PROLOGUE

      It always begins with the dream.

      When the massacre happened in Malaysia, I knew something was 
going to happen, because of the dream.  The same for Lisbon, London, 
Kansas City, San Antonio…whenever there's going to be trouble in 
which I'll be personally involved, there's always the dream.

      After a night of tossing and turning, I will finally sleep, 
only to find myself at the same place each time.  I will be standing 
at the side of an old two-lane blacktop road in the middle of the 
desert.  It is totally flat, only sand drifting across the 
landscape.  The sun is high and harsh, but there is no glare to blind 
me.  I can see perfectly.

      The point where I am standing is like the bisecting point of 
a mirror image.  If you look to the left, the road runs into the 
horizon as far as the eye can see.  To the right, the image is the 
same.  There are no hills, no slope, no terrain of any type to speak 
of.  Just sandy flatness, bisected by what seems to be abandoned road.

      Each time, the situation is the same.  My car is across the 
road from me.  I have stopped for some unknown reason.  I have to 
cross the road to get back to the car.  I look both ways, and can see 
nothing coming for miles.

      But each time I put my foot out to cross the road, a vehicle 
appears out of nowhere, almost hitting me.  When I took care of the 
rogue kidnapper in D.C., it was a motorcycle which almost hit me.  
The bomb squad in Madrid was a sleek, black Porsche.  The rioters in 
Kuala Lumpur?  A hulking SUV.  The size of the vehicle always seems 
an indicator of the size of the trouble coming.

      I knew before I went to sleep that something was brewing.  
There's just a twitchiness that I get before big action starts that 
clues me in about something going on.  So I knew, and Sandra knew.  
Wonderful Sandra, my companion and support, joined to me by fate and 
luck and magic, completing the jagged pieces of my jigsaw life, 
enabling me to do what I do.  She knew, and she prepared.

      First, she fixed the bath, the old claw-footed tub that had 
been a source of comfort and solace many times since we rescued it 
from the junk yard 6 years ago.  She made the water hot, just as I 
liked it, and then added the relaxing oil which helped soothe my 
muscles.  Lighting candles and turning off the lights, she then 
helped me remove my clothes, trailing her hands along my body as each 
bit piece hit the floor.  As I slid into the tub, she knelt next to 
me on the floor, using a washcloth to clean my body, her gentle but 
firm touch both relaxing me and arousing me.  I lay back, closing my 
eyes, as she sang softly in Tagalog, her sweet voice combining with 
her touches to push me back toward the edge of dreamtime….

      And as I opened my eyes again, I was deep in dreamscape, 
again standing in the desert of my dread.  Nothing had changed from 
my past experience; flat, empty, noiseless, my car awaited me across 
the roadway, if I could just make it over the blacktop.  Looking 
left, then right, I noticed it suddenly:  a cloud, on the horizon!  
Where before nothing had ever interfered with the merciless sun, 
there was now a small, black cloud.  Not overtly ominous, mind you, 
but still, definitely a change from any previous dream.

      Having made the requisite scan, I put my foot out to cross 
the road…and nothing happened!  There was no oncoming vehicle, no 
surprising intruder to try to dodge.  I was so surprised I stumbled 
out into the roadway, for the first time ever actually touching the 
asphalt surface I had dreamed about for six or so years.  One step, 
and then two, and suddenly I was standing on the double yellow line…
and then I heard it.  Rumbling, low and in the distance, the ground 
shaking with the rendered energy of a tremendous, oncoming force.  
Not eight feet away from me stood my car, ready to help me try to 
outrun whatever was coming my way.  I put my foot out to run….

      A tractor-trailer appeared out of nowhere, grazing my foot as 
it accelerated past me!  But it wasn't just one!  As I stood in the 
middle of the road, another and another passed by in front of me in 
endless convoy, nearly blowing me backward with the wind from their 
passage.  At this point, generally the dream would be over, and I 
would wake up knowing that whatever was coming, it would be big, bad, 
and perhaps overwhelming.  But this time, the dream wouldn't let me 
go.  I stood watching, waiting for my next cue, some signal that it 
was time for it to end.

      After two minutes, I finally made my choice – since there was 
no way to go forward, I would retreat.  So I spun around to return to 
my starting point…and was almost hit by another oncoming tractor-
trailer!  Again, a line of huge trucks that seemingly would never end 
paraded past me.  And like a fly caught between two spiders in the 
same web, I was stranded, standing on the double yellow, stuck 
between the powerful forces both in front of and behind me, and not 
knowing how I was going to escape being crushed.

      Outside my dreamscape, Sandra had continued her own 
ministrations, as we had planned many months ago.  Having finished 
bathing me, she slowly began fondling my cock, which was half hard 
from her earlier ministrations.  As I was ensnared in my dream, my 
dearest partner slowly caressed my penis from tip to root, bringing 
it to full life in no time.  Having achieved erection, she proceeded 
to stand and drop her kimono, then ease her way into the tub.  While 
using one hand to bathe me, Sandra had used the other to rub her 
clit, making sure she was nice and wet and ready to play her part in 
our plan.  She slowly slid her body up mine, using the oil in the tub 
and on my body to help ease her sliding motion.  Then, as she planted 
small kisses on my face and neck, she positioned her pussy above me, 
using one hand to open her pussy lips so that she could place the 
head just inside her.  As she had done so many times before, she 
squeezed the head in her vagina, making small bobbing motions that, 
even in dreamscape, made me moan in response.  Taking that as her 
cue, she slowly slid down the length of my shaft, seating herself 
firmly on my groin, enveloping me in her warm sweetness.  She sat 
there, humming to herself, using the muscles she had trained for my 
pleasure to massage and squeeze my cock without having to move her 
body up or down.  For her own pleasure, she took her left hand and 
began rubbing her clit again, her eyes closed as she waited for the 
cue to help me surface.

      Two years ago in Damascus, I had fallen into the dreamscape 
and had not been able to find my way back.  As I lay unconscious and 
barely breathing, it was Sandra who noticed that I still responded to 
her touch, her kiss, her lovemaking.  It was Sandra who brought me 
out of it by basically screwing the life back into me…and bringing 
home to me the need to control my excursions into dreamscape by 
turning Sandra into my protector and exit monitor.

      Inside the dream, I was being buffeted and battered by the 
constant procession of trucks front and rear.  And, to my right, the 
cloud on the horizon was beginning to grow in size and shape.  Being 
unable to move forward or backward, and feeling I could learn nothing 
else, I said aloud "Now, Sandra."

      As I spoke the words aloud, Sandra began moving up and down 
my shaft, slowly gaining a speed and rhythm that she knew would help 
me cum fairly quickly.  With each downward stroke, she gave a small, 
whimpering moan.  Long ago, we had discovered that Sandra's body was 
so easily orgasmic that once it reached its stimulus peak, just the 
simple action of pumping up and down would cause it to orgasm 
continuously…unless I told her that she could not.  Of course, 
considering that I had to have her help to escape my dream, that 
particular order was clearly not in force.

      With each slide down my cock, Sandra began to chant the 
word "Please."

      Down…"Please"…Up…Down…"Please"…Up…Down…"Plllleeeeaassseee"…

      Responding to her pleading, my cock began to twitch inside 
her, marking my ascent from dreamscape.

      In my mind, I began to rise from the pavement, my body 
turning insubstantial compared to the rest of my dream.  I began to 
feel Sandra pumping my cock, to feel the throbbing of my cock, to 
sense the release that was about to hit.  As I rose I took one last 
look around, as my eyes came level with the driver's compartment of 
one of the oncoming tractor-trailers.

      A skull grinned back at me.  A skull with a toothy, wormy 
smile.  A skull wearing sunglasses and a bandanna.  The head of a 
skeleton, driving a truck in my dream.

      "Please…please…
pleasepleasepleasepleasepleasepleassseplllleeeaasseeeee….."

      As my eyes fluttered open, my seed shot from my cock into 
Sandra's spasming pussy.  Her own mini-orgasms combined into one last 
shouted "PLEASE!" as she collapsed against me, my cock locked firmly 
inside her still pulsating tunnel.

      I wrapped my arms around her, hugging her gently as she 
recovered from both her effort and her orgasm.  Finally, she looked 
up at me, asking "Master, how bad is it?"

      I could only shake my head as I said, "It's bad, kiddo.  
Really bad.  From all the signs, I think we're about to walk into 
somebody's war…and I don't have a clue what I'm supposed to do."

      She nodded, keeping her thoughts to herself, as she drifted 
to sleep in my arms.

      But what I didn't tell her, what I kept to myself, was the 
that the signs all pointed the same way.  Something bad was coming, 
and we were right in its way.  And a lot of people were going to die.

      And I was probably one of them.
