“Was that….” Michael sputtered staring disbelievingly at the covered form on the bed.

Justin grabbed Michael by the collar shushing him with a finger to his lips then drug him outside the loft door so Brian…if it was Brian, wouldn’t overhear.  

“It sounded like him.  Didn’t it?  Did you think so?” Justin asked Michael unsure of what they’d both witnessed.
“Yeah the ‘yo bitches’ thing did.  Do any of the other personalities sound like Brian?”

“No.  Young Brian’s voice is higher…”

“No shit?”  Michael snickered.

“Get serious.” Justin’s brows knitted together as he scowled at Michael’s audacity to find any humor in what Brian was going through.

“Sorry.”

“It’s not ‘the keeper’s voice that’s… shut up Michael… its more gravelly and deeper.  You heard older Paul’s voice.  I’m pretty sure that was Brian.”

“Who the hell is ‘the keeper’? Sounds like a badly named character from Harry Potter…or something.”
“He said Brian thinks of him as pain management.  Young Brian is the one who calls him ‘the keeper of the key.’”
“Man can this get any weirder?” Michael scratched his head.
“I think it’s about to.  Who knows if Brian will stay or what he’s going to remember.”

Michael’s cell phone went off.

“If its Deb don’t let her know we’re back.”
Michael looked at the caller ID.  

“It’s Carl.”

“Do you get migraines often?”

“Never, I’ve had bad headaches, but never like this.”
Brian was lying on a treatment room bed still holding tight to the trash can.
A nurse entered and handed syringe to the doctor.

“This should help.” 
“What is that?” Justin asked cautiously.
“Sumatriptan the injection will help almost immediately, but he’ll be out of it for a while.”
The doctor opened an alcohol wiped and swabbed a small area on the inside of Brian’s forearm then injected the painkiller.

“F---!! It burns.”  Brian squeezed his eyes tight which only aggravated the pain in his head.

“Only for a few seconds.” The doctor disposed of the needle.

“Can I take him home now?” Justin asked.

“Yes.  Here’s a prescription to help with the nausea.  I suggest you consult with your own physician.  He may want to run more tests.”

“Shit more tests?” Justin whispered to himself.

“What was that?” The doctor asked.

“Nothing, I’ll make sure he goes to his own doctor.” Justin smiled weakly and took the prescription from the doctor. 

“Give him a few moments for the pain to ease.  I’ll have a nurse bring in a wheel chair.  He’ll be pretty unstable when he gets on his feet.  And make sure he rests for at least 24 hours.”

Justin nodded and the doctor left the exam room.

“Is it getting any better?” Justin asked as he gently rubbed Brian’s arm at the injection site.  Brian’s eyes were still closed.
“A little.”  

“I told you, you weren’t going to die.” 

“I still might.” 

“Don’t say that you’re going to be fine.  Just let the medicine work.”

“Justin?”

“Yeah.”

“When I feel better I want the whole fuc--- story.”

“What story?” Justin tensed up unsure about what Brian was really asking.

“Don’t bulls--- me.  I want to know why you came back from L.A. and what the hell you and Michael were arguing about and specifically who or what is the keeper?”

“I promise to tell you everything, but you have to rest for 24 hours like the doctor said.”

“Fine.”

“Fine.” 

“Is this illegal?” Deb whispered to Carl as entered an old warehouse filled with files.

“Not exactly I could have ordered the files from storage, but I didn’t want to call attention to the case.  It’s a closed case as far as the police are concerned and I’m too close to retirement.”  Carl explained.

“Damn!” Deb exclaimed snapping her gum. “It’s kind of sexy… don’t look at me that way… I mean sneaking around trying to find clues it’s kind of hot.” Deb laughed and hit Carl on the arm.

“And that’s why I love you so much.” Carl smiled down on the bright redhead and kissed her cheek and turned on his flashlight.  “Everything’s filed by year so both files should be close to one another.”

“How exactly is this going to help Brian again?” Deb turned on her flashlight looking around the huge warehouse filled with rows of filing cabinets.

“If we can find out all of the facts at least as the police knew them it may help Brian come to grips with his past.”

“You think his uncle had something to do with that little boy getting killed?”

“You’ve been watching too many detective shows.”

“Give it up Carl I can tell when you’re not telling the whole truth.”

“Okay, yes I have a gut feeling that Brian’s uncle is possibly the main catalyst in this whole thing.  Having the two files together and what I’ve been able to get from Monahan’s parole officer I’m hoping will fill in the blanks.”

“I love you.” Deb kissed Carl again only this time she gave him a hard one on the lips.

