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She tried to run. He was never going to let her
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🖤 Introduction

I wasn’t supposed to want her.

That’s how it started.

That’s how it always starts — with something small, something harmless. A look that lingers a second too long. A feeling you brush off because it doesn’t make sense.

Because it shouldn’t make sense.

Grace was never meant to be mine.

She was off limits. Untouchable. A line I should have never even considered crossing.

But the problem with lines…

Is that I’ve never been good at respecting them.

I watched her grow up.

Watched her become someone I couldn’t ignore.

Someone I couldn’t stay away from.

Someone who got under my skin in a way nothing else ever has.

And I tried.

God, I tried.

To keep my distance.

To bury it.

To pretend what I felt was anything other than what it was.

Obsession.

She thinks I protect her because I have to.

Because of Louis.

Because of loyalty.

Because it’s the right thing to do.

She’s wrong.

I protect her because I don’t know how not to.

Because the thought of something happening to her…

Of someone else touching her…

Looking at her…

Having her—

It does something to me.

Something dark.

Something I don’t even try to control anymore.

She wants freedom.

Wants to run.

Wants to escape this city… escape me.

But she doesn’t understand one thing.

You can run from a lot of things.

Your past.

Your fears.

Even the people who love you.

But you can’t run from someone who’s already decided…

You belong to him.








  
  1

  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




🖤 Chapter One – 

It was a Monday morning, and everything in my life was about to change.

Or at least… it could.

I had the biggest meeting of my life — the kind that could take me away from this city. The only city I’d ever known. The streets I grew up on. The places that held memories I wasn’t sure I wanted to keep anymore.

I had friends here. A life. People who knew me.

People who watched me.

My parents died when I was young, leaving just me and my brother.

Louis stepped in without hesitation — he didn’t just become my guardian, he became everything. Provider. Protector.

Warden.

Now I’m twenty-two, and he’s thirty-nine… and somehow, I still feel like I have to ask permission to breathe.

And then there’s him.

Alex Carter.

Louis’ best friend.

Thirty-five.

Powerful. Untouchable.

Dangerous.

He owns half the city — businesses, properties… people, probably. Everyone fears him.

Everyone except me.

Maybe that’s why he can’t stand me.

Or maybe… it’s exactly why he watches me the way he does.

I work as a manager in one of Alex’s cafés. Of course I do.

Licensed bar. Late nights. Weekends.

Convenient for him.

Convenient for Louis.

They always know where I am. Always watching. Always hovering.

It’s suffocating.

So when I finally got a weekend off, I should’ve felt excited.

Instead, I caught myself thinking—

What could possibly go wrong?

I like to think I’m a problem solver.

Alex, on the other hand?

He is the problem.

He drinks too much. Loses control. Picks fights. Breaks things.

And every single time?

He calls me.

Not his friends. Not his staff.

Me.

Like I’m the only person in the world who can handle him.

And the worst part?

I always go.

Every time.

Because no matter how much I try to deny it…

I love him.

I always have.

And deep down… I think he knows.

I push his buttons on purpose.

Tease him. Challenge him. Talk back when no one else dares.

Just to get a reaction.

Just to feel like I matter to him in a way that isn’t… responsibility.

But Alex?

He’s chaos.

One minute he’s looking at me like I’m the only thing keeping him sane…

The next, he’s shutting me out like I mean nothing.

And I’m tired of it.

What no one knows — not Louis, not Alex — is that I’ve been planning my escape.

Behind closed doors, I auditioned for a dance opportunity in New York.

And I got through to the next round.

Dance has always been mine.

Something untouched by control. By grief.

Something my mum gave me before she died.

And now…

It might be my way out.

But how do you tell two men who control your entire world… that you’re leaving it?

I text Stephanie.

Can we meet? Somewhere different.

She agrees instantly. She always does. She knows me too well — I don’t ask unless something’s wrong.

An hour later, we’re sitting in a café neither of us has ever been to.

Neutral ground.

Safe.

“Grace,” she says the second she sees me. “What’s wrong?”

“Coffee first,” I reply, forcing a smile.

She narrows her eyes but lets it go.

Out of everyone in our group, she’s the one I trust the most. We’ve been inseparable since we were six — our mums were best friends.

She knows everything.

Almost.

“I need your advice,” I say finally.

Her expression softens. “Okay… tell me.”

“I got an audition. For dancing.”

Her face lights up instantly. “Grace, that’s amazing—wait… why don’t you look happy?”

“Because it’s in New York.”

Her smile falters slightly.

“And you know what Louis and Alex are like,” I continue. “I can’t even breathe without them keeping track of it.”

Stephanie sighs, leaning back. “And Alex?”

I laugh bitterly. “What about him?”

But we both know.

He’s the reason.

Alex Carter has been my entire world for as long as I can remember.

Weekends at his house. Summers with his family. His mum treats me like her own.

We grew up tangled together.

And now?

We’re something else entirely.

Something undefined.

Something dangerous.

He picks me up for work — even though I have my own car.

Sits in the café for hours just watching me.

Waits until I finish at 2am to take me home.

It should feel sweet.

Sometimes it does.

Until another man looks at me.

Then Alex becomes someone else.

Cold. Possessive. Territorial.

Unpredictable.

A few months ago… we almost kissed.

For a second, everything felt like it was finally falling into place.

And then—

He pulled away.

Like I was something he couldn’t have.

Or something he shouldn’t want.

“I can’t do it anymore,” I admit quietly. “I’m always the one picking up the pieces. When he’s drunk. When he’s spiralling. It’s always me.”

Stephanie nods slowly. “So… New York isn’t just about dancing.”

“No,” I whisper.

“It’s about getting away from him.”

That night, she calls me.

“Let’s go out.”

And for once…

I don’t hesitate.

I text Louis:

I’m going out tonight. Please don’t call me. Don’t check on me. I need one night — just one — without you or Alex watching me.

His reply comes fast.

Okay. Share your location and we’ll leave you alone.

I pause.

Do you promise?

Yes. Alex knows.

That makes my stomach twist.

But I agree anyway.

Mistake number one.

By 5pm, my flat is full of noise, music, and laughter.

The girls are getting me ready — makeup, hair, outfits.

For once… I feel good.

Confident.

Free.

But even as we’re in the taxi, heading into the city, my mind drifts back to him.

What if Alex goes out tonight?

What if he gets drunk?

What if he calls me?

He always does.

The night blurs — music, drinks, laughter.

For a few hours…

I forget everything.

Until—

That feeling.

Like someone’s watching me.

I don’t need to turn around.

I already know.

Alex.

Louis.

Of course.

Anger burns through me.

I text Louis:

You promised.

His reply is instant.

We’re making sure you’re safe.

That’s it.

I turn off my location.

“Come on,” I whisper to the girls. “We’re leaving.”

We slip out and head to another bar.

For the first time in years…

I feel like I’ve taken control.

Two hours later, we’re drunk, laughing, and ready to head home.

Until—

We walk straight into them.

The argument explodes instantly.

“Why did you turn your location off?” Louis demands.

“You broke the deal!” I snap. “One night. That’s all I asked for!”

“You should’ve texted,” Alex cuts in, his voice sharp, controlled… dangerous.

Something in me finally breaks.

“I’m dealing with two fucking idiots who won’t leave me alone!”

Silence.

Then I say the one thing I never planned to say.

“I quit the café. I’ve been offered a dance audition in New York—and I’m taking it. Whether you like it or not.”

They both freeze.

Especially Alex.

The look on his face—

It almost destroys me.

But it’s too late.

I flag a taxi and climb in before either of them can stop me.

And as the car pulls away…

I break.
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