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Prologue


 


 


As
far as Jordan Cooper was concerned, a man shouldn’t want anything more than this,
to be with the woman he loved. Quite frankly, he couldn’t help himself. He was,
figuratively speaking, on cloud nine and very soon he would be literally
soaring in the clouds, at least in a plane. His fiancé, Shannen Jones, the love
of his life, sat beside him on the Dash 8–300 series and they were about to leave sunny Antigua and head to the
most southerly island in the Caribbean, Trinidad. Sometimes
referred to as a rainbow island because of its ethnic, religious and cultural
diversity. They were traveling there to enjoy what the natives fondly called
carnival, the greatest show on earth. The plane was just about to take off.


“Are
you okay, honey?” Jordan gazed at Shannen because of his concern for her. Saying
Shannen was scared of flying was an understatement. He wanted to make sure she
was as comfortable as possible.


“I’m
just fine,” she replied, with what he knew was false bravado. After all, he and
Shannen were college sweethearts and he knew just about everything there was to
know about her. A tentative smile graced her lips.


Jordan
raised the hand rest which separated both seats. “C’mere, baby.” Shannen slid
her body even closer to him and he wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “Trust
me, you’re totally safe,” he whispered in her ear. “There is a greater chance
for a person to be involved in a car accident than for him or her to be in a
plane crash.” Jordan planted a tender kiss on her cheek.


Shannen
raised her hand and rubbed his jaw, grazing his five o’clock shadow in the
process. “As long as I’m with you, I know I’ll be safe,” she whispered. “I’m
fine. I promise.” This time her smile was more genuine.


Jordan
watched as Shannen’s gaze riveted to the flight attendant standing a few paces
ahead of them, as she did the customary safety demonstration. Her eyes followed
the flight attendant’s hand when she indicated the location of the nearest
emergency exits. Jordan noted the way Shannen’s eyes scrutinized the area
around her and her obvious relief when she saw the exits just in front of them.
“Don’t worry, baby, everything’s gonna be all right.” His reward was a slow,
sweet kiss. Jordan made a show of checking to make sure their seat belts were
fastened, even though the flight attendants had already secured the cabin. In
spite of Shannen’s misgivings, he felt content, happy to be where he expected
to be for the rest of his life, right by Shannen’s side.


The
airplane lined up on the runway. Shannen’s attention was fixed directly in
front of her. She was never one to enjoy the view from the small cabin windows.
No, Siree! She much preferred an aisle seat. Jordan, like the other passengers,
heard the engines rev up to their full power and felt the brakes release. Not
long after, the plane started to build up speed. Shannen gripped his knee and
he winced almost imperceptibly.


“Relax,
baby, just relax,” he whispered in her ear. He hugged her even tighter. “I love
you.”


Shannen
looked up at him tenderly. “I love you too.” Then she grinned. “You think I
haven’t already figured out what you’re trying to do?” Before he could muster a
flimsy excuse, she supplied the answer herself. “I’ve got your number, buster.
You’re just trying to distract me.” She wiggled her eyebrows playfully.


“Am
I doing a good job?”


“You bet.”


A few seconds later, the nose of the airplane
lifted off the ground and the flaps and landing gear retracted.


Trinidad,
here we come.







 


 


 


 


Chapter One


 


 


Five
years later


 


This was definitely not one of Jordan’s better
days. No matter how hard he tried, on this date for the last five years, the
sadness and regret were unbearable. He was acutely reminded of what he had
lost, what was never meant to be.


He and Shannen would have been celebrating their
fifth wedding anniversary sixth months from today. Years ago they’d envisioned
that by their fifth anniversary they would have two kids and be working on
their third. Their plan was to have their kids close together so all the bottle
sterilizing, diaper changing, and night feeding would basically finish at
around the same time. Also, the kids would be able to entertain each other and
develop strong bonds, since they would enjoy each other’s company so much. This
had been of particular concern to them, because they were both only children in
their own families and remembered yearning for the companionship of kids their
own age.


“Those were only dreams, not reality,” Jordan muttered,
raking his hand through his thick, ink black hair.


“Having a senior moment, JC?” Caleb Morrow teased.
“You’ve been having those way too often.”


Damn. Jordan’s eyes narrowed as he considered his cousin.
For a big guy Caleb sure knew how to sneak up on him when he least expected it.
Hadn’t he just left him in the rec room to get them some water? Caleb always
made sure to stick around and be there for him. He tried to distract him from the
depression which overtook him some days, and got worse this time of year. They
were not only cousins, but also best friends, even though they were raised in
different states growing up. Fate led them both to Florida State University and
upon graduation with their MBAs, they decided to
establish a financial consultancy firm as partners. Jordan and Caleb were next
door neighbors as well. They both took great pains to keep themselves in good
physical shape and often spent their mornings at either Caleb’s or his home
gym. They had just returned to Jordan’s place, after using Caleb’s gym and their
T-shirts were soaked with perspiration, although they’d already cooled down by
doing some stretches.


“Planning to get on my nerves today?” Jordan held
his hand up to silence Caleb. “If that’s the case you better head on home. After
such a good workout, I’m not in the mood to entertain any shit this morning.”


Caleb raised his hands in mock surrender. “Whoa,
hold your horses, partner,” he replied.


“I’m only saying lately you’re having lots of
conversations with yourself.” 


He grew serious. 


“I know you only get like this when you’re thinking
about her. I can’t imagine how you’re feeling right now, because I wasn’t the
one who lost the woman of my dreams, you did. But today is the fifth
anniversary. I was sure by now you would’ve stopped blaming yourself for what
happened.”


“Aren’t you going to be late for your nine o’clock
appointment?” Jordan’s Adam’s apple bobbed up and down.


“Hey, don’t try to change the subject.”


Jordan began to pace the length of his kitchen.


“Did you hear me? I said, don’t
try to change the subject.”


“Huh?” 


Was it possible to completely blank out and not
remember a single word said? Jordan stopped abruptly in front the cabinets and
blindly opened the doors. Shit. This couldn’t be for real. He’d completely
forgotten where he kept the glasses. Finally, he located them and then the
search began for the whiskey. Of course, he couldn’t remember where he kept it
either. But he did eventually. With a trembling hand, he poured himself a shot and
swallowed it in one gulp. All of a sudden, he began to feel light-headed. Serves me right for consuming
alcohol on an empty stomach. With deliberate carefulness he set the
glass on the counter.


Caleb eyed his cousin cautiously then looked
pointedly at Jordan’s discarded glass. “You’re having too many of those too, and
they’re not the best way to deal with your issues.”


Jordan threw his head back and laughed mirthlessly.
“And you thought the shitty idea you suggested yesterday was a better one?”


“It’s better than the shit you’ve been doing,”
Caleb tossed back, looking pointedly at the glass Jordan had discarded a few
moments ago. “My idea wouldn’t cost you your health or your sanity.” 


Jordan’s eyes narrowed dangerously. “So, you’re
telling me going on a blind date will help me in ways my therapist couldn’t?”
he sneered.


“Exactly!”


“Why on this day of all days?”


Caleb ignored the question. “Jayce’s best friend is
quite a catch.” Caleb’s eyes brightened with hope.


“Jayce? Our employee? The woman you’ve had the hots
for since the beginning of time?” Jordan cast an exasperated look at Caleb.
When he saw the guilt written on Caleb’s face he growled, “You sure seem to be
trying to use me to get to Jayce. Why don’t you just ask her out on a date, and
leave me the hell alone? It’s not like we have a policy against dating people
in our firm.”


Caleb didn’t seem the least bit perturbed. “No can
do. This is about you—not me—in spite of what you may be thinking.”


“Well, number one, I don’t think Jayce’s friend, or
any woman for that matter, will be interested in a blind date with someone like
me.” 


Jordan looked down at himself and then back at his
cousin. 


“And number two, I’ve had it with every Tom, Dick
and Harry telling me what to do. You got that? I had my chance with Shannen and
I messed it up. I don’t think I deserve anyone right now.” 


Jordan turned away and faced the kitchen cabinets.
It was easier to do than to face the frustration and empathy warring on his
cousin’s face.


“Look JC, I don’t want you to think I’m making
light of what happened to Shannen,” Caleb explained. “Hell. I miss her too. A lot. I know it’s nothing in comparison to how much you
miss her. But, it’s time to move on.” 


Caleb placed a comforting hand on Jordan’s shoulder. 


“Shannen loved you, man. Do you think she would
want you to just exist and not live, love and laugh out loud? To find someone
else who rocks your world? Someone who makes you burn … with
passion?”


Jordan didn’t respond. His body was rigid. He
continued to glare at the cabinets. The only noticeable sign he was upset was
the way the muscle in his jaw ticked as he ground his teeth.


No, she
wouldn’t have. But, how can I dare to find happiness, when hers ended so
prematurely, and I’m the one to blame?


“Okay, so I see I’m being a pain in your ass,
again.”


“You think?”


“There’s no need for you to be like this, but I’ll
leave.” Caleb swiped his smart phone from the kitchen counter, where he’d
placed it when they had arrived earlier, and started punching the keys. “I’m
sending you Raina’s contact details.” He glanced warily at Jordan. “By the way,
she’s your date, and from what I’ve seen she’s very attractive –”


“Wait a minute,” Jordan interrupted with a growl,
“you’ve seen her before?”


“Of course, I have,” Caleb bragged. “But, since you enjoy drinking from the cup of sorrow every damn day, you wouldn’t have seen
Raina on Fridays, when she and Jayce have lunch together.


His cousin’s arrogance was getting on his last
nerve. “I guess you know just about everything about her.”


“Enough to know she has a wonderful personality and
is very, very single.” Caleb laughed
ruefully and barreled on, “I’m warning you to be on your best behavior on this
date. I don’t want you to scare her off with your dim view of just about
everything.”


“Since when have I got a dim view about life?”


“Since five years ago,” Caleb retorted.


Jordan didn’t respond. 


Caleb stared at his cousin for a moment longer, and
then he gave his shoulder a light squeeze and left.


God, his chest ached. And to make matters worse he
found himself gulping air like a drowning man clinging to driftwood just to
stay afloat. What was wrong with him? The last time he felt like this was the
day he found out about Shannen. It was only when he glanced down he noticed his
closed fist was pressed against his ribcage. Hell. Jordan was so overwhelmed, he did something he hadn’t done since the day
he lost Shannen. He wept.


 


* * * *


 


“C’mon,
Miss Abbott,” Jayce Hudson urged her friend. “Don’t be afraid. It won’t hurt you.
You know what it’s like, it’s smooth and it’s hard—just the way you know it
will be.”


Raina
looked at the contraption, the bane of her existence, with trepidation.


“Ugh,
I so don’t want to do this.”


“You’ve
worked damn hard. I’m seeing the results.” Jayce was clearly exasperated.
“Hell, girl, everyone’s seeing the results.”


“All
right, I hear you.” 


Raina
closed her eyes and took a few calming breaths. One of her migraine headaches
was just about to push itself to the surface. On one hand, she wanted to high-tail
it out of the gym, on the other, she just wanted to
get the whole thing out of the way. So she did what she had to do, she gingerly
stepped onto the scale and squeezed her eyes shut, lest she saw a number which would
disappoint her. 


“At
least there’s some modicum of privacy, since it’s placed strategically near the
farthest corner of the gym.” Raina ignored Jayce’s smirk as she babbled on, “Thank
goodness for small mercies! I would just die if—”


“Damn,
girl,” Jayce said dramatically. “You’re ready to hear it? The verdict, I mean?”


Raina
opened her eyes and took a deep breath, yet she refused to look down at the
scale. It was downright hard work to prepare healthy foods at home to ensure
she ate right. At first, getting up at ungodly hours and dragging herself to
the gym four days a week was no mean feat, but after doing it for the past thirteen
months, she actually looked forward to her workouts. But, there was a part of
her, the competitive part, that really hoped she’d lost enough weight to prove
to her physician she could get rid of the excess pounds and get those bad
figures down, namely her cholesterol and blood pressure. That wasn’t all,
though, she wanted to look good and feel better about herself. Constantly being
embarrassed whenever she went shopping was simply tiring. Shit, she couldn’t
even remember the last time she went shopping. Window
shopping, maybe, but certainly not shopping for trendy clothes.


Today
was her monthly weigh-in. It took so much effort to avoid hopping onto the scale
every morning—and night—because whenever her weight loss had plateaued and the
needle stubbornly refused to move, she got really depressed. Sometimes her
depression led to eating binges, but she didn’t do that now. It was Jayce who
literally saved her from herself. Those days were far behind her now,
especially when she began to lose weight steadily, about a half to one pound
per week.


Might as well get over it and face
one of my demons. Right now. “Okay, Jayce, just give me the numbers.” Raina
crossed her fingers and even managed to cross her toes in spite of her shoe-clad
feet.


It
was obvious Jayce couldn’t contain herself. “Drum roll, please.” Her hands made
rapid-fire movements mimicking a drummer holding a pair of sticks and beating
on imaginary drums wildly. “Ahem … Raina, you’re now one hundred sixty-three
pounds.”


Raina
was overcome with emotion. “One hundred sixty-three pounds,” she repeated
slowly, fighting to come to terms with what she just heard. But, her disbelief
was short-lived. “I did it! I did it! I did it!” she shouted, oblivious to
anyone who might be nearby. “I’ve lost more than eighty-five freakin’ pounds.” She hopped off the scale and did a
dance. The girls exchanged high fives. Jayce snatched Raina’s hand and dragged her
toward the locker room.


“Yes,
you did.” Jayce grabbed her best friend and gave her a hug. “And this
achievement couldn’t have happened to a better person.” A frown briefly marred
her usually doe-eyed features. “Now, what about the prize you owe yourself? You
can’t back out of it now, and I sure as hell won’t let you,” she warned. “A
divalicious babe like you has got to be treated really well.”


Raina
laughed at the description of herself. Fancy being called divalicious! But,
come to think about it, she felt a hell of a lot better than she did a year
ago. It wasn’t very often she felt this way about herself.



“I’m
so freakin’ proud…but, I couldn’t have done it alone.” Raina looked at her
friend with obvious affection. “You were such a great help in getting me on the
road to a healthy lifestyle, a healthy, new me.” Thinking about how much Jayce
had been there for her during those times she needed her most had her all
choked up. “Every step of the way.” 


Because
Raina was unsure about how to break the news to Jayce, she paused for a moment
and rubbed the back of her neck. 


“But…umm…I
said all that stuff in jest.” Raina rubbed her hands down the length of her
exercise shorts. “I can’t seriously go through with that idea.”


“Why
the hell not?” Jayce planted her hands on her hips.


Raina’s
refused to make eye contact with Jayce. “Are you crazy?”


“The
last time I checked, I wasn’t certifiable…duh!”


“Are
you telling me that when I said all that shit, you thought I meant it?”


“Of
course, I did.”


“Well,
I didn’t.”


“I
knew you would chicken out,” Jayce announced deviously and waved her smart phone
in front of her friend. “For that reason, I decided to do this for you.” 


Raina’s
eyes widened in astonishment, and yeah, Jayce’s grin was definitely evil. 


“Caleb
chipped in too, you know,” Jayce all but purred.


“Oh.
My. God. You got your boss involved in my love life?”


“Don’t
worry, girlfriend, it’s our treat. You deserve the best, and Caleb and I are
making sure you get it.”


Raina
felt as if a wrecking ball was hitting against her head. Her butt hit the bench
with a plop. It was a good thing no one else was in the locker room. 


“How
could you, Jayce?” She covered her face with her hands. “I don’t want to open
myself to humiliation ever again.” 


She
slouched her shoulders in defeat.


Jayce
looked at her for several minutes. 


“I’ll
be right back, okay?”


A
few minutes later, Jayce returned. In a smooth, graceful motion, she crouched
down in front of Raina. She handed her a glass of water and a pill, and waited while
Raina tossed the pill into her mouth and swallowed with difficulty. She welcomed
a few sips of water. 


“Look
at me,” 


When
Raina refused to comply, Jayce nudged her chin so they were looking directly at
each other. 


“You’re
beautiful Raina. You’re only twenty-eight years old and have your whole life
ahead of you. Don’t you think you deserve some happiness? You’ve given Terrell,
the womanizing oaf, too much power, for too damn long. You need a fresh start.
Dammit, Raina, you’ve got to live.”
Jayce hugged her. 


“I
know you’re right,” Raina sniffled. “I need to get over him already.” Her smile was weak. “I still can’t believe you took
me seriously. I was only fooling around when I told you I’d let you set me up
on a date if I achieved my weight loss goal for this quarter.”


“I’m
not completely unselfish, you know,” Jayce said mysteriously. “I wouldn’t mind
dating Caleb. I…um…really like him.” Then she said very seriously, “But, this
is about you.” Jayce punched Raina lightly on her arm.


“So
tell me about him.”


“Who?
Your date?”


Raina
rolled her eyes. “Who else, Miss Smarty-pants?”


Jayce
ignored Raina’s sarcasm. “Well, your date is Jordan Cooper, one of the partners
of Cooper & Morrow.” When Jayce saw her friend’s eyes widen in alarm, she
quickly added, “And before you get any ideas, let me put your mind at rest,
Jordan is a really great guy. He’s just very private. Caleb and the staff
who’ve been there a long time are tightlipped about what exactly happened to
him five years ago. I do know he’s changed. I’ve only been at the firm a year
now, but from what I’ve seen, he’s pretty cool. Just a bit
sad sometimes.”


Raina’s
eyes widened. “And you think he’s good for me because…”


“Because,
I know all he needs is the right person to make him realize things are not as
bad as they seem. It’s time for both of you to let go of the pain.”


“You’re
scaring me, Jayce. What terrible thing happened? Did he go postal? Is he an
ex-convict? A reformed sex addict?” 


Raina
racked her brain, trying to remember if there was anything Jayce may have told
her about her boss, but her mind drew a blank. Apparently, Jayce was very
serious about the confidentiality clause in her contract with the firm.


“No!
Nothing like that,” Jayce said hastily. “But, I think
he should tell you for himself.”


“You’re
not making me feel any better, Jayce. I’m feeling like this date is not a good
idea at all.


“Jordan’s safe, okay? If you don’t
believe me, just Google him.” Jayce gave Raina a reassuring pat on the
shoulder.


“I will do just that. I don’t want to be another victim
making the news headlines.”


“Didn’t I just tell you to trust me?”


“Oh, yeah? The last time I trusted you I lost fifty bucks.”


Jayce rolled her eyes. “Don’t remind me. Rumor had
it that particular horse was a sure thing.”


“Well, that sure thing came last in the race.”


Jayce blocked her ears with her opened palms. “Can
you stop trying to change the subject?” Then she grew serious. “I promise you,
Raina, you and Jordan will have a good time.”


“Promise?”


“Promise.”







 


 


 


 


Chapter Two


 


 


Jayce and I just finished making the arrangements. Is six this evening fine with you?


 


Jordan re-read the text message he had received just a little while ago
from Caleb. 


“Well, that was quick!” he mumbled. 


It was only around midday that Jordan had succumbed
to the temptation to call his meddlesome cousin and let him know he’d go on the
date. When he called him, he’d clenched his fist, just waiting for Caleb to
mess up and snicker, or make some kind of smartass comment. Surprisingly, Caleb
restrained himself, so Jordan had no excuse to change his mind about going. He’d
decided to just go on the date, so he could to prove to Caleb it made no sense
for him to get back in the dating scene. No sense at all. But hours had passed, enough time for him to think
more logically. There was nothing to lose by going on this date. It wasn’t as
if he’d never gone on a blind date before.


Hell,
it’s time for me to get my act together. Maybe Caleb is right. Maybe I’ve lived
with this guilt for far too long.


Yes, intellectually he knew it wasn’t his fault
things went wrong when he and Shannen boarded the flight headed for Trinidad.
After all, he wasn’t able to control the upper level trough lingering over the
eastern Caribbean, which created extremely unstable weather conditions. And he
wasn’t able to control the fact that the flight was not cancelled before
take-off. But, that didn’t make
things easier for him. Even five years after the incident, he wished he’d died too. At least then
he wouldn’t have had to live with the crippling guilt, which crept up on him
when he least expected it. Or, worse yet, live the rest of his life all alone. He
wouldn’t have to take the long way home, so he could avoid driving by Shannen’s
parents’ home. The place, which was a constant reminder of
their loss, his loss. Their
home should have been filled with visiting grandkids, injecting love and
laughter in their lives, but instead their daughter was gone, and the promise
of future generations gone with her… and it was his fault.


Jordan glanced at Caleb’s text message again and
clicked Reply.


Yep,
that’s just fine. It didn’t
take very long for him to receive Caleb’s brief response.


Perfect.
Dinner and an overnight
stay at Romano Beach Resort.


Wow, Caleb was serious. The man had pulled out all
the stops for this blind date. For the first time, Jordan felt guilty about how
he’d behaved for the last five years. Caleb put up with his shit, both at home
and at work, and he hardly ever complained. Jordan’s conscience pricked him, so
he promised himself he’d work really hard to make it up to Caleb. But, first things
first, and that was going through with his date. Yes, tonight, for the first time
in a long time, he’d let himself go. He’d try to forget for a few hours that Shannen
wasn’t in his life any more, and he wasn’t the same man he was five years ago.
He would try to forget that he wasn’t a whole
man anymore. 


Caleb was right, it was time for him to move
on. It was quite some time since he’d enjoyed female companionship, other than
his relatives and a few close friends. Damn. Jordan couldn’t even remember the
last time he had sex. Since losing Shannen, he just went through the motions of
living and the two or three times he’d been intimate with a woman were because
he had felt some affection for them. Perhaps it was a bout of low self-esteem
or intuition, but he suspected one of the women in particular, had felt more
sympathy for him, because of his particular situation, than attraction. The
good thing was, no one got hurt as a result of the encounters. The truth was, sex was never something he took lightly. In fact, he was
very selective about the women he’d decided to bed in the past. And then he’d
met Shannen, the love of his life, who was everything he had wanted and needed.
Hardly any wonder he’d felt in the very depths of his being, she was the one he
wanted to spend the rest of his life with. But, it was not meant to be.


Fate is
such a cruel bastard.


Maybe he would enjoy himself more than he expected
on his blind date. Who knew what could happen on a night like this? And when the
date was over, he would go back to the numb existence he deserved. Alone.


 


* * * *


 


This is
definitely a piece of heaven on earth. Raina slowly swiveled around the room, surveying her opulent
surroundings. It was Suite 315 to be exact. It was the first time she’d gotten
the opportunity to take a look at her room since arriving at Romano Beach
Resort a few hours before. When she had first arrived, it seemed as if the
waves called to her. So after checking in, she quickly dashed into the souvenir
shop and purchased a modest one-piece bathing suit and dove into the water. For
once in her life she was not self-conscious, because she saw so many people of
all shapes and sizes having the time of their lives. It wasn’t surprising, she barely made it for her appointment with the
masseuse. It was her first total body massage and boy
did she feel relaxed. Raina sent silent thanks to Jayce and her boss, Caleb.


The way her suite looked had her at a loss for
words. The first thing she noticed when she entered was the eastern side of the
room. There was a king-sized bed, framed by an oversized wooden headboard,
which served to add to the grandeur and elegance of the room. An abstract
painting, in bold colors, set the wall apart from the other rooms in the suite.
The draperies were already opened, which allowed the natural light of the
sinking sun to gently flood the room. But, the most compelling features of the
room were the wide assortment of freshly cut flowers adorning the room, and the
rose petals and paper heart cutouts scattered along the carpeted floor and the king-sized bed.


Raina inhaled deeply as she derived olfactory
pleasure in the variety of scents, coconut, jasmine and vanilla invading the
room and serving to calm her frayed nerves. Transfixed with what greeted her,
she mechanically placed her key card and handbag on the side table and followed
the trail of rose petals and paper heart cutouts, which led to the bathroom.


 Wow!


 The bathroom
was the epitome of opulence. The round bathtub was large enough to seat at
least six people. Raina imagined the whirlpool jets would make bath time extra special,
and she envisioned herself spending hours relaxing there. The
mirrored walls reflected the fading daylight filtering through the skylights,
which were situated over the bathtub. Limestone floor tiles served to keep the
ambience tantalizingly serene. Raina
believed a bathroom should be the place where she could revivify herself, from
her head right down to her aching feet, especially after a long day teaching
her class of preschoolers. A place where she could forget
about lesson plans and runny noses. A place where the warm, sudsy water
caressed her skin and made her forget, for just a moment, she really and truly
longed for male hands to caress her body. Not just any male hands, but the
hands of a man willing to care very deeply for her. If only she could find such
a man.


 Oh, well, it’s just wishful thinking. Raina laughed ruefully at the thought.


 A quick
glance at her watch assured her she had one hour before she met her date.


“Wonder if it’s enough time to take a bath in this
little piece of paradise,” she whispered. She looked at the bathtub wistfully.


 Oh, hell! I can’t help myself. Raina quickly turned on the jets, went to the
cabinet and selected some bath salts and poured a generous portion in the
bathtub. Her feet were light as she skittered around to light
one scented candle after another. After stripping off her clothes, she studied her image in the mirror. Terrell would laugh till he shit his pants
if he knew I was here. He’d say I was so desperate I had to resort to bribing
my friends to get a man to date me.


 Raina shook
her head. Why had she stayed with Terrell for so long? How she wished her
rattletrap hadn’t decided to shut down in the middle of the road on that particular day! Now, she’d give
anything to have that day back again. This time, she would’ve been driving the
brand new car her father said he was willing to buy for her, because the wreck
she drove was illegal in all fifty states. Then she wouldn’t have met Terrell,
who had seemed to be quite the gentleman, willing to assist the damsel in
distress. She wouldn’t have had to live through the heartache and shame.


 Raina bit
her bottom lip. What if she’d stayed with him? Goodness gracious! She would’ve
been a mere shadow of herself. She thanked the gods for giving her the strength
to walk away, to move on, when she did. 


Deliberately, she drew in and then slowly released
her breath. “You’ve got this, Raina. There’s no need to dwell on the past.” Gingerly,
she stepped down and luxuriated in her evening soak.


 


* * * *


 


 Jordan cast
a thoughtful gaze at the imposing yet elegant structure known as Romano Beach
Resort. It nestled between verdant green grass and bright yellow flowers. Although
he was no expert, he could tell these flowers were pretty unusual and he’d
never seen any quite like them before. For a brief moment, he closed his eyes
and envisioned the way the white sand beach would beckon tourists to sunbathe
or build castles. In his imagination, he saw the many winged creatures plucking
their food from the ocean depths. He tried to visualize himself having some
time there as well, but it was difficult to do so. He hadn’t taken a vacation
in five years. He spent all his time concentrating on work, so he didn’t have
to remember the tragedy of his past. 


  But, just for this moment, Jordan allowed his
mind to think of other vacations, the ones he’d spent with Shannen. She was
always so much fun, willing to try new things and daring him to join her. Mountain
biking, water skiing and scuba diving were just some of the sporting activities
they got involved in when they went vacationing. But as much as Shannen had
enjoyed adventure sports, she didn’t dare participate in sports that involved
flying. So hot air ballooning and parachuting were definite no-no’s. Sometimes
Jordan and Shannen took in the local entertainment or just went dancing. Other
times they rented motorcycles and explored the area. For Shannen, though, the
highlight of their vacation was spending hours at the gift shops and selecting
and purchasing souvenirs to take back home with them. For Jordan, just being
with her was good enough.


  The sound of a vehicle’s tires screeching in
the distance roused Jordan from his musings and jolted him back to his present
dilemma. How was he going to survive the evening? He couldn’t remember the last
time his body reacted this way. His palms were too clammy, his heart galloped
like horses and his stomach felt queasy. It was really hard to believe after
braving a stint in Iraq as a volunteer, and surviving a near-death experience, he
still felt as if he wouldn’t be able to live long enough to even enjoy this date.
Damn, he was afraid he’d make a fool of himself or worse yet, have his date
think he had some kind of mental disorder. If things go south, he wouldn’t hear
the end of it. Caleb would make sure of it.


 God forbid!


  


 Jordan released
the breath he didn’t even realize he held, rotated his stiff shoulders and
opened the doors which led to the lobby. He strode to the check in counter, performed
the formalities of checking in, took his key card from the clerk and requested
directions to the dining room, where he was supposed to meet his date for the
first time. This was so out of the ordinary for him. Never in his wildest
dreams would he have thought of going on a blind date ever again, yet here he
stood, about to embark on one.


 Shit. Why am I doing this again? 


 Perhaps he
should’ve just stayed at home and kept the date he had with his right palm
instead. At least it would save him the humiliation of what may or may not
happen in a little while. So deep were his thoughts, the vibration he felt in
his pocket startled him. Jordan fished out his smart phone and read the text
message.


 JC, don’t be nervous, everything’s going to be
okay.


 Don’t be nervous? Yeah, right. Nervous was an understatement, Jordan was terrified. His first
reaction was to ignore the message, but then he considered how much his cousin
and their employee, whom he hadn’t even known for that long, were doing to try
and jerk him out of the slump he’d found himself in. After chewing over a
suitable response to Caleb’s text message, he decided to just go with the
truth.


 Yeah, I’m very nervous, but I trust your
judgment. For once.


 His cousin knew
him so well, he wasn’t surprised he’d sent him a text
to reassure him everything would be okay.


 Good. Raina is waiting. Jayce and I reserved
the private dining room especially for both of you.


 Jordan thanked
his lucky stars. Caleb was a genius. In a private dining room he wouldn’t have
to worry about making an utter fool of himself in front of a group of diners. Doing so in front his date was the lesser of two evils.


 Thanks, I owe you.


 Not a problem. Just think positively and be on
your best behavior.


 Jordan narrowed
his eyes. He couldn’t be that bad.
Caleb made him out to be an ogre. Sure, he could be cranky, but it wasn’t as if
it was an intrinsic part of his DNA. As far as Jordan was concerned his manners
were always above reproach. 


Don’t do anything I wouldn’t
do. A smiley
face appeared on his screen 


Well, that pretty much leaves
the field wide open.


 A thumbs up smiley popped up on his screen. Relax and enjoy.


Jordan smiled. Talking to Caleb had been just what the
doctor ordered.


 It was time to pull himself together, and meet
his date.


 


* * * *


 


Raina
studied the man who opened the double doors, which led to the dining room. What
a man he was! As he walked toward her, she took in all of him. It did not
escape her notice his strides were slightly uneven, and on closer inspection
she deduced he’d lost a part of his right leg, just below his knee. However, he walked with such
utter confidence, it only added to his appeal. He was quite tall, about six-four or five, he
was muscular, but not as huge as a certain oversized cartoon character who
sounded suspiciously like Elvis Presley. His dark hair curled at the nape of
his neck. His amber eyes were his most arresting feature, they seemed to be
tinted with yellow and copper. But, boy oh boy, Raina could see herself
drowning in them!


He was hot.


He was perfect.


He rivaled a magazine’s sexist man alive cover.


He’s so not going to be into
me.


“Don’t forget to breathe, Raina,” she chided herself.
Then she repeated mentally, “He’s only a man. He’s only a man.” She tried to
relax.


Shit. Who am I fooling? All my
flaws are as plain as day. Big boobs, broad
hips, sagging butt, definitely not a pretty picture. What the hell am I doing
here? Why, oh why, did I let Jayce talk me into doing this? Wait just one damn
minute! I have spent the last year creating a new me. I am beautiful, I am
confident…I am so screwed… Stop it Raina. No more negative thinking. He will
like you, Jayce promised. Plaster on a smile and breathe. She rose from her
seat and extended her hand. “You must be Raina.” Jordan clasped her hand in his, raised it to his
lips and dropped a light, feathery kiss on it. He waited for Raina to sit back
down before he took his seat.


Doesn’t his hand feel a tad
bit cold, clammy even? “It’s a pleasure meeting you, Jordan.”


He cleared his throat before he smiled. Ah, his smile!
His smile revealed both dimples and her breath caught in her throat. Still, if
she could remember where she hid her title deed, she’d bet her house and land
Jordan was just as nervous as she was.


Jordan looked directly in her eyes. “Am I right in
assuming you were named after Raina Petkoff in Arms and the Man?” When Jordan
saw her questioning look he supplied, “I remember my cousin Caleb telling me
your parents are professors of literature. I figured they were fans of Bernard
Shaw and named you after the heroine in the play.”


Okay, so maybe he wasn’t that nervous. Raina looked at him admiringly. “You’re absolutely
right.” Gingerly, she leaned forward and placed her elbows on the table. “I
know your area of expertise is finance, so I’m really curious to find out how you
know about a play written more than a hundred years ago?” Raina winked and then
grinned good-naturedly. Okeydokey, so she was feeling a little better now, a
tad more relaxed.


Jordan chuckled. “Let’s just say, when I was in
college I noticed all the pretty girls did those literature courses, so I
always felt I should do at least one literature course
per semester. It was the only way they paid any attention to me, when I waxed
poetic.”


“Oh, I see. I guess it was just one of your strategies
for getting the pretty co-eds to go out with you.”


“Definitely. And it worked too. Of course,
discussing Shakespeare, Browning, Dickenson and Hemmingway were not always high
on my list of things to talk about on a date, if you know what I mean.” He
wiggled his eyebrows playfully.


“No, I don’t.” Raina fashioned her face into a playful
frown. “Care to enlighten me?”


Jordan raised his hands in mock surrender. “I plead
the fifth.”


They both laughed at that and then lapsed into companionable
silence. Raina used the moment to steal some glances at Jordan. She marveled at
how handsome he was, from his windblown hair, to his elegantly casual clothing,
and it didn’t seem as if it was affected at all. “So, where did you attend
college?


“At FSU, not too far from
here. And you?


“Good ole, Brooklyn College.


“Ah, yes, the poor man’s Harvard.”


Raina chuckled good-naturedly. “And I’m proud of it,
too.”


All too soon the waiter arrived to pour some water in
their glasses and take their order.  Jordan’s such a cool guy. I can’t believe I
was nervous about this date.







 


 


 


 


Chapter Three


 


 


This date is easier than I
expected. Hell, I’m thoroughly enjoying Raina’s company. Yet, Jordan wondered over
dinner, whether he should broach the subject uppermost in his mind. Why did
Raina want to go on a blind date? Caleb had given him very sketchy details
about her and after getting to know her himself, he was even more curious to
find out why she’d agreed to come. Of course, he could think of a dozen reasons
why she didn’t need a date like this. His gaze roamed over her features. Her skin was the color of dark sienna
and her eyes were so dark brown they appeared almost black. Her full lips held such
sensual promise for the night ahead—a man could hope, couldn’t he? Raina’s smile fascinated him, not because of
her perfectly white teeth, for which she gave credit to her orthodontist. It
was because of the dimple on her left cheek. It was there for the whole world
to see, even when she wasn’t smiling.


At
about five-foot ten or eleven inches, Raina was an exceptionally tall woman.
From what he could see, her body was toned, which proved she worked out really
hard at the gym, but he didn’t think he would have liked her any less if he’d
met her before the weight loss she mentioned in their conversation. Jordan was always
attracted to women with curves, lots of curves in fact, and Raina was certainly
a voluptuous woman. Her full breasts were accentuated by her stylish wrapped dress, just what
the doctor ordered. From the instant he laid his eyes on Raina he wanted to
wrap his fingers around her sister
locks, which were swept
up to one side and exposed her graceful, swanlike neck. This greatly appealed to him as he was not a
man who was into weaves and wigs, although he made it his business not to
complain when the women he dated in the past wore them. It was good to know
Raina was naturally beautiful, though. 


Jordan felt himself hardening when he envisioned her ample hips and thighs wrapped around his waist
as he plunged deep, really deep, into her ready and waiting pussy. Not to
mention her round, luscious ass, that he really wanted to sink his teeth into. There was no way any red-blooded
male would not fight tooth and nail to get the opportunity to know her
intimately. He couldn’t believe he was thinking that way about a woman he’d met
only a few hours ago. Perhaps Caleb was right about him hibernating for too
long. Then again, he could be wrong.


Their meal was finger-licking good, but the company
was even better. As they dined, their conversation varied from the current
state of the economy, to their love of music, to who
would be the eventual winner of a reality
show both of them enjoyed watching. Their debate over whom they believed would
be the eventual winner of the reality series sparked a series of giggles and
pseudo threats. Jordan couldn’t remember the last time he had such stimulating
conversation with a woman…since Shannen. There was no doubt that apart from
Raina’s physical appearance, he was attracted to her quick wit and intelligence.
Her penchant for quoting poetry at odd moments was testimony to how much her parents’ love for the literary genre influenced her
while she was growing up. In sum, Raina was simply breathtaking


And though he thought of Shannen from time to time
while he was with Raina, it seemed as if the bitter taste of grief had somewhat
receded, and he felt the seed of hope that his heart was finally on the mend.
It was five years since Jordan had felt this light-hearted and free. For the
first time in years, he was genuinely interested in a woman and looked forward
to the night ahead. The possibility of getting to know her intimately just blew
his mind. His cock became impossibly harder as if confirming what his head, the
one which housed his brain, wanted.


After their scrumptious dinner he left nothing to chance.
When Raina shyly agreed to continue their date, he whisked her away from the
dining room. Only a few minutes later they were ensconced in his suite, but he
still wanted to find out why Raina was here. Jordan was a man who liked answers
and at the moment he wanted some answers from Raina.


The beauty about complimentary high speed
internet access at the resort was that before he met Raina in the dining room
he’d quickly purchased and downloaded Bryan Adams’s The Best of Me album to his MP3. Jordan always had a fondness for
the Canadian rock singer’s hauntingly soulful ballads. So after a few rapid touches on his player,
wearing the grin which seemed to be permanently stamped on his face since
meeting Raina, he extended his hand and when she clasped it, he led her to the
center of the floor. They faced each other a bit self-consciously and he placed
his hands on her hips, while she wrapped her arms around his neck. Their
movements were slow and simple, as they swayed in time with the music. Time passed
in a haze, they sang along with Bryan Adams, albeit horribly off-key, but it
was all in fun. Fun was something Jordan hadn’t experience in a long, long
time.


“May
I ask you a question, Raina?


“Sure.”


“I
just wondered why you’re here with me.”


“Because
you invited me to your room, remember?”


It
was obvious she evaded his question. It was the first time Jordan noticed Raina
wasn’t altogether comfortable. So why in
the world is she here?


“You
know what I mean. Why are you on this date?


“Why shouldn’t I?”


“You’re beautiful, charming and intelligent.
I would think you’d have men lining up just to be with you.”


Raina laughed without humor. “The trouble
is, the guys I know either don’t want to be romantically involved with a full
figured woman or just pretend they do.”


“You’re telling me you’ve never been
seriously involved with anyone? Never been in love?”


“What’s love anyway?” she asked mockingly,
and then shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe it’s just the irresistible desire to be irresistibly
desired.”


“You think quoting Robert Frost is a satisfactory answer?” Jordan shook
his head. “Be honest with me.”


Raina stopped swaying to the music and looked at him seriously. “Okay,
you want to hear the truth? The truth is, I met a man
who threw kindness my way, flowers, late night phone calls, the works. Within
three months I moved in with him, much to the angst of my family. It didn’t
dawn on me that he never took me anywhere, never invited his family or friends
to our apartment, until I had invested so much time and effort in the relationship, I felt I shouldn’t leave him. He treated me
like crap, insulted me, nothing I said or did met his
approval. I became a chicken-shit, afraid of him, afraid of my freaking shadow,
for god’s sake. I felt like such an idiot, because I didn’t even realize what I
had become. Everyone noticed but me.”


Jordan clenched his fist. “Did he…Did he ever hit you?”


“No. But, I guess the thought of me having three older brothers, who
wouldn’t think twice about beating his ass, may have saved me from any physical
abuse. The psychological abuse was more insidious. The more he insulted me, the
more he told me I needed to do something about my fat ass, the more I ate. He
hated my body so much, it reached the point where we barely had a sex life, and
when we did have sex it was always with the lights turned off. I didn’t realize
he was getting his nookie on the side. To make matters worse, I kept everything
I was going through to myself. My family and friends suspected things weren’t
all roses and sunshine, but I never confirmed their suspicions.”


Raina paused, her chest heaving as she drew a deep breath. . “Then one
morning I got up, took a long, hard look at myself in the mirror, and told
myself I deserved better. I simply walked away, with just my handbag and the
clothes on my back.” Her smiled melted his heart. It was so sad. “So what does that make
me? A dumbass, right?”


Jordan gently cupped her face and looked deeply in
her eyes for several minutes.


Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears.


Jordan caressed her cheek. “I bet you know
Christina Aguilera’s song Fighter.” Ah,
yes. The song aptly reflected what he saw in Raina, a woman on the verge of
overcoming her insecurities and pain to become the strong woman he
instinctively knew was within. When Raina nodded he continued, “It’s about a
woman with a lying, cheating, manipulating ex, but her experience with him only
made her stronger.”


Jordan sat on the sofa. “Take off your clothes,
beautiful.” His voice sounded raspy to his own ears. “Do it slowly.”


The scowl on Raina’s face was priceless. She arched
a perfectly groomed eyebrow. “I hardly know you and you want me take my clothes
off? Are you kidding me?”


“You wouldn’t be here if you thought I would do anything
to hurt you. So, here’s the thing, I’m not going to repeat myself,” his voice
was thick with emotion, and just the faintest note of warning. Her confession had
really done him in. It was hard to imagine the beautiful woman standing before
him had endured so much pain by a brute she had given her heart to and trusted.
But, he’d be lying if he said she didn’t affect him physically, as well. His
cock was so hard he felt it could bore a hole through his Levi’s. Jordan surreptitiously
adjusted himself, since he didn’t want it to get sore before he’d even had a
chance to use it on this tantalizing woman. At least, he hoped he’d have a
chance to use it.


Jordan had every intention of doing and saying
everything he could to make Raina see, without a shadow of doubt, she was
attractive and a person deserving love, affection and the best life had to
offer her. He heard her mutter under her breath. By the look on her face, he
wouldn’t be surprised if she had a few choice words for him, but he didn’t let
it faze him one damn bit. Jordan almost applauded when he saw his Raina—No,
just Raina, dammit, hesitate only for a moment. When she released the band
of her dress and peeled it slowly down her arms, exposing little by little, her
surprisingly slender collarbone and the dark mysteries of her lightly powdered
cleavage, Jordan felt as if he had died and entered paradise. He silently urged
his greedy hands to stay still, because at the moment he wanted to grab her and
plunge his tongue deep enough into her mouth to hit the back of her throat. After
what seem like agonizing minutes in a gas chamber, he released his breath in
relief when the damn dress finally fell to the floor. His baser desires were
still not completely under control by the time she stepped out of her dress and
kicked it aside.


Raina smiled shyly at him. She reached behind and unhooked her red
lace bra, and slowly slid the straps down her arms and tossed it aside. Jordan
almost shot his cum in his pants, like a sex-starved teenager, when he saw her generous
breasts. Her nipples were so incredibly suckable. Jordan resisted the
temptation to reach out and touch them right then and there. Raina hooked her
fingers in the waistband of her scrap of underwear and gently rolled them down
her thick thighs. Only a second later, she chucked them aside as well.


Jordan’s breath caught in his throat when his eyes zoomed to the
center of her body. Her bald pussy almost had him coming undone. It was slick
from her arousal and he could just glimpse her swollen clit.


Shit. Shit. Shit.


Jordan barely restrained the urge to jump on her and have his way
with her until she couldn’t even remember her own name. This time is all about Raina. She needs this time more than I do. To
help her see, once and for all, she is desirable. Jordan rose from the sofa and effortlessly scooped
her up in his arms, and headed for the bedroom. Raina’s mouth fell open. As if
she couldn’t believe he handled her so easily. It took all the will he had not
to set her down on her feet and pound his chest in triumph and pride, just like
he imagined the Paleolithic man of old did, when he did something to elicit the
admiration of his woman.


“Look and tell me what you see,” he requested after
he gently set her down in front of the antique mirror.


“A woman.”


Jordan wasn’t impressed by her attempt at being
facetious. “Do better than that,” he warned gently.


“A woman who used to be extremely overweight.” Raina paused briefly. “A plus
size woman.”


“Don’t sell me store-bought labels. Tell me what
you see now.”


“I see a woman looking better than she did a year
ago… but there’s still so much room for improvement. I see…I see…” Jordan could
tell she tried, but she just couldn’t continue. Raina hid her face in her
palms.


Jordan relented and held Raina’s hands away from her
face and kept his hold, as he lowered them. It was time for her to not only
hear, but also see, the truth of what he was about to say.


“You want to know what I see?” It was a rhetorical question, so
he didn’t wait for her to respond. “I see a woman sporting an hourglass shape,
whose body is so tempting, I’ve been hard as steel from the moment I saw her.”
When he heard her gasp at his words he clarified his last statement. “I can’t
wait to sink my cock into your fragrant pussy. Your sweet cunt.” Jordan smiled
at her reflection when he saw her look of embarrassment, caused by his brazen
comments, but he plowed on. “I see a woman who caused men to do a double-take,
and women to stare with envy when we were on our way up here from the dining
room.” A gentle pull against him was all Jordan needed for Raina to feel the
evidence of his arousal on the curve of her back. “I see a woman overcoming
much emotional pain, but full of passion and zest for life.” Jordan planted a
soft, warm kiss on the curve of her neck. “That woman is you.” He kissed her
again, this time on her soft cheek. “Do you see what I see now?” Jordan watched
Raina study herself intensely in the mirror. It was as if she looked at herself
for the first time in years.


Hope. That’s what Jordan planned to rely on,
because he wanted Raina to see through her own eyes, the beautiful person she
really was. To stop seeing herself through the marred lenses
of her brutally manipulating ex. A man who had made her feel ugly, inept and worthless. Jordan hoped the blinders
were permanently removed from her eyes. “So let’s try this again,” Jordan
continued. “Tell me what you see.” He reached around her and he placed his
finger under her chin, gently he lifted it up so she could look at her
reflection. “Look at the mirror Raina, and tell me what you really see.”


“I see…I see a woman who is not a fucking ugly bitch.” Her voice trembled,
her dark brown eyes brimmed with unshed tears.


Jordan grimaced at her choice of words. They were
ugly and unflattering, but he intuitively knew those were the names her ex had called
her. For that reason, he quickly adjusted his expression and rested his hands
on her shoulders. He wanted to communicate to her that his touch was that of
assurance, assurance she could tell him what was on her mind.


Raina rushed on. “In front of me…is a woman who
deserves love and attention from a kind, decent man. A woman who is…who is beautiful
both inside and out. An intelligent woman. A woman full of pride because of her accomplishments.” Her
eyes lifted from her own reflection and gazed at his. “A woman who wants to
give herself…make love…to the man who helped her to see her true value. To the
man who showed her she is a woman worth much more than the crumbs she was
willing to accept, or thought she deserved, because she felt she didn’t
matter.” Her shoulders straightened and she looked at herself squarely in the
mirror with newfound confidence. “I am that woman.”


Jordan imagined Raina finishing with the phrase, Hear me roar! From Helen
Reddy’s hit song. He’d be lying if he didn’t admit to himself,
he was choked up by Raina’s admission and her earnestness. By her courage, in
letting down her guard and opening her eyes to who she
really was. Raina turned to him and draped her arms loosely around his neck, and
drew his head to her, kissing him ever-so softly on his lips. But, gentle
wasn’t enough for Jordan. Her vulnerability made him want her even more. Jordan
wanted to consume her. To burn up the sheets as he took her.
His tongue assaulted Raina’s and then pushed pass it
to deepen the kiss. Her taste, an intoxicating blend of wine and sweet, sensual
sin, almost made him come right then and there. But, he tried to temper his
yearning, because this was for Raina, for her to see she was like fine diamonds
and precious pearls.


Jordan gently released her and looked down at her
lovely face. “I want to prove to you how desirable you are. How much I want
you…and need you.” He cleared his throat. “But, I’m no Bradley Cooper…just
Jordan.” He smiled wryly at his own joke. Raina wasn’t blind,
she must’ve realized he’d lost his leg.


Raina braced his face with her palms. “Don’t even
go there Jordan. I think you’re perfect just the way you are.”


It was the first time, in a very long time, he was
rendered speechless.


“So, how about showing me how desirable I am,”
Raina teased and ran her hands lightly down his arms.


Jordan responded by claiming her hands and planting
a kiss on her lips. Without breaking their connection, he swept her off her
feet, walked over to the bed and gently placed her on it.


Jordan gazed down at her as she lay on the bed
looking like an enchantress.


I’m going to show her how much I
want her tonight.


Maybe
even after tonight.


Jordan was shocked by the depth of his feelings for
a woman he had known such a short time…


Damn.                      


It’s
only for one night.


It’s
only for one night.


If he didn’t repeat the mantra to himself he might
find himself in so deep, he wouldn’t be able to let Raina go.







 


 


 


 


Chapter Four


 


 


Freakin’ amazing! Nobody
has ever worshipped my feet like this. The thought crossed Raina’s
mind as she watched Jordan massage her feet. When he had shucked his clothes,
only moments before, she had grown more and more fascinated by his physique.
While she had to admit that with his clothes on he looked hot, without them he
was scorching, inducing an inferno concentrated around her labia core. Jordan had
stood in all his glory as she slowly examined him from the ruffled curls on his
head to the slightly tighter curls resting just above his erection—his long, thick
erection—to his strong, muscular thighs. Raina saw him tense slightly when her
gaze drifted to his prosthesis. Her eyes connected to his worried ones and she
smiled, hoping to communicate to him that he had found favor in her eyes. To
prove to him everything was all right, she patted the bed and said, “Come, Jordan
let me give you a hand.”


Jordan hesitated for a moment and allowed her to
help him strip off the prosthetic leg, one layer at a time. Raina wasn’t daft.
She knew he allowed her to assist him for her own benefit rather than for his.
It was as if he was giving her an out, a chance for her to end their date.


No way,
no how, that wasn’t going to happen.


“I plan to love you all over. Now lie on your
back.”


Raina did as instructed, but didn’t want to miss
even a moment of his loving, so she propped herself on her elbows, her gaze
transfixed on him as he raised her right leg and sucked her toes, one by one,
into his warm mouth. She watched in fascination as he lowered her leg, lifted
the right one and repeated the action. Jordan looked up and arrested her with
his amber eyes. The
intensity of his stare filled her with heat, which seemed to focus between her
slick pussy lips. He looked away only to blaze a trail of kisses along her
inner thighs. So intense was the sensation, she threw her head back on the
pillow, and of its own volition her body undulated to match the pace of his
kisses.


The tangy sweetness of her arousal pervaded the air,
but she was not embarrassed. That was a first for her, because nearly every
time she and her only other partner, her ex, were
intimate, he’d made her feel as if she stank. Funny how Jordan made her feel
differently, loved even. In fact, she felt liberated, able to embrace her
sexuality, to accept all of herself. She felt desirable and desired for the
first time. And to think, a man whom she’d just met for the first time had a
hand in making her feel this way. Never in her wildest dreams would she have
done something like this in the past. Being intimate with someone she’d just met, wasn’t in her nature. But, she accepted that sometimes
life led people in unexpected directions.


Jordan
nibbled, sucked and laved every exposed surface of her body as he slowly made
his way upwards. When he merely grazed her mons, she whimpered in protest.
However, the way he dipped his tongue and laved her navel caused her to groan
in absolute pleasure. Several minutes later, he plucked one of her nipples with
his mouth and nibbled it until she writhed beneath him. Once the intensity of
the feelings Jordan elicited from her became too overbearing, she grabbed a
fistful of his hair, halting his sensual torture of her other breast. Lightning
bolts of pleasure pooled around her pussy. Her legs widened and her back
arched, giving an implicit invitation for him to assuage her hunger for his
lips, his fingers, his everything on her pussy. To her relief, he stopped the
sweet torture of her breasts and meandered down her tummy. Raina hissed when
Jordan’s tongue eventually settled on her moist core.


“I know it’s a bit clichéd but you’re beautiful.” His
tongue brushed her clit. “Your scent.” Jordan French
kissed her hot, wet nether lips. “Your taste.” He
inserted a digit into her pussy and finger fucked her. “Your
skin…like silk.”


Raina nodded her head shyly. She was really
starting to believe she was desirable, beautiful even. She reached down to
caress the soft curls on his head. “Thank you.”


Jordan turned her palm toward his lips and kissed
it. “No. Thank you.” He ignored her questioning gaze as he continued to finger
her. She cried out when he inserted a second digit.


“Jor-Jordan…you’re killing me.” Raina lifted her
legs and rested them on his shoulders and squeezed him tightly, drawing him
closer, she couldn’t get enough of his fingers as they fucked her.


Raina
felt her climax building. “Oh god…I…don’t know if…if…I can take anymore,” she
whispered in breathless anticipation. “Shit. I’m…coming.”


Jordan
quickly reached under the pillow and grabbed the condom she didn’t even know
was hidden. The annoyance, which hastily raised its head because of the
interruption, died a quick death. She zeroed in on the slight tremor, almost
imperceptible, which showed her Jordan was not as controlled as she thought.
Her senses became more heightened. The crinkling of the wrapper, the light
sheen of sweat coating Jordan’s arms as he sheathed himself, and the soft
coolness of the satin sheets on her back as Jordan rammed his cock relentlessly
into her hot tunnel, pushed her over the edge. The feeling was so overwhelming,
so powerful, so unlike anything she’d felt before. Raina struggled to cling on
to Jordan’s powerful biceps as he continued his deep, hard thrusts in and out
her pussy. To her surprise she catapulted into another orgasm, just as she felt
his spasms. She felt Jordan’s heat when his seed emptied into the tip of the
latex barrier. It was a long time before either of them moved and it was the
best feeling she’d had in a long, long time.


 


* * * *


 


Jordan
would be lying if he didn’t acknowledge the sense of male pride at the look of
satisfaction on Raina’s face. Years had passed since his accident, and he had
long ago accepted the reality of his physical condition. His life had changed
in many ways, and all it had taken was a moment in time. So, he sent a silent
prayer to the gods that the state of his body wasn’t a deal breaker, mood
killer or sympathy inducer in Raina’s mind. She didn’t seem affected by his
physical disability, if her response to him was any indication. Her implicit
acceptance increased his respect for her. Hell. To him she was the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen. It was the best night he had in a years and
he didn’t look forward to it ending. Jordan shook his head at the thought. He
reached over and tickled her ribs and reveled in her delightful screams. “We’ve
worked up quite an appetite.”


Even
though he eventually stopped tickling her, she barely contained her laughter. “So true.”


Jordan
snatched the menu from off the bedside table. “Let’s try room service.”


Raina
turned to Jordan, a mischievous smile on her lips. “Can we do that a little
later?” She ran her fingers lightly across his torso. “I’m hungry for something
else right now.” She leaned over and tickled his ear with her tongue, sliding
her hand further south.


“Now,
who am I to refuse such a request?” Jordan groaned when she found the sensitive
hollow between his neck and shoulder blade.


Damn, she’s so hot.


Raina worked her way down his muscular
torso until she reached her intended target, his hard cock. She bathed the
mushroom tip with her tongue and slurped up the pre-cum which started to seep
out of his slit. Much to his delight she took him deep in her mouth, so deep,
he almost purred when he felt his dick hit the back of her throat. Without
being cocky, and he swore no pun was intended, he acknowledged his width and
length were impressive, but damn if Raina wasn’t determined to get the job
done, and done right. “Fuck…baby,” he groaned. “I like what you’re doing to
my cock. Don’t stop.” Jordan continued to urge her on, thrusting his pelvis
even further so she could get more of him inside her mouth. Raina didn’t seem
to mind one bit, because she just kept on working his cock, one plunge at a
time.


Her
every touch caused a firestorm. It was un-fucking-believable, she had him so
worked up, so aroused, he wasn’t sure he would be able to hold on much longer. Jordan
ground his teeth, his self-control slipping, one suck
at a time. “You’ve got to stop, Raina, or this will end before it even gets
started.” Raina continued to brand his cock with her hot tongue. Jordan couldn’t
help himself, he gripped her locks and yanked her
toward him. “If you don’t stop now it will end pretty quickly,” he warned.


Her
wicked gleam almost did him in. “You’re telling me this because…”


“Because
I promised to love you all over and I’m a man who keeps his promises.”


“But-but-but
I’m not even finished.” Jordan was amazed, for the first time that night she
didn’t have a quick comeback for him.


“I never said we were finished.” When he saw
her eyes widened he chuckled. “I can’t wait to sink my teeth into your luscious
ass.” Jordan flipped her over effortlessly. “Now on your knees!”
And just as he promised, he nibbled and sucked every part of her ass while his hands were busy pinching and playing with her beaded nipples. Quite
a few moments later, Jordan reached for a condom, opened the foil wrapper and
covered his cock. Then he parted her plump ass and plunged deep inside her hot
box. The way he felt inside her was intense. 


“Damn it.” Raina hissed. “I want more.” If more was what she wanted,
then more was what she’d surely get. Jordan plowed into her as if it was the
last time he’d get to fuck her. Come to think about it, it was probably the
last time. Jordan felt uncomfortable with that thought, but the way he felt
right then and there pushed it aside, at least temporarily, especially as she
pushed herself against him to deepen the penetration. “That’s it, baby,” she
crooned. Raina held on to the sheets as Jordan shoved his way in and out her
pussy.


Leaning
forward, he whispered gruffly in Raina’s ear, “You like it, huh?” Jordan
chuckled when she grunted in response, but continued to push rhythmically
against him. It was definitely something he liked about her, she wasn’t afraid
to tell him or show him what she liked, which made her such a delight and
chock-full of surprises. Who would have thought a blazingly confident woman lay
just beneath her surface?


Jordan
wanted to make tonight good for her, like it never was before. His grip on her
hips was intense, the way his dick burrowed inside her
was forceful. Raina was so fucking fantastic. He felt the walls of her pussy tighten
and then the muscles contracted around him. She yelled his name over and over
through her climax, and he continued to thrust wildly into her. Jordan knew it
was only a matter of time before he too found his release. His balls stiffened
and his heart beat heavily against his chest. One more thrust was all he needed
to come inside her. He continued to ride her until they were both completely
spent.


 


* * * *


 


Raina
stretched languidly on the bed and stifled a yawn. She felt so good, so
rejuvenated, so sexually sated. To top it all off, she and Jordan had eaten a
scrumptious feast of Japanese cuisine, right in bed. Then they had shared a
bath in his tub, which was a replica of the one in her suite. If this wasn’t
Utopia, she wasn’t sure what was. This time was unlike the many times Raina had
been with Terrell during their three-year relationship. She sighed deeply. It
wasn’t easy to forget all the times she had felt like an ugly duckling. Who
should be grateful that a man, like him, would condescend to be with a fat,
ugly girl like her. He never even sought to please her
in bed, it was always about him. His pleasure first, last and always. What a
sorry excuse for a boyfriend he was! And to think, she’d accepted Terrell and
his shit as if it were her birthright!


But,
today was different. It was not a time for recriminations and regret, but a
time for renewal. No wonder Raina felt carefree and light, like all the burdens
of her past were lifted from off her shoulders. After all, what was the use in
reliving a past she couldn’t change? Her gaze darted towards Jordan’s still
form. His eyes were closed but she knew he wasn’t sleeping, judging by his even
breathing. She smiled. Yeah, everything’s gonna be all right. Isn’t that what
the late reggae artiste had sung so many years ago? She needed to believe that.
She needed to concentrate on the here and now. And right now she was having the
time of her life for the first time in years. She glanced down at Jordan again.
After a little wiggle here and there, Raina eventually settled on her side and
watched Jordan, something she found herself doing a lot, in between their
intense rounds of sex. Her eyes wandered lazily along his ruggedly handsome
face, broad shoulders, muscular chest, flat tummy, his semi-erect cock, right
down to his toned thighs and the tip of his toes. Raina scooted backwards until
her back rested on the teak headboard. “So, what’s your story, Jordan?”


He
opened his eyes. “Are you asking about my amputation?” Jordan glanced down at
his below-knee leg amputation and grimaced. 


“Yes,
I am.”


“It’s
the personal reminder of my failure.”


Raina
lifted an eyebrow, “What failure?”


“How
I failed to be there for Shannen.” 


“Your
girlfriend?”


“Fiancé,”
Jordan replied abruptly. It was obvious this was a difficult area of discussion
for him.


But,
his discomfort wouldn’t prevent her from asking more questions. He had pushed
her to face her demons, and she could do no less. What he didn’t yet know, was
Raina could be pretty bull-headed, and this was one of those moments. She
remembered what Jayce said about Jordan, and his melancholy. She wanted to help
him in any way she could. Leaving nothing to chance, she had Googled him before
she arrived at the resort. She wanted to have some idea of what had happened to
him. However, she preferred he tell her his story himself. But, if he tried to
dodged the bullets that came his way like trying to avoid her questions, she’d
find another way to get him to open up to her, and get whatever was bothering
him off his chest. It was the least she could for him. 


“What
do you mean? How did you fail Shannen?”


“I
knew she was afraid of flying, but I coaxed her to go with me.”


“I
still don’t understand…”


“What
you don’t understand is; I’m the reason Shannen died.” Then he took a deep
breath.  “Of the forty-three people on
the flight,” he continued, “I was the lone survivor.”


Raina
nodded with understanding. “Jayce mentioned you had a terrible experience, but
was leery about giving too many details.” It wasn’t very often Raina yielded to
temptation, but that was exactly what she did when she caressed Jordan’s knee
and felt the raised scars crisscrossing along it. There might have been a
chance he’d be offended by her touch, but the fact that he hadn’t pulled away
left her feeling relieved. “And you blame yourself because you lived and
Shannen didn’t…that the other passengers and crew didn’t?”


“Shouldn’t
I?” he raked his hand through his hair.


Raina raised her hand and stroke his cheek. “Have
you been to a therapist?”


Jordan nodded his head. “Yes, I have. I did it against
my better judgment. Lots of money was spent on rehabilitation and therapy but I
still feel like crap.”


“Why do you feel that way?”


 


* * * *


 


Immediately Jordan plunged into the horror, the
nightmare, of five years ago. “Shannen and I were on
an island hopping adventure across the Caribbean. We had boarded a forty-eight seat
aircraft bound for Trinidad.” Jordan dragged his hands through his hair. “All
I remember is I heard one of the engines cut out mid-air, and the next minute,
I was lying on a hospital bed. Apparently, I was such
a chicken-shit, I blacked out mere seconds before the
plane hit the ground.” Jordan reached over and rubbed his stump absentmindedly.
“My injuries were severe. The doctors tried to save my leg, but nothing worked.
When my condition stabilized, I was airlifted back to the U.S. to begin the
long road to recovery. I didn’t even
have the good fortune to die.” Jordan laughed bitterly. “No, that would have
been too easy, it meant the gods would’ve been too
kind. Hell, I couldn’t even help in the rescue efforts because I was out cold.”


“You
still feel guilty, don’t you?”


“Every.
Damn. Day.” Jordan saw what seemed like compassion and
pain wrestling to take dominance over her features.


“What
has life been like for you since the accident?”


Jordan
closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “I didn’t learn I’d lost Shannen until
about a week after the crash. I was devastated, and I think what made me feel
even worse was that I was the only survivor. Damn. Why me?”
Jordan crashed his clenched fist on his knee. “At first, I could only sleep a
few minutes at a time. I had nightmares, my mind conjured up every imaginable
horror it could muster. I didn’t want to talk to anyone, couldn’t bear for
anyone to be near me, except my cousin Caleb. I was a hermit.” Jordan turned to
her with tortured eyes. “I was a fucking hermit.”


“From
what I’ve heard, PTSD is not a condition someone overcomes very easily. It
takes time, lots of it. Have things gotten any better for you?”


“It
wasn’t just PTSD.” Jordan glanced down at his stump. “I had to learn to be me
again, or at least a new version of me.” When he saw her questioning look he
said grimly, “I spent hours in therapy doing exercises so I could learn how to
balance, to walk, to kneel.” Jordan shook his head. “Basic activities I’d taken
for granted, I had to relearn.” His eyes flitted toward the prosthesis he’d
discarded a few hours earlier. “Cleaning and drying the interior of the socket
became my new favorite activities, because I didn’t want to focus on my loss,
my pain.” Jordan
swung his legs to the side, his good leg dangling off the bed, but made no
attempt to rise up. He simply leaned forward and rested his elbows on his
thighs. “I live in hell, Raina. I feel sucked in. I can hardly breathe at
times.”


Raina slipped off the bed and knelt down
in front of Jordan. How could she resist touching him? Certainly
not when he was so vulnerable. His hair fell over his eyes and after a
moment’s hesitation, she reached up and flicked the wayward
locks away. “What makes you feel guiltiest?”


His
laughter lacked humor. “The crash occurred on Shannen’s twenty ninth birthday.”
Jordan was in anguish. “My God! Shannen died on her
birthday. I wanted it to be her special day, and then we would’ve celebrated
mine the following day. I took her parents’ daughter, their only daughter, on a
trip which led to her death.” His voice became hoarse. “How could I get over
something of such magnitude? How could her parents get over it?”


“You
think Shannen’s parents hate you?”


“Wouldn’t
you, if you were in their shoes?” he countered.


“No,
I wouldn’t. If I knew my daughter was with the man she loved, a man who wanted
to show her a good time, to celebrate her special day with her. I’d be happy my
daughter’s final moments were spent with a man I had trusted with her hand and
heart. I’d want that man to go on living his life, not to waste the precious
gift of his second chance. I’d hope maybe, just maybe, that man would meet
another special someone he could love one day.”


“I
don’t think I deserve their forgiveness.” Jordan sighed in relief when he saw
Raina nod in agreement. For once someone
understands. Jordan’s relief was short-lived, pretty much like his happy
moments.


“You
don’t deserve their forgiveness, because there’s nothing to forgive. Shannen’s
parents didn’t only lose a daughter five years ago Jordan, they lost a son.”
Raina pointed a slender finger at his chest. “They lost you. It must have hurt like hell when you didn’t allow them to
grieve with you or comfort you. You were the last person to be with her. I’m
sure they would’ve wanted to share those memories with you.” Raina stroked his
cheeks. “Isn’t the point of our existence not how long we live, but how well we live? I have to admit dying at
age twenty-nine is a tragic loss for family and friends left behind to mourn,
but didn’t Shannen live a meaningful life…a life worth remembering? Remember,
she had you and her family to love and support her. To be
there for her during her triumphs and disappointments.” Raina reached
over and kissed him gently on his cheek. “I have a strong feeling they’d want
you to find happiness again.” Raina got back on her feet, planted a kiss on his
head and got back into bed.


Jordan
scooted over until he too leaned against the headboard. “How can I ever be
happy again?”


“You
truly believed Shannen loved you, right?” When she saw his nod, she continued,
“Would she want you to live the way you have been?”


“No.”


“Could
you control the weather? The pilot’s actions? Any of the other things that went wrong in the plane?” Jordan
shook his head and she continued. “Things went terribly wrong that day. Things
you had no control over. So don’t blame yourself. You suffered too, Jordan. You
suffered both physically and psychologically.”


Jordan
dragged her close to him and hugged her fiercely. She gently pushed against his
chest until it was easier for her to look him directly in his eyes. “Damn,
Raina. This was supposed to be a fun-filled night for you. Not one where your
jerk-of-a-date unburdened his problems on you.”


“Do
you see me complaining?”


“You’re
not supposed to make me feel good. I’m supposed to silently wallow in
self-pity. I’m supposed to throw a pity party with me as the only guest.”


“But
you’re not going to do it, are you?” she asked teasingly.


Jordan
flashed a smiled. “I guess not.”


“And
what are you going to do instead?” Raina leaned over again and kissed him
gently, but this time on his lips.


“I’m
going to make love to a very beautiful, very special lady.”


 


* * * *


 


What
an incredible night it was! Jordan awoke beside the beautiful woman who had captured
his heart. He had never thought he would be given a second shot at happiness. He
looked at the woman sleeping besides him. The only thing she wore was her smile
and he wouldn’t have it any other way. He frowned as he thought of what she had
endured at the hands of her ex. The bastard was too stupid to understand that he’d
had everything a man could ever want in a woman. But, her damn ex’s loss was
his gain, and for that he was grateful. But, for how long?
How long could he have her? Jordan was fully aware this was just supposed to be
a blind date, after which they would both go their separate ways. But, was that
what he really wanted? For the first time in years he felt relaxed and upbeat.
His soul was cleansed of the guilt he had felt for so long.


So
damn long.


As
if pulled by a magnetic force, he slid his fingers gently along Raina’s arm. Such smooth, soft skin, worn by a woman, resilient in the face of
such difficulties. What a woman! Would she consider
giving both of them a chance to see if they were compatible outside the
confines of the bedroom? Or would she run for the hills, knowing fully
that although last night was a breakthrough, as far as his heart and soul were
concerned, there was still so much more to overcome, for him to feel completely
whole again? Would she willingly stick around? He’d really like that. They
certainly heated up the sheets, but he felt there could be more. Perhaps there
could be a real commitment to each other if given enough time to make it work,
really work. Jordan observed Raina, stretched out with unaffected grace. Not
long after, she yawned daintily and opened her eyes. Her gaze focused on him
for a moment. His heart skipped a beat when she smiled.


“Morning,
beautiful.” Jordan kissed her lips softly.


“And
a good morning to you, too.” Raina raised herself
so she could lean back against her elbows. “You look so pensive. What have you been
thinking about?”


How intuitive! “About
what you said last night.”


Raina
laughed. “I said lots of things last night,” she replied playfully. “You’ve got
to be more specific.” She twirled her finger around a lock of his hair.


Jordan
raised his head just high enough so he could nibble at her neck playfully.
“Smart Alec!” he joked. Then he got serious. “I was just thinking I needed to
pay a visit to two people I’ve neglected for a very long time. For five years actually.”


“You
mean Shannen’s parents?” 


“Yes.”


Raina
closed her eyes very briefly and when she opened them relief was clearly etched
on her face. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”


“Very
serious,” Jordan confirmed as he looked at Raina steadily. He grasped her hand
and placed a warm kiss on her palm. “A certain lady told me I needed to
reconnect with the two people who were an important part of my life for a long
time, until I severed ties with them. I’ve got to make amends.”


“They’ll
be so glad to have you back in their lives. I bet that’s all that will matter
to them.”


God, this woman is a treasure.



“I’m
really hoping so.”


Raina’s
smile was as bright as the light of day. And it warmed Jordan’s heart to know
he was the one to put that smile on her face.


“Think
you’d like to have some company?”


“Are
you asking if you can come with me?”


Raina
nodded.


“I
thought you’d never ask. Of course, I’d want you to accompany me.” Before he
realized what was happening, Raina had him wrapped up in her arms.


Home.
Being in her arms felt like home. Jordan could feel her heart beating rapidly
just below his chest. Okay, so his body shouldn’t be reacting like this, not
after the night he and Raina had shared. But, damn if his body wasn’t hardening.
Her bosom was cushioned against him, the intoxicating scent of her perfume, his
musky cologne and sex clung to her skin. “I’ve got a hankering for you now,
baby.”


She
looked down at his cock, a half smile on her face. “I can tell.”


“So
are you gonna do anything about it?”


“You
don’t even have to ask.” Raina sashayed off the bed, pulled open the top drawer
of the side table and grasped the foil packet inside. She took out a condom,
straddled Jordan’s hips and sheathed his swollen organ. Raina took him all in
and gave him the ride of his life.


 


* * * *


 


How could a man I met
only a few hours ago make me feel so alive, so beautiful, so
everything-that-was-good? The night far exceeded
her expectations. At first Raina had gone to the resort grudgingly, just so she
could get her meddlesome best friend off her back. Then, she had felt
inadequate when she saw the fine specimen intended to be her date. Now, she
felt confident and totally, yeah totally, sexually sated. But, that wasn’t the
only thing she felt. Raina felt a deep connection with Jordan. She felt the
distinct possibility things could work out between them. Sure, it was not the
most conventional way to start a relationship with someone. But shit, it was the twenty-first century
and romance didn’t always happen the way my grandmother’s, or even my mother’s did
back in the day.


Raina was so into
Jordan. She would do just about anything to see where this thing with them
could go. He now seemed willing to confront his issues, and learn to deal with
them. She was glad they could both be honest about their feelings. She would
deal with her body image issues and experiences with the asshole who was her
ex. He would deal with his loss and pain. And they could do it together. Raina
found herself taking some deep, satiating breaths, as she mentally tucked these
moments she’d spent with Jordan into the back of her mind, to be taken out from
time to time, to be savored over and over again. Like fine
wine or hidden treasures.


“Okay,
so I needed to tell you some things before I got distracted.” Raina laughed
ruefully, she knew if she was light in complexion, her ears would have been
totally red by now. “You are a distraction, you know that?”


“I
am?” Jordan extended one leg, and propped his chin on his cupped palm. “Tell me
about it.”


“You
do things to me, Jordan. Make me feel things I haven’t felt in a long time.”


“Like
what?”


Raina
made a sweeping motion with her hand. “Never in a million years would I have
been with you here, doing the things we’ve done.” She dipped her head, because
all of a sudden she couldn’t meet Jordan’s eyes. 


Jordan
clutched some locks of hair, which shielded Raina’s face and tucked them behind
her ear. He placed his finger under her chin and gently raised it. “Look at
me.”


Slowly
Raina raised her eyes to meet his.


“You
regret being with me last night?”


Raina
shook her head. “No, I don’t regret a thing.”


Jordan
looked heavenward and released a huge breath. “Neither do I, okay?” His slow
smile made Raina feel all weak and mushy inside. “So finish telling me what you
wanted to say.”


Raina
looked down at Jordan and smiled. “See what I told you? You distract me.” She
punched him playfully on his arm and then she whispered, even though it was
only the two of them in the room, “Jayce is crushing on your cousin Caleb and I
think we should set them up on a date. One good turn deserves another, don’t
you think?”


“I
think it’s a good idea.” 


Raina couldn’t wait to
set their plans in motion. Her match-making best friend wouldn’t know what hit
her.


“Perhaps,
we can arrange the date for next week?”


“It’s
done.” Jordan reached out and clasped her hands. “And the
second?”


Quickly
she slipped her hand under her pillow and pulled out two airline e-tickets. “After
you fell asleep last night, I took the liberty of booking a flight for two—”
she paused dramatically for effect, “—to the land of steel band and calypso,
Trinidad. Are you game? If I remember correctly, you never got a chance to see
what their carnival was like. The season is in full swing right now, I think we
can still see a few shows and maybe, just maybe, get to see what J’ouvert is
like.” Raina took a deep breath and savored the moment. She had a strong
feeling she’d made the right decision. Jordan would totally agree to go on this
trip with her. Already she was thinking of the million and one things they
could do together.


Jordan
smiled and grabbed her in a bear hug. “I’m so
into you, I’ll do anything you ask. I want to spend some more time with you, I want this to go beyond one night.”


Raina
exhaled slowly and smiled. Jordan’s response warmed her heart. “This is the start
of something special, don’t you think?” 


“It
sure is, beautiful” Jordan confirmed. “It sure is.”


O boy, I
think I could grow to love this man.


 “And
Jordan?”


“Yes?”


“Happy
birthday!”


He swooped down
to claim his kiss.


 


*THE END*
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