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Her teeth were clenched as she willed herself not to cry. Too much pride in her just would not let her weep.
She continued to pace the room and finally stood in front of her office window. Bright city lights stared back
at her as she lost herself in deep thought. She turned around and met his gaze. Chandra nodded and led the
way towards the office sofas. As she sank into the comfort of the sofa, Chandra was grateful he had suggested
sitting down. Standing at a towering one meter ninety- seven Blake had an unfair height advantage over her.
Chandra thought of Blake as a Towering piece of moving muscle. This is also difficult for me Blake closed his
eyes and leaned back against the sofa. He cleared his throat and looked at her. Pain was written all over her
face. The man in me wanted to give you a heads up. Chandra you have to understand that as a lawyer i cant
disclose certain things. Anything to saved me from this financial mess. I did warn you. I gave you a heads up.
Chandra looked at him with tears streaming down her cheeks and said " I was too stubborn to listen. You did
try i have to commend you for trying" she agreed in a faint voice. Blake walked towards her and cradled her in
his arms. Chandra was petite but like they say dynamite comes in small packages. She had an hour glass figure
and her bold and fiery attitude made up for what she lacked in stature. Dont shut me out. Her eyes said it all.
Blake was fighting a losing battle. He nodded and turned around the sight of her was his undoing. He swept
her in his arms and crushed his mouth to hers. Every ounce of energy in him went into the kiss. She clung to
him and rubbed her hands on his back. Her passionate moans were driving him crazy. Her nipples were
straining against the thin material of her blouse. Desire glowed in her eyes and as his hands made their way
towards her warm and moist center she trembled with need.
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When you find yourself standing in quicksand, in a pile of shattered dreams and broken promises picking up
the pieces of your broken life, it is very difficult to pinpoint the exact moment at which it all began. Could it
be the day that I called a certain friend letting her know that I was looking at giving her friend a record deal?
Could it be the day I accepted a position at that company a second time, especially after The Lord had
delivered me from it the first time? Or could it be the day I started receiving prophetic words about waiting on
God for a spouse? It is impossible to say which one it really is especially because it all happened round about
the same time. I went on a 21 day fast with the following items on my list of objectives: Even though I was not
able to endure for 21 days because I started to get too weak, I will say that it was a successful fast. God stirred
something up in my heart; all of a sudden I was bored at my job and I felt I needed to move. There was not
enough projects and I often thought that I was going to go crazy just sitting there waiting for something to
happen, which never did. For months I had come to work at eight in the morning and left at four in the
afternoon and nothing of significance had happened. This had never bothered me, in fact it had given me time
to focus on my studies and to do my assignments - which was good. So I started looking at other jobs, making
applications and I also started having ideas of starting my own business. I was not going to stand for this so I
resigned. Within two weeks of my resignation, the same entity called me back and after a long discussion,
they offered me a new job altogether with my full salary reinstated. Two months in the new job, I was able to
apply for a work permit. I guess somethings you will only unlock by going down on your knees for it was only
after fasting for a work permit that I was finally given a contract. I also found the strength in me to part with
that big an amount of money to be able to pay my immigration lawyer. Up until then I had just thought it was
all impossible and there was no way I was going to part with that much money just for a stamp in my passport.
I seem to be getting carried away and losing the plot but this is all to show that my fast was a successful one.
In November that year, I got an iPhone. Also, looking back at the day I made those prayers up until maybe the
day I found myself standing in the quicksand, I have never had so much money pass through my hands. I
remember being so shocked looking at the statement my bank sent me on the 15th of January. My eyes left
their sockets when I checked the transaction summary of the 30 days. Mind you, I was not a person who
banked all their money, especially because my boyfriend only gave me cash and I rarely deposited it. So the
new position that I had been given was something at a record label and shortly after I got appointed, I had to
look for talent. That is when I thought I could give X a record deal and after speaking to both her and the label,
I set up the series of meetings and in no time, X had a record deal and to my surprise a job at the record label
too. A little bit before all these started to happen, I went to a wedding where X was involved and after this I
opened my home for X and her friend on numerous occasions. One of the occasions being much later when
she was also an employee at the label. She stayed with me for a few days and when she travelled she took my
suitcase. About two weeks after she left my house, I went on a seven day fast and on the second day of this
fast I experienced spiritual opposition like never before. The devil dealt with me and I found myself having to
hide out for exactly four days. Luckily I was able to get medical help and was given sick leave for the whole
week. So after that one week which was to change my life for good, I went back to work. I would have killed
myself first if I could before I went to work that Monday. In fact when I got to work that day, sitting on a
couch in my office, I started out to write a resignation email but somehow changed my mind. Yes, I was
sitting on a couch, I was now a visitor in my own office! In retrospect, the worst thing that you can do when
Satan attacks you is to do nothing. But I took a deep breath and composed a response and life went back to
normal. Well, as normal as normal could be. I let myself be pushed out of my office and I prepared myself a
new one. For the next couple of days the cloud got darker and darker and everyday I dreaded going to the
spiritual battlefield which was my work. I woke up everyday with the resolution that today I am going to quit.
Well, look for reason to fire me they did. Within a week of being back, I was served with a letter of
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termination. So I basically worked for free that month, but my steps are created by Him who has created me
and what Satan thinks he is using for my destruction the Lord uses to bless me. I want to go back to a brief
moment that I had with my Maker in my car just before the termination. Sometime in the preceding week, I
had received a heads-up of what was going on; I had been warned that there was a snake among us and that I
had better watch my back. I had received another one that morning from a different source. So when I got to
the venue where I was to be fired, I sat in the car for a brief moment and had a conversation with the Lord. I
declared and decreed His protection and His advocacy over my life. This declaration had recently protected
and covered me in the previous week. In that moment I decided to surrender and I uttered the words that set
the series of events in motion. And he can only touch my possessions, he can never lay a hand on me. With
my own shrewd wisdom I planned it. I have broken down the defences of nations and carried off their
treasures. But can an ax boast greater power than the person who uses it? Was the mighty and all powerful
Assyria which had defeated and slain Samaria, Damascus and even Jerusalem not proud and arrogant, not
knowing that they were victorious only because God permitted? And when God had finished using it as a rod
for His wrath, were its soldiers not slain by an angel of the Lord in B. Did the Assyrian Empire not fall to
Babylon eventually? Where is Assyria now? Of course I was hurt and I cried for few a minutes, especially
because Satan saw to it that I lost everything else because of my decisions. I had chosen to renounce him and
to close all the doorways that I had involuntarily opened up for him unaware over the years. Satan was mad as
hell! Now I understand why Jesus in Matthew 6: Moths, rust and thieves, are they not agents of Satan? If there
is one thing that I have learnt from this experience, it is the importance of non-attachment. When I saw that I
was under attack and losing my possessions, I actually stood on the forefront of this and gave away what little
I had left. And since I gave it all away, I found a new freedom and a sense of peace. What set these events in
motion? Perhaps the right question to ask is what happened first because they are all linked. I have also
learned that God opens and closes doors of opportunity as a means of communicating with us. But I did not
want to listen, I kept on going back. So perhaps He had to bang the door in my face to get me to listen. He put
the desire in my heart to want to give X a chance. He also placed a desire in my heart to help her at all costs
thus bringing her closer to me. During the wedding weekend, He sent a prophet to tell me to wait on Him for a
spouse. Satan found doorways to attack me in all of these. Satan was not happy when my beloved and I ceased
to be because that relationship was meant to destroy me. In fact my whole lifestyle was meant to destroy me.
The normal reaction when I lost my job would have been to go back to him and bow down at his feet and beg
him to take me back. In my humaness countless times I have whispered under my breath how I wished I was
still with him when I lost my job. In fact I remember the day it resonated in my mind and heart that I was
leaving my lifestyle behind me. I did go and see him that Sunday and the way the devil is such a liar! The
amount of money that he had, just in his pocket! He also told me that he had brought me something special
from New York and that it was in his hotel room. That was a battle and a half and somehow I managed to
escape. I told him I was making a quick trip somewhere and I would be back. Of course life has been difficult
and I have often thought of calling the ATMs, which is exactly what the devil wants. But the God I serve is
stronger and His angels are fighting on my behalf when I am weak. I still have the sim card but what am I
going to do with that number? Life is better this way.
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She was closer to L than anyone else ever was. But when she brings him back, will he remember who she is?
Just go with it!!! Welcome to the first chapter of Memoirs of a Lost Soul! We have a lot of drama, suspense,
romance, and humor lined up for you! But before we start, for legal reasons, we have to create a disclaimer.
Light Imagay here to help! She thanks Ohba and Obata senseis But who cares about that?! She was forced to
watch a boy, unrecognizable seeing as he was facing away into the gray rain. He looked about her age, five or
six. The rain trickled down her forehead and around her tiny nose as her sapphire eyes watched the boy walk
toward the dark shadow of a limousine. His wrist was encased in the wrinkled palm of an older man, seeming
to be in his mid-fifties. An overwhelming sadness washed over her and tears were soon mixing with the
raindrops running down her pale cheek. How could he forget to say good-bye to her? Her eyes were closed
tightly in rage and regret. The boy whipped around and his black hair ricocheted raindrops. His bangs almost
covered his young, deep black eyes. The dark circles scrunched under his eyes as he tried to make out the
figure calling so desperately. Running towards her, she felt a little ray of hope, like warm sunshine, grasp her
heart. He stopped a bit away from her so she could see him clearly in the rain. His poor posture added to the
depression of the moment as he searched through his blue jeans pocket. His big eyes began to tear as he
hugged her tightly. Then you have to remember me! He grabbed her shoulders and extended his arms as if
making a picture in his mind of her because he would have no room on his desktop, where he would be for the
rest of his life. More tears poured as another man came out of the castle-like building behind her. He put his
hand on her shoulder and led her out of the rain, into the place that had kept her from the street and rain all her
life. She looked around to find the source of the scream in a panic, whipping her auburn hair around while her
neck worked tirelessly. Her sapphire eyes searched to realize it came from the hall outside her room. She got
up in a flash, barefooted, and raced for the doorway as if her life depended on it. She whipped the door open to
find a blonde-haired boy lying on the floor grasping his skull. He was squirming in odd pain and moaning. His
black pajamas were wrinkling over the hard wood. There was no blood, well, coming from him anyway. There
were two other boys beside the little thirteen year-old. One had red hair that was covered in mechanic goggles.
He was buried in his game, only looking up to glance at Autumn. He quickly immersed himself in imaginary
guns and gore once done assessing the situation. A white haired boy, the obvious youngest, was in a funny
sitting position next to the cringing blonde boy. Especially not with HIM. He ran into B at full speed after he
took my PSP. I glanced down to the opposite end of the hallway to look at the last boy. He had messy black
hair and seemingly black eyes. He was also cackling manically, "Oh what fun! He was roughly five foot ten
and walked over to Autumn. Blood spilled out of his forehead. He pointed at his wound, gesturing toward a
health office behind Autumn. He was still grinning creepily. B stepped inside, glancing once more at Mello
before disappearing. She bent down to Mello to check for any gashes. If he had made B bleed, who knows
what might have happened to him? Autumn smiled at him, "Thank you, Near. He jumped out in a flash of
yellow and black and was across the lawn in under a minute. Matt followed in an amazing game of "cat and
mouse", his eyes burning with fury. Near simply walked for the stairs, twirling a lock of hair. She heard the
door close quietly and reverently after Near. Autumn stepped into the infirmary she called her office. Being
the best in her field, it was only fit she became the head of medics for Wammy House. She looked up at the
seventeen year-old, who had already propped himself on her medical table. He began to smile again, but
refused to look her in the eyes. But Autumn was the only one able to see the crimson tinge it gave. Well when
he put it that way, it seemed really long ago. He and I were six at the time. So that should be about right. He
fixed his bangs so it covered the gauze. He thought it looked awesome and Rambo-ish. He chuckled at the
thought of Rambo blowing a-million Vietnamese soldiers to infinity and beyond. Or were they Thai? He just
liked the thought of flaming body parts raining terror on Wammy House. You can go if you want. He looked
around the room. He thought of the many funny things he could do with that. B really liked Autumn. She was
smart and composed. He secretly thought she was really pretty, even if she had a visible scar which trailed
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down the side of her neck. It came from when she was still with her parents. They performed horrible
experiments on her. He wondered why she kept a little vial around her neck in their memory. He hated being
able to see the countdown clock to her death, winding down. He was a wreck and Autumn took him in with
compassion to deal with his insensitivity. He owed everything to her. B trusted Autumn with his life. Autumn
walked back into the infirmary. Her hair was pulled into a ponytail and clipped in the back with a gothic L.
She kept it close to her everywhere she went. She was in a white tank top and orange sweater which was rolled
to her elbows. Black jeans hung loose at her knees and covered black Converse shoes. She sighed as she
placed her black rimmed glasses atop her nose. Everyone can see it. The last time he visited was five years
ago. I know it hurts. But not in a comforting way, it was menacing. He chuckled and got off the cold, metal
medical table. The intercom in her room clicked and flashed bright red as Roger asked for she, Mello, Matt,
Near, and B to come to his office. She looked at B, assuming it was probably about the little predicament they
had delt with a few minutes ago. It was open, surprisingly. It was crumpled in pain and sorrow. She glanced at
B who was four inches taller than she. He seemed to have caught the same clue.
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Ask me anything Memoirs Of A Lost Soul So many young adults are lost in their own emotions and try every
way possible to escape the pain, losing all sense of integrity. Once morality is gone, the decisions we make
become worse than ever. Going through a downward spiral, we beg for someone to place the blame on. Some
of us reach this moment more than once, each time; looking at our reflection in the mirror, asking the same
question. But each time, I realize; where there is no truth, there is no change, and there must be change. For
you to see the light, you must first experience true darkness. Whether or not you decide to turn on the light to
see is up to you. A test of integral strength, honor, self-discipline, and morality. To those who have never felt
such helplessness and fear, are clearly lucky enough to not have endured the horrifying experience of staring
down a barrel, holding a handful of pills, or to look down, feeling the noose tighten as you peer down from the
shaky chair. Unfortunately, we all feel these are the only ways out. Rarely are we granted the chance to take
back that decision to end the pain. Very few of us are given that second chance to live our lives. Although I
can say I was one of the few to have a second chance, I will never be proud of the fact that I was so low,
scared, and selfish. I gave in to the increasing pressure built up by society and its ideological impact on the
gullible minds of our youth. As a child, I was an ambitious, caring, thoughtful boy. I saw the world as a
beautiful place, not so much of it is, but what I wanted it to be. The joy of waking up and doing what made me
happy, was all I needed, not name brand clothes or the newest electronic devices. After being harassed, many
children lose all values and morals that they become the bully in attempt to feel control. So many other young
adults endure the same loss of morality; trying to change themselves in order to fit in. In an attempt to gain
social status, we lose our sense of individuality. Anyone who was looked down upon for the simple fact that
they were different, can understand my words. We are all, at one point in our lives, forced to make a difficult
decision that will inevitably change the course of our lives. Whether you know it or not, we make these
decisions every day that we continue to exist. Some of these decisions are unbelievably hard to come to, whilst
some may be so miniscule that they are simply overlooked. But eventually, every decision will have a final
impact on the outcome of your life and determine the person you become. Eventually, we become so confused
and lost that we lose the feeling of being a part of reality. Once you give up your individuality, you begin to
live like a clone created by society in the pursuit of perfection. We change ourselves dramatically to fit a
criteria set by our peers and idols. We all start off as unique individuals, and end up faceless creaturesâ€¦
Slaves to society. To those who feel suicide will end the pain; use your temporary dark time in your life to
shine a permanent light of potential. Where there is struggle, there is strength. I speak to you from a painful
experience; trying to get through the pain alone is an impossible task, refusing help does not make you strong,
once you allow someone to help carry your pain, you have the strength to see the beauty in your individuality.
This world needs more originality, not copies.
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There is no question about it. But then who is this mysterious red eyed woman haunted by her memories? Ok,
new chapter already. Ya, I took some liberties with the Path of Darkness, but oh well. Hope you like the new
chapter! I know, no one can ever replace Kagura in my heart either Now hopefully I got this part out in time to
save the poor gecko XD And ya, Madagascar rocked my socks. Thanks, I try so hard to keep everyone in
character, especially Sess. Glad you like Naoko too! Now without any further ado, the story She deserved it,
after all. He was certain his expression would have given away any credibility he had with the girl. She
accepted and lifted herself to her feet. You were lucky to have dodged such a blow. I wanted to be certain you
were alright. Naraku had always been aware of what his enemies were up to. He was certain he would have
informed you. His face bore no expression, and had it not been for the slightest narrow of his eyes Naoko
would have never noticed his anger. She whimpered slightly as he continued to speak. And you dare to
question my motives? Naraku had never been angry with her before, and it frightened her more than anything.
He was right though. He had given her life, protected her, and this was how she repaid him? She did not like
to push her luck, but her curiosity could not be put to ease. Naoko hesitated briefly, then decided her stubborn
mind would not allow her to leave without at least asking. So the great Sesshoumaru had mentioned Kagura.
He had hoped he would. Perhaps the tai-youkai harbored compassion for the wind witch after all. She wished
to be free of me, and so I granted her request. I returned her heart to her, and she was killed soon after. She
was difficult to read however, so Naraku continued. He had to be certain his point came across. But it is for
your own protection, Naoko. She was unsure why, but his grin sent a small shiver down her spine. It started
the same as it always had. She was dying, some foreign toxin pulsing through her veins. She marveled slightly
at the heart beating within her chest, but the almost unbearable pain caused the sensation to lose its appeal.
Yes, it was exactly the same. The strange man came to her, and as always he seemed to have the ability to
numb her pain. And then, like every other night, she tried to run to him. This time she was able to reach him,
and in an instant she was in his embrace. And it was wonderful. She held him closer, as if suddenly everything
were alright. The poison seemed to vanish from her veins and all that remained was the soft thumping of her
heart. She pulled away slightly, and turned to face him, her hands resting on his arms. However, something
was missing. Where his left arm should have been there was nothing more than the loose folds of his haori.
Confused, she lifted her gaze to meet his. Amber eyes pierced her crimson, and she pulled away in shock. He
did not let her leave however, and he pulled her once again into his embrace. Logically she knew it was not
her name. However there was something comforting about being held by the youkai, and not even her
stubborn mind would allow her to leave. So in that instant she gave in, melting into his warm embrace. And, if
only for that night, if only in a dream, Naoko had never felt such freedom. Review please and thanks! Your
review has been posted.
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comecei a nao sentir nada Sorry for living, sorry for being clingy, sorry bills pile up, sorry life sucks, sorry for being sorry.

There is always that one person who stands out of a crowd. The one person you can always count on, even if
your barely a stranger Just like Mother teresa. Someone who you know will give their last dollar, if it meant
you could stand on your own. Someone who knows what it means to truly hurt, and struggle so much that she
couldnt help but hold out her hand to pull you out of deep waters. To hold on, and give you strength that you
never thought was humanly possible. The woman that knew you before you knew yourself. Perfect in my
eyes. I had never had a hero before I finally met my Aunt. And all I can see in my head is her laughing face,
on the couch next to me. She is so beautiful, in side and out. When I was little before I went into foster care, I
remembered her. Her long hair, and her laugh. I wanted to find her, because I never forgot her. And when I
found her, She opened her arms to me, and her laugh trapped me again. I knew she loved me more than
anyone else. And I wanted to be just like her. And I went to live with her, and knew she was even more
amazing. She always could give and give and give, until she was black and blue. And did it without
obligation. Anyone who has ever met her, loves her. Thats how special she is. She went into the hospital for
numonia. Surgery day arrives, they find cancer covering her lungs and throat. Surgery cant be finished. Cancer
spreading way too fast. She is currently still in the nursing home, 1 week and 6 days remaining. Please God
dont let her die. I dont know if I can handle this.
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Anyone who loves a well written story, with some paranormal. Was given to me by the author. You will find
all 3 in this series there, and other great book. She feels suffocated by her eccentric Slovak family, an abusive
ex-boyfriend, and a drug-addicted childhood friend. To her, life seems empty, lonely, and stale. The only
consolation she has is a dream to move to Prague and start a new life. She is forced to accept a life she never
would have chosen for herselfâ€”a life her grandmother fought desperately to shield her from. Nadija quickly
finds herself caught in a celestial world struggling to maintain its delicate balanceâ€”a balance contingent
upon her acceptance of her destiny. And though she finds the love she has always desired, it comes with an
awful priceâ€”her life. In the first of her epic thirteen-book series, author Rebekah Armusik captivates the
reader with rich language and colorful characters. In Memoirs of a Gothic Soul, Armusik successfully
redefines the Gothic novel and resurrects the sensuality, mystique, and allure of the classic vampire with an
unexpected twist. This book really had me hooked. We get a short section that takes place 50 or more years in
the past from now. One of the Guardians Olga has visions of the future, and she has a vision of one of her
descendent meeting and falling in love with her soul mate, a true soul mate, and what scares her at that time, is
she knows this man who will be the one to capture Dijis heart. BUT it drove me nuts, as she has a
conversation with this man, who she never calls by name, just refers to him as My Grace. She is determined to
set him on the right path to being a good man, not down the path he was currently heading. She shared the
vision with him, in his head, so he saw her. And was shocked and overjoyed that this women existed; he has
been painting her for awhile. He can see no one but her, but he has no idea how to find her. Well, he then is
informed he has to wait, as she was not yet born. This is all in the first few chapters of the book, so not much
spoilery, as its read right away. It drove me nuts not knowing his name. Below is a section for you to read:
Here is a quote from Lady Olga had the vision and who she called My Grace about the vision, of his soul
mate: He once again becomes serious. If you must know, I have dreamt of a particular woman for many years.
He recoils at my words. You were holding hands in my vision. Where can I find her? I need to see her! It is at
this moment I realize I am correct. She belongs to him, and there is nothing I can do. This certainty makes me
ill, and I can actually feel the vomit burn my throat. I am never wrong, but there is always hope-the hope may
be reading the future incorrectly, that I am misguided. He stares back in shock. He looks at me in disbelief. I
can feel his heart break; He misses her, though she does not yet exist. He stalks her, and ends up hurting her
and almost killing her. So I am reading along, trying to figure who the soul mate is, until we finally find out. I
will not say, as to not spoil it for you. It was a brilliant way to put the suspense in the story for us. She wants
to do research on stories her grand-mother always told her of, of beautiful people, who do not age, and are
immortal. She believes her grand-ma is crazy, but got an idea to go back to her roots, and research the legends,
for possibly writing a book, about vampires, as that is what she thinks of when she hears that description. The
new take on vampirism in this book is unique and pretty interesting to me. I really enjoyed that. She goes to
Prague to stay with a cousin Milla, and meets some interesting people. She meets up with her contact, who
claims he is a vampire, Andrei, and is shocked to find out that he is more than what she thought. I squinted
and estimatedâ€¦at least a little over six feet. He had a medium build and wore a black fitted suit with a
cornflower blue French cuff dress shirt. He wore no tie, so the shirt was unbuttoned in a relaxed fashion. My
heart skipped a beat as I became lost in his splendor. His skin was flawless. His face was strong, and every
feature was perfect. I stood enraptured as I watched him run his fingers through his thick black hair. He was
walking sex, and I fixated on his every move. He is a character to keep an eye on, seems Nadjia finds trouble
wherever she goes. She meets some more of her cousins, Mischa, Athena, Katya, and Antoniya. She is feeling
more at home in this strange country. Then she discovers the truth, and things get very interesting at this point.
The ending is a huge cliffhanger, and I am glad I have the next 2 books already waiting to be read. I highly
recommend this book to anyone who enjoys the paranormal and great love story on top of it. No silly love
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triangles in this book. I see it as more for adults, not young teens. It does have a few gruesome parts, 17 and
up should be ok. Not scary, just a little violence, domestic violence situations in a few parts. This book is a
very good start to what I think will be an amazing series. Its starts with plenty of background, and
descriptions, and really gives us a good picture in our heads of what is playing out. I will have reviews of them
when I finish them as well.
8: NAMI - You are Not Alone - Memoirs Of A Lost Soul
Welcome to the first chapter of Memoirs of a Lost Soul! We have a lot of drama, suspense, romance, and humor lined
up for you! We have a lot of drama, suspense, romance, and humor lined up for you! But before we start, for legal
reasons, we have to create a disclaimer.

9: Memoirs Of A Lost Soul | Aspiring To Inspire
Eminem. KILLSHOT. After MGK sent shots Eminem's way with "Rap Devil," Em is ready to fire back with an eviscerating
cut. "KILLSHOT" is exactly that, a diss track featuring Eminem tapping into his signature anger and going for MGK's
throat by way of advanced wordplay.
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