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Emma slept curled against Jake, both of them naked, their sheets heavy with the mingled scent of sex and sweat and something deeper — the particular musk of two bodies that had spent themselves completely and then surrendered to the dark. Her fingers were still loosely tangled in his chest hair. Her breathing had gone shallow. A pulse beat slow and insistent between her thighs.

The dream took her like a tide.

She was lying flat on a table. Cold. Hard. The kind of cold that bites — surface like polished stone, or marble, or something that had never held warmth. It stung her bare skin on contact, nipples hardening instantly to glass-sharp points, goosebumps cascading in waves down her sides and across her thighs. The air above her was thick and dark, almost velvet, and she couldn't find a ceiling when she looked up.

Her hands moved without her permission.

That was the dream's particular cruelty — she watched them roam her own body like they belonged to someone else. Fingers squeezing her breasts, kneading slowly, twisting her own nipples until her back arched off the cold table. One hand sliding down the flat of her stomach, lower, parting her thighs, cupping the soaked heat of her pussy with a shameless, deliberate pressure.

When did I get this wet?

And then she became aware of them.

Men. The number didn't resolve — the dream kept shifting the count the way dreams do, ten becoming twenty becoming something uncountable, a circle that closed around the table and seemed to go on forever if she didn't look directly at any one point. Their faces were shadows. Blurred and faceless, like figures seen through frosted glass. But their cocks — god, their cocks were rendered in obscene, exquisite detail, as if whatever part of her mind was generating this had reserved all its precision for that single fact.

Big. Thick. Every one different and every one overwhelming.

Some were long and smooth, almost elegant in their brutality. Others were fat and angry-looking, veins raised and branching like river maps, heads swollen and dark and glistening. Heavy balls, low and swinging. Fists working slow and then faster. The sounds reached her before anything touched her — wet smacks of skin on skin, the thick rhythmic sound of men stroking themselves, guttural low sounds in the back of their throats, the particular soft percussion of a cockhead leaking, dripping onto the floor.

The air itself was saturated with them. Musk and salt and something almost sweet underneath, the animal heat of twenty bodies surrounding one still, cold table. She could taste it before anything touched her lips — that specific brine, coating her tongue like a promise.

The first found her chest.

His cock dragged across her sternum with deliberate slowness, smearing a thick bead of pre-cum across her nipple. Warm. Sticky. She gasped. Another slapped his shaft against her thigh — blunt, heavy, leaving a heat-print on her skin. A third leaned close above her face, his cockhead brushing her lips, painting them slick with salt.

Her tongue moved on instinct. Darted out.

Bitter. Sharp. So real.

She moaned — and the sound broke something loose in the room.

Then they were everywhere. Sliding across her stomach, dragging between her breasts, pressing against her neck and cheeks and hair. The table disappeared beneath the weight of all that heat. She was glazed, smeared, saturated — sweat dripping down her ribs, pre-cum threading across her collarbone, her skin slick and shining as if she'd been oiled. Her hair stuck to her face and she didn't care, her hips tilting upward toward nothing, her body aching to be filled by something she couldn't name.

And then he was there.

Jake.

She knew him before she saw him. His scent cut through the musk of all those faceless men like something tuned specifically to her nervous system — his sweat, his skin, the particular warm-iron smell of his cock. He materialized at the head of the table, solid and specific where everything else blurred. His jaw. The breadth of his shoulders. The way he looked at her — not with hunger exactly, but with something colder and more certain than hunger. Like ownership. Like inevitability.

He gripped her hair. Not gentle. Fingers closing in a fist, tilting her head back until her throat was a straight line.

His eyes found hers and held.

"Open your mouth, baby."

She obeyed before the words finished.

He pushed in slowly — a cruelty of its own, that slowness, making her feel every inch of him filling her tongue, pressing the back of it down, nudging the tight clench of her throat. The weight of him gagged her immediately, spit welling up and spilling from the corners of her mouth. He paused there for one long second, cock throbbing against her tongue, letting her feel exactly how full she was.

Then he pulled back.

Then he slammed in.

The thrust rocked her head back, his balls slapping against her chin, her throat stretched and gurgling around him. Again. Again. Steady and brutal and rhythmic, fucking her mouth with the same focused deliberateness he gave everything. Her eyes watered. Her throat clenched and released and clenched again. Drool ran freely down her neck.

"Look at them," Jake growled, his voice low and unhurried. "Look at all those cocks while you choke on mine."

She looked.

They were stroking faster now, the circle tightening, drawn in by her sounds. Sweat dripped from their chests. Cocks shiny and dark with blood, balls swinging heavy, the air thick with wet-fisted rhythm and grunting. She watched them watching her — watched their faces twist toward something inevitable — and the ache in her pussy became a specific, violent throb.

The first one broke.

Hot cum landed across her tits in thick ropes, splattering and running, one stream catching her nipple and curling down the underside of her breast. She gasped around Jake's cock. Another groaned and striped her stomach, white against the flush of her skin, dripping into her navel. One leaned directly over her face and unloaded — shot after shot across her cheekbone and lips, some catching in her lashes, the smell of it sharp and immediate.

Her body was becoming a canvas.

Another pushed his cock against the seam of her lips while Jake still hammered her throat, and she tasted the second man's cum instantly — thick, bitter, unmistakable, flooding onto her tongue, smearing her teeth, spilling down her chin while she gagged and swallowed and gagged again and swallowed again, helpless and greedy and somehow desperate for more.

It became relentless. Cum striping her thighs, her belly, her breasts, her hair. Running in thick streams down her ribs and pooling warm beneath her ass. She was soaked, painted, drenched by every cock in the room — and she realized, with a liquid rush of shame and hunger, that she was arching toward it, her body lifting to receive each one.

But there was only one thing she actually wanted.

She sucked Jake harder.

Her throat worked around him, flexing, swallowing him, pulling him deeper — his cock pulsing against her tongue with every thrust, his balls hitting her jaw, wet and heavy, his stomach dripping sweat onto her face. She gagged and took it and gagged again and took it anyway, moaning around him, begging in the only language available to her.

His hand tightened in her hair.

A low sound in his chest. The sound before a storm.

His cock swelled.

And exploded.

Hot cum shot straight down her throat — not a trickle but a flood, wave after wave, filling her so fast she had to swallow frantically just to keep up. She gulped him down, moaning, sucking harder, her body shaking with the effort of taking all of him. He kept cumming, kept giving, and she took every drop and wanted more, her fingers digging into the table until her knuckles ached.

When it was done — when the faceless circle dissolved back into shadow and the cold table vanished beneath her — there was only Jake. Still gripping her hair. His cock still resting on her lips. Her body destroyed and dripping, her skin glazed, her hair matted, her belly warm and full of him.

She looked up at him.

And smiled.

More. She wanted more.

Emma woke with a violent jolt, like something had dropped her back into her body from a height.

The room assembled itself slowly around her — dark walls, moonlight slanting silver across the bedding, the familiar smell of their bedroom. Her heart was hammering. Her skin was damp everywhere, a fine sheen of sweat on her chest and the backs of her knees. The dream clung to her the way certain dreams do — vivid and physical, refusing to dissolve, leaving residue.

She could still feel it. The cocks smearing across her skin. The taste of salt on her tongue. Jake's voice, low and certain: look at them.

Her pussy was drenched. Her thighs were actually sticky. Her clit was a live wire, throbbing as though it had been working through the whole dream, desperate for friction that sleep couldn't provide.

What is happening to me?

She lay still for a moment, breathing, trying to cool down. It didn't work.

Beside her, Jake slept on his back — deep under, peaceful, one arm thrown wide. The moon painted him in strips of silver and shadow. His chest rose and fell slow. His lips were slightly parted. He looked, as he always did when he slept, like a man who had never doubted a single thing in his life.

Emma's gaze slid down.

His cock lay thick against his inner thigh, heavy even at rest. Not hard — but heavy, the veins visible in the half-light, the swollen head pushing against his skin with a casual, unconscious arrogance that made her breath catch. The dream was still soaking through her. She could feel herself leaking against the sheets.

Don't wake him.

She watched him for thirty seconds. Maybe less.

Don't.

She moved.

Slowly, carefully — holding her breath as though sound alone could be her undoing — she climbed over him. Straddled his chest. Let her dripping cunt hover just above his face, close enough that she felt the warmth of his skin against the heat radiating off her. She bent forward, hair curtaining down around them both, and lowered her mouth to his cock.

She kissed the tip first. Just that — a soft press of lips, tasting the salt that gathered there even in sleep, the faint musk of him that she would know anywhere in the dark. Then she opened her mouth and slid him in.

He twitched instantly. Began to swell against her tongue, thickening in real time, filling her mouth with that familiar, devastating weight. She moaned low around him — she couldn't help it — spit slicking his shaft as she sucked him deeper, his cock hardening fully now, pushing against her throat.

Jake stirred.

A sound in his chest — half-groan, half something more animal. His eyes opened.

And the first thing he saw was Emma's ass, high and spread above his face in the dark. Her pussy glistening, visibly soaked, a bead of arousal catching the moonlight as it tracked down her inner thigh.

He was fully awake in an instant.

Emma wasn't just sucking — she was consuming him. Her whole body moved with it, rhythm rolling through her spine, driving her throat down onto his cock over and over until her nose pressed flush against his skin. She gagged — loud, wet, messy — spit running down his shaft and pooling at the base, gargling sounds filling the dark room with obscene clarity. Her throat worked around him, clenching and swallowing, taking him deeper than comfort allowed and staying there.

Jake's eyes burned. His cock throbbed so hard he could feel his own pulse in it.

He grabbed her ass with both hands — not gentle, fingers digging in, spreading her wide — and what he saw made his chest contract with something that wasn't quite lust and
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