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        Can two lost souls find each other when the way is dark and dangerous?

      

        

      
        After a decade of surviving an abusive relationship, Rachel wanted more than survival; she wanted to live. Vin is nobody’s idea of a hero. But he wished he could’ve been for her. 

      

        

      
        Rachel’s light shines brighter when wrapped in Vin’s darkness, but their pasts seem insurmountable.

      

        

      
        Some of the worst highways lead to the best destinations. 

      

        

      
        On the road to love, there are no wrong turns.

      

        

      
        This book was previously released as Unexpected Hero.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To anyone who’s had sex in a functional garage on a sturdy workbench and ended up with axle grease on their ass.
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      I should’ve fucking known better, but I was young and in love — dangerous combination.

      It took years to realize I wouldn’t get away from him until I was dead.

      So, that’s why I’m sitting here dressed like a ninety-year-old woman with a bad back and hard of hearing at my own damn funeral.

      I don’t recommend it, by the way, attending your own funeral. It’s just a bunch of folks who didn’t give two shits about you while you were alive, blubbering on about what a great person you were. What a hole you left in their life, and they don’t know how they can ever fill it.

      Um, I know, Janice, you’ll fill it with the sympathy you milk from my death, losing one of your ‘closest’ friends. One you loved so fucking much you didn’t check on in the hospital, or text hello to, or ask about all the bruises and broken bones or why you couldn’t see her, sometimes for a few months.

      Yes, Janice, you’ll glut on the drama of “losing your dear friend,” and roll around like the flea covered bitch you are in the spotlight.

      Rachel never expected to be bitter by thirty, but there she was killing it. She also never expected to be running from a man she’d given her body and soul to . . . again, killing it.

      The over-combed pastor, of a church she’d never been to, spoke the final prayer for her dear sweet soul. When he invited folks up to pay their last respects to a closed casket since she’d been cremated, Rachel decided that was her cue. She rose slowly with a lot of groaning and shuffled geriatrically out the door.

      Once outside, she almost straightened herself upright to take a deep breath, but thankfully a passing car reminded her that Tony could be watching. She knew he had eyes everywhere and was stunned he hadn’t been at the service. Not stunned, she reminded herself. He had his private service over the urn he took home and probably used as an ashtray, just like when I was alive.

      Tony wasn’t the type to stand elbow to elbow with the mere common folk. She had to mask her giggle as she strolled down the stairs and started her agonizingly slow walk to the home she “resided” in.

      Tony wasn’t as mobbed up as he pretended to be. Hell, he wasn’t even Italian, he was from some Podunk town in Kentucky. He had rewritten his history, as did his dad. It took almost ten years for her to ferret out that much.

      That was the only thing she could ever even remotely thank him for. Finding out how he’d rewritten his history helped her rewrite her future.

      His mob family consisted of his half-brother, two uncles, a cousin, and a few outsiders he brought in as muscle. Even with such a pathetic mob family, he managed to keep his little corner of the county on lock. Everyone was terrified of him, and if Rachel were to be honest with herself, that was part of the appeal that led her into the mess in the first place.

      His dark asshole personality drew her nineteen-year-old self with an inexplicable force. Tony was the sexy bad boy she thought she could tame but not completely squash what attracted her.

      Women loved their fucking bad boys, that’s for sure. Until they got an honest to goodness bad one.

      She wasn’t talking about the type you find in romance novels with the gritty appealing attitude that hides the heart of a poet type. No, Tony was the type she wouldn’t wish on her worst enemy, the rough exterior that masked the heart of a sociopath type.

      Rachel had been so lost in her thoughts; she’d let her guard slip. It wasn’t until a movement across the street caught her attention that she realized how much she’d exposed herself.

      Usually, she’d shuffle into the home she “lived” in, pop into her room for a few, then slink out the back. Her real place was just across the alley. Nothing grand, a small loft over a garage that thankfully was closed down due to a family death.

      Not that death should ever be celebrated, but it did help her maintain her cover. Having rented it just days before Jimmy’s untimely demise had been a blessing. No one even knew she was there except the family who couldn’t do much until the estate was settled or her lease was up, whichever came first.

      Thank God I plotted my getaway months beforehand. Sneaking away in Eunice Duncan’s persona whenever Tony was preoccupied turned out to be crucial for her ultimate escape, almost more so than Tabitha.

      She’d established Eunice, no middle name, Duncan and Tabitha Lynn Caldwell long before Rachel Louisa Miller bought the farm.

      With the suspicious car across the street, Rachel would have to improvise and alter her routine.

      Eunice halted her shuffle and looked up at her building, confused. Turning in an agonizingly slow circle, she surveyed her surroundings as if seeing them for the first time, then turned back to the building. With a confident nod, she used the handrail and her cane to assist her ascent.

      Rachel struggled with the heavy door the way Eunice always did, and with plenty of noise. Predictably, one of the staff came to her aid.

      “That door still giving you fits, Ms. Duncan?” Annabelle asked as she opened the door.

      Rachel shouted back, “What was that, dear?”

      One lesson Tony taught her well was predictability can mean your death or your survival, depending on how you wield it.

      In Annabelle’s case, Rachel wielded her as survival. “I SAID, THIS OLD DOOR IS STILL GIVING YOU FITS. I NEED TO CALL MAINTENANCE.”

      As the door slowly closed behind them, Rachel caught the slightest glimpse of the car . . . and the man leaning against the hood.

      Her blood ran cold as what her eyes beheld relayed that information to her brain. It was Vin, Tony’s brother, an enforcer.

      As Annabelle helped her to her room, her mind was reeling. If he was here, did that mean Tony knew? No, that was impossible. Tony would have been with him if his suspicions were strong enough.

      Once in her room, she locked the door, tossed her cane, and began the exhausting process of analyzing everything out loud.

      “Think, Rach, think. If Tony had more than just suspicions of the possibility I hadn’t died, he would have shown himself. Yes, he would bring backup because he’s a pussy, but he would want to savor the look on my face when he busted me.”

      The wig was next to go before she realized she needed to be somewhat ready to answer the door. Rachel raced to the bathroom and secured the wig again . . . poorly as Eunice was known to do.

      She’d decided early on that it would make more sense for an old lady to have an apparent full wig to cover up her naturally thinning hair than it would to try to add a thinning wig and make it look real.

      Looking at herself in the mirror gave her pause. Her cloudy contacts hid her striking green eyes well. Even she couldn’t tell they weren’t the peepers of an old woman.

      The wrinkles looked authentic enough to make her shudder. She’d practically shaved her head underneath and dyed it gray in case she ever lost her wig in public.

      Something about the old face looking back at her brought some calm. There was no way anyone could recognize her unless they took her clothes off. She couldn’t hide how fit she was, although she was damn sure trying.

      Calmly, she puzzled out Vin’s appearance. He was checking out everyone at the service she’d bet. Trying to find out whom she would’ve known or spent time with who wasn’t in Tony’s circle. Vin’s appearance is for the strict purpose of seeing if I told anyone anything and how much.

      Rachel calmed herself down with that realization. She expected this; she’d even left the Eunice trail so he wouldn’t look for Rachel here. It was where the trail goes cold or abruptly ends that he would search the hardest, so she led it to her service on purpose.

      This was an expected threat assessment, plain and simple. Why he sent Vin was what scared her. If he were here, he would assess and resolve. Meaning if a threat was found, he’d make sure they couldn’t harm his brother ever again. That was Vin’s specialty.

      Rachel had firsthand knowledge of how he operated, and she knew to steer clear. That, however, wasn’t going to be a
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