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Prologue-Lisabeth
I once watched a girl bite into almost every piece of chocolate in a heart-shaped box of chocolates. She would take a bite and put the chocolate back. I wondered why she did that with the chocolate.
Before I could ask her, she told me why, “Each one of us is like a piece of chocolate. Some guy comes along, and you give your heart to him. If he is not the right guy, it is like he figuratively took a bite out of your heart before giving it back to you. All the pieces of chocolate with a bite in them are what your heart looks like when you have given it away more than once, only to get it back broken. The pieces of chocolate with bites taken out of them cannot be made whole again because the bite damages the pieces of chocolate. Giving your heart to someone who is unworthy is giving a piece of yourself away you can never get back.”
That example stuck with me. Her analogy was the reasoning behind why I always chose the type of guy I knew couldn’t break my heart.
I was absolutely and completely selfish in my approach with picking boys. Selfish, meaning I wanted to enjoy life, but my heart was for one person and one person only. I would find a guy who had a girlfriend already, or a guy who was not worth giving your heart to, or one whom I knew my parents would not approve of. 
Besides being selfish and not wanting a broken heart, I knew ‘Mr. Right’ had to be worthy of my parents’ approval. I wanted to have fun without commitment, but when I, Lisabeth Gilbert, settle down, I wanted my parents’ blessing. 
When you are only looking for fun, you keep your heart guarded and surround it with six-inch steel walls. There was not a guy around I was willing to give my heart to yet. 
The guy with a girlfriend was not looking for a commitment, and since he would cheat on his girlfriend, he was definitely not worth giving your heart to. The one who was like me, wanting to have fun, and not bring home to your parents’ worthy, also wasn’t looking to commit. If anyone of them started acting like they were thinking about something serious, I would end that relationship faster than it began.
Jeffrey Turner fit my only fun, no strings attached criteria. He had a girlfriend when we met. Instantly, I could tell he was a total player. He was only looking for a good time, as well. He started off our friendship by flirting with me. It didn’t hurt; he was good at it, too. He was also the most gorgeous player I had ever met. Six feet tall, chocolate brown eyes (my biggest weakness), deep dimples (the kind that made an appearance with every movement of his mouth), a chiseled body, chestnut hair he kept cut military style, and lips that tasted delicious just by looking at them.
We met at Lonestar steakhouse where I waited tables when I was seventeen. I came into work one day, and all the girls were talking about the new guy and how hot he was. He had recently moved from Texas to be near his girlfriend, who also worked at the restaurant. He had moved in with his Grams and enrolled in the same community college I planned on attending in the fall. 
We quickly became friends. We flirted and sought each other out at work every day. He’d call me on the phone to tell me about all his conquests back home, and I bragged about mine. It was easy to convince a guy to agree to hook up with you when you straight up told him you wanted to have fun and did not want a boyfriend. 
When I said hook-up, I was not talking about sex. I was not that kind of player. I was no innocent girl either, but I drew the line at intercourse. I wanted to make out and go only as far as one could without doing the deed. I had my reasons.
We ended up in biology together at school. Rey (was what everyone called him, not Jeff but Rey, how sexy is that?) and I flirted while making plans to hook up for a couple of months. The girlfriend always impeded us from ever actually getting together for fun. This was fine by me because I enjoyed the flirting, and no one was heading towards making a commitment or getting hurt.
We finally got in one date, a sort of lunch date at one of those hole in the wall Chinese restaurants. We went looking for a place to park afterward, but his truck broke down. What were the chances?
A couple of weeks later, he called me up to ask me to come over to his place. Of course, everything cute I owned had to be dirty that day. I threw on a pair of jeans and my favorite t-shirt of the singer Plumb, I found on my floor, with my platform flip flops, and I was out the door. 
We spent the next hour or two doing what horny teenagers do. We had fun making out, except he had a no kissing rule. Remember when I said he had lips that tasted delicious just by looking at them? Then, I found out I couldn’t kiss them. Argh! Well, I had rules, so who was I to argue with his rules. He made up the lamest excuse though, he said, “he wasn’t cheating on his girlfriend if he didn’t kiss me.” My eyes were rolling in my mind at that line. Whatever all I heard was, he did not want to kiss me.
When we finished, he had tears in his eyes. It was a strange sight to see a guy crying after you had been fooling around. He said he felt guilty, and he realized he loved his girlfriend. I couldn’t fault him for that. I actually believed him. I stood there holding him while he sobbed. He made me promise to keep our afternoon to myself, so I did.
The next day, I was walking in the parking lot at school to go to class, when he came racing up next to me in his bright two-toned green pickup truck. When he rolled his window down, I could tell he was mad about something. He practically yelled at me, “Get in!” Confused, I opened the door and climbed in. 
He accused me of telling some guy in one of my classes about us. It was so very strange. While the scene played out so fast, I didn’t even know how to defend myself. I told him he was wrong, but he didn’t even hear me. The next words out of his mouth were, “Get out! I never want to see you again.”
That day was the most confusing day of my life. I respected his wishes and left him alone. That next semester we had no classes together, and he had quit working at the steakhouse. We had gone our separate ways, so we never ran into each other anymore. 
He didn’t break my heart the way a lover would, but we had become good friends over those few months. I missed our friendship. Since I wasn’t one to hang onto those kinds of things, I moved on to the next guy that same day.
I think about him occasionally and wonder what happened. Maybe I will never know. It haunts me knowing I will never know what those delicious lips feel or taste like.  




















Lisabeth - July 10, 1999
The morning drive to orientation was going at a snail’s pace with all the traffic on the interstate. Driving into New Orleans early in the morning was always a capital B. I was not looking forward to spending my whole Saturday listening to lectures about how great UNO is. 
For the first year of college, I went to the local community college, and it was time to move on to a University if I wanted my degree. On a Saturday morning, being a young 18-year-old, I would have rather slept on my day off.  
I pulled up to the campus in search of a place to park; I had absolutely no idea where to go. I had never been there before. I should have probably checked the place out before today. At least I left early enough to guarantee I would not be late. I hated being late.
After finally finding a parking space, it was time to go search for the auditorium where I planned on spending the next few hours listening to some speech about how the future was bright. I wouldn’t even have been surprised if they had some lame slogan like, “The future’s so bright, you’ll need sunglasses.”
Why didn’t I see if anybody I knew was going to this thing? When I got closer to the building, I saw someone I knew. I felt relief wash all over me, thinking, “maybe this day won’t be that bad?” It was one of my friends, Daniel. 
I couldn’t even remember how, where, or when we met. He always seemed to be wherever I was. If it’s at the coffee shop, I liked to hang out at, or with a group of friends. And now there he was today. He’s one of those guys I could bring home to my parents, so I’ve purposely always kept him at a distance. He’s also not the most attractive guy either. He’s not ugly, but for some unexplainable reason, he never did it for me at all. We’re close to the same height, which could have been worse. He could have been shorter than me. Looks wise he was plain old average, average hair, average eyes, average size, blah. 
I felt saved, though, knowing I wouldn’t have to sit all by myself through the long day. We walked into the auditorium, having the usual casual talk two people experience who are mere acquaintances and not great friends.
I walked through the auditorium doors with Daniel. There he was, sitting in the back row. His body was turned around in his seat, looking at something outside of the doors. Then he turned towards me and my brown eyes met his brown eyes. I was suddenly hit with a giant tidal wave of feelings. A wave of emotions I had never felt before. If Cupid really shot people in the butt with arrows, they hit mine. It was love at first sight, or should I say love at first re-sight. It felt possible, like my soul took over by taking a sledgehammer and utterly destroyed any wall or barrier I had ever built around my heart. Out of nowhere the first thought in my head was, “I love you, Jeffrey Turner.” 
Rey never took his eyes off of mine. His gaze was so intense I could feel it. I knew I did not see him open his mouth to speak, yet I knew with every fiber of my very being I heard him say, “I love you too, Lisabeth Gilbert.” 
It was impossible, or I was going crazy. I heard him say it in my mind. So shaken up, I nearly tripped going down the stairs while my mind was spinning. Rey jumped up to grab me by the elbow, and he pulled me close to him. While still looking me straight in the eyes, I heard in my head, “You are not crazy.” This time he opened his mouth and asked, “Can we go outside and talk?”
The only words I could find to mumble out of my mouth were, “give me a minute.”
I strolled to a seat with Daniel to set my stuff down. Daniel must have seen something going on because he asked me, “Are you alright, you are white as a sheet. You look like you might vomit or something?”
I paused and turned to him; my thoughts all over the place. I didn’t even answer him. All I could think about was that first thought I had, “I love you, Jeffrey Turner?” What was that, where did that come from, when did I fall in love with him, how come I just realized this, what was going on? These questions ran through my mind. Never mind the fact I heard his voice in my head, not once, but twice. Never mind, he loved me, too. 
I thought Daniel may have been right, I might vomit. Without even answering him, I got up and headed out the door. I did not know where I was going, but I had to get out of there. The walls were closing in on me, my chest getting heavier. I moved faster to get outside.




















Rey
I was stuck sitting in the back row at the stupid orientation my friends dragged me to. I haven’t been myself for months. The only time I leave my house was when I had to. I haven’t been up to moving on with my life pretending nothing ever happened. My friends finally wore me down. They won’t leave me alone. 
They meant well, but they didn’t understand how stupid I was. How I ruined the best thing that ever happened to me. How I pushed her away, and she did not know why. How tortured I was, knowing I would probably never see her again. How she was my happiness; I ran away because it scared me. I wasn’t ready. Once I was ready, I did not know how to find her.
I sat there, on the back row in the stadium, doomed to spend a miserable day. When I suddenly somehow felt her presence. Certain she was there somewhere. Terrified to turn around to find out I was wrong, but also terrified to not turn around and miss her. I didn’t hesitate for another second; I turned around and quickly began searching for her. 
There she was. It was really Lisabeth. I could not believe my eyes. Was I really seeing her, or was I dreaming? She saw me too. Our eyes met. I refused to look away. I may have felt ashamed of how I treated her, but I would not take my eyes off of her ever again. If she allowed me to look into her beautiful brown eyes forever, I would. 
Proud of myself for remembering the color of her eyes. Most days I was certain her eyes were every bit as brown as mine were, but some days I doubted my memory. There were days when my depression was so intense, I was sure I had forgotten what she looked like, but I hadn’t. How could I forget? She was exactly the way I remembered her, and more. 
While those thoughts ran through my mind, I heard her. I heard her in my head. She was calling to my soul, “I love you, Jeffrey Turner.”
My heart stopped. Before taking another breath, I spoke back into her thoughts, into her soul, “I love you too, Lisabeth Gilbert.” I knew this would probably terrify her, but she had to know I heard her. I was desperate for her. I could not lose her again, even if it meant scaring her at first. 
She tripped on the stadium stairs. I jumped to my feet to catch her. I pulled her close, never taking my eyes off of hers. Not wasting a second to drink in her smell while enjoying the feel of her body so close to mine.
I heard her saying she must be crazy, so I pushed my thoughts towards hers, reassuring her, “you are not crazy.” This time I used my voice to ask her to join me outside. It’s clear she was in some sort of shock because she asked me for a minute. 
I continued to keep my eyes fixed on her; afraid if I looked away, she would disappear.
My friends noticed me smiling for the first time in months, causing their questions to come at me like speeding bullets. Without looking away from her, I told them, “it’s her, she’s the one, my Lisabeth.”
She was slowly heading out the door. I moved to follow her; her pace quickening. I knew I scared her, but I could only hope she would get over it. Once she understood who we were to each other, she would forgive me. I prayed.
She was too adorable, pacing back and forth. When she started having trouble breathing, I raced to her, hoping she was not having a panic attack or something. I immediately rushed over to her and gently pulled her to me. She let me hold her in my arms, she even rested her head on my chest. Lisabeth fits in my arms so perfectly.
I felt her body shaking, her heart pounding, and I felt lost, with no idea how to help her. I was clueless in the how’s of loving someone or taking care of them. This was one of the many reasons I ran away. I held her for a while before I even said anything. She slowly calmed down. When I felt her stop shaking; it gave me some comfort, hoping I did something right.
She looked up at me with her gorgeous eyes, making me want to tell her everything. However, I knew I needed to start slow, or I risked scaring her away. I struggled to know where to even begin. I started by telling her, “Yes, Lisabeth, you can hear my thoughts inside your mind. I heard your voice in my head and you can hear mine in yours.” I saw the confusion clearly all over her face. 
Then I heard her, “but how?” She asked me.
“It is a long story. I want to explain everything to you, but there is not time for me to explain it to you how you deserve. The orientation is going to start. I don’t want to skip anything I have to tell you. Will you eat lunch with me? I will start by telling you all I can get in during that time. I will tell you this, I know what is going on and why. I need to ask you to trust me and to give me a chance.” I said all of this through our thoughts because I wanted her to get used to hearing my voice inside of her. 
When she nodded her head, I continued with my voice. “I have to first tell you how sorry I am for the way I treated you that day. I was a scared idiot. I feared how I felt about you. I made the whole thing up. I needed you mad at me. I didn’t know how else to justify running away from you. Please forgive me.” 
I held my breath, waiting for her to respond. She surprised me by responding in our thoughts. “Of course, I forgive you. I never held it against you. I understood something happened, and you did what you felt you
had to do.”
When her words poured into my mind, it was like I was being made whole from the inside out. She completed me when she opened herself up to me and gave herself over to who we were. We were soulmates. She was the other half of my soul. Our souls had sought each other and had found each other.
I took her hand in mine to walk back inside. I felt I must tell her one thing, “Lisabeth, I will explain everything, but the one thing I want to mention right now is we can only hear each other if we are looking at each other. If you turn away from me, I cannot hear you and vice versa. It has to do with our eyes being the window to our souls. I know that probably doesn’t make much sense to you. It will after I tell you all about it. I didn’t want you to say something and I miss it. I know that would probably confuse you more than you are already. I meant it earlier; I do love you. I have loved you ever since I first laid eyes on you. Only problem was, I was a terrified idiot, who ignored everything I was feeling. I know, I am overwhelming you, so I am going to shut up now.” 
She stopped walking to look up at me. “I am overwhelmed, scared, and confused. I don’t understand it and I definitely cannot explain it, but I choose to trust you. That is all that matters at this moment. Right now, I like I don’t have to be vulnerable out loud. I don’t think I could be. I have never been vulnerable with anyone. It is quite scary. We will both have to be patient with each other.” Without even waiting for me to respond, she turned back and started walking inside.              




















Lisabeth
Rey headed back towards his friends, and I returned to my seat with Daniel. My mind was in overdrive. I had absolutely no idea how I was going to get anything out of the presentation. I could not imagine what Daniel might have been thinking, and I guess if I was honest, I really did not care.
I somehow could hear someone’s thoughts, and he could hear mine. As a huge Star Trek fan, I found this to be mind blowingly exceptional. As a regular human who believed all things, like telepathy, to be science fiction, I still found it to be mind blowingly exceptional. 
It was also terrifying. We both barely knew each other, and now we both were supposedly in love. I was not even sure I knew what love was. What if we did not actually like each other? Were we now stuck with one another? I had so many questions, so many fears, and so much excitement all at the same time. How was I even supposed to process what happened? Between discovering my genuine feelings and being connected to someone in such a way we could hear each other’s thoughts was more than any one person should have to process at a time. Were we the only two people in the world like this? Rey said he knew what was happening, so he must know other people who could do this.
Lost in my thoughts, I had forgotten Daniel was sitting next to me until he shoved my shoulder. “Hey, Lisabeth, are you here? I have been saying your name repeatedly.”
I looked over at him with a blank stare. All I could think to do was to apologize. It was not like I could explain what happened. I would have gotten escorted to the looney bin where they would have locked me up and thrown away the key. After a moment, I told him what I could. “I am sorry, Daniel. I saw someone I used to hang out with. I realized he meant more to me than a casual friend. It is a bit of a shock to me. I am trying to process my feelings. I went outside, and he followed me. I found out he feels the same way, and he has been looking for me. It is all so sudden and unexpected. I am not even sure where to go from here.”
I was stumbling over my poorly executed explanation when Rey unexpectedly plopped down in the seat next to me. Then he reached across me to introduce himself to Daniel. I knew they were talking, but my brain was so overloaded all I heard were sounds. I literally shook my head, trying to clear the fog. I then turned my head to look at Rey, since he told me I had to look at him to talk into his thoughts. “What are you doing? You look like a jealous boyfriend.” 
He smiled at me, in a way that made me think if I were standing, I would feel weak in the knees. “Maybe I am a jealous boyfriend.”
“Oh, so you’re my boyfriend now? When did that happen?”
“I know it is not official yet, but it will be soon enough.” 
“Confident, are you?”
“You haven’t told me to shove off, so yes, I feel pretty confident. Do you mind if I sit with you? I could sit back there, but all I would do is stare at the back of your head the whole time. I figured, this way maybe I would hear something the administration said today.” We both went back and forth with each other; I was thinking he made an excellent point. All I would have done all day was to resist the urge to turn around to look at him the whole time.
“Did you forget I can hear you?” Rey sarcastically asked me, making my face turn three different shades of red. “I guess it is safe to say I can sit here,” he told me confidently, and followed it with a wink.
Argh, “He is going to be the death of me,” I said to myself, this time remembering to turn my head so he could not hear me.
I barely made it through those last couple of hours. Rey’s knee had been pressing up against mine the whole time. I could not seem to get my heart rate under control. I could feel my heart beating out of my chest. Imagine the first time a boy sent shivers up your spine, now multiply that by a thousand. It was one shiver after another for hours. 
Somehow, I wrote the essay assigned. The question being, “Do I agree with this quote by Malcolm X: ‘Education is the passport to the future, for tomorrow belongs to those who prepare for it today’.” I was unsure what kind of essay I put on paper. I really hoped I actually answered the question. It determined which English classes I qualified for. This really was an inconvenient day for fate or destiny or whatever you would call it to show up.
Finally, this part of orientation was over. Lunch. Rey promised answers at lunch. I could not even fathom what those answers might be. I did not know how I was going to eat anything. I had never been one to skip a meal, but there was a first time for everything. I knew if I put food in this stomach, I would have had to taste it twice. 
I reached over and gave Daniel a quick hug, and thanked him for keeping me company. All the while, Rey had grabbed my hand and did not let go of it while I was hugging Daniel. Possessive, is he? I thought. It made me feel wanted in a way I had never experienced, so I could not find it in me to get upset with him. Daniel wished me luck and rushed off to see someone else he recognized while we were listening to the administration ramble on.
There they were again, those gorgeous chocolate brown eyes staring into mine. I heard him ask me, “What do you want for lunch?”
“I couldn’t possibly eat anything right now.” I responded.
I could see relief wash over him when he said, “I feel the same, but I did not want you to go hungry.” He still had my hand in his hand while we headed off together in search of a quiet place to talk.              




















Rey
I was finding it hard to conceive I had spent the last few hours sitting next to the girl I believed I had lost for all eternity. I could not bring myself to move even an inch away from her, for fear it might all have been a dream and she would disappear from my life once again. 
I could not bring myself to let go of her soft hand. It was smaller than mine, making my hand fit around hers like a glove. I had so many emotions for this beautiful, sexy, marvelous girl for so long. I did not know how jealous I would feel when I saw her in the presence of another guy. It was like someone was digging sharp objects into my chest while twisting them around at the same time. I only felt relief when we moved away from the crowd and were on our own. 
Next, the hard part, to explain everything to her. I could only pray she understood and would not bolt.
“Do you want to sit at a table somewhere or would the grass under those trees be alright with you?” She agreed to sit under the trees. I was relieved because I could more easily touch her on the grass. 
I was overwhelmed with an unexplainable urge to be in constant physical contact with her. That was not something my family told me to expect. I would have to ask that question, along with the burning question inside of me, ‘how did she speak to me today?’ 
We sat down together in the grass. I made sure we could see each other. I planned to talk out loud mostly, but in case I wanted to speak into her mind, I wanted to be looking into her beautiful eyes. Eyes so similar to my own, they were so dark, I could get lost in them. The way a wayward traveler would get lost in the woods on a dark, moonless night. I let go of her hand so she could sit down. Once we were sitting, I pressed my knees up against hers.
“Lisabeth, my love, my soulmate. I will start at the beginning. It would be easier for me to tell you the entire story from the beginning without interruptions. I do not want to leave anything out. I am already so nervous. You mentioned never having been vulnerable with anyone, well neither have I. I will answer all your questions as soon as I tell you everything.”
I heard her say one word, “OK” and then she nodded for me to proceed.
“My ancestors were from Salem, Massachusetts. No, they were not witches. They had inquisitive minds, and it is the mind that intrigued them the most. They believed if they studied, tested, and researched the human brain, they would find secrets no one had ever found before. What they discovered is what my family termed, ‘the soulmate call.’ They found after years of tests and experiments we could tap into the part of our soul that reaches out for our mates, the other half of our souls, the one created just for us. In tapping into that part of our soul, which connects to our minds, we found we could call our soulmate by pushing our thoughts into their thoughts. If they truly are your soulmate, their soul will hear yours and call back. I do not know exactly how they discovered this. I only know the mind exercises; these exercises are a type of meditation we pass down from generation to generation. Everyone in my family grows up doing these exercises, knowing one day we will feel an urge in our soul to call out to our other half when we meet them. When I saw you that first day at the restaurant, I felt that urge to call out to your soul. It was exactly like everyone said it would be. We are also taught to use wisdom, and not to call out until we think our other half is ready to hear our call. I did not call out to you that day. I was a stupid boy, not ready for it to be you or anyone else. Being eighteen, still young. I stupidly wanted to sow my wild oats. I was not quite ready to be with someone forever. I also was stupidly put out you were waiting for marriage. I have been a selfish, horny toad for as long as I can remember. I thought to myself I had to be wrong. It was not you, not this early in my life, and the girl for me definitely would not expect me to wait. I ignored that pull for months. That day at my Gram’s I could not resist the urge to call your soul for a moment longer, but you did not answer. My heart broke when I did not hear you say anything. That is why I was moved to tears that day. The indescribable pain I had never felt before became more than I could bear. By the next day, my pride began overruling my love for you. I told myself I was going to try one more time, and if you did not answer, then I would say goodbye and never look back. I did. I called your soul once more in my truck. When you did not respond, I became so angry. Angry at myself for falling for you, angry because I thought I must have misread my urges, and angry at you for not hearing me. When I told my Grams what happened, she slapped me in the back of my head. Told me I was a stupid idiot. She explained to me where I went wrong with us is I did not win your heart first. Not until the heart of the person you are meant to be with falls for you, can they hear your calls. This is the part the immature kid in me forgot all about. After I pushed you away, I thought I would live without you. Certain I would face this life alone without the completion of my soul. I kept up my relationship with my girlfriend for about another month, hoping I would forget you. The guilt and the shame of what I had done became too much for me. I broke up with her and have not seen or dated anyone since. Ironically, I agreed to a blind date tonight. My friends have been nagging me for months. I finally said yes to get it over with. I will definitely cancel that date. I would prefer to spend my evening taking you on our first proper date. I am confused I heard your voice today before I called out to you again. I do not know how you did that. It has become the happiest moment of my life when you did. All the pain and anguish I have been feeling immediately lifted right off of my shoulders. I have been talking so fast I have barely given myself a chance to breathe. I want you to be my girl and I want to be your guy. I understand you may need some time, and I will wait forever if I must. I am going to shut up now to give you a chance to ask me questions or to slap me in the face. Whatever you need.” 






















Lisabeth
I sat there listening to the unbelievable tale, and I could not bring myself to doubt any of it. I knew what he was saying about us being soulmates was true. I felt it; it was so powerfully strong it was tangible. I could not say I understood how this ‘soulmate call’ worked, but I knew it happened. Am I ready for this? I thought to myself.
Rey was not the type of guy I planned on bringing home to my parents. The guy you brought home to my parents needed to be a church guy. I did not know how I was going to introduce him to my family.
He bared his soul to me. If it was possible to fall in love with someone again, then I did. I fought back tears; I don’t even know what kind of tears they were. They weren’t tears of sadness or joy. They were just tears. Tears of an emotion I did not know how to describe yet. He finished telling me about the soulmate call when a tear slipped past my control and slid down my cheek. He did the perfect thing and brushed it away with his thumb. 
How should I respond to this man? Yes, he had moved from the boy I met over a year ago to a man. A man ready to commit, ready to love, ready for a happily ever after. He grew up while we were apart.
I saw him waiting for me to say something. He probably heard everything I was thinking anyway, so where should I start. Still not ready to open myself up for him to see inside of me entirely. I looked away for a moment to gather myself without the risk of him hearing everything I was thinking.
He was being extremely patient, waiting for me to speak. I started slowly at what I had to say. Refusing to look directly at him. “I believe you. I don’t fully understand what has happened, but I get it happened.” The pull of our souls to each other was too intense. I could not continue to look away. 
I used our connection to continue because hearing my voice admit what I felt was too much too soon. “I believe you. When I first saw you, I felt my soul reach out to yours and connect. It was like pushing a plug into an outlet. And then the electricity flowed from my soul to yours. I didn’t know how to describe it, but I felt it. I cannot deny what I felt and what is happening. I feel our souls tying together. I am unprepared for all of this, but I am not running from it. I do not know where we go from here, but I will go with you.”
“What am I going to tell my parents? They will not approve of you.”
Rey opened his mouth for the first time since I began my response. “How do you know they won’t like me? What about me would make them not give me a chance?”
One word was my explanation, “Church”. I then looked away, actually ashamed they might very well reject this man, my soulmate, the one created for me. 
He gently grabbed my chin and turned my face to look at him. “I can go to church for them. I can even become a Jesus freak for you. Whatever you need from me. I will not be the one that causes you pain if I can help it. This is a minor hurdle we can climb over together. If you will let me.”
Again, I felt the tears coming. I could only describe them as tears of love. It’s not joy or sadness I felt. It was a blanket of emotion covering me in strength and peace. I saw that big grin on his face, and I knew I forgot to look away. Would I ever get used to this?
“Probably not anytime soon, and I will not complain.” I heard him say to me.
“Will you do me the honor of allowing me to take you out on an actual date tonight?” Rey asked me.
“Yes, I would love to. There is nothing else I would rather do tonight.”
The next thing I knew, he leaned in and gently brushed his lips against mine. It sounded like someone had lit fireworks in the background. “Breathe, Lisabeth, breathe,” I heard Rey saying. His voice pulled my head back into focus.
We noticed everyone around moving to gather. It must have been time for our tour of the campus. My major was English with the Liberal Arts Department and his major was Computer Technology with the Technology Department. This meant we had to go our separate ways for now.
“Meet me right back here after the tour, please. We can make plans for tonight then.”
I assured him I would be there. He helped me to my feet, then he again leaned in and brushed his lips against mine. Now I had to figure out how to walk without falling from the weakness in my knees. There was that grin with those dimples. I remembered he could hear me.
“See you soon, my beautiful brown-eyed girl,” he told me before parting ways for now.
Walking away from Rey was harder than it should be. I turned to get one more look at him, and he seemed to have had the same idea. There was that adorable wink again. I wished I could wink back, but winking was not something I had ever been able to do. I looked like a crazy spastic pirate when I tried to wink.
I was brought back to reality when the tiny girl next to me started talking to me. She couldn’t be over five feet tall and had gorgeous long brown hair; if she didn’t dress like a slut with the crop top shirt and daisy duke shorts, she would be super cute. “So, you’re her, you’re the one he can’t get over?” 
“Excuse me”? was the only response that seemed appropriate for this spunky stranger boldly getting into my business.
“I am Judy, a friend of Rey’s. He has been in this funk for months over you. We keep trying to get him to come out with us to get his mind off of you. Anything to bring him some peace. He has been a real downer. Today is the first day he has gone anywhere besides work. My brother finally convinced him to take me out on a blind date tonight. I guess that will not be happening. I have had this crush on him for years. He has never seemed to notice me in that way. He sees me as Joey’s little sister.” 
“Um, yes, I guess I am her then. My name is Lisabeth.” Were the words that came out of my mouth after she finished rambling. I did not actually know what else to say. I kept walking and tried to hear what the tour guide was saying. I had yet to focus on anything happening at this school today.
She left me alone for the rest of the tour. I made a stop at the restroom before heading over to meet up with Rey. Judy had the same idea about relieving herself. While washing my hands, she surprised me again. “What is it like to kiss Rey Turner? Is it as amazing as I imagine it to be?” 
Again, I paused, because she kept taking me off guard. I was honest with her, “I don’t know; he has never really kissed me. Today he brushed my lips with his, but that deep passionate kiss we have both dreamed about, I could not tell you what it is like. Believe me, I have wondered and imagined nearly every day since I met him what it would be like to kiss his delicious looking lips.”
We walked out of the bathroom together. I noticed we were heading in the same direction when I had an epiphany. “Judy, why don’t you just do it? Walk up to him and kiss him. It’s the only way you will ever know. It will help you move on. It will be closure for you. I know I would have loved to have had some closure.” I saw she was shocked and did not think I was serious. “I mean it. Do it. Then we can be friends because we won’t have that standing in our way. Go for it, what could happen?”
“Ok, I am going to do it,” Judy told me. 
It was true, my motive was purely selfish. She kisses him. Then she might find her own “Mr. Right.” I wouldn’t have to worry about her coming on to my man all the time. I knew she could never steal him away; this mind reading would make cheating out of the question. I needed to know I would not experience her jealousy and envy. After all, if she was a friend of his, she was going to be around from time to time.
There he was, watching for me. I caught his eyes, asking him to, “trust me and go along with what is about to happen. This was my idea. It needs to happen. I will explain after.” He gave me that big smile and a wink with his nod. Judy walked straight up to him and planted a big one on him. He went along with it and sort of kissed her back, but he kept his eyes open and didn’t wrap his arms around her. I was surprised at the jealousy I felt. He was right. It was like something was jabbing my heart repeatedly.
Finally, she pulled away. I moved closer, hearing her tell him, “that is for breaking our date tonight.” She turned to me and nodded; a nod of understanding and respect. I could see she would cross that one off of her bucket list. 
I looked back at Rey. Poor guy; he looked all guilty. I stepped up onto my toes to kiss his cheek. After, I reached for his hand to walk into the building for the class scheduling. Finally, this day was nearly over.
“What was that all about?” Rey asked me.
“I found out she was your date tonight. She has been crushing on you for a while. She asked me what it was like to kiss you. Since I couldn’t tell her what it was like, I told her to go for it. My thinking behind it was, it might be the only way for her to get over her crush. Now we can all be friends with no tension between any of us. She will probably even feel like she has one up on me, having kissed you first.” 
“And that did not bother you; watching me kiss another girl?”
“Oh, it was pure torture, exactly like you described when you saw me with Daniel. Trust me, I do not want to experience that kind of moment ever again.”
We both scheduled our classes for the semester. There was not time to coordinate our schedules. That would have been nice, but we had to have our class times picked out in advance.
Rey walked me to my truck, and we made plans for the evening. He was going to come pick me up after he got ready. I gave him my address and phone number before saying goodbye.
Again, he leaned in and gently kissed my lips. When was he going to kiss me for real? The feel of his soft, perfect lips on mine was the most incredible feeling I had ever experienced, causing the desire for more to rise from deep inside. The teases of his lips stirred up desires I never allowed myself to have. I literally wondered what his kisses would feel like every day since I met him, and now that my feelings entered the picture, the curiosity had intensified to an unbearable curiosity. I needed to know what he tasted like. I wanted him to pull me close and kiss me as if I had never been kissed by anyone before. I ached for him to make me regret having allowed anyone else to kiss me. I wanted to kiss him in a way that forced him to forget about every other girl that had ever kissed him. It was hard enough not being able to kiss him when we were friends. Now we were connected to each other by destiny. It was excruciating, not having kissed him. Those were the thoughts that haunted me the entire drive home.




















Rey
I said goodbye to her, knowing I would see her later. It was more difficult than it should be. The separation anxiety I felt could not be healthy.
I kissed her sweet, pouty lips again, while pretending not to hear her questioning when I would truly kiss her. It took all of my strength not to lean in and kiss her with all of my being when I heard her desires for me pouring into my mind and soul. 
Did she really think I didn’t want to kiss her? Of course, I wanted to. I never stopped thinking about it. I needed her kisses as much as I needed to be near her. It scared me how much I desired her. 
Never had I treated a lady the way a gentleman should. I had been selfish and pushy in every relationship I had ever been in. I understood she wants to wait for marriage before having sex, and I was committed. I wanted to be the guy who would wait for her. I was certain kissing her was going to be more intense, more incredible, more mind blowing than any sexual experience I had ever had. How was I going to kiss her and not want more? I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist her beautiful lips for much longer, especially if her desires continued to grow and broadcast their way into my head.
I pulled up to my Gram’s house, wondering how I got there. Being so lost in my thoughts, I had driven home completely unaware of my surroundings. 
I raced to take a shower, brush my teeth, and to throw on some cologne. I knew it would take me longer to get to her, but I had to stop to tell my Gram’s the good news. She got back from the store in the nick of time. I had planned to leave her a note, but getting to tell her what happened in person was so much better. We have always been really close. She has always seen me as the man I want to be for Lisabeth, and not as the man I have been.
After I rushed through my story, because I was eager to leave, I asked her if she had any idea how Lisabeth’s soul could have called to mine. She thought about it for a minute. Her theory being Lisabeth’s soul heard me the other two times, but wasn’t quite ready to respond. Lisabeth may have not heard me call her, but her soul surely did. Today when we saw each other, her soul probably took over for her. Once a soul hears the call of their soulmate, they struggle to live without their other half. Her soul might have decided it would not risk losing me again. I had called to her before, and that probably opened her up to me. This would have given her soul enough control to call to mine. These were some explanations I had considered myself. 
After about thirty minutes of talking to my Grams, I kissed her cheek before making my way out the door.
I stopped for flowers on my way to her apartment. I had never actually gotten a girl flowers before today. I did not have any idea what kind was her favorite. I went with roses. Surely every girl liked roses. I picked out a dozen pink roses. Red represented how I felt, but I did not want her to think I expected her to be where I was in our relationship. 
I could scream from the top of my lungs to the entire world about how much I loved her, yet I knew she needed more time. I have had months to embrace my feelings for her, while she only found out today. She really surprised me at how well she was taking everything. I was waiting for her to come to her senses and freak out. I had to keep fighting the fear she might decide this was all too much and run away from me the way I ran away from her. 
She lived in an apartment across town. I pulled up at the address she gave me, thinking I really didn’t believe I had ever been this nervous in my life. My heart racing, my stomach doing somersaults, and my hands all clammy. I wiped my hands up and down my jeans to dry them.
After I knocked on her door, she answered it pretty quickly. Amazed at how easily she took my breath away. Her beauty overwhelmed me. She was wearing the sexiest little summer dress. It’s a solid cobalt blue. At that moment, blue was my favorite color. She had white flip-flops on her feet, and her toes were painted red. Her short auburn hair might be in a growing out stage if I had to guess, but it looked great on her. She’s only about five and a half feet tall, I guessed, based on my six feet. Her shape is curvy in all the right places. I don’t think I noticed her ears before now, but she has five holes in each ear with small silver hoops in each hole. Could she be any sexier? 
I knew I did not deserve her. It was not just her looks; it was everything about her that drives me crazy. I soaked her all in, not caring she was probably hearing every thought I was having.
I finally opened my mouth. “I brought you some roses. I didn’t know what your favorite flower is, so I went with roses. I figured they were the safest bet.”
“Lilies are my favorite, but I like roses too.” I heard her saying. “Thank you. They are beautiful. Nobody ever brought me flowers before.” She said out loud. Oh, how I loved the sound of her voice.
“I realized while I bought them it is the first time, I have ever brought anyone flowers. It is a first for both of us.”
She took them from me and searched for something to put them in.
I checked out her place while she searched for a vase. It looked like a two-story apartment since there were stairs to my left right when I walked into the apartment. I was standing in the living room, positioned directly by the front door. The living room was full of pictures of Lisabeth with her friends and family. One white sofa sat in the center, with a glass coffee table in front of it. Plenty of blankets and pillows lined the sofa, so many I was not sure if they ever sat on it. A TV sat across from the couch.
Lisabeth was standing in a small kitchen, which opened into the living room. There wasn’t room for a kitchen table, so they had a couple of plain black bar stools at the kitchen counter. I noticed sliding glass doors on the back of the kitchen that probably led to some sort of back patio area.
“Nice place. Do you live here by yourself?” I asked her.
“No, I have a roommate, but she is out of town for a couple of weeks. You met her before. Eve, she was in biology with us, and she worked at the restaurant too.”
I vaguely remembered who she was talking about. I paid little attention to other girls since meeting Lisabeth. I made a mental note she would be here alone for the next two weeks. My desire to protect and take care of her kicked in. I disliked the idea of her here all alone every night.
“I am a big girl, you know; I can take care of myself,” she said. I realized she wasn’t the only one who forgot someone might be listening to everything you were thinking.
“Is dinner and a movie fine with you? I thought we could go to Copeland’s, since it is the nicest place around here,” I suggested to her.
“I would be fine with McDonalds, so anything works for me,” she told me. I pondered, thinking she might not be a high maintenance girl. Boy, I really was looking forward to learning everything there was to know about her.
We climbed into my truck. She boldly slid across the bench seat to sit next to me. There went the sweaty palms again. I felt her move closer, pressing her leg against my leg. Yep, I would definitely not make it through the night without kissing her.
We pulled up to Copeland’s on a Saturday night; I saw we were going to have to wait for a seat. Copeland’s was probably one of the most popular chain restaurants in Louisiana. It is the nicest place in town that I know of, it’s mainly Cajun food, and if you’re a cheesecake fan, they have the best cheesecake around. The hostess asked us if we wanted smoking or nonsmoking. We both actually are idiots who smoke, so we told her we want the smoking section. Not too many people want to sit in that section, so the wait would only be twenty minutes instead of the hour wait for the non-smoking section. 
We found a seat outside because the waiting area was too full inside. Of course, I had been holding her hand the entire time. I had no intention of letting go of it anytime soon. I planned to take every moment possible to show her all the affection and attention she deserved.
I assumed we were both super nervous because we quietly sat there with our own thoughts for a while. I realized I was starving, having skipped lunch. I noticed her stomach growling, too.
I finally worked up the courage to ask her questions, to get to know her better. We went back and forth, each answering the same questions. She had two sisters, and I one brother. Both of our parents were still together. She was working at the restaurant for another week, and at the Farmer’s Market. She put her notice in at both jobs to do court recording work. I told her about my job at the computer store. Neither one of us had figured out our future plans. While we continued to go back and forth, they called our name for our table.
We were sitting at a booth. I suggested we sit across from each other in case we wanted to use our thoughts. We then both immediately checked out the menu. When the server came by, she ordered an unsweet tea, and I asked for a coke. She asked us if we wanted any appetizers? I told Lisabeth to order whatever she wanted. She said her favorite thing on the menu was the blooming onion. One would think on a first date you shouldn’t order anything like onion or garlic, right? Lisabeth shocked me by looking at me and saying, “It’s not like anyone is doing any kissing around here, anyway.”
I ducked my head to chuckle. Not sure if she realized I heard or if she said it to me on purpose. I pretended she didn’t realize because I did not want to embarrass her if her comment was unintentional. I couldn’t blame her, she was right; I kept teasing her. So afraid of being an idiot; I was being an idiot.
After we both ordered our meals, and the server brought us our drinks and appetizer, we went back to our conversation of getting to know each other. Her birthday is in September, mine is in December. I am from Louisiana but grew up in Texas. She grew up in Louisiana. She grew up in church, and I did not. We continued on like that until the server brought our food to us.
Right when we were about to dig in, this girl, Betsy, who keeps hitting on me at work, marched over to our table. She looked pissed off about something. She thought I had been lying to her. She started in on me with a major attitude. “And who is this? I thought you were pining after your lost love or some such nonsense?” She looked over at Lisabeth and started telling her, “believe nothing, he says; he is a total liar!” 
What Lisabeth said shocked and surprised me, while making me fall even harder for her. “FYI, I am his lost love. We have all told lies at one time or another, but he did not lie to you. I would appreciate you giving my man the benefit of the doubt. He lost me for a while, but today he found me. I am not going anywhere, and you absolutely cannot have him. Have a nice evening.” 
With her mouth hanging open, Betsy quickly spun around, almost hitting me in the face with her stringy blonde hair. She nearly tripped over her ridiculous high heels while she stormed off. 
I was in such awe I couldn’t open my mouth to speak, but I let Lisabeth know how I felt. “What a relief. I have been trying to get her to leave me alone ever since I started working with her. She does not take no for an answer. I am pretty sure she will leave me alone after that. You were amazing.”
“Why thank you. I did not like the way she spoke to you and about you. She needed someone to put in her place.” Lisabeth told me out loud.
We both were extremely hungry from having skipped lunch as we unintentionally ate our food in silence. I finished my shrimp po’boy, but Lisabeth needed a box for the rest of her Cajun pasta. 
I checked with her to see if there was anything at the movies she wanted to see. She surprised me when she suggested going back to her place instead to watch a movie. She had already rented a week’s worth of movies since her roommate was out of town. I much rather spend time alone with her at her place than at the movies. I was not sure if it would have been too bold of me to suggest it.
I paid the bill, and we headed back to my truck. She, of course, scooted on over to sit next to me. I really needed a six-pack right about now. I got more nervous as the night went on. I knew this night would end with us locked in a passionate kiss. It had me nauseatingly anxious. I asked her if she minded if I picked some beer up, and she said that was fine. She was, however, curious how I was going to get it since I am not twenty-one. I told her I had a fake ID. 
She nodded in understanding. “Well, if you are going to get beer, you must stop and get me a coffee at CC’s.”
I told her, “Anything for you, my beautiful brown-eyed girl.”




















Lisabeth
After dinner, I climbed up into his truck and moved over to sit next to my Rey. He drove an old Chevy truck that was painted two different color greens, making it stick out when it’s on the road. I loved the bench seat in his truck, which made it easy to sit close to him. It’s like an instinct to be near him, and as close to him as possible. Sitting away from him felt wrong. His truck was also a stick shift. He kept his right hand on the gearshift the entire drive. In order to do that when I’m sitting close to him, he had to reach across my thigh where he kept it while driving. I was covered in goosebumps driving away from the restaurant. 
We were heading back to my apartment to watch a movie. He wanted beer for the movie, and he was taking me for my favorite coffee. I was also looking forward to showing him off at CC’s. This was the place I go to almost every day. Located in the same shopping center as the steakhouse where I work. It was also the place where all my friends come to study, to hang out after church on Wednesday nights, for date nights, or just because. 
We pulled up to CC’s where I climbed out of his side of the truck while he held his door open for me. We headed inside, hand in hand. I saw Kacy was the barista working this shift. She was my favorite because she always got my Moccassippi perfect. This drink was my guilty pleasure. With the right amount of espresso, chocolate, and milk blended together for a frozen treat topped with whipped cream and chocolate drizzle. I introduced Kacy to Rey. Still not quite ready to say he was my boyfriend. I really didn’t know why I could not say it out loud. I sort of did when that girl questioned Rey’s integrity. Seriously, of course, he was my boyfriend. I was being silly.
While Kacy made my drink, she mentioned Paul’s been looking for me since yesterday. He had been in there several times asking all our friends if they knew where I was or where he could find me. He didn’t tell her what he needed me for.
“And who is this, Paul?” Rey asked me.
I looked at him and told him, “I will explain him in the truck.”
On the way out, we ran into a few more people I hung out with. I still had told no one Rey was my boyfriend. I guess I needed to tell Rey first; I wanted to be his girl. There was a gas station right across the street Rey stopped at to run in to grab his six-pack of beer.
Back in the truck together while heading towards my apartment, he asked, “who is this Paul?”
How to explain Paul to him? “Paul is the guy I started messing around with after you. We actually became make out friends the same day you kicked me out of your truck. It is two people having a good time. I have never had any feelings like that for him or him for me. We are friends who like to make out occasionally. That’s the deal. No strings attached. Of course, next time I see him, I will tell him it is over, because I have a boyfriend now.”
There I said it, I admitted it; he was my boyfriend. Rey didn’t respond at all to what I said. He squeezed my hand he had grabbed in between shifts on the drive towards my apartment. He actually said nothing the rest of the drive there. Since I was not looking at him, I also did not know what he was thinking. Yep, he definitely knew how to drive me crazy.              




















Rey
Lisabeth called me her boyfriend. If she had been looking at me, she would have seen me smiling even bigger than when I first saw her today. I said nothing to her about it yet. I wanted to look at her when I expressed my joy. She was my girl, and I was her guy. She said it, and I was not letting her take it back. Her telling me I was her boyfriend almost made me forget about this Paul guy, almost. That stabbing jealousy hit me when she told me about him, but her saying I’m her boyfriend made it all better, mostly.
I pulled up to her place and put my truck in park before turning to look at her. She may have been avoiding looking at me. I had to grab her chin with my finger and move her head to look at me. Pretty sure she was nervous and embarrassed. That was when I decided not to make a big deal out of the situation. Instead, I leaned in and gently brushed my lips to hers, like I had been doing all day. I pulled back, and I saw she had relaxed some.
“Let’s go on inside.” I told her. I had a feeling if I made a big deal out of the boyfriend declaration, she might pull back from me.
We went inside, and she put the beer in the fridge. “Do you want me to make some popcorn?” she asked me.
I told her I was not really in the mood for any right then. Which was true, I was so nervous. Any more food in my stomach and I would probably have vomited.
“The movies are right there by the TV, if you want to pick one out.” I psyched myself up for the chick flick I thought I was about to have to endure, when to my surprise they were all horror movies. She had movies like The Faculty, Vampires, and Blade. Could she be any more perfect? 
I was holding the stack of movies, while also watching her fidget around in the kitchen. Lisabeth was obviously nervous, too. We were officially a couple. Where do we go from there? I was watching her and pondering what step to take next when suddenly she stopped everything and looked at me with a small tear in her eye. 
She said to me, “Are you ever going to kiss me, or are you going to keep teasing me?” That tear made me forget all of my fears about being the man I wanted to be for her. At that moment, all sexual tension disappeared. There was only the need to kiss her. 
To kiss her like she ached for me to kiss her. To kiss away any tears, to kiss away any fears, and to kiss her so she would absolutely know how I felt about her. I dropped the movies and stood in front of her within seconds. 
At first, I paused to look into her eyes. “I need you,” were the words her soul demanded of mine. Those words became my undoing. 
I placed my hands on both sides of her face before I leaned in and surrendered. I kissed her with all of my love for her, with all of my emotions that had been festering for months, with all of my joy in reuniting with her, and with all of my fears. My lips were so hungry for hers. I could feel her giving her heart and soul completely over to me with that kiss. 
When her lips touched mine and our mouths opened, I gently caressed her tongue with mine. Our souls were ravenously desperate for each other, gently turned into passionately. This kiss went back and forth from gentle to passionate and back to gentle. The soul call tied our souls together, but this kiss pulled the knot tight. 
With the kiss continuing to deepen, we continued to pull each other closer. My hands leaving her face to run my fingers through her hair. My hands found their way through her hair, down her sides, to her hips, until I had pulled our bodies tightly against each other. 
Her hands had started out as fists on my chest. She moved down to the top of my pants, where she pulled me even closer to her before wrapping her arms around my neck. 
In that moment, it felt we could not get as close as we needed to be to each other. Our souls begged each other to get closer. We were as close as humanly possible, and it still didn’t feel close enough. Kissing her was absolutely more intoxicating than any alcohol I had ever drank. 
I only pulled away because I felt lightheaded. When I opened my eyes, there were more tears in her eyes. Her sexy lips were red and swollen. She never looked more beautiful to me. When she stepped back, her knees almost gave out on her. I grabbed her elbow to catch her. She took a few deep breaths before awkwardly running out of her back door and leaving me there, staring after her. 
Should I go after her? Should I give her space? I went towards the door she stumbled out of seeing what she was doing. I saw her pacing back and forth, and pausing to breathe. I decided I could not leave her alone. My soul demanded to go after her.




















Lisabeth
The whirlwind of feelings from his first kiss was more than I could process. I desperately needed air. I needed to gather my thoughts and emotions. 
My favorite movie in all the world was The Princess Bride. The line at the end of the movie that goes, “Since the invention of the kiss, there have only been five kisses that were rated the most passionate, the most pure. This one left them all behind,” didn’t even come close to describing the passion, the intensity, the love, the unity, the oneness, the desire, and the joining of our two souls. 
I somehow moved my legs to get outside in a hurry. This may have been what a panic attack would feel like. I was struggling to breathe. I awkwardly paced back and forth before I nearly collapsed in one of the lawn chairs. 
What was happening to me? With us? It was not normal to feel so much, so fast. How was this even humanly possible? It must be a small taste of what Heathcliff and Catherine in Wuthering Heights felt for each other: “He’s more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same.” Those words were hollow compared to what I was feeling. That story would have gone in a completely different direction if their souls felt anything we were feeling.
I looked towards my sliding glass doors and I saw Rey coming my way. He was so sexy in his black v neck T-shirt and his jeans that stressed his tight bottom. He was ridiculously gorgeous, and he was all mine. 
What was I going to say to him? I knew he said he processed his feelings for me and he wasn’t afraid of them anymore. I could not imagine he could truly have processed these feelings. He had to be feeling what I was feeling. He could not possibly have realized it would be so intense. No one could process something so life changing beforehand. At least he was headed my way and not out the front door; that had to be a good sign.
“Do you want to be alone?” He asked me.
“No, I needed some air. I felt the room closing in on me.” I told him while I looked up into his sexy brown eyes. He pulled up the other lawn chair to sit right in front of me, our knees close enough to touch. 
He reached up to brush the loose strands of hair away from my eyes, and it sent visible shivers through me. “How embarrassing,” I thought to myself.
“You have nothing to be embarrassed about.”
Again, I was totally embarrassed he heard me say I was embarrassed.
That time he slightly laughed at me, because he heard that comment as well. “I am the last person you should ever feel embarrassment around. I love my touch gives you chills, and I hope it always will.” He said to me. 
When he spoke to my thoughts, it seemed to be the most intimate experience one could ever have. I couldn’t image sex could even come close to the intimacy between two souls communicating as one.
“Talk to me. Don’t shut me out. What can I do?” He whispered to me in my mind. He could actually change the volume of his voice in my head. Just when I thought it could not possibly get any more intense or any more intimate, it did.
At that point, I had to look away, still trying to breathe regular breaths. I appreciated how patient he was being with me. Rey was silently sitting across from me. I saw him out of the corner of my eye, and it looked like he might have been holding his breath. I found the strength to turn my eyes back towards his, still not sure what to say. I had to ask him, I had to know, “Are you still not terrified, are your fears still a thing of the past?” 
He used his voice to answer me, “the only fear I have right now, is the fear of losing you. I am afraid you are going to send me away because of how crazy this all is. I am afraid you are going to look up at me and say it is too much for you. I am afraid you are going to tell me you do not want to love someone this way, and you want me to leave.” 
I took a deep breath before I responded to his vulnerable confessions. Being vulnerable was going to be a part of this relationship, whether or not I was ready for it. I went for it and allowed myself to use my voice to reassure him. “I am not running away. I am terrified, and I am overwhelmed. I do not know what to make of us. I do not know what kind of relationship we are going to have. It is all happening so fast. You kissed me with all of your feelings for me. I could feel how much you loved me. Kissing is usually about passion and desire. Don’t get me wrong, the passion and desire were there, but the love from deep inside of you, you showed me with a kiss, was more powerful than any written word could describe. How could I run away from that, no matter how scary it might be? Let me reassure you, running away from us, is not a thought I have had for even a moment. If I ran away from you, I would be running away from the most incredible experience this life could ever produce. How could we even survive without each other after the intense encounter we have had? We would have to tear our souls in half to separate from each other. Is that even possible? If being together is like this, what kind of pain would we experience apart?” 
Again, he reached over to brush my hair away from my face. He chose this moment to explain why he kept avoiding kissing me. “I knew kissing you would open a door we could never close. I knew the intensity would be more powerful than any sexual experience I have ever had or could imagine ever having. I had been told by my family kissing each other would be like nothing either of us has ever experienced. I have to admit I was afraid of kissing you and not being able to control how far I would want to push you to go with me. I know you are waiting for marriage, and I refuse to be the guy who tries to change your mind because he cannot control his penis. I need to be the man who loves you so much he knows you are worth waiting for. The man who is certain you are worth committing to without having had sex. The man who would give you everything you desire and would take nothing from you, you weren’t ready to give.” It was his turn to have a tear sliding down his cheek. The last words he said to me through our souls.
I veered the subject because I might have another near panic attack if we continued the conversation. “Why did you refuse to kiss me before? When I say before, I mean, when we were first hanging out together. You made up that excuse it would be cheating on your girlfriend. I do not believe that sad excuse anymore.” 
His honesty made him even more irresistible. “That would be the stupid and selfish side of me who thought only with my dick on that one. I thought you probably wanted to kiss me at least as much as I wanted to screw you. If you wouldn’t have sex with me, then I would not kiss you. I thought if you tried to get me to change my mind, I would have a good excuse to convince you to change yours. I was a complete prick.” He paused for a moment before asking me, “Out of curiosity, why didn’t you object?” 
I had to be honest, didn’t I? “The real reason I did not question it then was because I had this undeniable feeling deep in my gut I couldn’t shake, if I ever kissed you, it would be the kind of experience that would leave me incapable of ever saying no to anything you asked of me.”
Again, he whispered, “I guess I better be careful what I ask you then.” This he followed with the wink that drove me crazy in all my special places. The smile on his face got bigger, reminding me he heard me.
“Maybe we should head inside to watch the movie. I need a distraction.” I suggested.
Rey stood up and extended his hand for me to grab. I really hoped this movie would distract me, because if it didn’t, we were in trouble.






















Rey
We made our way to her couch to sit down, when she remembered my beer, I had forgotten all about. She let go of my hand to grab the beer out of the fridge. I could get used to being waited on by my lady. She might have slapped me if she heard that. It was just in a man’s nature to enjoy being pampered by the women who love us. 
Lisabeth had her coffee, I had my beer, and we settled in close to each other on the couch to watch The Crow. She took my arm and put it around her, so she could rest her head inside of my arm. I loved her boldness. Our relationship was mixed with so much of the comfort and security you would feel with someone you have been with for a while, and yet it also contained many of the insecurities of a new relationship. There were so many uncertainties and questions about what kind of relationship we were in. We weren’t your typical new couple. With the uncertainties, there might have been more certainties. Confident we both knew we were forever, but where do we go from there?
The movie was over before I even found a moment to pay attention to it. All I could do was revel in having Lisabeth in my arms. Now that it was over, I dreaded saying goodbye. Then she surprised me, “would you stay here with me tonight? I am not ready for you to leave.” 
I was quick to respond. “I have been dreading leaving you, too. I would love to stay here with you.” Even if it meant sleeping on a couch, there with her was the only place I wanted to be. I didn’t want to assume she meant for me to stay with her in her room.
“My room is upstairs, next to my bathroom. Are you tired? I am exhausted.” She stood up and reached out her hand for me.
“I could go to sleep. I would like a pillow and a blanket if you have an extra one?” I asked her.
She responded exactly the way I hoped she would. “I have pillows and blankets upstairs in my room. Why? Were you planning on sleeping down here by yourself?”
I was ecstatic she wanted me in her bed with her and not there on the couch. I told her that, “I didn’t want to assume you meant for me to sleep in your bed with you. You won’t get any arguments from me.” Hand in hand, we headed up the stairs to go to sleep.
I was thinking, I really wished I had my toothbrush, when Lisabeth stopped at the bathroom to offer me a spare, unopened toothbrush she got from the dentist’s office. I knew it was silly, but I was a little excited I could brush my teeth before bed and when I woke up with her in the morning.
“I am going to change into some pj’s while you get ready for bed, and then I will take my turn in the bathroom.” Lisabeth told me before she headed into her room. I couldn’t help but notice she didn’t close her door while she changed. I felt confident and reassured she was comfortable having me there overnight.
I closed the bathroom door because I needed a few moments of privacy. I was still a horny young guy, and I needed to relieve myself before climbing into bed with her. It was necessary or I would probably lie awake next to her all-night tossing and turning. I desired her more than I have ever desired anyone. Being a typical guy who would always desire the pleasures of sex. With her, there was the usual desire to have sex, then the extra pull to taste her forbidden fruit, and finally knowing she was meant for me. Her body and my body were created for each other. With all those feelings and the understanding that she was my one, the urges grew stronger by the moment. 
If I could find out why she wanted to wait without being pushy or offensive, I was going to ask her. Comprehending what she desired and believed would probably make it a little easier on little Rey. If it did not make it easier, I would get down on one knee and ask her to marry me right away. We knew we belonged together, so why shouldn’t we get married and start our lives together?
I accomplished what needed doing to keep myself under control; I brushed my teeth and took a leak. I felt nervous walking into her room for the night. She looked amazing in her pink short shorts and her matching tank top. I couldn’t help but notice she was not wearing a bra anymore. I could control myself. I could do this. I had to say to myself repeatedly.
“Is it ok if I sleep in my boxers?” I asked her, and she nodded her head on her way to brush her teeth. She closed the bathroom door. She didn’t mind changing her clothes with the door open, but I assumed she was not ready for me to hear her pee.
I thought about climbing into her full-sized bed, but I was not sure which side of the bed she slept on. While I waited, I took some time to learn some things about her by the way she decorated her room.
The walls were white and bare, and I assumed that was because it was a rental. Her full-sized bed unmade. Several solid color pillows were tossed all over the bed. A comforter with multicolored squares laid half off the bed. It appeared there was a blanket and a sheet underneath the comforter. Pictures of her friends and family neatly lined both dressers. Pictures were her decoration of choice downstairs and upstairs. There weren’t any candles or frilly decorations, not even a jewelry box. Her room was clean except for the bed. A TV sat in the center of the shorter dresser. The only mirror I noticed being the one in the bathroom. A full VCR rack and CD rack hung on the wall. A computer on the desk in the corner contained your everyday desk supplies on it, with a rolling chair pushed underneath.
The room was quite large for an apartment. There was an end table with a simple silver or stainless-steel lamp. The lampshade was a plain white. She kept water and the tv remote on the end table. The drawer on the table sparked curiosity, but I resisted opening it. Even though the perverted guy in me wondered about what she might keep hidden inside of it. She also had a box fan at the edge of her bed. From looking around her room, I surmised she might have very simple taste. It not being a girly, frilly, flowery room.
She had only been gone about five minutes before she joined me in her room. “Which side of the bed do you sleep on?” I curiously asked her.
“I usually sleep on the left. First, I need to make the bed before we lay down. I know it’s silly, but it is a pet peeve of mine. The sheets have to be tight and perfect before I get in them.” She told me this, and I wondered why she didn’t make the bed in the mornings? I looked forward to finding out why she did things the way she does. It was all part of the getting to know each other process. I was glad she slept on the left because I actually preferred the right.
After the bed was all made up tight and we pulled the sheets back, we climbed into her bed. We had turned all the lights off, so we could not talk into each other’s thoughts. I desperately wanted to kiss her again, but I was not sure if I should. I then heard Lisabeth’s sweet voice asking me, “Am I always going to have to ask you to kiss me?”
That made my decision. I planned to find out how soon before we could get married, and I was going to marry this girl. I was determined to never deny her. 
She was lying on her side, facing me. I reached over for her waist and pulled her closer to me. Our lips found each other in the dark with ease. Her hands were in my hair, her leg wrapped around my leg. My hands were twisted in her shirt while I held her tight against me. I was doing everything I could to resist slipping my hands under her shirt. My lips on her lips, our tongues entwined. We kissed like lovers who were afraid this kiss would be the last. In perfect sync, she rolled over on her back while I leaned up slightly on top of her. Never breaking the kiss, moving as one. Her leg called for me to slide my hand along her thigh as I hovered above her body. I was not completely on top of her, because that would have been my undoing. I lost some of my self-control and moved my hand from her thigh up under her shirt, stopping only barely under her breast. She moaned slightly, and with that I had to pull away. I heard both our hearts pounding in our chests.
I took a chance her lamp worked, and I reached over her to turn it on. I needed to see her. It worked. She was looking up at me with perfectly innocent eyes. I had to take care of her. I needed to protect her. I wanted to love her the way she deserved to be loved. “Are you ok?” was all I could think to ask her.
“Yes, but maybe we need to go back to when you only brushed your lips against mine.” She told me.
“I think you are right. I don’t want you to think I do not want to kiss you. I could kiss you for hours, but it wouldn’t stop at kissing. We might need to pull back a bit. This passion and desire are beyond anything either of us could have predicted.” I tried to choose my words carefully. I would never want her to think I was rejecting her. 
She reassured me, “I know you are not rejecting me. This is more intense than we signed up for. It is a literal hunger for each other that keeps getting stronger. I feel your soul pulling mine to you.”
I decided this would be a good time to talk about the elephant in the room. “Lisabeth, why are you waiting? I am not asking you to change your mind. I only want to understand. If I know your desires and understand them, it would help me find a deeper strength.”
I would have never guessed what she told me next. “I have always had this overwhelming fear if I had sex, I would be the girl that gets pregnant. I cannot be the girl that tells her parents she is having a baby without a husband. The idea of disappointing the people in my life who are important to me is debilitating. I am even on the pill to minimize the effects of my period, but I know I would live in fear if I were having sex. I don’t believe in abortion and I wouldn’t be able to give up a child. The only way I am safe, is to wait. I don’t want to be that girl, the girl who is a single mother, or the girl who is pregnant in her wedding dress. It might seem silly to you, but there it is.” 
Yep, I was definitely going to marry this girl the moment she would have me. “I can respect your concerns. I don’t want to be the guy who makes your fears come true. Living in fear when we make love will only tarnish our time together. I never want fear and sex to be a combination with us. We will slow things down for now. We have found each other, and that is what is important right now.”
I reached over and turned the light back off, but first I reminded her, “I love you, Lisabeth.”
She reached up to brush my lips with hers. I hoped she would say it back, but I knew her feelings were still so new. With the lights off again, she rolled over onto her side and I spooned her in my arms, pulling her as close as I could to me. I drifted off to sleep faster than I had ever fallen asleep before, with the woman of my dreams lying next to me.  




















Lisabeth
I had never shared my bed with a man before, and here I was, lying next to my soul mate. He was holding me while we both fell asleep, and he kept pulling me closer to him. I thought he would pull me inside of him, if it were at all possible. 
I told him I was tired, but after that last kiss, I was awake again. This day brought out so many emotions. First love, followed by shock, then fear and panic. Next was uncontrollable desire, and finally it was ending with uncontainable happiness. A part of me was having a hard time believing we should even be allowed this kind of joy.  
The temptation, oh, the temptation. I had never had a problem with temptation until now. I had never met someone that made me want to give myself to them completely. I had not been expecting to desire someone how I desired him. I knew one day I would want more than just fooling around, but I did not know today would be that day. I definitely did not know what it truly meant to desire someone. I was afraid I could not hold out. Both times he kissed me and then pulled away from me; I felt my soul screaming in protest. 
My soul claimed him today. She seemed to have a mind of her own, and she had surrendered all she was to him. There was no separating the two souls. I felt them, like lovers on their deathbed, holding each other with a promise of waking together in the afterlife. My soul had taken the lead in our relationship.
What was I going to do? How were we going to handle these deep, guttural emotions? I knew I had to take some control back from my soul or I would give in to all my desires. By the time I fell asleep, I had gone from pure happiness back to fear.
July 11, 1999
I had never been a morning person. Waking up usually made me angry, but not this morning. All the fears I had while falling asleep vanished with the night. Today I was waking up next to the guy who I had the privilege of calling my soul mate. I rolled over to see if he was awake, and if he wasn’t, then I planned to watch him sleep for a bit. 
When I opened my eyes, I was so surprised; I panicked. Paul was laying in my bed staring at me and not my Rey. I felt my soul take over again, and this time I heard the panic in my soul. “Rey, where are you? Where did you go?” At the same time, my mouth was saying to Paul, “What are you doing here?”
“Lisabeth, what’s the matter? I am here. I went to grab us some breakfast?” Rey asked me, and I heard in his voice the same panic my soul felt when it called out to him. 
I was now shocked I could talk to Rey from wherever he was, and he could hear me, too. I was also flustered trying to have two conversations. “I need to talk to you, and I haven’t been able to find you. Would now work for you?” Paul said to me.
While he talked to me, I tried to let Rey know what was going on. “I woke up and Paul was laying in our bed instead of you. I guess the shock of him here and not you sent me into a temporary panic. I will be ok.” 
I tried to reassure him, but he was not having any of it. “You say you are ok, but I should not have been able to hear you call me. We should not be able to have this conversation right now. I am so not ok. I am turning around. I will be right there.” 
“I said, can I talk to you? I have something I need to ask you. Are you even listening to me?” Paul had been trying to get my attention away from the conversation I was having in my head.
“Oh, right, I am sorry. Not a morning person; It takes a few minutes to focus. My head wakes up all cloudy and jumbled.” Everything I said was true, but not this morning. Waking up, thinking Rey was lying there next to me, I woke up more alive and clearer headed than I ever thought possible. 
“I need a few minutes to wake up. Why don’t you go downstairs while I wash my face and brush my teeth?” I pleaded with him. I needed a few minutes to gather my thoughts. Fortunately, he agreed to go while I composed myself.
I headed into the bathroom to figure out what was going on. I actually washed my face and brushed my teeth because I needed time to think. How was it possible Rey and I could talk to each other when we were not together? I shook that thought for the time being and put it in the back of my head. What was Paul doing there? 
Paul and I spent the entire afternoon and evening together the day Rey told me he never wanted to see me again. Paul was in the right place at the right time. 
Paul was not the most gorgeous guy you’d ever meet, he’s probably 5’11” if I had to guess, short brown hair, hazel eyes, super skinny (I mean you can see his bones skinny), and today he looked like he hadn’t shaved in several days which actually looked great on him. We enjoyed each other’s company and making out occasionally. We’ve had fun, but it was time to move on. 
After I could no longer justify being in the bathroom for another second, I took a deep breath and prepared to face Paul. What could he possibly want? I gave him a key in case I ever locked myself out, and he had never used it before today. He had never sought me out. We usually ran into each other when we were out and went from there. I finally made my way out of the bathroom and started my way down the stairs.
I heard Rey again. “I am pulling up. On my way to you.”
I felt like I was taking the walk of shame, heading down to see what Paul wanted. Before I got all the way down, Rey came barreling into the apartment. He didn’t even look at Paul. He was a man on a mission; I could see it written all over his face without him having to say anything. 
I had stopped at the bottom step when Rey took me in his arms. His lips unashamedly found mine. He wrapped me in his arms as we kissed. It was the first kiss I didn’t ask him for. “How?” I asked him while our tongues claimed each other.
“I do not know, but it’s done. I will not refuse this gift. You’re mine and I will not let go of you.”
We were so lost in each other’s taste and in our thoughts; I forgot Paul was there. Only when he started loudly clearing his throat did I remember his presence. 
This time I broke the kiss, but not without asking Rey, “is that your way of peeing on me the way a dog pees on his territory?” He did not even try to hide the fact I made him laugh.
“Um, Paul, I am sorry. That was rude and inconsiderate. What did you want to talk about?” I tried to be polite, but Rey had pulled me to his side like he was trying to prove I belonged with him.
“Alone.” Paul demanded. 
I turned to Rey and kissed him on his scruffy cheek, he hadn’t shaved this morning, while I told him, “I will be ok. Will you give us a few moments? I needed to tell him I couldn’t see him anymore, anyway. It shouldn’t take long.”
Rey didn’t seem to care if he was rude because he kissed me one more time. Not a brush on the lips kiss, but again a passionate soul consuming kiss. A brief kiss, but still one that was hard for me to pull away from. “I will be right outside in my truck if you need me.”
“Gosh, I get it. Whoever this jerk is, he wants me to know you’re with him.” Paul told me with some serious attitude loud enough for Rey to hear on his walk outside. 
“Yeah, about him. That’s Rey. We have a bit of history together, and we ran into one another yesterday. We both realized we wanted to be with each other. I planned on telling you the next time we ran into each other. So, why are you here?” I asked him. 
He had both his hands in his pockets, and he was moving his feet from side to side. I could see he was really nervous about something. “It’s quite obvious I am a little late. I have been trying to work up the courage for a while now to tell you I have feelings for you. I was hoping you felt the same, and I could take you out on a date.”
Wait, what? Where was this coming from? “I thought you liked Ashley?” Was the only thing I could think to say in response? 
“That was a rumor the guys (the guys being his roommates) started for me. I thought if I made you jealous you would confront me, and then I could admit how I really felt. That never happened, so I figured I had to tell you. I have been a scared fool, and it looks like I lost my chance. Did I? Did I lose my chance?” He pleaded with me. 
I obviously had already unintentionally broken his heart. Now what could I say? “Paul, I thought we were just having fun? No feelings. That’s the deal we had. I am so sorry. I am with Rey. I have to see it through with him.”
He jumped in before I could say anything else, and he was angry. “I don’t get you! You say you are waiting for marriage and then you bring this guy home after one day! What’s he got I don’t have? I could make you happy. If you would just give me a chance.” 
I had never seen him angry before. How could I calm him down? I never had feelings for him; we were just friends. I was getting a little angry myself. “How do you know he stayed over? Were you watching me?” The realization made me furious as I continued chewing him out. “not that it is any of your business, but nothing happened. I can have someone stay over and not have sex with them. You’re the one who broke our deal, not me. I am sorry.” 
He was still angry. His fists were now balled up at his side. He was shaking a bit. He seemed to get angrier while we talked, and his words came out of gritted teeth, “You do plan on sleeping with him, though. I can tell. Nobody kisses the way you two did without taking it to the next step.”
I tried to stay calm, hoping he would relax a little, but I failed at it. “Yes, I plan to sleep with him. He is the one I am going to give my virginity to. Does that make you feel better? Does that make it less painful?” 
After my rant, he actually calmed down a little, except his anger was now laced with sadness. “Will you answer me this: if I had told you before you ran into him, would things have been different?”
I took a deep breath, closed my eyes for a second, and then answered him truthfully. “Most likely I would have done what I always do, and that is to run in the other direction. If I would have given you a chance, then the conversation we would have right now would be a breakup talk. No matter what, I would have chosen Rey. I know it won’t make sense to you, but he’s my one. He’s the man I plan to spend my life with. I am sorry, but I think you should probably leave. This conversation could make us both end up hating each other.” 
He didn’t even say anything, he just nodded his head and walked out the door. Even from behind, he looked like someone sucked the life out of him. “Please leave your key.” I told him as he walked out of my life.
Rey must have been standing right outside of the door because I heard Paul tell him with a shaky voice, “You better take care of her. She is the most amazing girl on the entire planet.” 
I don’t know what Rey did because I didn’t hear him respond. Maybe he shook his hand, or maybe he nodded. Rey was probably trying to control himself. I knew what jealousy felt like for us, and it was not your typical jealousy. He was probably feeling it even more than yesterday. Knowing I was in here with someone I had sort of a relationship with. I knew it would kill me if things were the other way around.




















Rey
I told her I was going to wait in my truck, and I really meant it when I told her that. When the door didn’t close all the way behind me, and I realized I could hear them talking, I couldn’t resist listening in. The jealousy and anger I felt the moment I heard Lisabeth tell me Paul was in our bed had been excruciating.  
Hearing her call it our bed made me realize I had found my home. Lisabeth was my home, and this realization only added to the rage I was feeling. How was I supposed to survive if this was what it felt like every time she hung around with another guy? I understood she wouldn’t have history with every guy, but still I knew it was going to hurt.
Then he told her he had feelings for her. When I heard that, it took more willpower than not begging her for sex to not bust through that door. I had been attempting to talk myself out of racing into her apartment when I heard her say, “Yes, I plan to sleep with him. He is the one I am going to give my virginity to.” 
That stopped me in my tracks. Certain she probably said it in order to tick him off, but she still said it. Little Rey heard her too. Now I had to calm him down and remind him we were going to be patient. Then I heard her tell him, “No matter what, I would have chosen Rey. I know it won’t make sense to you, but he’s the one. He’s the one I plan to spend my life with.” 
She hadn’t told me she loved me of her own free will yet, but that’s nearly as good to hear. My soul was in so much pain while she was with this Paul. Hearing her say she chose me, I am the one, and she planned to spend her life with me, lifted some of the pain.
I heard her tell him to leave, and I probably should have moved away from the door, but I didn’t. He saw me standing there, and I half expected to have to fight him. I knew I would win if I had to. He looked like I could shove him, and he would fall over. Instead, he looked at me and said, “You better take care of her. She is the most amazing girl on the entire planet.” 
I was trying really hard to keep myself under control; I didn’t say or do anything. I held my breath, waited for him to get in his car, and finally leave. I headed back in, trying hard to keep my composure; I went in search of the girl who had chosen me.
I wanted to grab her in my arms again and kiss her, but I didn’t think she was ready for that. Instead, I walked up to her and pulled her into my arms. I held her tight for several minutes before she told me, “I am alright.”
She pulled back to look at me. “I did not know he felt that way. It was so weird. He did nothing or said anything to give me the impression he had feelings for me.” 
I let her talk. I said before; I do not know what I am doing as a boyfriend. I didn’t know if it was the wrong thing to do, but I changed the subject. “I have been thinking. What if I went back to my place and packed a bag? I could stay with you while your roommate is away. We could spend every moment discovering if we actually like each other.” 
I felt my heart beating out of my chest, waiting for her to respond. I couldn’t say why, but I was actually afraid she was going to say no. “Why would I say no? After waking up without you this morning, I never want that to happen again. At least not yet, anyway. Where did you go? Why didn’t you wake me?”
Honesty time. It was not like we could hide anything from each other, anyway.
“You got that right.” She told me, while crossing her arms and pretending to have an attitude with me (she’s laughing inside, remember I could hear her) while patiently waiting for my answer. 
“I have had plenty of opportunities to spend the night with girlfriends, but I never have. I always make up some excuse to go home to my bed. My safe zone. Sleeping over was always a level of commitment I did not have any intention of reaching anytime soon. When you asked me to stay last night, I didn’t even think about that fear I had in the past. I woke up this morning, after having the best night’s sleep of my entire life. I looked at you lying next to me, and I imagined waking up next to you every morning for the rest of our lives. At first, I was excited, and then I felt the walls closing in on me. I wasn’t running away. I needed some time to process. I thought grabbing breakfast would give me time. Then I heard you, and I heard the panic in your voice. That was all I needed for the walls that were closing in to fall down. I couldn’t get back here fast enough. That first kiss was not for Paul. That first kiss was my need for you. I did not care who was here. I needed to realize why there wasn’t anything to be afraid of. Why I wanted to be here and nowhere else. I needed to feel you, to taste you, to touch you, and to claim you for my sake. Your panic became my panic. I needed that kiss to calm me down. Now that second kiss was for Paul’s sake.” 
She assured me, “I get it. Both of us are going to have moments of fear at how fast everything is moving. We need to always share and talk about it with each other. Even though we cannot hide our fears, we should still talk about them together. Putting a voice to what we feel will most likely help in the moment.” I agreed with her, while leaning in for another kiss.
“Do you want to go with me while I grab my stuff? I think I am going to grab a shower while I am there. Please
say yes.” I hadn’t meant for her to hear the last part.
“Silly, I do not want to be away from you, either. Let me grab a quick shower and then we can go.”
I turned on her tv while I waited. I found Trophy Hunters
on the Outdoor Channel to watch until Lisabeth came walking down the stairs, all ready to go. I expected to sit around and wait for at least an hour. She was ready in less than thirty minutes. She had showered, fixed her hair, and put-on makeup in that brief time. Doesn’t spend a lot of time in the bathroom. Another fact about her to add to the list of things I am learning about her.
We headed over to my place; I hoped my Grams would be there. I wanted her to meet Lisabeth. I also needed to see if she knew anything about our souls reaching out to each other when we were apart. We were not actually reading all of each other’s thoughts. We seemed to only hear what we each thought regarding the other person and nothing else. 
We rode the complete way there in silence. Not that we had nothing to say to each other. At that moment, we both had much to process and to adjust to. When I pulled into the yard, I was happy my Grams’ 1981 tan Buick Century car was there.
The house was on pilings because it was close to Lake Pontchartrain, where during any hurricane the waves are going to come crashing through your yard and your house if it was on the ground. We had to climb an entire flight of stairs before we were at the front door. 
“I can’t wait for my two favorite girls to meet.” I told her as I opened the door. “Grams, I am home. I want you to come meet Lisabeth.”
I did not believe I had ever seen her move that fast before. She basically forgot I was even there grabbing Lisabeth for a hug. They began a conversation between the two of them. I was so glad they were hitting it off. I snuck off to pack a bag, take a shower, and grab the ring my Grams set aside for me to give to my soul mate.              




















Lisabeth
Rey’s Grams and I made instant friends. She was close to the same height as me, she’s nowhere near the 300 plus pounds my Grandma weighed, but she was pudgy. Hair completely gray, which I loved, I always found it silly looking when Grandparents dyed their hair, like we couldn’t tell they were hiding the gray. Gray hair was a symbol of wisdom that should be worn proud, and she wore it well. 
She started out by telling me how excited she was we had found each other. She brought me into the kitchen and offered me a seat at her round table for four. Then she took me down memory lane with stories about Rey when he was little. 
My favorite story was about one time he came to visit her for the summer, which he and his brother did every summer. This particular summer, Rey was about ten years old when he found an injured bird on the back porch. He was so concerned for the bird he spent every day and night taking care of it until it could fly again. A lot of boys his age would have found pleasure in torturing the bird or putting it out of its misery. But not my Rey. He fell in love with the little bird and took care of it.
She even brought up a topic I had been dying to bring up myself, but I kept forgetting to ask. “Do you know why we call Jeffrey, Rey?”
“No, ma’am. He has never told me, but I have always wondered.”
She continued, “Rey’s brother Caleb was nearly four when Jeffrey was born. He had trouble with his speech. He was in speech therapy at the time where his speech therapist was helping him learn how to pronounce Jeffrey. Well, all he could manage to say was Rey. Everyone thought it was adorable, so the name Rey was given to him by his brother and it stuck.”
I fell in love with Rey a tad bit more, knowing he held on to a name given to him when he was a baby by his brother. It was a sentimental side I would cherish. 
We had been talking for about twenty or thirty minutes when she asked me how I was handling everything. How do I answer that question? I didn’t even know how I was handling us. Fortunately, Rey had finished his shower and came to the rescue. He started a new conversation before I could answer her.
“Grams, we have some questions about the soul call. This morning I went out for breakfast and Lisabeth’s soul called me while I was in my truck. Have you ever heard about this happening with anyone else?”
While he was asking her this question, I realized he hadn’t told me if he knew how I called out to him when I first saw him yesterday. He turned to me to answer my thoughts instead of hearing what his Grams had to say about our newest experience. “Grams’ theory is your soul heard me the other two times but wasn’t ready to respond. You may have not heard my call, but your soul did. When we saw each other, your soul probably took over for you. Once a soul hears the call of their soulmate, they struggle to live without their other half. Your soul probably decided it would not risk losing me again. I had called to you before, and that opened you up to me. This could have given your soul enough control to call to mine.”
“Oh, ok. I am definitely not going to pretend to understand how this all works. All I can really do is roll
with it.” What else could I say? I knew we could communicate in our souls, but the how’s was beyond me. 
Rey turned back to his Grams to see what she might have to say about what happened today. “I really don’t know if this has happened to anyone else or how it could happen. You would have to go through the family journals your Uncle Kyle has. He might have come across a similar story.”
“Family journals?”
Rey again forgot about his Grams to answer my questions. “We are each given a journal on our eighteenth birthday. It is to record how we meet our soulmate and what happens when we call out to them. We tell our story in these journals until the last page. After the last page it is assumed ‘they lived happily ever after.’ When our journal is complete, we bring it to whoever is keeping them safe for this generation. They read the journals and keep the knowledge of our history going.” 
“That is really cool. Have you written anything in yours?” I asked curiously once he finished explaining it to me.
“No, I haven’t. I wanted to when I first met you, but we aren’t supposed to write in them until we get an answer to our call. Since I got my answer yesterday, I packed it, so I can start writing our story. I am really excited about filling the pages.”
We spent about another hour talking with his Grams. Earlier she noticed our tummies growling and offered to make us ham and cheese sandwiches. We had not actually eaten anything today. We gladly accept her offer. When it was time to say goodbye, she gave us both a great big hug and told us to keep her updated. I really liked her, and I was relieved she welcomed me without hesitation.
Next, I was going to spend nearly two weeks living with a boy. I was nervous, excited, and terrified. What if we discovered we don’t have enough in common? What if we don’t like each other? What if we don’t want the same things in life?
Rey interrupted my thoughts with, “I have the same concerns. We will have to take things one moment at a time. You are worth the risk. What we could be is worth the risk.”
I knew he was right. We had been fairy tale good together. It seemed like it would only get better.
We were sitting close enough to touch in his truck to head back to my apartment. I suggested stopping at Walmart to pick up supplies for me to cook us a nice dinner. I loved to cook and wanted to show off my skills. Rey was trying not to laugh at my inner monologue.
I was really trying to understand how our thought sharing worked. We didn’t hear every detail that came into each other’s minds. Why do we only hear certain things and not everything? I may never quite understand it. Then again, it was only the second day of our relationship with these abilities.
I had to work both of my job’s tomorrow, making tonight a good night to cook for my man. I decided to make my mom’s manicotti, a salad, and some garlic bread. He was pushing the basket for me while I tried to remember everything I would need.
We were almost finished when I saw Bernard and Beau, Paul’s roommates and my friends, heading my way. They looked excited about something. Beau rarely ever said anything to me. Beau was the newest roommate who moved in. These three believed they were going to make it on SNL one day, and they called themselves the B team.
Bernard, I met first at the community college. First impressions were important, right? I was in class and this guy started talking. His voice was so deep I could feel the desk shaking, and that was what I would always remember about how we met. If he didn’t make it to SNL, he could definitely do radio. That’s Bernard, and we made fast friends. 
So, it was Bernard who asked, “Well?”
“Well, what?” I asked him back.
“Didn’t Paul talk to you? We haven’t seen him since Friday, and we assumed he was with you for the last couple of days. He told us he was going to tell you something.”
I had forgotten he mentioned they were helping him by trying to make me jealous. “Yes, Paul came by this morning to tell me about his feelings. Guys, I turned him down. I don’t have feelings for him that way. I am sorry.”
Bernard had known Paul for years, so he gave me a piece of his mind. “So what? You have been playing him this whole time. Making him think you actually cared about him. What kind of person does that?”
I heard Rey in my head, getting angry and protective. It was difficult having two conversations at the same time. I knew I was going to need practice.
“How did I play him or make him think we were anything more than friends? If you are talking about what we did behind closed doors, what does that have to do with feelings. We both agreed. Up front, it was fun. No strings attached. I did not play anybody. I thought you of all people would know me better than that.” 
Bernard and I had become pretty good friends. Probably could have said he was one of my best friends, and I was definitely surprised he thought I would hurt Paul on purpose.
“Look, I don’t know what you want me to say or do. I cannot make feelings happen that are not there. I am actually in a relationship now. Paul will recover, and he will find someone else. Someone who feels the same about him. He deserves that, and I cannot give that to him.”
We all went our separate ways without another word, and I realized I probably lost their friendship as well. I barely knew Beau; he had just moved to town. Bernard though, I considered him a good friend. It was probably better this way. It would be pretty hard to have any guy friends with Rey in my life.
Rey asked me if I was alright. “I actually am. You are the only person who matters to me right now. The entire world could disappear, and I wouldn’t care. As long as there is you and me. Come on, let’s get out of here and go home.”




















Rey
There it was again, that nearly debilitating pain, when Lisabeth was around other guys. It got stronger when the jerk; I didn’t get his name, started accusing Lisabeth of things she did not do. At least she put him in his place.
I was sorry she was probably losing a friend, but she was right about me not handling her having any guy friends. I imagined I would have to leave behind any girls I considered friends, too.
“If any girl thinks she is going to spend quality time with you, she has a death wish.”
I couldn’t help but laugh, and I knew she was right. The only person who mattered to me was her. Everyone else could disappear. Me and her together forever was all I cared about.
I was going over forever in my mind, which made me want to pull this truck over and kiss her like I did this morning. With every new feeling, I felt the need to seal it with a kiss. Kissing her was like heroin. I was addicted to the first taste.
Lisabeth leaned in and kissed my cheek when I noticed how quiet she had been. “I have been eavesdropping on your thoughts. They were all about us, and it didn’t seem right to interrupt.” She jokingly told me.
Oh, she really was perfectly likeable. Pulling up to her apartment, I planned on going straight inside to kiss Lisabeth for hours, if that was what it took to feed my hunger for her.
I barely got the key out of the ignition when she slid across my lap. She straddled a knee on each side of my thighs. Immediately, my arms slid around her, pulling her closer. Our lips met like two lost lovers reunited. Like someone wandering the desert who finally found water, we drank of each other with desperation to quench our thirst. With each stroke of our tongues, we only got thirstier for each other. Once again, we only broke apart to breathe. Her forehead was leaning into mine. I stared into her beautiful eyes and tried to get my breathing back to a steady pace.
“We had better take this inside before your neighbors decide to kick you out for inappropriateness.”
She slid off of my lap, and it took every ounce of strength not to pull her back on. 
As soon as the door closed and we were inside the apartment, instantly I grabbed her hand and pulled her to me. Kissing her again with fervor and desire. My fingers found their way into her hair, while hers slid up under my shirt.
Without breaking the kiss, she said to me, “There are other ways to release that tension in your pants if you want me to.”
Of course, I wanted her to. She had before, and the memory of how amazing she was at it haunted me. While still kissing her, I whispered to her, “Only if you allow me to relieve your tension first.”
At my request, she stopped the kiss. She started nervously pacing her living room floor. “Hey, what’s the matter? Did I upset you?”
“No, I don’t know. I want to be honest and hold nothing back. I need to be honest with you, like I have never been with anyone else ever.” She continued her pacing, and I curiously waited for her to open up.
She finally turned to me and bravely looked me in the eye, telling me her secret. “I have never had an orgasm with anyone. Every guy quits before I can finish what he started. I don’t want to let you try to relieve my tension if you don’t plan to do whatever it takes to let me finish. You can’t be another guy who doesn’t help me have an orgasm. You can’t be another guy who takes what he wants and doesn’t make sure I am happy too.” 
I noticed she was holding back tears. This time, I pulled her into my arms and held her. She was shaking, and I knew being honest and vulnerable was not something she had ever done. She opened up to me in a way no one had ever trusted me enough to do before. She told me about her desires and her fears. I needed to be the man she deserved.
I didn’t plan to say anything until I felt her relax. Once she stopped shaking. Instead of saying anything, my hands reached under her dress. That was one thing I loved about her, the little dresses she wore. I found her panties and slid them off. The entire time we locked our eyes onto each other while she boldly stepped out of her lace panties and moved in to kiss me.




















Lisabeth
I did the one thing I could never bring myself to do with any other guy. I asked my soulmate to give me an orgasm. Sure, I knew what it was like by myself. Who didn’t? That wasn’t enough for me. I wanted to share the experience with someone else. I wanted to bite my lip as my eyes rolled back in my head from the pleasure of climaxing from someone else’s touch. I needed Rey to do that for me. He didn’t last time, and I couldn’t bear it if he quit before I finished again. This time our souls were tied together, and I ached for him to do what no one else had ever even really tried to do.
He reached under my dress to take my panties off; I reached up to kiss him. I was nervous as hell, and I needed to feel his lips, his breath, and his tongue for a bit longer. I was so lost in his kiss I found myself on the couch and I didn’t even know how I got there. Without breaking the kiss, he laid me down on my back while he hovered above me. His tender hands made their way under my dress again. He was taking his time and being so gentle. My entire body raged with desire. His hands sent new feelings through every part of my body. His hands were strong but gentle, they weren’t soft like mine; they were firm and masculine the way they should be. 
I nearly ripped his shirt off in desperation to feel his skin. His chest slightly chiseled with a touch of hair outlining the invisible line of his stomach that led from his belly button down, disappearing beneath the top of his jeans. 
While one hand was holding him up, the other made its way across my thighs, up my hips and waist before finding its way between my legs. His touch was nothing like the last time. Last time was barely memorable, but this time the pleasure his touch brought me would forever be seared in my brain.
His lips left mine, only to find my belly. Both hands found their way to my breasts after unhooking my bra. He lovingly stroked them while his lips and tongue explored my belly, to my hips, to my thighs, until they finally found their intended target. No longer thinking straight. All I felt was pure ecstasy. My thoughts were a blur. With complete patience, he fulfilled one of my deepest desires when my vagina squeezed his fingers. I shared something I thought might never happen with anyone.
His lips found their way back to mine. All I wanted to do then was to give him the same experience he gave me.
I sat up thinking it’s my turn, but he said to me, “Not this time, my Lisabeth. After what I felt. The way you squeezed my fingers. Is that what it always feels like?” Was Rey’s response to me reciprocating.
“Yes,” I said, with some confusion. “Have you not felt a woman climax before?”
“No. I am so selfish, and stupid, and naïve. I am one of those idiots who never let the girl finish. They said nothing, and I assumed they were having orgasms. I did not know it could feel so amazing. If we were having intercourse, I would have felt you. I didn’t know.”
I reached my hands to move his face to where I could look into his eyes. “Ok, but that doesn’t explain why I can’t help you.”
He tried to look away, but I wouldn’t let him. “I am always so selfish. This time, with you, I want this experience to be all about you. It’s your moment. There is plenty of time for me to have those moments. You only get to have that first experience one time; I want to only revel in that with you for now.” He said things that only made me feel truly loved and cherished, earning him another kiss.




















Rey
I sat there watching Lisabeth put her clothes back on to head to the kitchen to start dinner. I couldn’t stop thinking about when she squeezed my fingers. It added fuel to the fire I was trying to keep at bay. I did not know. I had never felt a girl climax before, and definitely not while I was inside of her. What was I going to do? How was I not going to end up on my knees begging her to give herself completely to me? The desire to experience with her what I had never felt with anyone before was going to plague me until we could be together in every way possible. Tomorrow, I would find out what was involved in eloping.
I headed upstairs to the bathroom to take a much-needed cold shower while she continued dinner. I only turned off the shower after I was shaking from the cold.
Now that I could think a little more clearly, I couldn’t shake the feeling I was the most selfish male specimen on the planet. How could I not have known girls weren’t having orgasms? Of course, their body's pulse, mine does. Stupid, stupid, stupid. I couldn’t make it up to any of the other girls, but I could definitely make it up to Lisabeth every day for the rest of our lives. She would never again walk away from intimacy unsatisfied as long as I had a say in the matter. 
I was not even sure how long I had been hiding out in the bathroom. I wondered how Lisabeth was coming with dinner. It’s then I realized I left my bag with my clothes downstairs.
That’s when I checked to see if we could talk to each other from the other room for any reason. “Lisabeth, I got out of the shower, and I realized I forgot to bring my bag with me. Would you mind bringing it to me? Or should I come down in my towel to get it?”
I heard her laughing, while she told me, “My hands are covered in food, so you’re going to have to come down here in your towel.”
I had no choice but to go down in the towel to get my clothes. There she was in the kitchen with her hands in a bowl of some kind of filling she was stuffing into giant pasta shells. I was already there in my towel, and since she didn’t seem to mind, I headed over to get a closer look.
“It’s like lasagna, except you stuff pasta with the filling.” She told me. After she washed all the gunk off her hands, she then poured tomato sauce over the pasta, and sprinkled them with mozzarella cheese before putting it inside the oven to bake. It looked delicious.
I briefly caught her plans in her head, but not before she had stolen my towel. She took off with it, and headed up the stairs out of my reach, while I was still processing what happened. Again, I forgot my bag as I headed up after her.
I could hear Lisabeth laughing from the small hallway up the stairs, when her look dared me to come take the towel from her. I reached the top of the stairs after she tossed the towel over the railing.
The giant smile on her face compelled me to grab her hand and pull her into my arms for a kiss. She broke the kiss shortly after and dropped to her knees to do exactly for me what I told her I didn’t want her doing. The entire purpose of the lengthy cold shower gone. I relived the last time she did this for me nearly every day since, yet it did not prepare me for the ecstasy only she could provide. The pure satisfaction and contentment sent me to my knees as she finished.
The last time was nothing like this time. We weren’t connected to each other yet. The connection only intensified the pleasure, causing me to shake from head to toe. It would be like a blind man seeing the beauty of a crescent moon only a couple weeks later to see the magnificence of a full moon. The crescent moon is beautiful, but it cannot even compare to the splendor of a full moon.
We’re now eye to eye and all I could think to say was, “Why?” Before she could answer, the oven-timer beeped annoyingly loudly. She got up without answering my question. She gently placed my face in her hands and brushed her lips against mine. Leaving me weak on the hallway floor without a towel or clothes.  




















Lisabeth
When I heard him ask for his clothes, I dropped the spoon I was using to stuff my pasta and covered my hands in the filling. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to see him come down those stairs in search of his clothes in a towel.
It wasn’t until I saw how unbelievably sexy he was in the towel; I decided to let go of any shyness I was feeling to embrace the fun moment, like any couple in love would have.
I had not planned on things going the way they did. It just happened. One minute he was grabbing me to kiss me and the next I was doing for him what he did for me not even an hour ago. Then he actually fell to the floor. He didn’t come down to get on the same level with me; he fell. I did that to him. I caused him to lose control, and I could see him shaking from the pleasure. Then he asked me, “Why?”
Saved by the timer. What kind of question was why? I teased him with a brush of my lips before I headed back to check dinner without answering him.
I replayed it in my mind the whole time I was cooking. How could I not keep thinking about what he did? It was more incredible and mind blowing than I ever imagined it would be. “Why?” How was I supposed to answer that silly question?
“What makes it a silly question?” Rey was back in the living room, sexy as ever, completely naked, searching in his bag for something to wear. He finally found a pair of boxer briefs, a pair of camouflage pajama pants, and a plain white t-shirt.
He’s so gorgeous. Of course, I was staring at him like I had seen the Mona Lisa for the first time. He walked over to me and gently reached out to close my mouth. Yes, my mouth was actually hanging open while I stood there watching him get dressed. Before I could focus on the embarrassment of my mouth hanging open, he was brushing his lips against mine. He backed away. He winked that adorable wink, and asked me again, “What makes it a silly question?”
There’s the second timer for the bread I put in the oven as soon as I came downstairs. I turned to pull it out of the oven. I set it down on the stove next to our dinner. Rey came up behind me and pulled me into his arms. He was behind me, kissing the back of my neck, and I could hear his thoughts. He was not giving up until I answered his question.
Now I was thinking, why would I want to answer his question when I was getting all this attention for not answering. That’s when Rey laughed. But he didn’t let go of me.
“It was because of moments like these, it was because of how you treat me, how you talk to me, it was because of how sexy you are, it was because you brought me to a place, I only ever dreamed of going with someone, it was because I love you so much I can’t contain it.” I said that last part out loud, then his arms loosened around me enough so I could turn around and look at him.
There’s that smile with those dimples. And then he winked again. “It was because I love you, you stupid man. I love you, and I didn’t know how to say it.”
“Say it again, please.” Rey asked me.
“I love you. It feels like I love you too much.” Rey finally responded by saying the perfect thing,
“I love you too. I know I love you more than it seems any person should love someone. We can love each other way too much together.”
With those words, I initiated the kiss. I had been so afraid to say how I felt about him. It was more like I had been afraid to admit how I felt because I felt so much. I was not even sure I understood how it was possible to love another person this much, to feel this much so fast. He became my entire world in two days. We broke the kiss in order to breathe. Rey caught his breath and leaned in for one more quick peck before mentioning how delicious dinner smelled.
It’s probably cold by now, but I grabbed us a couple of plates. With all the distractions, I forgot to make a salad. I wanted to know what his first thoughts were when he tasted my food, so I refused to take my eyes off of him or to even blink. I listened carefully to catch what he was thinking, hoping he wouldn’t realize what I was doing. “If my mom cooked like this, I would have stayed at home longer,” was the first thing I caught him thinking. “Wow, this is amazing.” he told me.
I liked the comment in his head better, but I was definitely happy he liked it. Cooking being one of my things, and I wanted him to like the way I cook. Especially since I would cook for him for the rest of our lives. “I can sort of cook too; you know.” He told me with a wink while he continued to chew his food.
He helped me clean up the kitchen before we settled in on the couch to watch another movie. I almost wished I had a chick flick because of the emotional high I was on. It was probably a good thing I didn’t have one. The last thing I needed was something else to add to my out-of-control hormone levels.               




















Rey
We watched a movie before heading to bed. We both thought it might relax our hormones and emotions before we laid next to each other for the entire night. The movie did not distract me from my thoughts.
She finally said it. She finally told me she loved me not once, but five times. When she said she loved me, it actually settled my hormones some. It was like the reassurance satisfied my needs for the time being. It didn’t mean my physical desires were gone; they were content for the time being. Her words brought my soul a peace and security I didn’t realize I needed from her. I might make it without begging after all.
After about twenty minutes into the movie, with Lisabeth resting her head inside of my arm, I got out of my head for a bit to catch the rest of the movie. I was still pleased to know every movie I watch with her during our lifetime doesn’t have to always be a girly movie. By the time it ended, we were both exhausted. I didn’t know about her, but as soon as my head hit the pillow and my arms wrapped around her, I was sound asleep.
July 12, 1999

I woke up to find I went from being the big spoon to the little spoon during the night. Lisabeth’s alarm was going off, which she didn’t seem to notice. I hated to move to wake her up, but I knew she had work today. I slowly rolled over, “Lisabeth, Baby, wake up, your alarm is going off.” 
I reached up to brush the hair away from her face before she reluctantly opened her eyes. Her eyes had this sparkle in them when she smiled at me, and only at me. They were doing it this morning, I noticed, before she rolled over on her back. 
“Where are you going?” I asked her, while pulling her closer to me.
“Um, I didn’t want to breathe my nasty morning breath all over you.” She told me. She grudgingly reached over to turn the alarm clock off, we both seemed to have tuned out because we were lost in waking up together for the first time.
I was actually off today, so I rolled over on my back to watch her climb out of bed to get ready for work. I watched her gather her things for a shower, thinking I wished I could pull her back down to stay in bed with me all day. I knew I couldn't because we both had lives we had to live, bills we had to pay, commitments we had to keep. Doesn’t mean I had to like it. That was the last thing I remembered before unintentionally I drifted back off to sleep.
This time I woke up to an empty bed, an empty room, and while walking around the apartment I found it empty too. It was after 10:00 a.m. I couldn’t believe I missed seeing her off to work this morning. 
“Lisabeth, why didn’t you wake me?”
“I’m sorry. You looked so peaceful. I couldn’t wake you. Before I forget, we never actually talked about my schedule. I have to head straight to the restaurant when I get off here, so I won’t be home until late tonight. I miss you already,” was her response.
“I miss you too. I know you’re working, but anytime your mind is free I would love to hear your voice.” I told her, hoping I didn’t sound too desperate.
She told me she would.
I made my way to the bathroom to get ready to head to wherever it was I needed to go to find out what we needed in order to get married. I drove to Grams in order to ask her. She would know the process.
Grams was ecstatic to help me with the information I needed. She instructed me to go to the Clerk of Court’s office and they would give me everything I needed. The lady there told me to bring in our birth certificates, social security cards, IDs, and the fee to apply for a marriage license. After, it took a week for it to be ready. She also gave me the names and numbers of a couple of justices of the peace. All that was left to do was to muster up the patience to get to the end of the day so I could propose.               




















Lisabeth
After I got out the shower and finished getting ready for work, I went back to my room to tell Rey goodbye. I found him sound asleep. He looked delicious laying there in my bed in merely his boxer briefs; I decided it was safer on my hormones to leave him sleeping. I thought about leaving a note, but I figured it was safe to say he would call out to me when he woke up.
I pulled up to work, pondering how I was going to get through work with the ache in my soul from being away from him. This couldn’t be healthy. Could it? At least I worked with Rhett for most of the day.
Rhett was my cousin. We weren’t close growing up. He was eight years older than me, so we didn’t spend any time together when we were little. At 6’5” tall, which he seemed to hate, because he slouched all the time to make himself look shorter. Sure, he was my cousin, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t appreciate how drop dead gorgeous he was. He had those deep brown eyes I loved, and his dimples were even deeper than Rey’s. If you looked up tall, dark and handsome in the dictionary, his picture would be next to it. What’s worse was he didn’t seem to comprehend his sex appeal. Yeah, I said it. My cousin was sexy. 
One day he walked into the market looking for a job, and that’s what brought us together as friends. We had been working side by side for the last six months.
I was really going to miss him when I left the market. It was my last week, and I knew we would drift apart once I started the other job. I couldn’t dwell on that; I had enough pain in my heart not being with Rey today. Today, I was with Rhett, one of my closest friends, and today he would have to endure listening to how in love I was with Rey.
They hired me as a cashier, but I spent most of my downtime helping Rhett stock the fruits and vegetables or sweeping. After clocking in, I headed over to see what he wanted me to work on. Of course, it’s the stupid lemons. I can’t just dump the lemons. I had to stack them. First you take off all the old ones, then you make a layer of lemons and begin building a pyramid. Placing all the old ones on the top, tossing any of the bad ones.
Rhett was working on the limes which are right next to the lemons, making that moment the perfect time to tell him about my weekend (leaving out the parts that made me sound crazy, of course).
Before I began my story, Rhett noticed the change in me. I’m not a bubbly, cheerful kind of person, but after the past weekend I was suddenly giddy with excitement. “If I didn’t know any better, I would say you got laid this weekend.” Rhett told me.
“No, I didn’t get laid, but I spent the weekend with my new boyfriend,” I responded.
“It’s obvious you’re dying to spill all the details, so go ahead, I’m ready,” Rhett patronized me, pretending to prepare himself for the boring details, but like he knew I didn’t get laid this weekend, I knew he didn’t mind listening to my stories.
I told him about running into my old friend Rey at school and how we connected. I spared him only the details about our telekinesis. I even told him about Rey being the first guy to give me an orgasm. Yep, I left nothing out. That’s how Rhett and I were. We told each other the “too much information” kind of stuff. I knew every time he slept with a girl or what kind of porn he watched the night before. One time he even told me about the time he made the girl leave in the middle of sex because she tried sticking her finger where the sun doesn’t shine. He was the only person I told literally every detail to.
I don’t have brothers, so he filled that void for me. Everyone should have someone of the opposite sex to talk to about the opposite sex. How else was I going to know if I was getting it right?
About the time I got to the end of the details of this weekend with Rhett, was when I heard from Rey, “Lisabeth, why didn’t you wake me?”
“I’m sorry. You looked so peaceful. I couldn’t wake you. Before I forget, we never actually talked about my schedule. I have to head straight to the restaurant when I get off here, so I won’t be home until late tonight. I miss you already,” was how I responded. 
The words I miss you weren’t strong enough words for the void I felt being separated from him. I never imagined myself as someone who would pine over the person I loved when not with them. Maybe the facade we put on we are fine by ourselves was just that, a facade. If we allow ourselves to focus or desire what we do not have, it led to a state of unwanted depression. I was quickly changing my opinion on what it meant to need someone’s companionship. His love was filling the hole I never allowed myself to recognize. 
His response sort of helped the ache in my chest a little. “I miss you too. I know you’re working, but anytime your mind is free I would love to hear your voice.” It almost sounded as if he was in pain like me. Since he had just woken up, though, his pain was probably barely starting.
I spent the rest of the day finding every minor task I could think of at work to help the time pass. I talked to Rey every moment I was not having to talk to someone else. 
Finally, it was four p.m. and I could clock out. I had to wait tables for the rest of the night. Fortunately, Stephanie was scheduled to work tonight. I planned to brag to her about my new boyfriend. She was going to be so jealous. Stephanie knew Rey, and she was like all the other girls who worked at the steakhouse. They all wanted him. She probably wouldn’t believe me.
Since it was Monday night, I expected it to be slow. Few people eat out on Mondays. Mondays also meant there would only be three or four of us waiting tables. I was supposed to work the 4:30 to close shift, but I hoped I could talk someone else into closing.
Stephanie was already behind the hostess table when I walked in the door. First thing she said to me was, “Something is different about you, what is it?”
I brushed off her question, told her I needed to clock in and then we could talk.
After I clocked in, I headed back to Stephanie to tell her about Rey, and to wait for my first table of the night. “You’re never going to guess who my new boyfriend is?”
“Who is it? Do I know him?” She wanted to know.
“It’s Rey, remember Rey, who used to work here?”
Her mouth slightly fell open. “Shut the front door!” She told me. “How did that happen, when did that happen?”
A couple walked in the front door asking for a table, interrupting the conversation.
I loved being a waitress. I had been waiting tables since I turned sixteen. It was fast-paced, never boring, and the guests kept you on your toes. Sure, sometimes guests could be a real pain in the butt, but most times they were fun and exciting. I would miss it, but I was looking forward to working only day shifts and making my own hours. 
After the first table, I got two more back-to-back. I was the only waitress until 5:00, so the three tables kept me pretty busy for a while.
Stephanie’s sister Michelle came in next, who was glad to take the extra hours and close for me. She hated it when they scheduled her as the first one cut because she was a single mom and all the extra money made a big difference for her and her son. I was glad to go home first. It still wouldn’t be till around 8:30 or 9.
I had been busier than normal for a Monday night with customers and everyone I was working with, so I didn’t talk to Rey since I got there. The ache had subsided, some with having so much to keep me occupied. 
I was in the back getting refills for a table when the new girl, Lori, told me I had another table. “And he’s gorgeous. I’ll trade you if you don’t want it,” she said.
I ignored her request and headed out with my refills and to take the gorgeous guy’s drink order. I was paying close attention to the five drinks I had to carry, so I did not look at my new table. I dropped the drinks off, reached into my apron for my pad, and headed over to check on the guy Lori was talking about.
It was the restaurant’s policy for us to get friendly with our guests. We either squatted down at the edge of the table or we took a seat in the booth. Guests never seemed to mind, and it made them more comfortable with you. I grabbed a seat, out of habit, without even looking up to check the guy out.
I looked up after grabbing my pad for orders. There he was, my universe. My heart raced with excitement and desperation to be near him. “What are you doing here? Not that I’m not happy to see you. I’m so happy you’re here, but why are you here?” I asked him. I sounded like a nervous fool. Why was I feeling nervous? This was my man, my soulmate, my everything.
He reached out and grabbed my hand. His touch calmed me down instantly. “I felt it too when I walked in and didn’t see you anywhere, and then again when you walked out here with those drinks. These souls of ours seem to have a mind of their own. Mine was screaming to run over and grab you in my arms. To answer your question, guys gotta eat.” And there’s that wink.
Rey tried ordering a beer, but I had no intention of getting him one. I loved him, but I wouldn’t break the law for him, at least not over a beer. I headed to the drink machine to get him a coke.
Lori wanted all the details on the hot guy. “You mean Rey, that’s my boyfriend.” I left her standing there speechless, to head back to his table. 
He ordered a steak, medium rare, and a baked potato fully loaded. He finished eating, but he didn’t leave. It made me happy and anxious all at the same time. I already wanted to run home to him, and now I had to see him without having his arms wrapped around me. URGH!
Finally, Stephanie came over to let me know Michelle was taking my section. You would think she had told me I won the lottery or something. That was how excited I felt inside. Then she let me know she thought I surely made the whole thing up about Rey until he walked through the door. “Details, I expect details later,” she told me.
I headed back to the kitchen to put an order in for myself, and then I closed out my shift. Rey being my only table left allowed me to clean his table with him sitting there. 
I clocked out before sitting down with Rey to eat my dinner. Might as well enjoy it while it’s hot. I ordered the Bubba chicken sandwich, which was my favorite. It’s a juicy grilled chicken, dripping with sweet barbeque sauce, topped with cheddar cheese and bacon on toasted buns. I had always been a fast eater, but I probably broke my record tonight. I cleaned up after myself in order to head out the door back to our apartment.




















Rey
I grabbed Lisabeth’s hand on the way out to walk with her to her truck. I pushed her up against her blue Chevy S-10 to kiss her, unable to wait until we were back at the apartment to taste her sweet lips.
I had been watching her for over an hour, without being able to show her how much I missed her today. I couldn’t hold off any longer now that we were alone. 
She responded to my kiss with the same fervor and intensity that I felt. Pulling me closer to her. I put my hands underneath her bottom, lifting her up off the ground. She didn’t hesitate to wrap her legs around my torso. She sat right on top of my erection, I couldn’t stop (clothes still on, of course). I slowly set her down, realizing we were getting a little carried away with the public display of affection. 
I could hear her inner dialogue and disappointment before I stopped. “Let’s take this home.”  
She nodded at me, but didn’t move. That’s when I heard her saying to herself, “Get it together Lisabeth, shake it off, you’ll be home in a few minutes.”
We went our separate ways to drive home. I made it to the apartment first. She gave me the key Paul left, but I was not comfortable using it yet. I didn’t even stay at the apartment or come back to it all day. It wasn’t officially ‘our’ place yet.
She pulled up beside me; I got out the truck to head into what I knew was going to be pure bliss and torture all at the same time.
Lisabeth headed to the kitchen for a glass of water. She had said nothing to me since I ended the kiss by her truck. I had said nothing, either.
When she finished her water, I backed her up against the kitchen counter to lean in to finish what we started. I picked her up again, but I set her on the counter this time. She wrapped her legs around me again while grabbing my hair with both her hands. She pulled me in closer to her. My hands found their way under her shirt, and I couldn’t resist taking it off of her. I left her bra on for now. I knew I should slow down, but I honestly couldn’t figure out how to. I was unsure of the time that passed while we were kissing, before she moved her hands down my back and under my shirt to lift it over my head. 
I never really understood the importance of kissing until I kissed Lisabeth. I needed her kisses as much as I needed to breathe. Although I wasn’t able to slow down, I knew I wouldn’t give in to ask her for more than she was willing to give. I would, however, send her eyes rolling in the back of her head.
I reached down while still kissing her to unbutton her shorts. I pulled her shorts and panties off of her at the same time. I noticed she was no longer wearing the shoes she had on; I did not know when or how those came off.
It was my turn to fall to my knees to pleasure her. She spread her legs for me without shame. I heard her slightly moan as she raised her head back against the cabinets with her eyes closed. I couldn’t help but look up to see her face. She was biting her lower lip, obviously enjoying the way I drank from her. I was still watching her when she took her hand and grabbed my hair slightly, pulling it. 
With other girls, I always felt in a hurry to get to the parts that felt good to me. I found myself in no hurry with Lisabeth.
Once again, I felt her squeezing my fingers. Her body twitched with pleasure. I kept my fingers where they were to stand back up to kiss her again.
She moved her body in sync with my fingers, continuing our kiss, and then I felt her squeezing me again. This time she moved my hand back to her thigh before ending the kiss. 
She broke the kiss and nuzzled me away. Saying nothing, she jumped down off the counter and put her panties back on. Then she grabbed my hand and led me over to the couch. Before pushing me down on the couch, she slowly removed my jeans while looking me in the eye the whole time. Her eyes did that sparkly thing they do.
She pushed me to the couch with a touch of forcefulness. I figured out why she put her panties back on, because she sat on top of me. Still looking into my eyes, she leaned down to kiss me. My arms went around her back, and my hands reached up to gently pull on her hair. She soon stopped the kiss and was again looking at me with her eyes glowing. She didn’t break eye contact while she made her way down to reciprocate.
She looked at me the whole time. I really wanted to keep looking into her beautiful eyes, but it felt too incredible. I had to close my eyes. I didn’t last as long as she did before I was shaking with satisfaction.
She climbed back on me to kiss me briefly before moving beside me to place her head on my shoulder.
“I heard nothing you thought that whole time. Were you able to hear me?” She asked me.
I reached down for her hand and entwined our fingers together. “I heard your thoughts sometimes. You probably didn’t hear me because I wasn’t really thinking anything. I surrendered to enjoying every moment. I allowed myself to feel it all without letting my thoughts get in my way. I only heard you when you were thinking something about me. I’m a little embarrassed to say I wasn’t thinking anything about you or us. I don’t know if that makes any sense.”
She didn’t respond to my confession, but continued to lie beside me in my arms. This was my moment, so I got up and put all my clothes back on.
I silently handed her back her clothes, too. “For what I have to say next seems like we should have our clothes on.”
I saw and heard that confused her, but she obeyed. She sat back down to wait for me.
I paced back and forth, not knowing where to begin.
“Are you ok?” she finally asked me.
“Of course, I’m ok. I have never been more ok than I am with you. You make me better than I ever thought I could be. Every second I am with you is a second of happiness that is beyond words. Lisabeth, we both know we are forever, right?”
She nodded. “What are you getting at?”
I didn’t know if that was a thought or a direct question, but I continued. I had to say it all out loud; it had to be out loud because out loud was more real. I was still pacing, but then I fell to my knees in front of her. 
Grabbing both of her hands in mine, I kissed them before continuing. “Today was more difficult than I imagined it would be. I did not know what it would feel like when we were away from each other. I do not know if it will always be like that or not. When I saw you finally, if it is even possible, it felt like my soul was trying to crawl out of me to get inside of you to connect with your soul. Our souls are tied together, and we haven’t even officially tied them. We will not survive like this, at least I won’t. I may be crazy, but our souls are hurting because we are not free to be with each other in whatever way we desire. I won’t ask you to compromise. I am asking you to marry me. Marry me, be my wife, my soulmate, my friend, and my lover. You are my everything and I need you. Even if we’re married, we can still wait if you want to, but we would then be free to give in anytime we are ready. I love you, Lisabeth, Baby. I need you to be all mine, and I need to be all yours.”              




















Lisabeth
I barely whispered, “When? Um, how?” So shocked, I stumbled over my thoughts, trying to process Rey on his knees, pleading with me to marry him. The last part of his proposal somehow traveled deep down into my soul; I felt those words were there for good.  
I felt his need for me in the depths of my soul. His feelings were pouring off of him. His need for me was overwhelming me. I got up off the couch to move away from him. I needed to breathe for a moment. Oh, great, now I felt fear coming from him.
“Rey, please, I need you to calm your feelings. You need to stand up and shake yourself off. Of course, I’m going to say yes, but give me a moment. It’s all so sudden, and your feelings, I’m feeling your feelings somehow. The combination of your feelings and mine it’s a little too much.”
“What do you mean, you can feel my feelings?” Rey asked me.
“I don’t know how else to explain it. I felt what you were feeling. First, I felt love, then need, then desperation, then fear, and now slight confusion. You are all over the place. Your feelings are pouring off of you somehow.” 
What I suggested next I don’t voice out loud, “Could you hold me for a minute? Maybe that will help me. It’s too much. I don’t know what to do with all these emotions.”
Before I could finish the question, I was in his arms. They wrapped around me, bringing an instant feeling of security. Everything overwhelming me faded away. I could look up at him without breaking away from his arms to say, “Yes.”
The smile on his face was so beautiful. Dimples were deeper than I’d ever seen. His sexy brown eyes were shining, and his full lips looked more inviting than they’ve ever looked. I heard him pleading, “say it again, say it one more time.”
I don’t think he was actually asking me to say yes again. It was probably a private wishful thought he may not have meant for me to hear. Even so, I couldn’t help but give him his heart’s desire. “Yes, Rey, yes, I’ll marry you.” With this yes, I stepped up on my toes to seal my yes with a kiss.
To say that kiss was better than all the other kisses wasn’t enough to express the love I felt in his kiss. I knew with our first kiss I felt his love for me, but the love pouring from his kiss was even deeper than that first one, which was only a couple of days ago. It’s like I could feel he loved me more today than he did yesterday. Our kiss contained a promise of forever; a seal saying neither of us was going anywhere. We were both committed to our journey together, always.
At some point he picked me up in his arms, without breaking the kiss. Completely lost in his love for me, I only realized he’d been carrying me when we got to the top of the stairs. I did not know how he kissed me and carried me up those stairs, but he did.
Our lips separated for him to look into my eyes while laying me down on our bed. His hand brushed the hair from my eyes. “my soon to be bride, you’re so sexy and you don’t even seem to know it. I do love you more today than yesterday. How can I not? With every new piece of knowledge about who you are, I fall deeper in love with you. I wish you saw yourself the way I see you. You’re amazing. If I would have designed you, I couldn’t have come up with someone this perfect for me.” He poured his heart out without opening his mouth or taking his eyes off of mine.
While I reveled in his love, I saw a tiny red light staring at me from above my bed. I wanted to ignore it. I wanted to pull Rey’s lips back to mine; I wanted to beg him to take all of me right then. It was too late though; he heard my thoughts about the light. The protector in him couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there. 
“That’s new, you’ve never seen it before?” He questioned me, using his voice for the first time since I said yes to being his wife.
He got up and turned the light on to check it out. “Do you have a flashlight?”
“Not that I know of,” I told him. He pulled out his pocketknife and unscrewed the air conditioner vent to discover a camera above my bed.
“What in the world? Where did that come from? Is someone watching us, have they been watching me all this time? Who? When? How?” Those questions came pouring out of me at once.
I heard the same questions running through Rey’s head. Again, I felt what he was feeling, only he was shaking with anger. He was trying to hide it, but I still felt it. Eventually, I must come back to how I’m feeling his feelings.
Rey pointed out to me only one other person had access to my apartment.
“Paul? But why? When? Is it new? Has it always been there? I don’t remember noticing that light before.” Now I was angry.
“I’m calling the police,” I heard Rey say.
I was still trying to process the situation. Was Paul really spying on me? I really didn’t know him at all.
Rey came back and told me the police were sending someone over.
I could still feel his anger and, on top of my anger, I struggled to breathe. All of it was too much. I didn’t even see him move, but he picked me up and set me in his lap. Touching each other helped calm us both down. I caught my breath before I heard a knock at the door.
“Are you going to be alright, while I go answer the door?” Rey asked me.
All I could do was nod. I was in a bit of shock.
Rey headed to the door. I shook myself off. I realized I needed to give a statement. It was my apartment, my room, my bed, and probably someone I knew who did this. I headed down to join Rey and the police.
There were two officers at the front door. I heard Rey telling them about the camera we found.
When the officers saw me; they stopped talking with Rey to approach me. The older of the two introduced himself as Officer Leblanc and his partner, Officer Dupuy. “And you are Miss Gilbert, the resident here?” he asked me.
“Yes sir,” I told him.
“Could you walk us through what happened?” the younger officer asked me. 
“Well, we had laid down for the night and were about to go to sleep when I noticed a small red light coming from the ceiling. I have a tiny quirk where I can’t sleep with any lights no matter how small, so I noticed it right away. That’s when Rey asked me if the light was new. I told him I had never seen it before. He stood up on the bed, using his pocketknife to open the air conditioner vent above the bed, where he found a camera. He set it down and went straight to call you guys.” 
Leblanc then asked me if I touched the camera. I told him I hadn’t. He turned to Rey and explained to him since he had touched the camera, they would need to fingerprint him to eliminate those fingerprints. 
Leblanc asked me next, “Do you live here alone? Who else would have access to this apartment?”
I told him about my roommate and how she was out of town. I mentioned the Super of the apartment building, but I had never even seen him before. Finally, I told him about Paul and what had transpired between us that morning.
I could see Rey standing off to the side. I could feel his frustration and anger growing while I answered their questions. I wanted to send him reassuring thoughts, but I also needed to focus on the officers, and I knew I couldn’t do both. 
Dupuy then requested my permission to do a basic search to see if there were any other cameras or devices in the apartment. I hadn’t even thought of that, so I told him, of course.
Rey and I sat down on the couch. We watched them split up to search the apartment. I grabbed his hand once we sat down. The situation enraged him. I guess I was more in shock, and feeling his frustrations made me want to help calm him down, which didn’t allow me the opportunity to continue my upstairs panic. I was sure I would panic some more later.
“Rey, it’s ok. I’m fine. We’re fine. Nobody got hurt. What has made you this upset?” 
With the officers looking around, I could now talk to Rey. “You gave me a key today. I didn’t feel comfortable using it yet, so I stayed away from the apartment. If I wouldn’t have let my feelings get in the way, maybe I could have prevented this. Please, forgive me. I failed you.” Rey was begging me for forgiveness over something he had no control over. He was blaming himself. I heard pain in his voice. 
I grabbed his face with both of my hands to pull his forehead towards mine. “Silly boy, whoever did this, was probably watching for when we weren’t here. They knew what they were doing. If you would have come back here and caught him in the act, who knows he might have hurt you. This is not your fault. You did not fail me. There is nothing to forgive. It sucks it happened and hopefully the police will figure out who did this, but you cannot blame yourself. If it is Paul, is it my fault he did this because I broke his heart?”
With that last question, I felt Rey relax. “Of course, it’s not your fault. You’re right, I am being silly.” It was then that both of the officers come back with another camera in each of their gloved hands.
“WHAT THE F……!” was what I heard in Rey’s head when he saw the other two cameras. He was back to angry and no longer calm.
The officers told us Eve’s room and bathroom didn’t appear to have anything in them. One camera was found in my bathroom and the other one in the kitchen facing the sofa. They told us that meant I was definitely the one being watched. Their advice to me was to have the locks changed immediately.
They said they would take the cameras back to the station to process them for evidence; later they would let me know what they found. Their last question was for information on how to find Paul for questioning, so I told them where he lived and worked. 
Before they left, they turned to Rey and told him, “You shouldn’t leave Miss Gilbert alone until we sort this out.”
He told them, “Don’t worry, I have no intention of leaving her here without me.”
All the while, I was thinking, don’t I get a say in the matter?
Smarty pants shouted at me, “NO!” Now he could raise his voice in my head. First the sexy whisper, then the protective shout, what’s next?
Aggravated, he was being so bossy, but I enjoyed being taken care of and the feeling of being protected.
The officers left us their cards in case we needed to get a hold of them directly, leaving us to process what had happened.               




















Rey
Why was I so angry? Nobody got hurt. The police were going to catch whoever did this. So why was I having so much trouble calming down? My thoughts must have been screaming into Lisabeth’s head, because she placed her hands gently on both sides of my face.
I expected her to give me a pep talk. Instead, she reached up and brought my lips to hers. That was all it took to calm the emotions I couldn’t control on my own. No longer thinking about all that could have happened or could still happen. 
I wrapped this amazing woman in my arms while she moved her hands from my face into my hair. I pulled her close to me, leaving no space in between us. She took the lead while deepening the kiss.
Her fingers running through my hair became my new favorite thing. Our tongues found a perfect rhythm. When she moved her hands to the back of my neck, I scooped her up in my arms, ready to lay her down on the couch, dying to touch every inch of her body when she stopped the kiss.
Again, she cupped my face in her hand and looked deep into my tear-soaked eyes, “so when are we getting married?”
I couldn’t explain how she did it, but she turned a horrible night back around to us. We’d been in this bubble for days now, and for a moment life forced us out of our bubble. She brought us right back into our bubble.
“Well, how about right away?” I suggested to her. “I found out we can apply for a marriage license in the morning, and a week later we can meet with the Justice of the Peace. It’s not the wedding you’ve probably dreamed of your entire life, but we can still have the big wedding too. Everyone would say we’re crazy for getting married this fast. We can elope and keep it to ourselves for now. After we’ve been dating for a while, I’ll propose and then we can have a wedding with our friends and family. What do you think?”
“Sounds like a plan to me,” was all she said before grabbing my hand to lead me back up the stairs to our room.
That’s when I realized I had forgotten all about the ring I had for her. I immediately let go of Lisabeth’s hand to rummage through my duffel bag. With the ring in hand, I turned back around and dropped to one knee. “Lisabeth, would you do me the honor of spending this life with me?”
“Yes, I want to spend this life with you too,” was her reply.
I opened the box and grabbed her hand to place the ring on her finger. “This was my Grams’ ring. She told me it’s been in the family for generations. I hope you like it. If you don’t, when I’ve saved up some money, I’ll buy you your own.”
She looked at the ring I placed on her finger and then looked back at me. “I love it, it’s beautiful. I’ll wear this with pride. I don’t need another. This one is full of such love, I’ll treasure it.”
Back on my feet, I wrapped her in my arms to seal our engagement with another kiss. A brief one this time. My body was feeling the need to slow down for the rest of the night. I reminded her, “I love you, my beautiful Lisabeth.”
“I love you too, my sexy Rey. We should probably try to get some sleep. Tomorrow is going to be a long day,” she told me. “I don’t have to be at work till ten if you want to go get our marriage license in the morning,” Lisabeth suggested.
She seemed as eager as I was. “How do you know I’m not more eager than you?” That’s when I scooped her up and laid her down to hold her till morning, which couldn’t get here fast enough.              




















Lisabeth - July 13, 1999
“Good morning, beautiful, it’s time to open your eyes,” was how he woke me up on the next day. I opened my eyes to the feel of Rey brushing my hair back away from my face. He left his hand on the side of my face and he caressed my cheek. What an incredible way to wake up.
“Good morning to you too, my beautiful, sexy man. It sure is nice to say good morning and not have to worry about breathing morning breath on each other.”
Rey rolled over on his back to laugh at my confession. He turned his head to look back into my eyes. “I hadn’t thought about that, but you are right. It’s nice to lie here and talk to you without wondering how bad I stink,” he admitted with a wink before continuing, “soon, we will stay here all morning. The first day we both have free I might lay here all day staring into your brown eyes while we get to know each other.”
I sighed, knowing it was time to get up and start the day. Of course, I planned to hang on to the promise of a day lying next to each other with no responsibilities.
We climbed out of the bed we both so desperately wanted to stay in together. I grabbed my clothes and headed to the bathroom for a shower. I left the bathroom door open, hinting for Rey to come in and use the bathroom to get ready if he wanted to. I thought he might want to brush his teeth or use the toilet, instead without even asking, he joined me in the shower. 
His sexy muscular arms came around me from behind. He pulled my wet naked body into his now wet naked body. My back pressed up against his chest. His movements were tender, loving, and sensual.
I knew he was not asking me for anything. I saw it in his mind: he simply wanted to be near me and to hold me in his arms.
I would have brushed my teeth before getting in the shower if I knew he was going to join me. Rey laughed again, telling me he too was seeing inside my mind. 
I had already washed my hair and body before he came in, so I blissfully rested in his arms for a bit. Neither of us saying anything out loud or thinking anything in particular. We were both simply enjoying the love we felt for each other.
He kissed the back of my neck. Knowing it was getting late meant I needed to dry off so he could shower. It killed me to leave him in the shower alone. 
I stepped out of the shower to finish getting ready. The first thing I did after drying off was brush my teeth because I wanted to taste his lips more than anything.
There he was again, pressed up against my back. Both of us were wrapped in a towel this time. He reached around me to grab his toothbrush and brushed his teeth, as well. 
I saw him wink in the mirror, and I watched myself blush at the realization he heard my desire.
We both finished, and he turned me around to face him. He didn’t lean in to kiss me right away. He was gazing at me. It was the first time I actually noticed what he was telling me with his eyes. He wasn’t thinking anything or saying anything. The way Rey was looking at me, and the love I saw in his eyes, took my breath away. Before he finally lowered his lips to mine, I heard him say, “Breathe, Beautiful, breathe.” 
At first, he gently brushed my lips and pulled away. I heard it in his thoughts; he was teasing me. His eyes twinkled seductively before he leaned down again and seductively brushed his lips to mine. Rey was completely laughing in his head. I admit I was finding plenty of joy in his flirtatious moves. 
I decided two can play this game, but before I could move out of his arms to turn my back to him, he moved his hands down to the bathroom vanity to block my move.
“Where do you think you’re going?” he asked with another wink. He thought he had me trapped. I could tell by the colossal smile on his face.
I chose the moment he finally moved in for the kiss I’ve been craving to make my move. I sunk down to my knees in between his arms and spun myself out of the trap I was in. Quickly making my way to the bedroom.
To my surprise, he didn’t run after me. I heard his train of thought. He thought he had me right where he wanted me. Rey thought I was going to beg him for a kiss before this morning was over. Maybe I would, maybe I wouldn’t.
I grabbed my clothes and started getting dressed. I felt him watching me get dressed. He never took his eyes off of me until I finished dressing.
He came into the room quietly and headed over to his duffle bag to search for his clothes. I left him searching to go fix my hair and put on some makeup.
I somehow obliviously put myself back in the same spot he had trapped me in before. 
He gave me the time I needed to get ready. I heard his plans, but not before I had a chance to move. He was back behind me, one arm on each side of the vanity, holding me in place.
This time his body was so close to mine my previous maneuver would not work. I felt Rey’s kisses on my neck even before his lips touched me. That’s new. I literally felt what he was thinking for a moment. Then he was actually kissing the back of my neck. He kissed every inch. I trembled at his touch several times. His kisses brought undeniable gratification. I dreaded leaving the apartment to fulfill our responsibilities.
He eased up his trap barely enough for me to turn and face him. Should I beg him, I’m dying to beg him?
“Yes, you should, but I won’t make you.” Finally, his lips gave me what I had been craving all morning. The taste of his lips fulfilling my insatiable appetite for him at that moment. The feel of his tongue against mine. Both of our hands had found their way into each other’s hair. Pulling on each other, pushing our bodies against each other until we couldn’t breathe. 
Breaking away, we looked into each other’s eyes and we knew we were out of time for the moment. “To be continued,” we both said at the same time.
With another wink, his lips brushed mine before reluctantly making our way downstairs.
Rey made a quick call to work, telling them he would be late coming in. We stopped by the superintendent’s office to discuss changing the locks. He said he would take care of it right away, and I could come by later and pick up the new keys. 
We were finally on our way to apply for the marriage license. In no time at all, we were finished with our tasks, and I was on time for work.
Rey dropped me off, where he grudgingly left me to go to work himself. I hated we both had to go our separate ways, but I at least had Rhett to help get me through till the afternoon.  




















Rey
It took all of my strength not to turn around and go back to Lisabeth. I wanted to grab her and run away. I knew that dream wasn’t workable right now.
I brought myself back to our morning instead. To the most beautiful morning of my life. There wasn’t a single time in my life where I felt so much joy and satisfaction. We spent all morning making love; not in the biblical sense. It was pure and perfect. There was not any joining of two bodies, but we definitely discovered a form of making love. I didn’t know how else to describe it. We were one in our mind, body, and souls. Every movement, every thought made me feel whole, complete, and satisfied. 
In all my life, I never had so much fun. I loved every thought I caught from her. Teasing her brought me genuine joy, and not because I was the one doing the teasing. Her response to me was intoxicating. Lisabeth responded to my every thought, my every move.
I was so lost in my memories of the morning, I must have been sitting in the parking lot of work for a few minutes without even realizing it.  
My boss was banging on the window of my truck, “Rey, is everything ok? I’ve been knocking and calling your name.”
I shook myself off and climbed out of the truck. “I’m sorry, Mr. Mitch. I must have been lost in my thoughts, but I am fine, really I promise.” I told him.
“You had me really worried. First, calling in this morning, and then seeing you sitting here. When you wouldn’t answer, I thought I might have to call 911.” Mitch jokingly told me.
I reassured him I was fine, and I had some personal stuff to take care of. It wasn’t anything to worry about. Not sure he was convinced, but what could he do about it?
I headed inside to my desk to work. It was not the most glamorous of jobs. I fixed computers, nothing exciting. It paid the bills, and I enjoyed it. That was important. Work shouldn’t feel like work, and my job felt more like a hobby than a job. 
The only negative part of the job was Betsy. She was the office assistant who had an obsessive crush on me since I started.
Even if I hadn’t been head over heels in love with Lisabeth, this girl was absolutely not my type. I didn’t know if she was anyone’s type. She’s all fake. Her hair color was fake, fake nails, fake tan, way too much makeup on her face, and her heels were so high they made her taller than every man in the office.
Maybe she was attractive underneath everything, but who could tell? The crazy, clingy neediness was such a turnoff. I liked it when girls flirted, but Betsy didn’t stop at flirting. She begged, pleaded, made promises I didn’t want. All of which came off a little desperate and could even be a form of harassment. She actually turned my stomach sometimes. I gave up trying to figure out why she thought her tactics would attract anyone but a bum. 
Relieved, I didn’t see her anywhere. Maybe she took the day off. No such luck. There she was, coming out of the bathroom. My only hope after the other night, she would move on to someone else.
I had three computers lined up to fix today, so I jumped right into my assignments. I really wanted the day to fly by, so ‘to be continued’ could happen. With that thought, Lisabeth checked in on me, “I miss you, Rey.”
“I miss you too. I keep thinking I can’t wait for our ‘to be continued’,” was my response. I swear I could feel her smiling.
It was almost as if Betsy sensed my joy when she chose that moment to interrupt my conversation with Lisabeth. “Sorry, Babe, wish I could help you out of this one. Talk to you soon. I love you.” With those words, Lisabeth left me for the time being to miss her.
“Good morning, Rey. How is your new girrrlfriend?” She asked, dragging out the r for emphasis. She sat on the edge of my desk, like she thought it was a sexy move to make. She was wearing a new type of perfume and it smelled awful.
“Not now, Betsy, I have work to do, and I want to get out of here on time today.” I brushed her off quickly; fortunately, it worked.
She huffed and stomped off to her desk. Leaving me to work quietly, without unnecessary distractions. 
For my lunch break, I headed to the back of my truck for a cigarette and a bag of chips I found leftover in my truck. My Grams usually packed me a lunch. I realized I needed to make my own lunches, since I wouldn’t be living with Grams anymore. 
Lunch was a good time to check on my girl. “How is my beautiful, brown-eyed girl this afternoon?”
“I am fine. Today has been super busy, so it is passing quickly. Just a couple of more hours to go,” she told me. I went back inside to finish the workday.
Finally, I clocked out and headed to pick up Lisabeth from work. I was running about 10 minutes late. She told me not to hurry, she would wait for me outside.
Suddenly, I was hit with a tidal wave of feelings I knew were not my own. They were Lisabeth’s feelings. I had forgotten about her feeling what I felt when I proposed until now. How were we doing this? Not important. Her feelings were overwhelming me, and they weren’t good feelings. She was angry and upset. “Lisabeth, what is wrong? I can feel your feelings. Talk to me, let me know you are ok.”              




















Lisabeth
My shift flew right by. My fear it would take forever for 4 o’clock to come was unfounded because I blinked, and it was time to clock out. I couldn’t tell anyone what I did today, even if I wanted to. 
I replayed the morning over and over in my mind. The way Rey’s body felt pressed against mine, his lips on my neck, his hands in my hair, the look in his dark eyes, the taste of his lips. I never imagined you could really feel love from someone’s touch. 
I didn’t believe for even one moment Rey was thinking about what he wanted from me. What I heard, even though no words were spoken by him, was he loved me. He really loved me. His touch was mixed with chemistry, passion, and lust, but it was filled more with his desire to do anything and be anything for me. The sort of love everyone wants but rarely finds.
I was sitting outside waiting for Rey to come pick me up. I had another shift at the restaurant tonight. While sitting there, lost in my memories, Paul walked up to me.
“What are you doing here?” I defensively asked him.
“I wanted to see you. To make sure he hadn’t hurt you or anything. I have been worrying about you.” He told me.
I didn’t even try to hide my anger when I nearly shouted at him, “You were worrying about me? Is that what you call what is going on right now? What has he done that would make you think he would hurt me, what justifies this suspicion you have that I’m in danger because I have a new boyfriend?”
Paul wouldn’t even look at me directly. He kept shuffling his feet in the dirt with his head hung low before he continued. “I saw the police at your place last night, and I thought something might have happened to you. I mean, you barely know this guy and you’ve spent every night with him. He could be a serial killer.” 
I was losing every ounce of control I would have offered to a friend, but Paul no longer acted like a friend, “You are the reason the police were at my apartment, you put cameras in my place and now I find out you’re staking out my place too,” I told him through gritted teeth.
He didn’t even bother to deny it. “Someone had to do something to protect you because clearly this guy has you brainwashed. I had to make sure if anything happened to you there was proof.” 
That did it for me, I no longer even bothered trying to rationalize with him anymore, because he had clearly gone off the deep end, “Paul, it is absolutely, positively none of your business who I spend my days and nights with, even if they were dangerous, you don’t get a say. I’m perfectly capable of determining who is safe for me to be around. The only dangerous person in my life right now is YOU! I tried to be nice, I tried to spare your feelings, but not anymore. It’s my life and I will live it the way I want to. You don’t get to decide who I love, so leave me alone. Take your misguided thoughts about Rey and leave me the hell alone!”
I must have been making a scene because Rhett and Mr. Charles, my boss, had joined the situation.
Rhett stepped in and backed me up. “I think you heard her. She asked you to leave.” Both Rhett and Charles had their arms folded and were standing straight up like two bodyguards displaying a barrier of force.
Paul could see they had my back, forcing him to turn and walk away. No apologies or words. He merely stumbled to his car, leaving me to calm down before Rey arrived.
Rey was feeling my anger. I heard him when he cried out to me, “Lisabeth, what is wrong? I can feel your feelings. Talk to me, let me know you are ok.”
I was too busy defending him and myself to answer him.
I took a deep breath to give Rhett a big hug and thanked him for his help. I reassured him and my boss I would be fine by telling them, “Y’all don’t need to worry; Rey will be here shortly. He won’t let anything happen to me.”
They headed back in to finish whatever they were doing. Shortly after, Rey peeled into the parking lot.
“Rey, I’m fine. I’m sorry I scared you.”
He jumped out of the truck with it still running. Not convinced, he scooped me up in his arms. “What happened? Talk to me,” he said while holding me tight and looking into my eyes. It’s like he was searching inside of me for assurance I wasn’t hurt.
“Paul was here. He was watching our place last night. He admitted to the cameras, told me they were for my protection against you. I lost my temper with him, Rhett made him leave.” I felt he needed to hear my voice to help him calm down.
I heard him wondering who Rhett was for a moment; I forgot how little we truly know about each other. “I promise, I’m fine. You’re here now. Let’s go.” I told him with my hands on his cheeks, hoping my touch would give him the strength to let go.
He bent down and briefly kissed my lips before finally releasing me. He took my hand and helped me into his truck. I slid over next to him for the drive to work.
He had planned to drop me off and come back for me, but I heard his thoughts loud and clear. He had no intention of leaving me after Paul showed up at the market.
We had ten more minutes together before I needed to clock in. I wanted to make the most of them. I thought about this morning. Hoping Rey was paying attention to these thoughts. I wanted him to see what the moments we shared meant to me, how they made me feel. He heard me.
I rested my head on his shoulder. I heard what the morning meant to him, too. I saw his description of our morning; he saw us having made love to each other. I realized that’s exactly what we did. Making love with one another wasn’t just sex, it was so much more, and that’s what happened this morning. I lifted my head to kiss his cheek regretfully, since it was time for me to go inside.
I quickly changed my shirt and walked in to start my shift. Left with the thoughts of how we made love earlier. I wondered how I would focus on the needs of my tables after the day I had. Especially when I discovered Rey walked in and took a seat at the bar.
I knew he wasn’t leaving, but I didn’t realize I was going to have to see his beautiful self all night. I could do this; I could get through the night. I was going to try to pretend he was not there.
I went in search of Stephanie; I was pretty sure she would be here today, too. I found her in the back making drinks for a table. I impatiently waited for her to finish. Yesterday I was so busy I never really got to tell her anymore about Rey. I wanted to tell her everything I could tell her. Hopefully that would get me through the night.
I met her up by the hostess station. She was eager to hear my story. Especially when she noticed Rey sitting at the bar, watching my every move.
In between all my tables I told her how we ran into each other Saturday, how he had been in love with me for a while now, how I realized I loved him the moment I saw him this weekend. I told her we were spending a couple of weeks together at my apartment. I even told her about the cameras and Paul cornering me after work at the market. Then she understood why he was sitting at the bar all night.
I really was going to miss Stephanie after my last shift there on Friday. With school, my new job, and now Rey, it would only be a matter of time before I lost touch with work friends. 
One more hour to go before I could enjoy being in the arms of my love.




















Rey
I told Lisabeth I would not let her out of my sight tonight, and I meant it. I chose a seat down at the end of the bar, where I could see every part of the restaurant.
After feeling the anger and fear she felt, I couldn’t leave her.
I spent the evening watching her work, catching up with those who still worked there from when I did, and anxiously waiting for the moment I would be back at Lisabeth’s side. I never cared enough about anyone to want to spend every moment with them like I did Lisabeth. 
The time finally came for us to go home. We stopped by the superintendent’s office to grab the new set of keys before going in for the night.
Lisabeth said she had the next two nights off. I was definitely looking forward to having more time with her over the next couple of days.
We hadn’t even been inside the apartment for over five minutes when someone knocked on the door. I looked out the peephole to discover it was a police officer.
I opened the door, and he introduced himself as Officer Seals. He wanted to speak to Lisabeth. 
He told her Paul’s roommates had reported him missing. They hadn’t seen or heard from him since Saturday afternoon, and they were anxious about him.
She told the officer about what had transpired in the afternoon with Paul, how he put cameras in the apartment without her permission, and about him being there on Sunday. She left nothing out.
The officer thanked her for her time, telling her if she saw him again to let him know his friends were looking for him.
Both exhausted from the difficulties of the day made it easy to decide we wanted to lie down and fall asleep in each other’s arms.
On our way up the stairs, Lisabeth noticed a message on her answering machine. She checked it before we turned in for the night. It was her roommate, Eve. “Hey girl, I found a place here. I had to put a down payment on it and it is available right away. I know we said I would wait until the middle of August to move out, but it is ready now. I will explain everything when I get back. I hope this doesn’t put you in too much of a bind. See you soon.” 
I hadn’t even thought about where we would live once we got married, but this was perfect. I could move in here with Lisabeth. We were going to have this place all to ourselves for as long as we wanted to.
The same realization occurred to her as well. That was one less thing we needed to do or worry about right now. This place was definitely “our” place.
Tomorrow was another day of work, but the evening would be all ours. We both crashed quickly after a brief kiss goodnight. The day turned into one of those days where we were so ready for it to end.
I fell asleep, holding her tightly against my body. “Goodnight, Rey, I love you,” she told me before I drifted off to sleep.
July 14, 1999
I woke up before her. I needed to go to work at nine, and she didn’t have to go in until ten. I let her sleep while I got ready for work, but not before watching her for a bit.
I woke her with a small kiss to tell her I was leaving for work, and I could not wait to spend the evening with her.
She quickly reached up to wrap her arms around my neck for a quick hug. “I can’t wait until tonight,” she told me as I left her with one more kiss.  




















Lisabeth
I really hated waking up. Glad I was alive, but the way my body felt and the heaviness in my eyes every morning was awful. Definitely not a morning person. I did, however, love waking up to Rey’s kisses instead of an alarm clock. 
I didn’t have to work tonight, so I thought about what we could do this evening together. I imagined we could finish the dinner I made on Sunday, maybe watch a movie, and maybe a bubble bath. “I love every one of those ideas,” Rey told me.
“Oh, I see. Are you spying on my thoughts now?” I said to him jokingly.
He didn’t even dignify my question with a response, instead he told me, “I’m especially looking forward to the bubble bath. I’ll see you soon, my love.” I was certain if he was there, he would have winked at me.
I made it through work and stopped for bubble bath soap on the way home. I didn’t even ask Rey what time he was getting off. I could have checked with him, but I decided I would rather it be a surprise.
When I pulled up to the apartment, Melanie was sitting outside. Melanie was Eve’s sister. We all grew up together.
“Hey, my key doesn’t work,” Melanie told me.
“Yeah, the super changed the locks. There had been suspicious activity here over the weekend and for everyone’s safety he replaced all the locks.” It wasn’t quite a lie, but it wasn’t the whole truth, either. Melanie was not one to keep things to herself. I couldn’t have her calling my parents about Paul and the cameras. If she called them, they would definitely try to make me come back home. It also dawned on me it was probably not a good idea for her to see Rey there, either. 
“I wanted to borrow a couple of Eve’s things and then I will get out of your hair,” she said.
“Sure, no problem,” I told her.
While she was in Eve’s room I reached out to Rey, “Hey, can you wait to come home until I tell you the coast is clear? Eve’s sister is here, she rarely minds her own business and is a huge blabbermouth. I am not ready for our relationship to get back to my parents. I would prefer to be the one to tell them about us and not someone else.”
“I completely understand. Let me know when it is safe to come home to you. I love you.” I could hear it in his voice. He really understood. He wasn’t bothered at all I basically asked him to hide.
Melanie had finished gathering the things she was looking for. She took a few minutes to talk about the place Eve found for them in Tulsa, OK.
Melanie was going with her. They had both registered to finish college there. She wanted to know if I was keeping the apartment, and if I was, did I have any leads on a new roommate?
I told her I had some ideas, and I was confident I could stay there.
She hung around longer than I wanted her to, so I casually mentioned the long day I had and how all I wanted to do was climb into a hot bath and relax.
She took the hint, allowing me to tell Rey he could come home.
“She left. You can come home to me whenever you are ready.” I eagerly told Rey.
“Ok, I am on my way,” was all Rey said.
I didn’t understand why, but I was actually getting nervous waiting for him to come home. Maybe it was knowing we were going to be alone together for many hours before bedtime, and we still had six days before we could give in to our deepest desires.
Well, the only way I knew how to relax was with a hot bath, so I started without Rey. He would find me and join me when he got there.
I had just finished filling the tub and climbed in when I heard the front door open. I left the bathroom door open so Rey could find me easily. I leaned my head back against the tub and closed my eyes to wait for him to find me. 
I heard him come up the stairs and opened my eyes to find him grinning at me.
“This is a beautiful picture to come home to after a long day at work,” he told me with a wink, of course.
I watched him undress to join me. I pulled my legs up to my chest, to marvel at how gorgeous his semi chiseled body was, and before long it would be all mine to do anything I wanted with it.
“Anything you want, huh?” Rey jokingly asked me, with a chuckle in his voice. Once undressed, he didn’t waste any time climbing in behind me.
I snuggled up against his body like Julia Roberts did to Richard Gere in Pretty Woman. Only difference was they were in a giant jacuzzi tub, and mine was a small claw tub. We both fit comfortably as we held each other close.
We spent a few minutes on small talk. “How was your day, did anything exciting happen today?” type of stuff. It didn’t take long before we both settled comfortably into relaxation mode. We spent the next hour enjoying the feel of our bodies against each other. We stayed that way, holding one another until the water turned ice cold and all the bubbles had dissolved.
We both hated getting out of the tub, but we also knew we couldn’t stay there forever. We dried off and slipped on our comfortable clothes when I noticed his stomach growling.
“You could have told me you were hungry? I would have climbed out of the tub sooner.” I told him.
“My stomach might say it is time to eat, but I was not thinking about that at all while holding you,” he told me while wrapping his arms around me and pulling me into his chest.
“I love the way you have let your hair grow, it used to be so short, but now it is perfect for running my hands through it,” I casually mentioned before reaching my hands up to tug on his hair (that looks similar to Brad Pitt’s messy hairstyle in the movie Fight Club) which prompted my desire to pull his face towards mine for a kiss. I pulled away because I heard his tummy making noises once again.
“Let’s go have some dinner,” I suggested.
“I guess I am hungry. I did work through lunch today,” he mentioned.
I heated the leftovers from the other night. We sat down together at the bar to eat.
We stayed in those chairs for the rest of the night, talking and getting to know each other. We talked about everything one could talk about, from childhoods, to religion, to politics, to school, about our dreams, our plans, our families, etc. We didn’t learn all there was to know about each other in those few hours, but it was a start.
I most enjoyed hearing his dream. He wants to own his own computer repair shop. He loved finding what was wrong with computers that customers brought in. He said it was like a puzzle that needed solving. I found out puzzles of any kind were one of his vice’s. 
His exact words were, “Any type of puzzle draws my attention in such a way I forget the rest of the world around me until I solve it. I have been that way since the Christmas my parents loaded my stocking with puzzle teasers. I was hooked. They tell me I spent the entire school break determined to solve every one of them before it was time to go back to school.” 
His description of puzzles lit up his eyes and filled his voice with a contagious excitement. He even hoped to design a computer puzzle program for kids.
I felt honored he was trusting me with his hopes and dreams. I now had a new dream of my own to stand by him as he made his dreams come true. 
When exhaustion hit us, we grudgingly made our way up the stairs, knowing we had to go to sleep because work would be there before we knew it.
July 15, 1999

The next morning started off pretty much the same. Rey was up first again. He woke me so I could get ready for work while he headed off to his job. I could not wait for him to come home to me again.
I had been looking forward to another quiet evening of quality time with Rey all day. Only to pull up to my apartment to see my best friend Pasiphae (her mom was a Greek mythology fanatic, thus the name), sitting outside in tears.
What was it about my place this week? I could go a whole month with no one stopping by, and this week I had three visitors. I was sort of frustrated to see her, but she was my best friend. My needs and wants could wait.
Pasiphae and I met one summer the year we both turned sixteen on our way to Morocco for a mission trip. She lived a couple of cities over from me. We became immediate friends. I could only guess why she was this upset at the moment. I assumed it had something to do with her boyfriend, James. 
The year I met Pasiphae; she was coming out of a pretty serious relationship. A very unhealthy relationship at that. On the verge of turning sixteen and she had already spent a year of her life living with a boy. It was a normal boy girl relationship as soon as sex entered the picture, things got really complicated. It took her a really long time to heal from that relationship (reason #1 not to have a sexual relationship without being married.) 
She had learned from that relationship and had grown up a lot because of it. She basically avoided boys most of the time. Even though anytime we went out, she got all the attention, mainly because she had double D breasts and mine were barely a C. Of course, that could have just been what my insecurities told me.
She started seeing her current boyfriend a couple months ago. I thought things were going well with the two of them.
“Hey, what is going on?” I sincerely asked her. I wanted to say you look like hell, but I thought maybe not.
“Can I come in?” was all she said right now. We went into my apartment and sat on the couch; she fell into my lap and started sobbing. I could not imagine what had made her so upset. All I could do for now was wait for her to be ready to talk.
I had been 100% focused on Pasiphae when I pulled up; I hadn’t even noticed Rey’s truck outside. He had beaten me home. I saw him at the top of the stairs, checking on me from a distance.
He noticed us come in, but he thought it better to stay out of the way. “You look so sexy standing up there all by yourself,” was what came out of my thoughts instead of an explanation.
He winked, which made him look even sexier. Oh man, and it was killing me, I couldn’t go to him. I needed to pull myself together for Pasiphae.
“This is my best friend, Pasiphae. I don’t know yet what made her this upset, but it is obvious she needs me. She was sitting outside waiting for me to come home. Hopefully, she will calm down enough soon to tell me what is going on. I’m so sorry.”
All the love I saw in his eyes for me was making every moment I couldn’t run to him so much harder. He was so perfect and understanding with me, “It’s ok. We have forever. Take care of your friend. I will be here when she calms down.”
I longingly watched him head into our room to give us privacy.
If I had to guess, it had been about an hour when she sat up to ask for some water. I got up to get her some water. After she drank the entire glass in record time, she seemed finally ready to talk. She told me how she gave in and slept with James. 
I wondered if he broke up with her after because I was still trying to understand why she was so upset about having sex with her boyfriend. No, he didn’t break up with her.
She explained it was the guilt that had her this upset. She wasn’t ready, and she stupidly let him talk her into it. She really wanted to do things differently than she did last time. She was so ashamed of herself. (Reason #2 not to have a sexual relationship if you weren’t married to them.) 
I really didn’t know how to comfort Pasiphae other than to hold her. At some point, she finally fell asleep. I snuck out from under her because I really need to use the bathroom and I wanted to say hi to Rey.
I quickly relieved my bladder before seeing my sweet Rey. I walked in to see him comfortably stretched out on our bed, watching the TV. He turned whatever he found on the TV off while I joined him on the bed. 
I told him what had Pasiphae so upset. The situation wasn’t something he could actually relate to, but he understood I needed to be available for her.
We were pretty hungry for dinner. Confident she was probably out for a while, having cried herself to sleep. We didn’t really keep much food in the kitchen, but I suggested trying to make some sandwiches.
After we had quietly had something to eat without waking Pasiphae, I covered her up with a blanket. I headed back upstairs with Rey.
We watched some TV since we had company downstairs and did not know if she would need me again tonight. We watched some old reruns on Nick at Nite.
I checked on Pasiphae, and she was still sound asleep. We were fixing to go to sleep ourselves when the phone rang. I ran to answer the cordless upstairs, hoping it didn’t wake Pasiphae up.
It was Pasiphae’s mom looking for her. She hadn’t heard from her and was worrying about her.
Pasiphae still lived with her parents. She had told her mom she was coming to see me, but she didn’t mention she wouldn’t be home tonight. I didn’t know what to tell her mom. I told her she had fallen asleep on the couch and I would have her call her in the morning.
After hanging up the phone, I went to check on Pasiphae. The phone ringing had woken her up.
I kissed Rey on the cheek and went back downstairs to be with Pasiphae.
She asked if that was her mom looking for her; I told her yes. She started crying again while asking if she could stay the night. I told her she’s always welcome. She said she would crash right there on the couch because she didn’t have the strength to move.
I offered her some food, but she didn’t think she could hold any down. I asked her if she would be alright if I went to bed because I had to work in the morning.
She understood. I mentioned to her Eve’s bed was available if the couch became uncomfortable. We told each other goodnight before I headed back to my room.
Pasiphae’s emotions had worn me out. I climbed under the covers next to Rey, who was waiting for me with open arms. He briefly kissed me goodnight before I laid my head on his shoulder to fall asleep.
“Before I forget, please wake me when you get up. I want to have time to check on Pasiphae in the morning. I love you so much,” I got out my request before falling asleep.
Rey responded with a kiss on my forehead, reassuring me he heard me. 






















Rey
The night didn’t turn out how we planned. That was ok. I meant it when I told Lisabeth we had forever. I watched her all night selflessly take care of her friend. I admired her for the love and care she showed her friend. She didn’t complain or wish her friend away so we could be together. I saw her character tonight, and I loved her even more for it. Another item to add to the list of reasons why I loved her.
I laid awake, watching her sleep for a good while after we could finally lie down. I wasn’t sleepy the way she was. I fell asleep thinking how unbelievable my life had become and how could I be this lucky to have found my soulmate at my age, and that she was as incredible as she was.
July 16, 1999

I woke up to find Lisabeth had already beaten me up. I assumed she went downstairs with Pasiphae, so I didn’t even bother to reach out to her mind. I wondered if she mentioned me to her friend yet. I couldn’t stay upstairs and hide because I needed to go to work. I went about my morning like I normally would.
Once I was ready for work, I headed down the stairs in search of my girl. She was sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee with Pasiphae. I didn’t even hesitate when I walked over and unashamedly brushed my lips against hers. 
“Pasiphae, this is Rey. Rey, this is Pasiphae,” Lisabeth introduced us.
Pasiphae was a little stunned by the guy that came from upstairs. “It’s nice to meet you,” I told her before looking back at Lisabeth. “I’ll see you tonight. I love you and miss you already.” I said the last part in our thoughts. I didn’t want to embarrass Lisabeth too much.
“I love you too.” I still enjoyed hearing her say that so much. She became more comfortable and surer of herself each time she said it.
I headed to work, wishing Lisabeth didn’t have to work at the restaurant tonight. Fortunately, it was her last night shift ever.






















Lisabeth
I had trouble sleeping all night worrying about Pasiphae. I stressed about having to work both jobs for my last shifts, which meant I could not be there for her for most of the day.
I snuck out of the bed once the sun started peeking through the blinds. First, I stopped to admire how sexy Rey looked laying in our bed.
In just a few short days, he had become my normal. He was sleeping bare chested in his boxer briefs. He had thrown the covers off, so I took advantage and admired the full view of his gorgeous body before heading downstairs for coffee. I definitely needed coffee to start the day.
Pasiphae was still sleeping on the couch. I made my way to the kitchen to make my coffee quietly in order not to wake her up.
I grabbed my worn-out copy of Wuthering Heights to read while I enjoyed my coffee. I read this book more times than I could count. Something about Heathcliff and Catherine that kept bringing me back for more. I was on my second cup of coffee when Pasiphae joined me in the kitchen.
“Good morning,” Pasiphae got out in a crackly voice. Her eyes were puffy and swollen from all the crying yesterday. I offered her a cup of coffee, which she gladly accepted.
“I hate to leave you this morning for work. If it wasn’t my last shift, I would call in sick,” I told her.
She told me she was actually looking forward to the alone time and not to worry about her. She wasn’t ready to go home to answer her mom’s questions or to talk to James.
It was about that time Rey made an appearance. He walked right over and brushed my lips with his. That habit really had become one of my favorite things he did. “Pasiphae, this is Rey. Rey, this is Pasiphae,” I introduced my boyfriend to my best friend.
It was written all over Pasiphae’s face; she was a little stunned by the guy who surprisingly came from upstairs. “It’s nice to meet you,” he told her before looking back at me. “I’ll see you tonight. I love you and miss you already.”
I told him, “I love you too.” I admiringly watched him walk out the door.
Well, that happened. I looked over at Pasiphae, who was staring at me, waiting for an explanation. “That is my boyfriend, Rey, he is staying with me while Eve is out of town.” I spent the next thirty minutes rushing through all the details.
She had a ton of questions. I wished I had time to answer all of them. I hated to, but I had to stop to get ready for work. She told me to be ready to finish our conversation when I got home.
I made it on time to the Farmer’s Market and worked my last shift with no incidents. I said my goodbyes before I headed home for a bit.
Tonight’s shift didn’t start till six. That gave me time to see Rey for a few minutes and to check on Pasiphae. This time I beat him back to the house.
Pasiphae was sleeping when I got there. She had made her way into Eve’s bed. I chose not to disturb her since I did not know if she had just laid down or not.
I made my way to my room to change for my next job. Which was how Rey found me. I turned around to see he was leaning against the door frame adoringly, watching me change. The smile on his face, along with the twinkle in his eyes, caused me to run into his arms.
It was only a few more days until I would beg him to lay me on this bed, to do whatever he wanted to me. Tuesday really couldn’t get here fast enough.
He scooped me up into his arms and gently laid me on the bed. We stared into each other’s eyes, waiting for the other to lean in for the kiss. He whisked my hair back behind my ear before finally leaning in for the kiss. I hadn’t realized how much I needed him to kiss me.
Crazy yesterday did not allow us to find a moment for a really intimate, mind-blowing kiss. We had actually gone a whole day without this passion. Our souls began soaking up each other’s love. I could feel his hunger for me, and I knew he could feel mine for him.
He took both of my hands in his, slowly moving my arms above my head. He laced our fingers together, squeezing our hands tight with desire. 
Our souls grabbed onto each other as we deepened the kiss. I could feel his soul in my soul, holding onto each other. I mustered up the strength to roll over on top of Rey, repeating the same motions of moving his arms above his head, and I joined our fingers together again. I reluctantly stopped the kiss to sit up when his thoughts poured into me unintentionally. 
I was hearing his struggle to hold back and not push me too far. It was almost more than I could bear.
Once he realized I heard his thoughts, I felt his guilt. He was still laying on his back looking up at me.
I quickly cupped my hand on his clean-shaven cheek. While looking him in the eyes, I tried to quench his guilt. “Don’t ever feel guilty for desiring me, please. You have nothing to feel guilty about. Did you beg me to compromise? Did you push me to do anything? You didn’t ask me to change my mind, and I could see you didn’t plan on it. I stopped because I knew you needed me to. I can feel the waiting is hard on you. I love you all the more for being patient when it is killing you.” 
I saw he was holding back a tear. He grabbed my hand that was holding his face, while telling me, “You know I love you more than anything in this world? I would do anything for you.” The tear unashamedly slid down his cheek.
I leaned down and gently kissed him one more time before getting back up. 
We had run out of time together. I had to go finish my last shift. I said goodbye and walked off while he laid there watching me leave.
I peeked in on Pasiphae, who was still asleep before heading off to my last night at the restaurant.
It was Friday night, which meant I would be quite busy waiting tables tonight. Friday’s always had wait times for a table, which meant my station will be full all night. A busy, full night would make the time pass quicker.
All my customers had been extra generous tonight. I made a point to let them all know they might be my last customer ever at the restaurant, so maybe they were all sending me off with a parting gift. Every table left a minimum of $5.00. It was nine o’clock when the manager shut down my station. I was free to go home once all my tables left.
I was hanging out in the back when Stephanie came to tell me there was some guy looking for me. I peeked around the corner to see who it could be; it was Paul.
What did he want now? This was getting ridiculous. I felt at this point I no longer had a choice. I told Stephanie to tell him I was busy and when I got a moment, I would be right there.
I took a few minutes to call the police, requesting either Officer LeBlanc or Officer Dupuy be sent over. I then informed my manager of the situation.
I stopped to check on my last table, dropped the bill off, and then walked over to Paul to see what he was doing there. “Paul, you can’t keep showing up at the places I work. This is getting ridiculous,” I said, getting straight to how fed up I was with him.
“I thought you would want to know your boyfriend is making out with Pasiphae at your apartment. I went by and heard laughter coming from inside, so I went around back to see what could be going on when I noticed your truck wasn’t there. They were inside on the couch, all over each other, both missing most of their clothes. I assumed you would want to know, especially with the way he has you wrapped around his finger after less than a week.” 
Paul finished with the information he thought was going to send me running back into his arms. I looked at him and I couldn’t help myself. I laughed.
He was clearly not sure what to make of my reaction. “Lisabeth, did you hear what I said?” Paul frustratingly questioned me.
Through the laughter I got out the words, “Yes, I heard you.”
“Then what is so funny? I told you your newfound love is already cheating on you.” Paul asked incredulously. 
I calmed down and wiped the tears that had formed in my eyes from the laughter to say, “I am laughing at the fact you think I would believe Pasiphae, my best friend and my most loyal friend in all the world, would do something like that. Even if the man I have given my heart to had it in him to do something like this, Pasiphae certainly wouldn’t allow him to do anything with her. I trust Pasiphae completely. I trust Rey completely. The only person I don’t trust right now is you. You broke into my apartment, you put cameras up without my permission, you have been following me and spying on me, you won’t leave me alone when I have asked you to, and now you are looking in my apartment windows.”
After my rant, I noticed both of the officers I requested walked in. “Miss Gilbert, you requested our help?” Officer LeBlanc to the rescue. Paul was completely taken by shock that I called the police.
“You called the police?” Paul asked in disbelief.
I directed my statements at the officers instead of Paul. “Yes, Officer, Paul confessed to breaking into my apartment and placing the cameras. He’s been following me and looking into the windows of my apartment. I have asked him to leave me alone, yet here he is again. I’m not sure if you can arrest him or charge him with anything, but could you at least escort him home? His roommates reported him missing, so you could at least close the missing person’s report.”
Paul stared at me wide-eyed and mouth gaped open. He had given me no other choice.
“Ma’am, we will bring him down to the station for questioning. If you could stop by the station on your way home from work to make a statement. We need it for our report. Thank you.”
The officers walked Paul out to their car, while he kept looking back at me with hurt and unbelief in his eyes. 
Hopefully, being escorted by the police was the wake-up call he needed. My manager came over to check on me. I let her know I was fine, and I appreciated her understanding.
My last table paid cash and left. Relieved they weren’t waiting for me. I hurried through, cleaning up and closing out my shift.
I hadn’t reached out to Rey about Paul because I didn’t want to worry him. I also knew he was going to be angry Paul had not given up. I didn’t think it was a good idea for him to show up at the police station if Paul was still there.
I drove away from Lonestar for the last time as an employee.
I pulled up to the police station to make my statement. Both of the officers who took Paul away were there. I saw them with Paul, who was sitting at a desk. He was writing something on paper and hadn’t even noticed me.
Officer Dupuy saw me arrive. He left Paul to walk over towards me. He escorted me to an area away from Paul. He offered me a chair and explained my options. 
Paul confessed to the cameras, so I could press charges if I wanted to for the breaking and entering and for voyeurism. Since, he confessed, they would recommend probation and community service to the A.D.A. but he would have to spend the weekend locked up until Monday morning. If I didn’t want to press charges, at the very least, I should take out a restraining order. This way, if he contacted me again, they could arrest him.
I really didn’t know what to do. A week ago, we were friends, more than friends. I didn’t even know who this person was. No idea what he would do next. I felt so lost.
I asked the officer if I could have some time to think it over. When the officer came back to check on me, I requested his advice.
He said he couldn’t really tell me what to do; I had to decide all on my own. I asked him if it was possible to start with pressing charges for now and adding the restraining order later if it didn’t make a difference. 
We have all the same friends and run in the same circles; it was going to be really hard for us to avoid each other, was my thinking.
He assured me I could definitely make that choice.
That was what I decided to do, even though it was killing me inside to send a friend to jail for the weekend. I felt like he left me with no other options.
Officer Dupuy got a copy of my driver’s license, made me sign some papers, and then he escorted me out a side door so I wouldn’t have to see Paul.
Finally, on my way home, the tears I had been holding back slowly poured down my cheeks.
Determined not to alert Rey to my feelings, but keeping my feelings in check got harder the closer I got to home. Rey was probably going to feel hurt I didn’t call out to him.
I wouldn’t have been able to handle it if he had done something he couldn’t take back. I didn’t want to see him in jail as well. 






















Rey
Lisabeth left me aching for her when she headed off to work. I fell asleep dreaming about when I would have Lisabeth without limitations. Not sure how long I slept when my hunger woke me and forced me downstairs to look for food.
Pasiphae was sitting at the counter eating a bowl of cereal. “May I join you?” I requested of her.
“Sure,” she responded.
We both quietly and awkwardly ate our meal. We had just finished cleaning up when we heard a loud bang outside coming from the back door. I checked it out. One chair had been knocked over, but I saw nothing. I brushed it off and headed back inside. “I saw nothing, but a chair is knocked over,” I told Pasiphae.
Pasiphae made the first move in our awkward encounter. “Alright, my best girl tells me she is in love with you and you love her back. What makes you worthy of her?”
I paused for a moment before answering. “I’m not worthy of her. It’s one of the many reasons I ran away from her a few months ago. I don’t know if I’ll ever be worthy of her, but I am working at being someone who is worthy of her love.”
She gave me this look that if I could read her mind probably meant what a load of crap, but it really was how I felt. Next, she wanted to know, “Why shouldn’t I try to convince Lisabeth you’re a player trying to add another notch to your belt?”
I was cocky and honest. “You could try, but you would fail. I plan to marry her, so I am not looking to add her to my list of conquests. In fact, we’re getting married on Tuesday. We need two witnesses for the Justice of the Peace if you are available to join us. I am sure she would love for you to be there.”
Her mouth dropped open in shock. “She told me she was serious about you, she even said you were The One, but I thought she had to be exaggerating,” Pasiphae told me.
“You know her better than anyone, right? Would she tell you that if she didn’t mean it? Think about it. Has she ever told you she felt this way about anyone? Would she really let any guy stay here with her? In all the time you have known her, has she ever allowed anyone to call her their girlfriend?” I posed all those questions, hoping she would see and understand how we felt about each other.
“I hadn’t thought of it that way. She’s always guarded her heart. Maybe that makes me unsure of the two of you. Why would she let her guard down with you, and why so quickly? I know her better than anyone, and I could see she was not exaggerating when she told me how she felt about you.”
I wanted her to see my heart for Lisabeth. I hoped it would help her accept our relationship. “I get it’s hard to comprehend how two people who haven’t seen each other in months are now in love, basically living together, and are ready to spend forever together. The moment I met Lisabeth, I felt all of those things. I knew she was my soulmate, but it terrified me. I let my fear keep me from her. I regretted running away from her every minute of every day since. When I saw her Saturday, I knew this was my second chance. It’s hard to explain, but she knew it too. We connected in a way I know is hard for anyone that isn’t us to understand. We both knew when we looked into each other’s eyes we were meant to be. When you find that person, why wait? Every moment I spend with her, learning more about her, discovering all there is to discover about her, I fall more in love with her. I promise you I will spend my life completely devoted to her happiness and well-being. She’s already become my entire world, and there is nothing I wouldn’t do for her.”
She didn’t exactly offer me her blessing, but she eased up on the interrogation. 
We spent the next hour on small talk to pass the time. I was really curious about her name, so I allowed myself to be nosy. “Pasiphae, that is an unusual name. Is there a story behind it?”
Pasiphae explained to me, “My mom’s obsession with Greek mythology began when she was really young. Her dad would tell her the stories every night before bed. She told me she knew she would give her child a Greek name, but she didn’t know which one. She said the moment she held me in her arms I became the light of her life, so she named me Pasiphae, after the daughter of the sun.”
I felt her before I saw her. The feelings were so strong I had to grab my chest, which was on fire with the ache I felt in Lisabeth’s heart.
She stumbled through the front door, fell to her knees when our eyes met, and allowed the sobs she had been holding in to take over. 
I rushed to her and fell to the floor with her. I picked her up in my arms to carry her over to the couch. She was still weeping and shaking. “Whatever it is, I’m here. It’s ok. I’m here.”
I didn’t know what to do, so I just held her, giving her a chance to calm down in my arms. Her thoughts were all over the place. Unable to understand what had her so upset. I heard Paul, work, jail, cheating, Pasiphae.
Hearing the word, Paul stirred me up. Certain he was the cause of her pain. I had every intention of hurting him if I had to. While holding her, she finally stopped shaking.
“Pasiphae, get her some water.” I told her friend. She brought her a glass, which she gulped.
“Thank you,” she said to Pasiphae with a shaky tone in her voice. 
“Lisabeth, Baby, can you tell me what’s the matter?” I finally brought myself to plead with her.
“Please don’t be mad at me,” she said.
“Why would I be mad at you?” I confusingly asked her.
“Paul was here watching you two,” she told the both of us. 
Shaking with anger, I interrupted her, and then looked over at Pasiphae to suggest, “I bet that was the noise we heard outside and why the chair was turned over.”
Pasiphae agreed, then encouraged Lisabeth to continue. “Paul was watching y’all before he came looking for me at work during the end of my shift. When I saw him, I immediately called the officers that were here the other night. I gave them time to get to the restaurant before I went to see what Paul wanted this time. He tried to convince me he saw the two of you half naked making out on the couch. I laughed in his face. I admitted to him even though he had a point, and it is true. I don’t know Rey well enough to know whether he would do that to me. I know Pasiphae who would never ever do that to me.”
I became angrier while she told her story, but not at her.
Pasiphae was also getting riled up, even though she didn’t know what we had been dealing with the last few days.
Lisabeth continued, “The police came and took him in for questioning but said I would need to come make a statement. I went there after work. He confessed to breaking in and putting up the cameras. If I wanted to press charges, I could. He would probably get community service and probation since he confessed, or I could take out a restraining order. If I pressed charges, he would spend the entire weekend locked up because the courts are closed till Monday. I thought about all of my options and I pressed charges. I sent someone I once cared about and called my friend to jail. He is locked up right now because of me.” She cried again, but not quite as fiercely.
I took her chin and moved her face to look into my eyes. “He is locked up because of the poor decisions he made, not because of you. You did the right thing. We’ve been nice, we’ve asked him to move on, but he ignored us. Spying on you, your friends, the cameras, the lying. You had to do it. Maybe this will be the end.” (It actually was the end, he never bothered her again after that.)
Pasiphae joined the conversation to reiterate what I said, “Lisabeth, I only know the little I’ve heard just now about the situation, but it sounds like Paul went off the deep end. You did the right thing. I don’t think he gave you a choice.” 
“Thank you both. I really want to go soak in my tub to get all the filth I am feeling off of me. If you don’t mind?” Lisabeth asked us before slowly heading up the stairs.
Pasiphae turned to me for the full story.
I told her everything from the beginning with Paul in her bed until she came home crying.
She was nearly ready for blood, like I was. She then said to me, “I know she didn’t request your company, but if she loves you the way she says she does, she needs you right now. Go to her. I’m ready for bed, anyway.” With that, she headed to Eve’s room.






















Lisabeth
The water was perfectly what I needed. I ached all over from the guilt and anguish I felt.
I hadn’t been in there too long when I heard the door open. “Can I join you?” my soulmate asked me. 
With those words, I cried again with my need for him. He didn’t even wait for me to answer before he stripped all of his clothes off, climbed in behind me, and pulled me into his arms as tight as possible. “I’m here. I’m always here. Whatever you need, you only have to ask?”
I put my arms around his arms and pulled them even tighter around me. He quietly sat there with me for as long as I needed. Now and then, reminding me he was there, and he loved me more than anything.
I finally found the strength to talk to him. “I’m so tired. Can you help me to bed and hold me until I fall asleep?”
Immediately he was out of the water with a towel to dry us off. He didn't just help me to bed; he picked me up in his arms and carried me to our room. He laid me down, then climbed in beside me.
We didn’t even bother to put our clothes on. He pulled me tighter than possible into his side while I cried myself to sleep in his arms.




















Rey
Once Lisabeth asked me to help her to bed, I picked her up in my arms and carried her into our room. I didn’t even consider putting clothes on either of us; they didn’t seem important at that moment. I needed to help her forget everything she went through and was forced into doing. My arms wrapped back around her for the night, and she cried once again. She cried herself to sleep.
I laid there thinking about all the ways I wanted to hurt Paul for doing what he did to her. In his twisted mind, he was trying to protect her. Instead, he broke her spirit a little.
Once I could tell Lisabeth had finally gone to sleep, I dared not move. I wanted to hold her forever. Even though it was unrealistic, I wanted to keep all the bad things from her.
July 17, 1999

No idea know how long I laid awake last night before falling asleep. I woke up to Lisabeth’s thoughts. I loved hearing her thinking about us, about me. Her neck looked so delicious, I couldn’t resist kissing it over and over, while telling her, “Good morning, Beautiful.” 
“How did you know I was awake?” she asked me.
“When I opened my eyes, your thoughts were pouring into me. I’m looking forward to our day together, too. I love you and laying here with you is enjoyable for me too.”
She laughed at my response, giving me another reason to add to my list of reasons why I loved her.
“What do you want to do today?” Lisabeth asked.
“Right now, I want to keep laying here with you.” I told her while her neck called out to me again. I kissed the back of her neck repeatedly.
I resisted the urge to lick her, while I waited for her to respond, “You won’t get any objections from me.”
I heard her thoughts about trying hard not to moan with pleasure. I couldn’t help but laugh at her thoughts. Her desires stirred up my desires up. I forced myself to resist the urge to beg her to moan or to do something that might make her unable to hold it in. Her moans had the power to stir my desires deeper, so I needed to be careful.
We both laid there, enjoying each other’s touch and company, before falling back to sleep.






















Lisabeth
A couple of hours later I woke up again, remembering Pasiphae was downstairs and maybe I should go check on her.
Before I did, I thought about last night, starting with the brief make-out session before I went to work. I replayed the desires I heard and felt coming from Rey, and the self-control he somehow successfully managed. Who would have thought this player I met last year could show this much restraint and selflessness when I clearly saw how hard it was for him? He never complained even once, not even in his thoughts. 
Then my mind went to when he ran to me as I stumbled through the door after work, crumbling to the ground. He was there, no hesitation. He had me in his arms and became everything I needed him to be. 
Finally, I didn’t ask him to join me while I tried to wash the day away in my bathtub, but he did. He climbed in, held me, and made me feel so secure and loved. I did not know love like ours existed. We were still getting to know each other, but I sensed his character was actually growing with each day we shared. 
He was not the flirt, the cocky, insensitive, sex crazy, afraid of commitment teenage boy I once knew. He’d become a caring, sensitive, compassionate, committed, still sex crazed but with restraint man. The Rey I knew before could not be someone you gave your whole heart to. This Rey that embraced us as soulmates was an honorable and worthy man. The old Rey couldn’t trust himself to love someone, to treat her well, and to be faithful. My Rey who fell in love with me did not know how truly capable he was of loving someone well. He told me once he did not know how to be someone’s boyfriend, but he was wrong.
I dragged myself away from Rey’s beautiful sleeping body and all my thoughts to see how Pasiphae was doing today. First, I threw on a pair of shorts and a tank top. Instead of Pasiphae, I found a note on the kitchen counter:
Dear Lisabeth,

Thank you for the last few days. They were exactly what I needed.

After seeing you and Rey together and how much you both love each other, I really started to miss James. I’m ready to see him and talk to him. 

Thank you for being such a good friend. 

I will see you Tuesday.

Let me know where and when.

I love you always,

Pasiphae

I tried to feel guilty that she left while I slept, but I couldn’t help how happy I felt knowing the rest of the weekend belonged to just Rey and I. Tuesday? Did he tell her about the wedding?
Since we were alone now instead of waking Rey, I decided a cup of coffee and my favorite book were what I needed this morning. I settled into my cozy couch with my coffee and my book. 
I was finishing the last sip of coffee and two chapters when I looked up to see the sexiest man I had ever met coming down the stairs. He was wearing his camouflage pajama pants; bare-footed and bare chested with scruffiness all over his face. I really loved the way he looked with hair on his face in the morning. I wouldn’t complain if he ever stopped shaving it. He looked so sexy that I was staring the entire time he made his way to me.
“Good morning, again, my beautiful Lisabeth,” Rey said with a smile so big, dimples so perfect, and that wink that made me want to fulfill his every desire. “Every desire, huh?” he whispered in my head and, of course, winked one more time at me.
I felt my face turn bright red. It was so easy to forget he heard almost every thought I had about him. 
“Where is Pasiphae this morning?” He asked me while sliding under my stretched-out legs to sit with me on the couch.
I handed him her letter to read. Once he finished, I asked him if he told her we were getting married?
“I did. Last night while we were getting to know each other a little. It seemed like something she needed to hear to understand our relationship a little. I figured since she trusted you to not tell her mom why she was here, you probably trusted her the same way. I know you probably wanted to tell her yourself, so I hope you can forgive me. I also invited her to come stand as one of our witnesses. I hadn’t told you I spoke to the Justice of the Peace and he said we need two witnesses. Are you mad?”
I really wanted to pretend to be upset, but I was sure he already heard I was not mad at him.
“I did, but some things need to be said out loud,” he said with another wink. That was three in less than ten minutes. 
“I’m not mad. I can tell you’re reasoning for doing it was innocent.” I told him with a brush against his lips. “And yes, I know she won’t tell anyone. It will be nice to have her there. Who is the other witness going to be?” I wanted to know.
“My Grams, I hope. I am thinking we could stop by her house today and ask her.” Rey told me, and without waiting for my answer, his lips were devouring mine.
His plump, perfect lips tasted so good. His tongue found a harmonious rhythm with mine. His hands moved up the sides of my body, sending slight shivers all over. He pulled away to invite me to join him for a shower. “If we’re going to see my Grams, we should get ready. I want a shower first; will you join me?” 
Hearing my disappointment that he stopped kissing me, he promised, “There will be more kissing in the shower, if you join me.”
He chuckled at me because I was obviously embarrassed he heard my disappointment. I really needed to figure out how to keep certain thoughts to myself. And there he went, laughing some more at my thoughts. 
“I love hearing your thoughts. They make me happy. I love hearing how happy I make you. It’s nice to know you desire me the way you do. It would be easier to learn not to be embarrassed than to hide from me.”
With one final peck, he headed up the stairs for a shower. I heard him say, “with or without you.”
It was my turn to laugh, like I’d actually let him go without me.
And, of course, he heard that too. 






















Rey
I went to the shower upstairs, knowing she would follow me. I didn’t even wait for her before undressing and stepping under the hot water. I knew she would be there any second, especially after I heard her passing thought, “like I’d actually let him go without me.”  
All of her thoughts that came my way unintentionally were so innocent and beautiful. I never wanted her to hide what she was thinking. Her thoughts were perfect. I heard her outside of the shower. “How long should I make him wait?” If a merry heart really was like medicine, she was all I’d ever need.
“So, if I keep you laughing at my inner dialogue, you won’t ever get sick?” She asked, while she joined me.
For this shower, we were facing each other. I told her there would be more kissing. “And I am holding you to that promise,” she teased me, then reached up to start the kiss I promised her. 
I’d been head over heels crazily in love with her for so long, but I did not know how much I would really like her. I liked everything about her, the way she thought, the way she talked, the way she moved. I found nothing I didn’t like about her.
“I really like you too,” she told me while still kissing me.
I pointed out, “See, you’re not the only one who forgets the other person might hear what they’re thinking.”
She looked up at me, and said, “I’m so in love with you, Rey, and I really like you.”
I couldn’t help myself; I wrapped my arms around her to pull her to me, to kiss her again. I knew I would never get enough of her.
We were not on a time schedule. For the first time, we could take our time and enjoy each other without worrying about where we needed to be. 
“Can I bathe you?” I asked her.
With sparkling eyes, she handed me the soap and rag, but said nothing. I took the soap and rag. She turned her back to me, and I scrubbed every inch of her gorgeous body gently.
Washing the front of her body was the most sensual part of bathing her, because she didn’t turn around. I had to reach my arms around her and pull her to me to wash the front of her body.
We switched places so she could rinse the soap that was dripping down her, making me want to be that soap.
I grabbed her shampoo and scrubbed her hair. “You do realize I may never want to wash myself again after this?” she whispered to me. 
I caught which motions she liked the most. She loved when I pulled her into my chest to bathe her front and more so while I scrubbed her hair. I heard her holding back little moans of pleasure. “You found one of my weaknesses. Anything having to do with my hair, drives me crazy.” 
I took notes all morning. I wanted to always remember what pleased her the most.
After she rinsed all the shampoo and conditioner out of her hair, she turned back to face me, “I expected more kissing than this.”
The smile on my face felt like my cheeks might burst. I immediately rectified the situation. My lips delightfully found hers.
She broke the kiss to repeat the washing, but this time she was washing me. She followed the same movements and patterns I did with her.
I heard how much she was enjoying showing me how good it felt when it was her turn. She even pulled me to her chest to wash my front from behind. The only difference was she focused on Little Rey long enough to release everything that was pent up. My eyes rolled in the back of my head by the time she moved on to the rest of my body, “You’re so right, I’ll never enjoy a shower on my own again.”
She washed my hair next; I wanted to moan with pleasure. She was absolutely right about hair being a weakness. 
“I don’t think there’s been enough kissing yet.” I told her after I turned to brush the wet hair from her eyes. Our lips were like magnets drawn to each other. My arms wrapped around her lower back to pull her body as close to mine as possible.
We were running out of hot water. The ice-cold water suddenly hit us, ending our time in the shower.
Our souls were in such unity we seemed to know what the other wanted and desired without words. We grabbed towels, but instead of drying off; we reached to dry each other. I wrapped the towel around her. She chuckled at my whimper about being sad to see her body covered.






















Lisabeth
After getting ready, we were on our way to see Rey’s grandmother to ask her to stand as our other witness on Tuesday.
I sat next to my Rey in his truck. Our fingers entwined while we held hands in between shifts the whole drive over. It was a quiet drive at first, since we both were reliving the shower we shared.
Honestly, the player Rey I knew once upon a time was not someone I imagined could be tender and gentle. If I had to guess, I would have thought he was the kind of guy who just went for it with sex. I saw little foreplay in his sex life. I definitely didn’t see tenderness, gentleness or passion. The last week he’d been a perfect gentleman.
We’d become lovers, not just boyfriend and girlfriend, but genuine lovers. The way he kissed me with his heart and soul. Every touch was so perfect and true. I sensed his desires for more, and at the same time I sensed his satisfaction. I wasn’t leaving him every night to suffer because he was waiting for me. I loved him even more for this. 
I never even dreamed of being loved and treasured like this by anyone. I couldn’t fathom what his love for me would look like without restrictions.
I hoped he felt my love for him with my touches the way I did with his. “Lisabeth, my love, it is because I feel how much you love me in your touch that I’m able to find satisfaction while waiting for our bodies to join completely.”
Instead of being embarrassed he heard my thoughts, I rested my head on his shoulder. He knew how completely, madly in love with him I was and how he satisfied my needs, all of which I should never feel embarrassed about.
My mind drifted to the newest discovery of our soul’s abilities. “We haven’t actually talked about how we sometimes feel each other’s emotions,” I told him casually, bringing up the subject.
“True, I don’t understand it myself, but I enjoy feeling your feelings. Especially when I can feel your love for me, like I’ve been feeling this entire ride. Maybe Grams will have some answers.” Rey told me as we pulled into her driveway.
Before getting out of the truck, Rey put his arms around me to pull me in for a brief kiss. I had become completely addicted to his delicious lips. I hoped we would be this affectionate forever and we would never get to the place where we were only going through the motions.
I thought about those things, certain he could hear me, but since it was nice to hear out loud I told him, “I love your lips, the taste of them, the feel of them, the smell of them. Your lips anywhere on my body makes me happy. They’re perfect, and I love they are all mine.”
My confession earned me another kiss, and then he moved his lips down my neck, kissing each spot perfectly with his sexy lips before giving me one more satisfying kiss on the lips.
“My Grams is probably wondering why we’re sitting out here instead of coming inside,” Rey said with a wink and one last brush of our lips.
He got out of the truck and put out his hand. It reminded me of the days when men helped ladies out of carriages. He didn’t drop my hand walking up to the place he’d called home for the last couple of years.
Grams opened the front door before we finished climbing the stairs. Then she grabbed both of us for a big hug. “I heard you two pull up. I began wondering if you were ever going to come up for air to come inside,” she said with a hint of laughter. “I remember what it was like to be young and in love. Finding your soulmate is just the beginning. There’s still more to come.” 
With that opening, Rey explained to her how we felt each other’s feelings, mostly when those feelings were heightened. “No one ever mentioned this, so we were curious if it was what usually happens?” Rey asked her.
“Come take a seat,” she instructed us before giving us a lesson on what we were experiencing. “Each of our souls is unique and mysterious. Every relationship with a true soulmate is different. Especially when you can communicate on such a personal level by speaking directly to each other’s soul. Your souls are now one soul. You’re no longer two separate souls. I know you hear all the time two become one when they join in marriage. This is more than an expression for us. When we pass along the ability to call to another soul to our children, we don’t share every secret about the possibilities of their connection because the possibilities are endless and more enjoyable when they are a surprise. It’s similar yet different for everyone. Most of the family I have talked to have described feeling what the other is feeling occasionally. I believe your temporary separation bound your souls together tighter and more uniquely than any other soulmate relationship I have heard of. Lisabeth, you said you did not know you loved Rey before last week. You didn’t recognize you loved him, but I’m certain you fell in love with him before. Tell me this, did you miss him when you went your separate ways? Did you think about him and wonder about him often?”
She paused so I could answer. “Yes, I missed him, but I believed it was because we were friends. Yes, I thought about him all the time.”
“See, that’s how love starts. You didn’t recognize it, but your soul already was drawn to him and she had already connected with his. Seeing him unexpectedly brought out the fight in her and she’s holding on for dear life. She’s latched on fiercely with the resolve that his soul belongs to her because rightfully it does. Rey, your soul has done the same thing. You knew she was yours and you let her go. Once her soul took over, yours gladly grabbed on to hers just as tightly, knowing how painful it was to live without her. Your souls will probably continue to surprise you both. You two feel committed and connected to each other. Your souls are even further along in the relationship than you are. They are going to push you to catch up. Love is the most powerful force on earth, and when it’s pure like yours is, it’s unstoppable.”
While she spoke the words, I knew to be true. Rey had wrapped one arm around me while I snuggled into his body on the couch. (The last time I sat on this couch was the first time he called to my soul, but I didn’t recognize his call). His other hand reached over to hold my hand. I could feel the pride he felt in the way his grandmother described our love, but soon his feelings turned to shame.  
Since we had come together, I heard passing thoughts of guilt and shame over the way he had been living his life. Before, I didn’t acknowledge I had caught those thoughts because they feel private.
At that moment, with the love still growing between us, I felt some of that guilt falling away. I only hoped it all fell away with time. The guilt of how he pushed me away. I heard the most while we sat there together.
Now seemed as good a time as any to reassure him. I turned to look into his brown eyes that made me want to purr from the inside out. This was another time where some things were better said out loud. “Rey, my heart, my soul, my love, listen and listen well. Yes, you pushed me away. Yes, you were selfish and stupid. Think about it. If you hadn’t given into the pride and hurt you felt, would we be enjoying this relationship the way we are? Our story would be like everyone else in your families, instead ours is unique. It’s the stuff they write about in fairy tales. We are here together. We found each other. We are more than soulmates. We are one soul in two bodies. See inside of me. Listen inside of me. I have no regrets about us, and you shouldn’t either.” 




















Rey
Lisabeth was looking me in the eye as she spoke the words I needed to hear. Her eyes stayed locked on mine. Every word from her mouth, and the ones I heard screaming even louder inside of her, brought healing to my heart.
She was right. Our relationship was more than it would have been had I never left her. We are more intimate, more knit together, more passionate, more complete because we spent time apart. 
It was a good thing my Grams was there, or I would have been tempted to beg Lisabeth to join our bodies the way our souls had joined. “Soon,” was the promise I heard, and it would be enough to sustain my desires for the time being.
I looked up to see my grandmother left the room, giving us some privacy. Seeing we were alone brought my hormones back to the surface.
“Being desired by you, is my biggest temptation. I can feel how much you want me. I hope you can feel how much I want you, too,” Lisabeth confessed to me.
Determined to not fail her. It was my turn to say the words out loud. “I desire you the way any man desires a woman, but it is so much more than that. Yes, I feel how much you desire me as well. Your desires give me the strength to wait. You are worth the wait. I love you more than myself and my desires.” 
I had more to say, but before I continued, Lisabeth’s lips claimed mine. Both of our thoughts were running back and forth with the same thoughts, “Soon, I love you, I desire you, I need you, soon, the wait is almost over, you are mine and I am yours.” Our minds were in sync.
“All right, you two, time to come up for some air,” Grams said, interrupting us. “I made some dinner. It isn’t fancy, but it will do.”
Grams was being modest. She kept entire meals in her freezer for times like these when she needed to feed me on the spur of the moment. Tonight, she pulled out some chili, and she threw together some homemade cornbread to go with it. 
We joined her for dinner while I told her our wedding plans. I asked her if she would stand as a witness for us on Tuesday. I even told her about it being a secret until a reasonable amount of time passed for us to get engaged and plan a big wedding with our families. 
She agreed to Tuesday but saw a potential problem with the rest of our plan. “You do not know how you two look to everyone around you. Anyone with eyes can see you have fallen hard for each other. Some may see it as an unhealthy relationship. Rey, all of your family will know what is going on. Lisabeth, your family is probably going to think y’all are crazy and moving too fast the moment they see you two together. Y’all are in for a tough road over the next few months. There may even come a point when you have to come clean about your marriage. Especially if people try to discourage your relationship. Those who are close to you will not make things easy on either of you. When you need someone to have your back, always come see me.” She might be right, but it was a path we were both prepared to take.
We finished dinner with where we were going to live. I explained that, “Lisabeth’s roommate will move out in August, so I will move in with her permanently there. Once her roommate gets back to town, I’ll probably be staying here most nights since her roommate won’t know we are married. Lisabeth doesn’t want anyone to think we are living together. So, you’re not getting rid of me right away.”
It was getting close to eight p.m. I knew my Grams liked to go to bed early, so we hugged her goodbye after helping her clean up the kitchen.
We climbed in my truck side by side. “Is there anywhere or anything you want to do before we go home?” I asked my Lisabeth.
“Well, I have never been to Bimini Bay. Could we go check it out?” Bimini Bay was the one and only club in this city. I had been a few times, so it could be fun. 
It took a few times around the parking lot before we found a place to park. It was Saturday night, and the only club in town making it super busy. I paid the cover charge for us to get in and suggested we sit at the bar for a bit.
There was a local band playing tonight. I wondered if she liked to dance. “I love to dance,” was her response to my inner dialogue.
After ordering a beer for myself and a coke for her, I turned to see she was no longer at my side. She had moved to the end of the bar where she was hugging a giant, who then gave her a kiss on the cheek. I knew it meant nothing, but the stabbing pain in my chest said otherwise. I approached the two of them to see what was going on.
The giant put his hand out for a handshake. “You must be Rey? Lisabeth, hasn’t stopped talking about you all week. I’m Rhett.”
This was the guy she worked with. I remembered she mentioned him the afternoon Paul showed up at her work. With the craziness of Paul, I forgot to ask her about him.
She was laughing in her head. What was so funny, I wondered? “Excuse me, boys, I need to use the bathroom. I will be right back,” she told us both, while still laughing. 
Confused and not looking forward to maintaining a conversation with the guy. For Lisabeth’s sake, I faked politeness. “So how long have you known my Lisabeth?” I asked him. Throwing it in the conversation that she was mine. 
“I have known Lisabeth all of her life. We go way back. I don’t have any sisters and she doesn’t have any brothers. She is the closest thing to a sister I have, and I am like a brother to her. She has fallen hard for you. I have never seen her this excited about anyone. You better take care of her. She is the most amazing girl in the entire world. I would hate to have to hurt you because you hurt her.” 
Who was this guy? Did he threaten me? Did he say he’d known her his entire life? Be polite, Rey, be polite, I told myself. “She is more to me than the most amazing girl in the world. She has become my entire world. I could never hurt her intentionally. She makes me a better man.” I thought about saying something smart, but Lisabeth was back.
“How are my two favorite guys making out?” She didn’t really call him one of her favorite guys. I was about to lose it. My heart was on fire, and I still heard her laughing inside. 
“Is Emily around here somewhere?” Lisabeth asked Rhett, who I had decided to call ‘Giant A Hole.’
“She is dancing somewhere in the crowd by the band. You know how much I hate these places, but she begged me to take her.”
“Awe, the things we do for love,” Lisabeth told him before she reached up on her toes to kiss his cheek and whispered to him, “thank you, we’ll leave you alone now. That was way too much fun.”
He nodded, and all I thought about was punching the guy. If he wasn’t so big, I probably would have. She was still laughing in her head when we walked away. What was so funny?
“I’m glad you found my misery so amusing,” I told her with an attitude. I was actually a little mad at her. Maybe a lot mad at her because she knew how excruciating it was for us to see our mate around the opposite sex. We were on the verge of having our first fight.
Even though she had heard every thought since I saw her hugging another guy and kissing him on the cheek, she asked me, “So what did you think of my cousin?”
My mouth fell slightly open in disbelief. “Cousin?” “Yes, silly. That’s my cousin Rhett. His mom and my mom are sisters.” 
The light had turned on. That was why she had been laughing. “You told him not to tell me you two were family, didn’t you?” I asked her.
“I sure did. I thought it would be fun watching you squirm.” She was still laughing inside.
My brief anger disappeared. Seeing how much fun she had playing with my mind made her look so adorable.
“Do you forgive me?” she asked me with a pouty lip. I didn’t even bother to answer her. Instead, I quickly nipped her lip with my teeth. I couldn’t help myself, as her lower lip called to me.
We were both laughing now. I handed her a coke, and I ordered another beer, since I had chugged the other one while she had been talking to her cousin.
We sat at the bar for a bit to watch the band and everyone else in the room. We both enjoyed watching the people dancing, especially those who had been drinking for a while. After my fourth beer, I had enough courage to take her to the dance floor with everyone else. 
We danced like nobody else was in the room. After two songs, the band started on a slow song. They were playing Breathe by Faith Hill.
I pulled her in close to me. It was like the song had been written for us. Every word being what we had experienced over the past week. I was definitely melting into her. We danced, and I held her tight. Even though I was not much of a singer, I sang all the words to her while we moved to the music.
As soon as the song ended, I looked down at my girl, and there were tears in her eyes. She said to me, “Take me home.” 




















Lisabeth
Every girl dreams of being serenaded by the one she loves. Rey didn’t just serenade me with the song that our soul could have written. He sang it into my heart. Every word etched into my being. Especially the line that said, ‘In a way I know my heart is waking up.’ Once it ended, I needed him to take me home. I needed to be alone with him. 
I took the keys and drove us home since he was the one drinking. When we were back inside of our apartment, I took him by the hand to the space in between the living room and the kitchen. “Do it again, please. Dance with me. Sing to me.” 
I practically begged him. I couldn’t help myself, even though I knew he would never say no. He wrapped me back in his arms. There was no music, no crowd, only us. His forehead touched my forehead as he danced with me and sang to my heart.
The moment the song was over, I crumbled to the floor. Maybe he had made me weak in the knees with the love that poured off of him, or maybe I became so caught up I had forgotten I had legs to hold me up.
I sat on the floor of my living room and sobbed. All I thought about was why was I making him wait till Tuesday.
Rey knew exactly what I needed when he sat down behind me to pull me into his chest. “We are waiting till Tuesday because it is what your heart always desired. Because we will not make love with any fears in the back of your mind. Because it will be worth it. Because it is our first commitment to each other, and we will not break it. You could ask me right now to make love to you, and I would say no. I know you would only ask because you are caught up in this moment. I love you, and I will not take advantage of you or our love.”
Proof once again, he knew how to love. We sat there in each other’s arms until I heard his back had ached.
I made the first move to get up because I could not bear for him to be uncomfortable. I reached my hand down and begged him, “take me to our bed for the night.”
I climbed the stairs on my own, barely. He had to steady me the whole way up. I practically had to crawl into the bed. I hadn’t changed my clothes or brushed my teeth.
He climbed in right behind me, but I felt he stripped down to his boxer briefs. I pictured how good he looked, and if I had the strength, I might have turned the light on to get the full effect of his sexy body in his underwear. I fell asleep with the image of his body in my mind. 




















Rey - July 18, 1999
Sunday morning, I woke with the thought of how I spent the first week of the rest of my life with the one created for me alone. She was my heart. She was my soul.
The past few months, all I dreamed about was finding her. I didn’t dare let myself dream she loved me back, but she did. She really loved me, and she loved me before she actually heard my call. She loved me so much her soul called to mine and merged our two souls into one.
Even if I had let myself dream she loved me, I wouldn’t have done her love for me justice. Her love for me was more than I deserved. She wanted me as much as I wanted her. Some moments I felt certain I had to be dreaming and her love wasn’t real, but it was. She was real. Our soul was one, our hearts belonged to each other.
It had been a perfect week if we didn’t count Paul or her friends stopping by unannounced.
I actually wanted to lie there with her all day, but I caught a passing thought from her when my Grams mentioned her family yesterday. She thought we should probably go to church so I could meet her parents. We didn’t have time to talk about it, but I wanted to go. I was ready to meet her family. The sooner we met, the sooner I could propose, and we could plan a wedding.
“You really don’t mind going with me this morning and meeting my family?” was the first thing out of her mouth when she awoke.
“Somebody was listening in their sleep,” I jokingly accused her.
“Maybe someone was thinking loudly, and it woke me up,” she teased me right back before rolling over to look into my eyes.
“I would do anything for you, don’t you know that by now?” I told her.
We both climbed out of bed to get ready to go see her family. I saw she was struggling to find the words to tell me what she wanted to ask me. I had already caught her request and her reasons, but I could tell she wanted to say it.
“Rey, I love you more than anything, and I desire you more than anything. I love showering with you. I hate I need to ask this of you. Day after tomorrow is all we have left. After last night, and how much I wanted you, I need this morning to regroup. Is that ok?” That was hard for her to say. She was afraid I would feel rejected.
While brushing the loose hair from her eyes, I reassured her, “I think it’s a great idea. Yesterday was intense, and every moment, if we are honest, is going to increase in intensity and desire. Go, enjoy your time. I’ll go find something for breakfast.”
I actually felt the weight lifting off her shoulders she’d been carrying worrying about my feelings.
I knew she wanted some alone time in the shower and technically she was alone, but her thoughts were broadcasting loud and clear. I didn’t know how to tune out her thoughts, even if I wanted to. They were all about me, about how happy I made her, how much she loved me, how much she was aching to have all of me, and she hoped I would be happy with her even after the wait was over. Silly girl. 
Next, she moved on to worrying about how it was going to go with her family. They were overprotective and had expectations about who she ended up marrying. I wanted to interrupt nearly every thought she had to reassure her or to show her how much I loved her too, but she said she needed to regroup, so I listened.
I was so caught up in her thoughts I didn’t even realize she had finished and was standing in the kitchen watching me eat a bowl of cereal.
Ironically, she said, “Penny for your thoughts,” which caused me to spew milk across the room from her statement.
“Um, confession. Your thoughts have been broadcasting since you went into the bathroom. I have been enjoying those thoughts and resisting the temptation to comment on what you were thinking.”
“Oh really, spying on me, now were you?” she asked with a huge grin on her face.
“Not on purpose. I didn’t know how to tune you out, um, not that I would have if I knew how. I knew you wanted some alone time, so I left you alone and listened. It’s your fault you were thinking so loudly.” 
I was dying to kiss her good morning, but I went to get ready instead, in case she needed more time. She didn’t object. I assumed she could hear me, and I was making the right decision.
Both ready to go, but before opening the front door for her, I leaned in and brushed her lips with mine. She let out a small moan, that had me telling myself to get it together.
Even though she needed time to calm her desires, she still sat next to me in the truck. I was glad. I would have felt punished if she had sat all the way on the passenger side.
We pulled up at her church. It was a little bitty hole in the wall church in the middle of Old Towne. We had to park in the back of the building before we walked inside, hand in hand. 
Kind of relieved the service had already started. This meant everyone there could use the whole service to process Lisabeth walked in with her new boyfriend.
The service lasted until almost noon. It wasn’t bad. Definitely not hellfire and brimstone. I could get used to it. Especially the couple of hours with Lisabeth curled up next to me while my arm was around her, pulling her closer to me.
As soon as it is over, we were swarmed by what Lisabeth warned me about on the way over. She wasn’t kidding when she said they nicknamed the people there ‘The Love Boat.’
It was a small congregation, 30 maybe 40 people max, but everyone shook my hand and introduced themselves. I didn’t remember any of their names.
Amid the chaos, she introduced me to her parents, Mr. Jonathan & Mrs. Anne.
My Lisabeth looked much like her father. He had the wavy auburn hair and the same features as her, but he had a full beard on his face.
She got her beautiful brown eyes from her mom, who had the longest hair of anyone I had ever met in person. Her brown straight hair stopped right at her hips. 
They both wanted hugs instead of handshakes, and they insisted we come over for Sunday dinner. We had already planned to go, so it was an easy yes.
We sat down again to wait around for her parents to leave. Her sisters joined us while we waited. They introduced themselves as Haley and Michelle.
Haley was almost two years younger than Lisabeth. She was an inch or two taller, with dark brown curly hair. She didn’t have the many curves of my Lisabeth, and they really didn’t resemble each other at all, but she was beautiful like my Lisabeth.
Michelle, who I learned was a little over four years younger, was almost identical to my Lisabeth. She was slightly shorter, and her hair was brown instead of auburn, but they were obviously sisters.
It fascinated them that their big sister had brought her new boyfriend for everyone to meet.
We were finally on our way to the house where Lisabeth grew up. I followed her parents in my truck.
I felt how nervous she was. I wished I could take her anxiety away from her or promise her it would all work out. 
The front door to her childhood home led right into the living room, where Mr. Jonathan invited me to have a seat while the girls finished getting lunch ready.
Lisabeth and I discussed what we were going to say about our relationship on our way over there. We agreed to tell as much of the truth as possible and would only omit the things we could not share. We also agreed to leave out the part about me pushing her away. That would be the only fact we would fudge the truth on. 
We agreed to tell everyone life sent us our separate ways and then brought us back together. I spent the time waiting for lunch telling her dad about how we met, how I had fallen for her but didn’t tell her, how we drifted apart, about seeing each other last week and realizing we both felt the same way.
Lunch was ready. We went into the dining room located on the other side of the kitchen. Everyone sat around the oval dining room table.
Her dad led us in a prayer for the food while everyone held hands. Praying over my food was not something I had ever had the privilege of doing before. It was nice. 
Her mom had made a roast with rice and gravy, peas, and rolls. “This is my favorite dish my mom makes.” Lisabeth told me even though we were trying to avoid talking into each other’s minds because attempting to have two conversations with people around who don’t know about our abilities was quite difficult.
The meal was excellent, I agreed, and I was glad she told me it was her favorite dish. If she hadn’t told me, I wouldn’t have known. I wanted to learn everything there was to know about her. We had a lifetime to learn, but with every new piece of who she was, my soul felt happy.
After lunch, I offered to help clean up. Lisabeth told me it would earn me some points with her parents. I had planned on helping, anyway.
Once the kitchen was clean, everyone headed back into the living room to socialize. We hung out for a couple more hours before Lisabeth suggested we say goodbye.
She told her family we wanted to hang out before the work week started. She hugged everyone goodbye, and they all hugged me, too. I felt awkward and welcomed at the same time.
On the drive home, I questioned Lisabeth about her time alone with her mom and sisters. She told them pretty much the same thing I told her dad. Except they had the ‘he is so good looking’ conversation. She also mentioned some things she loved about me to them. She didn’t tell me what those things were, but if I tried, I could probably find out what she said in her thoughts sometime later. Since it was the first time she had brought me around her family, everyone left out the questions about whether or not we were in a serious relationship.
Overall, we had a good day. They welcomed me. At least that day, none of Lisabeth’s concerns manifested. 
By the time we got home, it was almost six o’clock. We both agreed watching a movie or two tonight would be a safe way to spend the night, so that was what we did for the rest of the night.
We curled up on the couch while Lisabeth snuggled into my arm, and we watched movies.
When it was time for bed, even our kiss goodnight was brief. It still stirred every desire I had been keeping in check, but we tried to keep each other at some sort of distance for safety.
She was quiet about it, but it felt she was struggling more than I was with waiting.  




















Lisabeth - July 19, 1999
I spent most of the night tossing and turning, thinking about how I heard him when he realized I struggled more than him with the waiting.
He was right. Saturday, when he sang to me, he sang to our soul. It was like his Grams mentioned; our bodies were begging to catch up to our soul. I felt it more than ever. My need for him was becoming almost unbearable.
I had been replaying the words he said to me, “Because it is our first commitment to each other, and we will not break it.” Those words were so perfect. I hung onto them, but they made me want him even more.
If all of that wasn’t enough, he woke me yesterday, planning to take me to church to meet my family. He already knew what I wanted and needed for that day.
He spent the day being patient with me, knowing I needed some space. Everything with my family went smoothly. He was right about not having to worry. 
I was glad I had work today. Work meant we had to be apart from each other, which meant I wouldn’t feel tempted to beg him to make love to me.
“Good morning, beautiful mine,” Rey said to me before continuing, “I have been thinking since it is the night before our wedding, and since tradition says the groom isn’t supposed to see the bride before the wedding, maybe I should stay at my Grams tonight? I could get ready there. Pasiphae could help you get ready here, and we could meet at the Justice of the Peace. Just like you would meet me if it was at the church.” 
He was doing it again, being perfect. “I don’t know if I can stand the separation from you for that long, but I also don’t know how I would survive the night being with you either.”
“How about I pick you up to take you to dinner and a movie after work? This way we spend all evening together, but in public where temptations must wait.”
I knew he’d been listening to me all morning. He kept saying and doing exactly what I needed. After a quick brush of our lips, I told him, “that sounds perfect,” before getting out of bed to get ready for work.
Melanie was picking me up for my first official day on the new job. We were heading into Baton Rouge early because of traffic. Ready to head downstairs to wait for my ride when I looked into our room to see Rey had fallen back asleep. 
I couldn’t resist leaning down to kiss him while he slept. He wasn’t sound asleep because suddenly, his arms wrapped around me tightly while he deepened the kiss. He’d been holding back because I had asked him to, but at that moment he was holding nothing back. Reminding me how much I loved his kisses and needed his kisses. I didn’t get to revel in the feel of his lips for too long before the doorbell rang. I dragged myself away from my soul to head off to work. It was going to be a long day.
I climbed into Melanie’s car, who wasted no time in asking for all the details about my Rey. I told her the same things we told my family yesterday.
She couldn’t help but notice how happy I was. “Girl, you got it bad. You’re grinning from ear to ear. You really like this guy, don’t you?”
I was honest when I confessed to her, “He’s the one. When you know, you know. And I know he’s the one created for me.”
Fortunately, she nodded and didn’t question my declaration. That’s Melanie for you. She never gave her opinion unless asked.
I already missed him. Dreading not sharing our bed for one night. Tomorrow was taking too long to arrive.
Work passed quickly. The Baton Rouge courthouse’s records we recorded contained the most records of the places we traveled to. This one took two people and had to be taken care of every week. It was the only one that required two people, where all of my other trips would be by myself. 
Melanie wanted to stop at the Mall of Louisiana on our way home. I didn’t tell her how it saved me from a shopping trip. I wanted to look for a white summer dress to wear tomorrow. 






















Rey
When I woke up for work, Lisabeth had already been gone for a couple of hours. My heart hurt lying there next to her. I resolved a long time ago if she ever came back into my life, I would wait for eternity for her. My heart and my body have had plenty of time to get used to the idea of waiting. 
She did not know she was going to find someone whose soul completely connected to hers. She had not expected ever desiring someone the way we desired one another, and especially not so early in her life. I felt her need to be at a distance yesterday, but the separation caused an ache inside of her she didn’t know what to do with. 
I definitely didn’t want to spend a night without her, but I did not see any other way. When she leaned down to give me a quick kiss on her way out the door, I couldn’t stop my desire for her. I grabbed her, pulling her tight into me in order to kiss her like she deserved to be kissed every day and as often as possible.
Work passed slowly because I desperately wanted to spend what little time was left in the day with my girl. She was already home, waiting for me, when I pulled up to the apartment. As soon as I saw her, I grabbed her and continued our kiss from earlier. I knew I should probably resist, but I could not make myself do it. 
“It’s ok. I am fine. I want to be kissed by you as much as you want to kiss me.” She reassured me.
“You know I love you, right? You are my entire world. I love you more with every moment I am with you,” I told her, just before I broke the kiss. We could easily have continued for the rest of the night.
“Where should we go for dinner?” I asked her.
She answered me with those sexy sparkling brown eyes of hers, “I thought we could go for Chinese like that day we sort of had a date when we were friends.”
Her wish was my command.
We spent dinner telling each other about our day and trying not to focus on what tomorrow was.
After dinner we went to check out the movie Lake Placid that premiered the past weekend. I actually paid attention to the movie with my girl snuggled up under my arm. 
Once the movie was over, I drove her back to the apartment to say goodnight. Saying goodbye was so hard that we said goodnight at the door, but not without an earth-shattering kiss that reminded us what we had to look forward to. “Breathe, my love, breath.” I had to remind her before leaving her until tomorrow.
I got us an appointment for 10:00 a.m. My Grams and I would swing by to pick up the marriage license first before heading to the Justice of the Peace.
Tomorrow would start the rest of our lives as husband and wife.




















Lisabeth - July 20, 1999
Pasiphae knocked on my door about 8:30 this beautiful Tuesday morning. She worked as a florist at Winn Dixie. She surprised me with the most beautiful wedding bouquet. She knew lilies were my favorite flower, so it was a gorgeous mixture of pink, yellow, and white lilies that were being held together with a long white silk ribbon tied into a white bow. 
She was wearing a cute summer dress. A baby blue spaghetti strap dress that came to above her knees. The neckline was high enough not to show off any cleavage. She had on a beautiful pearl necklace with matching earrings. Her beautiful thick long black hair pulled back in a ponytail. For shoes she was wearing her black high-top converse, that was more like her. I knew she wore the dress for me, but the shoes reminded me she was not a dress kind of girl.
I wanted a shower before I got dressed. I took my time shaving because I didn’t want to miss a single hair. Once I got out of the shower, I wrapped my body in a towel to put my makeup on. I didn’t want any to get on my dress. 
The entire time I was getting ready, I did everything in my power not to talk to him. I had a feeling he was doing the same thing. I was really surprised I got any sleep last night, but I suspected my soul took over with that. She knew how important sleep was last night. I fell asleep soaking up his smell that now covered my bed.
I bragged to Pasiphae about all the special things Rey did for me. I told her about the showers, the baths, always knowing what I needed at the right moments.
She said she was happy for me. She understood somewhat the rush with my determination to remain abstinent. At least she agreed to accept it and support it, even if she had concerns.
Makeup done. Hair as good as it was going to get. I usually kept my hair pixie cut, but I decided to try some length, so I had been letting it grow, making it temporarily at an awkward phase. I threw a few bobby-pins in places to give it some sense of style. 
It was time for the dress. It wasn’t a wedding gown, but it was perfect for today. White, of course. I almost couldn’t believe how easy it was to find. Especially the day before. It had spaghetti straps, which meant I was going to be bold and not wear a bra. It was tight fitting on top with a lace overlay that flared out below my breasts with a smooth material. The neckline showed a hint of cleavage. The length fell right at my knees. My favorite part was the zipper in the back: Rey would have to unzip in order to get me naked. I was even pulling a Joey Tribianni by going commando. 
I went with not wearing a necklace because I wanted him to see my neckline with the cleavage instead of jewelry. I went back and forth on what shoes to wear. I decided on my light pink flip-flops. I didn’t want to be the same height as Rey when I heard, ‘You may now kiss the bride.”
Finally ready to meet Rey to become his wife. Pasiphae was driving us so Rey and I could ride back to the apartment together. 
I resisted no longer, reaching out to him to let him know, “I’m on my way. See you soon. I’ll be the one wearing white.”
His response would stay with me forever. “Hurry to me. I am here eager to complete the union of my soul and yours. After today, we are no longer your soul and my soul. Today, we become our soul. I love you, my Lisabeth.”




















Rey
My heart skipped a beat when I heard Lisabeth’s sweet voice. “I’m on my way. See you soon. I’ll be the one wearing white.” I had been dying to hear from her since we parted last night. I had been aching for her voice, for her touch, for her face.
My response to her nearly said in desperation, “Hurry to me. I am here eager to complete the union of my soul and yours. After today, we are no longer your soul and my soul. Today, we become our soul. I love you, my Lisabeth.”
I didn’t know if we would have to wait on the marriage license, so Gram’s and I gave ourselves a little too much time; we had been waiting outside of the Justice of the Peace’s office since 9:30 a.m.
My heart was racing with joy and excitement over the anticipation of her arrival. No idea what Pasiphae drove, so I didn’t know what kind of car they would arrive in. I realized she was almost there when I actually felt her heartbeat, which was going every bit as fast as mine.
She stepped out of the car. She was the only thing I could see. Lisabeth was breathtakingly radiant. The sun’s glare cast a perfect radiance around her the way we imagine light surrounds angels. 
It wasn’t the sexy dress, or the cute way she had done her hair, that took my breath away. It was the joy and love on her face. I noticed she rarely smiles, but at that moment her smile mirrored my own. Her eyes were lit up brighter than the usual sparkle they give off. She slowly made her way over to me. Neither of us had said a word. I was certain my thoughts were screaming into her mind, like hers were into mine.
I wore my favorite pair of jeans with a white polo shirt, untucked. I could have worn khaki pants or black dress pants, but I knew my girl would like the way I looked in my jeans better. I was right, because she was thinking about how they made my butt look. She imagined dress pants would not have been as snug in all the right places. She was also day dreaming about pulling my shirt over my head later, which was exactly what I wanted her to think when I chose a polo instead of a button-up shirt. 
She marveled at how she felt my heart beating with hers. I saw how much she loved me in her eyes and in her smile.
She stood right in front of me, our eyes locked onto one another. I ended the silence by asking her, “Are you ready?”
She sarcastically told me while she took my arm, “I was ready days ago.” 




















Lisabeth
We were standing in front of each other, about to commit our hearts, our souls, our lives, and our bodies to one another. Rey had planned a surprise for me. 
During one of our many get to know you conversations he remembered my favorite movie was “The Princess Bride, so how did the Honorable Justice Strain who was marrying us begin, He began by saying, (without the speech impediment the priest had but I imagined with the speech impediment): “Marriage. Marriage is what brings us together today. Marriage, that blessed arrangement, that dream within a dream… And love, true love, will follow you forever… So treasure your love—”
The tears welled up in my eyes as that surprise would go to the top of the most romantic gestures Rey had ever made. I may have fallen in love with him all over again. 
Justice Strain continued with, “I understand you have both written your own vows? Miss Lisabeth, you may begin.”
Looking deep into his eyes, I hoped he felt what I was feeling while I recited the vows I had written for him. “I, Lisabeth Gilbert, take you, Jeffrey Turner, to be my friend, my lover, my companion, my heart, and most importantly, my soul. The words ‘whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same.’ were never truer than they are about us. Your soul is my soul and my soul is your soul now, until death. I will love you all of my days. Our hearts beat as one from this day forward. Today I become your wife and you my husband. Today we are one soul.”
“I, Jeffrey Turner, take you, Lisabeth Gilbert, to be my muse, who lights my way towards becoming a better man. I take you to be my friend, my lover, my companion. I take you to be my reflection, that I may see the man that you see. I take you to be my heart and, most importantly, my soul. I have loved you from afar. I have loved you up close. My love began as a feeling, but as I stand here today, I choose you and only you. You are my choice now until death. Today I become your husband and you my wife. Today we are one soul with two hearts forever entwined. Together we are stronger than love itself. I am forever yours.”
After Rey poured out his vows before the Justice could tell him too, he asked us, “Do you have the rings?” I panicked because we hadn’t picked out rings. Rey suddenly pulled rings from his pocket.
Another surprise, “The ring I gave you when I proposed is part of a set. These were the wedding bands my grandparents gave to each other on their wedding day.” Rey told me before the tears he had been holding back flowed from his eyes. He placed his grandmother’s band, that was now mine, on my finger, “I give you this ring as a symbol of my love and commitment.” 
Rey then handed me the ring that was now his. I sensed how proud and blessed he felt to wear his grandfather’s ring that I placed on his finger. “I give you this ring as a symbol of my love and commitment.” 
We continued to look into each other’s eyes while holding hands. We then heard the words, “I now pronounce you man and wife. You may now kiss the bride.”
Rey didn’t hesitate to take my face in his hands to kiss me. His kisses were always like oxygen breathing life into my lungs, but this kiss was so much more than that. It was the kiss of life, like in fairy tales. I felt like Sleeping Beauty or Snow White, and my true love’s kiss brought life into my being and woke me from my slumber. He had been holding out on me with his kisses. I did not know. Now that there were no rules or restrictions, he allowed himself to kiss me unrestrained with a passion that wasn’t passion but raw, unfiltered desire and hunger. It took every ounce of strength I had to not rip his clothes off right then and there. 
Fortunately, his Grams saved the day. “All right, you two, save that for when you get home.”
I was bright red with embarrassment, but not Rey. He was completely and without a doubt unashamed at his public display of love and desire for me.
We said goodbye to his Grams and to Pasiphae. Pasiphae volunteered to give Rey’s grandma a ride home. Thanking them both for their love and support. We promised to check in with them both in a couple of days. 
Rey helped me into his truck, where I slid in beside him. We were lucky he didn’t get pulled over on the way home while he raced back to our apartment, where our bodies were now free to catch up with our soul.






















Rey
I almost forgot about carrying my bride over the threshold of our apartment. She had unlocked the door right before she was about to step inside. I remembered the long tradition swooping her up into my arms to carry her inside. Setting her down, part of me wanted to be a gentleman and make sure she was ready for the next step in the relationship, but the other part of me was hesitant for fear she was not ready. 
Lisabeth grabbed my face while staring straight into my soul, our soul, “Based on everything that has happened over the last few days, what would make you for one moment fear I am not ready?”
I didn’t care how silly I looked. The smile on my face was nearly giddy like a schoolboy.
“Is there a CD player in the room upstairs?” I asked her, while bringing her into my arms in an embrace. She nodded her head. “Every bride should have a first dance. Join me upstairs.” 
Hand in hand, we made our way upstairs. “The CD player is on the desk,” she told me.
I grabbed the CD I purchased yesterday so I could give her a first dance as Mr. & Mrs. Turner. Our song played, we danced in perfect unison. She rested her head on my shoulder while I gently held her. The song ended, but we continued to dance as both of our anxieties kicked in.
“Will it hurt at first?” Lisabeth looked up at me as she asked. No longer the girl who was afraid of being vulnerable. She continued before I could answer, “I have a confession to make. The first time I saw you naked, my thoughts were, ‘I don’t want him coming near me with that.’ I know that probably makes you feel a little cocky right about now, but your size is a little scary.” She ended her confession with a slight huff. She was bright red with embarrassment. 
I chose my words carefully, hoping to reassure her. “I honestly don’t know if it will hurt. It might at first, but if it does, it’s only temporary. That much I know. I promise we will go slow and I will be careful. If you need to slow down at any point, tell me. I don’t want to hurt you. Our bodies were made for each other. They are a perfect fit. I’m certain of it.” I felt her anxieties quieting down slightly. My turn to confess.
Neither of us had broken our embrace. We continued to hold each other while we shared our fears. Boldly staring into each other’s eyes unashamedly, I began, “I’m afraid, too. I’ve never made love to anyone before.”
There was momentary confusion on her face before I continued, “I’m not a virgin. We both know. I’ve had sex with girls, but I didn’t make love to any of them. What I did with others was just movements. With you, it will be complete and utter love. I feel lost and uncertain at the moment. I’ve been anticipating this day for so long; it hit me, I have never made love with anyone before. I’m nervous too. I want to be everything to you and more. I don’t want to disappoint you.” I understood why she sighed after her confession. I nearly did as well.
Tears had formed in my bride’s eyes. Then she reached up to kiss me. Barely a moment passed before she slid her arms under my shirt in order to pull it over my head, only to resume kissing me. Her hands caressed my chest, my sides, my back. It was as if she was memorizing the way I felt with her touch, all the while never breaking the kiss.
Once her hands settled at my waistline, I pulled her in closer to me. Pausing the kiss, I looked into her eyes while I slowly began unzipping her dress that I had been dying to unzip all morning. Her dress fell to the floor and, to my surprise, she wasn’t wearing anything else. If I had known, we may not have made it all the way home after the ceremony. 
After examining her beautiful body I had already memorized over the last several days, I still marveled at how sexy she looked. I brought my eyes back to hers before leaning in for another kiss.
She had unzipped my jeans, and she dragged them to the floor. While still kissing her, I picked her up in my arms again, laying her down on our bed.






















Lisabeth
His lips moved from mine to my neck. He knew how much I loved it when he kissed my neck. Especially that spot on your neck where vampires usually bite down. When his lips found that perfect spot, the quiet moan escaped my lips. No longer having to hold back, letting him know how much pleasure his touch brought me. 
His hands crawled their way down my body, caressing every inch. His kisses followed his hands. After he finished caressing one part of my body, his lips sealed his touch. His lips were back on my neck before he looked into my eyes.
I heard his every thought and desire. I was perfect to him. He didn’t see any flaws, or wish for anything about me to be different. He was in awe of me while he lifted himself above me. I knew what was coming next. I was holding back from begging him for what was about to happen. I knew he could hear my thoughts. Even so, he took his time, because he was nervous and didn’t want to hurt me. 
He brought his lips to mine while I reveled over his fingers inside of me, working their magic. I brought my hands to his face and through his messy hair. He continued to make sure my body was completely ready. The word ‘please’ was dying to escape my lips.
With that thought, Rey found my eyes again. “I love you, my bride, my soul,” and with those whispered words, he joined our bodies as one.
It hurt for a split second before turning into something indescribable. He was right. Our bodies fit perfectly, they were definitely made for each other. Ecstasy wasn’t a good enough word to describe the feelings inside of me.
My legs wrap around him, pulling him deeper into me. I’d been watching his body move until I could no longer resist closing my eyes. Our bodies caught up with our soul as they became one.
With my hands clutching the sheets, I climaxed sooner than I wanted to. My body had never felt pleasure like this moment. It was as if I had never truly felt pleasure before. 






















Rey
I had just felt my wife’s body pulse while I was deep inside of her. Her legs were still tightly wrapped around my body. My body finally gave into feeling what she felt moments before. I was not ready to separate our bodies, instead; I rested my body on hers. We were both in love with the feel of our bodies touching each other. The warmth of our bodies together was better than any blanket.  
She moved her arms to hold me. I was still shivering. After I caught my breath, I positioned my body to look into her eyes.
“I love you, my husband, my soul,” she repeated the words I whispered to her just before she welcomed me inside of her.
With a brush of my lips, I reluctantly pulled away to lie beside her.
“How soon before we can do that again?” she joyfully asked me.
After a slight chuckle, and with just as much eagerness in my voice, “Maybe, after a short nap, this body of mine must recuperate,” I told her before pulling her on top of me to once again claim her lips that were forever mine.
We laid beside each other for a much-needed nap if we were going to enjoy each other again before the day ended.
I fell asleep remembering how her body was begging for mine. I was afraid her body wasn’t as ready as her heart was when I finally allowed my body to join with her body. Her body immediately felt exactly what it was meant to feel. Her pleasure became my pleasure. I finally was the man I was created to be. It was more amazing than I imagined it would be. I did not know being with a woman felt so incredible. 




















Lisabeth
I awoke to the feel of Rey’s lips on the back of my neck. “I hope this is how you plan on waking me every day for the rest of our lives.”
He whispered, “As you wish,” before he continued to kiss my neck and slowly moved down my back with his delicious lips. 
I rolled over onto my stomach, welcoming the pleasure of his lips and his hands. He worked his way back to my neck, then he laid across my back. I briefly laid there, enjoying the feel of his body against mine, before rolling over to look at him. Briefly my eyes searched his eyes, then his lips moved to the front of my neck. 
This time I let the words escape my lips in desperation for him, “Please.” He didn’t hesitate for even a second before giving me what I wanted. The feel of his body in mine was heaven on earth. “Don’t stop, please, don’t stop,” were the words unashamedly repeating in my head. 
I couldn’t help myself as I once again brought my legs around his body while moving my body back and forth with his. I bit my lip, trying to resist the urge to scream out with pleasure. Especially when I felt my body squeeze his with satisfaction. I didn’t want him to stop, not yet. I was not ready for the moment to end. I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him to me; I needed to feel his lips on mine while my body experienced satisfaction again, making it impossible for Rey to hold back his satisfaction. 
His lips became more aggressive as our bodies separated. Rolling over on his side, he wrapped his arms around me to pull my body in closer to his. Our legs twisted together, our bodies molded into each other, our tongues hungry for one another. It was only when we ran out of air that we slowly released each other. Legs still twisted together; I rested my head on his chest so we both could catch our breath.
Laying there in Rey’s arms, with his fingers running through my hair, I’d never been happier in my life. Eleven short days ago, he walked back into my life and forever changed it. Changed it for the better. I knew nothing was missing from my life. It had only been eleven days, but I couldn’t fathom life before Rey. 
I felt like I was not whole in a way and I found Rey, who was my missing piece. I only knew recently I wasn’t a complete person before. I was an empty shell, waiting for his love to fill me up. It’s not just the fulfillment his love had brought me, it was also the intense new feelings of pleasure his love sent through every inch of my body. 
Knowing he heard my thoughts made searching for the words to express what he did to me and how I felt about him unnecessary. Which was a good thing because trying to say what’s in your head, especially about feelings, rarely comes out the way you want it to.
With that thought Rey pulled me in tighter while laughing and agreeing it was difficult to find the words even when they were right there in your mind. 




















Rey
“I could lay here forever with you, but we need to hydrate and probably eat something,” I told my wife. The instincts to keep her well and protected kicked in above my needs and desires. “If we don’t at least get water in us, we won’t be able to enjoy each other’s bodies again later tonight, and I definitely want to enjoy your body again before this night ends.” 
With that declaration, Lisabeth quickly got up to make her way to the kitchen. Not before grabbing a robe to slip on, and I pulled on my boxer briefs.
Lisabeth poured us both some water while I searched for something to eat. I might need to go shopping for some necessities, because all I could find was a box of popcorn, an almost empty box of cereal, some tea bags, and a box of brownie mix.
“Sorry, I’m bad about getting what I need day to day, and Eve lives on chicken and broccoli,” she told me.
“How about I order us a pizza for tonight?” I suggested. It was going to be at least thirty minutes before the food arrived. Lisabeth didn’t wrap the navy-blue robe she was wearing around her body. She slipped her arms in it and was letting it hang open. I, of course, checked her out thoroughly since she was completely naked, with only her backside covered. She was leaning with her back against the counter while drinking her second glass of water. I wondered why she even bothered with the robe. I marveled, thinking how comfortable she must be with her body around me. Most girls hated their bodies from my experience.
“I never claimed to be in love with my body. I am probably like every other girl in the world who wishes for her body to be different. I am, however, in love with the way you look at my body and how you see me. If I covered up all the way, I would not get to soak in the way you make me feel about myself when you look at me. You make me feel perfect and beautiful. The look in your eyes gives me confidence. I only threw a robe on because I didn’t want to sit on anything with my bare booty.” 
Her confession made me pull her into my body for an embrace. My arms wrapped around her underneath her robe. I absolutely loved the feel of her skin in my hands and against my body. Her luscious lips begged to be kissed, making them irresistible. What could I have ever possibly done to deserve her? To deserve such happiness and joy? To deserve to be loved so completely. To have her unreserved trust. Still afraid to wake up and find out she was a dream.
“I promise you; this is not a dream. I am real. Our love is genuine.” Her words of assurance caused me to break our kiss so I could look into her beautiful brown eyes.
“I love you. I cannot imagine there could be another man on this planet as happy as I am right now,” I told her. 
The doorbell interrupted us. I really could not care less, I was in my underwear at that moment to answer the door and pay for the pizza. While I was at the door, Lisabeth had grabbed us a couple of plates and set a place for us at the counter. 
I sat down to eat with her when it hit me; I didn’t even check with her on what kind of pizza to get.
She laughed at my thoughts. “You did not ask, but somehow you got exactly what I like on my pizza. You even ordered from my favorite pizza place. I have a feeling we are picking up on things like this about each other without even realizing it. Let me ask you, did you order from your favorite place? Is this what you normally get on your pizza?”
I realized she spoke the truth. “You are so right. I didn’t order from my usual place or get what I would have ordered for myself. Now that I am paying attention and thinking about it, I have never ordered delivery from Sicily’s Pizza. I don’t think I even knew they delivered. Instinctively, I went to the phone book by the phone, looked them up, and ordered.”
I laughed again when I heard her wishing she could wink like I do for her. Which made me send her a wink.
After we had eaten and cleaned up our mess, Lisabeth suggested we watch whatever was on Nick at Nite until our food settled. Worked for me, because even though I was dying to continue what we started today, little Rey needed some more time. 
After about an hour of cuddling together and laughing at old reruns, I suggested a shower. She was eager to say yes to anything I suggested because she desired to please me and to give me whatever I desired.
This shower was the first shower together that was leading somewhere. Every shower and bath together were sensual and passionate, but that was as far as they could go. I would never have guessed our time in the shower could get any more sensual, but it did.  
It was like with the pizza order. Our hands, our lips, our bodies moved exactly the way the other person wanted. We didn’t have to think or guess what the other person wanted because we already knew. I knew she wanted me to step in behind her and wrap my arms around her chest to gently pull her body into mine. I knew she wanted my hands to stay where they were while I kissed the back of her neck.
Her soft sighs reassured me I was giving her everything she wanted. With one arm wrapped tightly around her body and the other cupping her breast, she reached around the back of my head with the thought of how perfect my lips were on her body. She leaned her neck so I could find her favorite spot. Giving my soul her every desire was all I could focus on, and she also knew what my desires were, even though I wasn’t thinking about them.
She turned to face me, brushed the water away that was running down my face, then she looked into my eyes with her sexy, sparkling eyes before reaching up to kiss me.
I didn’t realize how much I enjoyed it when she initiated the kiss until that moment. She didn’t kiss me for long before she was on her knees. It still amazed me she was so good at pleasuring me. She knew exactly what to do. I hated having to stop her, but I didn’t want to finish that way.
I turned the water off and helped her out of the shower. She reached up again to kiss me. Now it was my turn to beg please, as I placed my hands under her sexy bottom to pick her up. She didn’t waste any time wrapping her legs around my body so I could carry her to the bed.
We were both soaking wet, but that didn’t matter. The moment her body touched the bed, she pulled me down to her, kissing me while she spread her legs open, inviting me in. 






















Lisabeth- July 21,1999
I was the first one to wake up the next morning. I snuck out of the bed because I wanted to pee and brush my teeth before waking up my husband. I loved saying that, my husband. 
We both had to go back to work today, but not before making love again. I was definitely addicted already. I snuck back into the bed next to Rey. He was so unbelievably sexy. I made my way down towards little Rey to get his help to wake up big Rey. It worked rather quickly. I looked up to see those gorgeous brown eyes and sexy dimples looking at me.
“Good morning, beautiful,” he whispered to me the moment I moved myself up to be the one to join our bodies together.
We grudgingly dragged ourselves out of bed to get ready for work. He didn’t need to leave for work as early as I had to today. I planned on leaving for eight for the hour and fifteen-minute drive to the Livingston Courthouse. 
This beautiful morning, he got up with me and watched me get ready. He was reliving practically every perfect moment from yesterday and this morning as he watched me. I made him so happy; it was written all over the look in his eyes and the smile on his face. He especially enjoyed how I woke him up.
While I was taking a shower, he snuck downstairs to make me a coffee to go. He was trying to surprise me, but I caught his plan in his head. Surprise or not, I loved he did that for me.
He even walked me to my truck and kissed me goodbye before I had to leave him for the day. Driving away from my soul it caused me more pain than any other time.
“I feel it too, my love. I’m sorry. I hate I’m causing you pain,” Rey admitted to me, trying to comfort me from afar.
“Hey, I’m causing you pain as well. I don’t want you to be sorry. I’m not sorry that I love you so much that it hurts to not be near you. Talk to me while I’m driving to work. At least until I have to focus on looking for this courthouse.”
We talked back and forth with each other while I drove to work, and he got ready for work. We told each other childhood stories for the entire hour before I had to pay close attention to where I was going. The talking helped both of our pain from separation to ease up. I couldn’t wait till later when I would be back in his arms.  




















Rey
Work dragged by. I felt like the day would never end. What got me through the day was remembering every perfect moment since Lisabeth stepped out of the car yesterday until we said goodbye this morning. 
I never believed all the hype about saving one’s virginity or waiting for marriage until yesterday. It had been agonizing torture being with her all the time and not being able to be with her completely. She was more than worth the wait. I was completely clueless about sex and what it really meant.
I liked it because it felt so good. I did not know I hadn’t been doing it right. It was not just something you do with somebody because it was the most amazing experience this world offers. It absolutely is the most incredible experience in the world, but what I was doing before when I was dating and going from girl to girl I only thought was fun and amazing. Not one moment with those other girls even compared to what it felt like to be with Lisabeth, with someone you love, with your soulmate. 
I could still feel her skin against my skin, her body underneath me, my lips on her neck. Our bodies joined. And if yesterday wasn’t the most incredible day of our lives together, she had to wake me up like she did this morning. It was a perfect start to a long and crappy day. I was literally counting the minutes before I could get home to her.
Even though I was eager to get home, I stopped by the store to pick up some groceries. I also thought I would cook dinner for my girl tonight. I knew she made it home a couple of hours ago, making the desire to get home to her that much stronger. I was hoping to sneak up on her, but unsure if I could keep it from her.
I opened the door to our apartment to see her passed out on the couch. I took advantage of the moment to put the groceries away in the kitchen. Once I finished, I turned around to see her sitting on the couch watching me with eyes so full of joy, joy I put there. 
She got up to come to me, but I was faster as I grabbed her up in my arms. Before I could lean in for a kiss, she nearly ripped my shirt off before she pulled it over my head. I loved how much she wanted me. I’d never actually felt wanted or needed by anyone. 
We didn’t make it upstairs that time. We both were starved for each other. I wanted to be a gentleman and take her to our room, but she pulled me down right where we were. We made love right there on the living room floor.
We spent the next few days falling asleep in each other’s arms, making love before work, going to work, making love as soon as we saw each other after work, and learning all we could about each other in between. 




















Lisabeth-July 25,1999
Eve was coming home, and I was sick to my stomach over knowing Rey and I would have to restrain ourselves until she moved out. We tried to come up with a plan to minimize our separation pain. Hopefully, we survived until she left.
We were going to go to church and to have lunch with my family. I did not know what time Eve was coming home. We thought it best to stay busy, so she wouldn’t catch us and find out about our secret marriage.
Church and lunch with the family were nice. We spent a little more time over there so they could get to know Rey more. It was almost dark before we headed back to our place.
 Eve wasn’t home yet, which was good, because I forgot she wouldn’t be able to get into the apartment since they had changed the locks. We thought the safest thing to do would be to settle in on the couch to watch our usual reruns until Eve got home. 
I hoped she crashed early enough so Rey could sneak up to our room to still stay the night. He already packed his stuff up and put it in his truck. Watching him do that was tortuous. It didn’t feel right that his things were not there anymore.  
Even if he could sneak into our bed, he would still have to sneak out early in the morning to go get ready for work. I knew it was terrible to be this attached to him already, but it was killing me we hadn’t made love since the morning. This was the longest we had gone since the wedding without each other. I was ridiculously restless because of it.
Finally, Eve knocked on the door for me to let her in. “What the heck? Why doesn’t my key work?” was the first thing out of her mouth.
I chose not to go with the whole truth. I still had concerns about it getting back to my parents and them trying to make me come back home with them. “There were some break-ins, and the superintendent had to change the locks to be on the safe side. There is a new key for you by the phone.”
She didn’t ask for details about the break-ins, which I was thankful for. Probably because she noticed Rey on the couch with his feet up on the coffee table. 
“Do you remember Rey from Lonestar and Biology 101? We started dating right after you left.” I told her. Rey stood up to say hi.
“Yes, I remember the two of you sitting in the back of class stressing the teacher out every week because you were flirting the entire time instead of paying attention,” Eve told us.
“Guilty,” Rey confessed, while putting his arm around me. 
“Well, I hate to be rude since I haven’t been here for the last couple of weeks, but I am exhausted. I have to start packing up my things tomorrow. I’m heading back to Tulsa for August 2nd. I know that leaves you in a bit of a bind,” she explained to me with guilt in her voice. 
I rescued her with a couple of white lies. “Don’t worry about me. I have a few friends interested in your room, and I have a little money saved, so it will all work out. I am happy for you. You take care of you; I will be ok.” 
I walked over and gave her a reassuring hug. “You’re sure?” she asked me.
“Yes, I am definitely sure,” I told her.
“Ok, then. I’m going to get my bags and head off to bed. It is going to be a long week for me.” 
Once she was in her room with the door closed, we settled back in on the couch to give her time to fall asleep before going up to our room. Rey went up to our room first while I watched to make sure the coast was clear before following him up.
We had to be extra quiet because she was sleeping right below our room. At least we were blessed to be able to talk to each other without opening our mouths. 
“Even though we have to be careful and quiet, I really hope you still plan on making love to me tonight?” Was my question promptly after we got into the bed. I noticed he was without clothes, just like me, which answered my question before he climbed on top of me.
“Lisabeth, my soul, it is going to take a lot more than someone being in the room below us before I deny you,” he teased, while bringing his lips to mine and our bodies together.
Even though we had to be quiet and couldn’t take our time for fear of making noise, I still felt all of his love for me. 
We fell asleep thinking about how blessed we were to have found each other and dreading our morning away from one another.




















Rey - July 26, 1999
The alarm went off at 6:00 a.m. so I could sneak out before her roommate woke up. Lisabeth made sure the coast was clear before I came down. This was our first morning we didn’t wake up and make love. 
Even though I was dying to change my mind, I had told Lisabeth the night before she needed her sleep because she would be the one driving into Baton Rouge today. I wanted her to come home safe to me, and I wasn’t comfortable with her not having enough sleep during the long drive with all the Monday morning traffic. I regretted that decision when I drove away from our apartment. 
I heard her and felt her sadness, “Sh….t, sh… t, sh….t.” I’d never heard her curse, so I was tempted to turn around and say screw her roommate, but I resisted the temptation.
“What’s the matter?” I asked her instead.
“My period got here. I completely forgot about those. I was already depressed we couldn’t make love this morning and now this. I’m so sorry.” 
I felt how sad she was, and if I knew her like I thought I did, I sensed she was more worried about disappointing me. “Hey, my love, it is going to be ok. It sucks, and I am disappointed, but it is not something either of us can control. You’re not doing this on purpose. It is only a few days. We will survive for a few days, but don’t expect me to go easy on you when it’s over.” 
I felt the weight she carried ease up at my response. “You promise?” she asked me. This week got a lot tougher. At least we had each other to get through it.
July 31, 1999
Every moment we weren’t working this week, we spent at our place on the couch or visiting my Grams. We also helped Eve and Eve’s family pack up her things. Her roommate was basically all packed up. The moving truck would be there tomorrow afternoon and she would be on the road Monday morning. 
Lisabeth was in the kitchen making us some dinner. I was sitting on the couch watching TV, and Eve was taking a break with a cup of hot tea at the kitchen counter. They were deep in conversation. It was too quiet for me to hear. I wondered what they were talking about, and with that thought I was in Lisabeth’s head listening to the entire conversation. 






















Lisabeth
It had been a terribly long week. Between the secrets, my stupid period, work, and helping Eve pack, I was ready for my life with Rey to go back to normal. Yesterday was the last day of my period, and I missed his body so much. 
We decided since we had waited this long because of nature, we could wait till tomorrow night when Eve left for good.
After they packed up the moving truck, she was going to crash at her parents’ for the night. Her bed would be on the truck and since they were driving up there to help her and her sister move in, it made more sense.
I was making the three of us some dinner, so I was in the kitchen doing all the prep work when Eve came and sat down at the counter with a cup of hot tea. She was pretty tired from the long week she had.
Over the last week we had little time to talk about Rey, life, the new job, the new apartment, etc. I had been avoiding the Rey conversation because I loved my friend and I wanted to lie as little as possible to her. 
She was the one who brought up the subject of Rey. “Are we going to have a last night together, or am I chopped liver since he came into your life?”
I stopped what I was doing to look at her. I hadn’t realized my relationship had caused friction in my relationship with Eve. “I’m sorry. I have been pretty selfish, haven’t I. I will ask him to go home after we eat.”
She replied, “It is ok. I have not been a good friend either. I haven’t asked for any details about the relationship. Like how you got together, what your plans are, or are you serious about each other. Life had me caught me up in my plans as much as you are caught up with your new man.” 
I went back to my cooking and asked her, “Well, what do you want to know? Now is as good a time as any.”
“I have been watching the two of you in between all the craziness of this week. It is obvious to anyone with eyes you both already love each other way too much. Honestly, I don’t know if I have ever seen two people look at each other the way you do. It’s weird, actually. You always seem to know what the other person is thinking. I have seen you do things for each other without even being asked. You are in perfect sync. It’s a little freaky. Another thing, I have known you your entire life and I have never seen you smile this much. I could add up all the times in our life when you smiled, and they don’t equal the time you have had that grin glued to your face when he is in the room. If I didn’t know you better than I do, I would think y’all are having sex.” My face turned noticeably bright red with her last sentence.
“Um, I didn’t hear a question in all of that,” was the first thing that stumbled out of my mouth, “And you’re right, you know me. I would never sleep with anyone unless they married me.”
Fortunately, I was done with the prepping for the meal, so I turned away from her to put everything on the stove to cook. She took a moment to process what happened, but she knew me too well. She was at my side by the stove once it hit her.
“Did you marry him? Are you two married? You got married. What? When? How? Why? This is crazy,” she frantically went on for a bit, and I let her. Trying to find the words that might make sense to her. 
I turned to look at her. “Did you ever read Sense and Sensibility by Jane Austen?” she nodded her head at me. “There is a quote that says, ‘Seven years would be insufficient to make some people acquainted with each other, and seven days are more than enough for others.’ I don’t know how else to explain it.”
“So, I am right. You married him. Lisabeth, this is crazy. When do you plan to tell everyone?” she asked me.
“We don’t. We did this for us. We don’t expect anyone to understand. In a few months, he will propose with our families around. I will say yes, and we will have a wedding for everyone.” 
I continued with my explanation. “I married him for many reasons. First, when we ran into each other, it hit me, and I absolutely knew he was the one. Second, because we love each other significantly more than any two people should. Third and finally, because of 1 Corinthians 7:9 that tells us, ‘but if they cannot exercise self-control, let them marry. For it is better to marry than to burn with passion.’ I am not asking for your blessing or for you to understand. As my friend, I request you respect our wishes. We don’t want to cause anyone to worry about us, or to feel hurt we had a wedding without them. We did this for us. It is what we both wanted. We don’t want to disappoint anyone in our lives, so we are still going to go through the motions of doing what everyone expects us to do.”
“I definitely think you are nuts. I am your friend, though, and I will keep your secret. I can see why you’re not worried about the rent. I assume he is your new roommate. I won’t deny I have never seen you this happy, so I will be happy for you too,” she succumbed with a hug. 
“You don’t have to ask him to leave after dinner, since he is going to sneak back in later, anyway.”
“Wait, you knew he was here every night?” I said incredulously. I really thought we were careful.
“The early morning alarm clock made me think he might be here. I know how much you hate waking up before you have to. Remember, I have known you your entire life,” she admitted to me lightheartedly.
Rey joined us, like he heard the entire conversation. “I heard the entire conversation. I will explain later,” he promised me while I pretended not to have heard him, so I wouldn’t appear any stranger to my friend.
“So, you and my girl did a crazy, stupid thing. You went and got yourselves married?” Well, she didn’t waste any time confronting him.
Add his response to the list of things I loved about him, “And I do not regret it for one moment. She is the surest thing in my life.” He assured her while looking into my eyes and ending his response with a wink.
Dinner was ready. We enjoyed our meal mostly in silence. We were both giving her some time to process the situation. After dinner, we all cleaned up.
Rey stopped to brush his lips against mine. First the wink and then the lip brush. He was killing my hormones. “I’ll be upstairs, so you two can have your girl’s night. I love you,” he told me while shaking his head and trying not to laugh at my inner monologue.
“I love you too and thank you.”
“See, that is what I’m talking about. It is moments like those where you look at each other like you’re talking to each other, but you say nothing. Then you both go about your business as if you actually had an entire conversation. I mean he literally walked out of here, without a goodbye or an explanation and you act like he somewhere in all of that gave you an explanation.” 
Eve’s declaration was spot on, but I couldn’t confirm that for her. I told her instead, “That is one thing that makes us perfect for each other. We don’t need words to understand each other.”
She sarcastically nodded her head. Certain she was thinking ‘what a load of crap.’
We spent the next couple of hours doing our favorite things. We made the box of brownies that were in the kitchen. Then we ate the whole batch, just like when we were kids. We talked, we laughed, we watched one of her favorite movie’s, What’s Love Got to Do with It, we talked some more, and before we knew it, it was four in the morning.
“Even though I know what you two are doing upstairs, doesn’t mean I want to hear it,” she said to me on her way to her room.
My Rey was sound asleep when I crawled into bed to do the same thing.






















Rey-August 1, 1999
Lisabeth barely made it out of bed for church, since she and Eve stayed up so late. We went to church but skipped lunch with her parents to help Eve and her family pack up the moving truck. They hugged goodbye, both shedding a few tears. She whispered to Lisabeth to keep her updated before she drove away.
I put my arm around her while she watched them pull away. “Are you ready to live together for the rest of our lives?”
She turned to look at me. With both her hands she pulled my lips to hers as she whispered, “Absolutely.”
I knew her late night exhausted her. I was psyching my body up to wait another day to make love when she grabbed me by the hand to race up the stairs. “I am exhausted, but I never said you were getting away with letting me use that excuse,” she said to me before pushing me down on the bed. 
“You promised you would not go easy on me, remember?” she asked while stripping down to nothing, as I enjoyed watching.
“Oh, I definitely haven’t forgotten. I plan to keep my word and more.” I told her while pulling her beautiful body into the bed, she pushed me on.
She fell asleep almost as soon as we finished. I wrapped my arms around her to hold her. I wasn’t as tired as her, but when in Rome.
August 2, 1999

We woke up with the life we began almost two weeks ago, back on track. Making love in the morning before heading off to work, which was really the only way to start one’s day. The only difference today was after work Lisabeth met me at my Grams, where we packed up my things. 
We had to postpone the after-work love making. It took most of the evening to pack up what little I owned. I loaded all my furniture and belongings into the back of my truck. Grams fed us dinner before we headed back to our place. Together, we moved all of my things into Eve’s room. We were in no hurry to figure out how we were going to arrange all of our things as a couple.
Before heading upstairs for the night, I asked Lisabeth to join me on the couch. “Day before yesterday, something new happened. When you and Eve were in the kitchen talking, I looked over and I thought to myself, ‘I wonder what they are talking about’. The second I finished my thought, I was hearing your conversation through your mind as if I was there. I decided it might be time to call my Uncle Kyle, with the family journals, to talk to him about us. I told him everything. He said he is going to look through the journals this week. He suggested we come see him for the weekend to see what he finds and help him look through them if he doesn’t get through all of them. What do you think? Are you up for a road trip to Pensacola this weekend?”
The new ability in our relationship surprised her as it did me, and she agreed it was a good idea to see if we weren’t the only ones whose relationship had similarities like ours.
August 6, 1999

We left for my Uncle Kyle’s right after we both got off of work. It was dinner time when we pulled up to his house. It would be the first time I got to introduce Lisabeth to someone in my family, as my wife, other than my Grams. It gave me a deep sense of pride to tell someone the truth about us. 
My Aunt Mary had dinner at the table waiting for us. We were only there for a couple of days, so none of us wasted any time on why we were there.
Aunt Mary heard our story second hand from Uncle Kyle, so we told her everything again because she wanted to hear it from us. She had never heard of anyone experiencing the things we had experienced, either. 
We enjoyed our dinner and dessert before Uncle Kyle broke the news; he found two journals with stories similar to ours. He suggested we wait until the morning, when we would both feel fresh, to go to the family library to read them. We were both eager to see what they said, but we agreed that stopping in the middle of them because we were too tired would be worse than waiting until morning.
We visited together, sharing more of our story for a couple more hours. They even told us how they met and the story of when their souls called to each other. It was nice to hear someone else’s story. I had only ever heard my parents and my Gram’s story.
Aunt Mary showed us to the guest room, where we both tossed and turned all night.
August 7, 1999
Shortly after six in the morning, we finally gave up on trying to sleep. We were both way too excited to see what those journals had to say. Right away when we walked out into the hall, we smelled coffee. Either they were early risers, or they knew we would be today.
When we entered the kitchen, Aunt Mary looked at Uncle Kyle to say, “I told you they would be up early too.” She was cooking breakfast. Even though we both couldn’t wait to read, we sat down to breakfast, since Aunt Mary had taken the time to make it for us.
Immediately after breakfast was over, Uncle Kyle showed us to the library. It was spectacular. Lisabeth’s inner dialogue was adorable. I learned something new about her as I watched her take in the room we walked into. She was looking at the room the same way she looked at me. Maybe I should have been jealous. Listening to her, I discovered libraries were her favorite room, and this one was exactly like the one she wanted to have one day. I added it to my list of things I planned to make happen for her.
The bit of wall space in the room was a dark burgundy. On every wall there was a built-in bookshelf from floor to ceiling. The ceilings in the room were nine-foot ceilings. There was even a ladder like you see in the movies that rolls across the room to get from shelf to shelf. The bookshelves were full of old books, new books, and our family journals. 
I understood why Uncle Kyle was the choice to be the family historian. He was a collector.
There were two small windows along one wall covered with long brown curtains from floor to ceiling my uncle had pulled back to let the light in. The curtains were thick and heavy. I was not sure what type of curtains they were, but they displayed them in older homes, like the plantations back home. 
Between the two windows was a painting of another library. A beautiful desk sat in one corner, covered in books. It looked to be an antique, but not being an expert on that type of thing, I couldn’t be sure. There was a fireplace on the wall opposite of the windows. Two leather wingback chairs sat postured in front of the fireplace, with a beautiful chess set sitting on a table in between them.
Lisabeth crept around the room as if she was in a museum. She was taking it all in. I loved watching her fall in love with the room.
After Lisabeth pulled herself away from admiring the room and all the books, we took a seat in the chairs by the fireplace.
My Uncle showed me the journals he found while Lisabeth was touring the room.
There were two of them. One for each of us to read. Then we planned to switch them. We talked about reading them out loud, but Lisabeth said she had trouble processing a story unless she saw the words herself.
We both randomly selected which one we were going to start with. We settled in to spend the day learning about my ancestors and how our relationship might be similar.
I opened the first journal to find a folded letter enclosed at the front of the journal:






















Samuel Turner-1872
Dearest family,
I hope this journal made it safely into your hands. My new bride, my soulmate, and I will soon follow. I thought it best to allow each of you a chance to read my journal. It has taken me time and effort to place into words our journey until this point. I know some of it will come as a shock, especially to Mother. I felt to put a voice to what my soulmate and I have been through might be too much for my Samantha. I request that every one of you would read this and allow yourselves to process what we have been through. We are not ashamed. I would hope none of you would feel ashamed of us either. Our Creator knew what He was doing. You will understand as you read, some stories are better left unspoken.
All my love,
Samuel
Saturday, September 21, 1872
My name is Samuel L. Turner. I was born in Chicago in 1844. My father was a lawyer, and he expected me to grow up and become a lawyer as well. I graduated from law school at the University of Chicago and began practicing law like my parents planned. What they didn’t plan on was my restless spirit. One day I found a flyer from the railroad company offering land grants to move out West. I felt an unexplainable pull towards the West for weeks after coming across this flyer. I packed everything I thought I might need. I had some money saved from the couple of years working with my father. I kissed my parents and my sibling’s goodbye and took a train to Utah to begin my new life. That was in March. I ended up outside of a town called Randolph, which was in the mountains east of Bear Lake. I had taken some agriculture classes while at the University for fun, so I put those skills to use. I settled on land I obtained with a railroad voucher. I had always been handy with building things ever since I was a child, so building a house for myself was easy. Wheat being ideal for growth in Utah, I planted wheat.
Saturdays were the day I went into town for supplies. I left as soon as the sun comes up in order to be home before the sun went down. I walked into Miller’s Mercantile, not knowing my world was about to change. 
There she was, looking at the fabric and talking to Mrs. Miller. Not that I had met many people in the town, but I was surprised I had never seen her before. She was the most beautiful specimen I had ever seen.
I felt my soul begging to call hers, like my family always said I would feel. I really never believed it would happen to me. Being 28 years old, out in the middle of nowhere, I settled in my heart I would be alone forever.
Mr. Miller interrupted my thoughts to help fill my order. I had to know who she was, “Who is she?” I asked Mr. Miller.
His response crushed my soul, “That is Mrs. Hamilton, the Reverend Hamilton’s wife.” 
The pain I felt inside over the information had me clutching my heart and searching for something to grab onto to keep from falling over.
How could it be my soulmate was married to another? What kind of Creator would create someone for me and let me find her, only to discover she was spoken for? 
I dragged myself back to my horse and buggy, forgetting all about the items I had come to town for. I needed to get home. I could barely think straight. I had already resolved to spend my life alone, but to have found her and to know I would spend my life alone was unbearable.
Saturday, September 28, 1872
I spent the last week in agony. I was out of supplies. I dreaded going back into town in case I ran into Mrs. Hamilton again, but I had no choice. I walked into the store. I was relieved she was not there today. 
Mr. & Mrs. Miller hurried over to me. They had been worried about me after my abrupt departure last week. All I could do was apologize and told them I had suddenly taken ill. 
Mr. Miller took my list to gather the things I needed. While I waited, I walked around his store. I was so caught up in my own thoughts and misery I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going when I literally ran into her. 
I grabbed her arm to keep her from falling. As soon as she was steady on her feet, I let go. She was rubbing her arm where I grabbed her like I hurt her. I quickly apologized for running into her and for hurting her arm. With the sweetest voice I had ever heard, she accepted my apology. She told me I didn’t hurt her while still rubbing her arm. I apologized again and introduced myself to her. 
She looked up from her arm, directly into my eyes. As soon as her eyes found mine, I felt my soul take over and call out. He said to her, “My soulmate, my love.”
Her eyes grew three sizes larger, telling me she heard my call. I stood there in shock while she turned around to get away from me as quickly as possible. My soul begged me to chase after her, but my head wouldn’t let me. She was married to someone else.
Saturday, October 19, 1872
I avoided town for the last three weeks, but sadly I was out of supplies, so I had to go. I pulled into town, where I saw her across the street from the mercantile. There was a man yelling at her as she cowered in fear.
I knew I should mind my own business, but my soul wouldn’t let me. I was close enough to them to see he must have been her husband because he was wearing a reverend’s collar. It was then I planned a unique approach. “Excuse me, Reverend,” I called out to him. “We haven’t met. My name is Samuel Turner. I moved to the area in March.” 
This approach stopped the situation as the Reverend put on a complete facade to talk to me. “It is good to meet you, son. How come we haven’t seen you in church on Sundays?”
I continued the conversation by explaining how far away I lived and how I would never make it into town before the service was over.  
He actually told me he would think about a solution and try to find a way. He was being extremely polite, and all I wanted to do was beat him until he could not stand up. I got out a thank you and a nice to meet you before tipping my hat to both of them to head back to the mercantile.
Her eyes caught mine for a moment and my soul took over again, “I would never hurt you.” Once again, her eyes grew. She could hear my soul calling hers.
Saturday, October 26th, 1872
I woke up with a nagging in my soul to head to town. I had enough supplies for a couple more weeks, but my soul wouldn’t have it any other way. I had given my list to Mr. Miller when Mrs. Hamilton approached me. 
She stopped, she looked me straight in the eyes, “Who are you?” was the question I heard from her soul to mine.
“I am your soulmate; the one created to love you and protect you.” My answer had her walking out of the store backwards while staring at me with lots of confusion and some fear. If only I could go after her to explain everything, but I could not.
Mrs. Miller noticed the strange interaction between us. She came over to me. Like a town lady, she spilled the gossip about the Rev. & Mrs. Hamilton.
Samantha was her first name, and it was the most beautiful name in all the world. Samantha was orphaned at 14 years old when the Reverend Hamilton offered to marry her instead of sending her to an orphanage. They had been married for nearly ten years. 
I mentioned the scene from last week to see what Mrs. Miller had to say about the Reverend yelling at his wife. She went on about how the Reverend still treated her like a child and how she was more of a servant to him than a wife.
On my way out the door, the Reverend made an appearance. “Mr. Turner, I am glad I ran into you. I was thinking about your situation. My wife and I have a spare room. When you come to town for supplies, you are welcome to stay for supper and the night. You could head home after church.”
I thanked him while pretending I was concerned about the inconvenience on him and his wife before I gladly accepted his offer.
“Join us tonight, wouldn’t you?” I really should go home and come back when I was better prepared, but my need to be near her outweighed the responsibilities I had at home.
As soon as I entered their home and Samantha saw me, she dropped the plate in her hand, shattering it to pieces. It looked to me as if her husband raised his hand to strike her, putting it down when he remembered I was there. Was he really about to strike her? If I ever saw him lay a hand on her, it would be his last. Her husband suggested we go out on the porch while she cleaned up the mess and made dinner.
Once we sat down to dinner, Samantha was doing everything she could not to look at me. I hated she was afraid of me, but I didn’t know how to change that. If she had looked at me, I would have tried to say something to help her, but she never did.
Sunday, October 27, 1872
I left for home as soon as the service was over after I thanked the Hamilton’s for their hospitality. The drive home was painful. I really didn’t know why I was putting myself through all of this. I really should have packed up and moved on.
I made it home and everything was still standing. 
I was eating some dinner I scraped together when I heard, “Samuel, can you hear me?” There were tears in her voice.
“Yes, my sweet Samantha, I can hear you,” I told her, as I resisted the urge to ask her about the tears.
“I don’t understand. Am I crazy? How are we doing this?” 
I had to choose my words carefully to answer her. I didn’t want to scare her more than she already was. “Can I tell you a story, my sweet Samantha?” was how I explained everything.
She quietly said, “Yes.” 
I began my story. “My ancestors, two brothers, both doctors, lived through the Salem Witch Trials in 1693. The horrors they witnessed inspired them to study the human mind. They wanted to know if there was more to us as human beings and if our minds had more potential. The two brothers read everything they could find on the subject of the mind. They learned from every religion, culture, and scientific journal that was available. One of them discovered by accident how to open one’s mind or one’s soul to their soulmate. What they learned we pass down from generation to generation. We grow up knowing there is one person on this planet that is the other half of our soul. We are told when we find them, our soul will pull us toward them. The moment I saw you, I knew in my heart you were the other half of my soul. I walked away when I heard you were married with no intention of ever acting on my heart. When I almost knocked you down in the store, I felt my soul take control in that moment when he said to you, ‘My soulmate, my love.’ I promise you; I had no intention of interfering in your marriage. I was prepared to suffer through this life without you. I never wanted to scare you or to take you away from someone you love.” I finished hoping and praying I hadn’t hurt her.
“I don’t love him,” was all she said to me.
“What can I do?” I asked her.
“For now, this, talk to me. Don’t let me be alone.”
I heard so much pain in her voice and in her words, pain I wanted to make disappear. “Now that I have found you, you will never be alone again. Talk to me. I am always here. I am not going anywhere, my sweet Samantha.” 
She asked me to tell her about myself, so I spent the rest of the night telling her everything I could think of about myself she might want to know. At one point she interrupted me to say, “Please don’t stop. Talk to me until I fall asleep.”
I talked and talked until she was sound asleep. I drifted off to sleep, wondering why this was happening. The entire conversation we had should not have been possible. I didn’t tell her that because she already had enough to worry about.
Growing up, I was told our souls could only talk together when we were looking into each other’s eyes. So thankful for the unexpected gift, yet so confused because she belonged to another.
Monday, October 28, 1872
I woke up every morning before the sun came up. Today was no different. I woke up with an ache in my heart and my soul because my soulmate was not there with me where she should be. 
I had been up for a couple hours when I heard her, “Samuel, are you there?”
“Yes, my sweet Samantha, I am here, always. Good morning, how did you sleep?” I asked her, while reassuring her I was not going anywhere.
“I slept better than I have since my family died. Will you talk to me all day? Tell me about your family in Chicago.” 
She finally told me something about herself, but she changed the subject really fast. I knew her parents had died because Mrs. Miller had told me, but I assumed she was not ready to talk about it with me. I was still a stranger to her. I needed to earn her trust.
“It makes my heart happy you had a good night’s sleep. I would love to spend the day talking to you.” And that was what we did.
Mostly, I talked, and she listened. She would stop me to ask questions now and then. I learned nothing about her today, but I didn’t mind. If hearing my voice brought her comfort, I would talk to her forever. She fell asleep again to the sound of my voice.
Tuesday, October 29, 1872
Today was almost the same as yesterday. After I had been up for a couple hours, I heard her sweet voice again, “Samuel, are you there?”
“Yes, my sweet Samantha, I am here, always. Good morning, how did you sleep?” I wanted to add my love, my sweet Samantha, but I resisted.
“Will you tell me about how you spend your days? Tell me everything you have done so far, and what you are doing as you do it?” That was what my sweet Samantha wanted. Therefore, that was what she would get.
Friday, November 1, 1872
Every day this week had been the same with my sweet Samantha. She reached out to me in the morning. I talked all day while she listened. She fell asleep to my voice every night. Tonight, she found the courage to ask me, “Are you coming to stay with us tomorrow?”
Every fiber of my being was screaming to say yes, to go to her, but I worried it was a bad idea. “Do you want me to?” I asked her.
“I do and I don’t,” she admitted.
“I feel the same way. I am worried if I come, your husband might suspect something is going on with us.” I told her my concerns.
“If you come to see me, I promise to pretend like you don’t exist. I need you to do one thing for me, please. If you come, can you find a way to tell me with your voice I am not crazy?” The tone of her voice had changed. I heard desperation.
“I’ll see you tomorrow, my sweet Samantha, and I will find a way.”
Saturday, November 2, 1872
About halfway to town, I heard her voice. This time I heard a smidge of excitement in her tone. “Samuel, are you there?”
“Yes, my sweet Samantha, I am here, always. I’m on my way to town,” I reassured her. We talked like we did every morning. Well, I talked while she listened.
I stopped by the mercantile first. I needed nothing, but I thought a gift for the Reverend and Samantha would be appropriate. Mr. Miller recommended a new book he recently got in for the Reverend, and Mrs. Miller wrapped up a parcel of fabric Samantha had been admiring for a new dress.
I pulled up to the Reverend’s house and saw him sitting on his front porch smoking on his pipe. “I was wondering if we would see you today?” He told me.
“I hope it’s ok I showed up unannounced.” I forced the politeness into my tone.
“Yes, yes, you are welcome anytime. Come on in. Samantha already has started supper; we will tell her to set another plate.”
The Reverend was happy with the book. Out of respect, I handed him Samantha’s gift as well. I let him know they were both tokens of gratitude for opening their home to me. Samantha was true to her word. Besides a brief hello, she pretended I wasn’t there. Dinner wouldn’t be ready for a while, so we men went back to the porch to enjoy the cool breeze.
When dinner was ready, I noticed Samantha had purposefully made all of my favorite things. There was beef stew and fresh biscuits, and for dessert she had made an apple pie. “If I may be so bold, Mrs. Hamilton, that was the best meal I have ever had.”
Samantha started with cleaning up the dinner mess. Her husband had excused himself for a moment. This was the perfect opportunity to grant her request. “My sweet Samantha, may I help you with the dishes? And I want you to know you are not crazy.” I walked close enough to give her the message she asked for.
She looked up at me with the most beautiful blue eyes. I saw tears in her eyes as she whispered, “thank you, Samuel.”
Her husband was so caught up with himself and his stamp collection he brought in to show me he didn’t notice her tears. I was glad he didn’t, but it also broke my heart he had basically ignored her all night. She said goodnight to us both after she cleaned up.
I laid my head on my pillow when I heard her for the first time since arriving at the house. “Samuel, it’s really you. I’m not crazy. Everything that has happened to us is real. I didn’t make up an imaginary friend.
I wanted to hold her in my arms more than anything right then, instead I told her. “I’m here, my sweet Samantha, always.”
Sunday, November 3, 1872
I pulled up to the church behind the Reverend and Samantha’s carriage. He had gotten out of the carriage, having forgotten to help Samantha down. I quickly jumped out of mine before she fell, trying to get down on her own. While helping her down, the sleeve of her dress got pushed back slightly. I noticed a large bruise on her arm in the shape of a handprint under her sleeve. She quickly pulled her sleeve down before turning away from me to head into the church without a word. 
Now certain her husband was hitting her, even though she said nothing about it to me. I struggled to remain quiet about the fact I had learned. She practically ran from me and didn’t speak to me all morning.
I had to be patient and allow the trust to continue to grow between us. My head and my heart knew I couldn’t push her to talk to me until she was ready, but my soul didn’t understand at all.
With the service over, I thanked them both for their hospitality and made my way home. I worried about my sweet Samantha because she had been silent all day. I couldn’t bear it any longer so I reached out to her, “Have I offended you in some way, my sweet Samantha?”
Her response broke my heart even more. “I thought I offended you. I thought you learned my secret and were now ashamed of me.”
I chose my words carefully. “My sweet Samantha, there is nothing about you that would ever cause me to see you as anything but beautiful. I could never be ashamed of you. I would never do anything to hurt you or cause you pain.” 
“Samuel, are you crying?” She asked me.
“I cannot hold you; I cannot comfort you; I cannot take the pain away I hear in your voice every day. I cannot be with you when it’s the only thing I want in this world.” I confessed to her while still holding back the words I love you.
“What we have together, right now, don’t let it end. I need this. I need you.”
Her request sent me to my knees. My soul was sobbing from her pain and mine. The only words I got out through my tears were, “My sweet Samantha, I am here always.”
Monday, November 4, 1872
“Samuel, are you there?” Her call woke me up.
I wept myself to sleep right there on the floor and overslept. “Yes, my sweet Samantha, I am here always. How did you sleep?” I said to her, while picking myself up off the floor. 
“May I tell you a story?”
My heart was beating faster with excitement. Maybe she was ready to trust me. I tried not to sound too excited. “Of course, my sweet Samantha.”  
She opened up, telling me everything, “When I was fourteen my sisters and I got sick with the scarlet fever. Both of my sisters died in the middle of the night. As I recovered, both of my parents took sick with the fever as well. I took care of them the best I could. As I got stronger, they both got sicker before death took them both from me. I was all alone. I had lost my entire family. The Reverend had known my family, he even buried all of them. The town tried to get someone to take me in instead of sending me away to an orphanage. The Reverend offered to marry me. He brought me to his home. He gave me my own room and promised not to touch me until I was 18. My 18th birthday came and went six years ago. He still has never touched me the way a man touches a woman, even after he moved me into his room. The only time he touches me is when he gets angry. That is what you saw yesterday.” 
When she finished, the tears were back in my eyes. I needed to rescue her. I wanted to take her away from this life, but I didn’t know where to begin. “Thank you for telling me. I know how hard it must be to talk about these things. You can tell me anything. I have a couple of questions, but you don’t have to answer them if you don’t want to. First, can you tell me about the wedding?” I asked her, hoping to find a way out of the marriage for her. 
What she said to me gave me hope. “It was the Reverend and I alone. He brought me home. Asked me to be his wife. He pronounced us man and wife, and that was it.” She was not legally married. I was almost certain. 
I asked one more question to confirm, “Did you sign anything after he pronounced you man and wife? Did you sign a marriage certificate? Are there papers saying you are married?”
I held my breath waiting for her answer, “I’ve signed no papers since coming to live with the Reverend.” 
I wanted to dance around my home with joy. There was no marriage. She really was his servant, and nothing more. 
“My sweet Samantha. I told you I went to law school and how I was a lawyer with my father before coming here. According to the law, there are three things that make a marriage legal in court. First, you need two or more witnesses to the wedding to testify it happened. Next, the bride, the groom, the witnesses, and the preacher must sign a marriage license that proves you are married. Finally, a marriage isn’t final until they consummate it.” 
I let the news sink in for her. “So, I’m not his wife. I have only been free labor for him. I can leave anytime I want. I’m not stuck with him forever.” The reality of the situation brought her hope she never imagined existed. She continued, “When can you come get me away from him?” 
Her question was exactly what I wanted to hear from the moment I saw her. I answered her, “That depends. Do you want me to walk up to your front door and tell him we are leaving? Do you want the entire town to know he has been living with you while you two weren’t married? I could bring you back here, but he might come after you and hurt you more than he already has. Or do you want to sneak away and leave this place? We could go back to my family where he would never find you and no one would ever know what he did. There are many options to think about. I will do whatever you want.” 
She was silent for a bit, causing me to worry some. After many minutes she said to me, “I have dreamed about running away from here and going somewhere nobody knows me. If I could get away from here, never having to see him or experience his anger again is what I would choose. What about you and your dreams? You came out here to get away from the life your family wanted for you?”
Even under her circumstances, she was thinking about me. “You are the reason I left my family. I know that now. I was drawn here to you. I can go anywhere and be happy anywhere as long as I’m with you, my love, my sweet Samantha.”
We spent the rest of the day coming up with ideas on how to pull off her escape with no one knowing. By the end of the day, we had a plan.
Friday, November 8, 1872
Coincidently, the Reverend held a two-day special revival prayer service every year before the harsh winter snow. They scheduled the meetings for tonight and tomorrow. Samantha was going to pretend to be ill in order to sneak off to meet me while everyone was at the revival.
I was preparing to leave to meet her, when I was suddenly gripped by an overwhelming fear. Then I was knocked to the ground as if someone had punched me in the gut. I laid there gasping for air when I felt as if someone was whipping me on the back with a stick. It was Samantha. This was happening to her. I felt it; he was angry and taking it out on her. 
“Samantha, I’m coming. I am on my way. This is the last time he will ever lay a hand on you; I promise.” I reached out to her to comfort her the only way I could at the moment.
“I made myself vomit on the kitchen floor this morning. I needed him to believe I was sick. I knew it would make him angry, but I didn’t care. It will be worth it. He definitely won’t force me to go tonight like this. How did you know?” She asked me incredulously. 
“First, I felt your fear, and then I felt every blow to your body. What you were experiencing, I was experiencing too. I knew what I was feeling must have been coming from you.” I told her while trying to hide the surprise and confusion over how I could feel what she was living through.
“Samuel, I’m ok. This part of my life will all be over soon.”
They scheduled the revival service to start around 5 p.m. We planned to meet at the edge of town at 5:30. Everyone from town would be at the church. No one should be around to see Samantha sneak out. 
I came to town on a single horse. It would be quicker getting back to my place and safer in the dark. I didn’t have to wait long before I saw my sweet Samantha. She was carrying a small parcel. We decided it would be best to leave everything behind. If she didn’t bring her belongings, no one would suspect she ran away. 
We wanted it to look like an intruder took her. She even knocked things over in the house and left the door hanging open to look like she struggled with someone. It was possible the neighbors might come to believe the Reverend did something to her, which was fine with me.
I reached down to help her onto the back of the horse. “Are you ready? Are you sure this is what you want?” I asked her.
“More than anything,” she admitted to me, without hesitation.
“Hold on, my sweet Samantha. I’m going to ride fast and hard to get us away from here as fast as possible.”
She followed my instructions by wrapping her arms around my waist tightly and resting her head on my back. Her touch was the most wonderful feeling I had ever experienced. I felt her trust in me, pouring into me while she squeezed my waist.
We rode in silence as I helped her escape a life; she thought she would suffer forever.
It was completely dark when we arrived at my home. I helped her down from the horse when, to our surprise, the first snowflakes of the year fell. Once inside, I lit a lamp and began a fire in the fireplace. 
“It is not much, but it has been my home for the last several months. I built it for a bachelor. I have to go put the horse away before the snow gets too bad. I will be right back. Please make yourself at home.” I rambled on because of how nervous I was to be alone with my sweet Samantha for the first time.
After hurrying to put the horse away, I rushed back into her. Samantha was obviously as nervous as me. She slowly walked around the small cabin I built.
It was a one-room cabin with the kitchen, the bedroom, and the living room all in one. 
I watched her as she gracefully moved around the room. I was dying to take her in my arms and never let go. She had been through so much. My desires would have to wait. She finished examining the room and stood directly in front of me. 
She was probably only 5 feet and 2 inches, which was a considerable difference to my six feet. She looked directly into my eyes. I heard her thoughts, as she was trying to put into words what she wanted to say to me. 
I patiently waited for her to find the courage to talk to me. We had been talking every day, but this was different. It was so much more real standing there in front of each other. Until this point, it was as if our relationship had been a dream. 
“Samuel, thank you. Thank you for finding me. Thank you for not giving up on me when you thought I was a married. Thank you for keeping me company every day and night. Thank you for giving me hope. Thank you for rescuing me.” She finally put her thoughts into words before reaching up on her toes to kiss my cheek. It was a slight gesture of affection, yet it sent shivers up and down my entire body. 
“It seems you haven’t told me the complete story about what we can do as soulmates. I seem to catch your thoughts about me and not just your thoughts you are saying to me.” With that statement, this seemed as good a time as any to tell her about us. 
“Why don’t we sit down, and I will tell you the rest of the story.” I originally only had one chair, but I quickly made another this week knowing she was coming there.
“The soulmate call, as my family calls it, usually happens with two people once they have fallen in love. Even when we find our other half and feel the pull to our soulmate, the call isn’t supposed to be heard until they are both ready and in love. I had no intention of calling your soul when I thought you were married. I knew even if I called your soul you wouldn’t have heard my call because we hadn’t fallen in love with each other. That first time you heard me, my soul took over and called to you. I didn’t even know our souls could do that. It shocked me you heard me without loving me. See, when our hearts are open, it is only natural to hear each other. I honestly don’t know how you heard my call, but you did. I am forever grateful you did. We are also told the only way to talk soul to soul is when we are looking into each other’s eyes, the windows to the soul. When you started talking to me and we were not anywhere near each other, that shouldn’t have been possible. I have never heard of anyone being able to do that. Earlier today, I felt your fear, and I felt your pain. Look.” I told her as I turned around and lifted my shirt to show her the welts on my back, identical to hers I was certain. She gasped with shock and unbelief.  
I was about to lower my shirt when I felt her soft hand slowly and gently tracing the marks on my back. Her touch soothed the pain the marks had made. I turned back around to look at her, to see tears in her eyes. “I am ok. We share a soul. Maybe more than most. Your pain will always be my pain, like your joy will always be my joy.” 
I took a break to give her some time to process the things I had told her before moving on. “Yes, we seem to hear what the other person is thinking, and not just what we say to each other. I don’t know how we came to be differently connected than what they taught me to expect, but I believe I know why. I think our souls recognized the obstacles keeping us apart. My soul saw your pain and grabbed onto yours because it is in our nature to protect one another. Your soul saw a chance to find peace and freedom and grabbed onto mine. Do you have questions?” She shook her head no.
It was getting late. Even though I wanted to talk with my sweet Samantha all night, we needed to sleep in order to be alert tomorrow, in case a posse came looking for her out this way. 
While setting up a pallet on the floor by the fireplace for myself to sleep, my sweet Samantha surprised me. “Please, I don’t want to sleep alone. Will you lay beside me and hold me?” Embarrassed by her request, she didn’t say it out loud.
Sensing her embarrassment, I walked over to the bed to lie down beside her. For the first time since laying my eyes on her, I could wrap my arms around her and pull her close to me.
Saturday, November 9, 1872
I awoke with my sweet Samantha still in my arms. The fire in the fireplace had gone out, making it quite cold in the cabin. I quietly got out of the bed without waking her. After getting the fire going again, I looked out the window to see snow covering half the window. 
We were snowed in. I opened the front door to confirm. The snow was at least 3 feet deep. There must have been a storm in the middle of the night. It was as if the heavens opened up to help us with our escape. The snow would keep a tracker from being able to determine which way Samantha went last night, and it would definitely keep anyone from coming out this way to look for her for at least a few days. It was even possible a search party would presume she died because of the storm.
I had made a pot of coffee and was enjoying a cup while staring out the window, watching the snow. To my surprise, my sweet Samantha came up behind me, wrapped her arms around me. My body froze with excitement. Afraid to move and find out I was dreaming. 
“You are not dreaming. These are my arms embracing you,” she assured me. I sat my coffee cup down on the windowsill. Slowly, I turned around to reciprocate the embrace.
“What are you afraid of? I sense fear in you this morning,” Samantha asked me.
“I guess I’m afraid of losing you,” I told her.
“How would you lose me?” she asked, with confusion in her voice.
While still in each other’s arms, I told her, “I don’t want you to feel you have no choice in being with me. The last ten years of your life, everything was decided for you. Losing your family wasn’t your choice, forced into a fake marriage wasn’t your choice, being his servant wasn’t your choice, and the beatings definitely weren’t your choice. I don’t want you to feel you must be with me. I want you to choose me because you want me and not because you feel you have to.” 
My arms tightened their grip around her, as if I was hanging on to her for dear life. She looked up at me with eyes full of tenderness and devotion as she told me, “It’s ok to say the words. It’s ok to tell me how you feel. I have already heard and felt how you feel many times now. It’s ok to say it. I’m not going anywhere.” 
I knew what she meant. She was giving me permission to tell her I loved her. “My love, my sweet Samantha, I have loved you from the moment I laid eyes on you. I love you so much I feel as if my heart might burst. I might love you more than any man has ever loved a woman. I want to spend all the rest of my days on this earth loving you.” 
The words I was cautious to say brought tears to her eyes. “That first night you talked to me until I fell asleep. I knew you loved me. I also thought then I might love you back. I worried I had made our relationship up until that day in the kitchen you confirmed I was really hearing you. That day I allowed myself to love you with all my heart. I choose you, Samuel.” Her words gave me the boldness to bring my lips to hers.
Saturday, November 16, 1872
It took an entire week for the snow to melt enough for me to make a trip into town. The last seven days had been heaven on earth. We lived and worked as a team. We made all of our meals together, cleaned up our mess together, kept the fire going together. She even insisted on dredging through the snow with me every day to feed and water the horses. 
The parcel she brought with her contained the dress she made with the material I gave her and a picture of the family she lost. She left all of her other belongings behind. Each day, we learned more about each other. We would sit by the fire enjoying our coffee and talking. 
Every night she would ask me to hold her while we slept. I knew it wasn’t appropriate, but nothing about our situation was typical. If I would have met her any other way, I would have courted her. The rules of society did not fit into our story. I fell asleep every night holding her while dreaming about the day we become husband and wife, and I could do more than hold her.
I set up the bathtub in the cabin for her while I went into town for supplies and news of her. She knew to listen carefully for anyone approaching the cabin. 
I had built a small hidden closet along the west wall of the cabin. I built it for hiding things I didn’t want anyone to find. It was big enough for her to fit into if she needed to hide from anyone who might come this way. I had seen no one out my way before, but if a group was looking for her, they might find my cabin. 
I left the fire going while she took her bath, but she promised to put it out once she had finished bathing. We didn’t want to draw attention to our temporary hideout.
I made good timing getting into town. Inside the mercantile, Mr. Miller quickly approached me with a telegram. As part of our escape plan, I had ridden into a town in the opposite direction a few days before Samantha came to live with me. I sent a false telegram to myself that read. FATHER VERY ILL STOP NEED YOU TO COME HOME STOP DO NOT DELAY STOP. The telegram gave me a way to leave this place behind, with no one suspecting Samantha and I ran away together. I thanked Mr. Miller for the telegram before he took my list and began gathering the items I needed. 
I was about to leave when the Reverend Hamilton came into the store. I stopped to talk to him. “Good morning, Reverend. I want to thank you and your wife for your hospitality. It seems my father has taken ill and my family needs my help. I will be leaving for a while.” 
I saw genuine sadness and despair in his eyes, while he told me about what happened to Samantha. “Have you seen my wife?”
I responded, “Not since the last time I was here.”
He continued, “I came home last Friday night. The front door was open, so I knew something was wrong. When I entered the place, it was a mess and I couldn’t find Samantha anywhere. I immediately gathered some men, and we went looking for her, but the storm came upon us quickly. We had to give up the search. All I could do was call her name from the door every day until the snow melted. We were able to start a search a few days ago with difficulty. We have searched in every direction. Whoever took her could not have gone far in that storm. The townsmen have offered their sympathy but have no hope of finding her alive. I was curious if you saw anything on your way here?”  
He was hurting, but I couldn’t find it in myself to feel sorry for him. “I saw nothing, but I was not actually looking. I am so sorry, my friend. I will keep an eye out on my way back to the cabin. I am truly sorry I am needed back home. Are you still sending search parties?” 
He told me there was one out looking today. “They have been looking in shifts. If there is no sign of her today, it is probably hopeless. If only we had a clue or some idea which direction to be looking in. That storm was a death sentence for her.” There were tears in his voice, but the fact alone he was there talking to me instead of out looking for her erased any trace of sympathy I might have been able to muster.
I would not have slept or ate while searching the world for her if it was me who had lost her. I would die trying to find her. 
I said my goodbyes with a false promise of returning as soon as my father was well and settled.
The closer I got to the cabin; I noticed several fresh tracks on the ground. The search party must have come out this way. I hadn’t heard or felt anything from Samantha, so I was not too worried. I checked on her anyway. “My love, my sweet Samantha. I see tracks heading to our cabin. Are you safe?” 
She responded right away, “Yes, Samuel, I heard them coming, and ran to the hiding place you showed me. I don’t know how long I have been in here. I haven’t moved in case they were waiting around. I am safe. I miss you.” 
I missed her, too. It made my heart happy she felt the same about me as I felt about her. “I am not too far away. Stay where you are, and I will let you know when it is safe to come out. I miss you too.”
When my cabin was in sight, I noticed a group of men standing around the water trough giving their horses a break. I was glad my sweet Samantha waited in the closet. “Good evening, gentlemen.” I called out as not to startle them. 
One of them approached me when I pulled up to the cabin. “Good evening, Mr. Turner. We are looking for Mrs. Hamilton. It seems someone took her from her home last Friday night while everyone was at the revival. Our horses needed a break. We hope you don’t mind us borrowing your water.”
I assured them they were welcome to anything before asking if they would like to come in for some food, which they declined. 
I asked about the search for Samantha. They told me they had no leads and no idea who or why anyone would do something like that. They also mentioned they all would probably give up in a day or two. I wished them good luck and explained why I could not join the search since I would be leaving to tend to my father. 
They spent a few more minutes resting up the animals before getting back to the search. I tended to my horses while I watched them leave until they were out of sight. “My love, my sweet Samantha. I am home. It is safe to come out.” I told her as I walked in the door. 
It was only seconds before she came running into my arms and reaching up to kiss my lips. We shared many kisses over the last week, but that kiss was the first kiss she initiated. Coming home to my soulmate’s arms and kisses. What more could a man want?
Friday, November 22, 1872
We waited almost one more week before leaving for Chicago. We were up early before the sun came up. The next town was further away than Randolph, and I had business to do before we caught the train. 
We rode to town on both horses, so I could sell them. They were easy to sell at the livery stable. My next stop was the bank. I had the deed to my land and wanted to see if the bank would buy it from me. They gave me pennies on the dollar, but I didn’t mind. It wasn’t really about the money. I didn’t want the cabin or the land to sit abandoned. 
It was late afternoon before we sat on the train bound for Chicago. Samantha still only had the clothes on her back, a change of clothes, and her family picture. I packed only the necessities as well. I still had belongings in Chicago. I planned to take Samantha shopping as soon as possible.
We pretended to be a married couple so we could share a sleeper car. I offered to be a gentleman, but my sweet Samantha nearly panicked at the idea of sleeping alone. It was her idea to say we were husband and wife, to avoid the looks and judgments we would encounter otherwise. 
In a few short days, I would introduce my soulmate to my family. I hadn’t told them I was coming home.
Monday, November 25, 1872
It had been fascinating watching my sweet Samantha staring out the window the last couple of days. She had been nowhere outside of her hometown. With every town we passed through, the view brought her much joy. 
Our next stop was in St. Louis. I wanted to take her shopping while we were there, and if she would agree, I hoped to find a judge or a minister to marry us before the last journey home.
St. Louis was a city on the verge of greatness. It was busy and full of life as we arrived. Stepping off the train, I saw my sweet Samantha’s eyes light up with wonder. I believed she would take to city life in Chicago easily. 
She might have caught my plans for the day in my thoughts, but if she did, she never not mentioned it. I was looking forward to spoiling her today. Our first stop was to find a chest for the dresses I was going to buy her. 
We were in luck because the dress shop and the luggage shop were right next to each other. I sensed a little guilt coming from her since I was spending money on her, but she was having too much fun to let it get in the way. Not once did she try to tell me any of it was too much. I loved her for it. She was happy and content to let me spoil her.
I requested the chest delivered to the dress shop. As soon as we walked in, the owner of the shop quickly made her way over to help us. I introduced us as Mr. & Mrs. Turner. I really liked how that sounded. I explained to her I was having a chest delivered within the hour, and I wanted her and Samantha to fill it with whatever Samantha needed and wanted. 
I kissed my sweet Samantha on the forehead as I left her to find everything that she needed. I left her with the request. “Keep one of your new dresses on when I return. I plan to take you out tonight.”
My next stop was to find a ring for my sweet Samantha. They made the ring from silver. It was a band with an oval pearl in the middle. Surrounding the pearl were tiny round diamonds. The combination of the pearl and the diamonds made the setting look like a flower. The gentleman who sold me the ring pointed in the direction to find the judge who could marry us. 
The judge was happy to set an appointment for us that afternoon. With all my tasks completed, I headed back to check on my sweet Samantha.
Her beauty took my breath away. I always thought she was beautiful, but seeing her in one of her new dresses that stressed her beauty was almost more than I could take. They had pinned her hair up in the latest fashion to go along with the green dress she was wearing. 
I caught her thoughts as she had told the lady she wanted all of her dresses to have green in them. She knew green was my favorite color. For that reason, she wanted to make sure everything had some form of green. She even had a new pair of shoes on her feet. 
Together she and the dress shop owner had filled the chest that had been delivered with all the essentials my sweet Samantha needed for a fresh start. I paid the lady and asked her to deliver the chest to the Southern Hotel.
She placed her arm in mine while we walked the streets of St. Louis. I was looking for the perfect spot. We finally came upon an oak tree in the middle of the busy city. It would have to do.
I turned to my sweet Samantha. “My love, my sweet Samantha. It won’t be long now before we will be with my parents. I know they will love you as much as I do. These past few weeks have been the most fulfilling weeks of my life. I was barely living before I met you. You have given me purpose and calmed my restless spirit. You are what my soul has been longing for. Before we get back on the train for the last leg of our journey, would you want to marry me here in St. Louis?” 
I paused, holding my breath, waiting for her answer. I heard her screaming yes repeatedly in her head, but I still needed her to say yes. Wanted her to say yes. She reached her hand up to caress my bearded face as she said, “Yes, my sweet Samuel. I will marry you here in St. Louis.” I scooped her up in my arms for a brief kiss, not caring who might see.
We walked over to the judge’s office, hand in hand. He had already arranged for two witnesses. We stood before each other in front of the judge, two lost souls who, despite all the circumstances, found each other amid pain and chaos. Our two souls became one, as we said I do. We felt them tying together, binding us together forever.
Before heading to the hotel where I was told we would find a meal and a place to sleep for the night, or maybe even a couple of days, I decided I wanted to send my journal ahead to my family. 
Our story was a complicated story. I believed the most effective way to tell it was to let them read about it. I dropped it off with the Railway Mail Service, who assured me it would arrive safely in a day or two. 
Here was where I paused in the story. I would pick back up with my writings when I returned to my family.
Monday, November 25, 1872 continued
My journal made it safely into the hands of my family. I will share more about that later. For now, I’m picking up where I left off.
I brought my bride to the Southern Hotel, which was located not too far from the train station. We had eaten nothing since breakfast on the train, so we made our way to the hotel restaurant before retiring to our room.
Once we were in our room for the night, I opened my mouth to give the speech I’d been going over in my mind. I was planning on giving her time before consummating our relationship, if she needed time. 
Before I got the first word out, my sweet Samantha had placed a finger over my lips. She said to me, “my sweet Samuel, sh. I have spent nearly six years wondering why the man I thought was my husband never wanted me as a man wants a woman. Every day I was afraid today was the day he would take me into his bed, but he never did. I thank God for whatever reason he never touched me that way. I would rather a thousand licks before having his hands on me the way I desire your hands. You are my husband and I am your wife. I know you want me as much as I want you. I don’t want you to be a gentleman. I want you to take me into your bed and I want you to lie with me.” 
I had no words to express how happy her words made me. I picked her up and carried her to the bed as she freely gave herself to me.
Wednesday, November 27, 1872
Yesterday we spent the entire day enjoying the additional step in our relationship. It was time to head home. Tomorrow was thanksgiving and if we left now, we could have thanksgiving dinner with my family.
We stepped down onto the platform at the train station, where I saw my brother Seth waiting for us. We had always been an affectionate family, so it was no surprise when he pulled me into an embrace.
I was shocked to see him and I told him so before introducing him to my sweet Samantha. He took her hand and lightly kissed it, sending the first wave of jealousy I had ever felt all the way to my bones. It was excruciating. I momentarily wondered why I didn’t experience those feelings when she was with the Reverend, but I whiffed the thoughts of him away. 
Seth told me, “Your journal arrived yesterday. Your letter said you would soon follow, so we all decided we would take turns coming down to the station to meet you whenever you arrived. I’ve brought the carriage for your things and everyone is eager to see you both.”
We lived in the center of Chicago, making it about a thirty-minute carriage ride to the house. Samantha carefully studied everything she saw along the way. 
We were home. I helped her down from the carriage and gave her lips a brief kiss before asking her, “Are you ready to meet your new family?”
With eyes full of love and happiness, she admitted to me, “I’ve been ready, my sweet Samuel.”
We barely made it to the top step of the front porch before the door swung open. We squeezed our way inside as everyone, all at once for joy at our arrival, tried to say hello and steal hugs. 
My sweet Samantha laughed and hugged everyone while saying hello. I thought we might overwhelm her, but to my surprise, she fit right in. She was loving every moment of my family’s welcome. She glanced my way while telling me, “Stop worrying about me. Our days of worry are over.” 
Over the last few weeks, she had asked me so many questions about each member of my family that she immediately recognized each one. She also had no trouble remembering all of their names. 
With all the hugs and introductions out of the way, they sent my nieces and nephews to play. All the adults gathered together in the sitting room. I expected my dad to speak first, but it was my mom who opened the conversation. She started by returning my journal to me. 
“Thank you for sharing this gift with us. We felt honored by your trust in us. Every one of us cried through your pain, felt joy with your joy, and fell in love with your sweet Samantha. I might add if anyone of us ever was to meet this Reverend it might be his last day on earth.” The last statement had everyone laughing because it came out of mom’s mouth. It was true, but mom saying it made it hard for anyone to remain serious. 
My dad spoke next. “Samuel, the day you left was one of the worst days of my life. I honestly thought it might be the last day I ever saw you. I understand now why you had to go. Samantha, you unknowingly drew my son away from us for a time, but you brought him back to us. Thank you. I’m truly sorry about your family and what you have endured. If you will have us, we are your family now.” 
Until then, Samantha had been sitting beside me, holding my hand. She rose to kiss my father on the cheek and said, “it is my pleasure to call every one of you mine, my family.”
We spent the rest of the evening catching up with everyone before finally making our way up to my old room. Thankfully, my parents kept everything as I left it. Staying here with my parents was only temporary. I planned to go back to work as soon as I could in order to buy us a place of our own.
I wasn’t afraid of coming home or even worried, but I didn’t expect them to be so welcoming. I thought dad might be upset at me for leaving, only to discover he had let the past go and welcomed me home like the prodigal son.






















Sarah Turner-1917
Benjamin Claiborne and I lived next door to each other our entire lives. I was six years old, and he was only eight the day I told him, “When I grow up you are going to marry me.” We had been friends our entire lives. I loved him at least since the day I told him we were going to get married and maybe even before that. 
To him, I was always Jacob’s little sister. It wasn’t until my seventeenth birthday that Benjamin noticed I had grown up into a beautiful woman. At least that was what he told me the day he came to declare his love and say goodbye, possibly forever.
July 27, 1917
It was one week ago Benjamin Claiborne pulled a number out of that bowl, changing his life forever. There he was at my front door, looking more handsome than I had ever seen him. He was wearing his new uniform. He was leaving for France today to fight in the war. He didn’t want to go as much as I didn’t want him to go. He was there to say goodbye. I thought he was looking for Jacob, who still had one more year before he was old enough for the selective service, but he was actually at my house looking for me.
“Sarah, I have been a fool. I have wasted so much of our time, and now we may never see each other again. It was during your seventeenth birthday dinner. I looked over to realize how much I loved you. I was never brave enough to find out if you could love me back. It is selfish of me to come to you now. Is there hope for a soldier? Could you love a coward like me? Could you find the strength to wait for me if I survive this war? I love you, Sarah. I think I always have. I didn’t know it until you became a woman. Foolishly, I didn’t know how to tell you. I knew I couldn’t leave you risking you never knowing how much I love you.”
I had dreamed of hearing those words since I was a little girl. With his declaration of love, came the soulmate pull I was told would happen when I met my soulmate.
I had never felt the pull towards Benjamin before. I was always afraid he wasn’t my soulmate because that pull was missing. Maybe it wasn’t missing. Maybe my soul was patiently waiting for the right moment.
As soon as I felt the pull, I wanted to call to his soul, but I thought it best to wait until he returned to me. My soul had other plans. She took control and called to him, “I will wait forever, my love.”
The look on his face told me he heard me. If only there was time to explain what had happened. It pained me to do so, but I pretended my soul did not call him and that his soul did not hear mine as I told him, “Benjamin, I have loved you my entire life. I have believed you were the one for me since I was six years old. It will not be an arduous task waiting for you. You are the one my heart has already been waiting for.” 
As soon as I told him I felt the same way, his nervousness disappeared. He bravely leaned down and gently kissed my lips, leaving me breathless as he left with the promise he would write.
I had been holding back the tears. I didn’t want the last memory he had of me to be one of me crying like a little girl. As soon as the door closed behind him, I collapsed on the floor in tears. Tears of joy that he loved me and that he really was my soulmate. Tears of sadness that he was leaving me, and tears of fear that he might never come back to me.
July 28, 1917
Today was a new day. My brother, Jacob, had picked me up off the floor yesterday and carried me to bed, where I had cried myself to sleep. I could not compose myself enough to tell my family what had happened. 
At breakfast, with puffy eyes, I shared the news with everyone. They were all happy for me; I had found my soulmate and were worried as well for Benjamin’s safe return.
I knew he promised he would write to me, but I did not know how long that first letter would take to get to me. I decided even if it was crazy sounding, I would spend my days talking to him from afar. I knew it was silly and he could not hear me unless our eyes met, but it comforted me as if he could hear me.
August 7, 1917
Today I received my first letter from Benjamin.
My dearest Sarah,
It has only been a couple of days since we had to say goodbye to each other, but I couldn’t wait any longer to send you a letter. I have seen you nearly every day for the last nineteen years, and not being able to see your beautiful face has left an ache in my heart. I miss you more than I thought I would. 
I fall asleep each night reminiscing about the adventures we had together. My favorite day was the day my bicycle went missing from my yard. I think I was around 11 so you would have been about 9 years old. You went up and down the street knocking on every door, while Jacob and I followed you. You were determined to find my bicycle. We never found it. I am glad someone took my bicycle, otherwise, I would never have had the pleasure of watching you march across the neighborhood with your hands balled up ready to fight whoever had stolen my bicycle. I love you.
Forever Yours,
Benjamin
Dear Benjamin,
My love, my soulmate, your letter made it safely to me. I am thinking of you always and praying for your safe return. It is definitely strange to know I cannot go next door and see you anytime I want to. Your father misses you. We are having tea together every afternoon. He makes missing you a little more bearable. 
My favorite day with you was my first day of school. Jacob was sick and couldn’t walk with me to school. You offered to take me saying you were my big brother until Jacob was well enough. Jacob would have dragged me to school aggravated I wasn’t old enough to go on my own. You made me feel safe and wanted that day. I love you always.
Yours forever,
Sarah
August 26, 1917
My dearest Sarah,
I received your letter. It was strength for my weary soul on a day when I needed strength more than others. I miss you. I have recently been allowing myself to imagine what it would feel like to hold you in my arms. I regret not taking a moment to hold you before I left. I pray I will soon be able to hold you in my arms forever. 
Do you remember my thirteenth birthday? You walked up to me, kissed me on the cheek, and took off running home. I would give anything to feel your lips on my cheek at this moment. I love you.
Forever Yours,
Benjamin
Dear Benjamin,
Of course, I remember walking up to you on your thirteenth birthday, kissing you on the cheek, and running home, mortified from embarrassment. I was only 11, and the older girls at school had begun noticing you. I was afraid one of them was going to catch your eye and you would forget I existed. Today is one day closer until I am in your arms forever. I love you always.
Yours forever,
Sarah
September 15, 1917
My dearest Sarah,
Last night I dreamed the war was over, and I was back home with you. We were sitting on the front porch of my father’s home watching the streetcar drive past like we did when we were kids. I miss the noise of the streetcar, especially in the evenings, when the sounds of gunfire keep me up at night. My soul longs to see your beautiful face. I love you.
Forever Yours,
Benjamin
Dear Benjamin,
I remember the day the three of us took the streetcar to get ice cream. It was a hot summer day like all summer days are in New Orleans. After we bought our ice cream and climbed back on the streetcar to go home, Jacob knocked my ice cream on the ground. Whether it was on purpose or an accident, we may never know. He said it was an accident, but he didn’t offer me his ice cream to make up for his carelessness. You didn’t hesitate to give me your ice cream. I hated you lost your ice cream, but I was too hot to not accept it. I remember our hands briefly touched as you handed me yours, and I wanted to reach out and hold your hand the entire way home. Soon, we will be together, and I may never let go of your hand. I love you always.
Yours forever,
Sarah
October 3, 1917
My dearest Sarah,
I have counted the reasons I love you. I love you because your smile lights up any room. I love the way you defend those you love. I love you can run wild with us boys in the morning and graciously walk into a room with the ladies in the evening. These are a few of the reasons I love you. I plan to spend the rest of my days telling you why I love you.
Forever Yours,
Benjamin
Dear Benjamin,
I love the way your eyes sparkle when you are happy. I love how much you love your father. I love you because of the many times over the years you made me feel wanted when my brother desperately wanted me to go away. I love the words you put to paper in your letters to me. I thought I knew all there was to know about you until you started writing to me. It makes me wonder what else might there be to discover about you. I love you always.
Yours forever,
Sarah
October 26, 1917
Shortly after Benjamin left, I volunteered with the Red Cross to help nurse injured soldiers returning from the front lines. I wanted to do my part. I felt connected to my soulmate when I was working, as if we were fighting this war side by side. Today seemed like any other day, until it wasn’t. 
I was tending to one soldier who had lost both of his legs when I heard him, “Sarah, Sarah. Is that you? Can you hear me?” I heard Benjamin calling me, and I heard how crazy he thought he was for calling out to me. I frantically searched for him while I examined each soldier, one by one.
Desperate to find him, I forgot to answer his call at first. “Sarah, answer me. Can you hear my voice? I see you searching. Are you searching for me? Don’t give up. I am right over here.” 
With his second call to me, I answered him, “Yes, my Benjamin, I can hear you. Where are you? Can you not call out to me so I can follow your voice?” 
I heard thoughts of relief. He believed he was hearing imaginary voices for the last several months. Had he been hearing me this whole time? Wait, how were we talking to each other right now. Where was he? I had made my way through over twenty soldiers and still could not find him. 
“I am against a wall. I cannot call out. I fell face first during an explosion and landed on my jaw. I broke it in several places. I cannot open my mouth until the bones heal.” 
I nearly ran into the walls of the place, searching for him. I found him. My Benjamin had come home to me. There were tears in his eyes, along with my own. I slid closer to him. 
All I wanted to do was to lie down on the cot beside him and hold him. I wanted to feel him, to touch him, and know I was not dreaming. Relieved to see that his body appeared to be whole. I would have loved him even if it wasn’t. 
The doctor wrapped his head in bandages to remind him not to move his jaw. His arm was in a sling along with one of his legs. He appeared to have broken more than his jaw, but he would heal.
“Sarah, my Sarah, you are more beautiful than I remember. Can you really hear me? Is it really your voice I have been hearing every day?” He asked me. 
I used my voice to reassure him. “Yes, Benjamin, I can hear you. I can hear every word you are saying to me. Yes, it was my voice you have been hearing every day. Would you like me to explain?” He nodded his head and quickly realized any movement was painful for him. 
“I am going to explain using our thoughts. If anyone around us heard me, they might lock me up.” Benjamin was looking at me with so much love and trust in his eyes. I had never seen him look at me that way before. His love for me was real and written all over his face. 
I carefully sat on the edge of his cot while taking his uninjured hand in mine. Still trying to comprehend he was really there. He heard me, and he loved me and wanted me. “I really love you, Sarah, the girl next door. The one who chased me around the yard and drove me crazy. I love you more than anything in this world.” More tears flowed down my cheek while he took his good hand and reached up to dry the tears on my face.
I took a deep breath before proceeding to explain the soulmate call to him. I had practiced so many times, and yet I struggled with where to begin. Benjamin interrupted my thoughts with words of encouragement. “It’s ok Sarah. I trust you. You can tell me anything.” 
His trust in me was all I needed to find the words. “The Turner family for generations has studied the human brain and how it connects to our souls. The original Turner’s discovered what my family calls the soulmate call during the 1600s. Basically, they learned how to tap into parts of the brain that go unused. We pass this knowledge down from family to family. When we meet our soulmate, we feel a pull in our soul towards them. With this pull, we can call out to their soul. If they truly are our soulmate, their soul hears the call and instinct kicks in, allowing their soul to respond. The day you said goodbye, my soul called out to yours. I wanted to explain then, but I knew it would complicate things. Especially because I have always been told our souls only speak to each other when we are looking into each other’s eyes. I am unsure how we could talk to each other from across the room.” 
I took a break to give him a chance to ask the questions that were running through his mind. “I heard you that day, you said, ‘I will wait forever, my love.’ We have known each other our whole lives. Why didn’t your soul call out to me before?” 
I answered him with the only explanation I had surmised, “I have loved you my entire life. I do not remember a day that I ever felt a pull in my soul towards you. I actually lived terrified that I was going to meet some stranger one day and feel a pull to his soul. When you told me you loved me, that pull that I was afraid would never happen with you finally happened. Maybe it was always there, and I had grown used to it. Maybe my soul held back until we were ready. I felt that pull the moment you told me you loved me, but I decided I would not call out to you until you returned to me. My soul did not agree and called out to you, anyway. It broke my heart to pretend it did not happen. I saw on your face you heard me. I knew I had to let you go, not knowing what had happened.” I paused again. 
Even though he was not opening his mouth; he was getting tired. His body was trying to heal, and I had given him a lot of information to process.
He told me, “I am tired. I am afraid to close my eyes, to find out this is a dream. I know I have to. Will you be here when I wake up?”
I reassured him, “I am not going anywhere. If I am not at your side, I am with another patient. Just call out and I will be back here in a moment. Rest now, my love.”
It had been a couple of hours since Benjamin drifted off to sleep. I felt him. He did not call out to me. I felt fear. Not your typical fear. His dream terrified him. I rushed back to his side. He was having a nightmare. I was not sure what I should do. I tried to call him. Touching him might cause a reaction. I had seen many soldiers lash out like we are the enemy, so I was cautious. “Benjamin, wake up, Benjamin. You’re having a nightmare. Benjamin, wake up. Come back to me.”
He slowly opened his eyes. He was drenched in sweat from the nightmare. I quickly grabbed him a glass of water to help him. He had to drink from it with a straw because of his jaw. 
He calmed down enough to speak while reaching out his hand for me. “Thank you, Sarah, thank you for bringing me back.” I sat down on his cot and held his hand. I didn’t ask him about his nightmares. Every soldier in there suffered with them, and none of them wanted to talk about it. 
Instead, I continued the conversation we had started earlier, hoping to bring him peace for the moment. “Were you really hearing my voice since you left?”
Benjamin confessed to me, “Every day. I heard your voice telling me about what was going on at home. I was certain I was making it all up. I had told myself I knew your voice so well I could imagine what you would say and do if I was at home with you. Even when your letters arrived, I knew what they were going to say word for word. I told myself it was some sort of Deja vu. Your voice kept me alive. It was the only reason I could sleep at night. It gave me strength when I thought I couldn’t go on. I thought it was my way of coping. I did not know I was really hearing you. When I saw you today, I gave in. Every time I heard your voice, I wanted to talk back to you. It was this urge I had to fight. I knew if I started talking back to the voice in my head, that meant I had finally lost it. I resolved to keep my sanity for us. I saw you today and could not resist any longer. You hadn’t told me you were volunteering with the red cross and realizing that I knew that when you had not put that in any of your letters was the final straw. I thought, ‘what do I have to lose?’ I have more to gain if I could actually talk back to your voice, the voice that brought me home alive.” It took every bit of his energy to tell me he was hearing me. 
I was about to tell him to rest again when his dad arrived. His dad was seeing him for the first time. He could not hold his son because of his injuries, so instead he grabbed me for an embrace. After we shed many tears, he released me to visit with his son. 
It was killing Benjamin because he could not talk to his dad. I went back to work to give him and his dad their time together.
It had always just been Benjamin and his dad. His mom died in childbirth, and Mr. Claiborne never remarried. I knew how afraid his dad was of losing him and being all alone in the world. Having his son home meant as much to him as it did to me.
October 27, 1917
I left Benjamin last night with his father by his side. He refused to leave him alone through the night. I wanted to stay as well, but knew I would worry my parents. I told them about Benjamin’s return and his injuries. I let them know if I did not come home at night; it was because I was by his side.
When I arrived at the hospital, Benjamin was awake while his father was hunched over in a chair, sleeping. “Try to convince him to go home and rest now that you’re here,” Benjamin pleaded with me. 
I nodded my head before sitting on the edge of his bed. I was desperate to be near him. He reached for my hand before asking me to tell him more about this soulmate call. “Well, I was told our soul-to-soul communication only occurred when we looked into our soulmate's eyes. Your being able to hear me across an ocean is not something I can even explain. Maybe our souls are smarter than we are. They know exactly what we need.” I wished I had more answers for him, but I didn’t.
His dad had woken up. I told him to go home and rest, but he refused. He would not budge from his son’s side. I left the two of them fighting each other in their own way. My Benjamin crying inside for his dad to stop worrying and his dad vocally refusing to go anywhere without his son. If only we could bring him home to recover.
November 1, 1917
Every day was the same. Benjamin begged me to take his dad home. His dad refused. With my brother’s help, the doctor was allowing us to bring Benjamin home. Jacob and Mr. Claiborne carried him out to the automobile. 
I was to be his full-time nurse. The doctor thought it would be a few more weeks before he could walk and talk again. If we hadn’t convinced the doctor to let us bring him home, Mr. Claiborne’s health was in danger. 
I assumed the doctor let us leave because beds were becoming scarce, and Benjamin’s injuries were not life threatening. He was waiting for his bones to heal while others were fighting for their lives. Patience was the only medicine he needed.
All the bedrooms in his house were upstairs, so it was a bit of a challenge for the men to get him into his bed. The move was exhausting on his body as he fell right to sleep. 
There was a room next door to his where I would stay until he recovered. His dad and I planned to take shifts helping him. His dad wanted the first shift while I settled into my temporary room.
Benjamin hadn’t been sleeping long before I felt his terror. He was having a nightmare again. I rushed to his room, afraid his dad would try to wake him and get hurt. I made it as his dad was about to shake him. 
“No! Don’t touch him!” I shouted.
Startling Mr. Claiborne, who said, “but he’s having a nightmare. We have to wake him.”
I replied, “Right now, he is back on the battlefield. If you touch him and startle him awake, he might think you’re the enemy and try to hurt you while hurting himself as well. Stand back and calmly use your voice to bring him back to reality.” 
He nodded his understanding and tried to wake his son calmly. “Benjamin, wake up. It’s your father. You’re safe. It’s ok to wake up.” He repeated the same thing over and over, but Benjamin was still trapped in his nightmares. 
“My dearest Benjamin. Remember, you came home to me? Please, open your eyes. I’m here with your dad. Follow my voice. Wake up, my love. Please, wake up.” His eyes slowly opened as we both pleaded for him to wake up.
His dad was relieved and desperate to help in any way he could. He rushed off for a rag and some cool water. Benjamin was covered in sweat. 
“Thank you, my dear Sarah, thank you,” was all he could manage. He was so exhausted. If only I could lie beside him and hold him, maybe it would comfort him enough to sleep. It was not proper, and I could not imagine his father agreeing to it. 
I pondered how we could help this man we love so much when Mr. Claiborne returned with a bowl of water and a cloth to help cool Benjamin off. He fell back to sleep as his father wiped his brow. His bones would heal in a few weeks, but his mind would take much longer.
November 2, 1917
Benjamin slept through the night peacefully after falling back asleep. His father refused to leave his side after the nightmare. I was able to get a good night’s sleep, so I had been trying to convince his dad to lie down. I kept telling him he would be no use to anyone if he took ill from exhaustion. If only Benjamin could use his voice. I thought that would ease his dad’s worries.
His father let me feed Benjamin and sit with him. He could only drink warm broth through a straw. He’d lost way too much weight since the war injured him. I could see all of his ribs. I also believed his father was slowing Benjamin’s healing. His body was fighting to recover, his mind was fighting to forget the things he’d seen and done, and he had to worry about his father.
It was Benjamin’s idea, but I had yet to figure out how to get his father to believe me. He was going to think I’m crazy. “We have to tell him. He needs to know I’m going to be alright. He needs to hear it from me. Maybe Jacob could help convince him of the truth and that you’re not crazy. I need you to try, my dear Sarah.” Benjamin pleaded with me, so I planned to tell his dad about the soulmate call. I didn’t quite know how I was going to convince him of the truth.
Jacob had promised to come by that afternoon. He was right on time. I met him at the door and told him of Benjamin’s request and the reason for us telling his father about our connection. He agreed to help. He thought Mr. Claiborne would be more willing to listen if it came from a man.
We headed upstairs to convince him his son and I were communicating through our souls. Jacob greeted Mr. Claiborne and said hi to Benjamin. 
He began by talking to Benjamin, “Sarah has told me you want me to explain to your father you and she can communicate with each other.” Benjamin nodded his head. 
Mr. Claiborne was instantly curious and concerned all at the same time as he asked us both, “What do you mean when you say my son wants you to explain to me? How do you know what my son wants?” Jacob began by telling Mr. Claiborne about our family history. 
He told him all about the soulmate call while Benjamin’s dad blankly starred at him. He explained to him about soulmates and how Benjamin and I were soulmates. Mr. Claiborne had yet to say anything to either of us when Jacob looked to me to continue. 
I had sat on the edge of the bed while Jacob talked. Benjamin grabbed my hand to encourage me to share our story. I told our story, but I kept my eyes locked on Benjamin’s eyes while I told it. As soon as I finished, the only thing his father asked me was, “Can you prove it?”
“Sarah, go in the hallway and have my dad hold up fingers. I will tell you how many he is holding up.” Benjamin asked me. I repeated it to his father, who actually agreed to the test. 
I was in the hall right outside the door. We probably went through 100 numbers before his father told me to come back in. He still needed more proof, and that was understandable. He asked me questions only my dear Benjamin would know the answers to. After about twenty questions, there were tears streaming down his face. He believed us. 
Jacob snuck out at that point. I thought he felt what came next was between the three of us.
“Mr. Claiborne, if it’s ok with you, I’m going to be Benjamin’s voice for a bit?” He nodded his head and went to his son. They reached out for each other’s hand. Both desperate to speak to each other. 
I began, “Father, I missed you so much while I was away. I plan to tell you all about my time in France when I can talk. I have so much I want to tell you, but much of it I don’t want Sarah to hear. It’s too awful. Father, I need you to know I am going to heal. I am home for good. They don’t send you back once you come home. I need you to rest. If I need anything, I’m able to ask Sarah for help, no matter where she is. I love you, Father, but you have to be well, too. Who is going to help me when I can start walking if you are sick from exhaustion? Can you do that for me? Can you stop worrying I am going to disappear? Can you rest? I need to sleep now, Father. I’m getting tired.” As I finished repeating the words Benjamin said, I saw Mr. Claiborne finally relax. 
He stood up and kissed his son on his forehead before saying, “Rest, my son. I will go to my room and sleep. I love you. I thank God you have come home.” He then turned to me and embraced me. “I cannot say I understand any of this but thank you.”
November 3, 1917
Both slept the rest of the day and night as they finally found peace that the other was going to be ok. I was in the kitchen having some breakfast when I heard Benjamin looking for me. “Sarah, my love. Are you awake?” 
I let him know where I was. “Yes, my dear Benjamin, I’m awake. I am finishing some breakfast. I’ll heat you up some broth and be right up.”
I walked into his room to see Benjamin sitting up. It was the first time since he came back that I had seen him sitting, and he had the strength to do it on his own. He was beaming with pride, the way a toddler does when he figured out how to do a task all by himself. It was really adorable. After he finished the broth, which he couldn’t drink fast enough, we settled in to enjoy each other’s company. 
We focused every day on his rest and recovery that we had spent little quality time together. He started by telling me about the day he realized he was in love with me. “I remember it so clearly. Your parents were hosting a dinner party for your birthday. When I arrived, you were being introduced to a gentleman I had never seen before. My first thought of you with another man was unexplainable rage. I brushed it off and looked for something else to take my mind off of my anger. My eyes seemed to have seen your beauty as if for the first time. You probably didn’t notice, but I spent the evening trying to avoid you. My emotions were dragging me in so many directions, I didn’t know what to make of them. As the night went on and the music began, I started imagining what it would be like to hold you in my arms as we danced around the room. You danced with nearly every gentleman in the room that night except for me. It was the first time I actually felt nervous, like a part of me was afraid you would say no if I had asked you to dance. I watched you from afar, confused by all these new feelings. The only other time in my life that I felt such fear was during the war. I wasn’t afraid of my feelings. Once I realized I was in love with you, I welcomed my feelings. It terrified me to think you could only love me as you love Jacob. I should have known you loved me as I loved you.”
My heart was so full of happiness as he finished. My turn to share my love with him. I began at the beginning, “I realized I loved you when I was six years old. I know it sounds ridiculous. How can a six-year-old fall in love? There was this day when I knew I wanted to grow up and marry you. When my parents began teaching me about soulmates, I would lay awake at night praying and imagining that you were mine. You were my hero, my friend, and the only gentleman that I have ever found to be handsome, kind, honorable, and pure of heart. I have loved you from a distance for as long as I can remember.”
We had been reminiscing about our lives together all morning. It was nearly afternoon by the time Mr. Claiborne joined us. He looked well rested for the first time since Benjamin left for the war. 
I said good morning to him and gave him a brief warning I was speaking for Benjamin. “Hey old man, I see you slept nearly the entire day away. Lazy bones, what kept you in bed all morning?” I was bright red from embarrassment talking to his dad that way, but his dad was laughing. It was the way they always talked to each other. They were father and son, but they were also best friends.
His dad’s response actually made me laugh, which had my face getting even more red. “And what about your lazy bones, still in bed, are you?”
It was a long day for me. I spent the rest of the day as Benjamin’s voice. They talked well into the dead of night. I had to ask them to say goodnight because it was my turn to feel exhaustion.
November 14, 1917
It had been over four weeks since the war injured Benjamin. Every day he got a little stronger. The doctor planned to come by today. He wanted Benjamin to try talking through his teeth without moving his jaw as much as possible. He wanted him to do a little each day before trying to open his mouth all the way in a couple more weeks. 
He was also moving his arm around as if nothing happened. He wanted to walk around, but the doctor had given us strict orders to keep him off his feet for now. The doctor said putting all his weight on his leg could cause further damage if he didn't let it fully heal. We all knew he was restless and could see his patience had run out.
Besides wanting to be a fully functioning human being in the world, he was eager to ask me to marry him. I didn’t think he realized I heard those thoughts. Every time it would come to his mind, he had a fresh idea of how and when he was going to ask me. I wanted to shout ‘yes’ to him. 
I would patiently wait, as I could tell how important the proper proposal was to him, and a proper proposal included asking my father for my hand. He even wanted Jacob’s blessing. He had been feeling guilty about not letting Jacob, his best friend, know about his feelings and intentions towards his sister, and for not going with his intentions to my father before me. 
Being sent off to war in the way he had caused him to do things out of order, and it worried him that my father and brother would hold it against him. I knew they wouldn’t, but he had not actually talked to me about it. I only heard his inner discussions with himself. I chose not to bring up the subject, as I knew it might embarrass him. Some thoughts were meant to stay private. He couldn’t help I was able to hear him most of the time that he was thinking about us.
It was not until after dark that the doctor made his way around to check on Benjamin’s progress. He unwrapped the bandages from around Benjamin’s head. They weren’t strong enough to hold his jaw closed; they were mostly there as a reminder not to open his mouth yet. 
Slowly, through gritted teeth, Benjamin said to us, “My dear Sarah, I love you. Father, I love you and I assure you what Sarah has said is all true.”
I had not heard his beautiful voice since the first day he told me he loved me. It brought tears to my eyes. His father was crying as well when he walked over to me and placed my arm inside of his. Reassuring me, he had always believed me. Benjamin’s eyes were not dry either, at finally being able to let words escape his lips. 
The doctor said that was all he should say for today. He wanted him to go slow. Said he should try a sentence or two every couple of hours he was awake. If there was no pain or problems when he returned in two weeks, Benjamin could try opening his mouth slowly.
We all turned in for the night shortly after the doctor left. I fell asleep listening to Benjamin’s plans for our future. He had not brought himself to talk to me about our future together, either. He was determined to speak with my father before talking to me. I loved listening to him, but I would have loved to talk with him about those things.
November 28, 1917
Jacob, Mr. Claiborne, and the doctor all gathered around to help Benjamin to his feet. The last two weeks he worked on using his voice as often as we would allow. Even opening his jaw sometimes, no matter how much we objected. 
I already knew what he was planning to do the moment he got his feet on the ground. I could have warned someone, but I felt how determined he was. If anyone had tried to stop him, they might injure him, and he could end up back in bed needing to recover all over again. 
Jacob was on one side and Mr. Claiborne on the other as they walked Benjamin around the room. There was no pain, only some wobbles from having not used his legs in a while. The doctor felt pleased with his progress. Once they helped him back to the edge of the bed, the doctor wanted to see what kind of progress his jaw was making.
He looked up at Jacob. He did not care that everyone was in the room and could hear him as he opened his mouth normally to beg Jacob’s forgiveness. “Jacob, my dearest and oldest friend, can you ever forgive me?” 
His apology confused Jacob, as I had not borne Benjamin’s inner thoughts to anyone. “Whatever for Benjamin?” 
“I should have told you the moment I realized I loved Sarah. I should have confided in you and asked for your blessing. I am ashamed I betrayed your friendship.”
Jacob laughed at Benjamin’s pleas for forgiveness, and assured him, “I knew you loved her before you did. It took you long enough to realize how you felt about her. I thought I was going to have to tell you how you felt. I am relieved you finally figured it out. There is no one else in this world good enough for our Sarah.” 
With my brother’s words, I felt the guilt that was weighing him down vanish, giving him the strength to jump to his feet and head out the door before anyone else had time to stop him.
All the men followed him down the stairs, begging him to take it easy and to come back before he hurt himself. He moved as if they silenced their voices. I followed behind more slowly. I had no intention of stopping him. My patience had finally run out as well. 
Down the stairs, out the front door, down the porch steps, up the porch steps of my family home, only stopping to knock on the door. My father opened the door. He did not seem at all surprised to see Benjamin on his front porch. The grin on my father’s face told me he knew exactly what Benjamin wanted. 
My father had a soulmate, and he understood the need one had for their soulmate, and that need could not be quenched. Benjamin looked him straight in the eyes as he spoke, “Mr. Turner, I love Sarah. Normally, I would come to you and ask permission to court her while declaring my intentions, but I feel the time for courting is past. We have known each other our whole lives. I do not want to waste another day without her by my side. I am here to ask for your daughter’s hand.” 
My father gently pulled Benjamin in to embrace him as he said, “Benjamin, welcome to the family. I am proud to call you son. However, the crowd behind you tells me maybe you went against the doctor’s orders and you need to get back to bed before you overdo it.”
Benjamin thanked him and accepted help from Jacob to get back to his room.
Once back in his room, he asked everyone to give me and him a few minutes alone. Jacob had sat him down on the bed, but he again got up out of the bed once everyone left the room. 
He found his way down onto one knee. He took my hand in his while he began, “My dearest Sarah, my soulmate, my love, my friend. Will you marry me?”
I replied with tears in my eyes, “Yes, my dear Benjamin, I will marry you.” 
I helped him up, and he nearly collapsed in the bed, having used up all the energy he must have been storing up for today’s adventure. Shortly after, he fell asleep to rebuild his energy for what he had planned for us next.
November 29, 1917
Mr. Claiborne and Jacob worked together at keeping Benjamin off his feet for the rest of the day yesterday. I felt his restlessness this morning, and I knew they were in for a fight if they didn’t allow him to do what he had planned. 
The first part of his day comprised consuming some more of the oatmeal he had last night. He was ravenous after only being able to have broth for so long. Next, his dad was helping him with a bath. His dad had been sponge bathing him, and today he could finally really clean himself from head to toe. 
During his morning preparations he sent me a message, “Sarah, will you wait for me in the parlor? I’ll meet you there when I’m finished. I love you.”
I let him know. “I’ll be waiting. I love you too.” 
One would think knowing what he had planned would spoil the surprise, but it didn’t. I knew what was coming, and the anticipation was maybe even more exciting than if his actions actually surprised me.
The man I loved for as long as I remembered was now standing in the entryway of his parlor. I was dreading when he would shave the beard that had become a part of him. I was actually surprised to see it still on his handsome face. It had been trimmed neatly and cleaned. I was obviously not the only one listening in on the other’s thoughts. I had been admiring his facial hair nearly every day. His boyish good looks were no more replaced with the look of a handsome man. 
He appeared to stand taller as he listened in on my pleasure at the way he looked in my eyes. Once I had taken in all the beauty that was him, he moved towards me to take me in his arms.
In all of our years of friendship, this was the first time we held each other. My slight frame fit perfectly against his chest. His arms were full of all the love and protection his heart offered. Neither of us were in any hurry to let go of the other one. We felt our souls knitting together as we held onto one another. No words were necessary, as the love we both had for one another was tangible. 
Eventually, Benjamin broke the silence with the words I knew were coming. “Marry me, Sarah. As soon as possible.”
Just as I knew what he wanted, he probably already knew my answer. “Yes, Benjamin. We can get married right away. All we need is your father, my parents, Jacob, and a minister. We can have a wedding in the backyard. I am ready to start our lives together.” 
The moment I finished my answer, he leaned down and kissed me the way lovers kiss. Being a gentleman, he stopped the kiss sooner than I was ready for. With a smile that could light up any room he said to me, “soon I will kiss you until you say enough.” I blushed, slightly embarrassed he knew I wanted the kiss to continue.
He was actually able to keep from me what he had hidden in his pocket. He proudly reached into his pocket and pulled out a ring. With tears in his eyes, he placed it on my finger. “This was my mother’s ring. I want you to have a part of her. She is watching us from above. Wear her ring as a reminder her love is always in our hearts.” 
I was crying too as I told him, “She gave her life, giving you life. I will love her always. I wear her ring with pride and honor.” He pulled me back into his arms to hold me. Being in each other’s arms was so much more than either of us imagined. Holding each other, we both could feel each other’s heart. Not the heartbeat, but the love, the desires, the need for each other.
My parents at the front door eventually forced us apart. They were there to help me gather my things. Staying in his home was acceptable as his nurse, but as his fiancé, I must go back to my home until the wedding.
Benjamin told my father we agreed to marry right away. He humbled himself to ask my father to help arrange things with the minister. My parents agreed to help us get married in the next few days. I dreaded going back home with them. It was only next door, but the security of being right next to my soulmate each day had become a part of me. 
“We still can communicate every moment you are not here,” he interrupted my thoughts to remind me we could lose nothing we had gained over the last several weeks.
December 1, 1917
We shared our vows together in front of our parents and my brother, like we planned. It was a simple wedding. We pledged our love and committed to each other in a brief ceremony.
Mr. Claiborne, who insisted I call him father from then on, had rented us a room at the St. Charles Hotel for a few days as our wedding present.
Benjamin had always planned on staying in his family home with his father, and that was where we would spend the rest of our lives together.
June 16, 1928
Benjamin and I had been husband and wife for over ten years. We were raising three children in the family home on St. Charles Ave. Benjamin’s mind healed over time. 
His father still lived there, and we had planned on having him here with us always. That was, until today.
Father came home this afternoon and gathered us all together in the family parlor with Ms. Sue Ellen. He started courting Ms. Sue Ellen after a family friend introduced them. Sue Ellen had never married and was nearly ten years younger than Father. 
We all anxiously waited for the reason they gathered around us as he paced back and forth, obviously nervous about something. Once he was ready, he took Sue Ellen’s hand, and he told us about their relationship. 
“I have watched you teach my grandchildren about your soulmate call. You have hidden nothing from me. I know it wasn’t your intention for me to go out into the world and find a soulmate, much less call out to one. I am an old man and I am not a Turner. The moment I laid eyes on my Sue Ellen, I felt the pull in my soul you talk about. I thought it was the feelings of a silly old man who hasn’t shared the company of a woman in over 30 years. Then this morning it happened like you tell the children it will happen. My soul called to Sue Ellen’s and her soul answered mine. It shocked me, it shocked my beautiful soulmate. I have asked Sue Ellen to marry me. She has agreed.”
The whole time he was telling us about his miracle, he looked like a kid with a new toy. The joy on both of their faces evidence of how much they loved each other, and they truly were soulmates.
Benjamin was genuinely happy for his father, who had given his entire life to his family. He embraced them both with words of congratulations and love. He only ever wanted his father to be happy. 
It shocked us his soul soaked up all the lessons with the children. Yet not one of us would begrudge him this miracle. 
His father quietly said to Benjamin, “I loved your mother, son, with All of My Heart. I would like to think our Creator, who knows all, allows some of us the privilege of having more than one soulmate.” Father and son embraced again, this time both in tears.
The two newly discovered soulmates would marry in the next few weeks and would spend their days in Sue Ellen’s home. It was an unexpected end to our time together under the same roof. It was not a sad ending, but a beautiful beginning.






















Lisabeth
As I finished reading the journals of Samuel and Sarah, my Rey’s ancestors, a part of me felt like I had witnessed moments between lovers not meant for my eyes to see. In each of these journals, they both wrote the deepest secrets that came from one’s very soul. 
Rey said all of his family writes their stories for generations to see, but did they really imagine sharing this much of their soul with strangers? Did they know their story would become a part of anyone who read it? I felt their joy, their pain, their sorrow, their love in every word they wrote. It was like I became them while I read their words they poured into these pages. The love of these two couples was beautiful and rare.
Our story was a beautiful story, but it could not compare to what they went through together. How could we even begin to understand our abilities based on what these couples faced to be together?
Rey had finished the second journal as well and had been quietly reflecting and listening to my thoughts. He got up from his chair and kneeled in front of me. Grabbing both of my hands in his, he explained to me, “You are right, our souls did not encounter the circumstance and possibility of never becoming one because the other was already committed to someone else. Our souls have never had to face the possibility of death keeping us apart before we ever had the chance to love each other. What they went through is not our story, but our story is not weak, our story is different, and it is the same. Their souls recognized the need to take over because it was the only way to be with their soulmate and the only way to keep the other half of their soul safe. Like these mates, we found each other. The difference with us is our minds were in the way. Our immaturity was in the way, and what was in the way more than anything was our fears. Our soul was as desperate and as afraid our insecurities would never allow us to be together. I think it is that fear in their stories and ours that opened our souls wider than anyone else’s. The fear opened our souls wide, but it is the love that keeps them open and allows us to continue to grow in our connection with each other.” 
My response to his words of reason was to lean in and kiss him. We filled this kiss with not only our love and our bond, but the love and the bond from Samuel, Samantha, Sarah, and Benjamin that was now also a part of our soul.
I read Samuel’s story first, noticing the description of the ring he gave Samantha was identical to the one Rey had given me. I asked him, “Did you notice Samantha’s ring looked exactly like this one? Do you think it is the one Samuel gave her?”
Rey answered my curiosity. “It most likely is. Grams said it was in our family for generations. I noticed the similarity immediately when I read it and was hoping you had noticed it too.”
I already treasured my ring, but after today priceless was not the right word to describe how I felt wearing Samantha’s ring. 
We had taken our time reading both journals and were so engrossed in them we missed lunch. Rey’s aunt and uncle decided against interrupting us since they knew how important it was for us to be there. 
When we emerged from the library, it was dinnertime. It was a quiet dinner where we all reflected on the stories of Samuel and Sarah. Uncle Kyle and Aunt Mary had read the journals before we arrived, so they understood what we were feeling. 
We thanked them for dinner and attempted small talk before finally heading up to bed. Our bodies grew more desperate as the evening wore on to feel the love that had grown in our souls while reading about the lives of four people who we would never have the privilege of meeting on this earth.
The moment the bedroom door closed, we gave into the desires we had been keeping at bay all evening. Today our soul became threefold, as it forever comprises the six souls that became three.
August 8, 1999

After having eaten breakfast this morning, we got back on the road to head home. We arrived home in time to catch the phone that was ringing. 
It was Pasiphae, on the other end, in tears. Rey could hear my friend when he came up behind me to hold me while I found out why she was crying. 
“Lisabeth, my mom found out about James and me. She did not officially kick me out. She basically told me my house, my rules, and if I could not live by them to find someplace else to live. I know you and Rey are newlyweds and the last thing you want is a roommate, but can I stay with you till I figure out what to do?” 
Rey whispered to me while kissing the back of my neck, which was driving me crazy, “She is your best friend, and she is always welcome here.”
“You can stay as long as you like. It is perfect for now. My parents are already asking questions about when I am coming home or getting a new roommate. Now I don’t have to lie. I can tell them you are my roommate.” 
She told me how thankful she was and she would be over later, after she packed some of her things.
I hung up with her to enjoy what little time we had left before she got there.
Rey turned me around with plans to pick up where we left off last night. Especially since it was the last time we would have the place to ourselves for a while.              




















Rey-October 20, 1999
My dad’s birthday was this weekend. Lisabeth and I were driving to Texas to celebrate with my family. He was turning fifty and there was a big party planned Friday night with all the family and friends. 
I had told my parents about finding Lisabeth, being an idiot, and then losing her. I had kept that I found Lisabeth again a secret from them. I wanted to tell them in person instead of over the phone. I was excited to share everything about Lisabeth and I’s relationship with them. We did not have to hide there.
My family's home was in Senora, TX. We got on the road about 5:00 A.M. since it was nearly a twelve-hour drive with stops. The excitement of introducing Lisabeth to my parents and my brother grew with every mile closer. The long drive was finally over as I pulled up to the two-story home I grew up in.
The order of importance over the last few months was number one, finding Lisabeth and our souls recognizing each other as soulmates, number two marrying Lisabeth, number three making love to Lisabeth, and now introducing her to my parents. 
I turned to Lisabeth before getting out of the truck to ask her if she was ready. “As ready as I’ll ever be,” she admitted to me. Her nerves had been messing with her the entire way there. I tried to reassure her, but it had not really worked. With a quick kiss, I got out of the truck to help her out. We made our way to the front door, hand in hand.
My parents must not have heard me pull up, otherwise they would have opened the door before I got to it. I let myself in with Lisabeth; she squeezed my hand even tighter. Her biggest worry was that they would be angry they were not there when their baby boy got married. Maybe they would be, but even if they were, they would get over it. 
We had to walk through the foyer, down the hallway to the back of the house where the kitchen was before we found anyone. Mom knew I was coming, so she was cooking dinner for me. When she saw me, she dropped what she was doing to run over to hug me. We had not been together since I came home for Father’s Day.
She let me go after several moments before looking over at my soulmate. “And who is this, son? You did not tell us you were bringing someone with you.” 
I knew she was messing around, but Lisabeth didn’t know that, so it was not helping her nerves. I answered my mom’s question with a question, “Where is everyone else?”
She told him, “They are out back practicing for tomorrow’s hunt.” She shouted out the back door, “Rey is home, and he has a girl with him.”
My dad and my brother Caleb came in from outside. I immediately hugged them both. Lisabeth admired how even though we were men, we did not mind being affectionate with one another. I even noticed her hoping if we had boys, they would be the same way. 
I made my way back to Lisabeth and grabbed her hand again. “Mom, Dad, Caleb, I would like you to meet Lisabeth, Lisabeth Turner.” Everyone was silent after I said Turner. Probably processing what that meant. 
It was my older brother Caleb who spoke first. “That’s weird, she has the same last name as us. What are the chances?”
My dad slapped him in the back of the head. “Son, I think what Rey is trying to tell us is Lisabeth is his wife. Am I correct?” 
I answered him, “Yes sir, my wife and my soulmate.”
The soulmate part broke the tension in the room when my Dad walked over to Lisabeth, pulling her in for an awkward hug, “Lisabeth, I am Caleb Sr., but please you must call me Dad.”
Mom was next with a less awkward hug. “Yes, Lisabeth, welcome to our family. I am Avery, but definitely call me Mom.” 
Caleb was standing off to the side, still trying to figure the situation out. He knew me better than most and he knew getting married was the last thing on my to do list. He was a little skeptical. I had to introduce Lisabeth to him. “Lisabeth, this is my brother Caleb. You can ignore him. He is still processing his little brother has found his soulmate before him.”
“Am not,” Caleb quickly rebutted back at my remark. He only nodded his head while keeping his hands buried deep in his pockets, only saying to Lisabeth, “It is nice to meet you.”
Before Caleb and I could talk any further, Mom said to us, “Alright, dinner is ready. Let’s all sit down at the table and these two can tell us everything from the beginning.” 
That was exactly what I did. I started by reminding everyone about the girl I had told them about and how I let her get away. I told them about the day at UNO where we reunited. How I heard those words I never thought I would hear, “I love you, Jeffrey Turner.” 
They were of course shocked Lisabeth’s soul had called to mine. They had a million questions. The question that was the elephant in the room, of course, being when and why we got married. 
Lisabeth actually found the courage to explain to them, “getting married is my fault. I resolved a long time ago I would not make love with anyone until I married. I am sure you both can understand how hard that commitment is once you meet your soulmate and realize this is the person meant for you. Rey knew this about me and had decided he would wait for me for as long as it took. Knowing we were both created to be together forever, he suggested getting married. He told me he could not be the reason I gave up my heart’s desire to wait until marriage.” 
I took over again to tell them, “we still plan to have a wedding with all of our family and friends. Lisabeth’s parents do not know we got married or that we even live together. They only think we are dating. We are telling you because I do not want to hide from you when I do not have any reason to. I love you and want to share our happiness with you. We know Lisabeth’s family will think we are crazy for getting married this quickly. Our plan is to get engaged around Christmas, then married in the Summer.”
They wanted to know about the wedding we already had and where we were living. We answered all of their questions. We had not told them about the things we could do most everyone else couldn’t do. We had not considered how much of that to share.
Dinner was over, and we all worked together to clean up. During coffee and dessert, Mom finally let go. “I cannot do it anymore. I cannot let your getting married without us spoil how happy I am for both of you. Finding one’s soulmate is like no other human experience in this world.” She hugs us both with words of congratulations before grabbing me by the face to say, “Rey, my boy, the honor and respect you showed your soulmate has this mother’s heart bursting with pride. I really did not know you had that kind of character in you. You have really grown up into an honorable man. I love you.” 
My dad added to the conversation, “Rey, your mother is right. You have shown more respect for your soulmate than anyone in this family ever has that I have heard of. Lisabeth, you brought out this part of him. We have always known he was a good man, but we had doubts about his ability to treat a woman the way she deserves to be treated. It is obvious you complete our son. Welcome to the family. I look forward to having a daughter.” The hug he gave her this time was absent of any awkwardness. 
Caleb had still been quiet, not offering any support to our relationship. I planned to get him alone so I could ask him what his problem was.
We guys were going bow hunting early in the morning, so we all said goodnight. Lisabeth and I would sleep in my old room upstairs. All of her nerves had calmed with the welcome my parents gave her. She was a little worried about Caleb, but not enough to keep her awake. She fell asleep the moment her head hit the pillow. I was worried enough I had trouble falling asleep.






















Lisabeth-October 21, 1999
Rey was up before the sun to go out hunting with his dad and his brother. He had really been looking forward to that part of the trip. Hunting was something they did together every year for his dad’s birthday.
He felt a little guilty leaving me alone with his mom, but I told him not to feel bad, it would be good for his mom and I. He kissed me goodbye, and I went back to sleep for a couple more hours.
I got a shower before heading to the kitchen in search of coffee. Rey’s mom was already drinking a cup at the island in the middle of the kitchen. She is a beautiful woman, petite with shoulder length chestnut hair like Rey, and dimples just like her son’s. 
The island in the kitchen had a counter height bar running along the side of it with barstools on it. She was drinking her coffee and reading a book. She was reading Wuthering Heights. 
I was maybe a little too excited to find out we had something in common. She looked up from her book to say, “Good morning, Lisabeth, are you a coffee drinker?”
“Yes ma’am,” I told her while helping myself. I continued the conversation with, “You are reading my favorite book. I read it a couple of times a year.” 
She told me, “it’s actually my first time reading it. I love to read. I have a list of books I have always wanted to read. I usually can check off one a month. Wuthering Heights is this month’s choice.”
I had no intention of spoiling it for her, but I told her, “when you finish if you need someone to talk to about what you thought of Heathcliff and Catherine, well, I’m your girl.”
We had a fantastic time spending the morning getting to know one another. The party was tomorrow, and she had already begun cooking for everyone that would come over tomorrow. All morning we spent talking and cooking. 
It was getting close to lunch, and it surprised her the guys weren’t back yet. I told her, “I’ll check in with Rey and make sure they are ok.”
“Rey, your mom is worrying about y’all. She said you’re usually back by now.”
He told me, “We’re on our way back. Caleb’s Jeep had a flat tire when we came back to leave, and we had to change it. See you in a couple minutes.” 
I let his mom know what he said. She was looking at me like I had three heads. I realized what I just did. I heard Ricky Ricardo in my head, “Lucy, you got some splainin to do.”
“Um, ok, Mom, Rey and I can communicate with each other from anywhere. We may have left that part out last night. He’s about to be here. Maybe we should finish this part of the story when everyone is here.” She reluctantly agreed. 
Fortunately, Rey was walking in to save the moment. “Mom, I’m sorry we didn’t tell you last night. We weren’t hiding anything, I promise. We haven’t figured out when and how much we should share.” I saw his dad and Caleb were confused.
His mom once again stepped in with, “Back to the table for lunch. Rey and Lisabeth have more to tell us.” I let Rey do most of the talking. 
He started with how he stayed that first night with me, but left me alone in the morning. He explained hearing my panic, without looking into each other’s eyes or even being in the same room, once I noticed he was missing and someone else was in my bed. 
They were looking at me after his explanation, and I took over to explain Paul. Rey and I went back and forth, telling them everything we went through with Paul. They were all surprised since they had never heard of this happening to anyone. His dad asked us, “Is there anything else unique about your relationship?”
Rey explained to his family about being able to feel each other’s emotions, how our hearts beat as one occasionally, and how we could hear and feel each other’s heart beating. He even told them about being able to hear conversations one of us was having with someone else (I haven’t actually tried that yet). He mentioned we catch each other’s thoughts about each other wherever we are.
His mom said to us, “I wonder if these kinds of things have happened to anyone else?”
Rey then told them about our visit to read the journals. He introduced them to Samuel and Samantha first, before letting me tell them about Sarah and Benjamin. It filled all of their faces with wonder over learning our souls were capable of more. Unfortunately, we could not offer the answers on how to open everyone else’s soul like ours. It must be possible. If only we knew how to help others have what we have.
They were full of questions. They wanted to know if hearing so much of each other’s thoughts caused hurt feelings or misunderstandings.
It was Rey who answered, “It concerned us. We now had the potential to hurt each other in ways most couples usually avoided. It’s true, we hear when the other is bothered by something we have done or maybe one of us wishes we had done things differently. The difference is those thoughts don’t get voiced. They aren’t said to each other in anger or annoyance. We can feel the other’s heart behind the thoughts. I think most communication between couples is taken out of context, misunderstood, or judged without knowing the intent behind what they said. Always knowing how each other thinks and feels has made misunderstandings impossible. Always being aware that you know utterly and completely how much we love each other has even made things that might hurt easy to hear because there is never any doubt between us about how we see the other person.” 
He said all of that without taking his eyes off of mine. I felt his love and devotion. I was certain his family could see it, too. Not sure why I so willingly added to this part of the conversation. Maybe it was the passionate look in Rey’s eyes, but I said it before realizing what I was doing. “The best part is always knowing exactly what turns each other on.” 
I was bright red with embarrassment, Rey winked at me. It was the first time I had seen Caleb smile, and his mom spit her drink across the room.
His dad brought the conversation back around to other soulmates like him and his wife. “I wonder if it is possible,” he sort of whispered as he looked at her with a longing in his eyes. I saw we lost them in their conversation as we all sat there awkwardly and quietly for several minutes before they turned away from each other to continue our conversation.
Rey gave them his theory. It was a theory that really only came to him while we had been talking and sharing. “Maybe all it takes is opening your soul willingly to your soulmate. For us, it has been involuntary. Every time our soul opens wider it does so naturally, like our soul knows what to do when we release control of our mind to let our soul have its way.” Rey had given them much to think about.
Caleb brought home a deer, which Rey offered to help clean. I knew he wanted to find out what was going on with his brother and why he had been distant since we arrived. I hoped they could figure things out together. I knew Rey loved his brother very much.
It shocked me when I saw Caleb yesterday. He could be Rey’s twin. They definitely had their differences, but were identical in many ways. Caleb’s hair was the same chestnut brown, but long and curly. It went past his shoulders and he had worn it down the entire time we had been there. He didn’t have the dimples on his cheek, but he had one on his chin just like their dad. His eyes and his lips were exactly Rey’s. I hadn’t seen his entire arms yet because he had been wearing long sleeves, but I thought they could be covered in tattoos from what I saw peeking out of his sleeves. 
My new in-laws were still pondering all we had shared. I quietly left the room to allow them their privacy. I laid down in Rey’s bed that I only imagined had plenty of stories to tell.
I planned on taking a nap when I thought, ‘I wonder what Rey and Caleb are talking about?’ It was exactly like Rey said, involuntary. I really had no intention of eavesdropping on his private conversation with his brother, but there I was, right in the middle of it, able to hear everything they were saying.  




















Rey
I volunteered to help my brother clean his deer. He had been a real jerk since I arrived, and it was time I found out why. 
We were pulling the deer out of the back of his jeep when I finally asked him, “Caleb, what the hell is your problem? I thought you would be happy for me, but you are treating me like I have done something wrong.” 
After throwing his deer up on the table to clean it, he looked at me saying, “We agreed the soulmate call was crap, and we wanted nothing to do with it. We agreed, and you broke that pact.” 
I actually had to laugh at him. I then told him, “Caleb, we were kids when we said that. I did not know you still felt that way or expected me to take the pact seriously. I was only like five when you asked me to make that vow. I would have said anything you wanted me to at five. You were my big brother who meant everything to me. That is really what this attitude is all about. It upset you I didn’t keep a promise I made when I was five years old?” 
Caleb wasn’t answering me and was acting completely childish, so I decided maybe it was better to leave things alone when I said, “If you won’t tell me what is really bothering you, I am going back inside to my wife.” 
I was almost back inside when Caleb, through clenched teeth, told me, “You left me. You abandoned me for some chick who you are no longer with, and now you have this soulmate. You are never coming back, are you?” 
I did not know he cared I left. I heard Lisabeth as she whispered to me, “wherever you go, I go. I don’t care where we live as long as we are together.” She had figured out how to listen in on my conversations. My heart skipped a beat, knowing she would come here if that was what I wanted.  
I admitted he was right. “You are right, I left for a girl. Our soul leads us to where our soulmate is. I may have chased a girl who meant nothing to me, but my soul was pulling me to Lisabeth. I wish I could be sorry for that, but I can’t. I also do not know if I will live in Louisiana, Texas, or somewhere else in the future. I went where my heart sent me, and one day you will too.” 
Caleb continued working, saying nothing else. It looked like he would need time. He had always been my best friend and the big brother that I looked up to. I knew he loved me like a little brother, but I always thought I was more of a bother to him than someone he wanted to stick around.
I went up to my room to find Lisabeth had fallen asleep. I climbed in beside her, wrapped my arms around her, and pulled her close to do the same thing.
Lisabeth woke me up the same way she did the day after our wedding. She didn’t wake up before me too often, but when she did, it was heavenly. We made love for the first time in the room I spent most of my life in before going back to join my family.
We couldn’t seem to find anyone. My brother’s jeep was gone. Mom and dad were not in any of the common areas. They may have been in their room, but I knew better than to disturb them when they were in there.
It was after dark before my parents appeared in the kitchen to join us for the pizza we ordered when my mom never made dinner. 
I couldn’t be upset with her. The look on both of their faces said it all. They did it; they opened their soul. Dad actually looked at us and gave us that same wink I loved giving Lisabeth, and he said, “my dear sweet daughter-in-law, you were absolutely right about knowing exactly what turns your mate on.”
They told us they spent all afternoon talking to each other about their love and the desire for an even deeper intimacy. Not that what they had together wasn’t already more than most people had, but they both instantly envied what we had. Both believed anything was possible. They were communicating with each other before realizing they were talking without looking into each other’s eyes. Their soul let go of the limitations and grabbed a hold of being completely one. I had a feeling it was just the beginning for them.
I didn’t see Caleb for the rest of the night. Hopefully, he showed up for tomorrow’s hunting trip.
October 22, 1999
Caleb was hungover and grouchy this morning. Dad looked like a new man. Fifty looked good on him. My parent’s relationship had always been a happy one; it appeared it went from happy to blissful.
Once again, only Caleb bagged himself a deer. Not sure if dad was even trying. He seemed to be in another world.
We headed back for lunch and to help our ladies finish getting ready for dad’s big party. Lisabeth and I asked them to keep the marriage between us. I was looking forward to showing off my soulmate to the rest of the family.
Nearly an hour into the party, I had introduced Lisabeth to every family member. They all welcomed her with open arms. She was no longer glued to my side. She was hanging with all the ladies in the family while she enjoyed getting to know everyone. They all wanted to know all the romantic details of our relationship. I was so caught up watching how well she fit in the Turner family I hadn’t noticed the guest who had arrived fashionably late.
Lisabeth was doing so well on her own. I got something to eat. I turned to head to the table with all the delicious food my mom and Lisabeth made when I literally ran into Rachel, almost knocking her down. 
Rachel was the girl next door. She was one of my first no strings attached relationships. She was my first kiss. She gave me my first blow job, and eventually I lost my virginity to her. We were never officially boyfriend and girlfriend, but there was definitely lots of history between us. Before I said hello, I heard her in my soul, “Hello Rey, my soulmate.”
Bile suddenly filled my mouth. I stumbled to the bathroom as quickly as my feet allowed. Not caring for a moment, I rudely left Rachel standing there. Everything in my stomach escaped into the toilet I barely made it to. 
Lisabeth heard it too and felt everything I felt. She was by my side before I finished emptying my stomach. I stood up to rinse my mouth with some water. Neither one of us said anything. I looked into my actual soulmate’s eyes before she reached up to kiss me, not caring that I tasted like vomit.
Everything and everyone on the other side of that door faded away as I desperately took her clothes off. I needed to feel her. I needed to join our bodies with our soul. I needed to get out whatever tried to invade my soul against my will. 




















Lisabeth
It was a lovely party, and everyone had been so nice to me. I was in the middle of telling some of Rey’s family about our first night together when I heard a girl’s voice, “Hello Rey, my soulmate.” 
I immediately ran to him, not caring I stopped talking mid-sentence and left these ladies to wonder if I was crazy. I could taste the bile; I knew it was Rey’s and not mine. I found him headfirst in the toilet when I got to him. I had no words while he cleaned his face and his mouth. 
His eyes looked deeper into my soul than ever before. All I could think to do was to kiss him. I was as desperate to feel his body in mine as he was to scrub the unwelcome visitor from our soul.
We were getting dressed when it was Caleb who worked up the nerve to knock on the door. I opened the door.
Rey was struggling to say anything, so I boldly told Caleb, “Family meeting right away. We need mom, dad, Uncle Kyle, Aunt Mary and you. No one else.”
He stared at me for a moment before realizing I meant business. He left to gather the rest. I had to help Rey to the kitchen, because he had gone into some sort of shock.
One by one everyone I asked for found their way to the kitchen. I took charge because Rey was still nearly catatonic. First thing I did was pull my father-in-law to the side, “Dad, this is serious, it’s not life or death but for soulmates it’s as serious as life or death. I will explain, but I need your help. You are the only one who can listen to what I have to say and keep everyone else away. Especially that girl who arrived at the party late. She was tall, lanky, and had curly black hair.” 
Rey was not all gone because he told me, “Rachel.”
“Rachel, Rey said her name is Rachel.” My father-in-law was very confused. “Please trust me, open your soul and imagine what we are saying while being the birthday boy. We cannot be interrupted. Everything will make sense in a few minutes.”
Rey found the strength to stand up and say, “Dad, please.” His dad nodded in agreement before making his way back to the guests.
“That girl that came to the party, Rey called her Rachel.”
Caleb stopped me to say, “She lives next door. We all grew up together.”
I continued. “She walked right up to Rey and called to his soul. She said to him, ‘hello Rey, my soulmate.” I paused when everyone gasped, including Caleb. I began again before anyone could say anything. “I heard her call his soul, our soul. Look at Rey, what she did is not at all natural. Once I heard her voice, I tasted bile. Only it was Rey’s, not mine. I ran to find him vomiting in the bathroom.”
Listening to my explanation gave Rey a chance to recover somewhat as he mustered the strength to take over.
He slowly explained to us, “I heard her call, but it was nothing like when Lisabeth called me. My soul welcomed Lisabeth’s voice. It reached out to her and latched on. Rachel’s voice sent a wall up in my soul. One I felt. I couldn’t have answered her call even if I wanted to. Her call was toxic. My body and soul reacted by trying to expel what she forced on me. How can she do that? What is she? What did she do to me?”
Uncle Kyle answered Rey’s questions. “I have a guess. When I read our journals looking for the ones you read, I found something else. Our original ancestors who discovered the soulmate call were not experimenting alone. They were brothers working with their mates. One couple never experienced the soulmate call the way we do. They were desperate to find another way. They turned to witchcraft and sorcery to force the call. Once the other brother found out what they were doing, they confiscated their notes and forced them to leave Salem, afraid if someone found out, they would get burned at the stake. I found the notes with a letter warning us of the dangers of anything that wasn’t natural. Maybe this girl used witchcraft to force her way into Rey. I glanced at the ritual. She would probably have needed a biological sample of yours to make it work.”
Rey reluctantly admitted if that was true, she could have gotten his sample at some point. Now the question on everyone’s mind was, what do we do next and how do we stop this?
“Rey, we need to act like everything is normal. You can’t let her know what she did worked. Introduce her to Lisabeth, as your wife. Excuse yourselves to make your way around the room one more time. After sneaking away to your room for the rest of the party. Caleb, after Rey talks to Rachel, keep her distracted so Rey and Lisabeth can leave without her noticing.” Rey’s mom was planning and giving us instructions for now. 
She reminded us, “Your bond is unbreakable. We will figure out what to do as a family. You’re both strong. Everything is going to be ok.”
Rey and I headed back to the party first. Dad found us right away. “I heard everything. Son, your mom is correct. Everything is going to be ok. We’re in this together. I love you both.” 
We mingled again with the room, both refusing to leave each other’s side this time. It didn’t take long for Rachel, who was definitely not prettier than me, to approach us.
“Hello Rey, are you ok? You disappeared before we could catch up.”
I grabbed Rey’s hand to help calm his soul that was festering inside of him. “Sorry about that. I think I ate something that didn’t agree with me. Rachel, I would like you to meet my wife, Lisabeth. Lisabeth, this is Rachel Morris.”
The word wife sent this bitch. I’m sorry I had to say it because it was true, into a fit of rage. She looked calm and pretty on the outside, but on the inside, she was screaming, “Wife! But I’m your soulmate! We are soulmates. Rey Turner, you are mine.” 
We both kept it together as if we heard nothing this lunatic had to say. I politely told her, “It’s nice to meet you.”
She stormed off, giving us the perfect opportunity to go upstairs without being seen.
As soon as the door was closed, Rey pulled me to him. Kissing me the way he would if it had been weeks since kissing. “Talk to me. Tell me you love me, and I’m only yours.” 
We ruined all our clothes as we basically ripped them off of each other. Rey’s lips moved to my neck. “I love when you kiss my neck. I love you, my soul. We are still one soul, and no one can break that. Make love to me. I need to feel your body in mine.”
Rey didn’t waste any time laying me down on the bed. His body filling mine. His lips found mine in the dark. We made love fiercely and passionately. Rey kissed me the entire time. His lips never left mine. We both felt like we had run a marathon when we were finished. All the ooze of whatever that girl was doing to Rey became a memory for now. 




















Rey-October 23, 1999
I woke up with a pounding headache. I didn’t want to get out of bed, but someone was knocking on the bedroom door. I stumbled to the door to find Caleb on the other side of it.
My head hurt so badly I hadn’t even noticed Lisabeth was not in the room. She must have woken up and left me sleeping. 
Caleb pushed his way into the room with big brother intentions of dragging my lazy ass out of bed. “Rey, you’ve slept the entire day away, almost. Look.” He told me while pulling open the shades to reveal it was nearly sundown, and then staring directly into my room from across the street was Rachel.
I found the strength to close the shades again, but not quickly enough. “Hello Rey, I’m waiting for you to come see me, my soulmate, my love.”  
If she said anything else, I missed it. There was silence once I could no longer see her. Her words had done their damage, though. I was once again racing to the bathroom to throw up. It was only dry heaving this time since I had a completely empty stomach.
Once I finished, I laid in a ball on the floor from exhaustion. I had only been laying there for seconds before I felt my wife, my actual soulmate’s arms around me. She’d heard Rachel’s voice too, and ran to find me.
Caleb awkwardly stood in the doorway and asked, “Rey, what can I do?”
My Lisabeth answered him, “Help me get him up off the floor and downstairs. He needs to eat something.” I felt as if I was just going through the motions when my brother picked me up off the floor. I leaned against him in order to walk down the stairs towards the kitchen.
Everyone who knew what was going on was already in the kitchen. “Do you have anything like Gatorade? Rey is weak. He needs some electrolytes and maybe some toast.” 
Lisabeth had lost every ounce of nervousness and uncertainty with my family, as she was forced to take control and bond with them immediately, given the circumstances. I heard her telling them why she ran out the room.
My mom brought me a Gatorade and toast. The nutrition really helped. I could now ask for some headache medicine. Not sure it would help, since I was certain it was caused by whatever Rachel did to get inside my head.
“Do we know how to fix this situation? Does anyone have any ideas?” I asked my family after chugging a second Gatorade. 
My dad had a plan. “I suggest we invite Rachel’s parents over for coffee and dessert. We need to confront them and find out what they know. We have them over often, so they won’t think it is strange.” 
Lisabeth asked, “What if Rachel tags along?”
My dad replied, “I will tell them we need their advice about your relationship. That we think things are moving too fast and y’all are out having dinner. I could say we want to talk before you get back. That should be clear enough we did not invite Rachel.”
Rachel’s parents were delighted to accept the invitation. About an hour later, they arrived at the front door.
I still had a headache, but I was getting my strength back. When Mr. Ryan and Mrs. Amy walked into the kitchen, all of us, which included my parents, Lisabeth, Caleb, Uncle Kyle, Aunt Mary and myself greeted them. My dad took the lead, which I was grateful for.
“Ryan, Amy, I believe you have met everyone here except our daughter-in-law. This is Lisabeth.” Lisabeth shook their hands politely before sitting back down beside me, as close as she could without actually sitting in my lap. I really wanted to pull her into my lap. My need to be as close to her as possible continued to grow.
“Forgive me for lying about why we invited you both over, and for the entourage.” My father continued talking to two of their best friends, who looked utterly lost and confused.
Mr. Ryan told him, “It must be important. You sounded urgent on the phone.” 
“Yes, I’m not even sure how to begin,” he said while bringing the journal we believe belonged to their ancestors to the table. To this day, we still don’t know what made Uncle Kyle bring it with him.
Caleb had moved to the corner of the room, looking like the bodyguard of the family for the night. Mom was busy grabbing coffee for everyone. Uncle Kyle and Aunt Mary were sitting at the bar while the rest of us sat around the pedestal table in the kitchen.
Dad opened the journal and asked them, “Have you ever seen anything similar to this book? Has anything like this been handed down through either of your families?”
He paused for them to pick up the book to examine it. Mrs. Amy’s face had gone white as a ghost. “Where did you get this?” she asked. 
“Read the name on the front page,” he told her before continuing, “Turner, my ancestors, and I believe yours as well.”
Amy pushed the book away with an attitude of contempt and maybe one of fear. “Why are you showing this to us?” Amy asked.
“Based on your reaction, I believe it is safe to assume you know what this book is. Amy, are you and Ryan soulmates?” 
They looked back and forth at each other, but neither answered the question. “Avery and I are true soulmates. Kyle and Mary are true soulmates. Our Rey has recently found his true soulmate Lisabeth. We all have heard the soulmate call. We have been friends for nearly two decades, so I am going to ask again, are you and Ryan true soulmates? Have your souls called to each other?” 
Amy asked with confusion and fear in her voice. “I still do not understand. Why are you asking us this?”
I wrestled with patience and holding my tongue. My mom struggled as well when she said with aggravation in her tone, “Amy, we will tell you why we are asking these questions, but we need your answers before explaining what has happened. Trust us, as you have always trusted us.”
Amy nodded her head and finally answered us, “Yes, Ryan and I are soulmates. Our souls have called to each other. I have seen that book before. My mom has one nearly identical, but it is evil, pure evil, and I want nothing to do with it. That book is the reason I no longer speak to my mom.” 
My dad was handling this all too well when he said, “Thank you Amy, I know that is not something you ever thought you would tell us. If you bear with me, I will start at the beginning, since I do not know how much you know about our ancestors. There were two brothers studying the mind all those generations ago. One discovered the soulmate call when his soul called to his other half. That is the ancestor my family line is descended from. The other brother’s soul did not call out to the woman he loved and believed to be his soulmate. When he did not experience the soul call, he began looking for ways to force his soul and his mate’s soul together. According to this book, he turned to witchcraft and did successfully force the call with the woman he loved, even though she was not his true soulmate. We believe your family may be from his line. Our ancestor banished yours and confiscated his notes when he found out what he had done. If you have seen this book, he probably rewrote it after the brothers parted ways. Why am I telling you all of this now? Rachel called Rey’s soul last night.” Before dad could continue, they both turned to me with faces of shock and terror.
It was my turn to finish the story. “Mrs. Amy, Mr. Ryan, I first need to say how truly sorry I am. I admit I did not treat your beautiful daughter with respect and honor in the past. I am embarrassed to tell you we both lost our virginity to each other when we were younger. Lisabeth, my wife is my true soulmate. Our souls called to each other naturally the way they taught us would happen. Last night when I saw Rachel, she somehow spoke into my mind. It was not at all like when Lisabeth speaks to me. Rachel’s words brought a sickness into my soul that is hard to explain. I introduced my wife to her, and Rachel got angry while pushing more words into me. I could not answer her call. Even if I had wanted to, I felt my soul lock itself. I was so weak from the experience I slept most of the day and awoke with a severe headache that is still bothering me. I saw Rachel again today from my window where she tried calling me again. We asked you over for your help. Do you know how she is doing this and how we can make it stop?” 
It was not my intention, but Mrs. Amy was in tears. Mr. Ryan replied to my confession because Mrs. Amy seemed to need time. “Amy and I are true soulmates. Our souls called to each other like every one of yours did. Amy’s parents were not true soulmates. Amy’s mother called to her father using the techniques and methods in that book. Her mother tried teaching them to her. Amy was always afraid of the soulmate call, since her parents were both angry and miserable all the time. When her father died, it seemed as if her mother was more relieved than grief stricken. When Amy’s soul found mine the way a soul is meant to find one another, she told her mom and her mom’s response was to strike her. She told her she had betrayed the family and the family legacy. We tried to live our lives together without abandoning her mom. Once we got pregnant with Rachel, Amy became terrified her mom would corrupt Rachel with the family legacy. We ran without saying goodbye. Her mother was never told Rachel exists, and she does not know where we are. We believe you Rey, we do not know how Rachel could have learned the evil it requires doing what she has done, and we definitely do not know how to reverse it.” 
Mrs. Amy, with tears still flowing, came over to Lisabeth and I. She grabbed both of our hands. “I am truly sorry for what my daughter has done to you both. I cannot imagine what you are feeling and experiencing. I wish I had the answers, but I don’t. If I had the strength, I would reach out to my mom and ask her. I am a coward. Please forgive me. Knowing her, though, she would not help. She would be on Rachel’s side. It sounds like she only tries to speak to you when she can see you, so you have to avoid ever seeing her again. That is the only solution I can think of.” She released our hands and walked back to the arms of her soulmate, whose heart was also broken.
We were all quiet for a bit, sitting there drinking our coffee and wallowing in the situation’s sorrow. None of us wished any pain or heartache on the Morris family. 
My dad broke the silence. “Amy is right, son. You cannot come back here as long as there is the possibility of running into Rachel.” 
“Dad, I could never walk away from you and Mom and Caleb,” I told him, shocked he would even suggest it.
Mom looked at me with tears in her eyes. “We will have to move.”
The room fell silent again with mom’s declaration. The Morris’s decided it was time to leave us as a family to process.
I stopped them first to make a request. “Please, I know it is a lot to ask, but if you could not tell Rachel I heard her. If she knows what she is trying to do worked, she will continue to try. She deserves her true soulmate. If she believes she failed, maybe she will be able to move on.”
They both promised it was between us and they wished us the best.
Once they left, to my surprise, it was Caleb who brought up the subject of moving again. “Mom, Dad, you always said you were going to build your dream hunting cabin when you retired. It looks like you are going to have to do that early.” 
Caleb’s suggestion lightened the mood and brought smiles back to all of our faces. He looked at me and said, “Rey, I really am sorry I have been a jackass the last few days.” He gave me a brotherly hug before walking over to Lisabeth to say, “Hey Sis, I owe you an apology too. I am really glad Rey found you.” He then pulled her in for a giant hug.
We said our goodnights to everyone because we wanted to be on the road tomorrow as early as possible.
Once we were back in my room behind closed doors, Lisabeth gladly let me make love to her. I needed her more than I have ever needed her before. I felt her thinking the same thing.
We fell asleep holding each other, allowing our skin to touch in order to absorb each other’s love. I heard her whisper to me, “I am only yours, and you are only mine. My soul and your soul are the same. I love you, Rey.”
October 24, 1999
I woke up on time, but my head still pounded. We hugged everyone goodbye. Lisabeth had to start the drive home. I wanted to close my eyes, hoping the pain in my head would subside the further we got away from there. I was sadly pulling away, knowing it was the last time I would ever see my childhood home. 
The drive home was exactly what the doctor ordered. With every mile we put behind us, I felt like my old self. We had only been driving for probably an hour before I felt completely whole, like nothing had ever happened. Rachel did not know how to find me. I didn’t even tell my parents my new address. Hopefully, this was all behind us, and I would never see Rachel again.




















Lisabeth-December 28, 1999
My Rey was turning twenty years old. We were celebrating Christmas and his birthday with both of our families at his Grams’ house. We hadn’t seen his parents or Caleb since his dad turned fifty. 
Today was the day Rey was going to propose with everyone around. Today would begin the journey that would allow us to spend our lives together with all of our family supporting us.
My parents and sisters followed us to his Grams’ house while Pasiphae rode over with us. We asked Pasiphae to be a part of our big day. She was happy to join us.
I introduced my family to all of Rey’s family since this was the first time everyone was meeting. Rey had invited his parents, Caleb, and, of course, his aunt and uncle who had been with us on our journey from the beginning, like his Grams.
Rey’s family had insisted on making the entire meal. They allowed me to make his birthday cake. Everyone enjoyed dinner while the two families got to know one another. 
Caleb and Pasiphae hadn’t taken their eyes off of each other since meeting. Caleb had this look that made me wonder if his soul was pulling him towards her. He definitely had stars in his eyes. Poor James didn’t stand a chance if what I suspected was happening was really happening. I couldn’t dwell on it right now. It was none of my business and we have a proposal to get to.
We all worked together cleaning up after dinner. Once we finished cleaning, Rey asked everyone to come into the living room. He situated us in front of the fireplace. This fireplace was where he sat and watched me undress for him that fateful day when he called my soul, believing his call went unheard. As soon as Rey dropped to one knee, the room filled with gasps, oohs, and ahs.
Rey had asked my dad for his blessing a few days ago and told him his plan to propose today. Even though this was what we had planned for months now, and even though we were secretly already married, my heart still skipped a beat when he went to his knee. 
He grabbed my hand that I would proudly wear his Grams ring on every day and began, “Lisabeth, my love, my soulmate. My love for you began as a feeling, but today before both our families I choose you and only you. I love you more today than I did yesterday. Lisabeth, will you do me the honor of marrying me in front of all our friends and family?” 
His eyes never left mine, and we both had tears in our eyes when I said, “Yes, Rey, I will marry you in front of all our friends and family.” He got up off of his knee once he placed the ring on my finger, then he brushed his lips against mine.
They tackled us with congratulations from everyone. I do not believe there was a dry eye in the room. The love that was pouring off of Rey towards me moved even those who knew our secret. I was showing off my ring to everyone when we heard a knock at the door. 
We were all caught up in the joy and excitement of the moment. The unwanted guest was able to get all the way into the unlocked house before anyone could stop her.
Rey and I heard her before we saw her, “Rey, I have come to rescue you.” I felt his knees nearly go out from under him the moment he turned to see Rachel with a gun.
His fear for my safety became stronger than the evil intrusion into his mind. He pulled me directly behind him, telling me, “Whatever you do, stay behind me or someone else!”
I listened to him and turned myself to position us back-to-back, when she tried again. “Rey, I know you can hear me. I am here to rescue you, my love.”  
Rey pretended to have not heard her by asking her, “Rachel, what are you doing here? And why are you pointing a gun at all of us?”
In response to his question, she screamed for everyone to hear her. “Rey! I am here to rescue you!” 
My father-in-law spoke up, “Rachel, I do not understand. Why would you point a gun at us? We are your friends. We have known you your entire life. What is happening right now?”
She tried again to get into his head. “Rey, I am taking you away from here. Come with me. We are running away together.” 
Rey struggled to hold it together with each new word she forced into his head, but he was certain because she had a gun. She meant to harm me.
His ability to maintain the ruse he could not hear her was flawless even while she screamed again, “Rey, I said to come here. You are going with me. We are leaving here together. And nobody is going to stop us.” 
Rey’s response was to first take care of me, “Dad, Caleb, Uncle Kyle, Mr. Johnathan, I am going to have to go for now, but I will go nowhere until y’all surround Lisabeth.”
Every man in my life, except Caleb, surrounded me without question. Caleb had pushed Pasiphae behind him and refused to budge. I could not fault him for that. The need to protect our soulmate was unstoppable, and it looked like they were definitely soulmates. He stood like a brute force in front of her. Rey had noticed it too, but couldn’t dwell on his happiness over his brother finding her.
He walked out the door with Rachel and her gun. “Lisabeth, I love you. I know you will find me.”
Nobody moved until we heard her car peeling away. I felt my Rey pass out from exhaustion. All the strength gone he had used to overcome the weakness Rachel’s words brought to his body and soul in order to ensure my safety. 
I nearly collapsed, but my dad caught me before I could. He helped me to the couch. I wanted to lie down and cry, but I knew I had to stay strong, for Rey. Rey would not find strength as long as he was with her. I was certain whatever she was doing to him would continue to weaken him. We had to find him before his body and his soul gave out.
My family and Pasiphae were looking at everyone for answers. I told them as much as I could, “Rachel is sort of an old girlfriend of Rey’s. She met me when Rey and I were visiting his family in Texas. She seemed upset I was with Rey. I am as surprised as everyone she would be this upset. I don’t even know how she found him.” 
Grams had gotten me a glass of water. Here my father-in-law stepped in, “We are going to call the police, and then I am going to call Rachel’s parents to see what they know.” We all silently waited for him to make those phone calls.
The police had still not arrived when Rey’s dad came back to tell us what he had found out. Rachel’s parents had not seen her since Rey and I left Texas. When she went missing, they searched her room and found out her grandmother had been in contact with her. Somehow, she found out she existed and reached out to her.
They reported her disappearance to the police, but they could not locate her or her grandmother. They believed Rachel had been living with her, but the grandmother was no longer at her old address.
They were truly sorry they kept this from us. They thought the same thing we did; Rachel could not possibly know where we were. They told us what Rachel drove when she disappeared and gave us the license plate for the police.
Certainly, my family was confused by all of this, but the rest of us understood. 
The police were finally there. I had my doubts about how much they were going to help us. I listened and watched along with everyone else as my father-in-law told the detectives everything essential. We were all instructed to wait while they did their job.
No one wanted to leave. Grams found as many pillows and blankets as she could, and everyone found a place to crash. We were all in this together.
I laid awake thinking about Rey while refusing to allow myself a meltdown. I knew he had passed out and was still not awake cause I had tried to talk to him several times. 
I wondered if he was dreaming or having thoughts while unconscious. I saw what he was seeing. He was dreaming. At least it looked like a dream. It could have been his mind and soul fighting. I saw Rey running through a forest. He was exhausted, but he refused to stop. I could feel his fear as he kept turning around to see if anyone was behind him. I had been watching the same scene for hours before I finally fell asleep from exhaustion myself.






















Rey-December 29, 1999
I was awakened by someone spraying a garden hose in my face. The force of the water served its purpose by bringing me out of the unconscious state I was in. However, it did not give me the strength I needed to get up out of the car. The migraine I was experiencing had become unbearably severe. 
I tried to hold my eyes open to take in my surroundings. I needed to see where I was. I needed to help Lisabeth find me. Rachel and an older woman, who looked very similar to Rachel, were yelling at me to get out of the car. I attempted to, but my body would not move. It was almost as if I was in a paralyzed state.
I tried to open my mouth to speak, then I heard my Lisabeth, “Rey, I’m here, my love. Use my strength if you can.”
Her words allowed me enough strength to speak to Rachel and the stranger, “I don’t know what you have done to me, but I physically cannot move.” 
They both looked at each other in confusion. They tried pulling me by my arms to force me to stand. Rachel picked up my legs to turn them outside the car. They began pulling me harder. One on each arm. They got me to my feet and nearly had to drag me into the house. 
I looked like Bernie on Weekend at Bernie’s. I saw the numbers 61512 on the house I was being dragged into. They dropped me on a bed in a room inside the house. Rachel and the older woman, who I discovered to be her grandmother, argued.
Rachel was demanding, “Grandma, what is wrong with him? What is happening? Why can’t he hear me?”
Her Grandma was pacing back and forth, seeming as confused as Rachel. “I don’t know. It always works. I have seen nothing like this.” 
I was thinking to myself, of course, you haven’t seen this. You are usually pulling this evil on people who have not already found their soulmate. You are mixing your evil with something good and pure. It would never work. 
I tuned them out for a bit to talk to Lisabeth. “Lisabeth, what did the police say? What did her parents say? Are you ok?” 
“Yes, Rey, I am ok. Do not worry about me. Take care of yourself. Listen to my voice. We are one soul, remember. Pull what you need to survive from the soul we share. You will come back to me,” she encouraged me before moving on to answer my questions. “Her parents think she found her grandmother and she has been with her for the past couple of months. Can you tell me what her car looked like?” 
I described the car to her. It was a red Toyota Camry, and I told Lisabeth about the numbers on the house. Lisabeth said that was Rachel’s car, and the police had been looking for it. I gained enough energy from her voice that I could move around some, but only slightly. 
I needed to go back to listening to Rachel in order to see if I could find out what her plans were and where I was. “Lisabeth, I need to see what I can find out. Your voice is my medicine right now. Talk to me as much as you can. Right now, we need to both listen to see if they will tell me anything.”
I pulled myself into a sitting position by the time Rachel came back to check on me. “Rachel, where are we? Why did you bring me here? What is going on?”
Rachel put on a cheesy smile to tell me, “Silly, this is our home. I brought you here so we could start our life together. The life we were meant to have.” 
At least she did not say the words into my head that time. I thought about arguing with her, but I was not sure what good that would do. I needed to keep her out of my head as much as possible. 
I tried one more time to find out anything about where we were. “Can you tell me where our home is?”
She admitted to me, “We are in Senora, Texas, where our home has always been.”
My only response to Rachel after she revealed we were back in Senora, Texas was to tell her, “I am going to lie back down. I feel really sick. I can barely hold my body up. I might need a doctor.” 
I laid down without waiting for her to respond. “Did you hear that? We are in Senora, Texas.” I ask Lisabeth.
“Yes, I heard. We have to figure out a way to convince the police to focus only on that city. Try to sleep. I love you.”
I was asleep within seconds.
December 30, 1999
What was it with these two and water? I awoke this time with a glass of water poured on me. Rachel’s Grandma was standing over me with a bowl of food. “You need to eat. We need to get you your strength back.” 
Finally able to sit up, I knew I would never get all of my strength back as long as I was anywhere near Rachel. I did not know how to explain to them or even convince them what Rachel was doing had weakened me. I ate whatever was in the bowl. It looked like some kind of stew. 
Her Grandma stared at me the whole time I was eating her food. I asked her some questions. What could it hurt? “Do you know why Rachel has brought me here? My wife and family will be looking for me.”
The old woman’s eyes grew two times their size, then she asked, “Wife?” 
Now it was my turn to look confused. “Yes, my wife. I introduced her to Rachel at my father’s party.”
She asked me, “Does Rachel know she was your wife?”
I nodded my head telling her, “I introduced her to Rachel and told her she was my wife.” She immediately got up from the room without another word.
Since she left, I took advantage of the situation to go in search of a bathroom to relieve myself. If I thought my legs would not give out, I would have gone in search of the front door to escape. I found the bathroom with no trouble. 
On my way to go back to the room they placed me in, I heard the two arguing, “Wife! Why didn’t you tell me the girl is his wife? That is why this is not working. They are already one flesh. That cannot be separated.”
Her Grandma was screaming at her and she sounded like she was crying while she said, “I said nothing because I did not know it was important. How was I supposed to know it would make a difference?”
Her grandmother told her, “It absolutely makes a difference. You were too late. There is nothing that can be done now to make him your soulmate.” 
Interesting. Rachel was pleading with her grandma, “Please, can we try one more time. I know it will work. I know he loves me.” There was only silence now. I figured I had better go back to the room before they found me listening.
I had sat back on the bed when Rachel walked in. Her eyes were puffy and red. She was just staring at me. With frustration and anger, she forced her way into my head. “I know you love me. I know we are soulmates. Here my call. Answer my call!” 
With those last words, I formulated a plan. I held my head, pretending like I was hearing something loud and excruciating. Then I pretended to pass out again. Stupid girl threw water at me again. 
This time she appeared to be concerned. “What happened?” She asked.
I told her, “I don’t know. I heard a really loud screeching noise. You didn’t hear it. It was like someone was digging in my ears. I really think something is wrong with me and I need a doctor.”
She didn’t even respond; she just stormed out of the room.
They had left me alone for what felt like hours. I thought about going to sleep. Instead, I talked with my wife and listened in on what was going on with her and everyone else. 
I found out they were all still together at Grams. Nobody had gone anywhere. Everyone had called into work and refused to leave until they found me. Caleb and Pasiphae were stuck to each other like glue. Lisabeth had not been able to talk to either of them about it. We were both certain Caleb’s soul was drawn to her, but we did not know if his soul had called to hers yet. Lisabeth found out my Uncle Kyle and Aunt Mary’s souls had evolved. My parents told them all about their experience. They decided they wanted what we had as well. 
She also told me they wanted to discuss all of us sharing our stories with everyone in the family. That this gift should be shared and passed on to anyone who wanted their relationships to grow even deeper. Her parents were in awe of how close all the couples were to each other and how loving everyone in the Turner family was. They appeared to be envious and wanted to know the secret. Of course, she would never tell them. We could not risk they were not true soulmates. Besides the fear of being carried off to a looney bin, our family secret stayed in the family to avoid breaking up people in love who may not be with the one created for them. 
We were both relieved to learn Rachel would have to give up eventually and what she tried to accomplish was impossible. We remained patient, waiting for the police to find me or for Rachel to let me go. 
Lisabeth told my dad about the numbers on the house and I was in Senora, TX. He had called Mrs. Amy to see if she knew anything about where we could be with that information. He had not come back with any news yet for her to share.
Grandma finally came back to check on me. I asked her questions, “Mrs. Amy mentioned you before. She said you two had a falling out, and you were no longer in her life. How did you find Rachel?”
She actually answered my questions. “I missed my daughter, so I hired a private detective. He found her. That is when I learned about Rachel. I introduced myself to her one day. She told me all about you and I offered to help her.” 
I played stupid while asking her, “Help her how? How could you help her with me?”
She brushed that question off. I then asked, “How did Rachel find me at my Grams, I never told her where I lived?”
She answered this, “I hired the same PI to find you that found my daughter. Then Rachel began following you. She waited until she thought it would be the best time to bring you here. I did not know you were married or I would never have agreed to help her.” It appeared the woman might have some kind of conscience. 
I began wondering why I had not seen Rachel in a while when I heard the doorbell ring. The old lady left me to go answer the door. I was curious, so I waited a moment before following her.
It was Mrs. Amy and Mr. Ryan. The numbers on the house must have meant something. They found me. I wanted to run to them and beg them to take me away, but I waited to see if they had a plan. 
Even if I got out of there, what was to stop Rachel from coming after me again. Rachel made an appearance from out of nowhere. She was obviously surprised to find her parents there because she asked them, “What are you doing here?”
Mrs. Amy tried to approach her daughter, but she pulled away. 
She tried her mother next. “Hi Mom, we are looking for Rey. We know Rachel took him.”
Neither said anything. “Mom, you know the soulmate call is real, without spells and witchcraft. Ryan and I are proof of that, and so are Rey and Lisabeth.” 
That got her mother’s attention. Mrs. Amy continued, “Did you ever notice the name of our ancestor who wrote the journal you have? I know you have every word memorized in it, but did you ever pay attention to our ancestor’s name?” 
Her mother left the room without a word, only to reappear with the book. She opened it to read the name in front of everyone. She read the name out loud, “Jeremiah Turner.” Why had no one ever paid attention before to the author? 
Rachel and her grandmother stared at Mrs. Amy with eyes wide and mouths opened, “Yes, Jeffrey Turner is a descendant of Jeremiah’s brother. Lisabeth is his true soulmate. His soul called to hers a long time ago. You need to let him return to her.” 
Rachel threw whatever things she could get her hands on. When the truth set in, I could never be hers.
I made myself known. I let Rachel see me, so I could confirm what her parents had said. “Rachel, I am truly sorry if I ever made you believe I loved you. I regret I did not treat you with respect and honor. What your mother said is true, Lisabeth and I are soulmates. I never meant to hurt you. You were my friend, and I cared about you. I am really sorry. You deserve to find your true soulmate. Your mom and dad can show you how.” 
Mrs. Amy had moved to comfort Rachel, and that time she let her mom hold her while she wept, knowing I could never be her soulmate.
Mr. Ryan told me, “Come on Rey, I will take you home.”
I left there broken-hearted over the damage I had caused by being with someone who was not my soulmate. I could imagine Lisabeth saying, “reason #3 not to have sex with someone you were not married to.” 
Rescued and in the car on the way home, I knew Lisabeth had heard everything, but I still told her, “I am on my way home to you.”
She said to me, “See you soon, my love.” I closed my eyes, allowing myself to rest.
I awoke from my sleep feeling like myself again. Whatever Rachel had done to me was now behind us. I was grateful her parents had come and gotten me. So grateful I remember what Lisabeth told me about sharing our abilities with anyone in the family who wanted them. Mr. Ryan and Mrs. Amy were family. I spent the rest of the ride home telling him Lisabeth and I’s story, and how their soul call could evolve too.  




















Lisabeth
When I heard Rey tell me, “I am on my way home to you.”
I said to him, “See you soon, my love.” Eager to tell everyone he was on his way back to us, but I could not, since my parents did not know I could talk to Rey in my mind. I chose not to tell anyone.
During this ordeal, my youngest sister expressed her concerns about my relationship with Rey. She felt like he had stolen my independent spirit. I had been thinking about her comment in the back of my mind. 
At first, I struggled with her words. Had I lost a part of myself or had I found the piece that was missing? I remembered the verse in the Bible that said it’s not good for a man to be alone.
I knew I was not dependent on Rey to live this life. Loving someone this much didn’t make me weak. He strengthened me. His love had given me courage, self-confidence, and strength. If loving him as much as I did was wrong, then I didn’t want to be right.
December 31, 1999
The sun hadn’t even come up when I heard Rey, “Lisabeth, I am pulling up in the driveway.” I had fallen asleep waiting for him. His voice woke me immediately. 
Everyone was sleeping in whatever corner they found. I headed to the front door, where Rey grabbed me in his arms the instant he walked in the door. His lips ravished mine, telling me how much he wished this was our apartment, and we were alone. The house slowly woke up at the realization Rey was home safe.
We never cut Rey’s cake before the crazy kidnapping, so that was what we did for breakfast. Everyone gathered to sing him happy birthday and to blow out his candles. We all wanted to thank Mr. Ryan for bringing Rey home to us, but he was too ashamed to come in.
January 1, 2000
We all stayed together as a family and brought in the new year at Grams’ house. My parents and sisters were the first to head home. 
The moment the door closed behind them, Caleb immediately shared his news, even though we had all figured it out already. He began, “I want everyone to know how happy I am Rey is back with us. Now that he is here, I can tell everyone I have found my soulmate.” Pasiphae walks over to his waiting arms before he continues to share his joy. “It was love at first sight. I felt my soul leap when she walked in the door. This morning my soul called to hers and she answered my call.”
I tried to feel sorry for James, but I was too selfish. My best friend was going to be my sister-in-law one day, and now I could share everything with her. I never had to hide anything from her again. I was dying to talk to her about it, but it would have to wait.
We said goodbye to the rest of the family to head home. Caleb was tagging along. Of course, he had no intention of going back to Texas anytime soon. I assumed we had gained a new roommate.
We went straight to the shower when we got back to the apartment, leaving Caleb and Pasiphae on their own. Rey wanted to wash off the last few days, and I did not have any objections, so I joined him. 
He had said little since getting back. I knew the situation weighed heavily on him, since he blamed himself for what happened. I tried to reassure him, “Rey, you cannot help she had some sort of crazy in her. It was not your fault. That is not something anyone can predict. Hopefully, her parents can help her. Maybe they will even find healing with her Grandma. She seemed open after realizing she could not make you Rachel’s soulmate. We have to believe good for Rachel will come out of this.” I talked to him only in his soul; it felt like he needed my words to wash his soul as well.
We held onto each other until the cold water hit us.
Once we were dry, Rey laid me on the floor of the bathroom and made love to me.
It was not until we laid down together in our bed he finally let go. He was shaking as he cried. His cries were cries of relief it was over. After the tears, came joy and laughter as he held me in his arms.
“Lisabeth, thank you for loving me. Flaws and all. I know I am a better man because I found you. The man Rachel wanted does not exist, and I know it is because of you. You are my heart, always and forever.”
We made love again before falling asleep in each other’s arms.
January 2, 2000

I woke up before Rey and went in search of coffee to find Pasiphae was also up doing the same thing. I did not see Caleb anywhere, so I assumed he was still asleep.
With coffee in both our hands, Pasiphae looked at me and told me, “I expect the entire story from the beginning. Leave nothing out.” I laughed before I told her everything by starting with the words, “Once Upon a Time….”
June 3, 2000

We spent the last six months on planning the wedding. Between our jobs, school, and the wedding, it left little time together. We did not mind because we knew we had the rest of our lives. This was the day we were getting married in front of all our friends and family.
We were getting married at Southern Oaks in New Orleans. I fell in love with the place when I attended a wedding there, and it was where I always dreamed of getting married one day. It was a beautiful plantation home with four white columns out front. In the courtyard were beautiful live oak trees filled with Spanish moss. 
I knew it was hot in New Orleans in June, but we were having the wedding ceremony outside, anyway. Everyone would get over it.
My parents, sisters, Pasiphae, and I were riding in the limousine to meet Rey at the altar.
My dress came out more perfectly than I imagined. I had taken the summer dress I wore when I met Rey at the Justice of the Peace to a seamstress. I asked her to make me an identical wedding dress. Only difference was the dress flowed to the ground like a wedding dress should. 
The bridesmaid’s dresses were very similar to what Pasiphae wore that day as well. We found a blue that was close to what she had worn and did our best to find formal dresses in the same style. Our goal was to recreate the original wedding as much as we could. Pasiphae had even made me an identical bouquet. We could not have asked for a better day. The sun was setting when we pulled up to Southern Oaks.
Once we arrived, the music played. The usher Rey had chosen walked my mom to her seat first. I watched my bridesmaids go next while they walked down the aisle, escorted by the other groomsmen. Pasiphae was my maid of honor, and Caleb was the best man. He proposed to her last week. They already planned on a December wedding. The wedding march began as I grabbed my father’s arm to walk down the aisle to my husband. 
I had never seen him all dressed up before. He looked deliciously sexy, and I told him so, “You look deliciously sexy standing up there in your tux.”
He winked while showing me his gorgeous dimples with a smile and telling me, “Your beauty is breathtaking. I am sort of sorry I am going to have to take that dress off of you later tonight.” 
My eyes were sparkling like they do even before I reached him at the end of the aisle.
My dad handed me over to join Rey. The minister asked,” Who gives this woman to this man?”
I heard my dad say, “I do.”
The minister began by telling everyone, “You may be seated.” His next words were, “Rey has asked me to begin the ceremony with words from Lisabeth’s favorite movie, ‘Mawwiage. Mawwiage is wat bwings us togeder today. Mawwiage, that bwessed awwangement, that dweam wifin a dream… And luv, twue wuv, will fowwow you foweva… So tweasure your wuv’—” He actually said it with the speech impediment which brought a laugh from the guests. 
He continued with, “Moving on to more serious things, Lisabeth and Rey have written their own vows. Lisabeth you may begin.”
We used the same vows with a slight bit of editing. “I, Lisabeth Gilbert, choose you, Jeffrey Turner, to be my friend, my lover, my companion, my heart, and most importantly, my soul. The words ‘whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same.’ were never truer than they are about us. Your soul is my soul and my soul is your soul now, until death. I will love you all of my days. Our love is forever. Thank you for finding me and choosing me. Our hearts beat as one from this day forward. Today I choose to be your wife and you, my husband. Today we are one soul.”
This time Rey waited for the minister to tell him, “Rey, it is your turn. “I, Jeffrey Turner, choose you, Lisabeth Gilbert, to be my muse, who lights my way towards becoming a better man. I am a better man because of your love. I choose you to be my friend, my lover, my companion. I choose you to be my reflection, that I may always see the man that you see. I choose you to be my heart and, most importantly, my soul. I have loved you from afar. I have loved you up close. My love began as a feeling, but as I stand here today, I choose you and only you forever and always. You are my choice now until death. Today I choose to be your husband and you, my wife. Today we are one soul with two hearts forever entwined. Together we are stronger than love itself. I am forever yours.” 
We both had tears in our eyes, even though we had done this before. Our love for each other had grown so much since that day.
The minister asked us for the rings and Rey once again placed his grandmother’s band on my finger while saying, “I give you this ring as a symbol of my love and commitment.” 
I then placed his grandfather’s ring on his finger. It never had to leave his hand again. I said to him, “I give you this ring as a symbol of my love and commitment.”
We continued to look into each other’s eyes while holding hands. The minister said the words we had waited to hear before our friends and family, “I now pronounce you man and wife. You may now kiss the bride.”






















Epilogue-Rey
We began this journal together and finished it as one. In writing our story together, I realized I left out the day I met Lisabeth.
I had moved to Slidell right after graduation because my girlfriend at the time lived in Slidell. I had met her while visiting my Grams. She had gotten me a job as a server at Lonestar, where she worked.
I had been working there for nearly a month. This particular day, work was having a mandatory meeting for the employees. I noticed Lisabeth the moment she walked into the building. I felt my heart dance at the sight of her. Not just that day, but every day after as well.
 I knew she was my soulmate before ever speaking a word to her or knowing her name. She had taken the last month off to travel and was just returning when I saw her for the first time. We didn’t officially meet that day.
I never told her this, but I was constantly switching my schedule around to guarantee we worked together. Even the Biology class we shared, I took knowing she was in that class.
I only wanted to be near her. Unfortunately, my fears were louder than my heart’s cry. I count my blessings every day. My fear didn’t win, and we found our way back to each other.
Usually, only one soulmate writes the story. As you read, Lisabeth's and I’s story is unique and was the start of something more for our family and future generations, so I asked her to take part in the telling of our story.
Our story is not over. Like all the other journals you may have read from our ancestors, we are out of pages. It is time for someone else to share their story while we continue ours.
Our hope for everyone from this day forward is they open their soul to their soulmates like we did. As soulmates, what you are capable of sharing with one another is endless.               
















To Be Continued With
The Soulmate Battle - Caleb & Pasiphae’s story
The Soulmate Dilemma - Samuel & Samantha’s story

The Soulmate Homecoming - Sarah & Benjamin’s story 















From the Author
Thank you for allowing me to share this story with you. It is a story that has been in my heart for over twenty years. Once I set my fears aside and opened the computer to start page one, the words poured from inside of me. I am honored you stuck with me from the first page to the last page. 
The Soulmate Battle will be available in 2021. If you enjoyed this first installation, follow me on Facebook, https://www.facebook.com/Tiffany-Ann-105480361332602 or visit my website for updates, www.tiffanyannbooks.com. 
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