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Blurb
 

Let play commence…

 

Grace Anderton’s life is still spiralling out of control. Despite the lure of celebrity, she can’t seem to rein herself in, and finds herself drawn into yet another dangerous situation. Added to which, Leo still won’t accept that it’s over between them.

Desperate by now, she calls on the Filth Monger. Embroiled in a web of blackmail that threatens to expose his whole operation, his life is almost as out of control as hers. Despite his growing attraction towards her, he knows he should keep her at arm’s length. Against his better judgment, he offers to fulfil her fantasies, discretion assured and no questions asked.

Unsure if she can trust him, yet with no other option left to her, she takes him up on his offer. But is it really what either of them want? Will this be the undoing of them, or the start of something wonderful? Just when the stars finally seem to be aligning, Fate throws a curve ball that sends them both reeling.

Now she finally knows the Filth Monger’s true identity, will she be able to trust him, or will this latest revelation tear them apart forever?

 

If you like steamy romance with hot characters and pulse-pounding suspense, you’ll love
Bad Grace
. Get your copy today or read for free on Kindle Unlimited.

Bad Grace
is Book 2 of the
Filth Monger
series. The books need to be read in order. Book 1 –
Falling from Grace
– is also available on Amazon.


Dear Reader,
 

Thank you so much for reading Bad Grace. If you enjoy it, please take a moment to let others know via a review on your local Amazon, such as
Amazon.com
or
Amazon UK
. Please note that Bad Grace is the second book in a series and they need to be read in order. Book 1 – Falling from Grace – is available on Amazon.

 

For ARCs (advance review copies), release dates and launch offers, just join the
Fan Mongers
. I’ll email you on release day so that you don’t miss out.

 

If you want to connect with me, I’m
@AnnabelChant
on Twitter, or you can find me on
Facebook
. I’d be excited to hear from you!

Once again, thanks for reading – it’s so much appreciated.

 

Annabel  x


 
 
One
 

Her

 

L
eo stood, glowering at me. I edged back into the bay window, feeling around behind me for anything I could grab. There was nothing.

‘Where’s Liv?’ I said, looking around for anything I could use to protect myself.

‘She’s out,’ he said, edging his way around the coffee table. ‘So, tell me, Princess. Why’ve you been ignoring my calls? Were you too busy with…’ He threw me a look of disgust. ‘…Prince Charming out there?’

‘No,’ I said, my heart racing. I glanced down at the wastepaper basket. The business card lay there, white against the black bin liner, the words standing out all too clearly.

 

The Filth Monger

 

I edged in front of it, hoping with all my heart he wouldn’t notice.

‘I…I’ve been upset,’ I said. ‘I didn’t want to talk to you.’

‘
You’ve
been upset?’ he snarled. ‘How d’you think
I
feel? I come home, and you’re gone. No one knows where you are. You’re not answering your phone, and now I find out you’ve been living it up with Kitty fucking Hart, of all people.’

‘It was only the once,’ I said, in a small voice. ‘And you told me to leave.’

He didn’t even seem to hear me, just swept on with his accusations as if I hadn’t spoken. ‘I finally find out where you’re hiding, thanks to Johnno, and I come over here to smooth things out and what do I find? You, sitting in the front of a car, with some guy’s tongue down your throat.’

‘I wasn’t!’ I said, trying, again, to argue my point. ‘He wasn’t and, anyway, you were seen getting into a taxi with a woman. I saw it.’

‘That was Summer, for fuck’s sake,’ he said, closing in on me. ‘Summer Hayes. Sam’s PA. I’d locked myself out.’

Sam was his manager, and I knew Summer. She was constantly at the beck and call of the team, sorting out any little glitch that threatened to upset their spoilt asses. Maybe it had been her, but even so… ‘You
screwed
another
woman
,’ I said.

‘That’s done with,’ he said. ‘It’s finished. How long are you going to keep on about it? I’m a footballer, Grace. It’s an occupational hazard.’

I gave up. He had no sense of proportion, least of all when he was drunk, and there was no point in angering him further. ‘How did you…’ I began, then, as his words sunk in; ‘What do you mean, Johnno told you where I was?’

‘Kitty told him,’ he said. ‘Your new best friend.’

‘She’s not,’ I said. ‘I…’

‘So, tell me, Princess…’ He came right up to me and stared into my eyes. ‘Who was he?’

‘He…’ I fumbled for an excuse, but I didn’t know what to say. Whatever I said would just be fuel to his fury. ‘It…it was a taxi.’

‘Don’t give me that,’ he snarled. ‘You fucking bitch. D’you think this is a game? You’re mine - whether you like it or not. This whole thing…it’s just a blip.’

‘A blip?’ I couldn’t believe it. He was never rational when he’d been drinking. He was rarely rational at all, but this… A blip? I almost laughed.

‘Yes, a blip.’ He put his hands under the straps of my dress and pulled me up against him, until my face met his. ‘You are never getting away. D’you hear me? It’s always been you and me. You’re mine, d’you understand?’

‘Not anymore,’ I said, trying to push him off. ‘It’s not that you want me. You just don’t want anyone else to have me.’

‘Is that what you think?’ He stood back slightly and examined my face. His gaze was unfathomable, but he seemed to be cooling down. ‘You haven’t got a clue, have you?’ he said, finally.

I turned my head from his gaze, not knowing what to say.

‘You think I don’t want you?’ he said, slapping my face around to look at him.

‘I don’t care whether you do or not,’ I said. ‘It’s too late.’

‘No,’ he said, his voice softer suddenly – more desperate. He put his arms around me. I didn’t respond but just stood there, as he pulled me to his chest, rubbing the thin stubble of his chin against my cheek. ‘It’s never too late. It’s just a blip, Grace. We’ll get through this.’

‘We will,’ I said, straining away from him. ‘But not together.’

‘Don’t say that.’ His voice hardened again, and his grip tightened. ‘You’re mine. You don’t seem to understand what that means.’

‘It means I have to give myself to you,’ I said. ‘I choose not to. I’m not yours, Leo. Not anymore.’

‘Then I’ll make you mine,’ he said and pulled away from me, grabbing my arm as he did so. He dragged me over to the sofa and threw me down. As I went to get up, he pushed me back and prised open my legs. ‘Got pretty done up to go out, didn’t we, Princess?’ he said, looking down at me, his eyes full of derision. ‘If you wanted a fuck, you knew where I was.’

‘I didn’t…’ I said, struggling against him. ‘I don’t…’

He pushed me back down, my legs splayed, and my neck bent awkwardly, pushing my face into the rough patches of the sofa fabric. He paused for a moment to unbutton his fly, before putting his hands under my ass and pulling my pelvis up towards him. ‘But I’ll forgive you,’ he said, with a mocking smile. ‘Because I love you.’

‘No, Leo.’ I wriggled as hard as I could, but his was the force of drunken desire, and I had no way to fight him. ‘Please – not like this.’

‘How, then?’ He slammed his knees in under my thighs, to hold me in position, and put his hand on my chest, making any further struggle pointless. ‘How do you want it?’

‘Let me up,’ I said. ‘And I’ll show you.’

He backed off me, letting my thighs drop apart again. For a moment, I thought he was going to launch himself onto me, but he didn’t. Instead, he pulled me up and towards him. The skirt of my dress was up around the tops of my thighs and, in one fluid movement, he hooked his fingers into it, pulling it up around my hips and slamming me against his crotch.

As he lifted his hands from my hips to pull me in for a kiss, I took my chance and rammed my knee up between his legs as hard as I could.

‘Aaargh.’ He gave a loud cry, which tapered out as he sunk to his knees. ‘You crazy bitch,’ he muttered, glaring up first at me, then at the ceiling.

That was when I realised. He hadn’t shouted – not once. Usually, he’d storm and yell when he got mad, but not this time…

‘Liv!’ I yelled, with all the strength of my lungs. ‘Liv!’


 
 
Two
 

Her

 

T
here was a dead silence for a few moments, but for Leo’s moans of pain, then the sound of someone treading heavily and unsteadily across creaking floorboards. ‘Grace?’

‘Liv!’

I flew to the door of the lounge, flinging it open and rushing through it. ‘Oh, thank God!’

Leo was still uttering guttural groans from the living room floor, but I knew he could rise again at any moment, and launch another attack on me. I slammed the door behind me and rushed through the hall, to the front door. I stayed there, my back against it, ready to run out if he came after me.

As I stood there, Liv came racing down the stairs, two at a time. ‘What the hell’s the matter?’ Her hair was sticking up all over, and she looked wild-eyed. ‘Babe, what’s wrong?’

‘Leo,’ I said, and felt the tears coming to my eyes. What the hell had happened to him? To us? How had we ended up like this? I motioned towards the lounge. ‘In there.’

‘Get upstairs.’ Liv’s face looked small and pinched with anger. ‘Go. Now.’

I hesitated, not wanting to leave her there alone with him in that mood, but she took my arm and pushed me towards the stairs. ‘Go, Grace.’

I started to climb the stairs, holding the cold wood of the bannister for reassurance. Liv marched to the door of the lounge and threw it open. ‘You,’ she said. ‘Out.’

I sank onto the stairs, peering through the balustrades to check Liv was okay.

Leo must have said something, but it was too low for me to hear.

‘I don’t give a toss,’ she said, standing aside with her arm outstretched. It was a clear indication that she wanted him to leave, but it seemed like he was in no hurry to go. ‘Out now, or I call the police.’

Finally, there was movement from inside the lounge, together with a harsh, splintering crash. It sounded like he’d pushed the coffee table into the mantelpiece. I winced inwardly. There was a low murmur.

‘Forget it,’ said Liv. ‘Just don’t drink so fucking much. It’s embarrassing.’

As she said it, Leo emerged from the lounge. He was holding onto the wall, as he lurched towards the front door. Liv was at his rear. She threw me a quick glance as she followed him. ‘Get ready for bed, Grace,’ she said.

Leo didn’t look back but, as he went out the door, he yelled over his shoulder; ‘This isn’t over, Gra…’

Liv slammed the door before he’d even finished, and reached up to put the bolt on.

‘For fuck’s sake, Grace,’ she said, looking up at me and blowing her forehead. ‘You don’t half pick 'em.’

 

I was still apologising when I was sitting in bed, my arms around my knees, telling her what had happened. I didn’t mention what had happened on the sofa. It would have made it too real, and I just wanted to block it out.

Liv sat on the edge of the bed, patting my leg comfortingly. ‘You should call the police,’ she said. ‘Or I should.’

‘Don’t,’ I said, grabbing her hand in my urgency. ‘Don’t call the police. You’ll ruin him. He’s in enough trouble already.’

‘But Grace,’ she said. ‘He must’ve got in round the back when I was putting the bins out, which means he was skulking in the garden. He was probably watching me through the window.’ She shuddered visibly. ‘Better I ruin him than he ruins you.’

‘No,’ I said. ‘Please. He was just drunk.’

‘Well,’ she stood up. ‘I’ll take your word for it, but I don’t like it.’

‘I know,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry.’

She went to walk out of the bedroom but, as she got to the door, she paused and turned back to me. ‘So how did it go tonight? Anything exciting happen?’

I opened my mouth to tell her about Mr Arrogant but, at the last moment, I changed my mind. He was just as much of an asshole as Leo, in his way. The Filth Monger. I flushed as I remembered the mortification of seeing it written on the business card. It showed just what he thought of me – not that I could blame him, but even so... ‘It was okay,’ I said, with a shrug.

‘Anything…you know…happen?’ She raised her eyebrows and gave me a stern look.

I shook my head. ‘Nothing exciting,’ I said, wriggling down under the covers.

‘And did Kitty keep an eye on you?’

‘Uh-huh.’ I gave a brief, non-committal nod and went to turn over.

‘Good.’ Liv turned out the light. ‘Night Grace. Get some sleep.’

‘Night, Liv,’ I said.

‘And no more dickheads, okay? One’s enough.’

‘Mm-mm.’ I turned over and snuggled down into the warm safety of the duvet.

As I lay there, in the still darkness of the bedroom, listening to her moving around in the bathroom, I realised that it was just as well I hadn’t told her about the so-called Filth Monger. She’d have freaked. Especially if she’d questioned me further because, despite everything, I’d have had to admit that, even now, I was horribly attracted to his smug, arrogant ass.
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