Part 8

Friday December 20, 2024


Mindy walked into her home and smiled. She breathed in and smelled the familiar smell of Ocean Mist from the potpourri jars scattered around the house. She carried one baby carrier in her right paw, while her dad carried two and her mom carried the fourth. Mindy stepped further inside, near the stairs, and sat the carrier down.

“Mom. Dad. What are we going to do for space?”

“Well, I’ve changed your room a little bit,” her dad said.

“What do you mean?” She asked picking up the carrier and headed upstairs. As soon as she opened the door she stopped and stared. Her bedroom was mostly empty, just the bed remained and a dresser.

“What is this? Where is all my stuff?” She asked, heartbroken and fearful of what her parents had planned for her and her kits.

“We moved your room to the guest room. It’s a few feet larger than your room. It has a bit more space for the four cribs, your desk and a couple of other things,” her mom replied.

Mindy walked over to the guest room and opened the door. The freshly painted walls smell hit her nostrils but wasn’t overpowering. The walls were the same color as her old bedroom, light pink, but with a fifteen inch tall blue stripe at the top.

“Wow, it’s nice. Thank you,”

“Glad that you like it. If you want things moved around, just ask, okay?”

“Okay. I’ll want my desk moved but that can wait,” she said and sat the carrier down. Her parents helped her put the kits in the cribs and showed her where the diapers, wipes, onesie’s and other kit items were at. After a short bit they all headed downstairs. Mindy carried a kit monitor in her paw. Her parents told her to keep it with her at all times. They had one too so if she wasn’t available they would be able to care for the kits. They expected her to care for her kits more than them, but if she was in the bath, shower or on the toilet, or busy with a chore, then they would help.

After stepping off the stairs she wrapped her arms around her dad and hugged him, then her mom.

“I missed you both. I really did,”

“We missed you too,” they both replied.

“What is going to happen to Tommy? How is… I don’t know,”

“Well, he’s going to be in the hospital for at least a few more months if not longer, just because of his shattered leg and knee. We’ll visit him every few days or try to visit twice a week if possible. It’s a long drive to Orion City from Greenwood, you know,”

“What about when he gets out? How is he going to pay for all that?”

“He won’t have to. Some fur or business, we don’t know who, heard about what happened. They’re paying for his bill in full and all future checkups and surgeries, related to his attack, for the next ten years. They also paid for your hospital bill in full as well,”

“Who?”

“We don’t know. They paid it anonymously and told the hospital staff not to tell anyone about who paid,” her father replied.

“Oh. Okay. I wish we could thank them,”

“I’m sure they know that Tommy and you are thankful of their generosity,”

“I am,” she replied. She walked into the living room and sat down. It hadn’t changed at all, then again it wasn’t too long ago they ran away. She looked over at her mom who sat down next to her on the two-seat sofa.

“Mindy, about Tommy, it’s going to be a long road for him. He’s going to be in recovery and physical therapy for months if not a year or even possibly longer, just learning how to walk again. It’s not going to be easy. I just wanted you to know not to expect him to get out of the hospital and just be walking and running around like nothing happened. He’s going to have his good days and bad days. You know how some times you’re okay in a heat cycle, then other times you’re raging and hate everything? Tommy might be like that at times. He’ll need all the support and love that you can give him,”

“I didn’t know it would be that bad. I hope he’ll be able to walk again. What about his arm?”

“The same thing Mindy, months of physical therapy for him to be able to use it again. He might not have full control of either though. His injuries were really severe. Mitch snapped Tommy’s arm at his elbow and shattered his knee cap and everything underneath it. He’s going to be in and out of surgeries for months repairing the damage that was done just on his knee. He could be in and out of surgeries after everything, injuries like his are hard to fix with just a single or few surgeries,”

“I see,” she replied and sighed. She closed her eyes and felt her mom wrap her arms around her in hug.

“Mom, how am I going to take care of four kits?” She asked.

“We’ll help you baby. You’re still a cub yourself and will need all the support you can get too,”

“Thanks mom,”

“Why don’t you go and get yourself a nice hot bath. We’ll care for the kits if they start crying,”

“Mom. Dad. You aren’t going to do anything to them, are you?” She asked looking distraught.

“No baby. Like I… Like we said we were stupid for what we tried to do before. Please don’t worry that we’re going to try to do anything to harm them or you. We won’t,”

“Okay. I’m trusting you both,”

“Go on and go take a hot bath baby,” her mom repeated then kissed her muzzle.

“Okay,” she replied, stood up then hugged her dad then headed upstairs to her bathroom.

She ran hot water into the tub and when it was half full she squeezed in her bubble bath fluid. After it filled up, she stepped over the edge, then sat down sinking into the bubbly water up to her neck. She let out a happy sigh and smiled as the hot bath calmed her nerves down. She closed her eyes and let her mind drift off.

Mindy shot out of the water causing it to ripple and splash over the edge from the sound of the baby monitors cracking at the cries of the kits. She stood there holding her chest trying to calm her breathing. “Shit… Did I fall asleep?” She asked. She breathed in and exhaled a few times to calm down.

Mindy wrapped the towel around her and left the bathroom a minute later. She headed just a short ways down the hallway and into her bedroom. “Uh…” she said staring blankly at the near empty room.

“Mindy, sweetie, you’re bedroom is over there now, remember?” her dad said and chuckled.

“Yeah. Yeah I noticed,” she replied turning around.

“Your mom is caring for the kits. Go and get dressed then help her out,”

“Okay dad,” she replied. 
***
Sunday January 5, 2025 


“Hey Tommy,” Mindy said after walking into his hospital room.

“Hey,” he replied.

“How are you feeling?”

“Not good, I’m in pain,”

“Aww. Have they not giving you anything for it?”

“They have, it just takes a bit to work,”

“Ah okay. I’m sorry to hear that,”

“Yeah. What a nice fucking birthday huh? Still stuck in the damn hospital. In pain. Hating the food. Can’t do shit. It hate it here Mindy,”

“I know you do. I was going to wish you a happy birthday, but it seems like it wouldn’t do much good,”

“No, I don’t think it would,” he replied then closed his eyes. He opened them a few seconds later as her lips gently pressed against his for a few seconds then moved away. He opened his eye to her smiling.

“It’s not much and it’s inline with hospital food rules, but here,” she said and pulled out a small bowl. She opened it to two cupcakes. They “Happy 13th Bday” written across both of them. He turned thirteen today. They also had a single candle on them, unlit of course.

“I can’t light them. Hospital rules. So make a wish and pretend to blow them out. Okay?” She said with a smile.

“Thanks Mindy,” he replied almost unenthusiastically. He looked up at her then shook his head.

“I’m sorry Mindy. They look good. I’m just not in a good mood today. I’m sorry,” he replied.

“It okay, I know. You had another surgery yesterday to fix your knee again,”

“Yeah,” he replied taking the cupcake from Mindy after she handed it over. He took a bite and smiled.

“Tastes good. Better than the food here,”

“Thanks. Mom and I baked them,”

“I miss eating at home, especially your moms cooking,”

“Well, as soon as you get out of her, I’ll get her to cook us a huge meal with anything that you want,”

“Sounds good Mindy,” he replied then licked his fingers, “hows the kits?”

“They’re doing good. Sorry that I haven’t been able to bring them. It’s just too cold and dangerous to get them out in this weather,” she replied.

“The weather is dangerous?” He asked completely not knowing how it was outside.

“Yeah. It took dad over three hours to drive here today. He and I didn’t want you to be alone on your birthday,” she replied then moved over to the window. She pulled the blinds up. Tommy sat up in bed and looked at the blizzard blowing outside the tenth floor window. The roofs of all the buildings were covered in nearly a foot of snow and only getting deeper each hour. The blizzard was dropping over two inches of snow per hour.

“Mom didn’t want us to come, but like I said, dad and I didn’t want you to be alone,”

“Thanks Mindy,” he replied then grunted in pain as he laid back down.

“My dad fucked up my spine a little bit. The surgery yesterday wasn’t for the knee. When he threw me into the desk from the room my spine bent backwards and messed up the ligaments or whatever. The stuff between my spine bones. They replaced part of the cartilage
 or whatever it’s called two weeks ago. The surgery yesterday was to remove a pin that they used to help temporarily hold it in place until it fused with my spine bone. It fused a week faster than they thought it would. It’s not as bad as it sounds. It was a small section like two by three millimeter area, but it was causing me a lot of pain,” he explained.

“Ah shit Tommy. Why didn’t you tell us?” She asked.

“You have enough to worry about. I don’t want to worry about you worrying about me,” he replied.

“I do worry about you Tommy and I will until you’re better and back home. Please don’t keep stuff from me, please,” she replied.

“Okay, I won’t,” he replied as the door opened up.

“Ah Mindy, good you’re in here as well,” Mrs. Hines said.

“Tommy, have you heard the good news?” Mrs. Hines asked.

“No? What news?” He asked.

“About your father-” she replied being cut off.

“What about him?” He asked.

“He was found guilty on all charges,” she replied.

“Please say that he’s going to hang,” he replied.

“No. Hanging is only for being found guilty of murder, Tommy, and only if they get the death penalty,” she replied, “but he is going to be in prison for twenty years. That’s the max that they could give him.”

“Oh okay,” he replied and stared at the bed where his feet were at.

“Once he gets out, he can never come near you, your mom, Mindy or her family. He cannot be within five-hundred feet of any of you. Your mom also filed for divorce as well. That was approved upon his conviction. She also took everything, the house, the bank accounts, everything. The bad news is that she was charged as well, but lesser charge. She only has to serve community service. You can thank your father for that happening. I made sure that you and her can still be with each other, if you wish to go back living with her when you get out,” she explained.

“Thanks for letting me know,” he replied then attempted to turn onto his side. 

Tommy let out a loud, ear piercing, blood curdling scream then passed out. He wasn’t supposed to be able to turn his body on his own yet. The hard plastic body cast failed and allowed him to do so. Mindy screeched as he did then rushed out of the room to get a nurse, before she even made it to the door Mrs. Hines had already hit the emergency nurse call button on the wall. Tommy was checked then whisked away for X-rays.
***
Wednesday, June 25, 2025 


“Hey Tommy,” Mindy said walking into his hospital room. He was finally out of his leg and arm casts for good. It took four months longer than they thought it would. It’s been seven months since his dad brutally attacked him. He’s been in physical therapy for the past month, after the casts came off. He hasn’t been able to walk more than a foot before becoming too exhausted to do anything or collapsing, his weight being held up by special equipment. He has only been able to hold onto the bars on either side of him and the walking physical therapy lane. It’s a fifteen foot long straight pathway with handbars on each side for the patients to hold onto as they walk or attempt to walk. Tommy was not able to even stand properly without nearly falling down. Only reason why he was able to stand while in the birthing room was because he pulled himself up with his good arm and leaned against the bed rail.


Tommy was being prepped to be wheeled back into the PT room to attempt to walk two feet. She walked over and kissed him before taking a few steps backwards to allow the nurse and physical therapist to finish getting him ready. After a couple of minutes they lifted him up and then sat him down into the wheelchair. He looked up at Mindy, his eyes looked like they were soulless. No emotions, ready to give up on everything. Although he flashed a smile or two at Mindy they weren’t true smiles. He was tired of being in the hospital. He wanted to leave. He would if he could walk out. He was doing his best to learn to walk again, trying to build up the muscles in his legs to let him walk again. He endured four to six hours of physical therapy daily except Saturday and Sundays which were days for rest. He was tired of the pain that physical therapy caused in his muscles, joints and his entire body. He was tired of everything.

Tommy held onto the handbars of the parallel bars while two physical therapists held onto his arms, the equipment above him helped hold him up from the harness around his body. Mindy sat in a chair at the end of the bars and watched silently as he tried over and over trying to take even a single step. Each time he tried he would yelp in pain while his knee had any weight placed on it. After two hours they wheeled Tommy back into his room. They had to come up with another plan to build up his leg muscles again. After talking to his doctor they came back in to prep for a different physical therapy. This exercise would be a one-on-one with Tommy and a therapist.

After being wheeled into a different room they moved Tommy onto a table and had him lay down. After he was secured one person left. Mindy watched quietly as the therapist moved Tommy’s leg, bending it, stretching and flattening it back out. It was painful for Tommy, even more painful than trying to walk. He endured it as much as he could. After fifteen minutes of this they would take a ten minute break and then have him try walking again, failing that, back to leg stretching. This would be his therapy for the next few months at the minimum.
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