small, undeniable ways: a quickening pulse at the base of my throat, a slow heat gathering low in my belly, the silk of the dress suddenly feeling more sensitive against my skin.

At some point the conversation shifted. He asked if I had anyone waiting for me at home. I told him about my boyfriend from school, how long we’d been together. Edward nodded, no judgment in his face.

“And it’s good?” he asked gently.

“It was,” I said. Then, before I could stop myself, “He’s wanted more. Physically. For a long time. I’ve always said no. I’m still a virgin. It just never felt right.”

The words hung there. I expected awkwardness, or worse, some kind of performative surprise. Instead Edward let out a soft, warm laugh that held no mockery at all. His eyes softened.

“That kind of honesty is almost nonexistent in this town,” he said. “You’re something rare.” He set his glass down and leaned forward slightly. “I’m not going to pretend I haven’t been thinking about you since you walked in. It’s not just how you look—though you’re beautiful in a way that’s hard to ignore. It’s not even just the work. There’s a pull. Strong. If you feel any part of that too... I’d like to be the one who shows you what it can be like when it’s good. When it’s wanted. No performance. Just real.”

My face flushed hot. The heat spread down my neck, across my chest, and settled between my thighs in a deep, aching throb. I had been drawn to him from the first moment—his voice, his attention, the way he made me feel like my thoughts mattered. Hearing him name it out loud made everything sharper. I shifted in my seat, pressing my thighs together, and knew he noticed.

He didn’t push. Instead he reached across the small space between us and rested his hand on the velvet cushion beside him. The gesture was slow, deliberate.

“Come sit with me,” he said quietly. “Right here. I want to be closer to you. Talk without the table between us.” His eyes stayed on mine, steady and open. “But only if you want to. If any part of this feels wrong, or if you’re doing it because you think you have to, we stop. We finish the wine. We talk about your career. I’ll still help however I can. No strings. Your choice.”

The room felt very still. I could hear my own breathing, slightly faster than usual. I could feel the wine in my blood and the low, steady pull of want that had been building all evening. I thought about the warnings, about ambition, about the simple fact that I wanted him—his mind, his hands, the way he looked at me like I was already something precious.

I drew in a slow breath, stood, and smoothed the silk down over my hips. The dress whispered against my legs as I walked the few steps to the sofa. I sat beside him, close enough that the warmth of his body reached me, close enough to catch the clean scent of his cologne and the warmer scent beneath it. The velvet was soft under my thighs. My shoulder was inches from his.

My voice came out low but steady. “I’m willing. This is my choice. I’ve felt something for you since you walked in. I want to try.”

Edward turned toward me fully. His expression was serious, searching. “You’re sure? Because I need you to be certain. There’s no pressure here. None.”

I lifted my head, met his eyes directly, and let the smile that had been building all night finally show. I nodded, firm and clear.

“I’m sure,” I said. “I really am willing. Even if there was no role, no help with my career... I want to give you my first time. Because I’m truly attracted to you.”

The words were barely out of my mouth when Edward smiled. It wasn’t a wide grin—just a slow, deeply satisfied curve of his lips, the kind that said he’d heard exactly what he needed to hear. His hand came to rest on my hip, then slid lower, cupping the curve of my ass through the silk with a possessive weight that made my breath catch. He didn’t squeeze hard. He simply held me there, as if testing how I fit in his palm.

“In a man’s eyes,” he said quietly, voice low
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