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Beauty's Tale

He was within thirty miles of his own house,
thinking on the pleasure he should have in seeing his children
again, when going through a large forest he lost himself. It rained
and snowed terribly; besides, the wind was so high, that it threw
him twice off his horse, and night coming on, he began to apprehend
being either starved to death with cold and hunger, or else
devoured by the wolves, whom he heard howling all round him, when,
on a sudden, looking through a long walk of trees, he saw a light
at some distance, and going on a little farther perceived it came
from a palace illuminated from top to bottom. The merchant returned
God thanks for this happy discovery, and hastened to the place, but
was greatly surprised at not meeting with any one in the outer
courts. His horse followed him, and seeing a large stable open,
went in, and finding both hay and oats, the poor beast, who was
almost famished, fell to eating very heartily; the merchant tied
him up to the manger, and walking towards the house, where he saw
no one, but entering into a large hall, he found a good fire, and a
table plentifully set out with but one cover laid. As he was wet
quite through with the rain and snow, he drew near the fire to dry
himself. "I hope," said he, "the master of the house, or his
servants will excuse the liberty I take; I suppose it will not be
long before some of them appear."

He waited a considerable time, until it struck
eleven, and still nobody came. At last he was so hungry that he
could stay no longer, but took a chicken, and ate it in two
mouthfuls, trembling all the while. After this he drank a few
glasses of wine, and growing more courageous he went out of the
hall, and crossed through several grand apartments with magnificent
furniture, until he came into a chamber, which had an exceeding
good bed in it, and as he was very much fatigued, and it was past
midnight, he concluded it was best to shut the door, and go to
bed.

It was ten the next morning before the merchant
waked, and as he was going to rise he was astonished to see a good
suit of clothes in the room of his own, which were quite spoiled;
certainly, said he, this palace belongs to some kind fairy, who has
seen and pitied my distress. He looked through a window, but
instead of snow saw the most delightful arbors, interwoven with the
beautifullest flowers that were ever beheld. He then returned to
the great hall, where he had supped the night before, and found
some chocolate ready made on a little table. "Thank you, good Madam
Fairy," said he aloud, "for being so careful, as to provide me a
breakfast; I am extremely obliged to you for all your favors."

The good man drank his chocolate, and then went to
look for his horse, but passing through an arbor of roses he
remembered Beauty's request to him, and gathered a branch on which
were several; immediately he heard a great noise, and saw such a
frightful Beast coming towards him, that he was ready to faint
away.

"You are very ungrateful," said the Beast to him, in
a terrible voice; "I have saved your life by receiving you into my
castle, and, in return, you steal my roses, which I value beyond
any thing in the universe, but you shall die for it; I give you but
a quarter of an hour to prepare yourself, and say your
prayers."

The merchant fell on his knees, and lifted up both
his hands, "My lord," said he, "I beseech you to forgive me, indeed
I had no intention to offend in gathering a rose for one of my
daughters, who desired me to bring her one."

"My name is not My Lord," replied the monster, "but
Beast; I don't love compliments, not I. I like people to speak as
they think; and so do not imagine, I am to be moved by any of your
flattering speeches. But you say you have got daughters. I will
forgive you, on condition that one of them come willingly, and
suffer for you. Let me have no words, but go about your business,
and swear that if your daughter refuse to die in your stead, you
will return within three months."

The merchant had no mind to sacrifice his daughters
to the ugly monster, but he thought, in obtaining this respite, he
should have the satisfaction of seeing them once more, so he
promised, upon oath, he would return, and the Beast told him he
might set out when he pleased, "but," added he, "you shall not
depart empty handed; go back to the room where you lay, and you
will see a great empty chest; fill it with whatever you like best,
and I will send it to your home," and at the same time Beast
withdrew.

Beauty and the Beast, Jeanne-Marie LePrince
de Beaumont, English translation, 1757

Mother never refuted this section of the tale. She
loved her father, the last man she ever really loved, and I think
she wanted to remember him as someone who loved her after the rest
of her family abandoned her to her fate. Family rumors abound. The
youngest of my uncles, Johan, supposedly had a destiny he chose not
to face or was forbidden to face by Grandfather. Whatever the case
may be, Johan gifted Mother with the ability to channel Silver
magic once in her lifetime in her greatest hour of need. We all
suspect she used her spell during the fight with the Beast, but
even on her deathbed, she wouldn't revel what she'd done with the
spell. Father past many years after Mother. I believe his fear of
her kept him from revealing the truth.

From the First Chronicle of the House of Beauty,
translated from the original French, 1998


 


Prologue: Three Weeks Ago

John Mason was surprisingly excited when he got off
the phone with Kieran Belle. The boy’s excitement about his
upcoming wedding and handfasting was contagious. The photography
professor dialed his travel agent to arrange for a trip to Maine.
As he gave the travel agent his details, John wandered through the
living room and stopped before the photographic portrait of
Kieran’s fiancé hanging over the fireplace. A shirtless Cory
Cooper, leaning on a piece of construction equipment, looked back
at the professor with a deeply felt love for the man on the other
side of the camera. The boys hadn’t even begun to admit their
feelings for each other when the picture had been taken, but you
didn’t have to know them to sense what they felt in that moment in
time. John’s daydreaming was broken by the voice of the agent.

“Sir, are you still
there?”

“Yes, I’m sorry. My mind wandered
off. What were those flight times again?”

The agent rattled off the flight information between
Little Rock and Maine, along with the cost. John agreed and added
in a rental car booking, and then gave the agent his credit card
information. The agent let him know his reservations were complete
and could download his tickets when he was ready. John thanked the
man and hung up. He decided he’d call Kieran back when he had his
tickets in hand.


Chapter One: Present
Time

The transport spell faded, depositing Grams, Kellen,
and an unconscious Kieran in the garage attached to the main house.
Kellen and Grams made Kieran as secure and comfortable as possible
in the back of the family van. Grams stayed in the back with Kieran
using her Sapphire magic to heal what damage she could. She was
fighting a desperate battle to save her grandson. Between the
damage the falling tree had done and the wounds inflicted by the
shifters during his defense of the compound, Kieran was an
unrecognizable mess. Ebony magic surged in his system from the
numerous bites he'd received fighting off the shifters, and now it
was fighting her efforts, keeping Kieran on the edge of death.

She dug in. Recalling how some Sapphire mage had
locked away the Ebony magic within Cory's blood, she crafted a
binding spell. It began to chase down the Ebony magic and corral
it, driving it away from Kieran's vital organs. Kellen drove like a
mad man, using the reserves of his own magic to keep the tires
attached to the road as he raced to the hospital in Bar Harbor.

Back at the Oisín compound, Cory, Brom, and Billy
raced back to the cabin Kieran and Cory had been living in, so Cory
could get dressed and pack clothes for Kieran to wear. When Cory
burst through the open door just ahead of Brom and Billy, he found
a man sitting on the couch in the front room. The stranger, who’d
brought the attacking shifters to the compound, bristled with
weapons and reeked of Ebony magic. Without thinking, Cory leapt at
the man, shifting shape in mid-leap to become a silver wolf. He
crashed into the stranger, sending him over the back of the couch.
Brom snatched up a fire poker as he raced past the fireplace to pin
the man down.

"Who are you?" Brom snarled.

"Alex Kincaid, I've come to collect the Master's
prize. Where is young Belle?”

“No place you need to worry about,
murdering scum,” Brom said as he slammed the poker down on the
man’s head until he was sure Kincaid was unconscious.

Brom turned to find Cory caught in a midway form,
between his wolf shape and his human form. Brom couldn’t help
himself. A vision of the character from the animated version of
Beauty’s story superimposed itself over Cory’s figure. Hysteria got
the better of him, and he started laughing at Cory. From his
perspective, Cory couldn’t figure out what was so funny about the
situation until he turned and caught a glimpse of himself in the
mirror over the fireplace. His own laughter burst forth, and his
shift completed back to human.

When Brom finally got himself under control, he
urged Cory to get dressed. Blushing, Cory dashed upstairs to get
dressed and toss some clothes in a bag. As he opened the closet, he
was confronted by Kieran’s tracker armor. Tears sprang to his eyes
as he thought about how Kieran might not be hovering on the edge of
death if he’d been wearing those enchanted leathers. He tried to
sense Kieran through their bond, but only sensed pain. He poured
his love down the bond, hoping it would strengthen Kieran’s spirit
to fight through the pain. Cory dressed in his own clothes, even
though he would have loved to toss on one of Kieran’s shirts, but
while they were the same height, Kieran was narrower in build than
he was. He tossed a couple of changes of their clothes into an
overnight bag before heading back downstairs. After setting down
the bag, Cory wrapped Uncle Brom in a hug, which caught the older
man off guard for a moment.

“Are you okay, Cory? This has been
a rough day for all of us, but . . .” Brom didn’t finish
elaborating. They both knew Cory’s husband was fighting for his
life; toss in Cory’s sudden ability to shape-shift at will, who
wouldn’t be having a rough day.

“I just needed to hold something of
Kieran’s for a moment to ground myself again. He mentioned a couple
of times how much he liked it when you’d hold him when he was here
and sad. I guess I needed to feel what he felt for a
moment.”

Brom hugged Cory tight as he’d done for Kieran so
often as a boy.

“I get it, Cory. Kieran is the son
I never had. Now, before we go to him, we need to take care of this
piece of trash. The sad part is he's human. I want you to go on
ahead to the hospital. I'll catch up after I've taken care of Mr.
Kincaid and the coroner has come and collected Dad's
remains."

"Do you think Kieran caught up to Marissa?"

"Yes, I'm sure he did. My magic is limited at this
distance from my forge or another Silver mage, but I can sense a
very ancient and nasty Silver magic spell active in the center of
the property. I think he cast a spell, which borders on being
forbidden. If he did cast that particular spell, neither you nor I
want to see it in action. Pray he doesn't remember what he did when
he wakes up."

"Okay, I'm going to go to the hospital now."

"Make sure you take a copy of your marriage license
with you. In the rush to get Kieran medical treatment, Kellen and
Mom may not remember, but you have as much right to make Kieran's
medical decisions for him as they do."

"I packed it, figuring I'd need to prove I'm his
husband so I could even visit him. I didn't stop to think about
medical decisions."

"Kellen and Mom won't let anything bad happen to
him, but they aren't going to be thinking about what might happen
to you if Kieran isn’t going to recover. In that event, their first
priority is going to be to transfer the power of the Silver Witch
back to Kellen."

"I won't let them hurt Kieran. He has to recover. I
can't live without him, but I won't trap him on life support
forever."

"Cory, listen to me. Kieran is very tough; he's a
descendant of two of the most powerful families in history. I'm
sure no one's ever told you how his mother died."

"No, but I assumed she was killed by a shifter while
on a hunt."

"No single shifter was ever a match for my
sister-in-law. To bring her down took an entire pack of the darkest
shifters anyone had ever encountered. In the end, fifty shifters
died to take her out. Kieran’s maternal grandmother wanted him to
be with his mother on that mission, but his two uncles—Eric and
Stephen—said he wasn't old enough or ready to go. They went in his
place. While they were skilled trackers and experienced fighters in
their own right, neither of them was gifted. Miranda used her one
shot of Silver magic trying to save them instead of herself."

"But you think if Kieran had been there she would
have survived?"

"No, I honestly think Miranda was destined to die
that night,” Brom said, opening his mouth to continue, but Kincaid
groaned. He hit him with the poker again, and then sighed. “Kellen
brought Kieran here to get him away from his grandmother because
she blamed him for her daughter’s and sons' deaths.” He paused as
if considering his next words, but never took his eyes off Kincaid.
“She blamed a ten-year-old boy—for failing to be old enough or
skilled enough to go out and die. I spent months convincing Kieran
their deaths weren't his fault. Months.” He kicked Kincaid for good
measure. “I don't want him falling into that pattern over his
grandfather's death. There was no way to know Marissa was going to
attack any of us like she did.” He looked up from Kincaid to meet
Cory’s amber eyes. “We have to keep him from blaming himself, or we
will lose him."

****

Kellen whipped the family van into the patient
drop-off for the Emergency Room at Mount Desert Island Hospital.
After he parked, he hopped out of the van and raced inside to get
medical personnel. Once the desk nurse heard about Kieran's
injuries, she summoned immediate assistance, and a gurney was
rolled out to the van. Grams withdrew her magic the moment the
doors to the back of the van were pulled open. With her magic gone,
Kieran began to seize as the pain came crashing back into his body.
The emergency team slid a full body board into the van and got
Kieran transferred to the board and then onto the gurney. They
rushed him into the hospital and into an exam room. Grams moved as
quickly as she could to stay with Kieran while Kellen dealt with
paperwork, registering Kieran as Kieran Oisín without even thinking
about it. Once the paperwork was filled out, Kellen moved the van
to the parking lot before going back to find his mother standing in
the hall as a team of doctors worked to stabilize Kieran. Monitors
beeped and pinged as doctors called out orders for blood typing,
meds, and X-rays. The surgical team and operating room were
prepped.

Kellen could tell his mother wanted to use her magic
to hold Kieran stable so the doctors didn't have to deal with it
while they treated his injuries. One glance at his mother and he
could see her exhaustion. She'd already pushed herself beyond her
limits.

"Mother, come, let's find a place to sit—out of the
way of the trauma team. Brom and Cory should be here soon."

"I could still be keeping him stable, Kellen. I can
hold him while they fix all the broken parts."

"You're exhausted, Mother. You won't do Kieran any
good if you kill yourself trying to do what the doctors can do.
He's going to need us all when he wakes up."

"I can't lose him too, Kellen. Not after loosing
Aodhfin like that."

"We're not going to lose Kieran; we can't even think
those thoughts. He's well-anchored to this world, Mother, by his
bond with Cory.” His own words gave him pause. “Oh, hell. I wasn't
thinking when I registered Kieran into the hospital. I put his last
name down as Oisín."

"We need to go fix that right now, Kellen. Cory will
be frantic when he gets here. He won’t think to ask under only
Oisín, not at first anyway."

They quickly made their way back to the Emergency
Room admission desk to correct Kellen's error only to find an
agitated Cory. He demanded to know where his husband was. Kellen
caught him around the shoulders.

"Cory, calm down. They have him in a trauma unit,
trying to stabilize him so they can get X-rays and prep him for
surgery. I'm sorry I wasn't thinking when I filled out the
paperwork and signed him in under Oisín. Mother and I were just
coming to fix that mistake and get him registered under
Oisín-Cooper."

"Cory, come with me. We'll get something to drink
while we wait for the doctors to let us know when we can be with
Kieran," Grams said, taking Cory's arm to lead him away from the
desk.

“But I need to talk to
registration.”

“Kellen is taking care of
that.”

"I have the right to make Kieran's medical
decisions. I'm his husband, and see, here's the paperwork, plus his
insurance cards, and a copy of his medical records from Little
Rock. Please don't take him away from me."

"We're not trying to take him away from you, mac
tíre óg. I promise you, we'd never do that to you. Kellen will
fix the paperwork and get you put down as the primary contact."

Kellen came over with a clipboard full of paperwork
and handed it to Cory.

"As his lawful spouse, you need to fill these out
and sign them. I'm sorry, Cory. I was worried about my son, and I
didn't stop to think about my son-in-law. Let's get these filled
out, and let the nurse make a copy of all your paperwork for their
records.” His eyes shifted away. “Where's Brom? I thought you two
would be together."

Cory filled them in quietly, "We ran into a human
hunter waiting in our cabin to collect Kieran for someone called
the Master. Brom stayed behind to take care of him and to arrange
for the coroner to come and take care of Gramps' body. He sent me
on ahead, figuring that something like this would happen,” he said.
“I'm sorry I'm being rude. I don't mean to be."

"We're all on edge, Cory. Once you finish the
paperwork, you have full control over what happens to Kieran. We
will support your decisions."

"Even if I decide to let him go without letting you
take back the power of the Silver Witch?"

Both Grams and Kellen gasped at the thought; it
hadn't even crossed their minds yet. They looked at Cory in horror
for a moment before Kellen spoke in hushed tones.

"If that's the price I must pay to keep peace in
this family, so mote it be."

****

Cory bent his head to focus on the paperwork and in
acknowledgement of Kellen's sacrifice. He wondered if Brom had
misjudged his brother or if Kellen had a secret plan to draw the
power out of Kieran. No time for such thoughts; he needed to focus
on Kieran and his treatment. He finished the paperwork and took it
to the front desk along with his marriage certificate, Kieran's
insurance cards, and the medical records from Little Rock. He
signed a few more papers in front of the desk nurse and then
watched as she entered the corrections in the computer to generate
proper paperwork for Kieran.

When it was complete, Cory went back to sit with
Grams and Kellen to wait for the doctors to tell them something
about Kieran. Brom arrived a short while later and joined the
family in the waiting room. Control of the situation was out of
their hands now.

Three hours later, the lead doctor on the trauma
team headed out to the waiting room to find the boy's family. The
admitting nurse handed him new information on the young man. He
flinched when he read the young man was married to another man.

"I should have known someone that pretty and with
that much hair was a faggot," the doctor muttered loud enough the
nurse heard him.

The nurse remained silent.

"Go get Dr. Mihaylova, and have her come deal with
the family."

"Yes, Dr. Miller," the nurse said before leaving to
find the young Russian doctor.

The nurse found her in conversation with Dr. Thomas
Waffe, the chief surgeon for their tiny hospital. From what the
nurse overheard, the patient's chances did not sound good.

"I'm sorry to interrupt, but Dr. Miller sent me to
get Dr. Mihaylova to do the consult with the family and bring them
up to speed on the patient's condition."

"What brought this about?” Dr. Waffe asked instead.
“Dr. Miller was already on the way to meet with the family and
brief them on the boy's condition."

The nurse handed over information to explain.
"Here's the updated patient information, Dr. Waffe."

"Oh, this is beyond belief. Miller and his
prejudices.” Dr. Waffe sighed. “So what if the young man is married
to another man? Uphold your damn oath.” Dr. Waffe turned to Dr.
Mihaylova. “Anna, would you prefer to let me handle the
family?"

"We can go meet with the family together, Thomas. I
think they will appreciate access to two doctors."

The doctors followed the admissions nurse back to
the waiting area for the emergency room. They were met with four
faces in various states of worry and concern. Relationships were
easy to discern for the doctors, the two dark-haired men and the
older woman were blood relatives, which left the handsome young
blond man as the husband.

"Mr. Oisín-Cooper, I'm Dr. Anna Mihaylova, and this
is Dr. Thomas Waffe, our chief of surgery. Let's sit and talk about
your husband's condition and how he got injured so badly."

"We were out hiking in the forest and this huge tree
began falling,” Cory explained. “Kieran shoved me out of the way,
but the tree caught him and pinned him to the ground."

“What actually happened, Mr.
Oisín-Cooper?" Dr. Mihaylova was short. "He has what appear to be
bite wounds on his arms and legs, and his back is torn up with what
appear to be claw marks.”

"Dr. Mihaylova,” Kellen interjected, “if you don't
mind, my son-in-law—like the rest of us—is very worried about
Kieran. There will be time later to talk about how he received his
injuries. Please, Kieran's condition."

The doctor looked up at the tall man and felt a
sudden shock of recognition as her amethyst eyes met Kellen's
violet eyes. Where did she know him from, and why was she suddenly
drawn to him? She sat in stunned silence for a moment until she
realized Dr. Waffe was talking to the family. She ripped her gaze
away from Kellen's and refocused on the rest of the family and Dr.
Waffe.

"Kieran's condition is critical,” Dr. Waffe said.
“He's taken a lot of damage. Most of his injuries are internal. We
need to get him into surgery as quickly as possible. We're only
holding off for his CT scan to come back, so we can know if he's
suffering from any intracranial bleeding. Honestly, I think it’s
possible he may have a subdural hematoma since he hasn't regained
even the slightest trace of consciousness while we've been running
our tests."

"What do you need from us, Dr. Waffe?" Cory
asked.

"You'll need to sign the paperwork to give us
permission to operate on your husband."

"Of course, Kieran gets whatever medical treatments
he needs." Cory practically shouted from the relief of being able
to do something for Kieran.

"Good, I'll have the nurse start prepping his head
in case we have to relieve pressure in the skull."

"I take it you mean you're going to shave off his
hair."

"Yes, please understand, Mr. Oisín-Cooper, we're
hoping we won't have to do anything, but we should be ready in case
we have to open his skull to stop any major bleeding."

"I understand. Can you save his hair? He always said
if I let him cut it, he wanted to donate the length to one of those
charities that make wigs for cancer patients."

"Of course we can. I'll have the nurse bag it for
you."

"Dr. Waffe, besides the possible head injury, what
other injuries does Kieran have?"

"Well, he has several broken ribs, none of which
appear to be endangering his internal organs, but both of his legs
have suffered severe fractures, which we'll have to set and very
likely hold together with pins and rods until the bones knit. Both
wrists are fractured too, plus all the damage done by those
possible bite and claw wounds. He has a lot of bruising, and until
we can get him on the table, I can't be sure how much damage has
been done to him internally."

"Thank you, doctor. Please keep us informed,” Cory
said. “I'll go sign the required forms."

The doctors left to get Kieran prepped for surgery.
Cory sat stunned by the extent of the damage. He tried to hold
himself together, but the first tear escaped, and after it fell, he
couldn't hold them back any longer. Líadáin was quick to wrap Cory
in a hug.

"Why didn't he escape before they cornered him? I
would have expected him to summon his armor. Why didn't he use his
magic to join us in the cavern? We could have helped him hold them
off. I can't live without him. He has to live."

"Mac tíre óg, he's strong, and while Silver
magic can't heal like Sapphire or Emerald can, his magic will hold
things together once the doctors get everything back in place."

"Grams, why couldn't you heal him?"

"My Sapphire magic did what it could, dear one. His
injuries are beyond my healing abilities. To heal him magically
we'd need a powerful Emerald mage who'd be willing to take the risk
of burning out his magic in Kieran's healing."

"We'd better get the paperwork signed, so the
doctors can do their work, Cory," Kellen coaxed.

"Of course, do you think they'll let me see him
before they shave off his hair?"

"We can only ask, Cory,” Kellen said, offering his
hand to help Cory stand.

The entire Oisín clan rose and went with Cory to the
admissions desk. The nurse looked up at Cory's tear-stained face
and the grim looks of the three people with him.

"What can I do for you, sweetheart?" the nurse
asked.

"I was hoping we could see my husband before they
prep him for surgery."

"Oh, honey, of course. Come with me, and we'll try
to see if we can do that right now. Sally, will you cover the desk
for me, while I take the family back to see the boy in 501?"

"Sure, no problem, Trudy. You go on back. I'll buzz
June and let her know you're bringing them back so they can hold
off prep for a few minutes."


 


Interlude: During the
attack

Professor John Mason sat in his living room,
staring at the photograph mounted above the fireplace. There was a
tension in the air, as if something terrible had happened, and
Kieran was involved. The professor had some connection to his
student since their magic had touched during the Thanksgiving
dinner Kieran had helped him with. Without thinking, John found
himself dialing Kieran's number, hoping everything was all right.
Kieran's phone rolled directly to voicemail. John’s worry only
grew. He called his travel agent and set about changing his travel
plans. After he had new travel arrangements, John called the dean
of his college to change his request from vacation time to a
sabbatical for the coming academic year. The dean wasn’t happy
about the short notice, but John’s performance was above all the
standards, so he granted the sabbatical.

John began packing the things he felt he
would need, including a battered old book he’d been writing in
since he was a young boy and learning magic from his grandmother.
He also made a phone call to his sister Vivian. Her phone rolled to
voicemail too, so he left a message for her to call him. He hoped
she’d come meet him in Maine.


Chapter Two: Hours After
the Attack

Cory entered into the patient room where the
hospital staff was prepping Kieran for surgery. He stared at his
husband’s battered and broken body. Bruising covered Kieran’s
beautiful face like a Halloween mask. Monitors beeped and pinged,
tracking his vital signs. Tubes and wires were everywhere, and Cory
could hardly hold back tears as he moved closer to his husband’s
bedside. Gently he stroked a strand of Kieran’s hair away from his
face. Tears rolled down his face as he softly placed a kiss on
Kieran’s forehead.

“Please come back to me, babe. I
need you,” Cory whispered in his husband’s ear.

Grams, Kellen, and Brom each took a brief moment
with Kieran before they gathered up the shattered Cory and led him
back out to the waiting room. Elsewhere in the hospital, Dr. Waffe
was prepping for surgery and examining the latest round of X-rays
and the CAT scan. He sighed in relief as he noted there was no sign
of subdural hematoma in Kieran’s skull. He had his surgical nurse
call down to the room where they were getting Kieran ready to
cancel the head shaving. The nurse who took the call was glad not
to have to remove the boy’s hair, and she carefully coiled it into
an extra large surgical cap to keep it from getting into any
incisions the doctor made. She then called out to the front desk to
let them know the good news. The surgical team came shortly after
that and wheeled Kieran off to the surgical bay.

****

Cory paced the waiting room of the small hospital
waiting for news on Kieran’s surgery. He’d been relieved when the
doctor had cancelled the need to shave Kieran’s head. News that
there was no apparent injury to his brain had brought the whole
family relief. Now Dr. Waffe and Dr. Mihaylova were trying to put
all the broken pieces back together and stop the internal bleeding
around his kidneys. Their goal was to get Kieran stabilized in
order to transport him to Eastern Maine Medical Center in Bangor
for better care in a larger facility. Dr. Mihaylova had admitting
privileges there, so she would be able to transfer with Kieran to
monitor his condition, especially if he grew worse.


 


Interlude: Kellen Plots to Reclaim
the Magic

As the days passed after Kieran’s initial rounds of
surgery with no signs of him regaining consciousness, Kellen began
to worry that the ancient legacy of the Silver Witch would be truly
lost. He regretted giving Cory his word that he’d let the magic be
lost if Kieran didn’t recover. Pacing the hallways of the hospital,
Kellen began to plan a way to recover the powers and knowledge
locked away inside his own son.

Father used a blood bond ritual to give Kieran
access to all of his power in case something happened to him. Maybe
I can work a similar ritual to let the power pass back to me should
the unthinkable happen and Kieran dies. I have to do something. I
can’t let the heritage of the Silver Witch die with my son.

After swapping places with his brother Brom at
Kieran’s bedside for a while, Kellen gladly turned over the sad
task of watching over his son to Cory. As he was leaving the
hospital, Brom stopped him.

“You have that look you get when
you’re plotting something you shouldn’t be, Brother.”

“I’m just going home to collect the
Grimoire to see if there’s anything in it that might help us fix
Kieran.”

“Be sure that’s all you’re planning
to do, Brother. Remember, you gave Cory your word you wouldn’t
attempt to reclaim the power of the Silver Witch from
Kieran.”

“And I intend to keep that promise,
Brom. I want my son alive and well, more than I want the legacy of
the powers that left him in this state.”

Kellen turned and strode out of the hospital under
the watchful eyes of his older brother–an older brother who did not
trust him in the least.


Chapter Three

After hours of surgery to repair Kieran’s internal
injuries and to begin setting his fractures, he was finally wheeled
into a private room. Cory made sure that Grams got the one visitor
chair in the room so that she could sit and rest while being close
to Kieran. He stood on the opposite side of the bed running his
hand over his husband’s head, stroking his long black hair. Kellen
and Brom sat on the couch beneath the window. The floor nurse came
in to check on Kieran’s vitals and meds, taking notice of the
worn-out family scattered around the room.

“It’s going to be some time before
we see if he comes around after everything wears off. Why don’t you
go home, grab a shower, eat something, and get some rest? We’ll
call you if anything about his condition changes.”

“I brought clothes, this room has a
shower, and I can sleep on the couch,” Cory protested. “I’m not
leaving my husband’s side.”

Kellen and Brom rose from the couch and moved to
help their mother up.

“I picked up a change of clothes
for myself and my mother when I went back to the house,” Kellen
said. “We’ll go get a couple of hotel rooms and be back in the
morning so you can rest, Cory.”

“I’ll go back to the compound and
pick up some of my things after we book the hotel,” Brom stated as
he helped his mother from the room.

Cory moved around the bed to settle into the visitor
chair. He pushed it up against the side of Kieran’s bed so he could
rest his head on the mattress and be close to Kieran. The stress of
the day didn’t take long to catch up to Cory, and he soon drifted
to sleep. The nursing staff came and went as quietly as they could,
trying not to wake the sleeping young man.

“They’re such an adorable young
couple,” the day nurse said to the evening nurse. “It’s so sad to
see the shape the poor boy is in.”

"What on earth happened to the poor boy?" the night
nurse asked.

"The report says a tree fell on him, but he has
other injuries consistent with being attacked by animals. Nobody
pushed for more details because the boy was in such bad shape, and
neither his husband nor his father would answer any more questions
until after the doctors had done their job."

"Well, maybe when the boy wakes up after the
anesthesia wears off, we can get the full story. If his injuries
are that bad, then a police report should be filed." The night
nurse’s face grew pale as she began to read the patient's chart
her. "Oh, this is horrible. I thought the name on this chart
sounded sort of familiar. There was a story on the local news about
an attack on the
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