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The struggle you’re in today build
the strength you need tomorrow…

 


All her life, Tori has been in charge. Now
her career is all about solving problems, making decisions and
taking control. But in the bedroom she likes to give up control.
She likes to be taken to the edge. She likes the heady pleasure of
pain, likes how it sets her free.

 


In his career, Dr. Dev Fillmore has sworn to
do no harm and was taught that raising a hand to the woman you love
is wrong. But he’s always had these dark urges that he keeps deep
inside him.



The attraction between Tori and Dev is more
than just physical—they both feel a connection. When Tori reveals
what she really wants in bed, Dev’s not sure he has it in him to
give that to her. Tori thinks he does.
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Chapter One




Oh no. No freakin’ way. This kid was barely
out of high school, no way was he old enough to be a doctor, and he
was not touching her ankle.

Her swollen, discoloring, throbbing
ankle.

Tori Markham pressed her lips together as
another wave of pain threatened her usual unflappable composure and
she blinked at the stinging in her eyes. She looked up at Doogie
Howser. “You’re the doctor?” The breathy quiver in her voice
annoyed her.

It was the pain. Not because young Doogie
here was about the hottest guy she’d seen in…well…too long to
count. And then shame washed over her at the fact she could even
think about how good looking he was when he was probably not
even old enough to legally drink.

“I’m Dr. Fillmore. What seems to be the
problem here?”

She gazed back at him mutely, at his thick
brown hair tousled as if he kept running his hands through it, at
the dimples that briefly appeared in his smooth golden-tan cheeks
when he gave her a perfunctory smile, at the smallish nose and
square chin. So what if he was tall and broad and apparently
muscular beneath that white jacket. Being big and…uh…physically
grown up didn’t necessarily mean he was a qualified doctor.

The stethoscope hanging around his neck was
oddly sexy.

Tori sucked in a breath. “My ankle,” she
finally said. “I twisted it.”

He looked down at her legs, bare from the
knee-length hem of her suit skirt down. Her Stuart Weitzman pumps
lay on the tile floor in the small examination room, where she sat
perched on the side of an exam bed covered in crinkly white paper.
She’d had to carry her precious shoes in with her, hopping along
holding the arm of her business associate, Fletcher Dene. They’d
been on their way back to the office from a client meeting when
she’d stepped into a hole in the sidewalk and her ankle had rolled
to the side.

“You’ve hurt your knees too,” Dr. Fillmore
murmured. “Did you fall?”

“Yes.” And hadn’t that been just too
mortifying for words, lying there on the sidewalk in downtown Santa
Barbara in her suit and heels. Her knees were scraped up and
burning with pain, but not nearly as bad as the ankle that felt as
big as a basketball.

Dr. Fillmore frowned at her high-heeled
shoes. “How did it happen?”

She told him the story as he lifted her
swollen ankle in both hands. When he moved it, fire flashed up her
leg and her words evaporated on a sharp hiss of pain.

“That hurt?”

“Not at all.” She gritted her teeth. “Jesus
Christ!”

His lips twitched and his gentle hands
continued to explore her ankle. She watched his long tanned fingers
on what would normally be a slender calf. She gave a little sniff
as more pain shot through her.

Thankfully she’d shaved her legs that
morning.

Now that was an inane and inappropriate
thought.

“I don’t think you’ve broken anything.”
Doogie Howser, er, Dr. Fillmore straightened. “But we’ll get an
x-ray just to make sure.”

She peered up at him, way above her even
though she was on a raised table, and frowned. “Uh…okay. And maybe
someone else should check the x-ray.”

His cheeks flushed a little and his eyes
narrowed. Nice eyes, dark brown, with thick eyelashes and straight
eyebrows above. “That shouldn’t be necessary.”

She licked her lips, the pain starting to
make her feel a little queasy. His expression turned concerned and
he moved toward her and guided her down to lying on the exam
bed.

“Are you all right?” He laid a hand on her
forehead. That felt nice.

“Felt a little dizzy,” she managed to say,
ears buzzing. “It sort of hurts.”

The corners of his mouth lifted, this time
into a smile, and he reached for her legs, easing them up on to the
table. “Just lay here for a few minutes. We’ll get you something
for the pain right away. I’ll go order that x-ray.”

She watched him leave the small room with a
long-legged athletic grace, then turned her gaze up to the
ceiling.

She didn’t have time for this. She had a
million things to do at the office. Fletcher had been annoyed at
having to take time out of his day to drive her there, and there
was no way he was sticking around for the couple hours wait she’d
had to endure, so he’d left. She was going to have to take a taxi
back to work. They’d just met with a new client and she had a
gazillion things to do on their account. Not to mention several
other problems to attend to that had cropped up just before they’d
left for their meeting. She sighed and rolled her lips inward when
a tear leaked out of one corner of her eye and down into her
hair.

Shit.

She had to do something while she waited, so
she sat up and reached for her purse. She was busy sending her
assistant an email when Dr. McHottie returned with some tablets and
a glass of water.

He frowned. “You’ll have to turn your phone
off in here.”

Tori’s shoulders slumped and she pursed her
lips as she shut her phone down and tossed it into her purse with
an exaggerated sigh.

“Here’s some pain medication for you.”

When she looked up at the doctor and met his
eyes, a shiver ran over her and her pulse leaped. He was looking at
her. He was completely professional, certainly not leering or
ogling by any stretch of the imagination, but he was looking
at her. Looking at her with male interest ― the way a man looks at
a woman.

Her stomach swooped and heat slid through
her veins. She couldn’t help but be flattered. She was way too old
for him, and it had been way too long since she’d attracted that
kind of attention from any man, let alone one young enough
to be her son. Okay, that might be a slight exaggeration. If he was
seriously a doctor he couldn’t be as young as he looked.

She accepted the pills from him, popped them
in her mouth, took the cup of water and washed them down, then
nearly choked on them in her flustered excitement.

“Why are you bringing me pills?” she asked
with a cough and a touch of irritation that she knew was because
he’d rattled her. “Why isn’t the nurse doing it?”

His cheeks flushed a little. “Er. She was
busy.”

“Oh. Well. Thanks.” She took another sip of
water. “How long will it be for the x-ray? I need to get back to
work.”

“You’re not going back to work.”

She drew back. “Excuse me?”

He held her gaze steadily. “You’ve got at
least a grade two sprain. You’re going to need an air cast. You’ll
need to keep your ankle elevated and iced for the next twenty-four
hours minimum.”

She nibbled her bottom lip. “I can do that
at the office.”

She’d find an ice pack somewhere, turn her
waste basket upside down beneath her desk and prop her foot on
it.

Those nice eyebrows pulled together. “That’s
if there’s no fracture.” He spoke with an air of authority that
belied his boyish good looks and gave her a little flutter way down
deep inside.

Dear god. She needed to give her head a
shake.

“Once the drugs kick in I’ll be fine.” She
straightened her shoulders. But the pain was sapping her energy and
making her all weak and shaky. Dammit.

“Mmhmm. Someone will take you for the x-ray
and I’ll be back in to see you after that.”

And he disappeared again. She lowered
herself back down and again stared up at the white ceiling tiles,
the pain radiating from her ankle up her leg, filling her head.

She knew pain. She was intimately acquainted
with pain. But this was different. This pain wasn’t going to stop
in a few minutes and this pain was interfering with her busy life
at that moment. She closed her eyes, searching for strength and
finding instead that she just wanted to cry.

Geez, what a wimp. This was so not like
her.

A nurse came and helped her into a
wheelchair, pushed her like an invalid down a series of hallways
through the urgent care department of the hospital and into a small
x-ray room. Once the x-ray was done, the nurse took her back to the
examination room she’d been in earlier.

Tori didn’t bother getting out of the
wheelchair, it seemed too much effort, just sitting there with her
head propped on one hand. And waiting.

It seemed like hours but wasn’t really that
long before Dr. Fillmore returned with the films. He pushed them
into place on some kind of screen, flicked a switch and then
studied them. The way his eyes intently moved over the films with
an air of competence and expertise was somewhat reassuring. Tori
bit her bottom lip as she watched him. Please, don’t let it be
broken. I so don’t need this right now.

Then he turned and gave her a small smile.
“Good news. No fractures. You’ve got a good sprain though. We’ll
get you fixed up with a splint and some crutches and a prescription
and you’ll be good to go.”

“Great.”

“Is someone here with you?”

“No.”

“Oh.” He eyed her as he paused at the door.
“How are you going to get home?”

“I guess I’ll call a taxi. And I’m not going
home.”

“You’re not going back to work,” he
said again with calm authority. “You’re in pain and the meds are
going to make you feel woozy. At least you’re not driving.”

She blew out a breath and raked a hand
through her hair. “Yeah. Right.”

“I’ll drive you home.”

Her mouth fell open. “Uh…aren’t you
working?”

“My shift actually ended an hour ago. We’ve
been really busy with a big crash on the 101.” He lifted a big
shoulder. “So I’m outta here anyway. I’ll drive you home.” His eyes
gleamed. “But not back to work.”

She pressed her lips together. She wanted to
argue. Frustration and impatience mounted inside her but she pushed
them down. The truth was, she did feel exhausted and aching and her
head did seem a little fuzzy. She sighed. “Fine.”

“You’re welcome.” Amusement roughened his
voice and she gave him a sharp glance, then made a face.

“Thank you.” Her grudging gratitude brought
out a full smile on his face, white teeth, dimples and all, and she
went soft and warm and damp in her panties. She blinked at him, a
little spellbound.

“I’ll be right back.”

He returned a short time later with a nurse
who cleaned and bandaged her scraped-up knees and helped fit her
with the air cast. “These have an anti-inflammatory in them.” She
gave Tori the bottle of painkillers. “Which will also help with the
swelling.” She handed her the crutches. “Ever use crutches
before?”

“No.”

A brief lesson followed―who knew it was so
tricky to use them right? And then Dr. Fillmore was wheeling her
out the entrance of the urgent care center in the wheelchair.

“Wait here.” He parked her on the sidewalk
next to the loading zone. “I’ll go get my vehicle and pull
around.”

She waited in the late afternoon sun,
sitting there next to a big urn with bright red and purple petunias
spilling out of it, inhaling the deliciously fresh air after the
smell of antiseptic and sickness in the hospital. Moments later an
ancient, somewhat battered Audi sedan pulled up. Dr. Fillmore
jumped out and rounded the hood, opened the passenger door then
turned to her. When he reached for her and lifted her right out of
the wheelchair she gasped. What the…?

He was strong. She clutched his shoulders,
but he had a good solid grip on her and easily transferred her to
the passenger seat. “That wasn’t necessary,” she informed him
coolly as he loaded her crutches into the back seat.

He ignored her, returned the wheelchair to
the entrance of the hospital and then jumped back into the driver’s
seat, full of a lot of energy for someone who’d just finished an
extra long shift. Ah, he was young.

She eyed him as he pulled out onto State
Street. Sunglasses shaded his eyes, and those long, attractive
fingers held the steering wheel with a sexy ease. She sank back
into the seat and closed her eyes against the flood of lustful
thoughts. What was wrong with her? He was a kid!

But kids weren’t doctors.

She licked her lips again and forced her
eyes open. “I live just off Alameda Padre Serra.”

“I know.” He made a swift lane change. “I
looked at your chart.”

“Oh.” Of course he did.

“I know where it is.”

“Okay.” She fell silent again for a moment,
then started thinking about work again. “Do you mind if I make a
phone call?”

“Not at all.”

She fished her cell phone out of her purse
and called her assistant.

“Omigod!” Brenda cried when she answered.
“Are you okay, Tori?”

“Yeah. I sprained my ankle. I’m on my way
home.”

“Oh that’s awful!”

“I’ll be fine. Listen, Fletcher brought back
all my notes from the meeting earlier. Did he give them to
you?”

“Yes, he did.”

“Okay, good. Can you type them up and email
them to me? I’ll look at them when I’m home.” She gave Brenda
instructions on a few other things she could follow up on for her.
“I’ll call you back if I need anything more.”

“Uh, Tori…it’s almost five o’clock.”

“Really? Already? Geez.” She glanced at her
watch. “Dammit, the whole day is wasted!”

“Will you be in tomorrow?”

“Of course.” Tori swallowed another sigh.
“Okay, do what you can with that and I’ll see you in the
morning.”

“Okay. Hope you’re all right.”

Tori ended the call and dropped the cell
phone into her lap, then leaned her head back.

“You sound like a busy woman.” Dr. Fillmore
swung the car onto Alameda Padre Serra.

“Yes. This isn’t good timing. We just landed
a new contract with a major client this morning and there’s a lot
to do to get this project started.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m Vice President of Consumer Products at
SDI. Strategic Directions Inc. We’re a management and marketing
consulting company.”

“Vice President. Wow. But uh…what do you
do?”

She smiled. “We do marketing research and
management consulting. Basically we solve problems for companies.
The company we did a presentation to this morning is a cosmetics
manufacturer looking for another business to acquire. We research
key information on sales data, performance, new product activity,
distribution and market forecasts to help find a new
acquisition.”

“Impressive.”

“Well.” She gave a little shrug. She loved
her job, no question—it was challenging, exhilarating, interesting.
“It’s not like saving lives. Like a doctor.” Shifting in her seat,
she studied his profile, that short nose giving him a boyish air.
“So you’re really a doctor?”

His lips thinned. “Yes. I’m really a
doctor.”

“Sorry. I don’t mean to be insulting. You
just look really young to be so…qualified.”

“I’m twenty-nine,” he said evenly. “And you
look younger than your age too.”

Ah. Ah, yes. He’d looked at her chart. He
knew she was thirty-seven.

She couldn’t read his eyes behind the dark
glasses. “Um, thanks. I guess.” She’d heard that before too. She
knew being small made her seem younger. At only five foot two and
small boned, she made a point of always wearing heels and tailored
suits at work.

He took the winding, climbing road at a good
speed, but she didn’t feel nervous—he seemed very confident in his
control of the automobile. “I graduated nearly two years ago, did
my residency in Los Angeles. I just moved back to start taking over
my dad’s practice. I’m also putting in some extra shifts in urgent
care.”

“I’m sorry.” She sensed his annoyance. “I
gather you get that a lot?”

He gave a short laugh. “Yeah. You could say
that.”

“I’m sure you’re a very good doctor. Turn
right at that stop sign—that’s my street.”

He did so, and she pointed out her house,
one of the smaller ones in the neighborhood of lush, gated
mansions. She lived alone so didn’t need a lot of space, and the
house had appealed to her with its ocean and city views. He stopped
in the driveway and was out and around to her side of the car
before she had her seatbelt unfastened.

“You don’t have to carry me…” she began, but
once again he’d lifted her up and out of the car with impressive
strength. He carried her up the steps to her front door where he
eased her down. She took her weight on her uninjured ankle while
she unlocked her door.

“Wait here,” he said. “I’ll get your
crutches.”

He jumped down the steps and bounded over to
his car, retrieved the crutches and took all four steps in two
leaps back to her side. “Here you go.”

She tossed her purse into the foyer and
tucked the crutches under her arms. Geez, what a pain in the ass
this was going to be.

He stepped into her foyer behind her. She
turned to him.

“So.” He shoved the sunglasses up on top of
his head. “You going to be okay?”

“Of course.” Not. She wanted to curl
up in a ball and die. The pain had dulled to a low simmer, but
fatigue swept through her. She just wanted to hobble up her
stairs—oh god, that was going to be fun—and crawl into her bed. But
she gave him the brightest smile she could. “Thank you so much for
driving me home. It really wasn’t necessary, but thank you.”

“Rest. Ice. Compression. Elevation.”

She nodded dutifully. “I remember.”

He pointed a finger at her. “Don’t overdo
it.”

She bit her lip and looked up at him through
her eyelashes. “What makes you think I’d do that?”

He reached out and lifted her chin, tilting
it up. His smile sent her pulse into a frenzy and excitement
fluttered in her stomach. “Just a hunch. You seem a
little…driven.”

She swallowed, the warmth of his big hand on
her face and the concern in his eyes mesmerizing.

“Oh hell.” He sighed. “Do you live alone?”
His eyes shifted to the staircase behind her.

“Yes. But I’m fine.”

He shook his head, stepped inside and closed
the door behind him.


 Chapter Two

 


He knew she wasn’t going to follow doctor’s
orders.

“Do you have ice?” Dev moved past her.

“What are you doing?” She hopped along after
him on her crutches—borrowed from pediatrics, for Chrissake, she
was so tiny.

“I suppose your bedroom is upstairs?”

“Yes, but…”

“Bathroom?”

“I have a powder room down here. But—”

Dev found his way to her kitchen. He got an
impression of clean, minimal décor, lots of windows and light, but
barely spared a glance around him as he located the refrigerator.
He yanked open the freezer door and squinted. Stacks of frozen
dinners. A can of orange juice. And yes, thank the lord, a big
party bag of ice.

“You don’t have to do this—” she tried to
start again but he ignored her.

“Got a Ziploc bag?”

“Um…yes.” She sighed and slid open a drawer.
She handed him the bag and he dumped ice into it, banged it on the
granite counter a few times to break it up then added a little
water from the tap. He sealed it up and found a towel in another
drawer.

“Hey…”

He sensed her rising agitation and paused.
He looked down at her, all cute frustration. Pain darkened her big
blue eyes and tightened the pretty little mouth. “I can’t leave you
here alone.” He resisted the urge to touch her. “Let me get you
settled. Is there someone you can call to come and help you
out?”

“I don’t need any help.”

Tough. Stubborn. Independent. Damn, she was
hot. Even in pain and on meds.

Why did he feel this powerful need to make
her obey him?

“I’ll go get some things from your bedroom.
Come sit down.” He led the way to her couch in the living room
adjoining the kitchen. Vast windows overlooked the city, which fell
away beneath them down to the ocean, blue and hazy in the distance.
“Nice view.”

“Thanks.” Her short response made him want
to smile.

He arranged a cushion on her coffee table,
helped get her seated and lift her injured leg onto the cushion.
“What would you like me to get you? Pajamas?”

“No. No, no. no. Quit bossing me around. I
don’t even know you.”

“I’m a doctor. Consider this a house
call.”

“Doctors don’t make house calls anymore. And
I don’t think their services include undressing their
patients.”

“I’m not going to undress you.” Although
that was a hell of a tempting idea. “I’ll just get you some things
to change into. Save you from going upstairs. I’ll bring you a
pillow and some blankets too, so you can sleep down here.” He eyed
the big blue leather sofa.

“I can get upstairs,” she said, teeth
gritted. “This is ridiculous.”

“What do you want me to get?” he asked again
with great patience.

She glared at him, but then exhaustion
visibly overcame her and she sank back into the cushions. “I don’t
have the energy to argue with you right now. Otherwise I
would.”

“I know.” He grinned.

“My pajamas are under my pillow. Bedroom is
the first door on the right at the top of the stairs. You can just
bring the duvet off my bed, and my pillow.”

He took the stairs two at a time and walked
into her bedroom. This gave him pause, and he did look around. The
drawn shades and dark painted walls, a brown or taupe color, it was
hard to tell, gave the room an intimate feel. The frame of her bed
was leather too, which made him blink. Piles of clothing lay heaped
on a chair in the corner, and makeup and girly stuff covered the
long dresser. The room smelled girly too, something flowery,
exotic, like…orchids.

He strode across the room to the big bed,
the duvet pulled up in a half-assed bed-making attempt. He lifted
the pillow and found some things—a tiny pair of shorts, silky grey
with pink lace edges, and a matching camisole. The softness of the
feminine lace and satin in his hand and the exotic scent rising
from it made him go hard. He scooped them up along with the pillow
and duvet and turned to leave, then spied an electronic reader on
the table next to the bed. He grabbed it too, in case she wanted to
read.

He carried the armful back downstairs. With
her eyes closed and her mouth and face relaxed, she looked even
younger than she had earlier. When he’d first seen her in the exam
room―a cute little blonde sitting there with sexy bare legs―a shock
of attraction had zinged through him. Staring at her legs had been
nearly enough to distract him from his job—even with a swollen
ankle and scraped knees they were still exceptionally pretty legs,
slender and smooth. Then he’d been a bit taken aback when he’d
looked at her chart and saw she was eight years older than him. Not
that he could hit on a patient anyway.

Then what the hell was he doing here? This
was really going above and beyond.

But how could he leave her all on her own
with a bum ankle?

The fact that she lived alone had pleased
him, though, despite his concern for her. With a sigh, he
approached her and dropped the soft load onto the couch beside her.
He pulled out her pajamas and handed them to her. Her eyes
fluttered open, a bit foggy. There was a small dose of narcotic in
that pain med and considering her size, she was probably feeling
it. “Here,” he said, his tone gruff. “Let me help you to the
bathroom. You can change and I’ll make a bed for you.”

She put out a hand, but, hell, it was easier
just to pick her up and carry her, and she was such a little thing,
it was easy. So he scooped her up once more and headed down the
hall where he assumed the powder room she’d mentioned was.

“Don’t have to carry me,” she mumbled.
“Makes me feel like a baby.”

He smiled. He’d just bet she hated that.

He set her down in the small room. “Sure you
don’t need help?”

She tried to glare but it didn’t quite come
off. “I’m sure.”

“I’ll leave your crutches outside the door
for you.”

A short while later he had her on the couch,
ankle elevated and iced, cozy in her duvet with her crutches,
reader, cordless telephone and TV remote control close at hand.

“Are you hungry?” he asked.

“No.”

“Thirsty?”

“Mmm. Glass of water would be nice.”

He fetched that for her, then stood looking
down at her. He found himself strangely reluctant to leave her. But
staying any longer might be kind of creepy, and he was supposed to
hook up with Bryson tonight for beers since it was his only free
night this week.

Her eyes met his. Soft, hazy blue drew him
in.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her eyes already
drifting closed again.

He huffed out a breath. “You’re welcome,
sweet thing.” And that was totally inappropriate, but he
didn’t think she’d even heard him as she drifted off to sleep.

 


*****

 


It had not been a good week.

Tori hobbled into her doctor’s office at the
Coast Village Clinic on crutches a few days later for the
recommended follow-up appointment. She’d gone back to work the day
after her little accident to find that Fletcher had gone ahead and
made some key staffing decisions on the Coup d’œil Cosmetics
project. She’d had to call him into her office and deal with that,
ignoring his protests that he thought he was helping her and
showing initiative by moving forward when she wasn’t available.

It was her project. She would
decide who was going to make up the team.

She sank onto one of the hard chairs in the
waiting room, crutches stacked at her side. She’d gotten pretty
mobile with those, although stairs were still a challenge. She’d
discovered it was easier to go down stairs on her butt. She sighed,
picked up an ancient magazine then tossed it down.

Everything seemed to take so much more
effort when you were on crutches and in pain and the medication
just made her want to sleep, so she hadn’t been taking it. She knew
she’d been grouchy and even more controlling than she usually was,
but dammit, this was pissing her off. Like anything she couldn’t
control.

“Victoria?”

Huh. Nobody called her Victoria. She looked
up and blinked.

Dr. Fillmore.

Her breath left her all at once and her
heart picked up speed. “Tori,” she said.

His eyebrows rose in a question.

“Tori,” she repeated. “I go by Tori.”

“Ah.” He smiled and her heartbeat kicked up
another notch. “Sorry. That’s what it said on your chart. What are
you doing here?”

“Seeing my doctor. For follow up. Like you
said.” She squinted at him. “What are you doing here?”

“This is where I work. My dad owns this
clinic.”

Holy crap. “Oh.”

“He’s retiring. Sort of.” He made a face.
“I’m taking over his practice.”

“That’s right, you said that the other day.
I didn’t realize it was here.”

“Who’s your doctor?”

“Dr. Scott. Crystal Scott.”

He nodded. “She’s a good doctor.”

“Tori Markham.”

Tori looked behind Dr. Fillmore to the nurse
standing there with her chart calling her in. She rose, and as she
did so Dr. Fillmore held out a hand to help her, assisted her with
the crutches. “How’s the ankle?”

“It’s better.” Her mouth twisted. “Sort
of.”

“It’ll take a few weeks.”

“Yeah.”

She paused, the nurse waiting for her,
eyeing the two of them. “Well…thanks again for helping me the other
day.”

“Not a problem.”

Their eyes met and held. Damn, he was good
looking. Heat expanded around them and she had to drag her gaze
away from him. “I have to go. Um…nice to see you again.”

“You too. Take care. Tori.”

His smile tugged at something inside her,
almost making her ditch the nurse and the doctor waiting to see her
and throw herself into Dr. Fillmore’s arms. Whoa. She sent him a
smile in return—hopefully a polite, impersonal smile—and hopped
down the corridor after the nurse.

The appointment was only minutes long. Her
doctor confirmed the swelling was going down, made sure the air
cast fit properly, chided her for not taking the anti-inflammatory
medication and sent her on her way. “You can start weight bearing
as tolerated.”

Tori couldn’t help looking for Dr. McHottie
as she hopped through the clinic on her way out, but she didn’t
catch so much as a glimpse of him. And disappointment had her
shaking her head.

Thankfully it was her left ankle that was
injured, so she was able to drive. She’d be really screwed without
transportation. She had things to do at the office but
realistically knew she needed to get home and change for the
business dinner she had to attend that evening.

Nice, going to a big charity event on
crutches. At least her dress was ankle length and the stupid boot
on her stupid foot wouldn’t be that obvious. Oh, what did she care
anyway. She and Fletcher were putting in an appearance on behalf of
SDI and all she needed to do was schmooze a bit, mingle with a few
people, drink a martini or two and then she was outta there.

Fletcher picked her up a few hours later and
drove them to the Four Seasons Hotel. A doorman hurried over to
assist her as she emerged from his Mercedes—hah, Fletcher didn’t
even bother coming around to help, the jerk—and she gratefully let
the doorman tug her out, then balanced on her good foot as she
reached back in for the crutches. Pain in the ass! She
gritted her teeth and smiled, though, her small evening purse slung
over her shoulder. She wore one pretty flat-soled sandal and the
ugly cast but her long black chiffon dress swirled around her knees
and ankles as she moved and mostly hid it.

They entered the hotel lobby and crossed the
terra cotta tile floor toward the ballroom where the event was
being held―a casino-themed event with Rat Pack-style music,
martinis and blackjack tables. Black and silver balloons hung from
the ceiling. People dressed in tuxedos and designer dresses and
diamonds filled the room, laughter and talk mingling with the jazzy
strains of That Old Black Magic. She and Fletcher
immediately recognized people they knew through business and
stopped to make small talk. A passing waiter offered up martinis
and Tori sighed as she declined the offer. How was she supposed to
hold a drink and crutches? Ah well, all she needed was more
embarrassment by getting tipsy and losing her footing again.

She smiled and chitchatted, explaining over
and over again why she was on crutches, until she wished she’d worn
a sign around her neck so she didn’t have to repeat the story one
more time. She did her schmoozing duty until her cheeks hurt and
her head pounded. She so did not want to be doing this tonight. But
there was the CEO of Coup d’œil Cosmetics and certainly they
had to spend a few minutes chatting up their newest client.
Fletcher nodded when she murmured that suggestion in his ear and
moved with her across the ballroom to where Dominic Bouchard stood
with a small group of people.

Standing and hobbling on the crutches was
sucking the energy out of her. She really wanted a drink, and
surely she’d networked enough? She eyed some tables and chairs
arranged around the perimeter of the room. Fletcher didn’t seem
ready to leave, so she was going to go sit and rest. She started
off across the ballroom in her jerky hop and swing toward an empty
table.

She’d just reached the table and turned to
sit when someone appeared in front of her. She looked way up. Into
Dr. Fillmore’s boyish face.


 Chapter Three

 


Dev paused next to Tori Markham. He’d
spotted her from across the room—the little blonde in a strapless
black gown speeding across the ballroom on crutches had attracted
looks from more than just him.

“Okay, seriously, I think three times is a
sign.” He smiled down at her.

Her lips curved into what appeared to be a
reluctant smile. “Three times?”

“Yeah.” He was crazy, but dammit, he was
attracted to her. “Three times we’ve run into each other now. It
has to be a sign. That maybe we should go out, or something.”

Her smile disappeared and she lowered
herself into the chair at the table. “Sorry. I have to sit down. I
got really tired and my ankle hurts.”

He pulled out another chair and dropped into
it, sliding it close enough that their knees touched. “Are you
okay? Want me to get you something?”

“I’d love a drink, but I’m afraid of getting
drunk and falling down again.”

“You fall down drunk often?”

Her laughter warmed him inside. “No, of
course not.”

“Then have a drink. What can I get you?”

“Um…maybe a glass of wine. Those martinis
pack a punch.”

“Okay. Be right back.”

He’d ditched his parents and their friends
to chase Tori, but they’d be fine without him. They’d just dragged
him to this shindig to introduce him as the newest partner at the
clinic. He snagged two glasses of white wine—shit. Did she want red
or white? He paused. He’d go with the white. He wasn’t wasting any
time when Tori was sitting there alone. No doubt some other guy
would be putting the moves on her if he didn’t get right back
there. An urgent possessiveness gripped him.

But she still sat there alone, listening to
the music judging by the small movements of her body. He handed her
a glass of wine.

“Thank you.”

“No problem. So. Are you here alone?” Crap.
What if she had a date with her?

“I’m with my director. It’s a business
thing.”

“Oh. Okay.” What did that mean, her
director? Her boss? Whatever. He swallowed a mouthful of wine.

“What about you?” She eyed him with those
sapphire blue eyes over the rim of her glass as she sipped.

He rolled his eyes. “My parents dragged me
here.” At the look on her face, he instantly regretted his words.
She already thought he was a dorky kid, and then he had to say
that. Christ! He gave himself a mental smack on the back of the
head. “I’m taking over my dad’s practice. He’s retiring. Well, he’s
supposed to be retiring. They thought it would be good PR to come
to this.”
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