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Chapter One
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One could never really expect that a crush on a famous person was going to amount to anything. At thirty-nine years of age, Ophelia Marks knew it was meaningless that she had feelings for someone she could never know.

It was depressing as heck, but it was just the way it was.

Ophelia did not even know how she had reached this point; she was smarter than that, wasn’t she?

Greyson Campbell had been a star since his teens. Ophelia had once had a poster of him on her wall; from back in those days when you purchased glossy magazines to pull the poster of the hottie of the week out of the centre. He had been in good company on her wall with about a dozen other celebrities who had gone on to very successful careers as well. She had liked him, found him cute, and then watched quite a few of the movies he had been in, but she had never been what many would label a genuine fan. There were many movies she had never seen, she could tell no one what his middle name was, nor his birthday beyond that he was born the year before her. She couldn’t even tell anyone exactly where he was born other than the country.

Hardly a die-hard fan.

He had aged so well, unlike how she felt she had. That probably explained why he was as popular as ever. Then he had been an absolute bastard by turning out to be a musician at heart as well. He had released an album, and while it was no chart-topper, there had been something about it that had spoken to Ophelia.

She was a writer at heart and had written a lot of pieces over the years — stories, poems, songs, and fan fiction. She had even shared her creations on the internet, but she had never pursued it. Still, there had been something in the music he had written that had inspired her soul, and she had written because of him.

More than she had in years.

She had written many poems that were maybe song lyrics, and she had written a whole novel-length story with the love interest inspired by him. Not just because he was handsome, obviously he was, but because he inspired her. The lines in his songs just spoke to her in a way she could not quite explain, and in a manner that she could never tell him.

It was wonderful.

And it was terrible. She was in far too deep with her thoughts of him in a way that could never become anything. For starters, she was married, and while the marriage no longer fulfilled her in the ways she needed, she was still loyal to her vows and could not imagine life without Warren.

Then there was the biggest problem, the one where Greyson was an extremely attractive, famous person who lived in a different country and would never know she existed. Just a minor setback, right?

Ophelia had been married for most of her life. She had married her teenage love while they were still barely more than children. Her father had to give her permission legally to wed because she was so young. Warren was among the first boys she had ever kissed, and she had thought it was true love. They had been happy enough, but the passion and the romance had faded years ago. They were mostly friends who lived together now and had sex. She could not imagine her life without him, but she did not know if that was just because life would be harder without him. Warren was a good guy, but it was Greyson that she was thinking about every night when she went to sleep.

It was making her a little sadder every day.

How did one stop a silly infatuation?

Ophelia had very little experience in getting over someone. The last time she had experienced crushes had been at age fourteen, and at that age crushes just went away rather quickly on their own.

Ophelia couldn’t seem to shake the thoughts she was having about Greyson, no matter how many times she told herself it was ridiculous, and that was without the complications of who and, most importantly, what she was. Sure, it didn’t really matter much, and Warren had never even believed her, but it was one reason Ophelia would never meet Greyson. Could never.

Ophelia was the daughter of a selkie.

Being the daughter of a selkie came with certain... complications. She couldn’t bear to get on an airplane and travel so far from the water, not even to contemplate trying to meet her crush. In the past, she would have intense panic attacks. Friends and family had thought that they were because of aviophobia, a fear of flying and being in an airplane. Ophelia knew it had never been because of any phobia.

Ophelia simply could not bear to be too far from the water, which was one reason she loved living in Aotearoa, New Zealand. No matter where you went, you were never too far from the sea.

There were some pleasant aspects to her heritage. She could also manipulate any water around her. Although she rarely did it around others, sometimes she would sit and play with the water in her cup when she was alone or make the water dance when she visited the local rivers.

Connecting with the water reminded her that no matter how unimportant she felt, she was still special in her own way. It did not matter if anyone else knew. Her gift also reminded her of her mother. Her mother had found her skin and returned to the water when Ophelia was just eleven years old. Ophelia had struggled since then. How could she be important if her own mother had deserted her?

In Greyson’s songs, Ophelia had found her confidence in herself growing. It had helped rekindle her love for that special and secret side of her. Who cared if the world knew her secret? She knew, so why shouldn’t she embrace it and let it help her feel confident in herself?

“This song? Again?” Stevie shook her head as she got in the car and pushed her handbag down beside her feet.

“Hey, I like it.”

“Yeah. Just a wee bit.”

Stevie lived at the top end of the same cul-de-sac down as Ophelia and worked two streets over from her in the business district of town, so they carpooled most workdays. This week was Ophelia’s turn to drive, and Ophelia was used to Stevie teasing her each day when she replayed the song.

“Did you hear?”

“About the road works?” Ophelia didn’t look at Stevie, too focused on the roundabout. “I saw the post. I reckon as long as we’re not late leaving work tonight, we shouldn’t run into much trouble.”

“Silly, not that part. The rumour about who is filming down here.”

“Down here in the Bay or just in New Zealand?”

“In the Bay, supposedly Bernard Grint is one of the new characters in the Arcite sequel.”

Ophelia glanced over at Stevie. “And you’re hoping that we might spot him somewhere in Napier?”

“I know, I know. We never saw anyone at all when they filmed the first one, and this has been filming for weeks already, but you never know.”

“I’ll cross my fingers that he just happens to be at the restaurant tonight. Happy birthday again, by the way.”

“You can sing to me again if you like. I’m keeping the video you sent this morning. Your voice is so soothing.”

“Well, if you didn’t keep talking over my song with your celebrity gossip, I probably would have been singing now,” Ophelia replied with a laugh. It was Stevie’s thirty-seventh birthday today, and Ophelia had sung her happy birthday in a video message earlier to wish her such and to wake her up. Ophelia couldn’t afford for her oversleeping to make them late for the third time this week.

Stevie was having a dinner party that night at a local winery restaurant with about a dozen other friends. Ophelia would fly solo tonight as Warren had already left on a weekend hunting trip with his best mates. Not that they did much hunting; it was more an excuse to sit around in a cabin and drink until someone threw up, from what she could gather. Still, she did not mind the time to herself.

They parked up in town and started their walk to their buildings, Stevie loudly imagining the various ways she might run into Bernard and start her new life as his wife. Each version was more outlandish than the last.

“See you at the car later, unless you want to join us for lunch?” Stevie said as they reached the corner of the road her building was on.

“I thought your workmates were taking you out for lunch?”

“They are, but you’re welcome to come along.”

“If I can swing a lunchtime change, then I’ll come, but you know what Russ is like, especially on a Friday.”

“See what you can do. It is my birthday after all.” Stevie stood giving the biggest puppy-dog eyes before she headed off down the footpath.

Ophelia laughed and made her way to work, booting up her computer with four minutes to spare.

With headphones and music on, she got to work on the latest applications.

As predicted, her boss wasn’t willing to give up his later lunch break, so she went and got sushi by herself when it was her time. A car drove by as she was waiting to cross the parade to sit on the beach to eat, and the passenger reminded her of Greyson. He could have been his brother he looked so much like him, so she spent the rest of the afternoon with her mind half on replying to emails and half on him. She felt guilty whenever she thought about him. She was married after all, yet she could not bring herself to dismiss the thoughts and the daydreams.

Stevie was still a little tipsy from her very long birthday work lunch when they met up after work. They spent the short drive home blasting music and singing along loudly; Stevie even joined her on one of Greyson’s songs.

It didn’t take long for Ophelia to get changed into nicer clothes and glam up her make-up for the evening then make her way back to Stevie’s house to jump in the taxi van that would take them the ten-minute walk to the winery. Stevie had justified the taxi by declaring that she wanted all the girls to drink and to wear a nice pair of heels. That meant that they couldn’t possibly walk to the winery; they would wear out their shoes and probably break their ankles coming down the hill drunk afterwards. Ophelia and the others had agreed to her plans, regardless of what they were drinking or wearing. Although Ophelia planned to let loose and have a few. She could crash on Stevie’s couch if walking five houses down proved to be too much for her or her shoes.
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“You will never guess who is out in the garden!” Stevie squealed the words in Ophelia’s face. Her voice was shrill with excitement.

“What?”

Stevie said nothing more; she just dragged Ophelia across the dining room to the large window that looked out over the lower restaurant and grounds. The restaurant’s outdoor area had a separate booking for another party, forcing Stevie to take one of the private rooms upstairs instead. Any feelings of annoyance about the late booking seemed forgotten as Stevie stabbed at the glass.

“Look! Look!”

Quite a few people were milling around with their drinks on the grass post-dinner as others sat around on the deck. They all seemed to be having a great time. There were some very stunning dresses on some exquisite ladies. Ophelia most definitely had wardrobe envy and felt a little frumpy by comparison. She kept looking, but no-one caught her eye.

“Who am I looking at?”

“Well, I don’t know where he is, but he’s here!”

“Who is here?”

“Bernard! A group from the film is down there for the party. It’s one of the producers’ birthdays or something.”

Ophelia wondered if that was true, or if someone was just winding Stevie up. She was at least seven drinks in now and easily manipulated, even when sober. It seemed highly unlikely that the very thing they had joked about this morning was playing out now. Still, stranger things had happened.

She indulged Stevie, though. They stood there, sipping their drinks and trying not to be too obvious about their staring. Ophelia yelped as Stevie yanked on her arm so hard that she nearly wore her drink.

“Holy shit, it’s him, it’s really truly him.”

Sure enough, where she was pointing over to the garden bar on the deck, Bernard Grint was standing there with his arm around a beautiful woman who looked vaguely familiar. Another actress maybe?

Ophelia backed away from the window, hoping it was soundproof as Stevie squealed louder still. She cringed when it became obvious that the window was not soundproof. So many people looked up at the window. For a moment, Ophelia saw a man that reminded her so much of Greyson, but only briefly before she was backing out of the line of sight of all the people below so she could not get a good look at him.

She imagined it was him though, her mind conjuring thoughts of wandering downstairs and running into him, of an instant connection that led to a quiet spot down in the vineyard.

Maybe it was the alcohol, but she got herself a little hot and bothered thinking about it, so she was more than happy to head off when Stevie suggested it was time to head home for more, substantially cheaper, drinks.

Ophelia did not realise the only reason Stevie had suggested it was that the party downstairs was breaking up and people were leaving too, not until they were making their way downstairs.

Ophelia stayed back, letting Stevie’s best friends handle the drunk girl on the outside steps as she wobbled down to the car park. She was trying to rush, hoping to spot Bernard again. When they were on flat ground again, Ophelia followed them with Stevie’s sister, her dad, and another friend, the four of them carrying the boxed-up presents that Stevie had forgotten about in her rush.

“This is going to go badly,” Rhiannon, Stevie’s sister, said as she and Ophelia came down the stairs and swung around to head outside.

“I kind of hope for his sake he’s already gone or is still inside,” Ophelia laughed. “I assume, though, that he’s well-versed in handling drunken fans who squeal like a house alarm going off.”

“Ha! I’m sure. I—” Rhiannon said but cut off as her shoe went out from under her and she slipped down the few steps leading from the building.

“Rhia!” Ophelia called out to her, quickly placing her box of presents down to grab for Rhiannon and the box she was carrying.

Thankfully, others had moved to help, and helpful hands grabbed the box before it dropped. Ophelia grabbed Rhiannon’s arm at the same time as someone else did.

“Whoa, easy there, lass,” a voice that Ophelia immediately recognised said.

She looked up and found she was looking at Greyson. Her Greyson. There was no mistaking him, although part of her wondered if she was far gone enough in her madness to be hallucinating. Maybe she was drunker than she thought?

No, this was Greyson Campbell in person, standing right in front of her.

She let go of Rhiannon’s arm and let him hold her up instead. She immediately felt full of shame, as if he might know the things she had been thinking about him, or writing because of him, just by being that close. If he’d had the chance to look into her eyes, it would have been all over.

“I’m okay, I’m—” Rhiannon stared in shock at her rescuer. She let out a little excited yelp before she continued. “You’re, you’re that guy!”

Greyson laughed, sounding amused. “I am indeed that guy.”

Ophelia adjusted her box back into both arms and left them talking while she took it to the waiting taxi van. She placed it in the back with the other two boxes that had come down. Slowly, trying to be casual, she looked back to Rhiannon and Greyson, feeling resentment that it was Rhiannon talking to him, and then shame that she felt that way, especially given she had fled. Oh, and the pesky detail that she was still a married woman with a stupid crush.

Greyson turned and looked straight at her, and Ophelia stared at him, frozen like a deer in headlights until he looked back at Rhiannon. She listened as he checked she was okay again and then said goodnight to her.

The sound of Stevie in tears behind her distracted her from spying on him further.

“What happened?” she asked Lana as she approached them. Lana was one of Stevie’s oldest and closest friends. Lana was rubbing Stevie’s back while the birthday girl sobbed. She did not appear to want to be calmed down.

“He was so rude to me,” Stevie replied. “I just wanted a picture with him for my birthday, and he was so rude.”

“Let’s get you into the taxi,” Lana said to Stevie, and with Ophelia’s help they got her inside and buckled up.

Lana leaned back out of the taxi and smiled at Ophelia, sighing slightly. “He was rude, but she was also very drunk, and I don’t think his girlfriend honestly appreciated being pushed out of the way.”

“Stevie didn’t!”

“She did.”

Ophelia rubbed her forehead and sighed. They really shouldn’t have left her to her own devices. “She’s going to hate herself in the morning when she realises what she did.”

“I think she already does; I think she’s embarrassed as much as anything, and I—” Lana stopped as someone approached them.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt. Just wished to check I did not push you out of the way before. I saw a woman in need and in my haste to assist I feel as though I may have pushed you. With the way you went backwards away from me, I think it was perhaps a little forceful.”

Ophelia stared at Greyson, listening to the wonderful English accent, with that hint of his Scottish upbringing. Looking into his dark eyes, both her mouth and brain chose that moment to leave the building. She felt lightheaded and felt as if her whole body was being tumbled by powerful waves. All she could do was stare.

“Ophelia?” Lana looked at her with some concern. She reached out to touch her arm.

Ophelia blinked at the contact; it was enough to stir her back to life. “Sorry, I, sorry.”

She rubbed the bridge of her nose and her temples at the same time with her fingers. She might have come out of her stupor, but her brain and mouth still refused to cooperate.

“Are you okay?”

Ophelia took a deep steadying breath and tried again. “Yes, sorry, just suddenly felt a little unsteady. I suppose it was the cocktails.”

She turned to face Greyson properly, trying not to be a complete ninny. Although it was probably too late for that.

“You didn’t push me out of the way. I’m sorry if I gave that impression. I thought Rhia would appreciate a handsome hero more than just me, and I still needed to get Stevie’s presents to the van.”

Greyson was looking at her, clearly concerned. Was if he was worried about her. “Good, that’s good, but do you need to sit down?”

“I will shortly, but thank you. I might not have gotten to Rhia in time without your help.”

“Glad to be of service,” Greyson said and smiled.

His smile threatened to make Ophelia feel woozy on her feet again, but she did her best not to let on this time.

Oh, she was in so much trouble.

She had already been in trouble, but now, seeing him in the flesh like this was just going to make this ridiculous crush worse. So much for getting over him easily.

He was yelled at by some men in a nearby car. He waved to them.

“Coming, lads!”

He turned back to Ophelia again. “You are sure that you are fine?”

“I am, thank you.”

“Well, that’s my ride, goodnight to you both.”

“Goodnight,” Lana said. She stared at him similarly to Ophelia.

For a moment, Ophelia misplaced her tongue before she could reply but found it before he vanished. “Goodnight, thank you, Greyson. I mean, Mister, uh, Campbell.”

“Greyson is fine, goodnight, Ophelia.”

The way he said her name and the way he smiled before he turned and walked away made Ophelia go weak. Like in some silly romance story, she literally felt weak at the knees and sagged against the van door.

“That was Greyson Campbell,” Lana hissed.

“I know!” Ophelia murmured back.

“We just talked to Greyson Campbell.”

Ophelia nodded, but before she could respond further, Stevie sobbed loudly again. Ophelia sighed and turned to climb into the van. “Come on, we better get her home and some water in her.”

Ophelia felt oddly sober by the time she had finished helping with Stevie, leaving her with Lana and Rhiannon for the night, before she wandered home and let herself in through the gate and into the house. She contemplated heading to bed but flopped down on the couch instead, thinking of Greyson and his smile.

She had met Greyson Campbell, and the thoughts in her head were not the kind she should have in her marital bed.

He was even more attractive and even more charismatic. That smile. Those eyes.

In her fantasies, it had only taken a single look, an instant, for them to feel a connection and to fall in love with each other, or lust, depending on the fantasy, but real life wasn’t like the stories she wrote.

The moment she had seen him she had felt something inside her lurch towards him like a physical force but come tomorrow he would probably have already forgotten her or filed her away in his mind alongside the thousands of other people he encountered in his famous day-to-day life.

Still, she had truly seen Greyson Campbell in the flesh. He had smiled at her, and he had said her name. That was more than she had realistically ever imagined might happen, and it would be enough. It had to be; because that was all the universe was giving her.
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Chapter Two
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Bernard dropped into the chair next to Greyson as he sat on the balcony overlooking the tennis court and out to the coast.

“I swear to God, whatever I do for that woman is never enough. Pour me a drink.”

“Evening, Greyson, stunner of a night, isn’t it? Would you mind if I join you for a nightcap? Absolutely, Bernard, my pleasure. Would you like to join me for a port? Is all well with Summer?” Greyson deadpanned while swirling his port around gently in his glass.

Bernard sighed. “Sorry, where are my manners.”

“Perhaps you left them in that parking lot when you yelled at the birthday girl.”

“That was a little rough of me, wasn’t it?”

“A smidge, yes. Granted, she was a bit much and all, but hardly as bad as some we have encountered. Regardless, manners maketh the man.”

“It’s not enough that I did not get the part in that movie; you now have to quote it at me?”

Greyson chuckled and shifted in his seat, reaching for a glass before he poured out a measure of port for his best friend. He had expected Bernard would eventually join him, having overheard the argument between Bernard and Summer from his rooms, so had set out another glass before he got comfortable. He did not envy Bernard in his relationship. Greyson was happier being single than to endure the arguments of a relationship that was based on appearance and not emotion.

He and Bernard had met at school in their late teens and had been friends ever since. Greyson had been more than happy to fly out for a visit while Bernard filmed his latest fantasy movie. He had always wanted to visit New Zealand, although he might have been a little more hesitant had he known the state of things between Bernard and his high-fashion model girlfriend. Greyson knew it was perhaps cruel of him, but he did not see the relationship seeing out the rest of the month.

Greyson handed the glass over to Bernard.

“I heard some of the yelling. Best let her cool off. You can always sleep on the couch in my room.”

“A tempting offer.” Bernard looked down at the untouched contents of his glass and let out a heavy sigh. “I can’t even blame the drinks because I was on the non-alcoholic beers tonight. Just stressed, I guess, and the drunk girl copped it.”

“Hopefully, it does not turn into a three-ring circus. But she seemed more upset and embarrassed, so she might not even mention it.”

“You saw her after?”

Greyson nodded. “In the back of her taxi, she was sobbing her eyes out.”

“Bollocks. Now I feel even worse.”

“Had a word with one of her guests, not about you, mind you. They did not seem overly upset on her behalf, at least.”

“That’s something.” He set his untouched glass down on the table, his gaze finally moving from the contents to look over at Greyson. “I don’t think things are going to work out between Summer and me. I am not the boyfriend she was hoping for.”

“You never are,” Greyson remarked. Again, he was not being cruel. It was simply that the women that Bernard usually dated were not looking for the same things out of a relationship that he was. Bernard wanted something with more depth but then kept dating purely based on his physical attraction. Greyson believed there was more to love than that.

But then, Greyson was single yet again, so what did he know?

“Shut it,” Bernard said good-naturedly, knowing Greyson was right. “So, what did her friends say about it?”

“We didn’t talk about it.”

“What did you talk about?”

“One girl nearly fell down the stairs, in rush to help her, I thought I had knocked one of her other friends out of the way, so I went to apologise.”

“That was nice of you.”

Greyson made a noncommittal noise.

Bernard looked over at him. “What is it? You look, uh, haunted, for lack of a better word.”

Greyson shrugged. He supposed that was as good a description of how he was feeling as any. “It’s just one woman I spoke to. I have an unshakable feeling I’ve met her before. She may be simply a fan I have stumbled across with social media or at conventions, but her reaction to me was odd. Like I made her come over unwell.”

“Would not be the first time you’ve made a lass faint for you.”

Greyson shook his head. “No, it was something different. I cannot seem to describe it. It was uneasy but not with the same negative connotations.”

“Isn’t that exactly what uneasy is? Full of negative connotations.”

“I suppose, but I find myself at a loss for the right words.”

“That is saying a lot when the walking thesaurus can’t find the right word.”

“Maybe I will blame the jetlag.” He took another drink and leaned back in his seat again.

Greyson wished he could articulate what he was feeling, but he could not seem to find the words, nor was he even certain he understood what these feelings were. He had felt something the moment he had neared her to help the other woman. He’d even used that as an excuse to talk to her; it had only made the feeling stronger.

“Was she pretty?”

“I do not know if you would think so, given your current tastes, but yes, to my mind she was quite beautiful. Striking blue eyes.”

“I do like bright blue eyes.”

“No, not bright, it’s difficult to describe, but they were striking.”

“As you said. Don’t tell me you’re finally ready to give up this celibacy crap.”

Greyson snorted lightly. “It is hardly celibacy; it is called being single.”

“Same thing to my mind.”

“As I’ve noted.”

Greyson lifted his glass and took a small sip. He was not saying he was going to give this celibacy crap up, as Bernard called it. He had just felt some kind of recognition of the woman in question, which was irrelevant as there had been a wedding band on her ring finger. Still, he was having trouble stopping thinking about her and why she was so familiar to him.

He hoped it would come to him in the wee hours and set his mind at ease.

At least he knew her name, Ophelia. Cliched as it was, Hamlet remained one of his favourite plays.

There’s rosemary, that’s for remembrance; pray you, love, remember.

He just needed to remember.
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Chapter Three
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Saturday mornings were for the water.

Because of her name, there had been people who had teased Ophelia that she should not love the water so much, or insinuated that she was just finding the perfect place to drown herself. While she did not want to drown, Ophelia did like the idea of just floating peacefully down a stream or river. No thoughts and no sounds beyond nature.

No matter how cold it was, she would always get at least her feet into the water.

Today she had decided to travel a little out of the way to one of her favourite rivers. This early in autumn, the water was still warm enough to dip her feet into as she sat at the river’s edge. The view was beautiful as the trees had started to change colour and drop their leaves. She loved coming here in spring as well, when she could look up the river and see the snow-capped hills.

The best thing about the river was that she was often the only person who came down to it. She would sit in silence and enjoy the peace, or she would sing.

Today, as she sat on a large river stone with her feet in the swiftly flowing water, she felt a powerful urge to sing.

She leaned back, hands resting among the stones, and sang an old song her mother had sung to her as a child.

How am I to remain twixt worlds and places, loves, and faces?

There is none I might love more

Though I seek to flee

My place, my soul

Remains betwixt the ones I love and my home, the sea

Ophelia had learned all nine verses by heart before she had ever learned to read. The sad tale of the woman caught between her place in the sea and the children she had borne on land, whom she might never see again.

Her mother had sung the song and lived with this constant sadness, but it had been the sea she had chosen. Ophelia wondered if every seal she saw could be her mother and if the babies that sunned themselves on the rocks at Perfume Point might be her kin.

She had not seen her mother since, and if the stories were true, she knew that she never would again.

There were still times that she had hated her mother for choosing the water, but as she got older, she thought she understood. The sea was her mother’s home, and the call was too strong not to heed it. On some days, like today, Ophelia almost wanted to answer the call.

“Ophelia?”

Ophelia startled at the sound of her name and nearly sprawled ungracefully back over the rocks as she turned to see who had spoken to her in such an inquisitive tone.

“Greyson, Mister Campbell.”

“Greyson, please, I did not expect to see anyone on my morning walk, least of all you.”

“Sorry, I did not mean to intrude on your solitude.” That sounded almost poetic.

“No, no need to apologise. I do not mind in the least. What are you doing here so far from civilisation?”

“It’s one of my favourite spots to visit. I like to spend my Saturday mornings in a different place in nature each week.” She was glad she could form complete sentences to talk to him this morning, given how seeing him again was making her feel. Greyson Campbell was here, talking to her, looking at her. Smiling at her. Outwardly she was smiling, calm and capable of forming sentences; inside, she was a screaming mess.

“I’ve been coming for a walk along here for the last five days that I’ve been here. It’s beautiful and calming.”

“It is.” Ophelia stood up, wringing her hands together, the only outward sign of her nerves. “Um, can I say something to you?”

“Yes, of course,” Greyson sounded as worried as he looked.

She could not blame him for that. In his line of work, he probably came across all types, and she knew she was about to sound like a crazy fan too.

“I know this is going to sound crazy, and it probably is, but I have wanted to say this to you for months, but since you were very busy and did not know I existed, I couldn’t.”

“Right...”

“I wanted to thank you. When you released that album last year, you just... you couldn’t know how much it meant to me, and I am sure I am hardly the first one to feel that way. I guess... I mean, it was like your soul spoke straight into mine, which probably sounds creepy, but I mean you inspired me. I hadn’t written in forever, and as soon as I started listening to your songs, the words just poured out, and it felt amazing. You have no idea. I created poems and songs and this whole-ass novel, which I hadn’t done in a long time. Your songs made me feel like I should think better of myself, too. Be proud of getting older and proud of being me. So, thank you.”

The words rushed out of her mouth before she could think too much and stop herself from saying anything at all. It felt good to say it to him, but she looked down bashfully once she finished her ramble. He probably thought she was another crazy weirdo, like Bernard had thought about Stevie last night.

“You’re a writer?”

“Well, kind of, most unpublished. Like, I’ve had a couple of short stories in collections, but I love to do it. Writing, I mean.”

“I’m honoured to inspire you then. That is exactly why I made the album. To share my inspiration and spark new creations.”

Ophelia slowly lifted her gaze from the stones at her feet. Greyson looked pleased, and her smile grew wider. He had liked that he had inspired her and hadn’t thought she was some kind of freak. She had not realised how scared she was of that until that moment.

“You truly did. I wanted to reach out on social media, but I knew you would never see it, and I did not want to be that girl, but you’re here, so thank you.”

“May I sit?” Greyson gestured to where she had been sitting.

“Oh, of course.”

Ophelia returned to her spot on the rock again, feet resting at the water’s edge. Greyson sat down beside her and unlaced his sneakers, removing them and his socks before he rolled his trousers up and placed his feet in the water near hers. He hissed through his teeth.

“Oh, that’s brisk.”

“It’s a touch cold. This river comes from up there.” She pointed to the ranges to the west of them. “You should feel it in winter when there is snow on the hills.”

“That would wake you up, I imagine.”

“It does in the most wonderful way,” Ophelia admitted. “I love the water.”

“I do too. My family has always been water babies. My grandfather was a fisherman up in Scotland.”

Ophelia let out a little laugh, imagining him as an animated water baby, like in the movie she had watched when she was small.

“Did I say something amusing?”

“There was a movie I liked as a child, Tom, and the Water Babies. I was just picturing you as one of the water babies.”

The nervous feelings were clearly settling now if she could laugh at him. It felt easy in some ways to talk to him, like he was a friend she had known for a long time. Maybe that was because, while he’d never known her before last night, he had been a small part of her life since they were teenagers.

Greyson looked down at his feet as he moved through the water. “You know, I had forgotten about that movie. I don’t think I’ve seen it since I was tiny.”

“It scared me in places when I was a kid, but I loved it. I wanted my adventure in the water,” Ophelia admitted. She loved most movies about the ocean, any movies with mermaids or underwater creatures. There had never been many about selkies. Even these days with all the movies constantly being released, there were not.

Some days she wanted that adventure beneath the waves, to follow her mother back to the ocean. Maybe that was why her life never quite felt like it was enough, why she never felt happy and fulfilled. Maybe her place was in the water, and she had no way to get there.

She looked back out across the water and sighed.

Greyson turned to look at her, and she ducked her head.

“Is something wrong?”

“No, sorry, just thinking.”

“I’m not used to making people sigh sadly.”

“Oh, it’s not you! I was just thinking about how fun it might be to run away with the water babies. Not have to be an adult.”

“Oh,” Greyson let out a quiet chuckle. “I think we all have those thoughts sometimes. Would you tell me about the story you wrote, the one that we inspired?”

Ophelia liked the way he used the word ‘we’, even though she knew what he meant. She told him about the novel she had written, inspired by two lines in his song. His eyes also inspired it, but she did not tell him that. It would probably cross a line and make him uncomfortable. Her story had been about past life loves finding each other again, losing each other, and fighting their way back together with the female character doing most of the fighting.

“Would you let me read it?”

Ophelia felt like her stomach flipped with his question. She had imagined it so many times, too many times. “You would want to?”

“Absolutely, yes, it sounds intriguing. What of the poems and songs?”

“Oh, I say songs, but lyrics, I have no musical ability so even the ones that had a song in my head, that’s long gone and lost now.”

“What were they about?”

“Love, loss, longing, finding the audacity to be yourself, you know, the usual things.”

“Could I read them too?”

Ophelia flushed somewhat at the request. Some of them were not just inspired by his songs; there were those he had inspired, him and the way he made her feel inside. “I, I suppose, if you wanted to.”

She wondered whether some of them would offend or flatter him. There was only one way to find out.

“I would like that. I could give you my email to send them to.”

“Oh, wow, sure,” Ophelia cut herself off before she could sound too excited. She was about to have the email of Greyson Campbell. Sure, it would probably be an official one, one probably handled by his staff rather than by him, but still.

“Great. I don’t have a pen.”

“Oh, I have my phone.” She grabbed her bag from behind her and pulled out her cell phone. She unlocked it, brought up a new contact and handed the phone over to him.

Greyson took the phone from her, and she had to not react like a schoolgirl as their fingers touched.

“I liked the song you were singing. My granny used to sing that to me when I was young.”

“Really?” That surprised her. “I’ve never known a single person who had ever heard that song before.”

“I always loved staying at my Granny’s. Bedtime was song time, and that was one of her favourites. It was a common enough folk song in my hometown, but I imagine it’s a little different over here, removed from the places of the folklore, not so popular.”

Ophelia nodded. “You’re probably right.”

“That’s my email.” He handed her phone back before tugging his
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