
The Valontina Connection

Mutual Attraction Book 1

––––––––
[image: image]


Saira Musa

Book Design: Amit Prakash Sharma

Copyright © 2022 Saira Musa. All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any similarity to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in, or introduced into a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of the copyright owner.

The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction that have been used without permission. The publication/use of the trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

Thank you for purchasing my second published romance book series.

Please sign up for my newsletter or follow me online for the next saga in this series.

Look out for free specials, gifts, and giveaways: Website: sairamusa.com

Facebook – SairaMusaRomance Instagram - sairamusa.romances The books in this series are:

The Valontina Connection - Mutual Attraction - Book 1 The Valontina Connection - Secrets Uncovered - Book 2

The Valontina Connection - Finding A Cherished Bond - Book 3

Book series published


Chef For Violante - All It Takes Is One Chef - Book 1 Chef For Violante - Persuading Her My Way - Book 2 Chef For Violante - The Key To Violante’s Is Us - Book 3



[image: image]

[image: image]

DEDICATION

I thank God for giving me the strength to work on my stories and complete them for publishing.

I wish to dedicate this love story to my dear husband, “Choppy,” my partner, who continues to support me in all my endeavors, especially when I began to work on fulfilling one of my long-time dreams of becoming a published novelist. Thank you for listening to my concerns and giving me your perspective on certain scenes.

[image: image]

CONTENTS

Chapter 1........................................1

Chapter 2........................................9

Chapter 3.......................................17

Chapter 4.......................................31

Chapter 5.......................................47

Chapter 6.......................................61

About The Author...............................87

Sneak Peek Into Book 2.........................89

[image: image]

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

A great big thank you to my editorial team, Amit P. Sharma, and

S.A. Edits. I thank them for their expert work and advice in editing and proofreading my books. Additionally, I wish to acknowledge the beta readers I have under me who have done a great job in helping me to better my writing.

The book design, that is the cover and internal formatting as well as the publishing on KDP was done by Mr. Sharma.

[image: image]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Chapter 1
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[image: image]s she hit the curb of the sloping driveway Rachel’s heartbeat tripped and a loop of fear rolled in the pit of her stomach. When she mashed the brakes she sent the


vehicle into a tailspin, veering off the road and onto the immaculate lawn of the kept grounds of the White Pelican hotel. A few minutes passed before she staggered out of the rented sedan and collapsed on the lush green grassy ground.

Rachel Rodrigues laid unconscious on the lawn. She used this hotel mostly for work traveling between Trinidad and Tobago.

The two bell boys at the revolving doors were shocked as they observed a woman dressed in pale blue jeans and a plaid shirt making her way from the car. Suddenly, she went down and lay sprawled out
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on the green grass. The men looked at each other with concern on their faces before they galvanized into action. Sprinting towards the accident scene, they checked for other persons inside the car and then focused their attention on the woman.

“Harry, call for the hotel’s emergency medic!” Evan ordered as he unclipped his radio from his belt. As they checked the woman’s pulse, a small crowd of guests gathered around the car.

Someone exclaimed, “I smell gas! It’s coming from the car!” The people dispersed in all directions as soon as the observation was made.

The bellboys shouted in unison, “It’s going to blow! Go! Go! Move it! Move it!”

Both men moved the woman away from the vehicle. She was a mere three feet away from it. The men hustled with her towards the entrance of the hotel.

At the other end of a phone call, the front desk manager grounded to a halt when the bellboys frantically gesticulated for her to open the side entrance. Lorraine, a dark-skinned beauty, who was working the evening shift, blanched when she recognized the woman transported by the bellboys.

“What happened?” Lorraine’s voice shook with emotion. The men looked at her before settling the unconscious woman upon the plush couch facing the reception. Then they turned towards her and gave
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their account of the accident they had witnessed a mere five minutes ago. As they spoke, a sudden blast rocked the glass panels of the doors. They all turned towards the scene of one burning sedan, which emitted crackling noises. Luckily, the crowd had disappeared, and neither human being nor animal was in the vicinity of the combusting vehicle. Overheated metal began to dent and take on a different form.

Lorraine dampened her troubled heart and thoughts as a voice crossed the line.

“Hi, this is Lorraine at the White Pelican Hotel. We have a situation with one of the guests. There was an accident, and the patron was unconscious. Can you please make it fast? Thanks.” Lorraine disconnected to put through another call, this time to the nearest police station. She looked at the room listing while on hold.

Lorraine snapped her head up and sputtered into the phone when a harsh voice boomed across the phone.


“Who ...is... this?” a man’s voice uttered.



“This is Lorraine from the White Pelican Hotel. There has been an accident at the premises, sir. Our staff saw what happened and the guest is safe in the hotel. Can you come as soon as possible?”

“Yes. Please ensure that the persons involved give us their full cooperation in our investigation,” the officer replied.


“Certainly, Officer,” Lorraine said.
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At the city hospital, Rachel received stitches for the gashes from the fall and the accident itself. The doctor, a distinguished looking man, approached her bed, and she tipped her chin up at him.

“Miss Rodrigues?” said the doctor, who held a smile on his austere countenance.

“Y-yes,” she said, observing the man with her tired eyes. She felt drained.

“Your stitches need to be checked in two days,” the doctor informed her as he looked at her pretty face and felt compassion.

She was fortunate to be alive. While attending to her, he had been all business, but now was different. He was face to face with her now. Her high cheek-boned, heart-shaped face and nut-brown eyes attested to part of her ethnicity. She was very fair-skinned. Her almost olive-toned skin was translucent, and her long medium mahogany brown hair fell in wavy and glorious curls. She was a full- figured woman with all the necessary curves and assets to attract any average hot-blooded male.

“I will arrange for the ambulance to take you back to the hotel if you wish,” he advised Rachel.

She arched her elegant brow at that offer and asked the doctor, whom she assessed to be close to his late fifties.


“Is that possible?”




“I can make the necessary arrangements now.”



Out to impress upon her the need not to move too much, he said, “You will need to stay put in bed for at least a few days. How long are you going to be in Tobago?”

Rachel looked at him, “I am here on vacation, and I only got in today. I will be here until next Tuesday.”

Nodding at this information, the doctor left to arrange her return to the hotel.

As the medics took their time to strap her back onto a gurney, Rachel said, “Why strap me down like this? I can walk.”

The nurse hovering around Rachel, removed the drip bag attached to her arm informed her, “You cannot move too much, Miss, as the stitches can open, and you were unconscious for about thirty minutes. So, we are just taking precautions here. Okay? Shall we continue?”

Bemused and chagrined, Rachel settled on the gurney again and held herself in check. It was jarring to her system to swing in mid- air as the emergency team mobilized her body to the stretcher then the gurney.
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“Rachel!!!!!” Martin shouted as he hurried to her side.

“Hi, Martin,” Rachel modulated her voice to sound normal, although inside, she was upset about the whole accident.

An inkling of suspicion reared its head in her mind about this accident. She was looking forward to enjoying her few days touring with her friends Bea and her husband Martin, who was knowledgeable about the island.

Rachel held a special friendship with Bea ever since they met at a university in Spain several years ago. Both Bea and Martin, Bea’s husband became an integral part of her life. Martin thought that Bea, his wife, would have a fit knowing that Rachel was involved in another accident so soon.

The medics glanced at Martin as he tagged along with them. As they rolled the gurney to the back of the awaiting ambulance Martin got out of the way.

Martin told her, “I’ll meet you at the hotel.”

When the ambulance reached the hotel the doors were flung opened. This was her last trip on the stretcher. It was jarring to her nerves and equilibrium to be moved like that.

The emergency medics gave her a sheepish smile and said, “Last trip!” Were they mind-readers? She smiled back at them.
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Martin skipped out of his vehicle with Lorraine beating a hasty path towards them. They spoke to the medics and led the way to Rachel’s room. Martin threw the door open and followed the medics towing Rachel to her bed.


Martin and Lorraine said in unison when Rachel made to get up.




“Don’t move!”



Flabbergasted, she subsided back onto the bed. She winced in pain and said, “Okay, can you guys do me a favor, though?”


Martin answered in a no-nonsense tone, “Sure. What’s the favor?”



“I need Bea to arrange some clothes for me. Also, I need some cash. I paid for the room and meals upfront but need something to tide me over until I return home.” Rachel grimaced at the whole situation.


“Okay, no problem. Consider it done,” he informed her.



Not in the best of moods because of the shock of what took place, Martin anxiously took in her distressed expression. Her light- colored hazel eyes were tinged with fatigue.

That same suspicion that assailed Rachel was also in his mind. This suspicion was about her ex-husband. It was not just her family but her close friends who helped her to regain her freedom from the man. With her friends help she had migrated and relocated to Trinidad, where she began a new life.


Rachel said, “Martin, Lorraine? Thank you for being so helpful.”


Both shook their heads; Lorraine promised to bring her a house dress, then patted her hand and proceeded to leave the room. Rachel’s eyes began to droop; before she knew it, she had gone out like a light.

[image: image]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Chapter 2
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[image: image]achel slept until six in the evening. A loud bang made her jump. What was that? She wondered. She heard it again. It sounded like a banging at the door. She rolled


and lay sprawled on her back.

Ooophm... she winced at the shooting pain in her leg where the doctor had taped up. She listened again to the sound. Yes, it was coming from beside her. Who on earth can that be?

Rachel moved carefully, avoiding further injury to her wounded leg. God, it felt tight! She shuffled to the door and looked through the spy hole. There was no one outside.

Shrugging and shaking her head, she moved across the room towards the private patio, which overlooked the seafront. As she

stared at the midnight-blue water her thoughts raced as she wondered what these incidences could mean to her well-being. She began to feel a real fear that her ex-husband could be close by and what this could mean to not just her. She did not see the beauty of the dark water spread out majestically until it met the horizon. What she saw was her past life with that horrible man.

On the other side of the balcony where Rachel stood a man sat a mere few feet away behind the decorative blind. His brilliant -blue eyes took in her full hourglass figure and features, at least what little he could see. He compressed his lips and shifted on the lounger. He detested his privacy being intruded
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