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Content Warning
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The storm rolled over the city like a living thing-growling, restless, relentless. Rain slicked the streets, glinting in fractured reflections from neon signs and swaying streetlights. Elena tightened her grip on the camera hanging from her neck, tugging her hood further down against the wind. She had one last shot to get for the travel feature she was freelancing something gritty, something real. But she didn't expect "real" to come in the form of screeching tires and a black SUV skidding across the intersection.

The vehicle fishtailed, slammed into a man sprinting across the street, and didn't stop. It barreled past her, close enough that she saw the pale face of the driver-calm, cold, and entirely unbothered. Her instincts screamed at her to run. Instead, she was already snapping photos, the rapid-fire clicks of her camera nearly drowned by the storm. Then a voice cut through the rain.

"Hey," Strong hands grabbed her by the shoulders and yanked her back onto the sidewalk just as another car splashed past. She stumbled into the chest of a tall man with messy dark hair plastered to his forehead, his black coat open and rain streaming off the collar. "You've got a death wish, sweetheart?" His voice was deep, edged with rough amusement. 

Before she could answer, another figure emerged from the shadows-shorter hair, broader shoulders, a calmness in his movements that made her feel like he'd sized up every threat in a three-block radius. His eyes swept over her, then the street, then back to her face. "You're shaking," he said simply. "I'm-fine." She wasn't. Her pulse was still hammering, her camera strap digging into her neck. 

"The guy they hit" "Already gone," the first man said, glancing toward the now-empty street. "And if you're smart, you'll forget you saw anything." Elena frowned. "Why?" That was when she noticed the way the two men looked at each other-like they shared a language she'd never understand. The first man smirked. "Because the people in that SUV? 

They don't just run red lights." The second stepped closer, his voice low, measured. "You should go home. Now." But Elena had already decided-these two were hiding something. And she wasn't the type to walk away from a good story. She just didn't know the story was about to pull her into a world of blood, secrets, and desire she couldn't have imagined in her most fevered dreams. 

Elena quickened her steps, but her heels betrayed her with every sharp click. The sound echoed in the empty street, bouncing off the alley walls until it felt like a drumbeat announcing her vulnerability. She hated that her pulse was matching the rhythm. Lucas didn’t move right away. He stayed at the mouth of the alley, the streetlight casting half his face in shadow, the other half carved in sharp planes she couldn’t look away from.

His stillness was unnerving not the kind of hesitation that came with fear, but the measured kind of a man who had already thought five steps ahead.She swallowed, tugging her coat tighter around her frame. “If you’ve been following me, you can stop now. "He tilted his head, slow, deliberate. “If I had been following you, you wouldn’t have noticed.”

Before she could react, the second figure emerged, his boots crunching against loose gravel. Adrian. His movements carried a different energy altogether reckless where Lucas was calculated, fluid where Lucas was deliberate. But there was something about the way they fell into sync, without a word exchanged, that made her stomach tighten.

“I don’t need help,” she said, sharper now, though her voice didn’t have the bite she wanted. Adrian's grin flickered, quick and dangerous. “That’s the funny thing about help, sweetheart. Most people don’t think they need it until it’s too late.”Her throat went dry. Lucas stepped closer, his height swallowing the glow of the lamppost, leaving her caught in shadow. She backed up a step and cursed herself for it.

“What do you want from me?” she asked. Lucas's gaze lingered on her face, unreadable. “Answers. Same as you. "Adrian's chuckle rolled low and easy. “Though between us, "he glanced at Lucas "I think we want more than that." The tension pressed down harder. She thought of turning, of running, but she knew instinctively it would be useless. They weren’t the kind of men who let prey escape.

Lucas’s voice came softer now, but the softness only made it more commanding. “Go home, Elena. Lock your door. Don’t open it for anyone but us.”Her breath stalled. “How do you know my name? "Neither of them answered. Adrian only gave her a look that said he was enjoying her reaction far too much. Lucas, however, held her gaze with quiet certainty. “We’ll see you again.”

And then, as quickly as they had appeared, they melted back into the night, leaving her with a heart pounding too fast and a question that burned hotter than fear: Was she running from them, or waiting for them to return?

Elena hurried up the steps to her building, her key already cold in her palm. The door creaked as she shoved it open and slipped inside, locking it twice before pressing her back against the frame. Her breath came ragged, though she hadn’t been running. It was the memory of them of Lucas’s stillness, of Adrian’s grin that had followed her home like shadows she couldn’t shake.

Her apartment was quiet, too quiet. The hum of the refrigerator, the tick of the old clock on the wall familiar sounds that tonight felt foreign, hollow. She set her bag down and pressed her forehead to the cool surface of the counter, trying to steady herself.

But every time she closed her eyes, she saw Lucas’s face, carved from stone, unreadable and sure. And Adrian’s, sharp-edged, dangerous, alive with something that made her chest tighten. They hadn’t touched her. They hadn’t needed to. Their presence alone had been enough to leave a mark.

She wandered to the window, tugging the curtain back just enough to glance at the street below. Empty. Still, she couldn’t shake the sensation of being watched. She poured herself a glass of water, her hands trembling as she lifted it, and told herself she was being paranoid.

The glass shattered before it reached her lips. She had dropped it because outside, under the dim glow of the streetlamp, she thought she saw them again. A pair of silhouettes too still, too deliberate to be strangers. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She blinked, and they were gone. Maybe they had never been there at all.

But as she swept the shards into the trash, Elena whispered the truth to herself: it didn’t matter if they had been real. Because even here, behind locked doors, she could still feel them close too close like fire waiting for fuel, like shadows waiting to swallow her whole.

The streets were nearly empty, but the silence only made her more aware of her own footsteps. Elena quickened her pace, clutching her bag closer to her chest. The shadows stretched long between the lampposts, swallowing the narrow alleyways until the city felt like a maze with no exit.

She told herself she wasn’t being followed. She told herself she was being paranoid. But when the wind shifted, carrying with it the sound of steady, deliberate footsteps, her body went rigid. At first, she didn’t see him. Lucas lingered where the glow of the streetlight faded, his stillness uncanny, as if he’d always been part of the dark. When her eyes finally adjusted, she realized he was watching her quietly, intently, like he’d been waiting for her to notice.

Her breath caught. “If you’ve been following me, stop. "His head tilted slightly, his face carved in shadow. His voice, when it came, was deep, unhurried. “If I had been following you, Elena, you wouldn’t have known. "The sound of her name cut through her like ice. She hadn’t given it to him.

Before she could speak, another presence stepped from the alley Adrian, all restless energy and sharp edges. Where Lucas radiated stillness, Adrian carried motion, his grin reckless, his eyes alive with danger. Together, they closed the space between her and freedom, like two wolves circling the same prey.

Elena’s pulse hammered as she backed away, but Adrian only smirked. “You’re quick,” he said. “Most don’t even realize until it’s too late.”Lucas moved closer, his gaze locking hers, steady and suffocating. “Go home. Lock your door. Don’t open it for anyone but us. "The order left her stunned. “How do you know my name? My address?”

Neither answered. Adrian’s grin only sharpened as Lucas’s expression grew more severe. “Because you’ve been noticed,” Lucas said, his tone final
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