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shrill beep pulled me from my thoughts, and my hand
darted out to silence the obnoxious sound. The heart

monitor flickered green and steady, comforting in its rhythmic
consistency. My gaze strayed to the occupant of the hospital
bed, his ashen face standing in stark contrast to the sterile
white pillowcase. I sighed, pushing a loose strand of auburn
hair from my forehead. Welcome to another day in the life of
Ivy Hammond, med student by day and almost doctor by
night.

I’d been studying for hours, cramming every possible
disease and their symptoms, complications, and treatments
into my already cluttered brain. Now, on the overnight shift, I
was checking up on a patient in the hospital, an elderly man
with a severe case of pneumonia. The exhaustion was real and
familiar, but the weight of my responsibilities kept me
grounded.

I had always been fascinated by the human body, by its
intricacies and capabilities, by its strengths and vulnerabilities.
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That fascination had driven me into the grueling world of
medicine. I wanted to make a difference, to save lives. Yet,
even with all my dedication and intelligence, the path I had
chosen was anything but easy. But I was nothing if not
stubborn, and I would not be deterred by a few sleepless
nights.

I checked the clock hanging on the beige hospital wall, its
hands pointing close to midnight. Soon, it’d be time to pack up
my books, head back to my apartment, catch a couple of hours
of sleep and start again. The life of a med student wasn’t
glamorous, but it was mine, and I wouldn’t trade it for
anything else.

After making sure Mr. Peterson was comfortable, I left the
hospital and walked into the cool night air, a stark contrast to
the suffocating heat of the hospital ward. I craved the solitude
that my small two-bedroom apartment promised, shared with
my younger brother Felix.

As I walked through the door, I saw Felix hunched over his
latest project. It was a mess of wires and microchips sprawled
out on the kitchen table. His brown hair was a disheveled mop
on his head, his glasses precariously hanging on the edge of
his nose. He didn’t look up from his work, completely
absorbed in the tiny piece of technology that had claimed his
attention.

“Felix,” I called, hanging my coat on the rack by the door,
“Did you eat dinner?”



He glanced up, his eyes wide behind the glasses. “Ivy!
You’re back. Um, yeah, I grabbed a slice of pizza.”

I sighed, shaking my head. Felix, with all his genius, could
never remember to eat properly when he was engrossed in his
work. I walked into the kitchen, pushing his techy clutter aside
to make space for a proper meal. My brother and I were all we
had left, and I wasn’t about to let him starve himself over a
circuit board.

As I prepared some food, I watched Felix work, his focus
unwavering. His intelligence was one of the things I admired
most about him, but it was also a cause for concern.
Sometimes, Felix got lost in his own world, forgetting about
the one around him.

The smell of freshly cooked pasta filled the apartment,
stirring Felix from his gadget-induced stupor. I served the
meal on two plates, balancing them as I maneuvered around
the table cluttered with wires and chips. “Dinner is served,” I
announced, setting down the plates.

“Wow, smells amazing, Ivy,” Felix said, looking up from his
work for the first time in hours. He moved some of his tech
stuff aside to make room for the meal.

“Thank you,” I responded with a smile, sliding into the seat
across from him. “Now, can we put the gadget away for a bit?”

Felix hesitated, looking back and forth between his dinner
and his new piece of tech. Finally, he sighed, pushing the
gadget aside, and focusing his attention on the steaming plate
of pasta in front of him.



“So, how was your day?” he asked, twirling a forkful of
pasta.

I started sharing about Mr. Peterson’s condition, how I had
been studying different treatments. I shared how daunting the
responsibility was but also how rewarding it felt.

Felix listened attentively, nodding at the right intervals, his
eyes reflecting understanding and respect. We’d always been
this way, sharing our days, our hopes, our fears. It was our
little ritual, an oasis of normalcy in our hectic lives.

After I finished, I nudged Felix gently, “Now, your turn.
What were you working on all day?”

His face lit up as he started talking about his project. It was
some type of drone for autonomous flights. He spoke about the
problems he was trying to solve, the progress he’d made, and
the breakthrough he was aiming for. His words were laden
with technical jargon, which I didn’t completely understand,
but I admired his passion and his intelligence.

We discussed our future plans as well, how I hoped to
specialize in pediatric care and how Felix aimed to start his
own tech firm one day. There was a palpable energy in the air
as we shared our dreams, our conversation interspersed with
laughter and light-hearted teasing.

“So, tell me,” I said, once we finished eating. “Is this new
gadget going to help you make your next big breakthrough?”

Felix’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “Absolutely! This
microcomputer is so much more powerful. It’ll help my drone



fly faster, run complex simulations, develop advanced
software… I’ll show you!”

His excitement was infectious, and despite my fatigue, I
moved closer to see his new gadget. It was an impressive piece
of technology, far beyond our means, and that was what sent a
pang of worry through me. “Felix, where did you get this?”

He shrugged nonchalantly, his gaze once again glued to the
gadget. “Bought it, with my savings.”

“Felix,” I said, my tone sterner now. “We can’t afford this.
You know that. We need to save every penny.”

Felix didn’t meet my gaze, a sure sign that he was keeping
something from me. I knew my brother too well.

“Felix,” I warned, “Where did you get the money?”

There was a tense silence.



is evasiveness set alarm bells ringing in my mind. I
leaned forward, placing my elbows on my knees, my

stare unwavering. “With what money, Felix?”

He chuckled nervously, running a hand through his shaggy
hair. “Well, you know, I’ve been saving up…”

“Saving up?” I interrupted, my eyebrows shooting up in
disbelief. “From where? We barely make ends meet, Felix.
You’re lying.”

Felix sighed, his shoulders sagging as he dropped the gadget
on the coffee table between us. He rubbed his temples, then
looked at me, his eyes pleading for understanding.

“I borrowed it, okay?”

I felt my heart thump loudly against my ribcage. “Borrowed?
From who, Felix?”

He shrugged nonchalantly, as if it were a minor detail.
“Just…people.”
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His nonchalance fueled my rising panic. “What people,
Felix? Bank? Friends?”

He opened his mouth to respond but hesitated, grimacing as
he looked away. I pushed myself off the couch, my patience
wearing thin.

“Felix,” I warned, my voice icy.

“Ivy, I—” He started, but I cut him off.

“Who did you borrow money from, Felix?” I demanded, my
words echoing around the room.

Felix sighed heavily, finally meeting my eyes with a hint of
resignation. “The Leclairs.”

A cold silence descended upon us. The name hung in the air,
heavy with implications. My heart pounded in my ears as I
tried to digest his confession.

“The Leclairs?” I echoed, my voice a whisper. “As in the
notorious Leclair brothers?”

Felix nodded, avoiding my gaze. “I…yeah. I wanted to
kickstart my own business, Ivy. I thought…I thought I could
pay them back before…”

He trailed off, the silence in the room deafening. My mind
was a whirlwind of fear and disbelief as I grappled with the
gravity of our situation. My brother, my naïve, impulsive
brother, had borrowed money from the city’s most dangerous
family.



“Are you out of your mind?” I cried. “Do you have any idea
what those people are capable of?”

Felix rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly. “I know, Ivy,
but I didn’t have any other options. My idea is good. I just
need some time, and then I can pay them back.”

His words hung in the air, the weight of them threatening to
crush us both. A torrent of emotions roared inside me. Fear.
Anger. Disbelief. All directed at Felix. I looked at him, my
heart pounding so hard I was sure he could hear it. The smile
he wore when he showed me the gadget was now replaced by
a grimace of guilt. He couldn’t even look at me.

“Felix!” I exclaimed, my voice harsher than I’d intended.
“The Leclairs are dangerous. You knew that! How could you
be so reckless?”

He flinched, but remained silent. His silence stoked my
anger further. This wasn’t the first time he’d acted without
thinking, but this was by far the most severe. We were two
sides of the same coin, Felix and I. He was the dreamer, filled
with aspirations and ambitions, taking leaps of faith without
worrying about where he’d land. I, on the other hand, was the
grounded one, constantly trying to anchor us in the harsh
realities of life.

“I was desperate, Ivy,” he murmured, his gaze still glued to
the floor.

His excuse fell flat. My fists clenched at my sides. I was
worried, yes, but I was also furious. Furious with him for



putting us in this situation, furious with myself for not seeing
it sooner.

“Desperate or not, you should’ve talked to me first, Felix,” I
said, my voice trembling. “We’re in this together, remember?”

He finally met my gaze, his eyes filled with remorse. “I
didn’t want to worry you…”

His admission was a punch to the gut. We were supposed to
be a team, tackling our hardships together. Yet he’d chosen to
shoulder this burden alone. I felt a lump forming in my throat,
my anger ebbing away to be replaced by an overwhelming
sadness.

We argued then, for what felt like hours. The pasta grew cold
on the kitchen counter, and our words grew heated. We yelled,
we blamed, we dredged up old wounds. It was a messy
unveiling of our dynamics – the reckless dreamer and the wary
realist, bound by blood and love.

Suddenly, an ominous knock echoed through the room. We
froze, our eyes meeting in panic. Three slow, heavy knocks,
like the tolling of a funeral bell. A shiver ran down my spine.
It was late, too late for any regular visitor. My mind
immediately jumped to the worst-case scenario.

We shared a terrified look, both of us holding our breaths.
Who could be at the door at this hour? Was it someone from
the Leclairs? Had Felix’s recklessness caught up to us sooner
than we’d feared?



A second series of knocks, louder this time, jolted us from
our frozen state. As I edged towards the peephole, my heart
pounded in my chest, my fingers cold and numb. I took one
last glance at Felix before I dared to look outside. His face was
pale, his eyes wide with fear, mirroring my own feelings.

And as I inched closer to the door, I couldn’t shake off the
dreadful feeling that our lives were about to spiral even further
out of control.



y heart pounded in my chest as I reached for the door,
my palms slick with nervous sweat. I turned the knob,

the metallic coolness of it providing a sharp contrast to the
fear-induced heat radiating off my body. I pulled the door open
to reveal the most intimidating figure I had ever laid eyes on.
He was tall, his height accentuated by broad, powerful
shoulders and a posture that exuded authority. His eyes were a
piercing blue, stark against his dark, near-black hair. He was
dressed in a suit that screamed affluence and power, the kind
of power that made my knees weak.

“Miss Hammond,” the man’s voice was deep, calm, yet
carried an unspoken threat. “My name is Damien Leclair.”

My heart skipped a beat. This was the man my brother owed
a debt to. He was even more menacing than the rumors had
painted him to be. I suddenly felt very small and vulnerable,
the safety of our home diminished by his mere presence. I
swallowed hard, stepping back to allow him entrance. Felix,
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who had been hovering behind me, seemed to shrink at the
sight of Damien.

“Mr. Leclair,” Felix stammered, a nervous edge to his voice.
“I didn’t expect you to come yourself.”

Damien gave a noncommittal shrug, his gaze scanning the
humble living room of our apartment, filled with medical
textbooks and Felix’s scattered electronics. “I prefer dealing
with matters personally,” he replied. His gaze turned to Felix.
“Especially matters concerning money owed.”

Felix swallowed, fiddling with the hem of his shirt, his
nervous habit. “I’m working on it, I promise. The business…
it’s starting to pick up.”

Felix clenched his fists at his sides, his expression pained.
He had always been the dreamer, the risk-taker, while I was
the pragmatic one. His harebrained ideas often led to trouble,
but this time the stakes were alarmingly high.

Damien raised a brow, crossing his arms over his chest. He
looked at Felix with a chilling calmness, an icy aloofness that
sent a shiver down my spine.

“Promises aren’t currency, Felix. I need more than your
words,” Damien said, the words echoing in the tiny hallway of
our apartment.

“I…” Felix trailed off, the hopeful glint in his eyes dimming.
“Just give me a bit more time. I promise, I’ll get you your
money.”



“I’ve heard that before,” Damien said, his gaze now focused
on me. The intensity of his stare was unsettling. I shifted
uncomfortably under his scrutiny, the chilly blue of his eyes
sending shivers up my spine. “What do you think, Ivy? Should
I give your brother more time?”

“How do you know my name?” I pointed out, trying to keep
my voice steady.

A slow smile spread across Damien’s lips, a hint of
amusement dancing in his eyes.

“Business is my specialty, Ivy. And in my line of business,
it’s always important to know who you’re dealing with,” he
said, his tone suggesting a deeper meaning. “And since your
brother is indebted to me, it was only prudent to know about
his immediate family.”

“But…” I hesitated, my mind working to comprehend his
words. “But why?”

His gaze softened ever so slightly, a hint of curiosity lighting
up his eyes. “You never know when such information might
come in handy. Your brother’s debt affects more than just
him.”

Fear coiled tightly in my stomach, my heart hammering
against my rib cage. I swallowed hard, the gravity of the
situation sinking in. We weren’t just dealing with a debt. We
were dealing with Damien Leclair, a man who held our fate in
his hands.



I didn’t know what to say, how to respond. Damien Leclair
had asked for my opinion, dragging me into a situation I was
ill-equipped to handle.

Suddenly, Damien’s voice cut through the silence, stopping
my racing thoughts. “However, Ivy, I have an alternate
proposition I’d like to make. A business arrangement.”

I turned back to him, eyebrows furrowing. “What
proposition?”

Damien leaned against the door frame, crossing his arms
over his chest. “As you may or may not know, I run an…
establishment that involves some physically strenuous
activities. I’m in need of a medic. Someone skilled, quick-
witted, and reliable.”

My heart skipped a beat, realization dawning on me. “You
want me to work for you?”

He nodded. “In return, I’ll clear Felix’s debt.”

I felt as if the air had been sucked out of the room. Work for
Damien Leclair? Leave my life behind to enter a world I knew
nothing about? The proposition was frightening, but the
alternative was unbearable. Felix’s life was on the line.

“I’ll give you a day to think it over,” Damien said, standing
from the couch. “I’ll await your answer tomorrow.”

With that, he turned and walked out, leaving a heavy silence
in his wake. I stood there, a million thoughts racing through
my mind, when I heard Felix clear his throat.



“Ivy,” he began, his voice shaky, “I… I didn’t mean for any
of this to happen.”

Turning to face him, I could see the guilt etched on his face,
his green eyes clouded with worry. He moved closer, gripping
my hands in his. His touch was comforting, familiar. Yet,
everything was changing so quickly.

“I know, Felix,” I replied softly, “I know you didn’t.”

“I can find another way…a different way to pay off the
debt,” he said, desperation creeping into his voice.

I could see the sincerity in his eyes, but I knew he was in too
deep. I knew the reality of the situation. I also knew the
sacrifice I would have to make.

“Felix,” I started, squeezing his hands, “We can’t gamble
with your life. Not when we have a way out.”

He looked at me, questions swirling in his eyes. I took a
deep breath and spilled out Damien’s proposition. As I spoke,
I saw the conflict in his eyes, the guilt intensifying.

“Ivy, no. You can’t work for the Leclairs. This…this isn’t the
life you should lead,” he protested.

That night was a battle between dreams and the harsh truths
of life. Each tick of the clock in our modest living room
hammered home the gravity of the situation. It was a ticking
time bomb, counting down the hours I had left in my regular
life - a life filled with medical textbooks, late-night study
sessions, and hopeful dreams of a future in medicine.



Two parallel worlds spun in my mind, each pulling me in a
different direction. The first was my current world, where I
continued med school, where my stethoscope was a symbol of
hope, not fear. I envisioned long hours spent in the library,
working tirelessly to understand the intricacies of the human
body.

The other was a dark world of shadows and danger, the
world of the Leclairs, a notorious family I knew little about.
Their world was a stark contrast to mine, a swirling vortex of
mystery and veiled threats. All I knew was it was far from the
safe corridors of the medical school or the comforting aroma
of hospital disinfectant.

By morning, my head was spinning with the weight of my
impending decision. The thought of giving up my dream of
becoming a doctor felt like a punch to my gut. But the terror
that flickered in Felix’s eyes when he mentioned his debt…

The shrill ring of my phone interrupted my thoughts. I
answered with a shaky, “Hello.”

“I trust you’ve had enough time to consider our proposition,
Ivy?” Damien’s voice was smooth, cold, and subtly
threatening. The underlying message was clear - Felix’s safety
was in my hands.

Thinking of Felix, I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Yes,”
I replied, trying to match Damien’s coolness, “I’ll do it.”

There was a moment’s silence on the other end, then, “A car
will pick you up in an hour.”



Hanging up, I felt my world tilt. This was it. I was crossing a
threshold into the Leclairs’ world, a world fraught with danger
and uncertainty.

The ride to my unknown destination was a haze. The
cityscape whizzed by, a blur of familiar sights seen through a
brand-new lens. I was leaving my old life behind, stepping
into an entirely unknown realm.

When the car pulled up in front of the grand iron gates of an
imposing mansion, my heart pounded in my chest. This was
the lair of the Leclairs. My stomach knotted as I stepped out of
the car, glancing up at the intimidating facade of the mansion.

My past as a hopeful medical student was fading into the
rear-view mirror, replaced by a present filled with unease and
an ominous sense of foreboding. The old Ivy had been left
behind. The new Ivy - the one working for the Leclairs - had
taken her place. As the mansion’s doors closed ominously
behind me, I steeled myself for what was to come. There was
no turning back now.



s we stepped into the Leclair mansion, I was
immediately hit by the grandeur of it all. I could see my

reflection on the polished marble floors and the glittering
chandeliers hanging from the high ceilings seemed to twinkle
in welcome. It was a far cry from the medical facilities I was
used to, and it left me in awe.

Damien led me through the vast corridors of the mansion,
guiding me past rooms of opulence and luxury, until we
reached a pair of grand wooden doors. “This will be your
room,” he said, pushing them open.

I was taken aback by the large, beautifully furnished suite
that greeted me. It was an eclectic mix of modern and classic
décor, with a large king-sized bed in the middle, a desk with a
state-of-the-art computer, and a spacious en-suite bathroom.
The large windows overlooked the mansion’s sprawling
gardens, a view that seemed straight out of a fairytale.

“Ivy, welcome to your new home,” Damien said, leaning
against the door frame.
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Before I could respond, he began explaining my duties.

“You’re not just here as a doctor, Ivy. This is a lifestyle that
you’re about to immerse yourself into. We need you to be
available at all hours, ready for any situation. While I hope
that serious injuries will be rare, in our line of business, they
are somewhat inevitable. This room,” he gestured to my new
abode, “is both your home and your office.”

Damien took a deep breath, pausing for a moment, then
continued, “During the day, you’ll manage regular health
check-ups for the team, oversee our nutrition, and manage any
minor injuries that may occur. You’ll also coordinate with
other medical professionals as needed.”

I was still absorbing this information when he dropped the
bombshell.

“But the real work, the reason you’re really here, will be
during the nights. That’s when we step into the underground,
into the world of clandestine fights. You’ll be required to
attend these fights, be ready to treat anything from broken
bones to gunshot wounds.”

The blood drained from my face. I was expecting some level
of danger, but hearing it spelled out made it all too real.

“Before we get into the details of your new job, you’ll meet
my other brothers, Lucien and Rafe,” Damien stated. He
pressed a button on his phone, summoning them.

Moments later, the door swung open, and a tall, lean figure
sauntered in. Light brown hair tumbled messily onto his



forehead, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of his lips as
he met my gaze. His eyes shimmered between shades of green
and gold, a stark contrast to Damien’s icy blue.

“Ivy, this is Lucien,” Damien gestured.

Lucien bowed dramatically, an amused twinkle in his eye.
“A pleasure to meet you, Ivy. I hope you won’t find our
brotherhood too intimidating.”

“I’ll manage,” I responded, trying to match his easy
demeanor.

Before I could say anything more, another figure stepped
into the room - this one, a stark contrast to the carefree Lucien.
Rafe was a towering, intimidating presence, his stern grey eyes
flickering with a silent ferocity that instantly commanded
respect.

“And this is Rafe,” Damien introduced.

Rafe simply gave a curt nod, his demeanor suggesting a lot
more going on beneath the surface.

“Great, we’re all here,” Damien stated, briskly moving
forward. “You’ll familiarize yourself with your duties, Ivy.
Lucien and Rafe will help.”

The day rolled by in a blur as I was shown around the
sprawling mansion, my senses overwhelmed with the
staggering luxury and the sheer scale of it all. I was introduced
to my workspace, a sophisticated medical suite equipped with
the latest technology. Lucien and Rafe made a surprisingly



effective team, showing me around and introducing me to my
new responsibilities.

Hours later, the mansion was quiet again, the day’s hustle
and bustle simmering down. I found myself alone in my
assigned room, wrestling with my thoughts. The reality of
what I’d committed myself to was beginning to sink in.

Suddenly, a soft knock echoed through the silence. I turned
to see Rafe standing in the doorway, his muscular frame
leaning against the frame.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice gruff, yet oddly
comforting.

“Ready for what?” I inquired, confusion lining my features.

“We’re heading to the fight club,” he explained. “Damien
thought it best you get familiar with it.”

I felt my stomach lurch. Despite Damien’s words earlier, I
wasn’t sure I was ready. But there was no room for second
thoughts now.

I nodded, stepping out of my room and following Rafe down
the dimly lit hallway. The ride to the fight club was mostly
silent, the tension sitting heavily in the air. As Rafe
maneuvered through the city streets, I watched the glaring
neon lights flit past, the reality of my situation settling into the
pit of my stomach.

A blacked-out car arrived, just as the inky darkness of the
night took hold of the city, to ferry me to my destination. I
didn’t know where I was going until we pulled up in front of a



nondescript building. The car door was held open by Damien
himself. His icy gaze held none of the menacing intimidation I
had grown accustomed to in the past few days.

“Ready?” His question hung in the air, heavy with meaning I
didn’t fully comprehend.

“Yes,” I said, trying to inject more confidence into my voice
than I felt. The sight of the intimidating building and the low
hum of energy emanating from within was far from what I had
imagined my first night on the job would look like.

It was worse.

The moment I stepped into the fight club, my senses were
overwhelmed. The air was thick with anticipation, tainted with
the bitter stench of sweat, cheap alcohol, and something
metallic - blood. The noise was deafening - the roar of the
crowd, the rhythmic thump of music, the animalistic grunts
and cries from the fighters.

My heart pounded against my ribcage, threatening to leap
out of my throat. But I steeled myself. I had a job to do. I was
here to save lives, regardless of where ‘here’ was.

The first fighter I treated was an imposing man, large and
muscular with a face that was battered and bruised. He was
escorted by Rafe, who watched with a hawk-like intensity as I
examined the unconscious fighter. It was bad - a ruptured
spleen, internal bleeding. Without immediate intervention, he
would die.



I didn’t have time to second-guess myself. I didn’t have time
to worry about the gaping wound before me or the raucous
noise outside or the fact that I was in an underground fight
club. I fell back on my training and experience, letting my
hands move with practiced efficiency, my mind hyper-focused
on the man who was relying on me to save his life.

And I did.

When the man’s steady breathing filled the room, I let out a
breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. I felt an unfamiliar
exhilaration mixed with exhaustion. I looked up, noticing the
three pairs of eyes watching me - Rafe, Lucien, and Damien.
There was something new in their gaze, respect maybe, or
something akin to it.

I was ready to call it a night, my body screaming for rest
after the adrenaline crash. But a whispered conversation
between the Leclair brothers caught my attention. They
huddled at a distance, casting sidelong glances at me.

“Ivy did well tonight, much better than I expected,”
Damien’s low voice carried over to where I was cleaning up
my medical instruments.

“She’s a natural, that’s for sure,” Lucien chimed in, his grin
evident in his voice.

I heard Rafe’s grunt of agreement, but his next words sent a
chill down my spine. “She’s in deep now. There’s no going
back.”



awoke to the sound of hushed voices, men arguing in low,
harsh whispers. Stirring from the lush bed in my quarters

of the Leclair mansion, I could still taste the sterile tang of
antiseptics from my late-night shift at the fight club. I reached
for my clothes—a faded pair of jeans and a simple white top,
the fabric worn and comforting against my skin.

Exiting my room, I followed the sound of the whispers,
making my way down the cold, marble hallway. As the ornate
wooden doors of the Leclair brothers’ private quarters loomed
in front of me, I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. The
very idea of intruding on their privacy sent a shiver down my
spine, but curiosity, that treacherous little traitor, won over.

Peering through the barely opened doors, I saw them—
Damien, Lucien, and Rafe—gathered around a massive oak
table, maps and documents scattered across its surface.
Damien was in his usual attire, a sleek black suit that
accentuated his imposing physique. Lucien sported a leather
jacket, its brown hue matching his disheveled hair. Rafe, on
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the other hand, looked like he had just stepped off the fight
ring, his muscles glistening with sweat as he wore nothing but
a pair of worn-out jeans.

Their intense gazes bore down on the table, the harsh
morning light accentuating the hard lines of their faces, casting
long shadows that seemed to reflect their dark, cryptic world.
The sight of them, brooding and unapproachable, sent an
unexpected wave of fascination through me.

“Who’s in charge of the south docks shipment?” Damien’s
icy voice cut through the silence.

“That’d be me,” Rafe grunted, his grey eyes not leaving the
documents.

A smirk tugged at Lucien’s lips. “Make sure it doesn’t end
up like the last one,” he drawled, eyes glinting with mischief.

Rafe’s response was cut off by a sudden movement in my
periphery. I pulled back just in time as the doors opened fully,
revealing a hulking figure filling the doorway. I sucked in a
sharp breath, backing away and disappearing down the
hallway before anyone could notice my presence.

I made my way back to my room as my thoughts drifted to
the fight club. It was a grimy, dimly lit space that was so far
from my world of order and sterility. It was filled with the
pulsating energy of bare knuckle fights and the electric hum of
adrenaline-fueled betting. An intimidating place of blood and
pain, yet a place where I had managed to save lives. It was a
grim contrast, but it was also an intriguing challenge that had
me hooked in a way I hadn’t expected.



After a grueling night at the fight club, I had retired to my
own private quarters, a stark contrast from the grim reality of
the underground club. It was a space of my own, adorned with
a few personal belongings I had brought over from my small
apartment. At times, it felt claustrophobic and cold, but there
were moments, brief moments, when it felt like a sanctuary, a
tiny piece of tranquility amid the chaos.

Then there were the brothers. Damien, Lucien, and Rafe
Leclair. Each so different, yet bound together by the same
inexplicable intensity and ruthless demeanor. Damien, the
eldest, with his piercing blue eyes and a brooding personality
that had a way of making the air seem colder. Lucien, with his
disarming smile and eyes that danced with a mischievous
light. Then Rafe, whose silent intensity was just as
intimidating as his physical strength.

They were enigmatic, confusing, and absolutely infuriating
at times. Their presence was a constant in my new life,
sometimes overpowering, and at other times subtly there, like
a shadow in the corner of my eye.

It was my interaction with them that was the most perplexing
part of it all. They were unlike anyone I’d ever encountered.
They challenged me, provoked me, and often left me frustrated
with their aloofness and their inexplicable hold over me.

I was constantly on edge, always feeling like I was walking a
fine line. One wrong step, one wrong word, and I could see
myself plummeting into an abyss I was not sure I could crawl
out of. And yet, there was a part of me, a foolish, reckless part,



that was intrigued by them, drawn to their complexity and
their dangerous charm.

That night found me in the sophisticated medical suite at the
Leclair mansion, nursing a bruised man back to consciousness.
The pungent smell of antiseptic filled the air as I methodically
applied a gauze bandage around his head, my mind mulling
over my new reality.

“Didn’t expect to see you back here so soon,” Lucien’s voice
interrupted my thoughts. I turned to find him leaning against
the doorframe, his light brown hair a disheveled mess and
those captivating eyes glinting with mischief.

“I don’t exactly have a choice,” I retorted, returning to my
patient. Lucien chuckled, the sound echoing off the walls,
causing my heart to flutter in a way that left me unsettled.

“You know, it’s not all doom and gloom here,” he stated,
moving closer. I could smell his musky cologne, a scent that
was quickly becoming too familiar. “You could try to enjoy
yourself a bit.”

“I’m here to work, Lucien. Not enjoy myself.”

He ghosted behind me, his proximity toeing the line of
intimate. His breath teased the nape of my neck, eliciting a
shiver down my spine which I promptly ignored, focusing
back on my task.

“Ever wonder what it’s like to be on the other side?” he
murmured, his voice sultry and enticing, much like the man



himself. His question caught me off guard, making me pause
before I responded.

“I can’t say that I have.”

A low chuckle vibrated through him, raising goosebumps on
my skin. “You’d make quite the fighter, Ivy,” he declared. I
glanced back at him, an eyebrow quirked in disbelief.

“And why is that?”

His verdant eyes glowed with amusement. “You’ve got the
spirit for it. And you’re stronger than you give yourself credit
for.”

“Your flattery won’t make me forget the predicament you’ve
put my brother and I in, Lucien,” I retorted, striving to keep
my voice steady.

His laugh was low and throaty, a sound that made my heart
skip a beat. “A delicate rose can still bloom amidst thorns, Ivy.
You might consider doing the same.””

His light-hearted jabs, however playful, left me in a
whirlpool of confusion. Was I merely a distraction for him, a
toy to amuse him from his grim reality? Or did his attentions
carry a deeper meaning?

“You’re a riddle wrapped in an enigma, Lucien,” I admitted,
my pulse racing.

“That makes two of us, Ivy,” he replied, a rare seriousness
creeping into his voice. With a final smirk, he sauntered off,
leaving me in the silence of the medical suite, my heart
pounding and my thoughts in a whirl.



That night, as I lay on the plush bed in the quarters assigned
to me, Lucien’s words and actions replayed in my mind. They
challenged my preconceived notions about him, about the
brothers. It was disconcerting, unnerving, and utterly
intoxicating.



he adrenaline was a biting undercurrent as I prowled
around the fight club, my eyes glinting with keen

interest. I watched Ivy from the shadows, as she moved with a
kind of grace that was endearing, and yet, exasperating. I had
always been a good reader of people, a trait that served me
well in the underbelly of the world we lived in, but with Ivy, I
was at a loss. She was intriguing and maddening, her
resistance a novel experience for me. I was accustomed to easy
victories, to women swooning at my mere presence, but she
stood steadfast, impervious to my charms.

“What’s on your mind, Lucien?” Rafe’s voice pulled me
back from my reverie.

“Nothing that concerns you,” I replied, grinning at him. Rafe
was a brute, but he was family, and he had an uncanny knack
for reading me.

A scream cut through the air as a fighter hit the floor, blood
pooling around him. Ivy was on her feet instantly, her hazel
eyes wide, but not filled with fear. She was all business as she
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darted to the injured man’s side, her petite frame dwarfed by
the fighters around her.

“She’s good,” I mused, watching Ivy work.

“She’s not for you, Lucien,” Rafe warned, his eyes
narrowed.

“We’ll see about that,” I said, my eyes never leaving Ivy. She
was a vision in her blood-soaked scrubs, her delicate fingers
working to save a life. Her commitment to her work was
something I had grown to admire and respect.

“Ever try your hand at stitching, Lucien?” Ivy’s voice
startled me. I hadn’t realized I had sauntered up to her side.

“I prefer to make the wounds, not mend them,” I drawled,
leaning against the wall nonchalantly.

“Well, we can’t all be barbarians,” she shot back, her eyes
twinkling with challenge.

The lively banter between us was thrilling, setting my blood
on fire. Ivy was unlike any woman I had ever known. She was
sharp, quick-witted, and absolutely captivating. I found myself
falling for her, a sensation that both excited and scared me.

“Is there anything you’d like to share, Lucien?” Ivy probed,
her eyes meeting mine.

“Only that I find your resilience incredibly attractive,” I
responded, my voice low and husky.

“I’m here to work, Lucien, not to be the object of your
flirtations,” Ivy retorted, her cheeks coloring slightly.



“Is that a hint of a blush I see, Ivy?” I teased, reaching out to
lightly brush a stray curl away from her face. She pulled back,
her eyes flashing with defiance.

“You’re crossing the line, Lucien,” she warned, her voice
laced with warning.

“Am I? Or are you just scared of how much you’re enjoying
our little banter?” I countered, my gaze piercing through her.

Ivy stayed silent, her hazel eyes blazing with a mixture of
confusion and curiosity. I could tell she was battling with her
feelings, torn between her growing attraction to me and the
precarious situation we were in.

“Lucien,” she breathed out, her voice barely above a
whisper.

“Yes, Ivy?” I asked, leaning in closer, my heart pounding in
my chest.

But instead of answering, she turned back to her work, her
delicate fingers expertly patching up the injured man. I
watched her for a moment, a slow smile spreading across my
face. She was a challenge, a riddle I was eager to solve.

The next day I found myself situated in the mansion’s
medical suite, where Ivy was diligently at work under the
modest lighting. The room was permeated with the clinical
aroma of antiseptics. I observed her adeptly guiding the needle
through the fighter’s flesh, sewing up the laceration with
remarkable proficiency. This was her domain, her focus



wholly consumed by the task at hand. However, my desire was
for her attention to be fixated elsewhere - on me.

“You’re doing an outstanding job, Ivy,” I unexpectedly
blurted out. Her cheeks turned a faint pink, and she
momentarily halted her work to gaze at me, her hazel eyes
expressing a trace of astonishment.

“Thank you, Lucian,” she replied, her voice unsteady.

“And what about me?” I pressed on, driven by a desire to
comprehend her perceptions of me. Her eyes hinted at
bewilderment, but she retained her silence.

“I…” she started, her brows creasing as she seemingly
grappled for words.

I seized this chance to draw nearer, our eyes locking. “Ivy,” I
whispered, her name a gentle murmur on my lips.

She pivoted to face me, her breath stuttering as she met my
stare. I reached out to gently tuck a loose curl behind her ear.
Her skin was warm, starkly contrasting with the frigid,
antiseptic surroundings.

“Lucian, we shouldn’t…” she cautioned, her voice barely
audible. Her defiance was unexpected, yet it did not dissuade
me.

“Why not?” I retaliated, “Do you feel nothing in my
presence?”

My query visibly stunned her. She swallowed heavily,
evaded my gaze, and took a step back to regain her



composure. “Regardless of what I feel, Lucian, this is not
appropriate.”

Despite her refusal, I could detect a spark in her eyes, a
spark that I had ignited. I knew she was drawn to me, ensnared
in the web of our intricate dynamics.

“I want to show you something,” I informed her, stretching
out my hand. She hesitated briefly before placing her delicate
hand in mine, allowing me to guide her through the mansion’s
complex passageways.

Our journey ended at the private dock, a hidden corner of the
mansion. The moonlight mirrored off the undulating water,
illuminating Ivy’s glowing countenance. We stood there
wordlessly, gazing out at the endless expanse of the shadowy
ocean.

“You know, the Leclairs’ world isn’t only about violence and
intimidation, Ivy,” I began, aiming to expose another
dimension of our lifestyle. “We have our complications, our
disputes, but ultimately, we stand united, defending one
another.”

She retained her silence, her eyes fixed on the ocean,
seemingly mulling over my words.

I edged closer to her, the aroma of her shampoo captivating
me. I tenderly cradled her face, coaxing her to look at me. She
looked up, her hazel eyes colliding with mine. I was once
again taken aback by the profoundness of her gaze, a storm of
sentiments swirling within them.



“Ivy…” I murmured, inclining my head. Her breath hitched
as she gazed up at me, her eyes dilating, but she didn’t retreat.

And then, in an unexpected wave of passion, I kissed her. It
was a tender kiss, a transient brush of lips, but the impact was
electrifying. She tensed, her eyes opening wide in surprise.

I receded, searching her eyes for any indication of fear or
unease, but all I found was astonishment… and intrigue.

And just like that, I left her standing there, on the dock,
bathed in the silver luminescence of the moon, dazed, and
intrigued. This was merely the beginning. There was much
more to come, much more.



t was a typically grimy and chaotic night at the Leclair’s
fight club. I was there, leaning against the damp, cold

wall, just as I always was when a fight was about to kick off.
The air was heavy with the stench of sweat, blood, and raw
anticipation. The crowd was electric, feeding off the
impending violence that was about to explode in the center of
the grimy room.

Marcus, our main fighter, was taping up his fists, preparing
for the fight. Even in the dim light, I could see the scarred
maze of his skin, the testament of a life lived in violence.
There was a silence that belied the noise around us, a moment
of calm before the storm.

And in the midst of this mayhem, there was Ivy, the one light
in our dark world. The only semblance of innocence we had
left. She was tending to a fighter who’d got a nasty cut during
the earlier brawl. Her delicate fingers worked with a sureness
that was impressive, her expression serious and focused. She
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was a vision amidst the dirt and grime of our world, and every
time I saw her, my resolve to keep her safe grew stronger.

The door to the fight club swung open then, causing a draft
of cold air to sweep into the dimly lit space. A group of men
walked in, their confident strides and smug smiles
immediately catching my attention. They were clearly out of
place in our underground club with their flashy clothes and
groomed appearances.

In the center was a man with a lean physique, dark hair, and
sharp green eyes, glancing around the club with an arrogance
that made my blood boil - Xavier Donnelly. A man we knew
all too well. A man who once walked these halls as a friend
but now reeked of rivalry and threat.

Xavier had been a part of our world once, a member of our
brotherhood. But his greed for power had led him to break
away, forming his own gang. Now, he was the head of a rival
gang that had been encroaching on our territory, leading to a
silent war simmering beneath the surface.

As if feeling my gaze, Xavier’s eyes met mine, a twisted grin
curling his lips as he nodded in acknowledgment. My fists
clenched at my side, the fight in me igniting. Tonight was
about to get a hell of a lot more complicated.

As I watched Xavier and his cronies saunter into our club, I
felt my body go rigid, a growl rumbling in my chest. He
scanned the crowd before his gaze landed on Ivy. His lips
curled into a smug grin. I watched helplessly as one of



Xavier’s goons broke from the group and started moving
toward her.

Before I knew what was happening, he grabbed her arm,
yanking her away from the fighter she was tending to. Her
eyes widened in shock and fear. Something primal and
protective exploded within me. Pushing away from the wall, I
was moving before I could think.

As Xavier’s goon grabbed Ivy and started to drag her away, a
primal instinct seized me. I watched as they disappeared into
the chaotic crowd, my body coiled and ready to give chase.
The crowd roared with excitement, adding to the
pandemonium as another fight started in the ring. My mind
raced as I realized they were taking Ivy away, away from the
safety of our territory.

I lunged forward, weaving through the throng of spectators.
Shouts and curses followed me as I pushed past them, my
sights set on the retreating figures of Ivy and her captor. The
crowd was thick and disoriented, cheering for the ongoing
fight, oblivious to the one unfolding within their midst. But I
didn’t care. Ivy was in danger and that was all that mattered.

A sudden shout of warning barely registered in time, as one
of the fighters was sent sprawling out of the ring, crashing into
the crowd right in front of me. I had no time to stop, launching
myself up and over the fallen combatant, my mind solely
focused on catching up to Ivy.

As I landed, a sharp pain shot up my leg, but I forced myself
to ignore it, to keep moving. I caught a glimpse of Ivy



struggling against her captor. Her eyes were wide with terror,
her cries drowned by the noise of the club.

My heart pounded in my chest, fear and anger fueling my
determination. They were nearing the exit, about to disappear
into the maze of back alleys surrounding the club. I couldn’t
let that happen.

I broke into a sprint, my leg protesting with each step. The
exit was in sight, the club’s neon sign flickering mockingly. I
saw the goon glance over his shoulder, his eyes widening as he
spotted me closing the distance. He tried to pick up speed,
dragging Ivy along, but I was faster.

Just as they were about to slip through the exit, I lunged,
tackling the goon to the ground. The impact sent us sprawling,
Ivy’s terrified scream piercing the air.

My adrenaline was pumping, my senses heightened. I felt
every throb of pain in my leg, every grunt and curse from the
goon, every sob from Ivy. I rolled to my feet, kicking the goon
away before he could recover. He grunted, skidding across the
dirty floor. I ignored him, turning my attention to Ivy. She was
shaking, fear etched into her features.

“Are you okay?” I growled, scanning her for any injuries.
The relief that washed over me when she nodded was short-
lived, as a cold voice sounded from behind me.

“Quite the hero, aren’t you, Rafe?” I turned to see Xavier, a
smug grin on his face, the crowd parting before him, silence
falling over the fight club.



The words were barely out of Xavier’s mouth when a
deafening boom echoed throughout the club, followed by the
sound of shattering glass. It happened in an instant, but it felt
like slow motion. Damien emerged from the shadows, a gun in
his hand, its muzzle still smoking. Beside him, a couple of our
security men were firing their own weapons. Chaos ensued as
Xavier’s men returned fire, their faces twisted in surprise and
fear.

I instinctively pulled Ivy closer to me, shielding her body
with mine. Gunshots echoed off the walls of the club,
mingling with the screams and shouts of the scattering crowd.
I felt Ivy shudder against me, her hands gripping the front of
my shirt.

Two of Xavier’s men went down, blood pooling on the
grimy floor of the club. Xavier’s eyes widened in surprise and
anger, but he was forced to retreat as more shots rang out. I
watched as he disappeared into the chaos, his men following,
leaving behind the injured and fallen.

Silence descended on the club once they were gone. The air
was heavy with gunpowder and fear, the crowd murmuring
nervously. I glanced at Ivy. She was shaking, her face pale
under the club’s dim lights.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice gruff, my hand gently
gripping her chin to tilt her face towards me. Her hazel eyes
were wide and shiny with unshed tears.

She nodded, swallowing hard before managing a weak,
“Yes.”



I let out a sigh of relief, pulling her closer to me. The tension
slowly ebbed away from my muscles, replaced by a strange
sense of tranquility. We were safe. Ivy was safe.

She looked at me, surprise evident in her eyes as I tenderly
brushed a stray lock of hair away from her face. I was always
the one with the rough edges, the hot temper, the brute force.
But in that moment, with her in my arms, I was gentle. I had
been throughout the ordeal. It surprised me, too. I was never
gentle. Yet, with Ivy, it felt… right.

A soft gasp escaped her lips as she stared at me, her eyes
reflecting a mixture of surprise, confusion, and… something
else. Something that had my heart pounding in a different way.

“Rafe…” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly, her
hands now resting against my chest.

The club, the danger, the chaos, it all faded into the
background as I looked down at her, our faces inches apart.
For the first time, I felt a different kind of tension brewing
between us, something intense and yet undeniably gentle.

“I’ve got you, Ivy,” I murmured, my voice low, my gaze
locked onto hers.

But as the words left my lips and I saw the surprise flicker in
her eyes, I wondered if I was assuring her, or if I was trying to
convince myself. Because even though the threat was gone, I
found myself not wanting to let her go.



ack at the Leclair mansion, I was tangled in a whirlwind
of confusion and guilt. This grand house, draped in

opulence and veiled secrets, had suddenly become the stage
for a tumultuous dance of my emotions. My heart throbbed
painfully against my chest as images of Lucien’s flirtatious
smile, and Rafe’s protective glare flickered in my mind. This
wasn’t what I signed up for, and I knew I was sliding down a
slope I didn’t want to. Yet, why did my heart seem to beat
faster every time I thought of them?

The Leclairs were dangerous, yet mesmerizing, like a flame
that I couldn’t help but be drawn towards. Even the icy
demeanor of Damien seemed to shimmer with an allure that
was hard to resist. My mind kept reminding me of the dire
situation that led me here, and the fact that Felix’s safety
depended on my cooperation. Yet, I couldn’t shake off the
magnetic pull I felt towards Rafe and Lucien. I was wracked
with guilt, aware that I was treading on treacherous grounds.
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My musings were disrupted when the door creaked open.
Rafe stood at the entrance, his face ashen and his breaths
shallow. His grey eyes looked into mine, reflecting a pain that
made my heart clench. “I need… your help, Doc,” he grunted,
blood trickling from the corner of his mouth.

I jumped up, suddenly all business. My medical training took
over, and I led him to a couch. I began examining him, taking
note of the bruising that marred his muscular physique. The
contact of my fingers against his bare skin sent a jolt through
my body, and I had to remind myself to stay focused.

“Who did this to you, Rafe?” I asked, concern lacing my
words as I cleaned his wounds.

“Doesn’t matter. Just another fight.” He shrugged off my
question, wincing slightly as I dabbed antiseptic on his cut.

I scoffed, my eyebrows knitting together in disbelief. “Just
another fight? Rafe, you’re seriously hurt.”

He chuckled, the sound more of a pained grunt. “You should
see the other guy,” he muttered, his eyes meeting mine. The
intensity in them made my breath hitch, and I had to look
away.

We were in a world of our own, where only his pain and my
desperation to alleviate it existed. The closer I was to him, the
harder it became to ignore the attraction that flared between
us. His body was a rugged landscape under my touch, the heat
radiating off him in waves that pulled me in. His strength was
evident in every sinew, every scar a testament to the battles he
had fought.



I continued to treat him, our exchanges filled with sarcastic
quips and quiet confessions. Every time his fingers grazed
mine, every time his intense gaze held mine, my heart
stuttered, an unspoken understanding passing between us. It
was an attraction, a yearning that went beyond the physical,
and it scared me. The realization that I was growing fond of
this enigmatic, ruthless fighter made my heart race in a way
that wasn’t just because of the fear of getting caught in the
dangerous world of the Leclairs.

Hours passed, and Rafe’s breaths were no longer strained,
his body relaxed under my care. As I wrapped up the final
bandage, our eyes locked. In the stillness of the room, his gaze
softened, the icy grey eyes revealing a depth of vulnerability
that made my breath hitch.

He broke our gaze, murmuring a low, “Thanks, Doc.”

Once Rafe had settled back, I glanced around the opulent
room, realizing just how deep I had waded into the Leclairs’
world. I was seated next to a brutally battered Rafe in the
grandeur of a mansion that was as much a prison as it was a
fortress. I, a mere med student, had now become the personal
physician for one of the most feared families in the city.

I felt a flicker of frustration as my thoughts roamed to Felix.
He was the one who had gotten us into this mess, yet here I
was, healing the wounds of dangerous men while he remained
safely tucked away in our small apartment. The resentment
was quickly doused by guilt. Felix was my brother, after all,



and he was as much a victim of his circumstances as I was of
mine.

It was impossible to ignore the magnetic pull the Leclairs
had on me, particularly Rafe and Lucien. Lucien with his
charming smiles and the way he could disarm me with a
simple compliment. Rafe, on the other hand, was like a
tempest, fiercely protective and terrifyingly attractive. The
way his eyes bore into mine when I treated his wounds, the
shiver that ran down my spine at his proximity, it was all too
much. I was getting emotionally invested in their world, a
world that was as dangerous as it was fascinating.

“What are you thinking, Doc?” Rafe’s voice pulled me out of
my reverie. I looked at him, noticing his eyebrows knitted
together in concern.

I scoffed, trying to keep my voice light. “Just wondering
how I got stuck in the role of Florence Nightingale for a bunch
of ruthless gangsters.”

Rafe’s chuckle filled the room, his eyes sparkling with
amusement. “We’re not all that bad, are we?”

I bit my lip, contemplating my response. Rafe seemed
different, softer than before. It felt strangely intimate, this
moment we shared. His normally hard, cold eyes held a certain
warmth, his voice carrying a gentle tone I hadn’t heard before.

“I guess not,” I admitted reluctantly. “Some of you, at least.”

Rafe’s eyes twinkled at my words, and I could’ve sworn he
was about to lean closer when the door swung open, shattering



the moment.

“Rafe, you alright?” Lucien’s voice echoed in the room as he
sauntered in, concern etched on his face. His eyes flicked
between me and Rafe, a hint of surprise, and something else I
couldn’t quite place, on his features.

“I’m fine, thanks to Ivy,” Rafe grumbled, pushing himself up
and nodding at me. “She patched me up.”

I watched as Lucien’s gaze softened, a smile pulling at the
corners of his mouth as he looked at me. It was a look that
made my stomach flip, a look that said he knew exactly what
was happening between Rafe and me.

“I should… I should get going,” I stammered, hastily
gathering my medical supplies. I couldn’t help but feel like I
had been caught doing something I wasn’t supposed to, and
the increasing thump of my heart didn’t help my flustered
state.

I felt Rafe’s gaze on me as I moved towards the door, his
silence heavy and full of unspoken words. Just as I reached for
the door, I felt a hand on my wrist, stopping me in my tracks. I
turned to find Rafe towering over me, his grey eyes intense
and piercing.

“Thanks, Ivy,” he murmured, his voice low and soft. It was
so unlike him, it made my breath hitch in surprise.

He held my gaze, the intensity in his eyes making my heart
flutter uncontrollably. And for a fleeting moment, everything
else faded into the background. The world of danger and



violence I was drowning in, the worries about Felix, my
tangled feelings for the brothers – it all disappeared. In that
moment, there was only Rafe, and the confusing emotions he
was stirring in me.

Before I could say anything, Rafe let go of my wrist, his
eyes still holding mine as he stepped back. The moment was
over as quickly as it had started, leaving me bewildered and
my heart racing.

As I walked out of the mansion and into the chilly night, I
couldn’t shake off the charged moment with Rafe. I was more
involved in their world than I had ever intended to be, and the
worst part was that I wasn’t sure if I wanted to step back
anymore. The line between my world and the Leclairs’ was
blurring, and I found myself questioning not just my
involvement in their lives, but the emotions they were
sparking in me.



n the weeks that followed, I found myself becoming
increasingly enmeshed in the world of the Leclair brothers

– not just in their dangerous dealings and the secret fight
clubs, but in their personal lives too.

Rafe, in particular, was an enigma I couldn’t seem to
unravel. With his brusque exterior and rarely broken silence,
he was a mystery that begged to be solved. There was a
strange pull towards him, a magnetic force that left me
questioning everything I knew. Despite his rough, brutish
demeanor, there were moments when I caught glimpses of
something warm and protective beneath his icy exterior. The
way he’d look at me, the way he’d pause, even just for a
moment, when I entered a room - it was as if there was more
to him than met the eye.

One evening, after another grueling night at the fight club, I
found myself standing in the sprawling backyard of the Leclair
mansion. I could still smell the grimy mix of sweat, blood, and
iron from the fights, lingering on my skin. The soft, cool
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breeze was a welcome respite from the heat and noise of the
underground venue.

I could feel his presence before I saw him. Rafe. There was a
sudden charge in the air, the way there is before a storm. I
turned around to see him leaning against the mansion’s stone
wall, his arms crossed over his broad chest, his grey eyes
intense in the dim light. He was silent, observing me with a
cautious curiosity that sent a chill down my spine.

“You should get some rest, Ivy.” His voice was low, a
gravelly rumble that seemed to resonate within me.

I swallowed, taking in his imposing figure. He was still in
his fight gear - a pair of black, ripped jeans and a tank top that
did little to hide his muscular physique. Despite the coolness
of the night, I could see beads of sweat trickling down his
sculpted abs, glistening under the faint moonlight.

“I was just… clearing my head,” I managed to say, my voice
barely a whisper.

His gaze softened slightly. “That was a tough fight tonight.”

I nodded, remembering the vicious fight he’d been involved
in. As the club’s physician, I had seen my share of brutal
battles, but tonight had been particularly savage. Rafe had
been merciless, his punches quick and deadly, his expression
impassive as he took down his opponent.

His actions in the ring were a stark contrast to the man in
front of me now. The calmness in his eyes, the gentle sway of
his voice, it was like he was a completely different person.



This dichotomy was what made Rafe so intriguing, so
compelling.

The air between us was heavy with unspoken words. I was
drawn to him, to his complexity, to the rare moments of
vulnerability he had shown me. It was confusing,
overwhelming even, but the attraction was undeniably there.

Suddenly, Rafe moved closer, his movements graceful and
quiet. I could feel my heartbeat quicken, a shiver running
through me as I felt his warmth seeping into the cold air
around me.

“You okay?” He asked, his voice gravelly and low. There
was a strange softness to his tone that made my heart flutter.

I nodded, not trusting my voice to speak. His concern,
though subtle, was unexpected and sent a flurry of butterflies
into my stomach. This was the same man who’d been so cold
and harsh when we’d first met. But now, I could see a flicker
of warmth beneath his icy exterior. The contradiction was
fascinating, and I found myself increasingly drawn to him.

Throughout the day, Rafe was never far from my thoughts.
Each time our paths crossed in the Leclair mansion, I couldn’t
help but feel a tingle of anticipation. His nearness was like a
magnetic pull, tempting and dangerous. It wasn’t just physical,
though. It was the way his intense gaze lingered on me when
he thought I wasn’t looking. It was the gentleness in his touch
when he handed me medical supplies. It was the protective
shadow he became whenever we were in the same room.



Despite my best efforts to deny it, I couldn’t ignore the
growing attraction I felt towards him. But my feelings for Rafe
were complicated by guilt. The fact that I had begun to
develop feelings for both Lucien and Rafe felt like a betrayal.

“Can we talk, Ivy?” His voice was low, a hint of nervousness
in his eyes.

“Of course,” I replied, my heart pounding. He led me to a
secluded corner of the mansion’s sprawling garden, a place I
hadn’t been before. It was quiet, the only sound the distant
rush of the river and the wind rustling through the trees.

“I need to tell you something,” he began, his voice
uncharacteristically hesitant. My heart pounded in anticipation
as I waited for him to continue.

“Rafe, whatever it is, you can tell me,” I reassured him, my
voice barely above a whisper.

He took a deep breath, his gaze flitting nervously between
my eyes and the ground. And then, in the soft moonlight, Rafe
did something I hadn’t seen coming. He confessed his feelings
for me, his words tumbling out in a torrent of emotion.

“I don’t know how to say this,” he admitted. “But I can’t
ignore it anymore. I feel something for you, Ivy.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I processed his words. It
felt like time had stopped. I looked into his intense grey eyes,
seeing a vulnerability that made my heart ache. It was an
emotion I’d never expected to see from Rafe.



Before I could gather my thoughts and respond, Rafe closed
the distance between us, pulling me into a passionate kiss. His
lips were warm and insistent, and my knees almost buckled
under the intensity of his touch. I kissed him back, my hands
finding purchase in the front of his shirt as I surrendered to the
wave of desire that washed over me.

The space between Rafe and me was electric, an unsaid
promise hanging in the air. His eyes, stormy and full of a
rawness I hadn’t seen before, held mine. His muscular arms
tightened around me, pulling me into a passionate embrace
that sent my pulse racing. He kissed me, a suppressed burst of
need that set us both aflame.

He tasted of pure desire, a potent mix that made my head
spin. His hands slid down my back, pressing me harder against
him. My own reached for his hair, pulling him closer, while
my gasp of surprise at the rough fabric of his shirt against my
scrubs brought a pause to our kiss.

“Sure about this, Ivy?” Rafe’s voice, a rough whisper,
resonated through the charged air. I nodded, my gaze lost in
the storm brewing in his eyes. His calloused hand gently held
my face, a comforting warmth spreading from his touch.

His fingertips ignited a fiery trail as they journeyed down my
neck, across my collarbone. My scrubs top succumbed to his
touch, revealing my bare breasts to his voracious gaze. He
posed an unspoken question with his gaze, and with a nod, I
surrendered to him completely.



In an effortless movement, Rafe hoisted me, his strong arms
cradling me like precious porcelain. The cold sting of the wall
was replaced by the soft comfort of my bed, his body a furnace
above me. His hand slipped under the waistband of my scrubs
bottoms, peeling them away with tantalizing slowness that left
me gasping.

As my bottoms joined the discarded pile of clothes, my bare
pussy was exposed to his burning gaze. A warm blush stained
my cheeks, a whirlwind of anticipation and modesty dancing
in my veins. His gaze softened at my reaction, pressing a
reassuring kiss to my forehead.

Rafe’s exploration began with a trail of fevered kisses along
my neck, collarbone. His mouth sought my hardened nipples,
suckling gently and drawing a gasp from me. His hands moved
with a surprising tenderness over my body, a contradiction to
the man’s formidable stature.

His arousal was a rigid pressure against my thigh, an
undeniable testament to his desire. His eyes held mine captive
as he positioned himself at my entrance. A sharp gasp escaped
me as his cock slowly invaded my tightness, but he was
patient, giving me time to adjust.

With measured strokes, Rafe moved within me, each thrust
nudging me closer to a precipice I was more than ready to fall
off. His name became a sacred chant on my lips as his cock
slid in and out of my cunt. The room echoed with our ragged
breaths and whispered encouragements, our connection
deepening with every heartbeat.



Rafe’s rhythm quickened, his thrusts growing deeper, more
insistent. I matched his tempo, our bodies dancing in a primal
rhythm. A wave of pleasure, pure and powerful, washed over
me, engulfing my senses. I clung to Rafe as the orgasmic
tremors coursed through me, our bodies shuddering together as
we came in unison.

After the tempestuous storm of our climax, Rafe gathered
me in his arms, his fingers lazily tracing patterns on my skin.
Our gazes met in the post-coital stillness, a silent
understanding shared. Love wasn’t part of the equation, but
the bond we’d just forged was undeniable.

“You okay?” he asked, his voice a gentle murmur. I nodded,
spent and speechless. His large hand cupped my cheek, his
thumb tracing the curve of my lower lip.

Rafe’s gentleness caught me off guard, his tender touch
contrasting his usual gruff demeanor. I found myself leaning
into his touch, my heart pounding against my chest.

As sleep began to take over, I found myself questioning my
feelings for Rafe, the nature of our relationship. I closed my
eyes, the image of his tender gaze burned into my mind. Was it
possible that there was more to this man than the rough
exterior he portrayed?



his morning, I found myself in a completely different
part of the Leclair mansion, a part that seemed softer,

more gentle. It felt like a world away from the brutal fights,
shady business dealings, and dark secrets I had grown
accustomed to in this house. Here, sunlight streamed through
the large windows, making the pastel-colored wallpapers glow.
I could hear laughter from the next room – a sound so rare in
this house that it made me stop and listen.

Before I had a chance to wonder about the source, Rafe
appeared, looking out of place amidst the soft colors. His
hulking figure filled the doorway, and he had a rare, almost
shy smile on his face. “Ivy, come. There’s someone we want
you to meet.”

Rafe led me into a brightly lit room, and my heart clenched
at the sight. A girl, who couldn’t have been older than ten, sat
amidst a sea of stuffed toys. Her blue eyes wide and curious,
and her dark hair was braided just like Lucien’s often was. She
looked up as we entered, and her lips broke into a wide smile.
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Ivy



I could see the unmistakable Leclair features in her face, the
same striking eyes that her brothers possessed.

“Esme, this is Ivy,” Rafe introduced me with an
uncharacteristic softness in his voice. Esme, so she was the
youngest Leclair, the sister they’d protected from their
dangerous world. The sister they’d rarely spoken of.

“Nice to meet you, Ivy,” Esme greeted me warmly,
extending a hand.

“Nice to meet you too, Esme,” I responded, shaking her hand
gently.

The next few hours passed in a blur of laughter and stories.
Esme was a breath of fresh air in the otherwise tense mansion,
her innocence and cheeriness bringing a sense of normalcy.
The brothers too seemed different around her, their usual stern
expressions replaced with soft smiles and gentle tones. They
doted on her, their actions revealing a side of them I had never
seen before. It was clear to me then, they would do anything
for their sister.

Later, as Esme fell asleep, nestled in Lucien’s arms, we sat in
silence. The tension returned, but it was different this time. It
wasn’t the kind that came from business deals gone wrong or
rivals threatening their territory. This was personal, this was
their past, their pain.

“We weren’t always like this, you know,” Damien started,
his voice barely a whisper. He was looking at Esme, his icy
blue eyes filled with warmth and sadness. “There was a time
when our lives weren’t about fights, and money, and power.”



Lucien, with Esme still in his arms, joined in, “Our father…
he was a ruthless man. He cared for power and influence more
than his own family. We had to grow up fast, learn how to
protect ourselves, and Esme.”

“And when he died,” Rafe added, his usually gruff voice
softer, “we were left with his debts, his enemies. We had to
become ruthless too. For Esme. For us.”

I watched them, my heart aching for the boys they once
were. “I’m sorry,” I murmured. “You all didn’t deserve that.
No child should go through what you did.”

Damien looked at me then, his blue eyes meeting mine, “Ivy,
we showed you this side of us because we trust you. We want
you to understand, we’re not the monsters we seem to be.”

“I never thought you were monsters, Damien,” I replied, my
gaze steady.

As the room descended into silence again, I found myself
left alone with Damien. His vulnerability was striking in the
quiet of his study, his usually guarded self open for me to see.
We spoke no words, but the silence was comfortable. It felt
like we understood each other better now, like we were on the
same page. His world was far from mine, yet, in that moment,
it felt like we belonged.

Just as I was about to break the silence, Esme’s voice echoed
from the hallway, calling us for dinner. As we stood to leave, I
found myself strangely pulled towards Damien. His
complexity intrigued me, his past made me empathize with
him. And even though I knew it was dangerous, I couldn’t



help but want to know him better. But before I could dwell on
it further, Damien was already holding the door open for me, a
hint of his usual stoic self returning.

As dinner ended, Esme excused herself, leaving me alone with
the brothers. Their presence was imposing, the heavy silence
amplifying the tension that seemed to thrum between us. My
gaze flitted to each of them, their differing yet equally
compelling personalities striking me anew.

Rafe, with his intimidating exterior and surprising moments
of tenderness, intrigued me. Lucien, with his playful charm
that somehow masked a depth of emotion, stirred an
inexplicable excitement in me. And then there was Damien,
the leader of them all, a man of contradictions who
commanded respect and challenged my own self-control.

“Thank you for dinner,” I said, attempting to break the
silence. “It was lovely meeting Esme.”

Rafe grunted in response, Lucien flashed me a charming
smile, and Damien merely nodded, his piercing blue eyes
never leaving mine. I was drawn into those eyes, compelled by
the dark shadows that lurked within them.

“You’ve seen our world, Ivy,” Damien began, his voice
rumbling through the silence. “You’ve seen the darkness that
permeates our lives. I hope you understand why we do what
we do.”



“I… I’m beginning to,” I admitted, my voice barely above a
whisper.

Damien nodded once more, the stern lines of his face
softening ever so slightly. And then, he did something
unexpected. He reached out and gently held my hand, his gaze
intense. I was surprised at the action, at the touch that sent a
jolt of electricity through me.

“I know it’s a lot to take in,” he murmured, his voice
surprisingly gentle. “And I know it’s not fair to ask you to
understand… but I hope, in time, you will.”

His vulnerability took me by surprise. This man, the same
man who was so guarded and aloof, was baring himself to me.
His hand was warm, strong and comforting, and I found
myself gripping it back, a silent promise of understanding.

But before I could process it all, the sound of the mansion’s
front door opening echoed through the hallway, and Damien’s
hand withdrew from mine. The moment was broken, and his
usual guarded demeanor returned.

I was left with my thoughts, the complexity of my feelings
towards the brothers stirring within me. As the night settled in,
I realized I was becoming a part of their world, entangled in
the darkness and danger. Yet, I was drawn to them, to their
allure and their vulnerabilities.

I was left pondering my feelings as I retired for the night, the
image of Damien’s rare, vulnerable moment haunting my
thoughts. It was an image that I knew would stay with me for a



long time, a glimpse into the soul of a man who was as
complex as he was compelling.

And as I drifted off to sleep, I knew my feelings towards the
brothers were deepening, complicating the situation even
further. But what troubled me the most was the fact that I
didn’t mind it at all. I was drawn to them, to their world, and
there was no going back. The realization was a surprise, a
thrilling, terrifying surprise that left me both anxious and
intrigued.



he tension in the Mansion was tangible, a thin cord that
vibrated with an intensity that I felt with every breath I

took. As I stood in the confines of my private office, my gaze
drifted over the paperwork that cluttered my desk, but my
mind was preoccupied with a pair of hazel eyes - Ivy
Hammond.

My fingers clenched, the knuckles turning white. Ivy. She
had been thrust into our dangerous world due to her brother’s
mistakes, and now she was deepening her connections with us,
especially with me. It was a path I’d never anticipated. Nor
desired.

Esme had taken a liking to Ivy, and it was easy to see why.
She radiated warmth and kindness, even in this harsh world we
were a part of. But what struck me the most was Ivy’s
resilience. Despite being thrust into a life she didn’t ask for,
she remained steadfast, holding onto her compassion like a
shield.
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Stepping away from the desk, I found myself walking
towards her. Ivy had become a beacon, an enigma that tugged
at me, challenging me, pushing my resolve to its limits.

“Damien,” she greeted, her voice soft as I entered the
medical suite. She looked up from her medical books, her
hazel eyes meeting mine.

“Ivy.” The way her name rolled off my tongue sent a strange
thrill down my spine. She was in a simple white blouse and
jeans, her auburn hair tied back in a messy bun. An everyday
sight that should not stir anything in me. And yet…

“Is something wrong?” she asked, setting down her book.
Her concern was genuine, reflecting her innate compassion
that was so rare in our ruthless world.

“Nothing,” I said, my voice cold, maintaining the aloof
demeanor that I had perfected over the years. It was a mask, a
shield to hide the storm that brewed within me. But with Ivy, it
was different. Somehow, she managed to peek beyond that
façade.

“Damien, you can tell me. I can handle it,” she said, her
hazel eyes filled with a strange mixture of determination and
vulnerability. Her words, her concern - they stirred something
within me.

“There’s nothing to tell,” I said, keeping my tone firm. She
looked at me for a long moment, her gaze filled with
understanding, and something more. A spark that hinted at an
attraction, an underlying bond that had grown between us. An
invisible pull that was both captivating and terrifying.



The silence stretched between us, charged with a tension that
echoed our unsaid thoughts, our unexplored feelings. I stepped
closer, my heart pounding against my ribs. I was caught in her
gaze, my pulse accelerating as I met her eyes. A moment of
vulnerability, a moment of truth that had us tangled in its
clutches.

“Ivy…” I began, my voice dropping to a whisper. My hand
reached out, brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. Her
breath hitched, her eyes widening at the contact, mirroring the
turmoil I felt within me.

“Damien…” she breathed out, her voice just above a
whisper. The sound of her voice saying my name, the softness,
the hidden need – it did things to me. Things that had my
defenses crumbling and my resolve weakening.

In that moment, there were no barriers, no reminders of the
dangerous world we lived in. It was just Ivy and me, locked in
a charged moment that hinted at an underlying attraction that
we had been skirting around.

“Ivy,” I said, leaning closer, my breath fanning over her face.
My heart pounded with a ferocity that mirrored the intensity of
my feelings. I couldn’t deny it anymore, the attraction, the
strange pull I felt towards her.

“Damien,” she whispered back, her voice shaky, her breath
hitching as she looked up at me. A moment of truth, a moment
of surrender. And then she was leaning towards me, her hands
found my chest, fingers clenching the fabric of my shirt as if it
was her anchor. I could feel her heart racing beneath the thin



fabric of her blouse, mirroring my own erratic heartbeat. Our
faces were inches apart, close enough to share the same breath,
close enough for me to count the freckles that adorned her
cheek.

Her lips parted slightly, her eyes flickering to my lips before
rising back to meet my gaze. There was a silent question in
those hazel eyes, a plea for assurance that I wasn’t about to
pull away. Her hands on my chest tightened slightly, a silent
plea that resonated louder than any words.

“Ivy…” My voice was a low growl, laced with the passion
and intensity that filled me. I could see her shiver at the sound,
her eyes widening slightly as her gaze locked with mine. We
were on the precipice, teetering on the edge of something
momentous, something that could change everything between
us.

“Damien,” she responded, her voice barely a whisper. I
could see the fear in her eyes, the uncertainty of the step we
were about to take, but beneath it all was a shimmer of hope, a
spark of desire that was impossible to ignore.

Our lips met in a slow, tender kiss, the world around us
fading into nothingness. My hand slid into her hair, cradling
her head as I deepened the kiss. Her hands on my chest
clenched, then released, her fingers sliding up to my neck to
pull me closer.

This was new territory for us. A thin line had been crossed,
and there was no turning back now. The kiss was passionate,
intense, filled with pent-up feelings that had been lurking



beneath the surface. And yet, it was also tender, a silent
promise of trust and understanding.

We pulled away, breathless and wide-eyed, the reality of
what we’d just done hitting us. But there was no regret in her
eyes, only a newfound determination. It was a silent
acknowledgement of the unspoken connection between us, a
connection that could be our strength or our downfall.

The moment was intimate, our words hanging heavy in the
morning air. I could feel her heart racing, mirroring the
pounding in my chest. It was exhilarating, the energy between
us, like we were standing on the edge of a precipice, waiting
for one of us to take the plunge.

And then, with a courage I hadn’t known I possessed, I
leaned in. Ivy looked up at me, her lips parting in surprise. But
she didn’t pull away. Instead, her hand rose to my face, fingers
tracing my jawline in a feather-light touch.

“Damien,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.
I felt a shudder ripple through me, her voice becoming my
only focus. And then, she leaned in, her lips meeting mine in a
kiss that held the promise of things to come.

The heat between us was undeniable, our bodies responding
to each other with an instinctual desire that was both raw and
profound. I could feel her fingers tugging at my hair, her soft
moans filling the silence as I deepened the kiss.

And then, she pulled away, her breath ragged as she looked
up at me, her eyes glazed with desire. It was a sight that had



my heart pounding against my chest, my mind reeling with the
intensity of our connection.

“Ivy,” I breathed, my fingers tracing her cheekbone as I
looked down at her. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded, a shy smile playing on her lips as she replied,
“Yes, Damien. I want this.”

Without another word, she sank to her knees in front of me.

I watched her, my eyes never leaving her face. There was a
determination there, a stubbornness that I had grown to
admire. As she took me into her mouth, her movements slow
and tentative at first, I had to fight back a groan.

Ivy’s actions were an open exploration, every movement
laced with curiosity and fascination. It was clear she was
unskilled, inexperienced, but the raw desire behind her actions
was intoxicating.

Her trembling hands found my belt buckle, expertly
unlatching it as if she had done it a thousand times. The
nervousness in her movements contrasted sharply with her
determination, making me harder.

My trousers pooled at my ankles, the air hitting my exposed
cock. Ivy’s eyes widened as she took in the sight, her eyes
darting from my face to my arousal. A hint of fear flashed
through her gaze, but the determined set of her jaw told me she
wouldn’t back down.

Her first touch was hesitant, almost innocent. Her small hand
wrapped around me, her fingers not quite meeting due to my



size. She gave an experimental stroke, causing me to grit my
teeth and let out a low growl.

Seemingly encouraged by my response, Ivy leaned forward
and tentatively ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft.
The sensation sent a shiver up my spine, the sudden burst of
pleasure making me jerk in surprise.

As Ivy got used to the feel of me in her mouth, her
movements became more assured. She experimented with
different rhythms, her tongue tracing intricate patterns along
my shaft. She was driven by a mixture of curiosity and desire,
her inexperience making the whole situation even more
arousing.

In response, I guided her movements, my hand gently
pressing on the back of her head. She took the hint and picked
up the pace, her mouth moving in tandem with her hand.

I could feel my climax building. The pressure started in my
lower abdomen, coiling tighter and tighter with every stroke. I
tried to hold back, wanting to prolong the moment, but the
combination of Ivy’s eagerness and the tightness of her mouth
around me was too much.

Finally, I couldn’t hold back anymore. With a low groan, I
released into Ivy’s mouth, my body shaking with the intensity
of my climax. Ivy took it all, not missing a beat.

As I recovered, I looked down at Ivy. She looked back at me,
her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright. There was a sense of
pride in her gaze, a sense of accomplishment. She had brought
me to my knees, and for that, I respected her even more.



She was silent for a moment, simply staring at me. She was
at a loss for words, not knowing how to voice her feelings, her
desires. And yet, she had no need to, because I could see it all
in her eyes.

As I held her gaze, I knew she wanted more. More of me.
More of us. And I was more than willing to give it to her.



he glaring neon lights, narrow alleyways, and teeming
city streets had always put me on edge, but nothing had

prepared me for the shadowy figure emerging from the
darkness. Tall and threatening, a figure stepped forward.

“Quite the surprise, Dr. Hammond,” the man intoned, his
voice velvety yet laced with menace. “Or should I still refer to
you as a Miss Hammond?”

I bristled at his sarcasm. I wasn’t a doctor, and he somehow
knew that I had dropped out in order to work for the Leclaire
brothers.

“Who are you?” I demanded while scanning the street for
ways to escape should this turn south.

“Do the brother’s not speak of me? A shame really,” he said.
“Xavier. Xavier Donnelly.”

Xavier Donnelly. The head of a rival gang. The Leclair
brothers did speak of him, often. His reputation was well-
known, though I had never seen him in person before. His dark
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hair, shadowed features, and chilling green eyes had an
ominous gleam under the harsh streetlights.

“What do you want, Xavier?” I countered, my voice laced
with defiance as I folded my arms in front of me.

“I’d like to discuss a matter of mutual interest,” he said,
leaning casually against a graffiti-laden wall. His tone was
casual, but his eyes hinted at something far more dangerous.

“You’re aware I can’t just ‘chat’ with you,” I replied, my
pulse quickening. “The Leclairs wouldn’t appreciate it.”

Xavier’s lips twisted into a smirk. “Yes, the Leclairs. Your
noble benefactors. Those brothers you’ve tied your fate to.”

I seethed, the insinuation was too close for comfort. I was
not a puppet of the Leclairs. I was working for them because
my brother’s life depended on it, and maybe because…

No. I wouldn’t let my thoughts wander in Xavier’s presence.
His watchful eyes seemed to study every micro-expression,
every twitch.

“Stop wasting my time, Xavier,” I retorted, trying to mask
my growing unease.

His grin broadened, making him appear even more
menacing. “I have a proposition for you,” he stated, seeming
to enjoy the tension that hung in the air.

My heartbeat quickened. A proposition? I had to tread
carefully here.

“I’m listening,” I conceded warily.



He stepped closer, his presence imposing and unyielding.
“You could be of great use to me, Ivy. In return, I can give you
something the Leclairs can’t.”

“And what’s that?” I asked, suspicion creeping into my
voice.

“Power,” he said, his eyes gleaming in the neon lights. “The
power to control your own destiny, not be manipulated by the
whims of the Leclairs. And your brother? I’ll make sure the
Leclaires never lay a finger on him.”

His words hung in the air, thick and tempting. But could I
trust Xavier? Would the promise of freedom for myself and
Felix be worth betraying the Leclairs?

“You have a week to consider,” Xavier added, his voice icy.
“I suggest you think carefully, Ivy. Not everyone gets such an
offer twice.”

With that, he melded back into the shadows, leaving me with
racing thoughts and a treacherous offer that threatened to
upend everything I knew.

I considered Xavier’s offer - to turn my back on the Leclair
brothers and join him, in exchange for Felix’s safety. It played
in a constant loop in my mind, like a haunting melody I
couldn’t shake off. Xavier… I knew him only by name, yet the
danger he represented was palpable, and his allure undeniable.



But did I dare to trust him? Could I gamble Felix’s life on the
word of a man known for his deceit and manipulation?

I walked along the quiet city streets, my heart heavy with
confusion. Every fiber in me screamed to protect Felix. But at
what cost? My loyalties were being pulled in different
directions - towards Felix, towards the brothers… it was a
relentless tug of war that left me feeling torn and drained.

“Where have you been, Ivy?” Damien’s cold voice jolted me
from my thoughts as I stepped into the mansion. The Leclair
brothers stood in the spacious living room, their faces etched
with concern, and something else - suspicion.

“I… I needed some air,” I lied, avoiding their probing gaze.

“She’s lying,” Rafe, growled, his keen senses picking up on
my duplicity. His intense grey eyes narrowed, a storm of rage
brewing within them.

I feigned ignorance, but the tremor in my voice betrayed me.
I wasn’t a good liar.

“Xavier approached me,” I admitted.

“Xavier Donnelly,” Damien spat the name like it was a vile
taste on his tongue. I winced, my silence confirming their
suspicions.

“You’ve been meeting him behind our backs?” Lucien’s
voice, usually light and playful, now held a sharp edge of
betrayal.

No! I… He offered me a deal,” I confessed, my voice barely
above a whisper. Their expressions hardened further, if that



was even possible.

“And you’re considering it?” Damien’s voice was low and
dangerous, his blue eyes turning icy.

The room was filled with a tense silence. Their angry,
betrayed looks were a punch to my gut, amplifying my guilt

“Are you choosing him over us, Ivy?” Damien asked, his
tone threatening. It wasn’t just a question; it was a warning.
The implication was clear - if I chose Xavier, I would be
choosing to be their enemy.

I gulped, the weight of their stares too much to bear. I was
trapped between my brother’s safety and my budding
relationship with the Leclair brothers. The decision I was
forced to make felt impossible, my mind a battlefield of
emotions. I was standing on the precipice of a dangerous
precipice, my heart pounding with fear and uncertainty.

Damien, Lucian, and Rafe were livid.

“Answer us, Ivy,” Damien’s voice was as cool and
unyielding as steel. His piercing blue eyes seemed to cut
through me, rousing an unwelcome sense of unease in my
heart.

“Are you working with Xavier?” Rafe demanded, his voice
gravelly, his intense grey eyes burning with a volatile mix of
anger and betrayal.

I was silent for a moment, taken aback by the severity of
their accusations. The atmosphere in the room was thick with
tension, and the weight of their combined gazes bore down on



me. It was as if I was being put on trial, with the Leclair
brothers serving as both my judges and jury.

“No,” I finally managed to respond, my voice barely above a
whisper. “You’ve got it all wrong.” I looked from one brother
to the other, my heart pounding. “Xavier approached me, yes,
but…”

My words were cut off by Lucien, his charm replaced by a
chilling fury. “What did he want?” His voice was tightly
controlled, his usual roguish grin replaced with a frown.

I bit my lip, a knot forming in my stomach. It was like
walking on a tightrope, trying to explain without revealing too
much. I knew too well the danger Xavier posed, but I also
knew I couldn’t lie to the brothers. The truth, as harsh as it
was, had to be exposed.

“He… he gave me an offer,” I confessed, my voice shaking.
“But I didn’t accept.”

The room fell into a chilling silence. The brothers exchanged
looks, their eyes reflecting a silent conversation. Damien’s jaw
clenched, Rafe’s fists tightened, and Lucien ran a hand through
his hair, his eyes narrowing.

The fireplace crackled loudly, the only sound in the room. I
felt a shiver run down my spine, not from the cold but from
the weight of their stares. They were sizing me up, deciding
what to do with the revelation I had dropped in their laps.

“You’ve got to believe me,” I pleaded. “I would never betray
you.”



“And why should we trust you?” Damien questioned, his
voice as cold as the icy winter outside. “You’ve been keeping
secrets, consorting with our enemy.”

“Because I have no reason to lie,” I retorted, trying to
suppress the tremor in my voice.

The room fell silent again, the tension escalating to an
almost unbearable level. My heart pounded in my chest, each
beat echoing my growing fear. I watched as the brothers
shared another glance, their eyes filled with an unreadable
emotion.

Then, in a voice as cold and unyielding as a winter storm,
Damien delivered their ultimatum. “Choose, Ivy. You can’t
have it both ways. It’s us or him.”

The words hung heavy in the air. A choice. The brothers, the
life of danger and uncertainty, or the chance of escape Xavier
offered. But was it really a choice? I looked at the brothers, at
Damien’s cold exterior, at Lucien’s hidden depth, and at Rafe’s
bristly kindness.

And just like that, everything came to a head. The unspoken
tension, the shared looks, the lingering touches—it was an
undeniable truth I’d been trying to avoid. The Leclair brothers
wanted me—all of them.

The realization left me breathless, my mind reeling as they
closed in on me. A flurry of emotions washed over me as their
hands found me, three sets of eyes burning into mine with a
raw intensity that left my body tingling with anticipation.



heir gazes were an inferno, scorching my skin as they
took slow, measured steps toward me. I couldn’t breathe,

couldn’t think. All I could do was feel - the electricity in the
air, the heat radiating off their bodies, and the primal need
surging within me.

Damien was the first to reach me, his ice-blue eyes burning
into mine with an intensity that made my breath hitch. He was
an imposing figure, standing a head taller than me in a tailored
black suit that emphasised his broad, muscled shoulders and a
strong, chiseled jawline that was almost painfully attractive.

He moved closer, close enough that I could feel his breath
against my lips. The hand on my face moved downwards,
tracing the contours of my body through my dress until his
fingers found the hem, pulling it up slowly. His voice, a low
growl that sent a shiver down my spine, breathed out my
name. “Ivy…”

Next was Lucien, his touch as gentle as a feather. His hands
worked on unbuttoning the top of my dress, his touch leaving
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a trail of goosebumps. His eyes held mine captive as he leaned
in, pressing his lips against the hollow of my neck. I felt his
warm breath against my skin as he murmured, “Do you trust
us, Ivy?”

Rafe was the most surprising. His hands were firm on my
hips, the pressure of his touch grounding me as the other two
continued their exploration. He was the epitome of the bad
boy, with a rugged, unshaven face and leather jacket to match.
He positioned himself behind me, pressing his body against
mine and I could feel his arousal against my lower back.

“I… I choose…” The words were barely a whisper, my
voice barely breaking through the haze of desire that clouded
my mind. “I choose you. All of you.”

With those words, I felt a shift in the air. There was no
turning back. Their touches became more urgent, their bodies
pressing closer to mine. I felt Damien’s lips on mine, a
demanding, possessive kiss that left me breathless. His hands
moved up my thighs, past my waist, until his fingers found the
wet heat between my legs. I let out a gasp, arching into his
touch.

With Lucien’s hands working on the straps of my dress, the
fabric slid down my body until it was a heap at my feet. His
gaze roved over my body, appreciating the sight of me
standing there in just my underwear. His fingertips traced the
edge of my lace bra, the light touch causing me to tremble in
anticipation.



Rafe, meanwhile, had managed to undo his jeans, releasing
his impressively thick length. His hand closed over mine,
guiding it towards his hard cock. His voice was a rough,
breathless whisper in my ear as he ordered, “Touch me, Ivy.”

Their touches were a bittersweet torment and a pleasure that
set my body alight. I could feel Damien’s fingers delving into
my soaked folds, while Lucien’s mouth worked on my
hardened nipples, and my hand wrapped around Rafe’s
throbbing erection.

The room was filled with the sounds of heavy breathing, of
moans and soft gasps. The air was thick with desire, with lust.
It was a symphony of carnal desire, a dance of passion that had
been simmering for far too long. I was lost in the sensation of
them, of their touches, their smells, their taste.

Every nerve ending in my body seemed to be on fire, my
mind completely lost in the raw ecstasy of having all three of
them together. Damien’s fingers continued to stroke my
swollen clit expertly, edging me closer and closer to the
precipice. Lucien’s mouth was a tantalizing torture on my
breasts, his teeth grazing my sensitive skin. Meanwhile, Rafe’s
cock throbbed against my palm, my fingers slick with his pre-
cum.

As Lucien unhooked my bra and tossed it aside, Rafe
stepped out of his jeans and lifted me off the ground. With a
swift motion, he pushed into me from behind, filling me
completely. His hands held me firm, anchoring me as I gasped



at the sudden invasion. Lucien’s lips never left my breasts as
he watched Rafe take me from behind.

In a swift motion, Damien replaced his fingers with his
throbbing cock. He held my gaze with icy intensity as he slid
into my wet pussy, pushing against Rafe’s equally impressive
length already filling me. The sensation was overwhelming,
the feeling of being stretched by two cocks, of being filled to
the brink was an exquisite pleasure that sent shockwaves
through my body.

Rafe, still holding me firm from behind, grunted in pleasure
at Damien’s intrusion. His hands dug into my hips, his thrusts
pushing in tandem with Damien’s. The double sensation was
ecstasy, the sheer magnitude of the pleasure rendering me
breathless.

Meanwhile, Lucien moved to stand in front of me, his own
hardness demanding attention. His cock bobbed in front of my
face, the head glistening with precum. Damien’s hand tangled
in my hair, guiding my mouth to Lucien. With a small nod, I
took him into my mouth, tasting the salty tang of him on my
tongue.

Their movements were like a choreographed dance, a
symphony of lust and desire. They moved in perfect harmony,
each thrust from Rafe and Damien met with a counter-thrust of
Lucien’s cock deeper into my mouth. The pleasure was
dizzying, the feel of their cocks filling me completely
overwhelming my senses.



Lucien’s hands tangled in my hair, guiding my head as I took
him deeper into my mouth. Rafe’s hands left my hips, one
moving to grip my breast, his thumb flicking over the sensitive
nipple, while his other hand dipped between my legs, his
fingers rubbing my swollen clit. Damien’s hands held onto my
waist, his nails digging into my flesh as he pounded into me
relentlessly.

I was lost in the sensation, the feeling of being filled and
used by them, of being their center of attention. My body
responded to their every move, every touch, my mind
succumbing to the raw pleasure coursing through me.

As Damien’s thrusts became more erratic, as Rafe’s fingers
on my clit picked up pace, I could feel my orgasm building.
Lucien’s cock twitched in my mouth, his own climax
imminent.

With a final thrust from both Damien and Rafe, the coil
within me snapped, sending waves of pleasure crashing
through me. My body convulsed as my orgasm ripped through
me, my cunt squeezing both Damien and Rafe’s cocks,
milking them for all they had.

Their reaction was instantaneous. Rafe grunted loudly, his
hot cum filling me from behind as he continued to thrust
through my orgasm. Damien followed soon after, his cock
pulsing as he spilled his seed inside me, filling me to the brink.
At the same time, Lucien’s grip in my hair tightened, his own
climax hitting him. He pulled out of my mouth just in time, his
hot cum painting my chest.



Exhausted and spent, we collapsed in a heap on the floor.
The room was filled with the heady scent of sex and sweat, the
aftermath of our intense lovemaking. The Leclair brothers, in
their own unique way, had claimed me as theirs. And I was
more than happy to be their shared love.

As we collapsed in a heap of sweaty, sated bodies, I couldn’t
help but feel a sense of rightness, a sense of belonging. It was
wild, it was messy, and it was absolutely perfect. The Leclair
brothers had marked me as theirs, and I was more than willing
to accept my new fate.

The aftermath was a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing. I
could still feel the aftershocks of my climax coursing through
me, my body entwined with theirs. The realization hit me then,
leaving me both shocked and intrigued – I had just had the
most erotic experience of my life with the Leclair brothers.

In that moment, I knew that my choice – choosing them –
was the right one. The danger, the thrill, the intimacy, it was
everything I didn’t know I was seeking until now. It was the
start of our shared destiny.



hat evening at the fight club felt ordinary, soaked in the
cacophony of shouts and cheers that ricocheted off the

grimy walls. This was my world, this place of victories and
defeats, sweat and blood. My corner was a sanctuary of sorts
amidst the chaos, a space where I existed as Ivy, the medical
student, and not an asset of the Leclair family.

A burly fighter, his brow split wide open, occupied my
attention. I was threading a needle through his damaged skin, a
grim ballet I’d performed countless times. My mind was a
ceaseless echo of medical knowledge, every protocol and
procedure offering me an escape from the brutal reality.

Amid this familiar routine, my eyes caught a glimpse of a
crumpled piece of paper peeking out from beneath a pile of
used bandages. I initially ignored it, my fingers moving
meticulously, patching up the fighter’s wound. But then, one
word leapt out from the text and slammed into me like a
sledgehammer. “Felix.”
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Time seemed to stand still. My hands froze mid-stitch. Felix,
my younger brother, my responsibility. What was his name
doing on a piece of scrap in this lawless den? My mind spun,
anxiety tightening its grip. I cautiously reached for the paper,
as if it were a venomous snake ready to strike.

It was a record of transactions. His name was linked to
Xavier Donnelly’s. My blood ran cold. Xavier, the notoriously
ruthless leader of the rival gang. The realization hit me like a
freight train, knocking the wind out of me. Felix wasn’t just
tangled up with the Leclairs, he was in league with Xavier too.

I looked at the paper again, a terrible chill spreading through
me. My naive, headstrong brother, embroiled in this dangerous
world, in Xavier’s world. It was far worse than I’d feared. His
involvement wasn’t just a passing association, but a deep,
perilous alliance.

“Felix, what have you done?” I muttered under my breath,
the paper shaking in my hands. My heart pounded against my
ribcage, an echo of dread that seemed to fill the room. I stared
at the paper for what felt like an eternity, Felix’s name a stark
reminder of the danger he was in.

Eventually, I tucked the paper away, securing it in my
pocket. I had to act, but first, I needed to finish up here. I had a
wounded fighter under my hands, and he needed my attention.
But my thoughts were elsewhere, a whirl of fear and
determination.

That night, the confrontation with Felix unfolded in our
cramped, haphazardly furnished apartment. I stood in the



middle of our little kitchen, the stark white lighting reflecting
off my blood-stained scrubs, accentuating the gravity of our
situation. My fingers ached from gripping the damning piece
of paper, the proof of his betrayal.

“Felix,” I demanded, my voice raw with emotion. “Tell me
this isn’t true. Tell me you didn’t get involved with Xavier.”

Felix, my lovable, carefree younger brother, looked as if
he’d aged years in mere moments. His usual cheery
disposition was nowhere to be found, replaced instead by a
haunted look. His voice, when he finally spoke, was a shadow
of his normally vibrant tone.

“Ivy…I…” he stammered, his eyes darting around the room,
avoiding mine. “I didn’t have a choice.”

An acidic surge of anger bubbled up within me. “That’s not
true!” I protested, my voice shattering the tense silence that
hung in the air. “You did have a choice, Felix. You always
have a choice.”

His defenses came up as quickly as my accusations flew.
“Ivy, you don’t understand. This…this was the only way out.”

“No, Felix,” I snapped, my words slicing through his
excuses like a blade. “You took the easy way out. You didn’t
want to fight, to struggle. So, you chose this. You chose
Xavier.”

I could see my words hitting him, could see the pain
reflected in his eyes, but I couldn’t stop. The betrayal felt like
a wound, raw and painful. “You’ve risked everything, Felix.



For what? Money? Power? I’m already working for the
Leclaires to clear one debt. What more do I need to do?”

“Ivy, it’s not like that,” he pleaded, his voice a mere whisper.

The argument continued, intensifying with each passing
second. His words, once comforting, felt like shards of glass,
each justification, each explanation cutting deeper than the
last.

And then, it was over. The apartment fell into a heavy
silence, filled only by the painful echoes of his betrayal. I was
alone, truly alone for the first time. My only family, my anchor
in the chaos, had chosen a path that I couldn’t follow. The
aftermath of our argument left a bitter taste in my mouth and a
gaping hole in my heart. Felix’s choices had created a chasm
between us, one that felt too vast to ever bridge.

The hurt of Felix’s betrayal bore down on me, smothering
me until I found myself back at the Leclairs’ doorstep. The
vast mansion stood out like an opulent mirage in the dreariness
of my life. The imposing facades and lush gardens masked a
world as unforgiving as my own, a world I was being sucked
into.

Inside, the brothers Leclair were my unlikely port in the
storm, their presence like a quiet, soothing symphony on my
frayed nerves. Damien, the elder one, radiated an intimidating
authority that somehow seemed reassuring in the given
situation. Rafe, rough around the edges but with an unexpected
kindness, kept me grounded. And then there was Lucien, his
roguish charm veiling an understanding far beyond his years.



Their shared silence, their simmering strength, offered me a
solace that I was acutely aware could come with a steep price.

Their world opened up to me that night, pulling back the
curtain to reveal the power they held, the reverence they
inspired. It was intoxicating but also incredibly alarming, as I
came to comprehend the constant sword of danger that hung
over their heads.

With the bleak familiarity of their existence, I found my ties
to the Leclairs cementing. But as those ties grew stronger, I
was hit with the uncomfortable truth of my deepening
connection to them. There was a compelling pull towards their
menacing allure, the dark protection they extended. As I began
to untangle the intricacies of their world, a realization washed
over me. There were layers to our arrangement, currents of
emotion and potential that seemed to hint at something far
more significant than a mere alliance.

I couldn’t shake off the feeling that I was standing on the
edge of an abyss, one misstep away from a dangerous descent.
The more time I spent with the brothers, the more I could feel
this unspoken understanding passing between us, creating an
ambience of palpable tension.

“I’m sorry,” Damien’s voice cut through my thoughts, a rare
note of concern in his usually stern tone.

“Whatever for?” I found myself asking, startled out of my
introspection.

“For the situation you’ve been thrust into,” he replied, his
gaze unyielding.



The conversation that followed felt like a chess match, each
word, each question, and each revelation maneuvering us
towards an unseen endgame. Our bond was being tested,
shaped, and reformed with every exchange, the complexity of
our relationship mirroring the labyrinthine world we were
entwined in. The Leclairs were my refuge, but they were also a
perilous precipice.



he days and nights became a monochrome blur of
danger and exhilaration as I delved deeper into the

Leclairs’ labyrinthine empire. Their world was like a thrilling
game of chess, where power plays were made behind closed
doors and every move was a calculated gamble. I was
inexplicably drawn into this high-stakes dance, my once dull
existence now interwoven with their dark web of influence and
control.

It was on a Thursday, under the glaring white lights of the
Leclair’s spacious office, that I found myself silently
observing an intriguing power-play. Damien Leclair, the eldest
and arguably the most intimidating of the brothers, was
orchestrating a meeting. His deep, commanding voice echoed
around the room, instilling an air of undeniable authority.

His meeting companion was a woman I hadn’t encountered
before. A wild tangle of fiery red curls framed her sharp,
angular face, drawing attention to her keen, emerald-green
eyes that sparkled with a fierce intelligence. Her name was
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Elara, a ruthless businesswoman whose reputation ran parallel
to the Leclairs in their unforgiving world.

Despite the powerful aura she exuded, there was a
simmering tension in the room that peaked when Damien’s
cool voice sliced through the air, tightening the atmosphere
like a well-strung bow.

“Damien, you’re squeezing too tight,” Elara commented, her
tone as cool and sharp as a freshly honed blade. She flicked an
unimpressed glance in his direction, a clear challenge in her
eyes.

Unperturbed, Damien’s piercing blue gaze narrowed,
intensifying the electric charge in the room. His demeanor was
a perfect embodiment of the Leclair persona - unyielding,
relentless, and fiercely protective. “We’re not running a
charity, Elara. We provide a service, they pay. No exceptions,”
he stated emphatically, his voice resounding with a dangerous
edge of authority.

Observing him, I felt a strange magnetism, a budding
attraction to this man whose strength and conviction stood like
a protective shield over his empire. There was something
profoundly alluring about his assertiveness, his unwavering
control, and the palpable sense of power he exuded.

The silence in the room was punctuated by the soft sigh that
escaped Elara’s lips as she conceded. “Very well, Damien,”
she agreed, a subtle note of begrudging respect in her voice.

Their interactions, while draped in the veneer of civility, held
a deeper undercurrent. The power dynamics at play, the



delicate balance of respect and authority, painted a fascinating
picture of the Leclair empire. It left me intrigued, both about
the complexity of their world and the man who stood at the
helm of it all, captivating my attention with his commanding
presence. This was the realm of the Leclairs, a domain where
power and danger were two sides of the same coin. And
somehow, I found myself standing on the precipice,
dangerously close to being swept away.

Days passed and I found myself inescapably drawn into their
world, the brothers’ presence a constant hum in the
background. And despite the danger that lingered, the
attraction to Damien was magnetic.

One particular evening found me sharing the seclusion of the
study with Damien. The room was dimly lit, swathed in hues
of warm amber by the lone antique table lamp. Its
luminescence painted an intricate dance of light and shadow
upon Damien’s meticulously chiseled face, bringing out the
sculpted planes and angles in sharp relief.

His azure gaze was magnetic, stirring a whirlwind of
emotions within me. It was a peculiar kind of energy, a heady
tension that had been simmering, bubbling just beneath the
surface over the past few days. The sensation was both
thrilling and unnerving, my heart pounding an erratic rhythm
against my ribs.

“You’ve been watching,” Damien voiced out, his tone as low
and rough as the murmur of a distant storm. The simple



utterance sent a frisson of anticipation down my spine, causing
my skin to tingle in response.

“Yes,” I admitted, choosing honesty over evasion, “I want to
understand.” The desire to know more about him, about this
enthralling yet dangerous world he operated in, was too strong
to deny.

His sapphire eyes, piercing and intense, held mine captive.
The ensuing silence was deafening, amplifying the rapid
drumming of my heart within the hushed confines of the study.
Rising from his leather chair, Damien’s figure loomed large
and intimidating, swallowed up by the encroaching shadows.
He was a dominant silhouette against the soft glow of the
room, exuding an aura of commanding power that sent a
delicious shiver of trepidation down my spine.

The tall, imposing man stopped right before me, the scant
distance between us wreaking havoc on my senses. His
proximity was a potent drug, sending waves of intoxicating
emotions crashing through me, awakening something deep
within.

A moment of internal struggle seemed to pass over Damien,
his gaze wrestling with an invisible opponent before he found
the strength to speak again. “I protect what’s mine, Ivy. My
brothers, this business, and now…” His voice softened into a
tender murmur, leaving the rest of the sentence hanging in the
air like a tantalizing question.

“And now what?” I pressed, my heart hammering a wild
tattoo against my chest. But the uncharacteristic vulnerability



in his eyes vanished as swiftly as it had appeared, replaced by
his habitual, impenetrable coolness. He remained silent,
leaving my question hanging heavy in the air.

That fleeting moment had offered a rare glimpse into
Damien’s heart, revealing a man who was fiercely protective
not out of an insatiable lust for power, but out of a deep-seated
sense of love and loyalty. This newfound realization shook me
to my core, unraveling the layers of defense I had carefully
erected around my heart. Despite the warning bells sounding
in my mind, cautioning me to maintain my distance, I found
myself falling for him, hard and fast.

As if sensing my emotional turmoil, Damien leaned in, his
breath caressing my ear. “Ivy,” he murmured, his voice soft yet
firm, sending a ripple of anticipation spiraling down my spine.
Our lips hovered precariously close, but just as I braced myself
for the impending kiss, he pulled away abruptly, leaving me in
a daze.

“Damien?” I ventured, my hand reaching out in a futile
attempt to bridge the chasm he had suddenly erected. But he
remained unresponsive, his back turned towards me as he
walked away, leaving me alone in the dimly lit room.

I stood rooted to the spot, my heart pounding a desperate
rhythm of confusion and desire. His retreat left a bitter taste
lingering on my tongue, a stark reminder of the precarious
balance I was treading, a grim testament to the dangerous
allure of the world I had knowingly ventured into.



n incident occurred at the fight club tonight. One that
tore through the veil I’d drawn around the reality of the

Leclair brothers’ operations. The massive warehouse was
packed wall to wall with spectators, their collective energy
pulsating in the dimly lit space. The potent mix of sweat, fear,
and anticipation hung in the air, seeping into my very bones.

Marcus, a mountain of a man with a face crisscrossed with
scars, was up in the ring. His shirtless form, reflecting the raw,
bare bulb light, showcased his intimidating physique. His
opponent, a new face in the club, was wiry and desperate-
looking. The boy looked as though he’d walked straight off the
street and into this ruthless arena.

With a roar that echoed through the warehouse, Marcus
landed a vicious punch, the brute force propelling the young
man onto the unforgiving concrete floor. But Marcus didn’t
stop there. What he did next made my blood run cold.

He lunged, his heavy boot stomping down on the fallen
man’s leg with a gut-wrenching crunch. The crowd, drunk on
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the intoxicating thrill of violence, roared louder, their cheers
and whoops ringing in my ears. But amidst the cacophony, all
I could focus on was the agonized scream of the man on the
floor.

Without a second thought, I pushed through the throng of
spectators, my heart pounding a harsh staccato against my
ribcage. I knelt next to the fallen fighter, his leg grotesquely
twisted, bone jutting out through broken skin.

I reached out, my hand trembling, to offer whatever solace I
could. But all I received was a wide-eyed stare, a mirror of
fear and despair. And then it hit me. The boy wasn’t much
older than Felix. A wave of nausea swept over me, and I
barely managed to keep my composure.

Turning my gaze towards the Leclair brothers, I searched for
a glimmer of regret or shock. But I found none. Damien, his
icy blue eyes hidden beneath the shadows of his dark, slicked-
back hair, simply nodded at Marcus. He was dressed
immaculately as always in a tailored suit, a stark contrast to
the brutal scene he just sanctioned.

Lucien, his charm hidden behind a stone-cold facade,
clapped Marcus on his broad back, his tailored, charcoal grey
jacket crinkling with the movement. Rafe, the most reserved of
the trio, didn’t even spare a second glance towards the injured
fighter. His brooding gaze was focused elsewhere, his black
shirt and jeans blending into the shadowy surroundings.

Their indifference, their cold acceptance of such violence,
unsettled me more than I would have liked to admit. I was



living under their protection, embedded in their opulent
lifestyle, and even finding myself drawn into intimate
encounters with them. Yet, this was the reality of their world -
a brutal, ruthless reality I was slowly merging with.

I gathered myself, pushing past the shock. If I was going to
survive in this world, I had to face its harsh truths. But as I
looked at the injured boy, his face a mask of agony, I couldn’t
shake the gnawing feeling that I was losing a part of myself in
the process.

I knew I needed to confront them, to lay bare my thoughts
and gauge their reactions. But before that, there was the
immediate matter of the injured fighter. I organized a hasty,
albeit careful evacuation of the boy to the hospital, whispering
soothing reassurances all the while.

After ensuring his care, I left the chaos of the warehouse
behind and sought the brothers. They had a private viewing
area, a luxuriously appointed space that overlooked the fight
ring. When I found them, each was lost in his own world, each
wrapped up in the folds of their private thoughts.

Gathering the shreds of my courage, I stepped forward, my
voice barely above a whisper, “What happened tonight was…
It was brutal,” I said, my voice trembling with the weight of
what I’d witnessed.

“That boy… he was barely older than Felix. He didn’t
deserve that,” I added, clutching my hands in front of me to
still their shaking.



Damien glanced at me, his icy blue eyes colder than I’d ever
seen them before. “He knew what he was getting into,” he said
dismissively. There was a thread of something else in his voice
though. Was it remorse? Or simply impatience? His steely
gaze held mine, challenging me.

“But that doesn’t make it right,” I retorted, my gaze
unwavering.

I shifted my attention to the other brothers. Lucien, the
usually charming devil, had his charming smile replaced by a
stony, unyielding expression. He merely shrugged in response,
nonchalance masking his thoughts.

“And you, Rafe?” I asked, turning towards the brooding
figure in the shadows. He merely grunted, his dark gaze firmly
fixed on the empty fight ring below. His silence was as
deafening as his agreement with Damien.

The silence stretched thin between us, a chasm of unspoken
thoughts and searing doubts. I could hear the distant echoes of
the crowd from the fight ring, their boisterous laughter and
cheers a jarring contrast to the stifling tension that had
wrapped around us.

“Is this what the Leclairs do?” I asked, the bitterness in my
voice echoing around the opulent space. “You put boys in the
ring and allow them to be beaten senseless, to the brink of
death? Where is the line?”

Lucien sighed, his usual charming demeanor replaced by a
hard mask. “Ivy, it’s not as black and white as you make it out
to be.”



I cut him off, my voice a low whisper, “No, Lucien. It is.
The boy… he was barely older than Felix. And Marcus, he
crossed a line tonight. That wasn’t a fair fight, it was a brutal
beating.”

A thick silence fell over us again, my words a stark reminder
of the harrowing scene we had just witnessed. Damien finally
broke it. “Ivy, we’ve been raised in this world. We didn’t
choose it. The rules are different here. Survival, protecting our
own, that’s what counts.”

“I understand the necessity of survival,” I retorted, the
memory of the beaten boy flashing in my mind, “I even
understand the violence that comes with it. But there has to be
a limit. There has to be a line. And tonight, with that boy,
Marcus crossed it.”

Their expressions were unreadable. Damien’s icy gaze bore
into mine, Lucien’s golden eyes were clouded and Rafe, the
strong, silent Rafe, had his gaze fixed firmly on the empty
fight ring below.

Frustrated, I turned away, the chilling reality of their world
settling heavily in my heart. I had voiced my concerns, aired
my fears. Whether they would consider them or simply
dismiss them, was now their choice. As I stepped towards the
door, I felt a glimmer of hope, fragile but resilient. The hope
that they would take a stand against unnecessary brutality.

My thoughts were interrupted by a sudden commotion
outside. Heart pounding, I rushed towards the source of the
noise. My blood ran cold at the sight that met me.



Esme, sweet innocent Esme, was being dragged by two burly
men towards a black van. Her blue eyes were wide with fear,
her lips mouthing silent pleas for help. The horrifying
realization struck me like a blow. Esme was being kidnapped.

In a flash, I ran towards them, adrenaline surging through my
veins. But I was too far, and they were too fast. The van door
slammed shut, and with a screech of tires, it disappeared into
the night.

“Esme!” I screamed, my voice tearing through the silent
night. But it was too late. She was gone. And with her, a piece
of my heart. I sank to my knees, the reality of the situation
sinking in. Esme, the only person who had shown me genuine
kindness in the cruel Leclair world, was in immediate danger.

And there was nothing I could do about it.



he cold silence in the fight club was deafening as we
stood frozen, staring at the spot where Esme had last

been seen. The empty space seemed to echo her absence, as if
it were a gaping hole in our reality. The noise of the crowd, the
smell of sweat and beer, and the grating sound of the
announcer’s voice seemed to fade into the background. All I
could hear was Ivy’s panting breaths as she repeated, “She’s
gone. Esme’s gone.”

I clenched my fists until my knuckles whitened, the icy
realization creeping through my veins. Our sweet, innocent
Esme, the one we’d promised to protect at all costs, was taken.
As I turned my gaze to my brothers, I could see the same look
mirrored in their eyes: a mixture of fury and fear that rarely
made its way to their usually composed faces.

“We need to find her. Now,” I stated, my voice sharp. The
weight of the situation was heavy, and we needed to move fast.

We were back at the Leclair Mansion within minutes, the
quiet hum of the city outside only amplifying the tense silence
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that had taken over us. I moved quickly through the house,
grabbing my laptop and the folders full of information we had
on every gang that could be responsible.

Rafe was already pacing, his massive form imposing as he
muttered curses under his breath. Damien stood stone-like, his
deep blue eyes reflecting a quiet rage that made me swallow. It
was rare to see him lose control, but the look in his eyes now
was one of someone about to unleash hell.

Ivy, her face pale, was pacing in front of the large bay
window that overlooked the private docks. Her auburn hair
seemed darker under the soft light of the room, her freckles
standing out on her ghostly white skin. I watched as she bit her
lip, her hazel eyes reflecting the worry that was coursing
through all of us.

“Why the hell was Esme even at the fight club?” Rafe’s
sudden outburst echoed in the room, a mixture of rage and
helplessness evident in his voice. The silence that followed
was deafening.

No one had an answer. We had all assumed that Esme was
safe at home. That she’d be tucked into bed, dreaming sweet
dreams as she usually did. She’d never shown any interest in
the fight club, let alone the dangerous world we inhabited.

“Did anyone tell her about the fights?” I finally asked,
breaking the silence.

I looked at Damien. He shook his head, “No. And she never
asked.”



“What if she followed you?” Ivy’s voice was small, filled
with guilt. “What if she saw you leaving and…”

“Followed us,” I finished for her, the possibility sinking in. It
wasn’t unlikely. Esme, curious as she was, might have decided
to see where we were going in the middle of the night.

“But why didn’t she say anything?” Rafe’s tone had lost its
initial fury, replaced now with a profound sense of guilt.

“Maybe she was scared,” Ivy offered, her eyes downcast.
“Maybe she thought you would be angry.”

“And so she hid. And got caught.” Rafe’s voice was barely a
whisper now.

“Enough!” Damien’s voice rang through the room, stopping
our spiraling thoughts. “We don’t know why she was there.
We may never know. But right now, we need to focus on
finding her.”

Damien was right. We were letting guilt and fear cloud our
judgment. We couldn’t afford that. Not now. Not when Esme
needed us.

“No word from Xavier?” I asked, my eyes scanning the
laptop screen.

“Nothing,” Damien’s voice was cold, a far cry from his usual
aloof tone. “And Xavier’s not one to let a golden opportunity
like this pass.”

The thought of Xavier laying a hand on Esme made my
blood boil. But we couldn’t let our anger dictate our actions.
This was about Esme and we had to be smart, cold, and



ruthless. We needed to be the monsters everyone thought we
were.

Hours passed like minutes as we pieced together every shred
of information we had. We contacted our informants, checked
security footage, and did everything possible to find a lead on
Esme’s location.

“You think it was Xavier?” Ivy’s voice broke through the
silence. She was standing next to me now, her hands clenched
tightly at her sides.

“We can’t rule him out,” I answered, my gaze locked onto
the screen. “But we can’t be certain either.”

Across the room, the grand mahogany table creaked under
the weight of Rafe as he sank into one of the leather chairs.
Dressed in a tight black tee that outlined his muscular frame
and distressed jeans, his figure was a stark contrast to the
opulence of the room. He dragged his hands through his
unkempt hair, his strong facial features contorted in
frustration. “This feels like we’re chasing our tails,” he
grumbled, the desperation unfamiliar in his usually composed
voice.

“We’ll find her,” Damien declared, his tone brokering no
argument.

The tension was palpable, each second that passed
magnifying our fear and anger. But under it all, there was a
strange kind of determination, a promise to bring Esme back.
We were the Leclair brothers, ruthless and resourceful, and we
wouldn’t stop until we had protected our own.



“What’s our next move then?” Ivy asked, breaking the
silence again.

“We split up, cover more ground,” Rafe suggested, his voice
laced with urgency.

“I’ll call some of my contacts, see if they’ve heard
anything,” Damien said, pulling out his phone.

“We can’t leave any stone unturned. Xavier might be a red
herring, but if he knows anything…” I left the sentence
hanging, my jaw set in determination.

“Then we will get it out of him,” Ivy finished, a fierce look
in her eyes.

And so we continued, each second passing bringing a new
wave of fear and anger. But underneath it all was a strange
kind of determination, a resolve to bring Esme back, no matter
what the cost. We were the Leclair brothers. We were ruthless,
we were resourceful, and we would stop at nothing to protect
our own.



t was a strange sight, the four of us — Damien, Lucien,
Rafe, and me — huddled around the large mahogany table

in the Leclair mansion’s study, a room usually reserved for
their secretive business dealings. But tonight, we were there
for a different reason. We were there for Esme.

“Nothing.” Rafe tossed another folder onto the pile of
discarded documents, his jaw tense, his grey eyes hard with
frustration. “No connections, no signs, nothing.”

He had been saying that for hours. All of us had. We had
searched through countless documents, scanned endless
surveillance footage, and tracked down every possible lead.
But we had found no evidence linking Xavier to Esme’s
disappearance.

The room filled with silence again, the tension almost
palpable. My hands were clenched tightly in my lap, my mind
replaying the last time I had seen Esme. Her bright blue eyes,
her soft laughter — all of it a painful reminder of what we had
lost. What we needed to find.
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“We need to think,” Damien’s low voice broke through my
thoughts. His piercing blue eyes met mine, holding a promise.
A promise to bring Esme back.

“How?” The word slipped out before I could stop it. I was
scared, confused, and the despair was starting to seep in.

Damien held my gaze, his expression unreadable. “We find
the right leverage.”

Lucien, who had been quietly scouring through a pile of
documents, suddenly straightened. “I think I might have found
something.” He held up a picture of a man, his face covered
with scars and his eyes cold and merciless.

“Who’s that?” Rafe asked, leaning forward to get a better
look at the picture.

“Brock Towes,” Lucien said, his eyes fixed on the picture.
“Marcus fought him a few weeks ago. He’s one of Xavier’s
men, rumored to have defected recently. He might know
something.”

I felt a spark of hope. “You think he’s involved?”

“It’s a lead,” Damien said, standing up. He began pacing the
room, a hand running through his dark hair. “We need to find
him. If Xavier’s not behind this, then this man might lead us to
whoever is.”

“Let’s do it,” I said, standing up. My fear was replaced by
determination. Esme needed us. “What’s the plan?”

Over the next hour, we formulated a rescue strategy. It was
messy, dangerous, but it was the only chance we had. As the



night stretched on, our shared mission became a beacon of
unity. Our differing viewpoints, the personal tensions between
us, they all receded, replaced by a singular focus: Esme’s
safety.

“I’ll send someone to track this guy down,” Rafe said, his
gaze fierce. “We need answers, and we need them fast.”

Damien nodded, his expression serious. “Lucien, you work
on your contacts. Ivy, be prepared, you’ll be coming with us.”

I was taken aback. “What? Why?”

“Because,” he said, holding my gaze, “if things go south,
we’re going to need a doctor.”

Despite the veil of determination each of us wore, the
underlying current of fear was impossible to ignore. Damien,
Lucien, Rafe… for all their imposing stature and hardened
expressions, they were terrified. The powerful Leclair
brothers, known for their ruthless dominance in the city’s
underworld, were reduced to worried siblings in the face of
their sister’s disappearance. The fear, though, was not merely
for Esme. I noticed their glances towards me, their eyes
shadowed with worry. They feared for my safety as well, an
emotion I never thought they would display.

The mood in the room turned solemn as we discussed our
strategy. I found myself studying their faces, looking past the
hardened features, the intimidating glares, the impenetrable
facade they presented to the world. There was vulnerability
there, a raw display of emotion I’d never seen before.



Damien, the eldest, had always been a fortress of icy control.
Yet, under the dim lighting of the room, his blue eyes revealed
a depth of worry that tugged at my heart. His fingers tapped
rhythmically against the wooden table, a restless gesture that
betrayed his calm exterior.

Lucien, who usually wore a cocky smirk, now sat there with
his brows furrowed, a grim line replacing his typically
mischievous grin. His green-gold eyes flickered over the
documents in front of him, intense and uncharacteristically
serious.

Rafe, the most physically imposing among them, appeared
oddly small, his broad shoulders slumped and grey eyes
stormy. The set of his jaw was hard, his lips pressed into a thin
line.

A surprising surge of sympathy swelled within me. These
ruthless men, were nothing more than scared brothers
desperately trying to save their sister. The harsh reality of their
world — our world — sank into me, and I found my own fear
retreating, replaced by a newfound resolve. I was here for
Esme, yes, but also for these three men who’d reluctantly
become a part of my life. We were in this together, and I’d be
damned if we didn’t get out of it together.

The tension between us had slowly morphed into an
understanding, a camaraderie fueled by the urgency of our
situation. The fear and uncertainty were still there, but so was
a collective determination. And despite everything, I couldn’t



help but feel a strange sense of security. I wasn’t alone in this.
I had them. And they had me.

As the hours rolled by, we found ourselves drawing closer,
not just physically but emotionally as well. We were not just
allies in this mission but a team, sharing our fears and hopes,
our weaknesses and strengths. And in that shared vulnerability,
I felt an unexpected intimacy between us, a connection I had
never imagined possible.

“You’re going to need to get some rest, Ivy,” he said, his
voice unusually soft.

Before I could respond, I felt his hand gently tuck a loose
strand of my hair behind my ear. I froze at the unexpected
contact, my breath hitching as I looked up into his eyes. They
held a depth of emotion I hadn’t seen before, worry, yes, but
something more… something deeper.

“Don’t worry, we’ll protect you,” he murmured, his gaze not
leaving mine.

I didn’t know what to say. All I could do was nod, the
warmth of his touch still lingering on my cheek.

It wasn’t that long ago that I had found myself in the
embrace of three pairs of arms, three pairs of lips, three
wanting cocks. My world had become an intoxicating
symphony of sensations; the rough heat of Rafe’s kiss, the
tantalizing sweep of Lucien’s fingers, the firm thrusts from all
three of them. It was an overwhelming experience, a
whirlwind of raw desire that had swept me into its tumultuous
grasp.



Now, here we were, surrounded by looming shadows that
danced along the extravagant walls, the flickering glow of the
fireplace casting an ethereal light that softened the harsh lines
of their faces. My breath hitched, my chest tight as I watched
each brother, taking in their shared expressions of grim
determination. Despite the lingering tension from our shared
encounter, a strange sense of calm washed over me. We were
about to embark on a dangerous mission, yet in this moment,
they were simply Damien, Lucien, and Rafe – the men who
had become so intricately entwined with my life, my heart.

“Are you okay?” Damien’s voice broke through my
thoughts, his piercing blue gaze fixing onto mine. He was
seated across from me, an air of quiet command radiating off
him. The hint of worry in his voice tugged at my heart, a stark
reminder of the emotional complexity that had begun to
develop between us.

“I’m fine,” I responded, my voice steady despite the whirl of
emotions swirling within me.

Rafe, sat silently on my other side. His intense grey eyes
roamed over my face, taking in my reaction. His silence spoke
volumes, a raw vulnerability that contradicted his usual brutish
demeanor. I felt the faint brush of his knuckles against mine, a
quiet show of support that sent warmth blooming in my chest.

Lucien, ever the charmer, attempted to lighten the mood with
a teasing smile, but his usually sparkling eyes were clouded
with worry. He leaned in closer, his proximity reigniting the



memory of our shared intimacy. “We’ve got this, Ivy,” he
murmured, his voice soft yet firm.

“I know,” I replied, offering him a shaky smile. “We’ll get
Esme back.”

Our shared resolve cemented in that moment, a mutual
understanding that flowed between us. For Esme, we were
ready to face whatever awaited us.

As we prepared for the impending mission, the undercurrent
of our shared intimacy lurked beneath our interactions. The
way Damien’s gaze lingered on me a second longer, the subtle
squeeze of Rafe’s hand, the heated brush of Lucien’s fingers
against mine; it all served as a stark reminder of the line we
had crossed. But rather than creating an uncomfortable rift, it
created an unexpected bond, a shared understanding that
transcended our initial circumstances.

Each of them was so different, yet they all held a piece of my
heart – a fact I was slowly beginning to accept. I was drawn to
them, their presence a constant source of comfort amidst the
chaos that had become my life. Their strength, their resilience,
their fierce loyalty towards those they cared for - it resonated
with something deep within me.

The tension in the room was tangible, and Rafe was the first
to break through it. His roughened fingers traced my cheek,
and his gray eyes looked into mine with an intensity that made
my heart thud loudly in my chest. He leaned in slowly, and I
found myself inching closer, my breath hitching as our lips
finally met.



he connection between Rafe and me was potent, a
magnetic force that pulled us together. As Rafe’s lips

claimed mine in a searing kiss, my body responded instantly, a
wave of desire crashing over me. His mouth was warm and
demanding, and as the intensity of the kiss grew, I found my
hands moving of their own accord, exploring the broad
expanse of his shoulders.

“Ivy…” Rafe murmured, his voice a low rumble against my
lips. He moved, pressing me back until the cool edge of
Damien’s desk dug into my hips. The normally mundane
object felt as if it was imbued with a sense of heightened
reality, becoming the stage for our blossoming intimacy.

Rafe’s hands were on my hips, holding me steady as he
deepened the kiss. His body pressed against mine, his chest
firm and warm even through the fabric of his shirt. But then
there was a rustling sound, and I opened my eyes just in time
to see Rafe discard his shirt. His chest was bare, the muscles
defined and sculpted, skin glowing softly in the dim light.
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“Rafe…” I breathed, my hands reaching out to trace the
contours of his abs. The sensation was electrifying, his skin
warm and smooth beneath my fingertips. I could feel the pulse
of his heartbeat, steady and strong, matching the rhythm that
pounded in my own chest.

The next thing I knew, Rafe was lifting me up, his hands
supporting my weight as he positioned me on the desk. His
body fit between my legs, his jeans rough against my thighs.
The desk was cold beneath me, but the chill was quickly
forgotten as Rafe’s hands found the hem of my shirt, pulling it
over my head and discarding it on the floor. His fingers traced
patterns on my bare skin, each touch sparking a wave of
anticipation that made me gasp.

The sound of Damien clearing his throat pulled us back from
the edge. He was watching, his eyes never straying from our
entwined bodies. There was a question in his gaze, a silent
query that Rafe answered with a nod.

Before I could process it, I found myself reaching out to
Damien. There was an invitation in my gesture, one that was
met with a flicker of surprise. But then, understanding
replaced the surprise. He didn’t need words to communicate
his acceptance. His gaze bore into mine, acknowledging the
unspoken invitation.

But just as he was about to step forward, the sound of
Lucien’s voice halted him. “May I join the party?” Lucien’s
tone was light, yet there was a hint of anticipation in his
words.



The question hung in the air, tension filling the room. It was
a crucial moment, a turning point that would shape the rest of
the night. When the answer came, it was from me. “Yes,” I
said, my voice barely above a whisper, yet full of
determination.

And with that, the room came alive once more. The four of
us were locked in a dance of passion and desire, a dance that
was as thrilling as it was nerve-wracking. The Leclair brothers
surrounded me, their presence overwhelming yet intoxicating.
There were whispers and murmurs, hands roaming and bodies
pressing against each other, as we succumbed to the heat of the
moment.

Damien’s hand found its way to my waist. His touch was
firm, yet gentle, eliciting a shiver of anticipation. I could feel
his hardness against my thigh, the outline of his cock straining
against his jeans. His other hand cupped my breast, his thumb
teasing my nipple through the fabric of my bra.

My eyes locked with Damien’s as he slid my bra off,
revealing my bare breasts. His touch sent a jolt of electricity
through my body, my nipples hardening under his gaze. His
hands were large, rough, yet gentle, and I arched into his
touch, craving more.

The air between us crackled with tension, each touch, each
whisper of skin against skin driving me to the brink. I lost
myself in the sensation, the taste of Damien, the feel of Rafe,
the sight of Lucien, their presence surrounding me.



In that intoxicating moment, the world outside the office
ceased to exist. All that mattered was the potent sensation of
three powerful bodies pressing me from all sides. Every
breath, every whisper sent tremors of anticipation coursing
through me. Rafe, Damien, and Lucien—three different flames
that blended together into a raging inferno of desire.

“Damien,” I sighed, my hands gripping the fabric of his
jeans. My fingertips traced the bulge pressing against the
denim, the tactile reminder of his arousal. My actions elicited
a low growl from him, and he captured my lips in a demanding
kiss. His hands continued their sensual assault, one on my
breast, his thumb stroking my nipple, while the other slid
lower, finding its way between my legs.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured against my lips. His
fingers delved beneath the waistband of my scrubs, stroking
my moistening folds through my panties. A moan escaped me
as I bucked against his hand, wanting more of his touch.

“Seems she’s ready for more,” Lucien’s voice broke through
the haze of pleasure. His hand moved to top of my scrubs,
pulling them down. His fingers were deft and precise, and
within seconds, my bottoms and panties joined the discarded
pile of clothes on the floor.

“Let’s see how well you take us, Ivy,” Rafe’s voice rumbled
from behind. I felt his large hands on my hips, lifting me
slightly, positioning me in a way that I was open to all of them.
I could feel his cock, hot and hard against my ass, and the
anticipation was maddening.



“Yes,” I whimpered, the word escaping my lips before I
could control it. I was splayed out before them, my body bare
and exposed, yet I felt no fear—only a burning desire that
threatened to consume me.

A collective growl resonated around me, a clear sign of their
approval. I felt a finger slip inside me, making me gasp. “So
tight,” Lucien murmured, his hand maneuvering between my
spread thighs, “Yet so fucking wet for us.”

Rafe’s hand was on my breast, kneading the flesh as his
thumb rolled my nipple. His other hand was gripping my hip,
his fingers digging into my skin, grounding me amidst the
storm of sensations.

Damien’s hands moved to my waist, lifting me up. I felt the
head of his cock nudging at my entrance, and I held my breath,
waiting. Then, with one firm thrust, he was inside me. I cried
out at the sudden invasion, my body stretching to
accommodate him.

“Fuck, Ivy,” Damien cursed, his voice strained as he
bottomed out. “You take me so well.”

From behind, I felt Rafe’s hands on my ass, spreading me for
him. I barely had time to register what was happening before I
felt the tip of his cock at my other entrance. The sensation was
overwhelming, and I couldn’t help the cry that slipped past my
lips.

“Relax, Ivy. You’re doing so well,” Rafe cooed, his voice
both soothing and arousing. And with that, he pushed inside.
The sensation was overwhelming, a heady mix of pleasure and



pain. I clung to Damien, my nails digging into his shoulders as
I adjusted to them.

With the brothers filling me completely, I was at their mercy.
The sensation was all-consuming. Every move they made sent
waves of pleasure rippling through me, my body responding
instinctively.

In the midst of the pleasure, I felt Lucien position himself
before me, his cock brushing against my lips. I opened my
mouth, taking him in, my tongue swirling around his head.

The Leclair brothers controlled the rhythm, their movements
synchronizing in a dance as old as time. I was in a whirlpool
of pleasure, every thrust, every lick sending me spiraling
further into ecstasy.

“Take more of me, Ivy,” Lucien encouraged, his voice a low
growl. His hand in my hair tightened, guiding me to take more
of his throbbing cock into my mouth. I felt the velvety
smoothness of him against my tongue, the faint salty taste
fueling my desire. I glanced up, catching Lucien’s gaze, his
eyes dark with lust. The sight made my core clench, the ache
between my legs intensifying.

“God, Ivy,” he breathed out, his other hand cupping my
cheek. “You’re doing so well.”

Behind me, Damien and Rafe didn’t let up. They moved in a
rhythmic dance, their thrusts driving deeper and deeper into
me. Every press of their bodies against mine was a delicious
torture, the firm muscles of their chests rubbing against my
back and breasts in a tantalizing manner.



“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Rafe gritted out, his hands on my hips
to control the depth of his thrusts.

“And wet,” Damien added, his fingers teasing my clit in a
circular motion. I whimpered around Lucien’s cock, my body
convulsing in pleasure. “She’s close.”

I could feel it—the coil in my stomach was winding tighter
with every passing second. Every thrust, every touch, every
lick was pushing me closer to the precipice. And from their
increased pace, I could tell the Leclair brothers were not far
behind.

“Are you going to cum for us, Ivy?” Lucien asked, his voice
a husky whisper. I could only nod, my mouth too occupied to
respond verbally. He smirked, then. “Do it. Let us feel you
come apart.”

The command, spoken in such a dominant tone, triggered
something within me. A tidal wave of pleasure washed over
me, and I came with a shattering cry that was muffled by
Lucien’s cock. My walls tightened around Damien and Rafe,
the spasms drawing out their own climaxes.

Their grunts and groans of pleasure filled the room, their
bodies stiffening as they spilled their hot cum inside me. The
sensation of being filled so completely was a rush, the heat
radiating from their bodies enveloping me in a cocoon of
satisfaction.

Exhausted and spent, we collapsed in a tangled heap on the
office floor. Their praises, their words of approval filled my



ears, and I found myself basking in the afterglow of our shared
passion.

“You were amazing, Ivy,” Damien praised, his lips brushing
against the sensitive skin of my neck. “You took us so well.”

Rafe’s hand lazily traced patterns on my thigh, his touch
soothing after the intense session. “No one’s ever taken us like
that.”

Even Lucien, who was usually more playful, seemed
subdued. “We should do this more often,” he suggested, a
satisfied smile playing on his lips.



he rain began as a drizzle, but by the time we pulled up
to the decaying warehouse that the brothers had

managed to track Esme to, it was a torrential downpour. Water
drummed heavily on the roof of our black SUV, the rhythm
relentless and hauntingly appropriate for the mission we were
about to undertake.

Rafe’s men had tracked down Brock Towes and, from what
Rafe said, it didn’t take much to make him talk. He told us
where Esme was being held and confirmed that Xavier had
been behind the kidnapping.

The warehouse loomed in front of us, a monolith of concrete
and corrugated steel, ominous in the gray twilight. Icy dread
coiled in my gut. This wasn’t my world. I was a med student
turned reluctant fight club physician, not a soldier. Yet here I
was, shoulder to shoulder with the Leclair brothers, about to
infiltrate a rival gang’s lair.

“Remember, Ivy,” Lucien’s voice was low and reassuring in
my ear, pulling me out of my internal monologue. His golden-
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green eyes flickered with determination as he met my gaze.
“Stay close. We’re getting Esme and getting out. Nothing else
matters.”

I nodded, mustering up a confidence I didn’t feel. I wasn’t a
helpless damsel, I reminded myself. I had a role to play in this.

The brothers moved with a lethal grace, their bodies honed
weapons as they slipped from the car and into the rain. I
followed suit, my heart pounding as we edged closer to the
warehouse.

Inside, the place was as grim as its exterior. Dimly lit, it
smelled of damp and decay. Yet, I felt a surge of adrenaline.
Fear was a luxury I couldn’t afford. I focused instead on the
job at hand.

A sudden commotion had us pressing against a wall.
Footsteps approached and I held my breath, my body pressed
against Damien’s solid form. His hand found mine in the dark,
the comforting squeeze speaking volumes. It was in that
moment that the first pang of unexpected inspiration hit me. I
pulled my hand free and unzipped my bag, feeling for the tiny
devices Felix had given me earlier.

“What are you doing?” Damien’s whisper was tense.

“Just trust me,” I murmured, securing the first mini-camera
on the corner of the hallway. This was my contribution, my
way of providing support. If we could map the layout of this
place, find out where they kept their captives, it could give us
the upper hand.



We moved in sync, systematically clearing each room. My
fingers worked swiftly, setting up more cameras at strategic
points. Fear and adrenaline fought a fierce battle inside me,
but I was surprisingly clear-headed.

Our luck ran out when we barged into a room filled with
armed guards. Damien moved first, his gun firing in a
whirlwind of lethal precision. Lucien and Rafe were right
behind him, engaging the enemies with brutal efficiency.

I crouched behind a fallen beam, my heart pounding in my
chest. The gunfire was deafening. I watched in horror as
Damien was hit, a cry tearing from his lips as he fell.
Something primal surged within me.

Forgetting everything else, I darted out of my hiding spot.
“Damien!” My voice echoed in the vast space.

“Ivy, stay back!” Lucien roared, but it was too late. I was
already beside Damien, my medical instincts taking over. I
pressed my hand against the gunshot wound in his side, my
scrubs instantly soaking with his blood.

“Stay with me, Damien,” I whispered fiercely, meeting his
pained gaze. He grunted, his hand gripping mine tightly. I
could tell from the extent of the bleeding that the bullet had hit
an artery. I needed to stop it or Damien wouldn’t last long.

Rafe and Lucien fought off the remaining guards, their
movements a chaotic dance of violence and power, but I
barely noticed. My entire world had narrowed to the man
beneath my hands and the hot, wet stickiness that was his
blood.



I pressed down harder, my other hand fumbling in my bag
for a compression bandage. My heart pounded in rhythm with
each pulse of blood that soaked my scrubs. Damien’s eyes,
usually so vibrant and intense, were clouded with pain, his
breathing ragged.

“Damien, you need to stay with me,” I said again, my voice
a desperate plea. I finally found the bandage and pressed it
down against the wound, using all my weight to try and
staunch the flow of blood.

For what felt like an eternity, I worked. My mind was a
whirlwind of medical knowledge, my hands moving with a
dexterity I didn’t know I possessed. The world around me
faded, the gunshots, the smell of sweat and fear, the cold
concrete under my knees - all of it lost in the singular focus of
keeping Damien alive.

Finally, the bleeding slowed. I let out a shaky breath, my
hands trembling as I secured the bandage. Damien’s hand
squeezed mine, his lips curving into a weak smile. “You’re…
impressive, Ivy.” He managed to gasp out.

Relief flooded me. “I’ll take that as a compliment,” I replied,
my voice shaky. I brushed a damp lock of hair off his
forehead, my heart aching at the sight of him in pain.

It was then I realized the gunfire had stopped. I looked up to
find Lucien and Rafe watching me, their expressions a mix of
relief and newfound respect. “She’s good,” Lucien murmured,
meeting Rafe’s gaze.



“She’s better than good,” Rafe replied, his voice gruff but
filled with admiration. “She’s one of us.”

The moment was shattered when an ominous click echoed
through the warehouse. I looked up, my heart pounding in my
chest as I saw a red light blinking from the corner of the room.
A sudden realization hit me.

“It’s a trap,” I whispered, my eyes widening in horror. The
realization hit me like a punch to the gut. I’d been so focused
on saving Damien that I hadn’t considered the possibility of a
trap.

“What?” Lucien asked, his golden-green eyes wide.

“The blinking light,” I pointed, “I think it’s a bomb.”

The words hung heavy in the air, the silence that followed
was deafening. The red light blinked again, and my stomach
churned. Our mission had gone from dangerous to deadly. We
were in the heart of the enemy’s territory with a ticking bomb
and no clear way out.



he deafening rhythm of the bomb’s countdown
thundered in my ears, a macabre metronome, amplifying

the pulsing fear that gripped us. We were faced with a bomb, a
crude configuration of wires and circuits that made up a
precarious puzzle.

“Red or blue?” Damien broke the tension, his voice barely
above a whisper, carrying the heavy weight of our fate. He
was visibly tense, sweat dotting his brow, his well-fitted suit
clinging to his muscular form.

Rafe, with his cool, icy eyes, was a beacon of calm in our
storm of panic. His gaze was locked onto the bomb, the
intense focus evident in his taut expression. His silence was
unnerving but oddly comforting. He gave a nod towards the
blue wire.

Damien moved, his hand gripping a small knife with a
trembling certainty. The seconds on the countdown clock
seemed to slow, their steady march towards zero amplifying
our collective anxiety. His hand wavered over the jumble of
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wires, the silver of the knife glinting ominously in the dim
lighting. The room was thick with tension, the air heavy with
anticipation.

Finally, he sliced through the blue wire, his action echoing
through the vast emptiness of the warehouse. The countdown
stuttered, pausing for a heart-stopping moment before
resuming its countdown at a slower pace and then finally
stopping. We exhaled, relief sweeping over us in a soothing
wave.

“Got it,” Damien declared, the words seeming to suck the
tension out of the room.

With the immediate danger of the bomb behind us, we began
to navigate the gloomy labyrinth of the warehouse. Its
towering shelves and shadowy corners were haunting, a stark
reminder of the danger that still lurked. We tread carefully, the
soles of our boots whispering against the cold concrete, our
collective breaths uneven in the unsettling quiet.

The smell of oil and decay permeated the air, a grim
testament to the warehouse’s history. The image of Esme, her
eyes wide and scared, flashed in my mind, stoking the fires of
our determination.

Rafe led us through the warehouse, the dim lighting casting
him in an eerie glow. We each took separate paths, a silent
agreement passing between us. Our mission was clear - find
Esme and get out alive.

As we ventured deeper into the heart of the warehouse, the
sense of danger grew stronger. It was a tangible presence, its



weight pressing down on us. Each step took us closer to our
goal and yet further into the danger zone.

Rafe navigated the maze of passages with an uncanny sense
of direction, his silent instructions guiding us. We moved with
a shared purpose, our determination overriding our fear. The
stakes were too high for any hesitation.

We moved forward, slipping through the narrow hallway of
the warehouse, our steps light as we tried to keep our presence
undetected. The air was thick with anxiety, the image of a
captured Esme a silent motivator pushing us onwards.

When we finally found her, she was in a dimly lit corner of
the warehouse, tied to a chair. Fear was etched onto her young
face, but the moment she saw us, a glimmer of hope ignited in
her bright blue eyes.

“Esme,” I breathed her name, rushing towards the tiny,
shivering figure in the corner of the room. My fingers fumbled
with the knots securing her, the icy fear wrapping around my
heart turning my normally nimble fingers into clumsy digits.

Esme nearly collapsed into my arms, her small frame
trembling with the aftermath of terror. “Ivy,” her voice was
hoarse, broken by sobs and the harsh reality she’d faced. Tears
streamed down her young, innocent face, and my heart
clenched at the sight.

The moment of reunion was fleeting, our celebration cut
short by the ominous sound of boots scraping against concrete,
a dread-filled symphony that reverberated through the vast
expanse of the warehouse.



“Company,” Rafe growled, instantly taking position at the
doorway, his towering frame a sturdy barricade between us
and the impending threat. His fingers curled around the cold
steel of his gun, knuckles turning white from the pressure.

Beside him, Damien limped into place, his pallid face drawn
tight with pain. His shirt was soaked with blood from the
gunshot wound, the dark stain spreading across his finely
tailored suit. “Just our luck,” he grimaced, gripping his firearm
despite the obvious discomfort.

Lucien, ever the calm in the storm, joined his brothers at the
frontline. His sea-green eyes were hard, reflecting the
unwavering resolve that had carried them through countless
battles.

The room was soon flooded with menacing figures, their
firearms gleaming ominously in the pallid light. As they
emerged from the darkness, I instinctively tightened my hold
on Esme, the realization of the danger we were in seeping
deeper into my consciousness.

I scanned the room, searching for an escape route, when my
gaze caught something glinting at the corner of the room.
Sitting on the shelf was a small drone. My heart sank when I
recognized it as the same drone Felix had been working on the
night Damien had come to our small apartment.

I was quickly drawn from my thoughts as chaos ensued. It
wasn’t just a fight; it was a war waged in a confined room, the
stakes higher than ever.



Rafe’s voice cut through the turmoil, commanding and clear,
“Lucien, right flank. Damien, take the left. I’ve got the
middle.” His orders were met with immediate action, the
brothers diving headfirst into the fray.

Their communication was minimal, limited to terse shouts
and brief instructions. “Duck, Rafe!” Damien’s warning came
a split second before a bullet whizzed past where Rafe’s head
had been a moment ago. “Thanks,” Rafe grunted, his attention
already redirected to his next opponent.

Lucien was a silent force to be reckoned with, his
movements swift and lethal. “Cover me,” he ordered Damien,
launching himself towards an adversary who was edging
dangerously close to us.

“Got it!” Damien acknowledged, although his shots were
less precise due to his injury, his face contorted with exertion.
Despite his condition, he still fought fiercely, his
determination outweighing the pain.

Their unity, however, didn’t lessen the grim reality that
loomed over us. As the fight wore on, I couldn’t shake off the
sight of Felix’s drone. What was it doing here? As if drawn by
a magnet, I found myself drifting towards the little gadget, my
heart pounding against my ribs.

With trembling hands, I picked it up. The feeling that greeted
me was a slap to the face - Felix was working with Esme’s
kidnappers, and here in my hands lay the damning evidence.

Gradually, the tide of the fight turned in our favor. Each
blow they delivered, each bullet they fired, whittled down the



enemy forces until only we remained standing. But there was
no time to rest, no time to acknowledge our victory.

“Heads up, we’re moving out!” Rafe barked the order, still
alert for any unseen danger. Without wasting a moment, we
hastened out of the warehouse, the adrenaline coursing
through our veins serving as the only fuel we needed.

The echo of the fight still seemed to ring in our ears as we
made our hasty retreat from the warehouse. Hearts pounding
against our ribcages like frantic drumbeats, adrenaline was the
only thing keeping us on our feet as we ran into the cover of
darkness. The taste of victory was bittersweet – while we had
Esme back, the sting of Felix’s betrayal was a fresh wound.



he heaviness in the air was almost suffocating as I
stepped into the dimly lit living room of the Leclair

mansion. I could taste the unease on the tip of my tongue, the
echoes of our escape from Xavier’s hideout still fresh in the
room. It felt as if a hurricane had swept through us, scattering
debris of shock and disbelief.

In my hands, I held a piece of evidence that felt heavier than
its weight – a sleek, matte drone that Felix, my brother, had
designed for Xavier.

The Leclair brothers were sprawled across the room, the
typically vibrant mansion was unusually silent. I stepped
forward, my voice shaking as I lifted the drone, letting it catch
the light.

“Felix built this,” I said, the harsh reality of his betrayal
knotting my stomach. The room plunged into an oppressive
silence as they stared at the drone, their eyes hardening with
the implications.
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“Impossible,” Rafe rumbled, his fists clenched, muscles tight
with barely suppressed rage.

“We’ve seen his blueprints,” Damien added, his typically
impassive face flickering with a flash of betrayal.

A hollow laugh burst from my lips. “It’s true. I knew Felix
was involved with Xavier, but I didn’t know…I didn’t know
he was building them technology. I just thought he was
borrowing more money…” My voice tapered off into a
whisper, guilt and anger welling up in me.

The silence that followed was heavy, fraught with tension
and unspoken words. I saw their faces in the dim light, their
expressions mirrored my own - shock, anger, but underneath it
all, an underlying sense of betrayal. We were all grappling
with the reality of Felix’s actions, of how he’d allied himself
with our enemy.

It was Lucien who broke the silence. “We’ve all been
betrayed, Ivy,” he said, his voice soft, his golden eyes glowing
in the dim light. “It’s a shit feeling. But it doesn’t define us. It
doesn’t define Felix.”

His words echoed in the room, weaving threads of comfort
and understanding between us. I found myself locking gazes
with him, my breath hitching at the raw sincerity in his eyes.

“I’m sorry,” I managed to whisper, my voice choked with
unshed tears. “I’m sorry for what he did.”

Lucien stood up, crossing the room in long strides until he
stood before me. He took the drone from my hands, his touch



lingering for a moment on my fingers. His gaze was intense as
he looked at me, his voice lowering into a husky whisper.

“Ivy,” he started, “we’ve all done things we aren’t proud of.
We’ve all had people we care about let us down. But we get
back up. We move forward.”

His words, their meaning, pierced through me, making my
breath hitch. Damien and Rafe were silent, their eyes on us,
their faces softer than I’d ever seen before.

I met Lucien’s gaze, my heart pounding as he looked at me
with a mixture of sympathy and understanding. His hand
reached out to touch my shoulder, the heat of his touch seeping
through the fabric of my shirt and right into my soul. I
shuddered, unable to tear my eyes away from his.

“And Ivy,” Lucien added, his voice a soothing balm over my
raw emotions, “you have us now.”

Those four words shattered something within me, the dam
holding back my tears broke and they fell freely down my
cheeks. I nodded, unable to trust my voice. Damien and Rafe
were silent, their brooding presences offering a strength I
hadn’t realized I needed until now.

“Life’s a bitch, Ivy,” Rafe said, “But you’re stronger. You’re
tougher. You can handle it.”

In this mansion, amidst these men, I found solace. Each day
was a battle, each night a war, but they fought with me, they
stood with me, their solidarity my greatest comfort. Their



strength became my strength, their resilience my resilience,
their hope my hope.

A sudden sharp gasp from Damien punctuated the silence.
My eyes snapped to him as he staggered back, his hand
clutching at his side. His face was ashen, beads of sweat
trickling down his forehead, his icy blue eyes narrowing in
pain. His knees buckled, and he collapsed to the floor.

“Damien!” I screamed, lurching to my feet. The room
exploded into chaos. Rafe and Lucien were on their feet
instantly, rushing towards their older brother. I darted past
them, dropping to my knees beside Damien.

“Damien, talk to me,” I said, my voice trembling. His shirt
was stained with fresh blood, the crimson stark against the
white fabric. The sight sent a cold dread spiraling down my
spine. It was his gunshot wound.

“He needs to get to the medical suite,” I said, my mind
switching into autopilot.



afe and Lucien carefully lifted Damien between them,
and we rushed down the hall towards the medical suite.

The stark lights of the room were a harsh contrast to the dim
ambiance of the living area we’d left behind.

“Lucien, I need more light,” I barked, my eyes never leaving
Damien’s rapidly paling face. “Rafe, bring the bandages and
antibiotics.” The room was filled with a frantic energy as we
all jumped into action, moving with purpose and desperation.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself, and quickly sliced
through the fabric of Damien’s shirt, revealing the gruesome
wound beneath. Fresh blood seeped out from around the
hastily applied bandages from earlier, staining the white sheet
under him.

“We should have taken care of this sooner,” I muttered to
myself, frustration gnawing at me.

Rafe reappeared, his large hands gripping a handful of
bandages and vials of antibiotics. I gave him a nod of thanks

R

Chapter 23

Ivy



before I resumed my work. Lucien, meanwhile, worked on
adjusting the harsh overhead lights, casting a concentrated
beam on the wound, enhancing the dreadful sight before us.

With deft hands, I cleaned and disinfected the wound, the
harsh smell of the antiseptic filling the air. I could feel the
weight of Rafe and Lucien’s gazes on me, their worry almost
palpable. We all held our breaths as I stitched up the gaping
wound, trying to shut out the grotesque squelching sound that
echoed in the silent room.

“I need the antibiotics, now!” I demanded, extending my
hand towards Rafe. The large man fumbled for a moment
before handing me a vial and a syringe.

With quick efficiency, I drew the right dosage and
administered it to Damien. His body tensed, a soft grunt
escaping his lips as I inserted the needle, but he remained
unconscious.

The harsh beeping of the heart monitor filled the room, the
constant rhythm providing a grim soundtrack to our
emergency operation. Damien’s breaths came in shallow and
uneven, each one making my own heart beat a tad faster.

As I finally wound a clean bandage around his torso, the
adrenaline that had been propelling me started to fade. The
crisis, for now, was over. Damien was stable.

Exhaustion crashed over me like a wave. I stumbled back,
almost losing my footing. Strong arms caught me before I
could hit the ground. It was Rafe. His concerned gaze flitted



between me and his unconscious brother. Lucien mirrored his
worry, his golden eyes reflecting a deep-seated fear.

“We have to monitor him closely,” I instructed, my voice
hoarse. “He should recover, but the next few hours are
crucial.”

They nodded, a shared determination lighting up their eyes.
We were in this together, for better or worse. In the face of
danger, in the grip of fear, our bonds only seemed to
strengthen. It was a strange comfort to know that in this world
of blood and shadows, I was not alone.

Damien’s collapse served as a stark reminder of the danger
that was our reality. It showed me that the Leclairs were not
invincible, that they could hurt, bleed, fall. But it also showed
me that in their vulnerability, they trusted me. And in that
trust, I found a strange sense of solace, a sense of belonging.

I watched as the steady rhythm of Damien’s heart rate on the
monitor continued, the steady beeping sound the most
beautiful music to my ears. I ran a hand through my hair,
exhaustion pulling at my eyelids. But I felt relief wash over
me, a powerful tidal wave that nearly knocked me off my feet.

Rafe and Lucien hovered by the doorway of the medical
suite, their expressions solemn but visibly relieved. Their
clothes were speckled with their brother’s blood, the grim
evidence of the trauma we’d been through. The light from the
overhead lamp reflected off their weary faces, their eyes
brimming with concern and unspoken gratitude. We were all



aware of how close we had come to losing Damien, the eldest
Leclair brother and the rock upon which we had been leaning.

There was a stillness that engulfed the room. It felt like we
were in the eye of a storm, the calm spot where the chaos
surrounding us had no reach. It was a moment that seemed to
last a lifetime, the lingering tension between the brothers and I
dissipating in the face of our shared relief.

“It seems we owe you again, Ivy,” Lucien finally broke the
silence, his voice softer than I’d ever heard before. His usual
roguish grin was absent, replaced by a look of genuine
appreciation.

“I…I just did what I had to,” I stammered, my voice
sounding strangely loud in the quiet room. I was suddenly very
conscious of the brothers’ eyes on me, the intensity of their
gazes making my skin heat up. The air was thick with an
emotion I couldn’t quite place, their stares so intent it was as if
they were seeing me for the first time.

“You did more than that, Ivy,” Rafe’s gruff voice echoed
from the doorway, a strange tenderness underlining his words.
He moved closer, his heavy steps echoing through the room
until he was standing right next to me. His hand brushed
against mine, a gesture that sent an unexpected thrill through
me.

My heart pounded against my ribcage, my eyes darting
between the two brothers as a realization dawned on me. There
was something more to the way they looked at me, a mutual
feeling that went beyond gratitude or relief. A shared emotion



that connected us, binding us together in a way I couldn’t fully
understand.

And then, without any warning, Lucien moved towards me.
His hand reached out, brushing against my cheek in a feather-
like touch, his eyes holding mine in a potent gaze. I felt my
breath hitch, the reality of the situation sinking in.

My thoughts raced, and the sudden intensity of the moment
drowned out all noise and sensation except for Lucien’s hand
on my cheek, and his gaze that was almost hypnotic.

Just as I thought he was about to lean in, a high pitched
alarm blared into existence, shattering the silence like a bullet
through glass. My heart jumped, a fresh surge of adrenaline
flooding through me. Both Lucien and Rafe stiffened, their
gazes moving from me towards the direction of the sound.

“That’s the perimeter alarm,” Lucien muttered, his hand
falling away from my face. His usual charm was replaced by
an icy hardness.

“Intruders,” Rafe growled, his grey eyes flashing with anger.

I swallowed hard, my pulse thundering in my ears. I had no
idea what I was walking into, but I knew I had to be ready for
anything.

In an instant, they were out the door, their silhouettes
disappearing into the hallway, leaving me in the silence of the
medical suite. The alarm continued to blare, a sharp reminder
of the danger lurking outside.



Despite my fear, I felt an urge to follow them, a strange
instinct to be a part of whatever was happening. After all,
wasn’t this part of the package when I’d agreed to stay with
the Leclairs? With a deep breath, I headed out, my heart
pounding against my ribs as I moved swiftly through the
mansion, following the sounds of commotion.

The night had settled in, and the mansion was shrouded in
darkness, the only light coming from the dim overhead bulbs
lining the hallways. As I ventured further, the sounds of
yelling and movement became clearer. I could discern
Lucien’s voice among the chaos, its timbre an unusual mix of
command and menace.

Outside, the sight that greeted me was one of sheer chaos.
Xavier’s men, a notorious gang, had infiltrated the property,
their eyes gleaming with malicious intent in the moonlight.
Lucien and Rafe stood at the front line, their stances defiant,
ready to protect their turf.

“We don’t want any trouble, Xavier,” Lucien’s voice was
firm, his eyes never leaving the intruders.

“But trouble is all you’ve been giving us, Leclair,” a voice
called out from the crowd. A man stepped forward. Even in
the dim light, his cruel smile was evident. Xavier.

I could see Rafe’s fists clenching and unclenching at his side,
his body humming with contained aggression. His gaze locked
onto mine briefly before returning to Xavier with a heightened
fury.



Suddenly, a shot rang out, echoing through the mansion’s
grounds. I gasped, my heart stopping for a moment. The bullet
ricocheted off a nearby wall, but it was a clear warning.

“Next one won’t miss,” Xavier threatened, his grin
widening.



s the chilling wind howled through the gaps in the
imposing stone edifice of the Leclair mansion, the

cobbled path that led to its massive, wooden double doors was
teeming with sinister figures. We had retreated inside, and
from the window of the mansion, I watched as Xavier’s
menacing entourage gathered ominously. The lamplight from
the mansion’s exterior wall sconces highlighted their deadly
weapons and their equally deadly expressions. My heart
hammered in my chest. Despite everything I had seen since
being entangled with the Leclairs, nothing prepared me for this
imminent onslaught.

The seriousness of Damien’s injuries had slowed us down,
leaving us vulnerable. He was in no shape to fight, and that
made us weak, cornered. But weakness wasn’t an option for
us. We were a unit - me, Rafe, Lucien, and even Damien in his
current condition. We gathered in the medical suite, Damien’s
unconscious form casting an eerie shadow on the situation.

A

Chapter 24

Ivy



I could see the hardened look in Rafe’s stormy grey eyes. It
wasn’t just anger, it was a promise - a promise to rip apart
anyone who threatened their own. His broad frame radiated
menace and authority. His typically unruly dark hair was
slicked back, away from his face, revealing the beginnings of a
scruffy beard. He was a primal force, ready for battle.

Next to him, Lucien appeared deceptively casual, leaning
against the wall with his arms crossed. Yet, I could see the
tension coiling in his lean physique. His hair, a mix of light
and dark brown, was tousled, the golden streaks catching the
dim light in the room. His eyes, a shade that alternated
between green and gold, were dark, simmering with a burning
rage. His relaxed demeanor belied the deadly intentions hidden
beneath.

And then there was me - Ivy, the med student turned
reluctant gang doctor. My usually neat auburn curls were
messily tied back, leaving my face bare. My hazel eyes, I
knew, were flashing with determination. I was clad in a simple
white tee and black leggings, the dark contrast accentuating
my pale, creamy skin.

We were a motley crew, but bound by loyalty and an urgent
need for survival.

“Lucien, take the back entrance,” Rafe ordered, his voice
gruff but steady. “I’ll deal with the front. Ivy, you stay with
Damien. Don’t leave this room unless it’s absolutely
necessary.”



“We need a plan B,” I interjected, my voice firm. “If they
breach the mansion, we need a way out.”

Lucien’s lips curled into a small, dangerous smile. “Don’t
worry, darling. We’ve got a few tricks up our sleeves.”

Their plan was a strategic ballet of violence, honed over
years of navigating the treacherous underworld they lived in.
They moved with efficiency, their orders crisp and their
movements swift. It was a reminder of the ruthless men they
were, the life they led. It was dark, dangerous, and a stark
contrast to my former existence.

And then, the assault began.

The first explosion echoed through the mansion, rattling the
window panes. I could hear the sharp crack of gunfire, the
harsh yells of men, and the thundering crashes as the intruders
tried to force their way in. I stayed with Damien, my hand
tightly clasping his as I tried to suppress my fear.

The cacophony outside was muffled, as if the mansion’s
walls were trying to shield us from the terror beyond them. I
could hear my own heartbeat, a thunderous rhythm that
drowned everything else. Time seemed to stretch out, each
second feeling like an hour. My mind played images of worst-
case scenarios, making my heart race even faster.

Suddenly, a noise behind me broke the numbing trance. A
door creaked open, its sound sharp against the ominous silence
of the room. I whipped around, heart hammering against my
ribs, as I saw a familiar figure sneak into the room.



“Felix!” I whispered sharply. He was here, my brother, the
traitor, amongst Xavier’s men. Yet seeing him didn’t bring me
the rage I expected, but relief. A desperate, heartbreaking
relief that brought tears stinging to my eyes. His hazel eyes, so
similar to mine, were wide with fear, his usually fair skin
ghostly pale. His dark hair was disheveled, a stark contrast
against his white shirt now stained with grime and what
looked horribly like blood.

“Ivy,” he choked out, looking at me as if he’d seen a ghost.
“You’re alive.”

I took a step towards him, my mind spinning with a hundred
questions, a thousand accusations. But the chaos outside
reminded me of our precarious situation, and I quickly
snapped back to reality. “Why are you here, Felix?”

Guilt washed over his features, so stark that it almost made
me flinch. “I… I’m so sorry, Ivy. I had to…”

His voice trailed off, and I could see the tremor in his hands,
the terror in his eyes. I felt a chill creep up my spine.
Something was very wrong here.

“Felix,” I said, my voice stern. “Tell me. Why did you do
this? Why did you betray us?”

He let out a shaky breath, his gaze focused on the
unconscious Damien. “Xavier… he said… he said he’d let you
go if I built him tech and helped him take down the Leclairs.
He promised me, Ivy. He said you would be safe.”



I stood there, stunned into silence. His words hung in the air
like a death sentence, heavy with regret and a renewed sense
of betrayal. My own brother had been working with the
enemy, had brought this chaos upon us, all because of a false
promise.

“But he lied,” Felix continued, his voice barely a whisper.
“He said he’d kill you all once he was done. I… I couldn’t let
that happen.”

His confession hit me like a punch to the gut. This was not
just a simple betrayal. It was a tangled web of deceit and
desperation. It was Felix, pushed into a corner, making a
terrible choice for the sake of me. It was a harsh reality that
made my knees weak, my heart heavy with dread.

“I’m so sorry, Ivy,” he said again, his voice breaking. “I… I
didn’t know what else to do.”

In that moment, I realized the depth of the abyss we were in.
This was a dark world where choices were made out of
desperation, where loyalty was a luxury one could not always
afford. It was a world where my brother had become a traitor,
and I, a gang’s physician. It was a reality far harsher than I’d
ever imagined.

My mind was a whirl of thoughts, but I knew I had to stay
focused. We needed to survive this. There was no time for
blame, no time for regret. The real enemy was still out there,
and we had to fight.

“Felix,” I said finally, my voice steady. “You’re here now.
Help us fight them.”



“I’ll help,” Felix responded, a new determination replacing
the fear in his eyes. The haunted look he bore only moments
ago had vanished, replaced by the steely resolve of a man on a
mission. “I’ll do whatever it takes.”

And so, we joined forces. Felix and I, siblings turned allies
in a battle we hadn’t asked for. Together, we strategized,
planning our defense and forming a route of escape. Despite
the looming danger, I couldn’t help but feel a spark of hope.
We were still standing, fighting, refusing to bow down to
Xavier’s tyranny.

The next few hours were a blur of adrenaline and action. We
relayed information to Rafe and Lucien, providing them with
strategic insights that Felix had overheard from Xavier’s men.
Our plan seemed to be working, the Leclairs using their skills
and Felix’s intel to gain the upper hand.

I could hear the shift in the tides outside, the Leclairs’ roars
of challenge replaced with the intruders’ cries of defeat. It was
a bloody ballet of power and survival, and we were the
unlikely choreographers.

The victory, however, came at a cost. Much of the mansion
was in shambles, a ghost of its former grandeur. Once elegant
rooms were now scarred with bullet holes and stained with
blood. The echoes of the battle were embedded in every
corner, a haunting reminder of the war we had waged.

But the physical destruction paled in comparison to the
emotional toll. Damien’s condition, thankfully, hadn’t
worsened. Lucien and Rafe, though victorious, were not



unscathed. They bore wounds of their own, badges of their
battle against Xavier’s men. Lucien’s charming smile was
marred by a bloody cut across his cheek, and Rafe’s stormy
grey eyes were shadowed by exhaustion and pain.

Felix too bore the scars of the night, a deep cut on his arm
and guilt etched deep into his features. Yet, he stood tall, ready
to face the consequences of his actions, ready to atone for his
betrayal.

It was a grim picture, our victory. We had won, but not
without losses. But amidst the chaos and the heartbreak, there
was an unexpected bond forged. We were no longer just the
physician and the gang or the sister and the traitor. We were
survivors, allies in a war we had won together.

As the sun began to rise, casting a golden hue on the battered
mansion, I found myself drawing strength from our hard-
fought victory. We had stood against the storm, faced our
demons, and come out alive. We had scars, yes, both physical
and emotional. But we were still standing, together.

We would heal, and we would rebuild. Xavier’s tyranny had
failed to break us. If anything, it had only made us stronger.
We were more than a team now. We were a family, bound not
by blood, but by loyalty and shared experiences. And no
matter what came next, I knew we would face it, together.



wo weeks. Two weeks had passed since the mansion
was invaded and Damien had been shot. The once

elegant manor, a fortress in its own right, was marred by the
effects of the violent intrusion. Plaster and rubble littered the
grand hallways, bullet holes punctured the woodwork, and the
once immaculate paintwork was tarnished with scorch marks.
Yet it was still standing, still defiant, much like its inhabitants.

Crews of workers swarmed over the house, restoring it to its
former glory, their drills and hammers echoing in the air. They
had made good progress. New walls had been erected, the
bullet holes filled, and fresh paint applied. It was almost as if
the attack had never happened, the physical evidence slowly
being wiped away. But the memories lingered, like ghosts in
the hallways, refusing to be exorcised.

I passed Felix’s room as I walked through the hallways. The
brother’s had offered to let him stay in the mansion after he
had helped repel the attack by Xavier’s men. Even so, they
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didn’t fully trust him yet, and there was a guard posted outside
his room.

In the sophisticated medical suite, I found solace. Here, I
was in my element, my skills put to use. Damien had been on
the brink of death when I’d managed to stabilize him. He was
recovering now, his strength returning slowly. I still remember
the sigh of relief that had washed over me when I saw his blue
eyes flutter open for the first time after the incident.

He had been silent for a moment before a weak smile had
appeared on his face. “I knew you wouldn’t let me die, Ivy,”
he’d rasped, his voice hoarse but the spark in his eyes
undimmed. I couldn’t help but return the smile, despite the
circumstances.

Lucien and Rafe had been constant fixtures by Damien’s
bedside during his recovery, their expressions hard and
unreadable. Yet there were fleeting moments when their walls
came down. Moments when I saw the worry etched in their
eyes, the clenching of their jaw, the whitening of their
knuckles as they held onto Damien’s hand. It was in these
moments that I saw the depth of their bond, their unbreakable
unity.

But there was another realization that dawned upon me, one
that left me in a whirl of confusion and apprehension - my
feelings for the Leclair brothers. It was not just attraction, not
anymore. I felt a connection with them, a deep and undeniable
bond. The way they fought for their own, the way they stood



against adversity, their unabashed honesty… it was these
qualities that drew me to them, ensnaring my heart.

I was in love with them.

Each one of them stirred something within me. Damien, with
his brooding intensity and his capacity for both ruthlessness
and gentleness. Lucien, with his charisma and his playful yet
dangerous allure. And Rafe, with his raw power and the
unexpected softness that lay beneath his rough exterior. I loved
them, as unconventional and complicated as that was.

That night, I found the courage to speak my truth. I could
feel the pulsating rhythm of my heart, beating a drum-like
symphony of uncertainty and anticipation. A decision had
been made, a truth acknowledged, and now was the time for
revelation. The grandeur of the mansion’s hall where I found
them seemed the perfect stage for my confession.

There they were, the Leclair brothers: Lucien, Damien, and
Rafe. Lucien, with his impeccably tailored suit and the
glimmer of mischief in his dark eyes. Damien, his sapphire
eyes sparkling against the backdrop of the grand fireplace,
making his designer black turtleneck seem even more
stunning. And Rafe, standing a bit aloof, his muscles rippling
under the fitted gray shirt he wore, the roughness of his aura
softened by the dimmed lights.

I stood before them in a simple black dress, it’s cut
accentuating my curves.

“I have to tell you something,” I began, my voice barely a
whisper, a secret wanting to break free. I swallowed hard, the



silence in the cavernous space amplifying the sound.

“What is it, Ivy?” Lucien’s voice cut through the tension,
concern etched in the creases of his handsome face, mirrored
in the set of his finely chiseled lips.

Taking a deep breath, I found my courage. “I…I love you,” I
confessed. “All of you.” My words seemed to reverberate
through the mansion, piercing the silence that had descended
upon us. As my confession lingered in the air, I held my
breath, meeting their stunned gazes with a bravery I hadn’t
known I possessed.

A heartbeat of silence, a small eternity. Then Damien finally
broke the silence. “You’re not alone in that, Ivy,” he said, his
voice a steady anchor in the tumultuous sea of my emotions.

Rafe took a step closer, the distance between us shortening
both physically and metaphorically. His voice was a gentle
rumble as he affirmed, “Damien’s right, Ivy. We… we feel the
same way.”

Lucien was the last to speak. “We just didn’t want to rush
you, didn’t want to scare you away,” he admitted, the slightest
hint of a smile teasing at the corners of his mouth, offering
reassurance in the face of my monumental admission.

As his words sank in, a wave of relief washed over me,
intoxicating in its intensity. It felt like a crushing weight, one I
hadn’t realized I’d been carrying, had been lifted off my
shoulders.



Rafe’s hands moved from my waist, slowly tracing up my
back to the zipper of my dress. His eyes never left mine as he
pulled it down, his touch light but firm. The dress fell from my
shoulders, pooling at my feet, leaving me bare but for the lace
lingerie I wore underneath. Lucien’s eyes roved over me, his
gaze appreciative, full of desire. There was a flush on his face,
an echo of the arousal burning inside me.

Rafe’s hands were on me again, making me shiver with
anticipation. One hand traced the curve of my breast, his
thumb brushing over my erect nipple through the delicate lace
of my bra. His other hand was on my backside, pulling me into
him, his hard cock straining against the confines of his jeans,
pressing into the small of my back.

Lucien stepped in front of me, his fingers deftly unclasping
my bra, letting it fall to the floor. His eyes were full of
admiration, his lips parting slightly as he took in the sight of
my bare breasts. His hands replaced the missing support,
cupping me, his thumbs stroking my nipples until they were
hard and aching.

Rafe took this opportunity to undo his belt, pushing down his
jeans and boxers, revealing his erect member. The sight of
him, standing tall and proud, made my heart race. He nudged
my panties aside, sliding a finger along my wet pussy, making
me gasp.

“You’re so wet, Ivy,” Rafe murmured, his voice a dark and
delicious promise. His words made my cheeks flush with a
mix of embarrassment and arousal. He didn’t hesitate,



thrusting his cock into me in one smooth, possessive stroke.
The sensation of him filling me, stretching me sent a gasp
tearing from my throat.

“Rafe!” I cried out, my head falling back onto his broad
shoulder. His response was a husky chuckle as he started
moving. His pace was slow at first, his every move calculated
to bring maximum pleasure. But the pace soon increased, his
hands on my hips anchoring me to his thrusts, each one hitting
deep, making stars burst in my vision.

As Rafe moved within me, Lucien was a study in patience.
His eyes were fixated on the scene, his hands on my breasts,
kneading the soft flesh, thumbs teasing my nipples in time
with Rafe’s thrusts. His attention, combined with Rafe’s
relentless pace, sent me spiraling into a whirlpool of
sensations.

And then there was Damien, silently watching from the
sidelines, a spectator to our lust-filled scene. His sapphire eyes
were alight with an intensity that made me shiver. I found his
silent scrutiny intoxicating, every cell in my body keenly
aware of his gaze on us.

The intensity of Rafe’s thrusts began to wane, the rhythm
slowing, the power ebbing. His large, calloused hands, which
had been firmly gripping my hips, relaxed their hold. He gave
a final thrust, deep and hard, his cock twitching inside me as
he came. A low, primal groan ripped from his throat, the sound
sending a thrill through me.



He pulled out of me slowly, his spent cock glistening with
our combined release. The sight was erotic, a testimony to the
pleasure we had shared. He stepped back, his chest heaving as
he sought to regain his breath. His grey eyes bore into mine, a
glimmer of satisfaction in their depths.

“You’re so fucking beautiful when you cum, Ivy,” he
growled, his voice a mix of pride and desire. The compliment,
coupled with the lingering aftershocks of pleasure, sent a rush
of warmth radiating through my body.

Lucien wasted no time stepping in, as Rafe stepped back,
replacing his brother with an effortless fluidity. He’d already
discarded his pants, leaving him bare and erect, his throbbing
member betraying his eagerness. His hazel eyes met mine, the
playful rogue in them replaced with a serious, intense hunger.

He entered me smoothly, his cock filling the void left by
Rafe. The sensation was different but just as intoxicating. His
cock wasn’t as thick as Rafe’s, but it was longer, reaching
places Rafe hadn’t touched. “Your pussy is so tight, Ivy,” he
hissed, his breath hot against my ear, his teeth grazing my
earlobe.

His thrusts were slow and sensual, each stroke designed to
prolong the pleasure, to drive me wild. His fingers dug into my
hips, pulling me back onto him, aligning our bodies to
optimize his penetration. Each stroke sent delicious shivers up
my spine, my body quivering with anticipation of the coming
climax.



I found my gaze wandering back to Damien, who had been
silently watching the entire exchange. His hand was wrapped
around his straining erection, his movements slow and
measured, matching Lucien’s pace.

Seeing him pleasuring himself while watching us, was a
wickedly erotic sight. The raw carnality of the moment, the
realization that our pleasure was providing him with his own,
sent a wave of pleasure crashing through me. My body
convulsed, my walls clenching around Lucien’s cock as I rode
the waves of a powerful climax.

“Fuck!” I gasped, my voice echoing through the grand hall.
The onslaught of pleasure left me weak and trembling, my
limbs feeling like jelly. Lucien’s pace quickened, his grunts
matching the rhythm of his thrusts. I felt him swell inside me,
his release painting my insides, a warm, intimate testament to
his pleasure.

His thrusts slowed, his cock softening inside me. He pulled
out, leaning forward to press a lingering kiss to the nape of my
neck. “You’re incredible, Ivy,” he whispered, his voice hoarse.
The praise filled me with a sense of accomplishment and a
yearning for more. “Such a good girl, taking us like that.”

By the end of it all, I was a panting, quivering mess, spent
and satisfied. As I stood there, leaning into Lucien for support,
Damien finally approached. He cupped my face in his hands,
his eyes burning with unspoken promises. “Next time, Ivy,” he
murmured, his voice full of desire and intent. And even in my



exhausted state, I found myself looking forward to that ‘next
time’.



verything happened so fast. One moment I was walking
through the city streets, trying to lose myself in the

flashing neon lights and the cacophony of sound that was both
overwhelming and oddly comforting, the next I was shoved
into a black SUV, a rough hand clamping over my mouth
before I could scream.

The goons - because that’s what they were, there was no
other name for them - were Xavier’s men. I knew from the
cold gleam in their eyes and the mocking grins on their faces.
They drove me across the city, to a high-rise building that
towered over everything else. As we ascended in the elevator,
the city lights twinkling below like a sea of stars, a sense of
dread settled in my stomach.

The sickly sweet scent of expensive cigars permeated the air.
My wrists throbbed from the harsh constraints of the metal
handcuffs as Xavier’s men roughly shoved me into a sleek,
modern office. The room was large, with floor-to-ceiling
windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city, bathed in
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the colors of the setting sun. A polished mahogany desk took
pride of place in the center, reflecting the imposing aura of the
man who occupied it. This was Xavier’s office, a place I’d
only heard about, and now, a place that seemed more like a
luxurious prison.

Xavier himself was seated behind a large glass desk, a
predatory grin on his handsome face. His green eyes were
bright and sharp, gleaming with dark satisfaction. He leaned
back in his chair, watching me with the sort of curiosity one
might have for a fascinating specimen.

“My dear Ivy,” Xavier said, leaning back in his chair,
“you’ve been causing quite a stir.”

“I didn’t ask for any of this,” I shot back, trying to keep my
voice steady.

His smile didn’t waver. “And yet, here we are,” he replied,
his eyes flashing with something dangerous. “You’ve made
yourself quite important to the Leclairs.”

“I’m just their doctor,” I replied, trying to downplay my
connection to them.

“But you’re much more than that now, aren’t you?” he
asked, a dark undercurrent in his voice. “And I plan on using
that.”

His intention was clear. He was going to use me to get to the
Leclairs. I had to act fast, to find a way to warn them.

I needed a distraction. Glancing around, my eyes fell on a
glass paperweight on the desk. Xavier continued his



monologue, oblivious to my frantic thoughts. With a swift
motion, I kicked the table, causing the paperweight to topple
and crash onto the floor. The sharp sound echoed in the room,
and Xavier’s attention was momentarily diverted.

Seizing the opportunity, I quickly slipped out the cell phone
from my pocket and shot off a quick ‘Help. Xavier has me.’
text to Rafe. It was a desperate gamble, one that could backfire
disastrously. I barely managed to tuck the cell phone back into
my pocket when Xavier’s attention turned back to me.

“Feisty, aren’t you?” He murmured, picking up the shards of
the paperweight. His voice held a note of amusement, a
chilling undertone that made my skin crawl.

“I learn from the best,” I retorted, my gaze unwavering. I
had done my part. Now it was up to the Leclairs. I had faith in
them, and I knew they would come for me. After all, we were
in this chaos together.

As I sat there, a captive in a high-rise overlooking a city that
seemed both familiar and foreign, I felt a strange sense of calm
descend upon me. I had taken my desperate measure. Now, it
was a waiting game.



he adrenaline was coursing through my veins as I heard
the deafening slam of my bedroom door. I shot upright

in my bed, heart pounding, barely registering the figure of
Rafe storming into the room. His imposing frame cast an
ominous shadow, the darkness of the room accentuated by the
moonlight that seeped in through the half-shuttered window.

“What the fuck, Felix?” he roared, his gray eyes piercing the
gloom. “Did you have anything to do with Ivy’s kidnapping?”

His words hit me like a punch, pushing the air out of my
lungs. “What?” I stuttered, my voice cracking in disbelief.

“You heard me!” he spat, his face barely a few inches away
from mine. The scent of sweat and fury was heavy in the air.
His clenched fists were a silent threat, tension radiating from
his bulky frame. “Is this another one of your fucking
mistakes?”

I had never seen Rafe this angry. His face was a storm of
raw, unfiltered rage. But the mention of Ivy… Ivy being
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kidnapped… It was like a jolt of electricity snapping me out of
my shock.

“No, Rafe. God, no!” I denied vehemently, my heart
pounding. “I would never do that. Not to Ivy.”

As I spoke, the memory of Ivy’s soft, hazel eyes, full of trust
and warmth flooded my mind. I wouldn’t, couldn’t betray that
trust. Not again. The cost of my past mistakes was already too
high.

“Don’t lie to me, Felix. Don’t you dare lie to me,” he
growled, his voice low and threatening. He was close now, so
close I could smell the faint scent of his cologne. His stare was
unwavering, his eyes challenging me to deny the accusation.

“I’m not lying, Rafe,” I said firmly, holding my ground. My
heart pounded in my chest, but I forced myself to maintain eye
contact. “I would never hurt Ivy. She’s my sister, for God’s
sake!”

Rafe’s nostrils flared, his anger barely contained. But before
he could retort, the door was flung open again. Lucien and
Damien stormed in, their faces tense. Lucien, his light brown
hair tousled and carelessly falling into his eyes, wore a tight
expression. Damien, the eldest and the one with the coldest
blue eyes, looked livid.

“What the hell is going on?” Lucien demanded, his gaze
flicking between Rafe and me. Damien, on the other hand,
remained silent, his gaze locked onto me like a hawk.



Rafe didn’t hesitate, his accusation ringing out in the room.
“I think Felix might have something to do with Ivy’s
kidnapping.”

“No!” I protested again, my voice echoing in the silence that
followed. “I swear, I didn’t.”

“Swear?” Rafe scoffed. “Your word doesn’t mean shit.”

Desperation clawed at me. The room felt small,
claustrophobic. I could feel the suffocating pressure of their
gazes. The distrust was a palpable entity in the room, feeding
off the fear and worry that loomed over us all.

“I had nothing to do with Ivy’s disappearance,” I insisted,
my voice strained. “But… but I might be able to help.”

All three of them stilled at my words. I could feel their stares
like physical weights, their skepticism clear. But beneath it,
there was a glimmer of hope. Hope that I could offer them
something, anything, to find Ivy.

“How?” Damien asked, his voice a cold command.

“I can track her,” I said, forcing myself to meet his piercing
gaze. “If Xavier’s men took her… I can use the technology he
forced me to create. Track the drones, hack into their
systems.”

Damien’s gaze remained unwavering, his expression
unreadable. But for the first time that night, I saw a spark of
something other than anger in his eyes. It was a thin thread of
hope, as brittle as ice.



“Then do it,” he ordered, his tone brooking no argument.
“And Felix?” He leaned in, his face hard, “If you’re lying, if
you’re in any way responsible for Ivy’s predicament… You’ll
answer to me.”

The coldness in his voice sent a chill down my spine,
making my resolve stronger. I nodded, understanding the
gravity of the situation and the consequences that came with it.

“We need to find Ivy, and fast,” Rafe muttered, his anger
simmering beneath the surface.

“I’ll need my laptop to access his systems,” I said, already
mentally calculating what I would need to do to get into
Xavier’s system.

“And if you can’t?” Lucien asked, crossing his arms over his
chest.

“Then we’re going to have to resort to the old-fashioned
way,” I replied, forcing a grim smile onto my face. “Track
down every possible location until we find her.”



long sigh escaped my lips as I watched Felix’s eyes
flicker over his computer screens, his fingers darting

across the keyboard with a speed and precision that still
managed to astonish me. His face was taut with concentration,
a stark contrast to the usual relaxed countenance he wore.

“Just a little more time,” Felix murmured, beads of sweat
trickling down his forehead, staining the collar of his blue
plaid shirt. I could see the deep creases forming between his
eyebrows, a testament to the gravity of the situation. Ivy was
out there, somewhere, and we were running out of time.

“Felix,” I growled, my patience wearing thin. “We’re
running out of time.”

Felix didn’t even look at me. “I know, Rafe. I’m doing my
best. If I rush it, we might lose the signal completely.”

I forced myself to pace the room, my eyes on the screen
displaying a view from the drone Felix was using to track Ivy.
We’d hacked into Xavier’s systems, found the network his
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security cameras ran on. It was only a matter of time before we
found her, before we could make our move.

In the meantime, all I could think about was Ivy. Her laugh,
her stubbornness, the way her eyes lit up when she spoke
about medicine. It was like an itch I couldn’t scratch, a need
that was slowly consuming me.

Lucien and Damien were no different. I saw it in the way
Lucien’s smile faltered when he talked about her, the way
Damien’s gaze turned distant. We had all fallen for the same
woman, and it was tearing us apart.

“I’ve got her,” Felix suddenly said, breaking the silence that
had enveloped us. He spun his laptop towards me, a proud grin
tugging at his lips. On the screen was a live feed from a drone,
zooming in on an office building that I recognized as Xavier’s.
My heart pounded in my chest as I recognized the red-haired
woman on the screen. Ivy.

“All right, boys,” I said, standing up and rubbing my hands
together, the grainy image of Ivy’s determined face imprinted
in my mind. “Time to get our girl back.”

Planning the rescue mission was an exercise in tension. Each
of the Leclair brothers had their own ideas, their own
strategies. We clashed, we fought, but beneath it all was a
shared, unspoken worry – Ivy was in danger, and we had to get
her back.

As we debated over the layout of Xavier’s building, I found
my mind drifting back to Ivy. I remembered the feel of her soft
skin under my fingers, the fire in her eyes when she defied us,



the way she cared for us all despite everything. I knew my
brothers shared these feelings; I could see it in their faces. The
fear of losing her was an icy knot in our stomachs, a weight
we all carried.

“Rafe,” Lucien called out, pulling me back to the present.
“You good?” His green-gold eyes were filled with concern,
and I offered him a terse nod. We were all feeling the strain,
each in our own ways.

Armed with Felix’s hard-earned information, we finished the
painstaking process of planning our rescue mission. Every
potential entrance, every exit, each security protocol, we
dissected them all. Lucien and Damien tackled the strategy
with ruthless precision, their experience with such situations
evident in their swift decisions. Yet, there was an undercurrent
of emotion beneath their professional exterior, a protective
instinct that resonated deeply within me. Ivy had become more
than a pawn in our twisted world; she had managed to weave
herself into the very fabric of our existence.

As the hours wore on, the tension amongst us heightened,
transforming the room into a warzone of unspoken emotions.
Despite the high stakes, or perhaps because of them, there was
a strange kind of unity amongst us, a shared understanding that
we were walking on a dangerous tightrope. Ivy’s safety was
paramount, a truth we collectively acknowledged.

The thought of Ivy sparked a multitude of emotions within
me, a whirlwind that threatened to consume me. She was
strong, fiercely independent, and braver than any woman I



knew. Yet, she was also gentle, caring, and far too precious to
be embroiled in our dangerous world. The need to protect her,
to keep her safe, was overpowering, a raw and primal instinct
that raged within me.

As we prepared to move out, I found my gaze drifting back
to the drone feed. Ivy looked composed, even though she was
in the lion’s den. I could see the defiance in her posture, the
determination in her eyes. It was a look I had come to admire,
a look that had captured my heart.

“We’re coming for you, Ivy,” I muttered under my breath, a
promise, a vow. We would bring her back home, no matter
what it took.

The tension was palpable as myself, Felix, and my brothers
piled into our vehicle, the drone feed casting an eerie glow on
our faces. I gripped the steering wheel tightly, the cold metal
doing nothing to soothe my raging nerves. But beneath the
fear, the worry, was an undercurrent of determination.

The Leclair brothers were going to war, and we would not
back down until we had Ivy back with us.



he night was cold and dreary as we approached Xavier’s
high-rise office building. The city’s lights shimmered in

the darkness, casting long, eerie shadows that reflected the dire
situation we found ourselves in. The stark, sleek lines of the
building loomed menacingly, a testament to Xavier’s
intimidating power.

Stepping into the office building was like walking into a
predator’s den, each corner meticulously designed to reflect
Xavier’s personality - cold, calculated, and ruthless. I could
see Ivy, tied to a chair in the center, her auburn hair cascading
over her delicate features, fear laced in her hazel eyes. Anger
boiled within me. Xavier would pay for this.

Beside me, Felix was trembling, his shaggy brown hair
sticking to his forehead with sweat. His eyes were wide, and
his mouth set in a grim line. Despite his apparent terror, I
could see the determination in his eyes. He was ready to help
us save Ivy.
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We moved cautiously through the eerily quiet hallways, our
collective nerves on edge. Our wariness stemmed not just from
our dire mission but also from the surprising lack of resistance
we’d encountered.

It was Felix’s task to disable the security systems, a feat that
he accomplished with surprising deftness despite his anxiety.
His eyes never left his handheld device, his fingers flying
across the screen as he navigated through Xavier’s high-tech
security.

I felt my heart pound in my chest as we stood outside
Xavier’s sleek, intimidating office. I could see the city
sprawled beneath us, ignorant of the war brewing in its belly.
My brothers and I stood shoulder to shoulder, poised for the
battle that awaited us. I had been in countless fights, but this
one felt different. This time, Ivy’s life was at stake.

With a nod from Rafe, we burst into the office, the silence
shattered by our entrance. Xavier looked up from his desk, a
cruel smile twisting his features. He was a snake, cunning and
venomous.

“Damien,” he greeted, his voice icy cold, “what brings you
here?”

“You know why we’re here, Xavier. Ivy.” My voice was
gruff, my patience wearing thin.

“You mean my guest?” he smirked, nodding towards the
corner of the room where Ivy was tied to a chair, fear etched
on her delicate face.



The sight of her in distress ignited a fury in me I hadn’t
known before. I clenched my fists, the anger boiling beneath
my skin.

As Xavier’s men swarmed the room, the situation spiraled
into bedlam. The air became dense with tension, the scent of
aggression overpowering. This was it, the moment of
reckoning.

“Lucien, get Ivy!” I commanded, my voice slicing through
the chaos. Lucien gave a curt nod, his usually charming
features hardened into a determined mask.

Lucien darted toward Ivy, his light brown hair a tempest in
the frenzy, his green-gold eyes honed in on Ivy with a
protective fervor. His charm had been replaced with a lethal
focus.

Rafe, a brute force of nature, and I threw ourselves into the
violent ballet with Xavier’s goons. Each punch thrown, each
dodge and counter, felt as though we were dancing on the
razor’s edge. I could hear Felix behind us, his breathing ragged
and nerves taut like a bowstring.

“There’s one to your left, Damien!” Felix warned, and I was
just in time to deflect the blow.

The fight was an intense maelstrom of blood and sweat. I
was aware of every crunch of bone, every groan of pain that
echoed in the room. Each thud of a falling body was a
symphony to my ears, but the harmony was far from sweet.
We sliced through Xavier’s men like a tempest, leaving
destruction in our wake. My fists ached with the impact of



flesh and bone, my knuckles raw and my muscles screaming
for respite, but the sight of Ivy’s fearful eyes kept me going.

A gunshot sliced through the chaos, echoing ominously. My
blood turned to ice. Lucien, attempting to free Ivy, staggered, a
raw gasp escaping his lips. His hand instinctively clutched his
leg, dark red blooming against his pants. Yet, he didn’t falter
completely. He fell to one knee, but his determined gaze
stayed locked onto Ivy. He fought through the pain, spurred on
by the sight of Ivy still in danger.

As the fight grew more brutal, Xavier’s veneer of confidence
began to crack. He was losing, and he knew it. He gave us one
last look, his eyes filled with a volatile mix of rage and fear,
before making his exit. A secret door slid open in the office
wall, swallowing him into the darkness before sliding shut
again. He had slipped away, leaving us in the chaos he had
orchestrated. His escape stoked the fury within me, adding fuel
to the blazing promise of revenge. Xavier’s day of reckoning
was not over, it was merely postponed. For now, Ivy was our
only priority.

“Lucien!” Ivy’s scream echoed through the office, a chilling
reminder of the stakes at play.

With Xavier’s men defeated, we barricaded ourselves in his
office. Our bodies were bruised, bloody, and tired, but we
remained undeterred. The office had been transformed into a
battlefield, the once pristine carpet stained with blood.

Looking at Ivy, I noticed a change in her demeanor. Her fear
had been replaced with determination, her petite frame



brimming with resilience. Her medical instincts kicked in as
she quickly assessed Lucien’s wound. The office morphed into
a makeshift medical bay, as Ivy began working to save Lucien.

“Damien, I need your help,” Ivy called out. Her voice was
steady, contrasting the palpable tension in the room. Despite
the dire situation, Ivy was focused, her medical training taking
over. I marveled at her strength as I moved to assist her.

Lucien’s pained grunts echoed in the room, each one a sharp
stab to my heart. Yet, despite the pain, he managed a weak
smile towards Ivy. Even in agony, he still had that roguish
charm of his. It was a bittersweet sight.

As Ivy worked tirelessly to treat Lucien’s gunshot wound, I
felt a sense of awe mixed with fear. Here was a woman who
had been thrust into our dangerous world and yet, she faced
the perils head-on with courage and determination.

As Ivy cut away Lucien’s shirt, I watched her fingers shake
slightly, betraying her fear. But she soldiered on, her face a
mask of concentration. Lucien’s eyes were closed, a grimace
of pain etched on his face as Ivy cleaned his wound.

The room was heavy with anticipation and fear, each of us
praying for Lucien’s survival. Our world had narrowed down
to this moment, to the sound of Ivy’s steady breathing as she
worked on Lucien, to the sight of his pale face as he fought
against the pain.

The silence was finally broken by Ivy’s sigh of relief. “I’ve
stopped the bleeding, but he’s lost a lot of blood. We need to
get him to a hospital.”



very second was agonizingly slow, every tick of the
clock echoed in my head as my hands, smeared in blood,

danced over Lucien’s still form. His golden-green eyes were
shuttered, his charming face a shade too pale. I swallowed
hard against the lump in my throat, pushing down the panic
that clawed at the edges of my control.

“Ivy,” Felix’s voice called from the side, a tremble in his
tone. “Do you need…?”

“We need to move him,” I cut him off abruptly. The look of
panic on Felix’s face briefly mirrored my own internal chaos,
but now wasn’t the time for fear. It was time for action.
“Damien, Rafe, I need your help.”

Without a word, the two Leclair brothers appeared at my
side, their faces hard and eyes focused. With practiced ease,
each took hold of Lucien, carefully lifting him from the cold
floor onto Xavier’s large, polished desk.
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“Keep the pressure there,” I instructed Felix, pointing to the
wound on Lucien’s leg while keeping my eyes on the brothers’
actions. The tension in the room was palpable, even Felix,
despite our strained history, was trying his best to assist,
perhaps in an attempt to atone for his past missteps.

With Lucian settled on the desk, his wounded leg elevated, I
turned my attention to his injury. A bullet wound. I rummaged
through the office supplies, finally finding a first aid kit tucked
away in a corner. I worked feverishly, my heart pounding in
my chest as I did everything I could to stop the relentless
bleeding. Lucien’s normally vibrant eyes were now clouded
with pain and his breath came in shallow, uneven gasps. I
could see the life draining out of him, each pulse a testament
to the rapidly depleting time we had left.

“Lucien,” I whispered, trying to catch his eye. “Stay with
me. I need you to stay with me, okay?”

A grunt was his only response, the faint squeeze of his hand
on mine an affirmation of his will. He was fighting, I could see
it in the grim set of his jaw, the way he clenched his teeth
against the pain. That was Lucien, always fighting, always
smiling in the face of danger.

“Hang on, Lucien,” I urged, the tight knot of fear in my
stomach winding tighter with each passing second.

As I worked to staunch the blood flow, Damien and Rafe set
about barricading the office door, their movements swift and
sure. The scraping sounds of furniture being moved filled the



room, each noise a testament to the life we were fighting to
save.

“Is he going to make it?” Felix asked from the side, his voice
barely above a whisper.

“He has to,” I replied tersely, my focus narrowing on the
injury before me.

Felix fell silent, his gaze straying towards the chaotic scene
outside the office. He’d already done his part, hacking
Xavier’s security system and helping us infiltrate this
godforsaken place. And now, he was here, alongside me,
braving the imminent danger.

The unspoken truth hung between us – this was his
redemption and my trial.

I was painfully aware of the concerned glances Damien kept
throwing our way, his icy blue eyes reflecting an unusual
vulnerability. In this moment, the boundaries that divided us -
the med student and the underworld enforcers - were blurred.
We were simply individuals, trying to save one of our own.

As I quickly stitched up Lucien’s wound, I found myself
becoming more attuned to the brothers around me. I noticed
Rafe’s white-knuckled grip on the chair he was holding against
the door, his muscular form acting as an immovable barrier
between us and the danger outside. I noticed the way Damien’s
gaze never left Lucien, a testament to the bond they shared.

Eventually, the bleeding slowed, the ragged edges of the
wound coming together. I let out a shaky breath, finally



allowing my gaze to meet Damien’s. His icy eyes bore into
mine, holding a silent conversation of relief, gratitude, and
something else I couldn’t quite identify.

“How is he?” Damien asked, his deep voice reverberating in
the silence of the room.

“He needs to get to a hospital,” I voiced out, meeting the
gaze of Damien and Rafe who stood at a guarded stance by the
barricaded door. Their faces were grim, the severity of the
situation apparent.

“Is moving him an option?” Damien asked, the usual icy
coolness of his tone replaced with a perceptible worry.

“We don’t have a choice,” I replied, eyeing Lucien’s drained
face. He was unconscious now, his breathing shallow and
labored. “He needs a blood transfusion.”

As I broke the heavy news, the reality of our situation sank
in further. We were trapped in a hostile territory, with a man
down, facing imminent danger. And we needed to find a way
out. Fast.

Just as we started discussing possible escape routes, a
chilling sound broke our concentration. The sound of bullets
hitting the thick wooden door, followed by muffled shouts of
Xavier’s men. Our time was running out.

Damien and Rafe exchanged a glance, a silent understanding
passing between them. Despite the dire circumstances, I
couldn’t help but admire their unyielding bond, their
unwavering resolve in the face of imminent danger.



Rafe, with his bulging muscles, resumed his position against
the door, the physical barrier between us and the unfolding
chaos outside. Damien, on the other hand, started inspecting
the office, his piercing blue eyes scanning for alternative exits.

“We’ll have to Xavier’s escape door… hatch… whatever,”
Damien finally broke the silence, turning to face us. “It’s risky,
but it’s our best shot.”



he deafening sound of the gunfire outside Xavier’s
office was a clear indication that he was retaliating. His

men launched an attack on the barricaded office we had holed
up in, their intentions clear and deadly.

Xavier was the definition of an ambitious, merciless
opponent. His strategic maneuvers proved he was not to be
underestimated. The rattling of the door under the continuous
onslaught of bullets was a chilling reminder of this fact.

I had faced many life-threatening situations before, but
nothing like this. The relentless gunfire echoed in my ears, a
deafening reminder of our imminent danger.

“Damien, we need to get out of here, now!” Ivy’s voice cut
through the chaos, filled with urgency.

We had to find a way out. Xavier had used a secret door to
escape earlier. If we could find how to activate it, we could
flee before Xavier’s men stormed in. The office was sleek and
modern, a haven of cold steel and harsh lines. Every fixture,

T

Chapter 31

Damien



every piece of furniture, felt impossibly intimidating, just like
its owner.

Rafe, Ivy, Felix, and I split up, our fingers grazing the cold
walls, searching for a hint of a hidden door or switch. My
heart pounded in my chest, each beat echoing the seconds
ticking away. “Check behind the bookshelf!” I shouted, trying
to make myself heard over the cacophony of gunfire.

Sweat trickled down my brow as I strained against the solid
wall, hoping for a hidden latch. Ivy was near the window, her
slender fingers tracing the outline of the frame. Rafe was
scouring the shelves with a ruthless intensity, while Felix was
hunched over the vast oak desk, his fingers frantically
skimming over the polished surface.

Despite the chaos around us, I stole a glance at Ivy. Her
freckled face was determined, her hazel eyes glittering with
resolve. Her long auburn hair was tied into a messy bun, her
medical coat stained with Lucien’s blood. It was a stark
contrast to her creamy skin. She looked divine, even amidst
the threat of impending doom.

Suddenly, Felix let out a triumphant cry. “Got it!” He
exclaimed, pushing a concealed button under the desk. A
section of the wall slid open, revealing a dimly lit passageway.
Relief washed over me as I looked at Ivy, her beautiful face
mirroring my own emotions. We had found our escape.

But our moment of victory was short-lived. Lucien’s groans
of pain drew our attention back to him. Ivy rushed to his side,
her eyes wide with fear. His condition was deteriorating



quickly, his pallid skin growing even paler. Ivy’s gaze met
mine, a silent plea in her eyes. She was desperate to save him.

Ivy worked with a fierceness that belied the fear in her eyes.
I watched her transform the remnants of Xavier’s pretentious
desk into an operating table for Lucien, whose pallid skin was
slick with sweat. His usually jovial face was eerily calm in
unconsciousness, each shallow breath stealing more of his
vitality away.

As I looked over Ivy’s shoulder, I noticed her hands. They
shook ever so slightly, yet moved with deliberate precision,
betraying the steely resolve that hid beneath her fearful
exterior.

“Damien,” Ivy’s voice pierced the heavy silence. “I need you
to hold him steady.”

Swallowing the rising knot in my throat, I replaced Felix’s
hands on Lucien’s shoulders. Ivy continued her work, her
movements swift and precise as she inserted a needle from the
first aid kit into Lucien’s vein.

Then, Ivy did something that left me reeling. She took a
length of rubber tubing, a fresh needle, and with a swift,
practiced motion, inserted it into her own arm.

“Stop!” I protested, my heart pounding in my chest. She was
risking herself now, drawing her own blood into a makeshift
reservoir fashioned from a water bottle and some plastic bags.

“No!” Felix’s protest overlapped with mine, his expression a
mirror of my own horror.



Ivy didn’t break her gaze from her work. “He needs more
blood. This is the fastest way,” she retorted, a steely
determination in her voice.

“But, Ivy—” Felix’s protest died on his lips as Ivy shot him a
glance that brooked no argument.

I watched, helpless and torn, as Ivy’s blood began to fill the
makeshift reservoir. She had rigged a line from the bottle to
the needle in Lucien’s arm, using gravity to ensure a
continuous flow. It was crude, but it was working.

“Felix, keep pressure on his wound,” Ivy instructed, her
voice shaking slightly. She then turned to me, her gaze steady
despite her fear. “Damien, hold my hand.”

I clutched her hand tightly, my pulse pounding in time with
hers. As she inserted the needle into her own arm, I felt her
flinch, but she didn’t falter. She then connected herself to
Lucien, her lifeblood starting to flow into his.

As Ivy’s face grew paler, her breathing more ragged, I made
a silent vow. We would get through this, for Lucien, for Ivy.

For us.



he makeshift transfusion was one of the most terrifying
things I’d ever seen. There Ivy was, weakened from her

own blood loss, her face so pale it was as if she’d lost all color.
Yet her hazel eyes remained fiercely determined. She clung
onto Lucien, her blood making its slow journey into his veins,
a steady beat of hope in a world that had become chaos.

I found myself staring at the transfusion tube, transfixed.
Blood, warm and life-giving, was flowing from one life to the
other, uniting them in a way that was both beautiful and
terrifying. It was a desperate gamble, one only Ivy could have
thought of and dared to perform.

In the midst of the chaos, Ivy had detached herself from the
blood transfusion, her small, delicate hands moving with
practiced ease even in her weakened state. I watched as she
wiped away the trail of blood running from Lucien’s arm with
the corner of her blood-stained shirt, her hazel eyes focused
intently on her task. Her deep auburn hair was pulled back in a
messy bun, tendrils falling around her face, framing her pale
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and drawn features. But even in her exhaustion, there was a
fierce determination in her gaze.

“Time to go, Lucien,” Ivy whispered, gently brushing her
hand through his carelessly styled light brown hair.
Unconsciousness had claimed him, but his chest was rising
and falling steadily, his pallor less pronounced than before.

Lucien’s color began to return slowly, his chest rising and
falling more steadily than before. It was working. The thought
pushed a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. It had to work.
We couldn’t lose Lucien, and we certainly couldn’t lose Ivy.

We had to move. Ivy was getting weaker by the second, and
I saw fear creep into Rafe’s intense grey eyes as he looked at
her. Damien, his piercing blue eyes filled with a silent urgency,
was quick to take control.

“We have to go, Ivy,” he said, his tone indicating there was
no more time left.

“I know,” Ivy replied weakly. Her voice was hoarse, worn
thin from worry and strain.

Without any delay, Rafe and Damien moved to hoist Lucian.
Their faces were masks of determination, the sheer willpower
emanating from them was palpable. Ivy, despite her weakened
state, pushed herself upright, one hand braced against the
grimy wall.

“Easy, Ivy,” I cautioned her, moving to support her as she
stood up on wobbly legs. Her hazel eyes met mine, her



normally lively gaze muted with exhaustion, but there was still
a spark of resilience, of defiance in them.

“Can you walk?” I asked, not masking the concern in my
voice.

She nodded, but I wasn’t convinced. I took her arm,
wrapping it around my shoulders. “Just lean on me,” I
reassured her.

A loud crash echoed outside, followed by the sound of
voices getting closer. There was no time to waste. We hurried
through the secret door I had opened. It led us into a tunnel,
the dim lighting would make it hard to navigate. But there was
no time to be afraid of the unknown, not when danger was
nipping at our heels.

As we entered the tunnel, my eyes scanned our surroundings,
eventually locating a small screen tucked into a shadowed
recess. I tapped the screen and saw that it was meant to seal
the secret passage behind us. I tapped through the menu’s
eventually finding the command to close the door behind us,
blocking our pursuers.

With the way behind us closed, we focused on navigating the
dark, labyrinthine tunnel. Our footsteps echoed off the narrow
walls, the flickering light from the scattered lights on the wall
barely pushed back the oppressive darkness. The strain of
carrying Lucien and the worry for Ivy made each step feel like
an ordeal. Sweat trickled down our faces, our clothes clung to
our skin, but we kept moving. Ivy’s hand on my shoulder was
clammy but determined.



The tunnel was a winding maze of darkness, the narrow
passage barely large enough for us to maneuver through. The
damp walls were slick with moss, the air heavy with a sense of
foreboding. With Lucien unconscious and Ivy leaning heavily
on me, we had to go slower than I would have liked. Every
sound echoed ominously, each footstep a desperate drumbeat
against time. The weight of our situation was heavy on our
shoulders, and the fear was a cold grip around our hearts. But
we had no other choice.

Emerging from the tunnel felt like being born anew into a
world of chaos. The rain was falling in icy sheets, drenching
us to the bone the moment we stepped out into the open. The
darkness of the night was nearly as oppressive as the tunnel we
had just left, and we were disoriented, unsure of where to go.
We were in an unfamiliar part of the city, the labyrinth of
alleyways.

Stumbling through the rain, we struggled to get our bearings.
The streets were deserted, the city appearing like a ghost town
under the blanket of the night. We moved quickly, mindful of
the sounds of the distant chaos we had just left. Ivy was
leaning heavily against me, her breaths coming in short gasps.
Her strength was waning, but she kept moving, her
determination shining through.

Finally, we spotted the car parked a block away, hidden in
the shadow of a tall building. I felt a surge of relief as we
hurried towards it.



With a considerable effort, I helped Ivy into the back seat of
the car while Rafe and Damien maneuvered Lucien into the
vehicle. His unconscious form was limp, a stark contrast to the
normally vibrant man he was. Damien took the driver’s seat,
and Rafe slid in beside him.

The car roared to life, the sound cutting through the night
like a beacon of hope. We pulled away from the curb, leaving
the chaotic scene behind us. The journey back to the Leclair
Mansion was a blur of adrenaline and rain-soaked streets.

As the mansion came into view, a sigh of relief escaped my
lips. Against all odds, we had made it. I stole a glance at Ivy.
She was leaning against the car window, her eyes closed. In
her exhaustion, she looked fragile, yet I knew there was a
strength within her that was far greater than any I’d ever
known.



he mansion felt eerily quiet as I slowly regained
consciousness. My body was sore and every muscle

ached as I tried to make sense of my surroundings. I found
myself in a lavishly furnished room, the plush sheets under me
signaling that I was in my bedroom in the Leclair mansion. I
tried to remember what had happened and a flood of memories
hit me - Lucien’s injury, the blood transfusion, our desperate
escape from Xavier’s office…

“Damien?” I croaked, my throat dry and hoarse. I
remembered his frantic eyes as he watched me pass out.

“In here,” a low voice replied from a corner of the room. It
was Rafe, his muscular frame hunched over a small table, his
fingers drumming a rhythm on its surface. His gray eyes,
usually so stoic, held a glimmer of relief as he saw me awake.
“You gave us quite a scare, Ivy.”

I smiled weakly, the reality of the situation sinking in. We
had made it. We were safe. But at what cost? “Lucien?” I
asked, fear lacing my voice.
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“He’ll be fine. The transfusion worked.” Rafe answered, his
tone softening, knowing the effect his words would have on
me.

Relief washed over me, leaving me feeling even weaker than
before. A sense of exhaustion engulfed me and I fell back
against the pillows, my eyes heavy with sleep. But I fought the
weariness, forcing my eyes open. There were things we
needed to discuss, things I needed to know.

As if reading my thoughts, Rafe stood up and approached the
bed. His tall figure loomed over me as he perched on the edge
of the bed. His hand, surprisingly gentle, brushed the hair off
my forehead.

“Rest, Ivy,” he whispered, his words soothing me into a calm
I didn’t think I could feel after everything we had been
through.

“I can’t. Not yet,” I responded stubbornly, struggling to sit
up. Rafe obliged, fluffing the pillows and helping me adjust
into a sitting position.

Just then, the door creaked open and Damien walked in. He
looked worn out, his dark hair tousled and his usual icy
demeanor replaced with a rare vulnerability. His blue eyes met
mine and I could see a whirl of emotions churning in them.
Relief, worry, fear… and something else I couldn’t quite place.

Without a word, he moved towards the bed, his gaze never
leaving mine. He reached out, cupping my face gently.
“You’re awake,” he murmured, his voice filled with relief.



I leaned into his touch, craving the comfort it offered. “What
happened? Where’s Lucien?”

Damien took a deep breath, sharing a glance with Rafe
before turning his attention back to me. “Lucien’s recovering.
You saved him, Ivy.”

One Month Later

A month had passed since the harrowing events in Xavier’s
office. Lucien was on the mend, thanks to the reckless but
ultimately life-saving transfusion I’d given him. There was a
deep sense of relief in the mansion, a serene calm that
enveloped us after surviving the storm. We were back at the
mansion, where we belonged, albeit with a wary eye kept on
the outside world.

I found myself wandering through the lush garden that was
bathed in the soft glow of the afternoon sun, a sense of
tranquility washing over me. The mansion itself stood tall and
imposing against the cloudless sky, a silent sentinel that was
home to a myriad of memories, some painful, others
cherished.

The scar from the transfusion was a pale, thin line on my
arm, a physical reminder of my bond with Lucien. It felt
strange, almost surreal, to think about the Leclair brothers in
such a way. When I had first entered their world, I had seen
them as adversaries, not potential lovers. But the traumatic



events of the past weeks had brought us closer together, tying
our fates in an inextricable knot.

Damien approached me from behind, his hands gently
resting on my shoulders. His warm presence was comforting,
reminding me that I wasn’t alone. His grip tightened ever so
slightly, his usual icy demeanor replaced by an intimacy that
still managed to catch me off guard.

“Ivy,” he whispered, his voice resonating with an emotion I
had come to associate with him - a fierce protectiveness that
was rooted in something deeper than mere attraction.

We stood there in silence for a while, our quiet moment
disturbed only by the rustling of the trees and the distant
lapping of the waves against the private dock. It was these rare
moments of stillness that made our tumultuous lives bearable.

Later, as the sun began its descent, I found myself in the
company of Lucien and Rafe, lounging in the grand living
room that exuded an old-world charm, the crackling fire
casting a cozy ambiance. The mansion’s rustic grandeur
provided a stark contrast to the rugged men who occupied it.

Lucien, with his light brown hair falling carelessly onto his
forehead, offered me one of his signature charming grins, his
eyes twinkling with a warmth that belied the dangerous world
we lived in. Beside him, Rafe sat, his intimidating frame made
softer by the affectionate gaze he cast my way. The intensity of
his grey eyes still managed to make my heart flutter.

“Lucien,” I returned his smile. “How are you feeling?”



“Better, thanks to you.” His gaze was intense, full of
gratitude, but also something else. Desire, perhaps?

“I did what anyone would do,” I replied, avoiding his gaze.
The memory of Lucien’s pale, lifeless form still sent shivers
down my spine.

As the evening wore on, the Leclair brothers and I found
ourselves tangled in a web of passion and raw desire. This
time, there was no chaos to hide behind, no looming threat to
distract us - just us, baring ourselves to each other on the plush
rug before the fireplace.

Rafe, the youngest but most intimidating of the brothers, was
the first to approach me. His grey eyes gleamed with raw lust,
his bulky muscular form casting a shadow over my petite
frame. “You’re so damn beautiful, Ivy,” he murmured, his
large hands tracing the curves of my body. His fingers slipped
under my shirt, deftly unclasping my bra before his lips
descended on my now exposed breasts, his tongue teasing my
sensitive nipples to peaks. Waves of pleasure coursed through
me, my heart pounding in my chest. I couldn’t suppress the
soft gasps that slipped past my lips as he expertly teased me,
my body arching towards his as I sought more of his
tantalizing touch.

Before I could fully recover from Rafe’s attention, Damien
was there. His cold, calculating blue eyes were now darkened
by desire, his usual aloofness replaced by a dominating need to
claim me. “You fit perfectly in our hands, like you were made
for us,” he whispered, his large hands expertly peeling my



jeans off my legs, leaving me exposed to their heated gazes. I
could feel the goosebumps rising on my skin as his fingers
traced up my bare legs, igniting a fire within me that only he
could quench.

Lucien, the ever-charming middle brother, watched with a
devilish smirk on his face. His green-gold eyes sparkled in the
firelight, the sight of his lean, muscular chest making my heart
flutter. His white shirt was discarded, revealing a body that
could only be sculpted by rigorous training. “You’re a vision,
Ivy. A sweet, delectable vision,” he drawled, his voice like
velvet as he joined us on the plush rug.

Rafe wasted no time, his thick cock pushing into my wet
core. His fingers dug into my hips as he moved in a rhythm
that was uniquely his own, strong and unyielding. “Fuck,
you’re so tight,” he groaned, his voice rough with pleasure as
he drove into me. Each thrust sent a wave of ecstasy washing
over me, my inner walls clenching around him in pure delight.

Damien’s touch was more calculated, his fingers tracing the
curve of my ass before he slowly pushed into me. I gasped as I
felt him fill me, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant.
“So perfect, Ivy,” he murmured, his rhythm matching Rafe’s,
driving into me with each of his brother’s thrusts. My mind
was a whirlwind of pleasure, the unique feeling of being taken
by both brothers overwhelming my senses.

Lucien, on the other hand, was pure seduction. He guided
me, tilting my head to face him. His hard length pressed
against my lips and I took him in willingly, my tongue



swirling around him. “Such a good girl,” he praised, his
fingers tugging at my auburn hair as he set the pace. His taste
was intoxicating, his groans of pleasure music to my ears.

Overwhelmed by the myriad of sensations, my body
shuddered as my first orgasm ripped through me. “That’s it,
darling. Let go for us,” Damien coaxed, his grip on my hips
tightening. The brothers didn’t let up, their relentless pace
pushing me over the edge multiple times. My cries of pleasure
were muffled by Lucien, my body convulsing with each wave
of ecstasy. “You’re so beautiful when you come undone,” Rafe
grunted, his thrusts growing more erratic.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of pleasure, the
brothers reached their climax. One after the other, they filled
me with their warmth, their bodies shuddering with the force
of their release. Their praises washed over me, each word
laced with unspoken promises and a bond that was as
undeniable as it was unexpected.

And as the night deepened, giving way to the early hours of
dawn, I found myself tangled in the arms of the three men who
had irrevocably changed my life. The Leclair brothers - each
so different, yet united in their fierce protectiveness of me. The
shared intimacy was a stark reminder of how far we’d come,
of the obstacles we’d overcome together. And even though the
shadows of our past loomed large, in that moment, all I could
see was the flicker of hope



he mansion’s ornate iron gates closed behind us as we
returned, the Leclair’s house coming into view. Though

I’d been here countless times before, this was different. We
weren’t just entering the mansion; we were stepping into a war
zone. As the towering edifice loomed over us, a chill ran down
my spine.

The mansion had always been imposing, but now it felt like
a fortress, the Leclair’s last stand against Xavier and his gang.
All around me, I could see the signs of a family preparing for
battle. Rafe and Felix had already started reinforcing the
entrances, while Damien and Lucien spent their days pouring
over plans, discussing strategies in hushed tones.

I found myself in the midst of it, drawn into their world by
my own choice, by my feelings for these three men, and by the
dire situation we all found ourselves in. I had come so far,
from reluctant ally to an essential part of their inner circle, a
journey that both scared and excited me.
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In the grand living room of the Leclair mansion, I sat
hunched over the antique mahogany desk. A stack of
handwritten notes lay spread out before me. With a swift
motion, I grabbed a pen and a piece of paper. The words
poured out of me, a flurry of thoughts and plans aimed at our
nemesis.

The Leclair brothers were gearing up for a showdown,
preparing to meet Xavier’s gang head-on, and I was doing my
part to ensure our victory. I noted down medical supplies
needed, emergency procedures, potential safe houses, and even
some combat strategies.

Nearby, Rafe sat with Felix, going through piles of
information we’d managed to gather from Xavier’s systems,
thanks to Felix’s hacking skills. The youngest Leclair’s intense
grey eyes scanned the data on the screen in front of him, his
large hands clenched in frustration as he navigated the digital
labyrinth.

After a moment, Rafe spared me a glance. He smiled gently
before seeing my pile of notes and worried expression.

“We’ll be okay, Ivy,” he said, his gray eyes filled with a
hardened determination. “We’ve been through worse.”

I managed to smile, appreciating his reassurance. I felt
Rafe’s support along with Damien and Lucien’s. In a strange
twist of fate, I had found myself enmeshed in this dark world
with them, our bonds growing stronger each passing day.

Later that night, as we gathered for dinner, a tangible change
in the atmosphere pervaded. This was not the usual family



gathering. This was a war council. And even though I was
physically exhausted, the fierce determination that radiated
from everyone in the room gave me a newfound strength.

“So, what’s the plan?” I asked, breaking the silence.

“We hit back,” Damien replied, his voice devoid of any
emotion.

“We make sure Xavier and his gang never harm us again,”
Lucien added, his usual charm replaced by an equally stoic
demeanor.

“We show them we’re not to be messed with,” Rafe finally
spoke, his words a low growl, matching the fire in his eyes.

I looked around the table at the men who were now my
family. They had their faults, plenty of them, but I couldn’t
help but admire their resolve. We’d been through hell and
back, but instead of breaking us apart, it had brought us closer
together.

“Alright then,” I responded, mirroring their determination.
“We prepare for war.”

With a shared nod, we began our preparations. Each of us
played our part, our tasks a testament to our dedication, our
resolve unwavering. The mansion was no longer a safe haven;
it was a fortress, and we were the warriors within its walls.

Just as we were about to retire for the night, a single message
popped up on the screen that Felix had been working on. A
message from Xavier.



“Enjoy your moment, Leclairs. When darkness falls, it will
consume everything you love,” it read, the chilling words
hanging heavy in the room.

I glanced at the brothers, their expressions hardened. We
were now standing on a precipice, our next step leading us into
uncharted territory. But one thing was clear, we were united,
and we were ready to face whatever Xavier had in store for us.



Silent Societies

Dark, Reverse Harem, Secret Society Romances

Depraved Intent

Dark Devotion

Defiant Betrayal

Standalone Romances

Beneath Contempt
A Dark, Mafia Romance

Also By Auror Ashe

https://readerlinks.com/l/3414149
https://readerlinks.com/l/3414166
https://readerlinks.com/l/3414183
https://readerlinks.com/l/3605320


The Debt
A Dark, Reverse Harem, Mafia Romance

https://readerlinks.com/l/3605337

	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9
	Chapter 10
	Chapter 11
	Chapter 12
	Chapter 13
	Chapter 14
	Chapter 15
	Chapter 16
	Chapter 17
	Chapter 18
	Chapter 19
	Chapter 20
	Chapter 21
	Chapter 22
	Chapter 23
	Chapter 24
	Chapter 25
	Chapter 26
	Chapter 27
	Chapter 28
	Chapter 29
	Chapter 30
	Chapter 31
	Chapter 32
	Chapter 33
	Chapter 34
	Also By Auror Ashe

