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​Only In My Wildest Dreams

by

Rebecca Milton



“Anais Ninja,” I said to him and he didn’t
get it. I don’t know if there was anything really to “get”, but I
woke up thinking it. I woke up, the idea of Anais Ninja was in my
head and it made me chuckle. I was still chuckling about it when I
sat at the kitchen table with my cup of coffee. He was there
already, coffee, newspaper and the grumpy morning look he had all
the time lately.

“What’s so funny,” he asked, with the
undertone of; ‘are you laughing at me?’ In the past few months he
had become obsessed with people laughing at him, it seemed. He was
afraid that people were laughing at him, that I was laughing at
him. That I was looking at his life, his actions, his day to day
and finding amusement in it. “Seriously,” he said, putting the
paper down, “what’s so funny?”

“Anais Ninja,” I said to him. He stared at
me, spread his hands in a, is there more or is that it, gesture. I
mimicked him and laughed.

“You’re laughing at me,” he said, snapping
his paper up and hiding behind it. Increasingly lately the walls
had been going up. The fear of being laughed at the, morning paper,
the distance between us was becoming more evident. We hadn’t made
love in over a month. I assumed it was a patch, a phase, couples go
through it, I tried to remain calm and trust we would get through
it.

“I’m not,” I assured him, “I woke up and
Anais Ninja was in my head and it’s making me laugh.”

“I don’t get it,” he said from behind his
paper tower, “I don’t know why that’s funny.”

“She was a writer, a diarist,” I said. “She
wrote... never mind... The idea of her being a ninja tickled
me.”

“You’re strange,” he said. Then, silence.
Nothing else. No more words just the rustle of the newspaper, the
slurp of coffee, the clearing of the throat, the cup to table, the
page to turn. I sat staring at the newsprint in front of me, the
wall of paper. I waited. I expected something else; ‘You’re strange
but I love you,’ or ‘you’re strange but it inspires me.’ But,
nothing else came out from behind the wall. Finally, the wall
folded and was placed on the table. He finished off his coffee,
stood up, put the cup in the sink and began to gather his things to
leave for work.

“That’s it?” I said.

“What’s it,” he asked, putting papers into
his brief case and putting on his jacket.

“You’re strange, that’s all you’ve got to
say?”

“Well,” he said, patting his pockets for his
keys, looking around, “Anais Ninja... yes, you’re strange.” He
walked out of the kitchen, found his keys where they always are in
the pewter bowl by the door, came back into the room, picked up his
briefcase and looked at me. “What?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “that kind of hurt.”
He shook his head and sat down, looked at me like I was a foreign
object, something unpleasant to deal with.

“Everything hurts you, I feel like I have to
walk on egg shells with you all the time. I have to laugh at
your... strange jokes. I have to... I don’t know, but it seems like
I have to all the time.”

“Are you unhappy?” I asked.

“No, I am actually very, very happy. But, not
with you and not with this.” He gestured around the room.

“What, the kitchen?” He sat back in his
chair, exasperated. I knew he didn’t mean the kitchen but I also
didn’t want it to be me. “I was kidding,” I said quietly.

“Again,” he said, “strange”. Look, I am happy
elsewhere and I have been happy elsewhere for about three months
now.” He waited for me to react, but I refused. “I have been having
an affair for the past three months and now, I want to be in that
full time and not in this anymore.”

My friend Margo is a synesthete. She would go
to movies and concerts and take the event in with all of her senses
overlapping. She would do math problems and feel the numbers as
prickly or creamy. Synesthesia is a neurological condition in which
stimulation of one sensory or cognitive pathway leads to automatic,
involuntary experiences in a second sensory or cognitive pathway. I
wondered, in that moment, what this would feel like to her. Would
it be creamy, pokey, smooth? Would his words move and flow like the
blues? What would this kind of shocking, out of the blue pain be
like to her?

“Would you be less upset if you knew who
Anais Nin was?” I asked. He shook his head, chuckled a dry,
disappointed laugh and rose to leave.

“Like I said, strange,” he said and walked
out. At the door he called to me, “I’ll be by this weekend for my
stuff, I packed a bag last night, it’s already in the car.”

I heard the door close, the car start, the
end of the relationship thrum in my ears. I sipped coffee and
thought Anais Ninja is funny, I don’t care what he says.

“I don’t care what you say,” I shouted,
knowing he didn’t hear me, “it makes me laugh.”

He didn’t hear, he didn’t care. How long had
this been going on? Three months, the length of his affair or
longer? How long had I been ignoring, willingly blind? How long? I
showered, dressed and stood in front of the mirror. “Ball’s in your
court,” I told myself, “sit on the side or play.” I grabbed the
want ads section from the paper and headed to work. Feeling...

***

“What do you think of the term
hugger-mugger,” I asked Alan, the man who’s cubical was next to
mine. Alan was a calm sort of sweater wearing, keep your head down,
do your job and leave, man. He and I had cubicles beside each other
for over five years and yet, we barely spoke. That was my fault, I
freely admit it. I saw him as not being the type of person who
would... get me. Like my now ex, live in, boyfriend apparently
was.

“Great term,” he said not taking his eyes off
his computer, “it can mean disordered and messy or...” he turned to
me and now spoke in a hushed tone, “it can mean secret or
clandestine.” He turned back to his computer and tapped the keys.
“Huggermuggery,” he said and kept working. I stared at him, kind of
surprised and sort of thrilled. I watched him work for a
moment.

“Anais Ninja,” I said and he barked a
laugh.

“I like that,” he said, “that’s very
funny.”

“I woke up with it in my head,” I told him,
“I’ve been chuckling about it all morning.” He smiled and laughed
again.

“I am going to chuckle about that one all
day,” he said, “thanks.”

On my lunch break that afternoon, I went and
looked at two apartments. I had spent the morning scouring the want
ads and found two places that I thought I would like. I made
appointments to see them both at lunch. The first one smelled
vaguely of bacon and, although I do like bacon, I feared that
living with the smell of bacon would desensitize me to it. I would
lose that wonderful feeling of waking up, smelling coffee and bacon
cooking. I didn’t want to risk losing that.

“Although,” I said to the woman showing me
the apartment, “who’s going to be cooking bacon for me while I
sleep?”

“Ain’t that the eternal question,” she said
as we left the apartment.

The second one was perfect. A comfortable one
bedroom with a front porch, a large kitchen and book shelves built
right into the walls. I liked it, I paid the deposit, thanked the
elderly man, who was now my landlord and headed back to work. I was
certainly not sitting on the sideline. I got back to my cubical and
realized I was very hungry. Gavin had made me sick that morning so
I didn’t eat, I was seeing the apartments during lunch so I didn’t
eat. I was hungry and knew that I couldn’t work the rest of the
afternoon sans food. I looked into Alan’s cubical and saw that he
had eaten lunch at his desk.

“Did you stay here for lunch?” I asked
him.

“Yes, I spent the morning writing a...
thing... and so, I had a lot to catch up on.”

“Oh,” I said, “I found an apartment on the
lunch break so I didn’t eat.” I was eyeing the half sandwich that
sat on his desk by his right elbow. “So... what’s the thing you
were writing?”

“Do you want the other half of this
sandwich,” he said, holding it out to me but not looking at me,
keeping his eyes on his computer, “you are welcome to it. Best part
is, you don’t have to pay for it. So, despite what the naysayers
say when they say nay... there is such a thing as a free lunch.”
This made me laugh and I gratefully took the half sandwich from
him. He ignored the question about the thing.

***

That night I made seven trips from the old
place to my new place. I returned to the old place, packed two more
boxes then went to bed. I rose early, took the boxes to the new
place and went to work. At lunch, I made two more trips. When I got
back, the old place felt empty and old. Like a big, vacant sweater
on the shoulders of a life lost and forgotten. I took only what was
mine. Nothing that was jointly owned by Gavin and me. He could have
that, those things.

When I looked at them now, they were simply
things. I had detached any emotional content from them rather
quickly. This made me briefly sad. I spent three years in this
place with him, four years of my life with him and now, it was just
time and things. Things, stuff, impersonal and unimaginative. I
sighed and packed the last of the things that could be put in boxes
or suitcases. I was not sitting on the side lines.

***

The next day at work I called a moving
company and arranged for them to come get the bed, dresser, kitchen
table, chairs and other furniture type items. The relationship I
had with Gavin had been reduced to logistics. They would come the
next day on my lunch break and, I would be done. I could start
sleeping at the new place, living there and not have to see Gavin
again. I would write him a long letter, give him the place and be
done with him. As he was with me.

All went according to plan. On Thursday
afternoon, I met the movers with their mighty truck at the old
place, they moved the few items I had into the truck, drove to the
new place, moved the items into the new place, held out their hands
for payment, got in their truck and drove away. I was moved in. I
was moved on. It took a modicum of effort and very little time. I
was quite pleased with how quickly I responded to Gavin’s news four
days earlier.

On my lunch break Friday I bought groceries,
cleaning supplies, dropped them off at the house and went back to
work. When I sat down Alan spun in his chair to face me.

“Your boyfriend was here,” he said.

“I have no boyfriend.” He turned back to this
computer, took a breath and then spun to face me again.

“Your ex-boyfriend was here,” he said and I
laughed.

“I do have one of those, when was he
here?”

“He left about fifteen minutes ago, he was
not happy that you weren’t here.”

“I wonder if he’s not happy that I’m not
there,” I said and called Gavin.

“Hey,” he said when he answered, “I came by
your office to talk about the weekend.”

“Sorry, I was out, I had errands to run,” I
told him.

“Fine, anyway,” he sounded irritated and
rushed, “I’m going to come by Saturday morning, early, so you can’t
sleep in and get my stuff.”

“Saturday morning, I promise to up, perky and
I will do my best to keep the strangeness to a manageable
level.”

“Don’t be like that, I don’t want this to be
a thing.”

“It won’t be,” I assured him and hung up.

“I listened to that call,” Alan said, “I
apologize.”

“It’s OK,” I told him, “what did you glean
from it?”

“Um...” he said and turned to face me, “that
you haven’t told Gavin you vacated the place you two shared. That
you don’t care to tell him and that he thinks you’re strange.”

“You are correct sir, on all counts.”

“Are you OK?”

“I believe I am, I know people say that all
the time, I’m fine, I’m great, best thing that ever happened...
Sometimes, it’s not true. I was initially shocked and a little
sick, frankly, but I went into action and now... I’m very OK”

“Well, I am very glad, do you need
anything?”

What an interesting question, I thought, did
I need anything. How does one answer that? I had a job, I had a
roof over my head. I had plates and cups, spoons and forks. I had
stuff, things, junk. Was that all I needed? I had no idea.

“Can I...” I paused, “Can I get back to you
with an answer?”

“Absolutely, there is no time limit.”

***

Saturday morning at seven my phone rang. I
wasn’t asleep, I had been expecting the call. I picked the phone up
off the night stand, took a breath and answered.

“Hello, Gavin,” I said, “did you need
something?”

“I need you to stop acting like a fucking
child and get back here.”

“Why?”

“Because ..” he paused, I could hear him
thinking, “because you live here.”

“No, I don’t, look around, my stuff is gone.
The place is yours and I am not coming back. I promise.”

“Is this some kind of joke,” he yelled, “do
you think this is funny?”

“It’s not a joke, Gavin. I moved, I left. I
didn’t want to be there any longer so I left. There is a note
explaining everything on the kitchen counter, I wish you nothing
but the best.”

“I amend my previous statement, you’re not
strange, you’re fucking crazy. You are going to regret this.”

“Perhaps I am, but I know I won’t.”

“What does that mean?” he screamed into the
phone and I hung up.

I think, modest estimate, there must have
been at least a hundred thousand relationships bouncing and
stuttering around the city at that time. Relationships starting,
that flush, that new relationship smell. The excitement of promise,
the giddy, bubbling of late night, he likes me, where will this go,
I want a June wedding, plans. The middle ground of, well, at least
I have someone. The stage I was in, it’s over and I am done.

I lay in bed, holding the phone, Gavin’s last
statement, his screaming still warbling in my head. I got up, went
to the bathroom and threw up. My relationship was over. I had
jumped into action, moved with confidence, purpose and speed. I was
in my new place, I was set up, books on shelves, plates in
cupboards, rugs on floors. I was... what? What was I? Did I need
anything? Was I really, very OK?

“No, you’re not very OK,” I told my
reflection, “you are single.”

***

At work I was listless and hazy. I did my
work but that was about all I could muster. Toward the end of the
day Alan handed me a large envelop.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“The thing I was working on,” he said, smiled
shyly and headed out.

I pulled the contents out of the envelope, it
was about fifteen pages. I glanced at the first page, it was a
short story, yet untitled the front page said. I started to read.
It was graceful, funny, compelling and when I finished the page, I
was crying. It was a beautifully written piece. I looked up at the
clock and saw that I lost a full hour reading it. Not lost, I
corrected myself, filled. I was seeing something very new, very
interesting about Alan. I wrote a note;

“Alan, I started to read this and just didn’t
stop, it was absolutely wonderful. Thank you so much for letting me
read it.” I tucked the note in the envelope and placed it on his
desk. Just before I put it down, I kissed it.

***

It was Tuesday morning and I slipped into my
cubicle, judging by the clock on the wall, fifteen minutes late. I
was fine, no one seemed to be around. I switched on my computer and
tried to look busy. Alan walked into my cubicle and stood looking
down at me. He was very attractive when you really looked at him,
dark blue eyes, a calm, handsome face. He was about six feet tall.
My notion of him being a head down sweater guy had slowly begun to
vanish as we had communicated more. I looked up at him and
smiled.

“You asked me,” I said turning in my chair to
face him, “if I needed anything.”

“Do you?”

“I do, I do need something, Alan.”

“And what would that be?” he asked, but I
could sense he knew. I looked around the office, still no one
around. He noticed this.

“Company safety meeting, you were late and I
just decided to blow it off.”

“Alan,” I said, “I need your cock.” He nodded
slowly.

“I kinda figured you did,” he said and
stepped close to me. I reached out and unbuckled his belt. I
unbuttoned his pants. It was not casual Friday so, I was a little
shocked that he was wearing jeans, but, I didn’t make a big deal of
it. I started to pull the zipper down on his jeans and the sound
was very loud.

Once the zipper was down, I reached my hand
inside his pants and found his package. I took his cock and balls
in my hand and rubbed them gently. He was getting hard and I, well,
I started getting wet. I pulled his thick, hard cock out of his
underwear and moved my chair close. I put his cock against my cheek
and rubbed it on my face.

“That feels very, very nice,” he sighed and
it turned me on. I gave the head of his cock a kiss and then opened
my mouth and took him in. He tasted like peaches and his skin was
incredibly soft. I took him out of my mouth for a moment.

“Do you moisturize?” I asked. He nodded. I
took him back in my mouth and started to suck him off. His hands
were on my shoulders and he was fucking my mouth. I felt very
powerful, very sexy, feelings I had not had with Gavin in some
time. I was sucking his lovely cock when he suddenly stood me up,
turned me around, bent me over so that my hands were on my desk.
“Yes,” I said to him, just that one word.

He lifted my skirt to my waist, slipped his
fingers under the waistband of my panties and with one, swift move,
he ripped them off my body. Definitely not a head down sweater guy
at all, I thought. He then slapped my ass and I felt it tingle all
through my body. He looked around the office once, spread my legs
and plunged his cock into my hot, wet pussy. I stifled a scream
into my hand and he started to pound me silly. It felt so
incredibly good. I pushed back against him getting him as deep into
me as possible.

“Cum in me,” I gasped, “just fill me with
cum.” He grabbed my hips and slammed me harder. I was getting
close, getting ready to explode when he reached down and took my
throbbing, swollen clit between his fingers and pinched it. Never
in my life had I felt anything like that. I instantly rocked and
bolted with orgasm. I couldn’t stop the scream this time and it
echoed through the empty office. I was sure we would be caught, but
at that moment, I didn’t care. I wanted this, I needed this.

I was still shaking with orgasm when he
ripped his cock out of me, turned me around and threw me back into
my chair. I was gasping for breath, completely lost. He reached
down, grabbed the front of my blouse and tore it open. Buttons flew
everywhere. He then yanked my bra off, like on of those magicians
who pulls a table cloth out from under all the items on the table.
My breasts exposed, naked, my nipples straining outward. He put his
hard, wet cock against my hand and I started to stroke him.

“Yes, Alan,” I said, “cum on my tits, right
now.” I stroked and stroked and he moaned, sighed, writhed.

“I’m going to cum,” he whispered in a horse
voice, “don’t stop.” I didn’t. I kept stroking and stroking and
then... glowers shot out of the tip of his cock. Daisies and roses,
bouncing off my tits, falling to the floor.

“Yes,” he moaned, “Anais Ninja, yes.” I kept
stroking and flowers kept blooming, shooting out of his cock,
bouncing off my face, tits, tummy. “YES,” he screamed and... I woke
up. The alarm clock was buzzing, I was wet. I was gasping for
breath. I sat up, smacked the alarm clock into silence and dropped
back onto the pillow.

“Well,” I said to no one, “that was
interesting.”

***

That afternoon, I was sitting on a bench in
the little park beside the office when Alan plunked down beside
me.

“Thank you for your note, I am very happy you
liked the piece.”

“It was so good,” I told him, “do you do that
often?”

“I’m working on it, don’t tell anyone, people
might think I’m...”

“Strange,” I said and he nodded. We were
quiet for a moment.

“Was it because I listened to your phone
call?” It was only then that I noticed he was licking a very
tempting looking ice cream cone. “Is that why?”

“Is what why?” I said. I had a bit of an idea
what he was talking about. I had avoided him all day. I was sort of
embarrassed by the dream and I had the feeling that he knew, could
tell. I just couldn’t face him. He held out the cone and offered me
a lick. I hesitated, Gavin had had a very strange thing about
sharing food so this was a new experience to me. I accepted, leaned
in and took a bit off the cone. “Mmmm,” I said, “that is so good,
what is it?”

“Chocolate nutter-butter. I got an ‘atta-boy’
for the Wendless account so, I am kicking out all the jams.” I
laughed. He did as well. We sat for a moment just being quiet. He
offered me another bite and I of course accepted it. “So, is that
it, are you mad at me because I listened in on your phone
call?”

“No,” I said, pulling the cone to me and
taking an uninvited lick.

“Then why are you avoiding me?” It was so odd
to me, until two weeks ago, Alan and I had spoken to each other
very rarely. He spoke very rarely to anyone. Now, in this short
span, he was noticing that I was avoiding him.

“That sounds stalkerish, doesn’t it,” he
said, “I mean, until two weeks ago we didn’t really speak that much
and now, I am saying things like, why are you avoiding me.” I was
shocked. It was like he read my mind.

“Why is that Alan, why did we not speak?” He
reached over with a napkin and wiped some chocolate off my chin.
“Thank you.”

“Truthfully,” he said, “because you’re
amazing. Beautiful and funny. I listen to the things you say to
others in the office and I... I get shy. I get shy quite a bit. I
try to be better, but it’s hard for me.” He handed me the cone and
I sat looking at it. Shy around me. I didn’t understand that.

“But Alan, I’m strange.”

“I know,” he said and laughed, “it’s so
wonderful.” We said nothing for a while. “Do you need anything,” he
asked and I shook my head. We realized it was time to back to
work.

***

That night, I sat at my table with my one
place setting, with a bottle of wine, eating my dinner, feeling a
little less lost, a little less sad when someone knocked on the
door. My heart leapt. I thought to myself, it’s Alan, he has found
me and he’s coming by to see me. I opened the door and it was
Gavin.

“How did you find me,” I said, not saying
hello, no greeting at all.

“I’m fine, how are you, nice to see you
too.”

“It’s not nice to see you, Gavin, how did you
find me?”

“I talked to Margo, told her I needed to give
you some important documents,” he said smiling, proud of himself,
“she told me.”

“Great,” I said, not fully opening the door,
not even thinking about letting him in.

“She’s strange, talking to her she kept
saying my words were too pointy, you two make quite a pair.”

“What do you want?”

“To talk, this feels unfinished.”

I was astounded. He told me I was strange,
told me of a three month affair, I left him alone and he felt it
was unfinished. “Doesn’t it feel that way to you?”

“Not at all,” I said, “it feels delightfully
finished to me. You made it clear, Gavin, I’m strange, you were
happy somewhere else, I left you alone, believe me, it’s
finished.”

He stood there on the porch not moving,
struggling to say something. I just looked at him.

“Are you seeing anyone,” he asked, “dating
anyone?”

“No,” I said and he looked visibly relieved.
“I am, however, having incredibly detailed sex dreams about a guy I
work with. So... that’s nice.” His jaw dropped. I waited, he said
nothing. “Gavin, I have opened a bottle of wine, cooked some
dinner...”

“OK, I can come in for a little while.”

“That wasn’t an invitation, you yutz. I am
just informing you why I am now going to close the door and never
see you again.”

“Yutz,” he said, “that’s so ...”

“Strange,” I finished his sentence and closed
the door. I waited a few minutes and then looked through the peep
hole, he was gone.

That night, late, there was a knock on my
door. I was furious, I assumed that Gavin had come back. I was
going to hit him with something, call the police. I threw open the
door and Alan was there. He smiled.

“Did I wake you,” he said, stepping into the
apartment. “I made soup and I really wanted to bring you some.” I
followed him into the kitchen. I was actually happy to see him.

“How did you...” I was about to ask him how
he found me, when he sat me in a chair.

“This is an old recipe,” he said, “my
grandmother taught me how to make this.” He pulled my T-shirt off,
opened the container and began to pour it on my breasts. “It’s a
chocolate nutter butter soup.” The warm, thick liquid dripped down
my breasts and flooded down my body. He threw the container aside,
got on his knees and started licking the chocolate off my body.”
The alarm buzzed, my eye snapped open.

“Damn, Alan,” I breathed in the morning,
“you’re killing me here.”

***

Time passed. I loved my new place, I learned
to love my single life. I had drinks with friends, I was asked out
a few times but didn’t feel like going. I was less and less sad,
less and less mopey and traumatized by Gavin. Everything was good,
getting better. The sadness was dissipating, the fear, the hopeless
feelings, all were getting less and less as the days went by. The
sex dreams about Alan, however, were getting increasingly
intense.

“OK,” I said to Margo one night while we were
having drinks, “I am having the most detailed, most intense, most
incredible sex dreams.”

“About Gavin,” she asked and cringed at his
name, “his name just hurts me.”

“No,” I said, not about... him, about this
guy I work with, Alan.”

“Oh,” she said, “that’s a good name, smooth,
tastes creamy, I like that. So, have you and Alan... you know...
made any of those dreams come true?”

“No.”

“All right, let me ask you this, would you
like to have some of those dreams come true?” I giggled. “Ha,” she
said, “I see, I see, OK, now we’re getting somewhere. So, you like
Alan.”

“I do, he’s great, nice, quiet, shy. I like
him.” She waited. “What?”

“Nice, quiet, shy? That doesn’t sound like
someone you’d have hot sex dreams about,” she said and it made
sense. Why was I having them, almost nightly?

“What about Gavin?” she asked.

“I’m pretty sure Gavin doesn’t have dreams
about Alan,” I said and she laughed.

“Do you have dreams about Gavin?” I thought
for a moment. I knew the answers was no, I wasn’t having dreams
about anyone but Alan. Had I ever had sexy dreams about Gavin? I
thought for a while, Margo watched my face.

“You’re feeling very pyramids and cones to me
right now,” she said, “are you OK?”

“I’m just realizing that I never had a sexy
dream about Gavin, is that bad?”

“No, “it’s good.”

I thought about that for a moment, it was
good. Of course it made me wonder about the time, the years I had
spent with him. Why I stayed, what I was in it for. I didn’t want
to go down that rabbit hole, I was happy he was gone, happy with
where I was, I shook it out of my mind. Margo put her hand on mine,
“Honey, it’s good,” she assured me. “Now, have you told Alan about
these dreams?”

“Oh no, I couldn’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“Because, that would be...” I stopped.

“What,” she asked, “it would be what?”

“Strange.”

***

That weekend, I had two more dreams
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