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Once Princess was out cold, plans to move her were already in place, we just had to go.  Our Doc is waiting for her at her home.  Prez, my Pops, and my son had hurried him over to the house because this is probably going to be as far as we can move Princess for the time being.  Our son needed to get himself set up and ensure there was a comfortable, safe spot for her to recuperate until she could be moved again.

Princess is obviously a security risk at the hospital, and all involved agree that if she had medical support waiting...it’d be best to get her out of there.  The only issues from here will be keeping her still and comfortable in order to heal.  My son’s already got a cash pool going; how long will that last once she’s in her own surroundings?

Since behavioral modification will obviously be necessary for his mother to follow doctor’s orders...we called in backup...our Uncle Doc.  He has an incredibly special spot in the club, a title all his own, and one of the only men Princess won’t talk back to with all that Princess sass.  

Doc’s a retired field medic who later became a highly experienced doctor/surgeon, serving from the Vietnam era all the way through his final two tours in the war with Iraq.  I could have sworn he had retired from the military when we were kids, but that wasn’t the case.  He had technically retired as enlisted but was able to contract himself out for field hospital operations since he had special licensing and clearances both in the military and civilian worlds.  

Prez, Princess’s Pops, and my own father, Sledge, are just two of the many beneficiaries of his incredible early work.

Doc perfected a few techniques while practicing that changed the face of wartime medicine.  Forced the world to recalculate long standing statistics regarding life and death, resulting from battle injuries and completely opening new doors for those returning home, offering improved quality of life no matter what challenges they’d faced.  He has a lengthy list of Veteran’s organizations he consults for and works with that have considerably changed our club’s reputation within the community and beyond.  

He’d been able to pass on his knowledge that translated to alternative approaches in other areas of medicine in the civilian world.  He is highly regarded for those advances and, though he’s also highly sought for his knowledge, he is elusive because he prefers the sanctuary offered by the club.  

He has been invited to several conventions to discuss his work over the years; however, he only spoke at a select few.  Again, that was his preference for anonymity.  He did the work to help others and couldn’t take the pats on the back for it.  He’s unable to take compliments, as most our guys, and he really doesn’t know how to take being thanked for his service.

The orders for this move were strict, hence our specific call for reinforcements.  Princess and Doc are to remain below radar in her home.  Our son, the rest of the guys, and even me can come and go as we please.  However, I have appointed myself the Princess’s Royal Guard (pardon the pun) and I’m not going anywhere without her.  Unless it’s something for our son...then I’ll go.  

Before anything was set into motion, our club Doc wanted to speak with the staff who had been taking care of her so far.  So, he initially met us at the hospital, and we spent the rest of the time introducing him to the staff we knew and her primary doctor at the hospital took our Doc around to meet his team for Princess’s case.

I noticed aside from checking out Princess’s chart notes and scans, he couldn’t keep his eyes off that nurse.  She seemed to dig it and seems to be our kinda people.  I could tell she wasn’t bothered a bit by his flirty attention; her giggle gave it away when he offered her a job as his personal assistant.  Only, he wasn’t joking and will probably need the help with our wiliest patient. 

Poor guy’s been single for as long as I’ve known him.  I found it hilarious when my own son caught this and began offering modern dating tips to Ole Uncle Doc.  So close to having him convinced to set up an online dating profile, except Doc said he preferred face-to-face meeting to be more suiting his style.  Can’t say I blame him, and the kid left it as a standing offer if he ever changed his mind.

I don’t see that happening.  Although, I do see Doc leaving this hospital with at least that nurse’s number!
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Princess woke for a bit to eat, grumble, and beg for another shower before she was moved.  Her concern was and I quote, ‘which one of the pervs is going to help me there’, end quote.  My hand went straight into the air until I heard the word perv and that rather offended me.  Not like we hadn’t showered together before, but all these years passed, we shared a son, and now she says, ‘it’d be weird’. 

I frankly don’t see the issue...but guess that’s what would make me a perv.  

Her Pops cut off that conversation, drawing our attention to what is going to happen once Princess has been darted and is nestled safely in her transport crate.  It was nice beginning this mission with a laugh, but she didn’t seem too amused when he spoke those exact words aloud.

Shaking her head as her eyes rolled, her finger wagged at her father.  “Look, getting me anywhere isn’t going to be the issue.  You need to worry about what my dos and don’ts are when I get there.”

His brow creased sternly, Prez snapped at her lightly.  “You were provided the list both orally and in writing.”

The rest of us lost it when Princess cut her father off, pointing and giggling.  “You said orally.”

That poor old man sighed, running a heavy hand down his tired face.  That hand then began stroking his beard, gazing thoughtfully.  “Look...your son has already put a device together for me to monitor your activities and I’ve given Doc room to do as he needs with you.  The rest is up to you, my adult—juvenile delinquent.”  Then, as Princess huffed at her father, the grin on his face grew as he looked towards my Pops.  “You call the girls yet?”  He asks.

Princess gasped, brow high, and eyes wide.  “You wouldn’t.”

My Pops chuckles, glancing from Prez to Princess, straightening his pants as he stood.  “Last I heard from Doc they were out of his hair because they’d moved on to Princess’s kitchen and reorganizing everything so it made sense.”

“Fuck my life.”  Princess blurts as her head flops back on the bed.  

“Well, that’s not very hospitable now, is it?”  I joked as the others were already laughing.  “They have been near pulling their hair out waiting for word about you.  All those zany Aunts of ours.  Surrogate mothers to us both, need I remind you.  And they are all in your home waiting on YOU, also their baby girl.”

I must have struck a nerve with Princess because I got paid back immediately and I felt like a complete ASS!

First...I heard the sniffle.  Then came the eyes brimming with tears as she stared at the ceiling.  She skipped the punch to the gut and went straight for the kick to the groan when she croaked through tears.  “I am a horribly, ungrateful person and don’t deserve their love.”

What?  The?  Frick?  Excellent job, Chase!

“Oh now, darlin’.”  If my father could have shot me with his stare...I would have taken it right between the eyes.  He had already been standing, so he approached her bedside and gave her this huge smile when she looked into his face.  “The first step is admitting you were too quick to judge.  Now, how will you fix this once you get home?”  He asks.

Swiping at her eyes, Princess gulped hard and looked back up to my Pops.  “Keep my mouth shut and let them dote on me all they want but not take advantage if I can do something myself.”

He leaned in, softly placing a kiss on her forehead.  “I hope you remember that after the medivac drops you at the zoo.”  She giggled when he leaned back and shrugged his hands near his shoulders.  “You start a war of words with one of them...you are on your own.  I already spent fifteen hours on Amazon with them trying to find end tables that can resist ass and boot marks.  I had to mention tacky water rings but evidently THAT’s not a big issue to us.”

Hand over her mouth, Princess squeals out a laugh, holding her side.  “Oh, you poor man.”  Then she shocked us all by asking.  “Will they go with the couches and chairs?  You can always use tablecloths too.”

“What?”  Her Pops shot her a surprised look.  “You heard all that?  That was days ago.  Well, feels like it.”

Told ya!  This girl’s brain is a steel trap!  Like the gravitational pull she has on people.  I speak from personal experience.

“What discussion was this?”  My Pops questioned.

Princess jumped to answer.  “I thought I dreamt about Bear and couches in the Caribbean or something the color of the Caribbean.”  She giggled and I caught her cheeks flush, even though she tried to look away.  “I heard something about remodeling or...I don’t know.  I was thinking of the color and someone’s eyes.”

“Mine, right?”  Our snarky, not so little son smirks as his mother shoots him a raised brow.

I could only chuckle and sneak in.  “You’re welcome.”  My son and I bust up laughing that much harder.  Princess just shakes her head and repeats, “whatever”.

Hey, I’m proud.  He is a perfect blend of the two of us, but at least I know she had to look into my eyes all these years.  Now I
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