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Dreams

Leah woke from the dream shivering. It
was the third night in a row that the creature had visited her in
her dreams, whispering secrets in her ear, and caressing her body
such that even upon waking she could feel his warm hands upon her.
It was unnerving to say the least to feel her body shaking in
silent release brought on by nothing more than the specter of an
inhuman lover.

It was hard to imagine that not only
was she experiencing these lurid dreams, but that the same dream
happened night after night. Leah wasn’t prone to sexual dreams and
never had been. She wasn’t staid, but quite the opposite, having
been quite comfortable with relieving any sexual tensions that
might drive her subconscious mind to visit her with such images.
She also found it odd that the creature that visited her was not a
man, or even a woman, but rather something that would drive a spike
of fear into the “god fearing” types that she had grown up
with.

The creature looked like a man for the
most part. He was of a slender build, and did not appear physically
powerful, yet his actions often demonstrated the error of this
assessment. His long black hair was unkempt in a way that many men
would strive for, but that Leah believed to be simply natural. The
thing that made him stand out was that atop his beautiful head was
a pair of curled horns that were ridged like those of some great
ram.

While each dream had been different in
action and setting, he had yet to do more than caress her body, and
whisper in her ear some message that in her dream state seemed
quite important but that upon awakening she could never remember.
Still, she felt as though his actions were a promise of some sort
even when she was waking and she couldn’t get his image out of her
mind.

The shivering need that filled her
demanded her attention now, and before rising to begin her day she
slid a delicate finger into smoldering sex to finish what the dream
had started. She had been too startled by the dream to make good
use of her aroused state the previous mornings, but today her
arousal outweighed her surprise. In moments her quivering loins
shook and quaked in a growing passion that was more intense than
she could have imagined possible from simply running a finger
between her wet labia over and over again.

Leah’s breathing grew more and more
erratic, and her willful caresses became more and more excited as
she continued to work her fingers deeper into her body, in her mind
seeing her zoomorphic lover penetrating her body with a phallus
that looked nothing like a man’s. Even as her mind’s eye visualized
this invasion, her body shook with the tremors of orgasm, and for a
moment, she felt as though the imagined phallus was truly entering
her, heightening her release.

Afterward, Leah lay still, her
breathing slowly returning to normal. She pondered what had just
occurred. As a student of anthropology she could not quite place
the being as coming directly from her studies and appearing in her
dreams but, she decided, he might well me a compilation of several
horned gods that were revered in her particular area of expertise.
She was only a month from graduating with her PhD, her course of
study the religious iconography of ancient Mesopotamian deity
figures, and the stresses of finishing her studies could have
brought on this dream as a form of release from the rigors of her
current work.

Having easily put that theory in a box,
and drawn her conclusions, Leah rose and showered ready to face
another day. Some strange dreams and ideas were not unexpected when
one was finalizing a major achievement like this. Within an hour
she was on her way to the university library, bent on gleaning the
wisdom of those that had come before once more before sitting in to
work on her dissertation once again.

She was sitting quietly in the
reference section reading about the ancient Sumerian creator god
Enki when she noticed it. The tiny photo of an ancient woodcut
depicting the god was a perfect representation of her dream lover.
Searching her memory, she could not remember ever having seen this
particular photo before. Perhaps she just hadn’t been consciously
aware of it, she reasoned, and went back to studying the preserved
myths and lore of a god. He predated the Jewish exodus of Babylon
by many centuries, and in addition to being considered the primary
creator god by those that worshiped him, he was known as a god of
magic and sexuality.

Leah had focused so much of her
research on the goddesses that while she had studied Enki’s consort
Inanna, and her temple at Uruk in detail, she’d never given much
thought to the male half of the pair. It only took a moment to find
additional resources on this once supreme god of the Earth, and
while some of those sources were fairly tame a couple of authors
had dug deeper and discovered a rather lurid aspect of this
creature. His semen for instance was the very life force of the
universe in the legends, and from it the world was given breath.
Man and animal alike were the literal seed of his loins, and it was
the source of magic.

It was quite a fascinating legend but
the dream was fading now as dreams do, having served whatever
purpose upon the psyche, and Leah reluctantly forced her mind back
to the research that was the cornerstone of her dissertation. By
the time she left the library that day the dream was already just a
distant memory without power over her consciousness any
longer.

By the time Leah went to bed that
night, she hardly even remembered the dream. She was mentally
exhausted from working all day on the dissertation, and she looked
forward to the final presentation that would lead her into the
future. She just needed a good edit now, and the work that had
consumed her for more than two years would be a thing of the past,
letting her move on as a professional anthropologist.

From the moment the dream began this
night she recognized it as the same, and yet also something quite
different. The being knelt upon a hard stone floor in which was
inscribed a most unusual symbol perhaps eight feet in diameter. It
was a circle inside which were what appeared to be two eyes
spanning the diameter at ninety degree angles to one another. Along
the diagonals were wavy lines, in threes going in each direction.
She recognized the symbol as belonging to a number of cultures, and
representing the wheel of time, or seasons, and sometimes merely to
represent the universe, but she had never seen it drawn quite like
this. His head was down, as though lost in thought until she
stepped into the area of the circle.

As his head snapped up, he looked her
directly in the eye. “Know me” she heard in her mind as clearly as
if he had spoken, yet his lips had not moved. She was thinking that
he had indeed “known her” at least in her dreams, but realized that
while they had certainly been intimate to a degree, he had not made
love to her. It had been a lover’s touch certainly, but never
consummated. In the moment as she reasoned this through he had
disappeared from before her, and was now at her back, pressing
himself against her. She was not surprised to find that she was
naked, and could feel his pulsing organ pressed between them. He
made no effort to penetrate her, even though his touch ignited her
need and made her desire nothing more than to join with
him.

His voice in her ear was foreign, the
tongue unknown to her, yet he repeated the words over and over. A
short verse it seemed. It felt to her as if he wanted her to
memorize the phrase. It was not easy to say, but as he repeated it
over and over hundreds of times she began to memorize the words
though she had no idea of their meaning. “Belu anaka zakaru atta.
Anaku sasu tamahu amta” the creature repeated time and again, and
soon Leah found herself chanting along with him.

She had no idea of how long the dream
had lasted, but she awoke, shivering with pleasure at his touch,
which had grown more and more intimated as she mastered the words
he wished her to learn. Her body was still responding to his dream
touch as she came fully awake, and her back arched as she convulsed
in orgasm. It was incredible to think that she had experienced an
orgasm without her own or another’s touch. The dream alone had
triggered a spontaneous release.

Getting up quickly once her pleasure
wracked body allowed, she tried to shake off the dream once more.
“I think I need a break” she said aloud to the empty room. The
connection between her research and the dream suggested to her that
she was simply working too hard, and needed to take a day off.
Perhaps her release was her body’s way of telling her that she
needed a good lay.

 


Professor Tanner

She left campus that afternoon intent
upon easing her frustrations. Typically she found that easy enough
to do. Men were like dogs, let them know you were in heat and
they’d line up for a chance to breed. Leah had never understood the
idiotic games most women played. Men liked directness. She was not
overbearing, but once she had decided someone was worth letting in
her panties, there were no games. Her approach even worked with
women, though she usually went for men. It was a simple thing for
her, particularly since she was essentially married to her work.
She went out for the sole purpose of getting laid, and the quicker
she got down to business the better.

The last time she’d decided to go on
“the hunt”, she’d walked into a bar, saw a rather attractive man
setting at a table and went straight to it. “I am looking for a
good time tonight” she’d said, sitting down at the table without
asking.

The man had looked rather shocked, and
nervous, and she was about to get up and move on, thinking that
perhaps he was either too shy or too gay for her purposes, when a
female voice behind her said “excuse me?”

Realizing that in her zeal to get laid,
she had just propositioned a taken man, she stood and turned to the
woman, who was a tall leggy blonde that had an appeal all her own.
“I’m sorry; I didn’t realize he was claimed. I understand if you
don’t wish to share him” she’d said winking and licking her
lips.

The woman had smiled at that, and after
a careful once over of Leah’s lithe form said “well, I might be
willing to share him, but I doubt he can handle us
both.”

“He wouldn’t mind trying”
the man said, making both women laugh.

Five minutes after walking into the
bar, she’d walked out with the man on one arm, and the blonde on
the other. It had been a fun evening, night, and morning. The
blonde had been more agile than she appeared at first and was more
than willing to please. She could only hope that tonight would go
as well.

She liked to get out of town and away
from the university to go on the prowl, not wanting to get the
rumor mill running wild. She didn’t really care what people
thought, unless it might impact her future, and unfortunately some
of the more parochial of her dissertation board might take offense
at what she considered a healthy sex life. Her favorite club was at
the state line, about thirty miles from the city. It was a clean
joint, not too upscale, but not a dive either, and there was seldom
anyone there that could recognize her. Occasionally she would see a
face she recognized from a class, or around the campus, but even
then she doubted whether they recognized her. At school she dressed
as though ready to jump a plane and go on a dig at a moment’s
notice, but when she went to the club, she dressed like a party
girl, short dress, high heels, and all the right trimmings.
Sometimes, looking in the mirror before heading out, she would
smile at the chameleon staring back at her.

Tonight she was taking her time. There
wasn’t a very large crowd when she arrived, and she wasn’t in a
rush to “go for the kill”. She found a table, and sat back to see
what would happen; sometimes she liked to let them come to her, and
let the boldest win the prize. Tonight might have been one of those
nights, but fate seemed to intervene. She’d just settled in and
ordered herself a drink when a man she knew very well walked up and
asked to join her. Professor Tanner was on her dissertation
board.

“Yes sir, please do” she
said, suddenly on edge. This was like something from a nightmare.
Professor Tanner wasn’t what one normally thinks of when the words
“senior professor of anthropology” was spoken. For one thing, he
was younger than most, being perhaps in his late forties, and he
was hot. He taught at the university one semester per year, and
spent the rest at some dig or another in the Fertile Crescent. He’d
“made it” at a much younger age than most by virtue of astoundingly
good luck and a mind sharp enough to capitalize on his
findings.

Sitting down, the professor that every
female undergrad she knew would spread her legs for in flash, he
looked her over intently. “Leah
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