
Blood Mirror

A line of blood demanded vengeance

By Kaelen Jax

Dedication

For those who were taken too soon,

and for those who stayed behind carrying their absence.

For the ones who were never perfect,

but loved deeply in the only ways they knew how.

For the families built not by perfection,

but by loyalty, sacrifice, and the quiet promise to never let go.

And for anyone who has ever lost someone—

yet chose to keep going anyway.

This story is for you.

Summary

Lucas grew up in the shadow of comparison.

He had a brother, Ethan—the kind of person everyone admired. Responsible, disciplined, kind. While Lucas drifted into trouble, forming connections with the wrong people and keeping emotional distance from everyone around him, Ethan moved forward with purpose, studying to become a doctor and building a future rooted in stability and care.

Where Ethan represented what life should be, Lucas became everything that seemed broken.

Over time, the gap between them grew—not out of hatred, but difference. Ethan built a family, marrying and creating a life filled with meaning. Lucas remained on the outside, orbiting that life but never fully part of it, carrying guilt, pride, and a quiet sense that he didn’t belong in something so good.

But despite everything, they were still brothers.

And that bond never truly disappeared.

The turning point came with a mistake.

Ethan, the “perfect one,” made a single error—one moment that shattered everything. That mistake cost him his life, and in the aftermath, it also led to the death of his wife. Whether through circumstance, consequence, or forces tied to something darker, their deaths were not just tragic—they were wrong.

Unjust.

And for Lucas, it changed everything.

For the first time in his life, Lucas stepped forward—not as the outsider, not as the failure—but as the one who remained.

He took responsibility for what was left behind.

Sophie and her brother.

A broken family.

A silence where Ethan used to be.

Lucas, the man who had never built anything stable, became the one holding everything together. And in that role, something inside him shifted. His detachment cracked, replaced by something deeper—love, duty, and a quiet promise he never spoke out loud:

He would not let their deaths mean nothing.

That’s when revenge began.

Using the very skills and connections that once made him the “imperfect” brother, Lucas turned himself into something precise and unstoppable. He moved through the criminal world like someone who understood it from the inside—because he did.

One by one, he dismantled the organization responsible.

This wasn’t chaos. It wasn’t blind rage.

It was controlled. Intentional.

Personal.

Every step he took was driven by Ethan’s memory—the brother who had lived right, and still paid the price. In a way, Lucas became the mirror opposite of Ethan: where Ethan saved lives, Lucas ended them... all in the name of protecting what Ethan had left behind.

And he succeeded.

The organization fell.

The people responsible were gone.

But justice, taken this way, doesn’t disappear quietly.

The police followed the trail Lucas left behind. Slowly, carefully, they uncovered the truth. And when they came for him, Lucas didn’t fight.

Because his purpose was already fulfilled.

He had done what he set out to do.
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Chapter 1: The Same Face
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They were born six minutes apart, but it might as well have been a lifetime.

Ethan Hale came first—quiet, alert, as if he had arrived with purpose already stitched into him. Lucas followed in a storm of noise, his cry sharp, insistent, refusing to be ignored.

Their mother would later say it was the first sign.

Their father never said anything at all.

In the beginning, they were indistinguishable.

Same pale skin, same dark hair, same steady grey eyes that seemed too aware for infants. Nurses mixed them up more than once, and their parents would laugh about it—softly, politely—before double-checking the small plastic tags around their wrists.

“Which one is which?” visitors would ask.

Their mother, Margaret Hale, always answered the same way.

“Oh, you’ll see,” she’d say.

And they did.

The difference began in silence.

Ethan was the easier child. He slept through the night sooner, fed without fuss, responded to routine as if he needed it. When their mother held him, he settled quickly, his small fingers curling gently around hers.

Lucas didn’t settle.

He resisted sleep, resisted quiet, resisted being placed down. His cries came fast and loud, his tiny body stiff with something that looked too much like defiance for a newborn.

Margaret tried, at first, to treat them the same.

She fed them at the same times. Held them for the same minutes. Sang the same lullabies.

But exhaustion has a way of bending fairness.

Ethan rewarded her effort with calm.

Lucas answered with chaos.

And slowly, almost imperceptibly, she began to linger longer with one than the other.

Their father, Daniel Hale, believed in order.

A man of routines, of expectations, of quiet discipline. He worked long hours and spoke little, but when he did, his words carried weight that settled into the walls of the house.

“Boys need structure,” he would say.

What he meant was: boys need to be controlled before they become something else.

Ethan understood that early.

Lucas didn’t.

By the time they were five, the differences had sharpened into something undeniable.

Ethan listened.

Lucas questioned.

It was a small thing, at first.

“Put your toys away,” their father would say.

Ethan would do it immediately, careful, precise, stacking blocks in neat lines as if the act itself mattered.

Lucas would pause.

“Why?”

It wasn’t rebellion—not at first. It was curiosity, raw and unfiltered.

But curiosity sounds a lot like defiance to someone who values obedience.

“Because I told you to,” Daniel would reply, his tone tightening.

Ethan would already be finished.

Lucas would still be standing there.

School made everything worse.

On their first day, they walked into the classroom side by side, identical in their uniforms, identical in their faces. The teacher smiled, delighted by the novelty.

“Twins,” she said. “How lovely.”

By the end of the week, she no longer confused them.

Ethan sat straight, raised his hand, followed instructions. He learned quickly, absorbing information with quiet efficiency. His work was neat, his answers correct.

Teachers liked him.

They used words like promising, focused, gifted.

Lucas couldn’t sit still.

The chair felt like a trap, the lessons too slow, the rules arbitrary. He interrupted, spoke out of turn, forgot instructions almost as soon as they were given.

Not because he didn’t understand.

Because he didn’t care.

Teachers noticed that too.

They used different words.

Difficult.

Distracted.

Disruptive.

At home, the reports arrived like verdicts.

Margaret would read them at the kitchen table, her expression tightening ever so slightly as she moved from one page to the next.

“Ethan is doing very well,” she would say first.

Always first.

A small smile, a nod of approval, a glance toward him that carried warmth.

Then—

“Lucas...”

The pause was never long, but it was long enough.

“We need to work on this.”

Work.

Fix.

Correct.

Words that gathered around Lucas like a second skin.

Ethan tried.

That was the part no one saw.

He would sit beside his brother, small shoulders hunched over shared homework, pointing gently at the page.

“You just have to do it like this,” he’d say.

Lucas would watch him for a moment, eyes narrowing—not in anger, but in something closer to frustration.

“You make it look easy.”

Ethan didn’t know how to answer that.

Because it was easy.

And he knew that was the problem.

The first real crack came when they were nine.

It started with something small—a missing pencil, a denied accusation, a teacher already tired of Lucas before the day had even begun.

“You took it,” she said.

Lucas shook his head. “I didn’t.”

Ethan knew he was telling the truth.

He said nothing.

Silence, in that moment, chose a side.

Lucas was punished anyway.

After school, their father didn’t ask questions.

“You embarrassed the family,” Daniel said, voice low and controlled.

“I didn’t do it.”

“That’s not what your teacher says.”

Lucas looked at Ethan then.

Just for a second.

Waiting.

Ethan hesitated.

It was brief. Almost invisible.

But it was enough.

“I didn’t see,” he said quietly.

It wasn’t a lie.

But it wasn’t the truth either.

Something shifted that day.

Not loudly. Not dramatically.

But permanently.

By thirteen, they no longer walked side by side.

Ethan stayed after school for extra classes, for science clubs, for anything that moved him forward. Teachers spoke to him about future careers, about potential, about possibilities.

Medicine came up often.

It suited him.

He liked fixing things.

Lucas found his own education elsewhere.

Older kids. Back corners of playgrounds. Streets just far enough from home to feel like freedom.

He learned different lessons:

How to take a hit

How to give one back

How to make people laugh

How to make them back off

Attention, even negative, felt better than being overlooked.

And for the first time—

He was good at something.

Their mother worried.

But her worry sounded different depending on who she was speaking to.

To Ethan:

“We just want you to have the best opportunities.”

To Lucas:

“We don’t know what we’re going to do with you.”

By sixteen, the gap between them had become a canyon.

Ethan was at the top of his class.

Lucas was barely in it.

Detentions turned into suspensions. Warnings turned into consequences. The house grew quieter, but not calmer.

Dinner conversations became shorter.

Their father spoke less to Lucas, not more.

Disappointment replaced discipline.

Which, somehow, was worse.

The night Lucas didn’t come home, no one was surprised.

Their mother sat at the kitchen table long after midnight, fingers wrapped around a cold cup of tea.

Ethan stood in the doorway, unsure of what to say.

“Do you think he’s okay?” she asked.

Ethan hesitated.

Lucas had been pulling away for years. This wasn’t sudden.

It was inevitable.

“I think...” Ethan started, then stopped.

Because the truth felt too heavy.

I think he stopped needing us a long time ago.

Instead, he said:

“He’ll come back.”

Lucas didn’t come back the next day.

Or the day after.

When he finally did, something in him had hardened.

Not broken.

Set.

Like concrete.

From that point on, their lives moved in opposite directions with increasing speed.

Ethan toward structure, purpose, recognition.

Lucas toward chaos, risk, and a world that didn’t ask him to be anything other than what he already was.

Years later, people would look at them and say:

“How can two people who look exactly the same turn out so different?”

They would search for a single moment.

A single mistake.

A single reason.

But the truth was quieter than that.

It wasn’t one moment.

It was a thousand small ones.

A glance held too long.

A question answered too harshly.

A silence that should have been filled.

A child who learned he was valued.

And another who learned he wasn’t.

They were born six minutes apart.

And somewhere in those minutes—

The world decided who each of them would become.
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Chapter 2: Divergence
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By the time they turned eighteen, the distance between Ethan and Lucas Hale could no longer be measured in miles.

It had to be measured in choices.

Ethan stood in a crowded auditorium, his name echoing through applause that felt both overwhelming and expected.

“Ethan Hale.”

He walked across the stage with steady steps, accepting his academic award with a polite smile. Cameras flashed. Teachers nodded with quiet satisfaction.

His mother cried softly in the front row.

His father clapped once—firm, proud, restrained.

Ethan’s world had always been like this: structured, predictable, earned.

Every late night studying.

Every sacrificed weekend.

Every decision carefully made.

It had all led here.

And beyond this moment, there was already a path waiting for him.

Medical school.

Lucas wasn’t there.

Across the city, in a place where applause didn’t exist, Lucas leaned against a cracked wall behind a dimly lit bar, blood drying on his knuckles.

“You held back,” a voice said.

A man stepped forward from the shadows—older, heavier, with the kind of presence that didn’t need to raise its voice to be felt.

Lucas wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “He wasn’t worth it.”

The man studied him for a moment, then smirked slightly.

“That’s not how this works.”

Lucas didn’t respond.

He didn’t need to.

The lesson would come, one way or another.

It always did.

Ethan’s acceptance letter arrived three weeks later.

He opened it alone in his room, careful, precise, as if the paper itself mattered.

We are pleased to inform you...

He exhaled slowly, tension he hadn’t acknowledged finally releasing.

For a brief moment, he allowed himself to feel it.

Relief. Pride. Possibility.

Then, almost instinctively, his thoughts shifted.

Lucas.

He hadn’t heard from him in months.

Ethan folded the letter carefully, placing it back into the envelope.

Success always felt incomplete when there was no one to share it with.

Lucas didn’t need letters.

His future came in conversations held in low voices, in places that smelled like smoke, sweat, and something darker beneath it.

“You ever fired a gun?”

The question came casually, as if they were discussing the weather.

Lucas looked at the weapon placed on the table in front of him.

He had seen guns before. Heard them. Felt their presence in rooms where tension sat just beneath the surface.

But this—

This was different.

This was an invitation.

He picked it up, weighing it in his hand.

“Once,” he said.

The man across from him—Victor Kane’s associate, though Lucas didn’t know the name yet—watched him closely.

“Once isn’t enough.”

Lucas tilted his head slightly. “Depends what you’re aiming at.”

A pause.

Then a small, approving smile.

Ethan’s first year of medical school was everything he expected—and more demanding than he had imagined.

The hours were relentless.

The pressure constant.

But he thrived in it.

Where others hesitated, Ethan
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