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CHAPTER 1




The fluorescent lights of Sunnyside General didn’t just illuminate the hallways; they interrogated you. They hummed with a low-frequency buzz that vibrated in the marrow of my bones, a sterile rhythm that matched the frantic pulse of Houston’s Third Ward. I leaned against the nurse’s station, the linoleum beneath my clogs scuffed by a thousand stories of survival and surrender.

The air was a thick cocktail of industrial bleach, the metallic tang of blood, and the ghost of cafeteria coffee—burnt and bitter, the unofficial fuel of the graveyard shift.

I was Jennifer—Dr. Reed to the charts, but just Jen to the streets that raised me. My caramel skin was slick with the sheen of a twelve-hour grind, my box braids pulled back into a heavy tail that swayed against my spine. My scrubs, once crisp and professional, now clung to my curves with a weary desperation, molded to me by the humidity of a hospital that never slept.

I tapped the screen of my tablet, pulling up Mrs. Jones’s file. Leukemia. The word felt like a slur. In Sunnyside, we didn’t just fight biology; we fought the zip code, the lack of funding, and the systemic weight of being overlooked.

"You’re doing that thing again," a voice honeyed with a thick H-Town drawl broke through my thoughts.

I looked up to see Amanda, my head nurse and the sister of my soul. She was a vision of unapologetic vibrance in a sea of sterile blue. Her curly weave was laid to perfection, and her light brown skin was practically shimmering. She looked like she’d just stepped out of a music video instead of a double shift.

"Doing what?" I asked, a smirk playing on my lips.

"Thinking too hard. Wearing the weight of the world like it’s a designer coat. Take it off, Jen. It doesn't fit you." She slid a physical folder across the desk, her hot pink acrylics clicking against the laminate. "And before you ask, yes. I did. And yes, he was."

I let out a soft laugh, the sound a rare melody in the oncology ward. "Amanda, girl, you are glowing like you hit the Powerball. I take it Luke lived up to the hype?"

"Wrecked, Jen. I am officially wrecked," she whispered, leaning in with a conspiratorial grin. "The man has hands like a mechanic but the touch of a poet, if you catch my drift. We got frisky in the back of that Tahoe, and let’s just say, I’m gonna need a double shot of espresso to make it through the next four hours."

"Get it, girl," I teased, tucking the file under my arm. "I'm happy for you. Lord knows someone in this building needs to be getting some Vitamin D."

Amanda’s eyes narrowed, that playful mischief turning into a sharp, sisterly interrogation. "Speaking of... what’s the word on the gymnast? That mocha-skinned goddess with the legs that go on for days? Lisa, right?"

The mention of her name sent a traitorous spark through my chest. Lisa. She had come in a week ago with a torn meniscus—a tragedy for a dancer, but a blessing for my tired eyes. She had skin the color of a perfect espresso shot and a laugh that sounded like wind chimes in a storm. When I’d handed her my card, she hadn't just taken it; she’d traced the tips of her fingers across my palm, a silent invitation that had kept me awake for three nights straight.

"I haven't called her," I muttered, suddenly fascinated by the hem of my scrub top.

"Jennifer Nicole Reed. You are a literal doctor. You save lives. You tell people they’re dying with grace. And you’re scared of a phone call?"

"It’s not the call, ‘Manda. It’s the... everything else." I sighed, the weight of the past settling into the small of my back. "I’m still picking Toya’s shrapnel out of my heart. Ten years, man. Ten years of building a life just to find out she was building a second one on the side. I don’t know if I have the energy to start over."

Amanda’s expression softened. She reached across the desk, her hand grounding mine. "Listen to me. Toya was a detour, not the destination. That hood-movie drama she put you through? That’s her karma, not your future. Sunnyside taught us how to dodge bullets, Jen. Don’t let a ghost keep you from a living, breathing woman who looked at you like you were the last glass of water in the desert."

She squeezed my hand. "Call her. Not for a wedding ring. Just for a breath of fresh air. Step out of this graveyard and remind yourself you’re still alive."

I took a deep breath, the scent of bleach suddenly less stifling. "You’re right. I’ll do it. I promise."

"Good. Now go see Mrs. Jones. She’s been asking for 'the pretty doctor with the braids' all morning."

***

Room 402 was a quiet sanctuary. Mrs. Jones lay amidst the white sheets like a pressed flower—fragile, but still retaining the vibrant colors of her spirit.

"Morning, Mrs. Jones," I said, my voice dropping into the warm, soothing register I reserved for my favorites. "How’s my favorite fighter holding up?"

She turned her head, her skin a map of eighty years of Houston sun. "Jennifer, baby. I’m tired. The Reaper’s been leaning against the doorframe all night, whistling tunes I don't want to hear."

My heart gave a painful thud. "Don't you listen to him. He’s just a loiterer. We aren't ready to let you go yet."

"I’m ready, child. My Jimmy’s been gone a month now, and the bed feels like an ocean without him. And my boy, Jermaine... he’s still over there in the sand, wearing that uniform. I just want to feel his arms around me one more time."

I sat on the edge of her bed, taking her hand. It felt like parchment, but her grip was surprisingly firm. We spent the next hour talking—not about white blood cell counts or chemotherapy cycles, but about the real things. She told me about the block parties on Reed Road in the seventies, the smell of barbecue smoke and the sound of The Isley Brothers drifting through the humidity.

She told me about her love for mysteries, how she and Jermaine used to read Nancy Drew and the Hardy Boys together.

"I’ve got the whole collection at the house," she whispered, her eyes sparking with a final ember of fire. "Tamara’s bringing them tomorrow. I want you to have them, Jennifer. A woman who spends her life in the dark needs a little mystery to keep her mind sharp."

"Mrs. Jones, I couldn't—"

"Hush. You can and you will. You’ve got a golden heart, doctor. Don’t let this place turn it to stone."

When I finally left her room, I felt lighter, as if she had transferred some of her ancestral strength into my own veins. The rest of my shift passed in a blur of activity, but the resolve Amanda had sparked stayed lit.

***

The drive home was a transition. I rolled the windows down on my Civic, letting the thick Houston night air whip through the car. Megan Thee Stallion was thumping through the speakers, the heavy bass vibrating in my seat, helping me shed the "Dr. Reed" persona and find "Jen" again.

My apartment off Selinsky was my fortress. I barely had the door open before sixty pounds of muscle and slobber hit me.

"Baxter! Back, boy!" I laughed as my Mastiff nearly took me to the floor. He was a gentle giant with a face only a mother could love and breath that could peel paint, but he was the only soul who saw me at my most vulnerable.

After a shower that felt like a baptism, I sat on my velvet sofa, wrapped in a silk robe that felt like a sin against my skin. I ordered the greasiest ribs Sunnyside had to offer and stared at my phone.

Just do it.

I dialed Lisa’s number. My heart was a drum corps in my chest.

Ring... Ring...

"Hey, this is Lisa. I’m probably out dancing or doing something I shouldn't be. Leave a message!"

I hung up, a strange mix of relief and crushing disappointment washing over me. I tried again. Voicemail. A third time. Voicemail.

I tossed the phone onto the cushions and leaned back, Baxter resting his heavy head on my lap. The silence of the apartment felt deafening. Maybe Amanda was wrong. Maybe I was meant to be a ghost in those hallways, a silent observer of other people’s lives.

But then, my phone buzzed. Not a call—a text.

Lisa: Hey Doc. Sorry I missed you. Practice ran late and I’m just getting to my phone. You finally decided to use those digits, or did you just butt-dial me? ;)

I felt a grin spread across my face, wide and genuine.

Jen: A doctor never admits to an accident. I was just checking to see if you were following my orders for that knee.

Lisa: Liar. You were thinking about me. Come over. I’ve got a bottle of red, a heating pad, and a playlist that’ll make you forget you ever smelled bleach.

The invitation was a spark in a dark room. I looked at Baxter, then at my ribs, then back at the phone. My heart, the one I thought was in pieces, gave a steady, rhythmic thump.

"I'm going out, Bax," I whispered, scratching his ears.

I didn't know if Lisa was the one, or just a beautiful distraction. But as I headed to the bedroom to find something that showed off the curves my scrubs usually hid, I realized Mrs. Jones was right. The sun comes up every morning, whether you're ready for it or not. And I was ready to step into the light.


CHAPTER 2




The drive from Sunnyside to the edge of the Third Ward was a blur of neon signs, liquor stores, and the humid Houston wind whipping through my open windows. I was leaving behind the scent of death and industrial-grade lavender, chasing a feeling I hadn't let myself touch in years. My Civic felt like a getaway car.

I pulled into the lot of a sleek, glass-fronted complex that sat on the border of "making it" and "still the block." It was the kind of place where you could see the downtown skyline sparkling like a promise on one side and a boarded-up row house on the other.

I killed the engine, but the bass from my speakers kept thumping in my chest. I checked the mirror. My braids were laid, my edges were snatched, and my skin had that "I just spent twelve hours saving lives" glow, but I’d touched it up with enough highlighter to make me look like a goddess under the streetlights.

"Deep breaths, Jennifer," I muttered, slicking on a fresh coat of red gloss. "You're a whole doctor. You handle stage-four crises. You can handle one gymnast with a killer smile and an ass that’s been doing overtime in your dreams."

I stepped out, my heels clicking a sharp, syncopated rhythm against the concrete. Apartment 3B. I didn't just knock; I announced myself.

The door swung open, and I swear to God, the air in the hallway just evaporated.

Lisa stood there, leaning against the doorframe like she’d been waiting for a photo shoot. She was wearing tiny, charcoal-gray yoga shorts that highlighted every ripple of muscle in her thighs and a white crop top that didn't even try to hide the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her skin was the color of a perfect latte—creamy, dark, and smooth as silk.

"Damn, Doc," she drawled, her voice a low, honeyed vibrato that made my toes curl in my heels. "I thought you might’ve got caught up in surgery. Or maybe you just got cold feet."

I let my eyes travel down her body—slow, deliberate, and hungry. I wasn't at the hospital anymore. "Surgery’s over, Lisa. And believe me, ain't nothing about me cold right now."

She smirked, a wicked little tilt of the lips that told me she liked what she saw. "I can see that. Come in before you set the smoke alarm off in the hallway."

Her place was a vibe. Exposed brick, a velvet sectional the color of deep sea water, and shelves lined with gymnastics trophies that caught the amber glow of the string lights. The air smelled like vanilla, expensive weed, and anticipation.

"Wine's already breathing," she said, walking toward the kitchen. The way she moved... it was fluid, like she was perpetually mid-routine. "Red blend. Bold, spicy, and doesn't take no for an answer. Reminded me of you."

"Is that right?" I followed her, my eyes locked on the sway of her hips. "You spent a lot of time thinking about me today?"

She turned, holding two glasses, her gaze heavy. "I spent the whole damn practice thinking about those hands of yours, Jennifer. The way you touched my knee in that exam room? All professional and steady? I kept wondering if they stayed that steady when the lights went down."

I felt the heat creep up my neck, but I didn't look away. I took the glass from her, my fingers intentionally lingering against hers. "I guess you're about to find out."

We sat on the sectional, the silence between us charged with enough electricity to power the whole ward. We talked, but the words were just a bridge. She told me about growing up in the 'Tre, the struggle of being a Black girl in a sport that didn't always want her, and the high of sticking a landing when everyone expected her to fall.

"I know that feeling," I said, sipping the wine. It was dark and heady. "In Sunnyside, they don't expect us to be doctors. They expect us to be statistics. Every time I put on this white coat, it feels like a middle finger to everyone who said I couldn't."

"A beautiful middle finger," Lisa murmured, leaning closer. The scent of her—sweet sweat and cocoa butter—was making it hard to think. "But tonight, I don't want the doctor. I want Jen. The girl who reads Nancy Drew and listens to Megan Thee Stallion when no one's looking."

I laughed, the sound low and a little bit wrecked. "How do you know me so well already?"

"I'm a gymnast, baby. I'm trained to notice the details. Like the way your pupils dilate when I look at you like this." She put her glass down on the coffee table. "Or the way your heart is beating so hard I can see it in your neck."

***

She didn't wait for an invitation. She reached out, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw before tangling in the braids at the nape of my neck. She pulled me in slow, giving me every chance to say no, but my body was already screaming yes.

When our lips met, it wasn't soft. It was a collision. It tasted like red wine and years of suppressed wanting. I groaned into her mouth, my hands finding the hard, athletic planes of her waist. She was solid muscle, a powerhouse wrapped in velvet skin.

"Bedroom," she whispered against my lips, her breath hot.

"Now," I agreed.

We didn't make it to the bed without leaving a trail of clothes. My V-neck hit the rug; her crop top followed. When I saw her fully—the sculpted abs, the heavy, dark-nippled breasts, the sheer power of her frame—I felt a physical ache between my legs.

She pushed me onto the silk sheets, stalking over me like a predator. "You're so fucking fine, Jen. I've been dreaming about getting you out of those scrubs since the moment I saw you."

"Stop talking and do something about it," I challenged, my voice thick with hunger.

Lisa smirked. "Oh, I'm gonna do a lot about it. I’m gonna make you forget your own name, Doc."

She started at my throat, nipping and sucking until I knew there’d be a mark. Her hands were everywhere—mapping my curves, squeezing my hips, reminding me that I was a woman, not just a set of credentials. When she moved down, her tongue circling my navel, I fisted the sheets, my breath hitching.

"You like that?" she murmured, looking up at me, her eyes dark and predatory.

"Fuck yes," I gasped.

She peeled my jeans down with an efficiency that made me wonder how many times she’d practiced this. Then she was there, between my thighs. She didn't just dive in; she teased. Her breath was hot against my lace, her fingers tracing the edges of my pussy until I was bucking, begging for more.

"Spread those legs for me, baby," she commanded, her hood drawl coming out thick and raw. "Show me how much you want this."

I obeyed, my thighs falling open. She didn't hesitate. Her tongue found my clit with the precision of a surgeon, and I let out a sound that was half-sob, half-scream. She was relentless. She used her tongue like a weapon, swirling, flicking, and sucking until I was seeing stars.

"You're so wet for me," she whispered, her fingers sliding inside me, stretching me wide. "Look at you. Drowning for Lisa."

"Please—Lisa—I'm gonna—"

"Go ahead, baby. Give it all to me."

I shattered. My body arched off the bed, my muscles coiling tight before exploding into a million pieces. I came so hard my ears were ringing, my voice echoing in her quiet bedroom. She didn't pull away; she stayed there, licking me through the aftershocks, drinking me in like I was the vintage she’d promised.

When I finally caught my breath, I looked down at her. She was looking back, a smug, beautiful grin on her face.

"Fuck it," I whispered.

I flipped her with a strength I didn't know I had, pinning her to the pillows. I wanted to see her unravel. I wanted to see that gymnast discipline crumble.

I started at her toes, licking the arch of her foot, moving up the long, powerful line of her calves. When I reached her thighs, I bit her—softly, just enough to make her gasp.

"Jen—fuck—"

"What happened to that big talk, Lisa?" I murmured, my lips brushing her inner thigh. "You real quiet all of a sudden."

"Just... finish what you started," she hissed, her hands fisting my braids.

I gave her exactly what she asked for. I ate her like I was starving, my tongue deep inside her while my thumb worked her clit into a frenzy. She wasn't the calm, cool gymnast anymore. She was a mess of moans and "oh gods" and "fuck me, Jen."

She squirted—a hot, sudden flood that soaked my face and the sheets. I didn't stop. I licked her clean, my eyes locked on hers as she came, her body shaking with the force of it.

We spent hours like that. Somewhere in the middle of the night, she reached for the half-empty bottle of red blend.

"Hold still," she whispered, her voice wrecked.

She tipped the bottle, pouring the cool, dark liquid over my breasts. I gasped as it trickled down my ribs, pooling in the dip of my stomach.

"I’m gonna drink you like the finest thing in Houston," she said, her eyes burning.

She followed the path of the wine, her tongue lapping up every drop, mixing the spicy red with the salt of my skin. It was filthy. It was beautiful. It was exactly what I needed to wash away the ghost of Toya and the weight of the hospital.

When we finally collapsed, the sun was just beginning to touch the horizon, turning the Houston sky into a bruise of purple and gold. We were tangled together, the sheets a disaster of wine stains and sweat.

Lisa pulled me close, my head resting on her shoulder. Her heartbeat was steady, a rhythm I could finally dance to.

"So," she murmured, her voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. "You still think you're a ghost haunting those halls, Doc?"

I looked at the girl beside me—the girl who had just rocked my world and reminded me I was alive. I felt the warmth of her, the reality of her.

"No," I said, a genuine smile tugging at my lips. "I think I finally found my way home."

She kissed my forehead, her grip on me tightening. "Good. Because we’re just getting started."


CHAPTER 3




The golden Houston sun didn’t just rise over Sunnyside the next morning; it erupted, spilling through the blinds of my bedroom in long, honey-colored bars that danced across my tangled sheets. I lay there for a long moment, my body feeling like a well-played cello—resonant, vibrating, and deliciously sore. Every muscle in my thighs reminded me of Lisa’s strength; every phantom tingle on my skin reminded me of the red wine she’d lapped up like a prayer.

Baxter, my sixty-pound shadow, wasn’t interested in my internal monologue. He let out a low, huffing woof and nudged my hand with a wet nose, his tail thumping against the floorboards like a heavy bassline.

"I know, I know," I muttered, my voice raspy from a night of screaming things I hadn't said in years. "Mama’s up."

I stretched, a slow, feline arch of my back that made me realize I had bruises on my hips that were shaped exactly like Lisa’s thumbprints. I caught my reflection in the floor-length mirror—caramel skin glowing, braids a beautiful mess, and a smile that didn't feel forced for the first time since the Toya era ended. I stepped into the shower, the hot water turning the bathroom into a steam room, washing away the scent of wine and sweat but doing nothing to dampen the fire Lisa had lit in my marrow.

By the time I pulled into the Sunnyside General parking lot, the Houston humidity was already thick enough to chew. I walked into the lobby, my fresh scrubs crisp against my skin, my stride possessing a new, rhythmic confidence.

Amanda was at the desk, her hair wrapped in a silk scarf, her eyes sharper than a scalpel. She took one look at me and dropped her pen.

"Oh, Lord," she breathed, a slow, wicked grin spreading across her face. "Look at that walk. Look at that skin. Jennifer Nicole, you didn't just 'hang out' with that gymnast. You went to the Olympics and brought home the gold, didn't you?"

I leaned against the counter, trying to keep my face neutral, but the smirk betrayed me. "Let’s just say her flexibility is... medically fascinating."

Amanda let out a cackle that turned heads in the waiting room. "Bitch, I knew it! Toya who? We don't know her! We don't acknowledge her! Is there gonna be a sequel?"

"A whole trilogy, if I have any say in it," I whispered, winking before grabbing my tablet. "Now, can we focus on the patients? I have a ward to run."

***

The atmosphere in Room 402 had shifted. It no longer smelled like the end; it smelled like a beginning.

Mrs. Jones was propped up on her pillows, a vibrance in her cheeks that made my heart swell. But it was the woman standing beside her who stopped me in my tracks. She was a vision of Third Ward elegance—warm brown skin, locs twisted into an intricate, regal updo, and a pair of vintage-wash jeans that hugged curves that were nothing short of a public safety hazard.

"Jennifer! Come here, baby," Mrs. Jones beamed. "This is my eldest, Tamara. Tamara, this is the angel I told you about. The one keeping me on this side of the dirt."

Tamara turned, and for a second, the hospital sounds faded into a low hum. Her eyes were deep, intelligent, and currently dancing with a mischief that felt dangerously familiar. She extended a hand, her grip firm and warm.

"So you're the legendary Dr. Jen," she said, her voice a smooth, alto velvet. "Mom makes you sound like a saint, but I see that look in your eye. You’ve got a little bit of the streets in you still."

I laughed, feeling a spark of static—or something deeper—as our palms met. "Sunnyside raised, Sunnyside stayed. It’s a pleasure, Tamara."

"The pleasure is mine. Truly." She gestured to a taped-up box on the chair. "I brought the goods. Every mystery Mom could find in the attic. Nancy Drew, Hardy Boys, even some old-school Agatha Christie."

"You’re a lifesaver," I said, opening the box. The scent of old paper and nostalgia wafted up. "I used to read these under the covers with a flashlight when the neighborhood got too loud."

"Me too," Tamara murmured, her gaze lingering on my lips a fraction of a second too long. "Sometimes the only way to survive the real world is to get lost in a fake one."

We spent twenty minutes talking—not just about white blood cell counts, but about life. Tamara was a teacher, a woman who molded minds with the same fierce love her mother used to mold souls. When I checked Mrs. Jones's vitals, Tamara watched my hands with an intensity that made my breath hitch.

"Vitals are beautiful, Mrs. Jones. If you keep this up, we’ll have you home by the time Jermaine gets in."

"That’s the plan, Doc," Tamara said, sliding her phone into her pocket. "Listen, I’m headed to the Starbucks across the street to recharge. You look like you haven't sat down since the Bush administration. Join me for a quick one?"

I looked at Amanda at the desk, who gave me a subtle, vigorous nod.

"Ten minutes," I said. "I could use the caffeine."

***

The Starbucks was a chaotic symphony of espresso machines and frantic commuters, but the corner table where Tamara sat felt like an island.

"So," she said, stirring her latte. "Real talk. How much time does she really have? I need the daughter version, not the doctor version."

I sighed, leaning in. "She’s a fighter, Tamara. The leukemia is aggressive, but she’s responding to the chemo better than patients half her age. Having Jermaine come home? That’s better than any drug I can prescribe. Hope is a powerful steroid."

Tamara reached across the table, her fingers brushing mine. "Thank you for being human with her. A lot of doctors treat her like a case study. You treat her like a queen."

"She is a queen," I said softly.

The conversation shifted, the weight lifting as we talked about the neighborhood, the best taco trucks on Scott Street, and the absurdity of teaching middle schoolers.

"One kid tried to tell me his dog ate his iPad," she laughed. "I told him, 'Baby, I’m from Sunnyside. You gotta lie better than that if you want to pass my class.'"

I was laughing so hard I almost missed the way she was looking at me. It wasn't the way a grateful daughter looks at a doctor. It was the way a woman looks at a woman she wants to know—intimately.

"I should get back," I said, though my feet felt rooted.

"Me too. Let me use the restroom first."

I followed her toward the back. The restroom was a single-occupancy-style setup with two stalls and a shared mirror. The door locked behind us with a heavy thud.

I was at the sink, splashing cold water on my face, trying to reset my professional brain. When I looked up into the mirror, Tamara was standing right behind me. She didn't move. She just watched me.

"Jen," she whispered.

I turned around, my back against the cold porcelain of the sink. "Yeah?"

She didn't explain. She just stepped into my space, the scent of her cocoa butter and espresso hitting me like a physical blow. She rose on her tiptoes and pressed her lips to mine. It wasn't the hungry, athletic claim of Lisa from the night before; it was soft, tasting of caramel and hidden depths.

A shockwave rolled through me, my nipples tightening instantly against my bra. I should have pulled away. I should have been the professional. But the thrill of the secret, the raw magnetism of this woman, broke my resolve.

I bent my head and returned the kiss, my tongue seeking hers. She let out a soft, whimpering moan, her hands sliding up my scrubs to cradle my face.

"God, you're so fine," she breathed against my lips.

***

At first it was just our lips gently touching, but Tamara slowly opened her mouth, and I felt the tip of her tongue gently trying to make its way into my mouth. It was like no other kiss I had ever had. My whole body trembled, and I wanted to kiss her so very much.

I surrendered and opened my mouth for her, and soon our tongues were twisting and dancing together, and I lifted my hands to cradle her head gently. She reached up and cupped one of my breasts in her hand, whilst letting her other stray to the back of my neck. Her hands dropped abruptly, grabbing at my waist, pulling us closer together. Our bodies touched, our curves molding together. We held each other, kissing passionately, for several moments, before she let go, breaking the kiss. She backed away a few steps and hoisted herself up onto the sink counter. She sat there facing me, a wide smile on her face as she stared into my eyes.

I swiftly stepped forward towards her, making up the ground between us, and as she parted her knees wide allowing me to stand between her thighs, we kissed again. She lifted her legs, wrapping them around me, trapping me, digging her heels into my backside. I felt her fingers on me, skillfully and methodically unbuttoning my scrub top at my chest. I made no attempt to stop her, and she eventually reached the last button; unclasping it, pushing the material to the sides and off my shoulders, exposing my upper body and bra-clad chest. As my top slid down my arms, dropping to the floor, she broke our kiss, and without pausing for a second, trailed her tongue down across my neck, before lowering her lips to my breasts. She slowly and delicately licked and sucked on each of my hard nipples through the lace, finally settling on my left, which she gently tongued and nibbled between her teeth, while her small hands worked on both breasts, slipping under the fabric. I quivered at each light touch she made, a warm glow starting to build deep inside my body. I could not remember ever being as excited as I was at that moment. Looking down, it just turned me on even more that it was Tamara doing this to me, and not some fling from my past. My breathing was now reduced to long, deep, shuddering pants. I arched my back and moaned, and she enjoyed this.

I had to quickly grab hold of the sink edge to keep my balance, as my legs were beginning to feel a little weak. Her hands slowly skimmed down my sides, delicately sliding over my skin, and across my hips to the front of my scrub pants. I knew where she was heading, and I didn't want her to stop. Her fingers fumbled a little with the drawstring, but soon it loosened, and I felt the waistband sliding down, her warm fingers slithering past the elastic of my panties. Electricity bolted through my body to my pussy and clitoris, and I moaned out softly. I clumsily pushed my pants down my legs for her with my own hands, and kicked them off my feet to the side, leaving me clad now in only my black lace panties and bra. She immediately slid her hand further down under the delicate lacy material toward my centre, and I felt her fingers brush through my trimmed pubic hair, and to the top cleft of my pussy. She moved lower, her fingers sinking into my slit. The sheer amount of wetness she found there must have been incredible. I was turned on in a way I had only ever experienced with Lisa. I felt a shiver going up and down my spine as my most private feminine place was being explored and caressed by this woman.

Tamara began to move her fingers up and down through the folds of my pussy and over my clitoris, before eventually pushing two fingers inside me, making me groan out loud. She moved her fingers in and out, making a wet, squishy sound in my wetness. I pushed my hips against her hand. She pushed the full length of her fingers into me, and sucked a little harder on my nipple. The combination of stimulations; her mouth on my breast, her fingers buried deep in me, her heels pulling against my bottom; was overwhelming. I was whimpering at this point, and it only took three or four more strokes of her fingers in my pussy, before I began moaning and clinging onto her for dear life. I came so hard and so suddenly that I nearly dragged us both crashing to the restroom floor. It was the hottest, strongest, most amazing climax I had ever had.

She held on to me as I tried to catch my breath and regain my composure. I leaned against her and the sink counter on which she was still sitting, and we looked deeply into each other’s eyes. We kissed gently and laughed. I could hardly believe what had just happened to me. I felt drained, but at the same time filled with an intense feeling of excitement and desire. I knew I had to make this woman feel just as wonderful as she had just made me feel.

We continued to kiss, and my excitement kept growing and growing. Each kiss became deeper and more sensual, and my hands began to roam around her body; over her back, trailing my fingers down her spine to squeeze and caress her bottom. I moved up to her front, finding her full round breasts and gently squeezed and fondled them through her blouse. I lowered my hands, grabbing at the hem of her blouse, and she threw her arms above her head, like she was surrendering to the moment. I quickly tugged it over her belly, past her bare chest, and up over her head, before tossing it over my shoulder and onto the floor behind me. There she sat before me. She was absolutely gorgeous; her breasts weren’t oversized, but perfectly sized for her frame, with dark areola and nipples like chocolate drops. Her toned stomach raised and lowered with excitement. Her skin was smooth and glistened with a fine covering of sweat.

With trembling fingers I reached out and touched the flesh of another woman’s breasts—Tamara's—for the first time in this wild context. They were soft and warm. Her skin was so velvety. I pinched and pulled and twisted at her nipples gently, and she let out a little moan. I hoped that she was enjoying this as much as I was.

We kissed again, long and deep, while I continued to knead her breasts. Slowly I traced my tongue down over her neck to her chest and into the valley between her breasts. I gently rubbed my face between those breasts, feeling her sweat cover my cheeks, before I slowly kissed my way to her right nipple. At first I only flicked across the tip with my tongue, but was soon overcome by the urge to suck it into my mouth. I loved the feel and texture of the tiny goose bumps and wrinkles. I sucked and nibbled like I was savoring the sweetest treat.

Tamara was breathing hard and her body was squirming around. I looked down and realized that she was trying to shimmy herself out of her jeans as she sat on the counter.

“You’re going to have to help me with these,” she giggled. “I think I’m stuck!”

I hesitated for a moment. I wasn’t sure that I was ready for this, but the look on her face propelled me to take what was clearly the next step. I quickly hooked my fingers in the waistband of her jeans and, while she lifted herself up off the counter, I began to peel her jeans down her thighs. I could have easily passed out as her wet pussy appeared, pointing straight at me, seeming to thrust up in my direction. I stared straight at it, as I finished pulling her jeans down her legs, past her knees, then down to her ankles, and finally off over her sneakers. I was right—she wore no panties under those jeans.

Dropping her jeans to the floor, I stood and again stared at her delectable body, now completely naked from the waist down. Her legs were smooth and perfectly shaped. Her thighs looked soft and inviting. What struck me as most captivating however, was seeing that her pubic area was neatly trimmed, a small landing strip that drew my eyes like a magnet. It was stunning. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Her whole body was so beautiful, and I wanted to run my hands all over it. I slowly slid my fingers across her belly until I reached her pussy. It was hot and slick with her juice. I moved my finger back and forward over its plump lips. I slowly got down on my knees to get a better look at her, and she spread her legs for me and shuffled forward so her bottom rested near the edge of the counter. My face got closer, and I could see every wonderful detail of her. The skin around the puffy lips was slightly darker than the rest. Her labia were swollen and full, and they seemed to almost pout out at me, soaked with the dew of lubrication. She was very wet indeed.

If I had any doubts about myself and my ability to do what came next, they were quickly erased as I inhaled her scent. Fuck, I loved the scent of her pussy; it was an intoxicating mixture of perspiration and musk. There was nothing artificial. No perfume, no cologne or powder; just the raw, natural, sweet aroma of this woman’s lust. I leaned in closer and inhaled deeply. The odor filled my head and made me dizzy with desire. I had to have her. The urge to lean over and taste Tamara was overpowering.

I bent forward, touching her pussy with my mouth, and slid my tongue between its dewy folds. I was tentative at first, but the slippery, salty taste made me press on. I stretched out my tongue as far as it would go and licked her glistening slit from the bottom to the very top, not neglecting to tickle her little clit. Tamara giggled and moaned and squirmed as I got my first taste of her. She was sweet and tangy, not unlike my own juices, which I have tasted a few times. But there were subtle differences that I couldn’t quite put a finger on. But this wasn’t a tasting session, and I didn’t waste any more time trying to compare flavors.

I slid my tongue back inside her, wriggling it around while my teeth lightly nibbled at her wet pussy lips and clit. She started to make little animal sounds. It made me feel incredibly sexy to think that I was getting this woman so excited. Her sounds urged me on and made me feel more aggressive. I started sucking on her clit while driving my tongue deep into her.

I could feel her shifting her body around, and I looked up to see what she was doing. One by one, she had lifted both feet up, placing them flat on the counter next to her, opening herself up to me further. She reached down under her bent legs and gently spread her lips apart with her fingers, holding her pussy wide open for me, exposing her inner depths. At that moment it occurred to me what a sight we would have made if someone had walked in on us right now. Here was this gorgeous woman sitting on the Starbucks restroom counter, naked from the waist down apart from those casual sneakers. And here I was; a respected oncologist, on my knees in front of her, in my bra and panties, with my face buried in her wet pussy. Of course at that point I doubt I would have even noticed if anyone had walked in. I doubt I would have stopped even if the place was on fire.

I returned my full attention to Tamara’s pussy, slurping and licking at it for all I was worth. All my inhibitions were being forced out of me and I displayed all of my passions. I slid my tongue over her fingers, and she began moving them, rubbing herself. I licked away at her fingers and pussy as we both slid up and down her open slit. Dropping lower I tongued her hole again. In and out I went, wiggling my tongue as I lapped at the insides. I was at the heart of her femininity and she had nothing left to hide. She began oscillating and grinding her hips against my face, in rhythm with my tongue, her breath raging and uncontrolled. She watched as I sucked all of her juices, and God did I love them! I was out of control, and began drooling saliva out of the sides of my mouth, as my tongue stimulated her sensitive pussy.

I was really worked up myself by now, and I slowly slid my hand down across my belly to my soaked panties, grabbing at the waistband, pulling them so that the material rode up into the folds of my pussy. I slipped my hand down the front of my panties, my fingers finding my own slit throbbing and soaking wet. I plunged two fingers inside myself and started to hump against my hand as I intensified the pleasure my mouth was giving her.

I had just about fingered myself to a second intense orgasm when she started to squeal and thrash about. She was getting red faced, and her eyes seemed glazed.

“My God,” I thought. “I’m making her cum!”

That just about did it for me, and I came all over my hand, rocking and squeezing on my clit. Seconds later, her sweet juices splashed all over my lips as she orgasmed. Shuddering, she moaned loudly, closing her thighs, squeezing them onto my cheeks. She bucked her hips, pushing forward against my face, her whole body shaking. I glanced up at her, seeing her face puckered in the pleasures of satisfaction.

As her soft moans died down and her hips finally stopped bouncing up and down, I looked up at her again, this time letting my gaze travel across her entire body. Her pussy glistened and her tummy quivered and heaved as she panted. Her mouth was slightly open and beads of sweat had formed on her upper lip. She looked down at me and smiled contently.

I helped her hop down from the counter and she collapsed to the floor beside me. We were both wasted, and we sat, wrapped in each other’s arms, gently stroking each other’s skin.

After a few minutes the spell was broken by the abrupt sound of my pager beeping from my scrub pants on the floor. I jumped as though I had been stung by a bee, and scrambled to get at it. Break over—back to the ward.

“I’m so late!” I said, as I clumsily threw on my clothes.

On very shaky legs we straightened up, checking the mirror. Tamara kissed me quickly on the lips, smiled, and said that she really had to hurry back to Mom.

“But,” she said, grinning, “I know where you work!”

With that she slipped out first, leaving me to compose myself.

As I watched her go, I wondered if what had just happened was real, or if it might have been some very sexy dream. My head was spinning, and all I could do straight afterwards was splash water on my face and try to clear my mind. I still felt incredibly sexy; so sexy that I could barely keep my focus as I headed back to the hospital. I was tense for the remainder of the shift, as I rounded on patients, but no one seemed to notice anything untoward.

Later that afternoon, after updating Mrs. Jones—who beamed about Jermaine's visit—I clocked out, mind reeling. Tamara. Lisa. What was I doing? But the thrill lingered, a secret fire in my veins.

***

The rest of the week was a fever dream.

I was living two lives. By night, I was with Lisa, our bodies becoming a language of their own—scissoring, wine-soaked, and athletic. She was the fire that burned away my past. By day, I was in the ward, exchanging heated, stolen glances with Tamara in the hallways, the memory of the Starbucks sink counter a permanent fixture in my mind.

But the real magic happened on Friday.

Jermaine arrived. He walked into Room 402 in his desert fatigues, looking like a giant among men. When Mrs. Jones saw him, she didn't just smile; she stood up. She stood up under her own power and walked into his arms.

I stood in the doorway with Tamara and Amanda, tears blurring my vision.

"That's the mystery solved, isn't it?" Tamara whispered, sliding her hand into mine behind her back. "The secret to life is just... having something to live for."

I squeezed her hand, then looked at my phone. A text from Lisa: Steak and red wine at my place tonight. Wear that black dress. I want to see how fast I can get you out of it.

I looked at the family in front of me—the healing, the hope, the grit of Sunnyside. I looked at Tamara, the beautiful, complicated woman beside me. And I thought of Lisa, the woman who had restarted my heart.

I didn't have to choose. Not yet. For the first time in ten years, my life wasn't a tragedy or a hood movie. It was an epic.

I walked back to the nurse's station, my head held high.

"You okay, Doc?" Amanda asked, smiling.

"I'm better than okay, ‘Manda," I said, picking up a pen. "I’m alive."

As I began my notes, I realized that Sunnyside hadn't just given me a battlefield; it had given me a playground. And I intended to play until the streetlights came on.

OEBPS/image_rsrcG7.jpg
A

TTY AND STEAMY UR €SB

u? f\//.//(/ \ :
(/ e

7 KN A
Vs /\/

JSOVIRALI





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		CHAPTER 1


    		CHAPTER 2


    		CHAPTER 3


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32






