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‘Are you all right?’ he asked.

‘I am a little tired. But thank you.’

He leaned against a white pillar. He looked at her. She looked at him. Again, he asked the same question. Are you all right?

‘I'm still tired,’ she smiled.

He smiled as well. He looked at her passionately. 

She walked towards him and nestled in his arms. She raised her head. He gently kissed her on her lips. He put his left arm around her and pressed her against him. He pressed his lips with more desire to hers. The tip of his tongue parted her lips. His right arm moved up to her breast. She could feel his fingers caressing her nipple and her heart raced in answer. His hand moved down to her waist. Heat washed through her and she woke up.

Deborah went downstairs for breakfast and got ready for work. She dressed automatically in a plain long skirt and a wide grey sweater. She didn’t bother with putting away her dishes. Her mind kept wondering to her dream.

It was the third time in a row that she had dreamt of him. Her mystery lover. The man of her dreams. Literally. She had never seen him before, only in her dreams. But she knew he was her twin flame. 

The Universe had been sending her signals since the last three months. Double digits on clocks, bills, number plates. Synchronicities that referred to her dreams. At first, she didn't understand. She even found it irritating. But they kept surfacing. And she got intrigued. She searched the web for information. And each time she dreamt of him, the appearance of double digits would increase. So, she started to match the double digits to her thoughts of that moment. 

But for now she couldn’t ponder. Her dream man had to stay where he belonged. In her dreams. She had to go to work.

With a deep breath, she stepped into the brisk morning air, her mind shifting to the day’s tasks ahead. As a librarian she had her daily routine. 

Her work used to be her passion, but for the last few months, ever since he appeared in her dreams, it became a bore. She dragged herself through the workday and couldn’t wait to return home.

‘Deborah, can you take this phone call,’ Daniel, her boss, yelled. 

‘I’m sorry. I was busy with these booklists. I’ll answer it straight away.’

She picked up the receiver and barely listened to what the caller had to say. She responded automatically: ‘If you can put this in an e-mail, I can direct your question to the right person.’ She gave the caller the e-mail address and hung up.

‘Deborah, what is going on with you lately? Is something troubling you?’ Her boss looked at her with great concern in his grey eyes.

‘I’m a little bit tired today. I did not sleep very well last night,’ she uttered without looking at him. 

‘But what about all the other days? It’s like you are not really here. Is there something on your mind? Maybe you need a day off,’ he replied monotonously.

‘No, I am fine. Thank you for your concern, Mr. Joneson. I think I had a touch of the flue. And tomorrow is a Friday. And after that I can rest the entire weekend.’

‘I still want you to take the day off tomorrow. And I am not taking no for an answer.’ His words sounded sincere.

‘Thank you, Mr. Joneson,’ Deborah replied dutifully. She made sure that she would not get distracted anymore that day. At half past four she left the library after thanking her boss again for his worries about her and for giving her a day off. She strolled outside to the bus stop and waited. Luckily, the bus arrived after a few minutes. Deborah climbed aboard, settling into a seat for a very short drive home. 

As soon as she stepped through her front door, she kicked off her shoes and let her long auburn hair down. She had no plans for the evening. Perhaps she could read in her new mystery novel. Or maybe she could watch a romantic movie. But before she would do any of those, she would write down her dream in her journal. The first words triggered the liveliness of him. She found it hard to concentrate on journaling the whole dream. The more she thought of him, the more she longed for him, to dream about him. 

‘This is absurd,’ she said out loud. She finished the dream and put away her diary. She made herself a little evening snack and a cup of chamomile tea. Quickly she dosed off. 

She felt his arms around her body. She absorbed his warmth and softness. She felt his lips when they touched hers. Warm and sensual. A kiss so delicate she could barely stand it. She had to pull him closer to her. She had to feel his whole body against hers. She wanted him in her. 

Deborah woke up in a sweat. Slowly she remembered she was still on her couch. What was happening to her? Why did she dream of him? Why did he reappear in her dreams? And why had he such an effect on her? She looked at her watch. Eleven o’clock. The light of the full moon shone through her windows. Deborah got up and closed the curtains. Then she went upstairs. The bedroom waited for her. Deborah reached for the nightgown draped over the chair. It was a delicate black lace creation. As she settled into bed, she imagined her dream man. Would he appear again tonight?

She was standing on a bridge, watching the river below it. The riverbanks were surrounded by willow and alder trees. The gentle rustle of leaves and the quiet murmur of the water created a symphony. Dragonflies darted above the water’s surface. Birds sang from the branches. She heard her name. A man’s voice called out for her. Twice.

She gasped for breath as she woke up. What is going on, she thought. Why is she hearing her name in a dream? She shivered. Fear crept over her. Fear of the unknown. Fear that these dreams became a reality. But these dreams were her ticket out of her dull life, she thought. In those dreams she was the absolute opposite of what she was in the real world. There she had the perfect body, the nicest clothes. She felt safe and loved. Then why was she afraid?

After spending a tedious three-day-weekend doing household chores, buying groceries and the unavoidable phone call to family, she was happy to return to work on Monday. It also had been a dreamless weekend, except for her night encounter with that voice. A voice, warm and sensual, still echoing in her mind. A voice that had the power to make her fears disappear every time she recalled it. She shook her head. It was time to get to work, well rested, ready to face the new week and her boss. 

She spent the morning walking the shelves, looking for books that had been misplaced. She picked up the books that had landed under the shelves, wondering how they got there. 

Then she consulted the computer. Readers who had not returned their books on time, received an automatic email with the amount of the fine. 

Daniel Joneson arrived ten minutes before lunch. He complimented Deborah.

‘You look good. The long weekend has done wonders.’

‘Yes, it has. Thank you, Mr Joneson,’ she replied smiling.

‘I never noticed how beautiful your smile is,’ Daniel said blushing. ‘Let’s get to lunch before the doors open for public,’ he immediately continued. 

Daniel spent most of the lunch break talking about the events of previous Friday and Saturday morning. Friday had been particularly hectic. One of the primary school classes had arrived for their weekly book exchange, a routine occurrence every Friday. However, on that day, the children seemed to be more active and noisier than usual.

‘It was a new teacher and he had no control over these energetic children,’ he joked.

Deborah smiled politely. Normally her boss barely spoke a word to her. And normally he would not even have lunch with her. Thankfully the hour passed quickly and she could return to her duties. After opening the library for the public, Deborah updated the database with new books. From time to time a visitor needed help with checking out a book. The new computer program was easy, but for the elderly it could be a challenge. The library closed at five that evening and Deborah was relieved she could leave. Daniel had occasionally asked her questions she didn’t want to answer. Questions about her private life, her love life, her daily habits. She didn’t understand his sudden interest in her. After politely saying goodnight, she walked the two kilometres that separated the library from her house. From time to time, she took the bus, but that day she welcomed the exercise. Her mind wandered from her boss to her mystery dream man. She compared the two and had to agree to herself that her dream man was more attractive and more desirable than Daniel. ‘Why am I even thinking this?’ she mumbled. She turned her attention to her walk and was happy to see the front door of her house.

She was at a party. She wore a black silk dress. The neckline dipped modestly, accentuating her collarbones. He wore a classic black suit. The jacket emphasized his broad shoulders. The other people at the party did not notice them. Graceful she moved towards him. She kissed him tenderly. Then she placed her finger on his lips. Just as he opened his lips, she withdrew her finger. He took her in his arms and led her to the centre of the dancefloor, his eyes never leaving hers. He pressed her hard against his chest. His hands started moving along her body from waist to shoulder and he slowly pulled down the straps from her dress with his fingers. The dress fell gently to the floor, revealing her supple and perfectly formed naked body. She noticed the other people staring at them, but she couldn’t care. Deborah removed his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt. She kissed his chest and gently massaged his nipples with her lips. Her dream
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