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Chapter One

 


Waking with a start, I looked around the
room, trying to determine where I was. My familiar surroundings
were the only things that convinced me it had been only a dream. I
always had extremely vivid dreams, but this one was so real it was
confusing. I didn’t recognize anything in my dream. There was not
even a sense of familiarity. It was as if I was looking through
someone else’s eyes, feeling what they felt. Now, thinking about
it, I had an urge to find this place and meet this person who I was
in my dream. How odd, it’s like the person is real, that I should
know them. I pushed the worrisome dream out of my head and focused
on the coming day.

Today was the big day. Time for me to head
out into the world, I was heading off to college. As I got ready to
face the day I could hear my parents talking quietly in the
kitchen. My mom, Sarah, was more excited than I was about this rite
of passage. On the other hand my dad, Willie, had been in a bad
mood for weeks. He didn’t like the fact that his little girl would
be facing this big bad world on her own. I was really going to miss
them.

I took a deep breath and tried to blink the
tears away that had suddenly clouded my eyes. It would not help if
my parents knew how frightened I was. It wasn’t that I was scared
to be on my own; it was more a fear of the unknown.

I looked in the mirror to make sure there was
no sign of tears in my eyes and noticed that my eyes were black
today. I have strange eyes, their color is not constant. Yesterday
they were a pretty golden brown. Why couldn’t they be like that
today? The dark color made me look sad.

I turned from the mirror and tried to focus
on packing. It was going to be a long enough day without my
constant mood swings.

When I was done with packing and my bed was
made, I headed downstairs with a sigh. I couldn’t put it off any
longer.

Before I got to the kitchen, I could smell
the French toast. Of course my dad made my favorite breakfast on
the last day I would be here. When I walked into the kitchen, my
mother flung herself at me with a big smile on her face, “I can’t
believe it. Only an hour left and you’ll be off to take the world
by storm! You have to call me with every detail. I wish I was going
with you.”

As my mom went on and on, my dad was
unusually quiet. He put the food on the table then turned to me. He
opened his mouth like he was going to say something then closed it
again and looked down.

“What is it, Dad?”

“I just … I’m gonna miss you so much. You
know that you can come back anytime you want to, right?” He glanced
up at me with tears in his eyes.

I rushed to throw my arms around him, “Aw,
Dad, I know that. Come on. This is a good thing. You want me to go
to college don’t you?”

“Yeah. You’re right. I guess I’m just being a
silly old man. Come on let’s eat. I don’t want to send you away
hungry.”

*

I blinked back more tears as I drove away and
turned the radio up. My mind wondered as I drove down the streets
of the small town I had called home all of my life. I thought about
what was coming. I had decided that I didn’t want to live on
campus, so my dad had found an apartment for me. He said that it
was in a nice enough neighborhood and wouldn’t tell me how much
rent was. He insisted on paying my bills until I could “get on my
feet.”

The drive went faster than I thought it
would. Before I knew it, I was in the city looking at the map to my
new home. It wasn’t hard to find and when I pulled into the parking
garage, a fresh wave of nerves hit me. I decided to go up and check
the place out before unloading the car.

As I walked in the door, I had a sense of
déjà vu. I didn’t understand it. My father had stubbornly insisted
that I not see this place until he was done fixing it up. I had
never been here, yet it was so familiar. It was like I was coming
home. As I thought on this, the memory of my dream came back to me.
It confused me even more because this place shouldn’t remind me of
that dream. There was nothing even similar here. I shook it off and
went to check out my apartment.

I walked into the living room and saw that
the furniture was slightly used. The beige couch had a small stain
on the arm where someone had obviously spilled some wine. The
coffee table had a few scratches in the wood. On top of the TV was
a picture of me and my parents taken at my graduation. Tears filled
my eyes again and I quickly moved on to the next room. The kitchen
had a glass top table and two chairs and there was barely enough
room to turn around. There was a small bathroom and a bedroom with
the smallest closet I had ever seen. I was glad, for once, that I
didn’t have very many clothes. I turned and walked back out to get
my bags from the car.

It didn’t take me long to unpack, my dad had
brought most of my things with him when he was moving in the
furniture. He had been very thorough, even filling the kitchen with
food that he knew I liked. It made me miss him even more.

I decided to go for a walk and see what the
neighborhood was like and maybe clear my head. There was a coffee
shop on the corner and a market on the next block. As I turned the
corner, I stopped dead in my tracks. This was the street from my
dream. I looked around and recognized the flower shop two doors
down, the broken parking meter a few feet away from me, and even
the cracks in the sidewalk. I had never been here except in my
dream, so why would I have a dream about it? How could I have a
dream about it?

I forced my feet to start moving again. I
found myself staring rudely into the eyes of the people passing me;
trying to find the person who I was in my dream. I walked up and
down the street again and again until my feet started to hurt.
Reluctantly, I turned and headed home.

When I got back to my apartment, I sat on the
couch for a while not able to form a coherent thought. Finally, I
began to make sense of the questions in my head. How could this be?
What does it mean? Who is this person? That question stopped me. I
was losing my mind. It was just a dream. Why was I thinking that
it’s real? I must have formed a mental picture of the street from
my dad’s description. That had to be it.

A bubble bath, that’s what I needed to clear
my head. I turned on some relaxing music, lit some candles, and
laid back to relax.

I must have fallen asleep because suddenly I
was sloshing water around the tub as I struggled to get to my feet.
I looked out the window at the dark street. How long had I been
asleep? I quickly dried off and went to my bedroom to get my
pajamas on. The clock said that it was midnight.

Getting into bed, I tried not to think of the
troubling dream, but it was no use. I went over every detail in my
head. I couldn’t get a handle on it. Finally I drifted into
dreamland again.

*

This dream was different and yet the same. I
instinctively knew that I was the same person I had been in my
other dream, but it was a different place. I looked at the building
in front of me. I recognized it. It was the admissions building at
the college that I would be attending. I had already signed up for
my classes and had my schedule. In the dream, I looked at my watch
and saw that it was eight in the morning. I then looked to the
right of the building and started toward a bench that was under
some trees there. As I sat I felt impatient and nervous, as if I
were waiting for something to happen.

The buzzing of my alarm pulled me back to
reality. Reaching over to shut it off, I found myself going over
the details of this latest dream. The watch that I had seen was a
man’s watch. His hands were large and rough, yet somehow looked
gentle. Why would I dream that I was a man? Was I really losing my
mind? I tried to focus as I got dressed and ready. Soon the nerves
of my first day of college took over.

I pulled into a parking spot and realized
that I was too early for my first class. I shrugged. Might as well
walk around and get familiar with the campus. Before I realized
that I was heading there, the building from my dream appeared
before me. I looked at my watch and noticed that it was eight
o’clock. I shook my head, trying to shake off the dream again. When
I looked up, I couldn’t help but turn toward the right of the
building. There, beneath the trees, was the bench from my dream but
unlike in my dream someone was sitting there. He looked at me as I
looked at him and gave me a hesitant smile. I smiled back and
started walking toward him. I didn’t even stop to think why I was
doing this, much less to consider if it was a good idea.

When I got to him, he motioned with his
large, gentle hand that I should take a seat. I sat down, the heat
in my face telling me that I had flushed a bright red as I realized
what I was doing. I was taking a dream that I had and trying to
make sense of it. I thought about how irrational and crazy this
was. But I couldn’t fight the feeling that it was real, that
somehow the dream made me come here; made him come here.

He stared at me with eyes that were full of
questions, just as, I’m sure, mine were. We sat there just looking
at each other for several minutes before I found my voice
again.

“Hi,” I said.

His mouth turned up at the corners and he
said, “Hey.”

“I’m Talyn Marshall.”

His smile got wider, “My name is Joseph
Farley.”

I couldn’t think of how to ask the questions
that were swirling in my head, without sounding crazy, so I just
sat there. He seemed to find something amusing. His golden brown
eyes sparkled and the corner of his mouth twitched. I took the
moment of silence to really look at him. His hair was a light
brown, the same shade as mine but without the auburn highlights,
and was cut short. It spiked up in the front. His skin was tan and
smooth. His lips were full. I blushed again as I realized I was
staring at his lips and quickly looked down.

He chuckled and asked, “This is strange,
isn’t it?”

“What do you mean?” I looked into his eyes,
trying to understand what he was talking about. I knew it was
strange for me but surely he wasn’t talking about that.

“It seems that neither of us knows how to
begin. But maybe that’s just me.” He shrugged.

“Well,” I said reluctantly, “I was actually
thinking the same thing.”

He smiled at me sheepishly, “Ladies
first?”

His eyes held mine and I felt a sudden urge
to tell him everything. “I had a dream last night of you, I think.
And you were here waiting for something.” I paused before finding
the nerve to ask, “What were you waiting for?”

He took a deep breath, looked deep into my
eyes, and answered, “You.”

I was taken aback. I had expected him to
think I was crazy, to look at me like I’d lost my mind, or even to
run away from me screaming. I didn’t think that he would respond as
if this was a normal, rational reason for me approaching him.
“What?” I asked, trying to understand his reaction.

“I’ve been having dreams about you too.” He
said with eyes filled with wonder.

My head was spinning. “What does this mean?”
I don’t know if I was speaking to him or not but he answered
anyway.

“I think it means that we were supposed to
find each other. When did you get into town?”

“Yesterday.” My head was still spinning.

“Do you like your apartment?”

I answered automatically, “Yes.” Then I
realized that there was an undercurrent to his question. I looked
at him questioning again but I couldn’t find the words.

“Your apartment is decorated differently than
mine but all of them have the same layout. I saw it in one of my
dreams of you and knew that you would be coming soon. That’s the
reason that I bought mine. I dreamed through your eyes for years
before I realized what was happening, but I didn’t know until last
night when I would get to meet you. You see, last night, I dreamed
of you coming here and saw me, through your eyes, sitting on this
bench waiting for you.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. I just
stared at him, my mouth hanging open, trying to organize my
thoughts.

He finally broke our gaze and looked at his
watch. “We can talk about this later. I don’t want you to be late
your first day of class.”

Until then, I had forgotten all about
college. I jumped up then looked back at him, reluctant to leave. I
was wondering if he would disappear when I walked away or if this
was just another strange dream.

He smiled at me, “Don’t worry. I’ll be
waiting for you when class is over.”

I turned and hurried to the English building.
Luckily, the professor just went over the syllabus and the reading
list. I was glad I didn’t need to pay attention. There was too much
to think about. I went over my conversation with Joseph again. I
felt my pulse pick up speed as I pictured his eyes and smile. I was
impatient for this class to be over so that I could see him again.
He was so familiar, as if I’d known him all my life, and yet, I had
never seen his face before.

I sprinted for the door when the class was
finally dismissed, but then stopped abruptly as I felt a wave of
doubt wash over me. Would he really be there? Was he even real? Had
I lost my mind? I stepped through the door and looked around. There
he was, just as he promised. I felt joy surge through me as his
eyes met mine. Then he smiled.

I rushed to his side and he chuckled at my
enthusiasm. “You act like you didn’t expect me to be here.”

“I didn’t.” When he frowned I hurried to
explain. “I thought that I must have been dreaming. It still
doesn't seem real.”

He smiled again, “I know what you mean.” He
walked me to my car and said, “I’ll meet you in the garage.”

 

**

 



Chapter Two

 


I drove in a daze with him following behind
me. When I got out of my car, I realized that I had parked beside
his car yesterday. I turned to him as we walked and asked, “How
long have you lived here?”

“I bought my apartment when I graduated in
June. I took a few weeks to fix it up and then moved in.”

When we reached my apartment door, I
hesitated. “Would you like to come in?”

He quickly agreed, “I don’t think we need to
have this conversation where people could overhear. They might call
the men with the white jackets.”

I laughed as I thought of how many times I
had questioned my own sanity in the past two days. Offering him a
seat on the couch next to me, I turned to ask him a question but
when my eyes met his, I couldn’t remember what it was. As I
continued to gaze into his eyes, I seemed to forget everything,
including my own name.

He looked away and cleared his throat before
he spoke. “This is so strange. I’ve imagined this moment for so
long and now that it’s finally here, I can’t seem to remember all
of the questions that I wanted to ask you or all of the things that
I wanted to tell you.”

I had better control over myself now that his
eyes weren’t holding me captive, so I began. “How long have you
dreamed of me?”

“I guess it started when I was about
fourteen. I’m not really certain because, like I said, it took me a
while to realize what was happening. I actually worried for a while
that I was gay. I would dream about trying on dresses and dancing
with boys. I even dreamed about a boy kissing me, but I didn’t
worry as much about that one because when I pushed him away, I
punched him.” He laughed at that.

I gasped, “His name is Kyle. That was at the
prom. Did you stay in the dream long enough to see that he tried
again after I punched him and I kneed him in the groin that time?
He finally got the point.”

He looked at me with wide eyes. “Wow. I guess
I missed that.” He shook his head and grinned. “It’s one thing to
think that this is real, but another thing altogether to have it
confirmed.”

“I know.” I said quietly. I needed a minute
to process this and it looked like he did too. “Would you like
something to drink?”

He started as if he had forgotten that I was
there before answering hesitantly, “Perhaps we should eat something
too. Do you want to go out?”

I thought about it for a minute before
deciding, “Would you mind if we stayed here? I can cook up some
grilled cheese.” I added with a chuckle, “I don’t think people need
to see the look on your face. You look like you just had the breath
knocked out of you.”

He shook his head and grinned, “You can cook,
but first let’s disconnect the smoke alarm. I just remembered a
dream I had of you catching the dishtowel on fire while trying to
cook scrambled eggs.”

I laughed out loud. How odd, we were joking
about something that I couldn’t begin to understand. Making small
talk as we ate; we carefully avoided the subject that I’m sure both
of us were trying to wrap our heads around.

We had finished eating and were back on the
couch before I finally worked up the courage to ask, “When did you
figure out that your dreams were actually you seeing through my
eyes?”

“I was out in the garage, bringing in the
groceries I had just bought, when your dad drove up. I had seen him
before in several of my dreams. I’m sure he thought that I must be
an idiot. I stood there watching him with my mouth hanging open
until he was inside. He shot me a strange look as the door closed
behind him. I hurried to my apartment before I lost it. I spent all
night questioning my sanity. When I fell asleep, I dreamed of him
again, this time he was explaining that he had found an apartment
to rent. I tried to ask him what he meant but heard the voice that
came out of me ask how much the rent was. That was when I finally
paid attention to how the voice sounded. I realized through this
conversation that you were his daughter. I woke up and started
going over all of the odd dreams that I had with this knowledge and
it started making sense. I still thought that I might be crazy, but
I no longer cared. From then on, every time that I climbed into
bed, I hoped for one of those dreams. I paid attention to every
detail in them and when I woke up I would go over them again. I
felt like I was getting to know you. I tried to think of a reason
to speak to your father, to ask him when you were coming, but I
always chickened out. Then last night, after that dream, I decided
to wait for you every morning at eight until you came. I was
surprised that you came so soon. I wonder if it’s just the future
in our dreams or if we dream of the past too. And if it’s the
future, how far in the future?” He stopped suddenly and cocked his
head to the side. “Are you okay?”

I didn’t know how to answer that. “I’m just
overwhelmed, I think. I just realized yesterday morning that I was
dreaming through someone else’s eyes. This morning I realized that
it was a man I was seeing through. You’ve had longer to process
this. It’s going to take me a bit to catch up.”

“Why don’t you start by telling me some of
your dreams? I’d like to know what you have seen.”

I took a minute to think of dreams that I
remembered. With a start, I realized that I had been having these
dreams for about as long as he had. “Your dad forced you to play
football, but I got the feeling that you didn’t hold it against
him. You weren’t really interested in playing, but you wanted to do
something with him and football was something that he enjoyed.”

He nodded, “That’s exactly what it was like.
That was when I was fourteen. My father had played football in high
school and even got a scholarship for it, so he played in college
too. I hoped that he would come to my games, but he never did. You
felt my emotions in the dream?”

“Yes, that’s one of the things that always
made those dreams stand out to me. I seldom remember the emotions
in my own dreams. Another thing that stands out is that they feel
so real.” As I said this, I started to understand just how many
dreams I had of him.

“What was your dream about the other day? The
one that made you realize that you were seeing through someone
else’s eyes.”

“I was walking down the street, or I guess
you were, and the feelings were overwhelming. You were so impatient
and worried. What were you thinking about?”

He laughed, but it had a nervous edge to it
and he wouldn’t look at me. “I was thinking about you. Wondering if
you were ever going to come.”

When he didn’t continue, I prompted, “That
explains the impatience but why the worry?”

His eyes slowly met mine. “I thought that
maybe you had figured out what was happening and decided not to
come.”

That stunned me. While I tried to get my
thoughts together his golden brown eyes turned black. “Your eyes
change color with your mood! You’re sad right now aren’t you?” I
asked, astonished.

He looked down quickly. “Yeah, I guess that’s
another thing we have in common.” He mumbled.

I didn’t think about what I was doing. I only
knew that I had to comfort him, to make his sadness go away. I
wrapped my arms around him and murmured soothingly to him, “Please
don’t be sad. Whatever’s wrong, we’ll get through this.”

He put his hands on my shoulders and pushed
me away a few inches. Looking into my eyes, while his eyes filled
with questions, “You want to be with me? I mean, you don’t feel
like I worried that you would?”

His questions confused me for a second before
I realized that I still hadn’t commented on his feelings from my
dream. I couldn’t help but smile as I shook my head. “You’re
worried that you scared me off?” I took a deep breath. “Haven’t you
learned anything about my personality in all of the time you spent
in my head? I have never felt this strongly about anyone in my
entire life.” I stopped myself from saying any more. My face felt
like it had burst into flames. I had never really dated anyone. All
of the guys that I knew were just guys and I was looking for
someone special. I wanted the fairytale romance where you fall in
love with the one, the only one that could ever hold your
heart.

He gazed into my eyes for a long moment.
“I’ve never had these feelings before either. It’s very confusing
to think that we only met this morning. I imagine you’re even more
confused than I am. Will you do me a favor?”

“That depends on what it is.”

“Try to catch up to where I am. I want to
make sure that your acceptance isn’t just a reaction to shock.” He
hesitated a moment and then kissed my cheek softly. My hands felt
so cold when he released them and stood.

“You’re leaving?” I couldn’t hide the panic
in my voice.

“I’ve got a class in thirty minutes. And I
think you need some time alone to think about all of this.” He
grinned at me before adding, “Don’t worry; I’ll be back with supper
for us in a few hours.”

I let him go then. He was right; I did have a
lot to think about. I sat on the couch remembering all of the odd
dreams that I could; looking at them with this new knowledge. It
didn’t take me as long as I thought it would to wrap my head around
it and move on to wondering what I would see in my dreams that
night.

The phone ringing pulled me out of my
wondering. It was my mom.

“Hi, mom.”

“Talyn, why haven’t you called me? I want to
know everything. Do you like your apartment? How was your first
class? Did you meet anyone?”

I answered all of her questions except for
the last one. I didn’t know how to approach that minefield. When I
paused, she spit out more questions so I didn’t have to worry about
that one for a while. I finally told her that I needed to go so
that I could look for supper and she ended the call with an, “I
love you. Call me soon.”

I paced back and forth anxiously while I
waited for Joseph to come back. I had just begun wondering again
what this meant for us - Did he feel the same as I did, like we
were heading toward a serious relationship? - When I heard a knock
on the door. I ran to answer it. I must have looked a sight because
he laughed and asked, “Were you worried you were dreaming
again?”

My face flushed again, “No, actually, I was
wondering how long of a class did you have?”

He chuckled again as he headed to the
kitchen. “I also had to pick up supper, remember.”

I laughed at myself then sobered quickly when
I realized how desperate I must seem.

He picked up on my mood change, “What’s
wrong?” Concern written all over his face.

I was looking into his eyes again, a mistake
if I wanted to keep my wits about me. “I just realized that I might
run you off if I don’t tone down the enthusiasm.” I turned bright
red as my thoughts slipped through the filter to my mouth.

He rolled his eyes and shook his head. Then
he sighed, “I guess I’m going to have to tell you what I’ve been
trying not to say since the first moment I laid eyes on you.” He
looked deep into my eyes, his eyes turning a deep brown and
continued in a husky voice, “I had begun to fall in love with you
in my dreams. Now that I have you here with me, you will have to
tell me to leave before I will.”

I felt a wave of joy flow through me, “Don’t
hold your breath for that to happen.”

Smiling, he took my hand and led me to the
table. “Still, we need to be careful and try to take things
slow.”

When we had finished eating, I asked him to
tell me some more of the dreams he had of me. He thought for a
moment, then his lips turned up in a mischievous grin, “You were
watching a football game with your dad when your mom came in and
said ‘this is the reason you don’t have a boyfriend. You worry more
about the score than the cute guys in the uniforms.’ She turned the
TV off and you threw popcorn at her until she turned it back on and
said ‘I give up.’ You called out ‘I wish’ as she stormed out of the
room.”

“I was a little bit of a tomboy growing up.
My mom tried to get me to be more girly. She insisted that I go to
every dance that the school would have.” I bit my lip embarrassed
that I couldn’t seem to stop rambling on and on.

“Now your turn.” he said.

I already had one in mind. “You were in the
kitchen cooking something that I didn’t recognize when your mother
came in. She told you to go play somewhere else. You hid in the
hall closet until she walked by and snuck back to finish cooking.
You were so proud when you took that first bite.”

“Why would you remember something like
that?”

“I don’t know. Maybe because I’m the only
person on the planet that can burn water?”

He laughed at that. We continued to take
turns like that late into the night. When I yawned, he reluctantly
got to his feet, “I’d better let you get some rest. Why don’t you
come over for breakfast in the morning?”

I agreed, “What time do you want me
there?”

“Just come on over when you wake up.” He bent
over and kissed me on the cheek again. “I’ll be waiting for you in
our dreams.”

After he left, I was suddenly in a rush to
get to sleep. I should have known that with all of the excitement
of the day, sleep wouldn’t come easy. I lay there thinking about
Joseph and all of the things that I had learned that day.

*

In my dream that night I saw myself in what I
assumed was his apartment. I had dreamed of it before, but I didn’t
realize where I was at the time. His couch was large overstuffed
leather. He had a big screen TV and a marble coffee table. His
kitchen table was a beautiful mahogany with matching chairs.

The emotions in the dream were stronger than
ever. I felt an overwhelming love. I watched myself take a sip of
coffee and heard my own voice coming from the person sitting across
from me say, “I love you too.” The emotion that flowed through him
was so overpowering that it almost woke me up. Then I felt him
moving closer and my sight was cut off as he closed his eyes and
leaned in to kiss me. The emotions this time did wake me up.

I lay there in bed trying to slow my
breathing. As I went over the dream again I realized that what I
said to him was true. I wondered when this dream would come true
and then I wondered if he had been in the dream with me. I tried to
go back to sleep to no avail. When the sun finally started to rise,
I decided to take another bubble bath. Lying in the tub, my mind
wondered over how much love he felt for me. Then I wondered over
how much love I felt for him. Was it really only yesterday that we
had met? No, I thought to myself, we’ve known each other for at
least four years. I thought on this until the water turned cold and
my fingers were so shriveled that I couldn’t feel them. I rushed
through getting dressed, in a hurry to see him.

Knocking on his door, I impatiently waited
for the moment that I would see him again. When he opened it, the
smile on his face took my breath away.

“Talyn, you’re finally here. Come on in.” He
stepped back to let me pass then turned to close the door.

We stood there gazing into each other’s eyes.
I wondered if he was thinking about his dream from last night. I
broke the gaze first, knowing that I wouldn’t be able to speak
until I did. As my eyes slid to the side, I caught a glimpse of
myself in the mirror and I gasped. I hadn’t thought about what I
would wear today, I put on the first thing I grabbed from my
closet. Now, as I looked at myself in the mirror, I realized that I
was wearing the same thing in my dream.

Joseph moved quickly to wrap his arms around
me, “What’s wrong?”

I shook my head, still looking in the mirror
and whispered, “The dream.”

He looked down at me confused. When I didn’t
look at him, he turned to the mirror. “Oh,” he sighed before
turning back at me.

I looked into his eyes again. “Did you have
the same one that I did?”

“I believe I did. Would you like a cup of
coffee?” He asked, grinning down at me now.

I don’t know what emotion was written on my
face but what I felt was the same as I had the night before. I was
overwhelmed with emotion again and couldn’t speak. He led me to the
chair that I had seen and turned to get my coffee. He sat across
from me and set the coffee on the table. I looked down, wrapped my
hands around the cup, and took a sip, my hands shaking enough to
make this feat nearly impossible. When the cup was safely on the
table, I looked up at him and said, “I love you, too.”

I knew what was coming next, but it still
took my breath away. He leaned forward and gently pressed his lips
to mine. It was a very sweet kiss, filled with love. He had
captured my heart and I knew that it would always be his. The joy
that this knowledge gave me made my head spin.

We each had three classes that day but they
were at the same time, so I rode with him to school. The classes
passed quickly for me because I wasn’t paying attention to them. I
was thinking about our first kiss. Reliving every breath taking
second. When my last class was over, I met him at the car.

Opening the door for me and waiting until I
was settled, he then leaned down to kiss my forehead. “How was your
day?” he asked.

“It was wonderful; I don’t remember any of
it.” I said with a smile.

He chuckled as he closed my door. On the way
to the apartments, he asked, “What do you want to do tonight?”

I thought about this for a minute, before a
delicious thought popped into my head, “I wouldn’t be opposed to
kissing you some more.”

He chuckled, “Maybe we should go out in
public tonight. You don’t know how tempting you are.”

My grin got wider, “That settles it then,
we’re staying home.”

His laugh filled the air, “We’ll stay home
with one condition.”

When he didn’t continue, I sighed, “What’s
the condition?”

He narrowed his eyes as he looked at me, “You
have to try to behave yourself. I can’t protect your virtue
alone.”

We walked to the apartment with his arm
around me, holding me close.

We went to sit on the couch again, his arm
still around me. He ran his fingers down my jaw to my chin and
tilted my face up. This kiss lasted much longer than our first one,
but still not long enough for me. He pulled himself away from me,
gently pulling my hands from around his neck and placing them in my
lap.

“Why don’t you let me worry about my own
virtue?” I pouted.

He sighed and took a deep breath before
answering, “Because when you marry me someday, you will give
yourself to me completely. Until then, I will protect you from
anything that could hurt you, including yourself. I know you don’t
think so now, but you’ll regret it if you don’t wait.”

He was so sweet and caring, how could I
argue? I changed the subject, “Will you tell me about another
dream?”

He smiled at my effort to be good. “Your
mother took you shopping and piled so many clothes in your arms
that you couldn’t see where you were going. You walked into a wall
and I woke myself up laughing.”

I rolled my eyes, “I’m glad you enjoyed that
I had a bruise on my forehead for a week.”

He laughed again. “What dream made you laugh
at me then?”

I thought for a minute, “I liked the one
where you went to work with your father. You complained so much
about being bored that he finally put you in a cubicle and let you
play solitaire. He walked away muttering that he would have to live
forever to keep the business going if you were going to act like
that.”

We continued talking about the dreams we
remembered about each other. Both of us filled in details that the
other didn’t see. We moved on to hopes for the future. We talked
until late in the night again.

“Aren’t you curious about what we’ll dream
tonight?” he asked when I objected to him leaving.

“Of course I am, but the dreams aren’t as
good as having you here with me.”

He grinned at that and kissed me goodnight.
He had to break the embrace again and I could hear him chuckling as
I closed the door.

I didn’t rush getting ready for bed this
night; I was too wrapped up in the fact that he said one day we
would be married. When I climbed into bed the exhaustion from the
previous night’s restlessness hit me. I was asleep as soon as my
head hit the pillow.

I was surrounded by flowers, as I looked
around I saw my friends and family seated in the church facing me.
I thought for a moment that this might be a regular dream but
before I got too disappointed, I heard the music change. Everyone
turned in the pews as I saw myself walk through the doors in the
back of the sanctuary. The overwhelming emotion woke me up
again.

I realized that this was the same dream that
I had after the last wedding my mom and I had gone to. My mom was a
wedding photographer and I had helped her during the summer. The
last wedding of the season was the most beautiful I had ever seen.
It wasn’t extravagant. They didn’t have a lot of fanfare. It was
simple, but that’s why it was so perfect. Nothing distracted you
from the love of the bride and groom. The day was focused on that
love. That night I had dreamed of my own wedding. It was simple and
filled with love. I saw myself walking down the aisle in my
mother’s wedding dress.

I lay there daydreaming where the dream had
left off, until I fell asleep again.

This dream was completely different from the
last. There was a bright light in my face. I turned my head to look
around me and felt a sharp pain on the side of my head. I realized
that we were in a hospital as I saw myself lying in the next bed.
Just then the perspective changed. I was looking at Joseph and
myself. We were both on hospital gurneys with blood on our faces.
The nurse turned and said “Dr. Jackson, we have two car accident
victims here.”

I woke with a start. I jumped up and ran for
the door, but before I got there I heard Joseph banging on it and
calling my name.

“Talyn, are you ok? Open the door!” He was
out of breath when he stormed in the door.

For a moment I forgot all about the dreams.
Joseph was standing in front of me with nothing but a thin pair of
cotton shorts on. His bare chest had a slight sheen of sweat on it.
His muscles were rippling. He grabbed my arms and shook me gently,
“Talyn, answer me!”

“Um, what?” I asked, shaking my head to clear
it.

“Are you ok?”

I remembered then and fell into his arms. He
led me to the couch.

“Talyn, please, are you ok?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. What happened? I was looking
through your eyes and then I was suddenly looking through the
doctor’s eyes. Has that ever happened to you before?”

“Not that I can remember. Why were we in the
hospital?”

“The nurse said that we were in a car
accident. You didn’t see that? When did you wake up?”

“As soon as I switched to the doctor and saw
you covered in blood. I was on my feet before I knew that I was
awake. We can’t go anywhere tomorrow. I won’t let that happen to
you.”

I shook my head, confused again. “It might
not be tomorrow. You weren’t in the other dream?”

His eyes narrowed, “What do you mean? What
other dream?”

“I had a dream before the hospital one. It
was farther in the future.” For some reason, I was reluctant to
tell him exactly what my dream was about.

“Hmm, that’s interesting. Do you know how
much farther in the future that dream was?”

“No I just know that it wasn’t
immediate.”

“How can you be sure?”

I answered vaguely, “Do you remember our
conversation about my virtue? It was kind of about that.”

His eyes narrowed, “Are you sure that it was
one of our dreams and not just wishful thinking?” He grinned as he
said the last part.

I nodded. “I’m sure. I was looking through
your eyes.”

He furrowed his brow. “Oh, well this
complicates things”

“What do you mean?”

“I have to stop that wreck from happening. I
won’t let you be hurt.”

“Joseph,” I said in a gentle voice, “you
can’t protect me from everything. We didn’t appear to be hurt badly
and I would really like to meet that doctor. Do you think he
dreamed of us too?”

He was distracted, as I knew he would be. We
sat there speculating until he noticed me stifling another yawn.
“You need to get some sleep. I’m going to crash on your couch.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I can’t bear to leave you, not after seeing
you like that in the dream.” He squeezed me to him as he said
this.

I nestled into his chest, “No I mean, why on
the couch? I have a bed in there that I would be happy to
share.”

He pulled away from me, “Talyn, we’ve already
discussed this.”

I interrupted before he could go on, quickly
backpedaling. “We can be fully clothed. You can even sleep on top
of the covers if you like.” and then I added, “I don’t want to be
that far away from you.”

He looked at me for a long moment then
sighed. He stood up lifting me with him and scooped me into his
arms. He carried me to the bed and gently laid me between the
sheets. The way that he tucked the blankets around me made me feel
like a burrito. He lay down beside me on top of the blankets.
Loosening the blankets from around me, I snuggled into his chest as
he wrapped his arms around me. He kissed the top of my head sweetly
and I smiled as I drifted off to dreamland once again.
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Chapter Three

 


When my alarm went off, I stretched and
rolled out of bed. I tried to remember if I had any dreams while I
slept in Joseph’s arms but I couldn’t. I padded off to the kitchen
where I heard noise coming from. He held out a chair for me and
went to get me some coffee. When he came back to the table, he was
also carrying an omelet, which he set in front of me.

“Did you have any more dreams?” he asked as
he took his seat and sipped his coffee.

“Not that I can remember. Did you?”

He looked down and a slight hint of color
appeared on his face, “I didn’t go back to sleep.”

“Why not?”

“I had too much on my mind.” the tone of his
voice made it clear that it was something he wasn’t wanting to talk
about, so I left it alone.

After I was done eating I checked the time.
“I need to get ready for school. Are you driving me today?”

“Are you sure you want to go? After that
dream, I don’t know if you should.”

“Of course I’m sure. I’m not letting that
stop me from getting my education, unless you have a better idea.”
I reached forward and ran my fingers across his muscular chest.

He shook his head and grinned. “Go get ready
for school.”

“Dang it.” I muttered as I walked to the
bathroom.

He drove me to school cautiously. He didn’t
get even close to the speed limit. When I complained that if he
didn’t speed up, I would be late, he said, “If we wreck at this
speed I know that you won’t be hurt.”

We finally got to the school and I rushed off
to class. I was glad to have this time alone. There was something
that I needed to think about without him distracting me. Last
night, lying in his arms, had been exquisite. I tried to consider
sleeping without him there, but it seemed impossible. I considered
if it was too soon to ask him to stay with me every night, then I
remembered the dream of the wedding. If that was our future, then
why should we wait? I didn’t want to marry him yet, that would be
too much for my parents to understand, but I also couldn’t stand
the thought of being down the hall from him instead of in his
arms.

When class was over, I headed to the car,
knowing what I had to do. He was waiting with the car door held
open for me. I got in and waited until we were out of the parking
lot.

“I need to tell you something but I’m afraid
that you’ll be mad at me.” I started.

“I can’t imagine anything that you could do
to make me angry.”

I took a deep breath to calm my nerves and
began, “I misled you about the dream I had last night. I don’t know
why, I guess it just feels too personal, but I didn’t want to tell
you about it. I know. It’s silly.” I took another deep breath. “It
was our wedding.”

As soon as the last word left my lips he
turned, open mouthed, and stared at me. We were gazing into each
other’s eyes; his eyes turned the deep brown of passion. I’m sure
mine were the same color. I opened my mouth to continue, but was
interrupted by a horn blaring. I started to turn to look, but I was
too late. The impact was on my side of the car. I was flung into
Joseph. Our heads connected with a reverberating thud. I watched in
horror as his head lashed back from mine into the window. There was
broken glass everywhere.

“Talyn, are you ok?” He asked with a panic
stricken voice.

“I think so, what about you?” I noticed blood
trickling down his face and reached for him.

“Stay still!” He said, still panicked.
“Where’s all the blood coming from?”

I realized then that my nose was throbbing.
“I think I busted my nose on your hard head.” I said laughing.

“How can you be laughing at a time like
this?” He demanded.

“Because I was right about us not being hurt
badly, if we were you wouldn’t be yelling at me.” I chuckled
again.

“I’M NOT YELLING!” he yelled. As the sound
echoed back to him, he shook his head and laughed. “You’re really
ok?” He asked, calmer now.

“Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just a little
nosebleed.” I said grinning at him. “Now we get to meet Dr.
Jackson.”

He shook his head and chuckled, relieved now,
“I guess we do.”

A man with thick, black rimmed glasses was
suddenly standing outside of Joseph’s window. “Are you alright? I’m
so sorry. I had looked down at my cell phone for just a minute and
when I looked back up, you were right in front of me. It’s my
fault.” He continued talking, but I didn’t pay attention, I was too
excited. We were going to see the doctor from our dreams and
possibly get some answers as to why we had these dreams.

Joseph pulled me back to the present when he
said my name. “I’m Joseph and this is Talyn.”

The man shook Joseph’s hand and said,
“Chester. Here’s my insurance information. You two need to go to
the hospital and get yourselves checked out.” He looked over his
shoulder as we heard the sirens approaching.

The ambulance took us to the hospital where
the nurse from my dream packed my nose with gauze. She turned to
Joseph then and I knew that it was the moment from my dream. When
Dr. Jackson walked in, the nurse turned to tell him what was going
on. I took this time to get a good look at him. His sandy blonde
hair was curly. He was muscular but lean. As he looked at us his
eyes went from golden brown to the color of honey. I knew in that
moment that he had dreamed of us too.

He worked quickly, removing the glass from
Joseph’s scalp and stitching it up. I wanted to ask him about the
dream but the nurse was still with us cleaning the blood off of my
face and checking for more injuries. When he signed our charts and
handed us the paperwork, we still hadn’t had a moment alone. Joseph
came to my side and helped me out of the gurney. I turned to the
doctor and paused. The nurse was still there but I couldn’t just
leave without talking to him.

Joseph gently tugged on my arm and said,
“It’s ok, Talyn. We can leave now.”

I turned to look at him, hoping the questions
I had could be read in my eyes. Surely he wasn’t thinking we should
leave without talking to the doctor first! He looked down at me and
nodded knowingly then led me from the room.

He led me to a car and opened the door. I
looked at him questioning again. His car had been towed away. Where
did this one come from?

“My dad had someone bring another car for
me.” he shrugged.

When he put the car in drive I thought about
the doctor again, “We have to go back. I have so many questions.
Did you notice his eyes? He’s like us!”

Joseph grinned down at me but said nothing.
He handed me the paperwork the doctor had given him. I flung the
paperwork into my lap and crossed my arms, truly annoyed now.

“Look at the papers.” Joseph said, shooting
another grin my way.

The twinkle in his eyes made me do as he
said. There, between the discharge papers, was a small note.

I’ve dreamed of the two of you.

Please call me, SOON!!!

 


Under that was a phone number. Joseph helped
me from the car and led me to my couch. I don’t know how long I sat
there before I found my voice again.

“He wants to talk to us? Why? Do you think he
knows why we have the dreams?”

“What other explanation is there? I thought
that I dreamed of you because you were my soul mate. What if
there’s more to it than that?” There was a touch of sadness in his
voice.

It didn’t take me long to figure out why this
could make him sad. “That doesn’t change the way that we feel about
each other. I love you. And I know that you love me. Yes, there may
be something more to the reason we have these dreams, but that
doesn’t change the fact that we are soul mates.”

He looked down at me but there was still
worry on his face. He picked up the phone and said, “We might as
well see what he has to say.”

He dialed the number. From his side of the
conversation I gathered that the doctor wanted to talk to us in
person and not in the public’s view. Joseph gave him directions to
my apartment and hung up the phone.

“He’s coming here after his shift is over at
the hospital. It’ll only be about two more hours. Why don’t we get
cleaned up while we wait?”

He was finished before I was and waiting on
the couch for me. He looked sad again. Obviously, he had been
worrying while we were away from each other. That reminded me, we
still hadn’t finished our conversation and he looked like he needed
the distraction.

I sat on the couch and faced him. “We need to
finish our discussion from before the accident. I was leading up to
something that I wanted to ask.”

That made him curious but he wasn’t
distracted enough to wipe the sadness from his eyes. “You can ask
me anything.” he said.

“First, I want to remind you that in my dream
I was walking down the aisle to marry you. Last night we were in
bed together and yet my virtue is still intact.” I couldn’t stop
myself from rolling my eyes.

He chuckled. I looked into his eyes. They
were a deep brown again, filled with passion. Suddenly I was the
one that was distracted. I gazed into his eyes until he finally
prompted with a grin, “That wasn’t a question.”

I shook my head, trying to regain my train of
thought. “Do you think that it’s possible to do that again? What I
mean is, I don’t want to be away from you even when I’m sleeping.
Can you stay with me?”

He thought about this for a few minutes and I
got nervous. But before I could get too panicked, he said, “I think
we can try, but if it gets too …. difficult we might have to go
back to sleeping in separate apartments.”

I flung my arms around him and gave him a
passionate kiss. After a few minutes, he chuckled and pulled away,
“If you’re trying to convince me that you’ll be a good girl, you’re
not doing a very good job.”

I pouted for a moment then turned to grab the
TV remote. I flicked on a news show and sat quietly next to him,
proving how good I could be. I had all but forgotten about our
pending visit from Dr. Jackson, when there was a knock on the
door.

Joseph got to the door before I did. He
motioned for the doctor to enter. When the door was closed, the
doctor turned to us.

“Joseph, Talyn, you look like you’re feeling
better.”

“We are Dr. Jackson. Thank you for coming.
Would you like a drink?” I forced myself to say. I had so many
questions, it was hard to be a gracious hostess.

“Water, please. And, please, call me
Ben.”

“Alright, Ben.” Joseph agreed as he led Ben
to the living room.

I was back quickly with Ben’s water. He took
a sip before he began. “I’m sure you both have a lot of questions
for me but first I’d like to know how much you’ve figured out on
your own.”

Joseph began, “We’ve dreamed of each other
for several years but last night was the first time that we dreamed
of someone else. I understood that I was dreaming of her before we
met but she didn’t know until a few days ago. We had a dream that
led us to the place that we met. We thought that the dreams meant
that we were supposed to be together. Now, though, since dreaming
of you, we’re sure that it’s something more.”

“We’ve also noticed that our eyes change
color with our moods. I noticed the same thing with yours.” I
added.

Ben nodded and smiled at us, “It was the same
for my wife, Susan, and I. We dreamed of each other since puberty
and finally had the dream that caused us to meet about ten years
ago. When I was still in college, I had my first dream of someone
else. Carl was a medical student also. We spent all of our free
time doing research and trying to understand what made these dreams
happen. He didn’t even realize what was going on until we met. He
didn’t find his soul mate until years later, but by then he knew
everything about her so it was easier for him to explain to her.
Our research didn’t give us much. I don’t know if that’s because
this kind of thing is not documented or because people like us are
afraid of what might happen if others found out. Carl and I were
lab partners and we were doing an assignment on genetic testing
when we noticed our results were different than the examples in the
book. We thought that we had made a mistake in the testing. After
we had redone the tests several times, I realized that this could
be the answer we had been looking for. We tested as many people as
we could without bringing attention to what we were doing.” He
paused then to take another drink of water.

“Are you saying that we’re not human?” I
asked.
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