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Damian had taken care of his wheelchair bound
mother since he was twelve years old, when his father walked out,
leaving mother and son to fend for themselves. Life dealt them blow
after blow, but his mother repeatedly told him "something good will come from this."

Eight years later, he was juggling community
college classes, a part-time job he was sometimes ashamed of,
volunteer work at a community center, and caring for his mother.
Biking to classes in a downpour, Damian was soaked to the bone. As
he locked his bike to the rack, those words rang through his head
once again. Damian wondered, "What good will come from this?"

Frank, an ambitious, successful restaurateur
wanted more from his life. Hook-ups had become boring, empty, and
shallow. He needed some someone to give meaning to his life. His
friends said he was a predator, would never be satisfied with one
guy, that he needed the excitement from new prey in his bed each
night. But his lust had faded, leaving his him and his bed
empty.

When Frank saw Damian volunteering at the
community center, run by his sister, his first thought was
"He is Beautiful" "Beth said I make people
my conquest, and maybe she was right, but Damian was different. He
was neither prey nor a notch in my bedpost." He wanted Damian,
couldn't get him out of his mind, and didn't know how to get him.
With his sister's help, Frank and Damian met, but it was not lust
or sex that brought them together.

When a corrupt attorney and greedy developer
attempt to push Damian and his mother to the brink, Frank knows he
needs to help, but how? Can he help mother and son, develop a
relationship with Damian, and not drive a wedge between them?

Each book in The Fated
Soulmates series is a standalone novel with no cliffhangers
and a

Happy Ever After (HEA) ending
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Two Weeks To Life

Two Weeks To Life : May-December Gay
Romance - is book four in The Fated Soulmates Series

After thirty years on the force, Detective
Carl Bellwin thought he'd seen it all. He had developed a
protective shield around himself, keeping the rape, murder, drugs,
and other crimes compartmentalized and away from his emotions. The
force was his life - he didn't have time for hobbies, he didn't
have time to socialize, and he certainly didn't have time to
date.

Elijah Quinta traded one high stress job for
another. Purchasing a bankrupt Inn and developing it into a five
star resort became more than his full time job: The Bliss Inn
became his life. Though he tried, anyone he dated accused him of
having a mistress - the Inn.

Carl never thought attending his nephew's
wedding would change his life. For the first time, he realized what
he was missing. Everything he thought was important faded into the
background when he met Elijah.

Carl's life took on a new meaning. There was
an immediate attraction, an attraction they both felt. But Elijah
was much younger, lived over 300 miles from Carl, and was just as
committed to his inn as Carl was to his job. Carl had heard of May
- December romances, but never in his life thought he'd be part of
one.

Could Carl turn Two Weeks To Life? Could he
let go of the only world he had ever known? Would Elijah want a
relationship with an older man? How would they make this work?

Warning: Two Weeks To Life contains
shameless, make your toes curl, M/M sexual content: more than a
smidgen of mushy love, and consensual BDSM elements. Obviously,
that makes it unsuitable for anyone under the age of 18.

Each book in The Fated
Soulmates series is a standalone novel with no cliffhangers
and a

Happy Ever After (HEA) ending
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A Personal Message From The Author


Chapter 1


"Another missing girl? What is that, four in as many months?"
Detective Carlin Bellwin, Carl to everyone except his mother, asked
Fran, his partner. "How do these kids disappear without a trace?"
His frustration clearly evident in his voice and the sour look on
his face. "Meet you at the car in five. Just need to get rid of
that cup of coffee."

Carl was a career detective who knew his way
around Clarkesburgh and the criminal population that infested his
city. He had a hard-on for anyone who hurt a kid, sold drugs, or
took advantage of the elderly. Snatching a girl off the streets was
one of the worst things for him. Prostitution rings were notorious
for the cavalier manner in which they corrupted young boys and
girls, but snatching and selling them into prostitution was one
thing he could not tolerate.

Fran was in her usual spot, behind the wheel
of their unmarked Ford reading over the missing person report. She
looked almost as young as the girl in the file did. As the
passenger door opened, she could feel the strength of the man who
trained her and chose her as his partner, fold his tall frame into
the seat next to her.

Clarkesburgh was a city with over half
million people living within its borders. When the influx of
working commuters was counted, that number increased to over three
quarters of a million people. Though not as big as some neighboring
cities, Clarkesburgh attracted its share of criminals, thugs,
prostitutes, and drug dealers.

Carl made sure Fran understood why she was a
detective. "There are people out there who think nothing of hurting
others to better their own lives. It's our job to make sure that
doesn't happen and whenever it does, to put these guys away so they
can't do it again. Stay alert, ask lots of questions, and never
turn your back on anyone. That may be the last time you do."

"What do we know?" asked Carl as he looked
over the file Fran handed him.

"Only what's in the file. White, 16 years
old, good student, works part time to help support the family,
never in trouble before, no drugs, no record of any kind." She
pulled away from the station, heading to the girl's home. She knew
the drill, question the parents, find a reason for the girl to go
missing. Then trace her steps for the past few days. Talk to
teachers, friends, her boss at the dry cleaning store where she
worked. She also knew they would come up empty handed. Everyone
will say they had no idea what could have happened to her. Then the
real work would begin.

"You never told me who was getting married,"
said Fran as she drove.

"My nephew Trent. He and his partner decided
to go all the way and tie the knot." Carl leaned his head back for
a rare minute of personal thought. Trent had moved to a suburb of
L.A. to take a residency in emergency medicine at Lake Community
Hospital. When a position at Amity General had become vacant, he
applied and was hired. He moved back for the job almost two years
ago.

"Isn't he the one who was shot by that
lunatic?" Asked Fran looking at her partner. "If I remember what
you told me, he was having dinner with his boy friend and his kids
when a man shot him."

Trent was openly gay. He had the
self-confidence rarely found in a young gay man and the body to
support that confidence. When the homophobic father of the
paramedic he was dating tried to shoot the man's two kids, Trent's
quick actions saved their lives. Unfortunately, he was shot in the
process.

"Yeah, that's the one. The bullet did a ton
of damage but everything seems fine now."

"You've been looking forward to this ever
since you got the invitation. Why are you only staying the weekend?
God knows, you have the accrued time. Why don't you take a week or
two and have some fun with the family?"

Carl gave Fran his 'are you kidding me' look.
"What would I do for a week with my family? We talk all the time,
so all the catching up will be done in an hour. What would I do for
the rest of the week?"

"Relax, go out to dinner with friends, find a
hot guy and get laid. You know, all the stuff normal people do on
vacation," laughed Fran as she pulled the car up to the curb. The
house was typical for this area of Clarkesburgh. It might have been
a hundred years old, but looked well kept. Painted white with black
shutters adjacent to the windows, the house looked as if the owners
cared. The small lawn was recently cut and the gardens were free of
weeds.

Carl took the file and his notebook as he and
Fran walked to the door of the small house. It was refreshing to be
in one of the nicer parts of town. Most of their work had them in
the seedy, drug infested, gang hoods. But Carl didn't like this
situation at all. A girl was missing and most likely, the parents
were frantic with worry and fear.

Two officers, already on scene, acknowledged
them as they approached the front door. "The parents inside?" asked
Carl. One officer nodded and stepped aside to let Carl and Fran
enter the home.

A little more than an hour later Carl and
Fran walked back to their car. The girl's mother didn't stop crying
long enough for any intelligent discussion. She was a single mother
raising two kids on her own. The father vacated the scene years
ago, provided no support either financially or in person. Not
unusual for the city they worked in.

A neighbor was more help telling the
detectives about the girl's schedule, hobbies, and other tidbits of
information. Fran took copious notes as Carl asked questions.

At one point, when the mother stopped crying,
Fran asked, "Does your daughter date anyone?" Both women in the
room shook their heads. Fran didn't let them know her thoughts
about how squeaky clean this girl seemed. 'She's
just too clean.'

"We'll be in contact with you if we need any
further information," said Carl as he and Fran left the home. The
two uniformed officers had already returned to their normal duties.
While it might seem cruel, there was too much to do and too few
officers to do it, so the ladies were left to their grief.

"Something's not right," said Fran as she
started the car. "They know something and are afraid to tell us."
They drove in silence, each digesting the information they had just
received. "Who will I be partnered with?"

The question brought Carl from his thoughts.
He didn't want to leave Fran alone, especially on a case like this,
so he asked Captain Syverson to assign another detective to her
while he was at Trent's wedding. "Syverson will let you know
tomorrow. Today you're stuck with me, at least until I leave."

They pulled up to the drycleaners and parked.
Fran looked around as if trying to spot the criminal. Carl sat in
silence, letting the vibe of the area sink into his bones. "I don't
like this. There are too few people on the street, so stay sharp."
He extricated his large frame from the car, keeping his free hand
on the revolver holstered under his jacket.

The store was located in a less then friendly
part of town. Years prior, this store probably had an upscale
clientele, but the neighborhood declined as the more affluent moved
away. Now the store probably provided the owner with a meager
living at best. Fran rounded the car joining him as they entered
the store.

An older, frail man stood behind the counter.
His eyes grew wide as Fran showed her badge. "What is this about? I
run a clean business here."

As with the others, he had no real
information. The girl, Nadia, was nice to his customers, did her
job well, and never caused any trouble. He seemed genuinely upset
that she was missing. His frown said more than his words.

Fran had always been impressed with Carl's
manner of questioning witnesses and suspects. He seemed not only
compassionate, but genuinely concerned. Even suspects felt at ease
around him. For a big man, he had an inner teddy bear that came out
at the most perfect of times. "It seems that you know more than you
are sharing with us, sir. Might that be because you, too, are
afraid?"

The man seemed to wither deeper into his
already withered skin. Shaking his head, he said, "I'm an old man
and just want to live long enough to see my grandchildren. Please
you must leave now." Carl nodded and left with Fran in tow.

"He is scared out of his whits," said Carl as
Fran drove away. "You need to make sure nothing happens to him.
Let's get back to the station. I hate to leave you on this one, but
I have to get a move on."

"How long is the drive to Amity from
here?"

"I'm staying in Monroe at the place Trent and
Matthew reserved for out of towners. If I leave as soon as we get
back, I should be there by 10 or so. Not looking forward to the
drive, but I can't wait to see Trent walk down the aisle."

"You deserve as much. Are you just a bit
jealous?"

Carl thought through that question. He had
met two people in his life that could have become his lifelong
partner, but neither could tolerate his hours. Both complained that
he was always being called away, that they didn't have any together
life, and they couldn't live like that. After the last episode
ended over ten years prior, he decided to go it alone - at least
until he retired. Then he could find that someone special and
settle down.

"Sometimes it does bother me, but I made my
decision and I'm not budging. After I retire, and only then, will I
allow a man to get under my skin again."


Chapter 2


"Damn this system." Elijah pushed his chair away from the desk and
looked at his assistant manager. "Are you having problems calling
up the new reservations?"

Gareth, very used to Elijah's outbursts of
frustration said, "No. It's working perfectly. Maybe it doesn't
like the operator?"

"That will cost you, ya know?" laughed Elijah
as he wheeled his chair next to his assistant. "Show me what I'm
doing wrong and I may forgive your insolence."

The Bliss Inn and Spa Resort was booked solid
for the following five days. Elijah feared the new reservation
system would screw things up royally. The system upgrade was an
unnecessary evil according to Elijah. "What's wrong with the old
system? I don't see why we have to endure another torturous
upgrade," he told the representative from the software company.

Against his better judgment, he allowed the
upgrade to be installed. Now, his foretelling of torture became
reality. The upgrade was filled with flaws that slowed down the
reservation process, prevented people from logging on, and lost
reservations that were already in the system. Thankfully, he
insisted on a print out of the entire book of reservations along
with a full backup so they could resort to the old system "when the
upgrade failed" as it surely would.

Gareth suddenly stopped laughing when his
terminal went down preventing him from logging in, too. He picked
up his phone and called Hotel Systems Software Services (HSSS or HS
cubed as it was referred to) to register the issue before Elijah
had the chance to scream at them again. "Connie said she would get
a crew over immediately."

Elijah grabbed the phone from Gareth.
"Connie, please; the last thing I need or want is a team of geeks
sitting at terminals when my guests are trying to check in. Is
there any way you can do this remotely? Bliss Inn is booked solid
for a wedding and we cannot have the system going down. You
promised this would not happen and now we have nothing."

After a few minutes on hold, Connie said she
had it under control. "One of our top techs has logged into your
system. He thinks he can get it back up and working without the
need for a site visit." Elijah released a long breath he didn't
realize he was holding.

Working in the hospitality industry and prior
to that real estate, Elijah learned that he got more with a spoon
full of honey rather than salt. He also knew that Bliss Inn was an
important client for HS cubed. They were nearly underwater when he
agreed to be a test subject for their new reservation system. If it
worked, both Bliss Inn and HSSS would have a revolutionary system
to tout.

"That should get you all types of brownie
points boss." Gareth, seeing the tension in his boss and friend,
stood, pulled Elijah with him and walked out the office door. "I'm
on my cell," he said to the desk clerk and continued to the rear
exit.

"You need to calm down boss, or you'll be no
good to anyone." Elijah walked next to his assistant not saying a
thing as they made their way to the lake. The Inn was his baby, a
baby that he bought out of bankruptcy and poured his money, sweat,
and soul into.

He worked fulltime as a realtor continuing to
build his business into the most respected and prosperous real
estate firm in all of the surrounding towns. Between clients and
meetings, he coordinated renovation contractors. When his real
estate day was finished, he pulled weeds, mixed cement, tore out
sheet rock, painted, wall papered - anything that was necessary to
make the Bliss Inn into what he dreamt it should be.

When a major competitor approached him with a
buyout deal for his real estate firm, he jumped at the opportunity.
He sold the business and worked fulltime developing the Bliss Inn.
In less than six years, he took The Bliss Inn from bankruptcy to a
five star resort.

Now they had reservations booked months in
advance. Some clients actually booked their following year's
vacation as they finished the present one. His staff was well
trained and followed Elijah's extreme for client courtesies. "Our
clients are our bread and butter. Without them, we have nothing.
That is what happened to the prior owners. They forgot who they
served."

Gareth and Elijah walked around the lake
together. The view was spectacular. Elijah spent considerable money
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