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MY EMPIRE IS CRUMBLING, AND SHE’S THE REASON WHY 

They know my name. I am Alek Miles, and it carries the weight of power in this Mafia world.

They call me a monster, a man you don't cross. They learned the rules. They respected the boundaries. My world operates on power, a system I perfected. 

But someone has decided to test those boundaries, to play a dangerous game, pushing all the play. Now, everything I've built is at risk because a rival found a weakness I never allowed myself to have. 

And now Grace Morgan... she's caught in the crossfire. She was never meant to be a pawn, but in this game, innocence became a death sentence.

My rivals will learn a painful lesson: some lines are never meant to be crossed, and the price for crossing me? It's always paid in blood. 

Book 3 of 3 in The Dark Instincts Series — a devastating dark mafia romance where power, betrayal, and forbidden love ignite a deadly endgame.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


WHERE’S SHE?


[image: ]




ALEK P.O.V.

The crisp pre-dawn light, a muted silver, sliced through the sleek blinds of the office window, stretching long, cool shadows across the gleaming obsidian desk. Outside, the sprawling city was just starting to hum to life, a low, distant thrum of traffic gradually building to a steady pulse. I stood there, a solid ceramic mug of dark roast clasped in my hands, its comforting heat leaching into my cool grip as I watched the new day unfold. The robust scent of the dark roast hit me, a fleeting solace, a brief anchor against the creeping tension that had started to coil in my gut. My thoughts, stubborn and uninvited, swerved straight to Grace. Her face, usually vibrant with genuine humor and a soft warmth, played across my mind’s eye. I pictured her, only yesterday it seemed, recalling her showdown with Scarlett, that fierce, unyielding glint in her gaze as she described shutting that woman down. The memory of Grace’s unwavering resolve, that steel hidden beneath a soft, gentle demeanor, brought a tight, almost imperceptible smile of approval, a flicker of genuine warmth, to my face. I nursed the final, almost sharp sip of coffee, allowing the warmth to bloom on my tongue for a moment longer before I deliberately set the empty mug back onto its saucer with a quiet, decisive thud.

Turning from the window and the sprawling city view, I yanked my focus to the stack of pending paperwork that waited for me on the otherwise immaculate expanse of the desk. Among the various files and documents, Scarlett’s termination letter lay near the top, a crisp white rectangle, a glaring anomaly amidst the muted beige and manila, physical proof of the messy business I’d just wrapped up. After the clinical formality of jettisoning Scarlett, a necessary but utterly unpalatable move, I knew, with a chilling certainty that burrowed deep into my gut, that the matter was far from truly done. Simply severing her employment was just the initial, most straightforward step. My legal counsel, the sharp and no-nonsense Davies, would need to step in, send out those cease and desist orders, roll out every legal measure required to lock her out of Grace’s orbit, out of our lives entirely, and ensure she couldn’t weaponize the messy remnants of our past against us. I had observed, with growing clarity lately, the telltale signs of her deeply toxic manipulation, that cold, calculated cunning she hid behind a perfect victim act. I knew, with an absolute certainty, she was capable of anything, even stooping to the ugliest play in the book – trying to blackmail me with some ancient history, a past entanglement I’d already deep-sixed to the furthest corners of my mind. The mere thought left a bitter tang in my mouth, the lingering grime of old mistakes and fresh anxieties.

Having finally knocked out the most urgent tasks from my desk, a whisper of control returned to the day’s usual chaos, I glanced at the clock on the wall. It was earlier than my typical escape from the office, but the unspoken weight of apprehension pressed down on me, pulling me relentlessly towards home. I decided to leave, seeking the familiar anchor of routine and the certainty of seeing Grace soon.

I headed down to street level and towards the corner market, just a few blocks away – a simple errand, a small tether to ordinary life. Grace had mentioned needing milk, a simple request, yet one that aligned with the quiet cadence of our life together, a life I fiercely intended to protect.

Inside the fluorescent-bright store, the usual aisles stretched ahead, packed high with vibrant produce and neatly arrayed packages. I cut straight to the dairy section, the chill air a sharp contrast to the stale office warmth clinging to me. I picked up three half-gallons of milk, more than we strictly needed, but the solid weight in my arms felt grounding, a tangible act of provision.

As I approached the checkout, the subtle chatter among the shop staff, usually just white noise, hooked my attention. Words and phrases floated over, fragments of something out of place, something that grated.

“Screams... earlier... nearby...” The fragmented conversation, overheard and incomplete, sharpened my senses, sending a cold prickle of unease down my spine. What incident? What kind of screams?

A surge of relief, almost giddy, hit me as the thought clicked: Grace had opted for a taxi earlier. She had called from the office barely an hour ago, confirming her plans, a slight deviation from our usual rhythm. That simple decision, now, felt like a slice of pure, unadulterated luck, a sudden shield against some shadowy threat. I couldn’t help but feel intensely grateful for her foresight, for her independent streak that, like now, often turned out to be an unexpected advantage.

The city streets, once familiar and predictable, were becoming increasingly treacherous, a tangible shift in the city’s vibe, a dark, simmering undercurrent of menace that grated at the edges of my awareness. The thought of her walking alone, unprotected and visible in this raw, shifting landscape, especially now, with the precious burden of her pregnancy, sent a cold jolt of fear through me. The news snippets from the shop staff only magnified this feeling, throwing a cloak of nameless dread over the routine errand.

Leaving the fluorescent glare of the store, the automatic doors hissing shut behind me, I strode across the asphalt towards my car. The afternoon sun, though present, felt pale, veiled by a high, hazy layer of clouds, casting a soft, almost somber light. I reached the sleek black sedan, the solid, reassuring mass of the car a small comfort in itself. Just as I reached for the door handle, ready to continue my drive to Grace’s apartment, the sharp, insistent buzz of my phone shredded the relative stillness of the parking lot. A flicker of irritation—a jolt to nerves already strung tight—shot through me before I glanced down at the screen. Matteo’s name and picture, his typically easygoing face now stark, unsmiling, filled the display, a silent command to answer. A premonition, icy and sharp, sliced through the layers of my mounting apprehension.

PHONE TALK

The phone was already against my ear, the connection instantly live.

“Alek?” Matteo’s voice, usually a steady warmth, sounded raw, stretched thin with a chilling current of dread.

“Talk,” I responded, the single word sharp, controlled, masking the sudden lurch of my stomach, the tight, cold knot that instantly cinched in my gut at the sound of Matteo's serious tone. Something was off. Dangerously off. I could sense it in the charged air, in the tense stillness of my own held breath.

“Alek. I’ve got some bad news,” Matteo’s words, each syllable precise, chilling the air like a sudden drop in temperature, freezing me from the inside out and pressing down with a suffocating weight of dread. The casual errand, the mundane weight of milk in the backseat, the quiet normalcy of moments ago, all vaporized, replaced by a sudden, gaping chasm of pure fear.

“Continue,” my response was still clipped, controlled, a mask I fiercely clung to, though inside, a tidal wave of panic was starting to crash. I couldn’t suppress the mounting dread, the icy grip that tightened around my heart.

“They’ve taken Grace hostage...” The words hung in the air, harsh, brutal, each syllable a solid hit against the thin veneer of my control. The world lurched, warped around me. Hostage. Grace. The two words, slammed together, conjured a gut-wrenching image, a living nightmare. A frigid wave of paralyzing fear slammed into me, engulfing me. My breath hitched, and I instinctively slammed my hand against the car, my knuckles blanching as I gripped the cool, unforgiving metal. Braced myself for what he was about to reveal, for the dark truth that threatened to obliterate everything.

“They’re threatening us. Saying Grace and the baby will be harmed because of something that happened a long time ago...” Matteo’s voice, now thick with a raw, vibrating anger, mirrored the cold fury building inside me. The words, fragmented and ominous, ignited a white-hot, primal fire of protective instinct within me. Something old, something buried, was being dragged back into the light, and Grace, and our unborn child, were now trapped in the blast zone.

“I’m going there immediately,” My voice hardened with immediate resolve, the words clipped, devoid of emotion yet vibrating with a tightly coiled fury. The fear was still there, a cold, tight knot in my gut, but it was eclipsed by a steely resolve, a brutal protectiveness that dwarfed everything else. I ended the call abruptly, the sharp click of the disconnecting line like a final verdict in my ear. No more words. No more explanation needed. Just action.

I jerked the milk bottles into the backseat, almost throwing them, the plastic containers clattering against each other with a frantic noise. The urgency of the situation, the blinding, visceral terror for Grace and our child, propelled my every action, every muscle twitch. The car surged to life, the engine’s powerful growl a dark echo of the raw fury surging within me, as I slammed the shifter into drive, peeling out of the parking lot, tires screaming against the asphalt, towards our house, a maelstrom of chilling fear and brutal resolve surging through me, a desperate, consuming need to reach Grace, to shield her, to utterly obliterate whoever dared to threaten her.

Arriving at the house, tires spitting gravel in a harsh shriek as I slammed on the brakes in the driveway, I was out of the car before it had even fully settled, the engine still rumbling roughly behind me. The front door of the house was already swinging open before I even hit the porch, Nikolai and Dimitri, my brothers, already gathered in the sitting room, their faces hard, etched with the same raw concern that clawed at me. Their expressions mirroring my own grinding worry, my own pure, unvarnished fear. The air in the room was heavy with unspoken tension, a suffocating weight of dread.

“How did you find out?” I asked, the question a low, tight rasp, my voice strained with a raw anxiety, clamped down by the effort of maintaining some semblance of control. The words felt like ash in my throat. Nikolai, always the pragmatist, the one who cut to the chase, responded without uttering a word. He simply turned his phone, held steady in his grip, towards me, flashing images on the screen. Images that branded themselves onto my retina, burning like raw acid. Grace on the floor, her body twisted, utterly helpless, the swollen, vulnerable curve of her pregnant belly, our child within, horrifyingly exposed.

Rage, a white-hot fury, ignited in me, blazing so hot it scorched away even the fear. It was a primal, consuming rage, coupled with an overwhelming, desperate need to act, to shred any obstacle, to utterly annihilate anyone who dared to touch her.

“Trying to provoke me, Andrea?!” The words tore from my throat, a low, dangerous snarl vibrating with barely leashed violence. My voice was dangerous, heavy with a promise of retribution that settled like a pall in the room. “If he hurts them, even a single hair on her head, he will face a reckoning beyond his darkest nightmares.”

I turned to my brothers, my anger palpable, radiating from me like raw, blistering heat. “I should have insisted on driving Grace home. I knew the city wasn't safe. What if she didn’t take the taxi? What if she was walking? What if...” My voice trailed off, choked with bitter self-reproach and the terrible what-ifs spiraling in my head.

Nikolai’s voice, calm and rational, a firm anchor cutting through the storm of my emotions, brought me back, however reluctantly, to the present crisis. “Alek, the only thing that matters now is to locate Grace and the baby. Blaming ourselves, picking apart what we should or shouldn’t have done, won’t help Grace, won’t help the baby. We need to focus, to act swiftly, decisively.” His words, sharp and direct, were a brutal reminder of the sheer urgency of the situation.

He was right. Self-recrimination was a distraction we couldn’t afford. Pushing aside the gnawing guilt, the paralyzing what-ifs, I forced myself to focus on the task at hand. The pictures, graphic and undeniable, painted a clear, horrifying picture, one that pointed, with gut-wrenching certainty, straight to Andrea. It was his sick revenge, a cold, calculated act of malice, a desperate attempt to inflict maximum pain, using Grace and the baby as pawns in his twisted game. Andrea was undoubtedly involved; his resentment, his bitterness towards us, had simmered for too long, eating away at him from the inside out. This wasn't random chance, no spur-of-the-moment act of violence. He had orchestrated this, engineered it with chilling precision, preying on Grace’s vulnerability, her unsuspecting presence in our world, to hit us where it would shred us most. The realization, cold, brutal, fueled my determination to rescue Grace and our baby from his clutches, to unleash the full, unbridled force of our power against him.

“Andrea is involved, no question,” I explained to my brothers, my voice now steady, though still humming with suppressed fury. “Do you remember that recent shady deal? The one that imploded, leaving a nasty trail of bad blood?” They both nodded, their expressions hard and grim. “We suspect he was connected to the rival crew we were circling. They weren’t just unsatisfied with how the deal went down—they felt burned, disrespected. And it seems Andrea might have offered them our intel, our vulnerabilities, for their muscle in this... this snatch-and-grab.” My brothers exchanged a sharp, chilling glance. Understanding dawned in their eyes, a cold acceptance of the sheer scale of Andrea’s betrayal. Andrea’s involvement in this abduction was more than just a personal vendetta, a sibling feud turned poisonous; it was a cold, strategic play for leverage in the larger power struggle, a desperate power play to climb the underworld ladder. With that understanding, the pieces slotted into place, our course of action became crystal clear, brutally sharp. Find Grace. Thwart Andrea’s vicious scheme. Before it escalated further, before any real damage was inflicted.

I sped through the streets, the city lights a violent blur of color, my car devouring the asphalt with furious urgency. The speedometer needle climbed higher, flirting with the edge of control. Our convoy of black trucks, Dimitri and Nikolai leading the charge, followed closely behind, a deep rumble of engines, a declaration of our united front, our unyielding resolve. Images of Grace and our unborn child, exposed and terrified, flashed through my mind, each image a brutal jolt of fear and raw fury. Their safety, their well-being, was everything, the only thing that existed in that moment. My resolve to protect them, to bring them home safe, blazed like a crucible in my chest, a primal, unshakeable force.

Reaching the location, a sprawling, formidable estate on the outskirts of the city, I slammed on the brakes, the tires screaming in protest against the violent stop. I threw the car into park and was out, moving with a lethal purpose towards the formidable gates. Guards, solid, muscle-bound figures in dark suits, blocked my path, their faces blank, their hands hovering ominously near their holsters. But I didn’t hesitate, didn’t falter. I demanded to see Andres, my voice low and lethal, thick with the raw power of my fury. My brothers and our team, a silent, formidable wall of muscle and menace, formed behind me, their presence hardening my resolve, amplifying the quiet menace that hung in the air.

Andres emerged from the shadows, stepping out onto the pristine lawn, his figure stark against the backdrop of the imposing mansion. A surge of unease, unexpected and sharp, washed over me. Not fear, but a cold, unsettling gut feeling. I didn’t waste time on pleasantries, on subtle jabs. My voice was urgent, raw, barely contained fury in every syllable.

“Where is Andrea?” His answer hit me like a physical blow, a gut punch that stole my breath, leaving me momentarily stunned. Andrea was no longer part of his life, cut off from the family, kicked out, exiled due to his disloyalty. My mind reeled with mixed emotions, a confusing jumble of anger and a surprising sliver of sorrow warring within me as Andres, his voice flat, completely devoid of warmth, spelled out his version, his cold, hard take on the fractured family narrative.

“He is dead to me now. Andrea’s disloyalty was the last straw, the unforgivable betrayal, and he made his choice. He chose to team up with our enemies, to become a snake in our own house.” Andres’s voice was stripped of all emotion, utterly cold and detached, his words brutally chilling in their indifference. He spoke of his own brother as if he were a discarded asset, a smudge erased.

I didn’t hold back, the carefully constructed mask of composure finally shattering. My voice was sharp, menacing, each word a honed shard of ice as I delivered a brutal warning, my gaze fixed, drilling into his. “Remember this, Andres. Grace and my child are being held because of Andrea’s actions, actions that trace back to your family, your blood. If they are harmed, in any way, you will carry the consequences. And mark my words, Andres,” I leaned closer, my voice dropping to a low, dangerous growl, “if that happens, you will have signed your own death warrant.”

His casual dismissal stung, a lazy flick of his wrist, sending a lit cigarette butt skittering onto the pristine lawn, a cold flicker of disdain in his eyes. His apathy, his cold detachment, only strengthened my resolve, hardening my determination to rescue Grace and our baby from this vicious, senseless act of vengeance, no matter who was pulling the strings, no matter the cost. With unyielding determination, my jaw locked tight, I turned away from Andres, joining my brothers and our crew, my sole focus, my entire being consumed by the singular, burning objective of retrieving Grace and my child from this perilous situation, bringing them back into my world, back to me.
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I PROMISED
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ALEK P.O.V.

I still couldn't wrap my head around it. His own father, saying something so cold, so calculated.

The raw, gut-punch callousness of his words ricocheted through my skull, each syllable a razor-sharp barb twisting deeper inside. His pronouncements, spat out with such chilling detachment, kept looping in my mind, a broken-playback reel I couldn't shut off. Every single word landed like a physical blow, a fresh wave of disbelief churning in my stomach, quickly followed by a molten surge of pure, uncontrollable rage. My hands clenched automatically, knuckles stark white, as the sheer injustice of it all burned like acid through my veins.

I needed out of that suffocating room. I needed to move, to burn off some of this pent-up energy, to do something, anything, rather than just sit there and let this corrosive fury eat me alive. Driven by that fierce, primal need for action, I practically exploded out of the room, lunging toward the car, my fingers fumbling for the key fob in my pocket. I yanked the car door open, dropping into the driver’s seat. The worn leather felt cool, almost mocking, beneath me as I slammed the door shut with a force that vibrated through the entire frame.

The rich scent of worn leather and the sharp tang of gasoline filled the interior, a familiar comfort that now offered zero solace. My fingers had a slight tremor as I jammed the key into the ignition, twisting it with a jerky, impatient motion. The engine roared to life, a deep-throated growl that perfectly mirrored the chaos tearing through me. I slammed the shifter into drive and floored it, the tires screaming for a second against the asphalt before the car shot forward, a blurry streak tearing away from the source of my torment, becoming an extension of my desperate need to escape.

It felt like only a handful of minutes, though time had warped and lost all meaning in my current state, before the familiar, dark silhouette of the house emerged from the evening haze. The house, usually my fortress, a sanctuary of peace, now loomed ahead like a cold, indifferent monster. Its familiar structure offered no comfort, feeling strangely alien and distant, detached from the overwhelming turmoil boiling inside me. The solid brick, the neatly trimmed hedges, the welcoming porch – normally symbols of stability and home – now just stood sentinel, mocking the chaos raging in my gut.

I screeched to a halt haphazardly in the driveway, the tires crunching loudly on the gravel. I cut the engine, and the sudden, dead quiet amplified the ringing in my ears, the frantic thundering of my heart. I pushed open the car door, the heavy thud echoing, and stepped out onto the driveway. The gravel shifted under my feet, each small sound grating on my already razor-edge nerves. Without a pause, I walked toward the front door, my purposeful strides sounding unnaturally loud, the slap of my shoes echoing in the suffocating stillness of the afternoon. I reached for the handle, the iced metal strangely shocking against my skin, and pushed the door open, stepping inside.

The silence within the house was immediate and oppressive, a thick, heavy blanket that seemed to suck the air from my lungs. It wasn't peaceful; it was a devouring void. Every creak of the floorboards, every subtle tick of an unseen clock, seemed to highlight the oppressive quiet, amplifying my growing sense of unease. The familiar scent of home, usually comforting and grounding, was muted, almost stale, overpowered by the clinging dread that permeated the air.

I moved further into the living room, my movements feeling leaden, each step a conscious, drudging effort. The room was exactly as I had left it, undisturbed, yet it felt different, tainted by the unsettling aura of my anxiety, a dread that seemed to seep into the very walls. My legs felt like rubber, almost buckling beneath me, as I gravitated toward the couch. The familiar worn fabric offered no real comfort. I collapsed heavily onto the cushions, the springs squealing in protest, the plushness doing absolutely nothing to alleviate the hard knot of tension solidifying in my stomach. Exhaustion, both mental and physical, began to drain into my bones, yet rest felt impossible, a luxury I couldn't afford to permit myself.

With a heavy, ragged sigh that seemed to carry the weight of the world, I brought my hands to my face, fingers digging into my temples, pressing hard against the throbbing ache behind my eyes. I closed my eyes tightly, desperate to shut down the relentless mental noise, the images that flashed unbidden behind my eyelids. I remained there for a moment, motionless, trying to anchor myself, to find some semblance of calm amidst the maelstrom raging within.

I began to contemplate the situation. The full reality of it sucker-punched me, its immense gravity pressing down like a vise on my chest, stealing my breath, leaving me gasping, suffocated by the sheer enormity of what was unfolding. My mind, far from finding solace in stillness, instantly kicked into overdrive, a frantic whirlwind of thoughts and anxieties. It was a chaotic scramble within my skull, each idea colliding with another in a jumbled, incoherent mess, a cacophony of possibilities and fears. What to do next? The question screamed relentlessly in my mind, demanding an answer that stubbornly evaded me. Each potential course of action sparked a dozen counter-arguments, each glimmer of hope immediately shot down, choked by a wave of despair. I tried to focus, to organize the cerebral mess, to sift through the mental debris and find a clear path forward, but the anxiety was a thick, pea-soup fog, clouding my judgment, blurring the edges of reason.

After what felt like an eternity – though it was probably only half an hour – of restless contemplation, punctuated by agitated pacing back and forth across the room and running through countless scenarios in my head, each more terrifying than the last, my phone suddenly rang. The shrill, piercing sound ripped through the oppressive silence, a jarring intrusion that jolted me violently from my deep, dark thoughts. My body recoiled instinctively at the sudden noise, my muscles tensing, my throat seized up, my heart leaping into it. For a fleeting moment, a jolt of adrenaline shot through me, mixed with a wild, desperate flicker of hope, a fragile, desperate ember in the darkness. Grace? Could it possibly be her? The thought, however improbable, ignited a spark of desperate longing within me. My hand, still trembling slightly, shot out quickly, instinctively clutching my cell phone from the coffee table. My pulse jackhammered instantly against my ribs with a frantic urgency, fueled by the gut-level hope that had momentarily flared within me.
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