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 Excerpt

"Oh!" I gasped, feeling the warmth of his
lips and his moist tongue on my aching nipple. He flicked it,
sending tremors through my body and making my virgin cunny squoosh!
I held onto his big, strong arms for support as I tumbled toward my
first orgasm with another person.

 


I was just about there when he stepped back. "NO!" I
gasped, but he wasn't finished with me, just yet. I watched
intensely as he kicked off his shoes and stripped out of his
jumpsuit. His big, thick cock pushed his boxers outward. My knees
almost buckled at the sight of it. Even in my dream, I wondered if
my tight pussy could take such a thing. You best believe I'm gonna find
out!

 


Suddenly, I was naked and so was he. I went
to look down, having missed the reveal, but he spun me around and
pressed me up against the wall. "It's been forever since I had me
some pussy," he growled.

 


"And I've never..." I said. I had more to
say but he pressed the head of his cock against my eager, wet,
virgin cunt, just then. It derailed my train of thought. I quaked
from head to toe. My pussy gushed and I felt as if my lips were
trying to suck his big black fuckstick in! "I won't be gentle," he
said, then shoved it in, deep!

 


"UUUNNNGGGHHH!!!" I moaned, taking his fat
cock inside. He rammed through my cherry without hesitation. I
swear I heard it pop before I was robbed of my breath. I stood on
my tippy-toes, pumping my hips, trying to get that climax
out...
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Chapter 1

 


 Who would have thought that it
would be nightmares that would start a chain of events that would
lead me to my dream lover? Or, that we would find each other in
real life?

 


I never really understood the nightmares.
What was happening in them or why I had them, that is. The usual
teen angst and an overactive imagination, I suppose. I would share
them with my dear friend, Tabitha. Tab's always been the type that
has to know the reasons, though, so I guess we were meant to be
besties.

 


"You want to know the craziest part?" I
asked her, as I told her of my latest nightmare. I didn't wait for
her response. "It's that I knew I was dreaming."

 


"Wait," she said, perking up. "What?" I
repeated my last sentence to her. "Don't you realize what this
means?" she asked, getting quite animated. I had to admit that I
didn't. "I told you about this a long time ago. If you know that
you're dreaming, you can change the story."

 


"What?" I asked, trying to mask the fact
that I thought this might be some new-agey bullshit. It wouldn't be
her first time. Not by a long shot. She looked me right square in
the eyes.

 


"It's called lucid dreaming and it's a real
thing," she said, confidently. "Google it."

 


"No," I said. "I trust you." Of course, the
minute she was out of my sight, you can bet your ass I looked it
up. In the meantime...

 


"Next time you realize that you're having a
nightmare, try to change it," she explained. "Just something small,
you know? You have to train your subconscious brain." That was the
gist of it. She went on for quite a while before we moved on to
something else. We have one of those conversations that tends to
pick up where we left off, the time before. It never really ends,
we just take breaks to eat and sleep and spend time with family.
That sort of thing. A dozen or two topics later, we called it a
night. It was Sunday night, and we both had work in the
morning.

 


As I said, I looked it up. Seeing that it was indeed a real
thing, I read up. In fact, I fell down an internet rabbit hole on
the subject and wound up finally going to bed only when I couldn't
keep my fool head awake, any longer. "Shit," I muttered, noting
that I'd get barely five hours of sleep. That's if you don't have a nightmare
that wakes you up. I got lucky, though. I didn't dream. Or I don't remember
doing it, probably because I was so tired.

 


The next night came and I got to bed at a
decent hour, maybe a bit earlier than usual. I was wiped out but,
at some point, a nightmare started. I was well deep into it,
tossing and turning before I realized that I was dreaming. That's
when something told me that I should try to change it. I heard
Tab's voice telling me, "Change something small. Train your
brain."

 


In it, I was young and frightened. A fire
was out of control. It looked like a house was burning and I was
inside it. I cried for help and a large, angry man appeared,
screaming at me. Tears ran down my face. Emboldened by my friend
having my back, even in my dream state, I tried to make
changes.
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