Dreams came as foreboding as the dark rain clouds that over hung him in the sky. They came more and more wearing him further down the chain of exhaustion. Rubbing his eyes he felt the muscles in his back pull tightly, almost like he could feel them rippling under his skin. Sighing he looked over at his sleeping mate, moving he curled up closer to Bryce playing with his hair. Just the small action caused his mate to wake up.  “Hey love, cant sleep again?” He nodded towards Bryce not trusting his voice just yet. Smiling he felt Bryce kiss him gently, he was always happy to return some gentle caress from his mate. 

Moving he stretched and watched Bryce. “Your having bad dreams aren’t you Nestor?” He looked over to his mate and sighed. “Yeah, but their only dreams.” He smiled trying to reassure his lover. Grinning a little more at ease once his lover kissed him again, once again he turned the kisses happily. Reaching up he threaded his fingers through Bryce’s hair as the kisses lingered. He was happy dreams or not he was happy as long as Bryce was with him. 

“But Nestor their not just dreams.” He blinked his eyes up to his lover hearing that Bryce speak, there was something different about the way Bryce was talking. Before he even could speak Bryce spoke again. “They are the truth and future, decay is coming for our kind. Our flesh will rot and our bones will be crushed.” This was the first time he had been scared of his mate, moving he tried to back away feeling the weight of his lover above him. “Bryce.. what you talking about.” He watched his mates face not liking the way it was over shadowed in the manner it was currently. “Bryce what wrong?” 

He was worried his lover was acting strange, then came that gurgling voice more than before. It was Bryce speaking it was coming from his lips. “We shall all dance or die, world as well known is coming to an end my love. They know.. they come… they will seek you. I must kill you now my mate, I am sorry.” He was in shock watching as Bryce pulled a silver dagger out on him, he knew it was a tool used by his kind but the name escaped him at the moment. “Bryce! Don’t!” His voice sounded small compared to everything else.

He don’t know what caused him to scream first, Bryce or the weapon falling down on him. Why would he scream because of Bryce? It was the way his face and body started rotting and melting over him. He screamed along with the lightening as he jerked sitting up in bed. It’s was a dream, another fucking dream. What made it worse was it was a dream with in a dream. What was happening? OR going to happen, something bad that’s all he knew. He curled up and sniffled, this was weighing down on him. It was easy to see he wasn’t getting enough sleep either, but if he told Bryce about this he would make him go to the canear. He was already outcaste there, at lest he felt like it. He was different than everyone else there he was telepathic and it made him a target. He didn’t know what to do.

Pulling the keys out of his pocket, Bryce approached the door to his apartment. Everything had been so blissfully peaceful around. It was nice for the first little bit, but now… it was a bit odd. Not that Bryce really minded not being attacked by a bsd pack every other day. But there was something weird about it. Even he had felt it. 

Of course, it didn’t help that Nestor was acting rather… odd. It made him worry. But the one time Bryce asked what was going on, Nestor just shrugged it off. There wasn’t much Bryce could do in return either. 

Sliding the key into the lock, Bryce was able to open the door after turning it to the right. “Nestor?” Bryce called out after shutting the door behind him. He flipped the deadbolt and dropped his keys on the table as he walked by it.

He kept quite as he hugging his knees close to him, gods his dreams where getting worse he wasn’t even sure if this was a dream anymore. Closing his eyes he moved his hands to his ears, they where coming from him something was going to happen it was terrible and bad, it made him feel like a two year old again. Scared and alone, hiding under the bed. Moving he got up finally and latched him onto Bryce. “Something.. bad is coming this way.” That’s all he could say he was shaking, it wasn’t safe for them anymore or it wasn’t going to be soon.

Bryce jumped slightly when Nestor became a sudden attachment. He hadn’t even heard Nestor come into the room let alone approach him. “Something bad?” Bryce asked, his brows furrowed slightly in confusion. 

It only took a moment for him to feel Nestor shaking. “Babe, what’s wrong?” He asked, arms quickly encircling Nestor. “What happened?”

“Something bad is coming for us Bryce.” He gripped your tighter his nails almost biting through your clothing. “Our flesh will rot and our bones will break. The world as we know it is about to end. We will dance or die.” He whimpered softly almost whining as well. “It hasn’t happened yet but it will, something terrible. My death maybe, I don’t know what. But what ever it is it does seek me. I am a the freak, then unnatural one and the tainted.” 

His grip almost didn’t let you turn to take him into your arms but he made do. He was still shaking. “I don’t want to die Bryce. Their only dreams, stupid stupid dreams but…… they feel so real. They scare me and their coming more and more.”

Bryce cradled Nestor as best he could. He knew that Nestor’s dreams were getting worse. Helping Nestor was something else though. Bryce knew that he couldn’t come down to the Caern, so he stopped asking. Without the wisdom of a theurge, he didn’t know where to even start trying to figure out the source of Nestor’s dreams. 

“Nothing’s going to happen to us, Nestor.” Bryce said softly, kissing Nestor’s forehead softly. “You’re not going to die and the world isn’t going to end. They’re just nightmares.”

He shook his head they werent getting better they weren’t just nightmares anymore. “its not Safe for us Bryce we need to leave before everything is gone before we are forced to dance!” He blinked for a moment thinking. “dance… dancing.” Shaking his head he moved gripping your harder. “They aren’t just nightmares anymore Bryce I am having nightmares inside nightmares!” He sighed softly closing his eyes. 

He was giving in, he would go to the caern if you asked him to this time. “Even the Caern wont be safe Bryce…. Soon its coming and no where will be safe for us.”

“No one is going to dance, Nestor. We haven’t seen the BSDs for months now. They can’t make us.” Bryce whispered. Despite the volume, his voice was still very firm. “Nothing has happened for months now. Nothing will.” Bryce raised a hand up to Nestor’s hair, brushing the long strands gently. “I fought in the wars-- I saw them die.” Bryce placed a kiss to Nestor’s forehead again before continuing to brush his fingers through the man’s hair. 

“We can leave for the weekend. Can we try that? Maybe you’re just still stressed out.”

He tried to clam him self down but he wasn’t going to be able to you, he had the feeling of fear sinking into him and the knowing something was about to happen. “Don’t you think that’s just a little TOO Strange Bryce. They all of a sudden just DISAPEAR?” He looked up at you. “Your smarter than that! Something his happening under our noses, Bryce I can’t even pick up much telepathically! All I here right now is static and whispers. I can’t make since of them.” 

He sighed knowing his fear was over taking things. “Still stressed out?” He looked at you pouting. “Stressed out about what?” He blinked trying to seem innocent.

