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Chapter 1 - The Follow Back

Mina Cross was sprawled across her sagging gray couch in the tiny two-bedroom apartment she shared with Tara, wearing nothing but an oversized black t-shirt that barely covered her ass and a pair of sheer black lace panties that were already ruined. The clock on her laptop read 1:47 a.m. Her latest rejection email from her agent still glowed on the screen like a personal insult: “Too explicit for our current list... consider toning down the messier elements.”

She laughed bitterly, then reached between her thighs and lazily circled her clit through the soaked fabric. Being told her smut was too filthy always made her wet. She was a struggling 25-year-old romance author by day-12k followers, mostly other horny writers and BookTok girls who lived for her depraved scenes-and a complete, shameless slut by night. Her phone buzzed. She glanced at the notification and froze. JaxonValeOfficial followed you. 

Mina sat up so fast her laptop nearly slid off the couch. She blinked hard. Refreshed the app. Checked again. Then a third time, zooming in on the verified blue check like it might vanish. It didn’t. Jaxon fucking Vale. The starting tight end for one of the league’s most dominant teams. Six-foot-four, carved-from-marble body, arms thick enough to choke a girl out while he railed her. The man who made headlines every other week for leaving clubs with a new model on his arm, never the same one twice. The guy whose shirtless training videos made Mina’s pussy throb so bad she’d finger herself in the Uber on the way home from the gym more than once. And now he was following her.

Her heart hammered against her ribs as she opened his profile. Forty-two million followers. Posts of him dripping sweat on the field, lounging on yachts, that cocky half-smirk that said he knew exactly how many women wanted to choke on him. Rumors said he fucked a different girl every night he wasn’t playing. Sometimes two. Mina’s cunt clenched hard at the thought. She screenshot everything and fired it off to Tara. Mina: Babe. Look at this.
Mina: [screenshot]
Mina: I’m actually shaking. Is this real? Tara’s reply popped up in seconds, because Tara Reyes answered texts faster than she came-and that was saying something.
Tara: Holy shit. That’s not normal.
Tara: Athletes like him don’t follow random smut writers unless they want something nasty.
Tara: You gonna slide in his DMs or should I come home and sit on your face until you calm down? 
Mina bit her lip, thighs squeezing together. Her panties were drenched, the lace sticking obscenely to her swollen pussy lips. She could feel her own slickness coating her inner thighs. She opened the DM chat with trembling fingers. Typed. Deleted. Typed again.

MinaCrossWrites: Hi... This might be a glitch but I’m really not complaining. Your last game was insane, by the way. That catch in the fourth quarter had me yelling at my TV like an idiot. 

She hit send before she could overthink it, then immediately shoved two fingers under her panties and sank them into her dripping hole with a wet, audible squelch. The typing bubble appeared almost instantly. 

JaxonValeOfficial: Not a glitch. 

Mina moaned softly, pumping her fingers slowly while she stared at the screen.

JaxonValeOfficial: I’ve been reading your books for weeks, Mina. That last one-Chapter 12? Had me rock hard in the team hotel at 2 a.m. Jerked off twice thinking about how sloppy and loud that scene was. You write like you’ve been fucked exactly like that.

Her breath hitched. She pulled her fingers out, shiny and coated, and rubbed her swollen clit in fast, messy circles.

MinaCrossWrites: You’re lying.

JaxonValeOfficial: I don’t lie when my dick’s leaking for a girl. Send me a voice note. I want to hear what you sound like when you’re wet.

Mina didn’t hesitate. She recorded it right there on the couch, voice breathy and low, two fingers still buried deep in her cunt. “Hey... this is Mina. I can’t believe I’m actually doing this right now...”She sent it, then kept fucking herself, the lewd wet sounds echoing in the quiet apartment. His reply was immediate again. 

JaxonValeOfficial: Fuck. That voice is dangerous. You sound like you’re already creaming all over your fingers. Show me.

Mina’s pussy fluttered. She yanked her panties to the side, spread her legs obscenely wide, and took a photo: two slick fingers knuckle-deep inside her glistening, puffy cunt, her arousal dripping down to her asshole and soaking the couch cushion beneath her. No face. Just pure, dripping filth. Sent. The voice note he sent back made her eyes roll back. “Goddamn, baby... Look at that sloppy little pussy. So pink and wet, creaming all over your hand. You always get this messy when a stranger tells you he’s been stroking his fat cock to your dirty words?” Mina whimpered loudly and added a third finger, stretching herself open with filthy, rhythmic squelching noises. She was soaked, juices running freely.

MinaCrossWrites: Only when it’s you.

JaxonValeOfficial: Good fucking girl. Keep fucking that greedy hole for me. I want to hear you cum. Make it loud.

She recorded another voice note while she rubbed her clit furiously, fingers plunging in and out. “Jaxon... oh fuck... I’m so wet... I’m gonna cum so hard for you-”Her orgasm hit like a freight train. Her thighs shook violently as she squirted, clear fluid soaking her hand and the couch. She kept moaning and gasping through it, recording every second of her messy climax before sending the voice note. His response came seconds later.

JaxonValeOfficial: Jesus Christ. I’m in Miami right now and my cock is throbbing so bad it hurts. You just made me leak all over my fucking hand like a horny teenager. I need the real thing, Mina. Not just pictures. Tell me when you’re free this week. Mina lay there panting, chest heaving, fingers still lazily circling her sensitive clit as aftershocks rolled through her. Her couch was ruined. Her thighs were shiny with her own cum. This couldn’t be real. She texted Tara again with shaky hands.

Mina: He replied instantly.
Mina: He wants to meet.
Mina: And I just squirted all over the couch listening to his voice note. I’m so fucked, Tara.
Tara: Told you it wasn’t normal.
Tara: Don’t catch feelings for a man who rotates pussy like it’s his job. But if you’re gonna let him wreck you, at least let me eat that sloppy cunt first so you’re nice and relaxed when he shows up Come to my room when I get home. I’ll tongue-fuck you until you can’t think straight.
Mina let out a breathless laugh, still buzzing, still dripping. She looked back at her phone.

JaxonValeOfficial: Don’t disappear on me. I don’t chase women. But I’m chasing you.

MinaCrossWrites: I’m right here. She set the phone down, heart racing, pussy still twitching with need.

She had no idea what she’d just started. But every filthy, soaked inch of her already knew she wasn’t going to stop.

Chapter 2 - The Replies

Mina was still lying on the soaked couch cushion, thighs sticky and trembling, when Tara burst through the apartment door twenty minutes later. Tara didn’t even bother kicking off her heels-just dropped her bag, took one look at Mina’s flushed face and the obvious wet spot on the couch, and grinned like a predator. “Show me the messages. Right now.” They huddled together on Mina’s bed, both still half-dressed, scrolling through the entire DM thread again and again. Every filthy line made Mina’s pussy throb harder. Tara read Jaxon’s voice notes out loud in a mock-deep voice, laughing, but her nipples were visibly hard under her tight crop top. 

“‘That sloppy little pussy...’ Fuck, Mina. No wonder you squirted everywhere. Look at you-still dripping down your thighs.” Mina bit her lip, cheeks burning. “He wants to meet. Like... actually meet. This is insane.” Tara’s hand slid up Mina’s bare thigh, fingers tracing the drying cum streaks. “Guys like that don’t just pick random girls. He’s probably jerking that big dick right now thinking about wrecking you.” She leaned in, breath hot against Mina’s ear. “But right now? You’re mine.”

The kiss started slow-deep, wet, tongues sliding lazily against each other. Tara tasted like cherry lip gloss and tequila. Mina moaned into her mouth, hands sliding under Tara’s top to squeeze her full, heavy tits. They made out like they were starving, tongues fucking each other’s mouths in messy, spit-slick strokes, lips swollen and shiny. Strings of saliva connected them when they finally pulled apart. “Bed. Now,” Tara growled. They stripped fast. Mina’s t-shirt flew across the room. Tara’s skirt and thong hit the floor. Naked, they crashed together again-skin on skin, tits pressing, nipples rubbing. Tara pushed Mina onto her back and latched onto one of her breasts, sucking hard, tongue flicking the stiff peak while her hand kneaded the other. Mina arched, fingers tangling in Tara’s dark hair. “Fuck, Tara... suck harder-”Tara obliged, hollowing her cheeks, leaving Mina’s tit shiny with spit and marked with little red hickeys. 

She switched sides, biting gently, then soothing with long, sloppy licks. Mina was whimpering, grinding her soaked cunt against Tara’s thigh, leaving a slick trail. Tara moved lower, kissing down Mina’s stomach until she settled between her spread thighs. She didn’t tease. She dove in face-first-mouth wide open, tongue flat and dragging from Mina’s dripping hole all the way up to her swollen clit. The sounds were obscene: loud, wet slurps, hungry moans vibrating against sensitive flesh. “You taste so fucking good when you’re this horny,” Tara mumbled, lips shiny with Mina’s juices. She shoved her tongue deep inside Mina’s pussy, fucking her with it, nose buried against her clit. 

Mina’s hips bucked, grinding messily against Tara’s face, coating her from nose to chin in slick cream. Then Tara went lower. She pushed Mina’s knees back toward her chest, exposing everything. Without hesitation, Tara licked straight down to Mina’s tight little asshole. She circled it slowly at first, then licked broad, filthy stripes over the puckered hole while two fingers plunged back into Mina’s cunt. “Oh my god- Tara!” Mina cried out, voice cracking. Tara ate her ass like she was starving-loud, sloppy, tongue pushing inside the tight ring while her fingers curled hard against Mina’s G-spot. Spit and pussy juice ran everywhere, dripping down Mina’s crack, soaking the sheets. Mina was a mess, thighs shaking, hands gripping Tara’s head as she got her asshole thoroughly tongue-fucked. “I’m gonna cum- fuck, I’m cumming-” 

Mina squirted again, hard, soaking Tara’s face and the bed. Tara kept licking through it, messy and relentless, drinking down every drop. When Mina finally stopped shaking, she flipped them. Tara ended up on her back, legs spread wide, pussy glistening and puffy. Mina attacked her tits first-sucking one fat nipple deep while pinching the other, leaving them red and shiny. Then she moved down. She buried her face between Tara’s thighs, licking and sucking her clit like a woman possessed. Two fingers in Tara’s cunt, then three, stretching her open with wet, rhythmic squelching. 

Tara was loud-moaning, cursing, hips grinding up against Mina’s mouth. “Eat my ass too, baby. Come on-”Mina obeyed instantly. She licked down and swirled her tongue around Tara’s tight asshole, pushing inside while her thumb rubbed Tara’s clit. She made it filthy-spit dripping, loud slurping sounds, fingers pumping Tara’s pussy so hard the bed creaked. Tara’s juices coated Mina’s chin, ran down her neck. Tara came with a guttural cry, thighs clamping around Mina’s head, flooding her mouth with sweet, slippery cum. Mina kept licking, cleaning her up with long, greedy strokes until Tara was twitching and oversensitive.

They collapsed together, sweaty, sticky, faces shiny with each other’s juices. Tara pulled Mina into another deep, filthy kiss-tasting pussy and ass on each other’s tongues. “God, I needed that,” Tara panted, stroking Mina’s hair. “But babe... be careful with him. He’s gonna ruin you for normal dick.” Mina laughed breathlessly, still floating. “I know. I’m trying not to-”Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. They both froze. Mina grabbed it. The notification made her stomach flip.

JaxonValeOfficial: Still thinking about that voice note. And that picture. Fuck, Mina. I’m serious about meeting. I’m back in the city this weekend. Let me take you out. Dinner somewhere private. No cameras. Just us. Say yes.

Tara read it over Mina’s shoulder and whistled low. “Damn. He really replied instantly again.” Mina’s pussy clenched even though she’d just cum twice. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, heart pounding.

MinaCrossWrites: Yes. She hit send before she could overthink it. 

JaxonValeOfficial: Good girl. I’ll message you details. Can’t stop thinking about what that sloppy little pussy is going to feel like wrapped around me. 

Mina dropped the phone and buried her
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