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Benjamin Franklin once quipped:

‘There are three things extremely hard: steel, a diamond, and to know oneself.’

Have you ever met somebody who needed your help? But no matter how you presented the offer, she always refused. You offered help in a simple non-threatening way. She said no thank you. You offered help through intermediaries. She said thanks for the offer but no thanks. You offered help and made sure to let her know it wouldn’t cost her a thing. She still said thanks for the offer but no thanks. It literally hurts you to watch her slip and slide, moving lower on the way downhill.

When she finally asks you for help, you wonder if it too late rescue her. But despite your worries, as good friend you give it anyway because she is worth saving.

To all you good friends out there, I salute you.

I dedicate this book to you
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One: The beginning. How it starts, is how it starts! Or does it end? 
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Phoebe Abernathy was in the office in the back of her bar, working on the books. This was the part of owning her business that she hated. She’d much prefer being out front greeting customers. Hugging the regulars and finding out what was going on in their lives to date. Greeting the newcomers and inviting them back for specials during the week. She loved introducing her customers to the treats and munchies her bar, Monique’s Unique Bar & Grille, was becoming semi-famous for. She’d hired a gourmet chef on a whim and a bet. Dominique Moon was a little drunk when she made a bet that she had the winning poker hand. If she did, Phoebe had to hire her for a month as her cook.  Phoebe remembered being drunk when she accepted the bet. That month turned into five and half years so far.

She sniffed the fragrant air drifting into her office. Hmm, whatever Dominique, (also known as Domini) is cooking up in the kitchen smells divine, she mused as she continued working on the books. She kept books the old-fashioned way, by hand. Her barmaids, who were mostly under thirty with a few just making the thirty-year-old mark, were always trying to teach her how to use her desktop for more than responding to fans through emails and looking up stuff on Google. They wanted her to learn how to use different bookkeeping programs and payroll programs. She couldn’t be bothered. She usually gave up in the first thirty minutes of the lessons.

She heard an odd noise and looked up from her books. She glanced into the cameras’ monitors she’d installed for insurance and security purposes. It was her. One of the barmaids had separated the stunning redhead she’d noticed when the bar was empty from another customer. The redhead was the first customer of the night.
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What happened between then and now? she wondered, studying the cameras’ different views. Normally, she or Domini gave the first customer a free drink and a platter of Domini’s special treats. The woman refused. She ordered a beer and a shot, paying for both. She drank some of the beer then put the shot glass in the beer.

“That’s called a boilermaker, just in case you wanted to know,” Phoebe remarked. She was behind the bar’s countertop as the acting bartender until her barmaids appeared.

“Nobody asked for definitions. Just a drink, okay, Barkeeper? Is that all right with you? Cause I can leave right now.”

Phoebe raised her hands in surrender. “It’s okay. Whatever you say, Red. You obviously want to be left alone. I can do that.”

The redheaded woman stopped mixing her drink with her finger then licked the finger. “Hmm, almost just right.” She looked up at Phoebe with dark blue eyes filling with sadness for a minute. Her eyes quickly turned angry, filling with fire. She looked around. “This is supposed to a women’s bar! Where are the women? I don’t see anybody but you, Ms. Drink-making Smarty Pants!”

“Whoa, Lady! Lower the volume ... please,” Phoebe remarked.

“Why? I’m not shouting yet.” The redhead studied Phoebe. “You think ‘cause you’re cute, you can just say anything to a customer and not pay for it.”

Phoebe grinned at her customer. “It’s been a number of years since anybody dared to call me cute.”

“Why is that?”

“Maybe because I own the place.”

The redhead stopped drinking to study Phoebe’s face again. “I think you’re pulling my leg.”

Phoebe was dying to lean over the countertop and examine the redhead’s legs to see if they were worth pulling. She decided to wait. She cleaned the countertop that didn’t need cleaning. She wanted to be near the woman who smelled so good and wore expensive clothes. “I hope you won’t take this the wrong way. You smell wonderful. What scent are you wearing?”

The redhead sighed then studied her again. Dark blue eyes swept over her face again. “You couldn’t afford it or me, for that matter.”

Phoebe frowned at the redhead with the tanned ivory skin and full lips. “My, my, aren’t we judgy tonight?”

“Not enough for my ...” She dropped her eyes then stirred her drink with a finger again. She licked the finger and found the barkeeper watching her intently with a look that she read as definitely interested. A solid caramel hand popped up in her line of sight.

“My name is ...”

“It’s Monique, right? I bet you’re arrogant enough to name your bar after yourself.” Dark blue eyes studied the barkeeper. “That’s if I believe you aren’t lying to me. Bartenders do that sometimes to make themselves bigger and more important than they are. I’m betting that’s you, Smarty Pants.”
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Right then, the door seemed to burst open. The mood changed immediately. A group of barmaids entered, wearing black, long-sleeved shirts with name patches over a left breast pocket. Across the back of the shirts was the bar’s name in rainbow colors. The five barmaids marched over to the countertop where Phoebe was in a conversation with the only customer.

“We are so sorry to be late, Boss,” the first barmaid to reach her apologized.

“The train was delayed,” the second barmaid added.

“See? Look at my cellphone if you don’t believe us, Boss.” A third barmaid placed the phone in front of Phoebe’s face.

“It’s on the news already.” The fourth barmaid held up her cellphone too.

“Yeah, Boss, we really tried to be get here on time. We texted you too,” the fifth and final barmaid explained.

Phoebe groaned. She held up her hands for silence. “Everybody calm down. Take a minute to catch your breath.” She waited while her staff did as she suggested. Everybody was breathing deeply. “First of all, you know I don’t know how to answer texts. Secondly, I believe you. Expect the place to be crowded. Disasters always bring out the drinkers and the eaters. Folks need something soothing. Let’s offer them drinks and eats. Let’s get to work in your stations.” 

She caught the redhead’s attention and shrugged. She turned around and made her way back to her office. Then she changed her mind and stopped into the kitchen.

“Domini, you and your staff whip up some of your best tongue teasers. I have a feeling it’s going to be a busy night.”

Domini nodded as she leaned over to allow one of her very attractive junior cooks to wipe the sweat from her chocolate brown face before it dripped into the food. “I was watching Phoebe TV when I heard the bar kids. I saw the incident on TV too. Lots of smoke and damage to windows in several cars. It looked like homemade bombs to me. From not a very good bombmaker either. You’ll never heard that, though. The subway system needs riders. Nobody would use it if they knew more about those homemade bombs like I do.”

Phoebe raised her hands in defense. “Yeah, yeah, Dominique, the army vet and all that. What’s Phoebe TV?”

Dominique chuckled. “I didn’t think you heard that. I was sliding it in the middle of the news sandwich.”

Phoebe liked her good friend. Domini was a handsome chocolate woman built, as the saying goes, ‘like a brickhouse.’ Her large breasts whittled down to a small waist. Her belly was flat and muscular, as were her jutting hips. Her thighs and legs were solidly well-toned. Her dimpled cheeks, twinkling eyes and normally happy manner attracted a bevy of women. Her ability to cook gourmet-style attracted even more women. It was said gourmet cooking in the kitchen wasn’t Domini’s only skill set. She was smoking hot in the bedroom, or so she claimed. “Quit laughing and tell me.”

“Phoebe TV only comes on once in a great while. It’s when you see a woman you like. You sorted of sidle over, pretending to be a barmaid. You offer her a drink and probably some of my goodies. This one refused. You didn’t give up. You keep trying to smooth-talk her. This one wasn’t having that either. She was giving you a piece of her mind ... and not a very pleasant piece either. You were about to flame out big time, when the bar kids rescued you.”

Phoebe groaned. “Shut up with your observations, Domini.”

“I could have told you the minute I saw the stunning redhead come into our place that she was big trouble.” Dominique pointed to the monitor. They both watched the redhead order another boilermaker. They also noticed how the bar was beginning to fill up.

“Do you think she’s an alcoholic?”

“Nah. Something got her going tonight.” Domini sighed. “I don’t think she’s noticed this is a bar for mainly Black and Brown lesbian, queer and trans women.”

“Maybe she doesn’t care. Or she likes us.” Phoebe added hopefully.

“Or maybe she’s just a hot-looking number who wants some tribal action. A one-night stand with some jungle fever attached.”

Phoebe rolled her eyes upward. “You gotta stop watching Spike Lee movies, Domini.”

“And you gotta stay out of my kitchen, Boss.” Domini noticed a couple of the bar kids hanging fresh orders on the sliding clothesline to the kitchen.

“Two sliders, toasted. Everything no pickles. Five sliders everything. Two lemon milkshakes extra cream on top,” the bar kids called out as they slid the orders down the line.

“And the action starts. Bye, Boss Lady,” Domini remarked.

Phoebe nodded. She left the kitchen smiling. She rubbed her hands together. “It’s going to be a profitable night,” she muttered as she walked back to her office. The thought made her happy until she remembered those damned ledger books that she needed to work on.
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Two: The hospital visit. It’s where I’ll learn more about you, I hope. 
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Right now, Phoebe was studying the ledgers and using the adding machine to check the totals when the odd noise happened. She glanced at the monitor. One of the barmaids had separated the stunning redhead from another customer. No, make that two other customers. She never thought the stupid earpieces she bought for her staff and herself would be useful. Before she could order the barmaids to bring all three parties to the office, the redhead said something to egg on the two customers. The redhead got punched in the face when one of them broke loose and sucker-punched her. She fell to the ground hard. It was impossible to tell how badly hurt the redhead was. Phoebe hustled out of the office and onto the floor. She hoped like hell Domini was watching Phoebe TV again. She need somebody more intimidating than she was. She didn’t hire her barmaids for their strength but for their beauty and ability to persuade unruly or drunk customers into behaving.

Once Phoebe shoved the customer with the wicked right hook away from the redhead sprawled on the floor, she started giving orders and commands like drill sergeant. “Take her in the back. Take her friend too.” She pointed at the customer with the wicked right hook and her friend. She ducked the next punch from the same right hook. She took a boxer stance and popped the woman in the gut, making her gasp for breath.

“I just knocked the breath out of you, Lady. Stop now or I will hurt you.”

“She got moves like a street fighter. Listen to her, Stella,” her friend begged.

“Yes, Stella, listen to your friend.” Phoebe stood upright and directed her next question to the friend. “What’s your name, friend?”

The friend sighed. “It’s Babs.”

“Okay, Babs. You and Stella weren’t fighting fair,” Phoebe scolded.

“She called us the N-word,” Stella claimed.

The redhead was sitting upright on the floor and flexing her sore jaw. “I most certainly did not! That’s a filthy lie! I said how much I hated the use of the N-word in some of today’s songs. How its free use misled white people like me into thinking they could use it freely around people of color they thought were their friends.” Her eyes narrowed at Phoebe. “I should sue you and her for this.” She touched her swollen jawline as she sat on the floor.

Phoebe saw the determined look in her eyes and grew worried. “Let’s call the ambulance to take you to the hospital.” Lordy, the woman looked so evil right now. “Stella and Babs, go with my barmaid back to my office. I want you to write down whatever you remember happening from the time you arrived until now. If you have business cards, we want ‘em. Attach them to your statements. If not, put your name, phone and address above your signed and dated statements.” She pressed on her earpiece. “Are you getting all this, Domini?”

“Yes. You want me to oversee the statements and closing the bar, right?”

“Right. If you didn’t call the ambulance service we use, call them now. I don’t want the cops here if you can avoid them.” Phoebe turned around to catch Redhead giving her the evil eye again. She squatted down. “How are you feeling?”

“Just like somebody sucker-punched me in the face. How do you think I feel? That bitch tried to tarnish my reputation too!”

Phoebe placed a gentle finger under the redhead’s chin to lift her head slightly. “Follow the light.” She pulled a penlight out and flashed it across her eyes. Both of her pupils retracted at the flash of light. “Good. Good. Reactive and normal.” She studied the woman’s swollen jaw but didn’t touch it. She guessed the woman might have black eyes and a swollen nose by morning. She cleared her throat. “The ambulance will be here shortly. It’ll take you to a local hospital in the area. I’ll follow on my bike.” She noticed how the woman’s eyes widened with fear. “Or if you’d prefer, I can ride in the bus with you.”

“The bus?”

“It’s a nickname for an ambulance.”

Dominique clapped her hands. The women still crowded around Phoebe and the fallen redhead, instead of looking at the amazon in their midst. “Okay, folks, nothing more to see. Let’s return to your beers, meals, girls or billiards but not necessarily in that order. I don’t know about you ladies. But I love me some girls. Trying to get some tonight suits me just fine.”

The women howled with laughter then stamped their feet and whistled loudly. Women went back to ordering drinks or playing billiards in the back or hitting up on the attractive ladies. Barmaids were included in the attractive ladies list.

“Where’s your stuff, Red? Tell me and I’ll go get it.”

“You most certainly will not leave me sitting wounded on the floor like this. I could get trampled. Then I would really sue you.”

“You certainly are judgy and bossy tonight.” Phoebe studied the redhead sitting on the floor. “Are you going to tell me your name. Or do I have to keep calling you Red?”

“Keep calling me Red. Much as I hate the moniker, I hate giving you my real name even more.”

“I’ll learn it anyway when you sue me,” Phoebe retorted. She stood up to shake her legs out.

“That’s if and when I sue,” Red threatened, watching the woman who was taller than she first thought shake the kinks out. And she knew how to box too.

“Where did you learn to box?”

“Places you can’t even pronounce.”

“The big woman, you called her Domini, she’s been with you for some time.”

“Yeah, sure.” Phoebe glanced at her wristwatch and then she checked her cellphone. “Damn it! Where’s that bus?” She turned around to face Red. “Anything hurting right now?”

“Yes!”

Phoebe squatted down in a hurry. “Where? Show me where it hurts!” She ordered.

Red placed a hand over her heart and the other one pointed to her lap. In case the cute bar owner didn’t understand, she pressed her own hand into her crotch. She watched the super confident woman become suddenly shy and then flush a dull red.

Flushed face and all, Phoebe cleared her throat. “I see what you mean, I think.”

“Do you really? They certainly didn’t.”

Phoebe decided not to ask what that meant. She heard the buzzer ring on the back door. “Domini?”

“I’m on my way to the back door to let ‘em in,” Domini promised as she left the rear kitchen. Then she escorted the two EMS techs and their gurney to the main floor. They spotted the patient and asked her what happened. As she described what happened, one tech took her vitals. The EMS tech slipped a collar around her neck and started an IV in her right arm. They explained she might have a concussion, which might mean an overnight stay after tests were run.

Phoebe grabbed her own coat, Red’s coat and purse. Then she walked outside and climbed into the bus.

“I thought you weren’t coming,” Red remarked as she settled in a seat.

“I figured I should get these for you.” Phoebe held up Red’s coat and purse. “These are yours, right?”

When Red tried to sit up, the EMS tech stopped her. “Miss, please lie still. You could have a neck or back injury we can’t see. It’s why they’ll be running tests on you tonight.”

Red groaned. She gave Phoebe the deadeye again. “I hate this shit, Barkeep. Trips to the hospital for me are horrid things. They bring back horrible memories.”

Phoebe nodded. “I’m so sorry about this.” She scratched her neck then ran her hands through her dark curly brown, nearly black hair. It made her hair into a wild mess.

“Bend down over me for a minute. Hey, Tech Guy, is that okay?” Red asked, eyeing the EMS tech.

“Yeah, sure. Just be careful. The road is uneven. I don’t want two victims in here tonight.” The EMS tech traded places with Phoebe for a moment. He watched the friend bend over his patient. He watched his patient reach up to finger comb her friend’s loose, messy curls into some recognizable shape. “Okay. Time to go back to your seat, Ma’am. Strap in. We’re coming on some rough road.”

Phoebe looked outside but couldn’t see a damned thing from her position. “Where are we?”

“My partner said the first hospital is full. We’re going uptown.”

Phoebe sighed. “Okay, fine.” Just what I needed. It’s going to take me longer to get home tonight.

“How are you feeling, Ma’am?”

Red groaned and grabbed her head. “Really bad headache right now.” She stopped talking because she’d fainted.

“Is she dead?” Phoebe watched EMS tech check her wrist and then her neck.

The EMS tech cut her silk knit blouse open and then her bright red bra. He moved the stethoscope around her naked chest and smiled. “Ah, there we go.” He added tabs to her breasts, sides and neck. He attached the lines to a monitor. Her heartrate was normal. He attached an oxygen meter to her finger. It was low, under 90, when it should be over 95. “It should be between 95 and 100. She’s not getting enough oxygen in her blood. Do you know if she has a heart condition or breathing problems, like asthma or emphysema or bronchitis?”

Phoebe shrugged. “I really don’t know her all that well.” She offered Red’s purse to the EMS tech. “Check her purse. Maybe she has a health card or an inhaler.”

“I can’t do that. I’m not a cop. I could be sued.” EMS tech looked at Phoebe. “You can do it as her friend.”

Phoebe shrugged. “Okay, sure.” She dug through Red’s purse. She pulled out an inhaler, pills and her wallet. “Great, I get to find out her real name and age.”

“Hey, friend of Red? Look for a health card first. Okay?”

“Yep, Doc. I’m looking.” Phoebe saw pictures of Red with an exceptionally handsome Black stud. She wore an elaborate off-white wedding dress with a long train. The stud wore a pearl-gray tux which was identical to the best woman’s and the ushers’. The bridesmaids and the maid of honor wore lavender dresses that matched the boutonnieres the best woman and the ushers wore. She flipped through the woman’s wallet. She found an ID card, several store cards, two credit cards, a bank credit, a driver’s license and a health card for a clinic office. There were doctors’ business cards as well.

“Here. Is this what you meant?” Phoebe asked handed the clinic card to the EMS tech.

“Yeah. It’ll do. When we get there, I’ll make a call.”

The partition window slid all the way back. “Partner, call them now. We can tell ‘em more about her when we take her inside,” the other EMS tech remarked at the stoplight.

Phoebe listened as the EMS tech called the 24-hour number and spoke to a RN familiar with Red’s case. She discussed treatment protocols then confirmed she would call Red’s primary and advise him where she was being treated. After the phone call, Phoebe felt much better knowing Red was currently under treatment for bronchitis in addition to the asthma she’d had since childhood. Once they reached Hudson County Hospital Downstate on West 168th Street, she walked with the gurney into the triage area. She noted how quickly Red was examined. The remainder of her street clothes were efficiently removed. She quickly was dressed in a hospital gown. 

As Phoebe stood outside the cubicle peeking at Red’s unconscious body, one of the triage nurses, an older woman with salt and pepper gray hair, rubbed her back. “Friend, you don’t have to stand out there becoming a Peeping Tom. It’s alright to go inside and be with your friend. She might not be able to speak because of the breathing equipment.” She paused but continued to rub Phoebe’s back. “My patients tell me all the time how they can feel a family member’s presence. And how grateful they are. You’re a woman. She’s a woman. I’m sure you’ve seen her body parts before. Go on inside. Let her know you’re here. Then go to the admissions unit. I see you have some of her things. I’ll make sure they pack up the rest for you.”

Phoebe sighed. This was becoming more and more complicated. “Yes, Ma’am.” She pushed the curtain out of the way to enter the cubicle. Then she made sure the curtain was closed. Red had one hell of a body. It was dark ivory in color with lush, full breasts. Her deep pink nipples had hardened because it was cold inside the cubicle. The nurse sat the unconscious woman upright to remove the gown EMS dressed her in. At the same time, she disconnected the leads on the portable machines and reattached the hospital’s machines. She laid Red on the hospital’s gurney and began cutting away the remainder of her clothes.

Phoebe sighed. “Is that necessary, Nurse? Cutting them away instead of removing them.”

The nurse smiled at the question. “I get asked that all the time. Usually because the clothing looks expensive, as hers does. We want to spend our time treating the patient, not worrying about keeping their clothes intact.” She removed the sliced-up clothes and placed them in a bag with the rest. Red was completely nude now.

Phoebe almost whistled. The woman looked so hot, she sizzled. Smooth, firm ivory-colored hips, legs and thighs that came from exercising. She watched the nurse change gloves. She opened Red’s legs. Then she dipped wipes into a solution and slathered the solution on Red’s auburn vaginal hair and purplish-pink lips. She inserted a catheter into her vagina. She removed her gloves then pulled on fresh gloves and massaged Red’s belly until urine flowed. She ran fingers inside Red’s vaginal lips to check the connection. “Good,” she muttered, quickly changing gloves again before she slipped her patient into a fresh gown.

“Friend, it’s okay to touch her and talk to her. Let her know you’re here.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Phoebe walked over to the gurney. She reached out to stroke Red’s forehead then kissed it. “Red, it’s me, the woman you want to sue. I’m still here with you. Who the hell names a kid, especially a girl, Redmond?” Blue eyes flew open to stare at her. Then Red noticed her surroundings and started crying. “Hey. Hey! No tears. If you start crying, it’ll mess with the machines. Understand?” Phoebe kept stroking Redmond’s forehead until she closed her eyes again.

“Good. That’s good, Friend. Keep her calm. You have a very soothing manner with her. I think you should stay with her.”

“It’s Phoebe. Just call me Phoebe.” Phoebe cleared her throat. “The other nurse said I needed to register her at the admissions unit.”

“You do. I can do it for you. Give me her medical info. You stay here and keep her calm. Those tests she needs take a while to set up. It’s better if she stays in a cubicle. Less exposure to allergens.”

Phoebe studied the nurse, deciding to trust her with Redmond’s wallet.

The nurse looked through the wallet. “Ah yes. Redmond Wallace. I thought I recognized her. We have her records. I’ll just update them with admissions.” She pulled out the clinic card and returned the wallet to Phoebe. “Keep her quiet and calm. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Phoebe studied Redmond as she fell asleep again. “You are a very beautiful woman. Should I be calling anybody? I didn’t see an emergency contact. You whited it out. The woman you married, what happened to her? I thought I saw a baby too. Was I wrong?” She whispered the question, not wanting to wake the sleeping redhead.

Later, she followed the gurney to the lab and sat outside waiting for a series of tests she wasn’t familiar with getting done. Every so often, a lab tech or a nurse and sometimes a doctor would come out and talk medical jargon with her. She was exhausted. Her brain was fried. Even if she wasn’t tired, she was certain the information would still be gibberish to her. She did remember to text Domini where she was and what was going on before she fell asleep.
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Three: Everything is coming up roses and Rosie. 
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The next morning found Phoebe fast asleep in a recliner she’d pulled next to the bed.

“If I hadn’t seen it, I wouldn’t believe it,” Domini whispered in Phoebe’s ear. She’d crept over to the recliner where her boss and best friend slept. She stepped back to give Phoebe time to stretch and acclimate to her surroundings. She grinned as Phoebe did her wake-up routine.

“It sure took you long enough to find me.” Phoebe sat up and stretched her arms above her head, wiggling them. She rose, bent over and hung her hands down, letting them dangle. She held her arms high as she could then kicked up with her legs and feet. She was trying to touch her arms with her feet.

“How’s she doing today?” Domini asked, studying the redhead from a distance. “Why does she look familiar?”

Phoebe stopped exercising to pull out her cellphone. “Here, look. Once I went through her stuff to find her medical info, I looked her up. Redmond Wallace could buy and sell us several million times over.”

Domini scrolled through the articles. “Redmond Wallace, Redmond ... holy shit! She’s that wealthy heiress. A white woman who married a Black studly woman despite her family’s objections. She was happily married for five years. They had a kid. A little girl, I think. Yep, here’s her picture. The kid is cute.” She frowned as she scrolled down to read more. “Looks like a drunk driver ended everything. She lost the wife and the daughter.”

Phoebe pointed to her phone. “Yesterday was the third anniversary of the tragedy. She hasn’t been seen around town much.” She noticed Domini pointing to the patient and mouthing, She’s awake.

Phoebe stepped over to the patient’s bed. She noticed how Redmond’s wide blue eyes studied her. Then she noticed the breathing tube in her own throat and struggled to pull against the bindings holding her hands and legs down. “Easy does it, Red. I’ll go get the nurse to give you something to put you to sleep again.” She leaned over to stroke Redmond’s forehead. “Calm down, Red. It’s going to be fine. Trust me. You’ll be fine. Close your eyes now. Think of something nice. A favorite place maybe.”

“I’ll go. You stay with her, Phoebs,” Domini remarked. She strode out of the room and down the corridor.

“You’ll feel better in a minute.” Phoebe continued to stroke Redmond’s forehead and cheek. “Just give yourself a moment to adjust to everything. Okay?” She studied frightened blue eyes. “Honest, it’ll be fine. You’ll see.” She kept stroking Redmond’s forehead and looking into her eyes.

The nurse entered the room where the patient wouldn’t see her and increased the dosage. “I don’t know what happened. She should have remained under for the rest of the day. The restraints were a just-in-case precaution. I hate using them. We had a patient rip the breathing tube out and damage his esophagus, so now we use them.”

The nurse checked Redmond’s vitals, made some chart notes and then removed the restraints. “Phoebe, it’s time for her morning bath. We find it good to establish a routine with the patient and then stick with it. If you and your friend want, go get breakfast. I should be finished by then. She’ll be sleeping for the rest of the day. Soon as the doctor gives me permission, the breathing tube comes out.”

“What about the catheter?”

The nurse sighed. “We like to leave it in just a tad more to see how her body responds. In any case, she’ll be ready to go home tomorrow afternoon or early the next morning. She’ll need private nursing care to build up her body’s immunity. We can set that up for her with input from you.” The nurse studied Phoebe. “You’re the first person since her wife to come with her to the hospital. She has a habit of disobeying doctor’s orders. You worked well with her. She does what you say. Go home with her. Get her to accept the homecare plan you and I will come up with.”

Phoebe sighed. This was getting very complicated again. “Sure. Let me eat first, Nurse. I always feel better after a meal.”

The nurse eyed her and then smiled at Domini. “I bet you haven’t missed a meal in a while.”

Domini answered the nurse’s smile with a wide grin. “I’m a damned good cook. I’m supposed to be a big girl.”

“I never said I didn’t like big girls. Especially if they cook in my favorite room of a house,” the nurse remarked, looking Domini up and down then pointedly staring at her crotch. “I’d appreciate it if one of you could wait with the patient while I get the bathing supplies.”

“You wait here, Phoebs. I think she might need a little help carrying all those heavy supplies.” Domini quickly strode to the door, opening it just ahead of the nurse. “After you.” She looked down at the name tag. R. Ivy. “What does the ‘R’ stand for?”

“Ravenously hungry!”

Domini threw her head back laughed. “I love me some very hungry females. How long has it been?”

“It feels like eons, but in reality, just eighteen long months.”

“I feel honored that you’d let me be the one to break your fast.”

The nurse stopped at a supply room with a locked cabinet. She unlocked the cabinet to remove the supplies she needed piling them on Domini’s outstretched muscular arms. “Thanks for this,” the nurse remarked, looking into Domini’s sparkling dark eyes. Oh yes, they were going to have some fun breaking her fast. “I heard her call you Domini. Is that a nickname for something?”

“Dominique.”

“That’s a pretty name for a pretty woman.”

“I’m handsome maybe. But pretty, I don’t think so.”

“That’s because you don’t see what I see. I’m betting your body is pretty too.” The nurse watched Dominique flush. “And the pretty woman blushes too.” She locked the cabinet. “Follow me, Beautiful.”

Domini placed the supplies on a rolling cart and then marched over to the nurse. “Not yet.” She leaned down. “Is it okay if I kiss you, Ms. R. Ivy?” She grinned when the nurse nodded. She cupped the nurse’s face in two large hands and kissed her tenderly.

“It’s Rosie Ivy.”

“Hmm, a flower and a vine.” Domini smiled at Rosie. “I bet I could make a dish honoring one or the other of them. What do you think?”

“I think noon won’t come soon enough for me.”

“What happens at noon?”

“Hopefully, a bit after noon, you’ll be in my bed, showing me how to break a fast. What do you think about that, Domini?”

“I think you should ask your supervisor for time off so you can leave early.”

Rosie giggled. “I am the supervisor.”

“Oh.” Domini sighed. “Guess I’ll have to figure out something to keep me entertained until then.” She watched Rosie study for her for a long minute before reaching into a pocket for her keys. Then she pulled on her arm and wrote an address. “Cook me something delicious to celebrate breaking my fast. I’m always starving after work.” She slipped the keys into Domini’s large hand.

“How do you know I won’t steal you blind?”

“Will you?”

“Hell no!” Domini pulled Rosie close, lifted her chin with a finger and kissed her. She really kissed her, squeezing Rosie’s hip cheeks then rubbing against her, letting her feel the wetness of her crotch. She grabbed Rosie’s hands using them to rub against her excited body.

“That’s you, all you, huh?”

“No strap-on.”

“Can I see it?”

Domini looked around the room and frowned. They were in a supply closet. What were the chances another nurse would need supplies before noon? A hundred to one. “Now, like this, in here?”

“Yes, here and now.” Rosie pulled Domini into a bathroom and locked the door. She unsnapped her uniform first and then unzipped Domini’s slacks. She yanked them and the gray boxers she discovered down sturdy brown thighs. She stood looking at Domini’s shriveled clit and licked her lips. She knelt, licking the tip gently then giggling when it wiggled against her lips. “She likes it, doesn’t she?”

Domini moaned, grabbing the sink behind her as she thrust out her pelvis, offering it to Rosie. “Yes, I do,” she answered in a strained voice. “Don’t tease. Either we do ...” She stopped speaking to feel Rosie swallowing her whole. At least that was what it felt like. “Sweets, that’s good. So just you know. Been a while for me too. Whew, Rosie ... stop. Before you make me.” Domini pulled the smaller woman upright to stop her. “Arms around my neck. Wrap your legs around my neck.” She groaned softly then rested her sweating forehead against Rosie’s opened uniform. “I meant my waist. Legs around my waist.” She nuzzled Rosie’s neck then used her teeth to tug the bra up so she could suck perky ebony nipples.

Rosie moaned and grabbed her neck for balance. She lifted her body and then reached between their bodies to insert Domini’s arousal inside her. She bit into her lip to keep from screaming. She felt a wall against her back as her lover thrust upward hard into her then kissed her sweetly. Then squishy sounds and the flood of juices filled the room. “OMG! OMG! OMG!” she kept repeating as Domini kept finding her G-spots and tickling them, then asking her if she wanted more. Of course she did. She vaguely heard the door unlock. The rolling cart squeaked. Somebody called out, “I’m taking this to give the patient in room 201-E a bath. Her friend is in the cafeteria in case anybody in the bathroom is interested.”
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