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BLURB & EXCERPT
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REBECCA “BECKS” MORGAN knows engines better than people. Her garage is her sanctuary, a place where she can keep her son safe and her past buried under layers of steel and grease. But when a sleek black sedan rolls in with a hidden compartment and a warning from a man who smells like trouble, her quiet life shatters. The car isn’t just a job. It’s a loaded weapon in a criminal empire, and now Becks is in the crosshairs. 

Detective Declan Stone has spent two years chasing a syndicate that always stays one step ahead. His latest lead? A beautiful mechanic who might be the key to unraveling it all. But Becks isn’t just a witness, she’s stubborn, sharp, and far too tempting for a man who swore he’d never mix business with desire. As danger closes in, Declan will risk everything to protect her and the boy she’d die for. Even if it means crossing every line he’s lived by. In a world where trust is a gamble and love is the ultimate risk, can they survive long enough to find both?

* * *
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THE SERGEANT NODDED grimly. “Neighbors reported a loud crash around midnight. By the time patrol arrived, the suspect was gone. Kid inside was unconscious but alive.”

Rebecca’s stomach lurched. “Danny,” she whispered. 

The sergeant turned to her. “You’re the owner?”

“Yes,” Rebecca said, voice cracking. “Was... anything else taken?”

“Hard to tell until we inventory the shop,” the sergeant said. “But looks like a vehicle was stolen.”

Declan’s jaw clenched. “The black sedan. Scanlon’s.”

The sergeant’s face tightened. “Exactly.”

Rebecca felt the ground tilt beneath her. “This is my fault.”

Declan stepped closer. “No. It’s Scanlon’s.”

But the words didn’t help. Not when her safe place, her dad’s legacy, looked like this. 

An officer crouched near the damaged door, examining the skid marks. “Driver rammed straight through. Purposeful. Clean exit.”

Cody tugged her sleeve gently. “Mom... are the walls gonna fall? It looks like... like someone smashed an action movie into real life.”

Rebecca knelt beside him. “It’s okay, baby. Nobody’s here now.”
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DEDICATION
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To everyone who carries pieces of the past like treasures, may you keep those memories alive, not as anchors, but as stars guiding you forward.

And to the dreamers who refuse to let go, who rebuild when the world falls apart, who believe in second chances, this story is for you.

Keep chasing. Keep creating. Because the road ahead is yours to make.
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PROLOGUE 
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THE STORM ROLLED IN without warning.

Not the violent, window-rattling kind, this one slipped beneath the skin. A quiet, electric pressure that made neon signs flicker and the night hold its breath.

Rebecca “Becks” Morgan killed the Camaro’s engine as she eased into the alley behind her garage. The car ticked as it cooled, each metallic ping echoing off brick walls glazed with condensation. She stayed behind the wheel for a beat, waiting for the stillness to settle.

It didn’t.

A wrongness hummed at the edges of her instincts, the kind only mechanics and mothers ever trusted. The hairs on her arms lifted.

Becks slid out of her black ’69 Camaro, boots scraping the pavement. The back door of the garage hung cracked open, swaying like someone had just slipped through.

Cody should’ve been asleep. He didn’t sneak. And Lucy wouldn’t drop by without calling; she swore Becks kept “murder hours.”

Becks eased the door open.

The sight hit her harder than the cold air.

Her garage, her sanctuary, her father’s legacy, was torn apart. Crates overturned. Parts scattered. Drawers yanked open. Not chaos.

A search.

Her fingers tightened around the wrench she didn’t remember picking up.

“Hello?” she called softly.

The shadows answered.

A tall figure stepped from behind the lift, dressed in a tailored suit far too clean for grease and gears. Slicked back hair. Blue eyes sharp as cut steel.

Oliver Scanlon.

He smiled like he owned the night.

“Rebecca,” he said, hands in his pockets. “You have something of mine.”

Her grip tightened. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Too quick. Too sharp. He noticed.

His gaze drifted to her father’s toolbox, drawers pried open like ribs.

“You’re resourceful,” he said, stepping around a broken headlight. “But you’ve wandered into a lane you don’t belong in.”

He stopped close enough for the scent of expensive cologne, and something colder beneath it, to reach her.

“Next time,” he murmured, “I won’t be the one who comes calling.”

A metallic clatter echoed from the alley. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t hurry. Just turned and walked out as if leaving a dinner party.

When he was gone, Becks finally breathed, shallow, unsteady, furious.

Two things were now painfully clear: Oliver Scanlon wasn’t bluffing. And whatever she’d found in that car earlier wasn’t an accident.

Her phone buzzed.

A text from Lucy: You alive? Got a feeling. Don’t ignore me.

Becks wiped her eyes with the heel of her hand. She couldn’t tell Lucy. Not yet. And Cody, never. The garage was too quiet now.
She locked up, shut off the lights, and backed into the alley. The Camaro waited, headlights catching the moisture in her eyes.
“I’ll keep you safe,” she whispered. “Whatever it costs.”

Tonight, everything shifted. Tonight, she crossed a line she couldn’t uncross.

And across town, Detective Declan Stone closed the file on a syndicate he’d chased for two years, unaware his biggest lead had just stepped into the crosshairs.
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CHAPTER 1
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THE FLUORESCENT LIGHTS hummed overhead, steady, familiar, one of the few sounds Becks trusted. She stood over the luxury sedan on her lift, a polished German machine owned by the kind of people who used “custom work” to mean “don’t ask questions.”

She rarely liked those jobs. Today, she hated them. Becks slid her creeper beneath the car. Her hands worked on autopilot, wrench, tap, turn, but her mind kept replaying Scanlon’s warning:

Next time, I won’t be the one who comes calling.

She didn’t scare easily, but she knew better than to dismiss a threat like his.

Across the garage, nine-year-old Cody sat in the office, finishing homework with his usual soundtrack of video game music hummed under his breath. Every few minutes, he glanced at her through the glass. Making sure she was still there.

He’d been doing that more lately.

“Becks!” Lucy’s voice carried through the garage before her footsteps did, bright, loud, impossible to ignore. Becks rolled out from under the car.

Lucy Edwards perched on a stool like she was posing for a lifestyle magazine, perfect hair, perfect jeans, absolutely useless with anything engine related.

“Are we doing emergency carburetor surgery?” Lucy asked brightly. “I brought snacks. And enthusiasm.”

“This car doesn’t even have a carburetor,” Becks said, wiping her cheek with a rag.

Lucy gasped. “Don’t shame me in front of your child.”

Cody snorted. “She does that all the time.”

Becks smirked. “She earns it.”

Lucy leaned over the lift, peering beneath the sedan. “So? What are we looking at?”

“Something I don’t like,” Becks said. “Go sit down before you break something important.”

Lucy grinned. “See? Surgery.”

Becks slid back under the car, and stopped.

Her work light caught the edge of a metal panel that didn’t belong. Not factory. Not aftermarket. Hidden. Her pulse kicked once, hard.

Lucy heard the shift in Becks’ silence. “Okay,” she said, voice dropping. “What did you find?”

“Nothing,” Becks muttered.

But she already knew. This wasn’t routine. This wasn’t bad luck.

It was connected.

And Becks Morgan hated connections.

* * *
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BECKS STARED AT THE hidden panel like it might blink back. Her stomach tightened, not in fear, but in that taut way an engine feels before something snaps. She stepped away from the lift, wiping her hands on a rag already more grease than fabric.

Lucy watched her with a look Becks hated, humor covering concern.

“You okay?” Lucy asked, softer than usual. “You look like you’re doing panic math.”

“Just thinking,” Becks said.

“Thinking or spiraling?”

Before she could answer, Cody appeared in the office doorway, pencil behind his ear. 

“Mom? Can I take a break? My brain’s melting.” Perfect timing. Always was.

“Yeah, bud. Five minutes.”

He brightened and wandered to the snack shelf Lucy kept restocking without permission. His presence steadied the room.

Lucy stepped closer. “Seriously, Becks. What’s going on?”

Becks didn’t respond. She moved back to the lift, eyes locked on the hidden compartment. The work was flawless, smooth, flush, professional. Not accidental.

And definitely not legal.

Her mind flashed back to earlier: the storm, Oliver Scanlon standing in the dark, that warning she still couldn’t shake.

Her throat tightened.

Lucy touched her arm. “Talk to me.”

“I found something I shouldn’t have,” Becks whispered.

Lucy’s eyes widened. “Okay... should I worry?”

“Yes. No. I don’t know.”

“Want to call someone?”

Becks hesitated. She should call the police. She should report the compartment. She could also pretend she never saw it. But Scanlon’s voice echoed in her head:

Next time, I won’t be the one who comes calling.

“Not tonight,” she said.

Lucy didn’t push. Instead, she picked up a wrench. “Then I’ll stand here and look supportive and extremely unhelpful.”

A small laugh slipped from Becks, loosening the pressure in her chest.

Outside, night settled heavy against the dusty windows, making every shadow seem too tall.

Becks shut off the overhead lights until only the office lamp glowed around Cody.

“Pack up,” she said quietly. “We’re heading home.”

“Already?” Cody asked, stuffing his books away.

“Long day.”

Lucy squeezed her shoulder. “Call me if you need anything. Or if you don’t. I’ll assume you do.”

Becks locked up the garage, every bolt, chain, and deadbolt, like she could hold back a storm with her hands.

Out in the parking lot, the air felt thick and watchful. No silhouette, no sound. Just that uneasy prickle she’d felt before everything started to tilt.

She steadied her hand on Cody’s back. “Come on. Let’s go home.”

The door clicked shut behind them. Too loud in the dark.

* * *
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BECKS DOUBLE CHECKED the garage door, then led Lucy and Cody into the lot. The stillness pressed against her skin, but she pushed it away and helped Cody into the back seat.

Lucy leaned on the passenger door, arms crossed.
“You’re doing that thing again,” she murmured.
“What thing?”

“The one where your whole face goes...” Lucy squinted, mimicking her tension. “Like you’re diagnosing the universe with one frown.”

Despite herself, Becks laughed, small, real.

Lucy had always been the one who slipped through her armor without breaking it. She never pried first. She lightened the air until Becks could breathe. Cody buckled in, humming. Becks shut the door and leaned against the Camaro, rubbing her neck.

“You good?” Lucy asked, tone softer now.

“Fine. Just tired.”

“Mm-hmm. I’ve known you since uneven bangs and that hideous neon jacket. You can’t lie to me.”

Becks snorted. “That jacket was cool.”

“It was loud,” Lucy corrected. “Like bird scarer loud.”

Warmth flickered under Becks’ ribs, memories of a friendship built over decades, exam week snacks, wordless comfort after her dad died, Lucy pretending to understand engines just so Becks wouldn’t feel alone.

Lucy bumped her shoulder. “Whatever’s happening... you don’t have to carry it alone. I know you will, because you’re stubborn and allergic to help, but I’m saying it anyway.”

Becks swallowed hard. She wanted to tell her everything. She couldn’t, not when the danger didn’t even have a shape yet.

“Thanks, Luce.”

Lucy hugged her. “Text me when you get home. If you don’t, I’m calling the sheriff, fire department, and NASA.”

“You overreact.”

“Someone has to. You underreact enough for both of us.”

Lucy walked to her Prius, waving to Cody before pulling away. A quiet ache settled in Becks’ chest. She wasn’t sure what scared her more, the hidden compartment or the thought of Lucy getting anywhere near whatever came next.

* * *
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THE PRECINCT WAS TOO quiet, something Declan Stone usually appreciated, but not tonight. Half the desks sat empty, lights dimmed to a dull blue wash.

He stood before his whiteboard, a web of photos and red lines stretching like a map of frustration. At the center: Oliver Scanlon. Smirking. Untouchable.

He didn’t hear Captain Amanda Rivers until she spoke behind him.

“Stone. You’re supposed to go home at some point.”

“I’ll sleep when Scanlon’s behind bars,” Declan muttered.

Rivers crossed her arms. “You’ve chased him two years. Obsession makes a terrible partner.”

“It’s not obsession,” he said. “Just unfinished business.”

“That’s what people say right before it becomes obsession.”

He ignored her and focused on the file she handed him.

“New intel from narcotics,” Rivers said. “Scanlon’s operation uses a mechanic.”

“A mechanic?”

“A good one. Local. High end work. The kind used for modified compartments.”

Declan scanned the brief, precision builds, hidden latches, recent vehicles funneled through an independent garage.

“We have a name?”

“Not yet,” Rivers said. “But whoever it is, Scanlon trusts them. Or they’re being used.”

Neither option sat well.

“Find them,” Rivers added. “They might be the link we’re missing.”

Declan nodded, tension settling into his shoulders. He scribbled a note to check specialty garages citywide.

He had no idea the mechanic he was hunting was tucking her son into bed at that exact moment, locking her doors three times, and trying to outrun the feeling that someone had already marked her.

But he would.

Soon.

Becks arrived at the garage earlier than usual. The sun hadn’t fully climbed up yet; a thin fog hugged the ground, reluctant to lift. She balanced a takeout coffee in one hand, keys in the other, Cody trudging beside her with heavy steps.

He yawned hard enough to fold his whole face. “Do we have to be here this early?”

“You wanted to finish your Lego car before school,” Becks said, unlocking the door.

“I said maybe,” he muttered, but perked up once the lights flicked on and the familiar scent of oil and old concrete filled the room.

Becks stepped inside, and paused. Not because something was wrong. Nothing was out of place. Tools where she left them. Lift exactly where she’d lowered it. Her rolling stool, still leaning against the workbench.

Everything looked right.

And yet the room felt... unsettled. Like it had been holding its breath.

“Mom, which part goes on the frame again?” Cody called, already digging into his project.

“The black one with the cross-pin hole.”

“Got it.”

His voice steadied her more than the coffee did.

Becks set her drink down and rolled her shoulders. Get a grip. One bad night and suddenly she was jumpy. She’d survived worse. The garage was safe. Her routines were safe.

At least, that’s what she told herself.

She grabbed her clipboard and skimmed the day’s appointments. Oil changes. A brake job. An inspection. And the sedan. Her pulse tightened. Working on it again was unavoidable, but this time she’d look with sharper eyes.

Her phone buzzed.

Lucy: Made it to work yet? I can sense your stress from here. Drink water. Or coffee. Or wine. No, not wine. Actually maybe wine.

Becks smirked. She texted back: I’m fine. Stop psychic vibing at me.

Lucy responded instantly: Never.

The warmth of the exchange settled her, briefly. But her gaze drifted back to the sedan, quiet, sleek, coiled like a threat under fluorescent light.

It held secrets she wished she’d never uncovered.

She pulled on her gloves and stepped toward the lift.

Today she would open that compartment again. Today she’d actually look. Maybe she’d find
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