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DESCRIPTION

Dr. David West is a successful surgeon and a known bachelor. He’s known to never date, a bit of a lone wolf, but what people don’t realize is that he’s grown tired of that label. But past love lost has made it impossible for him to pursue something with anyone. 

 

Until he meets Amanda Keller, and the one night he spends with her is mind-blowing. . . And life-changing. 

 

Not only is Amanda the daughter of one of his colleagues and friends, but the result of their one night has unforeseen consequences. 

 

Now, David and Amanda have to navigate this new curveball thrown their way in terms of an unplanned pregnancy, while also figuring out what they feel for each other—and for David, that means having to move on from his painful past.

 

 


Doctor’s Secret Twins

Chapter 1

DAVID

 

Gaze wandering around the hall, I take a slow sip of my drink, the whiskey warming my throat and providing a slight distraction from the tediousness of my surroundings. Round tables are spread in the room, women adorned in dresses and men in suits as they all chat with one another and sip their drinks.

It’s the same thing, over and over again. It’s not like I don’t appreciate these kinds of events. I’ve dedicated my entire life to helping people—the years of pre-med in college and more years in medical school are proof of that—so these charity events and dinners are just another way for me to contribute more of my time and money to those in need. That, specifically, I don’t mind at all.

But I’m also not naïve, because I know these events, as much as they are to collect funds, also feel too much like a popularity contest. Doctors and board members all gather to see who can donate the most, on top of raving about their latest surgeries and successes. Honestly, at the end of the day, I guess it doesn’t matter who can donate the most because the money is going to a good cause, but the showing off that comes from my colleagues is a bit childish. 

Instrumental music serves as background music, nearly drowned out by the hum of everyone in the room talking. I stand by the bar, glass in hand as my gaze sweeps around the room, faces familiar and not. I’ve already made my rounds, chatted with co-workers and friends and the important figures that are in attendance, smiling like I want to be here. Almost everyone in this room came with someone, a blatant reminder of how I didn’t. 

Maybe that’s why these events grate at me—because I’m always here, by myself, and have been attending these things solo for years now. There hasn’t been anyone in my life, for almost two decades now, who I want around long enough to have them come to events with me, and as I look around the room, I realize how empty that feeling is.

There’s no one to blame but myself for that, though. A confirmed bachelor—that’s how the people of Austin know me. Unfortunately, none of them are aware of how hollow that title feels sometimes. Especially when no one knows the real reason for my self-proclaimed bachelorhood.

It’s easier to be a bachelor than to feel like you’re neglecting the memory of your late wife. The second I give my heart to someone else, it’ll feel as though I’m disrespecting Simone; like I’m packing up her and the years we got to spend together in a box and pushing them to the back of my mind. But I would never. 

“If you’re trying to hide out, the bar isn’t the best place to do it.”

I look to my right, smiling slightly at Dr. Matthew Keller, a pediatric surgeon at the hospital I work at. We’ve been working together for a while now, and I consider him a friend despite the fact that we don’t see much of each other outside of the hospital. “Who says I’m hiding out?” I return as I flag down the bartender for another drink.

Matthew raises an unconvinced eyebrow. “Isn’t that what you always try to do at these things?” he asks knowingly. “Chat with as many people as you can as soon as you arrive and then stand off to the side with that look on your face?”

I frown, giving a quick nod of thanks to the bartender who drops off my drink before looking back at Matthew and asking, “What look?”

His mouth quirks in a small smile. “That look,” he says, gesturing to my face with his glass. “The one that tells people not to approach you.”

“Jesus Christ,” I huff out a laugh, shaking my head. “Do I come off as that much of an asshole?”

Matthew shrugs. “You want to be left alone. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

For some reason, his words settle heavily on my chest. It’s not that I want to be left alone; it’s just that sometimes it’s more favorable because when I do get approached and engage in conversations with others, they always want to talk about the same thing.

How single life is treating me.

Sure, there’s some talk about my job, about the surgeries I’ve successfully performed, and the essays I’ve published, but at the end of it all, the conversation always circles back to my bachelorhood. People always have two reactions to it: either they admire the fact that I’m in my mid-forties and am so successful in my career, or they’re unimpressed at my apparent inability to settle down and start a family of my own, too involved in my job. The fact of the matter is, I don’t care for what anyone thinks of me and how I live my life, but the reactions sometimes leave a mark, even if I don’t want them to.

Enough for me to be disenchanted, at this point, with the way my life is going. As proud as I am of my career, I sometimes become captive to the thoughts of what I’m missing out on when it comes to having an intimate relationship with a woman. Sex is one thing—I can get that whenever I want. But having a real relationship? It hasn’t been on my radar, and sometimes I wonder if it should be.

I down the rest of my drink in one go, the whiskey burning a familiar path down my throat as I gesture to the bartender for another one. Maybe the alcohol will get rid of the thoughts that start to weigh me down—and maybe it will also get rid of the boredom, too.

All the while, Matthew is eyeing me with raised eyebrows. To distract him from making another comment, I ask, “So, who’re you here with, Matt? Your wife?”

Matthew nods, blue eyes sweeping across the room. “Yeah, and my daughter. They’re both around here somewhere.”

I glance at him as I take a sip of my new drink. “Your daughter? Is she visiting from school?”

“She’s here for the weekend,” Matthew answers. “I’ll introduce you two when I see her.” With a chuckle and a fond shake of his head, he adds, “She loves coming to these things, believe it or not. She likes to take full advantage of the menus and open bars.”

I crack a smile at that, just as a doctor who works at a different hospital than ours comes up on Matthew’s other side and pulls him into a conversation. I stand by, half-listening, most of my attention on my drink, until I hear my name. 

“What about you, David?” the other man, Dr. Harvey Fisher, asks me with an easy smile. “Are you planning on taking a vacation any time soon?”

I blink, unsure of the conversation that has been taking place right next to me. “A vacation?” I ask slowly, tasting the whiskey on my tongue.

Harvey chuckles. “Yeah, you know, the thing people go on to take a break from work.” 

Matthew offers a smile of his own, saying to Harvey, “David’s married to his work; he probably forgot what a vacation is.”

I would’ve chuckled at that, maybe, if Harvey didn’t decide to say, “I mean, I get that. It’s probably the only committed relationship you’ve ever been in, huh, David?”

He means it as a joke, I’m well aware, but my teeth still press together, jaw clenching so tightly I’m unable to even force out a smile. Harvey’s words are just a reminder of how much of a popular gossip topic my personal life has become. My irritation is what pushes me to practically snap, “You’re trying to talk to me about committed relationships, Harv? Tell me—how’s the divorce process going?”

I hit the nerve I was aiming for, the smile wiping off Harvey’s face and his gaze hardening. Everyone’s heard of the nasty divorce he’s going through after his wife found out about his affair with a coworker. It’s a shitty move on my part, I know, to throw his troubles in his face, but people have become far too comfortable using my own life against me. Why can’t I do the same?

Next to me, Matthew purses his lips, not siding with either of us as Harvey glares at me, and I don’t unclench my jaw until Harvey gives a shake of his head and stalks off with a scoff, muttering asshole under his breath as he goes. 

Matthew offers a consoling smile, giving me a single pat on the shoulder before he also walks off.

I exhale sharply once he’s gone, smoothing down the front of my button-down as I try to get rid of the tension bunching up my shoulders. I itch to take another drink, but I know it’s not a good idea. I may say something to someone else I’ll end up regretting, adding obnoxious to my bachelor title. Running a hand down my unshaven jaw, I give in and finish off the rest of my drink, enjoying the taste of the alcohol that warms my blood and loosens my tensed muscles.

I put the glass on the bar top, running my tongue across my teeth as I look around to watch people mindlessly mingle and smile, and my distaste for these parties grows into a slow hatred at all of the couples and families around.

Until my gaze cuts across the room and locks with a woman so beautiful that I might just change my mind.

 


Chapter 2

AMANDA

 

There’s nothing better than free food and an open bar.

Correction: there’s nothing better than free food and an open bar in my beloved city of Austin, surrounded by attractive, rich doctors.

As much as I love living in California while I attend UCLA, my home city will always have a special place in my heart. I get to see my parents, and because of dad’s work, we get to attend these events that are far too bougie, but fun to come to. Especially because of who else is in attendance—hot, single doctors. 

Now, most of them are categorically assholes with egos the size of the sun, but you only ever have to deal with those if you make the mistake of dating one. I, for one, would never fall into such a trap because dad’s a doctor and that’s enough for me. But that doesn’t mean I’m opposed to having some fun with a ridiculously attractive doctor for a night. I’ve been single for some months now and I have my needs too.

A lot of the doctors I meet when we come with dad to these events are his age and a bit stuffy, and being around men like that is decidedly boring. So, while mom and dad schmooze and mingle with dad’s friends and older colleagues, I always take the opportunity to slip away, finding obviously single and handsome doctors to flirt with—but always with a twist.

It’s fun to pretend to be someone else, slipping into a role and acting as if I’m someone else to see how people treat me. I’ve been living in Los Angeles for years now, surrounded by different kinds of artists including actors, so this is my way of trying my hand at acting. It’s all in good fun, no harm done, and it’s better to be someone else when I flirt with a doctor so my dad, of all people, doesn’t find out. That would ruin all the fun. But it’s interesting to see how differently people treat me when I pretend to be someone I’m not—when I’m pretending to be someone other than the daughter of a fellow doctor.

Tonight, the role is one that’s been a success in the past, which is that of a pharmaceutical representative. No disrespect to them, but they’re known for a bit of a slutty reputation, and it’s easy to use that to my advantage to get what I’m after. Besides, it’s not like I hook up with every doctor I take a second look at; sometimes having a single conversation with them is enough to turn me away.

But this one man. . . I can’t look away from him. I don’t know who he is, but he’s a total silver fox, looking like he’s on the other side of his forties and completely fit. His salt and pepper hair matches nicely with the stubble sported on his sharp jaw, and as I sip my dirty martini, I come to the conclusion that he’s easily the most attractive man I have ever set my eyes on. His black suit jacket hugs his broad shoulders perfectly, and the top few buttons of his dress shirt are undone like he no longer cares to look pristine for this event. If anything, he looks like he’d rather not be here.

Hmm. Interesting, given that most of the doctors and figures here like to attend these events to show off their wealth and egos.

He’s standing by the bar, as I make my approach, weaving through the crowd of people. My gaze never breaks from his, his dark eyes a beacon drawing me in. His intense stare alone is enough to have my skin break out into goosebumps, and when I reach the bar and lean against it, the man just a step away on my right, I’m surprised I can keep my voice steady.  “I’m Amy,” I say, holding a hand out as I introduce myself with a nickname barely anyone uses. “A rep for Vitality Pharmaceutical,” I slip in. “You don’t look like you’re having much fun.”

His gaze is still on me, and I feel like I’m on fire with the way his stare drags up the length of my legs, exposed from the knee



































