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Wendy Cauthern knew she was smokin’ hot in her new outfit. Her long red hair cascaded down her back, and she was glad she’d rethought cutting it. More than one guy had been drawn to it this evening. It was a great night following a fantastic day.

Her presentation this morning had been spot-on perfect. Mr. Stanford from the fifth floor had even stopped by to tell her she’d done a good job.

Through the lights and noise, a guy over to the side sitting alone at a small table caught her eye. Damn, that was one fine specimen–large broad chest and shoulders, dark hair that spilled around his shoulders long enough to be pulled back into a ponytail, eyes too dark to make out a color at this distance. Intense.

And he was staring at her.

Before she could even give him a come-on signal, someone else captured her for a dance. She abandoned what remained of her drink and followed the guy onto the dance floor.

Wendy loved to dance. At one point she’d thought about doing it professionally, but she needed a steadier income. At least her job didn’t stop her from enjoying herself on the weekends.

The guy she danced with was okay, but he wasn’t good. She noted the hunk was still watching her with no attempt to disguise it. Hell, her eyes kept finding him too, unable to ignore him even while dancing with another man. Why wasn’t he making a move? He made everyone else in the room seem almost a child by comparison, yet he just sat there.

He was distracting her, and when the dance ended, she excused herself and headed his way. All her stars were aligned tonight, giving her the courage necessary to approach him.

His dark eyes didn’t waver as she walked toward him. Damn those intense eyes.

“Want to buy me a drink?” She was courageous tonight, but it was her day.

“If you like.” Okay, maybe her winning streak had ended, and he wasn’t that interested. But his eyes still hadn’t left her.

“May I?” She indicated the chair across from his when he didn’t rise. He nodded and signaled the server.

“What would you like?”

“What are you having?” 

“Coke.”

She blinked at that. Just a Coke? “A Cosmo please.”

The waiter nodded then disappeared.

“Do you come here often?” She asked, finally getting a reaction that looked like something akin to a hint of amusement in his eyes. Hey, at least she hadn’t asked his sign.

“Never been here before. I guess you’re a regular.”

She shrugged. “I come sometimes. They have good music, but you can still talk without screaming.”

The waiter was back with her drink, then gone again. “I’m Wendy.”

“Jim.” This was getting awkward. Should she excuse herself and leave? She was definitely getting mixed signals.

Stalling, she took another sip, trying to make up her mind as to how to proceed. He was too delicious to just walk away from, but before she could decide, a man she knew but couldn’t quite place, joined them. Hadn’t Cheryl dated him?

“I think it’s time we got out of here.”

Her first impulse was to protest, but mister dark and brooding nodded. To her utter shock, his hands went below the edge of the table and he wheeled himself awkwardly away. He wouldn’t look at her now, but Wendy couldn’t help watching him. She looked down and spotted where his right leg was missing. Had it been that dark in here? How could she not have noticed?

“Jim?”

He didn’t respond, and turned away as the second guy began pushing him toward the door, leaving Wendy frozen in place.
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This whole thing had been a huge fucking mistake. Jim should never have allowed Gary to talk him into it. He had no desire to go anywhere, and especially not a freakin’ dance club. He had no interest in being part of a crowd, and he had to stay away from alcohol due to his medication. No wonder Gary hadn’t bothered to divulge where they were headed.

He’d spotted the woman. Wendy. He couldn’t say for sure what had drawn his eye to her. She was slim but had curves in the right places. It was probably that long red hair. It caught the light while she danced. Of course, every other man in the place was also eyeing her, so why had she noticed him? She couldn’t have felt his gaze over all the others.

But she hadn’t noticed the chair. True, it was dark and this chair was cut low, more of a sports model than the one he’d used at the hospital. He’d seen her look of surprise when he maneuvered himself away from the table. He certainly understood. Why would someone like him come to place like this?

Fuck it all.
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The evening was over as far as Wendy was concerned. All of the joy had vanished in an instant. Why was he at a club like this? What had happened to him? How could she have missed the damn chair? Would she have come over if she’d noticed? Wendy didn’t especially like the answer to that one. But he was so damned hot, she hadn’t been able to resist.

Was she that shallow? She really didn’t want to know the answer to that question either.

She finally caught Chloe’s eye, motioning that she was leaving. Chloe nodded and turned back to the guy beside her at the bar. Wendy slipped out, splurging on a cab to get home.

Even her apartment didn’t soothe her tonight. It was a new place for her, and just the way she wanted it, without a roommate. Tonight...

She could still see his dark, brooding eyes.
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Trying to get comfortable in the bed was a bust. Why couldn’t he let it go? He hadn’t wanted to go out. Gary had forced the issue. Jim hadn’t done clubs when he was whole. Now there was no reason at all.

The redhead, Wendy, he’d never known anyone named Wendy, had caught his eye. She’d caught every man’s eye. The way she moved was pure sensuality, not that that made any difference to him, not anymore. She was the best dancer on the floor regardless of
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