July 6, 2004

Night before last I had a dream that brought me back to reality on different levels:

I was fleeing with others: friends, neighbors, everyone I knew. It was real. It was my life. Felipe was by my side; my mom called to me from ahead; Leanne and Regan were near, ready to hold my hand. Together we all ran down a blue tunnel. We had nothing, and we gave everything. The only goal in sight was to stay alive, and we helped everyone around us as best as we could. Slowly, a black cloud of Death descended slowly upon those in front of me. As soon as it had swallowed them, I cried as it swiftly came over me, eating at my heart.

My eyes snapped open and I lay breathing heavily, drenched in my sweat. The room was also humid, and the baby wisps that frame my face hungrily stuck to my forehead. Someone was shaking me and saying softly “Jessica, don’t worry. It was just a dream.” Who was lying next to me, I could barely tell. My eyes were still fogged over from sleep and I could make out few features. He had dark hair, and his chest was bare to the moist, warm air.

“Where am I?” I jumped up. I was laying in a cast iron bed upon a white, down comforter. Within arms reach near the bed, a slight breeze caused the lace curtains to patter along the lower frame of the window. “In New Orleans, where we live. You were just having another dream. You do that sometimes, often in fact. And I always have to remind you that THIS is real. You think you have another life sometimes when you sleep, but you always remember the truth.” He seemed to find it amusing that I gave into my dreams, but it had all felt so real. I rubbed the sleep away from my eyes and sat up. “Yes, something tells me I know you are right. I can’t remember everything but I know you.” My stomach told me the truth. It turned in such ways only love could knot it like that. It was a feeling I knew. I had only felt it in dreams before, but this was real. He pulled out a shoebox of un-mounted snapshots. They were fuzzy, rejects from cheap disposable cameras, but it was a shoebox full of my memories. I had placed them in there just for a moment like this, when I would wake up and not remember what was real. The pictures were real. They documented what I had done for the past years. They captured old friends and trips. One was of Felipe, my mom, a Japanese girl, and me in Japan. We had all gone together, and we drank Japanese beer. The picture showed the four of us holding up the large, iced mug. Another, from the same trip, showed us in front of a temple. I flipped through the pictures faster: boat trips, concerts, sitting around at home. I stared at one of Felipe for a while, lingering on its existence. He was real, but he was the past. I remembered him, the way he smelled, and the way I loved. But now I was laying next to another, and he took the stack of pictures from my hands and placed them back in the box. “This is real. You’re life is different now. We are here, in New Orleans.” I laid back down in the comfort of his arms, and as my eyes closed…

…they snapped open. Someone lay behind me, his arm draped over my right hip. I was back in my attic, and I rolled over to find Felipe smiling at me. He didn’t say a thing, just started rubbing against me. My stomach felt sick. It didn’t knot the same as it had just minutes before. I wanted his hand to gently touch the side of my face and for him to tell me “I love you.” He didn’t say a word. He moaned a little, pressed his body up against mine. I didn’t react. My eyes stared up at the ceiling, concentrating on the way the light played from my window along the paint on the walls. His hands slid over my stomach and he shoved his hard cock against my leg. I sighed, and turned my head away. “What’s the matter?” he whispered between his heaving breaths.  “Nothing,” I rolled over and put my back towards him again. “Are you sure?” What was I supposed to tell him? “I dreamt of something that made me happy and I know it is a part of my destiny. Not the specifics, but the feeling. It is someone else that I will find and be with forever.” I sighed, “It’s nothing. Just calm down a little.” He agreed, but still managed to not say anything and continue pleasing himself upon my reluctant body. The rest of the day, I dreamt. I dreamt of the cast iron bed with the bustling street outside the apartment window. It was more real then a blue tunnel or the light on my attic walls. “Do you want to leave and fall in love with someone else? If you could leave tomorrow, would you? You just want to start all over, huh?” I answered truthfully when I told Felipe “yes,” but I don’t want to hurt him. I don’t want to hurt anybody.

