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​Dedication
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For those who love in the shadows—

who risk everything knowing it may cost them everything.

For the ones who choose fire even when the night promises nothing but ruin.

For the broken who still believe in beauty,

and for the haunted who refuse to stop hoping.

This is for every heart that has bled quietly in the dark,

for every soul that has ever mistaken pain for punishment

when it was only proof of survival.

And most of all—

for those who understand that even beneath black skies,

love still burns.
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​Preface
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Not all love stories are meant to heal.

Some are meant to haunt.

This is not the kind of romance that promises safety, gentle mornings, or simple happily-ever-afters. Court of Shadows is a love story born in the dark that tests loyalty, bends morality, and asks whether passion is worth the ruin it leaves behind.

It takes place in San Diego, where the ocean carries secrets and the streets pulse with beauty and violence. At its heart are Raven and Damian—two souls bound not by trust, but by fire. Their love is not soft. It is sharp, dangerous, and consuming.

If you came here seeking light, you will find sparks—but know that they burn against black skies.

If you came here seeking comfort, you may leave with scars instead.

But if you came here seeking truth—the kind that admits love can destroy as much as it saves—then this story is for you.
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​Reader’s Note
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This is a dark romance.

Court of Shadows contains mature themes, including violence, trauma, obsession, grief, and betrayal. At its core, this story explores love entangled with danger—a bond that can heal and wound, protect and destroy.

If you prefer romances that are gentle, safe, and free of shadows, this may not be the book for you. But if you are drawn to stories that embrace intensity—where passion is as sharp as beautiful—then you are in the right place.

Please read with care. Take breaks when you need them. Protect your own heart first.

“Some loves are not made to save us—they are made to consume us.”

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Prologue
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The ocean never slept in San Diego.

It whispered. It roared. It pulled secrets from the shore and buried them beneath its endless tide. To most, the Pacific was a postcard, a backdrop to laughter, tans, and summer freedom. But to Raven James, the sea was a confessional that never judged, only swallowed.

It felt less like a sanctuary and more like a witness tonight. A silent audience to the storm unraveling inside her chest.

Behind her, the city glittered like a lure: Gaslamp lights dripping gold across wet pavement, the pulse of music thumping from clubs where strangers pressed together to forget their loneliness, rooftop bars spilling neon like champagne. San Diego was loud, alive, unapologetically beautiful. But Raven stood apart, heels sinking into the damp sand of Mission Beach, her black dress clinging like a second shadow.

The wind tangled in her hair, and she thought of how many times she had left this place, swearing never to return. She had sworn it the night she buried her mother. She had sworn it the night she boarded a red-eye to New York with nothing but two suitcases and a hollowed-out heart. She had sworn it most of all the night she walked away from him.

And yet—ghosts had a way of calling you home, especially when one of them was still alive.

Damian Reyes.

The name pulsed through her like an old wound she had never let fully heal. He had always been carved from danger, sculpted out of contradictions: the son of a cartel patriarch who had traded bullets for business suits, blood for velvet, shadows for skyscrapers. He wore civility like a second skin, but Raven knew better. She knew what his hands had done, what debts he had collected in pain, what kind of man could command a city’s silence with a look.

And yet...

She hadn't been able to look away when she saw him again, standing in the flickering amber light of the Hotel del Coronado’s bar. His gaze had caught hers across the crowded room like a hook, dragging her back into a world she swore she’d burned down. It was a gravity she hated, a pull she could neither forgive nor resist.

The tide rolled in closer, foam crawling toward her toes like grasping fingers. Raven’s breath hitched. She closed her eyes and listened. The ocean whispered promises it could not keep: of escape, of endings, of oblivion. She had almost drowned once in these waters. It had not been the sea’s fault. It had been his.

The memory was sharp enough to cut: Damian dragging her from the surf years ago, both of them soaked and furious, his hands gripping her wrists too tightly as if holding her there was the only way to prove she was real. “You don’t get to leave me like that,” he had snarled, and she had seen it then—the truth behind his restraint and power. Love and possession had never been separate for Damian Reyes. They were the same, inseparable, and merciless.

She had left him anyway. And she had convinced herself that time, distance, and silence could untangle her heart from his.

But time hadn’t killed the tether. It had only stretched it thinner, tauter, until tonight when it snapped back in place the second she stepped off the plane.

Her phone buzzed in her clutch, the vibration cutting through the ocean’s growl. She pulled it free, though she already knew. The message was simple.

You’re here. — D

Her stomach twisted. She wanted to throw the phone into the waves, to let the tide devour the words the way it devoured everything else. But her thumb hovered over the glass instead, as though betrayal could come as a reply.

The sea’s wind slapped against her face. The city behind her throbbed. She could taste salt on her lips and danger in the air.

Raven James had promised herself she wouldn’t drown again, not in the water, not in his eyes, not in this city’s shadow-soaked streets. And yet, standing there beneath a sky thick with clouds, she wondered if it was already too late.

Damian Reyes wasn’t just a ghost; he was the undertow. And Raven knew, with a kind of bone-deep certainty, that she was already being pulled under.
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​Chapter One: The Return
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San Diego was supposed to feel warmer.

The driver rolled down the window as if fresh air could fix what the years had hardened. Wind rushed through the rideshare, carrying the bright-sour scent of limes and spilled beer from somewhere on Fifth, the diesel breath of a passing bus, the faintest ribbon of ocean salt threading it all together. Raven kept her fingers wrapped around the handle of her suitcase, knuckles pale, as neon washed across her—pink, then electric blue, then the brutal white of a bar sign strobing OPEN/OPEN/OPEN like a warning more than a welcome.

“Long flight?” the driver asked, eyes on the road.

“Long enough,” she said.

He nodded like they all did, like everyone who ferried strangers through the Gaslamp learned when not to ask the next question. The streets pulsed around them—bachelor-party chants, a busker bending a guitar string into something like grief, a bachelorette in a white dress laughing too loudly at something that would hurt in the morning. Raven had the muscle-memory of this city under her skin: the way the sidewalks always glistened a little at night, how the light gathered in pocked asphalt, the way the palm trees clicked against each other like whispered rumors.

When they stopped across from a brick boutique hotel with a wrought-iron balcony and lanterns that pretended at old-world charm, she slid out, thanked the driver, and shouldered the suitcase's weight alone. The bell clanged on the lobby door. A trio of tourists in Padres caps argued cheerfully with the front desk about whether their room faced the bay or the alley. It was all so ordinary that it felt like a trick.

She checked in under the name Raven James, which still felt like a dare to say out loud.

The clerk repeated it with the soft apology of someone who thought unusual names were beautiful and costly. “Welcome back to San Diego, Ms. James.”

Welcome back, as if this place were a person she’d left, a lover she’d abandoned without a note. Raven signed the paper that said she’d be here a week. One week. She told herself that was all she needed—long enough to sign the contracts to sell the little house in North Park, long enough to walk its floors one last time, and refuse to listen for footsteps that would never come again. Long enough to make peace with a city that had never offered it.

The key card slid across the counter. The clerk leaned closer. “There’s, um, an envelope for you.”

A thin rectangle in matte-black paper edged in silver. Her name handwritten in a precise, unhurried script: Raven.

Her fingers were steady as she took it, but she felt the old jolt—the way a simple thing could feel like a trap. “Who left it?”

“Courier,” the clerk said. “No return.”

She waited until she was in the elevator to open it. The doors shut with a hush like a held breath. Inside: a single card, heavy as a confession.

WELCOME BACK.

HOTEL DEL CORONADO.

TONIGHT. 9:00 PM.

— D

Her throat tightened. A ghost signed with one letter, and it was enough to summon a storm.

She could have ripped the card in half. She could have tossed it into the nearest trash can and let the hotel’s perfume of lemon oil and old wood swallow it whole. Instead, because she was human and because some magnets never lose their pull, she slid it back into the envelope and tucked it into the inside pocket of her jacket, right where the pulse at her wrist beat traitor-true.

Upstairs, her room faced the alley, not the bay. Once upon a time, that would have annoyed her. Now she preferred the narrow dark between buildings, the slit of sky where a single star sometimes fought through city haze. She lowered the suitcase onto the stand and didn’t unzip it. The room hummed with the air conditioner’s monotone. The mattress, square and white and too new, looked like a lie about rest.

Her phone thunked onto the dresser. Three messages from a New York gallery she’d been ignoring. One from a friend who used to be a best friend, who had stopped trying to be. Nothing from the person she’d once call first for everything—the one who loved the stubborn morning fog on Harbor Island, who swore the best tacos were from a truck that parked behind a florist on El Cajon Boulevard, who’d taught Raven to drive stick by letting her grind the clutch of a battered Civic until they were both breathless with laughter. Nothing from a person who didn’t exist anymore.

She’d left this place to outrun a grief she couldn’t name, to outrun the kind of love that felt like a blood oath. She’d traded the Pacific’s muscular blue for the East River’s steel sheen, traded murals and cracked stucco and bougainvillea for skyscraper glass that showed her a thousand versions of herself at once, all of them wrong. Once, she’d believed distance would turn the past into a harmless photograph, something you could look at without bleeding. She should have known better. Some pictures were taken with a knife.

Raven checked the time: 7:54 PM. The card burned where it touched her skin.

Don’t go, a sensible voice said. This is the sort of invitation that becomes a story people tell in low tones. This is how mistakes begin—the elegant kind, the ones that leave no bruises but mark anyway.

She reached for the zipper of her suitcase.

The dress was black, of course. It wasn’t a statement; it was a refusal to make one. Long sleeves, an open back, the fabric catching light like a secret. Her hair was stubborn and dark, and she twisted it into a knot at the nape of her neck, pins biting just enough to remind her they were there. Small silver hoops. Bare throat. Boots instead of heels because she had learned the hard way that speed sometimes mattered more than beauty.

On her way out, she caught herself in the mirror. The girl who had run was gone. The woman who had returned looked like she could split the night and walk through.

The ride to Coronado moved like a corridor cut through the city, past the bars where people were working hard at forgetting, past the storefronts shuttering early or late, past Petco Park’s skeletal lights, blue as surgical lamps. The bridge rose gracefully and arrogantly over the bay. Below, the water cradled navy ships, ferries, and the small, insistent lights of sailboats. Downtown fell behind like a constellation of gold torn and scattered.

The driver glanced at her in the rearview. “Big night?”

Raven turned her wrist so the envelope was hidden under her palm. “We’ll see.”

The Hotel del Coronado was the kind of beautiful that made people say words like iconic without irony. Red roofs like a line of crowns. White balconies where the evening’s last seabirds perched and considered the folly of human desire. The ocean shushed and seethed beyond, as if promising that what happened here would be swallowed quickly if necessary.

Raven stepped through the revolving door and into a lobby whose bones remembered another century. Wood was polished to a complicated shine, chandeliers like tamed constellations, and the faint sweet scent of something vanilla and expensive. The gala had colonized the space—an arch of winter-white roses, a quartet coaxing silk from strings, servers moving like a flock dressed in black.

A woman at the check-in table smiled with her whole face. “Name?”

Raven lifted her chin. “Raven Cruz.”

“Of course.” The woman’s eyes warmed in recognition she couldn’t possibly have. “You’re confirmed.” A glossy place card slid across the linen. Her name again. And below it, a table number, and—somehow—A guest of the Reyes Foundation.

Her heart performed a slow, incredulous turn. She wanted to say I’m nobody’s guest. She wanted to say this is a mistake. She wanted to say his name and watch the room tilt. Instead, she tucked the card into her palm and moved forward because movement was easier than admitting she was shaken.

San Diego society had dressed for the photograph tonight. Women in silk, the color of bruised fruit, men in tuxedos that fit like promises. Politicians with the faces of men who liked to be clapped on the back while other people did their errands. Athletes with shoulders that made doorways look smaller. Old money pretending not to see new money’s glee in being seen. Raven had shot a dozen rooms like this in her life; it was muscle memory to note where the light pooled and where it hid, who made a circle around whom, which smiles didn’t touch eyes. Her camera was in New York. Her habit wasn’t.

She felt him before she saw him.

It was memory first—how a room quieted around him without meaning to, how conversation paused like a tide that forgot itself, how the hair along her forearms lifted in primitive warning. Then she saw the axis of the evening, the point around which the gala turned: Damian Reyes, by the bar, a glass in his hand, he might not have tasted, a black tuxedo cut like a blade.

He had grown into his edges. The boy who used to laugh in alleyway light, cigarette tucked behind one ear, shirt sleeves rolled to reveal a nicked forearm, was gone. In his place stood a man whose stillness was its own message. He did not look like violence, not exactly; he looked like the kind of peace you only got when every threat had already been counted and boxed up with a bow. He listened to a city council member with his head slightly cocked, the ghost of amusement in his mouth, and the council member—silver hair, ring big enough to catch a chandelier—was working too hard not to be afraid.

Raven took one step back, as if space could unmake recognition. Her shoulder brushed velvet—someone’s wrap—and an apology rose automatically. The woman smiled, distracted, already turning back to her companion’s gossip. The quartet slid into something classical and cracked at the edges, a song that remembered being a lullaby and had grown teeth.

She should leave.

She should leave now, while she could say she had only brushed the event’s perfume, had only inhaled the ocean-salted air, had only let the envelope’s ink stain her fingertips. She turned toward the doors, toward the red roofs and the honest dark.

“Ms. Cruz?”

The voice was familiar in the way of a scar you’d stopped touching—the faint ache when it rained, the slow bloom when the weather changed. It wasn’t him. Not yet. The man blocking her exit was thirty, maybe, wearing a tuxedo that had been altered quickly by someone competent, a haircut that had met money recently, and was trying to figure out how to behave.

“Mr. Reyes asked that I make sure you had everything you needed,” he said, as if the sentence were harmless. He held out a small black card with a minimalist map stamped in silver. “If you’d like to step out to the veranda later, there’s a view you might want to photograph.”

“I’m not photographing tonight,” she said.

A pause, a small blink. “No, of course. Old habit, I suppose.” He nodded as if she had confirmed something for him. “If you do need anything, my name is Mateo.”

He waited, polite but unyielding, until she took the card. Only then did he melt back into the crowd, absorbed the way people are when they belong to someone else’s orbit.

Raven pressed her thumb to the embossed star that marked the veranda on the card. The paper warmed under her touch. She cocked her head for the quartet’s music, tried to let it fill the places that had gone cold. A waiter appeared with a tray, stemmed flutes marching like soldiers. She took one, felt the bite of bubbles, waited for courage to arrive disguised as alcohol. It didn’t.

She threaded through the room, telling herself she was looking for the table with her name on it. She brushed shoulders with a woman in emerald silk who told someone that the Reyes Foundation had singlehandedly rescued a community clinic that would have been shuttered otherwise. She stopped near a pair of men murmuring about zoning laws and waterfront property, as well as the usefulness of friends. She smiled at no one.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Damian turn. Not toward her. Just the natural arc of a man moving from one conversation to another. The light caught his face—cheekbone, the bridge of his nose, the place where a scar had cut through his eyebrow years ago and healed into a pale hyphen. She remembered the origin of that mark in a flood: a bar backroom, a bottle that hadn’t been meant for him, the way he’d laughed afterward, blood threading his lashes. “It’s nothing,” he’d said then, as if even pain deferred to him.

The orchestra’s song changed. Someone clapped slowly and appreciative. The foundation’s director took the small stage and began the kind of speech meant to make people feel generous without feeling implicated. Raven registered words—underserved youth, coastal outreach, scholarships, safe harbor—without attaching them to meaning. She moved to the edge of the lobby, where the light cooled, where a photograph’s shadows would be honest.

Her phone buzzed in her clutch. Instinct made her check it even though everyone she owed an answer to was asleep or done with her. No name on the screen. Just a number that didn’t wear a face.

You came. — D

Her lungs forgot their job for one irritable second.

She typed and deleted twice before letting her fingers settle.

For the view.

She watched the dots come and go, that maddening, intimate striptease of intention.

It’s good to see you in my city again.

She told herself a line like that wasn’t a claim, not really. Cities didn’t belong to anyone. Except sometimes they did, the way a story can belong to the person who tells it best.

It isn’t your city, she sent, because she couldn’t help it. It never was.

The dots returned, longer. Then: Come say that to me.

Raven stared at the message until the text lost shape and her reflection in the dark glass of the lobby door sharpened instead. The woman in the glass looked steady. The woman in her skin felt like an aftershock.

“Raven?” The voice was near, softer, threaded with a caution that made heat creep into her cheeks before she even turned.

She did not need to turn to know. The air around her drew tight, bracing. The tiny hairs at the nape of her neck registered the weather before her mind did.

But she turned.

Damian Reyes stood three feet away, nothing between them but air and the past. Up close, he was not beautiful. Beauty was a word that suggested mercy. He was compelling, the way a riptide is compelling: it looks like ordinary water until it takes you. The tuxedo was deliberate rather than showy; the watch at his wrist was the kind that doesn’t tell time so much as it tells everyone you have stock in it. His mouth curved, not quite a smile.

“Damian,” she said, and it felt like biting down on a live wire. The name left her mouth like a secret she hadn’t consented to share.

For a second—one small, human second—the noise of the gala receded. The quartet went quiet. The servers froze mid-step. Conversation flattened to the softest thrum. San Diego, ridiculously beautiful San Diego with its bars and its bridges and its salt and its red roofs, stopped breathing.

She did not move. Neither did he.

Raven could have said a dozen things then, could have chosen a hundred small safeties. The easy ones: I’m leaving. This is a mistake. Congratulations on your foundation; it looks expensive. The ugly ones: You don’t get to call this city yours. You don’t get to call anything yours. Not anymore. The true ones that scared her: I thought distance would save me from you. It didn’t. I thought time would turn us into strangers. It failed.

Instead, she lifted her chin because she had learned there were only ever two ways to meet a story like this—head bowed or eyes up—and she had run too far to bow.

“Your invitation was presumptuous,” she said, letting the word sit between them like a coin, bright and hard. “But I suppose you knew I’d come.”

The not-smile shifted. “I knew you’d want to see the view,” he said, and there was quiet humor in it, the kind that remembered every rooftop they’d climbed, every chain-link fence they’d swung a leg over to get somewhere better, worse, more honest.

She hated that the memory softened her mouth for a fraction of a beat.

He glanced past her, registering everything the way he always did: the waiter about to collide with an easel that held the silent-auction prizes, the councilman finishing his drink too quickly, the way the wind pressed its palm to the glass doors and made them pulse. Then his gaze returned to her and settled. Its weight was a hand at the base of her skull.

“Walk with me,” he said.

It wasn’t a command. It wasn’t a plea. It was worse; it was familiar.

Raven’s grip tightened around the clutch until she felt the corners bite. “No,” she said, because she had promised herself she would practice that word in all its small ordinary uses until it felt natural on her tongue. “Not yet.”

A shadow of approval flickered in his face, so quick she could have imagined it. “The night’s young,” Damian said. “And San Diego only pretends she’s gentle.”

He stepped aside like a gentleman, letting a woman pass, as if he hadn’t summoned her across a bridge and a decade. She moved because she would not be positioned, would not be placed. The orchestra swelled back into the room. Servers exhaled and resumed motion. A woman in emerald laughed again, the sound shattering into prism-bright pieces.

She didn’t look back. She didn’t have to. She could feel him behind her, the way you can feel the cliff face you’ve chosen to climb—close, indifferent, confident you’ll either earn it or fall.

At the doors, Mateo materialized like a well-trained ghost and swung the glass open to the veranda. Wind knifed in, carrying the clean, iron taste of the sea. The hotel’s red roofs leaned toward the dark like they were eavesdropping.

Beyond the rail, the ocean unscrolled itself forever, the line of the horizon a mouth pressed flat. The city glittered across the water, its skyscrapers winking like a come-on, like a dare.

Raven stepped into the wind and let it take some of the heat from her skin. Below, waves dimpled black and silver. Somewhere to the north, Mission Beach took its long, slow breath. Somewhere inland, a little house waited, full of shadows that knew her steps.

Her phone buzzed again.

If you won’t walk, then stand with me. Five minutes. No promises asked, none given. — D

She didn’t turn around. Not yet. She set her clutch on the stone of the parapet and let her fingers flatten beside it. The night pressed forward like a witness waiting to be sworn. A couple laughed softly as they passed behind her, their perfume and cologne twining and dissolving.

Raven breathed in. Breathed out. Counted to eight like the therapist had taught her in a small, ash-colored room in Brooklyn where she’d pretended she was unbreakable. On the exhale, she let her spine loosen.

“Five minutes,” she said to the dark, to the ocean, to the line where even the city’s noise couldn’t follow.

And from behind her, warm and quiet, inevitable as a tide: “That’s all I need.”

She did not turn then either. She stood and made the wind her alibi. The waves below stitched and unstitched themselves with mindless devotion. Over her shoulder, inside the ballroom, a cheer went up for a donation so large someone tried not to make it seem like a purchase. On the glass, for the span of a heartbeat, she saw both of them reflected—her, a woman whittled down to the sharpest parts; him, a man in a suit that framed power like an answer.

For a final, fragile second, the night held them apart like a breath held too long.

Then San Diego exhaled.
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​Chapter Two: The Hotel Bar


[image: ]




The room seemed to pulse around them, but Raven’s focus narrowed until only one thing remained: Damian Reyes.

Up close, he was worse. More dangerous than the memory she had carried for years. His presence was weighty, not loud, the kind of gravity that bent a room without needing to announce itself. Every line of his tuxedo was deliberate, every slow, careful movement calculated to suggest control. Even the way he looked at her—steady, unsmiling, eyes storm-gray and unreadable—was its own kind of violence.

She had rehearsed this moment countless times. She’d imagined spitting venom, rehearsed the practiced indifference, even the possibility of pretending she didn’t know him at all. But none of those fantasies survived the reality of standing beneath his gaze again.

“Raven,” he said at last. Her name was smoke in his mouth, curling, lingering.

“Damian.” Her voice was steady, though her pulse betrayed her, drumming wild against the hollow of her throat.

Neither moved closer. It was as though the air between them had been drawn taut, an invisible thread binding them but daring either to cross it.

“You came back,” he said. Not a question, not even an accusation. Just a statement of fact, like an inevitability finally fulfilled.

“I came for business,” Raven answered, raising her chin. “Not for this.”

For a flicker of a moment, his mouth curved. Not a smile—something darker, edged. “San Diego doesn’t allow clean lines between business and... other things. You should know that better than anyone.”

A waiter passed between them with a tray of champagne, and Raven almost laughed at its absurdity. The normalcy of clinking glasses and polite chatter clashed against the tension that hummed like a live wire between her and Damian.

He gestured with the faintest tilt of his head. “Walk with me.”

She bristled. “You don’t get to summon me anymore.”

One of his brows lifted, just slightly. “Is that what this feels like? Summoning?” He stepped closer, close enough that she caught the ghost of his cologne—something dark, spiced, threaded with cedar. “Or does it feel like gravity?”

Her throat tightened. “It feels like a mistake.”

“Then make it with me,” he said softly.

Her hand twitched at her side. This was how it had always been: Damian speaking in riddles that sounded like promises, offering the kind of ruin that dressed itself up as choice. He knew exactly which strings to pluck, which wounds to press.

And still—she followed.

The bar was quieter, tucked into a corner beneath low amber lighting, away from the stage where donors gathered to congratulate themselves. Damian led her there with the ease of a man who owned the space, and perhaps he did. People moved aside without realizing they were doing it, conversation thinning in his wake. Raven hated that old part of her stirred at the sight of it—the part that had once been intoxicated by his power, by the way he bent the world to his will.

They stopped at the bar, the polished wood gleaming under warm light. He motioned to the bartender without looking, and within seconds, two glasses appeared. Whiskey for him, wine for her. Of course, he remembered.

Raven wrapped her fingers around the stem but didn’t drink. “Why did you send me that invitation?”

His gaze held hers as he lifted the glass to his mouth. He didn’t answer immediately, and the silence stretched long enough to make her pulse quicken. “Because,” he said finally, “I wanted to see if you’d still come when I called.”

The words struck like a match to dry tinder. “You don’t own me, Damian.”

“I never did,” he said, leaning closer, his voice low enough for only her. “But I had you. And there’s a difference.”

Her heart lurched, equal parts fury and something else—something she refused to name. “You had me because I was young and stupid. That’s not the same as now.”

Damian studied her like she was both a puzzle and prey. “And yet here you are. Dressed for me. Standing at my side again.”

Heat surged into her face. “Don’t flatter yourself. I came for the house. That’s it. I’m leaving as soon as it’s done.”

He tilted his head, as if amused by her lie. “San Diego doesn’t let people leave so easily. Neither do I.”

Before she could retort, a voice interrupted—smooth, feminine, wrapped in silk.

“Damian, darling.”

Raven turned to see a woman approach, tall and sharp, her gown a deep scarlet that clung to her like a weapon. She smiled at Damian with practiced intimacy, one hand brushing his sleeve as though she belonged there. Raven’s stomach dropped even as she forced her expression still.

Damian didn’t flinch, didn’t step back. His eyes remained locked on Raven’s, as though the woman at his side were nothing more than smoke. “Raven,” he said quietly, ignoring the interruption, “you and I have unfinished business.”
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