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It was pitch black, and his pupils dilated automatically, frantically searching for light to access the situation. His stomach heaved and bile rushed to his throat as the swaying motion hit again, this time tumbling him over. One elbow crashed onto the wooden floor and pain exploded at the contact, jostling him fully awake, sending blood rushing into his sleep-muddled brain. His eyes latched onto the flickering, feeble light a few feet away, his mind scrambling to make sense of where he was.

His nose tickled, goose bumps burst on his arms as sensation after sensation bombarded him. The turbulent swaying. The cacophony of motor and human activity. The overpowering piscine smell. 

Where was he? 

His eyes remained focused on the bulb that swayed jauntily as he struggled to recall how he’d ended up in this dark and dingy place. Images suddenly flashed before his eyes. Screams filled his ears. Panic bubbled inside him as the images fitted themselves into a vivid motion picture of horror. 

Anya!

He let out a cry, jumping to his feet, almost keeling over when the swaying motion hit again. Wait—am I on a boat? Shock blasted through him; adrenaline poured into his veins as flight or fight response was triggered. Raul stumbled towards the manically swaying light bulb, his arms out-stretched, trying to ward off any obstacle that would impede his movement. 

I have to get back to her. My love. 

He had promised to meet her in the morning. He wouldn’t disappoint her. Couldn’t! 

She had watched him leave with tears in her eyes. But hope had shone through those tears. Hope that he would keep his promise.

He located a door to his left, and turned towards it. Pushing it open, he crashed to his knees as the swaying motion of the boat caught him unawares. With a coarse epithet, he got to his feet, and ran towards the front of the boat. 

“Hey!” He crashed into a man. Big hands clutched his shoulders, preventing him from tumbling back. “How did you get on the boat, boy?” The guttural tone of his words indicated he wasn’t a native.

Raul raised his head. The man was just a dark silhouette under the inky sky. 

“Please stop the boat. I need to go back home.” Raul’s plea was lost in the roar of the engine as the boat lurched forward, pushing both man and boy to the side of the boat.

Strong arms manacled him and he was lifted off his feet. He screamed, his arms flaying, trying to dislodge himself from his captor’s clutches. 

The man carried him back to the cabin Raul had escaped from. He was dropped on the floor where Raul lay sprawled, too winded to fight back.

“Who are you and what are you doing on this boat?” the man demanded. Tired eyes shone in a severely tanned face, lit up by the feeble light that graced the corner of the cabin. “Tell me, boy!”

“I have to go back home,” Raul cried. “Please stop the boat!”

The man shook his head. “Can’t do,” he replied. “We left the marina hours ago.”

Shock blasted through him and Raul jumped to his feet once again. “No!” he screamed, trying to run out again but the man grabbed him by the waist. 

“Calm down, boy!” the man yelled in his ear. “If the skipper finds you, he will have my head. Stay here.” Throwing him into the corner, the man turned to leave. “We make port in five days,” he said, extinguishing any hope Raul had that he could get back to the island. “You can leave then. Till then, stay put and don’t go anywhere near the skipper.”

The door crashed shut behind him and Raul stared at it with disbelief.

A moan sounded behind him. Rafa!

Even over the din that seemed to fill the cabin, he recognized his brother’s call—the innate bond between twins immediately alerting him of his brother’s anguish.

Rafa was with him, too! The knowledge crashed into him as he crawled towards his twin. More images from the night flashed before him and Raul sucked in a deep breath as the memory of the horrific night filled his mind.

“Brother.” He whispered, embracing his twin who was curled up in a corner. Rafa didn’t reply but his soft cries pierced his heart.

After narrowly escaping a sexual assault, Rafa had run out blindly into the night and Raul had run after him. His brother’s safety had been his utmost concern, and unwilling to leave Rafa, he had chased after his brother, across the island, towards the harbor and eventually onto the boat they had ended up in.

“We have to get off, Rafa,” Raul urged him. “We need to get back home. Come.” Grabbing his brother’s arm, he tried to get Rafa to stand up but his brother coiled himself into a ball. “Rafa!” he begged. “Please get up! We have to go back! Please!” But Rafa was so lost in his own pain that he didn’t hear the anguish and desperation in Raul’s cry. “Get up. Please! I have to get back. Anya is waiting for me.”

When Rafa didn’t budge, Raul ran back to the door, his eyes now accustomed to the dim interior of the cabin. Grabbing the door knob, he turned it but found it locked. He banged the door. “Open the door! Somebody!” He beat relentlessly as his tears flowed freely. He kicked and punched the door but it didn’t budge open. And no help came. Who could hear them above the din of a working boat?

He ran back to Rafa, begged him again to get up, but his brother was lost in his own misery.

“Rafa!” he pleaded, grabbing his brother’s arm. “We have to get back. Help me, please!”

“No!” Rafa’s refusal hit him hard. 

Rafa began to cry earnestly and Raul could do nothing but embrace him. He rocked his brother who trembled in his arms, crying that he would never go back home. And Raul cried, too—silent tears slid down his cheeks as he cried at his predicament. Stuck between the two people he loved the most. 

His love had made him promise Anya that he would protect her forever. The same love had made him chase after his brother, unwilling to let him face his anguish alone. 

“Don’t leave me, Raul.” His brother’s choked cry broke him and Raul knew that he couldn’t leave his brother alone. Even if it meant leaving Anya behind—breaking the promise he’d made her. As the brothers sat huddled together in the dark, dank cabin, Raul only hoped Anya would forgive him, because he could never forgive himself for choosing his brother over her.
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Chapter One
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Raul Dias laid down on the sunbaked sand, uncaring his tan would darken as he enjoyed his first day off in many months. The waves crashed at his feet, depositing grits of sand between his toes when the water receded back into the sea but he chose to remain where he was. 

This was his beach—his land, and he could do whatever he wanted, and all he wanted to do was bake in the hot sun, listening to the crash of the waves and the cry of the marine birds that hopped on the beach, foraging for whatever food the tourists threw out to them. 

He didn’t particularly care about the suspicious looks he garnered from the tourists sunning on the beach. They probably thought he was a beach bum who’d had a bit too much to drink. 

Dressed in a white t-shirt so old it was as see-through as a fishing net, and a pair of cutoff shorts that hung low on his hips, no one would recognize him as Raul Dias—one of the most successful businessmen in Noor. A billionaire real estate mogul who had expanded into the hospitality business—owning five very successful resorts on the island.

His eyes were closed but he knew the group of giggling women sunning a few feet away were talking about him; their approval was like a physical caress. 

Anyone would look twice at him. He was devilishly handsome. His lower jaw was razor-sharp. He had a broad forehead, a long, straight line for a nose and a head full of black hair which fell lazily over his forehead. But his eyes made up his most attractive feature. Two thick eyebrows sat above deep-set eyes that were two sharp slits in his face, and in them were beautiful glassy grey eyes. 

Women hit on him wherever he went, and who could blame them? His sinful looks, the sexy smile which always adorned his full lips, and the ever-present stubble on his sharp jaw gave him a rakish appearance that drove the fair sex wild, though he never indulged in what was freely offered to him. 

Opening his eyes, Raul turned his head and bestowed a benevolent smile upon his admirers, chuckling when the women blew him kisses in return. Shaking his head, he gazed up at the clear blue sky. 

It wasn’t just admiration and sexual perusal he sensed but disapproval too, probably from the old birds who were sitting just a few feet away, wondering aloud if he knew this beach was a private one and off-limits to beachcombers? 

He stifled the urge to laugh at them. Instead, the smile on his face widened. The women probably didn’t know that he not only owned the resort they were vacationing at but the beach as well!

Tuning out every sound, Raul decided to enjoy the day. Nothing and no one could spoil this day. He deserved the day off after spending months getting his fifth resort off the ground. Life was good, and he wanted nothing more than to revel in his success. 

He, along with his identical twin brother Rafael, had opened their newest beachside resort in Noor, a principality in the Indian Ocean. The guests had flocked to the luxurious resort which had been fully booked even before the inauguration. The Dias brothers’ resorts were known for their exemplary customer service and world-class amenities which brought hordes of people to the island. 

Who would have thought fisherman Michael Dias’s sons would end up owning the most luxurious of resorts in the Asian continent!

Raul frowned when his mobile phone buzzed in the pocket of his shorts. Who would call me today? he wondered, sitting up. Removing the phone from his pocket, he peered at the unfamiliar number. Only his secretary, and Rafa knew this number, and they both knew not to disturb him on his day off.

As he sat wondering about the mysterious caller, the phone stopped ringing. Raul dropped the phone on the sand beside him, deciding to lie back down when it began to ring again. Strange, he thought, picking up the phone and deciding to answer it. 

But even before he could speak, a familiar, yet long forgotten voice said, “Raul.”

The sound of his name opened a portal to a time he didn’t like to think about. His whole body tightened, and blood whooshed in his ears as his heart began to pound painfully inside his chest. 

Memories—long buried—filled his head, immediately swamping him with grief and pain. 

He shook his head. No, he couldn’t have heard the person right. No one knew where he was, and yet how did this man know...

“Raul,” the man said again, and he sat up straight, staring blindingly at the deep blue sea in front of him.

“Arcanjo?” He hadn’t uttered that name in many years. 

Long back, when he’d left home, he had left behind painful memories and people, too. His Family. Arcanjo.

“So you haven’t forgotten your cousin, hm?” Arcanjo asked, sounding pleased that he was recognized immediately. 

Raul heard the smile in his cousin’s voice and was instantly filled with shame for having turned his back on his oldest cousin, too. “Can anyone forget the archangel of the family?” he remarked, eliciting a chuckle from his cousin.

Arcanjo was the oldest of his cousins on his mother’s side and was dubbed ‘archangel’ because that was what his name meant in the Portuguese language. Arcanjo’s mother, Auntie Sylvia, had named every child in the family, and had been particular about giving them all Portuguese names to honor their Indo-Portuguese heritage.

“How did you find me, cousin?” Raul was curious to know. 

He hadn’t deliberately set out to hide his whereabouts. Coming to Noor, his only intention had been to get away from his old life and start a new one. But in his new life, there was no place for family. 

“You sure made it difficult to find you, but I hired some of the best people in the business to locate you.” Arcanjo fell quiet and Raul suspected there was more he wanted to say but chose not to. Instead, he asked, “Is Rafa with you?”

“Yes. He is with me,” he croaked. 

As twins, both Rafa and Raul were inseparable. 

Rafa had always maintained that he didn’t need Raul, and he hadn’t, Raul acknowledged sadly. But it wasn’t the same for him. As the younger twin, Raul had depended on Rafa for everything, and had become an annoying shadow of his older brother. 

“I see you’ve done well for yourself.” Arcanjo’s comment pulled him from his thoughts. 

“Yes. I’m sure your investigator must have supplied you with a big dossier on me,” he said dryly. “Unfortunately, I know nothing about you.” 

He was greeted with a terse silence and Raul felt like a heel for saying what he had. “I’m sorry, Arcan...”

“That’s all right,” Arcanjo replied. “You always did speak your mind. Anyway, I’m glad I found you.”

Raul nodded. “Tell me what you’ve been up to.” Then Arcanjo caught him up on the details of his life. 

“You’re married?” Raul asked, unable to mask the surprise in his voice. 

Arcanjo told him about his wife, Gabriella and Raul couldn’t stop himself from asking, “You found an angel to marry you?” 

A bark of laughter filled his ear and a reciprocating smile bloomed from Raul’s lips.

“I’m happy for you, cousin.” He genuinely was. If anyone deserved to be happy, it was Arcanjo.

They spoke some more before Arcanjo described the project he’d started in Pérola—their hometown, which was a small island in the state of Goa, in the Indian subcontinent.

“I had to fly back to Dallas, so I’m looking for someone to help me with this project.”

Raul scowled. He didn’t understand what Arcanjo wanted from him, and he told him this.

“Come work for me, Raul.”

Raul frowned. Why was Arcanjo asking him to work for him? He wasn’t a small-time contractor anymore. He owned a business of his own. He didn’t have to work for anyone. 

“No.” His answer was curt. “I’m not stepping foot on the island again. Never. Not for anyone.”

Arcanjo drew in a labored breath. “I need your help, Raul. I know you’ve done amazing work with your resorts. Come oversee this project for me.” 

“Cousin, I’m sure you can get someone to help you but I cannot go down to Pérola.” Raul shook his head, his body rigid with rage he hadn’t experienced in years. “I hate that place. I won’t ever go back.”

“You used to love Pérola.” Arcanjo’s reminder was a cruel jab to his heart.

Yes, he had loved Pérola once and not just because it was home but for another reason. It was where his first love lived. 

Anya. Is she still on the island? Does she hate me for leaving without a word of goodbye? Is she married? Has she built a life with some man who loves her more than I ever could? Does she bear his children?

Pain and regret shot through him. “I can’t, Arcan,” he replied emphatically. Not even for Anya will I go back. 

A long deafening silence stretched between them. Raul froze inside, despite the hot sun that beat on his skin. He knew that he had disappointed his cousin, but he couldn’t go back home. 

He’d buried his hate, his anger and those horrific memories—he wasn’t going back again because if he did, he was certain those memories would come back to haunt him again.

“Please,” his cousin implored, and Raul was suddenly filled with shame. “This project is my dream and I cannot entrust it to just about anyone.”

“But why me?”

“Because it’s about time you came home.”

****
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Anya Fernandes was helping her co-worker Kitty rearrange the tables and chairs in the café when suddenly her body snapped taut. 

Someone was watching her—again, she was certain. 

Lifting her head up, she looked out of the huge windows, scanning the road that ran parallel to the café. She saw nothing out of the ordinary—just cars lined on the road along the pavement beyond which was the beach. A few tourists strolled on the sand. Some played in the water while others sunbathed on recliners.

Anya shook her head, wondering if the sensation of being observed was just a figment of her imagination. How could she have the same feeling every evening and around the same time?

It wasn’t a terrifying feeling. In fact, it felt like an inquisitive gaze, almost tangible, like a physical touch. A light touch, like someone reaching out to see if she was real...

“Will you put the cakes on the display counter, Anya?” Kitty, the part-time employee at Jimmy’s café asked, walking back to the cash-register where she began counting the notes and coins before they opened for the evening service.

“I’ll do it now.” One more look at the window, and Anya turned around. 

Upon entering the kitchen, she grabbed the many pastries and various quiche she’d prepared. Kitty came into the kitchen to assist her and together they carried the food to the display counter, where they arranged them artfully. Anya stood back, nodding with satisfaction at the beautiful display. 

“Looks good, Kitty. I’ll leave then.” With a wave, Anya returned to the kitchen and removed her chef’s coat before grabbing her bag. “Have a good evening, Kitty,” she called, letting herself out of the backdoor, stepping out into the narrow road where she’d parked her scooter.

Immediately, her skin pricked with awareness. Cold sweat broke out on her brow. Instinct had her twirling around even as she wondered if it was just her mind playing tricks on her again. Or if there really was someone watching her. Her breath strangled in her throat as her heart leapt into her mouth.

It was a man.

Dressed in a white t-shirt tucked carelessly into stone-washed blue jeans, he stood watching her with grey eyes that looked oddly familiar. 

Who is he? Where have I seen him before? 

Anya racked her brain for those familiar eyes when suddenly a long-buried memory popped up. 

She knew those eyes intimately, because they were almost the same color as hers. They were the reason she never looked at her face in the mirror anymore. For she no longer saw her eyes but his...and it reminded her of what she had lost. 

“Raul.”
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Chapter Two
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Anya didn’t know who moved first. 

One moment they both were staring at each other, like they’d come face to face with a ghost from their past, and the next, they were in each other’s arms. 

A low growl emanated from Raul when she flung herself into his embrace—steely, muscular arms settling possessively around her. 

Raul was back! 

She couldn’t believe it. Her childhood friend—the one person whom she’d loved to bits had come back to her! 

Her arms tightened around his neck as she plastered herself against him, loving the warmth of his embrace. Burying her nose in his neck, she breathed deeply the musk of his skin and the tang of sea and salt that clung to his skin. 

“Raul. Raul. Raul,” she chanted his name like a litany against his throat as tears filled her eyes. “You came back.” A noisy sob escaped her as a barrage of tears was unleashed upon him, soaking the collar of his t-shirt immediately. 

Strong arms crushed her, gathering her none too gently into a hard body, one hand cupping the back of her head, holding her in a loving embrace.

“Raul, is it really you?” she sobbed. “Where were you?” Her words were interspersed by hiccups as he held her, saying nothing, letting her pour out her grief. “How could you leave me?”

“Anya.” He whispered into her ear, his fingers clenching in her short hair, regretting that the strands weren’t long enough for him to wrap around his hand. “I’m sorry, baby.”

She removed her arms from around his shoulders before lifting her head to gaze up at the beautiful face that she dreamt of every night.

Grey eyes awash with emotion, stared down at her with love and regret.

She perused his face, noting how deep-set his eyes had become. His eyebrows had thickened. The chubby cheeks that she’d once loved had become hollow and were now marred by dark stubble that peppered the sharp lines of his lower jaw.

As boys, both Raul and his older twin Rafael had been good-looking, with chubby cheeks and twinkling eyes. While Rafa had been true to his name—angelic in comportment—Raul was anything but. 

Rafa had been an amiable, well-mannered boy loved by all, and was fondly called “the angelic twin,” while Raul was dubbed “the evil twin.”

Anya had simply hated the moniker. It was cruel of people to call a naughty teenager “evil” simply because he had a propensity for mischief. But Raul had reveled in it, doing everything in his power to live up to his nickname.

But looking at him now, taking in the sexy slashes of his cheekbones, the arrogant line of his jaw, and the beautiful eyes that could tempt her to follow him into the abyss, Anya wondered if he’d shed his childhood naughty streak. 

Had he become a good man like his twin brother? Or had his propensity for mischief followed him into adulthood? Inspecting his sinfully gorgeous face, she assumed that he hadn’t given up his naughty ways. If anything, she suspected, he’d probably honed it into a fine art.

“I’ve missed you.” His confession touched her, and she cupped his face with her hands—his stubble pricking the soft flesh of her palms. 

“I’ve missed you, too.” Her admission had him closing his eyes as pain flashed across his face. “Hey,” she whispered, smoothing her palms over his bristly jaw. “But you are here now, and I won’t let you leave me again.”

Raul froze. 

Anya scowled at his reaction. Stepping away from him, she chastised herself for the thoughtless, emotional declaration while Raul stood rigidly before her, a mask falling over his eyes, effectively hiding his thoughts from her. 

How stupid of me to shoot off my mouth without thinking! 

He had left her and had stayed away for thirteen years. Surely there was a reason why he’d chosen not to return sooner? 

In the years that they’d been apart, there hadn’t been one call or a letter from him. It was as though he’d vanished into thin air. While a part of her wanted to believe that the Virgin Mother had answered her prayers and brought him back to her, the rational part of her doubted if he was back for her. After all, they’d been kids when he’d left. 

A boy had left her, and in his place, a man had returned. A man she knew nothing about, she reminded herself. 

She had thrown herself into the arms of the boy she had once loved, but it was a man who’d held her now. She flushed when she realized, belatedly, that she had embraced a stranger.

Wrapping her arms around her waist, she looked away. 

“Where can we sit and talk peacefully?”

“The café?” She nodded towards the building she’d just exited but Raul shook his head. “How about the beach?” she offered, and he hummed his approval.

Together they made their way to the beach, crossing the road that separated it from the cluster of shops which catered to the natives and the few tourists who came to enjoy the beautiful and near-empty beaches of the island.

Pérola was a small island that had been named by Portuguese merchants when they’d come to India for trade, some four hundred years ago. Since the town was a tiny dot of land separated from mainland Goa by a strait, they’d called it Pérola—which meant pearl in the Portuguese language. It was home to a small community, made up predominantly of people who lived off the sea, and to Raul’s family.

Anya looked surreptitiously at the man beside her. 

To her, he was still the young boy who had pulled on her ponytail during Mass and winked at her during choir practice. The boy who had held her in his arms after rescuing her from—

Don’t think about it, a voice admonished her, but she trembled as the horrific memory flashed before her eyes.

“What is it?” Raul immediately grabbed her elbow, stopping her. Peering down at her, he took in her suddenly pallid face and colorless lips.

“Nothing.” Her lips stretched into a facsimile of a smile. “Let’s sit here.” 

Plopping down on the warm sand, she waited for Raul to sit down, chuffed when he chose to sit right beside her. 

They sat next to each other, their arms almost touching as they watched the sun sink into the sea, leaving behind a palette of reds, oranges and pink across the sky. Above their heads, a beautiful crescent moon began to reveal itself as inky black stole across the sky, chasing away the bright cheerful colors that had occupied the horizon only minutes before. Stars twinkled down at her when Anya looked up, breathing in the salty air of the sea.

She’d never paid much attention to the beauty around her. But now, as she sat beside Raul, the landscape turned into a myriad of wonderful colors, filling her with awe, while the same scenery had been a muted sepia to her before. Raul made the difference, she realized. He had jolted awake her senses which had long laid dormant.

They sat near the edge of the shore, with miles of sandy beach on either side. Before them lay the Arabian sea like a thick rippling blanket, its water almost black as it rode towards the shore, crashing against the sand leaving behind a trail of froth as it receded back into the sea, only to repeat the cycle all over again.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked, watching the ebb and flow of the water in the feeble light of the moon.

“Yes.” 

Anya knew he wasn’t looking at the water, but at her. She looked furtively at him and was caught in the powerful, enigmatic stare of those grey eyes which had haunted her since the first day he’d whispered into her ear that he liked her. 

It was the year she turned thirteen. 

One Sunday, as she exited church after Mass, Raul had stepped in behind her. He’d pulled on her ponytail, startling her so much that she would have fallen down the steps if he hadn’t grabbed her in time. 

“Get away from that boy,” Mrs. Mendez had ordered from where the older woman stood, waiting for her at the foot of the flight of steps that led up to the church.

Anya remembered hurrying down to meet the portly woman who had taken her in when she was ten, but Raul stayed behind her and had whispered, “I like you,” in her ears, only to run away laughing when she whirled around. She remembered standing on the steps of the church, staring at his retreating back, utterly shocked at his admission. 

Mrs. Mendez had demanded to know what he’d said to her, and Anya had mumbled something inane in response. She pacified the older woman even as her mind reeled from the power of his words.

Her cheeks reddened at the memory and Anya forced herself to tear her eyes away from his beautiful face. 

“Why did you cut off your hair?” 

Her eyes swung back to him. “Is that the first thing you want to ask me?” 

He smiled. “Yes. I’ve always loved your hair. It used to be quite long, and you know I loved pulling on your ponytail.”

Anya laughed—her first carefree laughter in years. Her posture relaxed and she leaned back, resting her hands behind her, thrusting the palms down into the warm sand. 

“You were so naughty back then,” she reminisced. 

As a teen, he had always followed her around, not caring that she had, at first, disliked his attention. The other girls, both at school and in church, had been envious of her. They’d lamented the fact that Raul had chased after the plainest girl. 

But Anya had never understood what he’d seen in her in the first place. She was just an orphan, abandoned by both her parents, living on the mercy of a woman who barely tolerated her. 

A pretty child she hadn’t been. Not with her doe shaped eyes that were too big in her face. Or her overcrowded teeth that had made her smile too toothy. 

His attention had annoyed her, making her wish he’d chose some other girl to pester. She had neither wanted nor desired his admiration, and could have done without the snide remarks from the other girls who had hoped to catch his eye.

Back in the day, Anya had often wondered why Raul wasn’t like Rafa, his quiet twin.

“But I liked you.” 

She smiled at his response, his words shooting warmth to the cold recesses of her body that had remained frozen since he’d left her.

“And I found you annoying.”

He chuckled. Emulating her posture, he stretched out his legs and leaned back, resting his hands in the sand, palms down, behind him.

“Don’t you know boys annoy girls they like the most?”

She crinkled her nose. Raul laughed. 

“Boys are weird.”

“And girls are really pretty.”

“I will second that.” Her answer made him guffaw. “Although, as a boy, you were pretty, too,” she added in a small voice. 

It was true, for as children, the Dias twins looked like the cherubs painted on the ceiling of their church, with rounded cheeks, glowing faces and spectacularly long eye lashes which had driven the girls mad with envy. Even Anya herself had thought, on more than one occasion, that it was simply unfair that the Dias twins were far more beautiful than most girls their age.

She expected him to laugh, but Raul suddenly fell silent. Feeling him tense up beside her, she sat up and reached out to touch him.

“Raul.” The muscles in his arm were tight under her touch. “What happened? Did I say something to upset you?”

“Nothing,” he answered tersely, angry with himself for not being able to control the rush of anger that tore through him at her simple words.

“Tell me,” she urged but he said nothing, leaving her wondering why he’d suddenly pulled away from her—both physically and mentally.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING

HE DIAS BROTWERS

"ANNA PAUT





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
)
!

Ceeeix





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
"ANNA PAUT





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





