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​Too Many Questions

​Isaac & Lysander
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It was a few hours later now, the aftermath of what had just happened sitting with everyone. Lysander and Isaac were laying down in their now shared bed, snuggled against each other. This was the first time since arriving where they were able to relax for a moment.

The car ride wasn’t exactly relaxing either considering the circumstances.

The room was quiet, the tension of the evening finally replaced with a calm stillness. The moonlight filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow over Lysander’s bedroom. Sconces on the walls by the bedposts were glowing dimly with a comfortable orange ambience. Isaac had his arms wrapped tightly around Lysander, his warmth and steady breathing grounding Isaac after the chaos of the day.

Lysander rested his head on his pillow while Isaac gently brushed through Lysander’s hair.

“You were incredible tonight,” Lysander murmured softly, his voice soft and quiet, but filled with admiration for what his lover had accomplished earlier that night. “I don’t even know how you managed to stay so composed through all of that. You were... unstoppable.”

Isaac shifted slightly, pulling Lysander closer to him even though there wasn’t much space left to fill, “To be completely honest, I was having anxiety during it. My adrenaline was running a million miles a second. I had no chance to breathe but I kept my composure because I had to.”

Lysander sighed with a satisfactory breath, “I’ve been in this world my whole life, Izzy. People like Elliot, like my family, thrive on control and fear. But you? You walked into their world and tore it apart. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Lysander turned around to face Isaac, wanting to see his face as he spoke to him, wanting to look into his eyes while he praised his boyfriend.

He paused, his gaze softening as he stroked Isaac’s cheek. “You didn’t have to take it all on, but you did. For me. For us. And I don’t think I’ll ever be able to thank you enough for that.”

He leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to his lips before resting his forehead against his. “I love you, Izzy. More than I can put into words. And I’m so damn lucky to have you by my side.”

The room fell silent again, the only sound present was the soft rhythm of their breathing as they lay together, wrapped in the safety and love they both fought so hard to protect. Isaac wasn’t used to this side of Lysander. Even when they were in Boston together for the past five years he wasn’t this affectionate. He was distant, heavily repressed and struggling to find his own footing. Now he knew why. But this guy, this version of him, was like nothing he ever knew.

“I’m sorry, are you the same Lysie I met in Boston, because you weren’t this... vulnerable before?”

“Ha ha, yeah, I guess it’s just because I was actually able to stand up to that bitch I have the unfortunate pleasure of calling my mother. However, my grandfather, Victor, may not be so easy to confront like that.”

“Is your grandfather really that... intense?” Lysander’s face fell slightly, and Isaac took notice, “that bad huh?”

“He’s definitely not the easiest person to get along with. He has no empathy, or even sympathy for that matter. Unless it benefits the business, you’re lucky to even get a smile out of that man. He only smiles if something truly pleases him.”

“I take it you’ve never been a recipient of his award winning smile?”

“Ha! I wish. The only person in this family that has any sort of feelings outwardly is my Aunt, my mom’s older sister and Grandfather’s eldest child. She’s quiet, but she’s not evil like my grandfather, mom, and Uncle.”

“Damn, this family sounds even more fucked up than I thought,” Isaac’s voice cracked a bit in shock, “I knew this was going to be difficult, but shit.”

“Babe, you don’t even know the half of it. You’ll find out exactly what kind of people they are tomorrow. But it is going to be tense because I can guarantee everyone is already waiting to see what you’ll do.”

“Well, I’m going to go into the situation peacefully. I’ll respond based on how you and I are treated. But I’m sure all vitriol will be directed at me.”

“Well, you made a massive impression, so you can expect it. I love you for it though, you showed so much tenacity.”

Isaac smiled softly at the compliment, “I love you too. I wasn't going to let anything happen to you. As a matter of fact, I was actually worried what Elliot would try to do to you. Which is why I stepped up the way that I did. They're not used to me, so I knew I could throw them off. It was honestly a riot to see your mom crumble like that.”

Lysander’s arms tightened around Isaac, and he exhaled a shaky breath, his voice soft but full of emotion. “I know. I could see it in everything you did tonight, you weren’t just protecting me; you were fighting for us. And you were right. They didn’t know what hit them. You threw them off balance so completely that they couldn’t recover.” Isaac brushed a strand of hair away from Lysander’s face, his dark eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and awe.

“Amara is used to controlling everything, bending people to her will. Elliot, he’s just a tool she used. But you? You walked in with no fear and no hesitation. You saw right through them. It was like watching a storm they couldn’t outrun.”

His voice lowered, more vulnerable now. “I won’t lie, Izzy. I was scared. Not for myself, I’ve dealt with my family’s darkness my whole life, but for you. I didn’t want you getting hurt, and I didn’t want to drag you into all of this. But you showed me tonight that you’re stronger than I ever could’ve imagined.”

He leaned in, resting his forehead against Isaac’s, his voice barely above a whisper. “You’ve given me more than just your love, Izzy. You’ve given me hope. I hope that we can break free from all of this and finally build a life that’s just ours. This family is a prison, and I’m looking forward to seeing them fall.”

He pulled himself closer into Isaac’s embrace, warm and secure. “You’ve changed everything for me. I love you more than I ever thought I could love anyone.”

The quiet of the room enveloped them both, the weight of the night slowly fading as they held each other close, finding peace in each other’s arms. They stayed that way for a few minutes, allowing themselves the comfort they hadn’t enjoyed yet.

Something was plaguing Isaac though, and he was having a hard time relaxing.

“There's something curious about Elliot, though. He knows me somehow, or else he wouldn't have walked up to me like he did. The way he spoke to me was too casual. He would have been observing rather than directly confronting me. It doesn’t make sense right now. But there's nothing he could have on me... right? It’s not like I have a secret life he could find. I'm actually curious to find out what he knows about me.”

Isaac paused in contemplation, but it was useless when he had nothing to go on other than speculation. But he knew what he had to do first tomorrow, and it couldn’t wait.

Lysander listened closely, his brow furrowed as he spoke. “You’re right,” he murmurs, his voice thoughtful. “Elliot wouldn’t have approached you like that if he didn’t think he had an edge, or at least some knowledge he thought would give him the upper hand. But the fact that he confronted you directly means he was confident, maybe even too confident. What he said to you about being bold and how you responded, you threw him completely off.”

“That’s one of the biggest problems so many people like him have. They look at me and think just because I’m a pretty face that I’m not intelligent.”

“Well there’s definitely nothing wrong with being a pretty face,” Lysander chuckled.

“Ha ha, yeah. There’s nothing wrong with it. It’s also quite fun to show people that I can outwit them.”

He paused again and began thinking about Christopher Hayes. Why was he there?

“But first, I'm going to have to talk to Hayes, because now that he's by himself, he won't have to worry. The way he was behaving tonight definitely suggests involvement in some way, perhaps the target? I mean, he wasn’t acting like someone who knew what he was doing. So, I'm gonna take care of that in the morning. He’ll be the first person I talk to.”

Lysander shifted slightly, pulling Isaac closer as his hand gently stroked his back. “Talking to  Hayes is clearly the right move. Now that he’s away from Elliot and the woman in black, he might feel safer opening up. And I think you’re exactly the person to get through to him.”

He paused, his gaze met Isaac’s. “But be careful, Izzy. Considering who Hayes is, being connected directly to my family, he had been in this game long enough to know how to protect himself, even if he’s been blackmailed. He’ll probably try to hold back since he’s an attorney. You know as well as I do that attorneys were good at utilizing evidence and information that benefits them and their clients. Keeping their clients from facing penalties. But if anyone can get him to trust, it’s you. Just... don’t let him manipulate the situation, either.”

“He may be an attorney, but even they have their limitations. I’ll find the cracks, it is what I’m good at after all.”

A small smile tugged at Lysander’s lips, softening his otherwise serious expression. “You’ve already proven you can handle someone like Elliot. I have no doubt you’ll get to the bottom of this with Hayes. And when you do, we’ll finally have the full picture,” He pressed a gentle kiss to Isaac’s temple. “For now, let’s just rest. You’ve already done so much tonight. In the morning, we’ll take the next step together.”
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Amara had left the Monarch Club before the event had finished. After her unproductive call with her father she didn’t care to remain.

She made her way to her lavish bedroom that night seething from the failure of tonight’s debacle. She wasn’t expecting something like Mr. Parker to traipse onto her property, invading her carefully crafted design. Now someone wished to dismantle everything they had no business in.

However, when it came to her precious gem of a son, she remained indifferent to his presence. It wasn’t that she didn’t care, it was that she was so far detached from him personally she didn’t care much. She loved him, no doubt. He was her son after all. But the only thing that kept her from truly embracing him was due to how much he looked like his father, and she couldn’t stand it.

Her heels clack clack clack against the marble tile floors as she glided through the dimly lit hallways to reach her bedroom. She couldn’t wait to get into her seclusion. She was embarrassed and couldn’t let anyone see it. If anyone were to see past her carefully curated exterior she could be destroyed, and now her biggest, unanticipated threat had reached her doorstep.

She finally reached her room and unlocked the door. The door was heavy, solid wood, painted in a deep, obsidian black with gold accents so subtle they only caught the light when it wanted them to. Crossing the threshold into her bedroom was like entering a sanctum; every element was intentional, every detail a flex of dominance and untouchable wealth. She lived and breathed in a space to keep up the energy she desired.

The room itself was massive, but not in a warm, inviting way. It was commanding. Anyone who enters could feel the intimidation, which was exactly the point. She wanted to control the space.

The walls were a rich, dark plum or deep emerald, colors that whispered royalty without screaming it, accented by ebony trim and polished gold. A chandelier dangled dead center, low enough to remind you to look up. Hundreds of glass spears caught the light like knives mid-spin. The lighting was dim and moody, angled like stage direction, designed to highlight her and shadow everyone else. If anyone was to be seen, she demanded it to be her and anything she owned.

Her bed? Oversized, four-poster, lacquer wood looking as though it was painted with pitch. with blood-red silk sheets hidden by a dark gray velvet comforter you wouldn't dare wrinkle without permission. It wasn't about comfort, it was about power. The kind of bed that said you sleep when I say so. Her pillows were decorative first, practical never. She’d rather sleep in style than in comfort.

One wall was an expansive mirror, not for vanity, but for interrogation, keeping herself in line whenever she even dared to falter on any decisions. Everything she’s done, all of her success, had been attributed to instinct. Any doubt or second guessing had to be SQUASHED immediately.

There was a bar cart, of course. Crystal decanters. Top-shelf everything. Liquor meant not for indulgence, but leverage. She’s had many discussions with her closest allies over these liquors, but even those she called allies were expendable if need be. Even her scent was curated, amber, musk, and some rare oil no one else had access to.

There were no family photos. Why bother? Family was only good when it was useful. There was but one single frame, large and imposing. A haunting portrait of herself at her most iconographic moment. And hidden behind it, a biometric panel only she could access, was where the real secrets lived.

She wasn’t sure what to make of everything. Mr. Parker wasn’t like the near thousands of lives she had under her fingertips. Nothing moved until she said so. Unfortunately, that only pertained to her side of the family's empire. She would never admit it out loud to anyone, but she knew Mr. Parker was right. A name was only a name, and only had power if it was given it.

Damn that Isaac! How will I even maneuver now? He’s not like the others. I had to get away, but Father didn’t seem to care at all about this. What the hell does he expect me to do? ‘Just take care of it’ he says! How much more pedantic can I possibly be?

She had always been the golden child, the one her father could rely on. Her brother was also reliable, but even she doubted his methods. He was not directly connected with her and their father, but he still did side work for them, or at least for their father.

She decided to text her tech and personal assistant Claire, who dealt with her schedule and other tech based concerns.

Claire, call me.

Nothing more needed to be said. She only reached out when she required her, so it was obvious that she needed help.

The phone rang, of course it was Claire.

“Good evening Madam, what seemed to be the issue?”

“Claire, Elliot failed miserably. I need you to look into this Isaac Parker character. There was something disturbing about him. Disruptive even.”

“Madam, this was a very unorthodox request. Was this person really that much of a concern?”

“Claire, do you think I would text you this late at night if it wasn’t a concern? Get your head on straight!” Sometimes I wondered if this woman had a brain.

“Madam, it’s just that... I’ve looked into him already...”

Amara stopped dead in her tracks, “Excuse me... what did you just say?”

“I said I’ve already looked into him already. But there was a problem... there was nothing on him. Not a single record. He was clean. I don’t think I have to explain how. Digitally and systematically, he was a




























​

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLACKWOOD
Jirs 47 %

B <4

LI

E=h
E=

IR L






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





