The Case of the Daring Dreamer

Della Street slipped the key out of the lock to Mason’s private door and made sure the door locked behind her.  She’d gone out on a mission to find Kitty Wynne’s car coat and now had to wait on Mason to show up.  The office was a little chilly and she wished she had a heavier coat to put on instead of Kitty’s.  She considered starting a pot of coffee, but she honestly just wanted to close her eyes for a few minutes.  She’d had a lousy night’s sleep the night before and wasn’t going to get anything decent the way it was looking considering it was already midnight.  The couch was always comfortable and for a second she considered just sitting with her head back, but within a few minutes she was curled up and sound asleep.  


She brushed away the leaf that threatened to torment her awake.  Jungle sounds, a wild cry in the distance, brought her awake and she sat up on the animal skin bed.  She was in a hut, a small structure, but it was home.  Long wavy hair tumbled across her shoulders to cover her exposed breasts.  It was time to get up for the day.  He would be home soon from the early hunt and expect to be taken care of.  


Getting up and going to where they kept the fruit, she picked a long, perfect banana.  It was succulent in her mouth, made her feel full and satisfied.  His bananas were always the best.  He knew where they grew wild and lush in the jungle and then waited till they were precisely the way she liked them to bring them to her.  In turn she knew where to find the most enjoyable melons. They were so ripe that the juices were like nectar to him.  He always showed his appreciation of how good a gatherer she was.  

A sound outside the hut got her attention.  He was home and she rushed to meet him elatedly.  He pulled her close, his beast strong arms threatening to crush her, and she ran her hands across his broad chest.  It was always so good when he was home.  They were in a deep embrace, it was nearly impossible to tell where one stopped and the other started.  Just as he picked her up, started to walk toward the hut with only one thought in either’s mind they were pelted with fruit.  Their favorite chimpanzee sat on the hut roof grinning wildly and threatening to throw more fruit at them.  She looked at him sternly, “Paul, stop that!”  




“Time to get up,” Mason’s voice cut through the jungle noises and with a start Della popped up on the couch, her foot hitting the floor with a thud.  Man what a dream… it was so… odd.  She’d have to figure out later what it all meant but right now she had to tell Perry what she found out about Kitty’s car coat.  
