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Prologue 

Piano music drifted up to anyone who at 3 AM couldn’t sleep. Anna stood on the edge of the third floor railing, her arms folded over the banister as she closed her eyes, allowing the music to enrapture her as his image filled her mind.  

The stoic figure in black sat at the piano, his long coattail sweeping the floor behind him.  His head was thrown back in an appearance of creative agony as his long white fingers glided across the keys, demanding obedience from the ivory keys.   

Opening her eyes, she wondered why a lone creature would seek out the hotel lobby at such an hour. Weren’t there rules against noise?  If there were, no one seemed to notice or care as the night clerk nodded off against her hand.   

The ice bucket at Anna’s feet was forgotten amid the late-night scene.  Everything about the man fascinated her--from his lone presence to the sad melody pouring from the piano. 

His long, dark hair twisted into a mass of curls that brushed against his lower back, swaying as his shoulder moved, forcing his arms, his fingers, then the keys to cry out his anguish. 

In another place and time, he might have been the phantom captured by a songstress whose beauty infected his soul.  Tonight, he was an alabaster god, crying out for a goddess to end his loneliness. Tonight, she wished she were such a woman.   

Instead of spending time on fancies that would not come to pass, she pushed away from the banister, knocking over the ice bucket as she moved.  Crystal slivers and cubes spilled onto the paisley rug the second the music stopped.   

As she bent over to retrieve the ice, her breath hung in her throat, and her heart refused to beat as he stood to his full height and moved silently from the piano.  One hand closed over an ice cube. As the cool chill crept into her body, she blinked.  When she opened her eyes, the figure in black had disappeared.   

Tossing the remaining cubes into the bucket, she made a quick escape into her room, her heart pounding as if she were being pursued by the past, chased by demons whose faces she couldn’t see when she was awake.  All the while, she couldn’t shake his music from her head.  Nor could she erase the solemn figure who seemed to be in mourning. 

Placing the ice bucket on the desk, all she felt was loneliness permeating her body. His loneliness, her loneliness, the heartbreak of living .... 

Though they didn’t speak that night, Anna came to know the soul residing in his body and knew instinctually that she would see the man again.  Something had called her out of her room that night in Memphis.  That same something drove her to take the job at Metal Alloy, a magazine specializing in rock music ....  That same force placed her directly in the path of the reluctant rock star the world only knew as Grey.  It was more than just intuition. Something deeper than “a feeling” drove her to find a way to become closer to him. 

Chapter One 

Grey stalked off the stage in a fashion only his six-foot-eight frame could muster, with a touch of grace and more than a hint of a hunter on the prowl.  Tonight had been one disaster after another.  He knew he was no Hendrix, but tonight, he felt every miniscule disappointment.  The club couldn’t have been more than a thousand square feet in size. He and the guitar player had practically tripped over one another trying to get onto the stage.  And then there was the crowd. 

Loud, rude, pushing. They lost three of their strobe lights before the end of the opening song. It made him long for the days when clubs kept the bands behind fences or in cages even. Grey had hated the cages at the time, feeling more like an animal than ever before. But tonight, all his buttons had been pushed.   

And it had ended with a brawl between a couple of drunks up front and one of the men’s girlfriends.  In the end, he had slammed his bass onto the stage floor and dove into the audience, coming up grasping two ponytails, one for each man.  He shoved them toward the security guards, reclaimed his bass, and walked off stage.   

He could hear the guy from the radio station right now, trying to calm the crowd.  If they would behave, he’d go back on stage and finish the show.  He hated to let everyone pay for the actions of a couple of assholes. 

He checked his watch. His ninety-minute set was only half over.  If the DJ could get the crowd back under control, he’d play another ninety minutes if the club owners allowed it. The bar didn’t close until two AM, so he could still give the crowd more than their twenty dollars’ worth.  Hell, he’d even hang out in the parking lot afterward to show his appreciation, something he rarely ever did these days.   

“What the fuck?” he asked, arms outstretched in frustration.  His manager had finally ducked into the tiny alcove near the stage.   

“Calm down, Grey.  We’re getting it under control,” Dave promised.  Still, his fingers shook as he lit his cigarette. Grey knew he intimidated the hell out of the man, but this was business. Everyone could lose money on this.   

“You better fucking get it under control,” his Brooklyn accent reverberated in the room.   

“It’s being handled.” 

“What about the goddamn lights? Those fucking things cost me three thousand dollars,” he tossed a towel at Dave, who ducked, and then pulled his hair from its wayward ponytail. Fuck, but it was hot in this club! The sweat practically poured from his fingers as he slid them across the bass strings. 

“Calm, down, Grey,” Dave encouraged, careful to keep his distance.  “We’ll take care of everything.” 

Determined to finish the set, he moved back to the stage, shooting a glaring look at the security guard standing with his back to the crowd.   

“It would seem,” he began, speaking into the microphone, his eyes not focusing on any one person but rather on the bar at the back of the room, “there’s some assholes in here wanting to shake things up a little.” 

Cheers, curses, and applause rang out. 

“I’ll kick your ass personally if things get out of hand again.” The warning was one he meant.  He was going to lose money on tonight’s show.  And there was one thing that he had learned after forty years. Money meant more than anything else.   

He raised his commanding jaw and nodded toward the other band members.  They followed his lead. They didn’t fear him like most people.  They had known him practically since birth and weren’t affected by his intimidating presence. 

He watched as James stepped onto the stage and flung his guitar over his shoulder. He gave Brick a chance to get behind the drum kit, and Merlyn a chance to make it over to the keyboards before he spoke again.   

“This time,” he scanned the audience, “I want all the ladies up front.”  

He folded his hands across his ample chest and stood, legs spread, awaiting obedience. The drones of females rushed to the stage.  Spaces that had been filled with a bunch of drunken guys were now occupied by scantily clad women of all ages, shapes, and sizes. Now he could finish the show.   

He gave a quick nod to James and began pounding on the bass.  The women wouldn’t fuck with the equipment.   

He went into the first song, a heart-retching saga of an unfaithful woman and the miserable sap who falls for her lies.  He rolled the “r’s” in the lyrics, taking on a false French trill. He didn’t dare look at the audience.  It was a trick he had learned years ago.  Never look them in the eyes.  But don’t alienate them either.  Instead, leave them there, begging for eye contact, for something he wasn’t able to give any of them.   

There had been a time …. 

He ran his hand across the bass strings, focusing on the lyrics.  They detailed Isabella’s affair. They exposed a bit of his soul.  But they didn’t expose anything about his unnatural situation.   

He closed his eyes. He still loved the way the music reverberated through his body. He wondered if the audience could feel it, too.  If it moved through them, capturing something that had been long buried.   

He wasn’t thinking. Before he could stop himself, he let his eyes wander to the right. To the crowd.  The place he swore never to look.  He only turned for a second.  Not a full second even. But it was long enough, and he recovered quickly.  No one would ever know that he had broken a promise to himself, made sacred so long ago.   

She didn’t even see him, he was sure.  Her eyes had been closed as her lips moved along with his lyrics.  Pain twisted a face that would have otherwise been pretty.  She felt it. She knew the pain that he felt, too. 

He didn’t dare look again. Someone pure, someone hurt would never understand his nature. She would want something he could never give.  Hell, she was probably just like the rest.  One night with the rock star was all she wanted.  A moment to shine in his light. 

He couldn’t help but smirk as he automatically delivered the lyrics.  His light hadn’t shone for years. 

Someone shouted “I love you” above the noise of the crowd.  No one loved him. They loved what they saw. The man who would pose in Playgirl, appear on a talk show. Do anything for a buck. 

He took a sip of the red wine that sat on top of a trunk labeled “Morpheus.” He felt the wine seep into his system and knew he couldn’t face the crowd without the fire in his belly. 

He replaced the wine just as James’s guitar solo was ending.  The next song was mellow.  He wondered if he could steal a glance at her again.  He knew she would still be there, clinging to her beer bottle, singing right along with him.  Pain was written on her face, writhing through her body.   

“This next one’s for the ladies,” he crooned and then gave a half smile when the frenzied screams met his ears.  He still didn’t know what they saw in a big oaf like himself, but whatever it was had caused him to sell out this tiny joint in No-where-ville.   

This one was about love and consequences.  This time, the woman loved him back, but she twisted his heart. She turned him into her servant, a man who would do anything for her. Who would burn to death in her arms if it would cause her to bestow her love on him. 

Burn together. Even as he said the words, he felt the loneliness.  How many would it take tonight to ease his pain? Three? Five? 

He wanted to look again. He fought the urge.  Something told him tonight it would only take one. And that thought scared the hell out of him. 

“This is a new one. We wrote it on the bus a couple of hours ago,” he grinned.   

The band went into the familiar theme from the Adam’s Family. The whole place started screaming as they recognized his ode to an old lover.  This was the band’s most popular song. 

He stopped the music as soon as they reached the chorus.  “Your turn,” he held the microphone out to the audience who led their own chant of the chorus.  “Aw, you’re all drunk,” he scolded, to which he received a chant of “Hell, yeah!”  

This was their last song, and he still hadn’t looked back into the audience. He managed to make it through.  He even swallowed that little bit of disappointment creeping up on him.  He wished he had the nerve to look her in the eyes, just to see if she would react. Just to see if she would see something else in there that no one else had ever been able to see. 

The show ended. What had been a crowd of devoted, adoring fans now dispersed into an empty space.  He hid in the shadows, scanning the abandoned room.  Everyone had gone outside where it was cooler. 

He watched the roadie who had given out “After Show” passes earlier.  He was still working the group of young girls gathered around. Tonight’s meal.  His stomach turned. 

“Hey, you about ready?” Tod called, finally escaping the groupies.  He stepped into the shadows with Grey.   

“Not especially,” he shrugged. 

“They said you should probably hide out in the office back there until they get most of the crowd out of here. You know, for your safety.” 

Grey threw him a nasty look as Tod lit a cigarette.  “I don’t think I need protection from the crowd.”  

“There’s some wild women here tonight,” Tod wriggled his eyebrows.   

“I didn’t see any especially interesting,” he lied, trying to keep his mind from wandering back to the redhead who had forced him to break the solemn vow.   

“You want me to bring them in to the office or wait till later?”  

Grey snapped back to the present. He didn’t really care.  The purpose could be served either way. Whether he had them on their backs or bent over a desk didn’t make much difference.  All that mattered was that he feed off the sexual energy of the crowd, particularly the women.  He had been cursed with this need ever since he was ousted from his prior post as Morpheus, lord of the dreams.   

“Office,” he finally said.  Maybe he would find peace tonight on the bus.   

He watched as the girls lined up, one by one.  He wouldn’t look in their eyes as he took them.  They were all willing. Gushing.  Thrilled to be with the man.  They would leave here tonight and talk about their conquest.  How they had seduced the rock star.   

Tomorrow, they would call their friends and brag.  Three years from now when they heard his name mentioned, they would relive the moment down to every detail.  He would never even know their names.  Wouldn’t remember the faces he hadn’t looked into. 

One face would haunt him tonight.  If he were honest, he would admit it was the face that always haunted him.  The one set of eyes he had looked into and seen his own soul. And it wasn’t Isabella. It was someone else.  A very long time ago. 

“The redhead. She was up front. She get a pass?” he asked Tod as he kept his distance from the drawing crowd of young girls. They looked like kindergartners in their mother’s make up and high heels.   

“I don’t know. I don’t remember a redhead,” Tod scratched his head.   

“Her,” Grey’s gaze led Tod to her direction.  She was standing by the mixing board, talking to one of the members of another band.  Jealousy surged through him as he saw the exchange. She laughed, tossed her hair back, revealing her profile to Grey.  “That’s the one.” 

As soon as he said it, she turned. Her eyes met his for a brief second before he turned away. She was coming this way.  He grumbled to Tod, “Get her back here.”  

“Sure thing, boss,” Tod laughed as Grey ducked into the office.   

Chapter Two 

The last place Anna wanted to be tonight was at a Morpheus concert. Her magazine, Metal Alloy, had put her in charge of snagging the first pre-CD release interview with Grey, the lead singer and songwriter.  Against her better judgment and every protest she’d already made, she came here, knowing seeing him in person would change everything for her. 

She had successfully avoided Grey during her stint at the magazine.  Part of that had been because the band hadn’t released a CD in that time.  The other had been because she knew somewhere deep down inside that if she ever met him, her life would never be the same.   

It was one thing to worship him from afar.  To know deep within her soul that she heard his music before it was ever written.  To feel that she had known him somewhere else and had shared something with him she had never since felt.   

She tightened her grip on the laminate she had been given earlier.  It was her ticket backstage, her one way transport into a place she’d never be able to come back from.   

Even as she had locked eyes with him from across the room, she wished she were somewhere else.  Now, she was ducking behind the speakers, being led to a back office.   

“He wants to see you first,” Tod explained. 

Figures. Get the business out of the way.  Her only response to Tod was to give him a nod.  She had hoped he’d see her first. Waiting for him to finish up with the line of groupies was more than her stomach could manage.   

“Have fun,” Tod winked as he opened the door and let her step into the room.   

The office was tiny. There was an old wooden desk of unknown origin sitting near the back wall.  A battered leather chair took its place tucked neatly beneath the top.  To the right was a stack of boxes, all labeled with various types of alcohol.  To the left was an old leather sofa, and perched on the arm was the man who filled up almost her entire line of vision. 

His hair was still drenched from the sweat of the stage.  He had toweled it off, but it still hung in dripping curls all the way down his back.  He had shed his stage shirt and replaced it with a white t-shirt bearing the club’s logo on it.  He had also replaced his leather pants with a pair of black sweats that clung to his massive thighs as he stood.   

He didn’t speak. He just crooked a finger in her direction.  She swallowed hard and forced her hand away from the doorknob.  She was here now. May as well get down to business. 

“Great show,” she managed, hating the fact that she was chewing on her bottom lip. She was a professional, and here she was drooling like some schoolgirl.  She’d never be able to conduct the interview now. Remember your questions, she reminded herself as he started walking toward her.   

“Thanks.” The sound of his voice reverberated in the tiny space.  The room seemed even smaller now as he made his way to stand in front of her.  “You want to do this here or....” 

“Here will be fine,” she pushed her wayward hair out of her eyes.  Thanks to the humidity of the small club, her curls were wild tonight.  She licked her lips. A more beautiful man had never walked the earth.   

Grey was well over six feet tall.  His massive size was only intensified by the deep, sexy tone of his voice. When he groaned as part of a song tonight, she had felt it all the way down to her thighs. She could still feel his bass licks practically quivering there.  She let her eyes run down his body before making their way back to his cat-like green eyes. 

“How would you like to begin?” he asked.   

With you licking chocolate from my body, she thought.  “I thought we could,” she licked her lips again. We could, what? She forgot what she was doing here.   

“Tonight, I am your servant,” he declared, giving a small bow.   

“My servant?” she smiled nervously.  Did he always conduct interviews like this? He was unnerving her, and she had barely set foot in the room. 

“Your wish is my command.”  

“I thought we would....” 

“But first,” he interrupted, “I need something from you.”  

Had she been a swooning woman, she would have fallen on the floor in a heap.  Instead, she collapsed against him when he moved to kiss her.  No protest here. His arms tightly encircled her waist, pulling her up against him, showing her the proof of his arousal as his cock pressed against her stomach.   

His mouth was commanding.  It demanded that she open for him, let him inside for a taste. And she did, without so much as a whimper in protest.  She opened for him, letting his tongue explore, his teeth nip. 

She was wet. Looking at him on stage had been enough to begin the arousal.  She had planned to go home tonight and have a nice, private fantasy with her favorite toy.  She never imagined she would be standing here, being devoured by the object of those fantasies as his hand slid up her thigh.   

She quivered in his arms as he pulled her with him to the leather sofa.  He slid her leather skirt up to reveal the lace of her thong.  Without breaking the kiss, he gently guided her onto his lap. The heat from his dick was searing into her.  She ground her pussy into him, delighting in the moan she was rewarded with.   

This made no sense.  She shouldn’t be doing this with him.  Anyone but him. She would never be able to get him out of her head.  There was no way to deny the desire she felt for him, but her head was in one place and her lust in another.  For so long she had wanted him, had dreamed of coming face to face with him, both because of their almost encounter years before and the way she had always felt that she knew him from a past life. For a second, she considered pushing him away and leaving, the interview be damned.  Then she looked into his eyes and saw a softness there that she recalled from long ago. 

His calloused fingers traced their way down her cheek and then up to her thigh.  “I want you to open for me,” he crooned, turning her so that she was now on her back against the sofa. 

She obeyed, spreading her legs as far as she could.  Her eyes were cloudy now. She couldn’t think anymore.  She could barely see.  All she could do was feel the ache that pooled around her opening and the spasms that rocked her body at the sound of his voice. 

“Are you coming for me so soon, little one?”

 “Grey, I....” 

“Shh,” he pressed a finger to her lips. “Let me see.”  

He dipped his head down between her thighs and took the lace thong between his teeth. “I can feel how wet you are.” He nipped at her lips and let the lace snap back into place. 

She shivered again, wondering if she should mention the interview or just let the sensations wash over her and go with the flow. 

“I want to taste you. Undress for me.”  

He sat up and watched her. It took a second for her hands to start working.  She forgot that she was supposed to be interviewing him.  The only thing she could focus on was ridding herself of her skirt and tank top.   

She heard his sharp intake of breath when she finally sat before him naked.  This was all the encouragement she needed.  She took his face between her hands and forced him to look her in the eyes.  “Now what do you want?” 

“I want you to hold yourself open while I eat you.”  

Anna let her fingers slide down to her upper thighs.  She closed her eyes and then slid them lower.  She had obviously touched herself before.  But there was something newly liberating about doing it in front of Grey.  She reached down and pulled her lips open, feeling herself spasm at the slightest touch.   

She was so incredibly wet, her fingers slipped a little.  She braced herself for his touch. She would die, explode into ten thousand pieces as soon as he touched her.  The cool leather against her back was a contrast to the heat coming from her body.   

He bent over her. “You smell incredible.”  

The words were breathed against her skin. His hot breath only caused her to arch into him, willing his face down between her thighs.   

When he took her into his mouth, she let out a moan.  He didn’t play around the edges or tease her with a hint of foreplay.  Instead, he took her entire mound into his mouth, pushing her fingers out of the way with the motion.  She writhed against him and arched up to meet him. 

He grazed his teeth against her clit, sending another wave of ecstasy through her.  His tongue probed, explored, licking and then delving in.  The pain from his teeth was intense. She clung to the sofa, digging her nails into the battered upholstery.   

“How bad do you want me?” his words were a gentle caress against her skin.   

 “Grey, I....” 

“How bad?”  

“So bad I can’t breathe.” 

“What do you want from me?” 

What kind of question was that? It should be obvious what she wanted, now that she had come this far. Confused, she looked into his green eyes which were coated with insecurity.  All the pain stemming from his lyrics had gathered there and was waiting for her answer. She bit her lip and took his face between her hands.  “I want you to feel.” 

The words had barely made their way past her lips before his cock entered her, sealing the deal, making her wish she had never come here tonight.  When her body joined with Grey’s, she knew she would never be the same.  She could pretend all she wanted, but Grey was part of her now. Sure, he had shared his body with women before her, and there would be many after her, but for now, she was the one opening her soul for him, and he was so deep inside her she couldn’t think straight.   

“You feel so good.” 

He was gentle as his cock moved inside her.  She had expected raw lust, uninhibited, untamed.  Instead, he brushed his lips against her ear and nuzzled her neck as he moved in time to a silent rhythm.  Wrapping her arms around him, she tried to fight the tears welling up in her eyes. She shouldn’t be here.  She was never meant to be here, never meant to know him, to fall in love with him.   

If the Matrix were real, it had broken down.  The rules of reincarnation, if they existed, should state that two people who know each other from a past life should not interact in the next one. The consequences would be so dangerous to the heart.  Yet here she was, her body opening for the man she knew deep inside had loved her before. The pain in her chest could not be ignored. When he slid himself from her body tonight, she would leave and never look back. She hoped. 

“What is your name?” he asked, rising off her, looking deep into her eyes.  God, if he didn’t stop being so nice to her, she was not going to make it out the door.   

“Anna,” she managed.   

“Anna. Love me, Anna.”  

The words spilled out as his seed shot into her system.  Her inner walls pulsed, welcoming the invasion, dying a little at the sensation.  Then her stomach dropped, and she realized what she had done. While she still had the strength, she pushed him off of her and reached for her clothes. 

“Is everything okay?” he called behind her. 

“No. I didn’t come here for this.”  

She refused to let the tears spill out while she was still in the room with him. Forcing herself to dress, she kept her back turned, unwilling to look at him. 

“I am sorry,” he said from behind her, but it didn’t matter.  Her heart was already broken from the sensation of being so close with someone she knew she couldn’t have.  Rock stars did not hook up with writers for anything more than a one night stand, and she knew she couldn’t possibly be more to Grey than that, even if she felt drawn to him because of a past she couldn’t explain.  

The club buzzed as Anna stepped back into the darkness.  Grey was calling her name behind her, but she didn’t turn around.   

“How was the interview?” she heard someone ask.   

“What interview?” Grey’s voice would echo in her head all night.  He thought she had been one of the groupies. 

* * * * 

The ringing phone was the last thing Anna wanted to interrupt her dream from last night. It had been incredible.  She and Grey, the man she’d literally been dreaming about for years, finally met.  Finally made love.  She smiled and stretched.  Then she realized the phone was ringing. And she was in her hotel room.   

“Shit,” she mumbled, looking at the clock, which proudly announced seven a.m.

 “Hello?” 

“Anna, this is Heather.” 

She sat up. Shit. Her boss. Her much too-serious-sounding boss.  “Hey, Heather. What do you need so early in the morning?” 

“I got a call last night from Grey’s manager.  He said to remind you about the rescheduled interview. Grey is staying behind another day so you two can finish up.  He said doing it over the phone didn’t have the same appeal.  Anyway, noon today at the Bentley.” 

The finality of her boss’s voice was unmistakable.  Get the interview.  No one had interviewed Grey in the three years since the last Morpheus CD had hit stores.  To say that he was a recluse was an understatement. The world was not allowed to look inside his life. Only people who couldn’t sleep and happened to be in creepy hotels were lucky enough to see the inner workings of his mind.  When he did give interviews, the interviewer was usually more intimidated by his presence than by his fame.   

Anna could honestly say that he was an intimidating presence.  Even if she hadn’t had a lapse of judgment last night, she would still say he was intimidating.  Everything about him oozed maleness and an unspoken knowledge that mere mortals were not meant to discover. Being in his presence last night didn’t bring her closer to God, but it did bring her the long sought Big O. 

She had been an idiot, though, falling right into his lap, quite literally.  Not today. Today she would put on her “just business” suit and get down to work.  There would be no mention of last night, no fluttery eyelashes, and no repeat performances.  No matter how much her heart raced at the thought of touching him again.   

Chapter Three 

The Bentley was just as she had expected it to be.  It reminded her of the hotel in Memphis.  The floors all overlooked the lobby, and a lone piano sat there mocking her as if it knew her past with Grey. We have no past, she chided. Only last night. Not anything to write home about.    

Still, a tiny chill crept up her back when she remembered watching his hands fall across the piano keys years earlier.   

Making her way to the elevator, she took in as many deep, cleansing breaths as she could muster.  Her heart threatened to pound out of her chest as she pushed the number five.  Top floor of a small town hotel.  Why they played a show in this little hick town was beyond her understanding, but, hey, who was she to question a rock star? 

Nervously, she knocked on his door. Her knuckles barely made contact before the door opened slowly. Her eyes trailed all the way up his chest to the face that smiled down at her. Well, she couldn’t actually call it a smile.  More like a half smile or smirk.  It was what the media dubbed his “unsmile” because Grey wasn’t known to flash his pearly whites. 

“Come in,” his deep voice called as he swept his arm toward the inner suite.   

Nice. She stepped inside. Pricey room.  From what she could tell, there was an outer living area and the door at the back of the suite probably led to the bedroom.  “Nice place.” 

“Thanks. I moved in this morning because I knew you would be coming.”  

“No need to do anything special for me.” She forced a smile, which was uncomfortable beneath his emerald green gaze.   

“I felt the need,” he said quietly. 

“I’ll just get the interview and leave you to your day then.” Strictly business.  He closed the door behind them and then moved to join her near the sofa.   

“Please, have a seat. Would you like a drink?” 

Yes. “No, thanks. I don’t tend to drink on the job.” But she’d had her share last night which was probably why her defenses were down against him. 

“Suit yourself.” 

She sank down onto the sofa and then quickly straightened her back, hoping to at least look professional. Reaching into her bag, she pulled out her pad of questions, the one she had left in her car last night.  That should have been a sign that things were not going her way from the get-go.   

“Now, I’d like to start by....” 

“I wanted to apologize for last evening,” he interrupted.   

Damn him.  He sat across from her and turned his green eyes on her.  Then he smiled slowly.  That combined with his words was enough to turn her stomach to jelly.  “There is nothing to apologize for. Really.  I’m a big girl.” Her voice was loaded with sarcasm, and she knew it, but there was nothing else she could think to say.   

“Yes, but yours was a case of mistaken identity.”  

“On your part perhaps, but I knew exactly what I was doing,” she assured him. 

This gained her another unwanted smile.  “I did not mean....”  

“Save it. It’s done. Now, could we get to the real purpose here?” 

“This was my purpose in asking you here.  Would you like some wine?” 

“No. I don’t drink on the job. I told you that already.” 

“Forgive me.  You seem tense.”  

“Tense,” she muttered.  You could say that.  “So, what was your purpose? To find out if you’re just another notch on my belt?” 

“You’re angry.” 

“No, Grey, I’m not angry.  I’m ashamed.  I acted like just another groupie and….” 

“Is that what you think?  Do you think you were a means to an end?”  

“Wasn’t I?” Her fingers clung to her pen as she tried to remain focused.  There was no point now. Her focus was lost, and this interview was down the toilet.  At least she hadn’t slept with him this time.  Yet. 

“No. You were not a means to an end.”  

“Well, you were.  Now, the interview.” 

“Why do you lie? Is it to cover your fear? Do you know I can feel your thoughts? Your anger is justified. Direct it at me, not yourself.  Rage against me, Anna,” he leaned toward her as he spoke, and his fingers stopped in mid air, as if he wanted to touch her.  Instead, he clenched his hand into a fist.   

“It was nice to see you.” This was too much.  She was out of here. Standing and stuffing her notes back into her bag, she hauled the bag onto her shoulder.  “Have a nice life.” 

“No, don’t go.” Desperation filled his voice.  “The interview.”  

“To hell with the interview.”  

“Wait, please, I have something--something to show you.”  

“I’ve already seen it,” she flung over her shoulder, trying not to be affected by the genuine pleading in his voice. 

“Please, Anna. You and I shared bodies and souls.  Give me two minutes.”  

She turned on her heels and folded her arms across her chest, letting out a huge sigh as she did. “One Mississippi, Two Mississippi....”  

She hadn’t noticed the piano at first, but when he sat down and placed his fingers over the keys, her heart lurched. 

 “This is called The Mourning After. I wrote it in Memphis three years ago.”  

Her heart stopped as the music poured from the black beast.  Each note swirled around her as a bitter reminder of when exactly she had given her heart to the nameless man.   

“I’ve heard enough,” she barely choked out the words.   

“No, you haven’t.” He stopped playing and turned to face her. “You haven’t heard nearly enough. But I’d like for you to listen while I tell you a story I have never told anyone.” 

“Then why tell me? I’m a reporter.  I’ll tell everyone.” 

“You won’t tell a soul, Anna, because you won’t need to.  Do you trust me?” 

“I don’t even know you,” she let her arms drop now, her defenses down.   

“But you gave yourself to me.”  

“We fucked.  That was all. End of story.” She avoided his eyes as she lied to him. 

“No. That was the beginning, but it wasn’t really, now was it? Do you think I didn’t see you, that I didn’t feel you that night in Memphis? The second you entered the hallway, I felt your presence. The song was for you that night.” He stalked toward her as she backed up, attempting to find the door in her feeble escape.   

“You’re crazy. You can’t possibly … you couldn’t have.”  

“Shhh. Trust me.” His finger covered her lips.  “I felt you then just as I felt you last night.  The need within me, the hunger within me was so strong that I reacted to it, to you.” 

“No,” she pushed away in panic. 

“Yes, Anna. Please understand that I need you.  You are part of my soul.”  

“I’m sorry, but I have to go,” she fumbled with the doorknob as her fingers refused to work. 

“You can’t deny it, Anna. I’m in your head and your heart.  I am a part of you.  If you leave now, you will always wonder.” 

The words hung in the air between them.  He was right.  He had infected her that night with his music, his pain.  He had become part of her soul.  “Fine. Talk fast. I have a plane to catch.” 

* * * * 

“I can’t explain.  I broke a sacred vow last night when I looked into the audience and saw you standing there. The look on your face was such beautiful anguish and reminded me of someone else who stole into my private nightmare late one night in Tennessee.” 

“You never saw me.”  

“I felt you. Your soul called out to mine as loudly as if you had screamed my name.  I remembered you from long ago, your hair curling down your back, your eyes filled with longing. I have known you before, Anna.  And you know me, too.”  

“No, Grey, I don’t. You’re just a rock star.” Her confidence seemed to falter as her bottom lip quivered.   

“I am more than that, and if you allow it, I will show you a past you do not recall.” 

The fear in her eyes caused him to retreat, take a step back, and reconsider.  He had pushed her too far. He was trapped in his own game.  The idea of confronting her honestly was now impossible.  

He reached out to run his thumb along her bottom lip.  She didn’t move, didn’t breathe, as his finger lingered there.   

“Tell me why you can’t sleep,” he whispered, revealing her inner most secret.  How could he know? She hadn’t told anyone about her sleep problems, but this man who had managed to work himself into her head knew her most private torment.  

She wanted to run, but she stood her ground instead.  She knew he saw fear flash in her eyes. Closing her eyes and parting her lips, she allowed her breath to brush across his hand. 

“I can’t sleep because of the dreams,” she pulled away as she spoke.   

“What dreams?” 

“The ones that take me to other worlds, other times.  I lead rebellions, train warriors, fly on fairy wings. I conquer worlds in those dreams.  I cast spells, and I … I fall in love.” 

“Why do those things haunt you?” His heart lurched as she spoke.   

“I don’t know. I can’t explain it, but it doesn’t matter anyway.  I’m here to get an interview, something I failed to do.  Now, please, let me go.”  

Tears glittered in her deep blue eyes, and she could see that his heart ached for the pain he had caused. 

“I am so sorry.  I was only trying to bring you peace.”  

“What peace?”  

“The peace that I owe you for doing this to you.” 

“Doing what?” 

“Making you see. You do live other lives at night.  You are part of another existence.” 

“This doesn’t make sense.”  

He swallowed hard, knowing the truth would only divide them further.  “No, I suppose it doesn’t. There was a time when it would have.  You are a Nocturneau. You are part of a night world, and you are part of me.” 

“You’re crazy. I’m leaving.” But she faltered on her steps.   

“When you were a child, you were afraid of the dark.  Who comforted you?”  

“I can’t do this with you, Grey. I can’t.  Whatever you need from me, find it somewhere else.  I don’t have the answers you are looking for.  All kids are afraid of the dark.” 

When the door finally closed, he stood there staring at the wood, wishing he had been man enough to know when to back off.   

Chapter Four 

Three Weeks Later 
Rain and New York went together like Jack and Coke.  Grey had seen rain in every part of the world, and it was never as beautifully depressing as it was in this city. It gave him a reason to muddle around his apartment and sleep all day.  He hadn’t felt like doing much else lately, that was for sure.  Work was done, and he had two weeks to himself to wallow in self pity, self loathing, or whatever else struck his fancy.  Two weeks to think about Anna and why he had let her walk away from him. 

The rain was really coming down now, making him long for something he could never have. Every time it rained, Grey felt the need to go home.  The only problem was that he wasn’t sure where home was anymore.  This apartment didn’t feel like home.  It felt like a place to live, grow old and die in, but it hadn’t even once felt like home.  His home was somewhere else, a place he could not return to without Anna’s help.  He could have sworn he reached her one night last week, but he woke up alone as usual.  But he couldn’t get to her through his dreams.  The powers he once held in the dream world had been weakened by the power of Inoco, the spirits who sought to keep him away from Anna. When he looked into her eyes, he was aware of their past together, and he was aware of what he needed from her in order to return to the world of sleep and dreams.    

He gave up on the sleep, and the rain was picking up so much outside that he decided to go out and wander around in it and find a diner or something.  He looked at his watch. It was only three in the evening. He had a long way to go before that restless sleep would find him, if it did at all today.  Grabbing his jacket, he stepped into the elevator and out into the cold October rain.   

The street was almost empty when he stepped out into it.  The weather had forced all of the neighborhood children indoors today. And anyone else who had any sense. The wind whipped around him, blowing his hair into his face as he walked up the street.   

The diner wasn’t far from his apartment.  He had gone there several times since he had moved to this part of town six months ago.  They had strong hot coffee and the greasiest food he had ever tasted.  He had often joked that he could feel his arteries closing up and his body rejecting the food as soon as it hit his stomach.  He had never been much for healthy eating.   

He was about to enter the diner when he caught a glimpse of a woman in one of the office buildings. She wasn’t up very far, second story, and she was watching the rain, too. Anna. He should have known this town would be her sanctuary.  She was staring out into the street, and she turned to look at him.  He could have sworn that their eyes met for a brief moment before she moved away from the window.  His heart leapt at the sight of her. It was almost as if he felt an electric shock.  It was the connection to her playing tricks on him in his weakened state. 

He searched the side of the building for a name, but there was none to be found on this side. He closed the rest of the distance between the street and the diner looking back the whole time, hoping to see her again. 

The diner was cool, as usual.  It felt even cooler today because he was soaking wet. The waitress behind the counter, Roxanne, just shook her head at him.  Roxanne was one of the first people he had met in this neighborhood.  She was full of gossip every time he saw her.  And she was always trying to fix him up with someone.  She was fifty and in love, having married her high school sweetheart twenty years after high school and couldn’t be happier. She wanted to spread her happiness, she always said.  Grey told her to spread it elsewhere. He was Mister Doom and Gloom. 

“You will catch your death out there, Grey,” she said, handing him a cup of coffee before he had time to order anything. 

“I’m not that lucky,” he said, in his thick deep accent.  Grey had picked up the accent somewhere along the way.  It was half Russian and half Brooklyn, and he knew it intimidated the hell out of most people.   

She laughed, “Miserable again today, dear?” He didn’t answer her. “And distracted, too, I see.” 

“What?” he said.  He had been distracted. 

“Distracted. What’s on your mind?” 

“Oh, nothing,” he said turning to take a sip of the bitter coffee.  “What building is that behind us?” 

“That? Oh, it’s the Lucas Building.  Why?” 

“What is in it? What kind of businesses?” 

“Magazines and such. One you should know. Metal Alloy. They did a feature on you not long ago.” 

“Yes, Metal Alloy,” he said, realizing this was Anna’s magazine.  He heard Roxanne talking again. “I’m sorry,” he said.  “What were you saying?” 

“I was saying it is a shame that you’ve never been there before.  They do your band a lot of justice.  Aren’t they throwing you a party in a few weeks?” 

“Sort of,” he said, draining the coffee. “Maybe I should go in and say hello.” 

“It would be the friendly thing to do,” she smiled. 

Yes, it would, he thought. “Do you think I could just walk in?” 

“I don’t see why not. You are famous, after all.”  She patted his hand in her motherly way. 

“Thanks for the coffee,” he said, leaving a twenty on the table. 

The rain had let up a bit. Grey wondered what they would think at Metal Alloy when he showed up looking like death. They would probably throw him out on his ass.  He smiled at the thought.  He would love to see that. 

The building was nice and warm but not overly warm.  The bottom floor was like  a waiting area or something.  It looked like a bank.  It was pristine and cold. The floors were an ivory colored tile, and there was a large chandelier hanging in the center of the room.  The elevators were on both the left and right side of the room.  There was a large spiral staircase on the left side of the elevators to the left.  Grey instantly felt like he was out of place.  He started to turn and walk out, but someone noticed him and instantly recognized him. 

“Mr. Grey,” the girl said. She came bouncing across the foyer.  She was young with a cute blond bobbed hairdo. 

“Hi,” he said when she reached him. 

She took his arm in hers and looked up at him. “Mr. Grey, welcome to Metal Alloy. Did you come about the party?” 

“No, I didn’t. I just came to look around. I was in the area.” He let her lead him toward the elevator on the right. 

“In this weather? You’ll catch a cold for sure.  Aun … I mean Mrs.  Marks will not like that. With the concert and party coming up.” 

“No, she won’t,” he wondered who Mrs. Marks was. 

The girl led him into the elevator and pushed the button for floor number two.  He smiled.  “I’m Becca. I’m going to be flying to Memphis for the premiere.  I can’t wait.  I’m hoping to get the scoop on the CD.  Is it true you put a porno in the multimedia section?” 

Grey would have laughed if the girl hadn’t looked so serious.  This was only one of the many rumors he had heard about the multimedia section of his new CD.  They were becoming more and more ludicrous as the event drew closer.  He guessed he deserved it. After all, he hadn’t been very media friendly as of late.  He hadn’t denied any of the rumors. He had let the tabloids say their piece about everything from the contents of the new CD to his rumored preference for red heads.   

The elevator stopped on the second floor as his stomach tightened.  This was the headquarters for Metal Alloy. He took a deep breath.  The girl, Becca, was still talking.  She was going on about how much she loved his music and about how she had enjoyed the Playgirl spread, etc., etc. He had basically tuned her out, only nodding occasionally so she wouldn’t think he was being rude.  His mind was not on her but on Anna.   

Becca bounced out of the elevator, her arm still locked in his arm.  He hadn’t noticed whether or not she had held onto it the whole time they were in the elevator.  He supposed that she probably had. She went to the main desk on the second floor, practically gushing. 

“Mark, this is Grey, the singer for....” 

“Morpheus,” Mark said, standing. Mark was a tall guy, about six feet himself.  He was thin, though with a perfectly manicured hand and a pansy handshake.   

“You’ve heard of us.” 

“Of course I have. I may be a receptionist, but I know my music.  I am a big fan and am anxiously awaiting the release of the new CD.  I hear it’s going to be awesome. Yet another side of the band,” Mark tried to play it cool in Grey’s presence.  The two men had never met, and he understood now why all of the women went wild for this one.  He oozed maleness. Just his presence here, dripping wet even, made Mark feel self conscious. 

“I’m afraid I’m ruining your floor,” Grey said.   

“It’s just water,” Becca said. “You have got to meet Anna.  She’s hosting the party for you in Memphis.  She’s kind of shy, but you’ll like her.” 

Anna was hosting his party? Perhaps he had made contact with her through her dreams.  Seeing her again had been his purpose when he chose the locale for the premiere of the new CD. 

Becca led Grey to the area behind Mark’s desk.  Two large wooden doors stood between his area and the rest of the office. This area was carpeted. Grey was beginning to regret his decision to come here.  He would read it in the paper tomorrow, “Notorious Lead Singer Destroys Office Building.” They would never get the details right.  Not a very exciting story anyway.  He just got water everywhere.   

Becca reached the door of Anna’s office. There was no answer. She slowly turned the knob and went inside.  “Anna?”  No answer. “Anna. Someone is here to see you,” she called again. She turned to Grey. “She is not in right now. Come in.  She keeps a few towels in here, I know. Always prepared for everything.  You can at least dry off a bit if you want.” 

Grey stepped into the large office with its mahogany desk and black leather chair.   He could smell a faint scent that smelled like tangerines or oranges coming from miniature citrus trees that were covered with tiny fruits.  She had a long leather sofa on one side of the room, and there were two doors on the other side.  He watched Becca disappear into one of them and reemerge with a large towel in hand, allowing him a glimpse of the small bathroom.   

“You can dry off a bit anyway,” she smiled.  “I’ll go find Anna. You have to meet her.”  

Before Grey had a chance to protest, Becca had bounded out the door.  He sat on the leather sofa, enjoying the scent. Leather always brought back memories for him. Lately, the memories had been of her in that hole in the wall club.  There was something definitely sensual about the smell.  Grey used the towel to remove some of the water from his hair.  It was a soft, thick white towel.  It, like the room, smelled like tangerines.  He knew what kind of woman preferred tangerine scent to the floral, rosy scents that women usually wore.  She was the kind he desperately needed.   

He hadn’t seen a picture of her on the walls.  No awards. Usually these kinds of offices were filled with pictures of their inhabitants cozied up to various stars.  This one was void of all of the pomp and circumstance that went with a journalist job.  The pictures on the walls were of places.  Gardens and such.  All of the places looked misty and mysterious.  They all had a timeless feel, yet they seemed trapped in time.  One was of an Egyptian bath with gardens hanging around it.  Another was of an Irish field of grass that lay against ancient stone structures.  He wondered if these were real places or imagined from the artist’s fantasies.  Most of what he’d seen of the world had been through the eyes of the night. 

Grey went over to the desk and sat in the leather chair which was small but comfortable. He spun the chair around, a silly motion that he wouldn’t normally do.  Wheeling the chair over to the window, he looked out onto the rainy street, noting the diner and the street corner where he had stood minutes earlier.   

Becca interrupted his thoughts.  She was cute, he had to admit.  She looked at him like all of the other eighteen year old girls did.  With admiration.  It grew old after a time.  “I’m sorry, Mr. Grey.  I can’t seem to find her.” 

He looked up from his reverie.  “It’s fine,” he said.  “I should get back anyway.” He stood, but he wasn’t ready to leave yet. 

“I’m so glad you came by.  Would you like to see Amanda first?”  Then Becca stopped. “Why did you come by? I’m sorry.  I never asked.  I just took over, didn’t I? Were you here on business?” Becca turned red.  She was flustered, he could tell.  He had been known to have this effect on women, but he had never understood it. 

“No, I wasn’t,” he said. He wanted to put her at ease but wasn’t sure what to say.  I was walking by and saw my destiny in the window. No, that wouldn’t work. He took a deep breath and took one last look at the office. 

“Oh,” was Becca’s response.   

“Thank you for your hospitality,” he said.  He knew she was suddenly nervous because she had stopped talking.  She had gone nonstop up to this point.  Her silence let him know that she realized who he was and what he was.  This was the part he hated. He hated it when people treated him differently.  This was the curse of fame, and it was the time when he wished he could crawl back to dreamland and resume his old unassuming job. This could never happen now. You just didn’t go back to your day job after Playgirl. Especially when you were the ousted ruler of dreamland.   

“It was no problem.  I hope you don’t get sick from being so wet,” she said.   

“I’m sure I won’t.  I should go.  I will see her … Anna did you say?” 

 She cut in, “Yes, you know, it is spelled like Anna, but has that Ah at the beginning. Ahhh-na,” she pronounced beneath her blush.   

“Yes, Anna,” he stressed it. Her name sounded good flowing from his lips.  “I will see her, and you, in Memphis.” 

“I’m really excited.”  

“I’m glad.  I hope you will not be disappointed,” he looked back at the room.  Anna. He would be on the look out for her. 

“You never said if you needed anything,” Becca said.  Grey was a curious man, she decided. 

“I didn’t. I just thought I’d drop by. I was at the diner across the street.” 

“Oh. Well, would you like for me to see you out?” 

“No. I can find my own way,” he said.  “Thank you again,” he left Becca standing there, looking after him. 

He walked to the elevator. He didn’t know how he was going to handle this next tour. He had sworn that if the new CD didn’t do well that he was going to give up the business altogether. Secretly, he hoped that it would fail.  He could not bear the road and the problems that came with it.  One of his band mates had seen a t-shirt once that said “Wink and I’ll do the rest.”  That was almost Grey’s motto.  It was more like all he had to do was wink and the girls would do the rest.  He hated how he needed them. 

He stepped out into the cold air again. At least the rain had let up. He decided that he should get back home before it started up again.  It was five PM now. He would go home and rest, take a shower, and go out.  There was a cozy little bar not too far from his apartment that always showcased new bands.  He would see what was going on there tonight. And he would stop following Anna. They would be meeting again in Memphis.  By then, maybe she would be ready to face who she was.  

* * * * 

She knew he had been there as soon as she entered the room.  No place was safe from his influence.  Nocturneau he had called her. The word, she learned, meant sleepwalker, but it had no real modern use because it didn’t refer to the literal act of walking in one’s sleep. It was an old term for the guardians chosen by Morpheus to defend the dream realm in mythology.  Some mythology, anyway.  They all had their own versions of what exactly happened back in the day. 

Grey was part of this night world. She knew because she had felt his presence in her safe little apartment on St.  James, and she knew why he had come for her.  He wouldn’t let her rest--literally--until she admitted to who she was.   

And now, he had come to her office to convince her he was right about things that didn’t make sense.  In her structured, well-ordered world, her cereal boxes were lined up alphabetically and her dreams were nothing more than nighttime fantasies brought on by stress. 

But this world of possibility he was opening for her was beyond intriguing.  She closed her office door, capturing his scent in the tiny room.  Then she sank down into her 

executive chair and closed her eyes.   

“I can’t keep fighting you, Grey.  I don’t have the strength.” 

Yes, you do, a voice inside her head insisted. You can’t give in to him. 
Anna closed up her office and headed to the elevator, avoiding Becca again.  She really didn’t want to know what Grey was doing in her office.  The air was cool, and there was a wet breeze blowing when she stepped out into the evening.  Her apartment wasn’t far from here, so she decided to walk today since the rain wasn’t coming down so hard anymore.  There was something about rain in New York.  It somehow fit.  New York was a hard cold town, and the rain only accented that.  It made her wonder why she had come here from a small town in the South, a place that no one here had ever heard of much less been to. 

She rounded the corner, vowing to call her best friend, Brooke, when she got there. She would have an answer.  She always did. 

Brooke’s answer was a party. Anna wasn’t in the mood to party.  She would have rather stayed at home and eaten a pint of ice cream and watched Sleepless in Seattle for the hundredth time.  She didn’t want to be en route to an underground club. She wanted to be away from the music scene.  It was too pretentious.  Ice cream, now that was real.   

The rain had started again by the time Brooke arrived.  She looked ready to seek and destroy. Brooke was tall with legs that seemed to go on forever.  She made Anna feel extremely self conscious about her petite build.  Brooke also had long blond hair, perfectly manicured nails, and a smile that could melt ice.  Tonight, she was dressed in leather pants and red halter top, perfect clothing for October in New York, Anna thought as she rolled her eyes.   

“Girl, what has happened to you?” Brooke asked when she walked in.  She hugged Anna and looked down at her jeans and T-shirt.  “Let’s do something about those clothes.” Before Anna could protest, Brooke had led her into the bedroom. 

“You always know how to cheer me up,” Anna said sarcastically as Brooke opened the closet door and began rummaging through the contents.   

“You can’t go out like that. How do you expect to feel better when you don’t look better?” She picked up a green silk blouse and held it up to herself.  “Here, try this,” she said handing it to Anna. 

Anna frowned, “Brooke, it is wet outside,” she protested. 

“Oh, yeah, it is.” She went back to the closet and came out with a purple leather top. It would go great with a black skirt.  She took a look at Anna, who didn’t feel like purple leather tonight. “Do you want to talk about it?” 

“Not really,” Anna was lying on her back on the bed, looking up at the ceiling.  “I don’t know what to say.” She was silent for a minute.  Then, “Grey came to my office today.” 

Brooke stopped dead in her tracks, dropping the pink shirt she was holding.  “Grey?  The guy from that band? The one from Playgirl?” 

“Yes, that one.” 

“Anna, oh my God! What did he say?  What did you say?  Tell me.” 

“I didn’t see him.  Well, I didn’t talk to him anyway.  I’m not sure why he was there,” she sat up. 

“Did anyone say anything about it?” 

“No. I didn’t give them a chance.  Brooke, he was in my office.  Not just in the building. He sat on my sofa, in my chair.  He used one of my towels!” 

Brooke smoothed Anna’s hair back, knowing that Grey had been on Anna’s mind too much for the past few years.  It had started as a crush and ended with Anna loathing him without ever having met him.  The two women had joked about Anna being certifiable because of her feelings for Grey.  Then there had been Memphis and her disastrous night with him just a few weeks ago, which she hadn’t entirely explained to Brooke. 

“We do need to go drinking tonight,” Brooke said. 

“I have nothing to wear,” Anna laughed. 

“Oh, I can find something.  Trust me.” 

Brooke did find an outfit for Anna. She wanted something comfortable but hot.  She opted for black jeans and a gold colored tank top paired off with a leather biker style jacket. Anna tied her hair back into a ponytail against Brooke’s advice.  She still looked cute but looked very young with her hair back. 

They went to a new club not far from her apartment called The Underground.  It was literally underground. Its foundation was an old basement that had been dug out and expanded. The setting was dark and gothic.  There were torches on the walls leading down to the main room.  Old candelabras and chandeliers provided minimal light on the inside. The air was foggy, half from the fog machine and half from the cigarette smoke.   

“Get us a table, okay?” Brooke shouted over the loud music pouring from the jukebox. 

“Sure.” As Anna walked away, she already saw men beginning to eye Brooke.  She wondered for the tenth time tonight how the two women had become friends.  They were so different. 

There was a table near the stage but set off to the side, a nice place to hide out.  Of course Brooke would want a table in the limelight, but maybe she would be able to suffer it out for this one night.  Anna didn’t feel like being in the spotlight.  She had barely sat down when Brooke returned with drinks. 

“We are set up for the night,” Brooke said.  “The bartender is a hottie.” 

Anna smiled.  “That always helps doesn’t it?” 

“Yeah. I got you a screwdriver. The band tonight is supposed to be decent.  They start soon. Not much of a crowd, though.” 

“Yeah. Thanks for the drink.” Anna watched Brooke for a minute.  Her eye was on the bar. Brooke fell in love at least once a week.  It looked as if her next victim were already chosen because she couldn’t keep her eyes off the bar.  Anna decided to let her off the hook. “Go ahead, Brooke.” 

“What?” she smiled. 

“The bartender. Go ahead. I’ll be fine.  Once the music starts we won’t be able to talk anyway.” 

“Anna, you are a true friend. I’ll keep you in drinks all night,” Brooke squealed and kissed her on the cheek. 

“Thanks. Send me a beer next time.” 

“Sure thing,” Brooke smiled and sauntered up to the bar.  Yep, the bartender is a dead man, Anna thought. 

Anna sat listening to the jukebox for a while.  The band would be on any minute.  

Chronicles was the name. They weren’t signed yet, which meant they were probably better than most of the bands on the radio.  She nursed her screwdriver.  Brooke had a thing about ordering fruity drinks before midnight, shots for thirty minutes, and then beer to finish off the night. Weird concept, but Anna had gotten used to it.   

She glanced over at Brooke, who was leaning over the bar touching the bartender’s arm.  He was flexing for her, and she was acting as if he were the only man alive. Brooke had a way with men.  She was bubbly but never appeared air headed.  She was always in control once she chose the guy.  She got them in her sight and moved in for the kill. Anna wished she could be more daring like that and wished she could have the confidence that Brooke had. 

Anna finished off the screwdriver and motioned to Brooke for a beer.  At the same time, the lights went down even further and the stage lights came on.  The crowd had grown before Anna had realized it. She must have been in her own world when they came in.    

The first song rocked. It was loud, guitar driven, and energetic.  She couldn’t understand the singer too well. He had his mic turned down too low.  Why did bands always make this mistake? She looked around the crowd who seemed to be enjoying the song. The crowd was mixed. Under thirty, but not too young or too old.  The crowd was always a good indication of the talent.  The under thirty crowd always had the most experimental groups.  They would play around with the bass line and would often use synthesizers and mixers to help fuel the music. 

She had been deep in thought when the second song began. The voice was haunting but wasn’t that of the lead singer. No, this voice made her soul ache.  Grey. The visions were coming now.  Hard. Fast. The past. She could see the past, could see her fighting just as Grey had said.  She was part of a troop, a team, part of his team.  They were fighting against some unseen force that sought to separate them.   

Smoke billowed in the distance, barely visible against a hazy background, which made almost no sense.  It was as if she were seeing a dream instead of a reality.  She reached out to touch the image in front of her.  Her fingers brushed against nothingness as the music swirled around her.  Looking up at Grey, she felt him kiss her sometime long ago. Their distanct past crept up on her, a past she swore she had only dreamed.  Oh God, her head pounded, her heart ached. She was frozen. 

Chapter Five 

“Anna,” Brooke called. “Anna, God, are you okay?” 

Anna looked up at Brooke, tears gleaming in her eyes.   

“Let’s go, now,” Brooke said, taking Anna’s arm and pulling her up.   

The crowd had grown. They knew who he was, too, and loved his unannounced performance.  The crowd was too thick, and when Brooke tried to lead Anna out of the club the back way, they were pushed to the front of the room.  Anna didn’t realize how close they were to the stage until she looked up.  She was so close to Grey that she could have reached out and touched him. 

Anna stopped. There was no getting out of this crowd.  They were packed in around her, drowning her. The music was deafening to her ears.  His voice was deafening to her soul, ripping her heart out. He was singing about lost love and airplanes.  Something about missing someone.   

Her head spun, and the visions came again.  She was on the ground, he was standing above her. She was on her stomach.  She looked back, and he was over her, screaming.  Then she saw herself wearing a gold colored gown, and he was standing behind her holding her.  They were in some strange place.  It looked like an apothecary’s room.  Then she saw him again, over her. He was shouting at the sky, fists raised.   

Anna came to herself.  The vision had been so strong she had almost passed out.  She had slid into the crowd, hoping he hadn’t seen her.  She knew him! She had loved him.  Oh, God, this was horrible.  Everything he had told her in the hotel room had been true. She felt as if her heart had been ripped out.  Oh, God! She couldn’t think. She felt Brooke pulling her out of the crowd again, and she felt the tears streaming down her face.   

Anna didn’t remember going outside, but she felt the cool air on her face.  Somehow Brooke had managed to get her out of there.  “Anna, what happened in there?” Brooke’s worried eyes stared at her.   

“I … I don’t know,” she managed.  “I need to go home,” she said. 

“Okay. I’ll get a cab.” She pulled out her cell phone and began to dial.  Anna heard her talking to the cab company.  “They’ll be here soon,” she whispered to Anna. 

Anna sat on the sidewalk, which was cold beneath her jeans.  They were in the alley behind the club.  A dangerous place, she knew.  She stood. “Brooke, we should wait inside,” she said. 

“No, we will be fine. Let’s just go around to the front.”  Brooke held out a hand to Anna. She took it and let her lead her to the front of the building.   

Anna didn’t let Brooke walk her in. She kissed her friend on the cheek, squeezed her hand, and then went inside her building. When she made it inside, she collapsed in a heap on the floor. She cried until her body ached from the sobs.  She had seen their life, their past. Grey had been right. He was a fallen God, and she had been his lover.  This couldn’t be happening to her.  It couldn’t. 

* * * * 

Anna had been here tonight. He had sensed it when he walked in.  That may have been why he chose to sing with the band. That was unusual for him, to sing with another group, but he had felt a presence here that he couldn’t deny.  He knew that she was here. He had caught a glimpse of her when the crowd swirled around him.  She looked frozen, terrified. He wanted to reach out and touch her.  As soon as he saw her, she had disappeared. 

Grey wondered for the rest of the night if he had only imagined her.  How could he have possibly felt her, so strong, so absolutely with him and have only imagined it? It just wasn’t possible. She had been there. He had felt her on the air, in the energy of the room.    

He had looked for her in every woman he had ever met.  None of them could compare to her.  In his nights on the road, he had searched for her in all of the crowds, in every stadium and every young girl.  He had never found her, though. Until Memphis.  And now, he had been inside her body, loving her, sharing his soul with her.   

He lay in his bed and pondered over how to approach her.  He had left the club after a couple of songs, but he knew that she had left after the first one.  He was forced to continue because of the crowd. He wanted to chase after her, though.  It was as if the whole room had stood still for a moment.  Everything was in slow motion and blurred.  Everything but her. He saw her clearly for a few seconds, and then the room moved and she was gone. 

It was two AM now. Grey hoped sleep would find him soon.  He was being tormented by the smell of oranges and the feel of a leather sofa beneath him.  He was tormented by a woman with red hair and crystal blue eyes.  Anna. He was haunted by Anna. 

Grey finally fell asleep somewhere between two AM and sunrise. He was in a deep sleep when the sun rose, but he wasn’t sleeping peacefully.  He was dreaming of Anna. He saw her standing near him, wearing a gold flowing dress with flowers in her hair, making her look like a medieval princess. They were in a field, and the sun was shining behind her head, and she was laughing.  He was laughing, too.  He thought it felt odd to laugh a true, free laugh. He hadn’t done so in so long. 

He looked up at her. He was lying on the ground on his side.  He wore a white shirt of some airy material that blew freely in the breeze.  He could feel his hair lightly wrapping around him.  She leaned toward him, her hair falling against his face.  He caught a hand full of it and let his fingers run through it slowly.  Her smile was intoxicating to him. 

He watched her stand. She threw some flowers at him, teasing.  He stood and chased her then caught her against a tree and put his arms on either side of her head.  He leaned forward and kissed her, slowly and purposefully as they melted into one another.  She suddenly broke the kiss and ran again. He was in pursuit of her.  She wasn’t running fast, but he felt as if his feet would not move.   

Something was coming.  He could hear it and feel it, but he couldn’t see it.  She was in danger. He wanted to tell her not to run so far or so fast.  He couldn’t catch her. She was too far away. He reached out to her, but she turned and laughed, running even more. He called to her, screamed her name.  She was too far away. Too far, too far. 

Grey tossed and turned while he was on the bed.  He called out a name in his sleep. He reached for an unknown something.  Then he woke, drenched in sweat, with a name on his lips.  “Anna!” he screamed as he watched the leader of the Inoco guide his horse toward Anna. When she fell, her head hit against a rock.  This was the moment when he had lost her, the moment when she had entered the real world and left the world of the dreams for good. The Inoco had succeeded in shutting her out of their world.   

* * * * 

Anna did everything she could to avoid sleep that night, but when her third cup of coffee still hadn’t made it into her system, she caught herself nodding off.  There had been something in Grey’s words that sounded more like a warning to her than the crazy ramblings of a deluded rock star.  During the day, it was easy to pretend that he was nuts, but as the moon rose and the clock chimed the hour, it was growing increasingly difficult to deny the pull she felt toward Grey. 

There was so much more going on between them than a one-night-stand.  She had known that if she and Grey ever crossed paths, the energy would be explosive.  She had been right. Their one night together, that huge mistake, had started something within her, making it difficult to think about anything else other than him and his weird notions.   

Even now, as she sat on her sofa, fighting sleep, she knew that to give in to the fictional sandman would be to do so much more than nod off.  She would be opening herself up to another invasion by Grey, a force she still hadn’t figured out how to deal with yet. 

“Go away,” she murmured as her eyes grew heavy.  His laughing face loomed above her, warning her that she was moving into the realm of dreams.  He wouldn’t have laughed had this been real life. 

“I’m here to talk to you,” was his reply.   

“Can’t talk,” she managed, still not giving in to the gods of sleep.   

“Yes, please talk to me.  Come, take a walk with me.  I’ll show you everything you need to see.” He held out his hand for her, but she resisted. 

“I need you.” She had fallen asleep because rational, realistic Anna would never have made such an admission, even if it were true.   

“And I need you. Come, I’ll show you.”  

“No. I don’t want to talk of wars. I want to talk about you.  About why you have haunted me for so long.” She stood before him in her golden dress, the same one she’d had in so many visions of him.  It had a high empire waist with bell sleeves and swept the ground when she walked. As she moved toward him, she felt the cool night grass beneath her feet. Stars twinkled overhead, winking their secrets to them as they walked.   

“My curious, Anna,” he stopped at the top of a moonlit hill.  “You are the reason I haunt you. You are what I need. The talk of wars, reclaiming my land, it is all part of who I am, but you are part of me, too.  You are the part I cannot live without.”  

She looked deep into his eyes as he spoke.  His sincerity showed and caused her heart to hammer out of control.  If she trusted him … if she gave herself to him again … she shook the unspoken thoughts from her head. 

“Tell me what you fear.”  

“If you know me so well, then you know what I’m afraid of.”  

“Yes. Loss of control.” The back of his hand ran along her cheek, and she closed her eyes to the gentle touch. 

“Yes,” she whispered, feeling the truth of his words all the way down to her soul.  Loss of control was the one thing she feared the most.   

“I shall give you control. I shall give you an entire army, but first you must....”  

“Have sex with you.” She finished his thought flatly, not sure why the thought of having sex with him was so complicated.  It was just sex.  Okay, so it was amazing sex, the best sex ever. And, damn it, didn’t she owe it to herself to have sex with him in a real surrounding instead of in some sleazy backstage office? 

“You need me just as I need you.” He captured her in his arms, pulling her to him, pressing her head into his chest. 

“You’re just a dream.  Leave me alone,” she struggled against him but only half​heartedly. The truth was, she wanted Grey.  Even if he was crazy, even if he was only some wild dream that she could have at night, she wanted him so desperately.  But her heart sank every time he was near because she felt the weight of his depression, his defeat. He believed he was some sort of night god, and heaven help her, she couldn’t get her mind off having his arms around her.   

“Come with me to my palace.  It isn’t real, but in your dreams, just for tonight, I can show you what we once had. I can give to you your past.” His hand brushed against her face. The second his skin grazed against hers, the past appeared before them.  Part of her recognized the misty image.  Another part of her thought she was losing her mind.  Unable to look away, she watched as a troupe of dancers stood frozen, as if stopped by some magical clock.  The other side of the room beckoned to her, but walking from one side of the room to the other was like navigating a maze, and suddenly she was lost in the crush of bodies as they came to life.   

Her heart hammered in her chest as wildly dressed dancers breezed by in party masks.  All faces were hidden, and she could sense danger lurking beneath the scene.  Inoco, if it existed, was here somewhere in the shadows with them, watching them.  If it didn’t exist, then her imagination was working overtime because this felt more like a scene from a Poe book than from a fairy tale romance.   

When a set of fingers wrapped around her upper arm, a scream lodged in her throat. She turned to see her masked assailant smiling, his green eyes twinkling wickedly at her. Wordlessly, she fell into time with the music, wrapped in his embrace.  When the rhythm became too intense for her to follow, he swept her into his arms, leading her in the dance macabre.   

“I can’t breathe,” she managed as her lungs threatened to collapse beneath the tight fabric of her rose-colored ball gown.   

“Then let me loosen these ties for you.”  

Her eyes widened as she looked up at him. The music had stopped, and the dancers had vanished. She stood before him in a large bedchamber beneath the soft glow of candlelight.  The mask that hid his face only seconds ago was discarded next to the bed, and her ball gown lay in a rosy heap on the floor. 

She turned as his fingers reached out to graze against her back.  Slowly, they worked at the ties of her corset.  Her breasts sprang free as the fabric fell forward and the cool air rushed toward her. Her breath caught in her throat as his hands reached around her body to cup her breasts. Skilled fingers flicked one nipple then the other as a moan escaped her lips. 

“You are beautiful,” he murmured into her ear.   

“It’s all a dream.”  

“No. It is reality. A past reality. Something from another time.  If you open your eyes, you will find that I’m here with you. I’m in your private domain.  You have let me inside, and I want to make your fantasies, your dreams come true.” The words were more than just a spoken pledge, they were a vow said beneath the cover of night and had the power to send a shiver up her spine. 

Morpheus, her night time lover, moved toward her, his naked skin glowing in the faint candlelight. Her breath hung in her throat as she knew what would come next.  She had lived this dream so many times before.  But now, there was something different about it, something that made every movement somehow seem real.  There was no use fighting him anymore when she knew that he existed.  Whether he wanted to call himself Grey, the reluctant rock star, or Morpheus, the ousted god of sleep, he was hers.   

Her feet refused to move as she stood planted before him, helpless to the thousands of emotions that assaulted her, each willing her to give in to the man who had haunted her dreams for so long.  Long gone was the man from Memphis whose soft, dark melody intruded upon her private domain.  Now, he stood before her, warning her that a night with him would be like no other. If a man existed who could make her dreams come true, he was the god of dreams.   

“You aren’t real,” she managed as he closed in on her, keeping her in his sights as he moved.   

“Yes, I am.  You feel me now.  You’re asleep, but you feel me.  Right now, you are moaning, tossing and turning in your bed.  You can feel the emptiness next to you that should be me.”  

His hand stroked her cheek as he spoke, and all she could do was close her eyes and will herself to wake up. She had gone too far with him tonight.  It hadn’t been her intention to invite him into her dreams, into her private world and have him shatter it to pieces. Noctourneau. The word still haunted her even as his deep green eyes softened and his lips turned up into a smile.   

“Grey....” 

“Call me by my name.” The words sent an erotic shiver down her back as his hand moved to caress the back of her neck.   

“I can’t. I don’t even know if you exist.” 

“Let me show you then.”  

The pressure on the back of her neck built until she moved forward, her lips inches from his.  His breath brushed across her face as he let out a low, deep moan that made its way across the air and into her system.  She breathed him in, her nostrils flaring with the assault of his scent. He smelled like home and heaven and ten thousand things she had only felt in her dreams.  Like an animal, he moved quickly, his mouth descending upon hers, claiming her with the invasion of his tongue.   

Her arms instantly went to his shoulders as she pressed her palms into his naked flesh and felt the silkiness of his long, dark hair brush against her skin.  He moaned into her mouth as she opened for him, writhing against him in a dance she had never felt before. Clenching in time to the rhythm of their kiss, her pussy throbbed, longing to be filled with the seductive, erotic strokes it had experienced so long ago when she and Grey had consummated a non-existent relationship in the middle of nowhere.   

His lips grazed against hers as his tongue probed, explored, claimed.  There was no way to fight the sensations pulsing through her body.  Her nipples hardened and tightened against her shirt as the hand holding her neck in place squeezed her flesh, capturing her in the palm of his hand, not allowing her to wriggle free, no matter how hard she tried. Standing still while the god of dreams made love to her mouth was damned near impossible! 

Still, she had no choice at the mercy of his hold and his mouth.  Her legs managed to wrap themselves within his, almost knocking her off balance with the movement.  She practically climbed up his chest, wanting more, needing more of him. 

Finally, his hand loosened, freeing her neck.  Her breath caught in her throat as she pulled her lips from his and took a step backward.   

“It’s too late to turn back now.” 

“I don’t want to turn back,” she assured him, hearing the sound of lust in her voice. Her pussy was so wet now that there was no way she was going to wake up without finally having sex with the object of her desires.   

“Good. Now, come here.  Let me show you what I want to do to you.”  

He pulled her to him and led her to the bed.  The sounds of the night seemed to still around them, and all she could hear was the sound of her heart hammering in time to the throbbing between her legs. 

When her back made contact with the mattress, she threw her arms over her head, completely submitting to his whims.  For tonight, in her dreams, she could allow herself the freedom to be what he needed.  There was no harm in letting him take control of her.   

“You are mine,” he whispered, joining her on the bed, causing the mattress to sink beneath his weight. The words were a vow, a threat, and they made her realize how dangerous this game could become.  But she was only dreaming, so there was no real danger of losing her heart here. 

“For tonight, I am yours.” Her fingers ran along his square jaw, and she closed her eyes to the sensation of feeling his flesh once again. 

“No more words.  I just want to love you.” 

She was naked now. That was the wonderful thing about dreams.  There didn’t have to be a rhyme or reason or a removal of clothing for one to be naked with one’s lover. He rose above her, his penis dancing in front of her stomach.  She wanted him to enter her now. There was no need to take things slow.  She was already so wet she could feel her juices pouring out, coating her labia and sliding down to her anus.   

The foreplay had taken place for the past several weeks when she would force herself awake before allowing him to fuck her. Not tonight. Tonight, she needed to feel him slide into her, pound into her, drive every warning home as their bodies connected.   

Instead, he slid up her chest, his hands skimming along her sides as his chest hairs tickled her delicate skin, causing each nipple to pucker into a tight little bud.  She tossed her head from side to side, willing him to hurry.   

“Do you remember last time?”  

Yes, she remembered.  They had fucked in some tiny hole in the wall nightclub. “Yes,” she managed as he dipped his head between her breasts.  His hands covered each mound and pushed them toward his face.   

“I fucked you last time.  Hard. Fast. Do you remember feeling my cock slide into you?”  

“Yes,” she moaned at the memory as well as the pressure on her breasts as he slowly began to knead her flesh. 

“Not tonight. Tonight, I am going to make love to you.  I’m going to claim you the way I should have that night. I knew then that you were special.  I had felt you.” 

“No,” she managed. 

“Yes. And you are going to allow it. Slow and gentle.” 

He freed her left breast only to cover it with his mouth.  Slowly, his tongue darted across her nipple, flicking, teasing, causing her to squirm beneath him and buck her pussy into the air. There was no relief to be found.  He was so big, so in control, she couldn’t reach around or under him to touch her clit, which throbbed in sweet agony, longing to have his tongue works its way South to give her some relief.   

“Grey....” His name came from deep within her throat, half sigh, half plead as she twisted beneath him. 

He rose above her again, this time, placing one leg on each side of her body and holding himself just off of her stomach.  His cock grazed against her abdomen, just out of her reach as his hands moved to her shoulders, holding her in place.   

“I want to look at you.” 

She squeezed her eyes closed. Having him look at her was one thing, but that didn’t mean she had to meet his gaze.  In truth, she was afraid to look at him because she didn’t want to see the truth there. She didn’t want to admit that she was in love with a man who shouldn’t exist.   

“You are so beautiful.” His fingers dug into her shoulders only for a second, just long enough to cause her to gasp before he released her.  “Will you let me do anything I want to you?” 

Her inner rationalist screamed out at the suggestion, but this was only a dream.  None of this was real. “Yes. Do whatever you want to me.”  

“I want to play with you, to touch you, and tease you.” He reached behind his back and touched her clit. Instantly, she reacted, bucking against his fingers, thrashing wildly, needing more before he removed his hand.  “Do you like that?” 

“Yes. I need more.”  

“I know you do. You need it all.” 

Again, his hand disappeared only to graze against her swollen clit.  She tried to focus on the ceiling, tried to stay still and calm, and tried not to move against him. It was no use. Her entire body quivered beneath him as his hand slid lower to touch the wetness spilling out of her pussy. 

“You are so wet. Wet for me, Anna.  Only for me.” 

“Yes.” 

“Tell me.”  

“Only for you.” 

“That’s a good girl.” He smiled before running his fingers along her pussy again.  “Now, watch me.”  

She looked up as his left hand wrapped around his cock.  Thick, purple veins bulged beneath the skin, and a drop of pre-come glistened in the light.  He slid his hand down his shaft and then slid it back up to the tip, pulling his foreskin over the head.  Again, he stroked himself with his left hand as his right hand slipped down to tease her clit. 

Her breath caught in her throat as he lightly squeezed her tender bud between his thumb and forefinger.  It was just enough pressure to cause her heartbeat to quicken but not enough to send her over the edge to the release she desperately wanted.  He quickly replaced the slight pinch with a soft rub, then moved his fingers down to her pussy, swirling them in her wetness before slowly dipping inside her depths.  Her pussy constricted against him, closing around his fingers, claiming him as hers while his hand continued to stroke his penis. 

He smiled and threw his head back in ecstasy, fucking her with his fingers as he stroked his massive cock with his hand.  She licked her lips, longing to take him into her mouth. But she was unable to move due to his position on top of her.  When she tried to raise her shoulders, she quickly realized she was trapped beneath him. Spreading her legs wider, she coaxed him to explore further, to be rougher, to make her come, but he slowed his rhythm instead.   

“I want to fuck your mouth,” he said, moving closer to her waiting lips.   

“Yes,” she managed as she raised her head, taking his tip between her lips.  Oh, God, her pussy clenched the second his cock made contact with her tongue.  He was so large, her lips stretched to take him in, and still she was only able to fit the tip into her mouth. His hand, sure and steady, began stroking his cock once more as the other hand again moved to rub along her labia.  This time, he avoided her clit and didn’t dip into her pussy. Instead, he rubbed her lips, occasionally, tweaking them between his fingers before releasing them again.   

She felt an orgasm build deep within her womb.  Without touching her clit, he managed to drive her over the edge, pressing his cock into her mouth, allowing her to lick the juices from his head while his fingers gently grazed against her tender skin.  His stroking increased as she felt his muscles constrict.  When he finally came, shooting his juices into her mouth, her pussy reacted, thrashing against nothing, longing to be filled with his cock, needing that contact with the man she had needed for so long.   

He pulled his cock from her mouth and in one swift motion, filled her waiting pussy. 

She clung to him, wrapping her arms around him, opening her legs as far as she could to allow him access as he began thrusting into her.  She dug her nails into his back then moved lower to dig them into his fleshy ass, driving him to take her harder.  With one hand, she pushed against his chest, raising him off of her to allow access to her clit.  Already swollen, already soaked with her come, it instantly reacted to her touch.  Familiar with her own body, she rubbed her clit, using tiny, light circles, rotating her hips beneath him, forcing him to fuck her harder as she came around him. 

Wave after wave of orgasmic ecstasy slid over her as she continued to touch herself, reveling in the feel of her juices as they slipped over her fingers.  Her pussy lips were swollen, stretched beyond their capacity on his thick dick.  Her clit begged for just one more … just one more.  Again, she made tiny circles on her skin, driving herself toward the edge, loving the way her hand felt when it came into contact with his rough pubic hair. 

This was heaven. This was what a wet dream was supposed to feel like.  She knew that if she ever woke up, she would need to use her trusty rabbit vibrator, the only one she knew that could imitate a real man.  The orgasm built inside her again, this time coming out in a low scream as she tossed her head from side to side and ground her pussy into him. 

“I don’t want to wake up,” she managed in spite of her lack of breath.   

“Then don’t. Stay with me.”  

“I can’t.” Chapter Six 

Anna hadn’t answered her phone in days. She had called in sick to work, and she hadn’t left her bed since her past life experience.  She realized now that humans weren’t meant to know what their lives were previously like.  They weren’t meant to break down the barriers of time and space and experience that great other. 

Anna knew what she needed to do. She needed to talk to Grey in order to make sense of all this, if she could make sense of it.  Dragging herself out of bed, she steeped into the shower and jumped at the cold water.  Cursing, she turned the warm water on, allowing it to soak her and calm her nerves.   

She realized how crazy she was as the water poured over her.  It almost felt like a lover’s fingers caressing her wet back as she leaned into the water.  No place was safe from Grey.   

Anna stepped out of the shower and dried her body and her hair.  She didn’t feel any better, but she knew that it didn’t matter how she felt.  She wanted answers and the only way to get them was to go to the source.  She pulled on her jeans and a baggy sweatshirt before dialing the phone. Her fingers shook as she pressed the buttons, then she hung up before he could answer. 

This was crazy. He was crazy. Surely there was an explanation for all this past life nonsense. Shaking thoughts of him from her mind, she vowed to go to work tomorrow.  Work would get him off her mind for a change.  Then she could return to what sanity she’d had before she met him. 

* * * * 

Grey lay in bed again, tossing and turning.  There were no answers that lay outside of Anna. She controlled his destiny now.  In fact, she controlled the destiny of an entire people. If he brought her back to his world and truly allowed her transformation, he would be breaking a sacred code. So much was already broken.  His world had been shattered by Inoco, and he had passed into legend.  The only thing that survived was his link to the Elani, and that link lived within Anna.   

His powers had been weakened since their first encounter.  Then, he could materialize and disappear at will.  Now, he moved within a human body day and night, his hunger driving him as would a vampire’s thirst.  It wasn’t blood he sought. What he needed from Anna was clear and uncomplicated.  He needed her sex energy, her Kae.  Without it, he would continue to weaken and Anna would continue to dream of a past well beyond his control. 

To go to her would risk much, and his chance for anything beyond immediate satisfaction was slim.  But he owed it to himself--and to her--to try and rebuild their fragmented world.   

* * * * 

Fate had decreed that Anna and Grey spend time together.  As soon as she walked through the door of Metal Alloy’s building, she heard the buzz that the Morpheus CD party was still on.  She still hadn’t had the nerve to call him even though he continued to haunt her dreams and silently stalk her during the day.   

“Your dress came yesterday.” It was Becca, bubbly as usual.   

“Dress?” What dress? Anna didn’t remember ordering a dress. 

“You know. The one for the big party in M-town. The one you found on the auction page on the internet.” 

Oh, that dress. “Where is it?” Anna had just walked into the building and hadn’t made it to her office yet.   

“In your office. On your desk. What did it look like?”

 “It’s off white with bead work on the bottom. It’s Renaissance style. You know, high empire waist, thick skirt.  I think it’s quite stunning.” 

“It sounds gorgeous. Why did you choose Renaissance?” 

“I don’t know. I saw it and liked it. What are you wearing?” Not that she cared, but she just felt that she should ask. 

“I’m going as Buffy the Vampire Slayer.” 

“How cute,” she said, not really meaning it. 

They were at her office door, and she could tell that Becca wouldn’t go away peacefully. She would want to see the dress first.  Sure enough, she followed Anna into the office. 

“You know, that Grey guy from the band has called here several times,” Becca began as Anna tore into the box. 

“What did he want? To order more groupies?” 

“Ha! No, he was asking about you. About your flight and all.  I think he wants to meet you.” 

“We’ve met,” she said, holding up the dress. 

“Uh, Anna, I thought you said the dress was off white.” 

Anna didn’t hear her. This dress wasn’t off white.  It was gold. Gold brocade. No fringe, no beadwork. It was the dress! The one from her dream.  She let it drop from her fingers as if it were on fire.  Somewhere in the distance she could hear Becca’s voice, but it was being overpowered by the sound of a horse.   

The horse was there, behind her. She couldn’t get out of its way in time.  And Grey--Morpheus--his scream was ringing in her ears.  What was he saying?  Where was he? She couldn’t see him. All she could do was feel the ground beneath her.  Her head hit something hard.  There was blackness and then there was Morpheus, his face above hers. 

“Anna!” Becca was shaking her shoulders.   

“What?” she almost screamed the word. 

“Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine.  Water. Get me some water,” she managed before sinking into her leather chair. It was no longer safe. It reminded her of Grey and Morpheus and death.  She had to get out of here. 

She ran through the hall, seeking out the elevator.  Frantically pressing the button, she didn’t hear Becca call her from behind.  When the door opened, she bolted into it, only to be stopped when she landed against a massive chest.   

Grey looked down at her, reminding her of the eyes from her dream and how they had looked as she lay dying. She mumbled some sort of an apology and then moved beside him, stepping into the elevator as he stepped out.  She willed the doors to close and they almost did, but then his arm reached into the elevator and caused the doors to reopen, leaving her vulnerable to his presence.   

The door closed when he stepped through it. She was alone in the elevator with Grey. 

“Why do you run from me?” his thick Brooklyn accent was heavily coated with German or Russian, she couldn’t remember which one it was supposed to be.   

She was trying to get the nerve to speak.  The words wouldn’t come out, and her voice was lost. 

“Anna?” 

She hated her name on his lips.  It sounded too much like … something though she couldn’t quite place it.  “What?” she finally managed.   

“Why do you run from me?  When I come to your office, you hide.  You don’t return my calls.  Why are you avoiding me?” 

“I’m not avoiding you.  I’m just busy,” she lied, hoping her eyes wouldn’t give her away. She inhaled deeply, but that was a mistake because now her nostrils were filled with his scent.  How could she get away from him? It seemed as if the elevator had stopped. The doors were not opening, though. He must have seen the look of panic on her face. 

“I pulled the emergency stop.  You and I will not move until we talk.” 

She pushed the lever back in, “There is nothing to talk about. I’ve been busy. Did you need something?” 

“You. I needed you.” 

She swallowed hard, willing herself to be strong.   

“Why did you leave the club that night?” 

 “I needed air,” she managed.   

“You looked ill. As if you had seen a ghost.” 

“I don’t believe in ghosts,” she lied again.  Why was she on the defensive with him? 

“I never believed in them either. But I do now.  And I do need you. Every day without you, I grow weaker.” 

“I’m not here to save you.”  

“You, you are. You feel it. Lie to me and tell me you don’t.”  His arms encircled her waist, and she braced herself for the passion she was afraid to unleash.   

Every nerve in her body was on alert and screaming when he slipped his tongue into her mouth.  Her nipples hardened in reaction as her hand found its way to his hair.  She could be his if she would only allow it.  All it would take would be one motion, one sign. 

“Please, save me,” he whispered against her lips as she clung to him, unable to let go. 

“I can’t.”  

“Build my army.  Give me back my world, our world, our past.” 

“Let me go.” She pushed away from him. 

“I can’t let you go, Anna. Please stop running from me.”  

“I can’t save you, Grey. I can’t even save myself.  I couldn’t … I....” 

“I love you. I have always loved you,” desperation filled his voice. 

“No. You don’t even know me.”  

“You are my soul. You are the reason I breathe.”  

The door opened. She was saved finally.  She sprang from the elevator, leaving him and his declarations behind her.  She didn’t want to know anything about his soul.  She prayed that there would be a way to avoid him in the future.  She would do anything 

to avoid running into him again unprepared. 

* * * * 

Grey followed her, though he didn’t let her know he was there.  He watched her walk to her apartment and then stayed on the street trying to decide if he would go up or not. He had almost gotten the nerve to go talk to her again when the lights went off and she came back downstairs, luggage in hand.  A cab had pulled up to the curb and was waiting for her. He heard her tell the cabbie to take her to the airport.   

Where could she be going? There was only one place, the place where their souls collided: Memphis. 

He smiled.  He would go, too, since he had no other obligations and was due there in two weeks anyway. She would be easy enough to find. 

He closed his eyes. They had only been together for a few minutes, but she had made her way into his system again.  The tension coming off of her body was thick and real, almost as if it were another person standing in the elevator shaft with them.  Still he wanted to go to her. He needed physical contact with her body.  There was something about her that drew him to her and it was beyond thoughts of her flesh.  It was … her soul. He wanted to be near her soul, her being.  He needed her on so many levels.   

He ran a hand through his thick black hair.  No one would ever understand this nonsense. * * * * 

Memphis was just as spooky as it had been the other dozen or so times that she had been there. Nothing had changed. Nothing except that now she felt as if she were being trailed by a ghost. Some distant phantom was on her heels with every step she took. She had the distinct feeling that it wasn’t really a ghost, though.  She knew that Grey was here too. 

She hadn’t seen him.  Not with her human eyes, but her intuition had told her that he had come too.  Just as she knew that he had followed her home.  He was here, taking every step she took, stalking her, waiting for the chance to catch her with her guard down. 

She turned another corner, hoping to rid herself of the feeling that he was there.  He was still right on the edge of her memory, on the edge of her subconscious.  And he was both haunting and taunting her. She turned around, expecting to see him standing in the shadow of the streetlight. The corner behind her was empty.  No one was following her except for the demons from her imagination. 

The bar was smoky, just like she preferred.  No one would know her here; no one would even be able to see her for the smoke. She ordered a beer and found a back table. Peace at last.  She would let the music take over as it always did.  She would drown her sorrows in the alcohol and would let the band take her to that other place that she longed for. 

She was halfway through the beer when something forced her to look up.  He was standing near her table. The smoke made him look like a vision from hell, and his massive shoulders were blocking out what little light shown in the room, casting her into darkness. 

The band hadn’t yet started, so there was no overwhelming noise to keep her from hearing the deep accented voice that came out of his parted lips. 

“May I join you?” 

“Seeing as how you followed me to Memphis, I guess so,” she was trying not to be cold to him, but anything other than coldness left her open to him. And that was dangerous. 

“I get the feeling you don’t like me,” he turned the chair around so that he sat facing the back of it. 

“I don’t even know you,” she said, not looking into his eyes.   

“Yes, you do. You have been reporting about my band for how many years now? Your magazine has been a wonderful help to my band.  Yet I never met the mastermind behind the whole thing,” he turned his bottle up to his lips when he said this.   

“I assure you that I’m not the mastermind.  I just do my job.” 

“I’m not very good at this,” he admitted. 

“Good at what?” his statement caused her to look up at him. His green eyes were striking even in the bad light. God, to have those eyes look at her like … no, she would push the thought from her mind.  No silly girly notions of romance.   

“Talking to people. I never know exactly what to say.” 

“I can’t imagine that,” she smiled. 

“Was that a hint of sarcasm?” His laugh was just as deep as his voice.  It sent a pleasant chill up her spine. She knew that laugh. 

“You are known throughout the rock world for your conquests.  You must be brilliant at meeting new people, unless the rumors are unjustified.” 

“Ah, the rumors.  How long have you been in the business? You still pay attention to the rumors?” 

“No, not usually.” She began peeling the label on her beer. 

“But you make an exception for me.”  

“As you said, I help publicize your band. I get the scoop.” She was being mean.  Why didn’t she give him a chance? He was just a person and deserved a chance rather than an instant conviction, as she was doing to him.  Ease up, Anna, she told herself. 

The band was starting now, and it would be difficult to hear him. She was somewhat grateful that his next words were lost to the sound of a screeching guitar.  However, she wasn’t comfortable sitting plainly in his gaze.  He hadn’t taken his eyes from her since he joined her.  She would have gotten up and left, but she wasn’t sure she could find her legs beneath the nervousness that possessed her.   

He was speaking again. This time, he leaned over the table so she could hear him. “Can we get out of here?” 

Could she go somewhere with him?  Would she allow herself to? Oh, God, what would happen to her if she went with him? She was afraid that she knew.  If she went with him, she would fall in love with him again and her entire world would fall apart.   

She felt herself against every impulse that she had taking the hand that he held out to her. As soon as her skin connected with his, she knew there was no turning back.  He had her. She would fall victim to those beautiful eyes once again.   

Grey led her out of the bar and back into the cool Memphis night.  It wasn’t nearly as cool here as it was in New York.  Winter didn’t set upon Tennessee until well into December. 

She had taken her hand from his as soon as they reached the sidewalk.  To fight off the chill caused by her hand leaving his, she shoved her hands into her pockets.   

“Where would you like to go?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. I don’t even know why I agreed to do this.” 
“Because you are curious.  I intrigue you, and you can’t help yourself.” 
“Cocky, aren’t you?” she smiled a bit.  This was the Grey she had heard of.  The 


usual sexual banter. “Extremely.” He hailed a cab, a much easier feat in Memphis than in New York.   “Then let’s go back to the beginning. Take me to the hotel and play that song for 

me again.”  “As you wish.” 

Chapter Seven 

Piano music drifted up from the lobby, just as it had so many years ago.  This time, Anna sat silently listening to the music as his fingers slid across the keys.  He was in her soul, and there was no denying what she planned to do.  Too much had taken place for her to deny the connection with Grey. He was who he said.  He was Morpheus, and he had lost his army.  For some reason, it was up to her to unite his forces and to save a world that up until a few weeks ago, she didn’t realize existed.  He was from the world of dreams, a land controlled by gods and spirits that were not of this earth.  Every night when she slept, it was the place she longed to go.  

She rose as if her feet had a will of their own and stood next to the piano.  “I’m ready.” 

“Ready?” He looked up, his fingers still gently touching the keys.   

“Yes. I’m ready to start again.  Show me what you want me to see.  Tell me how to reunite your army and save your world.” She swallowed back unshed tears as she spoke. It had taken three years and a whole lot of sleepless nights to get her back to the place she felt she needed to be … here with Grey.  Now, she didn’t know what to do or say beyond what she had already said. 

“It will be difficult. The Inocho has shut you off from them.”  

“No, it hasn’t. It couldn’t shut me off from you, and it hasn’t shut me off from them, either.  You just have to tell me how to reclaim my lost knowledge.  How do I find them?” 

He rose, towering above her.  “They’re in your dreams.  Just like I have been. They are there, waiting for your command.” 

“Will you be able to help me?” She ran her fingers along the piano’s keys as she asked, avoiding his eyes. 

“I can give you my energy, my kae, and it will guide you.”  

“And the only way to get this is....” 

“Yes. Sex. You and I share so much, but the sharing of the soul and the soul power is through our bodies. Are you ready to try again?” His hand covered hers, and she looked down as his fingers slid in between hers.  Their first lustful encounter had been a disaster. She had never done anything like that before and had never planned to do it. She had been unable to think straight in his presence, something she had aimed to do ever since that moment. 

“Yes. I’m ready.  Take me to our room.”  

Wrapping his hand around hers, he guided her to the elevator.  They were on the fifth floor in one of the large Jacuzzi suites.  They had both known it would come down to this if they ever came back to this place.  There was something magical about Memphis, and it was more than just the pyramid and the tribute to ancient gods.  There was magic in the air, but it was a magic that was full of possibilities.   

When the elevator door opened, he wordlessly led her down the hallway.  Her heart threatened to pound out of her chest as she stepped into the room, taking in the surroundings before she turned back to him. 

Raw need gleamed in his emerald eyes.  She felt the same need deep inside, all the way down to her toes. Biting her bottom lip, she took a step backward, attempting to place some distance between them.  He moved with her, dancing along in time with her rhythm.   

“Are you ready?” 

“No. But I have no choice.” 

“Yes, you have a choice. Do you want me, Anna?”  

“Yes, but there is so much….”  

He placed a finger over her lips. “Don’t think.  Just feel. Close your eyes and feel me inside you the way you’ve felt me so many times in your dreams.  You know that you and I share a soul bond. You are my protector, and I am yours.  You are the reason I was able to gain power in the dream world, and you are the reason I have come to stand before you as a man.”  

“You never told me how the Inocho managed to defeat you.”  

He closed his eyes, pain showing on his face.  “No, I didn’t.”  

“Care to share it with me now?” 

“I’ll tell you when you are ready.  You are not ready.” 

He moved to open the bottle of champagne that he had called ahead for.   

“What are you keeping from me?” 

“I’m trying to save you some pain.  I’m trying to keep you from seeing....” 

“My death?”  

“Yes. Your death.” 

He brought a glass of champagne to his lips and swallowed the golden liquid.  He poured a second glass for himself and one for her.  Taking it from his hand, she raised it to her lips. “I’ve already seen my death at his hands.  Let me guess, I am the reason why you lost your kingdom.”  

“Yes.” 

“Then why didn’t you tell me?” 

“I had hoped it wouldn’t come to this.”  

“Well it has.” She sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his back as he looked out the window. “You don’t even know if I can go back, do you?”  

“No, I don’t. I felt something when our bodies joined.  I believe you can go back. I believe that if you allow it, our love will carry you back.”  

“Then what?” 

“Then you awaken the army.” 

 “And you?” 

He turned to face her, unshed tears glistening in his eyes.  “I wait for you.” 

“And if I can’t go back? What use will you have for me, then?” 

Crossing the room, he fell to his knees in front of her.  “I love you, Anna.  Do you understand that?  I will love you no matter the outcome.” 

His words went straight to her heart, but there was a nagging doubt in her head.  All this time, he had chased her, hoping she could help him, demanding that she open herself up to him.  Now, she was more afraid of disappointing him than she was of losing her heart. She had already lost that.   

“I love you, too, Grey. I don’t want to, but I do.”  

“Then call me by my name.  Call me Morpheus.” 

“Morpheus,” she smiled, looking into his eyes.   

“Yes. Now love me.”  

Slowly, she stepped out of her heels and then slid her stockings down her legs.  

She turned her back to him before wriggling out of her dress.  When she turned back around, her bare breasts were the first things he saw.   

“My God. You’re perfect.  God, so perfect.” His dick was so hard now, he couldn’t stand it. He went down onto his knees in front of her.  “Let me see you,” he moved her hands down to her sides. 

“Grey....” 

“No, let me.”  

He ran his hands along her sides, reveling in the silky smoothness of her skin.  She didn’t try to cover herself again. Instead, she leaned back against his dresser, bracing herself on it. He licked one creamy thigh and then the other before moving his mouth toward the heavenly display of curls at the V.   

He parted her thighs slowly, letting his mouth linger for a second before sending his tongue lower to nip at her clit.  Her shiver was almost enough to send him over the edge. And the intoxicating aroma making its way into his system made him want nothing more than to stay right here all night. He ran his tongue lower to her opening.  This wasn’t a good position.  He wanted her on the bed, open for him, those beautiful thighs parted completely.   

“Come here,” he pulled her toward the bed, turning her so she faced him as he lay her down gently. He covered her soft body with his, reveling in the sweet feel of sinking into her flesh. Then he realized he was wearing too damn many clothes.   

He raised up over her and began working with his shirt buttons, his fingers fumbling.  She reached up, pulling open the buttons on his shirt, and then she ran her hands along his back as he shed the shirt. 

Crushing himself against her, feeling her hot breasts flatten against his chest made him want them in his mouth.  He raised his head and watched her chest heave with short bursts of breath. Her amazing breasts tumbled off her chest and rested on her arms.  They were so large it would take both hands to lift their glorious mass.  Taking one into his hands, he gently caressed it before moving the dark, large nipple into his mouth.   

He licked at the nipple and then sucked, gently at first.  She fisted her hands into his hair and threw her head back in a moan.  He slid his leg between her thighs and was rewarded when he immediately felt her wetness seep through the fabric.  God, she was hot! 

* * * * 

Anna looked up at him.  He was too perfect.  His chiseled chest looked like the stuff of fashion magazines.  And he was here, worshipping her breasts and making her feel like the most desirable woman in the world.   

The soft cotton of his pants teased against her sensitive clit while his tongue adored her breasts.  First one, then the other, each gaining the attention they so deserved.  She ran her hands along his muscled back, around to his taut stomach, his six-pack abs.   He felt incredible moving over her, his hard body pressing into her soft one.   

He ground his cock against her. It was enormous, causing her breath to catch in her throat.  She deserved a man with a huge dick, she thought, smiling to herself.  The heat coming from his pants and the warmth of his mouth was enough to send her over the edge. She clung to him as the spasms began.  Her pussy clenched and unclenched, awaiting its release, wanting to be filled.  Wanting to be taken.   

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her breast as she shook and quaked.  

“Come for me, love,” he coaxed.   

She came, fisting her hands around the satin sheets.  Panting, begging, arching her back. “I want you inside of me.”  

“Not yet. I haven’t had time to enjoy your luscious body,” he smiled down at her as he spoke. 

“Later,” she begged. “Take me now.”  

He moved away from her, removed his pants, and positioned himself at her opening. “It won’t last long,” he warned. 

“I don’t care.” 

He slid his cock into her slowly. She stretched, taking him inch by inch by inch.  Never had she felt so open, so filled, so wide.  When his cock finally pressed against her womb, she didn’t think she could take any more.  “That’s not all, love.” He pushed his final inches into her, causing her to grip his back and drag her nails across his skin.   

“God, you’re huge.” 

“And you’re tight as a virgin.” 

Hearing those words was enough to make her body begin to quake again.  She ground her hips into his, pressing him even further into her.   

“Are you ready?” 

“Yes,” the word was a gasp. 

He raised above her and began moving in and out.  Slowly at first. So slowly. Her pussy quaked. Each movement brought a symphony to her ears, the sounds of him sliding in and out of her wet hole. He gripped her hands, entwining his fingers with hers.  She arched her back, raising up to meet him. 

His movements became frenzied, his face twisted in a grimace of pain.  His balls slapped against her ass as her cream rose and slid out around them, coating them.  Her breasts jiggled with each motion, rocking against her body.  Never before had they felt more beautiful.  She wasn’t ashamed of them right now.  Instead, she reveled in the way he bent his mouth down, mid stroke to take one tip and then the other between his teeth.  He lightly bit each one, sending her over the edge.   

She squeezed him, quivering with each massive stroke.  He began pounding his release, calling her name over and over.  When he finally came, her pussy milked him, begging him to coat her insides with his nectar.   

“My God, Anna,” he collapsed on top of her, breathless. Panting. “You are amazing.”  

All she could do was smile. He was amazing.  And, at least for tonight, he was hers. In the morning, reality would intrude, and she would have to face the task at hand.  She had made a promise to him, and she intended to fulfill it.  For some crazy reason, she would help Grey … Morpheus … reunite his army.  Then, who only knew what would happen between them? All she knew was that the bond between them couldn’t be denied, and she was destined to be with this man.   

“I’m going to help you regain your kingdom,” she whispered in the night.   

“And I will make you my queen if you will have me.”  

Wordlessly, she traced a pattern along his chest.  “Show me how to do this.  What do I need to do to find my way back there?”  

“Trust in me.  I will take you there.  I can guide you with my voice.  You must be careful. I have my enemies who will wish to win you over.” His fingers slipped into her hair, sending a shiver down her back. Somewhere inside herself, she knew the strength existed to unleash an army, she just hoped she had the courage.    

Chapter Eight 

“Listen to the sound of my voice.” 

The voice was too far off for her to concentrate.  Something was wrong.  The voice was supposed to be her anchor, her link to the real world, but right now, this looked like the real world. Everything from the blue sky overhead to the grass she felt beneath her bare toes looked like the world she knew, the world she remembered.  The wind blew, causing her hair to stream in front of her eyes.  The voice was too far off, too far removed from the reality of the moment.  

“I’m home,” she managed, shielding her eyes from the sunlight.  “Home.” There was more to the story than Morpheus had let on, and it was all streaming back now.  There was no war.  This was a land of peace, a land of dreams, where one’s wildest fantasies came to stake a claim on the souls of the sleeping.  He had lied, and his voice was growing more distant with each new sensation that swept through her.   

She stood, realizing she had not yet taken in all of her surroundings.  An entire landscape lay out before her, the makings of her own dreams and fantasies.  The hill she stood on overlooked a village that could be nothing less than the source of her power.  She knew now. The knowledge of her past swirled around her. 

She was the giver of dreams, not him. Grey was not the god of sleep.  Instead, he was the lord of darkness and had tricked her into slipping back into a past she had forgotten. Making her way down the hill, each step empowering her more than the last, she knew the battle that would rage when she faced him with the truth.   

Avoiding the village, she headed for the castle sitting on the edge of town.  The intricate mazes of secret passages mirrored the human mind, and she knew them all intimately.  Electricity flowed through her, quickening her steps.  Somehow, she would make sense of Grey’s deception.  Somehow, she would come to terms with this mess that had been made of her life.   

Within no time, she had entered her private chamber.  Everything lay just as she had left it … how long had she been away? How long had this world been without a leader? How long had human desires spiraled, unspent in the night, haunting the minds of those who dared to fantasize? 

“I am sorry I lied to you.” The voice was strong now, as if the source stood before her. She closed her eyes, imagining Grey, wondering what she would say to him if in fact he were here with her. 

“You are not real.” 

“I am very real.”  

She closed her eyes as his hand closed around the back of her neck.  Taking in a sharp breath, she waited. 

“Do you feel me? Do you feel my breath against you? You created me.  You needed me, then you abandoned me.  I had to get you back.” 

His words breathed against her, making her doubt the past she thought she was beginning to realize. “You lied to me.”  

“Yes. And you abandoned me.  Do you remember our time? Do you remember what you did to me? What I did to you? Do you remember how you created me to make your nightly wishes come true? Even the goddess of dreams deserves happiness.” 

“Why did you lie to me?  Why did I leave you?” She rolled her shoulders, attempting to erase the shivers quaking down her back.   

“You were afraid of us. Afraid of a dream you didn’t think you could have.  I am here, Anna. I am here with you.  Yes, I lied to you.  I told you I was Morpheus. I told you a war was raging here. That was not a lie.  The war is inside me.  I can’t exist without you. You created everything that I am, and now you, Anna, daughter of the great god Morpheus, you must remember the fear you felt.”  

“I needed you. You were my weakness.”  

“And you are mine.”  

She turned in his arms and looked deep into the green eyes she remembered creating in order to fulfill her own fantasies.  “Even a goddess needs sex now and then,” she smiled.   

“And even a figment of her imagination can be brought to life.” His lips turned up in the snarl she recognized as his way of smiling.  He was not traditionally handsome.  His hands were too large and his jaw too square.  Those eyes were too intense to stare at for too long. But he was hers! And he had fought against the odds to come through to the “real” world and bring her back here. “I have been lost without you,” he said finally.   

“And apparently I have been lost without you.” 

His fingers grazed against her cheek, lighting a fire deep within her soul.  Closing her eyes, she drank him in when he leaned into her and covered her mouth with his.  She opened for him, wrapping her arms around him, wondering how she could have ever forgotten the love they shared, the past she’d kept hidden. 

Her body trembled from her lips all the way down to her toes.  Every inch of her felt alive, filled with his energy, his kae. She realized now how much she loved him and how she should have never run from her fantasies.   

Pulling away from him, taking a moment to look deep into his eyes, she smiled again. This time, things would be different.  She would revel in her fantasies, explore every deep, dark wish she had. This time, her needs would reign, and she would fulfill them just as she assured the needs of others were fulfilled.   

“My goddess,” he kissed her hands and fell to his knees.  “Are you ready to be pleasured?” His eyes twinkled with mischief.   

“I am ready to be yours.”  

She let herself fall into his arms and relaxed against him as he swept her up, carrying her to the bed. When her skin grazed against the soft, silky sheets, she realized her clothing was gone. There were some advantages to being a master of dreams.  She could alter her reality as she saw fit, and tonight, clothing was optional.   

“I need you,” he breathed against her as his hard body covered hers.  Heat coursed through her as she spread her legs for him. There was no need to wait, no need for foreplay tonight. Instead, there was nothing but need for him.   

When he entered her, there were no words.  Instead, there were two bodies, two souls that were filled with desire for one another.  She quaked around him, knowing this was where she needed to be.   

The End 

