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Blurb:

Two fractured souls must lean on each other to heal physically and emotionally.... 

Karly Stephens got her heart shredded, when the man she thought was supposed to be her forever, cheated on her. To avoid dealing with her tattered life, she threw herself into work. 

Injured and battle-weary Marine, Garret Lole, agonizes when his team deploys overseas without him. When Karly is assigned to be Garret’s nurse, unexpected sparks fly.

Despite her scarred soul, Karly is drawn to Garret in every possible way. Like puzzle pieces scattered on the floor, they must figure out how to trust in themselves and each other. Picking up the pieces might mean a whole new world for both of them. 
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Chapter 1
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“I’m sorry Garrett, but you have a handlebar tear in your meniscus. I know you were hoping for physical therapy, but I have to recommend surgery.” 

Garrett Lole’s heart sank in his chest until he could have sworn it sat in the bottom of his boots. “I’m supposed to deploy in a week and a half.”

“It’s not going to happen. I’ll get you the paperwork for your commanding officer, and we’ll get the surgery scheduled as soon as possible. With surgery and physical therapy, you’ll be comfortably back on your feet in eight-to- twelve weeks.” 

“You’ve gotta be shittin’ me. I can’t be down for twelve weeks!” Garrett wanted to throw up. How was he supposed to tell the guys he wasn’t going to be with them to watch their back? And on top of that, how was he going to pay his bills while he was off his feet, recovering from surgery?

“I’m sure it’s disappointing, but not fixing the injury could cause permanent injury to your knee.” The doctor explained as she input information into the tablet in her hand. “Now, you will need someone to bring you to the hospital for the surgery and drive you home afterward, but it’s all outpatient.” 

“Are you absolutely certain surgery is the only choice? Couldn’t we try PT and see if it helps?” He knew he was being childish but losing time on the ground for a football injury was going to make him look like a pussy. 

“You’re certainly welcome to get a second opinion, but this is mine,” she told him, clicking her pen closed and putting it in her pocket. “If you decide to schedule the surgery, please stop by the admin office on the left before you leave today. My nurse will be in with your paperwork in just a moment.” 

Staring at the closed door after she left, Garrett’s mind was racing through all the things he would rather do than have knee surgery. This was just fucking great. 

He shoved his phone into his pocket and limped on his crutches to the door. It swung open just as he reached for the handle, and he came face to face with a gorgeous, blonde woman, wearing scrubs with Scooby Doo all over them. 

Her sun-kissed golden hair was pulled up into a high ponytail, and her ice blue eyes grew wide when they met his. She was perfection with curves in all the right places.
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Karly felt like all the wind had been knocked out of her body. The man in front of her was over six feet of deliciousness, wrapped in sexy muscles. His blonde hair curled slightly on top, but he kept it cropped short, military style. It was his green eyes that truly captivated her, and she couldn’t find her voice for a moment.

“Are you my nurse?” he asked, his deep voice rumbling through her and making her insides shiver. 

“I am,” she murmured, breathlessly and nodded. 

“Damn. If I’d known a bum knee would bring me an angel, I would have done it years ago,” he said, cocking his head and letting his eyes roam down her body. “What’s your name?” 

“Karly.” She couldn’t have explained why she responded to the question, but she was on autopilot. Her body didn’t seem to be responding to anything but him. “Nurse Stephens.” 

“Well, Nurse Karly Stephens, I’m Lance Corporal Garrett Lole of the United States Marines and I’m more than happy to make your acquaintance.” 

He reached for her hand, steadying himself on one crutch as he kissed her knuckles his eyes never leaving hers. She could feel the touch of his lips on her skin like a shot to the gut. 

“You’re a Marine?” she repeated, realizing the instant it left her lips, she sounded stupid. “That’s great, my dad is a Marine, 4th LAAD Battalion. Retired now, but he put in twenty-seven years before his hearing loss kicked him out.” 

“No shit. I’m 4th LAAD Battalion.” Garrett’s eyes lit up and the smile he gave her made her weak-kneed. 

“That’s great,” she heard herself repeating, trying to avoid visibly cringing at her own ridiculousness. She never acted like a smitten teenager, she was notorious for being serious and single. Clearing her throat, she held up the file in her hands. “Are you going to let me discharge you?” 

“Nurse Karly Stephens, I’ll let you do anything you want with me.” His flirting was making it hard for her to think, and she grew irritated. 

“Well, right now, I just want to discharge you, so I can get to the next patient’s room. Sound good?” she told him, stepping around him into the room and putting her file down. “Looks like you’re up for surgery. We can get you scheduled, just stop by the—”

“Admin office,” he interjected, “Yeah the doc told me that. I was just trying to figure out if the surgery was really necessary or not. I’m supposed to deploy in a few days and I can’t leave my team hanging.” 

“I’m sure a Marine with a bum knee is exactly what they want in Iraq,” she said, propping her hip against the only countertop in the room.

“I don’t know that I’ll be in Iraq.” 

“Does it matter? Is there a good place for a Marine with a...” she looked at the paper again, “handlebar tear to his left meniscus?” 

Garrett’s green eyes shifted from a grassy color to a deep forest green, and he gave her a panty dropping grin. “Underneath a nurse named Karly?”

It was too much. As attractive as he was, she had no interest in being a notch on a bedpost. 

“No thank you. Now, Dr. Aguiar has prescribed a muscle relaxer and pain meds. Here are the instructions on how to take them safely. Please make sure you’re careful, mixing too much of these meds can be very dangerous.” 

“Are you concerned for my safety, Karly?” he asked, moving a little closer. On his crutches, the move was less than seductive, and she giggled. 

“Yes, you’re pretty awkward on those crutches, but don’t worry, after six to eight weeks on them, you’ll get the hang of it.” 

“So, I’m having surgery, then. No possibility of parole?” 

“Nope. Of course, you can get a second opinion, but Dr. Aguiar is the best there is.” 

“Then what the hell is she doing working for the VA?” he asked, taking the papers and folding them in half before he shoved them in his back pocket. 

“She happens to be a giver,” Karly responded, winking at him as she moved back around him and opened the door. “Please remember to stop by the admin office.” 

He stood there for a second, then moved into the doorway, pausing before he passed her. Reaching out to cup her cheek, he stroked his thumb over her lips. 

“Until later, Nurse Karly Stephens.” 

She watched him as he made his way down the hallway, his tall form struggling on the crutches as if his muscles couldn’t wait to break free of their confinement. He was as good-looking from the back as he was from the front that was for sure, but he was also cocky, and she hated cocky. 

Shutting the door behind her, she hurried off to the next patient, her mind still buzzing with the tempting flirtations of a sexy Marine.
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Garrett was intrigued by the pretty nurse, and he had no intention of letting her off that easily. Limping his way to the admin office, he managed to get his surgery scheduled in spite of his arguments against it. He hated the idea of being an invalid for weeks on end, but it appeared he had no choice. 

Returning to the front of the office, he paused at the receptionist’s window. 

“Hey Garrett, how are you?” Olive Abbot asked, barely glancing up at him as she tapped on her keyboard. 

“I’ve been better. Are you coming to the party next week?” he asked, knowing full well she would be. Olive was Bristol Abbot’s sister, and Bristol was Roan Storm’s best friend. Roan was Garrett’s best friend too or at least, he had been. He’d likely be pretty pissed Garrett wasn’t going to be deployed with him and the rest of the guys. 

“Of course, Bristol and I will be there like always. At Crabtrees right?” she asked, finally turning her eyes on him. Olive was beautiful, but in a darker, more ethnic way than her coworker Karly. She had shoulder length, black hair and dark brown eyes that looked almost black in the right light. Karly definitely affected him differently. 

“Yep, why don’t you see if your friend, Nurse Stephens wants to come along,” he said casually. 

“Nurse Stephens?” Olive looked confused for a moment and then light dawned in her eyes. “Oh, you mean Karly. Hell, no. I know better than to play matchmaker. You want her, you have to find a way to get her.” 

“Aw, come on. I didn’t even get her number,” Garrett moaned. 

“I bet not. Her last man was a player and hurt her pretty bad. She’s content being single, and you’re not very good at being in a relationship,” Olive told him, shaking her head. 

“That’s not true. I just haven’t found the right girl yet. Mama keeps telling me it will happen for me.” He winked at Olive and told her goodbye. While he’d had an unusual reaction to Karly, he didn’t want to push himself on her if she’d had a bad experience. That wouldn’t help his cause. He had to think of something less horndog and more Shakespeare. 

Thwumping his way across the hardwood floor, he fumbled at the door with his crutches. It was nearly impossible to hold a heavy door and maneuver his six-foot-four frame on the stupid sticks. To his surprise, an arm reached out to steady the door, so he could move freely. Scooby Doo stared at him from the arm. 

“Careful, wouldn’t want you to have a broken neck to go with that torn meniscus,” Karly told him. 

“Thanks. Are you following me?” he teased. “Because if you are, I’m totally going to slow down so you can keep up.” 

“No, I’m not,” she rolled
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