


 

            This is unbelievable, Samantha smiled inwardly.

She was enjoying watching the delirious exchange taking place

between her two traveling companions, Kathy and Jen, as they openly

admired the attractive male entourage that just entered the bar at the hotel

where they were registered. The look of joy upon Jen’s face was priceless.

There was no denying the men were on the prowl by the way they were

scanning the bar.

She chewed on the inside of her cheek, wondering if being here was

such a good idea after all. She could feel Kathy’s reluctance and understood

why. At twenty-five, she had survived four years of domestic abuse that had

left her insecure and emotionally detached.

Samantha moved next to her and encircled her waist.

“I know they look like a ravenous pack of wolves but, breathe sweetie.”

She could feel Kathy exhale and acknowledged her nervous smile with

a squeeze.

“Yah, not to worry. Your other wing man is right here beside ya,” Jen

exclaimed with assurance and winked.

Jen was the epitome of confidence at thirty-two, a free spirit, and a 

great balance for their small group.  She was a supreme pastry chef and 

owned a successful bakery “The Sweet Tooth.” 



What Samantha hated most was, even her self-confidence was at an all-

time low.  She had always been a strong and confident woman.  How was it a 

man could deflate you to nothingness with such a force it left you broken?  

The “Cinderella Marriage” she once prided herself in was just a 

figment of her past.  All due to a younger model with a larger bust line.  

Samantha silently prayed that their Caribbean respite offered closure to

a terrible time in both her and Kathy’s lives.

She closed her eyes for a brief moment and her husband’s face flashed

in her mind’s eye. Hot tears burned at the inside of her lids and she forced

them back. It was not easy forgetting the humiliation she felt when he had left

six months ago. She loved him a quarter of her lifetime. But, she damn well

was going to try to erase him forever.

A smile caressed her lips, when Jen’s rather amusing accounting of the

“hunks” who were looking them over, penetrated her thoughts. She opened

her eyes and followed the girl’s gazes to the group now occupying the other

end of the bar.

“What’s he doing,” she blurted as she looked at Jen.

“Ah, looks like he’s zoned his attention in on you,” Jen replied with a

chuckle.

Samantha swallowed nervously as she leaned in to take a gulp of her

Cosmopolitan.

The more mature male in the group began to move towards them, and



immediately, her defenses kicked into high gear.

He directed a smile her way, and the white of his teeth shone like a 

beacon against his deeply-bronzed skin.  

Her eyes quickly scanned the two younger sidekicks following close 

behind him, and she quietly waited.  She could feel the heat rise slowly up her 

neck and blush her cheeks.  

His silver-grey eyes were magnetic and she could not stop her pulse

from racing.

He squeezed himself between her and the girls and lightly brushed

against her.

“My boys and I were trying to figure out this beautiful threesome over

here,” he smiled.

He turned slightly and pointed towards the girls as he purposely grazed 

her bare shoulder with his hand.  

“Are they your sisters? It’s hard to tell you all look alike.”

Her shoulder tingled from his touch and she took a small step back.  

He smiled, noticing and his smugness ticked her off, making her brow

raise in annoyance.

“That’s quite an accent. It’s Brooklyn, right? You really think that line

works well for you?”

She had to admit he had a great smile as he bowed in surrender.

“No disrespect meant. I recognize beauty and class when I see it.”



She shrugged and replied in a non-descript way. “Of course you did.”

He chuckled and opened his arms in invitation. “Friends then, yes?”

He exuded raw sexuality as her eyes took in the hard sculpted muscles

threatening to break free from the designer tee he wore.

She enjoyed the playful banter.  “Sorry.  Hugs and kisses are off limits

on first encounters,” she remarked.

“Ah! Mysterious and gorgeous. I like that. May I ask your names?

Unless, of course, you’d rather not get acquainted.”

She played along, nodding and pointed toward Jen, who raised her hand

just a little in acknowledgement.

“This is Jen, and next to her is Kathy. My name is Samantha …

Samantha Michaels.”

“Ladies,” he bowed, “The pleasure is ours.”  He turned toward his 

companions, who had remained silent watching, admiring, and probably 

taking mental notes. 

 “The gentlemen behind me are Lucien and Michael.  They were most 

persistent about meeting you and asked if I would break the ice, so to speak.”

The two young bucks bowed and smiled, simultaneously offering a

hello.

“Well, I guess that’s it then.”  She replied.  

She felt the flirtations had run their course and was ready to call it a

night. As she looked over his shoulder at Jen, her friend shrugged. She



extended her hand in thanks and offered, “It’s been fun but, I think the girls

and I are going to move on.”

When she attempted to step around him, he blocked her way, raising a

hand as if that was enough to detain her.

Samantha looked at his raised palm, then into his eyes and rolled hers

upward to the ceiling.

“Look,” she said. “Clearly you’re not use to being turned down and

boys,” she looked behind him at his stunned companions, “this is not the way

to score … at least with ladies anyways.”

He bowed deeply, arms extended out to his sides.  “I truly meant no 

disrespect.  I thought I clarified that.”  

He placed his palm over his heart and hesitated a brief moment before

continuing. He reached for her hand and drew it to his lips, kissing it tenderly.

“Please let me properly introduce myself. My name is John Rinaldo

from yes, Brooklyn, New York. I’ve brought my employees on holiday to

award them for a very successful year.”

Samantha almost gasped aloud.  A rush of yearning washed over her, 

leaving her wet between her thighs, and for the life of her, she had no clue 

why.  It was just a kiss on the hand for Christ sake, and she was gushing like a 

damn school girl.  He was a man she normally would never be attracted to.

Yet, she rather enjoyed the teasing going on between them.

“Samantha,” he continued, “my companions and I are heading out to a



club downtown and would love if you would join us as our guests? Please say

that you will.”

She looked over at the girls and they shrugged, leaving the decision

entirely up to her. The silence was brief but, impactful, as she played the idea

over in her mind.

A club!  She argued quietly.  Augh! Slow dancing to Michael Buble

maybe, but damn, a club!

She noticed the excitement beginning to register on Jen and Kathy’s 

faces.  Apparently, they believed his invitation to be sincere and inviting.  She 

didn’t have the heart to disappoint them, especially since it was the most 

pleasure Kathy had shown in months.  Even though she felt slightly 

apprehensive, Samantha hated to admit she was somewhat intrigued.  She 

certainly could not, would not let the girls go off alone with the three of 

them.  What if anything happened?  

Still, the thought of ear-piercing, pulsating music had her making a

slight face.

“I don’t know, guys. I’m not a club kind of girl,” she grimaced. “I mean,

I love to dance but, isn’t that a place for the college crowd. I mean, really?”

John wrapped his arm around her waist and drew her in closer.

“What’s an hour? Besides, my boys are well-mannered. You won’t have

to worry about anything. I promise.” He crossed his heart.

When she looked at the girls, they both nodded for her approval.



His embrace grew tighter and she could feel his warm breath run along 

the side of her neck.  She gazed up into those soft, grey eyes cloaked with the 

longest lashes she’d ever seen.  The smell of his after shave was deliciously 

enticing.  The desire she read in his eyes was both scary and titillating. 

Dear Lord, she thought.  Danger wreaks from every pore on his body.

“I don’t know,” she hesitated.

His gaze was intense as he rubbed the small of her back seductively. He

drew his lips to her ear, his voice soft, warm and tempting.

“Your words will guide my actions. You have nothing to fear. You have

my promise as a gentleman.”

She peered into the depth of his eyes and somehow knew she could

trust the stranger that held her so near.

“I will hold you to it but know, Mr. Rinaldo, I don’t intend to lower my

defenses.”

An amused smile emerged upon his lips.

“I would expect nothing less, and please, call me John,” he replied as he

looked at his companions, who took a step forward.

 

 

               

Lucien and Michael crossed their hearts simultaneously and replied,

“Most definitely.”



The evening proved eventful the moment they arrived in front of Club 

Coco-Bongo in a stretch limousine.  John and his two hotties made good their 

promise, making sure no need went unattended.  It had been years since 

Samantha found herself the center of attention.   They played the role of

escorts and gentlemen to the hilt. It proved an escape from the shattered

dreams that still awaited her back home.

As the evening wore on, her excitement dwindled. The music

resounded in her ears like a never-ending earache. Samantha made her way

to the dance floor and found the girls. She managed to tell them of her plans

to leave, told them not to take a sip out of drinks left unattended, and to stay

together no matter what.

When the exit door came into view, Samantha felt a light tap on her

shoulder. She turned slightly to find John standing there behind her. He took

a hold of her hand and lead her outside into the balmy, night air.

She instantly clasped her palms over her ears and shook her head. She

swore her eardrums had been damaged as the pressure was so intense.

“I think I’m going to be deaf for the rest of my life,” she chuckled as

she continued to rub her ears.

John smiled and waved his arm to catch the attention of his chauffeur.

Samantha moved to his side quickly and reached for his arm.

“That’s not necessary. I can easily find a taxi.”

John ignored her and continued to wave their ride forward.



“Not on my watch, you’re not.”

Her eyes sparked with anger when she answered.

“I don’t remember appointing you my lord and protector. I’m quite

capable of hailing a taxi.”

John sighed deeply and looked at her with concerned filled eyes.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Samantha, and open game down here.

Within the boundaries of the resort you are safe. Not out here. I brought you

and; I will safely see you home. I left instructions with Lucien and Michael to

keep the girls safe and not leave their sides. And by the way, why didn’t you

tell me you were leaving?”

She was surprised by the look of hurt in his eyes.

“I … I didn’t want you to think I was a drag, I suppose.” She made a face.

“Besides, you had all those women flocked around you. I didn’t think you’d

notice.”

John lifted his hand to caress her chin.

“You’re nothing like those dames in there looking for free drinks.

Besides, you were our guest, remember?”

She ignored the shaking that started in her gut and adverted his gaze

briefly before responding.

“I’m sorry. This place isn’t me. I just feel out of my element. I said yes

for the girls, and now that I know they’ll be safe, I don’t – “

He placed a finger over her lips to silence her.



“I know, Samantha. I know.”

John opened the back door of the limo when it pulled alongside the

curb and told the driver their destination once they settled in.

After they began to move through the busy night traffic, he turned

slightly towards her.

“Tell me. Why are you here? I don’t think it’s a vacation. It’s something

else?”

The tenderness in his voice made her throat catch and it was like a key

unlocked all of her emotions. Samantha couldn’t quell the tears that erupted.

She turned her face away so he did not witness her weakness. But, he did.

Softly, he pulled her to him and kissed her forehead tenderly.

She welcomed the comfort of his warm embrace and could not help but

snuggle closer. She didn’t want him to read anything into it. It just felt natural

to be there. The strength of his arms and his manly scent enveloped her like a

protective shield.

“Who are you running from, Samantha?”

All she could do was shrug. Her throat constricted painfully as she tried

to hold back her tears.

“Granted, I hardly know anything about you, but he’s a god damned

fool, whoever he is.” He added.

They rode the rest of the way bonded in silence, no other words

needing to be spoken.



John accompanied her through the luxurious lobby and together they

rode the elevator in silence. When he moved to exit the elevator, Samantha

turned and placed her palm against his chest and shook her head.

“Please, John. I’d like to say goodnight here.”

“How about a walk on the beach? The ocean waves can be calming at

night. I’ll be a boy scout, I swear.”

He made the universal sign with his fingers and threw in a pout of his

full lips for good measure.

Sadly, she shifted her gaze. “Thank you, but no. The last time I walked

the beach in the moonlight … well, you know.”

John stepped forward as he held the elevator door open with one hand,

and with the other, he tenderly clasped hold of the back of her neck and drew

her forward, capturing her lips with a firm, slow, and sensuous kiss.

She did not stop him. It had been a long time since a warm mouth

moved in a rhythm known only to mature lovers. She weakened and leaned

into him and his arm drew her closer. He turned slightly to lean against the

elevator door and embraced her with both arms. Slowly, his hands cascaded

up her back, stroking the nape of her neck, holding her face between his

callused palms, embracing her tenderly as his kisses rendered her senseless.

He broke the kiss and his voice teetered on a whisper.

“We have so much in common. My heart was severed too. There’s

more to life than heartache,” he beckoned as he placed soft kisses beneath



her ear, trailing seductively down the length of her neck. “Let me show you.

Let me be the one.”

God! He felt so good, so hard, so warm but fear, tapped at her brain like

a nuisance reminder. She had given her all to her husband, and believed their

love would last forever. Words meant nothing. Men were good with them to

get into your heart, your head, and your bed.

Samantha pushed herself away, shaking her head.

“You’re not looking for love. It’s a hot lay you want.”

He stepped back as though she had slapped him.  

“Wow,” he snapped. “That was cynical. Whoever this guy was did a hell

of a number on you. I get it. Right now you think all men are dicks.”

He grasped hold of her hand, drew it to his lips kissing it softly, and

then placed it over his heart.

She could feel it beating rapidly beneath her palm and tears welled in

her eyes. As one broke free and spilled down her cheek, John wiped it

tenderly away with the ball of his thumb.

“Look, I would love nothing more than to get you into bed but, I’ll

settle to be your side kick instead. Just say yes. One day at a time. You know

you want too.” He ducked low to look in her eyes and she smiled.

He extended his hand and held it midway. “Just friends … you and me”

Samantha smiled and pushed his hand away.

“You can be very persuasive John Rinaldo from Brooklyn, New York,”



she scolded playfully. “We’ll see, okay?”

He threw up his hands excitedly.

“That’s all I’m asking. Besides, there’s less than a two-hour drive

separating us once when we get home. I’d travel further for a smile like that

any day,” he vowed as he drew her into his arms for a warm embrace.

“Thank you.” She reached up to touch his cheek tenderly. “Good night,

John. Thank you for making the girls first night here a special one.”

“It wasn’t the girls I was aiming to please,” he toyed.

Samantha shook her head and raised her eyes to the ceiling.

“See ya,” she waved as she headed down the hallway, not looking back.  

After a moment, it dawned on her that she did not hear the elevator doors 

closing.  She suspected John was still standing there watching her. 

 Slowly, she turned, and looked over her shoulder.  She realized what a 

handsome man he was, leaning there against the door, arms crossed at his 

chest, and regarding her every move.

Despite his gruff Brooklyn presence, there was a tenderness about him 

she found very appealing.  

Quietly, she mouthed a good night and blew him a kiss before

unlocking her door. She walked across the room and opened her sliding glass

door. The Caribbean air caressed her skin with the heady scent of hibiscus

and the other flora native to the area, and she breathed it deeply into her

lungs. Her heart felt light and gay for the first time in months.



When the thought of his passionate kisses and tender caresses came to

mind, she knew. He made her feel hopeful. It was hard to deny.

They had started out like strangers in the night exchanging glances

from across a crowded room. What were the chances really, that they would

have been sharing a connection before the night was through? There was

something definitely about him that she found exciting.

He made her feel alive and wanted.  Why shouldn’t she give him a 

chance?  They were going to be here another nine days.  

After all, he was a man who had lived through the agony of loss

himself?

“Yes,” she sighed. “Why the hell not?”
 


