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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.
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