
DESERT DREAMS 
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“You stole my dreams. You fucking stole my dreams!” 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” 

“You know damn well what I am talking about.” 

“The hell I don’t.” 

“I said: You fucking stole my dreams! Are you deaf or something?” 

“What the… ? Are you fucking insane?” 

“You’re driving me insane. You think just because I’m your wife you can keep me locked 

up in here, in this shithole, huh? Huh?” 

“I never said that. I—” 

“Shut the fuck up, John, shut the fuck up. I’m sick and tired of it, I fucking am. You stole 

my dreams—you stole my dreams!” 

SLAM 

The door rattled on its hinges. Ladies and gentlemen, Julie has left the building. 

I downed the last of my beer. Fucking crazy woman. Then I took what was left of her 

beer and gulped it down. Stupid bitch. Never should have married her. I knew it. Trying to do a good 

thing and here we are. Shit.  

 I needed to go and take a piss. Yeah. Fuck that. 

 I walked to the back of the trailer van and slammed the door behind me. Decided to take 

a crap too and sat down. It didn’t smell all that bad in here. Just the usual smell of toilet, for crying out 

loud. Yet she’d complained about it—again. And then all hell broke loose. What’d you expect, huh? 

Liberace’s eau cologne, eh? What was that crazy woman talking about, eh? A toilet’s a toilet, and a home’s 

a home. Don’t need no stinking Graceland mansion. What good did it do Elvis anyway, huh? Died 

doing the shit in his fancy toilet of gold and rock’n’roll, that’s what he was doing. 

 Returning to the living room (it’s a nice room, yeah, it’s a fine living room) I grabbed 

another six-pack. Opened a can. Looked out the door window. Not a wind out there. Nothing to see 

for miles around. And everything dark as a nigger’s asshole, as my grandpa used to say, God have 

mercy on his sorry ass soul. Not even the fucking moon in the sky. 

 And no Julie. 

 “Oh, fucking stupid bitch.” 



 I walked out. I was gonna kick some sense into her and drag her fat ass back in. It was 

time to stop this bullshit. And end it all with some serious lay in the hay. My dick came alive just 

thinking about it. Yeah, that’s one thing the stupid fuck could do right. She was a helluva fucking 

machine. The reason I asked her to marry me in the first place. No better woman around, and when I 

set my mind on something I always get it. I knew it and she knew it. We’d known each other a month’s 

time before we headed for Las Vegas and got married, where we banged the shit out of each other 

24/7. Best honeymoon any man could ever dream of. 

 “Julie. Come back here. There’s more beer.” Stupid cunt. 

 Nothing. Not a sound. 

 “Hey. Julie. You hear me?” 

 I started to circle the trailer van. The only light around here was the light from the 

windows. Ghost light. The tumbleweed silent outlines of vagueness. No sound at all, except for my 

slow footsteps. Weird. 

 I drank the rest of the can and threw it away, wiping my mouth. 

“Hey, stop this shit and come back here, Julie. Now.” 

I wasn’t gonna let her drag this game out. Enough is enough. 

 I jumped behind the trailer, which was covered in the shadows. 

“Boooh!” 

No one. Only the metal junk that’s been lying there like forever, rusting away in the heat. 

She wasn’t on the other side either. Nowhere. 

“C’mon, Julie, it’s not funny anymore. Hey, look, I’m sorry. I am sorry, okay? Didn’t 

mean to talk shit, okay?” 

Absolutely nothing happened. That pissed me off. I walked back to the door. Opened it. 

“Last warning, baby. You better come back now—and I mean now—or you stay out there tonight. In 

the fucking cold. You don’t wanna do that.” 

 I gave her fair warning. Then I entered our home and slammed the door shut, lock and 

keys and everything. That’ll teach the bitch. 

 I pulled the drapes and had a party with the rest of the cans. Jerked off to some naked 

skin flick on the tv. If Julie was gonna try take a peep through the drapes she’d know what she was 

missing. Yeah, that’ll teach her alright. 

 I woke up freezing. Like someone had opened the fucking door. The trailer was shaking. 

 The door was still locked up, alright, but Julie was standing before me, looking down at 

me with a strange calm. I didn’t like it. No, I didn’t like it one bit. 



 I tried getting up but couldn’t. Like glued to the seat. And it was cold. Was the heater 

down or something? Fucking shit, I fixed it just yesterday. Anyway, her ass was back here and she 

needed a good whupping—it would be good to use the belt when fucking her like the dog in heat she 

was. Teaching her her place, alright. 

 Except I couldn’t get up. 

 “Hey, Julie. What’s… what’s going on here?” Lips freezing too. 

 She hushed me. She fucking hushed me. She hushed me? “Don’t talk, John. Not anymore.” 

She approached me. I tried to back off, but I couldn’t. Her face almost touched my face. There was a 

strange smell. She raised an eyebrow. Shook her head a little. “Poor John. Did you poo yourself?” 

 She caressed my brow, my lips, my chin. Now I noticed she was all in black. All in 

shadows. 

 “I told you, John: You stole my dreams, and I wouldn’t have it any more. But all you did 

was do what you always do: You didn’t listen.” She pressed her body onto mine. It was the scariest 

embrace I have ever experienced. I smelled and felt on the seat shit and piss leaving me. She looked me 

in the eyes. There were stars and a full moon. “So now I am taking them back.” 

 She kissed me, all out, tongue swirling like wildfire deep into me. Down my throat. 

Deeper within. She squirmed her darkness all around me and inside me. I was raped oh fuck my body 

and mind I WAS RAPED 

 She sucked everything out of me. Every little dream, no matter how well it was hidden. I 

don’t know how she found out where to look but she found it, alright. And took it back with a 

vengeance. 

 When she left with the dawn I was nothing but a cold shell sitting in my own crap. 

Drained of everything worth anything. 

 And here I sit forever. 

 Julie has left the building. 

 

THE END 


