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  Chapter One
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She had had enough. What was supposed to be an exciting, relaxing night out with her friends had snowballed into a night of humiliation for MerriJo Wilder. Jason Newmaker, who was supposed to be her date for the evening, had spent the entire night doing his best to make her look like a silly schoolgirl who couldn’t think for herself, cutting her off whenever she tried to join the “Big Boy” conversations with the rest of the group. Even her best friend, Liz Hamilton, grew disgusted with him, and she was the one who had told MerriJo to go out with the idiot in the first place. 
Finally, Jason made one crack too many and MerriJo was finished being ridiculed every time she opened her mouth. What the hell was Liz thinking, setting her up with someone like him? She was far from stupid. She was a college graduate, for crying out loud, and this know-it-all had barely made it out of high school. She didn’t need, nor deserve, his condescending attitude. The balls on the man had to have been humongous, which meant he probably had the tiniest dick of everyone at the table. Even the women!
She lifted her glass, draining the little that was left as she told herself not to make a scene. Luckily, there wasn’t much left of her drink because every time Jason told her to let the grownups talk, she took another swallow to keep from dumping it on his head and telling him what she thought of him.
Setting the glass back on the table, she grabbed her purse. “I think I’m going to call it a night.” She glanced over at Liz, giving her friend a curt nod. “I’ll call you tomorrow, and we can make plans for the weekend.”
Jason shot her a puzzled look, his brow furrowed. “Wait. You’re leaving?” He looked shocked that she had actually made a decision on her own. She really needed to pay Liz back for setting her up with this guy one day.
She gave him a smug smile, biting her tongue on what she truly wanted to tell him. “Yes, this little girl is going home now. Have a good night.” She gave him a little finger wave and then stood, rolling her eyes.
Jason shot from his seat. “Well, hey, let me drive you home.” He held out a hand, gesturing for her to wait for him—something she had no intention of doing. “You’re my date, after all. It wouldn’t be gentlemanly of me not to make sure you got home safely.”
Like you’ve been a gentleman so far? She didn’t ask him that, however. After all, she was just a silly woman. “I’m good, thank you. I wouldn’t want to take you away from your conversation or friends.”
“Don’t be silly. It’s part of the Jason Newmaker package.”
It was probably the only package he possessed.
She turned to Liz for help, because, well, her best friend had been her ride there, after all, but Liz gave her a lopsided grimace and left her hanging. Yeah. She was definitely going to pay her back for all of this.
Resigned to her fate, she simply nodded as he passed her and headed for the door, thinking—how bad could it be? Some gentleman. He made sure she walked behind him, following in his superior wake. This guy really took the cake.
He made a point of giving the valet his ticket, probably hoping it would impress her he had sprung for someone else to park his car rather than doing it himself, and then left the man to open her door as he walked around to his side and got in. She should have taken that moment to run, but if she was lucky, he’d get her home and quickly leave once more. She heard a glass of wine and a good book calling her name.
As soon as they pulled away, she realized she should have refused the guy. He reached over, placing his hand on her leg, and tried to slide it up under her skirt. She should have known the guy would be all grab hands once they were alone.
She placed her hand on his to keep it from going any higher. While the guy leaned more to the hotter side, his attitude made him someone who would never get between her legs. Of course, her hand didn’t stop him from trying again. Jason Newmaker was more than dense. He was persistent as hell.
“What’s wrong, baby? We’ve had a great night. Let’s end it on a high note.” He squeezed her leg, and she could only guess he thought his touch would cause her to swoon. And then she couldn’t help but wonder if people used the word swoon these days. It seemed fitting at the moment, but who knew? Words come and go so fast these days.
“I appreciate the offer, and I know you think I should jump on it, but really, I just want to go home.” She lifted his hand off her leg and placed it on the center console. That was another thing that never made sense to her—the center console. She was sure a woman had invented the barrier to give women an excuse not to have to suffer being mauled while in the car. Whoever invented it should have made it higher, however. Wider, as well as taller.
“Ah, don’t be like that,” he told her, doing his best to sound all syrupy and seductive. Do women truly fall for this kind of shit? All he sounded like to her was creepy. “We can both go to bed feeling good. Don’t you want to feel good?” He reached over to grab her leg again, but she blocked him, pushing his hand back to his side of the seat.
“I feel fine. Thanks. Just take me home, please. That is what you said you were going to do, right? Part of the Jason Newmaker package.”
She glanced out the window, and suddenly she realized she had no idea where she was. There were tons of trees, which in a town like Rochester Shores wasn’t unusual, but that’s all she saw. There were no houses, no businesses, no lights, nothing she recognized. She had been so focused on keeping him off her she hadn’t realized he had driven to somewhere on the edge of town she didn’t know. Panic caused her to have trouble breathing as she turned to the passenger window, desperately trying to see something she recognized.
“Where are we? This isn’t the way to my house.” She jerked her attention back to him, scooting back against the door. “Where are you taking me?”
He chuckled, his face twisting into an expression that told her he thought she was overreacting. “Relax. I just thought it’d be fun to have a little outdoor playtime. I know a quiet little spot near here for just that sort of fun.”
“I don’t want to have playtime with you. No playtime. We’re not having playtime.” She couldn’t believe he thought he could just drive her out to the middle of nowhere and she’d happily let him between her legs. What the hell was wrong with this guy? “I said I wanted to go home.” She reached for her purse at her feet and pulled out her phone. “I’m calling someone to come get me now.”
“What? Why? I don’t get it.” His tone changed, and the man actually sounded confused. Surely other women had turned him down before. With his behavior, he should be used to it. A way of life for him. “We had a great night. Some drinks. Some pleasant conversation—”
“No. You had some pleasant conversation. You kept trying to make me sound like some woman who should keep her mouth shut.” She swiped her phone to unlock it and opened her contacts. “And now you’re taking me out to the middle of nowhere, where I didn’t ask to be taken, for something I’ve already told you I’m not giving you.”
She hit the call button on Liz’s name, but nothing happened. Glancing back at her phone, she saw the reason. No bars. This bastard had taken her somewhere where she couldn’t even get a signal on her damn phone.
“I can’t believe you. This isn’t how you thank a guy for a good time.”
She jerked her gaze up at him, doing her best to keep her panic from getting the better of her. “And this isn’t how a gentleman acts. This isn’t how any man should act. Stop the car. I want out.”
“Stop the car? Where the hell are you going to go?” He pointed out the window. “You can tell there aren’t any houses around here. The main ranch houses are miles to the northeast.”
“Stop. The. Damn. Car.” She reached for the door handle, determined to jump if he didn’t stop. There’s no way she intended to stay in that car with him one moment longer than necessary. He’s already proven he’s the type of caveman who wouldn’t take no for an answer.
He slammed the brakes, which jerked her forward. She reached out to grip the dashboard to keep herself from being smacked in the head, but the seatbelt snapped her backward before she could, and she wound up hitting the seat once more. “Fine. Get out. You’re one crazy ass chick, you know that?”
She said nothing as she fumbled with the seatbelt to get it unfastened. Eventually, she got it undone and shoved the door open. She snatched up her purse and flew out of the car, stumbling off toward a field and as far away from the idiot as she could get. After tripping over her own feet a few times in her haste, she finally got them to work right and headed for a wooden fence she saw up ahead in the moonlight. She didn’t need to rush, though, as a second later, she heard his tires spinning out on the asphalt as he drove away.
She stopped at the fence and turned around, watching as his taillights disappeared into the distance. She was away from him and safe at least, even if she had no idea where the hell she was. Turning, she felt her heart pounding in her ears as she noticed Jason had been right—there were no houses in sight. Suddenly, she realized she probably shouldn’t have rushed to get out of the car until she saw some streetlights. Checking her phone, she decided going back the way they came was the best decision because she knew at least there was something in that direction. She had no clue what she would find the other way.
With a deep breath, she straightened her purse over her shoulder, wishing she had worn flats instead of heels, and started walking.
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