
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]

      
   
      
      


Nora Roberts is the number one New York Times
bestselling author of more than 190 novels. With more than
400 million copies of her books in print, Nora Roberts is
indisputably the most celebrated women’s fiction writer
today. She has achieved numerous top five bestsellers in the
UK, including a number one for Savour the Moment, and is
a Sunday Times hardback bestseller writing as J.D. Robb.


Become a fan on Facebook at

www.facebook.com/norarobertsjdrobb

and be the first to hear all the latest from Piatkus

about Nora Roberts and J. D. Robb

www.noraroberts.com

www.nora-roberts.co.uk

www.jd-robb.co.uk


   
      
      By Nora Roberts


      Romantic Suspense

      Homeport

      The Reef

      River’s End

      Carolina Moon

      The Villa

      Midnight Bayou

      Three Fates

      Birthright

      Northern Lights

      Blue Smoke

      Montana Sky

      Angels Fall

      High Noon

      Divine Evil

      Tribute

      Sanctuary

      Black Hills

      The Search

      Chasing Fire

      The Witness



      Trilogies and Quartets
      

      The Born In Trilogy:

      Born in Fire

      Born in Ice

      Born in Shame

      The Bride Quartet:

      Vision in White

      Bed of Roses

      Savour the Moment

      Happy Ever After

      The Key Trilogy:

      Key of Light

      Key of Knowledge

      Key of Valour

      The Irish Trilogy:

      Jewels of the Sun

      Tears of the Moon

      Heart of the Sea

      Three Sisters Island Trilogy:

      Dance upon the Air

      Heaven and Earth

      Face the Fire

      The Sign of Seven Trilogy:

      Blood Brothers

      The Hollow

      The Pagan Stone

      Chesapeake Bay Quartet:

      Sea Swept

      Rising Tides

      Inner Harbour

      Chesapeake Blue

      In the Garden Trilogy:

      Blue Dahlia

      Black Rose

      Red Lily

      The Circle Trilogy:

      Morrigan’s Cross

      Dance of the Gods

      Valley of Silence

      The Dream Trilogy:

      Daring to Dream

      Holding the Dream

      Finding the Dream

   
      
      Nora Roberts also writes the In Death series using the pseudonym J. D. Robb

      Naked in Death

      Glory in Death

      Immortal in Death

      Rapture in Death

      Ceremony in Death

      Vengeance in Death

      Holiday in Death

      Conspiracy in Death

      Loyalty in Death

      Witness in Death

      Judgement in Death

      Betrayal in Death

      Seduction in Death

      Reunion in Death

      Purity in Death

      Portrait in Death

      Imitation in Death

      Divided in Death

      Visions in Death

      Survivor in Death

      Origin in Death

      Memory in Death

      Born in Death

      Innocent in Death

      Creation in Death

      Strangers in Death

      Salvation in Death

      Promises in Death

      Kindred in Death

      Fantasy in Death

      Indulgence in Death

      Treachery in Death

      New York to Dallas

   
COPYRIGHT

Published by Hachette Digital

ISBN: 9780748128396

All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental

Copyright © 2000 by Nora Roberts

In Dreams originally published in the US by Penguin Putnam Inc. in the collection Once Upon a Dream in 2000


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.


Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY


www.hachette.co.uk


      
      Contents

      Copyright

          
      About the Author


      By Nora Roberts

    
               
      Prologue

      
      Chapter 1

      
      Chapter 2

      
      Chapter 3

      
      Chapter 4

      
      Chapter 5

      
      Chapter 6

      
      Chapter 7

      
      Chapter 8

      
      Chapter 9

      
      Chapter 10


  	Chasing Fire


      J. D. Robb

      
      
   

Prologue

 All he had were the dreams. Without them he was
alone, always and ever alone. For the first hundred
years of his solitude, he lived on arrogance and temper. He
had plenty of both to spare.


For the second, he lived on bitterness. Like one of his
own secret brews, it bubbled and churned inside him. But
rather than healing, it served as a kind of fuel that pushed him from day to night, from decade to decade.


In the third century, he fell into despair and self-pity. It
made him miserable company, even for himself.


His stubbornness was such that it took four hundred
years before he began to make a home for himself, to struggle
to find some pleasure, some beauty, some satisfaction in
his work and his art. Four hundred years before his pride
made room for the admission that he may have been, perhaps,
just slightly and only partially responsible for what had
become of him.


Still, had his actions, his attitude, deserved such a harsh
judgment from the Keepers? Did his mistake, if indeed it
had been a mistake, merit centuries of imprisonment, with
only a single week of each hundred-year mark in which to
really live?


When half a millennium had passed, he surrendered to
the dreams. No, it was more than surrender. He embraced
them, survived on them. Escaped into them when his soul
cried out for the simple touch of another being.


For she came to him in dreams, the dark-haired maid
with eyes like blue diamonds. In dreams she would run
through his forest, sit by his fire, lie willing in his bed. He
knew the sound of her voice, the warmth of it. He knew the
shape of her, long and slender as a boy. He knew the way the
dimple would wink to life at the corner of her mouth when
she laughed. And the exact placement of the crescent moon
birthmark on her thigh.


He knew all of this, though he had never touched her,
never spoken to her, never seen her but through the silky
curtain of dreams.


Though it had been a woman who had betrayed him, a
woman who was at the root of his endless solitude, he
yearned for this dark-haired maid. Yearned for her, as the
years passed, as much as he yearned for what had been.


He was drowning in a great, dark sea of alone.


      
   
      
      Chapter One


 It was supposed to be a vacation. It was supposed to be
fun, relaxing, enlightening.


It was not supposed to be terrifying.


No, no, terrifying was an exaggeration. Slightly.


A wicked summer storm, a strange road snaking through
a dark forest where the trees were like giants cloaked in the
armor of mists. Kayleen Brennan of the Boston Brennans
wasn’t terrified by such things. She was made of sterner
stuff. She made a point of reminding herself of that, every
ten seconds or so as she fought to keep the rental car on the
muddy ditch that had started out as a road.


She was a practical woman, had made the decision to be
one quite deliberately and quite clearly when she was
twelve. No flights of fancy for Kayleen, no romantic dreams
or foolish choices. She had watched  – was still watching  –
such occupations lead her charming, adorable, and baffled
mother into trouble.


Financial trouble. Legal trouble. Man trouble.


So Kayleen had become an adult at twelve, and had
stayed one.


An adult was not spooked by a bunch of trees and a few
streaks of lightning, or by mists that thickened and thinned
as if they breathed. A grown woman didn’t panic because
she’d made a wrong turn. When the road was too narrow,
as this one was, to allow her to safely turn around, she simply
kept going until she found her way again.


And a sensible person did not start imagining she heard
things in the storm.


Like voices.


Should have stayed in Dublin, she told herself grimly as
she bumped over a rat. In Dublin with its busy streets and
crowded pubs, Ireland had seemed so civilized, so modern, so urbane. But no, she’d just had to see some of the
countryside, hadn’t she? Just had to rent a car, buy a map,
and head out to explore.


But honestly, it had been a perfectly reasonable thing to
do. She’d intended to see the country while she was here
and perhaps find a few treasures for her family’s antique
shop back in Boston. She’d intended to wander the roads,
to drive to the sea, to visit the pretty little villages, and the
great, grand ruins.


Hadn’t she booked her stay in a licensed bed-and-breakfast
for each night that she’d be traveling? Confirmed
reservations ensured there would be no inconvenience and
no surprises at the end of each day’s journey.


Hadn’t she precisely mapped out her route and each point
of interest, how long she intended to stay studying each?


She hadn’t anticipated getting lost. No one did. The
weather report had indicated some rain, but this was Ireland,
after all. It had not indicated a wild, windy, wicked thunderstorm
that shook her little car like a pair of dice in a cup and
turned the long, lovely summer twilight into raging dark.


Still, it was all right. It was perfectly all right. She was just
a bit behind schedule, and it was partly her own fault. She’d
lingered a bit longer than she intended at Powerscourt
Demesne on her way south. And a bit longer again at the
churchyard she’d come across when she headed west.


She was certainly still in County Wicklow, certainly
somewhere in Avondale Forest, and the guidebook had
stated that the population through the forested land was
thin, the villages few and far between.


She had expected to find it charming and atmospheric,
a delightful drive on her way to her night’s stay in
Enniscorthy, a destination she’d been scheduled to reach by
seven-thirty. She tipped up her arm, risked a quick glance at
her watch, and winced when she saw she was already a full
hour late.


Doesn’t matter. Surely they wouldn’t lock the doors on
her. The Irish were known for their hospitality. She
intended to put that to the test as soon as she came across
a town, a village, or even a single cottage. Once she did, she’d
get her bearings again.


But for now…


She stopped dead in the road, realizing she hadn’t even
seen another car for over an hour. Her purse, as ruthlessly
organized as her life, sat on the seat beside her. She took out
the cell phone she’d rented, turned it on.


And swore softly when the readout told her, as it had
since she’d driven into the forest far enough to realize she
was lost, that she had no signal.


‘Why don’t I have a signal?’ She nearly rapped the phone
against the steering wheel in frustration. But that would
have been foolish. ‘What is the point of renting mobile
phones to tourists if they’re not going to be able to use
them?’


She put the phone away, took a deep breath. To calm herself,
she closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and allowed
herself two minutes of rest.


The rain lashed the windows like whips, the wind continued
its feral howl. At jolting intervals the thick darkness
was split by yet another lance of blue-edged lightning. But
Kayleen sat quietly, her dark hair still tidy in its band, her
hands folded in her lap.


Her mouth, full and shapely, gradually relaxed its tight
line. When she opened her eyes, blue as the lightning that
ripped the sky, they were calm again.


She rolled her shoulders, took one last cleansing breath,
then eased the car forward.


As she did, she heard someone  – something  – whisper
her name.


Kayleen. 


Instinctively, she glanced to the side, out the rain-spattered
window, into the gloom. And there, for an instant, she
saw a shadow take shape, the shape of a man. Eyes, green as
glass, glittered.


She hit the brakes, jerking forward as the car slid in the
mud. Her heart raced, her fingers shook.


Have you dreamed of me? Will you? 


Fighting fear, she quickly lowered the window, leaned out
into the driving rain. ‘Please. Can you help me? I seem to
be lost.’


But there was no one there. No one who would  –
could  – have said, so low and sad, So am I.


Of course there was no one. With one icy finger she
jabbed the button to send the window back up. Just her imagination,
just fatigue playing tricks. There was no man standing
in the forest in a storm. No man who knew her name.


It was just the sort of foolishness her mother would have
dreamed up. The woman lost in the enchanted forest, in a
dramatic storm, and the handsome man, most likely a prince
under a spell, who rescued her.


Well, Kayleen Brennan could rescue herself, thank you
very much. And there were no spellbound princes, only
shadows in the rain.


But her heart rapped like a fist against her ribs. With her
breath coming fast, she hit the gas again. She would get off
of this damned road, and she would get to where she
intended to be.


When she got there, she would drink an entire pot of tea
while sitting neck-deep in a hot bath. And all of this…
inconvenience would be behind her.


She tried to laugh it off, tried to distract herself by mentally
composing a letter home to her mother, who would
have enjoyed every moment of the experience.


An adventure, she would say. Kayleen! You finally had an
adventure!


‘Well, I don’t want a damn adventure. I want a hot bath.
I want a roof over my head and a civilized meal.’ She was
getting worked up again, and this time she couldn’t seem to
stop. ‘Won’t somebody please help me get where I’m supposed
to be!’


In answer, lightning shot down, a three-pronged pitchfork
hurled out of the heavens. The blast of it exploded the
dark into blinding light.


As she threw up an arm to shield her eyes, she saw, standing
like a king in the center of the road, a huge buck. Its
hide was violently white in the slash of her headlights, its
rack gleaming silver. And its eyes, cool and gold, met her terrified
ones through the rain.


She swerved, stomped on the brakes. The little car fishtailed,
seemed to spin in dizzying circles propelled by the
swirling fog. She heard a scream  – it had to be her own  –
before the car ran hard into a tree.


And so she dreamed.


Of running through the forest while the rain slapped
down like angry fingers. Eyes, it seemed a thousand of
them, watched her through the gloom. She fled, stumbling
in the muck stirred up by the storm, her bones jolting as
she fell.


Her head was full of sound. The roar of the wind, the
booming warning of thunder. And under it a thousand
voices chanting.


She wept, and didn’t know why. It wasn’t the fear, but
something else, something that wanted to be wrenched out
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