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      For all the readers who love an unlikable heroine

      And for all the women who have been called unlikable because they refuse to submit to how society says a woman should act. Keep being you!
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      “Here ya go, Charlie. One sausage burrito with extra habanero hot sauce.” Alice Montgomery handed over the wrapped item with a smile.

      Charlie Jackson accepted the food with a grateful sigh. “Alice you are a goddess.”

      Alice chuckled softly. “I just make food.”

      “You make magic,” she insisted

      “Hey, don’t you start your class today?”

      She took a sniff of the spicy, cheesy item, cursing softly at the question that dampened her happy burrito mood. Eyes narrowing, she frowned at Alice, pondering taking back her goddess compliment after the reminder of the horrible day she had ahead of her.

      “How do you know about that?”

      Alice raised one pierced eyebrow. “Seriously? It’s Kismet. Everybody knows everything.”

      True. Annoying small-town gossip. What she wouldn’t give to shove a sock in the mouth of every busybody who blabbed business that wasn’t theirs. A dirty sock. That would teach them for running their mouth.

      And I wonder why the judge assigned me a month of anger management class. No. She didn’t wonder. The whole thing was one big conspiracy against her. Judge Owens still held a grudge because of that one time in high school when she beat his daughter, Jessica, in the mathalon. So now she had to take stupid anger management classes that the stupid judge ordered her to complete because her stupid ex-boyfriend pressed charges when she keyed his stupid car.

      The whole world is a big ball of stupid!

      She gave a tight smile. “Yeah. On my way there now.”

      “Well, have fun,” Alice chuckled, but gave her a sympathetic smile.

      Have fun? It was a good thing she liked the food truck owner who made the best breakfast burritos in Kismet or she might think about tossing it in the woman’s face. Not really, they were excellent burritos, it’d be a waste. Besides, it wasn’t Alice’s fault Charlie was in a crappy mood.

      She just hated dealing with people some days. People like her asshole ex who deserved every damn scrape her tiny, metal keys did to his precious sports car. It was warranted for what her ex, Blain Starkweather—yes that was his real last name, like some crazy supervillain—had done to her. What he’d done to poor Puddles. Dickwad! She still couldn’t believe the asshole got her act of revenge on tape. Her fault really. She should have known better than to exact vengeance at the gas station. They were the only business in town with outside security cameras.

      Why the hell did I ever date him again?

      Puddles.

      And there it was. The ache in her chest as a sweet vision filled her mind. Round bulging eyes so full of love, soft brown fur, a flat wrinkled nose that always made the most adorable snoring sound at night. The rotund body with the perfectly curled tail always wagging so enthusiastically whenever she came over. Puddles the wonder Pug. Looking back, Charlie could admit to herself the only reason she stayed with Blain as long as she had was because of Puddles. She loved that damn dog. So much so she stuck it out for much longer than she should have.

      And that monster just gave him away like nothing to those horrible people.

      “Asshole deserved to have his car torn to shreds!”

      But since she wasn’t the Hulk—despite what her brothers called her when she ripped into them for whatever idiotic thing they’d done lately—she had to quell her anger with a simple car keying. And it worked. Until Sheriff Gray came knocking on her door and hauled her down to the station. One court appointment later she’d been charged with destruction of property. The judge ordered her to pay the damages and attend anger management classes.

      “Stupid. Sucking. Life.”

      It just wasn’t fair.

      She hurried down the sidewalk, pulling her coat tight around her. May in Colorado could go one of two ways, surface of the sun hot or freezing chill. Though yesterday she’d worn shorts, today looked to be shaping up for a freeze. She picked up the pace, heading toward the community center where her class was being held.

      The hot burrito warmed her palm. As she unwrapped the top of the warm heaven filled tortilla, her phone chimed indicating a text message. She pulled the slim device out of her back pocket, silently cursing the designer of women's fashion for refusing to make front pockets that held anything more useful than a slip of paper. A smile curled her lips when she read the text from Cassie.

      
        
          
            
              
        Cassie: Remember it’s anger management so don’t bite the teacher’s head off. Not even if he says something stupid.

      

      

      

      

      

      Everyone knew Charlie didn’t take crap from anyone. Especially men. A personality hazard of growing up the only girl surrounded by brother who always thought they were right, but rarely were.

      
        
          
            
              
        Charlie: I’ll be good.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Cassie: I’ll believe that the day I see it!

      

      

      

      

      

      She laughed at her best friend’s response. Mood rising, her attention was so focused on her phone she didn’t even see the brick wall she crashed into.

      “Sonofabitch!”

      Hot, melted cheese, and spicy smelling sausage flew from the tortilla as it slipped from her grasp. Red, chunky salsa spilled from the wrap, landing on the sidewalk like a horrible crime scene. Burrito death, nine am. A whimper escaped her. She hadn’t even gotten one bite and now it lay there all over the sidewalk. The saddest looking splat of wasted food she’d ever seen.

      The contents of the burrito had splayed across the sidewalk and onto the shoes of the person she’d run into. Not a brick wall as she’d first assumed, but a living, breathing human judging by the dark men’s dress shoes and tan slacks in the edge of her vision. Shoes now covered in her delicious breakfast. Former breakfast.

      Dammit! She didn’t get her spicy, cheesy, meaty morning fix, she had to go to anger management, and now she’d be late because of some jackass who couldn’t move out of the damn way! Fire burning deep in her chest, she raised her head to rip whoever the hell it was a new one, when the words caught in the back of her throat.

      Sweet mother of sexy!

      Her jaw dropped open, but no words came out. How could they when faced with such…magnificence? The white man in front of her stood tall, taller than any of her brothers, and that was saying something since the twins clocked in at six three. This guy had to be at least six five. And built. Not overly huge, like those bodybuilders her ex always went on and on about—she never understood the appeal of working out so much that your neck disappeared. This guy had a build much like her brothers. Toned and tight, as if he’d spent time sticking to a strict exercise regimen.

      The bright morning sun reflected off his glasses, blinding her for a moment until he turned his head. She blinked, taking in his dark, almost inky black hair that was neatly trimmed. He had a square jaw with zero facial hair. Normally she liked a little stubble, but his lack of scruff revealed a small dent in the right cheek. Oh hell, did he have a dimple? She was a sucker for dimples. Dark brown eyes blinked behind his dark blue rimmed glasses.

      The man’s head tilted down, feet shuffling slightly as he kicked the spilled food off his shoes. Some had gotten on the bottom of his tan slacks too, creating a Rorschach like stain. He raised his head to glance at her. His eyes, framed with seriously unfairly long, charcoal black lashes, stared at her. Full lips—lips she wanted to devour on site—quirked up, as did one dark brown eyebrow.

      Angry at the loss of the best breakfast burrito ever, her current situation, and the stupid lusty feeling running through her, Charlie did what she always did when a situation made her uncomfortable. She went on the offensive.

      “Watch where you’re going, asshole.”

      The man’s second brow came up to join the first. “Where I’m going?”

      “Yeah,” she bent down to grab as much of the spilled food as she could, tossing it in the nearby trash can with a sigh. “You don’t own the sidewalk, ya know.”

      Those luscious lips tightened for a moment before he spoke. “True, but neither do you. Perhaps you should look where you’re walking instead of focusing on your phone.” He glanced pointedly at her hand, still clutching her cell. “Walking and texting can be just as dangerous as texting and driving.”

      “Gee, thanks. What are you, my dad?” Impossible since her father died when she was a kid.

      “Just a concerned citizen. Are you okay?”

      What? Was this guy for real? She bumped into him, spilled her burrito all over the sidewalk and his shoes—a claim she would vehemently deny if anyone asked—and he asked if she was okay? What the hell was his angle?

      “Screw you!” With that parting shot she brushed past him, making sure to give him a small shoulder nudge as she went, to let him know she didn’t suffer fools.

      Big mistake.

      The moment her shoulder grazed his arm bolts of electricity shot through her entire body. Her nipples hardened, pressing against the soft silk of her bra. Damn traitors. She was done with men, no matter how tall and sexy they were. They brought nothing but trouble and heartburn. Exhibit A, sexy professor looking dude already caused her to spill her breakfast. Plus, she would now be late to her class.

      So ya, screw him. She didn’t need to get all tingly and shit over a guy. When the urges arose, she had a perfectly good vibrator at home. Who needed a man? Not her, no siree.

      “Keep your eyes up,” tall, dark haired, and stupidly sexy called to her as she headed up the stairs into the community center.

      She kept walking, flipping him the bird as she pushed through the building’s doors. Hopefully whoever ran this stupid class wouldn’t be upset with her arriving a few minutes late. It was the first day. Surely everyone got a pass on the first day. She wished she could lie and say she got lost, but it would never work. Charlie had lived in Kismet her entire life. Knew this town like the back of her hand.

      They were a small community, no more than five thousand. Most people knew each other. So why the hell didn’t she recognize that sexy slice of man-cake on the sidewalk?

      Tourist probably.

      Just as well. It would be best if she never ran into him again. Literally or figuratively. She was done with men. D-O-N-E done. Guys just brought trouble and heartache. Two things she could really do without in her life, thank you very much.

      She made her way into the main room—there were only three if you didn’t count the bathrooms—to see a small group already gathered. Life had finally decided to stop giving her the middle finger, because it appeared class hadn’t started yet. A circle of chairs had been set out. People milled about, some sitting, some standing by a small table filled with cookies and —thank you universe—a large coffee pot. If she couldn’t have her breakfast burrito at least she could get her caffeine fix. Charlie hurried over to the table, grabbing a small Styrofoam cup and pressing down on the plastic spigot attached to the metal coffee tin.

      Dark, life-giving liquid poured into her cup. She brought it up to her face, the steam stinging slightly, but she didn’t care. Coffee. Manna from the heavens.

      “Ohhhhh yeah, come to mama.”

      “You gonna drink that or take it to bed?”

      She turned at the caustic voice, a smile tilting her lips at the sour face she spied behind her.

      “Apple. I didn’t know you were taking this class. This has to be, what, the fourth time Judge Owens assigned you anger management?”

      “Fifth,” the old woman sniffed, grabbing a chocolate chip cookie from the large tray sitting next to the cups. “Old bastard is still upset I turned him down for the Valentine’s dance three years ago.”

      “Come on, Apple.” While it may be true the old woman had turned the Judge down, she didn’t believe for a second the man would act so unprofessionally. Even if she liked to think her sentence was due to some long-ago blight, she knew the Judge was fair. In fact, she probably got off easier than she would have if the crime had occurred in Denver where her ex lived. “What really happened?”

      Dark eyes lined with crow’s feet narrowed. “Fine. I may have thrown some merchandise at some hoodlums vandalizing my prize-winning rose bushes.”

      Apple and her sister Olive ran a boutique store. The sisters grew magnificent roses just outside their shop, but she didn’t think they’d won any awards, save for the ones Apple concocted in her mind. Still, it wouldn’t be the first time the old crank had taken someone in town to task over her beloved flowers. There was a reason the entire town had nicknamed her Crab Apple.

      “The Dooley boys?”

      “Who else?” Apple bit into the cookie, crunching with more force than necessary for such a soft dessert. “Those kids are a menace I tell you. But Gray doesn’t believe me.”

      Since the Dooley boys were honor roll students and Eagle Scouts to boot, she doubted they were teenage degenerates, but no one argued with Apple. It was a fruitless endeavor.

      “What are you in for?” The old woman grabbed another cookie, shoving the last of her first one into her mouth. “That car thing with your boyfriend?”

      She turned, grabbing some sugar and cream to doctor up her coffee rather than watch Apple’s jaw flap open and close with bits of chocolate chip cookie in it. Her stomach grumbled once again, wishing for the burrito it was promised but never received. “Ex boyfriend and yes.”

      “Got what he deserved if you ask me.”

      “You don’t even know what he did to piss me off.”

      “He’s a man. All he needs to do is exist.”

      A chuckle escaped her lips. Sometimes she really loved Apple.

      “Well, you’re right there. And believe me, he totally deserved it, but unfortunately it was caught on tape and now I have to suffer the consequences.”

      “It’s not that bad.”

      She turned back to face the woman. “Oh yeah? Who’s the teacher?”

      Apple shrugged. “Used to be Mrs. Aimes.”

      Her fourth-grade teacher. Score! Mrs. Aimes loved her. This class would be a piece of cake.

      “But,” Apple continued, squashing her hopes for an easy ride. “Lana moved to Florida last month to live with her daughter and new grandbaby. We got the new guy.”

      “New guy?”

      “All I know is he’s new in town and taking over the class.”

      Well, that sucked. A local she could deal with. Everyone knew her. They knew she was harmless. Slight temper, sure, but who wouldn’t be mad at the world in her situation? Most of the folks in town gave her a pass on her bitchiness on account of her family’s…tragic past. Sure, it happened years ago, but did you ever really get over losing a parent?

      “Well, hopefully this guy is as good as Mrs. Aimes.”

      Apple laughed, bits of chocolate flying from the corners of her mouth. Charlie quickly stepped to the side.

      “Oh honey, no one will be as good as Lana. The woman gave us packets to fill out on our feelings and spent the rest of the class knitting. It was heaven. The boys and I had a weekly poker game going. I won fifty bucks last meeting.”

      Damn. That was the kind of class she could really get into. Hopefully this new guy would be as lackluster about his job as Mrs. Aimes had been.

      “Sorry I’m late everyone.”

      The deep, rich voice echoed in the room. With her back to the door, Charlie couldn’t see the speaker, but she assumed it was their new teacher.

      “I had a small accident, but I’m here now.”

      Now why did that voice sound so familiar? Her hand paused, coffee halfway to her lips. The rich aroma firing the neurons in her brain, waking them up as a horrifying realization hit her.

      “Oh no,” the words left her lips on a whisper. It couldn’t be.

      “Holy smokes!” Apple whistled low between her teeth. “Bless Lana’s daughter for squeezing one out. I don’t care what he teaches us as long as I get to stare at him while he does it. Hello handsome.”

      It could-not-freaking-be!

      “If everyone could please take a seat, we’ll get started.”

      Charlie finally worked up the courage to turn her head. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared at tall, dark haired, and burrito pants-stained sexy brick wall from earlier. His eyes focused on her, a slight smile curving those tempting lips. Humor lit his gaze as he spoke to the class, but his focus never wavered from her. She felt caught in his gaze, unable to look away. A low fluttering hit her gut. When his lips curved into a full-blown smile, dimple fully revealing itself, the fluttering turned into a tornado.

      “So nice to see you all. I’m Luc Woolf and I’ll be your teacher for the next month. Welcome to anger management.”

      Well shit!
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      Some people believed you made your own luck in life. Charlie figured luck was a bastard determined to screw with her every chance it got. Case in point; Mr. Tall, nerdy, and sexy standing ten feet away, sinfully deep brown eyes locked on her, filled with humor.

      Luck could kiss her very fine, Pilates-toned ass.

      “If everyone would please take a seat.”

      People shuffled to the circle of chairs, everyone whispering to their neighbors. Charlie chose a seat directly across from where Luc Woolf stood. The name suited him. There was an air about him, predator like. As if he might pounce on you at any moment.

      Depending on the clothing, or lack thereof, that situation sounds like a whole lotta fun!

      No! No, it did not. Bad self. She was off men. Men were jerks and liars. Assholes who got her into this situation in the first place. Okay, one man did that, but she’d had enough bad exes to know all men sucked. Of course, her brothers would say she just had terrible taste in men. Whatever. The Jackassons could stuff it.

      “Who’s Professor Hottie?” Apple asked, taking the seat next to her.

      She shrugged. “No idea. Must be new in town.”

      Very new if Apple didn’t know about him. The Blithe sisters were the honorary Grande dames of Kismet. They saw and knew all.

      “Well, I hope there’s more like him coming in. We could do with a good bit of fresh eye-candy in this dusty old town. Hope he’s single.”

      She glanced to the side, grimacing at the lecherous look on the old woman’s face. “He has to be at least thirty years younger than you, Apple.”

      “Haven’t you ever heard of a May December romance, my dear?”

      An image tried to pop in her head of Apple making out with Luc. She groaned, rubbing at her eyes to banish the thought. Apple cackled—honestly cackled—beside her.

      “You’re welcome for that by the way.”

      The woman was a cantankerous, loud, nosy, brash menace.

      Charlie wanted to be just like her someday.

      “You are awful,” she chuckled.

      The corner of Apple’s lips curled up in a sly smile. “I try, dear. I try.”

      They settled down as Luc lifted his clipboard—had he been carrying that this whole time?

      “Okay, I’d like to take roll first. Make sure everyone is here. As you all know these are court appointed classes. You need to complete the entire course, but you are allowed to miss two classes due to illness or family emergency. Just shoot me an email to let me know if you’re going to miss. Any more than two classes and you’ll have to complete a makeup class.”

      From there he went around the room calling out names. Being Kismet, the group was small. Apple Blithe was in for throwing homemade soap at the Dooley boys. A couple of seniors from the local high school who got in a fight had been put in here because they were eighteen and it was either anger management or suspension. Kim Holt had been placed in the class for “allegedly” TPing the Stine household after their daughter got the lead in the school play over her “precious” Bella.

      “And that leaves us with…” Luc trailed off, glancing up from his list. Dark eyes focused on her, full lips curving in a knowing grin. “Charlie Jackson. Care to tell us why the judge placed you here, Ms. Jackson?”

      Ooooooo, she’d tell him all right. Better yet she could show him and his smartass grin. Just show her to his car and let her grab her keys—

      “She keyed her boyfriend’s car,” Kim said, eyeing Luc with a hungry smile.

      Carefully manicured hands crossed on her lap. Kim’s arms were doing their damnedest to push her B cups into some resemblance of cleavage. Ha! Charlie would gladly give the desperate housewife half of her annoying shoulder boulders if she could. She’d never understand why women actually paid for bigger boobs. Damn things were annoying as hell and got in the way of everything. She’d give hers up in a heartbeat.

      “Ex boyfriend,” she replied.

      “Oh right, he dumped you, poor thing.” Kim’s lower lip pouted out sympathetically, but her eyes gleamed with delight.

      She and Kim had never gotten along. The woman was only a few years older than her and still harbored anger at the entire Jackson family. Kim and Ace dated for a few weeks way back in their high school days. Seemed Kim still had her panties in a twist over Ace dumping her. At least he did it after the Prom and not before. Pretty decent of her brother Charlie would say.

      “Actually, I dumped him.” Today had already gone to hell, no way would she take any of Kim’s crap on top of it. “When I discovered he was a lying, cheating ass I ended it. I’d rather be alone than stay with a cheater. I don’t need a man to sustain me.”

      A low dig since everyone in town—including Kim—knew Mr. Holt had a thing going on with his secretary for years now. Apple chuckled beside her.

      “Bringing the claws out today, dearie.”

      “She started it.” The witch of a woman had, still, Charlie felt a tiny prick of guilt seeing the red flush of embarrassment creep over Kim’s face. Crap. Now she would have to apologize. Maybe she could just buy the woman a round of drinks at Jacks. No better way to say sorry than      with alcohol.

      “You’re all here for the same reason,” Luc spoke, taking control of the room. “You all have issues with anger.”

      He glanced pointedly at Kim then Charlie. She tried not to squirm in her seat, but the man had one powerful gaze. Like he could get a person to spill their deepest, darkest secret with nothing more than a raised brow.

      Good luck with that, buddy. I’m not telling you anything.

      “My goal in this class is to give you the skills to cope with your anger. We want to explore what’s really making you mad. Find the root of your unhappiness and work on fixing it. Because that’s what anger is. A volatile reaction to circumstances beyond our control that make us unhappy.” He glanced around the circle. “Ask yourself this, what makes me unhappy?”

      Being forced to spend one hour a week listening to some Dr. Phil wannabe spout crap about feelings and unhappiness.

      She was plenty happy. She had a great little house, a kick ass job running the restaurant and distillery with her brothers, an awesome best friend who was now her sister-in-law. Who wouldn’t be happy with all that? This guy had no idea what he was saying. Ugh, all this hippy-dippy feelings shit was making her head pound.

      “I’ll be giving you some exercises to help calm you down, but those are just a bandage for the real meat of the issue. To really deal with your anger you’re going to have to go deeper.”

      The high school boys laughed at his choice of wording. Luc sent them a sharp look that had them sitting up straight, chuckles immediately vanishing. Really though, the guy should know better than to say something like “go deeper” in front of a bunch of adolescent boys. She’d bet he would have laughed at a phrase like that only a few years ago. Hell, she was laughing over it in her head.

      “If you hope to achieve anything from this class, you’ll take the time to figure out the root of your unhappiness. Once you figure that out, you can start to heal. Anger shrivels and dies without misery to feed it.”

      Had she joined some kind of cult or something? What the hell was he spouting about feelings and misery? This was court appointed anger management. Everyone was here so they wouldn’t have to go to jail or pay a huge fine. No one wanted to connect with their inner pain or whatever nonsense this guy thought he could help them with. Luc must have come from OZ because the guy was seriously somewhere over the rainbow.

      “For today, we’re going to go over a few breathing exercises.”

      Yay, breathing. The thing she’d been doing since she was born. Who knew it was some magic cure all for dealing with the assholes of the world.

      Luc walked them through three breathing exercises. Apple complained, between bouts of coughing, about all the deep breaths making her crave the cigarettes she gave up years ago. The teens puffed their cheeks, making faces—whenever Luc wasn’t looking of course—taking this whole thing about as seriously as she felt about it. Kim followed Luc’s instructions like a little lap dog, calling him over often to “make sure she was doing it right.”

      “Pouring it on a little thick, that one.”

      She agreed with Apple’s observation, but Luc didn’t seem to be taking the bait. In fact, the guy had been pretty damn professional the entire class. Dealing with the teen’s obnoxious attitude and Kim’s blatant come-ons with a gentle firmness. She had to admit, he was the perfect example of controlling one’s anger. If she had to deal with this group, she’d have lost her shit a dozen times by now.

      “Good. Good everyone. Now use one of these exercises the next time you feel yourself ready to explode. Close your eyes, count backwards from ten, and breath in and out. Deep breaths.”

      Her eyes closed of their own accord.

      “Good. Breath in and out. Let your anger float away as the breath leaves your body.”

      His rich voice wrapped around her. She knew he stood feet away in the middle of the circle, but the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. The acoustics in the room bouncing his voice off the ceiling and walls to make it seem as though he stood right behind her. His sexy tone caressed her, musical in its cadence. A delicious shiver wracked her body, and her eyes snapped open.

      Oh. Hell. No.

      She did not find this man attractive. Lie. Okay, she did find him attractive, no denying he was one hot hunk of a dude, but she was not hot for teacher. Charlie Jackson did not go for brainy, strait-laced men who talked about feelings and shit. No matter how sexy they were. She preferred the bad boys. A pretty face who wouldn’t get too emotionally deep with her.

      And how’s that been working out for you?

      Ugh! Bad enough her brother’s harped on every guy she’d ever dated. Now they’d made it into her mind. Would she never be free of their relentless meddling?

      “All right everyone,” Luc clapped his hands. “We’re out of time for today, but I have some homework for you.”

      “Aw, man.” The teens complained, glaring at Luc like he’d just taken away their skis for the winter.

      “Yeah, dude. We get enough of that at school.”

      Luc shrugged. “Part of the package, guys.”

      Crap. She didn’t particularly want to do homework either. Especially because she was sure it would be some annoying feelings exercise.

      “I want you to all write down what you hope to gain from this class. What do you want to accomplish?”

      She wanted to accomplish not going to jail. End of story.

      Apple leaned in close to her to whisper, “I wouldn’t mind gaining a night in the teacher’s bed, if ya know what I mean.”

      “Apple!” She did and she was equally disgusted and entertained. The old woman’s salacious comments about the “young studs” in town—as she liked to call them—was hilarious. More hilarious since, for once, the woman wasn’t referring to Charlie’s brothers. Ew!

      But Apple had a point. She couldn’t stop her own mind from conjuring up images of her and Luc pressed skin to skin, sweat glistening on their bodies as their mouths met in a delicious kiss guaranteed to blow her socks right off.

      As if he sensed her thought, Luc turned his head right at that moment. His stare clashed with hers. She sat stock-still, captured by his gaze, body flushing. Dark eyes heated, as if he knew where her mind had been. He didn’t move, didn’t do, or say anything inappropriate. But then again, he didn’t have to. Her imagination had all kinds of inappropriate thoughts going on right now. Under her thick, black-knit sweater her nipples hardened into sharp points, threatening to poke through the heavy fabric.

      Sonofabitch!

      This could not happen. She could not have the hots for this man. Or any man. She was on a man embargo. Men were nothing but trouble. They sucked. Every last one of them. Her brothers excluded—most of the time, anyway. Men lied to you, cheated on you, died without every saying goodbye…

      She didn’t need a man. She had a job, family, friends, and a perfectly good BOB at home with five different speeds. Who needed men? Not Charlie Jackson. All she needed to do was get through this class without losing her cool and she’d be fine. Luc Woolf could just stay in her spank bank. Once this class was over, she never had to see him again.
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      Luc Woolf watched his students head out of the room, some faster than others. One in particular made a quick rush to the door, glancing at him warily as she went. It surprised the hell out of him to see the woman he ran into—literally—on the street in his class. Surprised, but not shocked. If anyone needed a few lessons in how to manage their anger, he’d bet it was Charlie Jackson of the cool blue eyes and red-hot temper.

      Charlie.

      Strange name for a woman. Then again, his full name was Lucius so who was he to talk? His mom was a big Shakespeare fan. Played Ophelia in her high school’s production of Hamlet. To hear her talk she’d been born to be on stage. Planned to head straight for New York to make her mark on Broadway after she graduated. But life rarely works out to people’s plans.

      Her senior year she met his father, and they were married two months after graduation. She always said it was love at first sight. Luc had a hard time imagining his parents in any kind of loving relationship. His earliest memories were of shouts, crying, begging, and rage.

      All standard fair when living with an alcoholic.

      There was something the students in his class didn’t realize. Luc took on this class, not because the previous teacher had retired, but because he was the best man for the job. He’d been in their
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