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Sheriff Rilla Devane has sworn to serve and protect, just as her father did be-
fore he was murdered. An influx of party drugs has killed two teenagers, but 
she has a suspect: handsome, rich newcomer Mackenzie Callahan, a published 
author seeking small-town atmosphere.  
 
To build her case, she moves closer to Mackenzie and his dangerous brand of 
seductive charm. She’ll risk everything for her investigation, even when it 
means letting her guard down and falling for her suspect. 
 
Mac Callahan lives and breathes for undercover work. But his last mission 
ended in near disaster, and he has one last chance to prove his value to the 
DEA. Taking sexy Sheriff Rilla to bed might ruin his career—or lead him to 
the love of his life. 
 
Excerpt —TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE 

 
Today was make or break. Would the DEA give him another chance or 

not? Mackenzie Callahan watched Chief Inspector Havers’ scowl deepen the 
longer he read the physicians’ reports.  

“The doctors say you’re physically ready for another field assignment…” 
Havers hesitated and Mac forced his noncommittal expression into stone and 
returned the C.I.’s glare. 

Never let ‘em see you sweat. Wasn’t that the key? Would it be the old 
heave-ho or a new assignment? He wished it didn’t matter so much and he had 
some kind of life outside the Agency. But it did. The Agency was his life. 

“I’m not sure.” Havers shook his head. “You’ve had six months to con-
sider your future. What do you think?” 

“I’m ready.”  
“You may want to rethink after you hear the assignment.” 
“Doesn’t matter what the assignment is. I’m ready.” 
Mac Swallowed the growing boulder in his throat. He had to go back in 

the field. He had to. “So what’s the deal?” 

TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE 
© 2007 Marie-Nicole Ryan 
Samhain Publishing, Ltd. 
ISBN: 978-159998648-7 
Romantic Suspense 
 
 Blurb: 
The sheriff has the hots for her prime suspect. 
What’s a girl to do? 
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         “The deal?” Havers’ ironic tone tainted the innocent choirboy expression 
on his face. The Chief Inspector had risen through the ranks, and his profi-
ciency was legendary. When it came to screw ups—and that’s exactly what 
Mac had done—Havers was ruthless. 

“The deal is this. We’ve had our eye on a low level operation in Tennes-
see for quite a while. The sheriff wasn’t pulling in the dealers and marijuana 
growers like he had for years. When the numbers drop, something’s going on. 
We were ready to send in someone else—you were still in rehab—when the 
sheriff was shot in his own driveway. Since then, there’s been a change. Meth 
lab busts are up, but we’ve received information which indicates party drugs 
are rampant. We’re looking for a new source.”  

“Was the sheriff’s death a hit?” 
“Had all the signs of one.”  
“Someone new in town got rid of the competition and upped the ante.” 

Mac shifted his stance; the tension in his shoulders relaxed. Didn’t sound like 
such a bad assignment. It would make a good reentry into field work—
something he could handle with an arm and a leg tied behind him. “Any con-
tacts on the inside?” 

The boss’s mouth drew into a thin line. “I’ll leave that to you.” 
“Who’s the object of my investigation?” 
“Sheriff’s replacement. His daughter. She keeps two bank accounts. 

Nothing suspicious on the one she’s had for years, but there’s a second ac-
count opened the same month the former sheriff was killed. Big deposits—
more than she normally makes in a year—hit, then transferred quickly to the 
Cayman Islands.” 

“His daughter?”  
Fuck. The last thing I need is another undercover op with a female at the 

center. Not after last time. 
“And this one’s cagey. Former detective with Metro Nashville.” 
“You think she ordered a hit on her own father?”  
Havers shrugged. “He’s dead, and she’s serving out his term. Combined 

with hinky money transactions—what do you think?” 
“One cold bitch. So, who am I?” 
Havers did something he rarely did when briefing. He laughed. “You’re a 

suspense writer with lots of money to throw around.” 
“Lots of money sounds good, but a writer?” 
“Your website has already launched. You’ve written four books. Get 

used to being famous…for a while.” 
“Cool.” Not. A female suspect and a profession he knew nothing about. 
“Get busy. The particulars are in your PDA. And don’t get shot this 

time.” 
“Thanks for the vote of confidence.” 
Havers leaned back in his chair. “Look, kid. I’ve been where you are. I 

know you can stay undercover so long you start to lose who you really are. But 
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This is a test. Don’t ever think it’s not. You screw up this one, and you can 
find a new line of work.” 

“I get it.” Mac nodded, turned and left Havers’ office. Nothing else to 
say. At least the C.I. hadn’t reminded him to keep his pants zipped. 
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 LOVE ON THE RUN 
© 2007 Marie-Nicole Ryan 
Samhain Publishing, Ltd. 
E-ISBN 1-59998-686-8 
ISBN 978-159998-963-1 
Romantic Suspense 

 
Blurb: 
 
Caught in the sights of a killer, David and 
Miranda fight for life—and the chance to love   
again. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Miranda Raines thinks she has found a safe haven in Oxford, England, until 
Scotland Yard’s DCI David French knocks on her door with terrifying news. 
Her ex-husband, a convicted murderer, has escaped from prison and he's com-
ing for her. 
 
Miranda, who for years has harbored a secret love for the driven Chief Inspec-
tor, has no choice but to trust him. She just hopes she can guard her own heart 
at least as well as he guards her. 
 
After thwarting her ex's first attack, David spirits Miranda and her young son 
out of England and the three of them end up on the run across Europe. David 
has no intention of falling in love again, but with each passing day Miranda 
awakens passions he thought long dead. 
 
Could this be their forever love? With a killer on their trail, they may not live 
long enough to find out. 
 
Excerpt—LOVE ON THE RUN 
 

Miserable and wet, Randi followed David up the sidewalk to a town-
house. Traffic had been terrible. Who would’ve thought so many people would 
be out on a night fit only for fish? If she weren’t so afraid of Stefan, she never 
would’ve agreed to leave her comfortable little cottage, and for what? An 
anonymous safe house in a nondescript neighborhood? She looked up at the 
large, brick detached house towering in front of her. In spite of the dark night, 
the house, with its tall arched windows, appeared in excellent condition. 

David opened the door and flicked the light switch in the wide entry hall. 
He turned and held out his arms. “Here let me take him upstairs. He’s almost as 
big as you are.” 

She hefted her son into David’s strong arms. “Thanks. I think he’s going 
to be tall.” 

He raised his eyebrows, the corner of his mouth crooking up. “Like his 
father.” 
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 “Yeah. And I hope his height is the only way he takes after that miser-
able…” She stopped. No point in waking up her son and having him hear her 
true opinion of his father. She looked around at the hand-painted French wall-
paper, the gleaming dark oak paneling and the antique Persian carpet. “This is 
a government safe house?” 

David gave her a wry smile. “Not exactly government issue, is it?” 
Still puzzled, she glanced at the ornate crown moldings and shook her 

head. “Not unless the queen uses it when she’s slumming.” 
“It belonged to my father. He bought it in a fit of civic duty and had it 

refurbished from the ground up.” 
“It’s beautiful.” She looked about the foyer, noting the fine antiques—an 

Empire center table with a base of three ormolu dolphins, a tall breakfront 
topped with matching chinoiserie vases—Ming dynasty, probably. Not that she 
knew for sure. Her antique dealer-mother was the real expert. 

David glanced toward the stairway then at the sleeping child in his arms. 
“I’ll put him in the same room with you, if that’s agreeable?” 

She nodded. “Thanks.” He turned and started up the steps. She hid a 
yawn and followed, her hand brushing along the satin-finished oak banister. 
“Someone must live here. There’s not a speck of dust.” Unlike her own little 
place, where the occasional dust bunny lived side by side quite comfortably 
with stuffed toys and model cars. 

He stopped at the top of the stairs and peered down at her with a sheepish 
expression. “I live here. It’s mine now.” 

“Oh. But I thought—” 
“You’ll be quite safe here and certainly more comfortable than at a gov-

ernment-issue safe house,” he told her with a lopsided grin that did serious 
damage to the functioning of her heart. 

If only things could’ve been different. If only she could’ve been different. 
 
 
 
 

8 

ONE TOO MANY:  
A David and Miranda French Mystery 
© 2008 Marie-Nicole Ryan 
Samhain Publishing, Ltd. 
e-ISBN 1-59998-950-6, Available now 
ISBN 978-160504-150-6 
Print Available April 2009 
Mystery/Suspense 
 
Blurb: 
 
Murder: guaranteed to ruin a perfectly good honey-
moon. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
When Miranda French finally emerges from a few days of connubial bliss 
with her new husband in an East Anglia inn, She eagerly checks out the lo-
cal shop… 
 
…and stumbles over a body. A mutilated  body. The unfortunate victim was 
known to be a connoisseur of married women, so it’s a good bet that one of 
the ladies’ husbands is the culprit. If there’s any hope of getting back to the 
“honey” part of her honeymoon, Randi will have to take matters into her 
own hands and get involved in the investigation. 
 
Detective Chief Inspector David French, Earl of Middlebury, has a lot more 
on his hands than an overly helpful new wife, planted DNA and more sus-
pects than he can comfortably count. The killer isn’t done. 
 
And sending Randi away to the safety of his estate may have been the big-
gest mistake of his life. She’s next on the killer’s hit list. 
 
Excerpt—ONE TOO MANY 

 
It was quite dark and the air had a definite winter nip when David and 

DS Stafford pulled up in front of Richmond’s Nursery. From the ground 
level windows, the light cast a cheerful glow on the snow in the front gar-
den. 

Nan Richmond Morgan admitted them without protest. She was five-
ten and solid from all the years of hard outdoor work. Her hair, a mixture of 
blond and gray, was pulled back with a plastic headband. Her clothes were 
clean and serviceable, probably purchased in the men’s department. 

Once Stafford left the room to re-interview Freddie in another, David 
remained in the comfortable and cluttered living room with Nan. “Hope 
you’ve had your dinner,” he said. 

“We just finished. It’s been a long time hasn’t it, David?” 
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“Yes, it has. We’re looking into the death of Riley Stubbs.” 
“I’ve heard about it in the village,” she said with no affect. 
“I hate to mention this, Nan, but your name has come up a couple of 

times in our investigation.” He watched for her response. 
She took a deep breath and clenched her jaw. “In what respect, Chief 

Inspector?” 
No more friendly “David”, but the more formal address “Chief Inspec-

tor”. 
“Were you or have you seen Riley Stubbs…intimately?” 
She jumped up, her large meaty fists clenched at her sides. “That bugger? 

Someone said I was having an affair with him?” 
“That’s what a couple of people have told us, yes. He was reported to 

have closed his shop whenever you came in.” 
“That’s because he didn’t want his other customers to know what a foul, 

cheating, lying piece of shit of a dealer he was. Bastard sold me fake Stafford-
shire dogs. I paid a month’s wages for them, too.” 

“You never had an affair with him?” 
“No, I’d rather take a bath in sheep shit than let that sod touch me.” 
“This was seen to happen more than once.” 
“And well it should.” Her face grew red. “I went there more than once to 

reason with him. First, I thought he’d been fooled and would reimburse me. 
‘Buyer beware’ is what the bugger said to me. Buyer beware! I told him ‘seller 
beware’ because I’d see him in court.” 

“Did this have any effect on him?” 
“Bugger laughed and said…never mind. Doesn’t matter, now. He’s 

dead.” 
“What did he say?” 
“Just some rubbish about he knew my secret and I’d better be careful or 

he’d tell everyone.” 
Interesting. “What did he know?” 
“How should I know?” Nan scowled and her posture remained tense. “He 

was full of it, that’s all. I got no secrets.” 
“Everyone has secrets, Nan.” 
“Well, I got none I care for anyone knowing,” she huffed and averted her 

gaze. “It’s getting late. And I’m an early riser.” 
“I understand, but one more thing. Where were you yesterday morning?” 
“Alibi? You want me to give you my alibi? Aw-right, I was working at 

Lord Hutton’s place. That’s where I was yesterday morning.” 
“Can anyone verify that?” 
“Dunno. Lady Jane asked me to look over the winter veg beds and renew 

the mulch if it needed it. I works alone most of the time. That’s the nature of 
my days.” 

Stafford came back into the room. He tugged at his ear which was their 
prearranged signal he’d learned nothing new from Freddie. 
        “All right. We’ll leave you for the time being, but we need you to come 
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down to the stationhouse for a DNA swab. Just on a voluntary basis as a way 
of eliminating suspects.” 

“I’m a suspect?” Her voice rose an octave, and again those meaty hands 
of hers were balled into fists. 

“We just need to clear you, Nan. That’s all.” 
“Yeah, I’ll come down and let you swab anything you’re a mind to. I got 

nothing to hide.” 
“As you said.” David nodded. “That’s it then. Sergeant Stafford and I 

thank both of you for your cooperation.” 
Outside, Stafford chuckled. “I thought she was going to pop you one, 

sir.” 
“So did I, Eric. So did I.” 
 

* 

 
It was after ten when David and Stafford returned to the Green. David 

pulled up in front of the inn. “See here, Eric. I’m not bunking with you tonight 
after all. I’m going to make sure Miranda’s settled at the country house.” 

“Of course, sir. I mean, it stands to reason that with all those servants, her 
ladyship’s likely to get lost in the shuffle.” 

David noted the smirk on his sergeant’s face. “All right. I admit it. I just 
want to see my wife.” 

“And no one blames you, sir. She’s a charming lady.” 
“Thank you. I’m rather fond of her.” 
Eric hoisted his bulk from the vehicle, turned around and snapped a sa-

lute in David’s direction. 
He shook his head and gunned the motor. He was headed home to his 

wife. 
Home. Wife. A year ago those words brought up only painful memories, 

and now they brought warmth to the very depths of his being. 
 

* 
 
After the travel arrangements were made and called back to Mina, I had a 

cup of hot cocoa, then went to bed at nine. Strange house, strange bed, and no 
husband to keep me warm. It’s no wonder I had trouble going to sleep. Right 
after dropping off, something, a bump in the night, woke me. I looked over at 
the clock and the red LED read ten minutes after eleven. I lay still for a mo-
ment and listened. 

Thump. 
There it was again. I wasn’t imagining anything. Surely all the servants 

had gone to bed. That could only mean someone was sneaking around the 
house and outside my room at that. 
My heart pounding, I slid over to the far side of the bed and peeked over the  
edge of the mattress. I glanced around, but in the darkness, I couldn’t see a 
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A lamp. And a heavy one at that. 
I picked it up and scurried across the room to hide behind the door. I held 

it high over my head ready to bash whoever it was on the other side. My skin 
tingled and grew cold with the fear racing through my body. 

The door opened. I took a deep breath— 
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HOLDING HER OWN 
© 2008 Marie-Nicole Ryan 
Samhain Publishing, Ltd. 
e-ISBN 1-60504-068-1, Available Now 
ISBN: 978-160504-285-5 
Print Available June 2009 
Romantic Suspense 
 
Blurb:  
 
Pretending to be newlyweds is a dangerous 
game…particularly if you’re falling in love. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FBI Special Agent in Charge Caitlin Chaney believes in doing things strictly 
by the book. It’s the only way to prove she’s earned her rank despite her fa-
ther’s position in the federal government. Just her luck, she’s been teamed 
with an agent who’s known for following his instincts, not the rules. To her 
way of thinking, Agent Jake LeFevre is a screw up and bound to trash her op-
eration—and career. 
 
Jake is used to running undercover ops his way, and he’s not too  happy with 
his new boss—an accountant, no less, whose undercover experience is limited 
at best. He needs a partner who can hold her own, not a prima donna. 
 
At first the sparks that fly between them aren’t the good kind. From the very 
beginning, their cover as madly-in-love newlyweds at a New Orleans casino is 
tested to the max. But as they work together to find a missing whistleblower in 
a money-laundering scheme, their admiration grows to respect—and some-
thing more. 
 
Then Jake discovers the casino CFO is someone he loved as a teenager. If the 
woman recognizes him, things could go sideways, and fast—and in a way that 
could leave their bodies—and hearts—in pieces. 
 
Excerpt—HOLDING HER OWN 
 

“About that cousin thing…” 
“So that was part of your con? This place is yours?” 
“Yeah.” She held out her hand for his coat. “Would you like some cof-

fee? Then we can get to work.” 
Jake shrugged. “You’re the boss.” 
At the far end of the foyer a door opened, and a silver-haired woman 

peeked through. “Miss Chaney? Back so soon?” 
“We decided to work here. Is there some fresh coffee?” 

The woman grinned, a web of wrinkles wreathing her full face. She patted her 
hair; it was so fine it reminded Jake of a pile of white cotton candy. “You 
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know I always keep a fresh pot on. I’ll have it for you in a jiffy. Dining room 
or…” 

“The study will be fine, Bonnie.” 
“Yes, ma’am.” The door closed. 
“Old family retainer? Yes, ma’am,” he muttered. Clearly Caitlin Chaney 

was used to the finer things in life. Probably thought being in charge of an 
operation was her due just because she was the Interior Secretary’s daughter. 
She wouldn’t have lasted twenty-four hours on the streets of the French Quar-
ter. 

“Bonnie isn’t just an employee to me. She’s a dear friend and the closest 
thing to a mother I’ve ever had.” 

“Sorry. How was I supposed to know? Gives us something in common.” 
“My mother didn’t run off. She died when I was two days old.” As if 

realizing how harsh she sounded, she stopped. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for it 
to come out like that.” 

Hurt rose in his chest, but it was an old hurt. He shrugged it away like an 
out-grown jacket. “Don’t be. Shows you’ve done your homework.” 

She leveled her gaze on him. What now? he wondered. 
“You have a way of pushing my buttons.” 
“You’ll have to get used to it. We’re joined at the hip…” 
Her eyes widened at the word “joined”. “If you think—” 
“Until this op is over,” he finished, in a vain attempt to hide his amuse-

ment. God only knew what Jose was thinking sending this neophyte into an 
undercover situation. If they both came out with all body parts in working or-
der, it would be a damned miracle. 

“Let’s get to it then. The study’s this way.” 
A lamb to the slaughter, he followed. Kate’s disguise for the evening 

included a short skirt that cupped her bottom like a second skin. He sucked in 
a breath. The rear view of her toned thighs…inspiring. 

Down, boy. There’ll be no joining—at the hip or otherwise—tonight. 
The study turned out to be a comfortable, almost masculine room. Two 

leather couches faced each other in the middle of the room, and a massive old 
desk was placed in front of the bay window. Books lined the walls and there 
was an oil portrait over the fireplace. He glanced around, half expecting to see 
a bewigged Thomas Jefferson penning the Declaration of Independence with a 
quill. 

Caitlin plopped down on the closest sofa and motioned for him to take 
the other. “Get comfortable. It’s going to be a long night. Jake? Earth-to-Agent 
LeFevre.” 

He gave a bark of laughter and sat. “This is a great room. For a minute 
there, I thought I’d stepped into another century.” 
“It’s been like this ever since I can remember. It was my mother’s family 
home. She left it to me in her will. I guess she must’ve known she was dying 
and made it out right before she died. I was still a baby.” 

He stretched out a leg and tested his long frame against the length of the 
couch. “Sorry about your mother. Must’ve been rough growing up without 
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her.” 
Kate’s gaze grew steely. “That’s my mother…up there, the portrait.” 
“Beautiful woman. You’re very like her.” 
“Yes, she was. Thank you. It’s odd. I’ve looked at her portrait so many 

times, but I’ve no clue what she was really like. Was she terribly in love with 
my father—difficult for me to imagine—was she afraid at the end? Her por-
trait tells me nothing.” 

“But I’m sure your father must’ve told you stories about her. He must’ve 
been grateful to still have you.” 

She glared back and ignored his comment about her father—why? 
“We need to focus on the operation. This trip down memory lane is an 

unnecessary diversion.” 
“Yes, ma’am, Special Agent—” 
“And can the SAC crap, too. If we’re going to function as a team, we 

have to pull together and watch each other’s backs.” 
Jake laughed. “You sound like you almost know what you’re talking 

about. I’m impressed.” 
Her gaze narrowed. “I went through the same training at Quantico as 

you, LeFevre.” 
“Let’s see if I’ve done my homework. You completed your training five 

years ago. All you’ve done since then is sit on your very attractive ass and 
crunch numbers. Tell me if I’m getting warm?” 

An angry flush spread up Kate’s neck, splotches appeared, marring the 
soft, pale skin. “Go to hell.” 

“That’s warm.” 
“I’m as qualified physically and mentally as the day I left Quantico—if 

not more. I maintain a firing range and a gym in my basement.” She raised her 
chin a notch. “Care to test me?” 

He shook his head. “I’d rather have you in one piece for the op.” 
“Maybe you’ll be the one at risk.” 
“Me? Chèr, have you lost your mind?” Amused, he stood. At six-feet, 

one-inch, he towered over her. “You’re five-six at most.” He paused and eye-
balled her trim figure. “And at two-fifteen, I outweigh you what—a hundred 
pounds?” 

“Not quite.” The muscle in her jaw worked, demonstrating to his experi-
enced eyes just how pissed she was. What was she trying to prove and why? 

“I’m solid muscle. No excess.” 
Jake laughed. He knew full well she possessed one area that wasn’t solid 

muscle. He’d pulled her against his chest at the front door. Her breasts were 
full against him, and no set of pecs were anything like as sweet. 

She stood, then gave him a mock uppercut to the chin. “You’d do well to 
keep your gaze on my face, LeFevre. You’re treading a fine line here.” 

He grasped her wrist and held it firmly but gently. “I’m guilty of being 
all male. Can I help it if I’m easily distracted?” 

Caitlin shook her head, then jerked her wrist from his grasp. He couldn’t 
get by with treating her like a sex object. “This is never going to work. I’ll call 



15 

Jose now and ask for a replacement.” 
“Hold on a damn minute. You need me.” 
She gazed into his dark, impenetrable eyes. What kind of man was he 

really? “How’s that? Jose said you were replaceable.” 
“He was blowing smoke, trying to mollify you. Listen, babe, I know casi-

nos. I’ve worked in security. I’ve worked as a pit boss on a half dozen under-
cover ops. You need me, Chaney. And you don’t have enough experience to 
know how much.” 

“Then get this straight. You will treat me with respect. I’m supposed to 
be your wife for Pete’s sake. We’ve only been married six months. We’re go-
ing to be living in the same small apartment. What’s your problem anyway? 
Do you hate all women agents, or is it just me?” 

“I don’t hate women agents. I’ve worked with some—” 
“So it’s me?” 
“Yeah, it’s you. I don’t know how you made it through Quantico, but I 

suspect your father’s position in the government had something to do with it.” 
Caitlin clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. She took a 

deep breath and willed her hands to relax. “I don’t care what you’ve heard or 
what you think. My father has nothing to do with any of my accomplishments. 
As far as I’m concerned, he paid my school bills. I owe him my education and 
not another damned thing.” 

“So, my father was a shit, too.” Jake shrugged. 
Anger ripped through her as though LeFevre had waved a red flag in her 

face. “Never mention him again.” 
“Translation: sore point.” 
Another word and she’d have to shoot him. And how would she dispose 

of his body? “Excuse me,” she said through clenched teeth. “I’ll see what’s 
keeping the coffee.” 
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� THE MAN FOR THE JOB 
©2004 Marie-Nicole Ryan 
Wings ePress, Inc. 
ISBN: 978-159088-652-6 
Romantic Suspense 
 
Blurb: 
 
A prickly attorney with a fondness of Italian 
shoes and a tendency to get in trouble locks 
horns…and lips…with the PI hired to protect 
her from a stalker. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ex-police detective Mike Carlton considers bodyguard work a necessary 
evil—it pays the bills. But he changes his mind as soon as attorney Gwyn 
Wells waltzes into his office. 
 
A stalker? Yes, he’ll guard her all night long if necessary. All he has to do is 
convince her he’s The Man for the Job…and the man for her. 
 
Excerpt—THE MAN FOR THE JOB 
 

Like an armored tank brooking no obstacles, Gwyneth strode along the 
busy streets of the Big Apple. For once she wasn't worried about being 
mugged or stalked--just let someone try. 

“Wilford Wells, just wait until I get hold of you. I'll wring your wrinkled 
old neck for the trick you've played on me,” she muttered, knowing she must 
look as demented as half the people around her. Still, she didn't give a damn 
what anyone thought. 

“’Now then, sugar’, Uncle Wil had said, ‘This Mike Carlton, I checked 
him out. He's the best.’” 

The best? If that phony cretin was the best, she'd hate to see the worst. 
She'd show her uncle what she thought of the best. She'd pull his gray, stringy 
ponytail out by the roots. 

Dammit. She'd presented herself at Mike Carlton's office, expecting to 
be treated with due respect, and instead he'd hit on her like she was a lap 
dancer in a stripper bar. 

He'd even had the nerve to kiss her in the back seat of a taxi. Never mind 
that Richard's kisses had never made her hot and squishy inside. Mike's lips 
were tender and warm, and he'd tasted of his morning coffee. How could one 
kiss--a kiss that reminded her of a rich burgundy, dark and earthy--upset her 
so?” 

What was the matter with her? She had no business thinking about 
Mike's lips or his earthiness--no matter that she already had. Keeping her head 
on straight was of paramount importance. At least it always had been. 

Gwyneth entered her office building and managed to attain a semblance 
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of self control while riding the creaky elevator to the tenth floor. True, she and 
her uncle could have afforded offices in a better location, but Uncle Wil had 
argued that their clients might be intimidated by more ostentatious surround-
ings. And these were certainly humble. 

Humble or not, the sight of Wells and Wells, Attorneys-at-Law always 
made her feel proud, even if the faux gold paint was a touch tarnished. She 
loved her uncle, but he was in for a shellacking. And she was just the woman 
to wield the brush. 

“He in?” Gwyneth asked the assistant she shared with her uncle. Without 
waiting for an answer, she flung open the door to his office. 

“Good afternoon to you too, sugar.” 
She leaned across her uncle's desk, resisting the urge to throttle the only 

relative with whom she could stand to be in the same room. “You have some 
explaining to do.” 

An expression of total bewilderment took up residence on her uncle's 
grizzled face. Rearing back in his chair, he frowned. “What the hell's the mat-
ter with you?” 

“Th-that detective you referred me to--he's a joke. That's what's the mat-
ter with me.” 

“You saw Mike Carlton, right? Not one of his flunkies?” 
“Yeah, I saw him. He's arrogant, rude and a throwback.” 
Maybe it was the glint in her uncle's faded blue eyes and the twitch of his 

lips--or maybe it was the prickle on the back of her neck--but something made 
her stop mid-rant. “He's standing right behind me, isn't he?” 

“You got that right,” came the already too familiar voice. 
Gwyneth whirled. “You!” Advancing on the arrogant upstart leaning 

against the door frame, looking ever so pleased with himself, she shouted, “I 
can't believe you'd have the effrontery to show your face in my office after 
your unconscionable behavior in the taxi.” 

“You hired me, Counselor,” Mike replied with a shrug, turning his palms 
upward. “What else could I do?” 

“I distinctly remember firing you,” she bluffed, all too aware that she'd 
done no such thing. 

His forehead furrowed, but crystal green eyes shone under thick, dark 
eyebrows. “Fired? No, I think I'd remember if you'd fired me.” 

“I did,” she insisted, barely refraining from stamping her foot. “I'm sure I 
did.” 

“Were we in the taxi when you supposedly fired me?” 
“Of course we were.” The nerve of the man--acting so innocent, when all 

the time he knew exactly what had transpired between them. 
Removing his fedora, Mike ran his fingers through wavy, dark-brown 

hair while he appeared to consider her words. Honestly, if she weren't so mad, 
she wouldn't mind tangling her fingers in those curls and…Great! The man 
had cast a spell over her. She was on the verge of turning into a gibbering, 
over-sexed hedonist. 

Then he smiled. He had such a sexy mouth and gorgeous eyes, but she 
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didn't trust his expression. She took it as a sign that he was about to say--or do-
-something totally outrageous. 

“That's not what I remember happening in the taxi.” Then, as if remem-
bering they weren't alone in the room, Mike stepped around her and ap-
proached her uncle. “Sorry, Mr. Wells. We weren't properly introduced. I'm 
Mike Carlton.” Mike offered his hand to her traitorous uncle who was actually 
smiling at the P.I. “Your niece has hired me to find out who's stalking her.” 

“I fired you!” Gwyneth gave in and stamped her foot. 
“You didn't.” 
“Well, I am now.” She fumbled in her purse and pulled out a roll of bills. 

“Here. Take this for your time and no effort. You are officially fired--as offi-
cially fired as I know how to fire anyone.” 

Mike took her money, ruffled the bills, then handed them back to her. 
“Too much, and besides, the taxi ride was pure pleasure on my part. You're 
very entertaining, Counselor.” 

Outraged, she turned to her uncle. “See what I mean? He's… he's…” 
“Got you all stirred up. That's what I see, sugar.” Uncle Wil’s shoulders 

shook with laughter. 
Exasperated, Gwyneth took a deep breath in a feeble effort to regain con-

trol--then another. “Why aren't you leaving?” she managed to ask in her most 
dulcet tone. “You have been dismissed. I no longer have any need of your ser-
vices. Must I say it in another language perhaps?” 

“I understand English, Counselor. It was my first language.” He nodded 
at her uncle. “Sir, it was a pleasure meeting you, however brief our acquaint-
ance.” 

“What's this butter-won't-melt-in-your-mouth act you're putting on for 
my uncle? That's not how you talked to me.” 

All she received for a reply from the outrageous phony was a smirking 
half-grin as he turned to leave. 

“Mike,” Uncle Wil called after the wretched detective. “I think we can do 
business. Since my misguided niece has fired you, I take it you're free for an-
other job?” 

“No!” she cried, unable to stop herself. 
Ignoring her, Mike stopped, turned around and smiled. “Yes, as it hap-

pens I am.” 
“Good, 'cause I'm putting you on retainer. I want you to find Gwyn's 

stalker.” 
“I'd be more than happy to work for you, Mr. Wells.” 
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Glitz. Glamour. Danger. 
 
A chance meeting thrusts Maxim Devereaux, head of an international model-
ing agency, and Nikki Prentice, a runaway, into a tormented relationship as 
Maxim transforms Nikki into a supermodel. 
 
Reincarnation or a dream? Plagued by obstacles in their tragic past lives, they 
have one more chance together. But danger lurks when a stalker decides Nikki 
is the woman of his dreams. 
 
Excerpt—SEE YOU IN MY DREAMS 
 
October 1989 
      Nikki looked from left to right and over her shoulder before sliding into 
the dark, shadow-filled alley. Anyone with a smattering of brains avoided dark 
alleys. But for now, this one looked empty. Three street kids had disappeared 
in the last month, and she didn’t plan on being number four. Like her, they 
were runaways who preferred living on the streets to home—not so sweet—
home.   
      She reached in her jacket pocket and grinned when she located the match 
and a half-smoked cigarette. Scratching the match against the concrete block 
wall behind her, she lit the butt and took a long drag on her second smoke of 
the day. The tang of menthol flooded her throat. “Shit.” she muttered, flinging 
the butt away. 
     Shivering, she pulled her jacket tighter around her chest. Leaning against 
the rough concrete wall, she wished it were August instead of early October in 
the Big Apple. The fall days were still warm, but the temperature dropped at 
night. “Better find a place to stay pretty soon before I freeze my butt off.” 
     Her only friend was a seventeen-year-old hooker who worked for a pimp 
everyone called The Professor. At least she had a warm place to take her 
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johns. Fine, if you were willing to pay the price. 
     But Nikki wasn’t—not yet, no matter how The Professor pressured her to 
become one of his girls. And in spite of the way her friend made her living, as 
pathetic as it might seem, Nikki was grateful for the hooker’s friendship. The 
older girl had been on the streets for over two years, and it was Kayla who’d 
given Nikki a quick street-culture education. She hadn’t glossed over any-
thing—who to watch out for, which places would give her leftovers after clos-
ing and where she could crash for the night without having some buggy per-
vert decide she was the girl of his dreams. 
      She took a deep breath. Time to head for the shelter and find a warm bed 
for the night before they ran out of beds. Maybe she could even make it to the 
shelter without running into The Professor. But no, as she stepped into the 
light, someone grabbed her arm. “Hey!” she yelled, trying to jerk away from 
the last person in the world she ever wanted to touch her—The Professor. 
     His watery blue eyes looked her up and down like she was his dessert 
menu. The old fart had to be at least forty years old, she guessed—a real gee-
zer—dressed like he thought he was something special—navy blazer, maroon 
tie and sharply creased white slacks. His blond hair hung in lank strands over 
the collar of a pale blue shirt. His preference for wearing blazers and ties had 
earned him his nickname—that and his stuck-up way of talking.  
     Fancy duds aside, the man plain scared the bejesus out of her. It wasn’t just 
the way he looked at her. There was something deep-down evil about him—
like maybe he tortured puppies when he was a kid. “Need a place for the night, 
Nikki? I could find you a warm bed—or two,” he said, his face wreathed in a 
smarmy smile that didn’t quite reach his cold, fish eyes. 
     “No way. I’m headed to the shelter.” 
     The Professor laughed. “I’m afraid you’re too late. The shelter’s full. But 
my offer still stands. Think about it.” 
     She straightened herself to her full five-feet, ten-inches. “I know what your 
offer stands for,” she spat. “I’d rather freeze to death than work for you.” 
     “You might just do that, little girl, and it would be such a terrible waste. 
I’m sure I could find you quite a few clients.” His icy gaze traveled up and 
down her body, giving her the absolute creeps. “Think about it. You could be 
making good money, you know. Ask your friend. She doesn’t spend the night 
huddled on a cot,” he said, nodding toward the shelter, “all by herself.”  
     Nikki shook her head, trying to shut out his voice. She’d heard it all before. 
He was a total pervert, just like all the men who cruised the streets looking for 
a good time. Only he was worse. The Professor might try to hide his true na-
ture behind fancy speech and clothes, but he was still the slimiest piece of 
work she’d ever seen. 
     Cold, and more than a little scared, she couldn’t help but think about it. A 
warm bed would be nice for a change, but the cost was too high. Sooner or 
later, her mama’d said, Nikki would end up selling her body if she dropped out 
of school. Damn. And she just hated for her mama to be right about anything. 
I’ll show her. One thing for sure, she’d never go back home; Mama didn’t 
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want her back anyway. 
     The touch of The Professor’s hand on her arm wrenched Nikki into the 
present. “No! Leave me the hell alone.” She struggled to free her arm, but this 
time his grip held firm. 
     “No? Stuck-up little bitch.” His voice roughened as he dropped his fancy 
speech. “You need to learn your place.” He drew back as if to belt her one. 
“You might even like it.” 
     Feeling his grasp loosen, she yanked with all her might. Freed, she took off, 
running in long, great strides down the crowded street, weaving in and out, 
looking over her shoulder as she did, until she bumped into an immovable 
object. 
     She turned, looked up and found the immovable object was the chest of a 
tall, handsome man. Gazing into his clear, green eyes that twinkled with 
amusement, she remembered her rusty manners and uttered a single word, “S-
sorry.” 
     “Watch what you’re doing!” exclaimed a mink-draped brunette who stood 
alongside another elegant couple.  
      “It’s all right, Jolie,” he said quickly to the brunette, then turned back to 
Nikki. “Are you all right, mademoiselle?” he asked. 
     Nikki gaped. Without a doubt, he was the best-looking man she’d ever 
seen. When she drew herself to her full height, her eyes were nearly level with 
his, but his broad shoulders and muscular chest made her feel almost small. 
Her hands slid down his chest. She felt the coiled power in his body, as well as 
the fine wool of his overcoat. She stepped back, but couldn’t keep her gaze off 
him. Dark chestnut hair waved back from his face and hung nearly to his 
shoulders. An irresistible impulse seized her. She reached out to run her fin-
gers through his wavy hair, but stopped short. 
        To cover her confusion, or maybe because of it, her words tumbled out as 
if they weren’t connected to her brain. “Yeah, I’m fine. Sorry. I was—uh, just 
trying to get away from that—uh, someone.”       

She cast another hurried glance over her shoulder. The Professor stood 
about ten yards away, leaning casually against a lamppost, watching her and 
smiling his freakish smile. 
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That’s all for now. I hope you enjoyed a quick glimpse into each of my books. 
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23 

 
 

SOME OF MY AUTHOR FRIENDS 
YOU MIGHT ENJOY READING. 

 
 

 

 

Jody Wallace , fantasy romance  

Annie Solomon , 2007 Winner of RWA's RITA ®  

in romantic suspense  

Tricia Lee , romantic suspense  

Trish Milburn , romance  

Kate Johnson , hilarious spy/mysteries with a chick-lit flavor  

Gwen Masters , erotic romance  

Rhianna Samuels,  paranormal romance  

Donica Covey , romantic suspense  

Catherine Berlin , romantic suspense  

Meg Allison , romantic suspense, also paranormal  

Loribelle Hunt , romantic suspense, paranormal suspense  

Emma Wayne Porter , suspense  

Monica Burns , erotic historical romance.  

Denise A. Agnew , romantic suspense  

Ellie Marvel , erotic romance 

Linda Winfree , sexy southern romantic suspense.  

M. J. Fredrick , romantic suspense  

24 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All rights reserved, Marie-Nicole Ryan 
© 2008 Marie-Nicole Ryan 


