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Chapter 1  

 

I was a little surprised to get a call from Nicole, my bouncy, younger by six years sister because I 

hadn’t seen her or heard from her in nine years. The last time we had been together was when I 

was fifteen years old. On top of that, her offer was kind of a surprise, too. Our oldest sister, 

Michelle, who had been the rock of our family, at least to me in many ways, had been given a 

honeymoon package to Punta Cana in the Dominican Republic, the only thing our estranged 

natural father had ever done for her. Michelle’s husband was afraid to fly and so Michelle 

offered Nicole and I a honeymoon of our own together. 

 

I thought it was an amazing chance to bond with a sister I hardly knew so I accepted. We would 

share the honeymoon room—hopefully it had two beds—and just relax, get to know one another, 

and be treated well.  

 

The Dominican Republic had a history for us girls. We had lived there as small children. I was 

born in Miami, a Cuban American, but we had gone to the Dominican Republic when I was 

three, when our mother, who had then chosen to leave our father, decided to take the five of us to 

the DR so she could go to medical school there. It would be much cheaper than going to school 

in the States, and at this point, she was virtually a single mother with four children. It was the 

right place to go. The Dominican Republic turned out to be where she met her second husband 

who was also in medical school. Nicole, among other children, was born on that island.  

 

We eventually returned to the States when I was seven, so my mother could do her medical 

residency in Richmond, Virginia before we moved back to Miami. In many ways, the Dominican 

Republic was an early home for all of us. 

 

There was a lot of pain during that time for our family, but I always believed in putting my best 

face forward and bringing positive energy to everything, no matter what had happened. It seemed 

that Nicole felt the same, and we both looked forward to this resort time by the sea. The past was 

the past. We were going to have a fun, beautiful time. 
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We both had seen more than our share of ugliness growing up, but God likes to play jokes, and 

the three of us girls were all blessed to look like angels who had grown up with harpsichords 

playing around us where everything was ribbons and bows. That was not at all the case. 

 

Nicole is slender, blonde, and beautiful, a perfect purity in her looks. So, on day two of our 

“honeymoon,” she was already dating the hotel manager (she was nineteen, after all). I was off 

men—I had too much history—and I just wanted to laugh, eat, drink, chill, and get to know my 

little sister. 

 

Nicole has always been the life of the party, while I am slightly more introverted, although I can 

act as though I am not. On this trip, I was a bit like her audience. But I am also friendly and so 

every day we met new people. I was twenty-five and Nicole was nineteen. We were magnets for 

attention from men. 

 

As we lay on the beach, the palm trees moving gently around us, Nicole asked, “Aimee, don’t 

you like any of these guys we keep meeting?” 

 

“No,” I said, eyes closed, listening to the waves crash.  

 

“What’s wrong with them?” she asked. 

 

“They’re nice but. . . I am not so interested in just having a good time.” God knows I had been 

used enough for other people’s good time. 

 

“What kind of guy do you want to meet or be with?” she asked. When I look back, she may have 

been trying to learn about life. After all, I was the older sister. 

 

“I don’t know. He has to have a good heart, be very intelligent, tall, great-looking –” 

 

She laughed, “Make it easy, why don’t you?” 
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“Oh,” I added, “I would like if he were a doctor.” 

 

We had grown up around doctors so this was not a vague request. Medicine had been part of our 

lives, so I knew what to expect with that life. I, myself, was studying to be a nurse.  

 

We lay quietly in the sun for a bit, then. . . 

 

“Do you want to get married?” she asked. 

 

“I pray for it all the time. I don’t want to be lonely. I always pray that God removes any darkness 

around me and fill my soul and life with love. After all, I have been a single mother for seven 

years.” 

 

Nicole was just now learning how religious I was. 

 

I believe in God so I was pretty sure that one day my prayers would be answered. But I was also 

well aware of the saying that God laughs while you are making plans. So it wasn’t like I was 

going around picking out wedding dresses. But this time He wasn’t laughing. 

 

It was the last night before we were to go home from our week-long sister honeymoon. Nicole, 

the manager, and I went to a club to celebrate our departure. The hotel manager invited his 

friend, Dr. Vaises, who brought along another doctor friend, Dr. Boris. 

 

Dr. Boris turned out to be from Bulgaria and had wanted to leave his country during the post-

communism struggle. Jobs there paid very little and there was much confusion on how to operate 

in a capitalist system. So he had found a job in the DR as the resort doctor while he was making 

up his mind about what his next steps would be, and I thought I heard he also rotated to other 

hotels in Punta Cana. It sounded like a nice job if you could land it, although I would learn it was 

low-paying work. 
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Dr. Boris was making jokes with Dr. Vaises and casting curious and gentle looks at me. I was 

doing the same to him. He was tall and slender, and he had an unusually handsome boyish face, 

with dark laughing eyes. He was wearing glasses that gave him an intelligent look. But what 

struck me most was how polite he was with everyone. He was funny and interested in what other 

people were saying. 

 

He came over to where I was sitting and asked Nicole and me about ourselves. 

 

“We live in Miami,” I said, smiling. This man simply made me light up. I told him I was in 

school pursuing medicine and that my mother was a doctor. So was my step-father but I left that 

out for the time being.  

 

He was intrigued by this medical family. “So you know what we go through?” he said, teasing. 

 

“I do,” I laughed. “Especially the fake illnesses.” 

 

“Older lonely rich women get a lot of those down here.” 

 

“I bet,” I laughed. 

 

“I don’t heal them,” he explained. “Don’t get that idea.” 

 

He seemed sincere. “Let me get both of you some more drinks,” he said and went to the part of 

the bar where he could order. 

 

I turned to Nicole, “This, this is one I could like.” 

 

“I just knew you’d find someone,” she said, hugging me. 

 

But as he stood at the bar, another woman came up to him for a little private discussion, and I 

had a feeling that it wasn’t about medicine. Well, men. . . we know how they are. 
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Nicole and I left the bar to go to the dance floor and I decided to forget him. This place is a 

playboy’s paradise, I thought. I don’t need those problems. 

 

When we came back to the bar, Dr. Boris immediately came over and sat next to me, and for the 

rest of the night, he never left that seat. He joked with us and had us all laughing. He and I talked 

about our lives. We seemed to want the same things; we both planned to move up in the world, 

and neither of us was averse to working for it. He was thoughtful as he spoke, and I was shocked 

that I felt like I was falling in love. I would look at him and he would give me an encouraging, 

attentive grin and my heart would soar toward him. I could see that he had a big soul. 

 

Keep sane here, I said to myself. We are flying back to Miami tomorrow.  

 

“Nicole,” he said to my sister, “Can I borrow your roommate for the evening? What time shall I 

return her for the flight?” 

 

“Bring her home around six am, but make sure she is still a virgin.” 

 

He laughed. “I will,” he promised. 

 

I smiled, a bit embarrassed. How could I have such strong feelings for a man I had just met? 

Nicole, the hotel manager, and Dr. Vaises left, and we continued to drink and talk quietly. Dr. 

Boris, who everyone called Bobby, kissed me at the bar, and I thought, uh oh, I am in trouble. 

The bar closed at two am and we went down to the basement where the hotel had given him an 

efficiency apartment. We continued kissing. Our attraction was on fire, but I broke away and 

said, “Bobby, you are wonderful. I actually prayed for someone like you, but I am not ready to 

get all involved and have a broken heart as I leave. We have to slow this down.” 

 

“What would you like then?” he asked, gently. There was no pushiness; he backed off right 

away, a gentleman. It was like a salve to my heart. 
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“A backrub!” 

 

“A backrub?” he repeated, a little stunned. 

 

“A backrub.” 

 

Okay, that was going to torture him a bit; even I know I have an excellent shape. God had 

blessed me with a beautiful body, and I did my share of dancing and exercise. Boris might as 

well know that the goods are top quality! I thought to myself. I kept my bra and panties on and 

he gave me a backrub that, in and of itself, was almost more intimate than making love. He was 

giving to me, as opposed to taking. I was moved. Maybe it had been a test on my part that he 

passed with so much kindness and sensitivity; a doctor knows his anatomy after all. When we 

were finished, we talked more about our lives. He was the doctor on call and he told me about 

the crazy “emergencies” he got—men who had been slashed by jealous wives, golf clubs in the 

wrong places, men who took too much Viagra that nothing would go down and, Bobby laughed, 

“That hurts.” It was wild stuff. The backrub had relaxed me and soon we just fell asleep in each 

other’s arms. 

 

I felt complete like this was where I was supposed to be; I did not want to be anywhere else. I 

could have stayed in those moments with him forever, but all too soon the alarm rang: six am. He 

sweetly walked me to the honeymoon room. We were close and romantic and then I said 

goodbye, forgetting that we had not exchanged any personal information. So much else had been 

going on between us. I was so excited just being with him that I almost didn’t believe I was 

leaving. It felt like he and I were both in eternal time, in a way, but of course, I was leaving. Get 

real here, Aimee. You will be in Miami later today. Maybe I felt he could track me down if he 

wanted to or he felt he could, through the hotel manager knowing my sister. 

 

Nicole and I went to the airport and she peppered me with questions. “Did you?” 

 

“No.” 
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“Did you have a great time?” she asked. 

 

“It was perfect.” It went on and on until we were standing in front of the American Airlines 

agent. 

 

“You look happy,” the agent, a dark-haired older woman, said to me. 

 

“Yes, but my sister made me realize I did not give the man of my life my number or address. I 

am crazy. Can you believe I met the man of my dreams,” I explained to her (and who doesn’t 

like to hear a love story?) “And now I will never see him again. I am such an idiot.” 

 

The agent looked at her screen and began typing. I kept feeling that I had missed an incredible 

moment. How could I have been so stupid! 

 

Then the agent looked up and handed me a ticket. “It’s for tomorrow. One for you and one for 

your sister. Go back and tell him where you live. No charge for the ticket change.” 

 

“Oh, my God. Thank you!” I screamed. Nicole laughed and blew the agent kisses. We both ran 

out of there, almost dancing and shaking our heads at this miracle. As we got in the cab back to 

the hotel, I thought that God must approve of this man. He’s trying to help make it happen. 

 

Nicole was delighted to have an extra free vacation day and texted her hotel manager that we 

were on our way back. The manager must have found Bobby, and by the time we got to his 

place, the manager opened the car door and, on my side, guess who opened the door with a 

welcoming and sweet smile? Luckily there were no emergencies at the hotel that day! We drank 

and talked and I felt God definitely loved me. This time I felt ready to make love with him. He 

can have any woman and he has to know I care. 

 

I was a little insecure, thinking, what will happen? Am I good enough? Is this a one night stand 

or is he really the one? But I put all that aside. When you love, you have to silence those 

negative voices and go towards the other person. That is the gift you are giving. When we were 
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in his apartment that night, I said, “I have to tell you something. You know I have a little 

daughter, Danielle. She is my life. We have always been together, just the two of us.” 

 

“That’s beautiful,” he said. I showed him a picture. “Yes, she’s as beautiful as you are.”  

 

“This time, we have to stay in touch,” I said. “Although you don’t know what you’re getting 

into.” 

 

He laughed. “I can handle it.” 

 

He hesitated. “Why? Are you married?” he suddenly asked nervously. 

 

“No, not at all,” I laughed. 

 

“Good,” he said and pulled me into his arms. And that night I made love to him like making love 

is supposed to be. I would trust him, I decided. Nicole and I flew back the next day and that night 

he called me. He would do so every night until I saw him the next month when he flew me down 

to the DR for seven days. I knew I had met the man of my life. 

 

So now my ritual was to put Danielle to bed and talk to Bobby for an hour before I also went to 

bed. I was all too aware that other women must be coming onto him, with the alcohol and 

holiday atmosphere down there. Doctors at my school were coming onto me. Would we survive 

a long-distance relationship? Even more importantly, would he still respect and accept me once 

he knew me? I wasn’t perfect. I had been through some hard times, very hard times. I had been 

through events that I knew could ruin a person, and many people said that I had been ruined by 

these events. But I didn’t believe it and I kept to my truth, knowing God’s love kept me going. 

But I didn’t know how Bobby would respond to my past, a past so horrific that it had made 

national news. During one of our calls, I said to him, “I hope you can love me. Everything is not 

always so rosy, you know.” 

 

“Oh come on,” he said, “Why wouldn’t I love you?”  



Love is the Answer God is the Cure, by Aimee Cabo Nikolov 

 

Well, he was about to find out if he truly meant what he said. I began telling him the story. 

 


