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Introduction

			January 1,2000, I received a letter from my employer the Internal Revenue Service in Kansas City Missouri to return to work or resign my position. Still unstable I resigned. My problem was finally diagnosed in 2010. It explained the problems I was having when I took a medical leave of absence pending disability retirement on 11/27/1997. I was diagnosed with Multiple Sclerosis which explained why I was having cognitive and reasoning, and depression issues. My right frontal lobe of the brain had been damaged due to plaque buildup from the M.S. I had been placed on Social Security Disability when I moved back home to North Carolina in 1998. It was due to poor medical care that left this issue undiagnosed. As I am no medical doctor, I depended on them to resolve my issues. Their solutions were antidepressants and anxiety medication; which still did not resolve my issues. It was a shock to go from a $30,000.00-dollar job to $800.00 a month. I was a very intelligent person, and this was a shock to me. A Neurologist consult never crossed their mind. Go figure. I have been through all the medications out there, from Zoloft to Depakote and lithium. I was upset the other day when I came up for jury duty and knowing my Neurologist said she couldn’t see any physical reason; not taking in to account of my mental state; she told me she could see no reason to excuse me because thank god I do not have all the physical signs, such as not being in a wheel chair. I thank god each day that he has blessed me so far. I see a neuro psychiatrist who finally has me on 60 mg of Cymbalta, the generic Duloxetine; which keeps me mentally stable where I can live and function on my own. The M.S. caused me bi-polar depression. I take 1 mg Clonazepam for anxiety and the Veterans Hospital has me on Tecfidera240 mg twice daily and they do take care of my gate and balance issues with physical therapy when needed. They also took care of a herniated disc at L5S1 which had caused severe nerve pain. I am still suffering from short memory loss. The herniated disc caused me four $200.00 co-payments to the emergency room. Thanking them for a Percocet, which only caused me nausea. Duke Hospital on Wake Forest Road in Raleigh was my second Neurologist who finally diagnosed M.S. Seeing the specialist in Durham diagnosed Primary Progressive M.S. and said there was nothing they could do for me. Being a Veteran honorably discharged allowed me to use the Durham Veterans Hospital. I do see a private psychiatrist who keeps me living while facing the ups and downs of this disease. In total I had fifteen years of government employment. My brain rewired itself around the damage and I attained a bachelor’s degree in Information Technology in February 2009 while carrying an A average. I unfortunately never got to use that Education as plaque continued to interrupt the reconnection. My brain has rewired itself again for now, and my interest is writing Romance Books. My goal is to have a book published because I don’t know how long this connection will last, so, I am struggling against my limits that my disease puts on me.

			This book is dedicated to others whom suffer with disabilities to try and find something that interest them and challenge themselves to be productive and try to challenge the limitations of their disease, whether it’s painting or some other interest. One day my disease will win, but until then I am going to keep writing. It sounds unattainable, but it’s not. My daughter keeps trying to encourage me to go into assisted living, but as long as I can do for myself, I will keep on living. I am stubborn. It takes courage, determination and plenty of patience. I am not perfect but hope one day to see one of my books published. I am on my second marriage and not sure we’ll reach our 21st anniversary; I hope he knows how much I appreciate him. He has had a rough time facing my battle with me. I will not let his yelling at me set me back. My first husband and I were married for 21 years, but he couldn’t deal with the results of bi-polar even though the doctors diagnosed depression. I would like to dedicate this book to those psychiatrists whom talk and listen to what is going on in a person’s life and not start writing prescriptions and setting clocks to monitor their time. I would also like to thank the staff at the Durham Veterans Hospital and their staff.

			


	

“Souls bond to create one unique unit, person’s love for each other.”

			


	

Prologue

			Women are always searching for the happily ever after. Meeting their prince charming: their white knight. Accepting him; the good points as well as the bad ones without their need to force a change in who he is as an individual. Accepting their love as is. Dealing with their hormones and pheromones. The individual that fueled her passion and herself becoming lost in that passion. When souls merge as one, creating those dreams and plans of their bonded souls. It matters not who he is, but who he has become to bond with you. The changes he himself has made in him to develop that soul bond with you. Cherish what your soul has bond to you with treasure, love, and respect. You may ask what is love bond. It is the emotions that ties two persons soul bond into one unique unit. Connecting the passion, the love on a different level. Expressing through each other’s physical and mental needs. Accepting the bond through trust and the pleasures and desires that are given to you freely. Changing yourself as needed to build the happiness of the bonding. Knowing without realizing that you can sense the other person’s thoughts as they flow through their mind and being there to support the partner’s desires, pleasures and dreams. Knowing when your support is needed feeling that need in your heart, soul bonded. Things that are not spoken but revealed through this new connective experience. Building on that bond as love develops on an intimate level as you both accept each other’s dreams and work as a team. Knowledge of what is important allowing no outside influence in that decision. The only important factors are that your soul are committed to each other’s. Continue with this relationship. Accept your soul’s bond in marriage. Reach out and grasp his hand in a show of acceptance. This book is a fiction falling into the erotic romance gentry. When you meet that special bond with someone don’t hesitate when that bond amplifies. My character Gwen has dated and had boyfriends. Her sense of enlightenment drew her to looking forward to developing her relationship with Matt Lucas. He had picked up on her deep yearning to belong to the right man. To put her trust in him would be a new concept in his life. He could visualize in her sparkling eyes and knew the woman’s need of a man’s warmth and trust. He felt her passion oozing from the pores of her skin. His reputation preceded him and for some reason he couldn’t anticipate the changes in his lifestyle. This woman twisted his dominate existence as she put new meaning into his life. He could teach her about her sexuality; could she teach him about love, which he needed emotionally?

			


	

Chapter One 
MEETING MATT LUCAS

			Gwen had grown up in Wilmington, North Carolina which she thought was great. She loved the options of living near the beaches and having her options of being at either Carolina beach, Wrightsville beach or Fort Fisher within a half hour of her home. She enjoyed going to Fort Fisher due to the availability of parking. The other beaches had grown as they became more commercialized leaving the availability of public parking limited. It was just too much of a hassle. Gwen’s brother David had introduced her to some of his friends, but not all, especially the ones he considered not right for his little sister without explanation. He had introduced her to Tim and his current girlfriend Beverly. His one friend Matt Lucas; had come to their parents home with David and she was infatuated with him, often dreaming of being his woman and loving him, she just wished David would introduce them as she loved him. He was a surfer; well-toned, tanned and handsome.

			Tim often invited her over for swimming and burgers on the grill. His family from upper class; had an inground pool and handed Tim money without any question when he asked for it. He was a nice guy very likeably and friendly, as was Beverly. Tim didn’t have a job, nor had he attempted to further his education. The only thing I could imagine was that he was waiting to become of age to draw from a trust fund. His parents didn’t seem interested in encouraging him.

			Hopefully this would not hinder him as he developed into a man and his future. My cell phone began to ring; it was Tim inviting me over to swim. I informed him that my car was in the shop being repaired and he told me his friend, Matt Lucas was coming over to pick me up. My heart began to race as he told me Matt was picking, me up. My dreams turning into reality had my thoughts racing as my dreams were developing into reality at last. I was brought back from my thoughts as someone knocked on the front door. My first thoughts were its Matt as my heart started to pound and I brought myself to my moment of sanity to answer the door and invite him inside. I explained that I had just got off the phone talking to Tim and it wouldn’t take me but a few minutes to get ready. He smiled and said he was in no hurry, he’d wait. My heart melted with his smile. Matt was David’s best friend. Heading upstairs she knew she was going to wear her sexiest swimsuit. She packed her backpack and pulled on a tank top and shorts and slipped her flipflops on her feet. Picking up her backpack, she headed hurriedly down the stairs. She missed the last step and lucky for her Matt caught her before she fell.

			Gwen thanked Matt politely as she leaned into his chest to catch her balance. It was a mighty fine chest. His pectoral muscles were firm against her chest, and she could feel through his t-shirt that his abdominal muscles would be a vision to see; hopefully he could not hear her pounding heart, as it beat loudly. Dependent upon her day with Matt she was looking forward to enjoying the afternoon.

			“So, Gwen it looks like Tim paired us up for the day, so why not tell me about yourself?”

			“I graduated high school about two weeks ago with a grade point average of 4.0. I was very studious because I was working towards being awarded a scholarship. It paid off because I got a full paid scholarship to New York School of Design.”

			“I’m so excited. I worked hard in school. I want to become an interior designer or a clothing designer. I am leaning towards clothing designer, because I spend a lot of time sewing for myself.

			“This summer I have a complete selection of swimsuits and beachwear.”

			My mother thinks they are skimpy, but I let her look through my Victoria’s Secret catalog, and she quit nagging me about it. According to the brochure I could be working with designers like Ralf Loren or Liz Claiborne.

			“Could you imagine having one of my designs on the runway during fashion week and living in New York City?”

			Matt discussed the fact that he thought about going to school to become an Engineer, but he had never finished high school. It seemed to me he had given up on having initiative for his future, causing me to wonder if there was a lack of self esteem or desire out of life or was there an underlying reason for his disinterest or perhaps a traumatic drama that had caused his lack of concern. He seemed a very likeable person, he had a witty since of humor, and I bet women were throwing themselves at his feet after all, he was very masculine and handsome. I was curious and asked if he was involved with anyone. I should get that question out there; before I decided to have a relationship with him. Where was my head? There had to be a reason David had not introduced us and I wasn’t about to make an ass of myself, living off my fantasy and dreams of him in my life. He assured me there was no girlfriend or significant other in his life.

			I made up my mind that it was going to be my main goal to capture his heart as he had mine.

			


	

Chapter Two 
GETTING TO KNOW MATT

			“Matt why don’t we forget going to Tim’s and spend the day together getting to know each other?”

			“Well it’s your idea, what do you want to do?”

			“My favorite place is the beach at Fort Fisher. There are plenty of free parking areas.”

			“You trust me enough to be alone with me?”

			“Yes, because something inside me ensures me I am safe with you.”

			“You are a lion cub and they don’t kill. I choose this because I desire to get to know you.”

			“OK, why not Carolina or Wrightsville beach?”

			“It’s hard to find parking spaces there, besides I’d hate to run into your lair of ladies.”

			“Now how would you know about that?”

			“Remember my brother is your best friend, you guys should think about that. I can’t believe I have to answer his phone when girls he’s used for sex only call him, I guess you could say I’m his cock blocker.”

			“Now I know why David wasn’t crazy about me asking you out.”

			“Tim must operate on a different level because he did introduce us.

			“Matt, how does it work?”

			“Do you get extra bonus points for virgins, or am I an anomaly?”

			Upon their arrival at Fort Fisher, Matt told Gwen we’re here;” get your backpack.”

			They walked through the sand by the rocks realizing it was high tide and that they would have to move down towards the beach front. They walked a few minutes until the beach widened out and found a spot that suited them, not realizing that quite a few sun worshipers were there; to her surprise. Gwen opened her backpack and pulled out her blanket as she always had the pack prepackaged. Matt helped her spread the blanket on the sand.

			My Favorite Sport

			“Gwen if you don’t mind, I am going back to the van and get my surfboard. now you know my favorite sport. When I return, we’ll go for a swim and get a feel for the waves and currents.” Matt gave Gwen a kiss as she laid back on the blanket. She smiled up at him as he walked away wondering what kept all the girls so taken with him, as other wondering eyes also followed his movements. His physic was awesome and worth looking at. His upper body was built of fine toned muscles, abs and pectorals. When viewing him her mind wondered in places it never had except in her fantasies of him. She knew he was a fine toned man.

			While Matt was gone, she decided to scoot out of her top and cutoffs. She looked around and noticed she was being checked out by a few guys. She was pretty sure that they had seen her arrive with Matt. Figuring some guys were just as ignorant and arrogant as some had the audacity to approach her flirting shamelessly.

			Finally, my rescuer, Matt arrived to save me from the brainless airheads.

			“Gwen, I thought this was supposed to be an isolated area.”

			“Today must be an exception, or the way my bikini hugs my gorgeous assets.”

			“Did you design and make your bikini?”

			“Yes, that’s why it fits me so well in all the right places.”

			“Weren’t you listening when I said I made my whole summer wardrobe?”

			“Well you are an expert seamstress with a gorgeous body and once we finish our swim, I’ll show you what I do best; it’s my favorite sport. Matt led Gwen into the water, at least it was warm. He reached his arms around me and gave me a very intense passionate kiss. I could have kissed him longer like in my fantasies as he drew me closer to his delectable chest as I felt I was melting into his skin. This was better than I had fantasied.

			“That should slow down anybody wondering if you’re here alone.”

			“Now what is this; marking your territory or something?”

			“I did bring you here, I should be able to show my claim. I don’t think I’ve ever seen such a sexy bikini.”

			“Is it one of your designs?”

			“Yes, it is my design, you like it?”

			“Love it, let’s swim a little way out, there seems to be something strange with the surf.” Suddenly he went under and then resurfaced.

			“Gwen don’t get nervous; I think we are in a riptide. I want you to swim parallel to the shore until the lifeguard sees we’re in trouble.”

			He will get us out of the water.
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