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ABANDONED ON A COUNTRY road en route to a graduation party, the last person Harper wanted to see, besides her ex-boyfriend, was her former science teacher. Sloan Allen spent the last two years making her miserable, but accepting a ride with the man she’s hated and wanted with equal measure is a slightly better alternative than walking three miles in stilettos. Time spent in the older man’s company proves illuminating, as she realizes their attraction is very mutual. But do they both share the same desire for making a baby together?
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Chapter One 
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HARPER GREENE WINCED and cursed when the wretched high heel caught on something, making her ankle twist to the side. “I hate him,” she muttered aloud, sending all the negative thoughts she could muster toward her ex-boyfriend. He’d enjoyed that status for the past twenty minutes, though she had been planning to divest herself of him since prom. If only she’d done it before tonight.

She shivered, though the early summer night was just a tad cool. Maybe she should send some negative energy toward her best friend too, who had convinced her to dress in the skimpy skirt and halter that was definitely not her usual style. Nah, it hadn’t been Sav’s fault she had gone along with it, curious to see how others would react to the transformation from library geek to sex goddess.

She snorted, forcing herself to keep walking despite the twinge in her ankle. “Some sex goddess.” Scowling down at the black stilettos she couldn’t see in the dark, she cursed them again. A sex goddess, or even someone marginally competent with sexy footwear, might not find the things a perplexing agony, especially for walking along country roads, but she sure did. If not for the darkness, and not knowing what she might find underfoot, she would have stripped them off at least a mile ago.

Headlights coming her way made her freeze for a second. Harper debated whether she should stand still, hide in the forest, or keep walking. It seemed unlikely that Michael was coming to look for her after the harsh words they had exchanged and the way he’d literally shoved her out of his car. Her shoulder ached with the thought as she remembered the jarring landing against the side of the road.

There was no way she’d get back in his car if it was him, even with the annoying heels. She couldn’t be too far from Hilary Collins’ house now, could she? Another three miles maybe. Normally, that wouldn’t be a big deal. She could run that easily, but not in the cursed high heels.

What if it wasn’t him? What if it was some crazy psycho? Her stomach twisted with fear, and she edged off the road, debating about what she could do if a stranger refused to accept her refusal of a ride. Dammit, she wished she had remembered to grab her purse when Michael shoved her out of his car. The pepper spray inside would have been welcome right then.

She tensed as the vehicle drew nearer, the lights shining bright enough to illuminate a good twenty yards in front of her. She scanned the terrain, deciding her best option would be to plunge into the woods and try to escape if the person in the car had bad intentions.

As it drew up beside her, Harper’s nerves stretched taut, and she stopped walking, but didn’t get close to the SUV. Bracing herself for whoever might be waiting behind the privacy glass—at least it wasn’t Michael, since he drove that tiny little Honda hatchback—she turned her head, prepared to offer a polite rejection for the ride she assumed the occupants would offer.

The window rolled down, and she barely bit back a groan. He wasn’t a stranger, but the idea of riding with Mr. Allen made the prospect of a serial killer seem almost appealing. She’d thought she had seen the last of her former science teacher when she’d taken her final three days ago.

He wore a scowl, which was the only expression she’d ever seen from him directed toward her. “Miss Greene, what are you doing out here?”

“It’s a long story.”

His scowl deepened, but even the nasty expression didn’t detract from his handsome arrangement of features, framed by shoulder-length black hair that he normally wore confined in a ponytail at the back of his neck. His eyes, which should have been warm like melted chocolate, were cool as ever. “Do you have transportation?”

She almost snapped a snarky reply, something along the lines of having a jetpack hidden in her halter, but bit back the urge. “No, sir.”
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