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​Chapter 1
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[image: image]is house was a split level with a garage at ground level, a pool, four bedrooms, and a main bedroom with its bathrooms. The property was on a prime beachfront.


And it was the glass doors that Daniel was looking through as his mood was irritable and he lazed in the living room with his legs outstretched on the dark mahogany-colored sofa, with one limb in a full cast from hip to ankle. Thankfully, the sofa cushions were luxurious and fluffy, not to mention extremely comfortable. What the hell was he thinking of leaving the hospital so early? Pero, Dios mío, he was in pain. The private hospital only kept him for four days to recuperate before sending him to his beach house in Cadaques. His private nurse, Hugo Mano had strict orders to follow, and he had come highly recommended from the institute.
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He had a high-tech wheelchair that allowed the set leg to be fully elevated from hip to ankle. It also could be dismantled to accommodate easy mobility from the wheelchair to his bed or the sofa. The doctor apprised him and his nurse that he could not attempt standing on his own; otherwise, he would cause undue damage if he put any strain on the leg. The femur and fibula broke when he had tumbled to the ground in a tangle of four legs.

He grumbled under his breath about the damn accident again. He took out his anger on Hugo a while ago, but he was still angry at himself.

“What’s that?” Paul asked as he leaned towards the sofa where Daniel was resting.

Daniel jumped in fright when he heard the voice close to his left side but above his head.

“Merda! Eris!” he growled.

“What is it, senyor?” the maid asked in her native dialect of Catalan as she came out from the kitchen.

She was a short, small built woman who maintained the household for Daniel.

“I ...I...think I am hearing ...things...er... ghosts,” he muttered in Catalan.

With his peripheral vision, he caught a figure on his right side. He swiveled his head and, to his utter consternation, saw Rachel walking towards him. She stared straight at him, and he felt he was losing his mind again. The bloody woman looked real but was out of reach and touch.

“There is no ghost here,” Eris continued in Catalan.

Paul asked the maid, “What’s for breakfast?” in the same language.

“Chorizo, y baguette.”

Daniel spat out angrily, “You just spoke to a bloody ghost Eris!” “Senyor Pablo is not a ghost. He is your guest, with his family,” Eris

duly told him.

“I can't believe your story,” Daniel told her as he sent his housekeeper a stern stare.

Eris shrugged and said under her breath, “Ase.”

Rachel sat down next to him and put her hand on his forehead,

“Are you okay?”

Daniel almost fell off the sofa bed when he felt her hand touch his forehead. But he could not because the cast was cumbersome on his right leg, keeping him immobile from his hip to ankle. He tried to levitate himself; he yelled as he saw Paul sitting to his left, then Rachel, who was still next to him, a mere foot away in front.
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“Eris!” he called to his maid as his heart sped up and his head throbbed in pain.

Eris came hustling out of the kitchen again. “Sí, senyor?” “Are you seeing these two ghosts?” Daniel enquired in Catalan.

“No som fantasmes, pallassos!” Paul bit out in the same language.

After his surgery, he began to have vivid nightmares of what took place first in Tobago, then Trinidad and even remnants of the deaths of his mother and sister had him depressed. He would have to be committed to the mental hospital soon if he did not get over these visions he was experiencing.

“I'm...ah...they are real?”

Isabella, Rachel’s mother, came into view and looked at him solemnly. “What is going on here?” she asked him in Italian.

Shamefaced, Daniel bent his head and scrubbed his face before he asked, “Why are you here?”

“Your father asked us to help. Daniel, we heard what happened, and we came as fast as we could,” Isabella softly said and continued to tell him, “We are here for you until you are ready to travel back to Argentina.”

“I cannot travel until my leg is healed, which will take eight to twelve weeks. Plus, I must talk to a bloody psychologist. I prefer to take a tablet and sleep everything away. I shall even dose myself away, then get shitfaced again.” He could not believe her family was here in his house.

“I want to be left alone. If you are here for a holiday, go ahead and enjoy yourselves. My house is your house,” he declared in Catalan, then called for Eris again. “My breakfast, please?”

“I'm going to, sir. But calm down. I'm also making breakfast for your guests.” Eris told him in her Cadaques dialect.

He nodded before snickering, “Eris, bring your candles and incense and wipe out these ghosts.”

Yes, they were ghosts of his past coming to haunt him as he tried to lie back down, albeit sitting up to see if these figments of his imagination would disappear now. But they did not.

Paul grabbed him by his arms and propped him up better than he could have done on his own.

“Umm... not my imagination?” “No,” Paul said sternly.

Rachel had enough of his musings and gave him something about which to think.

“Do you want a slap to bring you back to your senses, jackass?” She asked him in Catalan.
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“Rach! Do not slap him. He is on meds, and it must be messing with his head. We need to get a doctor here.” Lucy quickly scolded Rachel as she and David entered the living room.

Without hesitation, she bent forward and almost stopped when his cologne sent a familiar scent to her. He was wearing a vest with shorts which did not detract from his hotness. But that did not prevent her from cuffing his muscled upper arm.

“Carajo!” he cried out as she connected with his bicep. Daniel stared at her nonplus and said, “Guess that makes it official then. I felt the smack. You are mean , aren’t you? Whoever you folks are, have a nice holiday. I better go back to my room. Eris, please bring my breakfast to my room, and tell Hugo that I need him now .”

Just as Daniel grasped the wheelchair to get off the sofa, Paul glared at him. Hugo, Daniel's male nurse, came out of the kitchen and adroitly caught him before he could fall flat on his face.

“Don’t, Hugo!”

“I cannot allow you to fall again or attempt to walk on your set leg,”

Hugo told him earnestly and sent him a stern glare.

Daniel grimaced at his foolishness and fumed that he looked like a damned clown in front of these people. Whoever they were. His vision might have been deceiving him, and his brain was conjuring the faces of the bodies around him.

“Fine. Let’s go to my room. I will wallow in pity in my bed. I need to sleep and get these ghosts out of my head. And get my pills for me to sleep, damn it!” He snapped angrily at the man.

Hugo dexterously scooped him into his arms and got him into the wheelchair. He quickly mobilized the cast leg by pressing a button on the brace; the backrest and arms drew up firmly around Daniel’s back and hip, keeping him secure. Hugo nodded to the family before he led his charge back to his room.

Paul shook his head sadly. “I had no idea he was hallucinating this badly.”

“It is called acute stress disorder. Even today, I suffer from it. That is why I lost part of my memory when we met. When Lucy told me about it, I only got short flashes of images then. That can be disorienting, but I greatly understand what he is going through. Sportsmen do go through PTSD,” Rachel softly sympathized.

Her family stared at her in shock. Rachel glanced at their expressions and queried, “What? Do you think I was not advised on what was happening to me since meeting that crazy man, Eduardo Suarez? He was not easy to deal with, and when I was left battered, the

neighbors would come out and defend me before he could carry out his

threat of killing me and taking all that I owned.”

Her father embraced her and strategically maneuvered her into a chair. “Shh...he is dead now, and you need to heal from this last stint.”

She rested her head on her father’s shoulder and said haltingly, “I am in a better place. I still have not regained my memory about Daniel, but he needs time too. And his space. We should move out.”

“Darling let’s not make any drastic decisions now,” Paul said.

“Papa, what would you do if you were cooped up with David the whole week?” she asked.

Paul understood what she meant and from where she came. Despite how close they were as a family, they all needed space and time to be apart.

“Point taken.”

“Where are David and Lucy?” Isabella suddenly asked them.

As Eris was bustling down to Daniel’s room, she heard them and responded, “They went outside by the pool.”

“Typical,” Isabella said with a fond smile.

Her son treated his wife with respect and love. He cherished her, and that was what Divina deserved most, to find a shared bond. But if Daniel could not provide that, then their fragile friendship would be severed, and for good, Isabella thought.

“Darling, we should give him his space and let him come to us. Let him hear us around him. We can keep our distance but still be close enough for him to reach out when he is ready,” Isabella told Rachel and her father.

“Okay. It makes sense, my love,” Paul agreed with his wife as he took her in his arms and kissed her on the lips.

Rachel swung her head away from her parents, who always showed their children their love for each other. She grumbled under her breath as she headed to the kitchen to get her breakfast and make
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