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Bella sat in the emergency room waiting room, her left hand wrapped in a blood-soaked towel. She couldn’t believe how these things always seemed to happen to her after the regular doctors’ offices and urgent care centers were closed for the day. The intake nurse hadn’t seemed too concerned during her triage. Bella had cut the crap out of the palm of her left hand with a knife. She seemed to be a frequent flyer here in the county emergency room. Bella never seemed to have a life-threatening illness, only minor injuries or illnesses. Bella always seemed to need a doctor at nine o’clock at night. She looked around the waiting room; it wasn’t a busy night; there were only a few people sitting in the waiting room. All of them seemed to have the same type of issues as her. One was coughing, another was sitting hunched over in a wheelchair, and an older person was pacing back and forth holding one arm funny. No one in the waiting room seemed urgent. So, she knew the drill they would be called back as they had come in. All Bella could do was wait until she was called.

“Bella Matthews.” A nurse finally called from a set of double doors that separated the emergency room waiting room from the actual emergency room.

Bella stood from where she was sitting, facing the double doors she had been watching like a hawk every time they opened, hoping she would be the next person to be called. It was finally her turn. She walked towards where the nurse was standing, waiting for her to approach. Once Bella was close enough, they traded niceties. Then, the nurse scanned her badge, and the door swung open, allowing Bella and the nurse into the emergency room. The nurse led her through the maze of hallways and rooms before showing her to a small corner room. It had a bed, a small cabinet, and a computer for the doctor to pull up orders and charts while treating Bella.

Knowing the drill, Bella sat down on the bed that was in the room as the nurse informed her that the doctor would be with her in a few minutes. A few minutes, my ass. Bella thought. Every time she was in the county emergency room for some non-emergency issue, it took the doctor forever to get to see her. Then, once they fixed her issue and had given the okay to discharge her, it took another hour to get her discharged. Bella hated coming to the emergency room, but it was the only place open to fix her up when the urgent care offices were closed for the night. Knowing her luck, she always seemed to get sick and need a doctor at night or on a holiday when the urgent care places were closed.

Bella tried to overcome the boredom by watching the small television mounted near the ceiling on the wall at the foot of the bed. It didn’t seem to help keep her mind off the pain in her hand. Bella felt stupid for landing in the emergency room for what she had done. Her hand continued to throb, even though it had been a good hour since she had sliced her hand open while washing the dishes earlier. As Bella’s luck would be, the cut was not small; it was deep. She had made it with one of the butcher knives she had used to cut raw chicken earlier today.

A knock came on the door, and a man wearing a pair of dark blue scrubs pushed it open. He looked to be a man who worked out constantly, and he had bright red hair and must have stood a good six feet tall, but who was Bella to judge his height? She was sitting on a bed in the emergency room. So, determining a man’s height wasn’t high on the priority list. What she did notice was that his scrub top stretched so tightly over his chest she could almost make out every muscle on his chest.

“Miss Bella Matthews. I’m Doctor Walker. Could you tell me what brought you in today?” His voice filled the room. He walked over to the stool in the room and sat down to listen to his patient.

“Well, I was doing dishes, and I reached into the soapy water and picked up a butcher knife I had used earlier to cut raw chicken with.” Bella took a deep breath as she prepared to continue to explain what had happened and how stupid she felt. “I thought I had the scrub pad in my hand, and I didn’t. I realized it the moment I sliced into the palm of my hand.” Bella finished explaining to doctor Walker, who nodded in response to her explanation.

“Was this at work or home?” He asked his next question.

“Home and work, sort of.” Bella twisted her face up as she answered his question.

“How are work and home the location?”

“I run a catering service from home, and I was at home, but I had been preparing for a service that I’m catering the day after tomorrow.” She explained how work and home were the location.

“Oh, okay. Can you tell me when you had your last tetanus shot?”

“I’m not sure; I haven’t needed one in years.” Bella explained, not remembering the last time she had gotten a shot to prevent tetanus. 

“All right, if you don’t mind, I need to unwrap this hand and have a look at that cut you gave yourself,” he rolled the stool closer so that he could examine her hand. Bella lowered her hand into her lap from the position she’d been holding it in to keep the constant thump down to a dull roar.

“Woah,” was all that Bella could say as he unwrapped her hand from the dishtowel she had wrapped it in; when she had realized what she’d done.

The pulsing throb in her hand intensified the instant Doctor Walker had taken the dishtowel off her hand. Bella could feel Doctor Walker’s eyes watching her as he examined the cut in the palm. His eyes were blue. She couldn’t help but look at him while he was examining her hand.

“Well, it’s a clean cut from what I can see, and you did the right thing by applying pressure and wrapping it in a towel; it helped to stop the bleeding. You need some stitches to close the wound, but first, I need you to do a few things.” He explained to Bella what her treatment would be, and then he ran her through a few tests to see if she had damaged the nerves in her hand.

“Well, I don’t see any damage to the nerves in your hand, so I’ll have the nurse prepare a suture kit. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” Doctor Walker patted her knee as he stood to leave, confident his patient was being taken care of, and was on the path to getting out of the emergency room in a timely manner.

Bella had felt a jolt when Doctor Walker touched her leg, but she just tried to ignore it as static electricity. A few minutes later, a nurse came in and set up a sterile tray to prepare for the doctor to come in and stitch up her cut. “It seems to be a speedy night,” Bella commented to the nurse. The nurse cleaned the dried blood off Bella’s hand and around the wound.

“Oh, this is normal for the middle of the week. Just Doctor Walker has a pace for getting patients in and out. He doesn’t like the patients waiting forever in the beds to see him or to get started processing a patient for procedures. He’s been a great asset since he started, about a year ago, as one of our senior residents. Doctor Walker trained here, but since he got the promotion, he’s been able to make some changes.” The nurse informed Bella about Doctor Walker’s ways with the patients.

A few minutes later, Doctor Walker walked in and opened up the sterile tray the nurse had brought in for the procedure. “Nurse, can you get me some lidocaine, please?” He asked politely, unlike some other doctors whom Bella had seen interact with the nurses during other visits to the emergency room. The nurse prepped a needle with the numbing medication that Doctor Walker had asked to get. While she prepped the numbing medicine, Doctor Walker placed a drape over Bella’s hand and left the cut exposed through an open hole in the drape. 

The nurse had already cleaned the cut while Bella was waiting for the doctor to come to the exam room; when she’d brought in the sterile tray. The nurse handed Doctor Walker the needle with the lidocaine to numb the wound. “Thank you.” He said to her. Then he looked at Bella and said, “This might sting a bit, but it will numb you up so that I can stitch up your hand.”

Bella nodded, not new to getting stitches, since she seemed to be the clumsiest person in the world. She knew the drill, and she tried to find a place to stare at on the wall so that she didn’t watch when he stuck the needle into her hand. Bella didn’t hate needles, but whenever a doctor or nurse was about to stick her with one, Bella always seemed to flinch. But getting a tattoo, she could sit there and watch all day long as the artist put ink into her skin with the tattoo gun. She felt several pinches as the doctor placed the lidocaine underneath the skin to numb up where he was about to put the stitches in her palm.

“All right, time to stitch up this cut and get you back to your work.” Doctor Walker looked up from Bella’s hand and winked at her with a quick grin before he got to work stitching up her hand. As he stitched her hand, he tried to hold a casual conversation with Bella. “So, you said you work from home. How is that going?”

“Um. Well, I’m trying to get clients at the moment, so I work for a professional catering service too,” Bella explained about starting a catering service of her own.

“So, why are you breaking away from an already established service?” Was he truly interested in what she was talking about, or was he just trying to distract her?

“Well, I’ve seen things I wouldn’t do, and when I pointed them out, they get acknowledged, but nothing gets done about the problems. So, what better way to address the issues than to start a competing business?” Bella shrugged at the thought she was creating a business out of anger at a situation.

“Sounds like a good reason to start your own business. You see a need for a change, and nothing done about it, so moving on is your only choice.” Doctor Walker said nonchalantly.

The conversation between them died off, and Doctor Walker concentrated more on what he was doing, adding the stitches to the center of her palm and pulling the skin tight. Bella winced a few times at the pain of the needle sewing her hand together, but she held her composure. As Doctor Walker was finishing his stitches, he started on how she needed to care for the wound.

He cleared his throat as he began. “So, with you working in food service, I know you wash your hands a lot. I’ve put in a stitch that can get wet. Keep it clean with a mild soap. Pat it dry each time and keep it bandaged as much as possible. In about seven to ten days, have your primary care doctor remove the stitches. Whatever you do, don’t submerge your hand in the water. You can rinse it, but don’t submerge it.” He reached over to the tray and took the scissors to cut the last stitch from the excess string. Bella scrunched her face when she heard him say the primary care doctor.

“What is it? You know you can confide in me, and everything stays private.” He stated. He wanted her to open up so he could address any issues she might have.

“I can work around the whole, not submerging my hand in the water, but I don’t have a primary physician.” Bella stated, worrying on her lower lip.

“Okay, that’s not uncommon. How about this...” He paused for a moment and pulled his phone out of the pocket on his scrub pants. He looked at it for a moment and then said, “I’m working next Wednesday here at the ER, but I could meet you somewhere to remove the stitches if you don’t want to come into the ER.” He looked at Bella, not knowing why he’d just said that last bit. Since he usually had people come back for a wound check in the emergency room if they didn’t have a primary care doctor.

“Um. I don’t know about coming to the ER. They probably think I’m a constant irritant, with my minor injuries and no regular doctor. I seem to irritate the nurses and doctors here.” Bella answered, with how she felt whenever she checked into the hospital each time.

“Well, you’re not an irritant. Your hand seriously needed attention today. Although it wasn’t an urgent need, it needed to be seen by a doctor. If you’d come in later, it could have gotten infected, or you could have damaged the nerves in your hand and lost function if the wound didn’t heal properly. Don’t let the disposition of the intake personnel, the doctors, or the nurses make you think less of yourself for coming into the emergency room for something that you think needs to be seen.” Doctor Walker hated when his patients felt they were a burden on the medical staff. More than once, he’d seen something that had seemed simple turn out to be more complex and required immediate attention.

“Well, I’ve got to see what my boss has scheduled for the next week before I can commit to a stitch removal date and time.” Bella explained about her work schedule.

“All right; it sounds like we’ve worked out a plan to get the stitches removed in time. I’m writing you a prescription for some antibiotics to keep any infection from setting in.” Doctor Walker said as he stood up. He stuck out his hand and shook Bella’s good hand before he left the room.

Bella wasn’t sure how to feel; this was the first doctor she’d met that had actually spent time with her to validate her issues and give her an option other than finding a primary care doctor to do the stitch removal.

She waited a few more minutes before the nurse reentered the room with her tetanus shot and discharge instructions. The nurse once again went over the instructions for wound care and what the doctor had prescribed for her. Once the nurse had Bella’s signature on the discharge paperwork, she handed it to Bella and showed her to the checkout. Bella spoke with an accountant and settled up with any co-pay that her insurance required her to pay. Bella walked out and headed toward her car. Tonight had been the weirdest but quickest emergency room visit she had ever had.

Bella tossed the discharge paperwork in the passenger seat with her purse, then headed to the twenty-four-hour pharmacy to pick up the prescriptions. Then she’d head home and try to get some sleep before going to work in the morning. She knew they had a birthday party for a kid coming up this weekend that she and several of the other servers would be working. Tomorrow, started the preparations for the food that the family had picked out. So they would have enough made in time. Bella was thankful that she’d only cut her left hand and not her right, since she was right-handed, and carrying a tray all day would have been near impossible on a cut if it had been on her other hand.
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“Were you flirting with that girl?” Suzanne asked Doctor Walker when they got back to the nursing desk.

“Who, me?” He replied, acting all innocent.

“You’ve only been here two hours tonight, and you’re flirting with the patients. Don’t doctors have a rule about not getting involved with their patients?” She scoffed at him, not believing that he was so innocent.

“Look, in my years as a doctor, I’ve found that patients relax when you get to their level. If you’re dealing with a child, be comforting, a female, you can be flirty to set her at ease, an adult man talking with him about sports or work, teenagers talk about the things they’re into; it makes the patient relax and open up to me. It makes it better for me to get a trust built with them, and they know they can trust me.” Doctor Walker explained his method of getting the patients to relax with him.

He entered his notes into the computer before printing out the paperwork the nurse would give Bella when the discharging her. He grabbed the paperwork off the printer and scribbled something on it before handing it to the nurse for Bella’s discharge. The nurse had been with another patient when he’d grabbed the paperwork off the printer. So she hadn’t seen what he’d written.

The woman in the exam room had grabbed his attention straight off the bat. She wasn’t looking her best, but who did when they were in the emergency room? She sat there calmly, keeping her cut hand held above her heart, showing that she was a smart woman. Her long brown hair, green eyes and deeply tanned skin spoke of a woman that enjoyed the outdoors. He had glanced at her chart and noticed that she was only five foot two and a hundred and eighty pounds. When he’d glanced at her, she didn’t look a hundred and eighty pounds. She had some nice sized breasts, but she didn’t look like she carried a lot of excess weight, except in her midsection where there was a bit of a pudge that she seemed self-conscious about. When Daniel touched her, he’d felt a jolt of electricity that he’d never felt before whenever he’d laid a hand on a patient.

He’d listened as she explained what had happened to her hand and when she’d told him about not having a primary care doctor. When she said that she didn’t have a primary care doctor, he’d picked up that there was a bit of a story there. Usually, it was those that were in the lower class that didn’t take care of their health. This young lady looked to be at least of the middle-class group, so there had to be a reason that she didn’t have a personal doctor. It intrigued him to find out why. He’d looked at her charts and noticed that she wasn’t grossly overweight, but she was overweight, according to the numbers. She had looked fairly well proportioned for a woman of her stature; Daniel wasn’t the type of doctor that drank the kool-aid that looked at the numbers and determined a person’s health factors. He used them as a guide. He also looked at the person’s body shape, how they carried their excess fat, and their diet and exercise to determine their health risks. Also, he would have a detailed conversation before he made a diagnosis about someone’s health.

Something about this woman had pulled at his heartstrings. Any time a patient said they didn’t have a primary doctor, he would just tell them to come into the emergency room. They’d inform the triage nurse that they were there for stitch removal or whatever aftercare they needed, as long as it wasn’t too in-depth. But for some stupid reason, he’d told this woman he’d meet her anywhere she wanted, or she could come to the ER, and he’d remove the stitches. Daniel wanted to stick a foot in his mouth. He’d never done such a stupid thing with a patient in all his years as a doctor. He could hit himself. The county had specific guidelines about doctors getting involved with patients, not to mention the medical association frowned on doctors treating family and friends. Bella wasn’t a family or friend, but if he got involved with her, he’d have a bunch of questions to answer if he treated her. 

He didn’t know what had made him do it, but he’d scrawled his phone number and call anytime on her discharge notes. Any doctor could see her and remove the stitches, but he wanted to be that doctor; he wanted to be her doctor.

“Oh, I see you met Bounce Back Bella.” John, one of the other doctors on staff, said, pulling Doctor Walker out of his thoughts.

“What do you mean?” He asked, confused about the name John had used.

“Well, she comes here for everything. I think every doctor has seen her at least twice. Her cases are usually simple, but I swear she is a klutz or someone is abusing her.” John filled him in on the current theory going around the emergency room about Bella.

“Well, she was an intelligent woman when I met her, and I didn’t see any signs of abuse when I was talking with her about her wound today. What makes you think someone is abusing her?” He was curious about the reasons doctors thought Bella might be an abuse victim.

“Well, Bella is here almost every other week with some injury. Plus, she doesn’t talk to the doctors much past a simple explanation of how she got hurt.” John explained why he thought that she might have been a victim of abuse.

“Have you ever tried to address it?”

“No, there was never a broken bone or other bruises above what she said happened; what did she claim happened today?”

“Oh, she sliced her palm open with a butcher knife while doing dishes.” Doctor Walker answered John’s question. He now wondered if she had cut her hand the way she’d described or if she’d been defending herself against an abusive person, and they’d cut her hand open. He was mentally kicking himself for not asking more questions about how she’d hurt her hand.

“Really, I haven’t seen that one from her before. Usually she fell and twisted her ankle or walked into a door. It makes one wonder if she is being abused and maybe the person is escalating. Just watch her whenever you see her. She’s not flagged as a drug-seeking person because she always turns down the narcotics, saying that she doesn’t like how they make her feel, but we might need to keep an eye out for more abuse.” John finished his paperwork up and went to check on his next patient, tapping his clipboard on the counter as he walked off, leaving Doctor Walker alone to process the new information about Bella.
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Bella finally got back home at one in the morning as she grabbed her two prescriptions and the discharge papers from the passenger seat of the car and headed inside. Her hand still throbbed with pain from the cut. She unlocked the door and headed into the bedroom that she rented at the back of the house. She walked through the kitchen, where the sink remained plugged from where she’d left it in a hurry when she’d sliced her hand open. Bella would clean that up later, for now, just to get a glass of water and to take the pills that the doctor had prescribed.

She normally turned down pain pills and would take only over-the-counter pain medication. Bella didn’t need to be on prescription pain medication. She had seen what they had done to her ex and her best friend’s brother. Tonight she had been so taken in by the handsome doctor standing in the emergency room, she didn’t argue with him when, or if, he’d told her he was giving her a painkiller. She read the directions on each bottle and took out one of each pill, and took them before she could have a second chance to change her mind. Her hand was throbbing, and if she didn’t take them, he’d find them and either take them or sell them.

Bella put her cup on the bar next to the sink and headed into her bedroom. She plopped down on the bed, exhausted from the evening’s events. She still couldn’t get the thought of the doctor out of her mind as she drifted off to sleep. Her mind replayed the conversation between them while he sewed up her hand.

Bella woke up wondering why he had been so interested in getting her back to get her stitches out. Most doctors would tell her to come back to the emergency room for stitch removal if she didn’t have a primary care doctor. He’d offered to come to meet her anywhere so that she could get the stitches removed. Had he been hitting on her? She pondered this question as she continued to wake up.

Bella rubbed her eyes. Thoughts of the doctor still hitting on her were still on her mind. Her head was still foggy from the medications that she’d taken a few hours ago. She rubbed her hands across her groggy face a few times before she got out of bed. She knew she needed a shower and a hot cup of coffee before she headed to work for the day.

Bella grabbed her clothes for the day and headed into her en-suite bathroom. Once in the shower, Bella started feeling somewhat better. Her head still felt like a fishbowl from the painkiller, as it was still wearing off. She could feel the pain again as the water ran over the bandaged cut on her hand. She gently pulled the bandage off of her cut to see the stitch job that the doctor had done. It continued to burn as the water ran over the stitches, and Bella looked at the ten stitches in her palm. They were neat, and it appeared they wouldn’t even scar. She smiled. The last time she had gotten stitches, they had left a nasty scar on her foot. She finished showering and dried off. She paid extra attention to the cut on her hand. Then she dressed and headed back into her bedroom to grab her antibiotics. Bella had decided that no matter how much pain she was in, she wouldn’t take another painkiller unless she was home and not going to work the next morning. She seriously didn’t like the way they made her feel.

She grabbed some gauze and tape from her medical kit she kept in her room for those accidents that she could treat without going to the hospital. Finally, it was time for coffee and some cereal before heading out to work, which she dreaded.

Bella entered the kitchen to find coffee already brewing by her best friend and roommate, Summer. Summer was watching as the miracle brew slowly dripped into the pot and she was debating when she could remove the pot and pour a cup without ruining the taste of the rest of the coffee.

“Be patient Summer. You know, the first part of the pot is always the strongest, and the last part is always the weakest. You’ve got to wait for it to fully perk before pouring it, or you’ll ruin the balance of the coffee.” Bella cautioned her friend, having known what she was contemplating.


Summer spun around and said, “And where were you last night? I could have used your help with Shaun.”


“Sorry, I cut the palm of my hand badly doing dishes last night and had to go to the emergency room.” Bella shrugged, not wanting to get into what all had really happened. She held up her hand and showed Summer the stitches in her hand. “Think you could help me put a bandage on it before I leave for work, please?” Bella begged her best friend.

“Of course. What else do I have to do but watch the coffee brew ever so slowly?” Summer teased. She took the bandage and tape that Bella offered her and went about making a bandage that would stand up to the work of a caterer preparing for a weekend party.

“How bad did he get last night?” Bella questioned.

“Rough. Shaun yelled at me, saying that you’d abandoned him again, and then when he came down from his high, he cried like a baby until he fell asleep.” Summer told Bella how the events had unfolded after she’d left for the hospital.

“Sorry, but he came home high and started yelling at me, and I was washing dishes when...” Bella paused, looked over her shoulder at his room, and checked that Shaun wasn’t awake. “He got into my head again, and I thought I had the dish sponge in my hand. I grabbed the butcher knife I had used on the chicken and then went to clean it. Only I sliced the shit outta my hand. He scares me these days, and I never know what he’s going to do next.” Bella confessed to her best friend.

“I know it’s been a rough few years. Ever since the accident and Shaun got addicted to the pain medication, it’s been hard on us all.” Summer said about her brother and his addiction to prescription medication since his accident.

They sat down, enjoyed their coffee, and continued to chat about what had happened the night before. Bella explained to Summer that Shaun had been berating her by telling her how poor she was at keeping the house. It frustrated Bella that Shaun stayed home and played video games when he wasn’t high or sleeping, but he didn’t help to cook or clean the house. He left it up to Bella and Summer to do everything, including washing his laundry.

“So, how are you supposed to treat those stitches?” Summer asked Bella, curious not only about changing the subject but also about the wound in her friend’s hand.

“Hold on a minute, I’ll get the paperwork they gave me from the hospital,” Bella said as she got up from the table where they had been sitting and headed down the hall to grab her discharge papers.

When Bella arrived back at the table, she was scanning through the papers the hospital gave her when she discharging her. “I remember the doctor saying I could get it wet, but not to submerge it in water. Also, I get the stitches out in seven to ten days from my primary doctor.” Bella paused, her eyes landing on something on the paperwork.

“You don’t have a primary doctor, so who is supposed to remove the stitches?” Summer asked, oblivious to the fact that Bella was staring at something on her discharge paperwork.

Summer took a sip of her coffee, and then Bella said, “Oh shit, he didn’t. It can’t be. Oh my God, he really meant it.”

Summer started coughing at having heard the disbelief in Bella’s voice as she stood there staring at the discharge notes. As Summer finally gets past the coughing fit she had when she saw Bella’s eyes about to pop out of her head looking at the discharge notes. “He who? Meant what?” Summer inquired, still semi-coughing from having her coffee attempt to go down the wrong pipe.

“Oh, the doctor that treated me last night. He...” Bella paused, still staring at the discharge notes in disbelief.

“He what?” Summer said as she grabbed the discharge papers from her best friend’s hands and her eyes landed on the handwritten note. “Oh.” Summer read over the rest of the notes about how to treat the wound, and then when she hit the medications, she said, “Bella, what about our agreement not to take painkillers?” Summer’s mood had changed from carefree to upset.

Bella looked at her friend and said, “I didn’t realize that he’d prescribed it until I got home last night, and then I was in so much throbbing pain that I took one. You just don’t understand, Summer. The doctor was flirting with me and then before I knew it, he stitched my hand up, and he was leaving. My mind was elsewhere because, when he touched me, there was an electric zing. I’ve never felt it before, not even when Shaun and I were dating. It totally blew me off my normal routine. He even offered to meet me anywhere to remove the stitches since I didn’t have a primary doctor. I didn’t believe him, of course. How often have doctors in the emergency room said they were there to help figure something out? Then ditched you with painkillers, leaving you to become addicted rather than find the source of the pain.” Bella explained how she’d allowed the emergency room doctor to prescribe her painkillers without knowing it.

“Yeah, Shaun is the perfect example of how those doctors lie to your face and don’t care when you’re addicted to the medication they prescribe. How much did he prescribe for you?” Summer asked curiously after her brother had become addicted to prescription pain medication.

Bella pulled the medication bottle out of her purse. She wasn’t about to leave it in the house for Shaun to find and get his high off it. She looked at the bottle for a moment and read, “Take every four to six hours as needed for pain. Quantity thirty.” She did the mental math and said, “If I took it every four hours, the supply would only last five days.”

“I guess I will let you slide this time, seeing that the doctor gave you his number and got your brain all bumfuzzled. Just keep them where Shaun can’t find them, and don’t take them in front of him.” Summer warned her friend, more concerned about what Shaun would do if he knew that one of them had a prescription for painkillers that he could steal instead of buying off the street.

“I will. I still care for Shaun, and I don’t want him to hurt either of us.” Bella promised her friend before she headed out to work.
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Bella had worked hard over the past few days, making sure only to take the pain medication when her hand began hurting something awful. She had kept the medicine in her purse, since she was never sure if she’d be at home when she needed to take the medication. Her boss had frowned at the sight of a bandage on Bella’s hand. Bella’s boss had given her the tasks of cleaning up the trash, grabbing product from the ovens, or even out of the coolers so that she could keep her hand in a glove. So, not to risk getting the bandage into the food.

They had catered to a party over the weekend and were preparing for a wedding the next weekend. There would be a lot of prep for the food they had to cook for the wedding, since they were also in charge of making the wedding cake. The cake alone would take a good two or three days to make, since it was a tiered cake with icing. Bella helped to make the cake by laying out the design for the bakers to follow as they put the cake together. Today, they were cutting the shapes of each of the tiers of the cake and doing the first layers of frosting, as well as adding the supports into the first layers of frosting. Tomorrow, they would add the next tier and its supports for the top tier to be added the day before the wedding.

Bella enjoyed catering weddings since there was a structure to them. They always knew how many of each type of dish would need to be made, and they knew about when the reception ceremony would begin and about when it would wrap up. And to top things off, they only had to serve one meal and one type of dessert, the wedding cake. Birthday parties and business parties always presented with tons of uncertainties. Usually, birthday parties were for little kids, and they provided a few kid-friendly main courses, but then they also had to feed the adults who didn’t want the typical kid dishes. Then there were the desserts. The kids had several choices between cake and ice cream that the parents also loaded up on. With the business parties, it was more of how many people were going to be in attendance that would be unknown. Since some people would bring their whole families and others would only bring their significant others, while a few would come stag. So, prepping for a wedding was always the easiest since they knew exactly how many people they were serving and serving only once, except for the alcohol.

The days until Bella was to get her stitches removed were ticking away, and she was debating on whether she would go to the hospital and have them removed or call the doctor and have him meet her somewhere. Summer and Bella had very little time to have any discussion
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