
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Broken for Her

Book Two in the Sins of the Family Series

by Samantha VanGundy

Broken for Her

© 2025 Samantha VanGundy

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

First Edition: May 2025

Samantha VanGundy Books

Dominant Hearts Series


	Under His Command

	Bound to the Enemy 

	Claimed in Silence 



Kindred Hearts Series

(A spin-off from Dominant Hearts)

	Beneath His Bite 


Pack Bound Hearts Series


	Bite Me, Alpha

	Silent Storm

	Silent Flame

	Where The Broken Burn



Chosen Bonds Series 


	Broken Chains

	Beneath the Skin 



Marked By Power Series


	Bound Against Will

	Claimed By The Hunt



Fangs, Fur, and Feelings Series


	Blood Type: Clueless

	Hexed and Hungry

	Howl At First Sight

	
Claimed By Midnight:  A Fang Fur Feelings Standalone (Coming September 20,2025)




Standalone / Other Works

	Roommate Rule #3 (MM Romantic Comedy)


Immortal Bonds

	
Crimson Strings (Immortal Bonds, Book One)


Sins of The Family Mafia Romance


	His Forbidden Vow (MF Romance)

	Broken For Her (MF Romance)

	His Dangerous Empire (MF Romance)

	His Final Vow (MM Romance)



Marked By Night Series (MF Paranormal Romance)


	Marked By The Moon

	Claimed By Shadows

	Awakened By Fire

	Unbroken Flame

	Marked By The Moon Compilation of Whole Series



Writing As A.V Thorn

The Price of Forever: A MF paranormal gothic Romance



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One – Leo
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The dream always ended the same way.

Blood on the floor.

A door he didn’t get to fast enough.

A scream that didn’t belong to him.

Leo jerked upright in the dark, chest heaving. For a second, he wasn’t in the safehouse bedroom. He was in that hallway again, smoke in his lungs, blood in his ears, Rainey’s name a curse he never stopped whispering.

Sheets tangled around his legs, damp with sweat. His hand flew to the gun beneath his pillow before his eyes even adjusted.

Clear.

Just shadows.

Just silence.

But his pulse didn’t get the memo.

He sat there, jaw clenched tight, breath caught in his throat like barbed wire. Leo Mancini didn’t cry. Not for the dead. Not for anyone.

But if he ever would’ve—this was the moment.

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, head in his hands. The taste of regret coated the back of his tongue. He’d poured whiskey down his throat before falling asleep, but it hadn’t drowned the guilt. Nothing ever did.

The city outside the window was quiet. Brooklyn never really slept, but this part of it had grown tired with time. The old streets didn’t remember his name anymore, and that suited him just fine.

Until now.

He crossed the room, opened the top drawer of the small dresser, and pushed past socks and spare clips until he found the photograph.

Faded edges. Bent corner.

A girl—six years old, big brown eyes and wild curls—holding her mom’s hand like it was the only thing tethering her to the world.

Rainey Hart.

And her kid sister, Lila.

Leo had failed them both.

He closed his eyes and let the pain settle like dust over his skin. Familiar. Unshakable.

Coming back to Brooklyn had never been part of the plan. But unfinished business had a way of pulling you back, even when every instinct said run.

He set the photo down gently and poured himself a drink he didn’t want.

The ice cracked like bones in a quiet room.

And Leo remembered why he left.

Why he couldn’t stay away.

Because the only thing more dangerous than the truth—

Was the part of him that still wanted to protect her.
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Chapter Two – Lila
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The bar wasn’t crowded.

It wasn’t much of anything, really. Old booths with cracked leather seats. A dusty jukebox in the corner that hadn’t worked in years. Low jazz spilled from a single tinny speaker above the counter, and the air smelled like stale beer and secrets that didn’t want to be overheard.

Lila didn’t belong here.

But neither did the man sitting in the far corner, half in shadow, sipping something dark like it could drown the world.

She felt his eyes on her the moment she walked in.

No heels. No makeup. Just jeans, a dark sweater, and a ponytail that barely held her hair back. Her boots scuffed against the floor as she crossed to the bar, gripping the folder tighter than she meant to.

She didn’t care who saw her.

Except she did.

She cared that her hands were still shaking. That her voice might crack. That the letter in her pocket still smelled like fire and old perfume.

“Whiskey. Neat,” she told the bartender.

The folder stayed closed.

Because if she opened it now—she might never stop reading.

She sensed him before she looked.

Leo.

He hadn’t moved. Still in that corner booth, like he owned the shadows. His jaw was clenched. His eyes—dark, unreadable—were fixed on her with the kind of focus that made her skin tighten.

He hadn’t changed much.

A little rougher. A little more haunted. But still the man who once stood outside her sister’s funeral and didn’t say a word.

The man who had walked away before she could ask why.

Her fingers curled around the glass.

She didn’t come here for him.

She came for answers.

But when their eyes met, the air shifted.

He looked at her like a ghost he hadn’t expected to see again.

And she looked at him like maybe—just maybe—he was the only one who could help her survive this.

Lila turned back to her drink, heart pounding, pretending she didn’t feel the heat of his stare burning through the lies she hadn’t said yet.

Because the truth was simple:

She was about to ask Leo Mancini for help.

And she didn’t know if it would save her—
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