
Chapter One

			2009

			I collapsed to my knees and grasped Catherine’s hand. My voice shook as I called out her name, tears streaming down my face. Everyone rushed around us, and I felt their panic rising. 

			Marilyn and Frieda moved to my side, their trembling hands frantically checking for a pulse. “Call 911!” Frieda screamed.

			The wail of the siren pierced the air as the ambulance pulled into the driveway. Two EMTs jumped out and assessed Catherine’s condition. 

			Marilyn and Stacy pulled me away, wrapping their arms tightly around me. 

			We watched silently as the EMTs worked in a blur of motion, their hands flying across the gurney and medical equipment as they attached an IV line on one side, hooked up monitors on the other, and attached defibrillator pads to Catherine’s chest. The rhythm of their movements was synchronized in a desperate attempt to save her life. Everyone surrounded me, and with each chest compression, tears dripped onto my shoulder as we silently prayed for any sign that she would be all right. 

			As Nedra drove us to Dayton’s Good Samaritan Hospital, I pried my fingers from Marilyn’s. My mind tried to grasp what had happened, and dread washed over me as Nedra uttered, “We’re here.” My stomach clenched as an icy chill ran down my spine. 

			I burst through the double doors of the ER, crashing them against the wall and drawing everyone’s attention to me. I beelined toward the registration counter, narrowly avoiding colliding with an older man being pushed in a wheelchair. The nurse behind the counter was completely engrossed in her computer, oblivious to me. 

			“Catherine Wolford was just brought in by ambulance,” I said as Marilyn, Stacy, and Cindy caught up and stood beside me.

			“Are you family? A sister?” the nurse asked.

			“Yes, I’m her family. I’m her partner.”

			“We need her family contact information.”

			“I am her family.” I pinched the bridge of my nose, squeezed my eyes tight, and said through clenched teeth, “Her family has not been in her life for fifteen years.”

			Cindy touched my shoulder. “We’ll provide you with the family contact information. But right now, what information can we give you to help Catherine?”

			I took a long, measured breath and forced my jaw to relax. I looked at the nurse and asked in a strained but controlled voice, “What information do you need?”

			“Do you have her insurance details? Does she have any allergies? Is she taking any medications?” She shoved a clipboard in my direction. “Here’s the form. Can you complete it as much as possible and return it to me? That would help greatly.”

			I walked to the nearest chair and sank into it with an exhausted huff. I ran my trembling fingers through my hair before inhaling deeply and scribbling responses. Nedra and Frieda joined the others, standing or sitting around me, silently watching as I wrote.

			Nedra walked with me to return the clipboard, and I asked, “Please, will you tell us her condition?”

			“Again, legally, you are not family. I’m not sure how much information I can give you.”

			“Excuse me,” Nedra said.

			“Nedra,” I cautioned.

			She touched my shoulder. “Let me handle this for you.”

			My hand shot out and gripped her upper arm, my fingers digging into her skin. My voice caught in my throat as I begged, “Please, don’t make this any worse than it is.” 

			Nedra turned to the nurse, inhaled, and explained that the Ohio Department of Health and Human Services was developing hospital guidelines prohibiting sexual orientation and gender-identity discrimination. 

			“I don’t...” the nurse began.

			“I believe this hospital is working on their guidelines as we speak.”

			“I wouldn’t know anything about that. Let me ask my supervisor.” The nurse rose from her chair and retreated through a door.

			I stared at Nedra. 

			The nurse returned. “My supervisor says I can share information about the patient with you. Medical decisions, though, she’ll need to investigate.”

			I glanced at Nedra. She nodded and said, “Okay, acceptable for now.”

			“So, what is Catherine’s status?” I asked.

			“She’s still being evaluated. A doctor will come as soon as possible to inform you of her condition.”

			I thanked the nurse as my heart raced. I shuffled alongside Nedra and Frieda when suddenly, Nedra yanked me back. I sidestepped a mother and her teenage son strolling toward us. Nedra mumbled an apology while Frieda guided me to a chair, her delicate touch calming my frayed nerves. 

			“Nedra, it’s a good thing you volunteer your paralegal services at Equality Ohio,” Cindy said.

			As Nedra explained the guidelines, I stood and paced around the room, my movements sluggish and labored, as if I were walking through molasses. My throat was dry and tight, and my heart pounded as tears coursed down my cheeks. “Damn it! What the fuck? Catherine, where’s Catherine?”

			Frieda rushed over to me and placed her arm around my shoulder. “Dayna. Please, let’s sit down.” 

			




Chapter Ten

			June 26, 2015

			“I can’t wait until Leslie gets here,” Nedra said as we gathered in Marilyn and Stacy’s living room. Her excitement was palpable, filling the room with warmth and excitement.

			We had spent many nights here, huddled by the fireplace, having heated political discussions and much lighthearted laughter. We had supported each other with understanding and encouragement through our individual journeys. Those late nights in this cozy home had created an unbreakable bond between us. 

			“This is such a historic day. Who would have believed it?” Marilyn said as she embraced Stacy.

			“Well, I didn’t believe it, and it was hard to control my excitement. I was in the teachers’ lounge and saw on the TV that the Supreme Court had finally legalized same-sex marriage,” Stacy said.

			I stood in the living room doorway, taking in the scene. My friends jumped and shouted joyfully, embracing each other with a newfound sense of validation. Smiles stretched across their faces as they discussed this monumental decision. 

			With her arm around Stacy, Marilyn asked, “How did the other teachers react?” 

			“Most of them cheered. One or two grunted and said something about the world ending.” We all laughed.

			“It’s always the homosexuals’ fault,” Nedra said.

			Cindy and Frieda dashed past the large window to the right and crashed through the front door. Frieda huffed and puffed. “Can you believe it? My Pentecostal parents are rolling in their graves.” 

			Cindy wrapped Marilyn and Stacy in a bear hug. “I can’t believe it. It finally happened.” Frieda hugged Nedra.

			It was a historic day for the LGBTQ community. If only it had happened six years ago. Catherine and I would’ve been married, and I would’ve been by her side, holding her, when she died.

			Instead, because Catherine did not have a will, Mark Huntington battled with Wolford’s lawyers for three years to complete the probate process. The result was Vonda repossessing Catherine’s belongings and me keeping the house since we had joint ownership on the mortgage. 

			But each morning I’d wake up, and she wouldn’t be next to me, telling me how much she loved me or how lucky we were to have each other. I couldn’t tickle her when I greeted her as she walked in from work and told her she was the love of my life. The house was sad. I was sad.

			One night, it all came to a head after being with my friends for dinner. They’d given me a hard time about the crumbs all over my place setting and me, just as Catherine always had.

			I’d shuffled into our bedroom, shouldering the door closed behind me. I slid down its length, pressing my back against the cold wood, and felt very alone. Everything in the room reminded me of her and her absence. No soft touch of her fingers against my skin, no gentle caresses that sent shivers through my body, no passionate entwining in delirious lovemaking. 

			Tears spilled down my cheeks, releasing the pain I’d buried for years—anger, hurt, sadness, emptiness, guilt, and regret. Everything tumbled out in grief-stricken sobbing.

			I sold our house, bought land, and built a thirteen hundred-square-foot, three-bedroom cabin in the country outside Trotwood, a suburb of Dayton, and down the road from Marilyn and Stacy. I stepped down from my role as executive director at Sunrise House, a nonprofit devoted to helping homeless teenagers find shelter, housing, and employment. My journey with the organization began as a humble counselor, but over the years, I gained valuable skills and experience that led me to launch my consultancy, Baldwin Executive Coaching for Women. In addition, I sponsored the Catherine Wolford Charity Golf Outing to support the American Heart Association’s education program for women.

			Around that time, Marilyn informed me that the realtor she had hired, Rebecca Copeland, whom she’d hired six months after Catherine died, would become her new partner in the company. Someone younger who could carry on the business when she retired. This was another sign it was time for me to move on.

			When I realized I was compartmentalizing my life, and feelings of unworthiness were creeping back into my psyche, I returned to therapy for about a year. 

			And now, two years later, I was celebrating marriage equality with my friends.

			“I bet Leslie is ecstatic,” Cindy said as she hugged Nedra.

			Nedra said, “All I can tell you is that I cried when I heard it and hugged everyone in our office. Dayna, what do you think?” 

			“I think it’s about time.” 

			“Nedra, you and Leslie gonna tie the knot?” Marilyn asked.

			“Well, it’s been six years.” Nedra looked at me. “Sorry, Dayna.”

			“Don’t be sorry. I’m happy for you.”

			“But we never would’ve gotten to know each other if we hadn’t worked on yours and Catherine’s situation.”

			“Nedra. It’s okay.”

			My gaze swept around the room, and I couldn’t help but feel a pang of loneliness. I wondered if anyone again would be there to welcome me home with a hug and a kiss.

			“Dayna?” Marilyn said. “You okay?”

			“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m just thinking about what I must pack for next week’s trip.”

			“Where are you going this time?” Cindy asked.

			“D.C. for the National Conference for Women in Business.”

			“Do you need a ride to the airport?”

			“No, thanks. I’ll leave my car.” There was a knock at the door. “I got it.” They continued to discuss today’s event.

			When I opened the door, Leslie leaped in to embrace me. “We won!” she said, then released me. “Where is my woman?”

			I tilted my head toward the living room.

			She glided across the room, her hands in impeccably tailored pants pockets. Slowly, she knelt before Nedra, her neck craned to look up into her eyes.

			Everyone stopped talking and turned. Nedra’s mouth dropped open. “Leslie, what are you doing?”

			“Nedra.” Leslie pulled out a small black box and opened it. “Will you marry me?”

			Nedra’s hands covered her mouth, and her eyes filled with tears. Her mouth was moving, but nothing came out.

			“I’ve never seen Nedra speechless,” Frieda said.

			“Nedra?” Stacy bounced up and down. “What’s your answer?” 

			Nedra cried and reached for Leslie’s hands. Leslie slowly pulled her up. “Yes! Yes!”

			Leslie’s hands trembled as she slowly pulled the ring out of the box. With a gentle smile, she placed it on Nedra’s finger and watched as her eyes lit up. Nedra grabbed Leslie’s face and kissed her passionately. The tears that streamed down Nedra’s cheeks were a reminder of the pure love they shared. 

			They finally broke their kiss. Nedra ran her hands through Leslie’s long black hair. “I love you,” she said. 

			“I love you too,” Leslie said, wiping away Nedra’s tears.

			“Our first proposal!” Stacy cheered.

			Their joy shone like the sun breaking through the clouds. 

			I walked out of the house, grabbed a beer from the patio refrigerator, and sat by the pool. I raised the beer bottle to the sky. “To marriage equality.” And guzzled it.

			




Chapter Eleven

			“As I mention in my book, when you align your values with your leadership style and be authentically who you are, there is congruence and consistency in your life and the lives of the people working with you.”

			A younger woman with blond hair, who looked like she could recognize expensive vintage wine, sat in the middle row of tables. Every time our eyes met, she smiled and tilted her head as if curious about what I would say next. She lowered her eyes, reached for the necklace on her chest near her cleavage, and twirled the chain in her finger.

			“Ms. Baldwin?”

			The moderator repeated, “Ms. Baldwin, any last words for the group?”

			“Oh, yes. True leadership is predicated on what we do.” My eyes met the blonde, who was now licking her lips. “What we do has the most impact and meaning.”

			“Ms. Baldwin’s book, Women as Leaders, highlights her five-step formula to clarifying your values, beliefs, and purpose to be authentic and intentional with your communication and actions so you can confidently and powerfully inspire others to follow you as a leader. It is available for purchase.”

			“I’m happy to sign anyone’s book.” 

			“Thank you, Ms. Baldwin,” the moderator said.

			“Thank you for having me and for all of you attending. Since this is the last session of the day, enjoy your evening.”

			Applause erupted.

			Women bombarded me with questions. Some wanted more information about my coaching business, so I handed each of them my business card and told them to call me to discuss the details.

			After twenty minutes of mingling, I weaved between tables and collected leftover handouts. Then I heard, “Ms. Baldwin?”

			I slowly turned and took in the woman from the middle table. Her bold eyes were a deep, velvety brown, her nose was slightly upturned, and her full lips were curved into a gentle smile. A bronze hue spread across her cheeks and down her long neck. She stepped closer. “Can I talk with you about your coaching and the cost of your services?”

			I continued to collect the handouts. “What’s your name?”

			“My name is Victoria. Victoria Abernathy. I’m the vice president of a bank.”

			“Hello, Victoria. Nice to meet you.”

			“And I want to become the president of the bank.”

			I stuffed the handouts into my briefcase. “Oh, I see.” 

			“I believe you can teach me how to explode through the glass ceiling.” Her red lips formed an exaggerated o when she said the word explode.

			“Explode. Interesting word choice.” I gazed around at the empty tables and chairs. We were the only ones there, and all the doors were closed.

			“I’ve dedicated my career to reaching that ultimate goal. I have this drive deep within me, this fire, and I can’t stop the burning.” She walked toward me until the back of my thighs bumped into a table. 

			I placed my hands on her slim waist and drew her to me. “I can help increase the heat to keep the fire burning and devise a plan for you to explode through the glass ceiling.”

			She rested her hands on my shoulders. “I would like that very much.”

			I leaned closer, our cheeks touched, and whispered, “Why don’t we go somewhere more private to discuss how to keep the fire burning?”

			“How about my room?” Victoria asked.

			“Works for me.”

			“Say in about forty-five minutes, room six twenty-three?”

			“I’ll bring the wine.”

			“I’ll be waiting.” She kissed my cheek and walked away.

			I watched her walk, admiring the toned calves and the curves of her ass, exquisitely framed by her fitted skirt. 

			I stood outside room six twenty-three with a bottle of the most expensive wine I could purchase from the hotel bar. I knocked.

			“Please come in.”

			The door opened slowly. I entered the room and walked past Victoria, who stood before the closed door and facing me. She wore a red silk robe that stopped midthigh. The sleeves draped across her arms, unmasking a shoulder and a swatch of skin across her chest. The robe was tied loosely at the waist, showing off her flat stomach and voluptuous breasts.

			I walked toward her. My libido started to rev up at the sight of her untying her robe. I lifted the bottle. “I brought the wine. But I need you to understand I’m not looking for a relationship, and what happens tonight stays between us.”

			The robe fell to the floor. “Whatever you say, Ms. Baldwin.”

			I dropped the bottle of wine onto the bed. Her breasts were full, and her prominent nipples were teasing to be pinched and licked.

			She stepped toward me and started to unbutton my blouse, one by one, as I continued to admire her firm stomach and legs.

			“You didn’t wear a bra,” she said, lowering my blouse off my shoulders, exposing my nipples that stood at attention. “And you’re excited.” She brushed her hand over my breasts, causing me to release a loud moan.

			I ran my hand through her hair as she unzipped my jeans, lightly touching my stomach with the back of her hand. “Why me?” I asked.

			“Why not you?”

			“I’m much older than you, and my body isn’t what it used to be.”

			“I’ve always been attracted to older women. Older women are wiser and more experienced in life. And as you say, you can show me how to keep the fire burning. I’m a quick learner.” She pushed down my pants and underwear in one motion.

			“Seems like you’re experienced in some other things as well.”

			She kissed my stomach above my pubic hair and continued upward, kissing each of my breasts until we stood face-to-face, competing to see who was breathing harder.

			“Before I make you explode.” I reached and massaged both of her breasts. “We agree that what happens tonight stays between us?” I continued to fondle her breasts and licked her neck.

			Victoria gasped and licked her lips. “Yes.”

			“Yes, what?”

			“I agree.”

			“And?”

			“And yes, please show me.” I grabbed her waist and pulled her close, and as she leaned her forehead on mine, her eyes turned dark with lust. “Make me explode.”

			Our lips crashed together. Our hands tangled in each other’s hair as we both groaned. I placed my leg between hers, and she stepped closer. Her excitement was intoxicating as she rubbed against my leg.

			“For an older woman, you’re strong,” she whispered in my ear between moans.

			“As you say, wiser and more experienced. Now, I want you on the bed, on your back.” I bit her ear.

			She slid off my leg and lay on the bed, her blond hair splayed over the pillow.

			“Spread your legs. Hands over your head. Keep them there.” I walked to the end of the bed.

			Victoria placed her hands over her head and entwined her fingers.

			I climbed onto the bed and slowly lowered myself onto her. My hips arrived between her legs while I kissed her neck. Her hips jumped to meet mine as my lips descended toward the target.

			“Please,” Victoria said, goose bumps spreading over her body.

			“Patience.”

			I kissed, bit, and licked until I reached her thigh’s apex and center of pleasure.

			“Oh, God,” she said as she lifted her hips off the bed and reached for my head.

			“Arms over your head. No touching me. I do the touching.”

			She raised her arms as I dove into her heat with my mouth wide open.

			“Oh, Ms. Baldwin.” Victoria’s hands grabbed the sheet, and her hips moved against my mouth.

			Her sounds were animalistic, and she asked between breaths, “Please, Ms. Baldwin, can I come?”

			She tried to control her orgasm. Her breathing became erratic. The whole bed shook.

			She begged, “Please!”

			I removed my mouth. “Explode for me, now.” 

			I returned, and her body arched as she screamed.

			I removed my mouth and kissed her labia goodbye. I gently kissed her stomach and followed a path of butterfly kisses up to her chest. My mouth stopped at the tip of her neck and softly pressed against it before I trailed, and whispered in her ear, “Were there fireworks with your explosion?”

			“Most definitely.” She caressed my face.

			“Mission accomplished.”

			“Okay, give me a few minutes to recover, and I’ll show you what I can do for you.”

			I kissed her forehead and climbed off her.

			“Wait, where are you going?”

			“I’m going back to my room.”

			“But.”

			“My rules.”

			She leaned on her elbows, and her confusion was evident. “But I want to touch you.”

			“Not necessary. The pleasure is all mine.”

			“Hold on.” She sat up and covered herself with the sheet.

			“Look, Victoria,” I said as I found my clothes and put them on, “I prefer to please others.”

			“What about you?”

			“I take care of myself.”

			“Dayna, please stay.”

			“Not happening. Good night, Victoria.” I opened the door and walked out.

			




Chapter Twelve

			I was on my last Zoom call when, from the corner of my eye, I saw Marilyn standing in the doorway, waving her arm. She gestured toward the living room. I raised one finger, assuring her I’d be done soon, and continued my call.

			“Jennifer, I’m so glad you followed up with me after the Lancaster conference. Talk to you soon. Have a productive week.” I hung up. I leaned back in my chair and stretched my arms over my head, then gathered my pages of notes and stuffed them into a folder. 

			“Marilyn, come on in.”

			“Wow!” Marilyn flopped into the leather chair across my desk with a thud. “Your desk looks like a tornado went through it. Rough day?”

			“Sorry.” I gathered more papers and stacked them on top of more papers. “A client needed to discuss an emergency concerning an employee situation. It threw off my schedule.”

			“How was D.C.?”

			“Same old, same old. A few women have contacted me for my coaching services.” My cell phone rang. “Excuse me. It might be the client from this morning.”

			“No. Go ahead.”

			“Hello, Baldwin Executive Coaching for Women.” I turned away from Marilyn as heat radiated up my neck. After a few seconds, I hung up and turned to face Marilyn.

			“One of your one-night stands from your last conference?” Marilyn asked, staring at me.

			I stared back at her. “Maybe.”

			“You do not need to be hooking up with strangers.”

			“Do you realize how hard it is to meet lesbians my age? They’re either in relationships or not interested in a relationship.” 

			“Don’t you think it’s time to move on?”

			“I have.” I pointed to the walls. “I built a new house and started my own business.” 

			“You know I’m not discussing that part of your life.” She imitated my pointing to the walls. “Please talk to me about how you’re feeling.”

			“That’s what my therapist would have asked me.” I laughed.

			“So”—Marilyn raised an eyebrow—“you didn’t learn anything in your therapy sessions a few years back?”

			“Yeah. I learned how I protect myself from rejection.” I was becoming defensive. “And it’s up to me to determine when I’m ready to implement new strategies in my life.”

			“Oh, good one, Miss Executive Coach.” Marilyn rolled her eyes.

			“Marilyn,” I sighed, then smiled. “We have been friends for over twenty years. I cherish our friendship and appreciate your concern, but, I’m okay. My business is going well. I’m doing another workshop next month, so I should increase my client list. I’m contemplating hiring a part-time administrative assistant.”

			Marilyn’s eyes scanned my desk. “Well, from the look of your desk, that might be good. But I’m not talking about your business life. I’m talking about your personal life.”

			“You mean my love life?”

			“Yes. You’re a wonderful woman with a lot to offer. If only you would let someone in.”

			I walked to the window and crossed my arms over my chest. “I’m not sure I want to.” 

			“You can’t allow what Vonda did to impact the rest of your life.” Marilyn walked to my side and put her arm around my shoulder.

			“I’m not sure I can love anyone again.” I leaned on Marilyn’s shoulder.

			She pulled me close. “Give yourself a chance. Don’t you think Catherine would want you to be happy?”

			“Probably, I guess. So, what about you and Stacy? Have you picked a date for your wedding?”

			“No, and stop changing the subject. At least come with us this Saturday to the Neon. We’re going to the matinee and then to the Trolley Stop in the Oregon District for an early dinner and drinks.”

			I escaped her embrace, collected more papers on my desk, and put them in a file folder. “What movie?”

			Marilyn explained that the movie was about Alan Turing and how he decrypted German intelligence messages during World War II before being chemically castrated.

			I sighed. “Sounds lovely. What time?”

			“We’re meeting at the Neon at twelve thirty, and the movie starts at one.”

			“Okay, just to get you off my back.”

			Marilyn hugged me. “I’m glad. Everyone will be happy to see you.” As we walked into the living room, she asked, “So I overheard your client say you’ve worked out a payment plan with her. I thought you had a sliding scale?”

			“I do. She’s the CEO of a small adoption agency in Pennsylvania, and I gave her an additional discount.”

			“So, it’s okay to be kind to others, but you don’t trust others will be kind back?”

			“Something like that.”

			




Chapter Thirteen

			With wet hair and in just underwear, I stood in my walk-in closet. I scanned blouses, dress slacks, and casual wear hanging on rods on either side, organized by color. Folded tees and sweaters were in the cubbies. My closet was organized, like my life. Work went on the closet rods. Socialization was stacked in the cubbies. My sex life was my shoes scattered all over the floor. And my feelings? I turned in a circle. It seemed I didn’t have room for them. 

			I moved the hangers until I found my black jeans and a gray, three-quarter-sleeve, lightweight V-neck top that hung and covered my belly. I slipped on my black Vans with the white stripe down the side, finished dressing, and headed out the door.

			 

			 

			My friends stood off to the left in the Neon’s small lobby, crowded with round tables and chairs. Posters plastered on the walls announced upcoming movies. Off to the right, people milled about in front of the concession stand, waiting to order locally brewed beer, wine, fresh popcorn, or espressos. I bought my ticket and a beer.

			Surrounded by the group, I sipped on the cold beer as we discussed our luck of living in the quiet suburbs of Dayton, ideally situated between the bustling cities of Cincinnati and Cleveland and Columbus and Indianapolis. 

			“Anyone want anything from the bar?” Frieda asked. She distributed our drinks and popcorn as we moved toward the two small theaters, going to the one on the right.

			Leslie held up her popcorn bag at the far end of the row. “Popcorn, anyone?”

			“Sure,” Cindy said.

			“Open up.” Leslie threw a piece of popcorn in the air. Cindy caught it in her mouth. We hooted and hollered. 

			Leslie threw another piece at me, and I caught it, chewed, and swallowed. “Tastes pretty good.”

			“Yeah, that’s my Dayna,” Nedra said.

			Frieda said, “Come on. You’re acting like teenagers.”

			We shrugged, and I said, “What’s wrong with that?”

			“Yeah, Frieda,” Nedra chortled, “what’s wrong with that?”

			“Okay, throw one to me,” Frieda said.

			We all cheered in unison, “Frieda. Frieda. Frieda.”

			Leslie threw a handful of popcorn, and Frieda moved her head and caught one piece while the rest fell around her. We clapped.

			“You’re good with your mouth,” Leslie said.

			Cindy turned, wiggled her eyebrows at Frieda, and opened her mouth to say something.

			Frieda pointed her finger at her. “Don’t you even go there.”

			Cindy covered her mouth and laughed under her breath. The lights dimmed.

			Stacy said, “You’re worse than my students.”

			Near the movie’s end, Turing was convicted of gross indecency and chose chemical castration. My tears started to fall.

			“Oh, God, no,” Frieda said, and Cindy grabbed her hand.

			The credits rolled, and the theater’s lights slowly turned on. We all sat silently for a few minutes.

			“Well, that was uplifting,” Nedra said.

			“I need a drink,” added Marilyn.

			“It was back in 1938,” Stacy said.

			Frieda’s voice quivered with disbelief and disgust. “How can a society stoop so low? It’s inhumane!” 

			I rose from my seat. The anger bubbled inside me, threatening to spill over. “Ask Vonda.” I spat out her name like venom. “She would know all about it.” My fists clenched, my shoulders feeling the weight of injustice.
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