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HE OWNS MY BODY, BUT CAN HE KEEP MY SOUL?

I’m Grace Morgan. Or at least, I used to be. Now, with Alek in my life, nothing is the same. I'm left facing my own frustration—because I swore I'd never belong to a man like him.

Alek Miles is ruthless, controlling, a force no one dares defy. I was never supposed to be in his world, never supposed to let him into mine. But it happened. And now, no matter how hard I try to break free, he won't let me go. 

The worst part? I don't know if I want him to.

Every time I get close to the exit door, something stops me. Maybe it's the way his touch lingers, the way his voice wraps around my name like a promise. Or maybe it's the way, despite everything, I still crave him. 

Love and danger—two sides of the same coin. And with Alek, I can't have one without the other. 

Book 2 of 3 in The Dark Instincts Series — a heart-wrenching dark mafia romance where obsession, defiance, and forbidden desire collide.
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GRACE P.O.V.

The air in the room felt thick, almost humming with a charged energy, a heavy tension that pressed against my skin like an invisible weight. It wasn't just dense; it was like trying to breathe through a deep-sea dive, each movement meeting serious drag. Inside my head, doubts started to churn, a dense fog rolling in, threatening to swamp any clear thought.

They circled, relentless as hungry vultures, each one picking at my composure, blurring my vision and making it impossible to focus on anything beyond the growing unease. A powerful, almost desperate urge to shatter the silence, to yank the swirling chaos from inside me and toss it out, began to build.

The questions clawed at my throat, desperate to break free into the suffocating air.

When I finally managed to speak, my voice came out shakier than I’d wanted, a dead giveaway of the tremor running straight through me. "Did you set this whole thing up?" The words felt bare as they left my lips, so easy to brush off or twist. I pushed on, my raw suspicion finally out in the open, "Was your whole endgame, your specific goal, to get me pregnant?"

The words hung in the charged air, hitting like a sharp jab, even though I'd tried to frame them as questions.

My tone, loaded with suspicion and a rising anxiety, had a real edge, a biting sharpness that made my query sound less like a genuine attempt to understand and a lot more like a direct hit, an accusation of straight-up manipulation and playing dirty.

Alek, unbelievably, stayed stone-cold composed through my entire verbal assault, his outer vibe not giving away even a hint of inner chaos. He stood there, solid and unyielding, like he was carved from something harder than rock, his calm an absolute contrast to the storm raging wild inside me.

Not a single muscle twitched in his face, no flicker of nerves in his eyes. He locked his gaze right on me, his eyes drilling into mine with unwavering steadiness, showing zero hesitation, no hint of looking away or even a whisper of guilt.

"No," he stated flat, his voice cutting through the tension with zero ambiguity, "it was absolutely, 100% unintentional."

His response was immediate and rock-solid, leaving no room for any misread. He kept explaining, his voice measured and tightly controlled, every word picked clean and delivered with deliberate precision.

"I realized, after everything went down, that the condom wrappers were still sealed, completely untouched," he laid out, his gaze still locked on mine, "and I felt a strong sense of responsibility, a need to be totally upfront and straight with you about how things really are. I didn't want any room for doubt, no unnecessary risks, or anything left fuzzy between us."

Despite the apparent sincerity in his explanation, despite the calm, even tone he used, my defenses stayed locked down tight, refusing to budge against his words.

His composure, in fact, almost stoked my suspicion, making me question the sheer ease with which he delivered that flat denial. It was too smooth.

"But," I shot back, my voice sharper this time, laced with disbelief, "you could have been, should have been, way more careful from the jump. This whole chain of events, this entire mess," I waved a hand vaguely between us, "it feels way more calculated, more on purpose than just some simple, bad break."

My thoughts started to spiral, a chaotic blur of half-formed theories and jagged suspicions, each one fueling the growing dread inside me. They bounced erratically from one wild possibility to another, like frantic sparks in a wildfire, and I just couldn't shake the nagging, unsettling feeling that there was some hidden agenda driving his actions, a secret, finely tuned plan I was totally in the dark about, a high-stakes game where I was just a pawn, completely unaware.

Alek’s jaw tightened, barely, a subtle shift in his otherwise blank face, a fleeting clench of muscle that gave away a tiny crack in his iron grip on control. It was almost invisible, easy to miss if you weren't watching him with absolute laser focus, but it was definitely there.

He paused for a beat, a heavy silence hanging between us, like he was carefully, meticulously weighing every single word before letting it pass his lips, making sure they landed exactly where he intended. "You have my word, Grace," he stated with unwavering conviction, his voice firm and resolute, "there was no hidden play, no ulterior motive behind any of this. None."

He kept going, his gaze steady, trying to drill the depth of his sincerity into me. "I would never, under any circumstances, intentionally mess with your well-being in such a profound, personal way. My only aim, my sole intention, was for us to be completely transparent, open and honest, and to ensure we were both on the same page about this situation."

I paused, the silence stretching taut between us, caught in a complex web of battling emotions, a confusing swirl of uncertainty going head-to-head with lingering, stubborn doubts. His words, delivered with undeniable conviction, still couldn't quite break through the brick wall of my suspicion.

"I find that incredibly hard, honestly, to fully and completely buy," I admitted, my voice dropping a notch, the earlier sharpness draining away, replaced by a weary resignation.

"This whole thing is absolutely crushing, Grace," I repeated my name almost to myself, trying to anchor myself in the now, "and it's making me question everything, every interaction, every assumption, especially considering what you said earlier, that you were... watching me." The word felt heavy, loaded with implications.

"Did you target me specifically, pick me out for some kind of shady business?" I pressed, my anxiety spiking hard, a knot of fear tightening in my stomach, squeezing my chest.

Alek’s expression softened noticeably at my words, his features relaxing, the earlier tension seemingly melting away like ice.

His gaze, which had been so intense and unyielding, now softened with what felt like genuine concern and understanding. He reached out slowly, deliberately, extending his hand toward me, and gently, tentatively, brushed his fingertips against my cheek, the surprising warmth of his skin a shocking contrast to the cold dread gripping me.

"I genuinely get your worries, Grace," he said sincerely, his voice low and soothing, a clear attempt to calm me, "and I promise you, I will do absolutely everything in my power to support you through this, to help you navigate this situation."

He paused, his eyes locking deep with mine, seeking to bridge the gap, to build some kind of connection between us. "Please," he implored gently, "try not to let your thoughts run wild right now, try to stay grounded in the moment."

He doubled down on his denial, his voice earnest and laced with quiet insistence.

"But you have to, you absolutely have to believe me when I tell you it wasn't like that at all, nothing like what you're imagining. I was watching you, yes, but not in the way you suspect. I was observing you, because you were, and still are, the first person who has truly, genuinely intrigued me, captivated my attention in a way I can't explain, even though I totally get how suspicious and unsettling it must seem now, given everything."

A part of me desperately wanted to believe him, to simply take his words at face value, to trust the raw sincerity that seemed to radiate from his eyes, to grab onto the lifeline of reassurance he offered.

But the deep-seated fear of the unknown, the unsettling current of uncertainty that had taken root inside me, still clung stubbornly, a persistent, unwelcome hum in the pit of my stomach, a constant thrum of anxiety in the back of my mind.

As we stood there, frozen in place, locked in a silent, unspoken emotional battle, a tense standoff of trust versus raw suspicion, I slowly began to realize that untangling this incredibly complex and fraught situation, ripping apart the dense web of misunderstanding and fear, would demand a serious amount of time, a huge dose of patience from both of us, and a profound level of understanding that felt, right then, almost impossibly out of reach.

I arched an eyebrow slightly, a clear sign of skepticism and lingering doubt, my expression probing, trying to fully grasp the full scope of his intentions, to dissect the hidden layers beneath his carefully chosen words, and to understand exactly what he was implying about our future.

"So," I began cautiously, still unsure, still wary of laying out too much of my own vulnerability, "what exactly are your plans moving forward? What do you see happening next?" I asked, my voice measured, still probing, still unsure of his ultimate motives and the true depth of his involvement in this rapidly unfolding situation, the direction he intended to steer us.

He released a slow, deliberate breath, a sigh that seemed to carry its own heavy weight, appearing genuinely troubled and contemplative as he shifted his gaze slightly away, weighing his answer with obvious care.

He seemed to be wrestling with the words, crafting them carefully before speaking.

"I want to take care of both of you," he stated finally, turning his gaze back to meet mine, his voice now carrying a newfound gravity of responsibility, "for the baby. It's my child too, after all," he added, the words a clear and direct acknowledgment of his part in this unexpected turn, a raw recognition of his responsibility and commitment.

His response genuinely floored me; it was a total blindsider, catching me completely off guard. I hadn't anticipated, not even considered, that he would express such a clear, unambiguous desire to be actively involved in the child's life, to truly step into the role of a father in any real way.

"You are absolutely not obligated, in any way, to take care of me," I stated firmly, wanting to set crystal-clear boundaries right from the jump, to make sure there were zero misunderstandings about expectations or any kind of dependency. "However," I continued, softening my tone slightly but holding my ground, "if you genuinely want to be present in the baby's life, to have a role in her upbringing, you are, of course, welcome to be.

I will be living in my own apartment, my own space, and you are welcome to come to doctor's appointments with me, to be involved in the prenatal care, or to visit her, spend time with her, once she is born."

He confirmed his understanding with a slow, deliberate nod, his expression thoughtful, seemingly genuinely accepting and processing the proposed arrangement, the wild, unconventional structure of our future connection.

It was undeniably an unusual situation, to say the least, especially considering we’d never shared anything resembling a normal romantic relationship, no history of intimacy or affection beyond these recent, electrifying encounters.

But the sheer fact that he had expressed a clear, unambiguous desire to be a part of our child's life, to take on some level of paternal responsibility, offered a small, fragile thread of hope, a faint glimmer of light in the otherwise overwhelming darkness of uncertainty and apprehension.

I stayed silent for another moment, the weight of his words settling over me, trying to fully absorb the sheer amount of information that had just been dumped, the complex web of emotions that had been stirred up, the unexpected seismic shift our lives had just taken.

After a brief internal sparring match, a quick assessment of the situation, I decided that pushing further, probing more in that immediate moment, would probably be useless, potentially even backfire, and with a quiet, almost imperceptible sigh, I turned and left the bathroom, retreating from the confined space and the intense conversation.

As I walked back towards his bedroom, the familiar space now feeling strangely altered, humming with unspoken tension, I gathered my scattered clothes from the floor, picking them up one by one, and started methodically packing my things back into my bag, the act of folding clothes a small, grounding ritual in the midst of the emotional turmoil.

Alek moved towards his closet, his movements deliberate and unhurried, maybe planning to grab his work clothes, to get ready for his day, but then I heard his footsteps behind me, soft and measured in the quiet room, the sound of him following me, his presence a silent question mark hanging in the air.

"What are you doing?" he asked, his voice now laced with clear, unmistakable concern, the earlier composure momentarily cracked, replaced by a genuine worry.

"Getting ready to leave," I shot back, my words clipped and abrupt, deliberately avoiding his eyes, refusing to meet his gaze, focusing instead on the mundane task of packing, hoping to project an outward calm that completely belied the chaotic turmoil raging inside me. I kept packing my belongings, moving with a forced, mechanical precision, desperately trying to maintain a facade of composure, an outward calm, despite the crushing confusion and anxiety that threatened to consume me from the inside out.

"Leave? So suddenly?" Alek’s voice sounded genuinely puzzled, his tone reflecting his evident confusion and surprise at my abrupt, unexpected departure, my sudden shift in demeanor.

"I have to go to work, Alek," I finally looked up, breaking the self-imposed silence, a hint of frustration creeping into my voice, a weary impatience with the entire situation starting to surface. "I can't afford to be late, not today, not ever. I just need to get back to my regular schedule, to reclaim some sense of normalcy, some semblance of routine in the face of all this chaos."

Understanding slowly clicked on Alek’s face, the initial confusion gradually receding, and his expression softened perceptibly, the faint lines of worry around his eyes relaxing, realizing that my sudden reaction, my seemingly abrupt departure, was likely driven by the immense stress of the situation, the overwhelming weight of emotions that had just been unleashed between us.

"Alright, I get it," he said, his voice now gentle and conciliatory, conveying a sense of empathy and acceptance. "But could I at least walk you downstairs, just for a quick breakfast? Just a few minutes," he added, trying to find a middle ground, to bridge the gap between my urgent need to leave and his clear desire to offer some form of care. "I'll make absolutely sure you're not delayed, not even by a minute," he offered, trying to reassure me about my clock ticking.

I paused for a moment, my movements halted, torn between my urgent, pressing need to get to work on time, to escape the suffocating intensity of the room, and his obvious, genuinely felt concern for my well-being, his desire to offer some small measure of comfort or normalcy. "I really don't have much time..." I began to protest, my voice still hesitant, the urgency of my schedule weighing heavily on my mind.

"What about just some fruit?" he said, cutting me off smoothly, before I could fully articulate my refusal, his voice soft and persuasive... "perhaps just a few pieces of fruit, nothing more, just a small bite to eat before you go?" I finally agreed, giving in to his persistent, yet gentle offer, the unexpected allure of a small act of kindness, a fleeting moment of normalcy, proving too tempting to resist.

Alek’s face immediately broke into a relieved smile, a genuine expression of pleasure, clearly pleased that I had accepted his small compromise, that I had allowed him to offer this small gesture of care.

"Excellent," he exclaimed, his voice lightening, the tension visibly easing from his posture, "I'll go downstairs right away and ask María to prepare some fresh fruit for you, immediately," he said, turning to leave the room with a renewed sense of purpose, eager to fulfill his promise, to provide this small comfort.

After a few moments of quiet, punctuated only by the rustling of my clothes as I kept repacking my bag, I stood up, my body stiff and aching with tension, and my eyes, almost involuntarily, drifted towards a collection of photographs displayed on a small, elegant table in the corner of the room.

The images captured frozen moments in time, intriguing glimpses into a life I knew absolutely nothing about. One photo, in particular, immediately snatched my attention and held it captive – it featured a man I hadn't met when I arrived, a face completely unfamiliar, and no one had formally introduced me to him, no explanation offered for his presence in these intimate family portraits.

He was undeniably handsome, possessing a striking, almost uncanny resemblance to Alek, sharing the same powerful jawline and intense eyes, yet he also projected an air of undeniable strength and unwavering confidence that set him apart, a palpable aura of authority and deep experience.

"He is my father," I heard Alek’s voice from directly behind me, startling me slightly, making me jump almost imperceptibly. I spun quickly to face him, feeling a sudden, unexpected blush creep up my neck, flooding my cheeks with heat as I realized he had caught me examining the photographs, caught me being nosy, intruding on a very private space.

"Oh, I see," I replied, attempting to sound totally nonchalant, to hide my surprise and any sign of being overly curious or intrusive, trying to downplay the intensity with which I had been studying the image. "He looks strong, just like you."

Alek gave a soft chuckle, a low, warm sound that momentarily eased the tension in the room, some undeniable pride evident in his eyes as he looked at the photograph. "Yes," he agreed, his voice softening with affection, "he has always been the pillar of our family, the unwavering foundation upon which everything else was built. I owe him so much, everything I am, everything I have," he said, his voice filled with a deep, profound respect, a palpable sense of gratitude.

I nodded in agreement, sensing a genuine warmth and deep, abiding affection in the way Alek spoke about his father, the reverence in his tone unmistakable. It was clear, even from this brief exchange, that their bond had been exceptionally strong, a relationship that held significant meaning and profound importance for him, shaping him.

I carefully, deliberately placed the photograph back in its original spot, aligning it perfectly with the others, and shifted my attention to the plate of fruit that Alek had so thoughtfully prepared for me, a welcome distraction from the heavy weight of the conversation.

"Thank you for the fruit," I said, trying to smoothly change the topic, to steer the conversation away from my momentary distraction and back to the immediate present, back to the mundane reality of our morning. "They look really good," I added, attempting a small, polite smile.

"You are most welcome," Alek responded, an easy, genuine smile gracing his lips, his eyes meeting mine with warmth and sincerity. "I trust you'll enjoy them," he said, his tone gentle and reassuring.

"Does your father live here, in this house?" I asked, my curiosity still piqued by the familial resemblance, wanting to learn just a little more about his background, to fill in the gaps in my understanding of who he was, where he came from.

Alek’s voice came from behind me again, closer this time, his tone subtly shifting, a slight change in inflection as he smoothly, almost imperceptibly, changed the subject, deflecting my question with practiced ease.

"Well, not anymore," he revealed, his voice now tinged with a noticeable sadness, a quiet melancholy that settled over the room. "He passed away some time ago," he explained, the words hanging heavy in the air, revealing a personal loss, a depth of emotion I hadn't anticipated.

A wave of unexpected sympathy washed over me, a sudden pang of empathy for the loss he had experienced. "I am truly sorry for your loss, Alek," I said sincerely, my voice softening with genuine compassion, expressing my heartfelt condolences, the words carrying a raw weight of sincerity.

"It's alright," Alek replied, his voice a little sad, a quiet resignation in his tone, "but perhaps we shouldn't talk about it right now, if you don't mind... So... Shall we go?" he asked, briskly changing the subject once more, moving towards the door, signaling his readiness to leave.

"I wouldn't want you to be late for work, and I'd be very happy to drive you there myself," he said, adjusting his tie with a quick, decisive movement, a clear signal that he was ready to move on, to shift our focus to the practicalities of the day ahead.

I appreciated his consideration for my schedule, his attentiveness to my needs, and quickly agreed, eager to move past the heavy atmosphere that had settled over us. "Certainly," I replied, a small measure of relief washing over me, "that sounds perfect," I said, ready to leave the weight of the room behind and step out into the relative normalcy of the day.
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GRACE P.O.V.

The slick digital numbers on my phone screen practically screamed at me in the dim light of the room. My vision, still a bit fuzzy from the morning's wildness, snagged immediately on the blaring white digits of missed calls chilling at the top.

Thirty-two absolute freaked-out attempts from Anna, each one a sharp jab of guilt right in my gut. And then, just below, another round of panic – twenty-six from Lucy. Their worry, vibrating through the screen, was a concrete block settling in my stomach.

They had to be totally losing it, spinning out all the worst-case scenarios to explain my complete ghosting act, my vanishing that was so not me.

My sudden no-show, not a peep from me, would’ve undoubtedly sent them straight into a total anxiety spiral.

My fingers, still a little shaky from the morning’s bombshells, tripped over the screen as I pulled up our group chat.
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