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Book one is a sneak preview of the full-length novel about a playboy doctor with a bad reputation and his vulnerable patient. The doctor soon found out that not only did she need treatment, but love too...

Chapter One

Sandra

The day was barely over, and already I was already exhausted. I found a nice spot outside with a bench, under a tree, to sit down, and settled in with a sigh. The sun was still out, but it was getting on in the evening, so the heat had gone down, and there was a light breeze blowing in that kept me cool.

This was one of the perks of living in a small town. In the city, unless it was at the park, finding a place to relax on your way was pretty much impossible.

I still miss the city.

I readjusted my coat around me, then buried my hands in its pockets. I stretched my legs out and crossed them, then relaxed my spine against the back of the bench. I took in a deep breath of fresh air and let it out slowly.

Being home is pretty nice, too.

It had been ten years since I’d left my small town to run to the city. It wasn’t just me, either, almost everyone I knew back in high school had left our sleepy little town for the city, or other bigger towns. Because of that, coming back had been a bit awkward for me, since all the people I knew were parents of people I knew in high school. But, it wasn’t as if I had no good reason for coming back. I just couldn’t stay in the city any longer.

The only problem was my job prospect.

When I left for the city, I went to college, and then business school, and worked my ass off to graduate with honors. I worked a lot of part-time jobs through college and while I hunted for a job. I got lucky to find a good position, and for the next six years, I worked my way up. I didn’t get that far, but compared to other people my age that started out at the same time as me, I was successful.

Mom kept telling me everything was okay at home so I would stay in the city, because she cared about me being happy. And for a long time, I was, until things completely changed.

Mom was single and alone. Even when I had enough money to find a suitable apartment for the both of us to live in, she refused to leave our small town, because she was born here, she grew up here, fell in love and had me then raised me, mostly alone, there. To her, it was a home that couldn’t be replaced. I understood her feelings and went along with it, but I was still uneasy. I felt bad about leaving her alone. So when the excitement of the city finally wore off, I quit my job, packed up and moved back.

It had only been a few weeks, and I wasn’t sure if I regretted the decision yet or not, but my heart felt more calm, less guilty and restless. Besides, life in the city was pretty exhausting. Now that I was back home, and had some cash in savings,  I had a lot of free time while looking for more work. I also had plenty to fill up that ‘free time’, an online job that helped with bills, so it wasn’t like I didn’t have any income at all, but I knew soon, the other bills would start to pile up.

No need to worry about that now, I thought with a sigh.

I looked up, because I had no idea how long I’d been sitting there lost in thought, but I decided to get up and leave before it got any later. It wasn’t the cold season yet, but it still got pretty cold at night, and I was in a dress that only fell to my knees. I hated the cold. Besides, the place I was heading too wasn’t too far off.

One of the good things about living in a small town was how simple it could be to walk everywhere you wanted to go. There were places where you’d need a car or something, but even just having a bike made getting around pretty easy, not like in the city.

Still, I thought. Is the store a lot further away than I remembered or what?

I’d been going back and forth to the store for weeks and never did I feel as tired as I did right now. Then again, I was older at twenty-eight. And, in my old job, I did spend most hours of the day sitting at a desk, so I’d never been athletic, and now I was doing a lot more physical exercise then I’d ever done in the city. 

I shook my head at the thought that I was thinking that I’m old. I was nearly thirty, not seventy. It was just the change in scene and having so much stress in my life, something that I hadn’t had until now. 

When I finally had the store in sight, I breathed a sigh of relief and picked up my pace a little. If I could have gone out earlier, then maybe I wouldn’t be so tired. But I spent the time with Mom instead and didn’t even realize I needed to make the run until half an hour ago. I could have found some kid on our street to make the run for me, they tended to be helpful as long as you gave them a little something back, but that was just me being lazy, and Mom would complain about me bothering the neighborhood kids.

The store doors slid open automatically when I stepped close enough, and my body relaxed once it closed behind me. I had this ridiculous sense of accomplishment just for making it, and my legs even shook a little bit.

“Sandra, hello!”

I looked up at the call of my name.

“Mrs. Jones, hi.”

Margaret Jones wasn’t exactly a neighbor of mine, since she lived a few streets from where I did, but she knew my mom. I didn’t want to stop and chat, so I gave her a polite smile, one of the things I’d learned from working in an office.

“What a coincidence to run into you here,” I said, picking up a basket and loitering. 

“I was doing the shopping for the family,” she said with an airy wave of her hand. “I’m guessing you too, huh? Oh, I wanted to ask, how your mother’s been doing recently. I haven’t been by to see her in a while. I’ve heard that she’s not too well, poor thing.”

The smile strained on my face a bit as she went on talking, but I didn’t stop her. Instead, I cut off the dark emotions growing in my chest and made my smile extra bright.

“Mom’s doing just fine, actually,” I said, as sincerely as I could manage. “But I need to get done and get back quickly. We’re supposed to be making dinner tonight, and we both need to go to sleep early.”

“Are you still job hunting?” she asked. “If you are, I could ask my son to look into his company if there’s an open spot? It’s only an hour away by car, so you’ll be close by in case your mom needs anything.”

“Uh, let me get back to you on that. I still want to try my options and besides I can’t be too far from home. You know with mom. I need to think about working from home maybe on a part-time basis or something...”

I was rambling and talking about my situation at home. Something that I tried not to do. I just got on with things, that was the only way to deal with it all in my mind. 

I moved away from the shelves and bursted out, “I’ll talk to you later!I really need to get going.”

I gave her a last, bright smile that was so wide it made my cheeks ache. Then, I darted out of her sight before she could start speaking again or even worse ask me anymore questions.

That was one of the cons of being in a small town. When there was news, big or small, it tended to travel around fast. It was hard to tell who was being genuine or who was looking for a juicier story, but I hated that my mom had been turned into the topic of gossip in town. Well, me, too, for being one of
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