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We're back with the longest volume yet. First responders share more juicy confessions and

confusing overhears. The patient ate WHAT? What did the doctor find during the patient's

vaginal exam? More COVID madness, oh my! Readers from all around the globe continue to

share heartwrenching, embarrassing, and hilarious stories to prove you're not alone. So curl

up on the couch with the latest volume, read while you're on the subway, take a copy to the

breakroom, or speed read while you're on the treadmill. There's a reader-submitted story for

everyone, whether you're new to the series or a long-time fan!



Want Some Cheese with That Whine?A Collection of Reader-Submitted Medical StoriesKerry

HammCopyright © 2021Kerry HammAll Rights Reserved.Disclaimer:Names, locations, and

portions of the details included in this book have been altered to protect the privacy of those

involved.By now, I am sure you are all too familiar with my Real Stories from a Small-Town ER

series, which were collections of stories told to you from my time as a registration clerk in

Ohio. If you are new here, don’t fret! You don’t have to worry about a ‘certain order’ for any of

my books, including this one!I have since moved on from the hospital scene, but that hasn’t

stopped readers from submitting stories of their own experiences from the medical field. Over

time, I have received hundreds of stories-some funny, some sad, some downright scary or

grotesque-and have worked with my readers to bring these stories to you in a follow up to my

last Real Stories volume. If I’ve learned anything from writing my series and compiling this

book, it’s that none of us are alone. We’re all proof that we’ve seen some seriously messed up

things out there, right? We have seen the good. We’ve seen the bad. We’ve seen the

downright vile and disgusting. And then, we’ve seen the humor in these situations, and we’ve

been fortunate enough to share them with one another. There is a certain peace in knowing

that as no matter how crazy we feel, we have formed solidarity amongst ourselves, knowing

that for every bad day you’ve had, others have had them too. We have worked through the

challenges of getting up and facing another drug seeker, another child abuse case, another

young death, and another ‘how the heck did that even happen?’ moment together. You guys

are not alone, and this book reaffirms that.Several of the stories have been edited to bring you

clear-cut and clean versions of tales submitted by loyal readers. I have done my very best to

edit out hospital and town names, and in some cases my submitters wished to withhold their

initials and other details from publication or requested that I edit stories for grammar/spelling.

Some stories have been edited for length. I do my very best to preserve a reader’s humor and

emotions, as well as capture the reader’s personality when I edit these submissions. To be

clear, I do my best to remove ANY identifying information from these submissions, and

sometimes that may include altering specific stand-out details with the submitter’s permission.

This is to prevent readers from searching for patients online, thus revealing the identities of

parties involved. This is done carefully, and I work with readers to keep touchy submissions as

close to the initial submission as possible. Though some of the stories in this collection are

horrifying, I am glad none of us are alone in what we’ve witnessed or experienced. Cheat

SheetSome readers have been confused about terms used in this series. Here’s a quick list to

help you out!LEO: Law Enforcement OfficerETOH: shorthand for Ethyl Alcohol or Ethanol;

commonly used to describe intoxicated individualsBus/Rig/Truck: AmbulanceM.D.: Medical

DoctorR.N.: Registered NurseMVA: Motor Vehicle AccidentMVC: Motor Vehicle CollisionEMS:

Emergency Medical ServicesEMT: Emergency Medical TechnicianPD/FD: Police Department/

Fire DepartmentD.A.: District AttorneyBOLO: Be on (the) LookoutDCFS/CPS: Department of

Children and Family Services/Child Protective ServicesSNF: Skilled Nursing Facility. This can

be a nursing home or one of many facilities for patients in need of supervised careAMA:

Against Medical AdviceLWBS/LBT: Left Without Being Seen/Left Before TriageLOL: Little Old

LadyOB-GYN: Obstetrician/GynecologistCode Brown: Some hospitals refer to this code to

recognize an instance of a patient defecating his/herself. C. Diff: “Clostridioides difficile (also

known as C. diff) is a bacterium that causes diarrhea and colitis.”LTC: Long Term CareED/ES/

A&E: Emergency Department/Emergency Services/Accident & EmergencyLetters following a

submission: These are the initials the reader has chosen to accompany his/her submission.



Some readers have chosen to remain anonymous for personal reasons.OR: Operating

RoomPPE: Personal Protective Equipment. This often includes gowns, masks, and gloves

intended to protect from infection and/or injury. Creature of HabitWhen COVID was announced,

my colleagues and I joked about how we wouldn’t have a day off for the next two years.

Imagine our surprise when the facility director made the decision to delay elective procedures

and cut back on staff due to the hospital losing money. In a frog’s croak, I—and many others—

found ourselves unemployed. My husband and I were okay financially, but only because we

had been fortunate enough to have somewhat of a savings account and make early withdraws

from my retirement fund. My boss explained I would be welcomed back when things got ‘back

to normal,’ so I wasn’t in the same position as my some of my colleagues. I was grateful for

that.The first week off work was the most difficult. I am a natural helper. I excel at nursing

because I’m attentive to my patients and my peers. I was driving my husband insane, though.

He said he couldn’t even wipe his butt without me trying to help. Point taken, hubby. To keep

myself busy, I took up deep cleaning. By day three, the house was spotless. I decided to try

my hand at some of the jigsaw puzzles I’ve bought over the years but never had time to

open.For six weeks, I lived in sweatpants, a tee-shirt, and no pesky, uncomfortable, suffocating

bra. I’m sure the ladies know what I mean when I say it felt GREAT. I didn’t care about my

makeup. I didn’t care about styling my hair. I went back to the basics and have never felt freer

in my life.And then my phone rang.It’s true, all good things must come to an end. Back to the

grind. Back to waking up at 05:00 to shower and powder my nose and start the coffee and

drive the 30 minutes to work and fake smiles at people I want to punch in the face and stare

blankly after jokes that are borderline offensive all because everyone knows the person

complaining will get in more trouble than the person actually saying something wrong. Ah,

office politics. I didn’t miss it.I went through my morning routine. I threw on my scrubs and got

my coffee ready and made sure I didn’t forget my lunch in the fridge. Keys, check. Phone,

check. Purse, check. Good to go.I think it was roughly three minutes after I clocked in that I

realized I forgot something important. I wasn’t as uncomfortable as I usually was. Why was

that? Well, wearing a bra to work would certainly be something important, don’t you think? I

forgot to put on a bra!I know at least three coworkers noticed because they stared at my scrub

top as they were passing by in their clique. I folded my arms over my chest and ran to my car

to grab a sweatshirt from the backseat. I called my husband and begged him to bring me a

bra. He laughed for two minutes before asking me which one he should bring.Nobody’s said

anything to me (yet), but I know people knew. Talk about embarrassing!-W.R.GeorgiaDust

Yourself Off and Try AgainIf you’ve ever worked in a patient setting, you know some patients

abuse the system and abuse medications. I’ve been in this industry for decades and I’ve seen

and heard it all: patients abusing their animals and trying to score meds from veterinarians;

patients abusing each other or themselves; patients having ‘accidents’ so regularly you could

mark it down to the minute when you’d see them again. It’s sometimes difficult not to get upset

with these patients. It’s hard to know someone has a chronic condition, a painful condition, and

resources are being focused on someone looking to get high. Then people wonder why we

have to give patients with chronic conditions the third degree when they ask for pain meds.

None of us like it. I’m an empathetic person, I swear I am. I understand how addiction grabs

hold of you; I am an alcoholic. What I despise is how the system is slowed and packed, taking

away resources from people who really need the attention and treatment and usually need it

quickly. It never ceases to amaze me, all the stories people come up with on their hunt to get

high. John is a drug seeker. He did and still does all the things I just told you about. He’s been

in and out of jail and rehab, but it’s always the same thing with him. He started off nice



enough, but he doesn’t even pretend anymore because everyone’s caught on. He’s a hateful

and violent man when he doesn’t get what he wants. At the time this happened, we’d seen

John like 230 times that year, and I’m not exaggerating. Once again, John was denied

anything stronger than NSAIDs, and when we told him this, he became angry and stormed

out. I remember thinking how unusual that was, that he left on his own, because Security is

usually involved. John’s even gone to jail before for threatening us with weapons. I was

shocked when they said he left on his own. I think it was about 30 minutes later that our new

registrar came to the back and stood in front of me like she was afraid I was going to bite her

head off and spit it on the floor.“Yes?” I asked.“You know that guy that walked out a little bit

ago?” she asked.“Yeah,” I said. “What about him?”“He’s back.”“Sign him in if he really wants to

be seen, but he’s not getting drugs.”“Well,” the registrar hesitated, “I don’t know what to

do.”“What do you mean?”“He’s…” she hesitated.“He’s what?”“He’s wearing a disguise.”I

snorted and asked, “What?”She nodded and said, “Yeah, he’s wearing different clothes and

has on a fake mustache, but I know it’s him. He keeps telling me his name is [something else].

Do I sign him in as his real name or the fake name? I don’t know what to do.”I shook my head,

laughed a bit. She didn’t seem serious, and she kept looking around like someone had put her

up to it, so I said, “Look, I have a lot of charting to catch up on, so I don’t have time if you’re

trying to prank me.”The registrar fidgeted and said, “No, no. He’s really out there. It looks like

he went home and changed his clothes, but it’s really him.”I went up to the registration area

and, sure enough, it was John. His fake mustache was coming loose on one side, so you

could tell it was fake. It looked like he changed his clothes and shoes. He even lowered his

voice while addressing me, only it was like in comedy movies, where a person’s voice was

obviously being faked. He said he was a firefighter and pulled something in his back when he

was saving two children from a burning home on his way home from church. I looked him right

in the eyes and said, “We’re not falling for it, Mr. Smith.”“I’m not John,” he said to me, growing

irritated by the millisecond.“I said, ‘Mr. Smith, not John,’” I said to him. He tore his fake

mustache off, argued and hooped and hawed until we had to call Security. They came and

walked him out, but it didn’t make a difference because he was back the very next day. -

P.W.IowaI was performing a routine Pap on a patient. When I removed the speculum, what

appeared to be a worm was attached to the device. Upon closer inspection, I identified the

foreign body as a cooked spaghetti noodle. When I mentioned this to the patient, she said, “Oh,

yeah,” and giggled. She did not offer further explanation, nor did I ask.That was 13 years ago,

and my biggest regret in life is not asking the patient why she had spaghetti in her vag.-D.M.,

OB/GYNLouisianaSlow DownI was new to the assisted living scene, after having worked for

many years in the ED. I left because I wanted something more intimate and slower. I’d hit a

breaking point with the types of patients in the ED, as well as the types of coworkers in the ED.

I needed a complete overhaul.On my first day alone, a patient called out, “Nurse? Nurse, can

you help me? I need help,” as I was passing her room. I had a few other things I’d fallen behind

on, so I was kind of in a hurry to catch up. Still, I stopped and asked, “Whatcha need,

hon?”The patient, a spry petite woman in her late-90s, motioned around the room and said, “I

can’t find my damn dentures anywhere. I know I put them down right over there,” she said,

pointing at her nightstand.“Well, they have to be around here somewhere,” I said, as I began

helping the patient look for her false teeth. “I think I may have knocked them down and they fell

under the bed,” she said to me.I dropped to my knees and looked under the bed, but I didn’t

see a set of dentures. We tore the room apart and searched through the bathroom, but nope,

no dentures.A coworker passed the room, must have been curious about what was going on,

and came back. “What are you doing?” she asked me.“Trying to help Jane find her dentures,” I



said.My coworker giggled and said, “Jane, you don’t have dentures.”“Huh?” I asked.I turned

around and saw Jane had almost a full set of teeth left. She was only missing two or three. The

other nurse was grabbing her sides and calling out, “Hey Donna, you gotta hear what the new

girl did!”“Well,” I laughed nervously, “it’s not that funny.”Looking back, yeah, it was pretty funny.

I think I must’ve spent about 10 or 15 minutes searching for Jane’s dentures, and she didn’t

even have them!From that moment, I forced myself out of the ED pace and told myself it was

okay to slow down—and necessary so I didn’t end up in that position again.-B.R.ColoradoThe

Last Place Anyone LooksTonight, my husband and I took our children to the emergency room

because my daughter was bitten by an unidentified snake and I, of course, was hysterical. The

nurse said usually if there are multiple children, the hospital has a policy of only allowing one

parent back with the patient and the other parent has to stay in the waiting room with the other

child/children. They made an exception for us, so I was grateful. My husband and toddler son

were sitting in the chairs by the bed. Someone came in and needed to do a blood draw on my

daughter, but she wasn’t having it and was putting up a fight. She is special needs, so

sometimes it can take us a while to calm her down. I called my husband over to help hold her

while I sang to her. During all this, my son walked over and said, “Here, Mommy.”I blindly took

whatever he handed me because I figured it was something like a remote control. I felt

whatever it was squirm in my palm, so I screamed and opened my hand. A damn frog dropped

to the floor and was hopping all over the room. “Where did he get a frog, Kevin?” I asked my

husband. My husband shrugged and asked, “How am I supposed to know?”We both kind of

glanced around the room. The blood person didn’t seem to be interested in anything except

doing his job. He finished the draw and I let my husband hold my daughter so I could get the

frog out from under the bed and take it outside. When I came back in, two doctors and a few

nurses were in the room, looking at the bite on my daughter’s swollen foot. There wasn’t much

room, so I stood in the corner. I just happened to look over and see my son stick his hand

down his pants and pull out another frog. “Why do you have frogs in your Pull-Up?!” I

screamed. Everyone in the room stopped talking and looked over to my son, who then carried

the frog across the room and handed it to one of the doctors. The doctor looked befuddled by

the whole thing. I took my son to the bathroom and checked his Pull-Up for more frogs, but

there were none. It’s funny because we changed his Pull-Up about five minutes before we

came to the hospital and he’d been inside most of the evening, so I have no idea where the

frogs were before he put them in his Pull-Up.-R.G.IndianaCaffeine WithdrawalsI found these

books while my family was in quarantine, and I have a bajillion stories I could send! I’ve never

been a police officer or a doctor, but I’ve been a cashier all my life, so I’ve seen my fair share of

stupid. These are some stories where police officers have been involved.My first job was at a

chain coffee shop when I was 17. School was out for the holidays, so I was working my first

dayshift. On top of being young and not thinking on my feet, I was flustered and tired. I was

also relatively new, having been employed by the chain for a few weeks. Dayshift at a coffee

shop is wildly different than the evening shift, for obvious reasons. Dayshift customers were

impatient and demanding, likely worried about making it to work or getting the kids to daycare

on time. On the evening shift, everyone was relaxed, chatty, just wanted to hang out and enjoy

the atmosphere.After 15 minutes on the clock, I messed up someone’s order. It was my fault,

100%. The customer, a woman in her late-50s, wanted a large specialty coffee and she

wanted pastries placed as a separate order. First, I rang up everything together and couldn’t

figure out how to void the original order. The customer grew impatient with me and yelled. I

remember almost crying as I apologized repeatedly. Customers in line were complaining that it

was taking too long.Someone helped me void the original order, so then I went to make the



customer’s specialty coffee. I’d never made that order before, so I had to find the manual that

had all the recipes. I must have misread or something because I used the wrong syrup. And I

put everything in a medium cup instead of a large. I know, I know. I was young and nervous

andshould have been paying attention. But accidents happen. When I went back to the

counter, the customer flipped out on me and pulled a stun gun out of her purse! I was 17 years

old, and she was going to use a stun gun on me because I messed up her order. She was

screaming and threatening me, and she kept trying to grab me so she could use the stun gun.

Customers in line grabbed her and were trying to wrestle the stun gun out of her hand. The

entire time, this stun gun was emitting the loudest, scariest popping sounds you could ever

imagine. Thankfully, two officers came in at just the right time and got the situation under

control. I was sobbing and was hysterical. I kept saying I was sorry, and I didn’t mean to mess

up her order. My supervisor came up front and told the woman it was an easy fix, that he

would make the coffee and her order would be on the house. I really couldn’t believe it. That

was my first experience with someone getting off easier than I expected. The officers didn’t

arrest the woman! She calmed down and shrugged it off as, “I haven’t had my coffee yet,” and

she got to walk out of there with a free order and a warning to never try that again.Another

time, at the same location, a woman in her 30s came in and ordered something similar to an

iced latte, something that is more of a slushy coffee than a liquid drink. I had been there for a

while, so by this point I knew how to make everything on the menu without peeking at the

manual. When I gave her the order, she chugged the drink like she was guzzling water after

running a 5K. I stood there, stupefied, because she chugged that drink, whipped cream and

all, like you’d see someone do at a keg party. It was impressive.As expected, the woman got

brain freeze from how quickly she’d consumed the cold drink. She dramatically fell to the floor

and rolled around, clutching her nose and forehead, and she was screaming that I put

something in the drink to try to kill her. One customer tried to help the woman, but everyone

else stood around watching her act like a dingbat. She kept screaming that I poisoned her.

When the brain freeze wore off, she got up and threw the cup at me and I guess someone had

called for an ambulance when she was on the floor, because an ambulance pulled up and

paramedics came in and took her aside and asked if she was okay. She ended up going with

them, but screaming at me between talking to them, and as the paramedics were walking her

outside, she was telling everyone she passed that I would poison them too. Another time, a

woman in nurse scrubs came to the counter and asked for a complicated order. She said she

was ordering for an office. No big deal, right, because we took orders like that all the time. I

took all these drink orders, like maybe 30 drinks, right, and I gave the customer her total. “Oh,

I’m not paying,” she told me.I looked around the busy floor and said, “Oh, I didn’t see you come

in with anyone.”“I didn’t,” she said.I was confused. We stood there in awkward silence before I

politely told the customer the total again. “They’re free,” she said to me.I kind of chuckled and

said, “I wish we could do that,” before repeating the total.She stared right at me and said, “Um,

my husband’s a cop.”“That’s nice,” I said, my brain not making the connection or understanding

the situation.“So, the drinks are free,” she said. “Cops get free coffee.”At our location, we did

offer uniformed officers a free coffee, but it had to be a standard coffee, was size-restricted,

and specialty orders and non-coffee items were still charged. I explained this to the customer

and added that the offer did not extend to officers’ family members, only uniformed officers. I

told the customer I could offer a small discount, but I made sure to tell her that this was a one-

time offer, and I was doing it to be nice, not because it was the norm.Oh boy. She exploded

like the lid flying off a pressure cooker. She called me so many names and cussed at me and

everyone around her. She was screaming at people to stop looking at her. She kept saying



she wasn’t going to pay, that she was going to have her husband arrest me, and then she said

she was going to make sure every officer in the area knew my name and they were going to

make my life a living hell. I was actually getting scared due to all the threats she was making.

She told me to hope I never needed medical care because if I did, and if I came to ‘her’

hospital, she was going to kill me and make it look like an accident. She was completely

insane. My coworker called the cops. We told the customer we called the cops. She didn’t

care. She kept saying, “Good. They know my husband. Just wait, you’re going to get in

trouble.”An officer showed up and tried to coax this woman aside. Mind you, we couldn’t take

any other orders the entire time she was at the counter because she was going apeshit crazy,

right, so we were losing business and people who were trying to work or relax were leaving left

and right.The responding officer kept trying to calm this woman down, but she was even

threatening him, saying her husband would have his badge and blah, blah, blah. Well, the

officer asked the woman for her husband’s name and badge number and some other stuff, and

then he stepped over by the trash bins so he could call in the information. The whole time, the

customer was still yelling at me, saying, “I’m gonna have your job,” and all this other stuff. The

officer came back and informed the customer that the department had no record of anyone by

her ‘husband’s’ name on the employment records. Realizing her story had been busted, the

customer tried to cover and screamed, “Uh, that’s because he works undercover!”It was

obvious she was making things up as she went, abusing her fake husband’s position as an

officer to try to get free coffee. This didn’t seem like an ordinary mental health crisis, although I

guess it could be considered one. This customer was arrested because she slapped the

officer. He was bleeding because her fingernail scratched him. There wasn’t much blood at all;

it looked more like he’d nicked himself while shaving. The officer assured me that what the

woman said about being followed by officers would not occur by anyone from his department—

ever—and that the woman had been trying to scare me into giving her a free order. I ended up

quitting that job shortly after the incident because years of that place and the customers was

more than enough for me. I could tell you so many more stories, but those are probably the top

three exciting ones.-C.U.IllinoisThey Walk Among UsReaders share the dumbest questions

and demands they’ve had over the years. Readers have also shared strange reasons patients

and visitors have become enraged. Here are a few:We were transporting a minor for a facial

injury. Due to circumstances, we allowed the minor’s parents to ride with us, so one parent sat

in the cab with my partner, and the other parent rode in back with the patient and me.Halfway

to the hospital, the parent in back started looking around, like they were searching for

something. “Where’s the bathroom?” they asked.I laughed because I thought they were

kidding.“I have to pee,” they said. “We’re in an ambulance,” I said. “We don’t have a

bathroom.”The parent complained that “for this much money” we should have a bathroom area

like campers/RVs have. I can’t say I disagree, but they didn’t have to get crappy about it.-

P.N.PennsylvaniaMy boss, a dentist, loves dogs. She decorated the entire office in a dog

theme, like puppies in the sitting area, then funny paintings of different dog breeds in the exam

room/office areas.We had a new patient come in. I handed her a stack of paperwork and she

took it to the sitting area to fill out while she waited. She took one long look around and

seemed distressed. She approached my window again.“I don’t see a single picture of a cat,”

she said, visibly frustrated.“Oh,” I said, “my boss loves dogs and went with that as a

design.”The patient practically threw her paperwork at me and snapped, “I am not giving my

business to someone who hates cats.”-W.E.North DakotaSomeone left our ER a poor score on

the follow-up questionnaire. Did we disrespect this patient? Did we offer subpar treatment?

Was the patient’s room dirty? None of the above.The patient was angry because we are



located in Georgia and the patient’s nurse did not have a southern accent, so the patient said

the hospital did not offer an ‘authentic southern experience.’Someone framed the feedback and

hanged it in the breakroom, but I can’t stand seeing it on the wall because it makes me angry

that someone could be so petty.-L.U.GeorgiaI responded to a 911 call from someone outside of

a cafe. On the way, I received notification of a second 911 call, this time placed by the cafe

owners. Upon arrival, I met with an irate gentleman in the parking lot. He stated the owners

were discriminating against him and he demanded to be served. It was 4:30 in the morning.

The diner was not scheduled to open for another half hour. There was maybe one interior light

on in the back, but the rest of the place was dark. The owners stated they arrived early

regularly, which is common practice for opening. When they pointed to the sign on the front

door that showed their hours, the gentleman tried to break the glass by punching it. Thankfully,

he did not injure himself, but we stood out in the cold for 25 minutes as I tried to explain to this

gentleman that his rights were not being violated and just because people are inside a

business does not mean the business is open or that they are required to serve customers

outside of business hours. When the owners opened the café, the irate gentleman said he was

never going to buy from the café again, that the owners had lost a loyal customer. The one

owner made a comment like, “I don’t recognize you.”The gentleman said, “Well, I’ve never been

here before, but I would’ve been your best customer.”I was shaking my head all day over that

one. The nerve of some people.-O.Y.NevadaSomeone came to our ER at 03:30 to complain

that their sleeping pills made them tired. They were angry about this because they still had

three pages to write for their thesis and didn’t want to be tired yet. Okay, then why did you take

sleeping pills? -M.V.New JerseyOne of my patients said he broke his tooth while trying to chew

glass while he was drunk. “You shouldn’t have done that,” I said.He screamed, “Well, how was I

supposed to know this would happen?”-G.M., DDSLocation withheld at requestHad a patient

register in panic because they tried sushi for the first time and didn’t know they’d ordered raw

fish. The patient initially wanted their stomach pumped but then asked for treatment for

salmonella and worms. I wasn’t involved in patient care, but I heard the nurses and doctors

involved with the patient’s treatment were exhausted by the time the patient was discharged.-

K.I.UtahGood to KnowWe had a concerned grandmother bring her teen granddaughter to the

ER a few decades ago. It was around the time when The Blair Witch Project was big. The

grandmother wanted to know if her granddaughter could die from eating a raw chicken head.

Her granddaughter stood in the center of the lobby, her arms folded over her chest, a scowl on

her face. “Uh….” I said. “I mean, I recommend cooking all meat thoroughly.”“I told you!” the

grandmother hissed to the teen.The granddaughter, going through what appeared to be a dark

angsty phase, rolled her heavily lined eyes, adjusted her black fishnet undershirt, and said,

“Grandma, I’m goth, not part of some cult that eats raw chicken.”“And if you eat a raw chicken

head as part of a sacrifice, you won’t be part of the cult for long before you die, anyway!” the

grandmother shouted back.I thought that was the weirdest thing to ever happen while I was at

work. I think about it a lot.-C.A.MichiganRedemptionA real conversation I had in the interview

room:Me: So, you weren’t selling cocaine?Subject: No.Me: We have witness testimony and

photographic evidence.Subject: No, you don’t.I show the subject a photograph of him

exchanging drugs for cash.Subject: That’s not me.

Want Some Cheese with That Whine A collection of, Want Some Cheese with That Whine A

collection agency, Want Some Cheese with That Whine a little, Want Some Cheese with That
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Whine a lot, want some cheese with that whine, want some cheese with that whine meaning,

want some cheese with that whine gif, want some cheese with that whine meme, want some

cheese to go with that whine, you want some cheese with that whine meaning, want some

cheese with that wine, do you want some cheese with that whine, would you like some cheese

with that whine commercial, need some cheese with that whine, want some cheese with that

whine comeback, do you want some cheese to go with that whine, like some cheese to go with

that whine, someone to eat cheese with, would you like some cheese with that whine meme,

like some cheese and wine daily themed crossword, would you like some cheese with that

whine chogath, want some mac and cheese renegade tiktok, like some cheese that turns wiry,
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My Best Friend is Ativan: A Collection of Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, When Life Gives

You Lemons: A Collection of Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, Do You Even Know What

You're Doing?: A Collection of Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, These Colors Don't Run: A

Collection of Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, No Such Thing as a Snow Day: A Collection

of Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, Chief Complaint: Can't Find Toilet Paper: A Collection of

Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, What's the Worst That Could Happen?: A Collection of

Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, Want Some Cheese with That Whine? : A Collection of

Reader-Submitted Medical Stories, Reason for the Season: A Collection of Reader-Submitted

Medical Stories, When It Rains, It Pours : A Collection of Reader-Submitted Medical Stories

FreddiesCat, “Consistently good. I have never read a bad book of hers before. I am not in the

healthcare industry and I have to admit I have changed the way I act around those that are. I

have more patience and compassion. Rather than get mad because they are taking forever to

get to me I now know they are busting their ass to get to me and the rest of their patients.”

Nancy Ragsdale, “So Many True Stories. My heart bleeds for those suffering during COVID

restrictions. Whether alone, being a caregiver or those on the front lines helping us survive! I

thought what they went through was horrible until I read about the abuse. Just unimaginable to

me that people are so scared they can’t get out or talk to someone without criticism. That is

beyond terrible. I hope they are able to find that someone special who treats them well and

understands their past. I’ve been lucky.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Awesome. Great book again! I can never get enough of these books!

When is Kerry going to quit her other job and write full time!”

kittensrme, “Another great Kerry Hamm book!. This is another great collection of reader

submitted stories to Kerry Hamm. There are many that will make you, and others will have you

shaking your head wondering "Do they know what they said? Or did?" All you submitters:

please keep sending those stories in!”

Starre69, “Frogs in your pullups. I absolutely love your books. But the best story so far has to

be "the Last Place any one Looks" I laughed so hard that I had tears rolling down my face..then

I read it to my hubby and started all over again...his response, the story was cute but I was

hysterical...”



Ebook Tops Reader, “Relaxing. When I read Kerry Hamm 's books I feel relaxed. The chapters

are short. I can read one of a few chapters to take my mind off problems I have. I realize my

problems are small as compared to some of the people in this book”

CountryCatkin, “I keep checking for the latest book…. I’ve read every Kerry Hamm book, all

with equal, often incredulous enjoyment. I don’t live in the USA and I’m sure whacko people/

things are everywhere, but so many stories are amazing, well, something else again! So, now

I’m waiting for the next book offering.”

Wendy Green, “Awesome. Love all books by this author. Gives me all the feels. Would

recommend this book to everyone. Can't wait for the next one”

The book by Kerry Hamm has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 341 people have provided feedback.
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