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One

 

 

My computer screen pinged inside the quiet space of my small trailer, and a shiver of excitement ran up my spine. The hours today had been brutal, long, and I was tired.

Cranky.

Fucking horny.

Reaching over, I pulled my laptop next to me on the small couch and opened the browser. I knew who it was. Not one motherfucking doubt in my mind. It was her.
My
girl. The woman who had, unbeknownst to her, consumed every goddamned minute of my days and nights.

Swiping my finger across the mouse pad, I opened my Facebook account—the one no one knew I kept—and smiled. Every day, at that time, she would send me the same greeting.

A simple hello.

Lucia: Hey babe!

What a dangerous greeting. Calling me that term of endearment when all I wanted—fucking yearned for—was a taste of her skin. For her to writhe beneath me while I took what her body would willingly give.

DevA: I’m up. Tired, but seeing your smiling face makes it all better.

And wasn’t that the truth; I was rock hard as I stared at her profile picture, my palm pushing down against my engorged flesh to alleviate some of the pain she’d created. Conjuring dirty thoughts of her, I released my cock and stroked my hands downward once.

Lucia: You’re too sweet!

Yeah, that’s me. One sweet motherfucker.

A bead of liquid seeped out from my tip, and my finger swiped across my slit to catch it—used it on my next downward stroke as lubrication.

“Fuck, yeah,” I grunted, tightening the hold I had on my cock while opening her pictures. There was one album I loved more than all the others. All her. No friends or family on the beach. Selfies taken of different body parts: her legs, chest…those swollen, bee-stung lips that caused me to push my hips up and fuck my hand.

I fucking abused myself for her. In her name.

DevA: Can’t wait to meet face to face. Only a few days left!

There, that should fucking hold her until I finished. My strokes became faster, angrier as I continued to flip through each picture. There’s nothing sexier to me than a woman with ink.

Lucia: You are coming, right?

“Fuck, yes.” My finger hovered over the screen. Over the picture of her tiny rabbit tattoo barely peeking out from beneath her bikini bottoms. “I’m going to fucking come all over that spot, you hot little…fuck!” I roared as spurt after spurt of hot come fell from my tip and onto my lower stomach.

Lucia: You there?

“I don’t give a fuck what you believe in, but you better pray hard. I’m going to fucking destroy you as you have done me. Not one single inch of you will remember any man before me.”

DevA: I’m here and baby girl, God himself couldn’t stop me from coming to see you.

From coming for you.


It had been exactly one year to the day since I fell for the words my girl created. A year where I’d spent numerous hours contemplating ways to make her mine. Three hundred and sixty-five days consumed by every book she wrote. With each line my need and hunger grew, my devotion running so deep that I’d lost my goddamned head over her.

Rationality was a novelty I no longer concerned myself with.

She always claimed to have the best inspirations while taking a bath or shower. Was it because she was thinking of me? Was she picturing us together under the hot stream of water? She was a fan, after all.

It was 
my 
face that my girl watched on the movie screen, and later confessed to being aroused by. I remember re-reading that one post on her wall over and over again. Discovering the effect I had on her was a high unlike any other.

I made her heart stutter.

I made her knees weak.

I caused the wetness to pool between her thighs.

Did she see those images as vividly as I did? Lucia had to have. No one could write such descriptive scenes without putting themselves within their words. My favorite, though, had to be the one time she had me fuck my counterpart in the shower.

Fuck, do I remember that scene:

“
Jack
,
please,” Lesley begged as I continued to assault her neck with kisses, biting her hard enough to leave the imprint of my teeth embedded in her skin. I wanted—no, needed,
to mark her as my own. The fucking world had to accept that she was taken. “Baby, I need you,” she whimpered, “need to feel you inside me. Goddamned delicious stretch and fullness only you can…oh, fuck!” Lesley hissed out as my long and calloused fingers found her drenched, bare lips. I’d begun a slow rhythm of in and out, my palm coming in contact with her engorged clit and rubbing twice before pulling away.

I was the one making the beautiful woman in my arms cry out in ecstasy one minute, and out in anger the next.

According to her, I was responsible for all the dirty thoughts and words that led to the ruin of her favorite panties. They were my favorites now, as well. Lacy boy shorts had ruined me for all other types. My head was filled with images of those round mounds barely covered by the flimsy fabric. How it molded onto her skin and rode high as she walked.

I wanted to tear them off with my teeth.

I’d pull them down while my tongue would come out to taste every inch of skin my mouth uncovered. I wondered what would hit my tongue as I lay between her parted thighs and lapped at her core.

She’d taste amazing too. Like an erotic mixture of fruits.
Delicious.

“
Don't tease me, baby. Fuck me.  Make me yours.” Lesley slammed her hands on the tiled wall while I toyed with her. Broke her down. I wanted her to bend to my will, become insane with lust. When I was through with her, she’d only see me. Feel me. Want me.

Every other male before, and even those stupid enough to attempt in the future, would seem insignificant and unworthy in her eyes.

“Please,” her crazed voice pled one last time. She was lost to my touch. My mission had been accomplished.

Withdrawing my fingers, I dropped to my knees before her.
“
Do you want me, baby? No other man but me?”

Those naughty scenes made my long days so much sweeter. They’d tease and torment. Gave my imagination and cock a jump start of their own as I pictured her playing out those scenes with me.

Those scintillating visions that drove her to find immediate purchase before her computer; to lay down those words that would entice my soul. They would call out to that inner caveman in me. That nasty and dirty part of me that wanted to reach through this portal and take what was mine for the taking.

Lesley only managed a small nod as she enjoyed the sight of my face between her thighs. My lips were so close to her dripping cunt—ready to show her my appreciation for the magnificent gift she was bestowing upon me.

“Tell me, dammit! Say it's only me you want and desire.” I buried my nose between her saturated lips and inhaled. Motherfucking ambrosia. “I will give you everything you want. Make you come so hard…leave you barely hanging on to reality. Tell me, Lesley, and I am motherfucking yours.”

It was the end of that chapter that made me react violently, fisting my cock tightly in my hand, and cursing her for torturing me so. For how hard I came as my cock fucked my fist. How the images of her, fresh faced and innocent, smiling down, helped throw me over the edge. It wasn't the hard fuck my cock ached to give her, but it would do.

For now.

Too much time had passed since that fateful day where our lives became intertwined, where they were sealed together without our permission. A desire to have her close intensified with every tick on the clock. This had to change. No more.

Today all that stops.

“She will be mine,” I groaned. Lazily, I ran the tip of my finger down the head of my cock, enjoying the soft caress and the tingles it created. It was her face I watched on the screen. Her smile, the same one I’d imagined time and time again, looking up at me while she took me in her mouth.  “Your time is up.”

Lucia White, as her fans knew her, was an overnight sensation in the literary world. Her looks were deceiving. Beautiful and pure, yet the moment you read her
dirty words
, all that vanished and what lay before you was an alluring nymph. From the very first page she’d entranced me; I was—and still am—fucked.

“God, I want you, baby. Fucking crave your taste on my tongue.” Following her every move became the focus of my days while not on set. She had a private and very naughty group for all her fans. It was a sanctuary of sorts, where she would come in and interact with those, like me, who followed her every word as if it were law.

The only difference was that I pleasured myself to those same words.

Exquisitely mine.
There was no denying that she’d owned me from the start. I devoured her exotic features like a starving man. Lucia loved to share bits and pieces of her life through photos, and I am not one fucking bit ashamed to admit that I stalked her.

Signings.

Out to dinner.

The latest was of her with friends at a BBQ.

Tight body barely covered by a tube top and a pair of indecently short shorts that made my cock weep in frustration. Her ass looked so round and high as she spiked the volleyball across the net. Whoever took that picture deserved a huge gift from me.

Each picture was more defined then the last; she was surrounded by friends in every shot. All laughing and smiling, having a great fucking time. Some were with men. They looked at her with the same admiration I held.

“Piece of shit asshole doesn’t deserve to breathe the same air as you.” They were lucky bastards, and I seethed with jealousy. This was especially true for one overgrown, juice-pumping, dimpled smile wearing motherfucker that in one shot had her over his shoulder. Lucia laughed as the playful moment carried on in film.

I saw red.

My girl’s happiness was clear to see. Her eyes had brightened and her face was flushed. Those fucking lips of hers were set into an enticing
‘O’
shape that made my heart stop, and my dick swell with desire.

All this for him.

And while she looked more beautiful than words could describe, I wanted to kill him. Take those same fingers he’d wrapped around her upper thigh to keep her in place and break them. Lucia shouldn’t have let him touch her.

I’d give anything for it to be me that held her like that. To carry her away from those who wanted what was never theirs, and teach her that only I could give her what she needed.
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