


Wake Me Up So I Can Dream

By Ashlee North





To the one who makes my heart sing,  
a song I didn’t know I could sing—

the one who is the best part of me—  
the one of whom I dream.
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Prologue

To my love, my Sasha,
From the moment I first met you I felt a connection to you 

I had never known before. I can still remember exactly how you 
looked the night I told you how I felt about you. Your beautiful 
brown eyes had my heart from that very moment, and your smile 
showed me you had the same feelings for me. When you opened 
your heart to me, I stepped into your arms and knew I was at that 
place I had searched for all my life.

You knew just the words to say to touch my lonely heart, and 
when you reached out to take my hand in yours, I was positive I 
had found everything I needed. In you I had found my soul mate, 
the one I had always wanted. 

I saw, from the very first, so much passion in your eyes, and 
I couldn’t deny it was the same desire that I was feeling for you. 
Nothing else mattered anymore, and there were only the two of 
us in the whole world, holding hands and feeling those wonderful 
things that we had only ever dreamed of.

When you first said the words “I love you,” as we stood holding 
each other, it was the happiest few seconds of my life. My happiness 
grew incredibly when you came to me, and it was deeper and 
richer than I ever thought was possible. I can remember the joy 
I saw in your eyes as I told you of my love. Our first kiss that we 
shared that evening was one I shall always remember and saying 
goodbye to you that night, or any night, the saddest thing I had to 
do. 

The moments we were apart seemed like forever, and being 
without you never got any easier. I could have spent every moment 
of every day with you and never wanted for more than that. 

You are the only person I ever could have wanted, and when 
I looked into your eyes I lost track of where I was and what I had 
been doing before I looked at you. Your touch made me feel as 
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though I was jelly inside, and my legs felt just the same. What 
you gave me are emotions that I never knew existed, and I never 
wanted to lose those feelings, not for anything else in the world. 

Since you came into my life I have learned what true love and 
desire really feel like, and when we can’t be together you are still in 
my thoughts and dreams. 

There is nothing I wanted more than to spend my life with you. 
The first thing I wished to see each morning was you beside me, 
and every day I wanted more of you.

You are the one true love of my life, and I know there will never 
be another. Once we had found each other, I felt I would never 
again feel empty or alone. You made me feel whole, and I gave to 
you, just as you gave to me, unconditional love and devotion for 
the rest of eternity. 

I love you, my beautiful woman. I know I will love you until 
the end of time and beyond, for always and forever.

You will always have my heart.
Michael
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ChaPTer 1

The couple had a visitor. The man and woman were two peo-
ple in love. They hadn’t been completely alone for a number 

of weeks, and they missed each other when they couldn’t be 
themselves without distraction. Sasha and Michael wished for 
peace and solace in each other’s arms. They wished for passion, 
not muted for the sake of their visitor, and loving unfettered by 
time.

It wasn’t that they weren’t enjoying the company of their 
family member, it’s just that right now they were feeling — 
how would one put it? — crowded more than anything. They 
came up with a great idea for after work one day and, without 
telling anyone else, decided to have a few much-needed hours 
for themselves. They booked a beautiful, plush hotel unit on 
the outskirts of the city where they lived. The room, all cream 
and heritage green, with beautiful golden fittings, was on the 
fourteenth level of the building. There were sixteen levels of 
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well-appointed rooms, so they were very near the top of the 
building. The last two floors housed the one penthouse unit 
with a winding staircase between the floors. One day, Michael 
promised, they would stay in the actual penthouse, but tonight 
it wasn’t available and, besides, there was absolutely nothing to 
complain about on the fourteenth floor. 

The pictures on the hotel’s website were magnificent, so they 
had chosen this building above the many which were available 
in and around their city. Each of the units had its own spa and 
balcony overlooking the ocean, room service, and a staff very 
willing to accommodate their every wish. Specific desires for 
little luxuries were catered to — they would have put a pink 
elephant in the room had you asked. A few extra-special touches 
were accepted by the couple, just to make for a lovely evening 
together and to enhance the romantic experience.

Each of them arrived separately, coming from different 
sides of the city to meet with each other — Sasha by train and 
Michael by car — and each of them knocked off work about an 
hour early just to have a little extra time. They met in the foyer 
on the ground floor, kissed, and held each other — a tiny taste 
of what was to come — and then they chatted a little about their 
respective days. Both of them had been very busy, but they both 
admitted they were looking forward to this night and finding it a 
bit harder than usual to concentrate on the tasks at hand in their 
respective work places.

Michael had already checked in and been given the keys, 
and they walked the short way to their room, hand in hand, 
a bottle of champagne in his free hand, red and white roses in 
Sasha’s, which her man had given her when she arrived. He was a 
wonderfully romantic creature, for a guy, and although he wasn’t 
really fond of shopping, he managed to buy the most beautiful 
gifts for Sasha, often on his lunch hour from work or just before 
he came home. She would greet him at the door only to find 
him with an arm full of flowers, like the ones today, or a bunch 
of brightly-coloured balloons, pastries from the local bakery, or 
even jewellery on a very special occasion.
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Both she and Michael were reasonably athletic and lived a 
good healthy lifestyle, while still managing to burn the candle 
at both ends with their jobs, entertaining, and weekend fun. At 
the end of their working hours they would go to the gym, which 
was conveniently located below their building. They enjoyed 
their life for the most part and felt a righteous exhaustion at the 
finish of the day, but still they managed to party every now and 
then, sometimes late into the night. Tonight would be an early 
one, though, because they had to get home to their lovely visitor. 
They had told her they would be late, and she was OK with that. 
With the couple’s best interests at heart, she had even offered to 
have drinks and sweets ready for when they got home. Michael’s 
cousin was a truly lovely girl, with a patience and gentle spirit so 
similar to that of Sasha’s boyfriend. She and Michael even looked 
a little alike, especially their eyes and mouths. They looked 
forward to her company later that night.

Right now, though, the happy couple was so looking forward 
to a bit of quiet time in each other’s company, the work-day 
concerns washing away the moment they laid eyes on each 
other. That and the anticipation of a lovely place to rejuvenate, 
a relaxing evening, and a renewed body and spirit ahead, 
made their smiles widen as they reached the doorway to their 
executive room.

Opening up the door, they both let out a small sigh as they were 
greeted with the beautiful sight of solitude and a piece of heaven 
all their own. The massive sliding glass doors were open, letting 
in the sea breezes. The beautiful blue ocean stretched as far as the 
eye could see, and the sun was shining down on a cool autumn 
afternoon. There were a few fluffy clouds skating across the sky, and 
the trees below them swayed back and forth in the soft wind.

Slowly walking around the very large, open-planned unit, 
their eyes lit on the bedroom and the spa built for two in the 
corner of the massive room. Pastel-coloured bathrobes of pink 
and blue and matching towels hung neatly, ready for use, and 
an assortment of bath gels, salts, oils, and bubbles sat on the 
edge of the small bath-side table. On this table there were two 
champagne glasses; a long-stemmed, red rosebud; and delicately 
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hand-crafted chocolates in a golden box. This was exactly the 
type of decadence they both longed for. They could almost feel 
the bubbles on their skin, the champagne on their tongues, and 
the sweet treats melting in their mouths.

The remainder of the late afternoon and into the early 
evening was spent in absolute bliss as Michael and Sasha 
simply enjoyed each other. They took everything very slowly — 
relaxation being the main goal — and savoured every second.

The spa was filled to perfection with warm water and 
luxurious oils, and they sank into the gently bubbling liquid as 
they looked into each other’s eyes, to the very depths of their 
souls. With no words at all they touched each other and rubbed 
and massaged the day’s stress away, their bodies responding with 
desire almost at the very first touch. They stayed until the skin 
on their fingers went wrinkly, and they could wait no longer to 
quench the fire which had begun to burn inside of them.

Stepping out of the spa carefully, they allowed their hunger 
for each other to lead them straight onto the bed only a few 
steps away, where they began to give all the time and pleasure 
they desired from one another. They lay, their bodies barely 
touching, on the bed as Michael ran his fingers gently along her 
side, lightly brushing her breast and running down to her leg, 
using tiny teasing motions meant to build heat and need, and it 
worked. Sasha returned his touch, up and along his body, with 
slow seductive movements, around but not too close to the most 
sensitive, now burning with desire areas — 

The feeling in the room was almost tangible, and words of 
adoration poured from Sasha’s lips into her lover’s waiting ears. 
“I love you, Michael,” she whispered. “I love the sound of you, 
the look of you, and the way your eyes smile. I want to be your 
everything, all you need. I want to give you a life filled with love 
and laughter and joy.”

Deep yearning began to beat with the sound of their hearts, 
dancing in their bodies, slow but urgent, and Michael pulled 
her close, his mouth touching hers with a passion sudden and 
needful. His voice came out in a growl of desire. “I love you, too. 
Now come here to me, my beautiful woman!”
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His words sounded wonderful to Sasha, soft but full of hot, 
sweet longing, as they moved with unbridled loving together in 
the bed they shared. His tenderness filled her heart and soul as 
he took her in his strong but gentle arms, his love wild but kind. 
She responded to him with an eagerness that made his body 
tingle with intense anticipation. She prolonged each moment, 
caressing his skin and pulling her body in as close as she was able 
to his, and then pulling away to softly touch, kiss, and taste him. 
He trailed his tongue, his lips, and his hands up her body to the 
exquisite place just between her breasts. He teased her, his teeth 
softly nibbling, tasting her nipples, cupping her milky breasts in 
his hand, and rolling his tongue around and around their quickly 
stiffening, enlarging tips. They melded together in passion and 
encouraged each other with long, sensuous kisses. Their touch 
was laced with adoration and teasing fingers. Both of their 
bodies reached fever pitch until she was wet with longing, and 
he was throbbing hard with desire. Sasha could wait no longer. 
His body and hers, giving away their need, their desire, their 
wanting of each other. Michael’s touch drove her wild, made her 
crazy for him, and he delved inside her with his fingers, opening 
her wide, touching her feverishly until she shuddered violently, 
her body singing with the tune of passionate release. When they 
could wait no longer, she wrapped her arms tightly around his 
shoulders, her legs around his waist, and whispered, “I’m all 
yours, my love!”

They moved together, drinking each other in, in exquisite 
pleasure and the ultimate act of love and need. He thrust inside 
her, slowly, then quickly, moving with a rhythm all their own, she 
lifting her pelvis toward him, encouraging him, and asking for 
more. He gave her all she wanted, and suddenly, uncontrollably, 
she almost exploded in sweet ecstasy, just as he did the same, the 
juices of his loving flowing inside her, filling her already warm, 
wet crevices. 

After a long and wonderfully satiating time, they lay in each 
other’s arms stroking one another, kissing, smouldering, and 
allowing their hands to wander in soft caressing until they began 
to feel hungry for real food.




