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IN YOUR DREAMS 

R J Burgess 

 

If you want to know the truth, the first few times it 

happened to me, I found it kinda fun. There was an 

exhilaration to the experience that couldn‟t be found 

anywhere else, a sense of freedom that I‟d never felt 

before.  

I welcomed those nights when I dreamed. 

It may shock you to hear this, but I don‟t even 

remember when the dreams started. When I look back at 

that time, all I can remember is Hannah on the night that 

she betrayed me. Everything after that is a blur. 

I see her now, crying as she did back then, her dark 

hair falling over her face as she stared up at me, panda-

eyed, a bubble of spit popping between her lips.  

“You said you loved me!” I screamed at her and she 

just sobbed back, wordless. “How could you do this to 

me?”  

I remember wanting to grab her, to shake her, to 

kiss her, to tell her I forgave her. I wanted to drag her 

away from all of this and pretend it had never happened. 

I wanted it to be just some horrible nightmare we would 

wake from at any moment.  

“Did I do something wrong? Was I not good enough?”  

But she had nothing to say. My words rained against 

her in a torrent of anger, and she could do nothing 
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against it but turn away, sobbing, seeking comfort in the 

arms of the man she had chosen over me.  

Jason. Her best friend.  

She told me I was being paranoid when I asked her 

why she was spending so much time with him. When I 

cornered her over all those secret messages they‟d been 

sending each other, she‟d actually had the gall to accuse 

me of prying into her affairs.  

“Don‟t you trust me?” she‟d asked and I‟d walk away 

abashed. 

I was a fool. 

I certainly felt like a big enough fool standing 

there that night, watching helplessly as Hannah and Jason 

embraced one another, pushing me out of their lives.  

“I think you‟d better leave now,” Jason told me over 

Hannah‟s head as she continued to sob in his arms. His 

expression was grave but I could see the gloating triumph 

in his eyes. 

“Don‟t you tell me what to do!” I bit back, my every 

reduced to one of exclamation. “That‟s my fiancé!” 

“In your dreams,” he scoffed. 

After that, I remember nothing. 

I do know that I spent the better part of that 

summer drinking my evenings away in a haze of self-misery. 

I know I spent a lot of time alone, shunning the company 

of my friends and my normal routine, putting my phone on 
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silent and ducking out of my lessons if only out of fear 

of bumping into one of them.  

Instead, I tried to find solace in the dark places 

of my mind, in that quiet space behind my eyelids where 

the memory of that night couldn‟t haunt me.  

What followed was, I guess, just an extension of 

that. Those dreams were like a balm to me, seeping into 

the cracks of my battered consciousness while I wasn‟t 

paying attention, until I came to accept them almost as 

normal. 

But there was nothing normal about those dreams. 

They were vivid, for one thing; more than vivid. 

They were more real than reality. And from the beginning, 

I had complete control. I could go where I wanted – do 

what I wanted. I always remembered everything when I 

awoke.  

Everything seemed much bigger in those dreams – 

enhanced almost. Call it eldritch if you will. There was 

this over-exposed look to everything, the edges of 

buildings and objects blurred slightly as though being 

viewed through some cheap photographic filter.  

Walls were as insubstantial to my dreaming mind as 

mist and when I saw other people, their faces were always 

slightly blurred out, as though they were moving too fast 

for me to focus on.  

Sensations were more vivid too: I could smell and 

taste the air around me; hear much farther than in 
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reality. For a time, I contented myself with simply being 

in that place, absorbing the sensations of that strange, 

lucid world. I tasted the traffic fumes, listened to the 

sounds of conversation from the houses around me and 

basked in a world of no pain. A world devoid of misery 

and angst, devoid of the drunken memories of Hannah 

taunting me from the pictures on my bedroom wall. Just 

life, freedom, a whispered promise on the breeze. 

I spent hours flying through streets made of colour; 

strafing through walls made of mist. I stood on the 

bottom of a river, floated inside a cloud. I danced on a 

motorway as traffic hissed through me. I drifted on smoke 

and swirled through fire, careless as a breeze. 

It was like ambrosia to my soul. 

Sometimes, I followed people. Strangers. I would 

watch them as they lived their lives before me, unaware 

of my presence as I drifted unseen through the walls of 

their home. I watched them make dinner and talk with 

friends on the phone. They watched TV, argued and slept.  

This was domesticity. Family. Life. Piles of clean 

laundry and garbage piled by the door. Couples fighting 

over the TV remote. Babies crying from upstairs. 

Everything Hannah had stolen from me and my future 

captured in eldritch dream world like a flower pressed 

between the pages of a book. 

I treasured it. 
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But then one night I saw her – Hannah – and 

everything changed.  

She was coming out of the old cinema at the time, 

her „best friend‟ Jason in tow. She was laughing in that 

breathless way she used to use with me, touching Jason‟s 

arm as he cracked a bad joke and wrapped an arm around 

her in a way that was so sweet I felt positively 

diabetic.  

I hadn‟t seen either of them since the night I 

caught them together. I‟d almost forgotten how beautiful 

Hannah looked when she wasn‟t crying. She‟d done her hair 

up the way I liked, pulled back so that the elfin 

features of her face stood out in stark relief.  

One look at them both – little more than a glance – 

and it all came rushing back to me. The hurt, the 

betrayal: they rose up within me like unchained beasts as 

I froze in place amid the evening traffic and my ghost 

hands balled to fists beside me. 

That was me Hannah was supposed to be gazing at 

tenderly. Me she was supposed to be laughing with. Me she 

was supposed to be leaning on for support as they 

tottered into the chill autumn night and tried to 

remember where they parked the car. Two months ago it had 

been me. Two months ago she was looking me in the eyes 

and telling me she loved me. Was I so easy to forget? 

And Jason – that stupid twat - strutting down the 

street with my fiancé on his arm, proud as a peacock 
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showing its feathers. It wasn‟t fair! What did he have 

that I didn‟t? What made him so bloody special that she 

left me for him? 

The answer came to me from the pit of my stomach, an 

answering echo made of bile and betrayal.  

Nothing, the anger hissed, and the walls of the 

dream world buckled as the emotion surged through me. I 

was every bit as good as him. Better, even!  

That should be me!  

I was following them before I‟d even realised it.  

The two of them shared a flat in the cheap part of 

town, a poky place near the outskirts, where the parking 

was a nightmare and the council were so lazy with their 

duties that the litter was like a carpet of crap lining 

the streets like fallen leaves. Inside was homely enough, 

though. Already, the flat was showing the tell-tale signs 

of Hannah‟s influence. Japanese calligraphy hung from the 

wall, a small goldfish bowl sat on the coffee table next 

to a set of scented candles. A large pink teddy bear lay 

on the sofa, its face squashed from frequent use as a 

pillow. It was clear they were both well-settled here. 

As soon as they entered the flat, they kicked their 

shoes off in the hallway and fell onto the sofa, sighing 

with satisfaction as they hugged each other and laughed 

between breaths. “I had a really great night, J,” Hannah 

gushed. 

The stupid twat grinned back at her. “Me, too.” 
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He made her a cup of tea and switched the TV on, 

though it was clear he had no intention of watching it. 

As soon as he sat back down, they were kissing, their 

tongues wet and sloppy as they fondled on the couch. I 

looked away disgusted. I was a much better kisser than 

that.  

But then their kissing was taking on an extra level 

of intensity and I knew with a sudden stab of horror that 

they were both getting aroused. Jason pushed Hannah back 

against the pink teddy bear and his lips burrowed into 

her neck as she gasped out in pleasure. 

My hands unconsciously clenched at my side as I 

watched them – my fiancé and that idiot of a best friend 

of hers – copulating on the very same sofa where I had 

sat before her. The air reeked with the sin of what they 

were doing as Hannah ran her arms over Jason‟s back, 

tugging his shirt off over his head as she simultaneously 

loosened the catch on his belt. She‟d always been good at 

multi-tasking like that. She stroked Jason‟s hair and 

whispered something in his ear which made them both 

giggle and even though I couldn‟t hear what she said, I 

knew the words all the same. 

“I want you inside me.” That was always what she 

said. That was her line. She had used it on me half a 

hundred times and it had never once got old. 

But now she was with someone else – using the same 

tricks she had with me - and I was just forgotten, a 
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ghost floating on the edge of her awareness, a voyeur of 

to my own depraved neuroses.  

Well screw that! the anger hissed inside me so hard 

that the walls of the dream world threatened to collapse 

in on themselves. I clutched at my head until the dream 

world stabilised, and a sense of newfound purpose 

thrummed within me. No more would I be an idle bystander. 

No more would I stand by while the people who claimed to 

love me wiped my feelings in the dirt. This was my dream; 

it would obey its owner! 

By now Jason‟s trousers were down around his ankles 

and he and Hannah were kissing once again. She worked his 

cock with her free hand as they kissed and I saw that he 

was bigger than me. 

Was that why she left me for him?  

Anger sizzled inside me. Before I even knew what I 

was doing, I was striding towards them, invisible and 

unheard and my fist was whipping back.  

I felt my hand pass through his body and out the 

other side. 

Jason gasped. 

“Honey, what‟s wrong?” Hannah shrieked as Jason 

rolled away from her, clutching his wilting penis in 

hand. “Did I hurt you?” 

“N-no,” he groaned. “I just. Aah, gimme a sec!” His 

face was white – it was clear he had no idea what had 

just happened.  
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To be honest, I was just as shocked as he was. Never 

before that moment had I thought of actually 

participating in the dream world around me. These dreams 

had always been so lucid and real that I had imagined the 

process akin to a movie being played out in my head. I 

never for a second thought I could actually influence 

what I saw. 

I was stunned but already the shock was fading and 

in its place a grin. 

This was going to be fun. 

By now Hannah was in full nurse mode, dashing naked 

to the kitchen to fetch a cold compress, her shrill voice 

jabbering all the way. “It must have been the position we 

were lying in – I didn‟t think. Here. Just hold it there, 

it‟ll help. Should I call a doctor?” 

“I‟m fine,” he waved her off, determined to play the 

part of the brave man. “Stop fussing.” 

“Maybe we should just leave it for tonight,” she 

said. “I don‟t mind, honest. We‟ve got an early start 

tomorrow anyway.” 

“S‟pose.” Jason looked down at his penis, the base 

of which was slowly turning black. 

I smiled at my unseen victory. 

This time when they came together, I didn‟t even 

hesitate. The moment their lips made contact, I was 

lunging for them again, my fist passing right through 

their mouths at the point of contact. 
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This time it was Hannah who yelped and tore herself 

away. Jason just blinked at her stunned. “What did I do 

this time?” he demanded. 

Concerned, he tried to touch her, but I swatted his 

hand away. Frightened, Hannah tried to hug him, but I got 

between them and repelled her away from him so she 

stumbled backwards and tripped over the edge of the sofa, 

landing clumsily on the floor. 

They were both scared now, that was sure, and in 

more than enough pain that I could afford to back off for 

a few minutes, laughing as they dashed after one another, 

trying to help one another while avoiding physical 

contact.  

Hannah grabbed the pink teddy bear and stuffed it 

into her mouth as she waited for the pain to pass. Jason 

floundered before her, an expression of complete 

bewilderment etched onto his stupid, befuddled face. 

“I‟m so sorry,” he bumbled. “What happened? Was it 

me? Are you hurt?” He was a broken record. I considered 

hurting him again, if only to shut him up for a second, 

but it was more fun watching them suffer one at a time, 

thinking it was their fault.  

Cold compresses exchanged hands and more apologies 

followed passed. When they tried to hug once more, I hit 

them both again and laughed ecstatically as they fell 

away, their eyes wide with fear.  
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“Ah ah!” I mocked them both, my voice less than a 

whisper. “That‟s my woman, not yours!” 

Finally, they abandoned their attempt at consoling 

one another and each departed into a separate corner of 

the room, cold compresses and painkillers followed by a 

muttered idea that maybe they should just knock tonight 

on the head and get some sleep. 

“Things‟ll be better in the morning, you‟ll see,” 

said Jason, his smile more than a little forced on his 

face. “We‟re just tired is all.” 

There was a pause before Hannah replied, “I‟m 

scared, J.” 

“Don‟t be, I‟m here. I love you, remember?” 

“I love you too.”  

I grit my teeth in anger.  

“You should lie down,” Jason advised. “Think of the 

baby. We need to take better care of her.” 

Hannah smiled shyly at that. “Her?” 

“Yeah.” He looked abashed. “I just got a feeling 

it‟s a girl, you know?”  

“I‟ve felt the same way.” 

Jason helped Hannah to her feet and together they 

hobbled off towards the bedroom. This time, I didn‟t 

intervene, however. I was too stunned by what I had just 

heard. 

A baby. It changed everything. 

She‟s never coming back to me.  
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All this time, I realised, I‟d been holding out for 

a sudden change of heart. I‟d been half expecting that 

any day Hannah would call me on the phone and announce 

that it was all a huge mistake. She still loved me. She 

wanted me back. I would accept her, of course. I‟d play 

the part of the better man and let her back into my life. 

She would feel so grateful that she would never dare hurt 

me again.  

Even in this dream world, it had been easy to 

convince myself that would happen. Hannah still looked 

and acted so similar with Jason to how she had with me. 

Her clothes were the same, her taste in decor was the 

same, her moves were the same, her gestures. But this… 

this was different. 

She had never been pregnant with me. 

Jason kissed her gently – timidly - and when there 

was no sudden pain they both laughed at their 

foolishness. “See? I told you it was just the position we 

were lying in!” Hannah said and I watched them leave, too 

stunned to do anything, feeling for the first time in my 

life completely irrelevant.  

I felt deflated. Defeated. I felt like a fool.  

Sighing, I looked away and saw with a shock that the 

dream was starting to fade around me. Already, the 

vibrancy of it was fading, the sensations washing away in 

a haze of darkness. I was aware of my real body – far 

away – lying on a bed that stank of booze. 
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Panic snapped me back to myself. I couldn‟t lose 

these dreams – not now! They were the only fragile 

connection I had to my sanity! The thought of waking up 

alone in my cold, dark bedroom right now filled me with 

dread.  

Panicking, I looked around for something that might 

keep me anchored in this dream if only for a little 

longer.  

My eyes lighted on the coffee table and the scented 

candles resting above it. And next to them, the matches.  

At once a thought rose within me – so terrible and 

exciting that the dream snapped back around me like a 

cord. Quickly now, less I lose the connection to the 

dream again, I touched the matches with my finger tips, 

willing heat into them, willing them to flame as my 

fingers passed through it. 

There was a spark and a slight whoosh and suddenly 

there were flames dancing up from the coffee table. I 

smiled down at my handiwork and then, willing all my 

strength into that box of matches, flicked it towards the 

corner of the room where it landed next to the pink teddy 

bear.  

The teddy bear caught with a whoosh and a bright 

flare of cheap imported fabric. Hannah and Jason leapt 

back with a shout.  

“Oh my God!” 

“Quick – get some water!” 
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They were already running, but I was faster. I 

touched the taps and blocked the water with a thought, 

then – in a blink – I was next to the door, locking it 

from the inside with a single touch of my hand.  

“Where‟s the key?” Jason coughed as he scrabbled 

with the catch. Behind him, the fire was spreading, the 

flames creeping up the curtains to lick at the ceiling, 

smoke pooling across it like black fog. 

Hannah stared at it, eyes wide as bird eggs in her 

face, the damp compress from earlier pressed against her 

mouth to try and block out the worst of the smoke.  

“Goddamn it!” Jason shouted at her. “Hannah, the 

key!” 

She didn‟t have it. They were trapped. Trapped and 

panicking as I chased after them, always one step ahead. 

They grabbed the teddy bear and stamped down the flames 

with their feet – I willed the flame into the carpet 

instead. They tried to throw something heavy at the 

window to smash their way free – I willed the glass to 

stay intact. 

I laughed as I worked, thrilled by the sheer level 

of control I had over this dream world. In this place, 

these people were my play things, these traitorous, 

lying, thieving idiots were mine to punish as I saw fit 

and I would crush them within my dream like a bug for all 

that they had done to me. 
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I laughed and laughed until I could laugh no more. 

And as I laughed, Hannah looked up at me and - for just 

the briefest of moments - I know that she saw me.  

Her face went white, her elfin features shaking, 

hand pressed over her mouth as though in denial. 

“No,” she said. “No, it‟s impossible…” 

“Bitch,” I replied. 

And then the flames were engulfing her too and, with 

a final dying scream, Hannah was gone forever. 

Instantly I awoke, shaky from the vividness of the 

dream but feeling more awake than I had in a long time. 

It didn‟t take me long to work out why. The anger was 

gone, the pain with it. I looked at my room around me and 

felt peace for the first time in months.  

Suddenly reality seemed real once more. Solid.  

“Everything‟s going to be okay,” I told myself and 

felt the truth of my words settling inside me. I would 

see my friends today, catch up on the work I‟d fallen 

behind on at school. I would turn my phone back on, take 

a shower, clean my house.  

It was like I had turned a corner. 

I thought about Hannah and, to my surprise, there 

was no accompanying stab of pain and betrayal as there 

had been for so long. Where, just the night before, the 

very mention of her name would have sent me spiralling 

down into a self-pitying stupor, I now felt nothing but 

good will for both her and Jason.  
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In fact, I decided as I made breakfast that morning, 

whistling to myself as I pottered about the kitchen, I 

would go over to her place that very afternoon and make 

my peace with her. It had been such a long time since I‟d 

last seen her and she was a good person really. Sure, 

she‟d been disloyal to me but that was all in the past 

now. What‟s done is done, right? 

With a newly lightened heart, I left my flat that 

morning, piece of toast in hand as I ran down to the 

lecture hall. I was early, but I wanted to make a good 

impression for this new, improved me.  

It was as I was passing the newsagents at the top of 

the road that I felt my good mood die. For there, in the 

shop window, sat a copy of the second edition, with its 

front page headline fresh off the printing line: 

LOVERS DIE IN BURNING BLAZE 

I read on. Apparently forensic teams believed that 

the couple had died in a domestic dispute that had got 

badly out of hand. Both people bore physical injuries – 

the man, in particular, to some very intimate areas, 

indicating some sort of sexual row.  

Firemen were at a loss to explain how the fire had 

spread so fast. They believed perhaps suicide, but there 

was evidence of a struggle as the couple tried to escape.  

In conclusion, the findings were billed an „act of 

god‟, a question mark for the insurance companies to 

squabble over.  
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But this was no act of god. Far from it. For that 

house and that room and the gutted remains in that grainy 

black and white photograph, was a place I recognised all 

too well.  

A place I had last seen just a few hours before. In 

my dreams.  

Hannah and Jason… I had killed them. 

 

 


