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She can feel the heat rising from the dance floor in the nightclub. The music is loud. The bass throbs. The air pulses. Sweat drips, and her skin feels hot. The walls are black, and hypnotically colored lights swirl about the scene. She is surprised that she’d had the confidence to have worn her tiny silver cocktail dress. Without a bra underneath. It isn’t much. Not much at all, really. She is practically naked. So exposed, even in a place like this. She sees him in silhouette, just standing there, unmoving, with the light strobing behind him. He appears to be looking directly at her. A cool draft momentarily releases the intensity of the heat. Her silver dress moves. Dress? Hardly that. Just a silvery wisp. If that. But it moves. Aside? Exposing her even more to him? Hardly seems possible. But there he is, leaning against the wall, looking at her. A door opens somewhere, and a shaft of blue-green light is thrown across the scene. Visually, she finds it difficult to process what she sees. In the light, his skin appears violet. He is wearing pants that are sinfully tight across the front of his body. She thinks she can see the outline of his dick. Is he getting hard? Hard to tell. And not important. He will certainly be fully erect later, when she makes him so. She arches her back. She can feel the heat rising from her body.

The music grows louder. She inhales the scent of the evening air. She sips her drink. Then she gulps her drink. The music changes. He turns and moves toward her. Just one step. But closer. He will be hers, but for now, he stops, still within the shadows. He is available for her to view. Later, he will be hers alone to play with, but now he is fully on display. She smiles a devious smile. He moves closer, and she sees him under the wildly careening colored lights. He smiles at her. The lights change, and then he is in silhouette again. A red light illuminates the scene. The heat intensifies. Her nostrils flare. She inhales him. She is wrapped in the scent of him. Then he slips away. She doesn’t follow, but instead, she watches as he moves through the crowd. He appears to beckon her, and she stirs, moving slowly toward him. He leads her to an alcove, and saying nothing, backs her up against the wall. He gives her a look. She wraps her arms around him. She isn’t going to let him get away now. The music grows even louder, the beat driving them, and they begin to move to the rhythm. His hips move in opposition to hers. He will belong to her. He will dance for her. She will make him hard, and he will be powerless to stop it. He will be vulnerable to her in the extreme; he just doesn’t know it yet. He looks at her hungrily. She is wearing nothing. Almost nothing. He won’t be able to control the fact that he will become impossibly hard just looking at her. She will have him kneel, and it will be glorious. His tongue will do anything she wants it to. Across, up, down, in and out. Deep. He will fuck her deeply with his tongue. He will be strapped, tied, decorated for her to observe and consume. She moves forward, pushing her body up against his, while her hand slides up between his legs. She takes ahold of him. She takes him in hand, and she leans upward and kisses him. She licks his lips and grips him possessively. Owning him. He will make her come, on his knees. He will fuck her, naked, while he licks her nipples. He will lick her, and he will make her come.

In a single movement, Sofia Marchand launched forward, sitting up in her bed, her eyes open wide. Her forehead was damp with sweat, and her hair was stuck to her face. She looked around, seeing a familiar bedroom. Her bedroom. Her bed. She wore the T-shirt she often slept in. It was worn so thin that one of her nipples poked out through a hole in the cotton. Generally this annoyed her, and she would fruitlessly remind herself to throw the T-shirt away. But now she was so distracted that she didn’t even notice.

The sun was up, and yellow shafts of sunlight poured through the blinds. She glanced at her clock. She had an hour before she had to be at work. Except that it was Saturday, and she didn’t have to go to work. She felt disoriented.

“What the fuck,” she said aloud to her empty room.

The dream had been more real than any she’d had before. She still had the feeling of his body against hers. The scent of him was on her skin. She felt impossibly aroused. Infatuated. She felt like she was in love. Falling back onto the bed, she slid her hand into her panties.

After masturbating to her vividly erotic dream with mixed results, Sofia slid off of her bed feetfirst, making contact with the wood floor and stood, reluctantly, then walked toward the shower. She closed her eyes and let the warm water rain down on her body. She felt a familiar frustration, which was an inability to come up with something to distract herself from thoughts she didn’t want to be entertaining at the moment.

Strangely erotic, powerful visions had taken over her dream life for over a week, and waking up with these thoughts lingering in her mind was becoming inconvenient. Sofia had tried with a variety of subjects to distract herself. What she wanted to eat for breakfast, what she was going to do that day, every moment of her life up to this point, old cartoons—all of these things seemed to be ineffectual in pulling her thoughts back under her control.

While singing the theme song to a cartoon she loved watching as a kid, she heard her phone ring. She tried to convince herself it was nothing, but her anxiety won the day. She stepped out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and picked up her phone. It was a recording.

“My warranty is so much better than your stupid warranty, you ugly, robot bitch!” Sofia yelled to no one as she dropped her phone back onto the bed. “I have the best warranty! You wish you had my . . .” she trailed off.

She wrapped the towel around her body and used a second towel to dry her hair. She looked at herself in the mirror. She had a discouraging feeling that she looked plain. Her brown hair hung straight down from her head, and even the frenetic toweling it had just received failed to make it look more exciting by her own estimation. She had a depressing thought, which was that she felt intimidated by the man she kept seeing in her dreams. He was so good-looking, she thought, and she wondered what he saw in her. Which she realized was preposterous since it was her own dream. She could have him be anything she wanted him to be. Except real. Sofia began combing her hair while it was still wet, something she had been trying for a very long time to tell herself not to do.
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Sofia sent her friend Amanda a text, asking her to call if she had a minute. Wearing sweatpants and a T-shirt that successfully covered both of her nipples, she sat back on her bed. She decided not to care that her still-damp hair was on the pillow. She peered at her phone. Suddenly the phone rang, and she answered it.

“Hey, Mendy,” she said, which was a nickname she’d called her friend Amanda ever since they were in college, when they were drunk one night.

“Hey, Sofa,” Amanda replied, which was a nickname she’d called Sofia ever since they were in college, when they were drunk one night. “What’s up?”

“Nothing, really, I just called because I have a question. Do you have time for a question?”

“I have time for a question,” Amanda replied.

“Do you . . . have you ever had, like, dreams?”

“Have I ever had dreams?”

“No, I mean, have you ever had, like, really strange, um, you know, sexy dreams?”

“Yeah, Sofa, all the time, why are you asking?”

“OK, that’s not quite what I mean.”

“Yeah, what do you mean?”

“See, I’ve been having these, how do I say, really sexy dreams.”

“Oh, you mean sexy dreams.”

“You are not making this easy, Mend. OK, I have been having these dreams that are really real. I wake up, and it’s not like I was having a dream; it’s like it just happened. Like it happened. And the level of detail is crazy. Like, I remember everything about these places where I am with this guy.”

“What guy?”

“I don’t know! It’s like, I don’t know who this guy is, but I feel like I do. I wake up in the morning, and I’m just wrecked, and I remember this guy like I know him. But I don’t know him.”

“I see,” Amanda replied.

She thought for a moment. The term wrecked had its own meaning between the two of them. They had landed on their own definition of the word after they’d struggled to define the feeling of really, really good sex, which they agreed that they were both lucky to have experienced at least once.

They’d had a conversation after Amanda had gone out on a date with a new guy and she had slept with him for the first time. She confided in Sofia that she had apparently never had good sex before, possibly even to the level that anything she had experienced before could not rightfully be called sex, since she had just had an experience that was so vastly above and beyond whatever she’d experienced before. Sofia had had a boyfriend a year earlier to whom she had thought she would end up getting married. That didn’t happen, but he had been so much better at “doing sex,” as Amanda and Sofia called it, that she had to develop a new classification system to even address what she had experienced.

And so Sofia’s use of the word wrecked caused Amanda to pause and reassess what her friend was saying.

“Is there anything going on in your life that would make sense as a, you know, motivating factor? You’re not dating anyone new, right?” Amanda asked.

“No, and definitely no,” Sofia replied.

“Well, do you think that maybe you’re just really single right now?”

“Do you think my subconscious is horny?”

“Is it?”

“I don’t know, probably. But it’s not like I haven’t been single before.”

“OK, anything else? You know, like stressful stuff in your life?”

“Yeah, but it’s regular stuff. My job is the normal amount of suck. But I’m not doing anything weird.”

“You’re always doing something weird.”

“Yeah, see? Normal weird. But I’m to the point that I am wondering if I should be looking at dream interpretation and, like, planetary alignment or whatever.”

“Planetary alignment? Like Mercury’s in retrograde and Venus is in your house of dick?”

“Exactly that, Mendy. Problem solved.”

“Boom! OK, how about, write everything down? Like, in a journal. Maybe there is some detail or something you aren’t paying attention to. Because you’re all focused on the D-tails. Get it? D-tails?”

“Oh my gosh, Mendy, you’re on fire,” Sofia replied flatly.

“Here’s what I will do,” Amanda offered, her tone a bit more serious. “My aunt is all into that kind of thing, so I’ll ask her if she knows why you might be having really intense dreams. But in the meantime, maybe this is something you can take control of, as opposed to just letting things happen?”

“Yeah, I hear you,” Sofia sighed. She was well aware of how much she allowed fate to have its way with her. “Thank you, Mendy girl.”

“No problem, Sofa girl. I’ll talk to you later.”

Sofia set the phone down and chewed her lip. It always helped just to talk to Amanda, but she didn’t feel like she had gotten any further with this mystery. She looked at her gray, slightly overweight cat, who was staring at the drapes.

“What do you think, Wendell?”

Wendell turned to look at her, paused, then went back to staring at the drapes.
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Sofia had always been shy. A friend of hers had called her a late bloomer, a term she instantly hated. When she was young, her experience with boys was minimal, but she did have at least a few experiences that had informed her fantasy life.

However, she’d never connected with any of the boys in any way that had led to anything more intimate than a make-out session. She’d had guys who’d tried to talk her into pretty much everything from a hand job to a full-on fuck in the back of a car, but she’d never had a guy who she’d felt was truly willing to put in the work. She had never had a guy who’d given her a good enough reason to allow him out of the friend zone.

She would, eventually, lose her virginity, and even have what she considered to be good sex, but she would remain somewhat hesitant to enter into a sexual relationship with any of the boys around her.

She met Amanda that first year at college. She had no idea that Amanda would become her best friend. Like many of the people that Sofia cherished most in her life, she didn’t really like her when they first met. She was too forward, too opinionated for Sofia’s liking. She came off as a force of nature. Amanda had a voluptuous figure, and she was beautiful, and she was loud. Sofia found her to be intimidating. It wasn’t until they had some time alone late one night while drinking red wine at a party that Sofia realized Amanda had insecurities, like everyone else. She could be authentic, and she could be real. They formed a friendship while talking about the difference between the way that the world sees you and the person you know you are inside. Amanda had been given big round boobs and a big round ass, and she struggled with the fact that they didn’t define her, but the world saw it differently. Sofia offered a mea culpa, confessing that she had done much the same thing, making assumptions about her based on her body shape.

“It’s OK. I probably did the same thing with you, assuming that you were studying to be a librarian.” Amanda revealed, laughing at the thought.

“A librarian? Really?” Sofia replied, looking down at herself and realizing that she was wearing a cornflower-blue cardigan sweater.

“See? I think we do that all the time. Our brains are wired to be lazy. We take shortcuts by making assumptions about people we meet, using whatever information is at hand. Don’t get me wrong, but if I was a guy, I’d totally want to take you between the periodicals,” Amanda said with a wink.

“Thanks, I think,” Sofia replied.

“Seriously, I do, you know, get a lot of attention from guys with these,” Amanda said, indicating her breasts, “but I’ve actually had a guy tell me that I’m not the kind of girl you take home to meet your mother.”

“Oh, man. That sucks. I’m sorry. I guess that I’m the opposite, where all the guy wants to do is take me home to meet his mother. And then leave me there while he goes out to hook up with a girl like you,” Sofia said, trying to make it sound like a compliment.

“That does not really sound like a compliment, you know,” Amanda replied. “But I get what you are saying. A lot of guys think that I’m just all about sexy time just because my body looks the way it does. A lot of girls think that too.”

“Whereas I get a lot of attention from anyone who wants a study partner. Which is ironic, because I’m starting to think you are smarter than I am.”

Amanda was silent for a moment.

“That’s the first time anyone has ever said that to me,” she replied.

Her words struck Sofia as heartbreakingly genuine.

“Really? You’re pre-med, right? That’s not easy.”

“No, it’s not. And this is definitely going to sound terrible, but I think you are probably way more sexy than I am. Because, you know, it’s always the quiet ones,” Amanda said with a wink.

“Yeah, that sounds terrible, but I will take your sexy compliment, since no one has said that to me ever.”

“OK, let’s make a pact,” Amanda said, extending her pinky finger. “I will never hook up with any guy who has taken you home to meet his mother.”

“Deal. And I will never go meet the mother of any guy you are hooking up with.”

They both started laughing, then agreed that they needed a much better pact.

“I will see you for who you are, and I will never underestimate you,” Sofia offered.

“Same,” Amanda echoed.

Then the two girls made a pinky swear, sealing a pact that would only deepen over the years, in spite of the fact that it would be tested more than once.
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Sofia sat in her office, which was less of an office and more of a space that was semi-partitioned from a larger space where the rest of the “creative team,” as they were called, were situated. It struck Sofia as ironic, and grimly unfunny to be referred to as a “creative,” since much of her job felt like a million miles from anything that required imagination or creativity. She was technically a writer, but functionally, she felt like she was more of a plumber, making sure the pipes were clear.

“I drive the clown car,” she told Amanda when asked what she did at her job.

“So you work at a circus?” Amanda followed up, sounding half-serious.

“I wish that were more wrong, but yeah, it’s kind of a circus. But with all of the elephant shit and none of the elephants.”

Sofia stared at her computer. The word Yum! was perpetually bouncing into frame on a loop, looking impossibly fun and juicy. She had a moment in which she felt empty and without purpose. It required little on her part to do her job, which was to attach a note to the animator to make it appear less heavy. More fun. Sofia thought, as she did in moments like these, about the fact that Amanda was doing something real. She was actually helping people rather than making money doing something irrelevant.

Who gives a fuck how bouncy this word is? she tried not to ask herself. She forced her hands toward the keyboard and demanded that they perform their dependable keystorm.

Keystorm was the word her coworker Jenna had coined, listening to her type.

“Do you have, like, three hands or something? Because it sounds like more than just the two,” Jenna had commented one day at work.

Sofia had laughed, aware that she typed faster than most people. She credited her desire to communicate and her frustration at the length of time it took to get an idea out of her head and onto the page. The amount of writing that she had at home on her computer was frightening to her. She had mentioned it to Amanda once, who was taken aback.

“You’ve written a 150,000-word book?” Amanda had asked. “To clarify, I have no idea if 150,ooo words is a lot. It just sounds like a lot.”

“It’s a lot. That’s my problem. I just keep writing because I can’t figure out how the story should end. Anyway, I have several of them, and no, they can’t be called ‘written.’ They are started, but I can’t figure out how to end them.”

“You can’t just, I don’t know, stop? Like, that’s the ending, that the writer stopped writing?”

“No, Mendy,” Sofia replied, laughing. “You have to have an actual ending.”

“Is it weird that this all sounds romantic?” Amanda asked.

“Yes, that’s weird. But I get it; it’s just that it’s frustrating for me.”

Sofia sat at her computer, having written half a page of notes on the word Yum! She clicked send, and sat back in her chair. She had the feeling of having nothing to do, when in fact, she had a lot to do. A lot of stupid, pointless work, she thought to herself.
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It was a Friday night, at the end of the workday when he handed her a videotape. She examined it and saw that it was an old VHS tape. She hadn’t seen one of these in a long time. Or ever? She couldn’t remember. He had a nervous smile as he handed it to her, telling her that it was a video he thought she should see and that she should probably watch it alone. She wasn’t sure what to make of all of that, but she took the video and thanked him, assuming that it must be something worth taking a look at if he was giving it to her. She looked at the sticker on the outside of the cassette, where the title would go, and saw that it said, “To Sofia, from Darius.”

When she finally had a moment to watch the video, she slid it into the slot on her VCR, something she hadn’t even been aware that she owned, and she was startled when the image came up on the television screen. It was him, sitting on the edge of a bed in what appeared to be a bedroom. He began speaking directly to the camera, addressing her by name, and repeating the suggestion that she watch when she was alone. She was curious as to what his nervous energy was all about. He was saying that he was aware of how unusual this was, but that you only live once and why not, et cetera, and then, with little fanfare, he began unbuttoning his shirt. She felt an electric thrill run through her as she watched, sensing what was about to happen. On the video, he was saying that if she wanted to stop the tape, then this would be the point at which to do that, but if she wanted to continue watching, then yes, he was going to end up completely naked. 

Her eyes were wide open as she watched him toss his shirt somewhere off camera. She watched, unblinking, as he hesitated, his hands on the button of his pants. Then he began sliding them down, along with his underwear, eventually tossing them off to one side. She had a curious smile on her face as she took in the sight of him on her television, now completely naked. She took the remote and backed up the tape, pausing it at the moment when he was looking off-camera, about to take off his pants.

Sofia got up, and went to the kitchen to refill her glass of wine. She was annoyed with her dad for putting the red wine in the refrigerator. When she closed the door to the refrigerator, she saw the man who was now named Darius, leaning against the counter.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m watching you take off your clothes in the video. I’m going to go back in and watch you take off your pants again. I am looking forward to it.”

She leaned in and kissed him.

“OK,” he replied. “I hope you see what you are hoping to see.”

“I will,” she stated, sounding confident.

When she returned to the television, she took a moment to observe him in that single paused frame. He looked unaware of her watching him. She pressed play. He began saying that he hoped that this wouldn’t make her feel awkward, and that he was the one who should be embarrassed, if anyone. He went on to say that he hoped that she hadn’t turned it off at this point. 

His dick started becoming erect. She was surprised to see that he was uncircumcised. He wasn’t yet fully hard, but he looked rather large. He was saying that in addition to the video she now owned, he would, if she wanted, take off his clothes before her “anytime, anywhere.” He said that the video was an invitation to her, and that if she wanted him to repeat the performance in person, he would happily oblige. With a nervous smile, he leaned back with his hands behind him. He posed like that for a moment, allowing her to observe his naked body. He didn’t appear arrogant, the way she had seen some men look in this pose; rather, he looked like he was genuinely offering himself for her to view.

She had been watching his cock get hard, and he appeared almost fully erect before he put his hand on it. He began slowly stroking himself for her, and she watched with fascination as his foreskin slid back and forth over the head of his beautifully proportioned cock. There was something oddly, deeply satisfying about watching him pleasure himself for her. He repeated the line about “anytime, anywhere,” and then said that since he had come this far, if she wanted to watch him come, she could continue watching. She observed the movement of his hand. It had a hypnotic effect such that she didn’t even notice when she was no longer watching him on the television screen, but was now kneeling on the bed next to him. She reached down and replaced his hand with her own. The heat of his body, the intensity of his erection, as well as the size and the shape of it were all so tangible, so real. He began to kiss her, and the connection between them made her clothes fall away as though they were melting off of her. He began kissing and sucking her nipples, which had always been very sensitive, and she began breathing hard as she held his head against her breasts and stroked his cock until he ejaculated onto her bare skin.

“Oh, fuck me!” Sofia said aloud as she suddenly sat up in bed.

Her cat, Wendell, jumped up and off the bed and ran out of the room.

“Sorry Wendell!” she cried out after him. “Just a dream, I guess.”

Sofia wondered about the dream. She couldn’t decide if it was actually sexy or not. It felt sexy, but it was, like all of her other dreams, a bit strange. Why did I have a VHS player? she wondered. She thought about the fact that her mom didn’t even have one of those anymore.
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“Hey, Mendy,” Sofia said into her phone after checking to see who was calling.

“What are you wearing?” Amanda asked.

“Um,” Sofia began, then looked down. “Sweatpants, T-shirt, Sasquatch slippers.”

“Hot. Wait, are you wearing the T-shirt where your nipple pokes through?”

“Shut up, how do you know about that. And no, I’m not. What are you wearing?”

“Strap-on dildo, parachute pants, nipple clamps. The usual. But anyway, I’m downstairs, and you forgot that we’re having lunch today.”

“Oh man, I’m sorry! You’re right, I totally forgot. Can you give me three minutes?”

“For you, Brad, I’ve got five,” Amanda replied.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you! I’ll be fast.”

Sofia kicked off her slippers, slipped her sweatpants off, and threw her T-shirt on the bed. She stood in front of the mirror in the bathroom and washed under her arms with a washcloth. She caught sight of her naked breasts in the mirror. She halted for a moment. She examined her nipples, and for a moment, it was as though she were seeing them through her dream lover’s eyes. She straightened her posture.

“Damn,” she said aloud, appreciatively.

She made her way down the stairs, wearing a light cotton summer dress and a pair of sandals. She ran across the front lawn to Amanda’s car, which was playing “Dreams” by Gabrielle at an excessive volume.

“Holy crap, Mendy!” Sofia shouted when she got into the car. She reached over and turned the volume down.

“That’s my shit!” Amanda protested. “I play my shit at top volume, motherfucker!”

Amanda had her long hair pulled back tightly on the top of her head, her long hair cascading downward in a ponytail that whipped around when she was in motion, which she generally was. She looked in the side mirror and pulled out into the street.

“How are nipple clamps considered clothing?” Sofia asked.

Amanda pulled into the last empty space in the parking lot. So as to not hit the cars beside them, they each opened their doors no wider than their bodies, then maneuvered up and out of their side of the car. They climbed the stairs to the café on the second floor, and gave their friend Melissa a wave as they crossed the open-air seating area to a table on the edge of the balcony. They sat down just as Melissa walked up to the table.

“Hey, ladies,” she said warmly, “you see I saved your table.”

“You’re the best, LissaMel,” Amanda replied. “Sofia here owes you a debt of gratitude.”

“Why me? Not both of us?” Sofia protested.

“You want the bottomless mimosas, I am guessing,” Melissa said.

“Two mimosas, no bottoms,” Amanda replied.

“I’ll get those for you. We have tiger prawns in a garlic ginger sauce today, and a kale and quinoa salad with a black peppercorn dressing, which is actually way better than it sounds. Otherwise, it’s all the regular stuff,” Melissa stated, then turned away.

Amanda collapsed back in her chair, her sunglasses shading her eyes from the sunlight that was shining directly on her.

“Are you OK sitting in the sun like that?” Sofia asked.

“I’m fucking great,” Amanda replied. “So tell me about this dream thing you have going on. It sounds like that is still happening?”

“Yes. And it’s gotten, um—I don’t know if I should say better, or worse. It’s, like, every night there is some strange, new chapter in this really dirty story.”

“Yeah, I’m not getting where the downside is in all of this. I spent two hours looking for toothpaste in the gift shop at the Louvre last night in my dream, so I’m jealous.”

“Did you ever find it?”

“What?”

“The toothpaste.”

“Oh, fuck, you know what? I don’t even know. At some point I think I just forgot what toothpaste even is, and then I wasn’t at the Louvre anymore, which was fine because the gift shop had closed at that point. Anyway, it was a disaster. I would much rather be dream-fucking some mysterious stranger.”

“Well, that’s one of the many weird parts. It doesn’t feel like he is a stranger. It feels like I know the guy.”

“Do you?”

“No. But it feels like it. He just seems so real in the dream, like I can see him really clearly. Like, in a lot of dreams, I wake up and realize that I was talking to people with just random faces. Not people at all. But this guy, I feel like he has to be a real person. Like I would recognize him if I saw him in real life.”

“OK, we should give this guy a name. How about—”

“Darius,” Sofia interrupted.

“Oh, you know his name already?”

“That’s what it said on the label of the VHS tape.”

“OK, that’s weird, I guess. So anyway, it’s Darius. Most importantly, does he have a big dick?”

Melissa showed up with a tray carrying two champagne glasses and a pitcher of mimosas.

“Here we are. I’ll let you bitches pour your own. Are you wanting anything yet, or do you need some more time?”

“Oh, thank God—we almost died,” Amanda said as she lifted the pitcher and began pouring it into the two glasses. “We haven’t even looked at the menu, so go take forever doing whatever you need to, honey.”

“Cool, thank you. I have a lot of tables right now, so I’ll circle back in a few.”

Melissa tucked the tray under her arm and walked briskly away from the table.

“I love her,” Sofia commented, watching Melissa. “And are you really asking me about the size of the dick of the guy in my dreams?”

“Yes,” Amanda replied, then drank a third of her glass of mimosa.

“Jiminy Christmas!” Sofia exclaimed.

“You don’t have to be really specific, with, like, a numerical measurement. You can just, you know, like, is it fun-size? Medium? Grande? Venti? Tallboy? Captain Thermos?”

Sofia laughed.

“Did you just say Captain Thermos?”

“Yeah, I just made that one up. I was on a roll.”

“He’s,” Sofia began, then stopped and chewed her lower lip. “He’s perfect.”

“Oh, that’s the best size there is.”

“I know. Here’s a weird thing though. He’s uncircumcised.”

“Oh. Why is that weird?”

“It’s weird because I’ve never seen an uncircumcised guy. Ever. And in my dream, like, I don’t even know how my subconscious brain is even coming up with a detail like that. It’s got nothing to go on. How can I be making up something like that when I don’t have any information about it?”

“How have you never seen an uncircumcised guy before?”

“I don’t know, it just happened that way. I mean, I’ve seen one—I just haven’t, you know . . . seen one.”

“I’ve dated a couple of guys who were uncut,” Amanda declared. “It’s really easy once you figure it out. It just slides back and forth.”

“I know! I know. That’s the weirdest part, that I am with this guy in my dreams, and he has equipment like I’ve never encountered before, and suddenly it’s like I know what to do with it. I know what it feels like in my hand,” Sofia explained, gesturing. “How is that even possible?”

“I don’t know, but I do like the fact that the old woman over there just watched you jerk off an invisible dick.”

Sofia felt herself blush.

“Did I really just do that?”

“Yeah, I really like working out with shake weights too,” Amanda said loudly, making the same gesture.

Sofia started laughing.

“Are you two doing OK over here?” Melissa asked on her way past the table.

“Yeah, sorry,” Sofia said.

“While you’re here,” Amanda said, handing the menus back to Melissa, “we get the same thing every time, so why don’t we just do that.”

“Yeah, sure,” Sofia agreed.

“Cool, I’ll put your orders in. Shouldn’t be too long, the kitchen is getting caught up,” Melissa replied.

“So, you said you might talk to your aunt about dream stuff,” Sofia said as she turned back to Amanda.

“Oh, right,” Amanda replied. “She said that recurring dreams are usually triggered by something happening in your life, but she added that there is usually little variation in the way the dream plays out. That doesn’t sound like what you are experiencing.”

“No, they’re all different. Just the one constant, which is this mysterious guy who keeps showing up.”

“Darius.”

“Right.”

“OK, well, she said that it might have to do with some personal fear, or an inability to cope with something that is going on in your life.”

“I don’t know what that would be. I don’t feel like I have some major unresolved issue.” 

“She said that you should pay attention to repetitive patterns. This might point to some conflict or situation that remains unresolved. She said it’s like some urgent underlying message in your subconscious that is demanding to be understood to help you solve some problem.”

“The problem where I need a guy to be naked at my command?” Sofia asked facetiously.

“Seriously, who doesn’t need that?” Amanda asked.

“Doesn’t your boyfriend, Marc, do that for you?” Sofia asked in a teasing tone of voice.

“Yeah, well,” Amanda exhaled.

“Oh, what, is he not your boyfriend anymore?”

“No, it’s all good—it’s just that sometimes I want to be in a relationship and sometimes I want to be single, you know? It’s like how you were when you were dating what’s-his-face.”

“You mean Brett?” Sofia asked, thinking about her fatally flawed relationship that had ended a month ago.

“No, his name is what’s-his-face. Anyway, he was clearly a disaster, but sometimes the grass is greener, you know?”

“You want it both ways?”

“Who doesn’t? Anyway, we were talking about what my aunt said. I told her that you told me that this is one person, a stranger, who shows up in all of these dreams. She said that usually represents uncertainty. At the same time, your subconscious is wanting to experiment sexually without emotional baggage or some preconceived notion of what the relationship should be. She expressed the importance of letting yourself go with it since it appears that your subconscious is looking for something, like an answer to some problem, and it is attempting to answer it in a unique way. She also suggested that maybe your sex life has become too automated, whatever that means.”

“I think that maybe adding automation to my sex life would be a good thing,” Sofia replied, sounding uninspired.

“I’ll give you her number, if you like. She said she would be happy to talk to you.”

“Hey, ladies,” Melissa interrupted. “One mixed salad with apples and blue cheese, and one grilled cheese on rye with a cup of tomato soup. Let me know if you need anything else. Enjoy!”

Sofia picked up a triangle of her grilled-cheese sandwich.

“Well, thank you for asking your aunt about it. I don’t know what any of it means, but I guess it’s something to think about. Maybe I should call her at some point.”

A piece of apple slid off Amanda’s fork and fell onto her lap.

“Oh, suck my tits!” she exclaimed in frustration. She picked up the piece of apple and tossed it into her mouth.
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The tree was ancient, clearly, as it was enormous. It appeared to have erupted from the ground fully formed some centuries ago, extending its massive lower branches in every direction, perpetually extending its limbs to greedily absorb sunlight to feed the girth of its trunk. Each of its endless number of branches birthed ever more branches, until they were as thin as a witch’s bony fingers. Leaves appeared at every opportunity, fanning out luxuriously to soak up the energy from the sun, depriving every living thing below it.

Today, however, the sun had been blotted out by slate-gray clouds. It was early in the afternoon and the air was cool. As expected, it began to rain. It wasn’t a downpour, but rather a light summer shower. Sofia had thought ahead and worn a raincoat. That she had nothing on beneath her raincoat was no one’s business but her own.

She had him up against a tree. He was naked. She loved the way he looked with water coursing down over his body. She placed her hands on his torso, sliding them up his chest, feeling the heat from his skin in contrast to the cold chill of the water dripping onto his skin. She leaned in and kissed him, pulling him toward her mouth with her hand on the back of his head. Then she began licking the drops of rain off his body. He continually became more and more wet as the gentle rain soaked the two of them. She surveyed his body, her eyes scanning downward. She loved the way his erect cock looked as rivulets of water coursed along the length of his shaft.

“You look so naked this way,” she commented, a mischievous giggle following her appraisal. She gave his cock a teasing little caress with her hand as she noted, “Your cock looks pretty hard. It also looks pretty, hard. I like that.”

She slid her fingertips across the tip. She smiled as she watched it throb in response to her touch. She used one hand to grip him firmly at the base, holding it possessively. He gasped, and moaned sweetly as she did this, which amused her greatly. She watched the raindrops drip off of him. She found the way his cock responded to her hand to be rather attractive. It looked larger and harder, perhaps in part due to how firmly she was holding him. And watching the look on his face was delicious, as he responded to her. She observed the rainwater coursing in rivulets down his arms, his chest, his stomach, his hips and thighs, making him look even more naked. She slid her hand down and wrapped it around his balls, holding them tightly. 

“You like that, don’t you?” she asked. 

“Yes,” he admitted. 

“Good, because I am thinking that I will be taking possession of you as my property,” she informed him.

It did cross her mind that they were in a wooded area that did not preclude them being seen by anyone at any time. This did not bother her, as she had nothing to be ashamed of. She was only doing to him what he was willing to have her do. 

“What will you do if someone suddenly shows up, and sees you up against a tree, naked, while a girl has her way with you?” She had a devious smile on her face as she posed this question. 

“Remain in place, of course. And I guess that I might be a bit embarrassed.”

“Oh, do you think so?” she said with a laugh. “Maybe just a bit embarrassed?” 

She thought about making him come. She began slowly stroking the length of his cock, listening to the deep, low sounds of pleasure emanating from his chest. She lay her head against him as she watched her hand slide effortlessly along the length of his erection. She watched the raindrops splash on the head of his cock.

Suddenly Amanda appeared, wearing a clear plastic raincoat. She was naked underneath, and Sofia was impressed with how magnificent her friend’s body looked.

“You have to put your fingers in his mouth,” Amanda told her matter-of-factly.

“I do?” Sofia asked.

“Yes. Put two fingers in his mouth.”

Sofia did as Amada suggested, placing her fingers in Darius’s mouth.

“Oh,” Sofia said as she felt a new level of objectification and control of his naked body. She kept one hand on his cock as she slowly slid her fingers in and out between his warm, wet lips. “How did you know to do that?” she asked.

“It’s the same with all of them,” Amanda replied, indicating with a gesture of her hand. “All of the trees have naked men. This one is no different,” she said as she pointed toward Darius. “Make him suck on your fingers while you take possession of his cock,” she explained.

“Oh,” Sofia repeated. “How do I make him come?”

“Don’t. Don’t let him come. Ever.”

“Really?”

“If you make him come, then don’t let him stop. Make him come continually, over and over again.”

“OK, I think I can do that.”

“Of course you can, Sofa. You can do anything you want. Trust me.”

“I trust you,” Sofia heard herself say out loud, then realized that she was now awake.

She opened her eyes and looked at the ceiling. It was the kind of ceiling that had stippled, acoustic bumps on it. When Sofia stared at it, she found endless patterns among the jagged bumps. She looked over and saw Wendell lying beside her, watching her.

“I trust you, Wendell,” she said.

Wendell did not reply.
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Derrick Halpern, Sofia’s boss, appeared to be in one of his moods, and he had little talent in disguising his bad attitude toward the rest of the employees who had to interact with him. It was this less-than-charming attribute that had earned him the nickname Der-dick, only mentioned when he was out of earshot.

“Notes on the Yum! campaign,” he said brusquely. He had the annoying habit of printing out emails on paper, and thrusting the paper toward whomever it was directed. “The client doesn’t think that the exclamation point says, ‘Fun and delicious.’ Have the revisions by end of day.”

Oh, fuck me, Sofia thought. Fun and delicious? Tell the client my asshole is fun and delicious.

“Sure, I’ll get right on that,” she replied.

“Another thing,” Derrick said, making it sound like an afterthought. “We have a new client. Just a small thing, and I thought you should take it on. It’s weird, but it might be in your wheelhouse.”

He handed her a single-page document, which was an email from the client, outlining the job.

“Do this in your downtime.”

With that, Derrick left to go assault someone else.

Sure. My downtime, Sofia thought.

She whipped up an email to the animator on the Yum! project, with a description of the clients wishes.

“Make the exclamation point more erect,” she indicated.

She was happy that the animator was a female, so she didn’t need to worry about dick jokes that might come as a response.

She turned her attention to the document from the “new client.” It wasn’t the nightmare she had anticipated, but rather, it appeared to be kind of interesting. Instead of wanting standard, obvious, vapid ad copy, they wanted something closer to real writing. They wanted a short essay, essentially, and the subject matter was fairly open. The client was a philanthropic organization that raised money for a variety of causes, and they wanted a piece to accompany some images for their website. Sofia read the email outlining the client’s requirements several times, trying to get a sense of who they were and what she should write in response to the assignment. It was highly unusual. She felt as though the company itself would have wanted to have written this material. And she would have expected something more substantial than a brief sketch sent in an email indicating the parameters of what they required. She looked at the sender, which was someone named David Stratt. This told her nothing, so she put the document aside. She looked out the window and watched the tree outside moving gently in the breeze. The subtle movement gave it the appearance of waving at her. Sofia waved back.


9

She was wearing a long-sleeved white blouse with a cream-colored bra and a black skirt that came to mid-calf. She also had on a pair of high-heeled shoes and pair of cream-colored panties. She sat with her legs crossed in her expensive, elegant, ergonomically designed chair. One hand was placed upon her desk, a large piece of furniture with a minimalist design and made of a richly colored cherry wood, while the other hand was propped up, holding her phone to her ear, with her elbow on the armrest of her chair.

Darius arrived at her office at the appointed time, and she waved him in. She covered the mouthpiece of the phone and softly advised him to shut the door. He stood before her desk, waiting, as she finished her phone call. He appeared nervous. He was unsure of the reason that he had been called to her office, but was certain he was in some kind of trouble.

At last, Sofia ended her call and turned to her computer. She didn’t make eye contact with Darius as she began speaking. 

“You appear to have been unaware that all email on company computers is monitored internally,” she began.

He swallowed hard and appeared to be about to stammer out an excuse, when she cut him off.

“I am flattered, in a way,” she said, now looking directly at him. “But it was inappropriate nonetheless, and so corrective measures must be taken.”

He had sent an email to one of their coworkers, in which he indicated wanting Sofia in an unmistakably sexual manner. The email was suggestive in a way that was flattering to her, but not something he should have said on a company email server, and definitely not to a coworker. For some moments, she sat and stared at him, and he felt that he should attempt to make some kind of excuse, but before he could say anything, she delivered an order.

“So, then. Show me your dick.”

His knees almost gave out from the shock of her being so forward and making such a demand. For a moment, he looked as though he thought that she couldn’t be serious, but the look on her face made it quite clear that she had said what she said, and was, in fact, quite serious about it. He trembled, both aroused and fearful, but he had no other option than to comply with her direct order. He unzipped his pants and pulled his dick out. He returned his hands to his sides, but he couldn’t return his gaze to look at her. He was clearly too embarrassed to do anything but look at the floor.

She took advantage of his exposure to have a look at his sexual equipment. Finally, she spoke, with a weary tone in her voice.

“Remove all of your clothing, Darius.”

He blushed, now aroused, afraid, and embarrassed. Again, there was no course of action short of full compliance, so he began removing his shirt. He placed it on the chair that was beside him, which eventually held everything he had worn to work that day. He stood before her, his hands to his sides, while the entirety of him was exposed to her scrutiny. Compounding the issue was that she said nothing. She simply stared at him. He remained unable to make eye contact as he stood in place before her desk, in her office, completely naked.

She bit her thumbnail absentmindedly as she quietly observed Darius standing naked before her. She began mentally assessing his appearance. He was not unattractive, she determined. He had brown hair, green eyes, and an acceptably masculine jawline. His chest was smooth and hairless, and he was lean, but not weak. His hands looked strong enough, and he was a bit taller than medium height. His legs were proportional, and his body was decidedly muscular, but more than anything, it looked very, very naked. His uncircumcised dick hung heavily between his legs. She could see how nervous he was to be standing before her stripped of his clothing. She enjoyed it. She had, in fact, felt somewhat flattered by his inappropriate email, and the sexually suggestive way that he had mentioned her, but it had felt like a violation as well. It had made her angry that he thought he could make such a suggestion about her in such a casual manner. He was clearly attracted to her, but she felt that he needed to be taught a lesson. And so she reveled in his awkward, embarrassed state of undress. She felt that he needed to be put in his place, and being made to stand naked before her was a good start. 

“So, tell me,” she said at last, “have you masturbated while thinking about me? Your email suggests you have.” 

“Yes. Yes, I have,” he replied.

“Yes, you have what?” she asked sternly.

“Yes, I have masturbated thinking about you,” he replied.

She was amused by his predicament. She sat back in her chair.

“Well then,” she said with a tone of resignation, “show me. Masturbate for me now.”

He blushed, and with a great deal of embarrassment, placed his hand on his cock and began playing with it. He was so nervous that he didn’t get hard immediately, but after about a minute of stroking his dick, he was fully erect. He was entirely at her command, and she could have him do anything she wanted him to, but for now, he was doing precisely as she wished, which was to pleasure himself at a deliberately slow pace—more for her enjoyment than his.

“Stop,” she ordered.

He stopped, and unsure of what to do with his hands, brought them to either side of his body. She let some minutes pass as the full impact of his situation sank in. She wanted him to feel how naked he was, how objectified, to be standing in her office with an erection and completely at her mercy. 

She picked up her phone, selected the camera app, and then held it up, examining her subject in the frame. She focused the camera on his face, then touched the button that triggered the sharp, loud click of a camera shutter, and permanently recorded the image of him standing naked before her in her office. She took several photos, focusing on various parts of his body, and throughout the process, took note of his apprehension about the fact that she now owned nude photos of him.

Sofia put down her phone and stood up. She unzipped her skirt, slid it down her legs, and draped it over the back of her chair. Then she returned to a sitting position.

“Come here,” she said, and she noticed that his cock throbbed with anticipation of what was to come.

He walked around her desk, and stood beside her.

“Kneel,” she said, her voice cool and authoritative.

He got down on his knees, and she swiveled her chair to face him.

“Now demonstrate your talent in licking me.”

His erection looked ready to burst as he moved forward onto his hands and knees between her legs, until his face was between her thighs. She reached down between her legs and pulled her panties to one side, exposing herself to him. She placed one leg upon his back, spread her thighs a bit farther apart, and placed one hand on the back of his head, guiding his tongue into place. He licked her slowly at first, while she sat in judgement of his ability to please her. He was unaware that she had moved her afternoon appointments, and had blocked out well over an hour with him. She was going to use every minute of that time, and he would be on his hands and knees, using his tongue to pleasure her, for all of it. 

After she came the first time, she had him slip her panties down, and she dropped them into a desk drawer. Then she guided him back into place to resume attending to her pleasure. He had some talent, for sure, but whatever he might have lacked, he made up for in enthusiasm. She noticed that he remained extraordinarily hard throughout his time kneeling before her, and he seemed entirely focused on making her come. He seemed inexhaustible as well, as his devotion to licking her never subsided. He slid two wet fingers inside of her, curled upward to stroke her G-spot. He used his other hand to expose her clit to his tongue. Every so often he would lap up her wetness with his tongue. He would slowly lick the length of her lips, tasting her, swallowing, then kissing her clit with his tongue and his lips. Her hips rotated forward, toward his face, as the intense pleasure made her body tremble. She came again, and he slowed his movements in reaction to her body, as her orgasm subsided, only to begin again. 

When at last she was satisfied, she had him sit back on his heels on the floor. She had him spread his knees wide and keep his back straight. She brought the toe of her shoe between his legs and pressed it firmly against his balls. 

“You understand what you have done wrong, correct?” she asked.

He nodded, and responded that he did, in fact, understand what he had done wrong. He was sorry, and he apologized for having written the email. She pressed her foot more firmly and assessed whether she thought that he was indeed sorry for what he had done. His cock was embarrassingly erect.

“If you are truly sorry for what you have done, then you would most certainly agree that I have every right to kick you good and hard right now, wouldn’t you?” she said, pressing her foot against his balls for emphasis.

He gasped, fearful, but slowly nodded in agreement.

She waited for a moment, enjoying his trepidation, then withdrew her foot.

“Good. Now get dressed, and go back to work.”

Her chair swiveled away from him, and he stood up and retrieved his clothing from the chair in front of her desk. She had turned her attention back to her work, but she eyed him sideways as he attempted to shove his fully erect cock back into his pants. When he was about to leave, he mumbled an apology, and more importantly, an awkward thank-you for her having allowed him to lick her. He had a ridiculously noticeable bulge in his trousers.

She sent him away with a wave of her hand, amused by the thought of him making his way back to his desk with such a noticeable hard-on. Then she turned and looked out the window, and watched the tree outside moving gently in the breeze. The subtle movement gave it the appearance of waving at her. She waved back. Suddenly something seemed peculiar—a bit like déjà vu.

Sofia opened her eyes and realized that she was in her bed, in her bedroom. Wendell was lying next to her, purring loudly. Did I just become aware that I was dreaming? Sofia wondered.


10

Sofia sent Amanda a text message, not wanting to bother her with a phone call at work.

Hey, what is your aunt’s name? I was about to call her and realized that I forgot to get her name.

Amanda replied:

Esmerelda

Sofia stared at her phone.

“What?” she said out loud to herself. “Amanda’s aunt is named Esmerelda?”

She texted Amanda back.

You have got to be kidding me. Esmerelda?

Sofia’s phone emitted a small ping.

NK

Sofia replied:

If this is a prank, I will paint a dick on your car

Sofia entered the digits into the phone. She waited.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Esmerelda?” Sofia asked, then bit her lip nervously.

“Hi, is this Sofia? Amanda told me that you might call,” Esmerelda replied.

“Yes, thank you for speaking with me!” Sofia replied, sounding relieved.

“It’s a pleasure. Amanda told me that you’re having dreams that feel different somehow? More intense? Is that it?”

“Well, yes, they are . . . um, I don’t know how much Amanda has told you—”

“She said that you are dreaming about a man whose dick is the perfect size, and you are taking full advantage of it. Is that right?”

Sofia laughed. Of course Amanda had told her everything.

“Yeah, that’s about it. What’s weird about it is that it doesn’t seem like me, really; it’s like someone else is narrating. I mean, here’s the thing. These dreams are kind of not like stuff I tend to fantasize about. In these dreams, I’m, um . . . kind of dominant.”

“Is there a problem with that?” Esmerelda asked, a certain levity apparent in her voice.

“No, not specifically, but it makes me wonder.”

“Well, perhaps you want to be sexually dominant with a man. Or, perhaps, just in your life in general? Sometimes dreams work that way. You want control of a situation, so you dream about control of a really specific situation.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Sofia replied, sounding uncertain.

“Sometimes dreams reveal something that we have yet to learn about ourselves. Perhaps you have an unrealized fantasy, and it is trying to express itself in your dream life.”

“I guess. I don’t know. Another thing that just happened recently is that I had this moment, right before I woke up, when it seemed like I became aware that I was dreaming.”

“That sounds like lucid dreaming. Or, at least, it might have been the beginning of a lucid dream. Too bad you woke up. Lucid dreaming is a powerful tool to unlock your dreaming mind.”

“What is it? I just got a glimpse of something, but I wasn’t sure what it was.”

“It’s a form of metacognition, or being aware of your awareness. It generally happens spontaneously, but there are ways to try to jump-start it.”

“Yeah, I noticed something in my dream that made me think something strange was happening, but I didn’t know how to pursue it.”

“What happened?”

“I waved at a tree.”

“I see. Well, the technique I favor is known as the reality check. What you can do is ask yourself if you are dreaming, essentially. If you practice it during the day, you will increase the chance that this will occur during your dream. Look in the mirror, and see if your reflection looks normal. In a dream, it will likely not look normal, which will alert you to the fact that it is a dream. Or look at your hands. In a dream, they might not look the way they usually do. Or you can look at a clock. In your dream, it will likely read a different time each time you look.”

“So it sounds like it might take a bit of practice.”

“Results may vary, but it is possible. I think you might find it worthwhile to keep a dream journal as well. Maybe there is some detail that will be a key for you to gain a deeper understanding of what is going on in your subconscious. Now, what you may be having is what is referred to as a “prophetic dream.” In a prophetic dream, the idea is that you can see the future, but it is difficult to determine whether or not a dream is prophetic because you can only confirm it after it has taken place. Also, a prophetic dream could just be a coincidence. Then there are some who do not believe in coincidences,” Esmerelda explained.

“How can you not believe in coincidences? It’s just two things happening at the same time,” Sofia objected.

“Not everyone can agree on what goes on in the twilight zone,” Esmerelda said with a chuckle. “Then there is the idea that the dreamer is just willing the dream to come true,” she continued. “Or that you later just change your memory of the dream to match what happened in real life. I mean, your memory of the dream may not be accurate; it’s subject to your interpretation. Anyway, there are people who think that dreams can actually foretell the future. But if nothing else, having a prophetic dream suggests that you are experiencing anxiety. The dream is an expression of a desire for certainty. You are looking to your dreaming mind to help you make an important decision about your real life.”

“Well, thank you, Esmerelda. You’ve given me a lot to think about. I really appreciate your talking to me about it. You’ve been really helpful.”

“Oh, it’s a pleasure for me to help. Let me know how it goes; I would love to know what happens with your ‘perfect’ man.”

Sofia laughed.

“Will do.”

She disconnected the call, then put her phone down on the bedside table. A moment later, she picked it up again and entered “lucid dreaming” into the search bar.

After half an hour down the rabbit hole of psychiatry, pseudoscience, and full-on quackery, she put her phone aside, and went out to the living room on a mission. She squatted down before the cabinet where she put everything she wasn’t sure what to do with. She sorted through an odd collection of this and that, feeling peculiar pangs of nostalgia whenever she would come upon an old flyer for an event or a ticket stub for some show she had seen, remembering snippets of her life along with the people she had known at the time. Some of them were friends still, but others had simply vanished, going off at some point to follow their own path. At last, she found the small notebook she had been searching for. It had been intended as a diary of some sort, but she had never gotten into the habit of using it. She opened it and saw a reminder of a meeting she had no memory of attending, a name and phone number for someone she only vaguely remembered, and on a page by itself, the line, “I like big butts and I am incapable of telling falsehoods” in a questionable handwriting. The rest of the notebook was blank. She put it aside, then placed everything else back into the small cabinet.

Sofia found a pen and sat down at her kitchen table. She placed the notebook on the table and opened it to the first blank page and wrote “Dreams” across the top of the page. Then she gingerly bit the back end of the pen. She looked out the window, then looked back at the open notebook. “Who is he?” she wrote on the top of the page. She paused. She added another question mark.

Sofia stopped by the library and found that there were two approaches to classifying material on dreams. The first was grouped together with the paranormal, witches, new-age materials, and astrology. The second was more scientific in nature, being grouped together with books on psychology.

She rummaged around the shelves, partly just enjoying what she felt was the eroticism of books. Just the scent of the shelves of books caused her to become aroused. Kneeling down between the shelves felt suggestive. Seeing other patrons, catching glimpses of them between the shelves of books felt voyeuristic. The act of finding the book she was looking for, opening it in private, and gleaning its secrets felt exploitative.

“Have you ever had sex in a library?” Sofia asked Amanda one evening after a few drinks when they were in college.

“Never have I ever,” Amanda replied.

“Really? I would have thought you might have.”

“Why, because I’m a robo-slut?” she asked with a broad smile.

“No, because libraries are sexy.”

“If you say so. I’m partial to my bedroom. And the couch in my living room, and the kitchen counter,” Amanda added. “I take it, you have? I remember telling you that you kind of make me think of a librarian. I guess I have to upgrade that to naughty librarian.”

Sofia thought of that exchange fondly as she perused the books on dreams, but she recalled with a more pronounced satisfaction her erstwhile dalliances in her college library with her boyfriend at the time.

“When you say, ‘erstwhile dalliances,’ you mean fucking, right?” Amanda had asked her at one point.

“Yes,” Sofia replied.

“Cool. Just checking.”

Sofia picked up a few books that looked like they might be helpful, but she was uncertain. She stopped by the librarian’s desk. The librarian on duty was Adina, a woman Sofia had become friendly with as a regular patron.

“Hi, Adina. Do you have time for a question?” she asked.

“Sure, Sofie, what’s up?”

“Um . . . I am looking for something kind of specific. I have these,” she said as she splayed across Adina’s desk the titles she had taken from the shelves.

“Ah, dreams and the interpretation of such. Interesting. Are these troubling dreams, a.k.a. nightmares, or are they of a more aspirational variety?”

“Perhaps both,” Sofia responded with a quiet laugh. “They are of an, um . . . erotic nature.”

“Oh, I see.” Adina lowered her glasses to peer over them, which amused Sofia.

“And so you are attempting to determine the origin of or meaning attending such nighttime escapades?”

“Yes,” Sofia replied. “The thing is, though there seems to be an endless variety of places and circumstances, they all feature the same, unknown-to-me person, and they are of a somewhat specific nature.”

“Specific nature,” Adina repeated.

“Yes. They are kind of . . . well, I seem to be in control in some way in each of them.

“Control,” Adina repeated.

“Yeah. You know.” Sofia’s voice became even quieter. “Sexual control.”

“Hmm,” Adina replied. She glanced at the books Sofia had picked out, then turned to her computer and became silent as the gentle clicking of her keyboard commenced. After a few, prolonged moments, she wrote something on a slip of paper and slid it across the desk toward Sofia.

“This may pique your interest, and it may be of some value in your investigation.”

“Thank you, Adina,” Sofia said as she turned, examining the numbers scrawled on the slip of paper.

By following the numerical address of the book that Adina had suggested, she was unaware and therefore surprised when the title she found was located among the books on human sexuality. She pulled the book out, and the image on the front strongly suggested the vulva of the human female, which gave her some sense of the author’s approach to the material. Scanning the front and back cover, as well as rifling through some of the pages in between, she realized that it was a somewhat scientific analysis of the range of human sexual arousal, which included material about the dynamics of power exchange, or dominant/submissive sex.

“Hmm. OK, I guess this might be worth a look,” Sofia said softly to herself.

She used the self-checkout, still feeling a bit awkward about the collection of books she was borrowing. She loaded everything into her canvas book bag, and made sure to touch the nose of the bronze statue of a dog in the entryway on her way out.

“See you next time, Scout,” she whispered to the statue.
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The distance from the concrete floor to the ceiling of the basement was a standard eight feet. Darius was standing with his arms stretched upward, bound tightly above his head, and the length of his body was pulled taut, revealing his musculature in a satisfying way. More of him was revealed than that, of course. In fact, nothing was hidden. She could, at her leisure, examine the entirety of him displayed for her observation. His body was pulled tight, to the point that his toes were just touching the floor. The blindfold denied him the ability to see what might happen to him next.

“I should congratulate myself,” Sofia commented, “that your training has gone so well so far. But your training is far from complete.”

Plucking an ice cube from the bowl beside her, she stood beside Darius and pulled his head back, which caused his back to arch. She held the ice cube above his bare chest until a cold drop of water landed upon his skin, racing down the front of his body. Then she alternately held the ice cube against each nipple and lowered her mouth to his chest, licking and biting each nipple with her warm, wet mouth. His breathing came more quickly as she did this, the conflicting sensations reverberating through his bound, naked body. She stood back, smiling broadly as she noticed that his cock was becoming erect.

“Excellent!” she exclaimed, as she observed one of her favorite possessions, his cock, as it hardened. “I see that you are ready for your next lesson.”

She then slid the ice cube down the front of his body until she reached the base of his cock. She balanced it there, and watched the drops of ice-cold water race down either side of his shaft and over his balls. She spent some time simply watching his reaction to the cold on his most sensitive parts. Her gaze traveled up and down his naked body as she observed the water dripping over him and the effect it had upon his facial expression. 

When the ice cube had melted to perhaps half of its original size, she retrieved another cube from the bowl and popped it into her mouth. She then lowered her mouth to his cock and allowed the now desperately hard head of his cock between her lips. He groaned audibly from the pleasure, and she listened to the sound he made as she slid the ice cube into place against the sensitive tip. After some moments of this, she stood up, took the ice cube from her mouth, and began stroking his shaft with the ice in her hand. She was pleased with his reaction.

She flicked the head of his dick with her index finger. It reverberated like a spring-coiled doorstop.

Sofia awoke to the sound of Wendell playing with the spring-coiled doorstop.

“Wendell!” she yelled at him.

Wendell took off running down the hall.
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The black carpet had a dragon motif, as did the walls and even the ceiling. The red tablecloths were topped with small red lanterns, each with a battery-operated flickering candle. The air smelled of garlic, ginger, and sesame oil. Sofia sat opposite Amanda at Dragon Moon, a Chinese restaurant they were both fond of.

“I called Aunt Esmerelda,” Sofia mentioned.

“Yeah, she’s a cool lady. I hope she helped you out?”

“Yeah, she was great. She told me to start practicing lucid dreaming.”

“Oh, right. That would be good for you.”

“It’s an entirely new concept for me. Have you ever been able to do it?”

“Not really, but then, I have never been too motivated to try. But I think maybe it might help you figure out what is going on. But anyway, tell me the latest. You know I love these fucked-up dreams of yours.”

“Thanks, it’s nice to know what you think of them. Anyway, the last one was kind of fucked up. So in the dream, I’m walking home from work, and I notice this little alleyway for the first time, right? Like, somehow, I’ve never noticed it before, and it’s this weird place with all these tiny, fascinating shops that sell who-knows-what. And I go into this little Chinese apothecary shop, which is filled with really strange stuff, all labeled in Chinese, so I don’t know what any of it is. I end up with these packets of something wrapped in colored paper, and then I’m at the counter buying them. There’s this old Chinese woman working at the counter, and she says, ‘Make big,’ regarding the thing I am buying.”

“You know, this is skating along the very edge of being kind of racist,” Amanda interjected.

“Yeah, I know,” Sofia confessed. “It didn’t seem like it in my dream, but hearing myself say it out loud right now, it kind of does.”

“Is this why you wanted to get Chinese food?”

Sofia looked sheepish. They were eating dinner at Dragon Moon on her suggestion.

“Um, yeah, it made me want Chinese food. Sorry. But anyway, the woman at the counter said, ‘Make big,’ which is what my subconscious thought was appropriate. Is it racist if you dream it? I don’t know, but I took these packets I bought back home, and Darius was already there, somehow, and I made a drink for him. It was a Scorpion, which is the name of a drink I had in a bar in Chinatown one time, so I guess my brain was just collecting together everything that sounded Oriental-ish to me.”

“Oriental-ish? My God, Sofa.”

“Yeah, OK. So I made this drink, and I poured the powder from one of these packets into it, and I gave it to Darius.”

“You’re spiking a drink in your dream? So you are a slightly racist predator, is that what I am learning here?”

“I am not going to take any responsibility for anything that happens in my dreams!” Sofia objected.

“OK, but you had the dream where he is up against a tree? And apparently, I show up and tell you not to make him come?”

“Or make him come continually.”

“Oh, yeah, I like that part. Then you have him tied up and you are putting ice on his dick? And then the one where you make him go down on you, where you are definitely going to end up getting fired from your job, and waving at a tree makes you think that you are lucid dreaming.”

“Yes.”

“These dreams are making you come off as a bit predatory, I have to say.”

“You literally do not have to say that Mendy. And yes, I am definitely a different person in my dreams of late. And I have no idea what my subconscious is doing.”

“Maybe it’s really dominant.”

“Could be.”

“OK, go on with your racist, predatory dream.”

Sofia stuck her tongue out at Amanda, a juvenile expression she still employed on occasion.

“So I handed him this large, stemmed glass with a grapefruit-sized bowl filled with this drink,” Sofia explained. “We were sitting on the couch, and when he had finished his drink, I pushed him back, and I started putting my hands all over him. I wondered what would happen since I wasn’t sure what the woman at the shop had meant. So he starts to get an erection, and I unzip his pants. When he was fully hard, he was his normal size, but then he continued to grow.”

“You say ‘his normal size’ like you really know this guy, like he’s your boyfriend,” Amanda pointed out.

“I know. But at this point, he kind of is my boyfriend. I know that sounds pathetic. So anyway, I stared in amazement as he quickly doubled in size. Not only in length, but in every dimension. Even his balls increased in size. The effect was really dramatic. I couldn’t help but laugh because he had this expression of amazement on his face, so I informed him of what was in his drink, and added that he shouldn’t worry, that I was guaranteed a refund if it lasted fewer than four hours.”

Amanda laughed.

“I kept playing with this gigantic cock, and I was amazed at the incredible size of it. It looked like it was about, I don’t know, as long as my forearm, and really thick, like . . . I don’t know—”

“Captain Thermos?” Amanda suggested.

“Sure. Captain Thermos. Anyway, I couldn’t even fit my hand around it. I stroked the length of it, then wrapped my hand around his balls, which were like tennis balls. I had to use both hands. I realized that not only had the size of him dramatically increased, so had the sensitivity. It took very little effort on my part before he was making sounds like he was ready to come.

“Then I placed one hand on the back of his head and placed his lips on the head of his dick. I stroked him with one hand while I held his mouth to it with the other, and told him to use his tongue. He began licking the smooth, rounded tip as I slid my hand slowly up and down his incredibly thick shaft. Finally, I pulled his head downward, which pushed it deep into his mouth. I watched him suck his own cock. It was amazing. I’ve never seen anything like it. Watching Darius sucking his own enormous dick was something I wouldn’t have thought my brain could have come up with.”

“But you did come up with it. I mean, you dreamed it.”

“I know, but what I have been saying is that I don’t know where any of this comes from. These aren’t thoughts that I have had. It was so weird, but then it turned me on in a way that I couldn’t have predicted. These aren’t fantasies that I am living out in my dreams. It’s like someone else is putting these ideas into my head while I am dreaming. Not to mention the impossibility of it. I’m pretty sure that if I asked where the Chinese apothecary with the big dick powder was, I would get a lot of blank stares.”

At that moment, the server appeared with multiple plates of food, placing them randomly on the table, taking up all available space. Sofia took a look around the restaurant, wondering who was in earshot of their conversation.

“Will there be anything else?” the server asked.

“No, I think we ordered everything on the menu,” Amanda observed.

“It’s not a complete experience if you don’t have leftovers for a day or two,” Sofia opined.

“Cool, I’m good with variety,” Amanda replied.

The server bowed his head slightly, then left the table.

“So anyway, you know those copper bracelets I used to wear?” Sofia asked after the server took his leave.

“Yeah, those were annoying as shit. Why?”

“Sorry, I know, they jingle-jangled a lot. But I had them in my dream. Darius was still sitting on the couch when I got up and searched through my jewelry box. Suddenly, I had those copper bracelets. I took the first one and slid it over the tip. It just fit over the rim of the head of his cock.

“The corona,” Amanda interjected.

“What?”

“The rim is called the corona. You know I’m a doctor, right?”

“Oh my God, I had no idea,” Sofia deadpanned. “By the way, how do you wear a doctor’s coat with boobs like that?” she asked, gesturing at Amanda’s chest.

“You know you’ve asked that before, right? And yes, my tits are barely contained in my lab coat.”

“Isn’t that distracting at work?”

“You know I am a pediatrician, right?”

“Yeah, and kids have daddies.”

“Yeah, and some of those daddies are DILFs, and yes, they stare at my tits.”

“I imagine. I still want to know what it’s like to walk around with a pair of tits like those.”

“You’d hate it. Besides, you have totally cute boobs.”

“They’re just average. And my nipples are too pokey.”

“You know there’s a fan club for everything, right?”

“What do you mean?” Sofia asked.

“I mean if you’re a woman, and you have body parts, then you have a fan club. No matter what it is. Do you remember Tina? Short for Constantina?”

“I don’t think so. Maybe you mentioned her, but I don’t think I met her.”

“Well, she confided in me one night about her problem with her boobs. They were a little bit smaller than mine.”

“Everyone’s are smaller than yours, Mendy.”

“Shut up, you’re sheltered. Anyway, she had these nipples, and she was really self-conscious about them, to the point that I was like, ‘OK, just show me.’ So she unbuttoned her shirt and pulled her bra up to show me her nipples. Her areolas were huge. She had what are called ‘puffy nipples.’ They were erect all the time, so it was like she had smaller pink boobs on top of her boobs. She told me about how she had been really embarrassed because she had never seen anyone who looked like her, and she thought it was really weird and she was uncomfortable with the situation. Then she met this guy and they got to where she was going to let him take her shirt off. This was the point where she was generally really nervous about what the guy’s reaction was going to be, but this particular guy got super turned on just looking at her tits. She was surprised that he was so turned on, and he told her that it was a thing that some guys really are into.”

“Yeah. Guys,” Sofia said dryly.

“I know, so that’s what I am saying. For every body type, no matter what it is, there’s a fan club. I knew this other girl who had, um . . .” Amanda paused as she picked up a piece of beef from the plate of broccoli and beef with her chopsticks. She wiggled the piece of beef back and forth.

“Oh my God, are you really using the food I am eating to demonstrate a girl’s—”

“Labia? Yes, I am.” Amanda popped the slice of beef into her mouth. “She had these really pronounced labia minora, and they hung down between her legs, looking like a small penis.”

“You know, our conversations should have some kind of limit.”

“But they don’t. So this girl was also really self-conscious about the situation, but just like Constantina, she finally met this guy who was really turned on by the shape of her. He would go down on her anytime she wanted, and he was up for doing it longer than she even wanted him to. So, again, there’s a fan club for everyone.”

“I guess there is a pokey-nipple fan club, but it’s still embarrassing to wear tight T-shirts.”

Amanda stared at Sofia.

“You know I can’t wear pretty much anything without busting out of it, right?”

“Right, I know, I shouldn’t complain.” Sofia replied.

“Anyway, what happened with the stupid copper bracelets?”

“Well, first, I just sat there and slid my fingertips up and over the length of him, gently teasing him, which was driving him crazy. It was like he was all oiled up, like a porn star, and I slid the bracelet down the length of his shaft. As hard as he was, there was this silky softness to it, and it gave slightly when I applied pressure. The first bracelet ended up around the base of his cock. Then I kept going, placing them so that they were positioned an equal distance apart. There were five bracelets, since I’ve thought of the number five as some mystical number since I was really little.”

“Five? Really?”

“Yeah, five. I don’t know what a mystical number is supposed to be, but mine was five. Anyway, he was throbbing against these copper bracelets, and I kept putting them on until the last one, which fit just below the corona. See? Corona. I learned something. Then I wrapped, like, a leather strap around his neck and pulled him down, pushing his cock into his mouth. I fastened the other end of the strap to the bracelet at the base of his cock. When he was secured this way, he was unable to pull back far enough to release the cock from his mouth. So then I just sat there stroking him, teasing him all over. It went on forever, with this eventuality that he was going to come in his own mouth. And when he started to come, it was like he wasn’t going to stop. It started dripping out of his mouth.”

“Holy shit, Sofa.”

“I know. Then I untied the strap, and his cock popped out of his mouth. It stayed just as hard as it had been, while I led him by the cock to my bedroom. I laid down on the bed and pulled him on top of me. I was unsure of how much of him I could take, so apparently, I had tied a length of rope around his balls, with the other end tied to the railing at the foot of the bed. This meant that the length of his movement was limited. I had him move slowly, giving me time to become accustomed to the massive size of him. The rope drew tight on his balls, and he strained against it, but he couldn’t enter me any farther. I had only taken a third of his length, and it was good that I had the rope around his balls, holding him back. The sex was extremely slow, and sensual, and the intensity of the sensation caused us both to come amazingly hard.” Sofia paused for a moment before adding, “Here’s the thing. When I woke up, I was sore.”

“Like he really was fucking you with a massive dick.”

“Like he was, yeah. Doing that.”

“But what do you think this magical big-dick dream was about? I think you said earlier that he was a perfect size for you.”

“I have no idea. Maybe I am trying to find out what the ‘perfect size’ really is. Apparently, I am currently at the deep end of the size pool.”

“It sounds like you are at the ‘learning to scuba dive’ deep end of the pool.”

“It keeps changing. The guy is always the same, but all of the details keep changing.”

“Maybe your subconscious is trying to figure out what you really like.”

“But I thought I knew what I really like.”

“You do not like broccoli and beef.”

“I do, but you made me think of labia, and now it freaks me out.”

“We should go get sushi sometime,” Amanda said with a wink.

“I hate you. You’re the worst,” Sofia replied with a smile on her face.
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Sofia held her finger over the contact listing in her phone. She wondered if she was doing a “white people” thing. The contact in her phone was listed as Ai-Lien Liang.

Ai-Lien’s voice did not give the slightest hint what race she was, and her name was pronounced like the name “Eileen Lang,” which caused many people to expect that she was of Western European ancestry. Sofia had spoken to her over the phone before they met, so when they did meet in person, Sofia couldn’t help but look surprised since she did not expect her to be Asian. She then apologized too many times. They had become good friends, but Ai-Lien realized that Sofia still felt awkward about that first impression.

She pressed call and waited for the phone to connect.

“Hey, Sofia, what’s up?” Ai-Lien answered.

“Hi, Ai-Lien. I have a super-awkward question. Do you have a second?”

“I am so looking forward to this. Please, let’s hear your super-awkward question.”

“If I dream about something that seems kind of racist, do you think that means I have racist thoughts?” Sofia asked, thinking that this was a bad idea as she heard herself ask the question out loud. “That’s a terrible question, isn’t it?”

“Not necessarily. Should I assume that the possibly racist thing in your dream is related to the Chinese people?”

“Yes,” Sofia replied, chewing her lower lip.

“You know I’m Korean, right?”

Sofia inhaled sharply and put her hand over her mouth. She heard laughter on the other end of the call.

“I’m just fucking with you—I’m totally Chinese. And the answer to your question is, one, you are asking the question. That’s about 90 percent of it, just giving a shit about whether or not something you are doing or saying could offend someone else. And two, I don’t think we have to be responsible for what we dream. I have done some things with a famous actor, who I will not name, that are probably way over the line, legally speaking. And I don’t think I can be held responsible for any of that. At least, I hope not.”

“Well, that’s actually something I have been thinking about a lot lately. I have been having these dreams, and I don’t know what is motivating them. I end up in these situations that seem normal in the dream, but then I wake up and wonder how the hell I ended up there.”

“You know, you kind of opened yourself up to some pretty direct questions here, Sofia. As in, what are you talking about?”

“Oh boy . . . I’ve been having these dreams where I’m like, how do I say it, kind of dominant. That’s not really how I think of myself, but that’s what’s happening. It’s not like, you know, whips and chains and stuff. I’m not wearing a leather catsuit or anything.”

Ai-Lien was quiet for a moment.

“You know I was a professional dominatrix in college, right? I worked at this place called the Roseate Dungeon, and these guys would come in, and I actually was dressed in a leather catsuit.”

“Really? Why have I never heard this before?”

“I don’t really tell people that when I first meet them.”

“Oh. Right. So did you whip them and stuff?”

“Yeah. But there was a lot of other stuff. I never had sex with them or anything, or took off my clothes. But I would say things to humiliate them and make them crawl around on the floor and lick my boots and stuff like that.”

“That’s kind of awesome, Ai-Lien.”

“Yeah, well, I thought of it as more money than I would get doing anything else at the time.”

“Did you hate doing it? Were the guys creepy?”

“No, and mostly no. The thing I actually really liked was doing SPH. Sorry, I forget you probably don’t know what that is. Small-penis humiliation. I always liked doing that; it was fun.”

“Wow, so you’d make fun of guys for having a small dick?”

“Some guys wanted that. So I just thought, OK, if you’re asking for it, I will absolutely humiliate the shit out of you for having a tiny dick.”

Ai-Lien started laughing, which caused Sofia to laugh in response, even though she couldn’t quite imagine doing what Ai-Lien had described.

“So I guess that you don’t find it weird that I am having dreams where I am kind of dominant.”

“No. I would just go with it if I were you.”

“Yeah, I’ve been hearing that lately.”

“You know, a lot of people think that these terms we use to describe various sexual acts just mean one specific thing. But that’s not what it’s like. You can make it be whatever you want. I’ve met guys who were really hardcore alpha males who got off on being dominated by a tiny Asian girl. You never know. I had this one guy who would come to the dungeon, and he wanted me to humiliate him about the size of his dick, only he had one of the biggest dicks I have ever seen. It was actually kind of difficult, because I had to pretend. But it just means that everyone has different stuff going on in their head, and the whole point of intimacy is letting someone else in on all that stuff.”

“Can I just say that I am really sorry to call about such a weird issue and that we haven’t seen each other for too long?”

“Don’t worry, it’s not a problem. And yeah, it’s been too long. Let’s go out for drinks next time you have a chance to.”

“Cool. Thank you, Ai-Lien.”
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Sofia entered the bungalow, excited about the unplanned vacation. The room was beautiful and spacious. All of the windows were open, and soft breezes animated the gauzy white curtains in an elegant, flowing dance performance. She turned to look at Darius, whose facial expression matched her own feeling of inner peace.

“Why don’t we change into our swimsuits and go down to the beach?” Sofia suggested.

Going down to the beach sounded like more of a trek than it would actually be, since the bungalow was so close to the water’s edge that it would require nothing more than walking out the front door.

“I love that idea,” Darius replied.

Sofia opened the suitcase, which she recognized as the same one she’d used when she left home for the first time to go off to college. Her bikini was sitting on top, and in a matter of moments, she had changed her outfit and three triangles of sky-blue material were tied neatly in place.

She turned to Darius, who had taken off his clothes and was waiting patiently.

“You said that you were bringing a swimsuit for me to wear,” he reminded her.

“Yes. But I decided against it,” Sofia explained. “I think you look better without a swimsuit.”

She headed toward the front door of the bungalow.

“Come on! Let’s go!” she exclaimed.

“Like this?” Darius asked.

“Yes, just like that. I like you like that.”

Sofia headed out the door and drew in a deep breath. The ocean air was magnificent, and the view was spectacular. She walked out onto the beach and spread two large towels on the sand. Darius laid down next to her, and a feeling of serenity came over her. She looked over at his naked body and felt contentment. He had consented to her expressed desire that he lie next to her on the beach, completely exposed. The warmth of the sun made her shiver, and she could feel the tension in her body leaving her more relaxed with every exhalation. She closed her eyes.

Suddenly she heard someone speak.

“Hi, Sofia,” the voice said.

She opened her eyes and saw Ai-Lien standing in front of her, looking down. Ai-Lien was wearing a bikini, but Sofia noticed that it was made of black leather. She had on a pair of oversized sunglasses, and she was wearing thigh-high, black leather boots.

“Wow, you look fantastic, Ai-Lien.”

“Thank you,” she replied. “Is this the guy you were talking about?” she asked.

“Yeah, this is Darius.”

“Hi, Darius. Since I’m wearing sunglasses, you can’t tell where my gaze is directed, so I will just tell you that I am looking at your dick.”

“Darius,” Sofia said, her voice traveling lazily, “why don’t you help out my friend Ai-Lien by getting up on your knees and making your cock hard.”

“Of course, Sofia,” he replied.

Sofia turned her head to watch as Darius played with himself until he was fully erect.

“Sofia,” Ai-Lien said, “will you help out by pressing his cock up against his body?”

“Sure,” Sofia replied.

She reached over and pressed his erection against him. The tip of his cock ended just before his navel.

“How’s that?” she asked.

“That’s good, thank you,” Ai-Lien replied. “It will take some time to make an assessment. You will need to be patient.”

“That’s OK,” Sofia replied. “I have all day. And Darius is happy to help out in any way he can. Aren’t you, Darius?”

“Yes, Sofia,” he replied.

Sofia closed her eyes, and listened to the gentle sound of the waves lapping at the shore. She found it effortless to hold Darius’s erection in place for the examination. She wasn’t sure why it would take so long, but she figured that Ai-Lien knew what she was doing.

“She’s a professional,” she murmured to herself.

After some time had passed, Sofia opened her eyes and realized that she must have fallen asleep. Ai-Lien was gone, but she was still holding Darius in place. She looked over at him, and it required no words on her part to compel him to slide between her legs, untie her bikini bottom, and enter her. He began making love to her, and the fact that they were on a public beach did occur to her. She thought about the fact that anyone might see Darius fucking her, but it didn’t concern her. She smiled at the thought of someone watching his bare ass going up and down as he thrust into her. She closed her eyes. The sound of the waves and the perpetual movement of Darius’s body seemed to be in sync. She turned her head, kissing and licking his upper arm just to taste his skin. He tasted sexy. He smelled sexy. He lowered his face to hers and began kissing her. Full-on, devastatingly sensual kisses in concert with the infinite motion of his hips, fucking her into a blissful trance.

She placed her hand on his beautifully formed chest, feeling the rise and fall of his breaths. She observed her fingertips touching his skin. My hand, she thought. Is that my hand?

Suddenly a small ice cream truck appeared, driving along the beach, with a loudspeaker playing an annoying tune. It kept coming closer, and the tinny sound of the loudspeaker and the little song it was playing began to sound familiar.

Sofia opened her eyes.

“Damn!” she said aloud.

Her alarm was going off. She reached over and silenced it, frustrated by the fact that not only had her alarm disrupted the outrageously fantastic sex, but also, it seemed that she had been on the precipice of becoming aware she was dreaming. The possibility of lucid dreaming remained just out of reach.
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Sofia pulled a book out of her book bag at random, and saw that it was the book on sexuality that Adina, the librarian, had recommended. She opened it to somewhere in the middle and saw that it was a section on role-playing. She wrinkled her nose. Rifling through the pages, she encountered the term power exchange.

“Interesting,” she murmured.

Then she saw a caption that read, “How to Dominate Your Man while Sitting on His Face.” The image above it showed a woman sitting on a man’s face. Both the woman and the man appeared to be enjoying it, which Sofia gathered from the fact that the woman’s face looked like she was experiencing some form of ecstasy, while the man had an impossibly hard erection. Sofia examined the woman’s posture. She had her hands on the man’s hips, and her back was arched. It appeared as though the woman was focused entirely on her own pleasure. She was specifically not paying any attention to his cock, yet it was fully hard all the same. She couldn’t help but think about the fact that her asshole was directly in front of his face. She wondered what he thought about that.

It’s like having a cat, she thought. She glanced at Wendell. The book continued with some helpful tips to try:

1. Make him beg for you to sit on his face.

2. Kneel on his arms to pin them down, or tie him to the bed in the spread-eagle position before you start riding his face.

3. Pinch his nipples, or slap him across the penis.

4. Require him to serve your pussy and your ass with his tongue.

5. Don’t get up from riding his face until he makes you orgasm.

6. Use face sitting as a reward, or deny him if he is in need of punishment.

“Golly,” Sofia commented. She began leafing through the pages, just looking at the chapter headings:

Manners — Make Sure Your Submissive Partner Learns Them

Service — À La Carte, 24/7, or FLR

There seems to be a lot of jargon that one needs to learn, thought Sofia.

Training – Train Your Partner Exactly How You Want Your Personal Service Performed

Foot Worship – Put Your Foot Down in Your Relationship!

Oral – Demand That He Go Down On You Whenever You Want

That seems pretty good. Sofia thought. Who wouldn’t want that?

Cock and Ball Bondage — It Sounds Extreme, but it Doesn’t Have To Be

What’s the point, then? Sofia laughed. Because yeah, that sounds pretty extreme.

Cock and Ball Torture — Go Beyond Bondage, and Try Cock and Ball Torture (CBT)

Sissyfication — Some Guys Love Dressing Up in Women’s Clothing

Bondage — Turn Your Bedroom Into a Sexy Dungeon

Teasing, Denial, and Orgasm Control — You Get to Choose When, and If, Your Man Gets to Come!

Cuckolding — Make it More Sadistic by Not Letting Your Man Watch.

Humiliation — Even if a Man Has a Large Penis, He May Get Off on Being Told It’s Small.

Sofia thought about Ai-Lien. Yeah, I don’t know about that, she mused.

Degradation — Consider Commanding Him to Lick Up His Cum After He Orgasms

Considered, Sofia thought.

Ass Play — When the Cat’s Away, the Ass is in Play!

Sofia couldn’t help but laugh out loud at this.

DIY Female Domination, a.k.a. “Pervertibles” — Spoons, Spatulas, Rulers, Flip-Flops, and Hairbrushes, to Name a Few

This got Sofia’s attention, if for no other reason than the sheer inventiveness of it. She read a bit further down the page.

Cover the handle of your hairbrush with a condom to use for penetration. You can make a flogger out of leather shoelaces or a mop. Use soft gloves, feather dusters, or scarves for sensual stroking. Consider using a belt. Panties can be used as a gag. Chip clips can be used as nipple clamps.

OK, but what about keeping a straight face during all of this? Sofia wondered. She couldn’t imagine being so horny yet so frugal that she would end up rummaging around in the junk drawer for stuff to play with a guy. There were a few more chapter headings:

Cold Showers — Tame that Impertinent Erection

Spanking — Not Only the Ass Turns Red

Chastity Devices and Cock Cages — Resistance is Futile

Then a single line jumped to Sofia’s attention. It read, “You can take pictures or video of any of these activities.”

Well of course, she thought. But it made her wonder. She grabbed her phone and opened the photos folder.

“Well now, this is crazy,” she said to herself.

She had taken photos of him naked in her dream, and now she wanted to see if the photos she’d taken in her dreams would show up on her phone, which did not make any sense to her whatsoever. But hey, she thought. Why not? Crazier things have happ—

There was a photo that she did not remember taking. It was blurry, but it certainly looked like it could be a naked dude.

What the fuck? She wondered as she scrolled to the next photo.

“Oh my gosh,” she said aloud. “That’s a dick. I have a dick pic!”

She did not remember having such an image on her phone, and in spite of the fact that she was looking for one, the idea that she could take a photo in her dreams that would end up on her phone was just too bizarre to be believed. But she had no other explanation.

“Hey, Sofa, what’s up?” Amanda said into the phone.

“Have you sent me any dick pics lately?” Sofia asked.

“Not recently, I am so sorry. I’ve just been so busy.”

“Seriously, I have a dick pic on my phone, and I don’t know where it came from, and the only possible thing I can think is, either I took a photo in my dream and it ended up on my phone in reality, or you sent it to me, or some random dude sent it to me, but I don’t remember anyone doing that. It doesn’t make sense.”

“Wow. I have no idea. I have, like, I don’t know, lots. I have a folder of dick pics. So I would have no idea.”

“Wait, what? Really? A folder?”

“Yeah. For organizational purposes.”

“Why do you . . .” and then Sofia trailed off, knowing full well how Amanda might have ended up with a large portfolio of male appendages. “Well anyway, I’m kind of scared, because the idea that my dreams are something more than just dreams . . . what the hell is happening to me?”

“Does it look like the guy in your dreams? I mean, Darius?”

“Yeah, kind of. I mean, it’s hard, so I can’t tell if it’s uncircumcised, and besides, I can’t say that I studied it that closely.”

“Didn’t you graduate with like a 4.0 grade average?”

“Yeah, but I didn’t study . . .” She paused. “Dick science, or whatever.”

“Hmm, that’s a shame. Anyway, look at the metadata embedded in the photo.”

“I don’t know how to do that.”

“OK, show it to me next time you see me. Or send it?”

“Seriously? You don’t have enough dick pics? I’ve heard you have an entire folder of them.”

“Continued study, Sofa. You can’t just rest on your laurels.”

“Thank you, Mendy. It’s been an education.”

“Don’t mention it.”
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Sofia walked through the front door of the house she had grown up in. She called out, but no one replied, which made her think that no one was home. She walked into the living room and noticed that everything was exactly the way she had remembered it, but the bookcase looked different. She approached it cautiously and noticed that every book on every shelf was either erotic or pornographic. She wondered who had put all of these titles on the shelves and if they had always been there, and she just hadn’t noticed. She pulled out a book and flipped through it. It appeared to contain photos of erect cocks, but on closer examination, she noticed that some of the photos were simply phallic. There was a photo of an eggplant, then a banana, then an erect dick, then a cucumber, followed by another erect dick. She pulled out another book, which was thick and heavy, and read the title: Sofia’s Pussy. She flipped through it, and saw that it was just hundreds of full-color photographs of her pubic region, some relatively modest, others highlighting her aroused labia. She closed the book and noticed the author’s photo on the back. She was surprised to see that it was Darius.

Wow, I don’t remember him taking all of these photos, she thought. I would imagine I would remember something like that.

Her train of thought was interrupted by a sound in the other room, so she walked back toward the front door. She saw Darius standing silently in the entryway to the dining room, smiling at her warmly.

“Hello,” she said, feeling calm and somehow unsurprised to see him.

He smiled broadly in reply. She approached him, and he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her. She felt the same euphoria she’d felt before when she’d kissed him. She began unbuttoning his shirt.

Moments later, he was completely naked. She took a step back to observe him, then led him into the dining room.

“Now open the blinds,” Sofia demanded.

His mouth fell open and emitted a small gasp as he hesitated.

“Now,” she said a bit more persuasively, “open the blinds.”

He walked over to the window and began pulling the vertical blinds to one side. The window faced the street and went practically from the floor to the ceiling. He was certain to be seen by anyone outside. Sofia wrapped a blindfold across his eyes, tying it behind his head.

“Now get up on the dining room table, and position yourself on your knees, facing the window,” she ordered. She then took a seat in a chair off to one side of the large picture window.

Darius blushed from the embarrassment of being displayed blindfolded and naked to anyone who walked by on the street outside, but he became fully erect nevertheless.

“I wonder what your audience finds most remarkable,” she mused, “the fact that you are so prominently displayed for them to see? Or the fact that you are blindfolded so that they can look at you while they remain unseen? I like that part,” she added. “You have no idea who the voyeurs are, but they can see everything. Everything,” she repeated for emphasis. “Or rather, is it the fact that you have an erection? Is that what they are looking at? Do you think someone might be looking at your erect cock at this very moment?”

She smiled as his cock twitched, obscenely hard and exposed, as she continued toying with him.

“Or maybe it’s just the fact that you are completely mine, and I can do whatever I want to you,” she posited. “I think I should leave you just like that for a while. I like seeing you vulnerable and exposed for my own pleasure. You should be proud that I would put you on display.”

She found a strange inner peace in voicing these ideas. She felt guided to a place in her mind that she knew existed but to which hadn’t yet received an invitation to inhabit. It was an alluring place, where she felt an acceptance of herself, a truer vision of the woman she was, and a breathtaking respect for the man who appeared before her this way.

She sat beside the window, observing the fact that his head was bowed slightly out of deference to her. She observed his reaction to being exposed. She imagined what he might look like to anyone walking by. She thought about his surrender to her in the face of being publicly embarrassed. She had him remain in this position all afternoon, watching as the daylight faded from yellow, to orange, to violet. The shadows lengthened and stretched across the room like spectral fingers, reaching out to her to come join him.

Sofia sat up in bed, startled by the image in her mind. She had the feeling that the events of her dream had played out over many hours, during which nothing had happened, but it had an effect on her unlike that of any previous dream. The long, slow scene had been devastatingly erotic in her own mind, for what reason she couldn’t understand. It was his surrender, in part, to her desire to expose him and make him vulnerable that had aroused her. The dynamic between them was inexplicable, but it felt so hot. She couldn’t make sense of it, and it just left her wanting more.
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“Hi, Mom.”

“Hello, Sofie, to what do I owe the pleasure of hearing your voice on the telephone?”

Not giving me up for adoption, Sofia thought, but her mother never liked it when she made jokes like that—or any other kind of jokes, really.

“No reason. Just calling to ask how you are.”

“Oh, I’m getting around all right. I was up in the attic the other day, believe it or not.”

Imagining her mother navigating the fold-down staircase leading up to the attic was actually difficult for Sofia.

“I was going through some of your father’s things. Do you know he had a box of pornography?”

Sofia felt a chill run down her spine.

“He had magazines and dirty books, and I knew he had them, but I didn’t know there were so many. I mean, I knew he was always horny, but—”

“Mom!”

“What? You were always so prudish. I don’t know where you got it from, certainly not your father.”

“I’m not prudish; I just don’t want to sit here talking about my father’s . . . interests.”

“All right, I’ll say no more. So how is everything else going?”

“It’s fine. But I have a question, and no, I don’t want to get into the whole subject, but the stuff you just mentioned that was in that box in the attic, was it ever, um . . . on a bookshelf?”

“A bookshelf?”

“Yeah, like, on display or something like that.”

“What an odd question. I don’t think so. Why?”

“Just wondering. I had this dream where we had a lot of pornographic books and stuff on a shelf in the living room.”

“Oh, God no. No, he had it all squirreled away. You know, if you had a boyfriend, you probably wouldn’t be dreaming about things like that.”

“OK, I’m not going to talk about whether or not I have a boyfriend right now.”

“How about that Mark Whelan? Weren’t you interested in him?”

“Mom, that was a boy in seventh grade. He wasn’t even my boyfriend.”

“Well, he seemed nice.”

“Sure. He’s probably in prison now. Anyway, as long as you’re doing OK, I should get back to what I was doing.”

Sofia hung up the phone and exhaled deeply. She felt it was maddening to continue examining these thoughts in her head. Perhaps there was something that could distract her. Something she just hadn’t found yet.

She made herself a grilled cheese sandwich and set it on a plate, which she placed on the table. She sat down in one of her two chairs, and bit into the sandwich. It was simultaneously comforting, since it was her favorite food, and slightly depressing, since it was so plain. She sat in the moment of experiencing two opposing emotions, and chose to entertain neither one. Instead, she thought about her conundrum. Should she actively pursue the erotic intrigue presented in her dream life, or attempt to banish all such thoughts, regarding them as unrealistic, and therefore a waste of her time? She looked at the clock, which she had yet to adjust from daylight saving time, so it was off by one hour. Time is an intangible, she thought, so what does it mean to waste it? She chewed her sandwich, and suddenly remembered that she had gone to the trouble of changing it up, making it a grilled swiss cheese on rye. It felt nice, since it seemed like something thoughtful that she had done only for herself. She thought it felt dopey to be pleased by something so small, but it made her smile, and she embraced the feeling.

That afternoon, she engaged in an activity she referred to as cleaning, but it was generally about 50 percent cleaning and 50 percent getting waylaid by some distraction or another. That way, putting a cookbook back on the shelf might become ten minutes of actually reading the cookbook, which was not unlike reading a travel magazine about a place to which you have no plan to travel anytime soon. That evening, she sat on the couch and watched a movie with Wendell, who was generally apathetic about her taste in cinema and fell asleep halfway through.
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Sofia thrust open the tall glass doors to the patio. She had purchased George Clooney’s estate on Lake Como in Italy, and she was perpetually enthralled by the beauty of the place. She wore a long white silk robe that was open in the front, exposing her nakedness beneath it. She walked out onto the patio, across the stone surface, and stood looking out over the large expanse of greenery and flower beds that were arranged below. She placed her hands on her hips, spreading her robe open and exposing her naked body in front.

She had a man as her servant, not only for personal service, but also to attend to every other task around the house. She might assign him to her boudoir, to service her while she reclined on the chaise lounge, or to attend to the house, yard, or garden. She would allow him to wear a pair of work boots while he was attending to the exterior chores, but he was instructed to shower and change into nothing when he was to work inside the house. Essentially, she kept him completely naked at all times, and he was expected to kneel and wait upon her at any given moment. He attended to all domestic chores, and he was magnificently well-built for the purpose. He was talented in his work, and she enjoyed watching him attending to his duties out in the yard. Occasionally she would reward him at the conclusion of his labors, stepping into the shower with him and allowing him to lick and suck on her nipples, then down along the front of her body, as the droplets of water coursed down over them. 

Her servant had been selected for his skill at using his tongue to pleasure her. She occasionally made use of his cock as well, and so she had selected a male that was appropriately well-hung. He could also take a whipping when necessary, either to correct his behavior or for her amusement. His ability to take a whipping impressed her. The way his body reacted to her whip was almost like poetry. But this was rarely necessary. His devotion to serving her pleasure was simply breathtaking. He could kneel in service to her for any length of time and he never appeared to become fatigued.

In her mind, she referred to him by little nicknames. She would call him “whipping boy,” who loved nothing more than to be her obedient slave and writhe in pleasure from the kiss of her whip along his naked body. She would call him “house boy” when he was serving her, keeping the house and surrounding yard in impeccable order. His reward was to see that she was pleased with his work yet anxious to assign him additional tasks. And then there was “lover boy,” a name she often thought of when she used him for sex. He was entirely devoted to her pleasure. He attempted to surpass himself in anticipating her desires, obeying her before she even commanded him to do so. Though he was given punishment, he was rewarded with being allowed to lick her and make love to her endlessly. 

One game she liked was to attach the suction cup of a large dildo to her large granite coffee table. The table was substantial in its durability, such that it could easily handle the weight of his body. She would have him climb up onto the table and straddle the dildo, then begin to ride it for her amusement. He would be naked, of course, but she would add a blindfold and cuff his hands behind his back. To encourage him to ride the dildo harder, or faster, she used an implement that was made of two straps of leather that were sewn into a handle at one end. It made a delightful slapping sound when the firm straps struck his body. She took particular pleasure in whipping his penis with the straps, delighting in how deliriously hard his erection became in the process. 

Essentially, she had become tired of fragile male egos, alpha dog posturing, and the aggressive, domineering attitude that men had about everything and everyone, and she had given up caring about any of it. But it still annoyed her, and so it was with particular pleasure and no small delight that she could make her servant fuck himself in the ass for her amusement. He would endeavor to impress her with his obedience, but that did not stop her from laughing as she teased and whipped him, telling him to ride the massive dildo harder for her. She admired his muscular build, but she was delighted even more by how submissive he was to her. She could do anything she wanted with this naked plaything, and she could see how desperately hard he was when she played with him. Even when she was taunting him, teasing him, and objectifying him, she could clearly see how hard it made him to submit to her in every way. 

He had what she found to be a quite incredible respect for her. He naturally went down on both knees the moment she entered the room. He had a look of adoration for her that she enjoyed, but he had a look of fear as well. He also had the most naked-looking body she had ever seen. It was difficult for her to keep a straight face when she observed him, naked and kneeling for her. She particularly appreciated that his cock was so perfectly proportioned. She thought that his butt was adorable, and she made a point of whipping it with her riding crop on occasion.

One game that she particularly enjoyed was having him on his knees, masturbating for her while she whipped him. She would tell him that she was going to continue to whip him until he came, with the understanding that he was to make it last as long as possible. She loved watching him stroke his cock, and listening to the sounds he made as the riding crop landed hard across his tender skin. She could elicit such beautiful sounds from him with the use of her whip, and when she gave him the opportunity afterward to apologize for having misbehaved, he was disarmingly earnest in the words he chose and the way he spoke. It was touching, really, how repentant he was, kneeling naked before her following a thorough whipping. She knew that he fantasized about his reward, when she would allow him to lick her pussy. 

She also enjoyed tying him down to her bed and slowly caressing him with ice cubes and sometimes dripping candle wax onto his naked body. However, she primarily used his body for pleasure, and he was generally so obedient that she rarely felt the need to punish him. He showed a profound gratitude for being allowed to pleasure the entirety of her body. She employed his skill at full-body massage, which he followed with kissing and licking every inch of her.

Essentially, she had made the decision to use him in a way that suited her. She loved how diligently he worked at an assigned task, and how enthusiastic he was for the praise she gave him. She was aware that some might find her hedonism depraved, but she wasn’t concerned with that. She lived the way she wanted to, and couldn’t care less what others might think. The few individuals who were aware of her arrangement were admiring of her brazenness and decadence. She had invited a few of her friends on different occasions to come over and watch her servant perform for her. With a couple of bottles of wine, she had an entire evening’s entertainment for her guests. She fondly remembered attending events where she could have her slave completely naked in public. But having her servant perform for her was only to show him off, as she preferred watching him perform for her alone.

She occasionally went on picnics with her servant and enjoyed that she could have him lying out nude in the sun. She exploited his natural inclination to impress her by asking him to offer her what punishment he thought would be worthy of her. In essence, what he would be willing to endure in tribute to her. It was difficult for her to keep a straight face as she observed him nervously contemplating his predicament. The sun made his naked body glisten as he knelt before her while she patiently awaited his response.

“But I don’t know what to offer you,” he replied.

This annoyed her.

“You already have my total and complete obedience to your will,” he continued, “and there is nothing further I can offer you but to continue to serve you. I have nothing to offer you that you don’t own already, so my only course of action is to remain grateful for your willingness to allow me to serve you.

She smiled.

“That is correct, my love,” she said as she stroked the side of his face.

Suddenly she heard a whish-shook! She looked down and noticed that he had an erection. And an arrow had pierced his chest.
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“George Clooney shot him in the chest with an arrow?” Amanda asked, sounding incredulous.

“I think so. I didn’t get a real good look at the shooter, and he was running away, so—”

“But you think it was George Clooney.”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Well, anyway, that dream was—sorry—really embarrassing.”

“I know, but like I said, I can’t take any responsibility for my subconscious. I just wonder what the hell it was. I mean, it felt like scenes from some old European softcore porno, like when they actually had pornographic films in theaters. Like the ones they used to show on cable TV late at night. I have no idea what it meant.”

“Maybe you are in love with George Clooney.”

“I am pretty sure that was not what was going on in that dream. I mean, the guy in the dream, the lover boy, or servant, was Darius. He just wasn’t called that in the dream.”

“Remember what I was saying when we were at the Dragon Moon? That maybe your subconscious is dominant? Because it seems to be getting more so.”

“I know. I don’t know what to do about that.”

“Maybe just go with that?”

“It doesn’t seem like I have a choice, you know?”

“Oh, hey, I’m at work so I gotta go. Maybe you’re in love with George Clooney. Bye!” With that, Amanda hung up the phone.

“That’s not what it was about!” Sofia began, then looked at her phone. “Dammit.”
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Sofia sat at her desk, trying to rouse herself to think of a “creative” solution to the problem at hand. The client wanted each of the “Yum!”s that appeared on-screen to be a different color, though not any of the colors of the client’s logo, yet they wanted it to be evocative of their brand.

“We want them in the same family of tonalities,” the client’s notes read.

Oh, fuck your family of tonalities, Sofia thought.

She became aware of something happening in the office, and she had to assume it was Derrick, her boss, being dickish in some low-level manner, so she ignored it. It wasn’t until she heard someone directly behind her at her desk that she exhaled forcefully, and began rotating her chair to find out what ridiculous thing would be required of her next. She saw Derrick, who was attempting to draw her attention to something. No, someone, Sofia realized. She saw that another man was standing beside Derrick. She placed her hands on the arms of her chair and pushed, lifting herself to her feet. She raised her head to greet whomever it was. She froze. Standing before her was Darius.

“Hi, you must be Sofia,” he said as he extended his hand to greet her.

Sofia’s brain sent messages to her arm to force the forearm upward, to bring her hand into position to be shaken by the man before her. Her brain simultaneously was sending messages to her knees to not buckle, and her lungs to not hyperventilate, and to her brain itself, telling it to avoid succumbing to the incredibly persuasive urge to lose consciousness.

“Hi, I’m Sofia,” she offered, her jaw feeling numb.

The man shook her hand.

“It’s nice to meet you. I’ve really enjoyed the work you have done so far, and I just wanted to stop by and meet you, and if you have time, to just work on a few little tweaks to the project. Would you be able to find some time for that?”

“Of course,” Derrick answered for her. “We appreciate your business, and we are so proud of the great work that Sofia has been doing on it.”

Sofia hardly registered that this was the first time Derrick had said anything even slightly positive about her work. Derrick had placed his hand on her shoulder as he concluded his statement, and she couldn’t even raise the energy required for her to bristle as a result of his touch. She lowered herself into her chair, a controlled descent that, luckily, didn’t seem unusual, but rather, signaled for Derrick step in.

“Why don’t we go and take a look at the plan we’ve written up for you while Sofia pivots to address the creative for your account.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m David Stratt. It’s nice to meet you, Sofia,” David said. “It sounds like I’ll be back to sit down with you later.”

“Nice to meet you,” Sofia offered, her voice sounding weak and distant.

Derrick shot her an odd look as he led David away from her desk.

Wait, what? David? That’s not his name. His name is Darius, Sofia thought. Then it struck her as even weirder that she thought she knew his name better than he did.
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“Pick up, pick up, pick up,” Sofia whispered to herself.

“Hi, you’ve reached my cell phone, if this is an emergency, then call the main hospital line and have me paged, or you can leave a message, and I’ll get back to you as soon as I am able to,” Amanda’s voicemail said.

Sofia thought about having Amanda paged, but realized that she was too embarrassed to do that. Instead, she implored her in her voice message.

“Amanda, this is an emergency! You have to call me back,” she said frantically. She thought about explaining the situation, but there was just too much information for her to attempt to convey. “He’s real,” she said, then hung up.

She realized that saying something as cryptic as “He’s real” was probably more confusing than if she had tried to explain what had happened, but she couldn’t un-say it at this point.

Later that evening, Sofia’s phone rang. It was Amanda.

“Oh, thank God, Amanda!” Sofia exclaimed.

“Yeah, I’m sorry, it was work, and I couldn’t get away until now. I haven’t even had time to listen to your message. So what’s up?

“He’s real! Darius is real, only his name is David, and he came to my work today, and I sat next to him, and I talked to him, and he is exactly like this guy that I have been dreaming about, only perhaps better-looking, and it is freaking me out; how is this possible?” Sofia began, her words tumbling out of her mouth in one long breath.

“Woah!” Amanda replied, unsure if she should laugh. “Um . . . What? You met the guy that you have been dreaming about?”

“Yeah, that’s what I am telling you! Darius! Only his name is David.”

“So he looks the same?”

“No, he doesn’t just look the same; he is the same. It feels the same to be near him. Even his voice sounded the same.”

“Why, I mean, how did this happen?” Amanda asked. She took a sip of the cabernet she had poured in anticipation of one of Sofia’s stories.

“OK, there is this account that I have been working on at work. It’s this client that does these philanthropic endeavors, raising money for a lot of diverse causes. They wanted me to do some actual writing for them, not like your standard ad copy, but something real, something that openly addresses some of the problems in the world that need to be addressed. So I wrote this essay for them, and they liked it, so the CEO of the company, a man named David Stratt came to visit the office today. And when I saw him, he was standing right in front of me, and I almost fell over.”

Sofia could hear little clicking noises on the other end of the line.

“Hold on,” Amanda said. “OK, I’m looking at him. He’s cute, Sofa.”

“I know!”

“It says, ‘David Stratt, CEO of Stratosphere Global—’”

Amanda stopped.

“Really? Stratosphere? Like Stratt-os-phere? What, was Stratt-o-Caster taken? Or Stratt-isfied?”

“Shut up, Mendy!”

“How about, I Can’t Get No Stratt-isfaction?”

“Enough! How dare you make fun of my dream lover who turns out to be real! You are not taking this seriously!”

Amanda was still laughing at her own joke.

“Sorry! Sorry, Sofa, I’ll stop. He seems like a cool guy, and this organization of his seems to be pretty legit, based on what I am looking at.”

“Yeah, they’re one of our only clients that is actually doing something of value in the world, but my point is that I was sitting there next to him while we went over this campaign that he is working on. He apparently was so impressed with that I had done that he came to meet me, and he wants me to have a larger role in writing for his company.

“Congratulations, Sofa! That sounds really good. So you’ll be working with this guy who you have been dreaming about fucking? That’s so cute!”

“Yeah. It’s incredibly nerve-racking to have him sitting there next to me while I am trying not to replay all of these dreams I have been having. And what in the heck is this thing where I . . . what do you call it when you think of something before it happens?”

“A premonition?”

“Yes, how is it that I have had this premonition of this guy I am working with, only I wasn’t dreaming about working with him?”

“It depends on your definition of work.”

“Yeah, definitely not work. I imagine these really weird dominant scenarios where I am doing things to him. How could that happen and why? It doesn’t make any sense! And remember the dick pic on my phone? I still don’t know what that’s about.”

“Is it possible that you just dreamed of a guy that was attractive to you, and now this guy just trips the same triggers? I mean, his name is different, maybe it’s just a similar guy? Maybe he sent you the picture on your phone?”

“No, I haven’t told you everything. He smelled the same. In my dreams I am really close to him, obviously, and David smelled like he does in my dreams. Like, the scent of his skin and his hair. He just smelled so sexy, Mendy. I didn’t even know what to do with myself, I was so turned on.”

“Hmm, I don’t know. Is there anything in your dreams that you could verify? Like something you have dreamed about? I mean, it’s kind of a disappointment that his name is different.”

“What, do you not believe me?”

“No, it’s not that. It’s that I want to know what your brain came up with that couldn’t be coincidence. Maybe there is a key to the meaning of it there.”

“You know, I told you that in my dreams he is uncircumcised. That could be coincidence, I guess, but it’s a pretty specific detail.”

“Sure, but this would be a lot more satisfying if he had something like a tattoo or something that you had dreamed about. Maybe ask him for a dick pic.”

“Right, I’ll get right on that. But the weird thing is that I can’t remember if he had any tattoos or not.”

“Maybe he has a scar where George Clooney shot him with an arrow.”

“Oh, shut up, Mendy. Anyway, what I haven’t told you yet is that we are having dinner tomorrow night. It’s supposed to be a work thing, not a date, so don’t get too excited. But maybe I should have him show me all of his tattoos to see if anything jogs my memory,” Sofia suggested with a smile that quickly faded. “Wait a minute,” she said as she cocked her head to one side and looked upward as though visually searching her brain for some trace of a forgotten thought. “There is something.”

Amanda was leaning forward in her chair, waiting.

“And?” she asked.

“He has, well, I don’t know, it’s a dream, so I have no idea what, but I seem to remember something like a birthmark. Which is strange, but now that I think about it, he seems to have something that looks like a birthmark.”

“On his face, in the shape of the country of Denmark?” Amanda asked.

“No, definitely not, or that would have been the first thing I told you about him. No, it’s like a small mark, the size of a thumbprint. It’s on his lower back.”

“So, upper butt?”

“No, lower back.”

“That’s the upper butt.”

“No it’s not!” Sofia exclaimed, laughing. “Really? You’re a doctor, and you think the lower back and the upper butt are the same thing?”

“I just really need him to have a birthmark on his butt. Why can’t I have that?” Amanda protested.

“Well, anyway, I most certainly am not going to have him drop his pants at the restaurant.”

“Boo. You should. That would fit with these dreams you’ve been having if you have him strip naked at the table. You could whip him with the unlimited breadsticks.”

“Are you thinking we are going to Olive Garden?”

“Yeah, you know that thing where they say, ‘Come to Olive Garden, and whip your date right at the table with our unlimited breadsticks’?”

“Are you drinking?”

“Yes.”

“Right. Thank you for listening, but I should go. I have to go to bed early so I can dream about David and ask him what the fuck.”

“Yeah, ask him if inserting himself into people’s dreams is something his company does.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Sofia replied half-seriously.
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Though it was past midnight, the heat coming off the pavement made the already hot and humid air feel stifling. Sofia turned down a darkened alley, somehow navigating the maze of wet brick buildings to her destination. She was aware that there were eyes on her, strangers watching from behind dingy curtains, but she felt unafraid, in spite of the way that she was dressed. She wore a black leather jacket, tight leather pants, and platform-heeled knee-high boots. Underneath, she wore her favorite black bra and panties set, the one she wore when she knew that they would be seen, and she wanted to feel sexy.

Sofia came to a door that was painted red, and pulled a key out of the front pocket of her jacket. She unlocked the door and stepped inside, then walked down a long, dimly lit hallway and stopped before a door that was painted olive green. She used a second key to open the door, then entered the room.

She felt incredibly dominant as she fastened the strap of the leather harness around her hips. It had a massive silicone dildo attached. She could feel the weight of it between her legs as she moved, sauntering toward Darius’s vulnerably positioned body. He was on his hands and knees on the floor. There was an arch to his back, such that his butt was presented upward, like an invitation. His head was erect, facing forward, though a blindfold prevented him from seeing that he was placed before a full-length mirror, which allowed her to view the front side and back side of him simultaneously. It was an attractive look overall, Sofia thought as she observed him, and by any definition, there was an extremely naked appearance to his body and the way he was positioned.

She knelt behind him, allowing the massive cock between her thighs to brush against him, teasing him with the promise of what was going to come next. She could hear his breath catch for a moment as he comprehended her intentions. She pressed the well-lubricated, realistically shaped tip of the cock against his asshole. She placed her hands on his hips and butt, and pulled him toward her. Simultaneously, she thrust forward and could hear him gasp as she penetrated him. She paused for a moment, allowing the reality of his situation to sink in. She observed the look on his blindfolded face in the mirror as he experienced the sensation of her total domination of his naked body.

As it was on full display in the reflection on the mirror, she observed the intensity of his erection. She smiled a satisfied smile, as the reality of her power to do as she pleased with him washed over her. In a single move, she slid half the length of the dildo into him and heard a wild moan emanate from his lips. She pulled back almost completely, then thrust again, penetrating even deeper. She continued pulling back until she was millimeters from popping out, then thrusting hard, violating him more deeply with each thrust. Sliding the entire length and incredible girth of her strap-on into him, until her hips were pressed firmly against the backs of his thighs, she listened to the sounds he was making. They were mesmerizing to her. She repositioned her hands on his hips and began fucking him in earnest. She kept her eyes on his face, thinking about how dominant he was in public, and yet how submissive he was to her. She observed his naked cock, swollen and throbbing between his legs. She reached around him and took his balls in her hand.

“Let me hear you say it,” she said as she continued ramming the full length of her dildo into him. “Tell me how much you love it. Tell me how much you love it when I fuck you in the ass, Darius.” 

“I love it when you fuck me in the ass, Sofia,” he replied. 

Still holding him by the balls, she put one hand on his chest and pulled him up into a kneeling position so that he was now sitting on her massive strap-on cock. She continued thrusting the full length, watching his cock bobbing up and down in the mirror, watching him panting with exhaustion. When he did, at last, achieve orgasm, he ejaculated all over the mirror. 

They remained in position as they recovered from the intensity of the sex, their bodies dripping with sweat and their breathing gradually slowing down. Sofia placed her hand on his face and turned his head to the side so that she could kiss him.

“Why did you call me Darius?” he asked.

“Isn’t that your name?” Sofia asked, and suddenly she had a peculiar feeling.

“My name is David,” he replied.

“Oh, right. David,” Sofia said softly.

Then she looked into the mirror. She saw herself. She was dreaming.

“Oh, dammit!” Sofia exclaimed as she opened her eyes.

She had just woken up to the fact that she was dreaming when she woke up to reality. The very thought confused her. Wendell appeared confused as well; though to be fair, that was his default expression. Sofia swung her legs over to the side of the bed and sat up, then looked down at the floor. It seemed farther away than normal. She hadn’t even gotten to her thoughts about the content of the dream. Fucking a man in the ass with a strap-on was something she hadn’t even really thought of before, let alone fantasized about it. And in her dream, it had been real. At least it had felt real. The sensation of thrusting, penetrating his naked body still reverberated through her. Her thighs and her hips felt fatigued, as though she had been actually, physically doing what she had been dreaming about.

A memory came to mind, that of wandering into a sex shop with Amanda and laughing at all of the devices they had on display. Sofia’s mind had been in a whirl, contemplating all of the things they had available to go in, around, and between two lovers’ bodies. She imagined them all geared up for what she and Amanda started referring to as “super sex.” She and Amanda had gotten each other laughing like idiots as they adopted fake German accents and said things like, “In de future ve vill have Sooper Sex. Ve vill have sooperior equipment for future fucking. Orgasm vill be inevitable. Ve have vays of making you come.”

But when she saw the display of strap-on dildos, she wasn’t sure what she thought of them. Part of her wanted to laugh at the very idea, and another part of her thought that it might be really interesting to have the ability to enter a lover’s body, to feel him surrendering to her as she penetrated him. It remained, however, a foreign concept. Until now. In her dream, she had experienced it, and it felt real.

Where am I getting this information? Sofia wondered. How do I know what these things feel like? The sensation of fatigue in her hips felt more intense as she stood up from the bed. She slipped out of her T-shirt and panties, leaving them on the floor as she made her way to the shower. The warm water coursed down her body as she stood beneath the showerhead. She closed her eyes and thought about holding Darius, now David, as she fucked him in the ass. She made herself come with her fingers, thinking about licking the nape of his neck while he ejaculated.
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An hour and thirty minutes after she had masturbated in the shower to thoughts of David, she sat in a chair across the table from him.

You look so fucking handsome, David, Sofia thought of saying.

“I’ve never been here before. Have you?” she asked instead.

“A couple of times,” he replied.

She realized he was making an understatement.

A busboy came by and placed a basket filled with assorted breads on the table. Sofia looked at the menu and noticed that the prices listed were right between the “I have a nice car” level and the “I have several nice cars” level. She was happy that he hadn’t taken her to an “I own the company that makes all the nice cars”-level restaurant, since she’d had some experience with men doing so, and it always felt boastful and annoying.

“So I asked you to dinner because I am interested in knowing what you might like to do, career-wise.”

Sofia bit her lower lip. She wondered what he meant by this.

“I would like to write more,” she explained. “I mean, more than I do now. The commercial work pays the bills, but it isn’t my favorite, and often it ends up not being about the writing at all, and more about managing the client’s campaign. My job is hardly what you would call, you know, creative.”

“It seems like a waste of your time,” David commented, disarming her with his honesty.

Sofia felt like laughing. David had a way of speaking that demonstrated a lack of interest in being anything but direct. She wouldn’t have used the word blunt, as that seemed to suggest a certain carelessness, and he definitely gave the impression that he cared about the things he was saying and the person to whom he was speaking. He just got right to the point.

“I would think you would be better suited to something where you can express yourself in a more creative way,” he commented.

Sofia noticed that his eyes, in addition to being the color of blue that one sees in postcards from a tropical paradise, were always in agreement with what he was saying. He never seemed to be employing some ulterior motive. He seemed earnest.

“Thank you, and yes, that would be nice,” she replied, but then her brow furrowed. “There just aren’t a lot of opportunities to do that.”

“I know of one opportunity,” he replied.

Sofia felt a fluttering in her chest that she attempted to quiet by inhaling fully, then exhaling, trying to maintain some semblance of self-control.

“Cool,” she replied, which would not have made the list of things she would have said in response had she had time to make such a list. “I mean, what opportunity are you speaking of?” she added, noticing that her face felt hot.

“The one where you are working for my company. I need someone who can write in a way that doesn’t read as forced or, I don’t know, paint-by-numbers? We’ve had some people whose work comes off that way—like they are writing what they think they are supposed to write rather than what they actually feel. Authenticity, I believe is the word I am looking for. You have that, from what I’ve read. And what I have seen.”

Sofia blinked several times in quick succession. Is he flirting with me? she wondered. Of course not, he is a professional, speaking with you about professional . . . stuff.”

“Thank you,” she managed to say. “It means a lot to me to hear you say that.”

David smiled. Sofia smiled back nervously, wondering if this was really going the way she thought it might be going. Then David brought his left hand up to his chin, which she might have registered as a thinking gesture if she hadn’t just noticed, for the first time, the wedding ring he was wearing.
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“Hey, Sofa,” Amanda said as she picked up the phone. “It’s a bit late.”

Sofia sighed deeply.

“Oh boy. That’s a level-four sigh. Maybe even a level-five,” Amanda commented.

“He’s married. And yes, it’s late—sorry.”

“He’s married?”

“Yes. I just noticed his wedding ring. We went out to dinner, like I mentioned, and suddenly I noticed a ring on his finger. I guess I didn’t see it when I met him because I was just too stunned that he was a real person.”

“Oh man. I’m sorry, Sofia. That completely sucks.”

“Yeah, what the fuck? Why am I having premonition sex dreams with a married man? This seems so unfair.”

“Do you think it might turn the dreams off, so to speak?

“Maybe. I don’t know. I’m just so deflated. Oh, and then another thing happened, which I was kind of hoping might happen. He offered me a job.”

“Really? But that’s good, right? You said you really liked the work you did for his company.”

“Yeah, but now? Working for him when I have been dreaming about him, and now I know he’s a married man? That would be a mess. I mean, I would be a mess.”

“So what did you tell him?”

“Oh gosh. I told him I’d have to think about it. It didn’t seem smart to just turn it down right off the bat, but I don’t know how I could possibly put myself in a situation where I have to work with him every day.”

“I see what you mean. Do you have any idea how long you have to think about it?”

“Oh, I don’t know. The way that he was talking, I can take as long as I want. I mean, I think he really does want to offer me the job, but I think I need to make a deadline of sorts, just so that I have to make a decision soon. I don’t want it hanging over my head forever.”

“Yeah. Again, I’m sorry. That sucks that it didn’t go the way you wanted, and even the good part has been ruined.”

“Well, I guess it’s my subconscious that’s to blame. It should know better than to get involved with a guy who’s married.”

“Maybe the guy in your dreams isn’t married. You should check.”

“Right, I should see if he has a wedding ring in my dreams. I mean, he probably will now. Anyway, I should let you go. Thanks for letting me talk about it.”

“Not a problem, Sofa girl. Anytime.”

Sophia hung up the phone, then looked at Wendell, who had already gotten ready for bed.

“Did you know he was married?”

She scooped up her cat in her arms and held him against her chest.

“That’s why I like you, Wendell. You are a committed bachelor.”

Wendell looked up at her expectantly.
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“So, it is important to me to have you alone,” she concluded, gently tightening the leash that she held in her right hand. “I feel as though the privacy that we share is paramount in enabling me to assume the full breadth and depth of my domination over you, and allows you the space and time to truly appreciate how profound your submission to my will is and should be. It is of primary importance that we have time alone to explore your adoration of and devotion to me.”

It was late afternoon, and the soft amber glow of sunset was rapidly fading into evening. She was sitting on a marble step of what she assumed was the Parthenon, but apparently this was different from the one that she knew of, and it was not open to the public. He was on his hands and knees before her at the bottom of the steps. She observed the way that the light fell across his hips, sides, and back while she contemplated the manner in which she would have him serve her. She was in no hurry. For the moment, she was content with having him kneeling before her with every pleasure she might imagine him capable of giving her on offer.

She extended her leg slightly and glanced momentarily at her bare foot. He immediately leaned forward, pressed his lips against the arch of her foot, and kissed it softly with a reverence she found charming. He continued to kiss her feet—first one, then the other, even using his tongue and gently sucking on each of her toes. Throughout, she maintained some degree of tension upon the leash that was attached to his collar.

“Sit up, please, and place your cock in my hand,” she said, her voice sounding serene and relaxed.

She opened her hand, palm up, but otherwise left it in place. She assigned to him the duty to maneuver himself such that he was readily accessible to her. He was on his knees now, quite close to her body, as he pushed his hips forward a bit and lowered his cock onto the palm of her hand. She paused a moment, feeling the heat and the weight of it before she slowly drew her fingers closed around the thick shaft. She squeezed it firmly, possessively, as though taking the control stick of an apparatus she was preparing to commandeer. 

“You have an erection,” she observed. “And what is the punishment for having an erection without my permission?” she inquired. 

“A whipping,” he replied, with a nervous tone in his voice that curled her lips into a wicked smile. 

“Yes. A whipping.” She squeezed his cock more firmly for emphasis as she continued, “A whipping is what you deserve for having an erection without my permission. So tell me,” she said, pausing to draw his leash a bit more tightly, “where on your body do you want me to whip you?”

He gasped at how tightly she was holding him by the cock. 

“Everywhere,” he admitted. 

“Everywhere?” she repeated, a note of admiration in her voice. “So you want me to whip you everywhere across your very, very naked body?”

“Yes,” he replied in an almost whisper.

She laughed, feeling a delicious pleasure.

“See? That is why it is so valuable for us to spend time together alone. In private. So that you may feel free to admit such things to me. I mean, it would be a shame if you were wanting me to whip the entirety of your body and were too embarrassed to admit it to me. I think you should absolutely be free to kneel before me and confess your erotic desires—that you want me to have that power over you. A rather extreme power,” she said in a low, throaty voice that was almost a purr.

She began to slowly stroke his cock. 

“Of course, I may not whip you at all.”

She luxuriated in the feeling of authority and power she had over him. The idea that she might whip him everywhere across his exposed and vulnerable body, yet also withhold it, dangling it before him as a tease, was breathtaking. She slid her hand up the length of his cock and caressed the tip with her fingers. 

“You also want to lick me, don’t you?”

“Yes. Yes, I do,” he replied.

His breathing was low and deep from the sensation her fingertips were causing as she absentmindedly played with the rose-colored head of his cock. 

“Tell me, you fantasize about it, don’t you? You fantasize about licking me.”

“Yes.”

“Do I whip you before I allow you to lick me? I mean, in your fantasies.”

“No, not always. Sometimes you do.”

“But other times?”

“You are just lying naked on your bed. And I slide downward, kissing your body. And I slowly caress you between your legs with my fingers and tongue. Then just my tongue. And I put my hands on your hips and start pleasuring your clit. And I lick you for the longest time.”

“I find it interesting that you fixate on the length of time you lick me.”

“It’s the sexiest turn-on ever. And it reminds me.”

“Reminds you?”

“That you own me.”

“So no one has ever owned you the way I do?”

“No. I fantasize about it.”

“Interesting. I hadn’t thought about length of time as being a measurement in that way.”

“Yes. And I love how much that length of time arouses me.”

She cast her eyes downward, at his own length, which she held in her hand. She slid her hand down to the base of his cock and gripped it firmly in her hand. 

“Tell me more. What other measurement turns you on?” she asked.

“Your hips. I love the shape of them. I love having my hands on your hips. I fantasize about them.”

She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips, their mouths expressing desire barely withheld, ready to explode in ecstasy. 

She laid back, slid her dress upward, and brought his cock between her legs. He responded, climbing up onto the marble stair and slipping her panties off. Within moments, he was fully inside of her. He pulled her clothes off of her as he maintained the rhythm, fucking her with a deliciously slow intensity. He placed his hand on her inner thigh and spread her legs farther apart. His hips rotated forward as he thrust his cock inside of her.

Lying lengthwise across the marble stair, she arched her back and tilted her head back with the pleasure of his cock thrusting inside of her. His desire seemed inexhaustible as he settled into a seductive rhythm. Every stroke had him pressing his hips against hers, his full length and girth penetrating her, only to withdraw until just the tip of his cock remained inside of her. His hands made their way up her body, pushing her arms up over her head as he leaned forward, his lips making contact with her breasts, kissing and licking her as his body continued to undulate in its slow, sensual, serpentine motion. Her mouth fell open in ecstasy as his tongue licked her bare skin, leading upward, his hands in her hair as he pulled her head back, his mouth ravenous upon her neck. His hands were equally possessive as they caressed the length of her naked body. His desire felt insatiable as he kissed her.

“Aaagh!” Sofia exclaimed as she sat up in bed.

Wendell looked alarmed, but didn’t run away. It was as though he was becoming used to this.

Sofia rubbed her eyes. Apparently, she had forgotten that he was married in her dream. She had been aware that she was dreaming, but she couldn’t shut it off. She couldn’t stop it. Flopping back down on the bed and rolling over, she felt an almost intolerable guilt. She felt dirty, like she had been cheating. Like this was adultery she was committing.
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“Hello?” Esmerelda said into the phone.

“Hi, Esmerelda, I have a quick question, if you don’t mind.”

“Not at all. What is it, dear?”

“Do you have any idea how to stop dreaming about something?”

“Ah, you are still having your dreams about the young man?”

“Yes, and then I met the man that I am dreaming about. Did I tell you about that?”

“No, that is quite interesting. You met the man from your dreams in real life?”

“Yes, and as my luck would have it, the man of my dreams is married.”

“Ohhh,” Esmerelda replied, elongating the word. “I see. And now you feel as though you are something of a home-wrecker?”

Sofia bristled at the term.

“Well, sort of. It’s just that it feels different now. Before, it was just distracting, you know? I mean, it was all fun and games, but now it feels unseemly. It feels like something I should try to stop from happening.”

“Are you under more stress than normal?”

“Other than dreaming about a married man, no.”

“Do you have any trouble sleeping?”

“No.”

“Are you taking any new medications?”

“No.”

“Do you drink a lot?”

“What’s a lot? I mean, no.”

“Do you take drugs?”

“No.”

“Are you pregnant?”

“No,” Sofia replied, laughing.

Esmerelda was silent for a moment.

“Well, dreams are a way for us to work through issues that we might be unable, or unwilling, to resolve when we are awake. If they are troubling to you, dear, then the best way to stop having them is to accept them. Pay attention to what they are trying to communicate, what they are trying to tell you. When we look beyond the content of our dreams and explore their underlying meaning, then we can make use of them as a method of self-exploration. Other than that, there aren’t a lot of things you can do. Make sure that you are eating healthy, get some exercise, and go do something that relaxes you, like going to an art museum.”

“An art museum?”

“Yes, I always feel I’m more relaxed after I have spent some time looking at art, don’t you? You should also meditate. That is good for you in a variety of ways.”

Sofia felt as though she wasn’t getting anywhere.

“OK, well, thank you. Those are good suggestions. I used to meditate regularly, but I haven’t for a while. Maybe I should start doing that again.”

“Yes, and go to an art museum.”

“Thank you, Esmerelda. I will look into that.”

Sofia hung up the phone. She looked at Wendell.

“An art museum?” she asked him.
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“I spoke with your aunt again today. I asked her what I could do to stop having these dreams, and she told me to go to an art museum.”

Amanda laughed.

“Yeah, she is a big proponent of going to art museums. She isn’t wrong, you know. Go see some dope-ass Renaissance art, and that shit will totally relax you.”

“Why do you sometimes talk like you are a teenage boy from the late nineties?”

Amanda pushed her fork into a large piece of melon wrapped in prosciutto, and slowly shoved it into her mouth. It was too big to reasonably fit, but she managed it anyway, making eye contact with Sofia the entire time.

Sofia shook her head.

“Raised by wolves, Mendy. You were raised by wolves.”

They were sitting at a table in the open-air garden area of one of their favorite cafés. It was a gorgeous sunny day, but Sofia had a strange, haunted feeling.

“The thing is, I keep having these dreams, and now I can’t stop them. I feel trapped, like it’s starting to be a nightmare.”

“Hmm,” Amanda replied, nodding.

“It seems like they, like he, should just go away at this point, you know?” Sofia pondered.

“Maybe the dreams were for some reason, and you haven’t figured out that reason yet. Is that possible?” Amanda asked, still chewing.

“Maybe, I don’t know. I haven’t been able to figure out anything up to this point. They all just seem like random, you know, sexcapades.”

“Sexcapades.”

“Yeah.”

“See, that makes me think of the Ice Capades, but they are having sex while they skate.”

“You are the only person who would think that, Mendy.”

“I don’t know, don’t you think that ice-skaters would think about that? Skating around and fucking at the same time? I think I would think about that. Because if your body is trained to the point that you are an Olympic skater, then the two things you are clearly going to be really good at are ice-skating and fucking. So why wouldn’t you want to combine those two things?”

“I don’t know.”

“Have you never masturbated to the Olympics?”

“C’mon.”

“Sorry, I’m just trying to distract you,” Amanda explained, her tone softening. “But it’s like you said, you can’t feel guilty about whatever is going on in your dreams.”

“I know, but I do feel guilty. I do. Especially if it is a lucid dream, where I am basically controlling it. I feel aware, like I’m driving, but I still end up steering into the ditch.”

“Oh man. I don’t know what to tell you. Have you thought any more about whether you are going to take the job at his company?”

“No. I kind of gave myself until tomorrow, when I’m back at work. He was unsure if he would be in the office, or if he’d need to be back at his company, so I don’t even know if I am going to see him. If not, then I guess I’ll just send him an email. I really don’t know what to do.”

“You sounded like you really wanted the job. Wouldn’t there be a way for you to make a dividing line between your work life and your, uh . . . dream life, as it were?”

“You’d think so. Normally. But this hasn’t been normal. None of it has felt that way, so I honestly don’t know what it would be like to have to see this guy all the time.”

“Maybe have a conversation about it with him? Ask what the workplace arrangement would be like? If you’re doing writing, can’t you just work from home? Maybe you wouldn’t have to be around him that much, especially if he is going around doing big boss-man things.”

“Hmm, maybe.”

Sofia paused for a moment. She took a sip of her lemonade.

“You masturbate to the Olympics?” she asked.

“Totally. With the sound off, of course. I’m not a pervert.”
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Sofia shimmied into a dress, one of her very modest collection of what she called “nice dresses.” She chose it without thinking about her reason for doing so, which was that she had begun to think about dressing in a way that would make her feel more confident around David. Not to get his attention, she told herself, but to counter the fact that she felt intimidated by him. He was so naturally self-assured, even dominant, regardless of what she had been having him do in her dreams.

She went in to work, practically forcing herself to do so since it was the last place she wanted to be right now. When she realized that David was not there, she felt conflicting feelings of relief and dismay. She wanted to see him as much as she dreaded it. The long list of busywork she had piled up was something for which she felt grateful. She tended to a number of tasks that preoccupied her without requiring much mental focus, which was a lucky thing, she thought. Her attention was elsewhere and in short supply.

When it was time for lunch, she didn’t feel hungry. She felt a hunger, for sure, but it wasn’t coming from her stomach. She took the elevator down and walked out to the sidewalk, turning at random and moving forward without aiming for anywhere in particular. It was a nice, warm day, but Sofia didn’t notice. She scanned the people and the cars and the buildings without interest until something caught her eye. It was an art gallery, and the name seemed familiar.

“Evelyn James Art Gallery,” she said aloud to herself. She couldn’t think where she had encountered that name.

She thought about what Esmerelda had said about going to an art museum. She thought perhaps an art gallery might serve the same purpose. And the fact that the name of the gallery had caught her attention seemed to have some import.

She pushed through the door, and the change in atmosphere quieted her thoughts. It was serene, she thought, as the silence of the large space enveloped her. She moved forward toward a painting on the wall. It was one of those works of art that appeared as though a child had had a tantrum while carrying a bucket of red paint. But as she drew nearer, something beguiled her. There was something mysterious, like a figure or a presence that was beckoning her closer to tell her a secret. She had the feeling that there was something veiled there on the canvas. She stood before the almost wall-sized frame and noticed figures dancing along the edge of the swaths of red. Looking deeper, she observed an indigo cloak, which obscured something that compelled and entranced the flame-colored figures. She allowed the colors and shapes to mesmerize her, to lure her.

Then she heard a voice that made the hair stand up on the back of her neck.

“It’s quite magnificent, don’t you think?” the voice said.

Sofia turned to see David standing next to her. She had been so focused on the artwork that she hadn’t heard him approach.

“Um,” she began, then realized that her throat felt dry. She coughed. “Excuse me,” she said weakly.

“It seems to have had an effect on you,” he replied. “That’s understandable.”

He smiled his disarmingly genuine smile.

“No, I mean, yes, it’s just that I think I need a drink of water,” Sofia said in a raspy voice.

“As luck would have it, I was just thinking of going out for a drink of water myself. Maybe one of those places that serves lunch as well. Interested in joining me?”

Sofia felt the now-familiar weakness that David inspired. She couldn’t say no to him.

“Sure,” she replied, having no idea how she was going to manage what she had just agreed to.

He led her out of the gallery and along a short walk to a restaurant that was on the same block.

“I really like this place, and since I am here at our gallery every once in a while, I tend to have lunch here when I can.”

“Of course!” Sofia blurted out, then felt embarrassed.

David looked at her with curiosity.

“Evelyn James Art Gallery seemed familiar to me because it was listed on Stratosphere Global’s website as one of the things that you own,” she explained. “I wasn’t sure why I had wandered in there.”

“So you didn’t stop in to see me?” David asked as the server showed them to a table.

Sofia noticed that he actually looked a little deflated.

“No, sorry, it was kind of by accident,” she admitted.

She settled into the chair he held out for her, and he pushed it forward as she sat down. It happened so naturally that it wasn’t until later she realized he’d done such a traditionally well-mannered thing as pushing in her chair for her.

The busboy brought over two glasses of water.

“Ah, your water has arrived,” David commented.

“We didn’t even have to order,” Sofia replied, trying not to gulp as she drank.

“So not to put any pressure on you, but have you made a decision on the job offer?”

Sofia now tried not to choke on the water she was swallowing. She glanced at his wedding ring. She exhaled a bit louder than she had intended.

“I’m not sure that it would be a good idea,” she said at last, regretting the words as they escaped her mouth.

David’s expression changed. To Sofia, he looked more disappointed than anything else. He slowly nodded his head.

“OK, that is . . . that’s fair enough,” he offered. “Is there any particular reason?” he asked in a slightly more optimistic tone.

“It’s just that . . .” Sofia’s mind raced. She still hadn’t come up with a good excuse. Because you’re married, and I am dreaming about having a sexual relationship with you, she didn’t say out loud. “It’s just that I feel that there are still some things I need to do in my current position. For my career,” she explained, and she wanted to kick herself in the shin for offering such a weak explanation.

“Um . . . OK,” David replied, accepting what she had said, with a perplexed look on his face.

Sofia’s face felt hot, so she lowered it to the menu. She pretended to study it, but it was a jumble of food-related words. For some reason, the phrase “baked cauliflower” jumped out at her. She focused her attention on it like a mantra.

The server suddenly appeared and had yet to get a word out when Sofia suddenly looked up at him.

“Baked cauliflower!” she blurted out.

The server took a moment to collect himself.

“Excellent. And for the gentleman?”

David looked at Sofia, amused, then without turning away from her, said, “The scallops, please. And perhaps a bottle of white wine?” he asked Sofia.

“Oh. Yes, that would be nice,” she replied.

The server turned and left. David kept his eyes on Sofia.

“You know,” he said with a warm smile, “you’re lucky that the baked cauliflower is inexplicably delicious here.”

“Is it?” Sofia asked, then gave him a sheepish look. “I panicked.”

“Is everything OK?” David asked, his voice gentle, revealing a genuine concern.

“Yeah!” Sofia replied a bit too enthusiastically. “I mean, yeah. Everything is good.”

They spent lunch talking about everything but work, which came as a relief to Sofia, and additionally, the baked cauliflower was, as David had said, inexplicably delicious; the restaurant had endeavored to make the vegetable as calorically disastrous as possible. But she couldn’t shake this mild buzzing sensation she felt throughout her body, which she attributed to being so close to him. It was disarming. It was distracting. She didn’t want to feel this way about this man, yet she couldn’t turn it off.
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“You’re not saying anything,” David said, breaking the silence.

“I didn’t know we were having a conversation,” Sofia replied.

“We weren’t. But we could, if you’d like.”

“Hmmm. OK. What would you like to talk about?

“Well, I don’t know, you’re the one who is dreaming, right?”

Sofia laughed.

“Oh, so we can talk about the fact that this conversation is occurring in my dream?”

“Yes,” he replied. “We can do anything we want to here.” 

“I see,” she said, then paused, thinking.

She was dressed for hiking, sitting on a fallen log some distance from the hiking trail. It was a gloriously sunny day, and the air had a beguiling, earthy pine scent. She realized at some level that she was having a lucid dream.

“OK, take off your shirt,” she said.

He took off his shirt.

“Now take off your shorts.”

He blushed, but did as she asked, taking off his shorts.

“Apparently I’m not wearing underwear in your dream.”

“No, it seems more convenient that way.”

Several moments went by. 

“You’re still not saying anything,” he said. 

“I didn’t know we were having a conversation,” she replied. 

“I see. It seems we are going around in circles.”

“I’m busy. I’m looking at you.”

“Sorry,” he replied, in earnest. “Let me know when you are done.”

“I will.”

He waited. 

“Play with your cock,” Sofia said at last. “I want to watch you masturbate.”

He smiled, looking slightly embarrassed.

“You look like you are embarrassed. Why is that?”

“I suppose that’s not exactly how I feel,” he replied. “I mean, I would absolutely love to do whatever you want me to, but it so clearly puts you in a dominant position.”

“I’ve come to appreciate being in a dominant position.”

“Yes, it feels that way when you are clearly fully dressed, whereas I am completely naked,” he replied, while slowly pleasuring himself at her command.

“Ooh, nice,” she said. “I just thought of the phrase at her command. I like that.”

He smiled and replied, “Good, I am glad that you do. What else would you like?”

She laughed, then said, “That’s not how this works. You submit yourself to me. I will tell you if I like it.”

“I see,” he said. “Would you like it if I was wearing restraints of some kind?”

“Hmm,” she said, thinking, then replied, “I want to see something like a harness. On your cock and balls. Something made of leather and chrome, and rather tight.”

She looked down at his cock and saw that he was now wearing a leather harness.

“Tighter,” she said.

He groaned from the sensation as the harness was made tighter.

“With a leash,” she added.

A leash appeared, attached to his harness. The other end appeared in her hand. She drew the leash taut.

“Tell me how it feels,” she said. 

“You know,” he began, “that is a difficult question to answer. Primarily because you don’t have a cock, so I don’t know how to describe the sensation. I mean, I want to say that it feels like I am owned. It feels like that, like you have taken over and assumed control. Like we are playing a game and you’ve beaten me.”

“When you mention being beaten . . .”

He laughed.

“I am turned on by the thought of you beating me.”

She laughed in turn.

“Ha-ha! How humiliating is that, to admit that you want to be beaten by a girl? And naked too. And tied up. And blindfolded.”

He gasped with surprise at finding he was no longer playing with his cock because his hands were tied behind his back—and he was blindfolded as well.

“Yes,” he responded, blushing, unable to see her now or know what she was doing. “I am incredibly aroused by the thought of your having control of me, just like this.”

She laughed. “I know, your dick is just ridiculously hard right now. Your cock is totally hard, which must make the harness feel even tighter.” She reached out and stroked his erection.

“You like that, don’t you?”

There was a playful sound to her voice. 

“Yes,” he admitted. “I love it when you do that.”

“Do what?” she asked coyly. 

He smiled. “Stroke my cock,” he replied. 

“OK,” she said. “Say please.”

“Please,” he said, his cock throbbing with arousal.

She placed her hand on his cock and stroked it gently.

“I want you to squeeze my balls in your hand,” he admitted.

“You like that?” she inquired.

“Yes,” he replied. 

She scooched closer to him and slid her fingertips up his inner thigh, then wrapped her hand around his balls. She studied the look on his face as she began to slowly, rhythmically, apply pressure.

“Does this hurt?” she asked. 

“A little,” he replied. 

“But you love it, don’t you? You love the fact that I have you naked, tied up, and I can make your balls hurt if I want to?”

“Yes,” he admitted.

She smiled warmly. 

“Good. It’s really nice that you know your place,” she said, teasing him. “I am going to make it hurt, as a special favor to you. You will probably want to lick me after this, won’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, moaning from the pain and pleasure her grip on his balls was causing. 

“You have something else on your mind. Tell me what it is,” she said. 

“It’s about licking you,” he responded. She looked at him with amusement. She could see how turned on he was. She looked down. The head of his cock was stretched smooth and tight. 

“Tell me,” she prompted. She recognized that he wanted to admit to something that was potentially humiliating to him, especially when she had ahold of him this way. 

“After I lick you . . . and make you come . . .” he began. 

“Multiple times, by the way,” she inserted. 

“Yes, he said, then gasped at the pressure she was exerting. “Multiple times, and then for a while after that, then, would you allow me to lick your ass?”

She almost laughed.

“You want to lick my asshole?”

“Yes, that turns me on so much, but I worry that you wouldn’t be into that.”

“Why is that?”

“I don’t know, I just worry that you would feel weird about it.”

“Well, don’t you worry about that. I will do exactly what I want, and if I don’t feel like doing something, then I just won’t do it. You’ve noticed that I’m in control, right?”

“Yeah, I have noticed that. I hope you don’t mind my asking for it?”

“Hmm, I’ll get back to you on that. In the meantime, what would be fun would be to make you come right now. Can we do that?”

“Yes, we can do that.”

“OK, tell me how you want me to make you come.”

“Any way you want. I like what you are doing now.”

She looked down at his cock and gave him a hard squeeze. He emitted a low groan as his cock twitched and erupted in a spurt of thick, white come, followed by another. She released his balls and watched his face as the pleasure washed over him.

“Well, I have definitely owned you now,” she said with a big smile across her face. “I suppose you want me to order you to lick it up now, don’t you?”

“If you’d like,” he responded.

She slapped him across the dick.

“No, I want you to tell me. Admit it.”

“Yes, I want you to order me to lick it up,” he responded. 

“Good. But no, you don’t get to, because I make the rules, and I know that you like following orders more than anything else. You want me to make all the rules and enforce them. So now you are going to lick my pussy. And depending on how satisfied I am after that, I may just let you lick my ass.”

“Thank you,” he said. 

“All right,” she said, “enough conversation. Get on your hands and knees, and put that tongue to better use.”

He positioned himself between her legs, and she noticed that she was no longer wearing anything below the waist. He placed his hands on her hips and moved his face forward, between her thighs. She put the palm of her hand on his forehead and pushed him back.

“You don’t have a wedding ring,” she said.

“No,” he replied.

“What’s up with that?”

“I’m not married.”

“You’re not? Wait. Are you really not married, or are you just not married in my dream?”

“I don’t know the difference.”

Suddenly, Adina the librarian appeared, out hiking with her girlfriend, whose name Sofia could not remember.

“Nothing is better than having your pussy licked while you are hiking,” Adina said.

“That’s for sure,” her girlfriend said, then began laughing uncontrollably to the point that she needed to walk some distance away to continue laughing.

“I’m glad you are here, Adina,” Sofia said. “Is this guy married?”

She turned David’s face toward Adina.

“Does he have a wedding ring?” Adina asked.

“No, but he does sometimes.”

“Oh,” Adina said, her eyes wide, “but not right now?”

“No, not right now.”

Adina held a large reference book open in one hand, while she used her index finger to scan the page downward until she found what she was looking for.

“Aha!” she exclaimed. “Then he isn’t married right now. You can do whatever you like with him; it’s OK.”

“Thank you, Adina!”

“Have a nice day!” Adina replied.

Adina took her leave to join her girlfriend, who was leaning against a tree, now laughing so hard she was crying. She had pulled a light blue bandana out of her back pocket and was using it to wipe the tears from her face.

The sound of laughter continued until Sofia realized it was her alarm clock. She opened her eyes, shut off the alarm, then felt an overwhelming sensation of guilt.

“Dammit,” she said aloud.

She felt as though she had done something wrong, in spite of the fact that it was only in her imagination. But what did it mean that he wasn’t married in her dream? Did it mean anything? She felt so confused. She stared at her ceiling. She heard a small sound and looked over to see Wendell fastidiously licking his paw. He paused and looked back at her mid-lick.
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“Oh my goodness, it’s Marc, Mendy’s imaginary boyfriend!” Sofia exclaimed, laughing at her own joke.

Sofia had arrived at the restaurant a bit early, and she had already been seated at the table when Amanda arrived.

“Yeah, ha-ha,” Amanda replied flatly, sounding a bit annoyed.

Sofia noticed that Marc did not pull out the chair for Amanda, but then, she had never thought of Amanda as the kind of woman who would allow a guy to do something like that.

“No, that’s fair enough,” Marc interjected. “I am generally not available for these get-togethers, and it’s nice to be able to have dinner with the two of you girls. At least I know you won’t be talking about me,” he added with a laugh.

“You think we talk about you?” Amanda asked with a sly smile.

“Women talk about everything,” Marc answered.

“Well, that’s true,” Amanda admitted. “So anyway, about the size of Marc’s dick . . .” she began.

“Oh my God, no, we’re not going to talk about that!” Sofia exclaimed, laughing.

“No, by all means, go ahead,” Marc said, his amusement apparent.

“Oh, I see,” Amanda replied. “You’re pretty confident, aren’t you? For good reason,” Amanda commented with a nod to Sofia, “but no, we are much more interested in the soap opera that is Sofia’s life right now.”

“Soap opera? Really?” Sofia objected.

“Seriously, Marc and I watched a documentary about Andean flamingos last night. Your life is so much more interesting.”

“Well, I’m glad that my life has some entertainment value,” Sofia said, sounding somewhat bitter about it.

“Sorry, but we care about the protagonist in your story. We’re rooting for her,” Amanda replied with a smile. “Did you make a decision about the job offer?”

“Yeah, I had lunch with him the other day. I turned it down.”

“Oh, boo. I was hoping. But you’re right, it would have been a nightmare having to be so close to him, knowing that you can’t get any closer. I’m really sorry, Sofa.”

“Thank you,” Sofia replied, sounding discouraged.

“Sorry that I am a bit behind on the story, but this is about David Stratt, right?” Marc asked.

Sofia felt her body tremble at the mention of his name.

“Yeah, I guess Mendy told you about this guy I’ve been, well, dreaming about?”

“Oh yeah, why did I not mention this to you?” Amanda wondered aloud. “I explained to Marc that you were having dreams about some imaginary guy and then he turned out to be real. Then Marc asked, ‘Who is it?’” Amanda said, employing a comically deep “guy voice,” to Sofia’s amusement. “And I said, ‘You don’t know who it is,’ and he said, ‘Maybe I do, but I won’t know if you don’t tell me,’ and I said, ‘Fine, it’s this guy named David Stratt,’ and he said, ‘Yeah, I know a guy named David Stratt. I had some business dealings with him about a year ago, so I kind of know him.’ Which is why I maintain that you shouldn’t have a relationship with a man, Sofa, because they are the worst.”

“Kind of know him may be overstating it a bit,” Marc interjected. “I’ve only really spoken with him directly a few times. It’s really just kind of a coincidence.”

“What?!” Sofia exclaimed. She suddenly thought of Esmerelda saying that some people don’t believe in coincidences. “OK, so what’s weird is that I have only the vaguest idea of what you do, Marc. You know, professionally.”

“I’m a contractor,” Marc replied.

“Yeah, what is that, exactly?” Sofia asked.

“Yeah, Marc, what is that, exactly?” Amanda asked.

“Well, what it is ‘exactly’ is herding cats. But what would be a better explanation is to tell you what we were contracted to do for Stratt’s company. He bought the top floor of this office building, and it had this office space, which had been designed with a really traditional structure. You know, with the ‘little’ people all huddled in the middle, while the ‘big, important’ people had large offices with windows all around the perimeter. He wanted us to redesign the space so that the people who do the work have open spaces and sunlight, and the management is located in the center of the office.”

“OK, see, that’s the kind of thing I don’t understand about your work,” Amanda said. “Couldn’t you just tell everyone to move to another office?”

“Yeah, well,” Marc replied with a wry smile, “it turns out that upper-management people still need some ego stroking, so we had to, essentially, punch a hole in the roof to let some light into the center of the space, and then make it look like that’s where the important people are. It takes a bit of visual trickery.”

“See, Sofa, if you’d worked for David Stratt, you could have had an office with a window,” Amanda quipped.

“I do have a window.”

“Yeah, I know, I’ve been to your workplace. You don’t even have an office. Just a desk over to one side, somewhere near a window.”

“Really? Are you making fun of my workplace?”

“Yes, totally. Hey, I don’t even have a window, so it’s better than what I’ve got.”

Amanda noticed the look of dismay on Sofia’s face.

“No, sorry, I get it. I’m not trying to torture you about it,” Amanda added softly.

Marc looked back and forth at the two women as they went silent. He reached for his glass of water, but ended up just repositioning it slightly.

“Um, I don’t want to step on any toes here,” Marc began cautiously, “but may I ask what the issue is with David Stratt? Or is this the point where I should just be quiet?”

“I think it might be quiet time,” Amanda replied.

“No, it’s OK,” Sofia said. “I don’t know how much Amanda has told you, but it’s this thing where I started dreaming about this guy, I mean, actually having dreams, and this man I’d never met kept reappearing. Then I met him, and it’s David Stratt, of all people. And he offers me a job, which is great, but I’m really fucked up—excuse my language—about the fact that I’m currently having really erotic dreams about this guy. And then I find out that he’s married, and I don’t want to turn down the job, but it’s, like, the emotional distress of the situation is too much, you know?”

“Wait. Who’s married?” Marc asked.

“David Stratt.”

“David Stratt isn’t married. Unless that happened really recently, which I doubt.”

“What?”

“Yeah, what?” Amanda asked. “How do you know that?”

“Well, when I work with people, I want to know something about them. And this was about a year ago, while he was going through that whole tragedy, so I wanted to gain an understanding of it.”

“What whole tragedy?” Sofia asked, a chill starting to raise goose bumps on her forearms.

“Oh, right. The accident. This happened, like I said, over a year ago, a couple of months before I started working on the redesign project for him. He was on his way to his brother’s wedding. He actually showed up, I mean, he got to the wedding, and all of the guests were there, and it was a beautiful day, and someone had to come in and tell everyone that the bride and the groom had just been in a car accident on their way to the wedding. They were pronounced dead at the scene. I mean, it’s just the saddest story. Really a tragedy.” Marc went silent.

“Oh my God, I had no idea,” Sofia said, sitting back in her chair, feeling like the wind had been knocked out of her.

“Yeah, and what’s worse is that he was the best man at the wedding—or he was going to be. And now, Angelica, the bride, and Darius, his little brother, were gone, so the wedding became like a funeral.”

“Darius?” Sofia said, her voice thin as paper. She felt as though she had been dropped from a height into a freezing-cold body of water.

Suddenly, the server appeared.

“Hello, I apologize for the wait! May I get you started with”—”

“We’re going to need a few more minutes,” Amanda interrupted, and gave him a look that read, Better make that closer to ten minutes.

“Yeah, I got the idea that David and his brother, Darius, were really close growing up,” Marc explained. “Their dad, James Stratt, had made some money in buying up old telephone companies around the world. He’d fire everyone at the company, strip it of any value, basically selling off all the assets but the phone lines themselves, which then became the backbone of the internet in the early days. He was pretty ruthless, I guess, so when David and Darius inherited the company, they realigned it to focus on their philanthropic interests. Their dad died a few years back. His mother, Evelyn, is still alive.”

“Holy crap, Marc!” Amanda exclaimed. “Are you sure you’re just a contractor? Because it sounds like you might be writing a biography.”

“I am generally rather thorough in my research, but with this guy, I really wanted to know if he was going to be stable, emotionally and mentally, since I was going to be doing business with his company. He’d gone through a lot. He’d lost his father, and then his brother within just a couple of years. That can be a lot for a person to deal with.”

Sofia stared at the engraving on the handle of her spoon, her eyes tracing the curves in the floral design.

“You OK, Sofa?” Amanda asked.

“Oh, what? Yeah—I mean, yes,” she replied, sounding thoroughly unconvincing.
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At her desk in her home office, Sofia sat down at her computer and typed the name David Stratt into the search bar. Why have I never thought to do this before? she wondered. But she knew the answer: she had been avoiding this inevitability she had been feeling. First, because she felt she wanted to get to know him in a more organic way, finding out everything about him via his own words. Then, when she thought he was married, she didn’t want to know anything about him at all. She wanted the whole thing to have never happened. Now she had to know. Was he married? Was Marc’s story real? She didn’t think he’d made it up, but it just seemed too sad to be true.

It took some time to wade through all of the information about Stratosphere Global, whose public face was more visible than David’s, but finally she found a news story about the accident. She read it, and it brought tears to her eyes. There were photos, and she saw that Darius looked so much like David that they might have been twins. It made her shiver to look at the two of them.

She closed the browser and sat back in her chair, which prompted Wendell to jump into her lap. He looked up at her face. She rubbed her eyes with the back of each hand, and looked back at the plump, gray cat. She pulled him closer to her, which he found agreeable.
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Sofia entered the cavernous, industrial-looking space with a confident stride. It was something like an airport hangar, which she couldn’t seem to remember having taken possession of. Her hair was pulled back tightly into a ponytail, which hung down from the top of her head. It swung in contrapuntal rhythm to the swing of her hips as she walked, and whipped around whenever she turned her head. She carried a long, slender riding crop in her hand. A sheer, form-fitting, long-sleeved shirt was stretched tightly across her upper body. Aside from a pair of sheer black panties and a pair of black leather knee-high boots, she was naked from the waist down. The boots made a sound of impending doom as she moved forward. It seemed like it was going to take several minutes to walk the length of the space. It was more gigantic than she could have imagined.

She kept her eyes on her prize, which was David, bound naked in the center of this enormous empty space. A single source of illumination was focused upon his body. He was immobilized by thick leather straps around his wrists and ankles, securing him in a spread-eagle position, bound such that his feet barely touched the floor. And he was blindfolded.

At last, Sofia arrived. She stood before her naked captive, surveying his body, bound tightly for her use. She moved closer and raised her hand to place it on his hip. His musculature had a sculptural quality, as if he were carved from marble, yet his bare skin had an inexplicable warmth emanating from it. She stroked him slowly, methodically, saying nothing. She was content to examine him as though he were a possession, like a luxury automobile. Only better.

She took a step back and regarded his blindfolded face. She raised her riding crop and pressed it against his bare thigh.

“Are you married?” she asked.

“No,” he replied.

She raised the whip, then brought it down alongside his hip. It whished through the air, then smacked his bare skin. He winced, but held firm.

“Are you lying?”

“No, I am not lying,” he replied.

She raised the whip again and brought it down against his hip again, harder this time.

“You’d better not be,” she advised.

David was silent, but he remained attentive.

“I do not allow the men in my life to do anything other than worship me,” she proclaimed, then felt a strange sensation. Did I just say that? she wondered.

She sauntered over to where she could view him in profile. She raised her whip and pressed it against his rear end.

“Do you think that you are capable of committing yourself to me? To focus all of your thoughts and energies on me alone?” The sensation grew stronger. I clearly just said that, but why? Is that what I really want?

“Yes,” David replied.

Sofia raised her whip and struck him several times across his naked ass.

“Will you surrender to, submit to, and serve me as your Goddess?” Oh, for heaven’s sake, I did not just say that! What the hell is going on?

“Yes,” David replied.

She began a series of ten hard strokes of the whip across his ass.

“Will you kneel before me as my slave?!” she demanded in her most authoritarian voice, then suddenly dropped the whip and centered herself before him, yanking down his blindfold.

“David!” she said frantically.

“Yes,” David replied, his voice warm and reassuring.

“What is happening? What am I doing?”

“You are dreaming,” he replied.

Suddenly the walls and ceiling of the cavernous space withdrew like a shell opening up to the sky, and daylight poured in. David was no longer tied up before her, and she was no longer dressed in her costume. She looked down and realized that she just plain wasn’t dressed. They were both naked in the middle of a mountain valley, in a green pasture dotted with tiny pale-blue flowers. She stared up into David’s eyes.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

When Sofia woke up, it wasn’t with a start; it wasn’t with surprise. Rather, it was a long, slow awakening from the most spectacularly satisfying mountain-valley fuck she had ever experienced. To be fair, she thought, I really can’t compare it to other mountain-valley fucks, so by definition . . . At which point her thoughts switched gears. She decided she had to make something happen since it wasn’t going to happen on its own.
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“Hello,” Sofia heard him say in his deep, commanding voice. It both reassured and intimidated her.

“Is this David Stratt?” Sofia said into the phone.

“Yes, Sofia Marchand, it is,” he replied, sounding amused.

“Right. I’ve never called you, so I wasn’t sure. I didn’t know if you would pick up the phone since . . .”

She trailed off, realizing that she didn’t want to say “well, because you’re rich.” Rich, fancy people like David Stratt. Do they pick up the phone for plain, normal people, like me?

“I will always pick up the phone for you, Sofia,” he stated.

Sofia felt a thrill surge through her. He sounded sincere. She gathered her courage.

“I want to talk to you. I mean, I want to meet with you.”

“OK, I can do that. Shall I send a car for you?”

Sofia was about to launch into a recitation of Oh no, you don’t have to do that for little ol’ me, when she surprised herself.

“Yes. Thank you, David.”

One hour later, a text alerted her to the presence of a car waiting out in front. She had spent fifty-five of the last sixty minutes indecisively trying on clothes and fixing makeup applied with a trembling hand, and five minutes sitting quietly, inhaling and exhaling deeply and slowly. The driver held open the door for her, having answered her awkward smile with a nod of his head. She sat in the back of the car and tried to distract herself with the view outside her window.

The car slowed to a stop outside a gate, which was already in the process of opening wide to admit the sleek, black automobile. Sofia had to wonder what was wrong with her brain that she hadn’t thought about the fact that he was rich. He just doesn’t act rich, she thought. He acts normal. And now she watched as the car sailed up the winding driveway to what Sofia considered a mansion.

She was shown into a large, airy room that appeared to be furnished for use as an office. One entire wall was glass from floor to ceiling, and it looked out on the back lawn. David was on the phone, but he quickly ended the call when he saw Sofia enter the room.

“Miss Marchand,” he greeted her warmly.

“Mr. Stratt,” she echoed.

“To what do I owe the pleasure?”

Possibly not being married, I think, Sofia thought, but decided against saying. And then she thought again. She had been over this so many times in her head—what she was going to say, how she was going to ask him what she wanted to ask him. She had thought through it so many different ways and had hit a dead end each time. She realized that she was beginning to look flustered, which wasn’t helping.

David’s left eyebrow raised slightly.

“Are you married?” she blurted out. A hot, prickly sensation rushed up the back of her neck, then around and up her face to her cheeks.

David’s left eyebrow raised a bit higher; then he smiled and gestured to a long white sofa perpendicular to his desk, facing the window.

“Would you like to have a seat?”

“Yes,” Sofia said as she sat down, grateful for the invitation, as she had begun to feel light-headed.

“Would you like some water?” he asked, indicating a carafe on the table before them along with several glasses on a tray.

“No, thank you,” she replied in a manner that prompted him to pour two glasses anyway.

He sat back on the sofa, a distance from her that Sofia felt was respectful.

“To answer your question,” he began, “no, I am not married.”

“Oh,” Sofia replied, trying to control her voice. “You have a wedding ring.”

David winced while reflexively twisting the ring on his finger.

“That,” he replied, “is another story altogether.” He turned to look out the window for a moment, then turned back to Sofia. “Is there any particular reason for this line of questioning?”

He didn’t sound annoyed, Sofia was relieved to observe, but he did sound curious. She suddenly put her hand to her face and giggled, a reaction she couldn’t have predicted. David had a slightly amused look of concern on his face. She tried to stop, to straighten up and remember that he was a professional colleague, and she should act professional as well. But she couldn’t. The situation overwhelmed her. She leaned forward and took one of the glasses of water and drank half of it. She returned it to its place on the table and turned to face him. Wiping a drop of water from the corner of her mouth, she straightened the lap of her dress.

“I wasn’t sure about working with a married man,” she began, realizing halfway through that what she was saying didn’t make any sense.

“OK,” David replied, clearly agreeing with her that what she had said did not make sense.

“Oh my gosh,” she said as she brought both hands to her cheeks. She held her face in her hands for a moment, then forced them back down to her lap, slapping her thighs a bit harder than she had intended.

“I had a dream about you,” she began, feeling the dam beginning to burst.

David’s left eyebrow raised again.

“No, I had lots of dreams about you. Before I met you. For several weeks before I met you, I had these dreams, and they were really intense. And then one day, you showed up at work. You were David Stratt, the man I was doing some work for, work I really enjoyed doing. And it was you, and I was so confused. And then you had a wedding ring, and what happened in my dreams was not . . .” Sofia paused and looked at David. “Not conducive to a working relationship with a married man.”

Sofia felt somewhat weightless, due in part to the fact that she had unburdened herself of this secret, and in part because she had no idea how he would react.

“Well, then,” David began, and rubbed his chin, the ring on his finger coming into view. “I see. And you thought that this ring was, well, of course. I hadn’t really thought about it, but I guess that it’s obvious. It is, in fact, a wedding ring.” Suddenly, he looked quite somber. “It’s my brother Darius’s wedding ring. I was carrying it when I learned that he had passed. I was to be his best man, only there was a car accident on the way to the wedding. He and his fiancée were killed instantly. I actually had it on my finger so that I wouldn’t lose it, and afterward, I didn’t want to take it off. It’s both a reminder of something painful and something I don’t want to be rid of. It’s the last thing I have of him.”

David went silent as he stared out the window. When he turned back to look at Sofia, he noticed that she had tears streaming down her face. He moved closer and placed a hand on her shoulder.

“Oh, Sofia, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you cry.”

“No, no, I’m sorry. I brought it up, I guess, by asking about the ring.”

“Let’s go for a walk,” David suggested, brightening the mood.

He stood up and offered Sofia his hand. She took it and allowed him to help her up. He led the way to what she hadn’t even realized was a glass door, and held it open for her. It was warm, and the sunlight was a pale yellow. The lawn was sufficient in size to allow a game of football, but it was scattered with trees and shrubs and flowers. The scent of the flowers hung in the air and seemed to change continuously as they walked, depending on where they were at any given moment.

“So, without saying anything that you might find embarrassing to yourself, tell me about these dreams you were having,” David said.

“Well, if I’m not to say anything I might find embarrassing to myself, then I think I’ve already told you everything,” Sofia laughed.

“I see,” David replied, appearing to understand that what she was saying was that the dreams would be entirely too embarrassing for her to explain in detail.

“Have you ever been struck by an arrow?” she asked in a whimsical tone of voice.

“No. Unless you mean Cupid’s arrow?”

“No, George Clooney’s.”

“Definitely not.”

“Are you uncircumcised?” she asked, then realized what she had just said. “You don’t have to answer that,” she quickly added.

“OK,” he replied good-naturedly. “Why do you ask?”

Sofia blushed. She had tumbled so far down this rabbit hole, saying things she hadn’t had any intention of saying, that she thought the only way out was to continue forward.

“You are in my dreams.”

“I see.”

“But the thing is, you showed up in my dreams before I met you.”

“I see,” he repeated, though he sounded more unsure.

“Well, here’s the thing. I ended up talking to this woman who sort of studies dreams, and I read some books, though not in a very scholarly way, and I was trying to work out if these dreams were my subconscious trying to tell me something. Are they prophetic? Are they just coincidental? Or do they mean something else entirely?”

“I can’t say that I follow you.”

“Well, I hope this doesn’t come off as really disturbing, but when the dreams started, I thought your name was Darius.”

David froze.

“I’m sorry,” Sofia said quickly. “I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s all right,” David reassured her. “I just didn’t expect that.”

“I had to wonder if that meant something. It certainly is a coincidence.”

“That it is.”

They walked in silence for a few moments.

“She looked like you,” David said softly.

“I’m sorry?”

“His fiancée, Angelica. She looked like you.”

“Oh. I’m sorry if—”

“No, you don’t remind me of her like that. Not in a way that brings back any painful memories. But it does make me wonder.”

“How so?”

“Oh, the mysteries of the universe.”

“Oh, right, the mysteries,” Sofia repeated, sounding unsure of what they were talking about.

When they had returned to the house, David explained that he would have his office take care of the transition.

“You said that you do want the job, correct?”

“Yes, very much. I hope my other, um . . . revelations . . . didn’t make this awkward.”

“No, just more interesting. So I am assuming you will want a couple of weeks to give notice and wrap up your current situation?”

“Yes, thank you, Mr. Stratt.”

“You are more than welcome, Miss Marchand.”

She turned to leave, a whole contradiction of thoughts and feelings having their way with her brain.
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It was with extraordinary pleasure that Sofia strode confidently into Derrick Halpern’s office with a letter of resignation in hand.

“Are you sure?” Derrick asked after perusing the letter. “We will miss having you here,” he said in a way that made Sofia’s skin crawl.

You will most definitely not miss having me here.

“I’m sure you will manage without me,” she replied while forcing her mouth to form a smile. I was never really here, she thought.

Sofia went back to her desk and felt herself coming down from the high of quitting her job to the reality of having ten more working days, which would undoubtedly feel like twice that. So she resigned herself to the task, keeping her attention focused on what was directly in front of her. The end was in sight, so she just had to let the clock run out, no matter how slowly time seemed to move.

Sofia had a conversation with her coworker Jenna, wondering if it would be their last, as they had never really been friends outside of work. They had lunch one day during Sofia’s last week, and after a glass of wine, Jenna made a confession.

“Ordinarily, I wouldn’t tell anyone this, but since you are leaving, I’ll tell you. You have to keep it a secret,” she warned.

Sofia had no idea if she even wanted to hear this secret, but she promised to keep it all the same.

Jenna lowered her voice. “So a few months ago, Der-dick made this, um . . . confession to me. We were at this bar after work. We didn’t go there together; I was with Wendy from accounting, and he was there with . . . whoever. Anyway, he was a little drunk, and told me that the next day at work, he wanted me to come up to the seventh-floor bathroom during the day. You know how the whole floor is empty? Well, he has this idea that it would be really private, and he wanted me to join him there, and whip him with his own belt in the middle of the workday. Like, with his pants down, whip him across the ass.”

“Oh my gosh,” Sofia said with her hand over her mouth. “What did you do?”

Jenna paused for a moment.

“I took him to the seventh-floor bathroom and whipped him across the ass with his own belt,” she admitted, her voice steady.

Sofia laughed.

“Holy crap, I don’t even know what to think about that!” she exclaimed, trying not to have the image linger in her brain.

“I have to tell you,” Jenna added, “it was so cathartic. When I think about what an asshole he is sometimes, and believe me, I did not hold back when I was whipping his butt. It was the color of my lipstick by the time I was done.”

Sofia noted that Jenna’s lipstick was a deep crimson.

“That wasn’t the only time, either. He wanted me to whip him more after that. I think he kind of became addicted to it.”

“Did anything else happen? You know, like . . .”

“Sexually? No. That’s the only reason that I agreed to do it. I think he just got off on the pain and humiliation of it. And I definitely loved humiliating the shit out of him while I beat his ass. So anyway, I thought you might like to know that little factoid about Der-dick as you walk out the door, so to speak.”

“No, that’s definitely something I wouldn’t have imagined. And there is something fascinating about the thought of that fucking prick not only getting whipped with a belt, but even asking for it. Wanting it! So did that come to an end, or what?”

Jenna looked at her watch.

“Nope. He’s in for another in about an hour.”

“Wow. Well, whip him a bit harder for me, OK?”

“Sure thing, Sofia,” Jenna said with a smile.

Sofia felt an unusual sensation, trying to separate in her mind the satisfaction she felt in knowing that Derrick was getting his ass whipped, from the dream-fueled desires she had for David. They were so very different, yet similar, and she wanted to understand why. She went back to her desk after lunch and tried not to think about what was soon to be happening up on the seventh floor. But she found that her mind was now filled with some pretty heavy questions about her life in general.

How did I even end up in this job? Sofia wondered. What was my plan for my life? Did I even make a plan?

Movement outside the window caught her attention. It was the waving tree, in the middle of its customary salutary gesture.

That’s one of the only things I will miss about this place, Sofia thought as she gave a little wave in response. Then she suddenly became aware of herself. It was as though her life itself were a dream, and she was waking up within her own life. Maybe this is my plan, she thought. Maybe I am, in fact, doing the thing I’d planned to do, only I was doing it while more or less sleepwalking. She made a mental note:

Self: Wake the fuck up.

This is your life.

Love,

Sofia

She leaned back in her chair and looked up at the ceiling. It was an acoustic tile drop ceiling, as is so common in office spaces. She felt slightly more encouraged about the prospect of being herself.

P.S. Yay, me.
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Sofia walked through the open doors of the library, into the large, granite-floored foyer. It was sometime after midnight. The violet shafts of moonlight coming through the skylights allowed her to see everything as well as if it were lit by daylight. She noticed that Scout, the bronze statue of a dog that had been placed in the center of the room, was gone. The small stone pedestal on which he was mounted was still there, along with the plaque which indicated that he was the faithful and beloved pet of a major benefactor of the library, but the statue itself was missing. She climbed the large circular stairway that led to the second floor. When she had nearly reached the top, she noticed Scout, apparently waiting for her. He was doing that lip-smacking thing that dogs do when they are trying to be patient.

“Hello, Miss Sofia,” Scout said as she reached the top of the stairs. His nose was bright and shiny from decades of having patrons touch it on their way in and out of the library. “Thank you for stopping by,” he said as he turned to walk alongside her. “I believe that Adina has some questions for you.”

“I’m happy to help since everyone here has been so nice to me over the years. Do you have any idea what Adina is curious about?”

“Well, that’s hard to say. I mean, difficult to pronounce. Some of the words are new to me, and I don’t understand all of it. I do know there was something about being naked and wearing a collar, both of which, as you know, I am very accustomed to.”

Sofia regarded Scout. She had never thought about the fact that dogs are naked. There seemed to be something wrong about that revelation.

He led Sofia to an area of the library where she could see Adina surrounded by piles of books, many of them laying open on lecterns. There appeared to be burning candles scattered throughout the room, as there were small, glowing orbs of light, but Sofia couldn’t see any actual candles.

“Sofie!” Adina called out. She was standing halfway up a library ladder, leaning forward to retrieve a book. She grabbed hold of the spine and pulled it toward her, gathering it into the crook of her arm, then climbed down the ladder to the floor.

“I wanted to ask you a few questions,” she explained. She brought the book she was carrying over to where she could display it on the only empty and available lectern. She opened the heavy tome, which apparently was a pop-up book since a full-color, glossy paper penis assembled itself and became erect between the pages as she opened it.

“My goodness!” Sofia exclaimed. “What is—” she began, unable to think of what exactly her question might be.

“This is an erect penis,” Adina explained. “Have you seen one before?” she asked with a look of concern on her face.

“Um . . . yes, I have,” Sofia admitted, bemusedly.

“Good,” Adina said as she slammed the book shut, trapping the cock between its pages. “Follow me.”

Sofia followed Adina as she briskly made her way past rows of bookshelves, into heretofore unknown parts of the library. Sofia looked around, wondering where Scout had gone, but then caught sight of people she hadn’t noticed before, in various states of undress, engaged in sexually intimate couplings of every imaginable configuration. Some were between the shelves, and she only caught glimpses as she walked by. Some were visible on the opposite side of the large atrium, on each of the many floors. The same orbs of light illuminated their mostly naked bodies, writhing, sweating, fucking with abandon, and unaware of her voyeuristic gaze.

They entered a long hall, and Sofia felt somewhat relieved that the naked revelry was contained to the outer rooms. This hallway was a respite, a funereally quiet room intended for meditation, perhaps. Adina stopped abruptly and turned to Sofia.

“Behind me here is our first display. What do you see?” she demanded.

Sofia looked at the display case on the wall, reverently lit from above. A costume was displayed in the case, presented as though it were being displayed in a museum. It was essentially what Sofia might have expected to see on a dominatrix. There were boots, a corset, opera gloves, and a hood— all in shiny black leather.

“Catwoman’s outfit?” she ventured.

“Ha-ha, no,” Adina replied. “Try again.”

“A dominatrix, um, outfit?”

“Close,” Adina replied. “It is the culmination of every fantasy concerning the dominant female. It is equal parts sexy, impractical, and uncomfortable. Any dominant woman wearing this outfit is either genuinely expressing some part of her personal identity and sexuality, or she’s being paid. Or she’s insane.”

Adina pressed a button on the small remote she held in her hand. The display case shifted, whisking away the leather outfit and thrusting into view another. This outfit was remarkably different. It consisted of a soft cotton T-shirt, a pair of panties, and footie socks.

“And what is this?” Adina demanded.

“Um, sleepwear?”

“Well, yes. But more importantly, it’s also an example of the attire of a sexually dominant female. You will note that the comfort level is high. You see,” Adina began as she turned away from the display, “the sexual identity of an individual has no designated uniform. Likewise, it has no prescribed rules governing its expression. In short,” Adina summed up, “you can do whatever you like. By definition.”

Sofia realized that this made sense. She looked up at the costume displayed on the wall. She noticed that the footie socks had little puff balls on the back of the ankle. She turned back to Adina, but she was no longer in the room. She heard the metallic jangle of the tag on Scout’s collar. She turned, expecting to see the shiny-nosed bronze dog, but instead saw that it was David. He had a collar around his neck, identical to the one that Scout had been wearing. Aside from that, he was wearing nothing.

“Oh, hello, David!” Sofia exclaimed. “Why are you wearing a dog collar?”

“It’s not a dog collar,” David explained warmly. He took her in his arms. “It’s a human collar. There’s a difference.”

“What’s the difference?” Sofia asked.

“I can talk,” he explained.

Sofia laid her head on his chest.

“But dogs can talk too,” she murmured, though her words didn’t make sense to her. Dogs can’t talk, she thought. Am I dreaming?

“I am!” she exclaimed, pulling back to look David in the eyes. “I’m dreaming, and you are here,” she said as she placed her palms flat upon his chest. The warmth of his skin electrified her. “You are here, and you are mine.”

“What are you going to do with that information?” David asked, a warm smile spreading across his face.

Suddenly a fire alarm shrieked through the library. It was her alarm clock.

“You have got to be kidding me,” Sofia said aloud in her bedroom as her eyes opened and sunlight streamed in. She turned off her alarm.

“So close. So far.”
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“Hi, Sofia,” Marc said as he opened the door wide and took a step back, inviting her to enter.

“Hi, Marc,” she replied, stepping forward into the foyer.

Marc seemed genuinely happy to see her, but interacting with him was always a bit awkward for Sofia. She had never really been able to determine just what the nature of Amanda and Marc’s relationship was, but it was a mystery she was content allowing to remain as such.

“Amanda will be down in a minute. Do you want anything? We’re drinking some wine,” Marc offered.

“That sounds fine,” Sofia replied, not bothering to ask if it was red or white. If it comes in a bottle, that’ll be great, she thought.

A few minutes later, she heard Amanda descending the stairs, singing “Maria” from West Side Story, only she had changed the titular subject’s name to Sofia. She had her hair up in a ponytail, and she was wearing yoga pants and a Tom of Finland T-shirt bearing a graphic of a leather daddy with an enormous bulge in the front of his tight leather pants. Her feet were bare.

“Oh, hey, Sofa,” she announced, pretending she hadn’t realized Sofia had shown up already.

“Oh, hi, Mendy,” Sofia replied, employing the same act of being surprised.

Marc appeared with a glass of wine in each hand. Sofia offered her thanks as she took hers. Amanda took the other, though it was evident that Marc had intended the other for himself.

“I thought I already gave you a glass of wine,” Marc said, sounding annoyed.

“And I thought that I forgot it and left it upstairs,” Amanda replied. “C’mon, Sofa, let’s go have a sit-down.”

Marc returned to the kitchen to find another glass, while the two women made themselves comfortable in the living room. Sofia focused on being a little more careful than normal since Amanda’s house always looked impeccably clean. It was odd, she thought, since she was sure that Amanda wouldn’t have cared less if she spilled a glass of wine on the carpet.

“So tell me all about the new job and whether or not David Stratt has sequestered you in the supply closet yet,” Amanda asked once they were seated around the coffee table.

“So far, I have seen him once. It was at a distance. He waved at me and smiled.”

“Hot,” Amanda intoned ironically. “But what of these dreams? What’s happening there? Are they the same, or have they changed since you work with him now?”

“Well, they’ve never been the same. I mean, they have always been so different; it seems like they change all the time. But there was one thing. I talked to him. I mean, I really talked to him in the dream, in a way that seemed totally self-aware—on my part, at least. I felt as though he could really see me in the dream.”

“Wow, that’s cool. You know, I don’t think this romance of yours is proceeding correctly.”

Sofia smiled. It was just like Amanda to say something as impertinent as that.

“OK, go on,” Sofia said.

Mark had returned from the kitchen with a glass of wine and took a seat on the couch.

“Well, the thing is,” Amanda began, “the male love interest in a romance should be a cad at the beginning. You know, a rogue. A scoundrel. He should be a bad boy who is slowly bent to your will through his inestimable and inexplicable love for you.”

“Inexplicable?” Sofia asked, amused.

“Yeah, because the character you are playing is plain, clumsy, and unimportant, but he develops something like a drug addiction for your tender kisses. Like a heroin addict in a candy store.”

“Holy crap, Mend, what even are you on about?”

“Romance!” Amanda exclaimed loudly, impossibly failing to spill her glass of wine.

“I think she’s been reading chick lit,” Marc explained.

“Did you just say ‘chick lit’?” Amanda asked, sounding incredulous.

“Apparently,” Marc replied with an amused smile. “Why, is it not called that anymore? Is there a more enlightened term?”

“Well, I think they’re just called ‘books,’” Sofia said.

“You mean the things at the library?” Marc asked facetiously.

“Yeah, you know, the public library? The one downtown?” Amanda asked in a saucy tone of voice.

“Baby, you know I go downtown,” Marc replied with a sly smile.

“Yeah, I’ve heard you’ve got a place there. One with your name on it,” Amanda purred. 

“Should I go now?” Sofia asked, gesturing toward the door.

“No, sorry,” Amanda replied, laughing. “What I was saying is that David should have an icy exterior that you have to break down with the smoldering heat of your feminine desire. I mean, c’mon.”

“Oh, right, I forgot that we’re in high school,” Sofia laughed.

“Ugh! OK, I’m just trying to spice up your love life, Sofa. Don’t mind me,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders.

“Thank you, I appreciate it. But it’s not like it’s been easy. Certainly this is the weirdest beginning to a relationship with a guy that I’ve ever had.”

“I am so relieved to hear that because I don’t want to imagine it being weirder,” Amanda replied.
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Sofia was walking through the woods toward a house she had never seen before. David was walking beside her. She noticed that he had his shirt off, and she was admiring how sexy his upper body looked. She glanced down, and noticed that his lower body was exposed as well, which amused her. She realized that he was a bit nervous, wondering if anyone might see him in this state. She stopped for a moment and turned toward him, which caused him to pause as well. 

“And how do you feel now, being in such a vulnerable situation? Are you a little bit scared that someone might see you completely naked? Do you think you might be embarrassed if someone were to see you like this?”

David had a curious look on his face.

“So you are unaware that you are naked as well?” he asked.

Sofia looked down and was surprised to see that he was correct. She wasn’t wearing anything, a fact of which she had been unaware. Looking around, she realized that she felt lost.

“Where are we?” she asked.

“We’re right here. That appears to be my house up ahead, but it looks a bit different.”

“I’ve been to your house, it doesn’t . . .” She paused.

“It’s one of my houses,” he admitted. “It has been a place for my family to meet and vacation at since I was young.”

“Why are we naked?”

“Why have we ever been naked? Aren’t you and your subconscious attempting to—I don’t know—make some connection? Create intimacy? You seem to be rather creative in your approach, at any rate.”

She stepped forward and kissed him, feeling his body against hers. She wrapped her arms tightly around him and felt his body respond. She took a step back, releasing him from her grasp.

“Play with yourself for me. Right here,” she said with a devious look in her eye.

He placed his hand on his cock and began to stroke it back and forth. 

“Slowly,” she said.

She reclined on the chaise lounge in the lavishly appointed, oversized master bathroom. He was taking a shower. The large shower area had glass doors, so any sense of privacy had been removed. He was slowly pleasuring himself as she watched.

“Stop,” she said.

He stood before her, dripping wet, and she took his cock in her mouth. It surprised him, and he moaned so sweetly when he felt the soft, warm pleasure she rewarded him with. She looked up to see the expression on his face, stroking him with her hand while using her tongue to play with the rounded tip. She swirled her tongue around it, letting it touch her lips and observing every little nuance of his desire. He was extremely hard, throbbing and desperate for release.

They were in his bedroom, and she pushed him backward, onto the floor. She straddled his face in a reverse position so she could observe his erection as she pressed her pussy against his willing lips and tongue. She had one hand on his chest, the other on his neck as she rode him to orgasm. She then changed position so that she was straddling his hips. Then, taking hold of his cock, she pulled him over, on top of her. She held him in her hand, rubbing her clit with the smooth, rounded tip, then allowed him to slide the length of it into her. He began fucking her. His cock felt perfect. She had already come straddling his face, and would soon reach her second orgasm. She would come to his incessant, animal thrust, and the sounds of her orgasmic pleasure would strike a chord within him that seemed to vibrate with an intensity that felt infinite.

Sofia slowly opened her eyes, with a delicious, well-rested feeling. Wendell noticed that she was finally awake, so he traveled the short distance from her feet to her head and stood looking at her expectantly.
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It was a Friday morning, and walking into the office, Sofia had a welcome feeling of being relaxed, a sensation that was motivated by her having become accustomed to the newness of her job and an increasing self-confidence in her abilities. She made her way through the building toward the space that she was beginning to feel was hers, a place where she felt she belonged. Everything was beginning to feel familiar, not in a worn-out, tired sort of way, but in a comforting, homey way. She was enjoying this reverie, almost lost in thought, when something out of place caught her attention. She suddenly realized that David Stratt was sitting in her office in one of the chairs before her desk, a sight that surprised her.

“Good morning, Mr. Stratt!” she exclaimed as she entered her office.

He observed her as she walked toward her desk. He appeared as though he had been lost in thought.

“Good morning, Sofia,” he replied.

There was clearly something on his mind since he was uncharacteristically on edge. He even seemed a bit nervous, which she found disturbing. He was not the type of man to appear nervous. She sat down at her desk and waited for him to speak since there was clearly something on his mind. He turned toward the window and exhaled audibly.

“After my brother’s accident, I began having trouble sleeping,” he began. “It was something I had never experienced before. It was like my brain was working overtime, and I couldn’t quiet my thoughts. I couldn’t relax, and I couldn’t sleep. I started taking medication. Sleeping pills, essentially. They worked. I would sleep a dreamless sleep, and it became a routine. I suppose that I was avoiding processing all of what had happened, but I told myself that I would deal with it when the time came. Apparently, I was willing that time to never come.”

Sofia listened, grateful to David that he would confide such things to her.

David pressed his fingertips together and looked at the ceiling.

“You might, at this point, wonder where this is going,” David mused, affording Sofia a slight smile. “Something you said aroused my curiosity. Your confession that I had somehow entered your dream life, especially your claim that it was prior to my having met you, made me wonder. So I stopped taking the sleeping pills. It was difficult at first, since I had developed a bit of dependence on them, but over time, I found that I was able to fall asleep naturally. And I began to dream normally. Well, at first, it seemed normal. And then I saw you,” he said, looking directly at Sofia.

Sofia’s face felt hot.

“Perhaps it was due to some suggestion of yours, having informed me of your own subconscious . . . activities. But then it became something else. Something unique,” he said with a look of consternation on his face.

Sofia didn’t know what to think of this heretofore unknown compilation of facial expressions and body language. David had always exuded confidence and certainty. Now he looked unsettled and confused. It might have occurred to her that he was exhibiting the same behavior she had when she first began having dreams about him, but she couldn’t imagine that he would ever experience her level of being overwhelmed. She couldn’t fathom that anything would—or even could—overwhelm him.

David paused, and turned to look directly at her.

“You were there in my dream. I mean, we were there. And it was unlike anything I have experienced before. So this is what I have been trying to figure out. These aren’t regular dreams. They’re something else. Something more. And now, apparently, we can be there at the same time. Does that mean that I have always been there, but the medication I have been taking precluded me from being aware? Because none of it makes any sense. We were walking through the woods,” he began.

Sofia’s felt an electrical surge run up her spine toward her brain.

“We were walking toward the house—”

“That your family has owned since you were young,” Sofia interjected.

“I see,” David said after a breathless pause. “So you remember it as well.”

“What’s happening?” Sofia asked, her fingers splayed over her open mouth. “This isn’t normal, right?”

“No,” David admitted. “But I can’t say that it’s objectionable,” he offered, his eyes meeting hers.

Sofia laughed nervously. It was an outburst that sounded a bit unhinged.

“Yeah,” David said, agreeing with her unspoken wonder about what appeared to be happening. “I don’t know why this is happening, but it just makes me want to know more. To explore. To investigate.”

“My friend Mend—um, Amanda, she asked me something some time ago about how I should look to see if you have any tattoos or something else that would prove that you are really there, in my dreams. I said that you are uncircumcised in the dreams, which isn’t the most common thing.”

“And you were right. That is something you said the day you came by and asked if I was married.”

Sofia felt embarrassed, remembering how flustered she’d felt.

“It’s part of why I wanted to investigate what is happening in my own dreams,” he explained.

“Well, then I thought of something else,” Sofia continued. “A birthmark. Do you have a birthmark on your lower back?”

“No,” David replied, but there was something going on in his mind that caused his brow to furrow. “Darius had a birthmark. I would always see it when we went swimming. Like a reddish thumbprint on his lower back.”

Sofia felt a chill.

“That’s what I saw when the man in my dreams was named Darius,” Sofia said softly, her eyes wide with wonder. “He had a mark on his body just like that—which I don’t understand. Was I dreaming about him? It makes as little sense as everything else.”

David stood up suddenly, his demeanor having changed from that of someone overwhelmed by a mysterious phenomenon to that of someone confidently pursuing a singular purpose. Sofia observed him, struck by how powerfully and impressively he moved.

“Come with me,” he said in a tone of voice that allowed no room for refusal.

Sofia stood up and followed him as he led her out of her office. He did not offer explanation, and she did not ask for one. They moved silently, in tandem. They entered the elevator alone, and they were silent as the car descended the distance to the lobby. He gestured for her to move forward at each point of transition in their journey, yet took the lead in navigating them to the Brookmoor, a high-end hotel on the next block. He took possession of a room key, and bookending their brief journey, the pair rode the elevator up to the penthouse suite of the hotel.

Once inside the lavishly appointed room, whose details would be lost on Sofia in the moment, David Stratt placed his hands on her hips and quickly spun her around to face him, then pressed her up against the wall of the entryway. He leaned down and kissed her, an action that unlocked the floodgates on every moment she had experienced in her dreams of him. It all came to her in a rush: the breathtakingly sensual moments while intwined with his body, the peculiar magnetism she recognized between them, and the harnessing of his inestimable strength, which she felt when he revealed his desire for her. It seemed to Sofia to be one continuous movement from standing fully clothed in the entryway of the room to feeling that she was wearing less than nothing on the bed, which had been similarly stripped of its covering. It escaped her notice that she was still wearing her bra when he entered her. It had been overlooked in the tumult of momentum that ended with her lying on the extravagantly oversized bed with the entire length and girth of David Stratt’s cock penetrating her.

Sofia’s back was arched, her head back and to one side, with two of David’s fingers inside of her mouth when she had an orgasm. However, from Sofia’s point of view, it was so unlike anything she had felt before, she could hardly consider it an orgasm; it was more of an epiphany, or an awakening, or a rebirth—something like that.

David slowed the rhythm of his perpetually undulating, thrusting hips and kissed her deeply. She felt her body shiver in the way that it tended to do when she was lying out in the sun or sitting on the edge of a warm fireplace. He kissed her mouth, then trailed downward, kissing her chin, then her neck, then her shoulder. He slid her bra strap off of her shoulder, then reached his hand behind her back to unfasten it. Sofia offered her arms upward as he pulled the garment free of her body. He began kissing and sucking on her nipples, continuing the forward momentum of his body. She felt the palm of his hand against her inner thigh, spreading her legs farther apart. He began slowly, almost imperceptibly increasing the rhythm of his movement. Sofia felt the fluidity of the moment, from kissing him with their tongues intertwined to leaning back with her mouth open, simultaneously wanting and satiated.

Her mind didn’t wander as it was wont to do, and had, with other lovers in her past. With David, she felt present every moment. She felt aware that he was inside of her. She felt naked for him in the most exultant manner possible. She felt elevated, impossibly, as though she were riding an unfathomably powerful wave in the ocean. She observed him, and thought of a film she had watched in which a horse runs in slow motion on the beach, its hooves kicking up spray from the water. Such a comparison would have made her laugh if it hadn’t been so accurate. He displayed the barely contained raw power of his musculature, untethered and freely expressed. His eyes met hers, and he locked her in his gaze.

It was then she realized that she had never been truly fucked, because David was obliterating any sense she had of that word, that concept. He was unbridled, unrestrained, and he was undeniably fucking her, in a way that was making her lose any sense of her physical body. In this moment, it was just the two of them, their eyes locked, their bodies melded into one, and she could feel the infinite at her fingertips.

It was something so primal, so essential to their bodies that brought her back to reality. She felt as though the muscular spasm that made her tighten around him like a vice caused him to release, flooding her as his orgasm erupted. His body shook like thunder, like a cumulonimbus storm cloud that unleashed its fury in a lightning-heated deluge, draining itself until there was nothing left. Then, like the quiet that comes after the majestic crescendo of a rainstorm, he lowered his body onto hers. The weight of him felt to her like conquered territory.
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“Well, what should we do?” David asked, his hand on her hip, slowly caressing her. “I haven’t played hooky in a long time.”

“Hooky?” Sofia asked, sounding amused.

“Yeah, is that not a word anymore? I mean ‘not going to work,’” he explained.

“I know what the word means,” she laughed. “I just haven’t heard it in a long time. Also, if it’s your company, isn’t that well within your purview? I mean, you don’t have to go to work if you don’t want to, right?”

David smiled.

“It’s not quite like that. I have a lot of obligations to the people who work for me.”

He glanced at his phone on the bedside table.

“My electronic tether might yank me back into work at any moment.” He looked at Sofia. “Don’t worry, I do have the option of delegating to someone else. Maybe you,” he said with a laugh.

“Nope,” she replied defiantly. “I’m playing hooky.”

“You could get in trouble for that, you know.”

“No, I can’t. The boss is with me.”

David bristled.

“I am not overly fond of the word ‘boss.’”

“How about overlord? No? Master of all he surveys? Big king man?”

David nudged her playfully, then kissed her. Their physical connection suddenly intensified, like a spark that escalates to a roaring fire, which made David pull back.

“Woah,” he exclaimed with a look of surprise. “I am going to need to recuperate from the last one before we go on that ride again.”

“Do you need some fuel in your tank?” Sofia teased, patting him on the stomach.

“Actually, yes. I call it ‘food,’ but I am definitely hungry. Would you like to accompany me to lunch?”

Sofia glanced at the clock on the bedside table.

“Oh my gosh!” she exclaimed. “How did it get to be so late in the day?”

“I can explain it to you if you would like,” David said with a sly smile.

“Yes,” Sofia replied, playing along. “Explain it to me in great detail. Don’t leave anything out.”

Forty-five minutes later, they were sitting down at a restaurant, a short walk from the hotel.

“OK, well it started with me taking you by the hips and pushing you up against the wall to kiss you,” David began.

“No!” Sofia exclaimed, laughing. “You can’t explain it to me here!”

“Why not? There’s no one here. We’re too late for lunch, and we’re practically on time for the early bird dinner for senior citizens.”

“Right. A very sweet old couple might walk in while you are in the middle of describing something that will give them a heart attack.”

“Really now, you think a mere description of our escapade in the hotel room would be enough to excite people to death?”

“Yes, they would drop like flies,” Sofia claimed facetiously. “I barely survived it myself.”

“I thought the dreams you were having were supposed to be rather more, how do I say it? Intense? Anyway, you mentioned something like that to me.”

“Did I? Anyway, they were nothing like the real thing. They were all just, I don’t know. Strange.”

“Strange how?”

Sofia regarded him for a moment.

“They were all kind of dominant. Different scenarios where I was doing different stuff with you.”

“Like what?”

“Oh boy. Well, I think the last one took place in a library. You were naked, and you were wearing a collar around your neck.”

“Like a dog collar?”

“You were explaining to me that it was a human collar when I woke up.”

“What’s the difference?” David asked with an amused curiosity.

“Dogs can’t talk.”

“Of course,” David replied, nodding, as though that made perfect sense.

“Yeah, well, that was a very strange dream. Before that, you were tied up in an airplane hangar. I was whipping you with a riding crop.” Sofia had a sheepish look on her face as she said this.

“Really. Was there a particular reason that you were . . .”

“Whipping you? I was trying to determine if you were married or not.”

“I see. It’s a good thing I’m not married then.”

“I agree,” Sofia replied, beaming.

“So what would you like to do after dinner?”

“Oh, um, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t know if you would want to . . .”

“I do want to. And we have the room for another night, if you’d like.”

Sofia wondered if she was blushing.

“Well, I don’t know,” she said, looking down at her clothing, which she had worn to work that morning.

David read her thoughts.

“We can go shopping and pick out something for you to wear. It would be my pleasure.”

David’s use of the word pleasure caused a satisfying buzzing sensation in Sofia’s head.

“There is a place I might like to go,” she admitted.

Forty-five minutes later, David had steered Sofia into an expensive-looking shop for women’s clothes, and she saw what she wanted the moment they walked in. It was a small silver cocktail dress. David pointed out that she would need a pair of shoes to go with it, which they found located a few shops away on the same street. They went back to the hotel, got ready, and in just over an hour, they were at the door to a nightclub that Sofia had always wanted to go to.

“I’m surprised,” David confessed. “I’ve never seen you in something so spectacularly revealing. I wouldn’t have thought you would want to be so, um . . .”

“Naked?”

David laughed.

“Well, pretty close,” he admitted, though he was clearly in admiration of the way she looked.

The bouncer admitted them to the club, and though it was still a bit early in the evening, there was a small crowd already in attendance. A deejay was playing a set that was chill, tonally, with a pulsing rhythm—as opposed to the irrepressible pounding beats he would be playing later in the evening.

When Sofia entered the nightclub, she felt a cold, prickly sensation on the back of her neck. She recognized the interior of the venue.

“Is something wrong?” David asked.

“What? No, it’s just that . . .” she began. She looked around, wondering how it was possible that she had so accurately imagined the nightclub. “I dreamed about this place, but I have never been here,” she told David.

“Really?” David asked. “I’ve been here once before, but I hardly remember the layout of the interior. My brother brought me here one night. It was one of his favorite places.”

Sofia felt the same strange chill she had experienced before when David mentioned his brother. She became aware of the fact that David had his hand extended.

“Come along,” he offered.

She took his hand and allowed the experience to pull her in, marveling at how closely it mirrored the dream she’d had about the place.

It was close to midnight when they made their way back to the hotel. They were standing in the living room of the suite, which contained several chairs and a couch. The room had a serene quiet to it, which allowed Sofia to gather her thoughts. David placed his arm around her and pulled her into a kiss.

“Hmm,” she murmured, gazing into his eyes.

“Yes?” he responded, seeing that she had something on her mind.

“I was just thinking,” she began, her fingers slowly stroking the side of his face.

“Go on,” he replied. “I’m a fan of your thoughts.”

“In my dreams, I have you take off your clothes.”

David took a step back and began unbuttoning his shirt. Sofia assumed an observational pose, with her hand on her chin. She had trouble keeping a straight face as she watched David undress for her. When he slid his underwear down and stepped out of them, he stood before her, as though awaiting her next instruction. She was silent for some moments, contemplating what she might do next with David’s magnificently shaped body.

“Now kneel before me,” she demanded, her voice and its words surprising her with their authoritarian tone.

David made a point of lowering himself to his knees slowly and deliberately. It appeared to Sofia to be a romantic gesture that he gave her the impression that it was an honor for him to do so. She didn’t feel as though he was playacting, but rather, expressing his desire for her by following her command. She moved forward and took his head in her hands, bringing him toward her. She could feel the heat of his breath between her legs. Her fingers combed through his hair, and she could feel her pussy becoming wet.

“What am I going to do with you, David?” she wondered aloud.

“Anything you want, Sofia,” he replied.

She took a step back and noticed that he had an erection.

“You have an erection without my permission,” she heard herself say. She lowered herself onto the seat of the couch. “Place yourself across my lap.”

David crawled forward, up onto the couch, then lowered his body across her lap. Sofia hadn’t considered the fact that his erect cock would be between her thighs in this position and that she could press her legs together to hold him in place. She put her hands on his body, and for the first time, she was in position to fully appreciate his extraordinarily well-shaped butt.

“Why, Mr. Stratt,” she said as she placed the palm of her hand across his butt cheek, “you have a magnificently muscular ass. It’s quite beautiful, really. I think it would be a privilege for me to spank you.”

“The privilege would be mine,” he corrected.

She might have felt silly having this verbal exchange if not for the fact that she could feel the irrepressible intensity of his erection between her thighs. She inadvertently pressed her legs together, and heard him emit a low moan. She cupped her hand, squeezing his butt, then gave him a spank with her palm flat. The sound of the impact awakened her to the reality of the situation. She was giving one of the most powerful men she had ever met a spanking with her bare hand. She repeated the action, and it occurred to her that although it felt like a game, it was undeniably real. She wondered how hard she could hit him. He was twice her size. Could she actually make it hurt? She spanked him again, and her hand tingled. It was starting to hurt her, she realized. She gave him two more slaps in quick succession, then pulled him up to straddle her lap. She took hold of his cock and brought his face down toward hers to kiss him. Then she had him get up on his knees, and she took his cock in her mouth.

After several minutes, he pulled away, stood up, and scooped her up off the couch to carry her to the bed. He threw the covers off and laid her down on the bedsheets, then slid her panties off, leaving the tiny silver dress barely covering her. He climbed onto the bed and entered her, kissing her as he began to fuck her.
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Sofia stood quietly, calming her nerves through force of will. She looked down at the bouquet of flowers in her hand. It was serenely pretty, and she found that focusing on the shape and soft color palette of the bouquet made her feel more relaxed. She turned her head to look at Wendell. He was wearing a black silk bow tie.

“Are you ready?” Wendell asked.

“I think so,” Sofia replied. “I forgot that you can talk.”

“That’s silly,” he replied. “Sometimes you are silly. But I love you. I am so happy to be here on such a beautiful occasion.”

“Thank you for agreeing to walk me down the aisle; it means a lot to me.”

“I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.”

Music began to play. It sounded distant, serene, and lovely. She couldn’t think of what the song was exactly since it didn’t sound like any song in particular. Rather, it sounded like all of the songs being played at once, but instead of being discordant, it all seemed to flow together brilliantly, as though all songs had been written to be played simultaneously. She was listening to this curiously beautiful sound when Wendell prompted her.

“I believe that it is time for us to go in now.”

“Oh, OK.”

They walked side by side, turning to walk down an aisle of plush red carpet. The building seemed familiar to her, but it was larger, with an arched ceiling so high that she could barely see it. There were white-feathered birds gyring slowly through the air, hundreds of feet above them. It seemed like everyone she knew was in attendance, but she couldn’t make out anyone in particular. She peered straight ahead, and could see David’s sharp silhouette standing at the end of the aisle, waiting patiently to take her hand.

“Just remember,” Wendell said softly, “everything you want is within reach. You simply need to extend your hand and take possession of it.”

“Thank you, Wendell,” Sofia said, realizing she was on the verge of crying happy tears.

“What?”

Sofia opened her eyes. She swiveled her head to one side and was alarmed to see David Stratt lying in bed next to her.

“What?” she asked in response, trying to adjust to reality. The room was unfamiliar, but it quickly returned to her memory that they had checked into a hotel.

“You just said, ‘Thank you, Wendell.’ I think you were asleep?”

Sofia laughed.

“Did I really say that out loud?”

“Yes. Perhaps you have a new dream lover?” David teased.

“Oh, no, Wendell is my cat,” she explained.

“Oh, that makes sense,” David said ironically.

“Wait, were you not there? In my dream?”

“No, and ordinarily, this would not be a surprise.”

“Yeah, I know. We were . . .” Sofia trailed off. She realized that she wasn’t ready to tell him what this dream was about. “My cat and I were having a conversation.”

“Well, that explains why I wasn’t in your dream. It sounds like it was a private conversation,” David replied with a warm smile. He leaned over and kissed her softly.

She watched as his naked body emerged from the covers, and for once, she didn’t feel shy about looking. He had an impressive body, and he clearly didn’t feel embarrassed about her seeing him without clothes. He retrieved a robe from the hotel bathroom, threw it around himself, then picked up the phone and ordered some breakfast.


41

“OK, so get me up to speed here,” Amanda demanded, her oversized sunglasses shielding her from the relentlessly optimistic sunlight that poured down over the café table at which they were sharing a midday drink.

“How do you mean?” Sofia asked naively.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Marchand?” Amanda asked incredulously.

Sofia laughed. Amanda only used her last name when she was exasperated to the point of being entertained.

“This totally insane story about you and David Stratt,” she explained. “I have been following this shit like it’s a podcast for months now. I want to know how all of these loose ends get tied up in some really satisfying way!” Amanda exclaimed, smacking the table with the palm of her hand for emphasis and making the forks, knives, and spoons all jangle a bit louder than she had anticipated. “Oh, sorry,” she offered to the café customers in general, though no one seemed to be paying any attention.

“Well, OK, but I think this is the point where you are going to be really disappointed if that’s what you want, because ultimately, the things that don’t make any sense never did make any sense.”

“Oh my God,” Amanda said in comic exhaustion, allowing her head to fall back until she was looking straight up at the clear blue sky above them. She remained like this for a moment. She brought her head back up to face Sofia.

“So I guess that I will have to be content with whatever you can tell me,” she sniffed.

“That’s the spirit,” Sofia replied optimistically. She took a sip of her drink. “So, it appears that the dreams, well, just kind of stopped. It was like when we finally, well, you know.”

“Fucked?” Amanda asked, hopefully.

“Yeah, Mendy. When we fucked, it made the dreams go away, like they had gotten what they wanted.”

“Your dreams were satisfied,” Amanda suggested.

“Exactly. I guess. Which is a good thing, since I am happy to have him in my bed, but I don’t want him in my head.”

“Well, he’s sort of in your head a little bit, right?”

“Right, I think about him a lot.”

“Dammit, Sofa, I am trying to make a joke about his dick being in the mouth part of your head.”

“Holy crap, Mendy, that is so . . . like you. But anyway, sure, he is in my head—no, you know what? No, I am not giving you that. Sucking his cock does not mean that he is in my head because it is entirely too weird to think about it that way.”

“You seriously can’t blame me for trying. Anyway, what about the dick pic on your phone? You never did send it to me. How did you take a picture of his dick in your dream and have it show up on your phone?”

“Oh, right. Well, that has its own entirely messed-up explanation. You know recently when I met up with Brett, my ex-boyfriend?”

“I have no idea who he is.”

“Seriously? I dated him for like six months.”

“Yeah, and then you told me to forget all about him.”

“Oh. Right. Well, he begged me and begged me to meet him because I think he wanted to make a case for why we should still be together. So just to try and make it stop, I agreed to meet up with him for, like, a coffee or whatever. Anyway, it turns out that he took my phone and snapped two pictures of his dick. I have no idea how he managed that, but the first one was blurry, and the second one was clearly a dick, but I couldn’t really tell that it was Brett’s. His was not terribly remarkable.”

“So that had nothing to do with your dreams at the time?”

“Only in that it made clear how dream-crushing my life would have been with a man that thinks that surreptitiously taking dick pics on my phone will rekindle our relationship.”

Amanda laughed.

“Sorry for laughing, but that is hilarious. What a tool that guy was! I’m glad you didn’t send me the photo, because I enjoy living my life not seeing his dick. But what about the most important thing, which was that you started dreaming about this guy, and then he showed up in real life? There must be some explanation for that?”

“Must? There must be an explanation? Because for that, among so many other things, I find there is no explanation at all. I mean, maybe I manifested it,” Sofia said while making finger quotes in the air. “Who knows. It’s definitely inexplicable. Like, why was I having all of these dreams in the first place? Why were they so strange? Ultimately, it didn’t end until I acted upon them, for whatever that’s worth.”

Amanda sighed deeply.

“Woah, that’s a level-four sigh,” Sofia commented.

“No, that’s level-three,” Amanda corrected her. “But yeah, I wanted the satisfaction of seeing the magic trick unraveled and explained.”

“Well then it’s not a magic trick is it?” Sofia posited.

“Did you at least live happily ever after?”

“Maybe. Time will tell. He texted me four minutes ago.”

“Really? And you didn’t grab your phone and text him right back?”

“No, I didn’t. We aren’t teenagers.”

“Yeah, but he’s a big important boss man.”

“Well, if it was big important boss man stuff, then he should respect that it’s not a workday. And if it’s relationship stuff, believe me, the second you get up to go to the bathroom, I’ll be texting him back.”

“Huh. Well,” Amanda said while leaning back in her seat, “I think I need to hit the head. You don’t buy beer, you only rent it!”

“You’re not drinking beer, Mendy.”

“Yeah, but it doesn’t work if I say, “You don’t buy sex on the beach, you just rent it!” Because how would that even work? Can you even rent sex? I mean, I guess you kind of do rent it, but—”

“You were going to the bathroom?” Sofia interrupted.

“Right. Watch my stuff.”

Amanda got up from the table and made her way inside the café. Sofia picked up her phone and clicked on David’s text.

Sofia, will you do me the honor of accompanying me to dinner after work on any of the following evenings?”

Sofia was amused to see that he followed this message with a list of the seven days of the week.

David, I will be more than happy to accompany you anywhere on any of the days that are toward the bottom of your list of all the available days. Also, I would prefer that you ravish me following this dinner you propose. Thoughts?

Sofia set her phone down on the table. It alerted almost instantly.

My thoughts are far too extravagant in their detail to list here, but I am more than amenable to your stated preferences.

Sofia smiled. She allowed her gaze to travel upward, away from her phone, toward the beautifully cloudless azure sky. You’re mine, Mr. David Stratt, she thought. All mine.

cover.jpeg
S N ',..

| _"Q Pa—k -

V.
AvA PAULSON






