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				He’s used to getting exactly what he wants!

				Women fall head-over-heels for a glimpse
						of playboy extraordinaire Grant Bradley’s charming smile, but all this
						commitment-phobe doctor can see is confetti fluttering in their starry eyes!
						Nurse Joni Thompson, with her “just for fun” rule, is a breath of fresh
						air.

				But with chemistry this hot surely the best part of making
						rules…is breaking them?

			

		

	
		
			
				Joni considered the cocky sideways grin Grant frequently flashed her way. The man smiled exactly as if he knew what she was thinking and his arrogant self liked that she wanted to rip off his clothes and lick him from head to toe and all in between.  

				Definitely all in between.

				He expected no less than that reaction from women.

				Why would he?

				The man was a god when it came to the opposite sex. Women of all ages fell over themselves, vying for his attention—vying for one of those half-cocked grins to be just for them. 

				No, he wasn’t a god—more like a tempting devil, crooking his finger to lure women to the dark side. 

			

		

	
		
			
				Dear Reader,

				Life sometimes forces us in new directions whether we want to go there or not. When nurse Joni Thompson’s heart and career are left in tatters by the man she loves, she starts over in Bean’s Creek, North Carolina, making a new life for herself, determined never to give another man control over her life.

				Only she can’t resist Dr. Grant Bradley’s smile—nor his touch. But so long as she’s the one making the rules and they stick to them her heart and job will be safe...right? Too bad the dashing pulmonologist is playing by his own set of life rules—rules that leave her heart vulnerable. But what’s a girl to do when he steals her breath and demands she give him her all?

				Hope you enjoy Joni and Grant’s story, and the Bean’s Creek crew. 

				I love to hear from readers. Please email me at janice@janicelynn.net to let me know what you think of Joni and Grant’s story, or just to chat about romance. You can also visit me at www.janicelynn.net, or on Facebook, to find out my latest news.

				Happy reading!

				Janice
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				To the crew at Dr. J Family Medicine. 

				Thank you for making me a part of your family. 

				I love you all.
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				CHAPTER ONE

				“THERE is just something about that man that makes my uterus want to come out of retirement.”

				Intensive Care nurse Joni Thompson’s gaze jerked away from the IV pump she was programming to gawk at the eighty-plus-year-old skeleton of a woman lying in the hospital bed. Mrs. Sain had severe chronic obstructive pulmonary disease and was unfortunately a frequent flyer in the ICU when she lapsed into hypercapneic respiratory failure.

				Joni didn’t have to ask who her patient referred to. Apparently, even little old ladies 
two tiptoed steps from death’s doorway weren’t immune to his charm.

				Dr. Grant Bradley, pulmonologist extraordinare.

				Okay, so the man had it all. Brains, beauty, body.

				Not that she’d noticed.

				Much.

				Oh, yes, much perfectly described how she’d not noticed Grant.

				She’d not noticed much about his sky-blue eyes. Or much about his broad shoulders that couldn’t be hidden beneath his standard hospital-issue scrub tops that perfectly matched those thickly lashed intelligent eyes. Or much about his narrow hips, and she just knew if she could pull his scrub pants tight to his body, he’d have a butt not worth much ado as well.

				But his smile was what she’d not noticed the most much.

				His smile lit up his face, dug dimples into his handsome cheeks, and made his beautiful eyes dance with mischief. The man’s smile did funny things to her insides.

				She closed her eyes and willed Grant out of her head yet again. Seemed like the longer he worked in Bean’s Creek, the more she had to forcibly exorcise the man from her thoughts.

				“It’s his smile, you know.”

				Had Mrs. Sain read her mind or what?

				Joni gawked at the white-haired woman fanning her face as if she really was having a full-blown hot flush brought on by a sudden surge of Dr. Grant Bradley-is-Hot hormones.

				“When that man smiles it’s as if he knows your every secret.” Mrs. Sain’s fanning increased, gaining good rhythm for a person in her frail condition. “As if he knows you’re thinking about him, and he likes being the center of your attention.” A soft sigh escaped thin, pale lips as her eyes closed. “Reminds me of my Hickerson.”

				Joni smiled at the woman’s reminiscing of her late husband. Her patient often mentioned the devilishly handsome man she’d spent more than sixty-five years married to.

				Was Mrs. Sain right? Was it Grant’s smile that made him so irresistible? Joni considered the cocky sideways grin he frequently flashed her way. The man smiled exactly as if he knew what she was thinking and his arrogant self liked it that she wanted to rip off his clothes and lick him from head to toe and all in between.

				Definitely all in between.

				He expected no less than that reaction from women.

				Why would he?

				The man was a god when it came to the opposite sex. Women of all ages fell over themselves vying for his attention, vying for one of those half-cocked grins to be just for them.

				No, he wasn’t a god, more like a tempting devil crooking his finger to lure women to the dark side.

				Biting back a frustrated sigh, Joni shook her head at her still fanning—although rapidly losing momentum—patient. The woman had been on a vent less than forty-eight hours before. If Joni didn’t know better she’d swear the IV fluid must have contained youth serum. Or one hundred-proof estrogen. Joni really liked the spunky older lady who somehow always managed to bounce back no matter how ill she was at time of admission.

				“Not that he looks at me like that, mind you. But I’ve seen how he looks at you.” Mrs. Sain placed her weathered hand on 
Joni’s arm. “I think he may be a little sweet on you.”

				“I think your oxygen must be dropping because you obviously aren’t thinking straight,” Joni snorted, winking to soften her words because she’d been a bit more brusque than she’d meant to. Honestly, she just couldn’t deal with Grant being “a little sweet” on her. She had her once messy life all straightened out. She didn’t need Dr. Steal Her Breath throwing a curve into her life plan.

				Mrs. Sain didn’t appear in the slightest concerned about her oxygen levels, just laughed at Joni’s remark and patted her arm with thin, clubbed fingers.

				Trying her best not to react so she didn’t encourage Mrs. Sain’s current train of thought, Joni listened to the woman’s heart and lungs. She noted the steady click of the woman’s pacemaker and the coarse rhonchi and expiratory wheezing heard bibasilarly in both lungs anteriorly and posteriorly. As horrible as the woman’s lungs sounded, they were still much improved from even the day before. Hopefully her breathing would continue to improve so Grant could discharge her back to the assisted living facility where she resided.

				Grant sweet on her? Only in Joni’s secret late-night fantasies was a man like Grant sweet on her.

				No, that wasn’t true. For some unknown reason Grant was interested in her. Although he’d seemed a bit standoffish with her at first, for the past few weeks he’d found reasons to seek her out, talk to her, touch her arm or hand, to make eye contact and smile that wicked smile at her.

				He had asked her out.

				For this weekend.

				She’d immediately turned him down. Not that he’d accepted that. No, the great Dr. Bradley had told her to think about it because they both knew she wanted to go out with him as much as he wanted her to say yes.

				Ha! Who was he to say that she wanted to go out with him?

				How much did he want her to say yes? Why?

				If she had said yes, go where?

				He hadn’t even told where their supposed date would have been. Most likely the hospital’s Hearts for Health fundraiser.

				The last thing she wanted was to go to a hospital event and be lumped into the category of Dr. Bradley’s latest bedroom babe.

				No matter how long she thought about his question, no matter how tempted she might be, her answer wouldn’t change.

				She knew all about men like Grant. They played the field then moved on, leaving havoc in their wake. Grant was no different. Hadn’t he already made his way through a good portion of the single population at the hospital?

				Okay, so technically she only knew of a couple of hospital employees he’d been linked with during the few months he’d been in Bean’s Creek, but there were probably more, right? It wasn’t as if she was privy to his social calendar, but she imagined the man never lacked for female company.

				She imagined lots of things in regard to Grant.

				So okay, he was interested and, truth be told, she thought about him a lot. Too much really. But she wouldn’t be changing her mind about going out with him. She knew better. Had learned that lesson the hard way years ago.

				Dr. Mark Braseel had taught her well.

				“I think you might be a little sweet on him, too.”

				Mrs. Sain’s words had the effect of hot lava dropping onto Joni’s face. Was her annoying fascination with the man that obvious? How long had she been in a thinking-of-Grant daze? No wonder he’d asked her out. He probably thought she was an easy score to add another notch to his proverbial 
macho-man belt.

				No, thank you. Been there, done that. Not ever walking down that painful road again regardless of how much Grant might tempt her. Some scars ran too deep to risk reopening.

				She met Mrs. Sain’s curious gaze, held it without blinking. “You couldn’t be further from the truth.”

				Which was true. None of her thoughts about Grant were sweet. If she were on that hot-blooded man, well, let’s just say she wouldn’t be sweet. Uh-uh, no way. She’d be a wildcat.

				Hello! Where had that come from? Her? A wildcat?

				She laughed out loud at the mere thought of her being wild, period. Not her. She was the perpetual good girl. The one and only time she’d stepped outside her good-girl shoes she’d paid too high a price.

				A stab of pain pierced her chest and she blinked away the moisture that stung her eyes at the memory of her life’s biggest mistake. She’d been so gullible, so stupid. No way would she ever let a man deceive her like that again.

				“Now, Mrs. Sain, let’s get back to important things. Like your health.” She bit the inside of her lower lip, tasting the metallic tang of blood. Telling herself to get a grip, she refocused on the IV pump settings. “I’m so glad that your lungs are holding their own. Although they are still weak, you’re doing wonderful to be so soon off the ventilator. Your saturations are staying in the low nineties.”

				“Only because of this.” Mrs. Sain gestured to the nasal cannula that provided a continuous flow of concentrated oxygen. “But I’m not going to complain because at least I’m breathing without that tube down my throat.”

				“What are you not complaining about?” the subject of their earlier conversation asked as he invaded the room.

				Invaded was the right word.

				When Grant stepped into a room he encompassed and overwhelmed everyone and everything, all without putting forth any more effort than just existing. The man exuded charisma. Life could be so unfair.

				“My oxygen.” Mrs. Sain beamed at her doctor, encompassed and overwhelmed and obviously once again considering bringing her female organs out of retirement.

				Grateful that her patient hadn’t elaborated on what they’d been discussing, Joni tried to keep from looking directly at Grant. Keeping her gaze off his gorgeous face proved impossible. In mere seconds she was watching him grin at Mrs. Sain before he placed his stethoscope to her, carefully auscultating the crackling sounds the shallow rise and fall of her frail chest made.

				Whatever his flaws might be—and she was sure he had a few even if she’d yet to really discover what they might be other than that he was a playboy—the man was an excellent doctor, one Joni would like on her side if her lungs ever failed.

				Hello! Her lungs were failing right now, clearly not bringing in enough oxygen because when he looked up and their gazes met, she’d swear she felt...something. Something hot and intense and so powerful that she had to look away. Had to.

				Because she felt encompassed and overwhelmed and as if her own uterus was doing cartwheels, wanting to come out of the self-imposed retirement Joni had forced her body into after Mark.

				Because she felt as if she needed that ventilator her patient had not so long ago been weaned off.

				She closed her eyes, sucked a deep breath into her starved lungs, touched the raised bed railing to ground herself to reality.

				“Joni,” Grant acknowledged her presence. Or maybe he wanted her to look back up at him. Or maybe he thought she was about to pass out. She didn’t know. She didn’t look or faint. Thank goodness.

				Okay, so there was a little something-something between them. A little something-something that was hot and intense and quite potent. She had felt it the first time she’d laid eyes on him. Yes, she had caught him looking at her several times as well, but she’d decided he must be trying to figure out why she was always looking at him.

				When he was distracted, she did look.

				Look? More like let her eyes feast on him, soaking up every morsel of his eye-candiness. Which meant she was quite pathetic and not nearly as immune to his charms as she liked to think. Then again, maybe she was just trying to figure out what it was about the man that messed with her head when she’d been getting along just fine all these years without once being tempted to get involved in another relationship.

				“You sure got quiet.” Mrs. Sain practically cackled with her delight. Definitely, her eyes held a knowing sparkle and an uh-hum, I knew it gleam.

				Suppressing a smile in spite of her inner turmoil, Joni shook her head at the older woman who’d come so far in such a short time. “You sure talk a lot for someone who was just taken off a vent a couple of days ago. Shouldn’t you be quiet? Save your voice?” she teased.

				Her eyes not losing their twinkle, the older woman attempted to take a deep breath into her diseased lungs. She only managed to bring on a coughing spell that lasted a full minute and had both Grant and Joni leaning her forward to beat on her back before she calmed and nodded. “You should spend some time with me when I’m not hacking up a lung.”

				Glad the coughing spell had ended, Joni thought she’d like spending time with this feisty woman very much. “I’d love to.”

				Grant said something from behind Joni. She couldn’t make out his words, but then he spoke clearer, louder to his patient. “You keep improving the way you have over the past forty-eight hours and you’re going to blow this joint in a few days.”

				Mrs. Sain’s scarce eyelashes batted coyly at Grant. “You make house calls, Doc?”

				Joni suppressed an eye roll. Grant just grinned at the feisty woman.

				“Only when I have a nurse to chaperone me. Gotta have someone around to make sure I behave.” He winked conspiratorially at his patient. “Maybe we can convince Joni to accompany me to check on you.”

				Mrs. Sain seemed to think that a brilliant idea. Joni just gave a noncommittal answer, finished logging in the data she’d collected, then skedaddled out of the hospital room before the two had her committing to something she’d regret—like making house calls with Grant.

				She paused outside the closed door, took a deep breath. Phew. What was it about the man that got her so flustered?

				Why ask a question she knew the answer to?

				Everything about Dr. Grant Bradley flustered her—and apparently every other female on the planet.

				* * *

				“You are going to the Hearts for Health benefit on Friday, right?” Samantha Swann asked as she clocked out via the hospital time-keeping system on the nurses’ station desktop computer.

				“You know I am.” Joni replaced her best friend at the computer, typed in her information, clocked out, then logged off the program. “I’m volunteering with the cake walk for an hour.”

				The North Carolina hospital was committed to being involved within the community, playing an active role in helping out when needed. Hearts for Health was co-sponsored by the hospital, hospital employees, and local businesses to provide assistance to families with health-care needs within the community, whether that need was for transportation back and forth to doctors’ appointments or for assistance with excessive medical expenses. Joni wholeheartedly believed in the organization and often volunteered a helping hand. Friday night was a fundraising event that involved a barbecue dinner, games, and a raffle for various items donated by local businesses.

				“I’m selling tickets at the front door. Vann is stopping by about the time my shift ends. We’ll look for you so we can all grab a bite to eat together.”

				Vann had been Samantha’s significant other since they had been fifteen. He’d asked Samantha to marry him at least a dozen times, but Samantha had turned him down each and every time, stating that they really shouldn’t ruin a perfectly good relationship that way. As Joni couldn’t name a single happily married couple, she tended to agree with her friend.

				“Sounds great.” She gathered her purse and turned to go, colliding into Grant.

				He reached out, steadied her, smiled down at her even as she pulled away from him. How long had he been standing behind her? Had he been listening to she and Samantha talk? Why was her heart clamoring its way out of her chest? Not because his body had felt strong and solid against her. Not because in that brief moment before she’d jerked back, a zillion electrodes had sparked to life within her. Not because he’d smelled so good she’d wanted to fill her lungs with the musky scent of him.

				Samantha smiled at Grant. All the nursing staff liked him. Most couldn’t say enough ooey-gooey things about him.

				“Is there something I can help you with before I go?” Samantha offered, despite the fact she had clocked out, doing a fairly good imitation of Mrs. Sain’s earlier eyelash batting.

				“No. Thanks, though.” His gaze briefly touched on Samantha, then shot right back to Joni. “Can I speak with you?”

				Her heart rate zoomed from banging against her ribcage to an all-out pinball machine ball ricocheting hard throughout her chest cavity. She was pretty sure her rhythm would send a cardiologist into panic, too. No way was the fluttery thump-thump in her chest anywhere near normal. Maybe she should make an appointment with Vann.

				“I guess so,” she squeaked, sending a desperate don’t-leave-me glance toward Samantha, who proceeded to bat her lashes again, wave, and do just that. Great. Some best friend.

				With a friendly nod he said goodbye to Samantha, then turned the full force of his attention onto Joni. Never had eyes been bluer or more intense. Never had a grin been more lethal. “If you’re ready to go, I’ll walk you to your car.”

				Grabbing her bag, she nodded, keeping her gaze anywhere but on him. She didn’t point out that his car would be in the physicians’ parking area and nowhere near hers. Neither did she point out that she was perfectly capable of walking herself to her car and that she’d been doing so for the five years she’d worked at Bean’s Creek Memorial.

				“What do you want to talk about?”

				“Why did you say no when I asked you out?”

				They asked at the same time.

				Although her feet kept moving at a normal pace, the urge to run shimmied up her spine. Every fight-or-flight protective response flared strong within her body. “That’s what you wanted to talk about?”

				“Not really.”

				Surprised by his answer, her gaze cut to him. “Pardon?”

				“No, I don’t really want to talk about a beautiful woman saying no when I ask her to go out with me. I’d really like to forget that ever happened.” He grinned sheepishly.

				Joni tried to ignore the way her own eyelashes threatened to flutter at him calling her beautiful, at the impact of that smile.

				“But,” he continued, “I do want to understand why you said no.”

				Did he have all night? Because explaining her reasons could take that long if she told him the truth. If she told him about Mark, about her mother, about her fear of addiction, about how she was determined to keep her eyes focused on her career.

				“Does my reason matter?” she asked instead.

				“Obviously, or we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

				Good point. “You aren’t my type.”

				“Male?” His eyebrows waggled in a Groucho Marx imitation.

				She rolled her eyes heavenwards and kept walking.

				“Good looking?”

				She bit the already sore spot on her lip. The man was really too much.

				“Smart?”

				This time she snorted, fighting to keep from smiling. She did not want to smile. Lord knew, he didn’t need any encouragement.

				“Really hot in bed?”

				Stopping in mid-step, Joni turned to gawk. “Seriously?”

				“Seriously.” The way he said the word left her in no doubt that he really was. No doubt her Egyptian cotton sheets would blaze if his naked skin ever brushed against them.

				“Let me show you.”

				There went the smile. The one Mrs. Sain had so accurately described. The one that was making her want to say, Okay, show me, O Lucifer.

				“That’s not what I meant,” she said instead, shaking her head, mostly because she wanted to shake loose her crazy thoughts. She was not the kind of woman who had sex with a man just because he was self-professedly “really hot in bed”. “I was referring to your question in the sense of did you really just say that? Not as in ‘Are you really hot in bed?’.”

				“Yes to both.” His grin kicked up another notch, digging dimples deep into his cheeks and making laugh lines appear at the corner of his eyes. Oh, yeah, the man was Satan personified, tempting beyond belief.

				“And so humble, too.” She was stronger than this, better than this. Turning away from his potent smile, she began walking toward the elevator again, knowing her peace of mind lay with getting far away from him as quickly as possible. “My answer is no to both.”

				“Why?” he asked, easily matching her step for step.

				Because you are too much like the man who broke my heart.

				Because if I let you close you will break my heart, too, and I’m not ever going through that again.

				Now, where had that come from? She didn’t usually wear Mark as a protective shield. She usually didn’t have to. No man tempted her to veer from the path she’d chosen for herself. She had responsibilities, to herself and to her mother.

				“You have to ask that after what you just said to me?” she replied flippantly, not liking it that her thoughts had turned to her past. “I’m not interested, Dr. Bradley. Go be God’s gift to women with someone else.”

				His smile slipped a little, and he sighed. “Am I coming on too strong? Is that the problem?”

				Taking a deep breath, she tried a different tactic. “We both work at the hospital. You shouldn’t be coming on at all.”

				“There aren’t any hospital rules against employees dating. I checked.”

				Why didn’t that surprise her? “I’m sure you did, several dates ago,” she bit out with a little more snarkiness than she’d intended.

				His brow arched. “Oh, really?”

				Heat flooding her face, Joni shrugged. “I just meant that I know you’ve gone out with a few hospital employees.”

				“You know that?” He looked intrigued by her response, which she found very irritating. Everything about the man irritated her.

				“I know.”

				His lips twisted with amusement, annoying her further. “Who is it I’m supposed to have gone out with?”

				Hot faced, Joni named the women who had been linked with him. She wanted nothing more than to race the rest of the way to the elevator and escape him.

				They took several steps in silence before he said, “You know I sponsored a team in the golf tournament, right?”

				No, she hadn’t known that. “What golf tournament?”

				“The one the Lions’ club is putting on next month.”

				She vaguely recalled hearing something about the event, just hadn’t paid much attention as she knew next to nothing about golf. “Oh.” Then she frowned. “What does a golf tournament have to do with our conversation?”

				“It’s a co-ed tournament.” His smile was lethal. “Do you know who my teammates are?” He punched the elevator down button.

				She shook her head, waited for the elevator doors to slide open, and stepped inside the car, wishing by some miracle he wouldn’t follow her.

				Along with the hospital’s medical director, he named the two women who she’d been told he was dating. The two women she’d just named.

				Was he saying he hadn’t dated either? Or that he’d just dated them due to the contact they shared with being teammates for the golf tournament?

				“You are the only woman I’ve asked out on a date since I’ve moved to Bean’s Creek.”

				Her heart spit and sputtered in her chest.

				“You don’t need to tell me any of this,” she began, not quite sure why they were having this conversation or why his response made her want to throw her arms around his neck and kiss him. “For that matter, why are you telling me? What you do outside the hospital is of no consequence to me.”

				“See,” he mused, pressing the door closed button and holding it in. His gaze held hers, refused to let her do anything more than stare back into the twinkling blue. “That’s the problem. I want what I do outside the hospital to be of consequence to you.”
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