

  [image: Cover]




Gemma Mossop

Ruined By Grace


They came for revenge. She made them regret it
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They think I broke him.

That I distracted him. Softened him. Made him weak.

They’re wrong.

I didn’t ruin Alex Carter.

I made him worse.

Stronger. Sharper. More dangerous than he’s ever been.

Because now—

He doesn’t just have something to protect.

He has something to lose.

And people like us?

We don’t lose.

They should have stayed quiet.

Should have stayed away.

Should have understood that some lines aren’t meant to be crossed.

But they didn’t.

They came looking for answers.

For revenge.

For blood.

And now?

They’re going to learn exactly what happens…

When you come for something that belongs to me.
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🖤  Chapter One

Alex

The first sign wasn’t loud.

It never was.

People expected violence to arrive with noise, with chaos, with something obvious they could prepare for. But the real danger—the kind that stayed, that lingered, that tore things apart from the inside out—arrived quietly.

And I felt it before I saw it.

Standing in the main room, watching my men move as they always did, I noticed the shift. Conversations weren’t stopping, not completely, but they were shorter. More controlled. Eyes moved more than they should have. People were watching entrances without making it obvious.

They knew.

Maybe not everything.

But enough.

“They’re here.”

The voice came from behind me, low, controlled.

I didn’t turn straight away.

“Where?”

“Outside. Not pushing in. Not yet.”

Of course they weren’t.

They weren’t stupid.

I exhaled slowly, my gaze lifting toward the far windows where I could just make out movement beyond the glass. Dark cars. Too still. Too deliberate.

Amelia’s family.

They hadn’t come charging in.

They hadn’t made a scene.

Which meant one thing.

They were thinking.

That made them more dangerous than anything else.

“Let them wait,” I said finally, my voice calm.

Because this?

This was a test.

And I wasn’t going to give them anything for free.

 Grace

I knew before anyone said it.

Not because someone told me, not because I saw the cars or heard the whispers.

I felt it.

The air had changed.

Subtle, but enough.

“They’ve arrived,” I said as I stepped into the room, my voice cutting through the quiet shift of movement.

Alex turned slightly at that, his eyes landing on me instantly. There was no surprise there, just recognition.

“Yes,” he said.

I moved closer without hesitation, my gaze already scanning the room, the exits, the positions of the men. It came naturally now. Not forced, not rehearsed.

Just… part of me.

“They don’t know,” I said quietly.

Alex’s brow shifted slightly. “About what?”

“About us,” I replied. “About what’s changed.”

That mattered.

More than anything else.

Because Amelia had known him.

Had known his patterns, his habits, his weaknesses.

But she had never understood him.

And they?

They were walking in with that same assumption.

That he was still the same man.

They were wrong.

 Alex

They knew her.

Of course they did.

Grace had always been there.

Before Amelia.

During.

After.

Even when I was with Amelia, even when everything around me was unstable, when arguments turned into something worse, when everything felt like it was slipping out of control—

Grace had been the one I went to.

The one I trusted.

The one who steadied everything.

Amelia had hated that.

Not because she didn’t understand it.

But because she did.

And now?

Now Grace wasn’t just standing beside me.

She was part of everything.

Which meant they weren’t just walking into my world anymore.

They were walking into ours.

 Grace

I didn’t rush.

Didn’t react.

That was the difference now.

Six months ago, I might have stood back, let Alex take control, let him handle everything the way he always had.

Now?

I stood beside him.

Equal.

“They’ll try to push,” I said, my voice steady. “Not directly. Not yet. They’ll test first.”

Alex’s gaze flicked to me briefly, something unreadable passing through it.

“You’ve been thinking,” he said.

“I always am.”

A faint smirk touched his lips, but it didn’t last long.

Because we both knew—

This wasn’t something to take lightly.

 Alex

“They’re not coming in,” one of my men said, stepping closer. “They’re waiting for you to make a move.”

Of course they were.

I glanced toward the door again, my mind already moving ahead, calculating outcomes, responses, consequences.

“They won’t wait forever,” I said.

“No,” Grace replied beside me. “But they’ll wait long enough to see if you make a mistake.”

I looked at her properly then.

There was no hesitation in her.

No uncertainty.

Just focus.

And something else.

Something darker.

Because she didn’t just understand this world now.

She had adapted to it.

And that made her dangerous in ways they weren’t expecting.

 Grace

Stephanie leaned casually against the wall, arms folded, watching everything unfold like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.

She caught my eye and smirked slightly.

“Missed this,” she muttered under her breath.

I shook my head faintly, but there was no real annoyance there.

Because she wasn’t wrong.

Stephanie had always followed my lead.

Always trusted my instincts.

And now?

She was part of this just as much as I was.

Whatever I stepped into—

She stepped into with me.

 Alex

“They’re moving.”

The words were quiet.

But they hit.

My attention snapped back toward the entrance as one of the doors finally opened.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

And they stepped inside.

Amelia’s family.

Dressed like they belonged.

Walking like they owned the place.

They didn’t look at me first.

They looked around.

Taking everything in.

Measuring.

Calculating.

And then—

Their eyes landed on Grace.

Recognition.

But not understanding.

Not yet.

 Grace

I didn’t move.

Didn’t step back.

I held their gaze.

Because I knew something they didn’t.

They thought they were walking into something familiar.

Something they understood.

But this wasn’t the same world they had left behind.

And I wasn’t the same girl they remembered.

 Alex

I stepped forward slightly, just enough to shift the dynamic, just enough to remind them exactly where they were.

“You’re a long way from where you should be,” I said, my voice calm but firm.

One of them stepped forward.

Older.

Sharper.

“We’re looking for answers,” he replied.

Of course they were.

“And you think you’ll find them here?” I asked.

His gaze didn’t waver.

“We know you were the last person connected to her.”

Amelia.

The name didn’t need to be said.

Silence stretched.

Then—

Grace stepped forward beside me.

Not behind.

Not waiting.

Beside.

“You’re asking the wrong questions,” she said calmly.

That got their attention.

Fully.

And for the first time—

I saw it.

The moment they realised something had changed.

They just didn’t know how much.

 Grace

They didn’t understand yet.

But they would.

Soon enough.
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🖤Chapter Two

Grace

They came in controlled.

Measured.

Like they were walking into a negotiation instead of a confrontation.

That alone told me everything I needed to know about them.

They weren’t reckless.

They weren’t emotional.

They were calculated.

But calculation only works when you understand what you’re dealing with.

And they didn’t.

I stood beside Alex, calm, steady, watching them take in the room like they were trying to map it, trying to figure out where they stood, what they could take, what they could push.

They thought they had time.

They thought they had leverage.

They were wrong.

“You were close to her,” one of them said, his eyes flicking between Alex and me. “Closer than most.”

I didn’t respond.

I let Alex handle it.

For now.

“That doesn’t mean anything,” Alex replied, his tone even, uninterested.

“It means everything,” another voice cut in.

This one stepped forward.

Younger.

Sharper.

More impulsive.

Amelia’s brother.

I recognised it instantly.

Not just the resemblance.

The attitude.

The entitlement.

He didn’t look at Alex properly.

He looked at me.

And that?

That was his first mistake.

“You,” he said, his tone almost amused. “You were always around, weren’t you?”

I tilted my head slightly, unimpressed. “And?”

His smirk widened, like he thought he’d found something.

“You think you belong here now?” he asked. “Think standing next to him makes you untouchable?”

I didn’t move.

Didn’t react.

Because I already knew what he was about to do before he did it.

The shift in his stance.

The tension in his hand.

And then—

The knife.

It appeared quickly, pressed just close enough to matter, the blade catching the light as he stepped into my space like he thought intimidation would work.

The room stilled instantly.

Men tensed.

Alex moved—

But I didn’t.

I didn’t flinch.

Didn’t step back.

Didn’t even blink.

Instead…

I laughed.

It wasn’t loud.

It wasn’t forced.

It was genuine.

And that?

That unsettled him more than anything else could have.

“What’s funny?” he snapped, the blade pressing slightly closer.

I met his gaze fully now, calm, steady, completely unbothered.

“You think this changes anything?” I said.

His grip tightened slightly.

“You think pulling a knife on me gives you control?” I continued, my voice lowering just enough to make him lean in without realising it.

“You’re standing in a room full of people who’ve seen worse than that before breakfast.”

Silence.

The air shifted.

And for the first time—

I saw it.

Doubt.

Not much.

But enough.

“You’re not scaring anyone,” I added.

His jaw tightened, anger flickering now where confidence had been.

“That’s where you’re wrong,” he said.

“No,” I replied calmly. “That’s where you are.”

And then—

I leaned slightly closer.

“So go on,” I said quietly. “Use it.”

The room froze.

Because now—

It wasn’t him in control anymore.

It was me.

 Alex
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