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Touch

As the go-to therapist at Elite Therapy, Dr. Hayley
Sims is the best in her field. It’s exactly why she’s just been
assigned her most challenging patient yet, hockey player Elizabeth
Stone. Not because Stone’s injury is complicated, but because she
is intense to work with and needs someone to keep her in check.
When Hayley’s personal life starts unraveling and she realizes she
might be developing feelings for her patient, she’s torn between
finishing her assignment and walking away to protect herself. Can
Hayley get Stone back on the ice in one piece while keeping her
heart from breaking?


What Reviewers Say About Kris Bryant’s Work

Forget Me Not

“Told in the first person, from Grace’s point of
view, we are privy to Grace’s inner musings and her
vulnerabilities. …Bryant crafts clever wording to infuse Grace with
a sharp-witted personality, which clearly covers her insecurities.
…This story is filled with loving familial interactions, caring
friends, romantic interludes and tantalizing sex scenes. The
dialogue, both among the characters and within Grace’s head, is
refreshing, original, and sometimes comical. Forget Me Not
is a fresh perspective on a romantic theme, and an entertaining
read.”—Lambda Literary Review

“…She has a way of giving insight into the other main
protagonist by using a few clever techniques and involving the
secondary characters to add back-stories and extra pieces of
important information. The pace of the book was excellent, it was
never rushed but I was never bored or waiting for a chapter to
finish…this epilogue made my heart swell to the point I almost
lunged off the sofa to do a happy dance.”—Les Rêveur

Whirlwind Romance

“Ms. Bryant’s descriptions were written with such
passion and colourful detail that you could feel the tension and
the excitement along with the characters…”—Inked Rainbow
Reviews

Taste

“[Taste] is an excellent traditional romance,
well written, well conceived and well put together. Kris Bryant has
given us a lovely warm-hearted story about two real human beings
with whom we can genuinely engage. There is no melodrama, no
overblown angst, just two women with an instant attraction who have
to decide first, how to deal with it and second, how much it’s
worth.”—Lesbian Reading Room

“Taste is a student/teacher romance set in a
culinary school. If the premise makes you wonder whether this book
will make you want to eat something tasty, the answer is:
yes.”—The Lesbian Review

Jolt

“[Jolt] is a magnificent love story. Two women
hurt by their previous lovers and each in their own way trying to
make sense out of life and times. When they meet at a gay and
lesbian friendly summer camp, they both feel as if lightening has
struck. This is so beautifully involving, I have already reread it
twice. Amazing!”—Rainbow Book Reviews
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Chapter One

“Why does my new patient look like she’s a lot older
than twelve?” I ask my boss. I catch a glimpse of a lone woman
sitting inside the examination room, her head down, her left leg in
a removable cast. My boss motions for me to follow her into her
office and hands me a file, but waits for me to process the
information before she speaks. When my mouth drops open and I turn
to her, she starts explaining.

“Okay, so she’s twenty-eight, but she’s here for a
very good reason,” she says. I stare at her until she continues. “I
need you to do this as a favor.” My boss, Gloria Bauer, knows I
will do anything she asks, even if I want to scream and throw a
tantrum. She explains that the patient is the daughter of her best
friend from college and even though I have a dozen questions, I
bite my tongue and nod. “She’s kind of a pain in the ass. That’s
why I’m pairing you up. I guess I owe you lunch.”

“Don’t be silly,” I say. Her smile is a mixture of a
thank you and a touch of smugness. “This is at least a dinner. A
really expensive one. One with wine and candles. And you should buy
me chocolate. The fancy ones with liqueur made by a chocolatier
whose name I can’t pronounce.” I turn on my heel and leave her
office before she has a chance to respond. We both know this is a
big favor. I stopped working with athletes years ago. Now I only
work with children. I take a deep breath before I enter the room
where my latest patient is sprawled on the examination table.

“Hi, Elizabeth. I’m Dr. Hayley Sims. It looks like
I’ll be working with you for the next five or six weeks.” Her body
language tells me she’s as excited about this as I am. She leans
back on her elbows and looks at me with the bluest eyes I’ve ever
seen. The corner of her mouth slides into a smirk as she looks me
up and down. Her appraising nod makes me grit my teeth.

“Call me Stone. Nobody calls me Elizabeth.” She
reaches down and plays with the side of the paper that’s stretched
over the examination table. The smile’s there, but it doesn’t reach
her eyes. They’re piercingly angry. I stop myself from releasing a
sigh. Her problems are definitely worse than mine. I quickly and
quietly review her file in front of her. Her doctor’s notes are
fairly extensive and as much as I want more time to study them, I
know I need to assess Stone and make a decision on my own.

“So Elite is your second choice after the team
therapist. What happened at the other place? Why did you
leave?”

“The guy was an ass. He didn’t even look me over, he
looked at my X-rays, read my report, and said I’d never play hockey
on a professional level again.” Stone’s cheeks were blotchy. She
was getting angry. “So, Doc, are you going to say the same
thing?”

“You can call me Hayley. And I have no idea why he
would say that. Rehabilitation is a two-way street. It depends on
you more so than on us. Once I can evaluate you and see where you
are in the healing process, I can give you my opinion,” I say.

“Are you a real doctor or just Gloria’s assistant?”
She’s so dismissive of me. My defenses go up immediately.

“Are you a real hockey player or just the Zamboni
driver?” I shoot back. I can’t believe I came up with the name for
that machine for the correct sport. I’ve never watched a hockey
game in my life.

Stone raises her eyebrow at me. She’s attacked my
profession and I’ve attacked hers. “No offense, Doc. You just seem
really young, vague, and unorganized. I’ve been around a lot of
doctors and you lack their natural confidence. You seem more like
an assistant or a nurse.”

What did I do to deserve this? I stare at her for a
minute and try to come up with something professional to say, even
though I want to call her an asshole and explain to her that I no
longer work with athletes because they are condescending. I also
want to race into my office for my framed degrees, but I refrain.
“Assistants and nurses are just as important to the medical field.
For your information, yes, I’m an actual doctor with an actual
degree. Gloria hired me knowing all of my qualifications. How about
I take a look at you? Oh, unless you want me to grab our company
directory so you can see photos of everybody and pick somebody more
confident to be your doctor.” I shrug at her like it’s no big deal.
I hate that I let her get under my skin so quickly.

Her eyes get wide. “I’m sorry. I kind of have a bad
attitude lately.”

I nod in acceptance of her apology. “Okay, now that
we’ve got that out of the way, why don’t you tell me what happened
and how you got your injuries?” I wheel over a chair to sit in
front of her. She sits up and watches as I gingerly remove the boot
and bandages on her left leg. A fibula break is a tough one, but
I’m more concerned about her fractured ankle.

“My car decided to wrap itself around a tree,” she
says with indifference, but she can’t hide the bitterness in her
voice.

“With a little help? Or just on its own?” Those
heated, expressive eyes glare at me, but the smile’s still firm on
her face. Now we’re in a staring contest. I want to smile because
she doesn’t know how good I am at this game; I work with children
eight hours a day. We both wait. I’m the epitome of patience. She
is a body of barely controlled anger. I understand why my boss
wants me to work with her.

“I dropped my phone on the floor and took my eyes
off of the road for a few seconds.” She shrugs. I nod, even though
I don’t understand the need to text all of the time.

“Well, let’s see what we are going to work with. Can
you lie all the way back?” She slides back so that her leg is
completely on the examination table. “Your hard cast was removed
yesterday?” She nods. I carefully remove the rest of the dressing
so I can look at the injury and the work already performed on it.
“The surgeon did a great job on this.” There will be minimal
scarring. “How does your ankle feel?” I gingerly move it to feel
the flexibility in her tendons and get a general idea of mobility
of the joint. It’s not as stiff as I thought it would be.

“Like it wants to explode.” She wipes a tear away. I
pretend not to notice. “I feel hopeless. Maybe it’s time to hang up
the skates.” Her tone is sarcastic, but laced with sadness. I can
feel her body heat before I even touch her uninjured ankle to get
her attention. She looks up at me.

“You’re not hopeless. Based on the notes from your
doctor and the flexibility without a lot of pain in your ankle, I
think you have a good shot at making a full recovery. We’ll get you
back to where you were sooner than you think. I promise.” I see a
flicker of hope in her eyes and I can’t help but smile. “I just
need you to do everything I say. If you don’t feel it’s the right
thing, then talk to me. Can you promise me that?”

“I’m supposed to do everything you say? Is that how
you get all the women, Doc?” At least the smile on her face seems
genuine now.

“No, just the one I’m engaged to,” I say.

She laughs. “Touché. Off the market.”

I’m glad we got that settled. Now maybe we can get
down to business. “Because of the extent of your injury and the
fact that I’m sure you want to get back into conditioning for the
upcoming hockey season, I want you here five days a week. Will
getting to Elite be a problem for you? I mean, do you have somebody
who can drop you off and pick you up?” She nods. “We’ll start with
some measurements and some simple stretching exercises today. I
want to see what you’re capable of. I’ll send you home with some
exercises, too. Do you have any questions for me?” I almost can’t
look at her. I’m surprised at my reaction to her. She’s everything
I’m normally not attracted to—athletic, tall, and cocky. I can’t
help but compare her to my fiancée who is Stone’s polar opposite
with long blond hair, brown eyes, and a petite frame. Alison is
five foot three, whereas Stone brushes the six foot mark, according
to her records. She’s got me beat by at least four inches, even
leaning on her crutches. I roll the chair over to the desk as if
I’m taking notes, but it’s really an excuse to get away from her. A
hopeful Elizabeth Stone is incredibly sexy.

“So why are you going to help me? I thought for sure
Gloria was going to work on me.”

“I’m one of two pediatric therapists here at Elite.
I’m helping you because my boss wants me to. She knows that I can
work with all types of people and children tend to be the most
difficult.”

Stone busts out laughing. “You’re brutally honest.
Brutally.” She shakes her head. “I know, I know. I’m moody and
difficult to work with, but I feel like this whole thing happened
because of a stupid text. Thank you for making me feel like I’ve
got a shot at getting back on the ice where I belong. I promise
that I’ll try.” Usually this is the time my patient wants to hug me
or high five me, but there’s a different energy in this room. I
feel like I have to keep a front between us. Even though I’m going
to get married in less than three months, I feel a small quiver in
my stomach. That would be a good sign if I was single, but I’m not,
and my reaction to her is unsettling.

“I’m glad to hear your attitude. It will make a
world of difference. How about late afternoons from about three
thirty to five? Will that work for you?” Again, I avoid eye contact
and focus on jotting down notes in her file.

“Perfect. I can sleep in as late as I want to,” she
says.

I somehow think that someone on a professional
hockey team is anything but lazy. I’m fascinated by why she’s
trying to make herself sound indolent, when clearly we both know
she’s not. I play along. “Just make sure to be here on time and do
the exercises I give you to do at home. We need to get your ankle
strong enough to support your weight again. We both want you out on
that ice as soon as possible.”


Chapter Two

My favorite part of the day is my drive home. Some
people hate rush hour traffic because they just want to get home to
their frantic lives of racing around and utilizing every waking
minute. I take the time to decompress and think about my patients.
Today, I can’t stop thinking about Stone. She has so many layers
and walls built up. Her injury is extensive, but not irreparable.
The way her face lit up when I told her I didn’t see any reason why
she wouldn’t be in good shape at the beginning of the season was a
beautiful sight. She might miss several hockey practices, but
getting her leg ready is far more important than learning how to
execute plays. Gloria told me Stone has been playing hockey since
she was four years old. I’m sure she will catch up quickly.

Alison’s ring tone blasts through my car’s stereo
speakers. Her call startles me out of my daydream, but I’m happy to
hear from her, especially when I’m not expecting it. “Hey,
babe.”

“Hi. I just wanted to let you know that I’m home and
we got our invitations back from Meredith. They turned out well.” I
smile. Since the moment we started planning our wedding, Alison’s
been leaving a lot of the busy work up to me even though they’re
her decisions, too. Personally, I would love to run away and elope,
but my family would be crushed. Plus, Alison has always dreamed of
the fairytale wedding.

“Great. We’ll probably need to get them out by next
week. That way people can start planning their fall schedules.” I
can’t believe I just said that. About seventy five percent of the
guest list is Alison’s friends and distant family. Most of her
friends are all doctors. I think there are a few lawyers in the
mix, too. I have the most in common with the pediatricians. Our
conversations actually last for more than five minutes. Even though
I’m in the same field as most of her friends, I feel like a
stranger when I’m with them. I grew up riding bikes and catching
fireflies, her friends grew up riding horses and catching private
jets for trips all over the world. She hates it when I call them
her TFFs, Trust Fund Friends, but I can’t believe Alison actually
likes these people. I shrug. This is her wedding, too, so I need to
play nice. It’s only for a day. Never mind that it’s my special
day, too. At least I have a say in where the TFFs will sit during
the reception.

“How are you home so early?” I always beat her home
by at least an hour.

“My final patient of the day cancelled and most of
the paperwork I can do from home,” she says.

“Want me to pick up some food on the way?” Our condo
is centrally located in the middle of some of the best restaurants
in town.

“I’m actually cooking tonight so just get home,” she
says.

“Wow. I’m impressed. Okay, I’ll see you in a bit.” I
hang up and resume my review of my day. I wonder why, out of all of
the physical therapists in town including the ones who specialize
in sports injury, Stone is at Elite Physical Therapy. The Vermont
Gray Wolves should have their own therapist or doctor on hand to
work with injured players. Gloria didn’t tell me so I make a mental
note to find out tomorrow. Most of the time, she pushes paper and
doesn’t work with patients. Consider me intrigued by Stone’s story.
I check the time. The flower shop on the corner’s still open. On a
whim, I pull into the parking lot. There’s something nice about
showing up with roses or tulips even though Alison isn’t crazy
about flowers in general. Neither of us like watching them die. I
carefully place the bouquet on the back seat and head home.
Thankfully, we have a garage. It’s one of the few things we
splurged on when we made the condo purchase.

Before I’m through the door, Alison greets me with a
glass of wine and pulls me to her for a kiss. “Hello, love.”

I hand her the bouquet. “I know it isn’t your thing,
but I was in the mood to bring some home.” She takes them from me
and finds a vase in the kitchen. “Tell me about your day.” I hop up
on the bar stool at the kitchen nook and listen as she tells me
about the two surgeries she had today. One was a meniscectomy, the
other was repairing and setting a broken ankle. Our professional
paths rarely cross because I work exclusively with children, but
it’s happened before. I don’t tell her about Stone. I feel like I
don’t have a handle on the situation yet. When Alison and I discuss
patients, we never mention names, only injuries or, in my case,
some patients with disabilities.

I really enjoy working with children. Watching them
learn and improve every week is so fulfilling. I admit, I get
teary-eyed when my patients heal and move on, but I always hear
from them. Every year, I hang up their holiday cards on my office
door.

“Can you set the table and pour the wine? I bought
us a new red to try,” she says. I’m not fond of red wine, but I
humor her. She knows this about me, but continues to try. Give me a
beer or water, and I’m set.

“Do I have time to change? I promise to be back in
two minutes.” The look she gives me tells me no, so I peel off my
suit jacket and grab the wine instead. I slip my shoes off under
the nook and untuck my blouse. If I can’t change, I sure as hell
will be comfortable. She leans over and kisses my neck as she puts
the salad on the table.

“I promise to help take off those horrible work
clothes after dinner.” I forgive her.

Dinner is angel hair pasta with crushed garlic, sun
dried tomatoes, and a splash of olive oil. I add a ton of cheese.
Alison doesn’t. She is thirty-six, fit, and a true health nut.
Usually our dinners are carbohydrate free with protein and a salad.
It makes me long for my once a month dinner out with my few work
friends. It’s the only time I indulge. Well, and any time I can
sneak away at lunch, which is almost never.

“Why are we eating this decadent food? I mean,
what’s the occasion?” I ask.

“Can’t I make dinner for my soon-to-be wife?” She’s
entirely too accommodating right now. I squint at her. Something is
up. She holds her hands up in surrender. “Okay, okay. I’ve been
invited to speak at a conference in Chicago, but it’s the weekend
we are spending with your parents in New York. As much as I love
them, I really want to do this conference.”

My fork clatters onto the plate louder than I
intend, but my point is made. “Are you serious? We’ve had to
rearrange all of our schedules twice just for yours. You just can’t
cancel. Our trip is in a few weeks.” I can hear myself whine, but
damn it, my parents have changed their schedules at least six times
in the three years Alison and I’ve been together, all for her sake.
“I understand your job is important, but we all have lives and
careers to consider.” Now I sound like I’m really throwing a
tantrum. I change my tune. “You know, it’s okay to take a break.
When was the last time we actually got away and did something
fun?”

“Hayley, come on. You know how important these
conferences are to me. There was a last minute cancellation and
Oscar Whitmore reached out to see if I could fill the spot. I told
him I would let him know tonight.”

“I should have known all of this was because you
wanted something,” I say.

“That’s not fair. It all happened today. I was
excited to get out at a reasonable time today and just came up with
the idea to cook dinner. Can we please not fight?”

Truthfully, Alison is a workaholic. I knew this
going into the relationship. Even though I’m hurt, this isn’t
unusual for her. “You’re going to have to tell my parents. And I’m
still going to New York,” I say.

“Fine. I will. I’m sure they will understand. You
have the best parents. I really am lucky to be a part of this
family.”

I know she loves them and they love her. I already
know they will forgive her immediately. Because Alison is a
surgeon, she gets all of the kudos from my family. It’s annoying
sometimes. I soften my attitude a bit. “I’m still going.”

“I know and I agree. Thank you for
understanding.”

I cross my arms over my chest. I’m not going to
forgive her so easily. She always knows how to break me down
anyway, so I might as well enjoy the attention. “What’s the
conference about?”

“It’s the American Academy of Orthopedic Surgeons’
Annual Meeting. Thursday afternoon is the meet and greet and the
conference is from Friday morning until Sunday afternoon,” she
says. She knows I’m going to ask. I hate asking and she hates
answering.

“Is Blaire going to be there?” Alison’s divorce
wasn’t amicable. I’m not worried that she’ll sleep with Blaire, but
that Blaire will turn crazy, again, and make Alison’s life
miserable, which makes my life miserable.

“Yes.”

I sigh and lean back in my chair. “Do you need me to
go?”

“No, babe. You go have fun in the Big Apple with
your parents. I promise to be safe and avoid her at all costs.” I
frown. I’m not convinced. Blaire used Alison as target practice
with all of their glass and china when Alison served her divorce
papers. I can’t imagine Blaire being sane now. That was only four
years ago.

“I’m just bummed. I was looking forward to a weekend
in New York with you and my parents.”

“I promise to make it up to you. You know I’m good
for it.” This is a true statement. When Alison makes things up to
me, it’s nothing less than incredible. I just want time with
her.

“How much paperwork do you have?” I ask. “Time-wise.
How long will it take?”

“I don’t know. Maybe an hour or so. Why?”

“I’ll clean up this mess while you work, then I’m
going to draw a bath.” She hitches her eyebrow at me. “If you
finish in time, maybe you can join me.” She jumps and races out of
the room. I laugh at her theatrics.

* * *

The clock reads 12:03 and I can’t sleep. Alison
doesn’t seem to be having the same problem even though her sleeping
patterns are worse than mine. In all fairness, she did exert
herself nicely tonight and I’m delightfully sore as proof. Our sex
life has settled down a lot since we’ve been together. We’re slowly
trying new things in the bedroom. And in the Jacuzzi bath. Even
though Alison is five years older than I am, she is in twice the
shape. She runs when I sleep in, she works out during her lunch
while I secretly eat carbs, and she enjoys eating quinoa. Nobody
enjoys that. I hate the salads we eat weekly. I know she’s trying
to keep us healthy and alive, but every so often I just want to
order pizza and drink beer and not feel guilty about it. I’m having
an affair with fattening food.

After twenty minutes of sitting, I quietly get out
of bed. I snuggle under a blanket on the couch. Remote in hand, I
turn on a marathon of The Walking Dead even though I’ve seen
every episode. I notice a box on the coffee table. Inside, I find
our wedding invitations. I open one up and smile. They’re nice. Not
six hundred dollars nice, but Alison wanted them. She eloped the
first time, so now she wants an elaborate wedding. Even though I
have to plan it, her role is to swoop in at the last minute and
change everything. I’ll be glad when this is all over.

The invitations are more contemporary than I would
have liked because we chose not to list our parents. Alison’s
father passed away years ago and she hasn’t talked to her mom in
forever, so we had to improvise. I feel bad that my parents aren’t
listed, but they understand since Alison isn’t listing her mom. I
file the invitation back in the box, knowing that I will be
responsible for addressing and sending them out. I might even
enlist the help of Tina, one of Elite’s administrative assistants.
She’s always looking for things to do. Hopefully, she can knock out
most of them so that by the weekend, I’ll only have a few left. She
has better handwriting than I do anyway. I curl back up on the
couch and try to block wedding anxiety from my mind.

“Hayley, what are you doing out here? Come back to
bed.” Alison is gently shaking my shoulder. I was finally
asleep.

“What time is it?” I groan when she tells me it’s
only three. She pulls me up and kisses my nose.

“I don’t like waking up without you.” I follow her
and let her tuck me into bed. She wraps her arm around my waist
and, within seconds, she’s asleep. Again, I’m awake with my
thoughts. Stone won’t leave my mind. I’m probably intrigued by her
because it’s been forever since I’ve worked with an adult. I
promised to get her ready by the season, which I chalk up to an
attempt at inspiration. She’s strong enough to make it happen. It
was just so hard to see tears in those giant blue eyes of hers.
Tomorrow, I’m going to sit myself down in Gloria’s office and get
the truth about her.


Chapter Three

Gloria comes in, knocking after she opens the door.
“My Keurig isn’t working. Can I use yours?”

I look up from my paperwork, annoyed at the
interruption. Then, remembering I want to have a conversation about
Stone, I change my tune. “Come on in. I’ve got some chocolate donut
flavored coffee if you want that instead.” I couldn’t be more
conniving. She slowly walks to the sideboard, her eyes never
leaving mine. “So tell me why Elite agreed to work with Elizabeth
Stone, professional hockey player extraordinaire. I want to know
what I’m getting myself into here.” Gloria takes a seat across from
me after doctoring her pastry smelling coffee.

“I’ve known her mother since college. I talked with
her and Elizabeth is on the fast track to self-destruction. She’s
completely distraught over this injury and has been very difficult
to work with. She made the Gray Wolves’ own sports therapist cry
after their first appointment. Stone’s manager strongly suggested
she look outside for a physical therapist. I volunteered because I
know we can help her. You have the utmost patience and can keep
your shit together better than anyone else. You’re my best
therapist. Even the kids who have a hard time facing their
disabilities love you.”

“How many other therapists has she tried? What’s the
problem other than her poor me attitude? Her injury is bad, but not
necessarily career ending.” I’ve seen athletes come back from far
worse injuries and still have good seasons. Gloria leans back in
her chair and sighs.

“You know how athletes are. They think their
injuries are the worst ever. She’s only been to one other therapist
and she destroyed the room after one session. That’s when her
mother called me.”

“What the hell happened there?” I start to doubt my
own assessment of Stone. What did they see that I didn’t?

“The therapist was some young kid and told her he
wasn’t sure she’d play hockey again. Not a great way to start the
first session. Stone lost it and starting smashing her crutches
into things.” Gloria doesn’t look concerned at all.

“You know how I feel about athletes. They are jerks
and harder to control than kids. What if she pulls that with
me?”

“Don’t tell her she can’t play hockey. Look, I know
you haven’t worked with sports injuries for the last few years, but
I think we can work together and salvage this girl’s career.” She
pauses to take a sip of the coffee. Guilt trip planned and now I’m
packing for it.

“I’m not that good.” She waves her hand at me in a
dismissive way.

“You’re my best. I’m serious, Hayley. What you’ve
done here has been remarkable. I know I’m asking a lot of you to
take on Stone, but I’ve known her family a long time. If she
doesn’t get better and improve her attitude, she will lose her job
and all of her endorsements. We know what kind of downward spiral
that can be.” We both have seen our fair share of athletes whose
careers crashed and burned because of their injuries.

“Thank you for telling me. That perspective helps.
Not to be a total shit here, but why don’t you jump back in and
work on her instead of me? Your background in sports related
injuries is far superior to mine, plus you know the family. That
should give you the upper hand right away,” I say. The chocolate
coffee smells so good that I get up and make myself a cup.

“You know that I’ve lost my patience for patients.”
She pauses to smirk. “I really do prefer the administrative side of
this job.” Which translates to she doesn’t want to because she’s
the boss now, only eight years from retirement. I can respect that.
“And I’ve a lot going on with the Children’s Dream Maker’s
fund-raiser coming up.” Next month, we’re raising money for the
local organization who grants critically ill children wishes. It’s
heartbreaking and heartfelt at the same time.

“How difficult is Stone? Truthfully. I need to know
what I’m getting into.” I hold my hands up to stop her from
becoming defensive. “I’m still going to do this, for you, for the
practice. I just need her history. And please tell me it’s not
because we are both lesbians.” She laughs.

“Are you serious? I just need my best to work with
her,” she says.

I give her a look. “I don’t see a problem with any
of this. I just wanted more info. It’s been a long time since I’ve
worked with adults. I figured there had to be a good reason.”

“If things get out of control, let me know. If I
have to step in, I will. She’s a good kid. She isn’t used to being
told no, but she’s worked hard to get where she is. Did you know
she was an alternate in the Olympics a few years ago?” I shake my
head. I’ll have to Google her later. “Yeah. Not bad if you ask me.
Hockey is her life. I’d like to give her that back if we can.”
Gloria stands up and stretches before she heads to the door. “Okay,
I’m out. Let me know if you need anything. When do you start on
her?”

“We started a bit yesterday. I wanted to gauge her
levels. I’m going to work on her Monday through Friday. She’ll be
my last patient of the day. If she can get here early, maybe I can
squeeze some aqua therapy in. I trust she can swim.”

“I’m sure she does. Ice, water. It’s all the same,”
she says. She winks at
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