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 Chapter 1 
 
    Faith 
 
    If he knew what I was doing, my life would be over. 
 
    I don’t think there’s anything wrong with me. I’m a good person. I helped an old lady cross the street this morning, I smile at children, and I always do my job well. But there would be no way to convince him that I’m a good person if he ever found me lying here, wearing one of his shirts, naked in his bed, my hand between my thighs, sobbing his name.  
 
    When I’m done and laying there, panting, sweating, and staring at the ceiling, I always feel this overwhelming sadness and guilt, even shame. Then I start putting my clothes on and tidying things up, and I think about never coming back, knowing for a fact that I’ll be back early tomorrow morning. On my way out of the apartment, I greet the doorman, who gives me a big smile because he thinks I’m a good girl. 
 
    Little does he know, I’ll return tomorrow and repeat the same things I do every day, because as much as it gives me shame, it’s what’s keeping me alive. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’re home early,” Claire says without looking at me. She’s sitting on the couch, chestnut hair in a high bun, sipping her coffee while holding an ice pack to her eyes, a clear indication she is experience another of her frequent migraines.  
 
    “Shouldn’t you be off to work already?” I ask, kicking off my shoes. 
 
    Claire finally lowers the ice pack to look at me, and I notice how pale she is and the dark bruises under her eyes. “I woke up with a migraine, so I called and told them I wouldn’t be on set until one.” 
 
    I pull a chair out and sit down at the kitchen table. She replaces her ice pack, not knowing that I’m fidgeting with my own fingers under the table and trying to refrain from asking the same question I ask every day. 
 
    Claire’s the one who breaks the silence. “Erik Hart will be on set today.” 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    Claire must have noticed the excitement in my tone since she laughs. “Wow, you really are in love with him.” 
 
    “He’s literally the best actor and director of all time.” 
 
    “Steven Spielberg begs to differ. Hello, West Side Story?” 
 
    I roll my eyes, arms crossed. “To me, he’s still the best. He got me through—” 
 
    “The worst time of your life. You’ve told me like ten times.” 
 
    My cheeks turn red. I didn’t even realize how often I mention it, but Erik Hart really saved my life. And when someone is the reason you’re still alive, everything you do, you do it for them. No, he doesn’t know I exist, not yet at least.  
 
    “I’m surprised you’ve never met him, though.” 
 
    I flinch. “What?” 
 
    “Erik. You literally work at his house.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Nervously, I tuck my hair behind my ears and avert my eyes in fear that, if Claire looks at me, she will realize what I’ve been doing in my boss’s bed. “He’s just never home when I’m there cleaning.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s super busy these days. You might meet him if he allows you to do the night shift, but I doubt it. He’s a very private person.” 
 
    I nod, disappointment heavy in my chest. 
 
    Claire takes a sip from her steaming mug and shrugs. “You can always show up on set sometimes. Just promise me you won’t do something embarrassing, like faint or throw up or something. Many girls have done that when they meet him.” 
 
    I bite my lip, pressing my thighs together. If I saw Erik in real life, I wouldn’t know how to react. The truth is I try to avoid the hours that he might be home, so I won’t run into him. I’ve never met a celebrity before, and Erik isn’t just another celebrity. He’s like a god to me. My worst nightmare would be meeting him for the first time and making a bad first impression that would ruin any chance I may have with him. 
 
    It's not like I think I’d have a chance anyway. He’s Erik Hart, and I’m…well, his housecleaner. 
 
    “Shit,” Claire hisses when she sees the time on her phone. She groans and sways a little as she gets up. “I have to go now. I’ll see you tonight for dinner?” 
 
    “Sure. I hope you feel better!” 
 
    Claire doesn’t respond as she hurries back to her room with her mug to get ready.  
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I’ve been asleep. When the phone rings, I startle awake and fumble through the pile of fresh laundry on my bed to look for my phone. For someone who works as a housecleaner, I can never seem to keep my bedroom tidy.  
 
    Lying on my stomach, I answer with my eyes half opened, “Hello?”  
 
    “Faith, where are you?” Claire asks in a shaky voice. “Are you home?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m at home. Why?” 
 
    “I need you to go to my room, take the blue folder on my desk, and bring it to me. I’ll text you the address.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Hurry! I was so out of it with my migraine that I forgot the folder, and it’s really important. I need you to get down here right now.” 
 
    I prop myself up on my elbow, suddenly wide awake. Forgetfulness is not typical for Claire. As Erik Hart’s production assistant, it is her job to stay on top of things, and Claire is excellent at her job. The strain in her voice has me concerned. “Claire, what’s wrong? Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m on set. I’ll text you the address so you can bring me the documents that I left at home. I’ll let security know you’re coming, so bring your ID. Hurry before Erik Hart fires me!” 
 
    Erik Hart? He’s there? 
 
    “Okay, okay, I’ll be right there,” I say fast. “See you in thirty minutes.” 
 
    “Thank you, Faith. Love you!”  
 
    When Claire hangs up the phone, I turn to the movie poster in front of my bed. It’s Twenty Sunsets, Erik Hart’s first movie as an actor, in which he played the main character, an orphan who later becomes a successful billionaire.  
 
    I first saw this movie when I was sixteen. It was the first time in my life that I watched something I could relate to. I knew reality was very different from fiction, and Erik Hart’s parents were very rich, but he played the character so well that I felt like he was portraying my life. 
 
    I grew up in an orphanage and never knew my parents. Everyone was nice to me there, but I didn’t really have any close friends or someone I could talk to. I think it was partially my fault, because I had a hard time opening up. The parents who made me hadn’t wanted me, so why would anyone else? I always had this fear that, if I got attached to someone, they would abandon me, too. When I was in my teens, I fell into a deep depression, and I really thought I was going to die from sadness and loneliness.  
 
    Then, Erik Hart showed me that even an orphan was worthy of love and success. I don’t think I’ll ever become a billionaire like Erik’s character, but my life did get better after that, as his movie gave me the motivation to work harder and open up more. I met Claire in a coffee shop where we both worked, me as a full-time employee, her working part-time while in college. Our first conversation was about Erik Hart because she was a film student and studied a lot about him. After that, Claire and I became great friends, and I moved in with her after a few months. Now, Claire’s the family I never had, and I’m working for the man I’ve always adored. Everything has turned out great. 
 
    I believe that Erik Hart gave me this life, which could’ve ended many years ago if I hadn’t seen that movie. But my admiration for him has blossomed into something more, an obsession. I know him more than a normal fan does as I study him like there will be an exam. I have every interview he’s ever given memorized. I know how many houses he has, what cars he drives, whom he’s dated, how he rubs his hands together awkwardly when a TV host compliments him on his great work, how much he loves corgis because he had one that died when he was five, and he never recovered from that loss. But now that I have a chance to see him in person, I wonder what he will be like. What if he’s nothing like the person I imagine? Or worse, what if he’s everything and more?  
 
    As the young Erik Hart in the poster smiles at me, I feel the familiar pulse between my legs. Squeezing my eyes shut, I shake my head hard to extinguish the flames in my stomach and hop out of bed to get ready. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2  
 
    Erik 
 
    Idiots. I’m surrounded by idiots.  
 
    “Cut!” I shout as I hop off the director’s chair and signal to the crew. “Everyone, take five!” 
 
    Martha Jones stands there gawking at me like the empty-headed goddess she is. Long brown curls frame her heart-shaped face perfectly. Her porcelain skin makes her dark eyes stand out, as if those long lashes weren’t already doing the job. She looks like a doll, and I have never seen a woman with such elegant beauty, the type of beauty seen in old Hollywood movies. Unfortunately, that’s all she has going for her.  
 
    As everyone scatters around the set, I march up to her and gesture for the hair and makeup technicians to go away, so I can have a chat with my leading lady. 
 
    I never yell at my actors, but I’m dying to scream at this eighteen-year-old and tell her to listen and take instructions for once. If she wasn’t a bestselling musician, she wouldn’t get paid half the amount I’m paying her now. 
 
    “Martha, sweetheart,” I suck in a deep breath and hold my hands together like I’m praying, and I am. “You need to learn your lines before coming to set. Also, don’t smile in these scenes. Act with your eyes like you were told in those lessons last week.” 
 
    “I was acting with my eyes,” she says, scowling like a child who’s been told off for stealing candy. “Besides, how am I gonna show off my great smile if I’m not allowed to smile? Do you know that I have just been listed as Best Smile 2022?” 
 
    “Just take a break and go over your lines, okay?” I tell her and beckon at one of the assistants. “Claire, where’s Claire? I told her to bring me that folder half an hour ago.” 
 
    “I’ll go find her,” says the girl, looking horrified, as if I was asking for her head on a plate. I bury my face into my palms and exhale sharply. It isn’t like Claire to be missing in action. She’s the best production assistant I’ve ever had. Without her, I would have to take care of everything on my own. Now that I’m thinking about it, I noticed Claire was looking rather pale and run-down this afternoon, and my frustration begins to morph into concern.  
 
    Pulling out my cell phone, I dial Claire’s number. She answers on the third ring, her voice quiet and weak, “Hello?” 
 
    “Claire? Where are you? We need you on set, and I’m still waiting on that folder. Are you alright?”  
 
    “I’m so sorry, Mr. Hart. I forgot the folder at home, but I have someone bringing it to me now. It will be here soon, I promise.”  
 
    Claire’s voice is shaky and doesn’t hold any of her usual confidence or authority.  
 
    “What’s wrong, Claire? This isn’t like you.” I say.  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she says again, “I’m not feeling well. I woke up with a migraine, and I’m afraid it’s only getting worse. I’ve been getting sick all afternoon.”   
 
    “Claire, I think you should go home. The last thing we need is for you to make the cast or crew sick. We need you in top form, too. You’re only going to make yourself worse and potentially make others sick by trying to tough it out. I’ll call the production company and ask them to send me a temp.” It’ll be a pain in the ass to try to bring someone else up to speed. Losing Claire, even temporarily, will be like losing my right hand, but the well-being of my staff always comes first.  
 
    “You said you have someone bringing the folder to the set?” I ask.  
 
    “Yes, Mr. Hart. She’ll be here soon. Security is expecting her.” Claire says. 
 
    “Good. Then go home. Don’t come back to set until you’re fully recovered” I say firmly.  
 
    “Okay. Thank you, Mr. Hart. I’m sure I’ll be back soon. I think I know someone who can temp for me, too. You don’t need to call the company. I’ll handle it, it’s the least I can do.” Claire says.  
 
    I’m about to tell her not to worry about it, that I can handle it myself, but I’ve worked with Claire for a while now, and I know it must be devastating her to feel like she’s let the production team down, so I tell her to go ahead and make the arrangements, then end the call, wishing her a speedy recovery for all our sakes.  
 
    Since everyone is now off to lunch, I retreat to my trailer so I can lay down and put on some classical music that always calms me down.  
 
    As I close my eyes, I think of her. 
 
    I don’t know who she is, but I keep having dreams about her. I’m not sure if I’m just imagining things, but whenever I close my eyes, I feel her presence. This woman of my dreams leaves a sweet scent in my bed that calms me every time I come home. It smells like vanilla and strawberry and all the nice things in the world combined. Every night, I fantasize about her, touching her, kissing her, fucking her. I don’t know what she looks like, but for some reason, I always feel her there. 
 
     I spoke to my therapist about it, and she says it signifies the need for a female figure in my life. I don’t believe it, not everything has to do with my dead mother.  
 
    I squeeze my eyes shut and try to fall asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    Faith 
 
    “Hi, I’m here to see Claire,” I tell the guy in the black security shirt wearing an earpiece and holding a clipboard. He’s blocking the entrance to the set, and he has a serious scowl on his face. The set behind him is a hive of activity, and everyone seems to be in a rush to finish their own task. There are people running around holding different things and shouting different names. I didn’t know working on a movie set could be so stressful. 
 
    “What’s your name?” the guy asks as he eyes me up and down, but not in a sexual way. He’s snapping his gum with an eyebrow arched. I think he’s judging me. 
 
    “I’m Faith,” I say timidly, handing him my ID and now very conscious of my outfit today. Why did I think it was a good idea to wear this white mini skirt and old pink t-shirt? I look like a schoolgirl. 
 
    “Who are you looking for again?” He asks as he returns my ID.  
 
    “Claire Young. I need to give her this folder that she—” 
 
    “Take it to Mr. Hart’s trailer.” 
 
    I freeze. “What?” 
 
    “You heard me. Claire is not here, and she left a message for you to take the folder to Mr. Hart the moment you arrive. So, you better get to it. Mr. Hart’s been demanding that folder all day. Hurry before he fires us both.” 
 
    I open my mouth to explain that I don’t work here, but he’s already talking to the person in line behind me. As I pass through the entrance, someone stomps past me and starts yelling at another guy who’s holding a ladder. If I stand here doing nothing, someone will definitely start yelling at me, so I do what I was told. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I head towards the trailer with a big sign on the front door: ERIK HART (DIRECTOR). I can hear my heart thumping in my ears as I stop in front of it, clenching and unclenching my fists a few times.  
 
    It’s okay, I tell myself. You don’t even have to say much. Just tell him you brought him his files and walk away. Yeah, you can do that, Faith. He’s not going to remember you, anyway. 
 
    I nod, exhale through my mouth, and raise my fist to knock on the door.  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4  
 
    Erik 
 
    A knock on the door startles me awake. I’m just about to ask who it is when a sweet voice speaks to me.  
 
    “M-Mr. Hart? I brought you your files.” 
 
    I open the door and freeze. 
 
    Standing outside my trailer is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. This is the girl of my dreams. She’s standing there with the blue folder I requested in her hands. She must be the temp that Claire promised to arrange for me, but at the moment, I don’t even care why she’s here or who sent her. All I care about is who this girl is. 
 
    When I said Martha Jones was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my entire life, well, she’s nothing compared to this girl. If Martha Jones has the old Hollywood kind of beauty, this girl looks like a Greek goddess. Her blonde hair shines like strands of gold as it falls in perfect waves past her shoulders. Her eyes are so wide and green that they remind me of a peaceful summer lake, and her lips are so full and juicy that I can’t help but fantasize about biting them as I kiss her again and again. She looks so cute and innocent in her mini skirt that I’m already thinking about ripping it off her. 
 
    And that vanilla and strawberry scent. I recognize it. She’s the one I’ve been dreaming about. Has the universe sent her to me? 
 
    “Mr. Hart?”  
 
    Fuck. The way she says my name makes me go weak in the knees. I try to keep my calm and hold the door for her. “Bring it in here.” 
 
    She nervously chews on her lip as she enters my trailer, and I feel my heart race and my cock twitch in my pants. What is wrong with me? I don’t even know her name. 
 
    “May I put this on the table, sir?” she asks. 
 
    I inhale her sweet scent and nod. “Sure. Over there.” 
 
    She puts it on the table, and when she hears me shut the door, she flinches and turns back, eyes wide. “Sir?” 
 
    “What is your name?” I ask, hands in my pocket, back against the door. “I haven’t seen you before, and I know all my employees.” 
 
    “M-My name is Faith. Faith Bailey.” 
 
    “Faith.” Even the sound of it sounds just right on my tongue. “So, you’re the one Claire sent?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    I start walking towards her, slowly. “Are you new?” 
 
    She nods, her cheeks turning pink, and I swear she’s holding her breath when I stop in front of her. She’s so small. If I take another step, her face may bump into my chest. I can’t help but think about how easily I could lift her up, put her on that table, and fuck her until she sees stars. 
 
    “Do I make you nervous?” I ask. 
 
    She swallows and begins to stutter. “A little, sir. I’m a big fan.” 
 
    “Are you?” I smile and arch an eyebrow. “What’s your favorite movie of mine?” 
 
    “Twenty Sunsets. That was the first film that you directed and starred in. You won an Emmy for that.” 
 
    “Good memory. I don’t even remember that.” 
 
    “I remember every work of yours, sir.” She gives me a shy smile. “I told you, I’m a big fan.” 
 
    “Are you here because you’re a fan?” 
 
    “No, sir. I’m here to give you the folder you asked for.” 
 
    I chuckle. “Why don’t you sit? I need your opinion on something.” 
 
    I start pulling my scripts out of the folder and spread them on the coffee table. When I look up, her green eyes are huge like a deer in front of headlights. Fuck, she’s adorable.  
 
    “Go ahead, sit. I won’t bite.” 
 
    Slowly, she sits down on the couch, but just on the edge of it, as if she’s afraid to get too comfortable. I sit down in front of her and lace my fingers together, elbows on my knees, leaning forward. 
 
    “I need an unbiased opinion on the ending of my film. My executive producer doesn’t agree with me, but I think you’ll be able to help me decide.” 
 
    “Me?” Faith shakes her head fast. “I-I don’t think I’m qualified for that, sir.” 
 
    “It’s alright. I don’t need a professional opinion. Just what you feel.” I rub my hands together and pick up one page. “Okay, two endings. The main character is a spy who’s in love with the man she’s spying on. One ending would be her revealing herself to the man she loves because she can no longer lie to him. Together, they plot against her father, the villain who sent her to spy on the love interest.” 
 
    She nods, looking so determined, like she’s sitting in an important lecture, and I’m struggling to stay focused, so I don’t grab her and start kissing her. 
 
    “The other ending would be…” I pick up another page. “The girl stays loyal to her father and never reveals herself. She leaves the man she loves and lives her whole life regretting it.” 
 
    “I like the second ending.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t think it’s realistic that he’ll forgive her after finding out who she is,” Faith says while picking at her nails anxiously, like she’s afraid she may say something wrong. “Besides, your movies always have a huge plot twist at the end, and her turning to the good side would be too predictable.” 
 
    Impressed, I lean back in my chair with a big smile. “That was exactly what I told my executive producer. He prefers the first ending as he thinks it’ll be more appealing to young girls.” 
 
    Faith laughs a little. “Well, I’m a young girl, and I prefer the second ending.” 
 
    “How old are you?” 
 
    “Twenty.” 
 
    I nod slowly and start putting the files back into the folder. “You’re doing great, Faith. When I was your age, I was a film student while working part-time in the film industry to gain experience. Who knows? You might be a director someday.” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t dream of it.” 
 
    “Why not? Having big dreams will push you forward. Believe me.” 
 
    I stand up, and she does, too. She excuses herself, thanks me, and awkwardly begins to make her way out. I want to ask her to stay and chat for a bit, but I know she probably has duties to return to, and I should get ready to go back on set for another take. Before I can finish the thought, she bumps into a chair. I leap forward to grab her before she hits the floor, and she clings onto me for dear life.  
 
    She looks up, eyes wide, cheeks flushed. I want to ask if she’s alright, but as my gaze drops to her parted lips, all the words in my head seem to evaporate.  
 
    “Mr. Hart,” she says softly, her eyelashes fluttering. I can’t take it anymore. 
 
    Slowly, I lean in and press my lips to hers. She goes stiff for only a second before kissing me back with more passion than I anticipated. We kiss harder as I seize her hips and lift her up. She throws her arms around my neck and wraps her legs around my waist. I put her on the edge of the little kitchen table as I continue sucking her full lips, sliding my tongue into her mouth, and she welcomes it with enthusiasm. She kisses me with the kind of hunger and carelessness that makes me doubt she has never kissed anyone before. 
 
    I hold her face between my hands and pull back a bit, staring into her big green eyes. “Baby, was that your first kiss?” 
 
    She hesitates, then nods like she’s ashamed to admit it. 
 
    “Oh, sweet baby,” I sigh and leave soft kisses from her cheek, down to her chin, and along the column of her neck, feeling her shudder in my arms. “You’ve never been touched, have you?” 
 
    “No, sir.” 
 
    I slide my hands down to her soft thighs and spread her legs further as I bite gently onto her neck. “Where have you been all my life?” 
 
    “Mr. Hart…” 
 
    “Call me Erik,” I groan and pull her close, so she can feel my erection pressing into her needy pussy. Her skirt has ridden up to her waist, and I look down at her baby pink panties and the wet spot there just for me. I touch that spot, and she flinches, her cheeks turning rosy and her breathing unsteady. “God, so wet for me already.” I smirk. “Is your virgin pussy wet for me, baby? Is it waiting to be claimed by my cock?” 
 
    I can tell that she struggles to answer as she bites her bottom lip and looks at me with those Bambi’s eyes. She wants me to do something, but she’s not ready to go all the way yet.  
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, grinding my hips against her warmth to release some tension in my pants. “I won’t fuck you just yet. But I will play with you, yeah? Make my sweet little girl feel good?” 
 
    “Please, sir…Do something.” 
 
    “Be patient,” I say. 
 
    I have never had sex with an employee before. Naturally, this is very risky behavior, both for my job and for hers, but I love the thrill. I thrive on it. 
 
    Her small hands massage my muscular back before pushing my t-shirt up over my shoulder blades to expose my flesh. I groan when my roaming hands find her ass and knead her soft cheeks for a moment before I slide her panties all the way off and toss them aside. My fingers find the fleshy opening between her legs and plunge in. 
 
    She cries, head snapping back. I peer over her shoulder at the full-length mirror on the opposite wall and watch her convulse under the will of my fingers. She has her face buried in the crook between my neck and shoulder as I work my fingers in and out, while stroking her clit with my thumb. Faith takes in a sharp breath and clenches her pussy around my fingers. 
 
    “Oh God, Mr. Hart,” she sighs. 
 
    “Call me Erik,” I repeat and squeeze her ass with my other hand. 
 
    I suddenly feel her warm, wet tongue tracing the skin on the side of my neck. She kisses and nibbles the flesh, tightening her arms around me. My already straining erection throbs painfully, and I grind it forcefully into her thigh as my finger fucking intensifies, rocking the table with each thrust of my hips. I don’t care if people can hear us. I want everyone to know this girl is mine to fuck, and no one else is allowed to even lay eyes on my girl. 
 
    "How bad do you want it?" I whisper in her ear. 
 
    "Bad. I want it so bad." 
 
    “Good girl.” I flick my thumb faster against her clit, feeling her fluid dripping down my knuckles. She has her head thrown back, eyes shut, quietly sobbing.  
 
    "Do you wanna come soon?" I ask. She nods, then buries her face once more in my shoulder, exhaling, and spreading her legs further apart. I immediately withdraw my finger from her pussy and watch her squirm in frustration. 
 
    I run the finger under my nose. The delicious scent invades my nostrils and makes my dick jump in my jeans. I need to get a taste.  
 
    I grab a handful of her thick blonde hair, pull her head up so that we are face to face, and plant a deep kiss on her lips. My tongue invades her mouth with a fervent passion that speaks more than any words could have. We both have to be back on set soon, so I can’t waste any more time. 
 
    I break away from the kiss to catch my breath. “Lie down,” I command.  
 
    She does as she’s told, laying back along the table, and I pull her legs into the air, gripping her behind her knees and positioning her legs over my shoulders. Faith closes her eyes and tilts her head back, chest heaving with deep breaths as I stretch her pussy once again with my fingers, rubbing her and spreading her wetness over her clit.  
 
    Then, face buried between her legs, I begin licking her from clit to hole. She groans loudly as her hand drops to the back of my head. She plays with my hair as I push my face further into her. I nibble gently on her clit, then lick hard, snaking my tongue back down and slipping it into her hole.  
 
    She subconsciously pushes my face further into her and gasps at the pain as I bite down gently. I lick her again before moving down and using my tongue to fuck her pussy. She comes hard, and I lap up her juices like it’s my last meal on death row. 
 
    Her body shakes when my finger returns inside her hole. A second joins it quickly, then a third. She groans my name, and I increase the movement of my fingers inside of her. I push my mouth deep against her slit while I finger her, pulling all three fingers out and then ramming them roughly back in. A guttural cry escapes Faith as the pleasure of the sensation overcomes her. I work her relentlessly, fingering her while licking her and nibbling her clit. She peaks again, shaking beneath me, and just the sight of it makes me come hard in my pants. 
 
    We stay in that position for a while, both catching our breath, me with my head resting on her thigh and cum sticky in my jeans, and her gazing at the ceiling, hands buried in my messy brown hair.  
 
    When I finally get up, I grab some tissues from the coffee table to clean her up and take off my dirty jeans and underwear to put on new ones. The color heightens in her cheeks as she sits there, watching me change. I can see the horrified look in her eyes when she sees how big I am, and I’m not even hard anymore.  
 
    I zip myself up and come to kiss her on the cheek. “Don’t worry. I’ll stretch you out real good before I claim you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m not experienced.” 
 
    “I like that you’re not.” I stroke her hair and twirl a strand around my finger. “Turns me on. I want to be the only man who gets to touch you and kiss you and play with you. You’re mine, from now on.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Good girl.” I kiss her forehead.  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Faith 
 
    I cannot believe it. One second, I was cleaning houses, and now I get to spend all my time with Erik, helping him on set, and kissing him behind the scenes. Never in my wildest dreams did I think this day would come. 
 
    But all of this happened because I lied. I hadn’t meant to lie to him. When he asked if Claire had sent me, I assumed he meant to deliver the blue folder. Then he kissed me, and I forgot about why I was there. In that moment, all I could focus on was the pleasure he gave me. It wasn’t until later that I realized he thought I was the temp Claire hired. I was too afraid he would kick me out when he found out I wasn’t actually who he thought I was, so I played along.  
 
    That night, I spoke to Claire about it, thinking she’d be mad, but she wasn’t at all. It turns out what she thought was a migraine is actually the flu. By the time she’d gotten home, she was too sick to call for a temp. When I told her about the misunderstanding with Erik, she was actually happy and encouraged me to keep the farce going. 
 
    “You deserve it, Faith,” she says that night, looking a little better after I finally convinced her to eat some soup. “You’re the most hard-working person I know. You’re organized, and you know everything about Erik and his movies. So, it’s not like you don’t deserve the job.”  
 
    “The job I made up! I don’t have a real job on set, Claire.” 
 
    “You do now. Everyone will believe you’re qualified when I vouch for you as the temp I chose. You’ve listened to me go on and on about this movie, Faith. You probably know as much about it as I do. You’d be doing me a huge favor, too. I trust you with this responsibility, and it saves me time trying to get someone else.  
 
    “I want to help you, Claire, but it isn’t just about lying about the job.” I shake my head fast. “Focus on the real problem here. We almost had sex.” 
 
    “He’s Erik Hart.” Claire chuckles. “If he asked, I would fuck him, too. Don’t stress out so much. No more cleaning his house to be close to him. Isn’t this what you always wanted?” 
 
    It is. I love this man. I have loved him since I was sixteen. But how long can I keep this secret until he finds out how obsessive I am about him? If he knew about the things I’ve done in his room, in his bed, what would he think of me? Would he want me then or be disgusted? 
 
    But today was so great. I have never had a boyfriend before, and I’m not sure he is my boyfriend, but he is acting like we’re a couple already. This is what heaven must feel like, and now that I’ve had a taste of it, I don’t think I can ever go back. Even if it means I’ll have to keep living a lie. 
 
      
 
    “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    Erik’s voice brings me back to reality. 
 
    We just had a long day on set, and now we’re cuddling in his bed. I tip my face into his neck while he rubs my arm. It’s been the best week of my life just being with him. We haven’t gone all the way yet, but he always asks me to stay over. I have decided that I like sleeping with him much more than I like sleeping alone, which is a lot to say for a notorious blanket and bed hog like myself. What troubles me is that he doesn’t know how familiar I am with this room, and the uneasiness keeps creeping up on me whenever we’re together in bed, making it impossible to fully enjoy his company. 
 
    “Just a bit tired,” I lie and cover it up with a smile. “But I love working for you and spending time with you.” 
 
    Erik smiles and gives me a squeeze as he kisses my forehead. “I love spending time with you, too. In fact, I love having you here, in my home, every night. I know it’s only been a week, and I don’t want to scare you away, but I hope you’ll consider making this a permanent arrangement soon. I want you here always, Faith.” 
 
    Goosebumps pimple my skin as he starts kissing down my neck. I’m still consumed with guilt over everything I’ve been hiding, and I can’t bring myself to say I’ll move in with him when I know it isn’t what he would want if he knew the truth. Instead, hoping to distract him, I ask. “Have you always lived alone?” 
 
    He pauses and looks at me. “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Just curious.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. For most of my life, actually,” he sighs and leans back against the pillow behind him, a distant look on his face. “My mom died when I was young, and my dad threw himself into his career. He never had time for me. I grew up with a nanny and found comfort in watching movies to escape reality. That was why I decided to become a director, to create new realities and have control of my characters’ fates.” 
 
    “Wow. I didn’t know that.” 
 
    “Now, you do.” 
 
    I want to tell him how much I relate to that. Although I never knew my parents, I also found comfort in movies, his movies. He saved my life. 
 
    “What?” he asks when I stare at him, but I don’t reply. Instead, I cup his face and kiss him passionately.  
 
    I don’t know how long we’ve been making out, or when he began fingering me open, working up to three fingers inside of me until I’m pulsating and coming over them, but we have. And I’m so worked up that I decide that I want him inside me right here and now.  
 
    “Please…fuck me,” I hear myself say. We’re both naked now, and nothing else is stopping him from taking what belongs to him and only him. My virginity. I’m more than ready, and I’m stretched out enough. 
 
    But he just won’t fit. Erik tries, his fat head pressing at my hole for a moment, and yet I’m still too tight. He looks at me with his eyebrows furrowed in concern. “You’re not ready for my cock, baby. Hold on.”  
 
    He slips back down my body and licks up my slit, parting my lips, and starts again with one finger, escalating to two, then three, all while he sucks and nips and laps at my already swollen clit. My legs are parted how he wants them as he pushes my knees up towards my chest and outward.  
 
    When Erik crawls back up my body again, I make him flip over so he’s propped up on the headboard and straddle his waist like I’ve imagined myself doing plenty of times before. I can see it on his face. He’s impressed and turned on at the same time. I don’t know whether it’s horniness or frustration that’s given me the courage and confidence as I grind on him to say with a huffed breath, “Let me try.” 
 
    “Yes, baby. Sit on my fat cock,” he hisses, his big hands flattened out on my hips. His fingers dig into my skin, pressing into the flesh and holding me tight, helping me as I try to ease down, and yet it still hasn’t been enough. 
 
    “It’s okay, sweet girl,” he murmurs. “We can try a different day.” 
 
    “I don’t want to try a different day,” I moan. “I want you in me now.” 
 
    His cock twitches between us, a drop of precum appearing at the slit, and my pussy tingles even more. I hate that I’m a virgin. Why do I have to be so tight? 
 
    “It’s okay, sweetheart. We don’t need to rush,” he murmurs, but I shake my head, huffing in frustration, but scooting backwards until I’m not straddling his lap anymore. I lower myself over Erik, my breath ghosting over his dick, and his hips buck up unintentionally. “You don’t have to –” 
 
    “I want to.” 
 
    My lips brush over the tip and suck him down. I have never given a blowjob in my life, but my arousal has blurred my thoughts. I don’t know what I’m doing exactly; I just know that I want to give him pleasure.  I want to be as good as those actresses and models he’s dated, better even. It’s hard trying not to compare myself to those women. Especially the gorgeous main actress, Martha Jones, who definitely has a thing for Erik. But at the end of the day, I’m the one he comes back to. I just have to make sure he remembers it. 
 
    The way I see it is, if I can’t come, then I want to make him come, even if it means stirring an ache in my jaw. His heady taste still makes me dizzy with want, and I pulse around nothing. His large hand goes to the back of my head, fingers curling up in my hair and giving a soft tug. 
 
    “Hmmm, baby, I’m going to come if you keep that up.” 
 
    “I want you to, Daddy,” I murmur over his cock, and he throbs in my palm. 
 
    “Fuck yes, you’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you? You love having Daddy’s thick cock in your mouth?” 
 
    “Yes. I love your cock so much. Use me like a sex toy. Fuck my mouth.” 
 
    Erik throbs against my tongue before a throaty groan leaves him, and he’s coming. One shot escapes to lay thick on his belly before I have the chance to tuck the tip back into my mouth, feeling him spurt and dribble on my tongue. I like how he tastes, maybe more than I should, as I swallow it down and suck him dry until his thighs twitch. He tugs at my hair again, a little more insistently than last time. 
 
    I withdraw with a pop, licking around my mouth and crawling back up his body. He gives a disbelieving puff of laughter, shaking his head, “I used to be able to last much longer, but there’s something about you. You’re just perfect, Faith. It’s like you’re made for me.” 
 
    “It makes me so happy to hear that.” I press my lips to his. “It’d be better if I could just get you inside me. I’m sorry, I’m too tight.” 
 
    Erik’s hand draws careful little circles into the soft skin of my back, my breasts pressing against his chest. “How about this?” His voice is low as he speaks, “I’ll run us a bath and get you all nice and relaxed. I think you’re getting yourself too worked up, so it’s harder for me to fuck you.” He pats my ass gently. “Once you’re nice and wet for me, then we’ll try again, okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” I say, biting back a smile as he picks me up and carries me to the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6  
 
    Erik 
 
    I’ve always been proud of my big cock. It’s always been a bit of a stroke to the ego when I have to stretch my partner’s pussy out before fucking them. I love that little gasp when the head slides in, and their walls stretch to accommodate my size. That thought always gets me off, not to mention how they would moan about how full I make them feel, and I know they would never forget the way I hit every spot no one has hit before. That’s ultimately what draws me to my finish. 
 
    But I have never been with a virgin before, so I’m not particularly sure what to do with Faith, or how to make myself fit inside her. It’s why I waited to fuck her. I want to do it right, so she can enjoy it, too. I need to figure out a way that I can slip inside her more easily. I have a ton of lube in my nightside drawer, though when I suggested it, she was convinced that we wouldn’t need it. I need to stretch her out for a good hour at least. I have to get her to relax. That’s the most important thing, above all.  
 
    I can see how tense she is, and I don’t know why she’s so nervous around me. Probably because it’s her first time, and when it didn’t fit right away, she became a bit frustrated. It makes me feel so bad, because she just wants to make me feel good. As adorable as it is when she’s all pouty, which only makes me want to ravish her even more, I just want her to be happy. I don’t want her to feel incompetent in any way or worry that I’m not satisfied. God, she’s the most perfect woman for me, and the thought of losing her keeps me up at night. I need to claim her for myself, so no other man will ever think they have a chance with my Faith. 
 
    I draw us a bath and plan on beginning it from here. I fill it with bubbles and lower myself inside the steaming water first before dragging her onto my lap and leaning us both back. We rest for some time, just talking while I give her a massage, feeling her muscles relax and her body melt against me, even when my hands travel to the inside of her thighs, and I run my fingers along the length of them.  
 
    It’s only when my hand slips up and over her clit softly, the pads of my fingers pressing over the swell of it, and she stutters over a sharp inhale, that I shush her gently. I kiss the shell of her ear, rolling her clit in small little circles. “Just focus on how it feels, baby. Relax and focus on how good I make you feel.” 
 
    Faith nods, and I feel pleasantly surprised that she stays calm with her back to my chest. The only time she even startles is when I slide my finger into her, but it’s only for a moment. She soon relaxes again, and I speak in gentle coos and hushed murmurs to encourage it, “That’s my girl.” 
 
    I curl my finger up, petting against the soft little spot inside of her as my cock twitches when a little whimper leaves her. “Does it feel good?” 
 
    She hums a confirmation while tilting her head back on my shoulder, the water sloshing some around us.  
 
    “Good girl,” I smile and withdraw my finger only to push a second in, feeling her walls giving way much easier than before. “I’m gonna stretch you out for my dick, yeah? Now you relax so I can play with your virgin pussy.” 
 
    I scissor my fingers open, twisting them a little while my other hand presses to her lower belly, feeling it quiver and tremble beneath my palm. Pure desire tickles my cock, making it grow against her ass, but I ignore it as I slide a third finger inside of her, my thumb stroking her clit from side to side. She starts to hit her peak, her thighs falling open, her breathing beginning to falter. 
 
    I decide not to give into those sweet little whimpers by taking my hand away from her completely. 
 
    “No, no, no, please don’t,” she begs as I start stroking her thighs once more while shushing her and pressing more gentle kisses to her ear.  
 
    “It’s okay, baby. I got you. Need to trust me, yeah?” 
 
    When she’s calmed down completely, I do it again. I bring her right to the edge of her orgasm, then take away my hand and let her wiggle and whine until she calms before I start touching her again. And again. And again. 
 
    I repeat it about six times until she flips around, the water sloshing against the sides of the tub, and she’s looking a little wrecked.  
 
    “No,” she says, on the verge of tears, “Why won’t you let me come? I want to come, please, Daddy.” 
 
    I reach up and caress her cheek with my thumb. “Greedy little girl, aren’t you?”  
 
    I guide her up and out of the tub, then grab one of the fluffy towels from the warmer rack and tuck it around her tiny body. I wrap another towel loosely around my waist, my hand to the small of her back, ushering her towards the bedroom and instructing her to get on the bed. She listens like an obedient little girl, crawling into the bed and letting the towel slip off of her as she flops down, flipping over so she faces me. I spread her thighs open for her. Her pussy looks swollen and wet, messy with her arousal, and it makes my mouth water as I take three of my fingers, dragging them down her slit and dipping them inside of her with no resistance. 
 
    A smile grows on my lips when I curl my fingers upward and watch her thighs squeeze around my hand.  
 
    “Sweet girl.” I pat her thigh, leaning over to the nightstand, pulling open the drawer, and reaching in for the little bottle of lube. I drizzle the cool liquid over my thick, hard cock and slick it up and down. Biting down hard on my bottom lip, I take hold of myself and tip my cock down. The head pushes against her hole, and my toes curl. I take in a deep breath and push forward, watching as her walls stretch around the tip as I begin to sink inside. My mouth is hung open, abdomen clenching. 
 
    It feels so fucking good. 
 
    I look up at Faith, who is looking at me, eyes shiny with tears, face screwed up in pleasure. I lean forward, lowering so that I’m now hovering over her body, pausing with just the tip in. As much as I want to sink in deep, she’s more important to me than how amazing this feels. “Are you okay, baby?” 
 
    She nods and laughs a little as she squeezes around me. I bite back my own whimper.  
 
    “You’re inside me. You fit.” 
 
    “Yes, baby girl. My cock fits inside your pussy like a glove. We’re made for each other.” 
 
    When she grins, I feel my heart swell in my chest. I have never felt this way before. I kiss her with every inch of myself, slowly pushing in further as her walls begin giving, welcoming me inside. I feel so connected to her, and I’m so happy that we can finally be intimate in this way. 
 
    “Baby, you feel so good,” I say. 
 
    She nods. “You do, too. It hurts a little bit, but not too bad. It’s like a burny feeling, but in a good way. You can start moving now.” 
 
    “If it hurts too much, you tell me, okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Daddy.” 
 
    I draw back slow and push in at the same pace. It feels so good, and the soft little whimper she makes when my finger goes to her clit makes my head spin. She squeezes and flutters and moans, and I feel like I’m going to blow. She’s still tight but not to the point that I think it would be hurting her, yet I stay slow and ask her every so often if she needs me to go slower, but she encourages me to speed up.  
 
    “I want you to fuck me, Daddy.” 
 
    I nearly come right there. She’s wet, soaking my cock so much that it’s starting to make a squelching noise every time I fuck into her. She’s mewling, her legs twitching, and that’s how I know she’s about to come. I quicken my thumb on her clit and thrust faster, feeling her gushing around me, her thighs squeezing tight as she hits her end. 
 
    I have to slip out fast after that; I almost immediately begin to come when I run my hand over my shaft. Thick, hot, white ropes shoot all over her stomach, one even extending to her breast. I release a breathless laugh at the fact that I’ve already come tonight, and yet I’m nutting off like I’ve gone weeks without it. 
 
    By the time I’m finished, I’m panting and flopping over her body uncaring of the mess I’ve made. She starts wiggling underneath me while squealing with laughter, “Erik, get off! You’re going to get sticky!” 
 
    “If I make you sticky, it’s only fair that I get sticky, too,” I say, and we both laugh. 
 
    Yes, I am definitely in love with this girl. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7  
 
    Faith 
 
    I am in love with Erik Hart. 
 
    When we started this whole thing, I was just an infatuated fan, enjoying the attention she received from the object of her obsession. But now that I’ve seen him as more than just the man I imagined he was, more than the fictional character that I created in my head, I’ve fallen madly in love with him. I watch him as he sleeps in the same room I’ve been in so many times before. In the silence, all I can hear are the voices in my head calling me a liar and telling me I don’t deserve him. 
 
    I recognized the way he looked at me earlier. I’ve seen that look before in those romantic movies where he plays the lead. But I know he wasn’t acting when I was under him and looking into his eyes.  
 
    Erik Hart has fallen for me, but not the real me.  
 
    The girl he wants is the temp who works on his movie set, not a house cleaner and obsessive fan who’s lied her way into his life. I think about the ending I helped him choose. The girl should leave with her secret, even if it hurts them both in the end. Erik wouldn’t accept me for me after all the lies I’ve told. If I leave now, I can still remain in his memory as the perfect girl he loves. 
 
    Quietly, I slip out of his arms and start getting dressed in the dark. I sneak out while he’s still deep in his sleep, tiptoeing my way down the hall without making a sound.  
 
    When I’m in the elevator, I wish I had kissed him one last time or at least left him a letter to explain everything. But maybe this is for the best. Maybe if I just disappear like I never existed, things could go back to the way they were. 
 
    “Good evening,” says the doorman. 
 
    I give him a smile as I walk past, and a look of recognition flashes across his face. He doesn’t say anything though, and neither do I. 
 
    I put my arms around myself, shivering in my thin trench coat as I pull out my phone and call my best friend. 
 
    “Claire, can you pick me up?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8  
 
    Erik 
 
    I wake up alone. 
 
    I look in the bathroom, but she’s not there. Then I realize all her stuff is gone, and when I call her number, I find out I’m blocked. The doorman tells me she left during the night when I was asleep, and now I feel like my whole world is crumbling down. 
 
    Last night was amazing. It was the best sex I’ve ever had in my entire life, and it was so intimate. I swear when I looked into her eyes as we orgasmed, I saw a whole future with her, and she looked like she was in love with me, too. 
 
    So where did it go wrong?  
 
    Was it something I did or said? Was it because I asked her to move in with me? Memories come back to me in a series of flashbacks: the night my mom left for the hospital and never returned, my dad going on a business trip, and ever since, only seeing him on a screen, growing up alone night after night. People have the tendency to leave me, but I never expected Faith to do the same. I spend the whole day pacing back and forth in my room, trying to find an answer, but the more I analyze the situation, the more I overthink.  
 
    Then, I decide to call every number I know to look for her. That’s how I discover that she was never on staff at the set.  
 
    She lied to me.  
 
    But why? I make one more call, this time to front desk.  
 
    “Yes, Mr. Hart?” says the voice on the other end of the line. 
 
    I lean back in my office chair, head in my hand. “Greg, does the building still keep a record of guests on file?” I ask the doorman. “I’m looking for the address of the woman who came in with me last night” 
 
    “Oh, yes, Ms. Bailey. Such a sweet girl, sir, and always so prompt.” Greg replies, causing the breath to stutter in my lungs.  
 
    “How are you and Ms. Bailey so well acquainted?” I ask.  
 
    “Well, she always stops to say hello when she comes to clean your apartment, sir. We’ve chatted a few times.” Greg responds. “Let me get that address for you, sir. I’ll have it sent up in a moment.” 
 
    I mumble my thanks to Greg as my mind whirls, trying to make sense of what I’ve just learned. Faith is the woman who cleans my apartment?  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
     Faith 
 
    It all felt like a dream. Last night I lost my virginity to the most famous director in the world, and now I’m back to cleaning somebody’s toilet.  
 
    This new family who hired me pays pretty well, so I shouldn’t be complaining. But I miss the comfort of Erik’s house, the smell, the warmth, him. It’s so weird to have flashbacks of him fucking me and kissing me while I’m scrubbing the bathroom floor. It makes me feel so pathetic and miserable. But this is my reality. 
 
    I don’t belong in his world. There’s no room for my lies, and he deserves someone who’s on the same level as him. I’m just an orphan who has no education or future. I don’t deserve him. My place is here, and I can only admire him from afar as I’ve been doing my entire life.  
 
    “How was work?” Claire asks when I get home. 
 
    “Shitty as always,” I sigh, kicking off my boots. 
 
    “Well, I’m off to visit my grandma now,” she says while putting on her coat. “You sure you’ll be fine without me this weekend?” 
 
    “I’m sure, Claire. I’m twenty.” 
 
    “Still a baby.” 
 
    I roll my eyes as Claire chuckles and pinches my cheeks. “Well, ice cream is in the freezer. It’s the best thing to eat while you cry over a broken heart.” 
 
    “Thanks, Claire.” 
 
    “Love you!” 
 
    “Love you, too,” I say when the door shuts behind her. At least there’s someone I can say the L-word to without feeling horrible about it. 
 
    I trudge up to my room and throw myself onto the bed. The poster of Erik stares down at me. I know I’m doomed when the 2D version of him makes my heart race, and my eyes sting with tears.  
 
    I sit up and scan my eyes around my room, looking at all the posters I’ve collected over the years of every single movie he’s starred in and directed. My whole life has revolved around him, but I can’t do this anymore. My life has changed forever since I set foot in his trailer. If I want to move on, I must get rid of Erik Hart’s presence in my life, starting with these posters.  
 
    I push myself up from the bed and walk up to the poster of him. I trace my fingers across his face, trying to hold on to the memories of him. “I love you, Erik,” I whisper. “Goodbye.” 
 
    Just as I’m about to tear it down, the sound of the front door being opened makes my head jerk up. Before I have time to wonder if Claire forgot something again, Erik appears in the doorway to my room. His eyes go wide when he sees all the decorations dedicated to him. 
 
    My heart seems to stop, and for a moment, I cannot breathe. “H-How did you get in here?” 
 
    “I ran into Claire, and she let me in,” he says, his intense gaze pinning me to the spot. “You have some explaining to do, Faith.” 
 
    I grip the hem of my dress. My feet seem to have rooted to the floor, and I can’t tell by the look on his face if he’s angry or disgusted. “I’m not who you think I am,” I say at last. 
 
    “I know. You lied about being a crew member.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to lie. I just…I was afraid you would kick me out if you knew I was just there to give my friend the folder. I saw an opportunity to get close to you, and I had to take it.” 
 
    “Was that why you ran away from me? You were afraid I’d find out?” 
 
    “Yes, but not just that.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    I swallow hard, my fingers trembling. “I’d been in your house before we met. I got the job through Claire to be your house cleaner. And…while working there, I would wear your clothes and…and touch myself in your bed.”  
 
    I glance up to see his reaction, but he’s just standing there with a straight face, and now I’m scared because I don’t know what he’s going to say next.  
 
    “Please, don’t be angry. I know it was wrong, but I’m in love with you. I’ve been in love with you my whole life, Erik. I grew up in an orphanage. Your movies were what kept me going. You were the reason I didn’t feel so alone. And since I was sixteen, I’ve been dreaming about a day when I could meet you in real life and tell you how much you mean to me. It developed into an obsession. But now that I’ve seen who you really are and fallen in love with the real you, I realize that I don’t deserve you. I will disappear, Erik. I won’t tell anyone about us, I promise.” 
 
    “You said you’re in love with me?” he asks, an edge to his voice. 
 
    I pause. “I am.” 
 
    “You’re in love with me?” he asks again more insistently.  
 
    “Yes, I am,” I repeat, hesitantly. “Please, don’t be angry. I’m in love with you, but I know I don’t deserve you.” 
 
    To my surprise, he closes the distance between us with a couple of steps and looms over me, looking down at me with the same heat in his eyes that he had the day we first met. I stare up at him nervously. 
 
    “I knew you were in my house,” he whispers. 
 
    My heart starts racing faster as I blink hard. “You did?” 
 
    “I felt your presence and smelled your sweet scent that lingered on my sheets and clothes. Then I started having dreams about you without knowing who you were, what you looked like, or if you were even real. You were my obsession, too, Faith. I love you, too.” 
 
    “Really?” Tears sting my eyes, but I can’t stop smiling as I reach for his face.  
 
    “Really.” He kisses my nose. “When I first saw you, I didn’t know who you were. Before the lies and everything else, I’d already fallen for you. You’re one of the few people who actually get me, and I don’t have to pretend that I’m this perfect guy who’s never made a mistake in his life when I’m around you.” He holds my hands and kisses my fingers. “I’m only myself when I’m with you. So, can you be yourself with me, Faith?”  
 
    Smiling, I wrap my arms around his neck. “This is me, Erik. And I love you.” 
 
    We kiss like we’ve never been kissed before. My fingers go wild in his hair as he pins me against his poster and kisses me hard, biting on my bottom lip until it bruises. He peels off his shirt as we kiss. My hands go to his waist to pull down his pants and boxers. I cannot wait as I get down on my knees, his cock just mere inches from my face. The feelings I had when I first saw it come rushing back to me, awe mixed with intimidation. 
 
    Why does it seem bigger than the last time? Did I really have it all inside me?  
 
    Heart thundering, I wrap my slender fingers around the base of his shaft and guide his cock to my mouth. My lips slide over the head as I tease him with my tongue, swirling and licking the tip like a lollipop. Erik moans for me, a shiver running through his body as he breathes, “Fuck, I missed your mouth, baby. I missed having you suck my big cock.” 
 
    The words make my pussy pulse as I roll my eyes up to hold his gaze and slowly slip the rest of his cock into my mouth. He watches me intently, hand on the side of my head, fingers tightened in my hair as he guides me. I manage to get the tip to the back of my throat before I have to pull away. I try to see how much further I can take his cock, and to the surprise of both of us, I start deep-throating him even though I’m gagging. 
 
    “Gag on my big cock, baby. Is my cock too big for your little mouth?” 
 
    His moans grow louder, causing me to get wetter by the second. 
 
    “Stop. I’m gonna come.” He steps back, chest heaving. "Stand up." 
 
    I do as he says. 
 
    "Take your clothes off.” 
 
    I take my dress off and unhook my bra, pulling it down my arms and dropping it on the floor, then I remove my panties. The butterflies in my stomach are back in full force as I straighten up, standing before him naked and exposed. His eyes roam down my body as he smiles, his eyes darkening. "You are so fucking sexy, baby girl.” 
 
    My heart skips a beat as my confidence soars through the roof. "Thank you," I say timidly. 
 
    Erik takes a step toward me. His strong hands grab my hips and lifts me in the air like that first day in his trailer. I wrap my legs around his waist as he carries me to the bed and walks us up the mattress on his knees while still holding me. He lays me back on one of the pillows and positions himself between my legs. His dick brushes against my clit, and I gasp. 
 
    “You ready for my cock, baby girl?” he asks. 
 
    “Yes, please,” I answer. “I miss your cock so much. Please stretch out my tight little pussy, Daddy.” 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    Erik pushes himself up so he can sit back on his knees and spread my legs wide. He holds his cock and teases the tip up and down my clit as I moan and writhe on the bed. Moving over me once more, he lowers his mouth to mine while he slides one finger into my dripping pussy. After several minutes, he’s worked up to three fingers inside me, and I’m panting in desperation. Finally, he positions his cock against my entrance and thrusts slowly, filling me up an inch at a time. My memory is no substitute for how good he feels. 
 
    "Mmmm, baby girl, you’re so good for me, aren’t you?" he moans. "So wet and tight. Just how I remember.” 
 
    I look down at where we connect and watch his cock move in and out of my pussy. The muscles in his abs bunch with each thrust of his hips, pushing himself even deeper inside me. He steadies himself with a hand on my thigh and starts thrusting harder. At the height of his stroke, a loud moan is ripped from my throat. 
 
    Erik falls forward onto his hands, holding his upper body above me like he’s doing a push-up. His huge biceps flex, and yet he makes it look effortless, as if he could hold that position forever.  
 
    “You’ve been waiting your whole life for me to claim you, huh? Next time, you do not touch yourself in my bed without my permission, understood?” 
 
    I nod fast, biting my bottom lip hard. 
 
    “Such a naughty girl.” Erik smirks as he pumps his hips and slams into my pussy at full force. I moan even louder, so loud it’s almost a scream. He looks deep into my eyes. "Is this what you really want? Was this what you thought about when you were touching yourself in my bed?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes! God, yes.” 
 
    His sly laugh gives me goosebumps. "I thought so." 
 
    He continues fucking me like that, and I scream my pleasure into his hand. I run my hand over his arm, feeling the muscles bulge and tighten. My orgasm is building quickly, transforming the pressure of his cock so far inside me into absolute ecstasy. I grip his bicep as my pussy clenches around him.  
 
    A smile of satisfaction spreads across his handsome face. “Is my baby girl about to come?” 
 
    I come before I have a chance to respond. My eyelids flutter as my eyes roll back. I cannot move or think. I just melt into the bed as the orgasm races through my entire body. 
 
    "Oh, fuck. Your pussy is throbbing, baby.” 
 
    I look up at him through heavy lids as he removes his hand from my mouth and slides it under the middle of my back. Without warning, he rolls over, and I’m suddenly on top of him. He’s still inside me as I rock my hips back and forth, riding him. My pussy is super sensitive, and the sensation of riding his cock is so overwhelming, it’s ecstasy bordering on pain. I quicken my pace, feeling myself getting close as Erik grabs my breast and squeezes my nipple. 
 
    “I’m coming. I’m coming. I’m coming,” I chant as I come again. This orgasm is stronger than the last one. It makes my back arch and my body shudder uncontrollably. Erik’s fingernails dig into my ass cheeks. 
 
    “Keep going, baby. I’m gonna come inside you,” he growls, forcing my hips to move again. “You want Daddy to fill your pussy with cum?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” I can’t believe that I’m about to come again.  
 
    "Fuck," Erik hisses, his hands moving from my waist to my ass. "My gorgeous baby.” 
 
    "Please...please...come for me, Daddy.” 
 
    "I'm right there, baby. Don't stop. Don't stop. Oh, fuck!" 
 
    He spills inside me in a rush of liquid heat, his eyes closed, his whole body spasming, making my body move with him. Once he’s done, he looks at me with heavy eyelids and a lazy smile. I let him catch his breath before laying my upper body on top of his and pressing my ear to his chest. I listen to his heartbeat, fast and steady.  
 
    "Faith?” he breaks the silence after moments have passed. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Will you be my girlfriend?” 
 
    I smile. There’s only one answer. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Faith 
 
    Ten years later 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re doing this.” 
 
    “You’re talking too much. Don’t ruin the mood.” 
 
    I laugh at how frustrated Erik looks while trying to figure out how to get me out of my expensive dress. There’s not much room in the backseat of our limo for him to do this easily.  
 
    “This is why you should never have let Gucci sponsor you,” he says. “Their clothes are so fucking complicated.” 
 
    “Well, you won an Oscar tonight. Would you rather your wife had worn a cheap dress at the ceremony?” 
 
    “I don’t care what my wife wears as long as I get to take it off.” 
 
    “Smooth.” 
 
    “Always.” 
 
    After ten years together and eight years of marriage, we’re still acting like teenagers sometimes. As his wife and personal assistant, I was actually going to plan a party for him tonight after the Oscars. Our two little boys are staying with Claire for the weekend, so I was thinking of inviting the cast of his movie over for food and wine. But of course, my husband said no to the idea. He wanted to celebrate his victory alone with me. When he suggested that, I expected hot, passionate sex on our comfy bed with rose petals and candles, not the backseat of the limo. But I’m not complaining. We can never keep our hands off each other anyway. 
 
    A victorious grin crosses his handsome face as he manages to peel the dress off me. He gets me completely naked and lays me down before taking off his tux.  
 
    “You sure the kids are doing fine without us?” 
 
    “Faith, do not mention the kids before sex.” 
 
    “I know. I know. It’s just a mother thing.” 
 
    He shrugs off his white shirt, revealing his toned abs as he smiles down at me. “Well, you are an excellent mother. But right now, you’re Daddy’s little girl.” 
 
    Without breaking eye contact, he positions himself at my entrance and slowly thrusts the tip in. After all these years, it still feels like the first time. I’m still stretched from having sex earlier in the day, and he fits perfectly inside me. My mouth hangs open in pleasure as I drip down his shaft. He starts thrusting harder and faster.  
 
    “I’m fucking obsessed with you,” he says through gritted teeth, his voice barely audible over the slapping of skin against skin. 
 
    I slide my hands up from his abs to his chest and his face, feeling my orgasm building up in the pit of my stomach as I move my hips against his.  
 
    “And I’m obsessed with you,” I tell him before coming again and again… 
 
    The End 
 
    Up next… 
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    Other Books by Cassi  
 
    More from the“Suddenly His” series of delicious standalone stories, with strong alpha men, finding the love of their life:  
 
    The Perfect Plan  
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    Free Book 
 
    Join my mailing list!  
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    The Kingpin’s Obsession   
 
    Alice  
 
    I saw something I shouldn’t have, and my life is in danger.  
 
    The police won’t listen, and I have no choice but to seek help at Benedetti’s, a bar known for its criminal clientele. But I’m barely inside the door before a dark eyed devil drags me back out and demands to know why I’m there. I shouldn’t trust him, but I don’t have a choice when he’s the only one willing to help me.  
 
    Too late, I learn who he really is, and now I’m left to wonder… when this is all over, will he save my life only to break my heart? 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    About the Author  
 
    Cassi lives to write brazen OTT, insta-love, short stories, about possessive alphas and the women they love. Stories that will leave you satisfied, and maybe blushing a little. Cassie loves pedicures, being pampered in any way possible, her darling golden Princess, amazing coffee, and traveling to anywhere warm. 
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