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Samantha Clarke's life was perfect until her husband asked for a divorce. Samantha needed a break from the heartache. She decided to take a cruise to the Bahamas with her best friend, Amy. A night out in the ship's casino led to him, and Samantha was in trouble from the moment she blew on his dice. 
"Carter Kennedy is infamous for his dark underground art. His work is genius. He has art galleries in L.A. and New York. He is also considered a recluse. People who have met him don't ever talk about him."
Honest confessions led to the naughtiest encounter. Carter was Samantha's darkest desire, and she became his goddess. Her nights were filled with forbidden pleasure on a cruise to tropical paradise. Samantha Clarke rediscovers everything she had long since forgotten. 
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Manhattan, New York City 

Morning came with sunshine and a dull ache behind my eyes. The cycles of injections and endless appointments were emotionally and physically draining. Jonathan wanted a family, and I wanted to give him one, but the fertility treatments had taken their toll. My body needed a break. My husband was being very understanding. Future plans were made with loving kisses. We connected more last night than we had in years. Our rough patch was over. A beautiful floral arrangement was on the bedside table. Oh, what a nice surprise. I smiled while reading the card. 
Good Morning Sam, 

I’ll see you at two sharp.

Stay pretty! - Jon

Two o’clock? What was happening at two? The flowers were set aside. My hands were shaking, but the calendar was tapped on my phone. A meeting. Mediation? Jonathan and I talked about separating because he kept threatening divorce. That was a month ago, maybe more. 
A frantic glance at the time amplified my frustration. It was almost noon. Leaving the bed was a struggle, but I wandered into our en suite. The button on the wall was absently tapped at some point because the shower clicked on. I was in a daze until the entire space filled with steam. 
My reflection was avoided while slowly pinning up my hair. My routine happened on autopilot. Confusing signals were constant in my marriage. Communication dropped whenever Jonathan deemed something as not important. All his love yous meant nothing. Absolutely nothing.
Anger made itself known on my way to our bedroom. Pacing happened with every emotional spike. The penthouse was a wedding gift. Jonathan called it our glass castle in the sky, and we made love the day we moved in. Pacing wasn’t helping my mood, not one bit. I stormed into our walk-in closet. Entering was like walking into a department store. My eyes kept brimming with tears. There were too many memories like thinking how darling our his and her closets were. They weren’t cute anymore. 
Tears were falling when my hand swept his suits. The ties were folded evenly on the rack, how Jonathan liked them, and his cufflinks were paired well with each suit. Everything was arranged to his taste. Each custom shoe shelf was designed for him. All his comforts were because of me. And what did I have to show for it? Nothing. 
I kicked a leather stool and turned to walk away. It needed to be left there, overturned, and out of place like I was. Every single thing that happened in the past two years caused my heart to break more. I took a shaky breath. No. I wasn’t going to keep crying. Reality was the truth unfolding in the present. The life I had wasn’t real. 
My fists were clenched from fighting the urge. It was okay not to be perfect. I willed myself to leave the stool exactly how it was, but I couldn’t do it. I took a deep breath and hurried back to his closet. My hands were trembling while neatly arranging it to the right position. 
Shame instantly weighed on me. I ignored it. Perfect Samantha. I had always been incredibly perfect. 
My tears were finished. Wallowing wouldn’t change a thing. Self-care had always been important to me, so my appearance was taken into consideration. Clothing choices were made based on my husband’s preferences. Jonathan hated when my hair was out. He thought it looked unkempt, but I was tempted to leave my thick unruly curls as-is. Becoming an ex-wife was one thing, looking distraught because of it was entirely different. 
Time was spent twisting my hair into a sleek style. My makeup was in neutral shades. Classic pearls, a silk blouse and knee-length skirt. My designer bag and heels matched perfectly. My reflection left a bitter taste. Oversized sunglasses were worn to hide the embarrassment. 
The elevator ride down to the lobby went by silently. I politely waved to people on my way out. Jonathan’s service car was waiting. Conner held the door. Working for my husband aged him. His hair had thinned, and his practiced disposition was like mine. My smile faded in the backseat. Pretending was exhausting. 
Traffic was insane in the city, but I silently hoped the ride would be longer. It wasn’t. We stopped near the building. Conner rushed to get my door. He would be available. Jonathan was catered to around the clock. At work and in our home. My husband wanted the world to move to the time he set. It didn’t, but my universe did. 
I silently vowed to stay calm while pushing through the glass doors. A woman was at the desk. She smiled after hearing my name. A flicker of understanding was in her eyes. Maybe she had been in my situation. A brief bond happened while verifying my appointment. I appreciated it because our exchange would be the most pleasant part.
There wasn’t time to sit because a man rushed to me. He talked in clipped tones. My firm reply cut him to the quick. My day was already terrible, and it was about to get worse. He should act professional at the very least. 
Something happened. He seemed to get it. I couldn’t be sure, but our trip down the hall went by silently. My heart was thumping, and I was taking my time while selfishly wanting to hold onto the fairytale a while longer. 
My husband came into view. Jonathan’s olive skin was offset by his freshly cut hair. He was laughing and talking like it was a normal day. The men stood at my entrance into the conference room. Jonathan’s compliments came easily. My beauty, my outfit choice, my flawless skin. He was ignored. Jonathan kept heaping on praise while hurrying to kiss my cheek. My blank expression was in response to being asked about the drive. My husband wanted chit-chat. Small talk. No. He wouldn’t get a word. 
Our exchange was making him uncomfortable. Good. Jonathan tried talking more, but I didn’t care for his charm. He slowly walked around the table. There was distance between us. Also a good decision. He should have been concern for his safety. My smile happened instantly Oh, I could mix it up too. Jonathan’s confused expression was probably for my benefit. He was pretending our being in mediation was a shock. I didn’t care for that either. 
The other man identified himself as our lawyer. We never had a conversation, and I didn’t agree to anything, yet, he was talking like there was a previous arrangement. 
There were keywords: in good faith, attempt at fairness, responsible, no fault, substantial, amicable, generous, required to agree, sixty days, and signatures were needed to maintain a comfortable life. That was laughable. 
My comfort hadn’t been important in some time. I had been Jonathan’s confidante, live-in advisor, a part-time executive assistant, a full-time supporter, and his wife. Maintaining harmony in our home was my responsibility. I didn’t get days off. I didn’t get to simply be. Comfort. No. 
They seemed annoyed by my lack of interest. They wanted to exert their power. They wanted to prove I didn’t have a choice. There wasn’t one damn alpha in the room.
My private joke was hilarious. The lawyer cleared his throat and started a speech on whatever point he wanted to make. My thought was the guy in the ill-fitting suit shouldn’t speak in a disrespectful tone. My husband knew my stressors. He should’ve warned them how quickly things could change.
A nervous energy was in the air. Jonathan started communicating on his own. Charming talk about my being important and him wanting to be supportive. His words were meaningless. I motioned to the papers. The lawyer pushed them across the table and then he offered a pen. There was urgency coming from him. I didn’t like it. 
My stare was a warning. He needed to be cautious. He couldn’t begin to imagine how this would go. 
Jonathan was nervous. I was intrigued. My thoughts were different than usual. The first idea was the best one. So, I would calmly accept the pen and then stab him and my husband. Repeatedly. Until someone came to help. 
No mind games. No words. Nothing. 
Jonathan’s lawyer was still holding the pen. He looked at my husband and then he pulled back. It was a sound decision on his part. Time was spent calmly reading. Page ten was a hard stop. 
The last paragraph was read again. My emotions were rapidly cycling from hurt to disbelief to rage. My husband looked away, but I didn’t care about his guilt. Jonathan was a sorry son of a bitch.
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Nights in the city were absolutely fantastic. My view had always been incredible, but tonight wasn’t about relaxing. 
“Fuck him,” Amy sucked her teeth to emphasize her feelings on the subject. She was my closest friend. We met in college. I was an art major, and Amy was into fashion. We graduated, and she went from being an intern to working full-time. 
Amy hustled to make it in the industry. Now, she was a top editor for a fashion magazine. Amy was fun, spontaneous, and her down-to-earth personality was in contrast with her strict no-nonsense attitude when it came to business. She was upset when I didn’t follow through with getting my art studio. Jonathan and I met after graduation. We dated for a year and fell in love. He proposed and then I spent seven years being supportive and celebrating my husband’s success. 
The penthouse was spacious and more room than we could ever actually need. My phone was set aside to curl up on the expensive sofa. It was another thing Jonathan needed. We hardly used it. Tonight, it served a purpose because legal papers were spread across the cushions.
Amy was on speaker for support. Cursing was still happening on her end. It would take a minute or two. 
I kept sipping the expensive wine we agreed to save for a special occasion. There wasn’t anything to celebrate, but the situation would definitely be memorable.
“Next page,” I announced. “I honestly wanted to stab him with a pen after reading this part.”
“Wait,” Amy quickly said. “I’m too damn sober.”  
“I’ll drink and wait for you to catch up,” I drained my wineglass and poured another. 
A sharp sound happened. Amy’s shot glass hit the table between rounds because that was the only way to do it. 
She sighed, “I hate this for you. Okay. Let’s read it.” 
Going through my divorce papers wasn’t too awful this time around. I read another page and half of the next. 
“Girl, we have to make sure this is right.” Amy said. “I’m following, but we’ll go through it again. So, you’ll keep the house. It’ll be yours outright, but Jonathan will pay for maintenance and taxes. You’ll have access to an unlimited amount of credit. His closet stays and you can’t change the locks. You’ll get a monthly allowance, and you’ll have more cash on holidays and your birthday.”
Amy stopped to take a breath. “Do I have it right?”  
“Yes. All of this is so out there. I’m still embarrassed, but I’m coming to terms with it.” 
Amy continued, “You should. It’s your reality. Terms and conditions to receive this is you’re not allowed to have a physical or emotional relationship with anyone but him. Jonathan will withdraw financial support if you do.” 
“Yes. I won’t be his wife though. We’ll be divorced.” 
Amy cursed more, “He’s a sorry son of a bitch.”
I smile despite it all. “I thought the same. It took everything not to lose it during mediation. Can’t say how his lawyer thought he could represent both parties. Thankfully, I’ve had time to think this through.” 
Amy sighed, “I’m having another drink.” 
She didn’t want to hurt my feelings, but something was on her mind. I waited, but my friend didn’t say anything. 
“Amy, what is it? You’re holding back. Tell me.” 
“Nothing. It’s nothing. He’s an asshole, that’s all.” 
Her shot glass hit the table again. I sighed, “You don’t want to say anything hurtful. I love you for doing that. You’re sparing my feelings. Don’t worry. I’ll say it.” 
“No. Don’t,” Amy quickly said. “We don’t have to talk about Jonathan anymore. Forget his stupid shit.”  
“He is still my husband. I can’t forget. Honestly, this is about me. Maybe it’ll help to say it out loud.”
Amy started pleading. “Please don’t. You’ve already been through so much. This is hurting you.” 
“I’m past hurt, if the truth causes pain, I should suffer.” 
Amy was crying. She took a deep breath and then sobbed. Tears were brimming. I wiped them away. “Thanks for supporting me, but you need to be hardcore.”
Amy promised. “Okay. I will. I’ll be brutal with it.
“My feelings keep changing from one minute to the next. Jonathan is downgrading me. My husband used my fertility issues as a reason to throw me away.” 
My sobs broke free. The emotional pain was unbearable, but I tried keeping it together. “I played myself cheap by being sold on a beautiful dream.” 
Heartbreaking cries twisted my rambles. Everything came out in broken sentences. Being overwhelmed kept happening. I finally sighed. “Be honest. I’m ready.” 
Amy didn’t hold back. “You’re heartbroken. I get it, but what’s with all this worthless talk. Jonathan wants to make you his mistress because you are heaven. He’s trying to keep other men from experiencing that with you.” 
“Our sex life was good, not amazing, but nice.” 
“However it went wasn’t your fault. Jonathan wouldn’t be offering you millions to be a kept woman.”  
My blush was constant. “I’m already a kept woman.” 
“Being a wife is different than being a mistress. Samantha, you’re beautiful, smart, and gave up your dreams to be the super woman he needed. You were faithful and supportive, but it didn’t matter because he didn’t value you. If you need to mourn the loss of your marriage, you should. I can’t imagine how hurt you must feel, but if you want to self-shame, fuck that noise. I won’t support it!” She growled. “You got that!”
Amy kept growling. I smiled, “Okay. I got it.” 
“Good!” she growled again for good measure and then cursed more. “I’m a hardcore bitch! Don’t do it!” 
I laughed, “I won’t. Do you want to keep reading?” 
“No. I don’t care what’s written in those damn pages. You have sixty days to take the offer.” 
“I know, but everything still feels weird. I have access to all our accounts, and my regular credit cards.”
Excuse me? What? I didn’t hear you right.”  
“I’m serious. Nothing has changed, so far at least.”
Amy sighed, “This entire situation is freaking me out. We should read the financial parts again.” 






  
  Bahamas Cruise 

[image: ]

The documents were thoroughly read again. It was true. “Jonathan didn’t make changes to our accounts.” 
Amy sighed, “Why would he? You don’t spend money.” 
“I didn’t, but I could. I’ll spend every dime he has.” 
Amy groaned, “You won’t do it. You’re too caring. Samantha, do you still want your marriage?”
“Explaining won’t make sense. My upbringing wasn’t great, you know that. Growing up in foster care was tough. There are so many horror stories from people with the same background. I wasn’t abused, and Jonathan is very demanding but not verbally abusive. He is emotionally manipulative, and I do create boundaries for it, but I wasn’t ready to give up. Yes. I still want my marriage.” 
Amy sighed, “Aww Sweetie, it breaks my heart when you talk about your childhood. You deserved so much more back then, and you deserve so much more now. Start over with someone who appreciates you.”  
“I’m exhausted with looking for love. It felt like I had a family when I married Jonathan,” my voice shook. “His parents and everyone else will be gone after the divorce.” 
Amy was sobbing. “Damn it, you made me cry again. You have enough love for the entire world. You’re great.” 
I wiped my tears but cried more. “That’s not true. I’ve been an awful friend. Even now, this is about me.” 
“Samantha, you’re the easiest person to love,” Amy groaned. “Please cut this self-shaming bullshit out.”
“Okay. I’m promising, but it won’t be easy to do.” 
“You’ll get there. Samantha, treat yourself.” 
“I am. I have a spa appointment tomorrow.” 
“We do that often. It’s routine. We’re not counting it.” 
“Well, there’s nothing I want.”  
“You still don’t want to spend his money. Is there something you want to buy? A place you want to visit?”
“I travel with Jonathan on business trips.” 
Amy cursed. “Samantha, what do you want to do?”  
I confessed, “I want to choose my own clothes.” 
“Thank everything good for that,” Amy sighed in relief. “You have great taste. Honey, please go fierce and bold. I’ll scoop my eyeballs out with a spoon if I see more neutrals on you without a pop of color.” 
“I’m sending my wish lists. Tell me what you think,” I quickly sent the links and then waited for her to check. 
Amy let out a piercing squeal. “I can’t believe this!” 
“What? Are my choices bad?”  
“No, Samantha, you nailed the bohemian vibe. It’s carefree and innocent but daring and enticing.” 
I laughed. “You’re not at work Miss Fashion Editor.”  
“This is better than work. I know most of the designers. You can go custom. You will go custom. A new wardrobe will be in the works. Believe me.”  
“I’m feeling nervous. Do you think it’ll be too much?” 
“Too much what? Money? We’re not hiring an assistant. I’ll handle everything. Cost is not a problem for you either. Your accounts are free to use until you agree to be,” Amy stopped talking. She couldn’t say it. 
“Mistress. It’s okay to say it. I would be his mistress.” 
She groaned, “Yes, that. Here’s a plus, you won’t have to attend boring business events anymore.” 
I sighed, “I truly hate that part of my marriage.” 
“Right, but you’re great at compromising and giving support. Please make sure it’s not in the legal papers.”  
“I’m not required to attend events. I checked.” 
“Okay. Good. We’re making progress. What else do you want besides a new wardrobe?”
“I want to travel. Actually, I’ve always wanted to travel.” 
“I’m aware. I never bring it up because well, reasons, but you had plans to visit thirty plus countries years ago.” 
“Right. That changed, but I want to do all the tropical destinations. It would be a great break from city life. Honestly, I always imagined a romantic getaway, but our vacations aren’t to my liking. The Bahamas sound nice.” 
“Nice? It’s one of my favorites. We’re going there first. We’re looking at trips. Get your laptop.”
“Thanks for helping, but you can’t go. You have work.” 
“I’ll work with my phone and a drink. We’re going.”  
“Okay.” I was ready and typing in locations to look at vacation packages. “The airfare is not too bad.” 
“I’ll assume you’re looking at First Class. Like we’re flying any other way. Unless, hmm, a private jet maybe.” 
“Oh no. Don’t call in favors.” 
Amy was typing. “I might have to do a little extra. Okay, we’ll keep it as a backup. How long do you want to stay?” 
Thought went into it. “How long? Hmm. Maybe five days, but I don’t want to get bored.”  
“Okay. How about a cruise?”
“Oh, that’s a great start. What site are you looking at?”  
Our phone conversation went by with making plans. Amy needed a vacation. She wanted to take the cruise with me. The prices were good, but I never spent in excess. Life was awful when a person didn’t have things they needed, but I wanted to feel better about my divorce. 
Maybe having an unlimited line of credit meant that I was priceless to Jonathan. He would pay anything to keep me. Jonathan always said I was the best. It didn’t have to be the truth, but he was damn stupid. I was struggling to understand my place in it all. I was a good wife. Jonathan demanded I be available to him, but I could’ve said no. 
I was pushing negative thoughts away. It was hard not to self-shame, but I couldn’t let this divorce break me.
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Baltimore, Maryland 

We were sipping drinks at a nice bar near the water. Amy was flirting, and I was trying not to think about anything. It had been thirty days. An entire month of my husband being totally ridiculous. Jonathan wasn’t around the first week, but he was texting, day and night. My mood wasn’t set up for his nonsense. Jonathan didn’t get not one reply. 
A business trip happened during the second week. We had plans before he asked for a divorce. Making events wasn’t at the top of my list. Jonathan didn’t want to risk having a confrontation. He didn’t call. I wouldn’t have been kind since I wasn’t obligated to be the good wife. 
My days were spent feeling down. I wanted closure. It wasn’t the right word because our relationship wouldn’t end if I agreed to his terms. I was tempted to sign the papers, clean out one of our accounts, and disappear.
My feelings kept surfacing, so I was working up the nerve to tell Jonathan off. I called to express every gut-wrenching emotion. Jonathan faked concern. Questions were said in a hurried fashion. He asked if I was okay.
I blinked through his disingenuous comments. My world fell apart. It was literally in shambles. Why would I be okay? How could anyone be in a situation like ours?
Jonathan changed his approach, but I was already thinking about an action plan to ending our marriage. He kept playing the concerned husband to a point. We went in circles with him saying he needed time. Jonathan wanted some kind of encouragement about his choices. Another strong no for me. Like always, we didn’t make progress, and I couldn’t talk over his rambling. My rage was building. Jonathan kept interrupting. I had always been the patient one. Time and time again with nothing to show for it. I was close to losing it. Nothing made sense. 
We were married for years. What did he possibly need time to do? I asked that question for the tenth time. Jonathan’s excuse was our family planning had so many setbacks. It was my fault because carrying a child to term might not happen. This was a fact, and Jonathan agreed to give it more time. To give us more time. All I wanted was to understand why now, after everything. 
Jonathan wasn’t saying. More lies wouldn’t go well. Jonathan was attempting to try when her voice echoed in the background. His assistant. Shock mixed with regret. Everything made sense. Accusations weren’t necessary. The proof was with him on his trip, and she was loudly making herself known. Jonathan couldn’t quiet her. The call was on hold and then my foolish husband was talking. 
Jonathan wasn’t confused about our marriage. He was having an affair with his barely legal assistant. Jonathan couldn’t deny it. She was bitching again. My heart was
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