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Book Description




  Curvy Harper Bailey’s ordinary life was turned upside down by a chance encounter with the handsome werewolf Levi Harris. On the run from the vampire mafia, he pulls her into his high-stakes world—and straight into the crosshairs. Soon she’s got no car, no job, and not even any dry clothes.




  To make matters worse, Harper’s falling for Levi hard at the most inconvenient time. And he seems to be developing some very definite ideas where she’s concerned, ideas she’s not so sure she wants to be a part of.




  Harper just wants to get through the next couple of days alive—and heart intact. Whatever Levi’s plans might be.
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Taken: Chapter One




  The asphalt blurred under Levi’s front wheel, the engine between his knees sending him flying north along the country road.




  The plan hadn’t worked. It almost couldn’t have gone worse. The bloodsucker’s minions had caught him with his backside hanging out of the third-story window, loot in hand and about to begin his descent.




  Wolves didn’t care much for vertical surfaces. That was more of a feline attribute. Trying to stay in human form while naked, gripping a stolen dagger, and being threatened with very serious looking weapons was just about impossible.




  He hadn’t tried.




  Instead, he’d taken a header into the bushes, shifting on his way down so that he hit the branches in his wolf-form and rolled free, the dagger in his teeth. Legs and heart pumping, he ran in a flat sprint for the gate. Every leaf etched against his vision in the darkness, and the wet foliage slapped his body as his long lope ate the ground beneath his paws.




  Worst of all, it’d been his own kind that had come after him, howling through the woods until he hit the fence and shifted just enough to use his hands to catch the top edge and propel himself over, into the woods on the other side and to the motorcycle waiting beyond.




  Paws were good for a lot of things, but driving wasn’t one of them. So he’d had to shift all the way back to human as he hit the seat, bare ass cheeks on cold leather, and slammed the keys home. The engine had roared to life as the pack following him burst from the treeline, and he’d driven off stark naked with the dagger still clutched in his teeth, shooting the bird at every single one of them.




  Lap dogs.




  That had been satisfying, but it wouldn’t take long for the damned vampire to send a more effective force on his trail. And though his Ducati Superbike could outrun pretty much anything on the street, the desire to not attract attention required that he stop long enough to pull on his clothes before he hit a major road.




  Of course, before he’d done that, there had been the very nice-looking lady in the minivan, whose shocked face behind the glaring headlights still made Levi chuckle to himself....




  The truth was, though, he was in deep shit. Probably the deepest he’d ever been in. His brothers had been completely against the heist. The entire clan had vetoed it, in fact. So, technically speaking, he was now an outlaw.




  Levi had never bothered much with technicalities before. But he did wonder how he was going to get out of this one, since his plan had pretty much depended on not getting caught.




  Now the bloodsucker’s goons had a good fix on his scent, and they knew what he looked like, too, and knew his ride. The problem with high-up vampires wasn’t so much their own power but the sheer force they could bring to bear if they wanted to.




  And given what Levi had just taken, Mortensen would be pretty damned motivated to do whatever he could to stop him.




  Screw him, though. Screw the vampire, screw Levi’s clan, and screw everybody who stood in his way. Levi had something that represented real power, the first chance for everyone in his clan to finally be free of vampiric threats or dependence.




  No more uneasy truces. No more negotiations. No more contracts. With what he had, he could cut ties to them, and they couldn’t do a thing about it.




  Of course, that would only work if he survived to use what he now had. And the first step in raising his chances of survival would be to ditch his motorcycle, which was probably being broadcast on police channels across three states by now, and get another ride.




  The thought gave him almost a physical pain. He had scrimped and saved for his bike for a whole year back before he’d established his main business, taking jobs he had no interest in for rich scumbags and paranoid husbands, all with the goal of owning this beautiful beast. Riding a motorcycle was the closest he could come to feeling like a wolf in human form, and on it, he kept all the keen intelligence and analytical ability that gave way to primal instinct and visceral immediacy as a wolf.




  And riding this motorcycle, in particular.... If riding a motorcycle was like sex, he thought, the Supersport versus his old, secondhand hog was like the difference between having a long night with a beautiful woman and rubbing one off in a dirty bathroom stall.




  But now it was a liability. If everything worked out well, he could buy as many Ducatis as he wanted. If it didn’t, well.... Dead men—or wolves—didn’t have much use for a bike.




  He had to ditch it.




  As if on cue, a car appeared on the opposite side of the road as he crested the hill, a golden Buick from the late ‘60s or early ‘70s. If he could get it running, that could be perfect. He blew past it and made a U-turn in the middle of the empty road to come up behind it again at a more sedate pace.




  He could see a girl with a butt to die for leaning into the open trunk, and he spared a moment’s pity for her, since he was planning on commandeering her ride. It was a shame to upset the owner of such fine assets.




  But he’d take what he could get—and beat it before his recent past caught up to him in a very literal way.




  
Taken: Chapter Two




  Harper was thirty miles from the Maryland border in the middle of Nowhere, Pennsylvania, when her right front tire exploded.




  The sound, as loud as a rifle going off, drowned out the top-fifty station. The car jerked to the side, yanking the wheel out of her hands as it lunged across the center stripe.




  She slammed on the brakes, pulling hard to the right, and came to a rest on the muddy shoulder. For several seconds, she sat frozen behind the steering wheel as the panicked tempo of her heart slowed while Pharrell Williams’ “Happy” blared and crackled in her speakers.




  And then she started to curse.




  It had been a bad day. A very, very bad day, which had started off with a call from her shift manager, who had wanted to fire her even though she’d arranged for her absence with the diner owner a week before.




  It had gotten worse when the big party for her grandmother’s eightieth birthday had devolved into a shouting match between her sister Christina and her cousin—and worse still when the cops arrived just as Harper stepped between the two and was rewarded for her efforts with her sister’s punch, which missed their cousin by a mile to land squarely against Harper’s cheek with enough force to leave her with a tender eye.




  Harper had managed to talk herself out of a charge of disorderly conduct and had left the party in a furious black mood, damning her entire family—okay, except her grandmother—as she tore out of the drive.




  And now this.




  “Why’d you have to go and crap out on me now?” she asked her car.




  But she couldn’t be mad at it. The ’68 Buick Skylark was her baby, and she spoiled, petted, and coddled it.




  And in return, it broke down, seized up, smoked, and just now, tried to kill her by throwing her into oncoming traffic.




  Harper sighed. Well, the tire really was her fault. She was flat broke after helping out her deadbeat ex-boyfriend—which she’d done for a month before she’d realized that he really never was going to try to get another job as long as he had her to mooch off of. So she hadn’t had the money to replace her tires even though she knew they were getting bald. Anyway, she didn’t want any old cheap tires for her Baby. It deserved only the best. And she couldn’t afford the best, yet, so she hadn’t gotten any at all.




  She just couldn’t resist a bad boy, even when the ‘boy’ in question was her car....




  Harper put the parking brake on and killed the engine but left the radio blaring. She leaned across the wide bench seat to crank down the passenger window so she could to listen to the music as she changed the tire, then popped the trunk. She got out of the car, pausing to squint up and down the two-lane county road hopefully, wondering if there might not be some helpful guy in a pickup who might want to lend a hand.




  She heard the sound of traffic in the distance. But of course, there was nothing in sight.




  Just my luck, she thought. She was perfectly capable of changing a tire herself, but she wouldn’t refuse a white knight, if one came along.




  Or a black one, for that matter.




  She shrugged and set to work pulling out the full-sized spare and dropping it in the grass next to the flat tire, surveying the damage for the first time.




  Crap. The old tire was just shredded. Gone. She hoped she wouldn’t need a new wheel. She got the jack and lug wrench and tossed them next to the spare. She pulled off the hubcap—an original spoked model that she’d bought to restore the car to its former glory—and slotted the wrench into place. She pushed, but nothing happened.




  Damned pneumatic tire-changing tools. They tightened the nuts so hard they locked up sometimes. Well, Harper knew one way to deal with that. She shifted the position so that the wrench was parallel to the ground, then stomped it with all her weight.




  The lug nut gave, and she smiled in satisfaction. She was no rail. She was big, just like her personality, and she knew how to use her body—around cars, around horses, around the kitchen, and with pretty much any problem that needed solving. And there were plenty of men who appreciated that about her—the big boobs, full hips and butt. Too bad she kept going for the losers.




  Harper recognized the purr of a motorcycle just as the second nut loosened. As she bent to fit the wrench over the third, she realized the bike was stopping. She peered down the length of the car just as a man in motorcycle dark brown leathers stepped around it.




  He was tall, with ropes of muscles over his spare frame and a three-day scruff of a beard. His face was heartstoppingly handsome—young but tanned and already slightly weathered, just the way she liked them. His grin when he saw her was distinctly predatory, and he pulled off his sunglasses to reveal delicious amber eyes and shoved them into the pocket of his jacket. Big, rawboned, and as hot as sin on a three-day bender.




  Hel-lo.




  “Nice view,” he said, his gaze resting on her rear, which was still pointed skyward as she bent to push the lug wrench into place.




  No kidding.




  “You going to help?” She cocked her head at the tire. “Or are you just here to admire?”




  He leaned against the side of the car. “Looks like you’re doing fine.”




  She snorted and stood, folding her arms and cocking a hip. His eyes flickered down to her cleavage. She knew full well that her posture drew attention to it, and she smirked back at him.




  “You could at least pretend to be a gentleman. You’re more likely to get what you want that way.”




  His gaze raked across her, taking in her dangling earrings and small nose stud, then coming to rest briefly on the small butterfly tattoo on her inner arm. The tattoo covered up another mistake—the initials of her high school boyfriend she’d gotten on her eighteenth birthday, the boyfriend who had already been cheating on her with her so-called friend.  Even then, she’d known in her heart of hearts that guys always leave.  She’d just been naïve enough to think that maybe if she pretended they didn’t, it would make a difference.




  “I doubt it,” he said.




  But he stepped forward, taking her place and loosening the last few lug nuts with quick, efficient motions. Harper planted her rear against the hood, quite deliberately in his peripheral vision. 




  Harper might have a habit of jumping in too quickly, but this was fast even for her.  She wasn’t often quite so interested so soon.




  She gauged him again, taking in the rugged jaw and chiseled nose and cheekbones.




  Okay, never ever. 




  All things considered, though, maybe the day wasn’t going to turn out so bad, after all.




  He looked up at her. She could break her heart on that hard jaw. “Jack.”




  “Harper,” she said.




  His smile was slow and lopsided. “Get me the jack.”




  Damn. She scrambled for the jack to hide her blush and handed it over to him.




  “So, what’s actually your name, then?” she said, raising her chin. “Unless you want me to call you Jack. ’Cause that works just fine for me.”




  He scratched his nose, regarding her with amusement still glittering in his eyes. “Levi,” he said.




  She raised her eyebrows at him. It fit in a kind of cowboy-country-boy sort of way. “Nice.”




  He slid the jack under the front of the car, and she pushed away as he raised it. He spun the lug nuts and slid the bolts out one at a time, handing them to Harper without a comment. The wind ruffled his short hair, medium brown with just a touch of auburn where the sunlight glinted off it. He pulled the wheel off, not appearing to notice the weight as it came free of the axle, then slid the new one on just as easily.




  He held out a hand without even looking at her, and Harper put a bolt in it, then the nut.




  “Where’re you from?” Harper asked, handing him another.




  Again, that wolfish look, the gaze that saw too much. “Around.”




  Wouldn’t he like to eat me up.




  “And where are you going?”




  “North.” He held out his hand, and she put the last nut and bolt in it.




  Damn. She was heading the other way, back to Baltimore. She wouldn’t mind taking a detour for him, though. He was way too interesting to just let him buzz out of her life as quickly as he came in.




  Now that she was standing, she could see his motorcycle, a dozen or so feet behind Baby. Some exotic model—it was probably worth twice her car’s value, maybe more. Her heart sped up at the mere thought of the kind of speed that machine could muster. Maybe she could get him to take her for a spin.  She loved motorcycles.  Not as much as her Baby, but she didn’t love anything as much as her Baby.




  He tightened the last lug by hand before lowering the jack.




  “That’s a pretty hot bike. Think you could take me for a ride?” she asked.




  He raked her with his gaze, still spinning the jack to lower it. “Tempting. But no.”




  “Going to be late?” she prompted.




  “Late.” He seemed to find the word amusing. “Yeah, something like that.”




  He slid the jack out. Harper hauled the wheel back to the trunk and heaved it in, sad scraps of rubber dangling from the wheel. Scowling, she stuck the jack in after it. She wasn’t used to getting shot down, not by a man who was so clearly attracted to her.




  She leaned against the car again as he used the lug wrench to give each nut a final tightening, then slapped the hubcap on.




  Dammit. She knew that she interested him, and he sure as hell interested her. Why was he giving her the brush-off?




  “I could drive along with you. You could get to where you were going, then maybe we could hang out,” she said.




  He grunted as he stood, the wrench dangling from his hand. He flashed his white teeth at her. “You won’t be able to do that.” He turned away and walked to the back of her car.




  “Why not?” Harper pushed off the side of the Skylark and trailed after him, bristling at his easy assurance.




  He tossed the wrench into the trunk and closed it, continuing up the left side of the car. Standing near the driver’s door, he turned to her, treating her to the full effect of his smile.




  “Because, Harper, I’m taking your car.”




  
Taken: Chapter Three




  Harper’s stomach dropped, and she bolted for the driver’s door. But the man was already inside, slamming the door in her face and hitting the lock.




  “You can have my bike,” he shouted through the glass, shifting into drive. “It’s worth more, anyway.”




  He meant it. He was really going, and he was taking her Baby with him. Harper ran for the front of the car, whether to throw herself in front of it or to try to reach the open passenger’s window, she didn’t know, but he was already pulling away, and the car peeled out before she could take more than a couple of steps, narrowly missing her toes and making a wide U-turn before heading north along the road.




  She stood frozen in the dust of the tires for half a second, her heart hammering a frantic beat.




  Damn. Damn, damn, damn.




  There was no way in hell she was going to let anyone take her Baby.  Her brother Cory had had it towed home for her sixteenth birthday, and she’d spent hundreds of hours restoring it in the old barn with her brothers.  It was the thing she cared about most in the world.




  She ran back to the bike, the heels of her boots digging into the ground. A Ducati, she saw, and she was sure that her original estimate of its value wasn’t wrong. If the bike wasn’t hot—and seeing as she’d just gotten it from a car thief, how likely was that?—she’d come off better from the swap.




  But she didn’t want to come off better. She wanted Baby.




  Of course he hadn’t left the keys. That would make it too easy. And the steering column was locked in place by the pin that kept people like her from just hotwiring the bike and riding off on it.




  But steering locks were easy enough to defeat. And she knew how, having driven Summer’s brother over to the old Martin place to get his bike back when Mason Martin had taken it. The only thing that kept the steering wheel from moving was a small metal pin, and she had the handlebars to use as a lever against it, plus all the strength in her legs....




  She flung herself onto the seat of the motorcycle, grabbing the seat with both hands, and pulled her legs up against her belly, balancing her feet against the very end of the handle that was turned closest to her. And she pushed, hard, the muscles in her legs and butt and stomach straining.




  It gave with a snap so sudden that the tire jerked the other direction, and Harper was nearly flung from the seat. She caught her balance just in time to keep from going over—and maybe even pulling the motorcycle down on top of her.




  The front wheel turned freely. Now it was just a matter of getting the motorcycle started. That was simplicity itself, but every second she took meant that Baby was getting farther and farther away.




  Harper groped under the carbon fiber cover near the ignition, finding where the wires of the electrical system ended in plugs that slotted into each other. She pulled apart the one that went to the ignition. All she needed now was a wire to short it out.




  She separated a single wire from its bundle and flicked her pocket knife open with her thumb. In a few seconds, she had a short length of wire, the plastic housing stripped from the ends, and the motorcycle’s left turn signal was toast. She slid the wire securely into the slots on the ignition plug, and several symbols on the dash lit up.




  Bingo.




  She raised the kickstand with the back of her ankle boot and checked the kill switch. Shifting to neutral, she pulled the clutch and hit the starter. The engine roared to life.




  She gave the empty road in front of her a grim smile as she eased up on the clutch and shifted into first.




  Hold on, Baby. I’m coming for you.




  And that bastard Levi was going to learn a lesson. Bad boy or not, no one messed with Baby.




  The motorcycle leaped forward.




  
Taken: Chapter Four




  Levi unzipped his jacket and relaxed against the vinyl of the bench seat, twiddling the radio over to a country station as the wind whipped through the passenger window.




  Finally, something had gone right. He regretted leaving the girl behind. She was pretty much everything he liked in a woman—curvy, sassy, competent, and with a very good idea of what she wanted. She would have gone with him, too. Some women were more affected by shifter pheromones than others, and if he’d ever seen one hit with a case of were-lust, well, it was her. And a little company was always welcome. Especially when the company came in a knockout package like that....




  But hooking up with a woman, however hot, wasn’t exactly on the list of Smart Things To Do When On The Run From A Vampire, especially when the vampire in question happened to manage half the organized crime in Baltimore. He’d done the right thing for her sake, he thought virtuously, leaning back against the seat of the car he’d stolen from her.




  A glint in the rearview mirror made him glance up. It was the sun, shining off the plastic headlight of a motorcycle.




  Of his motorcycle.




  And it was coming up fast.




  Damn.




  How had she managed to start the thing?




  He considered flooring the Skylark, but there really wasn’t much of a point to it. Most cars, this one included, would be no match for even an average street bike, and his Superbike was no average street bike.




  So he kept his needle pointed at eighty-five as the motorcycle roared up behind him, the woman hunched over the handlebars with her bottle-red hair snapping in the breeze.




  He watched her approach in the rearview mirror. There was no way she could see anything, going at that speed without sunglasses or a helmet. Her eyes had to be streaming. She was crazy. She’d kill herself if she kept going like that.




  Levi dropped his eyes back to his dashboard and realized that he was slowing—fifty-five miles an hour and falling.




  Stupid, he told himself. Speed wasn’t the only thing that mattered, but it was important to put as much road between himself and Mortensen as possible. Even as he thought that, the needle fell further. Fifty. Forty-five.




  She was just behind him now. Harper, that was her name. She crossed the yellow line so that she was going the wrong way down the opposing lane of traffic—not that it mattered with the road as empty as it was—and pulled even with him.




  She reached out and banged on the window with a clenched first.




  Yep. Crazy.




  Levi decided that he liked her even more. He dropped to forty as she pounded a second time and rolled down the window.




  “Give me back my car, you bastard!” she yelled. Even with her hair whipping across her face, he could see the fury in it.




  “You’re going to get yourself killed,” he pointed out.




  “You took my car,” she shouted back as the wind snatched her words away. “Give it back!”




  Not gonna happen. Why the hell was he talking to her? “Did you hotwire that yourself?”




  “No, the Tooth Fairy did. Stop the car!”




  He pointed to the fuel gauge. “I can keep going like this for hours. I know that you can’t.”




  She snarled a curse and dropped back as an oncoming car appeared over the horizon. For a moment, he thought she was going to give up, but as it passed, she steered to the other side of his car and edged up along the narrow strip of asphalt that passed for a shoulder.




  “What are you doing?” he shouted at her.




  “Coming in,” she yelled back. And, in fact, she was reaching through the open window for the door frame.




  “You’re really going to kill yourself.”




  The woman was seriously going to try to drag herself in through the open window from the back of his motorcycle. He was only going thirty-five miles an hour now, but that was plenty to have a fatal outcome if she misjudged even a little bit.




  “I don’t even care!”




  Dammit. He didn’t want to be responsible for what passed for brains in that pretty head being spilled out all over the asphalt. He lifted his foot off the gas.




  “Okay, okay. Bat-shit crazy wins.”




  The car slowed, the motorcycle keeping pace. He pressed the brake and downshifted, knowing he was making a mistake.




  Levi didn’t want her to get hurt, yet the sane part of his brain knew that her chances of getting in serious trouble were probably even higher if she was with him. If he really wanted what was best for her, he’d disable the motorcycle or tie her up or knock her out or something, just as long as she didn’t come with him.




  He was certain that talking her out of chasing him wasn’t going to work. And, he thought, taking in the magnificent view that her position hunched over the handlebars afforded him, he wasn’t sure that he wanted to.




  Maybe he wasn’t so great at decision-making. He’d managed to get out of all sorts of tight spots in the past. And he probably would in the future, too, right up into the moment that he didn’t.




  He stopped the car, and her hand came down on the edge of the open window as the bike stopped next to it. She kicked the stand down and killed the engine. Before he could react, her head and shoulders were through the window, spilling into the passenger side.




  So much for keeping her out of the car. That sent half a dozen semi-formed plans flying to the wind.




  “I had stopped, you know,” he said mildly.




  She gave another kick and wiggle, and her ample hips came through, too, her tempting backside up in the air.




  “Yeah, and you stole my freaking car, too. I don’t exactly trust you.” She struggled upright.




  That did interesting things to her anatomy, too, and Levi didn’t bother to hide his admiration as he shifted back into first and pulled out, leaving his motorcycle behind for a second time that day.




  He pretended he didn’t feel a twinge.




  “I really do need the car,” he said. “I’m not exactly in the habit of stealing them. In case you were wondering.”




  “You need another hole in your head,” Harper muttered, buckling in with short, angry movements. The belt made her breasts stand out quite nicely under her shirt, too. “Did you steal the bike, too?”




  “No. It’s mine,” he said.




  She looked at him narrowly, and he could tell she was trying to decide whether to believe him. “Then why ditch it? And even if you needed to get rid of it, why not just ask for a ride? I would have taken you where you wanted to go.”




  “I caught that,” he said dryly. “But I didn’t want you along.”




  “You wanted to ditch me enough to steal my car? Even though you had the hots for me? Really?” She scraped the red tangle of hair out of her face with a disgusted look, then rummaged at her feet, retrieving a bright pink purse. She pulled it open and dug around in it for a moment before coming up with a wide paddle brush with which she battled her hair.




  “I didn’t say I had the hots for you,” Levi said mildly.




  Harper snorted. “Since when has a guy ever had to say anything?”




  “I’ll give you that one,” he granted. “I didn’t want you along because it’s dangerous.”




  “More dangerous than stealing my car from me?”  Her look was a challenge.




  God, but she had a kissable mouth, full and expressive and, right now, still quite angry with him. Anger looked good on her.




  He knew better than to tell her that, though.




  “Yeah, I stopped because I’m nice. Or maybe because I’m stupid,” he said. “I didn’t stop because I thought you were dangerous.”




  She smiled sweetly, putting the brush back in the purse. “Well, I wasn’t, then. Because I didn’t have my gun.”




  
Taken: Chapter Five




  “What the actual hell, lady!” Levi’s eyes went wide when he saw her pull the blunt end of the double-action-only .38 special from her purse and level it at him.




  “Pull over,” Harper said, permitting herself a small thrill of satisfaction at his reaction. The bastard had tried to take her Baby. He deserved anything that happened to that pretty face.




  “You were headed into Maryland,” he sputtered. “That’s not even legal, there!”




  “I used my mom’s address,” she said, shrugging. “I live alone in Baltimore. The cops there don’t even care if you’re raped, as long as they can convince you not to report it. So I got a gun. And I’m from the sticks in Pennsylvania, so I’ve been shooting tin cans off a fence since I was five years old and I got my brother’s hand-me-down BB gun. You better believe that I’m not going to miss you from two feet away.”




  Those delicious amber eyes narrowed. “I didn’t have to stop and let you in, you crazy bitch.”




  “But you did,” she pointed out. “And now I’ve got a gun.”




  She probably shouldn’t be enjoying this so much. After all, the guy had just stolen her car, so he might be dangerous. But he had left behind his bike, so technically speaking, he’d given her more than he’d taken, at least dollar-wise. If the motorcycle really was his.




  “So do I.”




  Oh, that was honest, at least. Interesting.




  “I know. I saw the bulge.” She grinned to let him know the double meaning was intentional. “But yours isn’t drawn.”




  Levi looked at her narrowly, as if he were considering something, then turned his eyes back to the road. He didn’t slow down. “So what if I don’t pull over?”




  “I’ll shoot you.” She wasn’t bluffing. There was no way in hell she was going to let him keep Baby, even if he was hot enough to melt her panties.




  “You might not mind putting a hole in me, but what about your car? Blood will definitely leave a mark on the carpet.”




  She laughed. “You aren’t seriously trying to bargain with me after stealing my car, are you?”




  “I would have given it back,” he said.




  “Really?” she scoffed.




  He lifted one shoulder in a kind of half-shrug. “Well, no, but I would have left it where someone could find it, and it might have eventually gotten back to you.”




  Harper was getting tired of his backtalk. “Pull over.”




  With exaggerated care, he slid his hand around the steering wheel to flick the turn signal on, then eased onto the brake, his other hand palm-out in a defensive motion as he moved it to the gear shift.




  “That’s right,” she encouraged. “Keep braking.”




  He did, pulling over onto the grassy shoulder, the car rolling gradually to a stop. He pushed the emergency brake down with his foot and started to lower his hands.
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