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Mark Montgomery will never forget the night Ava McGuire galloped onto his
ranch terrified out of her mind. Once he'd saved his best friend's sister from
harm, the hardest part was | etting her go. Now she's seeking safe haven
again—and rekindling desire that will engulf them both.

Uncovering the truth about that long-ago night plunges Avainto aworld where
no one can be trusted. Except maybe the rancher she hasloved for years... But
with avengeful killer stalking them and passion drawing them inexorably closer,
will Mark's secrets be their downfall...?
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About the Author

Cynthia Eden is a New York Times and USA Today best-selling author. She writes dark tales of romantic
suspense and paranormal romance. Her books have received starred reviews from Publishers Weekly, and
was named a 2013 RITA® finalist for best romantic suspense. Cynthialives in the Deep South, loves horror
movies, and has an addiction to chocolate. More information about Cynthia may be found at
www.cynthiaeden.com.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

AvaMcGuire didn't have alot of safe havens. And, outside of her family, there weren't exactly alot of
people she trusted.

In fact, only one person came to mind...

Mark Montgomery.

Avaslammed her car door and turned to the house. It was the middle of the night. Not the right time to be
paying avisit to Mark's ranch, but she wasn't exactly overwhelmed with options.

| need to see him.
She straightened her shoulders and she marched toward his front door. She didn't let the memories swamp
her as she climbed up the steps of the big wraparound porch. If she thought too much about the past, it would

hurt. Those memories always did.

S0 she shoved the thoughts into the recesses of her mind, and she climbed those front steps. She reached for
the doorbell but then the door opened.

Mark was there.

Tall, handsome, strong—Mark. His blond hair was tousled, and the light shone behind him, glinting off his
shoulders. Very broad and bare shoulders because he wasn't wearing a shirt. Just apair of low-slung jeans.

"Ava?' Hereached out to her. As always, he seemed warm. His touch chased away the chill she'd felt since
she'd first climbed into her car and begun the drive that would take her from her place in Houston to Mark's
ranch in Austin. "What are you doing here?"

| needed to see you. | had to talk with someone. . .with someone who wouldn't think | was crazy.

Those words wanted to tumble out of her mouth, but she was trying to play things cool and not come across
astheinsane one. At least, not right away. She knew there were plenty of folks who already thought she was
nuts or, much worse, a cold-blooded killer.

The rumors about her had persisted for years.

But...Mark had never seemed to believe those stories. He'd always stood by Ava and her family.



"I need your help," shetold him quietly. She looked over his shoulder, hoping that no one else was there.
The ranch house was huge, sprawling, but normally his staff stayed in separate quarters. She really didn't
want anyone to overhear the confession she was about to make.

He pulled her into the house and shut the door behind her. "Ava, I'll give you anything you need."

Right. Because that was true-blue Mark. The guy who was always there to save the day. Or at least, that was
the way she thought of him. Lately, though, her brothers had been acting differently when they spoke of
Mark.

Her brothers had been friends with Mark for her whole life. And she, well, she'd been the tagalong. The little
girl who bounced after the boys. And who had always been in love with Mark Montgomery.

Not that she'd ever told him that. Not him, not anyone.

He kept his hand on her shoulder as they headed into his den. All of the lights were on in the place, and she
saw aglass of wine sitting on the table.

Wine. No shirt...

Heat flooded her cheeks. "Do you have a... " Not a lover, please, not a lover! "Is someone here with you?'
One brow shot up. "Jealous?'

Wait, what? She shook her head. "l am so sorry. This—this was a mistake." What had she been thinking?
She'd just been scared and she'd run. But she hadn't run back to her brothers because she couldn't handle
going to the McGuire ranch or...having them stare at her with pity in their eyes as they wondered if she'd
finally cracked under the pressure of their parents' murder.

Poor, fragile Ava...shejust couldn't handle it anymore.

She pulled away from him, spun on her heel and marched for the door.

Mark stepped into her path. His arms crossed on that massive bare chest as he gazed at her. "I'm not letting
you go now." The words seemed to hold the edge of athreat. Or a promise?

"Mark?"
"I waited too long," he murmured. She backed up a step.

"No oneelseishere." Hisvoice wasflat. "Thereis no girl waiting in my bedroom—if that's what you're
thinking. There'sonly...you."

All of the moisture seemed to dry up in her mouth. Her gaze lowly slid over him. The last time she'd seen
him had been months ago. They'd been at the funeral of Austin police detective Shayne Townsend. She'd
wanted to talk with Mark then, but her brothers had been determined to keep her away from him.

Her brothers were keeping secrets from her.



Only fair, really, because she'd been keeping plenty of secrets from them, too.

Mark was a handsome man, powerful and commanding. He had high, slanting cheeks, along, hard blade of a
nose and lips that were...sexy. Sensual. She'd spent far too much time thinking about Mark's lips over the
years.

He was big, easily afew inches over six foot, with those strong, broad shoulders that he'd used back in his
high school football days. His skin was a sun-kissed gold, his eyes adark blue. When he looked at her with
those eyes, Ava sometimes felt asif he could see through her.

But right then, Mark's eyes held confusion and wortry.

"What are you doing here, Ava? | thought you were staying away."

Not from him, but from Austin and from the McGuire ranch because that place held too many painful
memories for her. But when no place seemed safe, where were you supposed to go?

He's my haven.

"Ava?'

"I'm not crazy."

"I never said you were." His hands dropped and he took a step toward her. "Never thought it, either.”
Others had. How many times had she heard the whispers over the years?

Isthat her? Did she do it?

They should have locked her up...

She's either crazy...or she'sakiller.

Ava swallowed and lifted her chin. "Someone has been in my house." The little one-bedroom cottage in
Houston that she called home.

"What?" Now alethal fury had entered his voice.

"He didn't take anything. Nothing was broken, so | couldn't really report it to the police. I just... | know
someone has been inside.” It was the small things that had tipped her off to the intruder's presence. Things
that most people probably wouldn't have noticed.

A confused furrow appeared between Mark's brows. He doesn't believe me.

"Pictures have been moved.” Now she spoke quickly, the words tumbling out as she tried to convince Mark
that she was telling the truth. "Like someone picked them up, but put them back down in the wrong place.”

His sguare jaw locked. He had afaint cleft in his chin. Something el se that was sexy about him.



"That's not al," she hurried to say because she knew the picture thing sounded flimsy. "My clothes were
rearranged.” She felt the heat stain her cheeks. "He went through my dresser and...touched things. Moved
them." Her underwear. Her bras. He'd been in her closet, too. The clothes had been moved—pushed to either
sidejust afew extrainches.

At first she'd thought she was imagining all of these small things. But...then they kept adding up. And she
hadn't been able to shake the feeling that someone was watching her.

No, worse.

Stal ki ng her.

Now Mark wasjust staring at her.

"I'm not imagining this," she whispered as she gazed up at him. "It's happening. When | got home this
evening, it had happened again. My back door...it was unlocked. He just left it unlocked when he left." Mark

was still staring. He had to believe her! "I triple-checked that door before | went out. | know it was locked, |
know—"

His hands wrapped around her shoulders. "Why didn't you call the police?'

"I did...thefirst time. They came out, looked around and said there was no sign of any intruder.” The police
had basically told her to stop wasting their time...only in anicer way.

"Y our brothers," he snapped out the words. "They own a Pl business, for goodness' sake! They'd be on this
thing in an instant. They'd—"

"Lock me up and throw away the key." Her words were brittle. "Y ou know my brothers and exactly what
they'relike." Military through and through, and when it cameto her...about a million times too protective. "
don't want to go back to the McGuire ranch. Y ou know that. | never want to stay there again." Because every
time she went there, Ava hurt. "Thisisjust ajerk playing some kind of sick game with me. | want the game
to stop. | want—"

Mark was shaking his head and his hold on her tightened. "Breaking into your house isn't agame. It sounds
like someone is fixated on you! Stalking you!"

That was what she feared.

"What if he escalates? What if he decides to break into the house while you're there?"

Just why did Mark think she'd driven all the way to Austin? That unlocked door had sent her into atailspin,
and she'd been horrified at the thought of staying in that place for even one more night. She'd already put
plansin motion to leave Houston, but tonight's little fright fest had moved up her departure by afew days.
"That's where you come in," she told him.

His face was just inches from hers.

"I need aplaceto stay.” He hadn't seen her car yet. So he didn't know... "I was already planning to moveto
Augtin... | was offered ajob at the art museum. | was scheduled to start in two weeks, but | already turned in



my notice at my old job, and..." And she was talking way too fast. "Whoever was messing with mein
Houston, he won't follow me to Austin. It'sanew city." That's what she'd been telling hersdlf. "I'll get an
apartment here and vanish."

"Ava"

"Until | find that apartment, | need aplace to stay." She licked her lips. His gaze immediately fell to her
mouth. Was it her imagination or did his blue stare heat up? "Please, Mark, can you let me stay here just for
afew days? Until | find a more permanent place?'

Because she'd aways felt safe with him.

But hisjaw seemed to lock down even harder. His breath heaved out and he—he backed away from her. "If
someone is stalking you..." He took another step back. "Y ou need to call your brothers. They're the experts
at thiskind of thing. They'll find the guy—"

"If they even believe someone was in my place." She wasn't so sure they'd buy her story. They treated her
with kid gloves as it was, always trying to hide the truth about their investigation into their parents death.
They didn't get that she wasn't some scared teen any longer.

He frowned at that. "Of course they'll believe you."

He sounded so confident. The cops hadn't believed her. Her neighbors hadn't believed her. "Do you believe
me?'

"Yes." He gave agrim nod. "And you should have come to me immediately. | mean, how long has the joker
been doing thisto you?"

"A month." He believed her. Relief swept through Ava, amost making her feel alittle dizzy.

Fury darkened hisface. "Y ou wait this long to tell me? Y ou only come to me when you're terrified. Y ou
don't—"

"I changed the locks. My brothers had installed a security system—atop of the line system. | tried to stay
safe." On my own.

"You haveto tell them."

"My brothers haven't exactly been living the easy life lately," she muttered. Grant had nearly died awhile
back when he was working a case. He'd wound up in the hospital. And as for Brodie—he and his girlfriend
had both just battled a monster from their past. They'd barely made it out of that nightmare aive. "They've
had enough to deal with, okay?"

"You'retheir sister. They'd drop everything for you."
She glanced away from him. "I just need a place to stay tonight, okay?' Did he want her to beg? Because she

was closeto it. She couldn't stay in amotel. The wallsin placeslike that were thin. "It's too late to call them
now." If he'd just let her stay the night, she could figure out another plan for tomorrow.



"Bull. You came to methislate. Their ranch isjust down the road."

Her gaze fell to the floor. "I wanted to be with you." But now that seemed foolish. He sure hadn't greeted her
with open arms. "l shouldn't have come." She turned away and started heading back toward the door.

"No, you can't leave."

And he was touching her again, spinning her around to face him. Staring at her with fury and—and some
other dark, turbulent emotion shining in his eyes. "Y ou come to me," Mark continued, "telling me that some
bozo is stalking you...and you expect me to just watch as you walk away in the night?"

She swallowed. "No, | expect you to give me aroom...for old time's sake." Tomorrow, when she wasn't dead
tired from fear and exhaustion, she'd work on another plan. One that didn't involve her brotherstotally
flipping out.

He gave a curt nod. "Y ou can stay as long as you want."

Yes! That relief was so strong that she was definitely feeling alittle light-headed. Or maybe that was just
because she hadn't eaten since breakfast. "Thank you." Impulsively she stood on her toes and wrapped her

arms around him. His rich masculine scent filled her nose. "Y ou've always been a good friend to me."

Mark's body was rock hard against hers—hard and hot and so incredibly strong. His hands settled along the
curve of her hips. "Isthat what | am?' His voice was deeper, amost a growl.

Shelifted her head and stared into his eyes. "Yes." Her own voice came out too husky, so she cleared her
throat and tried again. "Y es, but you're also...more."

"Am |?' His gaze had locked on her mouth.

Her heart thundered in her chest. "Y ou're amost family."

"No." Aninstant denial. His hold urged her even closer to his body. "I'm not family. Don't ever think that |
am." Hiseyes were still on her mouth. And his head was lowering toward hers, closing that last little bit of
space. "I'm not your brother, and I'm not some safe friend."

She trembled against him. "Mark?"

His gaze slowly lifted and met hers. "Y ou should be careful with me."

Her drumming heartbeat seemed to shake her chest. She'd never worried about being careful with Mark.
Mark was good, solid and dependable. The light in the dark. He was—

"Because I'm not sure how much longer | can be careful with you."

He was going to kiss her. Avawas sure of it. Mark was so close to her, the tension in the air had turned
blazing, and she wanted him to press his mouth to hers. She'd wondered if he would ever actually—

He backed away. Again.



She suddenly felt very cold.
"Y ou know the guest room is down the hallway." He pointed to the | eft.
Y es, she knew where the guest room was.

Just as she knew that Mark's room was on the other side of the sprawling ranch house. Far enough away ...
that he won't hear me scream.

She thought about going out to the car for her bags, but figured she'd just save that for another time. Her car
was parked near the entrance to Mark's house, and the bags would be safe there for the time being.

For now, she'd crash. .. because she needed to dlip away from Mark and his too-watchful gaze.

She turned on her heel and headed for the hallway.

"Tomorrow," he called after her, "we call your brothers."

She reached out and touched the door frame. "They don't want me near you." Not now. She didn't know what
had happened, but she'd been given that warning by more than one McGuire. Avalooked back at Mark. He
hadn't moved.

Had he even heard her? Sighing, she took a step forward.

"What do you want, Ava?' His low, rumbling words stopped her.

And an instinctive response...you...rose to her lips. But she managed to choke that word back.

"Ava?'

"I don't want to be scared anymore," she said, and those words were the truth.

Or at least, as much of the truth as she was willing to share right then.

Avakept walking, and Mark didn't say anything else.
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From reader reviews:
Carlos Callahan:

The actual book Suspicions (The Battling McGuire Boys) will bring that you the new experience of reading a
book. The author style to explain theideais very unique. In case you try to find new book to read, this book
very ideal to you. The book Suspicions (The Battling McGuire Boys) is much recommended to you you just
read. Y ou can also get the e-book from official web site, so you can more easily to read the book.



|saac Lewis:

Do you redly one of the book lovers? If yes, do you ever feeling doubt when you are in the book store? Try
to pick one book that you never know the inside because don't determine book by its cover may doesn't work
thisisdifficult job because you are frightened that the inside maybe not since fantastic as in the outside look
likes. Maybe you answer might be Suspicions (The Battling McGuire Boys) why because the excellent cover
that make you consider concerning the content will not disappoint an individual. The inside or content will
be fantastic as the outside or cover. Y our reading sixth sense will directly direct you to pick up this book.

Kyle Reese:

Y ou can obtain this Suspicions (The Battling McGuire Boys) by visit the bookstore or Mall. Simply viewing
or reviewing it could possibly to be your solve problem if you get difficulties on your knowledge. Kinds of
this e-book are various. Not only by written or printed but also can you enjoy this book by e-book. In the
modern eralike now, you just looking by your local mobile phone and searching what their problem. Right
now, choose your personal ways to get more information about your guide. It is most important to arrange
you to ultimately make your knowledge are still revise. Let's try to choose appropriate ways for you.

Pamela Stanley:

As astudent exactly feel bored to be able to reading. If their teacher inquired them to go to the library as well
asto make summary for some reserve, they are complained. Just little students that has reading's spirit or real
their hobby. They just do what the trainer want, like asked to the library. They go to at this time there but
nothing reading seriously. Any students feel that reading is not important, boring along with can't see
colorful pictures on there. Yeah, it isto be complicated. Book is very important for yourself. As we know
that on this period, many ways to get whatever we would like. Likewise word says, many ways to reach
Chinese's country. Therefore this Suspicions (The Battling McGuire Boys) can make you experience more
interested to read.
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