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She protects what’s hers. No matter the cost
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People think the danger comes from enemies.

From outsiders.

From the ones who make noise, who threaten, who push too far.

They’re wrong.

The real danger?

It comes from the people you let close.

The ones who smile in your face.

Who sit at your table.

Who pretend they belong in your world.

Because betrayal doesn’t announce itself.

It slips in quietly.

It waits.

It watches.

And by the time you realise what it is—

It’s already too late.

I’ve fought enemies.

I’ve ended problems.

I’ve built something no one thought I could.

But this?

This is different.

Because this time—

The threat isn’t coming from the outside.

It’s already inside.

And if there’s one thing I’ve learned…

It’s this:

I don’t lose what’s mine.

No matter who I have to destroy to keep it.
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🖤 Book 3 – Chapter One

Grace

I didn’t like Natalie.

I never had.

Not in the obvious way.

Not in a way that caused arguments or drama within the group.

But in the quiet way.

The kind that sits in the back of your mind, watching, noticing things other people ignore.

The way she spoke to people when she thought no one was listening.

The way she moved between men like they were temporary.

Disposable.

And the worst part?

She smiled through all of it.

Like none of it mattered.

I’d tolerated her.

For years.

Because of the group.

Because of history.

Because it was easier than dealing with it.

But I had always known one thing.

Natalie didn’t belong anywhere near my world.

Which is why—

When I found out—

Something in me snapped instantly.

“You’ve got to be joking.”

Louis didn’t flinch.

That annoyed me more.

“We’re seeing each other,” he said.

Seeing each other.

I let out a short, humourless laugh, pacing once before turning back to him.

“Out of everyone,” I said. “You chose her?”

His expression tightened slightly.

“She’s not what you think she is.”

That?

That made it worse.

“Yes, she is,” I replied sharply. “You just don’t want to see it.”

Silence fell between us.

Because this wasn’t about control.

This was about protection.

And he didn’t realise it.

Not yet.

 Stephanie

“I knew this would happen,” I muttered, leaning back slightly as Grace paced.

“She’s going to cause problems,” Grace said, more to herself than anyone else.

“She already is,” I replied.

Because Natalie didn’t just exist in situations.

She shifted them.

And not in a good way.

 Grace

“I don’t trust her,” I said.

“You don’t have to,” Stephanie replied. “But Louis does.”

That was the problem.

Because Louis didn’t see what I saw.

Didn’t notice the small things.

Didn’t recognise the kind of person she was.

“She’ll use him,” I said quietly. “And when she’s done—she’ll move on like he meant nothing.”

Stephanie didn’t argue.

Because she knew I was right.

 Stephanie

“She’s already started,” I said after a moment.

Grace stopped pacing.

“What do you mean?”

I tilted my head slightly.

“She’s been talking,” I replied. “Small things. Nothing obvious.”

Grace’s expression darkened slightly.

“About what?”

“About us.”

Silence.

“She’s trying to create space,” I continued. “Between you and me.”

That didn’t surprise me.

It confirmed everything.

 Grace

That was it.

That was the moment it stopped being about Louis.

And became about something else.

“She’s not doing that,” I said, my voice calmer now—but far more dangerous.

Stephanie smirked slightly.

“I didn’t think you’d let her.”

I didn’t.

Because Natalie had made one critical mistake.

She thought this was the same group.

The same dynamic.

The same Grace.

She hadn’t realised—

That version of me didn’t exist anymore.

 Alex

I watched it unfold quietly.

Didn’t interrupt.

Didn’t step in.

Because this wasn’t my fight.

Not yet.

But I knew one thing.

Natalie had no idea what she’d just walked into.

And when she found out—

It wouldn’t be subtle.
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🖤Chapter Two

Grace

I didn’t go looking for her.

That wasn’t my style.

If Natalie wanted to play games, she’d come to me eventually.

And she did.

I found her in the kitchen, leaning casually against the counter like she belonged there, like she hadn’t already started shifting things behind the scenes.

She didn’t look surprised to see me.

Of course she didn’t.

“Grace,” she said smoothly, that same practiced smile sitting perfectly on her lips. “I was wondering when we’d finally talk.”

I closed the distance slowly, my movements calm, controlled, deliberate.

“We’re talking now,” I said.

She tilted her head slightly, studying me.

There it was.

That look.

The one I’d always noticed.

The one that said she was calculating something.

“I think there’s been a misunderstanding,” she began.

I almost laughed.

“No,” I cut in. “There hasn’t.”

Her smile faltered slightly.

Good.

 Natalie

Grace had changed.

That much was obvious.

She didn’t carry herself the same.

Didn’t react the same.

There was something colder there now.

Something harder to read.

But that didn’t mean she couldn’t be handled.

“I care about Louis,” I said, my tone softening slightly. “That’s not something you get to question.”

Her eyes didn’t move from mine.

“I don’t question it,” she replied. “I don’t believe it.”

That stung more than I expected.

 Grace

She thought this was a conversation.

It wasn’t.

It was a warning.

“You don’t get to walk into my life,” I said calmly, “and start moving things around like you’ve earned a place here.”

Her expression hardened slightly.

“I’m not moving anything,” she replied.

I stepped closer.

“You’re talking,” I said. “About me. About Stephanie. About things you don’t understand.”

She held her ground.

“I’m telling the truth.”

That was almost impressive.

The confidence.

The problem?

I already knew the truth.

 Louis

“Alright, that’s enough.”

I stepped in before it went any further, my voice firm as I moved between them, looking from one to the other.

“This isn’t how we’re doing this.”

Grace’s eyes flicked to me.

“Then how are we doing it?” she asked.

I hesitated.

Because the truth was—

I didn’t know.

I cared about Natalie.

But Grace?

She was my sister.

And I could feel it.

This wasn’t going to end clean.

 Grace

“You don’t see it,” I said to him quietly.

“That doesn’t mean it’s there,” he replied.

I exhaled slowly.

“That’s exactly what it means.”

Natalie stepped slightly closer behind him.

Subtle.

Positioning.

Using him.

I noticed.

Of course I did.

 Stephanie

“Wow.”

All three of them turned.

I stepped into the room slowly, arms folded, my expression somewhere between amused and completely unimpressed.

“This is exactly what I thought it would be.”

Natalie’s eyes narrowed slightly.

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

I smiled.

“That you’d hide behind him,” I said, nodding toward Louis. “Instead of saying anything directly.”

Louis shifted slightly.

“Steph—” he started.

“No,” I cut in. “Let me finish.”

Because I wasn’t holding back.

Not this time.

 Stephanie

“You’ve been talking,” I continued, my tone sharper now. “Little comments. Little digs. Trying to make it look like concern.”

Natalie didn’t respond.

That was enough.

“You’re not subtle,” I added.

Grace didn’t move.

Didn’t interrupt.

She didn’t need to.

 Natalie

“This is ridiculous,” I said, shaking my head slightly. “You’re both acting like I’ve done something terrible.”

Stephanie laughed.

“Not yet,” she said.

That word hit.

Not yet.

 Grace

I stepped forward again, this time stopping just in front of her.

Close enough.

“You don’t get to create space between us,” I said quietly.

Her eyes flickered.

Finally.

A reaction.

“Because it won’t work,” I continued. “Not with me. Not with her.”

Stephanie stepped up beside me.

Not behind.

Not supporting.

Equal.

And that?

That said everything.

 Louis

I looked between them.

And for the first time—

I saw it.

Not just what Grace was saying.

But how Natalie was reacting.

The small things.

The hesitation.

The way she didn’t deny it directly.

“Nat…” I said slowly.

She looked at me.

And for a second—

I wasn’t sure what I was seeing anymore.

 Grace

“You can stay,” I said finally.

Silence.

All of them watching me.

“But you don’t play games in my life,” I added.

My tone didn’t change.

Didn’t rise.

But it didn’t need to.

“Because I don’t lose what’s mine,” I said quietly.

And this?

This included everything.

 Stephanie

I tilted my head slightly, watching Natalie carefully.

“You should listen to her,” I said.

A small pause.

“Because she’s being nice right now.”

And we both knew—

That wouldn’t last.
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