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Homicide Detective Scarlett Bishop has seen enough bad guys dlip through the
cracks and innocent victims go unavenged to know that good doesn't always
prevail. So far she's been able to lock away her rage and her vigilante fantasies.
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Former Army Ranger Marcus O'Bannion is afierce champion of victims' rights.
His secret past gives him good reason. He believes he' s seen the depths of human
depravity, but then his investigation into the murder of ayoung girl who once
asked for his help lures him and Scarlett down a dark, dark road—and straight
into the crosshairs of a dangerous, powerful underground ring that dealsin
human trafficking. To stop them, Scarlett and Marcus have to be just as cunning
and just as ruthless. But first they have to makeit out alive.
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Editorial Review

Review
Praise for Karen Rose and her novels:

“Few writers succeed at [romantic suspense] as well as Karen Rose.”—The New York Times
"High-wire suspense that keeps you riveted."—Lisa Gardner

"High-octane suspense that never lets up."—Karen Robards

“Intense, complex, and unforgettable."—James Patterson

"A high-octane thrill ride!"—Lisa Jackson

"Takes off like a house afire."—Tess Gerritsen

About the Author

Karen RoseisaRITA Award-winning author of romantic suspense.A former chemical engineer and high
school chemistry and physics teacher, she livesin Floridawith her family and their cat and dog, Bella and
Loki.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Prologue

Cincinnati, Ohio

Tuesday, August 4, 2:45 a.m.

Whereis he? He promised he'd be here.

Controlling her panic, Talalooked around, quick, furtive glances. All she saw were the neighborhood
residents, going about their business. Of course, at thistime of the night, very little of their business was
good.

Nobody noticed her. Nobody had followed her. She hoped.

She shrank back into the shadows, deciding to give him another minute. She had to get back before they
discovered she'd slipped away. If they hadn’t already.

And if they had . . . her life was over. Maybe literally. And not only her life. She'd risked the lives of every
member of her family, too. If she was caught, all of their liveswould be forfeit. Y et she'd risked it. Because
of the baby.

Everything she did was for that little bundle who smiled and cooed because she wasn't yet old enough to
know how bad the world really was. Talawould sell her soul to keep the baby safe, to keep her from being
sucked into this hell—as Tala had been when she was only fourteen years old.



That had been three years ago. Three years that had aged her alifetime. Three years that had stolen the light
from her mother’s eyes and turned her proud father into ashell of aman. Her parents were frozen, powerless,
because they feared for their children. Tala understood that. But she also understood that things couldn’t
continue as they were. So she’ d bided her time, waiting for the perfect moment.

Thiswas about as perfect amoment as she was going to get. Please come. Please.
If he didn’t come, it would all have been for nothing.

A footstep had her spinning around, her eyes frantically searching the darkness as her pounding heart began
to race. A man approached, alarge man. Tald sfists tightened and she shifted her weight, preparing to fleein
the event it was not the man she expected.

His step was slow. Careful. He lifted his hands, pams up. “It's me. | won't hurt you.”

Her heart settled. He had the most beautiful voice. It had been what had drawn her to begin with. She'd heard
him singing quietly, sitting by the pond in the park where she was allowed to walk the ridicul ous dog whose
diamond-studded collar would have fed her family for ayear. His voice had been so sweet it had made her
want to weep.

And she had. She’ d stood that day, listening, the tears streaming down her cheeks. Later, she’d paid for that
stolen concert. She'd paid dearly. Still, she'd stopped to listen again when she walked the dog and saw him
at the pond. She'd stopped every night for aweek. Because that, like this, had been worth the risk. She'd
been caught a second time a few nights before. Punished even more vicioudly.

Still . . . she hadn’t been able to help herself. His song had drawn her, making her reckless. But even as her
heart sang mournfully along with him, even when he'd turned to see her standing there, tightly clenching the
ridiculous dog’ sleash in her fist, even when he' d asked her why she cried . . .

She hadn’t said aword. Not until today.

She hoped she wasn’'t making the biggest mistake of her life. Because she was putting her life and the lives
of everyone she loved in his hands.

“Yes,” shewhispered. “I’'m here.”
He came closer, hisface still in the shadows. “I’'m Marcus,” he said simply. “ Tell me why you cry.”

Marcus. She liked his name. Trusted his voice. But now that she was with him, her tongue seemed to be tied
in knots. The secret she’d kept for solong . . . It was stuck deep within her. The words would not come. She
backed away. “I'm sorry. | ... can't.”

“Don’'t go. Please.” He took a step closer, keeping his hands in front of him, where she could see them.
“What’ s your name?”’

She swallowed hard. “Tala.”
Hislips curved encouragingly. “It's a pretty name. Why do you cry, Taa?’
“Why do you?’ Because he had been. She'd seen his tears when he' d thought no one was watching.

Hisfaint smile faded. “1 lost my brother. He was murdered. He was only seventeen.”



She swallowed hard. “My age.”

He nodded. “Will you let me help you, Tala?

“I...1can’t pay you.”

He shook his head. “| don’t need your money. | don’t want it.”

Oh, she thought, suddenly realizing what he did want. Dread overwhelmed her, and she took another step
back. Then she stopped, lifted her chin. Made her lips curve in what she knew to be a sensuous way. She
reached for the waistband of his black jeans, steeling her voice to be as sexy as she could make it. “|
understand,” she purred. “1 can make you feel good.”

He blinked, looking shocked. Then horrified. “ No.” He took a giant step back. “ Stop. Y ou don’t understand.
That’s not what | want. | don’t want anything from you. | just want to help you.”

Tala s hands dropped to her sides. “Why? Why would you help me? I’m no one.”

He shook his head again, slowly. Sadly. “Everyone is someone,” he murmured, then exhaled. “Why do you
cry, Taa?

His voice dipped deep, touched her soul. Made her eyesfill with hot tears. “It’s dangerous,” she whispered.
“They’re dangerous. My family will dieif I'm found here.”

His dark brows knit together. “Who are you afraid of 7’
“The man. Hiswife. They . ..” She averted her eyes, ashamed. “ They own us.”
Marcus shifted, jaw clenching, eyes narrowing. “How? Who?’

At the edge of her vision she saw the glint of moonlight on metal—but she was a split second too late. The
flash of fire, the boom of thunder, the burning agony in her stomach, the scrape of asphalt on her face. . .

“Talal” Marcus was shouting, but his voice was far away. So far away. “Don’t die, dammit. Don’t you die.”

She didn’'t want to die. She hadn’t yet lived. Her family . . . She needed him to save her family. She opened
her mouth to tell him so. “Help Maa. . .” Her mouth moved but ho sound came out. There was not enough
air to carry her voice. Say it. Tell him. She forced herself to inhale, forced the word out in an agonized huff:
“Malaya.”

And then a second burst of thunder tore the air, followed by the shock of a great weight crushing her.
Marcus. He' d been shat, too. Suddenly she could no longer draw even the shallowest breath.

I’m going to die. Her family was going to die. And the man called Marcus. . . he’d only wanted to help her.
But now he was going to die, too.

Chapter One



Cincinnati, Ohio
Tuesday, August 4, 2:49 am.

Detective Scarlett Bishop left her jacket in her car on purpose. Partly because it was too damned hot and
sticky to even consider wearing a stitch more clothing than was absolutely necessary. But mostly so that the
weapon holstered under her arm—the Glock she normally kept concealed under a jacket—would be readily
seen.

She wasn't in the mood for any shit tonight.

Taking alook around, she frowned at the sight of the nearly deserted street. On any given night, thiswas
where dealers and prostitutes peddled their wares. But nobody was peddling anything tonight, which made
Scarlett uneasy. Something had sent them scurrying into their hidey-holes, and whatever that something had
been, it wasn’t likely to have been good.

There was no evidence of the man who’d called her here—asking her to come alone. Normally she would
have been suspicious enough to bring backup. But the man’s voice. . . She would admit this to no one but
herself, but hearing his voice again after so many months had shaken her soundly. The number on her cell
phone’s caller ID was unfamiliar, but she’ d never forget his voice, no matter how long she lived. When she'd
heard it again on the phone tonight, it had stirred her from a sound sleep to full aertness. Nine months had
passed without a single spoken word between them. And why would there have been? Her presence would
bring him and his family only pain, remind them of their |oss.

But tonight he'd said, “Can you meet me? Alone? Please. As soon as humanly possible.”
“Why?" she'd asked.
“It's. .. important.”

“All right,” she’'d said. “Where?’ But he’d already hung up. A second later atext had popped up, specifying
this street corner.

Thelast time he' d called her out of the blue, his information had led her to four dead bodies. So, without
hesitation, she' d done as he' d asked. But now he wasn't here.

Theonly visible signs of life on the street were the two homel ess peopl e eyeing her with unabashed interest
from their spot on the stoop of the boarded-up building nearest to where she stood. She took two bottles of
water from the trunk of her car, conscious of three other people peeking out from the windows of the
building across the street. She handed a bottle to each of the two elderly people tucked up against the
building for the night, their belongings in a shared shopping cart. Tommy and Edna were regulars on this
corner. She'd known them for years.

“It'shot,” Scarlett said quietly.

“A real scorcher,” Tommy agreed, his teeth flashing white against his dark skin as he struggled with the
bottle’ s cap, crowing when he twisted it off. “Whatchu doin’ here this time of night, Miss Scarlett?’ he
asked, exaggerating his deep drawl as he said her name.

“Tommy,” Scarlett chided gently, glancing up and down the street. Still no sign of her caller. “Whatchu
doin’ out herein this heat? Y ou know it’s not good for your heart.”



Tommy sighed dramatically. “My heart’s done for already. It got all trampled on by you, Miss Scarlett, when
| asked you to marry me for the very last time.”

Scarlett’ s lips curved. Tommy was arascal, but she genuinely liked him. “If I'd said yes, that really would be
bad for your heart. Y ou couldn’'t handle me.”

Tommy’s laugh was raspy from alifetime of smoking. “Y ou'reright 'bout that.” He lifted afinger in
warning. “And don’t be telling me to go to the Meadow. | been there three times this week. That pretty Dr.
Dani says|’'mright asrain.”

The seventy-year-old woman next to him snorted. Edna had lived on the streets of Cincinnati for aslong as
Scarlett had been a cop. “He sfull of shit, that oneis, but he' stelling the truth about the Meadow. He did go
this week. Once.”

Scarlett lifted her brows. “And did Dr. Dani say he wasright asrain?’
Edna shrugged. “Acid rain, maybe.”

The Meadow was the local shelter and that “pretty Dr. Dani” was Danika Novak, ER doc and sister of
Scarlett’ s partner, Deacon. Dani volunteered most of her free hours to the shelter and had roped most of their
circle of friendsinto helping her, Scarlett included.

Scarlett shook her head but didn’t push. It wouldn't do any good. She'd found permanent housing for both
Edna and Tommy a couple times over the years, but they always came back to the street. Which was bad for
their health but, at times, beneficial to Scarlett’ s investigations. The two were areliable source of
information about the neighborhood.

She looked around again, but there was still no sign of the man she’ d come to meet. “Have you two heard
any trouble tonight?’

Edna hid her water bottle in the deep pocket of the smock she never seemed to be without, then pointed to
her left. “Y ou wannalook maybe three alleys down that way, honey. Gunshots. Three of 'em.”

Scarlett’s heart stuttered. “Why didn’t you say so before?’ she demanded.
“Because you didn’t ask,” Edna said with a shrug.

“Gunshots happen 'round here,” Tommy added. “We got to the point where we don’t pay them no
nevermind unless they're shootin’ at us.”

Scarlett shoved her temper down. “When was this?’

“A few minutes ago,” Tommy said, “but | don’t know ’xactly when. Don’t got no watch,” he added in ayell,
because Scarlett had aready started to run, her dread building.

Her phone had rung thirteen minutes ago. If he' d been shot, he could be dead by now. He couldn’t be dead.
Please don't let him be dead.

She skidded to a stop when she got to the alley, her vision drawn first to the motionless body on the ground.
Itisn’t him. The victim was far too small to be him.

She drew her weapon with one hand, holding her Maglite in the other as she cautiously approached. She



swept the beam of her light over the victim, afemale who appeared to be of Asian descent. Who was she?
And where was he? Another sweep of her light up and down the alley revealed no one else.

Scarlett crouched next to the body, her heart sinking. The victim, who appeared to be in her late teens, lay on
her back, dark brown eyes staring up at the sky, wide and unseeing. So young, she thought. Setting the
Maglite on the asphalt so that it illuminated the victim’ s face, she pulled aglove on to her left hand, keeping
her weapon firmly gripped in her right.

Pressing her fingers to the victim’ s throat, Scarlett found no pulse, which was no surprise. But the young
woman hadn’t been dead long. Her skin was still warm.

Her lower torso was bare, her white polo shirt cut away to just below her breasts.

A bullet had entered three inches below her sternum but, based on the amount of blood on and around the
body, it had probably not been immediately fatal. Cause of death was far more likely to have been the small
hole in the victim’ s left temple. The exit wound behind her right ear was the size of Scarlett’sfist.

The girl had been pretty before someone had taken out a chunk of her head.

Not him. It couldn’t have been him. Scarlett couldn’t believe it. You just don’'t want to believe it. Which was
fair enough, she supposed. Where was he?

Picking up the flashlight, she ran the beam over the body. Blood had been wiped from the exposed skin of
the victim’s midriff, the balled-up and blood-soaked remnant of her torn shirt lying on the ground next to her
hip. Someone had attempted first aid.

“Hetried to save you,” Scarlett murmured aloud.
“Tried. Failed.”

Her head jerked up. He was here. The man who’d dominated her thoughts, her dreams. For months. The man
who once again had called her out of the blue to the scene of a homicide.

Marcus O’ Bannion.

Users Review
From reader reviews:
Alyssa L ewis:

Do you have favorite book? Should you have, what is your favorite's book? Publication is very important
thing for us to understand everything in the world. Each e-book has different aim or even goal; it means that
publication has different type. Some people really feel enjoy to spend their a chance to read a book. They
may be reading whatever they take because their hobby is actually reading a book. What about the person
who don't like studying a book? Sometime, individual feel need book whenever they found difficult problem
or perhaps exercise. Well, probably you'll have this Alone in the Dark (The Cincinnati Series).



Beverly Harrison:

Book isto be different for each and every grade. Book for children until eventually adult are different
content. As you may know that book is very important usually. The book Alonein the Dark (The Cincinnati
Series) ended up being making you to know about other information and of course you can take more
information. It is extremely advantages for you. The e-book Alone in the Dark (The Cincinnati Series) is not
only giving you alot more new information but aso to become your friend when you really feel bored. Y ou
can spend your spend time to read your e-book. Try to make relationship together with the book Alonein the
Dark (The Cincinnati Series). Y ou never experience lose out for everything if you read some books.

Doug Herring:

This book untitled Alone in the Dark (The Cincinnati Series) to be one of several books in which best seller
in this year, here is because when you read this book you can get alot of benefit into it. You will easily to
buy that book in the book retail outlet or you can order it through online. The publisher of the book sells the
e-book too. It makes you quickly to read this book, as you can read this book in your Smart phone. So there
iS no reason to you personally to past this e-book from your list.

Megan Urick:

The reason why? Because this Alone in the Dark (The Cincinnati Series) isan unordinary book that the
inside of the publication waiting for you to snap the item but latter it will zap you with the secret it inside.
Reading this book next to it was fantastic author who else write the book in such incredible way makes the
content inside easier to understand, entertaining approach but still convey the meaning completely. So, itis
good for you for not hesitating having this any longer or you going to regret it. This phenomenal book will
give you alot of gains than the other book have got such as help improving your skill and your critical
thinking technique. So, still want to delay having that book? If | have been you | will go to the publication
store hurriedly.
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