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A Circle of light, a circle of five,
five into one, one becomes five to unite the circle and protect the
light.

Centuries ago, the prophecy
foretold the coming destruction of the evil Warlock Sebastian by
five warriors united by blood who must face their own demons to
prove their worth.

Sebastian has fought to
destroy that prophecy with every generation of his ancient foes,
and after a fifteen-year banishment has returned to finally succeed
in his goal for he has many plans set in motion to defeat the sons
of his most hated rival, the late Toryn Fitzgerald.

The silver haired Warlock knew that he
had underestimated his foes the first time and had failed to kill
the fourth born son of the Fitzgerald clan for a second
time.

Now, with a better grasp on what makes
them tick and what makes them weak, he knows what he must do to
either kill or turn just one of the remaining four.

However, his plan will also
work if anything happens to any of them, which is a plan that his
current accomplice is still willing to see happen.

Lightning crashed through
the dark stormy skies over a well-kept manor in the Irish city of
Waterford and it mirrored the dark mood of one of its
occupants.

“It should have been easy
to claim his life.”

Sebastian had still not
grown accustomed to being out of his unearthly realm, yet the
richly decorated home of Kathleen Murphy Fitzgerald suited him
well.

However, at times the
woman’s incessant complaining grated on his last nerve. “We both
underestimated your grandsons the last time, Katie,” he turned from
watching the storm to see the well-trimmed silver/black haired
Irish woman frown. “Neither of us expected the lads to bond that
quickly and I certainly wasn’t expecting the little trick that
Roarke pulled from his hat. I still intend to burn him and his
whore for that.”

The memory of being made a fool of by
Roarke Fitzgerald still grated almost as bad as the pain he
suffered from the wound and the scars that still showed on
Sebastian’s otherwise perfect face.

“Assure me Roarke’s death,
Sebastian and I will still deliver what I promised.” Kathleen
remarked, sipping a glass of wine and pouring him one. “I’ll give
you your freedom and the end of the prophecy so long as you give me
what I desire most.”

Smiling, Sebastian took the
crystal wineglass and lightly tapped it against hers. “Katie girl,
I vowed that you would regain control of Fitzgaren manor and that
I’d give you the death of your grandson and I will do both,” he
assured her then scowled. “However, Kerry will be on guard now so
getting close to them won’t be easy.”

“Aye, Kerrigan has his
mother’s ability there but there is a way to get close to one of
them.” Kathleen tapped a nail on her glass. “It hurts a
grandmother’s heart to think of using Ian in such a way but he’s
the easiest to handle at this stage and if we follow my plan, the
lad won’t even suspect the danger he’s in or from whom,” She smiled
as an evil look entered her eyes. “My beloved Toryn didn’t have the
time to teach Ian not to trust everyone and he believes that he’s
safe from her.”

Sebastian chuckled,
clinking glasses with her again. “You, Katie, are a woman after my
own heart,” he decided proudly. “A toast to a successful plot and
to the death of your foe as well as my own. May we each get what we
desire most.”

“Aye and we shall,”
Kathleen promised as lightning scored the night sky again. “I’ve
plotted well these past fifteen years for occasions such as this
and now promises made will be called in and my grandsons will learn
that they should not have spurned my advice.”

“As I said, a woman after
my own black heart,” he laughed, letting himself imagine. “The
Circle of Five will soon be no more and once again my power will
reign supreme in this land and it will only take one simple
betrayal of the most innocent.”

Laughter echoed in the
manor as the weather outside echoed the evil plans being hatched
inside.

 


****


Chapter 1

 


 


 


Savernake Forest, Great
Britain:

One mile southeast of the
historic town of Marlborough in Great Britain lies 4500 acres of
deeply mysterious and beautiful Savernake Forest, one of England’s
oldest woodlands.

While mainly privately
owned, some of it is open to the public but on rare occasions, the
locations with the best spots for study are opened to Professor
Jonas Brighton’s class from Trinity University up from
Dublin.

This was the case on one
afternoon when the class had been camping in the woodlands for
several days while exploring the woods, viewing the different
species of mammals, birds, reptiles, insects and trees.

While his major was acting, Ian
Fitzgerald had long ago accepted that he couldn’t count on acting
or singing to support him and he didn’t like depending on either
his foster family or his brothers for that.

Of course, while he found
Professor Brighton’s class boring as hell, the chance to explore
the Savernake Forest wasn’t something he was planning to pass up.
He’d long since heard the rumors of it being a powerful magic spot
and those were things that he was always fond of looking
into.

At eighteen, the 5’6” Ian
was the youngest of the Fitzgeralds and after events a few months
prior he had quickly learned that meant his brothers tended to
hover over him even though he knew what his powers were capable
of.

Having entered Trinity a
full year before he should have, Ian was a junior but still one of
the youngest on this class trip, which was why he discounted the
feelings of unease that he’d been having recently.

“Nerves about being this
far from home is all it is,” he decided with the Irish brogue still
in his voice when he talked, though he could dispel it easily if he
wanted to.

His sunny blond hair blew in the breeze
that wafted through the trees around him and his trip
partner.

Toby Armstrong was a native
to Dublin and totally dedicated to the field of botany. An
eighteen-year-old freshman, the red-haired student was sifting
through some fallen foliage a few feet away from Ian.

Ian was engrossed in looking at a leaf
that seemed unusually withered for this time of year and for the
kind of tree that it was from. He thought he felt a change when the
hair on his neck began tickling and the pain started building in
his head as it had been for days but he chose to ignore
it.

“So, still not going to
tell me what’s up between you and the Yank that you’re always
hanging out with?” Toby called in a teasing tone, looking up at his
partner.

Knowing whom he was
referring to, Ian pushed down the first comment that popped into
his head since he knew that few people understood Molly Jackson as
well as he did.

“She’s in my acting class,
that’s it,” he replied evenly, rubbing the back of his neck where
tension was building. “Molly’s new to Dublin and still gets lost so
I show her around.”

“That lass would get lost
in her own head if it wasn’t attached, mate,” Toby laughed, looking
over his shoulder at a deeper part of the woods. “You could hook up
with any of those hot little blondes in that class but you choose
to hang with…”

Ian just shifted so that
his back was to his friend to keep him from seeing the brief flash
of anger that lit his eyes. “Molly’s a friend, Toby, and I don’t
recall asking for your bleedin’ opinion on my life,” he
muttered.

The other boy just laughed, gathered
his tools and decided to go deeper into the dark woods in search of
more discoveries.

Scowling at the thoughts
that the normal teasing had brought up, Ian tried to shake it
off.

He liked Molly and never denied that
she was pretty but he refused to admit that his growing feelings
for her were anything but friendship. He had to keep believing
that.

“Toby, don’t go too far
into the woods alone,” Ian called to his classmate, just before the
first scream came from elsewhere.

Whirling, Ian’s first look told him
that the other boy was not anywhere that he could see. Reacting on
instinct and not considering anything else, he ran into the woods
where the screams were now getting louder.

“This is not your brightest
move, boyo,” Ian was telling himself and could just picture his
brother Mac’s reaction to his impulsive move, knowing that Mac was
always yelling at Ryan about encouraging Ian’s
recklessness.

Concentrating on finding his friend,
Ian didn’t feel anything else until he cleared a heavy spot of
foliage and found Toby Armstrong…or what was left of
him.

“Oh, bloody hell.” the boy
breathed, wanting to turn away from what he found but
couldn’t.

The red-haired Dublin
native had wandered further into the woods to locate the other
items on the Professor’s list when he found something else.
Something that no one should ever have been expecting to
find.

Now, his eyes were staring
wide open in terror from what he had seen in his last moments, as
his body was torn into multiple pieces by the snarling and frothing
beasts that were still gnawing on bits of him.

Ian had seen creatures like this once,
several months before at his family estate in Fitzgaren. Struggling
to recall what Kerry had called them, the boy soon realized that
the name wasn’t as important as surviving this.

One beast looked up from the leg that
it was chewing on as if sensing its new prey, red eyes locking on
Ian.

“No, I don’t think so,
puppy.” Ian’s fingers glowed as he began to channel his powers when
the sudden pain doubled and took his breath. “What the bloody…”
gasping when it become apparent that his powers weren’t coming on
and that was the first time in his memory that he actually knew
fear since he had always depended on the magic that was his
birthright to protect him.

He had no idea why those powers weren’t
working and that caused a deeper sense of fear than he could ever
recall. A fear that doubled as the beast prepared itself to
lunge.

“You are the youngest of
the Five, yet you have powers that have yet to be tested. What are
you without your brothers, Ian?” a voice that he knew spoke from
behind him but before he could turn a sharp blow like an ice-cold
hand went through his head. “It is a pity that the glorious fate
that was originally destined for you had to be changed so late.
Now, not only will your powers be tested but the loyalty of your
entire family.”

Ian fought the pain and building fear
as a gentle touch to his face turned to agony as he spiraled into
an abyss of darkness with only a fleeting thought of betrayal even
as the demon dog bared its bloody fangs and lunged for the helpless
boy.

The scream from the forest wasn’t the
only one heard at that moment. As it seemed like screams echoed
throughout the magical realms and in a small town in County Kerry,
Ireland, a banshee’s wail sounded for those who could hear it as
the ancient Irish harbinger of death sounded that imminent death
was close for the Fitzgerald family.

“Ian,” Kerry Fitzgerald
looked up from the book in his lap as the ancient wail tore through
the quiet night in Fitzgaren and something made the eldest
Fitzgerald think instantly on his youngest brother, and didn’t care
for the meaning of it or the chill in the air.

“Something’s happened,”
Patrick ‘Mac’ Fitzgerald spoke from the doorway of the library. “I
can’t see it clearly but Roarke just woke up in agony and Ry’s
bitching about pain as well. Kerry…”

“Aye, I know. The bastard’s
back,” Kerry sighed.

Unknown to Kerry Fitzgerald, he wasn’t
the only one who had heard the scream or felt the danger to Ian
Fitzgerald.

Snuggled in her bed in her single dorm
room, Molly Jackson sat straight up with a scream on her
lips.

A freshman at eighteen and
a native of Boston, the bright and perky black girl with a light
caramel skin had become fast friends with Ian and shared many of
the same interests, including an interest in magic and the occult
since her own maternal grandmother was a voodoo priestess in New
Orleans.

Now, she sat in her darkened room with
a deep knowledge that something was very wrong and the sight of the
silver owl hovering outside her window made her sure of that as she
decided to find out what was happening first thing in the
morning.

 


Trinity University, Dublin,
Ireland, six days later:

“What d’ya mean, let it
go?” Molly had prided herself on losing a lot of the strong New
Orleans accent from being raised in the Big Easy on and off but as
she listened to the Dean of Students, it came back vigorously.
“Ian’s been missing for almost a damn week, what’s being done about
it?” she demanded. “Has his family been notified? Did you call the
police? Toby’s dead, Ian’s missing and…”

Dean Peter Quillian sat back in his
leather chair and listened to the girl’s rant before finally
lifting a hand to halt her mid-yell. “Miss Jackson, the faculty
appreciates your concern in this matter but at this point, it’s
being treated as a runaway case.

“The assumption is that
after seeing his classmate tore apart by wolves in the Savernake
Forest, Mr. Fitzgerald was upset and simply ran. He’ll reappear
soon and contact us.” He went on calmly and evenly, his tone not
brooking an argument from the American student. “His foster family
has been informed and also believes this to be the case, as does
Mrs. Fitzgerald, Ian’s paternal grandmother who I have just been in
contact with.”

That made Molly frown even
more, knowing that Ian hadn’t been very comfortable at school since
he returned from Fitzgaren, a few months prior.

“What about his brothers?
Have you told them about Ian’s…trivial disappearance?” she asked,
hearing the sarcasm and not caring by this point.

Quillian reached for his
pipe, considering his words carefully. “Miss Jackson, Ian’s
brothers are not issues in this case and therefore do not need to
be bothered with this matter unless his…”

“Unless his body shows up?”
Molly snapped, surging to her feet and grabbing her bag. “That’s
what you were going to say, right? The Fitzgeralds don’t need to be
told unless Ian’s body shows up somewhere.”

Seeing how this was playing
out, Molly decided that this tact wasn’t getting her anywhere. “My
Granny told me that coming to school over here would teach me about
my Dad’s side of the family but she was wrong.” She paused to look
back at the Dean. “My Dad may have his issues but he’s nowhere near
as cold blooded as some of you people are.”

Slamming the door on her
way out, Molly debated on taking the bus to the part of Dublin that
Ian’s foster family, the Sullivan’s, lived and then just as quickly
discarded that idea, remembering that Quillian had told her that
they agreed with the idea that Ian had simply run away from fear
and shock.

“Screw that!” she snapped,
storming from the head building and back toward her dorm to
think.

Molly had arrived at Trinity University
scared and alone and because of her somewhat quirky nature didn’t
make friends easily. It was in her first acting class that she had
met the handsome blond haired Irish boy. Ian always seemed to have
a smile for everyone.

He had quickly taken her
under his wing, showing her around the campus, taking her to the
good places to hang out in Dublin.

The two had bonded as
friends and Molly admitted to having more than a slight crush on
Ian even though she knew that he rarely dated. They shared secrets
with one another about their families, their dreams and Ian had
shared other secrets with her that he wouldn’t with Sybil and
Brandon Sullivan.

Molly had never really
questioned Ian’s fondness of all things magical and he enjoyed her
tales of her grandmother in Louisiana and her own family mix-ups
since she came from a mother who grew up in Louisiana and a father
whose own family had come from Ireland two generations
before.

Striding across the campus,
the sudden chilling wind nearly blew the cap off her unruly black
curls until she clamped a hand down onto it.

“Ian would not run away
from that crap and there are no wolves in that forest,” she
muttered to herself. A sudden feeling of being watched made her
turn toward the large tree that was in the center of the campus
that she and Ian often studied under. “Oh…wow.”

Leaning against the tree, arms crossed
and casually watching her was a tall man with piercing gray-blue
eyes and thick wavy black hair.

Students passed by the tree without
giving the man so much as a glance but Molly didn’t have to look
hard or have a long time knowledge of her grandmother’s teachings
in the occult to know that she was looking at a spirit.

“A smart lass should
probably run when seeing a man fifteen years in his grave,” Toryn
Fitzgerald spoke in a strong voice, his accent still evident as he
watched Molly hesitate only briefly before approaching the
tree.

“Yeah, well, a smart lass
probably shouldn’t have just popped off to the damn dean of
students either,” she shrugged, stopping a few feet from the spirit
of a man that she knew her friend barely remembered. “Talking to a
ghost isn’t new to me, Mr. Fitzgerald.”

A smile flitted on the rugged face
looking down at her. “The gift of sight run in your family, Miss
Molly Jackson?” he asked curiously, not seeming surprised that she
knew who he was. “Or was it a lucky guess that you know who I
am?”

“You have Ian’s eyes so it
wasn’t hard to guess when a spirit shows up after he drops off the
face of the earth who you are,” she shrugged, not feeling
particularly silly about talking to herself in the middle of the
campus.

“All of my sons share that
trait though Ian, Mac, and Kerry got my wife’s looks as you will
soon learn when you go to see them,” Toryn replied, amused when her
eyebrows lifted.

“What makes you think I’m
going down to Fitzgaren?” Molly asked even though she had already
made that her next step if nothing else panned out in
Dublin.

Toryn’s laugh reminded her of Ian’s
when he was happy and she felt the tears that had been hiding
threaten to come.

“You’re a smart lass, Molly
Jackson, so don’t disappoint me now,” he chided her, looking around
the campus. “I suppose it shouldn’t be a surprise that Ian chose to
come here, though of all my sons, he wasn’t the one I expected to
carry on the Fitzgerald tradition of attending university
here.”

“You went to school here?”
Molly wasn’t sure why she was surprised then blushed. “Sorry, I
guess Ian just never talked…”

Nodding, Toryn pushed away from the
tree to begin walking toward the dorms. “Ian was three when he was
taken from his brothers so he wouldn’t have been told everything
and what he would have been told probably were lies,” he sighed,
looking around. “Brenna, my wife, and I met here but that’s not the
issue.

“You’ve guessed and seen
much that someone without the gifts that you were blessed with
shouldn’t have been able to,” he looked over at the young woman, a
serious look coming into his eyes as a feeling of dread began
coming closer. “Molly, you need to go to Fitzgaren. You need to
tell Ian’s brothers what you’ve seen, felt, and heard because he
needs both you and them if he is to survive what he will soon
face.”

“Needs me?” Molly repeated
blankly, seeing the silver cat again as she had so many times in
the past few weeks. “If Ian’s in trouble, then he needs people who
can handle that sort of stuff. I just know a few party tricks and a
couple simple spells that Gran taught me…”

Toryn must have seen the
silver cat as well because he frowned more. “Your grandmother is a
smart woman, Molly Jackson, as is your Da’s mother who gave you
that medal you wear.” Shifting a look to the cat again, his eyes
seemed to turn darker as he looked at her.

“Leave Dublin, don’t go
near the Sullivan’s until you speak with my sons,” he advised,
taking a firm grip of her hand. “Tell Kerry everything, Molly. Even
things that Ian may have told you long ago that you found odd. Tell
him, and listen to him.”

Molly stared at her hand as
he released it, shocked to have felt the warmth and strength in it
but also hearing the concern in the strong voice. “Ian’s in
trouble, isn’t he?”

“My son has been betrayed
and needs you and your love, Molly Jackson, as all my boys will
soon come to learn.” Toryn stepped away as the wind lifted again.
“Go to Fitzgaren, Molly, and find my sons. They will help you…but
Molly?”

She looked up and saw his wry grin as
he began to disappear. “You come from a family of nine siblings so
you know what it’s like but my boys like to bicker and that hasn’t
changed, just a warning from a father to a girl that’s going to
walk into a mess if Mac and Ryan are into it.”

“I have eight brothers so I
know all about…” she stopped when she realized that she was alone
again except for the feeling of those glittering blue eyes on the
silver cat. “Go to Fitzgaren, huh?”

A quick feel in her pockets told her
that she barely had the cash to get a cab into Dublin much less
clear down to County Kerry so that left her two options that she
could think of.

“A call home to Barry to
ask him to wire his ditzy baby sister cash or an experience that I
can tell the grandkids about.” Molly considered and quickly decided
against calling her brother and ran to find the dorm’s janitor to
ask for a favor.

Not considering that
disappearing for who knows how long could get her kicked out of
school, Molly was only concerned with helping her friend. The
longer it went the more she was convinced that he needed her and
that meant that she needed more help than she was going to find in
Dublin.

“That’s it, Molly girl as
Dad would say,” she sighed, hooking her small bag to the back of
the borrowed bicycle and not questioning why she just didn’t try to
call Fitzgerald manor since their father had told her to go. “Just
leap into the abyss and the devil take the
consequences.”

Pausing to take a deep
breath, Molly winced at a sudden burst of burning pain. “You damn
well hang on, Ian, because I don’t plan on doing the next play
without you,” she muttered, pedaling off and not aware of the
glittering eyes of the cat or the watchful gaze of someone
else.
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Chapter 2

 


 


 


Fitzgaren, County Kerry,
Ireland, four days later:

Stepping out into the early afternoon
sun, Kerry Fitzgerald reached for the cigar he carried and was
forbidden from lighting in the house.

At thirty-four, Kerry often
felt much older these days as he handled the day-to-day matters of
the manor, the dreaded images that plagued him at night and the
bickering of three younger brothers.

All of which had been getting worse
these past days since the night the banshee had wailed.

Stepping from the porch
onto the gravel of the driveway, he felt the wind blow his
well-styled blonde hair in a tousling motion but it didn’t relieve
his stress.

Ever since they had forced
Sebastian back, Kerry had been on edge. Knowing that the Warlock
would be furious at losing and would try even harder the next time,
but that time hadn’t come yet and it worried him.

As the eldest, he took his
responsibility seriously. He also took his guilt seriously and he
still carried a lot of that.

It had been Kerry’s success
in singing that had brought his brothers into the act, which had
been successful until the day Sebastian had killed their parents
and things were torn to shreds, and they were pulled apart until a
few months ago when the evil returned.

Lighting the cigar outside
far away from Deirdre O’Connor’s watchful gaze, Kerry still
recalled the events that announced the return of Sebastian and also
brought his brothers back home.

The Warlock had been beaten back once
but they all would have to face their demons and fears before the
circle could be fully complete and Sebastian defeated.

“Plenty of time for him to
pull some trick,” he sighed, hearing a shout from inside and
knowing that his brother Mac must be scrapping with the small but
fiery redheaded reporter that he had brought into this
mess.

As he walked the roses that
lined the drive, Kerry still found it odd to have his brothers back
in the house after so long, and when they were fighting, he could
cheerfully throttle them all.

He recalled times as boys
when his mother and Deirdre would scold them for bickering since
all of them had different personalities and tempers and that still
hadn’t changed.

Ryan still enjoyed
tormenting Roarke whenever he got the chance, though Kerry noticed
that Ryan was also the one to hover first when the nights in this
house still got the best of their younger brother.

It was in the past week that Kerry
noticed that all of them seemed to be having issues ever since the
banshee had screamed.

Ryan hadn’t said anything
but Kerry, as a stronger empath, could tell that he was suffering
from migraines, which was something he only had when stressed or
bothered. His temper was also getting shorter, a fact that was
plain when he snapped at their housekeeper just that morning and
had Deirdre threatening him with a skillet.

Mac, who was the
full-fledged empath in the family, was hiding his stress and
problems as well as he could, which wasn’t easy considering that
Mary Margaret Cavanaugh could see right through him, but even Mac
was snapping and Kerry knew that was odd.

Roarke…was quiet, something that Kerry
recognized as an issue since he knew that his brother was bottling
things up again and only sharing them with Jessica Hadley, his
British girlfriend.

Kerry knew his brother was
having nightmares again, but this time even though Roarke tried to
explain what they were, he couldn’t get past the black fear, and
that worried his brother.

For himself, Kerry just couldn’t dispel
the idea that something was wrong and that not knowing kept him
awake at night, walking the halls of the house that they all had
been born in and hoping that his alertness could protect his
brothers…if only he could reach Ian.

“I think it’s time to send
Ry to Dublin,” he muttered, figuring it would kill two birds with
one stone.

Getting Ryan out of the
house would keep Deirdre from killing him and sending him to Dublin
for Ian would relieve Kerry’s worry since calling wasn’t
working.

Just about done with the cigar, Kerry
was looking to the fields when he heard the loud engine of a truck
wheezing its way up the drive and a dry smile formed on his
handsome, rugged looking face.

“Agnus, you were supposed
to be here this morning with that meat delivery,” he chided the
older red haired man who was driving. “Deirdre’s been as mad as a
ton of bloody hornets when she didn’t have her black pudding for
breakfast.”

Agnus McNash scowled as he
hopped out of his truck, spitting into the gravel. “That woman
wouldn’t be happy if she wasn’t harping about one thing or another,
laddie,” he said, waving the warning away and going to the back of
the battered truck to remove a bicycle. “Truck broke down first and
then on the way I stopped to give the lass here a ride since she
was headin’ your way and no one else in town would bother to
help.”

“Just put that bucket you
call a hat on before going into the…” Kerry stopped in mid-step as
what the older man said finally registered. “What lass?” he asked,
turning to find himself staring into the brown eyes of a petite
looking young black girl with a light caramel skin who was staring
around in open fascination.

Guessing what the next question would
be, old Agnus shrugged as he took a box from the truck next and
hefted it to his shoulder. “Don’t rightly know who she is as we
didn’t talk much. She just said that she had come from Dublin and
was heading out to Fitzgerald Manor to see you and the
lads.”

Nodding, Kerry again focused on the
young woman and tried a surface scan but was actually shocked when
he wasn’t only blocked but the power pulsed back at him. ‘Well, now
this is interesting.’ he mused, not knowing anyone but Jessica who
could do that.

“Agnus said that you were
heading this way…Miss…?” he paused as the girl turned those deep
brown eyes on him while removing the bike helmet to allow a mass of
unruly black hair to tumble free.

“Jackson, Molly Brianna
Jackson, Mr. Fitzgerald, and I’m sorry to just show up on your door
like this.” Molly shook her hair before holding out a hand to
him.

If he was surprised that
she assumed who he was, Kerry shrugged it away since the girl had
clearly known where she was coming. “Strangers rarely come out here
and as you could tell by the folks in the town, neither do they,”
he replied, accepting her hand, surprised by the strength of her
grip. “So, what can I do for you, Miss Jackson?”

Molly had been startled by his
resemblance to her friend and by the amount of power that she
sensed from him. She had a brief idea that she should be wary about
doing this but the sense of urgency overrode her good
sense.

“Ian’s in trouble, Mr.
Fitzgerald and I didn’t know where else to turn and then your Daddy
said to come here and tell you everything that’s been happening
and…” Molly blurted out all in one breath but still caught the
flash of energy in the older man’s eyes. “Guess I should have done
that slower, huh?”

Kerry had stared hard as
soon as his brother was mentioned, but when his father was brought
up he began paying closer attention to this strange young
girl.

“Tell me about Ian and
we’ll discuss how you saw my father later,” he decided, seeing the
tiredness in her eyes and leading her to the steps to sit. “We
haven’t been able to reach Ian in several weeks, not since he
called to say that he was going on a field trip
somewhere.”

Taking a deep breath, Molly
launched into a brief version. “Ian and his class went up to the
Savernake Forest in Great Britain for a weekend trip about two
weeks ago. One night, I woke up and knew that he was in trouble.
For six days, I tried to get the school, the police or someone to
tell me something and then finally I learned that a classmate who
had been with Ian had been tore to shreds by something and Ian did
not come back with the class.

“The Dean tried to say that
Ian ran away after seeing Toby mauled by wolves but first, there
are no wolves in that forest. A friend who was there showed me a
picture of the…” she paused at the memory before going on “Toby was
tore to pieces but no wolf would have done it that way and Ian
wouldn’t have run away.”

Agitated, Molly began to
pace. “The school is useless, his foster family isn’t concerned,
and the Dean said even your grandmother isn’t worried and…” she
stopped when Kerry’s hand landed on her arm.

“The dean spoke with my
grandmother?” he questioned, little lights flickering in his eyes
as a cold hand began to clench his heart.

“Yeah, he said that she
figured he’d turn up but that’s not the way I’m feeling. If Ian
hadn’t told me some of the things that he had then maybe I’d be
less concerned but he’s my friend and…he was really uneasy before
going on the trip.” She sighed, scowling. “And every damn time I
see that silver cat I know something’s…hey, are you
okay?”

Kerry had been frowning as he listened
but at the mention of the silver cat, he felt his temper spike and
barely forced it back down. “This…cat, did Ian ever see
it?”

“Yeah, about a week or so
after he came back to school,” Molly nodded, remembering the night
well. “We’d gone to dinner before going back to his room to study
for class, he opened the door and this silver cat was standing in
the room just staring at him.

“Mr. Fitzgerald, Ian’s the
most easy going, laid back, soft hearted fella that I’ve ever met
but that night, he was shaking when he saw the cat and then he got
mad.” She went on, frowning, “He kept me behind him and told the
cat to get the hell out, that he didn’t want her there and that if
she came back that he was calling home and then he spent the night
on the floor in my dorm room.

“I asked him a couple days
later what it was about, but he would get real uneasy about the cat
and the day I walked into his room when your Granny was there I
thought I saw fear in his eyes but…”

“My grand…Kathleen was in
Dublin with Ian?” Kerry demanded, swearing at himself for not
seeing this. “When was this?”

Molly had to think about
that. “About a week before the trip and after that he was more than
edgy, he was downright scared, and he told me that if he ever
vanished or anything odd happened that I should call
you.”

Thunder rumbled in the
clear sky as Kerry swore under his breath, adding up the time that
she had said passed. Ian’s disappearance would have been around the
time they had all felt the trouble. “The night that bloody banshee
wailed,” he swore to himself.

“What has Ian told you
about his family, Miss Jackson?” he asked, not wanting anyone
involved in this if he could keep from it but something told him
that this wouldn’t be easy.

“I knew about your family’s
singing act, I’ve heard the rumors around school about why the act
ended and Ian’s told me more since he came back.” Molly grinned
brightly at him. “I knew he was a witch two weeks after I met him,
if that’s what you’re asking, sir.”

Scrubbing both hands over his face,
Kerry wondered why that didn’t surprise him and decided that it was
best to have this story told once. “Come into the house, I’ll want
you to tell the whole story once so that will mean bringing the
lads in.”

As Molly blinked, Kerry let his
thoughts go out to find his brothers wherever they were on the
grounds.

Sensing, he rolled his eyes and let out
a quick but loud mental shout that got their attention with equally
testy replies.

“Ian’s vanished going on
two weeks, Kathleen was in Dublin and Ian’s little friend has come
to tell us the tale. Get your damn selves into the bleedin’ living
room now!” he snapped, then returned his attention to Molly who was
watching him with dark eyes.

“I should warn you that my
brothers probably will be loud, angry and mistrusting.” He figured
it only fair to issue the warning since only Jessica and Maggie
could deal with them in this stage.

Molly picked her bag up with a laugh.
“Your Daddy warned me about that, Mr. Fitzgerald,” she assured him,
seeing his look. “That’s something else that happened that I rank
up there with the weirdness in my life recently.”

“I think you’ll see plenty
more in those lines if you choose to help Ian, Miss Jackson, and
call me Kerry.” He held open the door for her, hearing Ryan
shouting from the back part of the house already. “You’ll soon
learn that there are way too many ‘Mr. Fitzgerald’s’ here and we
don’t usually stand on formality.”

As Molly entered, Kerry
felt the cold clench his heart harder and hoped that what Ryan had
said about Ian’s powers would protect the boy somewhat.

 


Elsewhere, somewhere
dark:

It was the pain and the cold that
brought dim consciousness back to Ian Fitzgerald.

Barely recalling events that led up to
waking up wherever he was, Ian hissed as pain shot through his
entire body but then he saw something else that reminded
him.

Sitting a few feet away, as if on
guard, and still gnawing on a bone was a large, frothing black
beast like he recalled seeing before and that told him that he was
far from out of danger.

Slowly moving his limbs to be sure that
nothing was broken, Ian nearly screamed as fire seemed to burn his
veins at his first attempt to use his smallest power.

“Shit, this is so not
good,” he groaned, straining to see in the thick blackness and
wasn’t certain if it was just that dark or if a blow to his head
had given him a concussion and blinded him.

“Being alone in the dark,
surrounded by who knows what is not an easy thing, is it,
Ian?”

The voice was thin and
tinny to his ringing ears but the boy still knew it, a feeling of
dread curling in his stomach. “Where am I?” he demanded, hoping he
sounded calmer than he was feeling as nausea warned him of injuries
that he couldn’t see.

Sebastian chuckled from the darkness as
he watched this boy struggle not to show fear or weakness and he
had to admire him for that at least. “Let us say, that you are not
where your brothers will think to look anytime soon. Do you
remember me, Ian?”

Swallowing the sour taste
in his mouth, Ian struggled to move a hand to grip something at his
throat. “Sure, mate; I remember the night that my brother shot you.
Roarke beat you and so will…argh!” the scream cut his words off as
a razor like claw tore through his calf muscle.

“I control your life, boy,”
Sebastian warned through gritted teeth, straining to rein in his
temper. “It would be simple enough to let my pets render you limb
from limb and end my problems.”

Fighting pain and terror,
Ian’s finger gripped the Trinity medal he wore but frowned when he
didn’t feel the Claddagh medal. “So why don’t you just kill
me?”

Taking a step closer in the
darkness, the silver haired Warlock tensed as the same energy again
kept him from physically touching the boy, yet his beasts
could.

“I have plans for you, my
lad,” he replied easily, shifting tactics. “You were Toryn’s last,
Ian, but far from his favorite, you know. Each of your brothers
shared that spot for different reasons but you?” the Warlock
clucked his tongue. “You were more for duty as my old friend knew
that he needed five sons to complete the prophecy and you were ever
a sickly babe that demanded Brenna’s attention.”

“Shut up, bastard,” Ian
hissed, struggling not to listen to words that echoed things he’d
heard in whispers as a child. “I know what you’re doing, Sebastian,
and it won’t work. My brothers will…”

“Kerry and the lads are all
better than you will ever hope to be, Ian, and you know that,”
Sebastian spoke quietly, feeling the boy’s emotions waver. “You
don’t have to die, Ian, and with my tutoring, I can teach you to be
so much more.”

The inkling of doubts that
had always haunted him still resided in his heart but Ian finally
shot a glare through the darkness. “Go to hell,” he snapped,
feeling the sharp pain strike his face and the burning poison from
the beast’s claw slowly took him under again, but not before he
wondered how right the wizard was about so many things.

“Molly, be safe,” he
whispered before pain, fear, and his own dark thoughts pulled him
under, knowing that his friend could be hurt if his foes learned
all that he had shared with her.
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Chapter 3

 


 


 


Fitzgaren, County Kerry,
Ireland:

The throbbing pounding
migraines that had been bothering him as of late hadn’t stopped
Ryan Fitzgerald’s penchant for card playing, as he was sitting in
one of the outbuildings with some workers playing poker when
Kerry’s mental shout tore through his brain.

“Bloody hell, Kerry!” he
snapped back the same way, wincing and knowing that both Mac and
Roarke would be doing the same right then. “What the hell d’ya
want?”

Kerry’s curt reply caused the black
haired security expert to forget the cards and bolt for the main
house, a knot of fear in his heart that he had only felt once and
that was recently.

At twenty-eight, Ryan had always been
the more outgoing of his siblings and that hadn’t changed. Wearing
his thick black hair long and wavy, his gray-blue eyes changed as
always with his power or temper and right then as he cleared the
back door, they were close to black.

“Kerry, where the bloody
hell are you?” he shouted, temper on the surface and not caring for
the emotions he was getting even as he felt Roarke enter the house
in much the same state.

Not only getting their dark and
dangerous looks from Toryn Fitzgerald but also his temper, Ryan
knew his temper would be sparking soon.

He also understood that
things had suddenly taken a turn for the worse as he slammed the
door of the living room to see his older brother talking to a
petite looking, pretty young light skinned black woman and he
instantly caught the vibes.

“What the bloody hell were
you talking about?” he demanded, eyes sharp and prepared for the
fight but Kerry’s own eyes just flashed in a way that had Ryan
backing down slightly. “You don’t do the eye thing very often,
bro,” he reminded edgily.

“No, normally only when
you’re about to make a bigger fool of yourself than usual,” Patrick
‘Mac’ Fitzgerald spoke as he stepped into the room a mere step
behind Ryan and only slightly more relaxed looking.

However that appearance as Kerry knew
was only by sheer force of will since Mac, being the second oldest,
had plenty of years to learn to hide his darker
emotions.

Wearing his own blond hair cut short,
it still showed signs of the sun streaking it, as he finished
buttoning his shirt and got between Ryan and Kerry, looking at
their guest curiously.

Shifting a look from Molly to his
brother, Ryan couldn’t help comment on his otherwise neat brother’s
appearance. “I expect the brat to come in looking like that since
he’s been in the barn all day with Jess but little Maggie’s
reporting sessions must be real…strenuous if you’re redressing
after one, Mac.”

Coming from a huge family, Molly was
used to the fighting between siblings so this was nothing new to
her. What was new was when the vase on the mantel cracked as Mac’s
eyes narrowed dangerously.

“Ry, knock it off before
Mac lets Maggie fry you,” Roarke warned, entering the room after
hearing the comment and feeling Mac’s temper war with his common
sense.

Normally the one that Ryan teased,
Roarke wasn’t accustomed to being the one breaking up his
brothers.

Having taken the time to
clean up after being in the horse barn all day, Roarke ran his
fingers through his long black hair to push the front out of his
face before turning to the young woman that Kerry had
mentioned.

Molly had turned to watch and was now
looking with open fascination as she got her first good look at her
friend’s older brothers and with a low hum, she pursed her
lips.

“Well, I’ll say that Ian
sure as hell didn’t mention one thing to me,” she decided suddenly,
eyes looking between the Fitzgerald brothers seriously before
looking back at Kerry. “He didn’t bother to tell me that all four
of his brothers were drop dead gorgeous members of the male
species.”

Kerry bit the inside of his
cheek in amusement as he watched his brothers’ reactions to this
quirky girl.

“Umm,” Roarke blinked at
this bold statement, shifting uneasily under the intense scrutiny
of the dark eyes watching them until he felt a hand on his
arm.

As Mac lifted a brow, Ryan simply
laughed aloud and decided to forget his anger for the moment. “I
like her, Kerry. Can we keep her?”

“You only like her because
she thinks you’re cute,” Jessica Hadley spoke from beside
Roarke.

The young British woman had
known all the Fitzgeralds for years and so was immune to Ryan’s
constant flirting.

“Drop dead gorgeous was her
exact words, Jessica Jayne,” Ryan tossed back with a smirk, bending
to kiss Molly’s hand when he felt the spark shoot through his
fingers. “Damn,” he muttered, frowning and looking up to see
Kerry’s grim look. “What’s up?”

Halfway certain that his brothers had
calmed down some, Kerry shifted a look toward Molly. “Molly Brianna
Jackson, meet Ian’s other brothers,” he began, shooting each one a
warning silently. “Mac, Ryan, and Roarke and these are our friends,
Jessica and Maggie.”

“The definition of friend
depends on whom you’re talking to,” Ryan grinned, sitting down on
the sofa easily and with his usual smirk. “Ask Mac or the brat and
you may get a different answer.”

Mary Margaret Cavanaugh reached over
and smacked him in the back of the head. “Bucko, one of these days
I’m turning you into something hairy.”

“Mac tried that when we
were lads and got his hide tanned for it,” Ryan shot back, seeing
his brother glare at him.

Kerry closed his eyes in a mixture of
temper and patience. Though he got no sense that Molly was upset by
the bickering that was happening.

“What’s happened to Ian?”
Roarke finally asked, sensing that his brother was reaching the
limit of what he was going to take in the way of playful bantering.
“Who is she and what’s wrong, Kerry?”

Figuring this would be hardest on
Roarke, Kerry was grateful that he was the one who spoke up and
brought this back on track.

“This is Molly Jackson,
she’s a classmate of Ian’s from Trinity University, and it seems
like we have a few issues,” he spoke grimly, motioning to Molly to
have a seat. “You’ve traveled a long ways on a bicycle, Miss
Jackson, would you like to freshen up before we get into
this?”

“No, I want to find Ian
before he’s hurt more,” Molly shook her head firmly, seeing the
change come over the brothers.

Always an astute judge of
character, she could’ve easily labeled each of these men within
seconds or so she thought. At the mention of their youngest
brother, she saw the change the moment it happened.

There was no easy bantering or
brotherly bickering. Instead, they were steely eyed and serious as
those identical gray-blue eyes all watched her.

“Start at the beginning,
Molly, and tell us everything,” Kerry urged her, now sensing the
girl’s unease and seeking to lessen it. “We’ll help Ian but only if
we know what’s been going on.”

Taking a deep breath and forcing down
the sudden nerves, Molly nodded and began.

“Like your brother said, I
go to school with Ian and I guess he’s pretty much my best friend,
my only real friend if you really push,” she began slowly, nerves
beginning to show now that she was here.

“I met Ian on my first days
of university after I stupidly ran afoul of some older students and
he backed them down.” Molly still grinned at that
memory.

Stretching his arms on the back of the
sofa, Ryan shifted a look toward Mac. “Did we know that baby
brother stood up to bullies at this fancy school?”

“You know everything else
so how’d you miss that tidbit?” Mac countered, feeling a pinch on
his neck. “Maggie…”

The petite pixie like
redhead shook her head at both men before smiling at Molly. “Ignore
the lads, Molly, it’s their way of working off the stress that
normally would have them scrapping and then Kerry wants to hurt
them.”

“Anyway, we don’t have time
to get into the full story of all that but I should start by saying
that I was with Ian the day he saw that damn talking crow, and we
both saw the stage with our classmates burst into flames,” she
declared, shaking her head. “I felt the difference but still had a
hard time seeing through the image until Ian did
something.”

As the girl from America
went on to describe the events of a few months ago, Kerry met Mac’s
eyes from across the room, and both instantly connected.

“She saw one of Sebastian’s
images,” Mac slid a look over to where Maggie was sitting on the
footstool, trying to keep Molly on track with her story. “Only
those connected with us should be able to see his tricks, not a
mere girl from America.”

Kerry knew this to be true but he also
knew something else. “Aye, but she also pushed my surface scan back
in a way that not even Jess’s power has ever done and I think
something happened when Ry touched her.”

“Do you think Sebastian
sent in a ringer to lure us or is she something else?” Mac
questioned, frowning as his concern for his family began to
show.

His brother merely shrugged
before returning full attention to Molly who was just getting to
events that were more recent.

“Ian was quiet after he
came back to school, not interested in trying out for plays and was
more cautious about his surroundings,” she was saying, beginning to
tap her fingers together as she did when nervous. “The night that
silver cat first showed up though is when I noticed the change in
him and every time we would see it he’d get more edgy and almost
paranoid.”

“Silver cat?” Ryan’s eyes
glittered as he caught onto the meaning behind that and saw Roarke
go rigid at the mere mention. “What the bloody hell is she trying
to pull with that crap?”

“Let her go on, Ry,” Kerry
urged, seeing that Jessica had moved closer to Roarke as he got
tense.

Molly was catching the change in the
room but chose to ignore it in favor of telling them what she
needed to.

“The night we first saw the
cat, Ian stayed in my room on the floor and afterward I don’t
really think that he was sleeping all that good but he wouldn’t say
anything…until the day I went to get him for class and his…your
grandmother was with him.”

Thunder crashed in the
distance despite the sun shining and it seemed to Molly that for a
moment the house shook slightly. She looked around quickly but no
one else appeared alarmed.

“Go on, Molly,” Jessica
Hadley urged quickly, wanting to distract the younger girl even as
Mac was moving around to put a hand on both of his younger
brothers, more as a method of support than restraint.

“They…they appeared to have
been fighting because the lady was real cold and bitter and told
Ian that he’d end up regretting his choices if he didn’t choose
wisely. When she looked at me, he got very defensive and told her
to leave and that he wasn’t telling her again to stay the hell
away…though I didn’t think that he’d told anyone but that cat to
stay away.

“After she left, things
began to get bad for him at school too,” Molly’s normally pleasant
mixed Boston/Creole accent got bitter at this point. “He was up for
a part in the lead play for the semester and had it nailed and the
professor gave it to a boy with no talent whatsoever. Then his
classes were changed without telling him, and his history papers
were audited because a senior staff member claimed that Ian
cheated, so he was on the verge of losing his
scholarships.”

Roarke had gotten up to
pace but turned at this, his normally handsome face angry. “That’s
bullshit!” he snapped, nerves and temper simmering and this news
was close to pushing him to a rare point. “Ian’s smart and wouldn’t
cheat on any bloody test and his GPA was as close to a 4.0 as I’ve
seen so what the hell’s going on?”

“It sounds like Kathleen or
someone is trying to make a point to Ian by threatening what they
think is most important to him,” Kerry mused, frowning slightly as
he ran a finger over a photo on the mantel. “His schooling and by
taking away the scholarships they think he has, he’d have to resort
to asking the Sullivan’s for the tuition money and he’s too proud
for that.”

“So if they can’t scare him
or find a weakness against him, then take away the scholarships
that he worked hard to earn,” Mac nodded, scowling. “Low down
rotten but it could work.”

“Except for one thing that
the Dean forgot and no one else but Brandon Sullivan knows,” Kerry
turned to look at his brothers, anger glittering in his eyes.
“Halfway through his freshman year, the committee that gave those
scholarship funds to Ian disqualified him because of something that
Sybil Sullivan put on his application, so he hasn’t had those since
that time.”

Molly looked up with
confusion “But Ian would never accept money from his foster family,
so if he knew he’d lost that he’d have dropped out…”

“The Sullivan’s wouldn’t
pay for Ian to go to Trinity since they only agreed to allow him to
go if he got a full scholarship for not only school but also room,
books, and the full deal,” Kerry told them, seeing his brothers
looking at one another.

“I knew I didn’t like that
woman for a bleedin’ reason,” Ryan muttered, leaning up on the
couch to pin his oldest brother with a dark look. “Who is paying
for Ian to go to Trinity, Kerry?”

His brother simply turned to look out
the window silently for a long time. “A friend of Da’s is still on
the faculty and called me when this all happened so I arranged to
pay all of Ian’s expenses, including his full tuition, room and
board, books and his monthly expenses that he believes comes from
Brandon and Sybil. They haven’t paid anything for Ian since he was
sixteen and Da’s lawyer opened his first trust fund so he supplies
Brandon a monthly amount that he in turn gives Ian.” he explained,
going on. “Brandon knows not to try cheat him out of that
or…”

“Or he gets a visit from
one of us?” Ryan finished with a meaningful look back at Roarke and
there was no doubt about the thoughts that they shared.

“Later, perhaps but right
now, we need to allow Molly to finish her tale,” Kerry nodded to
the young woman, smiling to reassure her. “We often fight but the
bonds our parents instilled make it hard for us not to fight back
if one of us is threatened.”

Molly shifted a smile that lit her deep
brown eyes. “That’s what your Dad said when he talked to me in
Dublin,” she assured him.

“Ah, excuse me?” Mac nearly
twisted around to stare at that. “She saw Da?”

“Later. Molly, tell us
about the trip Ian went on,” Kerry urged, a sense of urgency
filling him.

Nodding as she tried to blank out her
own feelings of dread suddenly. “Professor Brighton’s botany class
took their annual trip up to Savernake Forest. He had a
cancellation late so he chose Ian to go with them even though Ian
was wary since he’d never been that far from Ireland before. I
thought when he saw that silver owl the morning of the trip that he
wouldn’t go but he did.

“I told him to call if
anything happened or if the pains he’d been having for the past few
weeks got worse but he never did call,” Molly sighed, turning to
look at all of them.

“The other night when it
all happened, I heard him scream and I saw the silver owl outside
my window staring at me,” she told them, then scowled. “He vanished
from those woods, his classmate was ripped to pieces by what the
staff and police are saying was a wolf but I saw pictures a friend
snapped and no wolf would do what was done to Toby.”

“You didn’t think to bring
copies of those by any chance?” Mac asked, not caring for what she
was saying and not caring for what was being said between the lines
that the young woman wouldn’t know.

Reaching into her bag, Molly tossed him
a digital camera. “Liam was able to snap a couple images before the
Professor and the local law in that area sealed off the woods but
no one seemed upset that Ian had vanished. All of his tools were
still in the woods but he was gone but they say he was scared and
ran away.”

This time there was no
mistaking the cause of the rumbling that shook the house as Molly
saw Roarke Fitzgerald’s eyes go to pure smoke an instant before the
house shook.

“Roarke, stop,” Mac spoke
in an even tone despite feeling his own temper sparking at the lack
of concern by officials that were supposed to be caring for the
eighteen year old student. “Roarke…”

“He went to school to get
an education and he’s supposed to be safe while he’s there, Mac!”
Roarke snapped, his emotions surging because he could recall the
fear of not feeling safe in an environment that should have been.
“Someone should have called Kerry when it happened!”

Jessica Hadley, a
26-year-old British woman with her own share of secrets and
Roarke’s girlfriend, gently placed a hand on his arm before he
could turn away.

“We’ll find him, luv,” she
promised softly, feeling his pain and the fear for his brother that
he was scared to show. “Ian will be fine.”

“Sebastian shouldn’t have
been able to get close to him even though these marks are sure as
hell the work of his demon dogs.” Mac handed the phone to Ryan
before approaching Kerry. “We’re missing something.”

Looking at Molly, Kerry recalled
something she had told him. “You mentioned that the Dean of
students had spoken with the Sullivan’s about this and that they
said to leave it alone as well?”

Nodding, she saw what he was
suggesting. “Yeah and so did your grandmother.”

“She hates me, not Ian, so
why wouldn’t she be worried about this?” Roarke asked with pain
clear in his eyes. “I know what those beasts feel like so if
Sebastian wanted Ian dead…”

“Unless he doesn’t want him
dead yet and there’s more to this plan than we’re seeing,” Maggie
Cavanaugh spoke up thoughtfully. “Each of you must face Sebastian;
face your demons and your weaknesses to complete the test that will
allow you to form the circle that will defeat him.”

Tossing the phone with the images, Ryan
chose to approach Roarke but paused to shoot his favorite
red-haired nemesis a look. “Yeah, luv, we all know the rules but
the old man could have done us in real bloody easily by just having
his pets kill Ian flat out.”

“Not if he can’t come right
out and kill any of you,” Jessica caught on to what Maggie was
trying to say. “Think Ryan, Sebastian first approached each of you
in a way that would either play up to doubts you have or begin his
process to convert you.”

“He played on Roarke’s
fears and guilt and then he tried to use Jess against him,” Mac
frowned, seeing the point. “To do that, he’d have to be able to get
close to Ian to have his dogs nail him and Sebastian can’t get
close to him if Ry’s on point about his power and the medals he
has.”

Molly suddenly pulled
something from her handbag and held it out to Kerry. “This is his,
isn’t it?”

“Oh, bloody hell,” Jessica
whispered, seeing the Claddagh medal in the young woman’s hand.
“This is bad.”

“Where did you get that?”
Highly suspicious by this point, Ryan shot her a look that made Mac
move in front of him. “Ian would never give that up
willingly.”

Grabbing his arm, Mac
shoved hard to keep his hotheaded brother back then looked coolly
at Molly. “I’d answer him, lass, because he’s right. Our Mum’s
mother gave Ian that and he’s never been without it.”

“I saw your Daddy before I
left Dublin and it was his idea that I come here to tell Ian’s
brothers what was happening,” Molly replied, knowing the doubt was
clear and she couldn’t blame any of them for that. “When he touched
my hand before disappearing, he left this in it and ever since I’ve
been feeling Ian a lot more.

“Look, I don’t blame any of
you for mistrusting me since I did just show up out of nowhere with
a story that not even my own Dad’s sainted mother could spin in her
best day,” Molly remarked.

Her own fear and the temper she got
from both sides of her family made her cross. “Ian’s my damn friend
and I know he’s in trouble. Ever since he came back from here all
he’s done was tell me about his big brothers and from what he’s
said, I don’t really think any one of you will risk him like
this…will you?”

Kerry held a hand up to stop his
brothers from exploding on the girl any further, trying to scan
again but found his power tossed back at him. “Outside, you
mentioned that my father warned you about his sons’ fighting. What
was it he said exactly?” he asked curiously.

“He just said that his sons
liked to bicker and that’s probably what I’d be walking into if Mac
and Ryan were going at it like usual,” she replied easily,
shrugging then gave a shy smile. “He also said that you, Ian, and
your brother got your looks from your mother and I can see what he
meant since those two got the dark and dangerous look from him, I
take it.”

Ryan couldn’t help but snicker at that,
shaking free from the grasp that Mac still had on him. “I can’t
bloody well help it, but I like you, lass.”

“That’s high praise coming
from the king of flirting, Molly,” Roarke sighed, feeling Kerry’s
acceptance of this girl and relaxing slightly. “We have a
plan?”

“The first thing we do, is
give me a chance to make some calls while Deirdre gets Molly
settled in,” Kerry spoke firmly, not wanting to get into another
fight this soon. “We need to know things but first we need to be
calm and Molly has been traveling for many days from
Dublin.”

Maggie was quick to her
feet, taking the girl’s bag and nudging her along. “Come on, Molly,
let’s find you a room so you can take a bath and change before
dinner and these lads can make big plans without the
womenfolk.”

“I resent that since I
don’t leave Roarke that often,” Jessica replied with a laugh and a
look from Kerry told her that she’d be calling in favors
soon.

“Let me make the calls and
check into things. Go relax, bug Deirdre or something,” Kerry
urged, wanting a chance to process this alone for a short
time.

Mac knew this and knowing that Jessica
could get Roarke to do anything she wanted, decided to handle Ryan
himself. “Your girl Andi called earlier while you were out playing
cards.”

A low growl told Mac that he had his
brother even before the finger poking his chest did.

“That she-wolf in heels is
not now, nor will she ever be, my girl and don’t you ever suggest
such a wicked thing,” Ryan snapped, the mere mention of Andi
McCabe, a security consultant that worked for him, still made him
snarl.

“When’s the wedding, Ry?”
Mac teased, backing out of the living room and giving Kerry a short
comment about owing him for this beating. “I’m sure Maggie’s paper
will give you a discount for announcing it and…”

Kerry closed his eyes once
alone, sitting on the arm of the sofa with the Claddagh medal
clenched in his fist. “Damn it all to hell!” he snarled, anger and
guilt mixing that he hadn’t seen or felt the danger his brother was
in and that raised another issue.

Why in the hell hadn’t he
or Mac sensed the trouble that was roaming and why wouldn’t the
boy’s own foster family care enough to be
concerned…unless…

“They already expected it
to happen,” he muttered, heading for the study to make the phone
calls that would give him answers though he already knew what they
would do next. “And heads will roll if Ry’s turned loose on
this.”
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Molly Jackson had been
swept away by the redheaded whirlwind that whisked her upstairs to
one of the many guestrooms and helped her unpack what she had
brought.

“Just ignore the lads as
they tend to fight…a lot,” Maggie was saying, eyeing the young
woman closely for size since she knew that she couldn’t have much
in that single worn tote. “And ignore Ryan because I swear he’d
flirt with a toad if he was drunk enough.”

“I grew up in Boston in a
second generation Irish household, so I’m used to noise, bickering,
and fighting bone-headed brothers as I have eight of ‘em,” Molly
assured her, peeking into the bathroom and blinking. “This place is
beautiful and it’s a shame that Ian lost all of his childhood and
his brothers.”

Maggie knew that was an issue for all
of them and she often wondered just how much Ian felt about that
loss or what he had been told.

Right then something else had caught
her attention. “You say your family’s second generation Irish?” she
asked curiously, making mental notes as she talked and lit the fire
in the fireplace.

“On my Dad’s side, yes,”
Molly turned with a grin. “My Momma’s from New Orleans so they say
I’ve had magic on both sides of my family, since my Gran is a
Voodoo priestess in the Big Easy and my Dad’s grandmother was said
to be a folk healer when she came from Galway.”

“Your Da’s kin give you
that Claddagh medal you’re wearing, Molly?” Maggie inquired, seeing
the gold medal and realizing suddenly why Kerry would have trouble
reading her.

Running a finger over it, the girl
nodded. “My great-grandmother Maeve O’Neill gave it to me right
before she passed away. She said that I should always wear it since
I never knew when I’d come across a need for protection of one kind
or another.”

Maggie began to laugh until
her eyes ran with tears. “Girl, you are going to give these boys a
run for their money without even meaning to.”

“Why?” Molly asked,
confused. “I don’t think they like me anyway so I don’t need more
issues.”

Wiping her eyes, Maggie grinned and
patted the young American’s hand. “Take that bath and change, Molly
and we’ll snag Jess later and I’ll fill you in,” she urged,
stepping out to close the door with twinkling blue green eyes.
“Right after I fill in the Doc.”

Heading to find Mac, it
didn’t take Maggie long. She found him wiping blood from his mouth
in his bathroom.

“Ticked Ry off again did
you, Doc?” she asked, already knowing the answer since only Ryan
Fitzgerald was able to sneak in a right hook on her Doc.

Hating that nickname she used for him,
Mac was more upset by the fact that his little brother again landed
that damn punch to the face. “Kerry owes me for distracting that
jackass,” he growled, seeing Maggie’s grin in the mirror and
relaxing.

“What exactly are you
smiling about in such a fashion, Mary Margaret?” he asked, using
her full name since he knew she hated it.

Coming over to take the
cloth from him to finish wiping the drying blood, she met his eyes.
“Our newest little waif isn’t half of what you and your brothers
think she is, Doc.”

“I think she’s a cute Yank
with a huge crush on my baby brother,” Mac returned, wincing until
Maggie ran a finger over the cut on his mouth and the pain left. “I
much prefer it when you kiss away those wounds that Ryan makes on
me.”

Always willing to oblige,
Maggie leaned up to lightly kiss him but before he could pull her
deeper, she placed both hands on his shoulders. “Molly Brianna
Jackson has got magic in her blood, Doc, on both sides of her
line.

“Her Da’s grandmother was
Maeve O’Neill from Galway and she gave her the Claddagh medal that
she’s wearing.” She saw his eyes narrow as that implication dawned
on him. “Her Granny on her Mum’s side is a Priestess from the
Voodoo sect in Louisiana and I bet that girl has seen more than her
share of weird without even knowing it.”

“Bloody hell,” Mac groaned,
leaning back on the sink as the full weight of that sunk in. “She’s
got blood of the fairy folk in her veins. That’s why she could see
Sebastian’s trick in Dublin and…”

“And probably why she can
feel Ian,” Maggie finished for him. “Think Kerry knows?”

Mac figured he did or at
least suspected but planned to find out for sure. “Keep an eye on
her until she’s settled while I go see Kerry,” he decided, giving
her a quick kiss. “Check on Roarke and Jess too. It may not be wise
to leave him alone until I get Ryan to watch him.”

“That’s my next stop, Doc,”
Maggie replied, knowing that Roarke would take this the worst
depending on who was involved.

Down the hall, Roarke Fitzgerald was
sitting on his bed lost in his own thoughts and his
past.

Despite having settled much of the
guilt and pain that he had been carrying for the last fifteen
years, it was never far from his thoughts and today’s revelations
had helped to bring some back.

He recalled the day that
Ian had been born. There was such joy and music in the house and
even though he’d been seven on that day, he had still known that
his brother’s birth had changed something.

Then the whispers of the
prophecy had started but for the five boys, it was still normal
childhood days, at least as normal as it got for them being singers
and learning the ways of the Craft from their devoted
parents.

“Damn,” he whispered,
looking at Ian’s Claddagh medal that was laying next to him on the
bed after he had gotten it from Kerry. “It never should have
touched you, leanbh deartháir (baby brother). It started with me
and it should have ended with me.”

The day that their parents
died, Roarke knew that he had been Sebastian’s target, though he
hadn’t known then what he did now, and he accepted that if he had
died that day or even a few months back his brother wouldn’t be in
danger now.

“Of course, that would also
mean that Sebastian would be back trying to destroy the world,” he
muttered under his breath, shifting a look toward the closed
bathroom door. He knew that he needed this done before either
Jessica got out of the bath or one of his brothers came
knocking.

Roarke knew that he still held
reservations about Molly but that was because he still had a
suspicious nature that allowed him to mistrust anyone that he
didn’t know well, especially given events as of late.

Molly knew some of what had
been happening and she seemed to be able to feel Ian when none of
them could, and Roarke knew damn well that Kerry didn’t care for
that when they could always feel one another to some
degree.

“Someone or something is
blocking us from Ian, so to find out some of what’s happening, we
need to resort to something else,” he spoke to himself and accepted
what the easiest method would be.

All of them shared the same
magical ability to some extent, though each of them had their
strengths and weaknesses as well.

Kerry and Mac had always been the
strongest empaths with Mac being the best healer. Roarke knew that
he and Ryan could also use both but to lesser degrees and depending
on the wound or emotion, the results could be bad.

None of them really had an
idea on what Ian really could do with his powers yet and now Roarke
worried that it had been a mistake not to gauge the youngest
Fitzgerald’s power range.

Feeling the breeze from the window that
he still had to keep open at times change, Roarke ignored it and
the music from the fairy hill outside as he sat down on the floor
and reached for the medal.

“Love you, Jess,” he
whispered, sending those thoughts out to the young woman who had
always been his friend and who had helped to save his soul so long
ago.

Taking a deep breath to
center his powers and his nerves, Roarke placed the Claddagh medal
in his palm, closed his eyes, and then closed his fingers tight and
expected the images embedded in the medal to come slowly. He was in
no way prepared for what happened next.

For Roarke who never used his healing
or empathic powers often because they left him too open, the sudden
burst of pain, fear, and vision was too much all at once. As he
experienced his brothers’ pain, Roarke wasn’t certain if it was
that or his own that he screamed.

“Roarke, what are you…?”
Jessica stepped from the bathroom, feeling an odd sensation but
found herself shoved back as lights pulsated wildly from the center
of the room and she felt both the energy and terror radiating.
“Roarke, what the bloody hell are you doing?!”

When her attempts to reach
her friend mentally didn’t work and she knew his pain and the
lights were getting worse, Jessica took a step closer when flames
shot from the lights toward her.

“Mac, get up here!” Maggie
screamed out the door that she had just opened upon hearing the
noises from within and witnessing the flames shoot close to her
friend. “Mac!”
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Downstairs in the
office:

“I see, yes well please
tell Dean Quillian that Kerrigan Fitzgerald is calling for him and
that I’d like a call back at his earliest free moment.” Kerry was
gritting his teeth by the time he placed the phone back on the
desk. “Bloody pompous sod thinks that will work?”

Ryan had been sitting in a
chair across his brother, rubbing the sore knuckles that he’d
gotten in that tiny altercation with Mac. “Out of town, meeting, or
some other excuse?” He had guessed what was going on and his
brother’s grim look was acknowledgement of that guess.

“It appears that Trinity’s
Dean of Students is busy with faculty meetings for the next several
days,” Kerry replied with as close to a snort of disbelief as he
was willing to give, reaching for the Scotch decanter on the desk.
“He’s avoiding me.”

“Well, duh, genuis,” Ryan
snorted, rolling his eyes at that remark since that was plain as
something made him look toward the ceiling. “If he told the lass to
forget this then it’s bloody clear that he knows more than he’s
saying or he’s been told to keep quiet. The question is, told by
whom?”

Kerry was afraid that he may know that
answer but before he could reply, both men felt the pain and the
power hit just as the house shook and Maggie screamed.

“Roarke,” Ryan’s eyes had
gone dark a second before he swore in their native tongue and
bolted for the steps. “Find Mac, Kerry! The brat’s done something
that I don’t think he should have!”

 


Having taken the small
amount of time to bathe and change into clean clothes, Molly
Jackson felt about ready to face what would come next.

Pulling her unruly hair up and back
into a ponytail, she was about to reach for something when she felt
the low pain and heard the scream from down the hall.

“This doesn’t sound good,”
she decided, reacting on instinct and following the sounds. “Nope,
as Granny likes to say, this is some seriously bad
mojo.”

The memories held in Ian’s medal had
overwhelmed Roarke’s still weak emotional shields, causing his more
violent abilities to flame out of control.

“Roarke, calm down,”
Jessica was struggling to ignore the pain she felt through her link
with him but knowing that whatever he was seeing had left him open
to something else. “Roarke, please.”

Maggie had seen Molly in the door but
before she could advise the girl not to enter due to the risk, it
was too late.

“He feels Ian through the
Claddagh,” Molly guessed, having seen similar things during one of
her grandmother’s ceremonies. “He’s fighting it.”

“Roarke can’t take deep
emotional power because he’s not as strong as Mac or Kerry in
dispelling it,” Maggie explained, hearing Mac in her thoughts and
throwing a sour one back at him. “It’s a little late for that,
Doc.”

Molly reached into the little tote
hooked to her waist on instinct, pulling a small bag out of it.
“Did he cast a physical circle?”

“Bloody hell, what is the
brat doing?” Ryan snapped, entering the room and then being slammed
back into the fireplace mantle. “Kerry, we have issues!”

Feeling the energy changing, Jessica
shielded her eyes to look for Ryan. “Even though Roarke completed
his part of the circle, can Sebastian still use him?”

Recalling the events previous when his
brother was possessed, Ryan swore and shot a hand out to use a
small amount of power to try to shock Roarke back to the
present.

“Whatever the hell he did
by opening himself to the Claddagh, opened too much,” he growled,
feeling blood trickle down his back from where it had struck hard
marble.

“There’s the magic of
a really bad boko close by.” Molly watched the scene for a moment and then
tossed the bag she was holding into the circle of energy. “He
blames himself and that’s making his pain worse.”

Ryan started to shoot something off but
Kerry just gave him a look as he and Mac entered the
room.

The small bag landed next to Roarke and
seemed to cause the energy to lessen but not enough that Jessica or
his brothers could get to him.

“Mac, try to get to him
before Ryan has to do something drastic,” Kerry encouraged, seeing
Molly snatch up the pack of Camel cigarettes that Roarke smoked
when tense.

Going on what the voices in her mind
were saying and not on common sense, the girl whirled. “Rum, get me
a bottle of rum!” she snapped, looking for a lighter or
anything.

Kerry looked at her curiously until Mac
touched his arm. “Do it, Kerry,” he urged, seeing Maggie’s nod.
“Trust her,”

A small teleportation spell
required little effort on his part to bring the bottle of aged rum
from its place in the liquor cabinet to Kerry’s hand. “Is there a
reason for this, Miss Jackson?”

“He cast his circle in
order to keep you and your brothers out to protect you from
whatever happened. You need him brought out of the state he’s in. I
damn well bet that this nasty son of a bitch that’s trying to kill
you guys won’t be expecting magic from the Big Easy,” Molly
replied, snatching the bottle from him.

“Can I beat the crap out of
the brat later, Kerry?” Ryan asked curiously, wincing as he held
out a hand to Jessica.

“Maybe later,” Kerry
sighed, starting to ask what she was planning but deciding to
remain silent.

Molly quickly uncorked the
rum, wincing at the smell and pushing down her nerves as instinct
took hold. Lighting the Camel, she took a quick swallow of the rum,
then a puff on the cigarette and finally a larger gulp of the
rum.

This gulp she didn’t swallow but
instead spit it into the air toward Roarke and then used the Camel
to put three puffs of smoke into the air as well.

“I call on
Ezili Danto to enter
this realm to offer your protection to this soul who struggles to
find his balance in this world,” Molly’s normally mellow, cheerful
voice had taken on a slightly older tone as she repeated the
process twice more.

It was on the final time that a strong
wind blew in through the window from the direction of the fairy
hill, sifting the curtains and lifting knick-knacks without
breaking anything until it shifted to nudge Roarke’s closed fist
and his fingers opened on reflex.

Dropping the medal seemed to break
contact as the lights dimmed and his eyes rolled back with a
groan.

Mac was moving to catch his
younger brother as soon as he could, tossing the medal to Kerry.
“Get that away from him!” he snapped, laying a hand on the younger
man’s cold cheek and picking up the residual effects of what he saw
and felt. “Damn, he’s cold.”

“He took in too much and
normally I’m with him to buffer it,” Jessica said, as she sat on
the floor next to her friend, her fingers shaking as they ran
through his black hair.

While Mac tended to this
brother, Molly crushed out the cigarette and put the top back on
the rum bottle. “My Granny would know how to help him to recover
but…”

“Go raibh mile maith
agat (Thank you very much),” Kerry’s voice
was quiet as he placed a hand over her own, his eyes expressing the
gratitude that he knew Ryan would never express
vocally.

“Gran’s Irish lessons
didn’t really hold but…” Molly grinned with a shrug. “I just did
what I could. Ian’s my friend and I want to help those who mean so
much to him.”

“First I get to beat him
senseless for doing that,” Ryan growled, his voice sounding harsher
as he tried not to show his concern.

Molly, unaccustomed to his more gruff
ways, whirled to poke a finger hard into his chest. “He was just
trying to help Ian! Don’t you dare hurt him for that you…you
bully!”

“Well this should be fun to
see,” Mac decided, easing back slightly as Roarke slowly came
around. “I thought you were the expert on handling the opposite
sex, Ry. They sure seem to be bothering you a lot
lately.”

Shifting a look to his brother that
meant pain later, Ryan narrowed those same intense eyes at Molly
who was still glaring at him.

“Someone remind me to talk
to Ian about his taste in females,” he finally muttered, kneeling
next to his brother but waited until the young American had turned
away to grin dryly. “The Yank has guts, I’ll give her
that.”

“She’s protective on
instinct,” Mac spoke lowly, while smoothing the rest of the
negative energy away before giving his brother a not-too-light tap
to his head. “You back with us or should I distract Kerry while
Ryan smacks you for doing that stupid of a bloody
stunt?”

Groaning as his head pounded and his
stomach twisted, Roarke opened one eye. “Let the world stop moving
then you can do what you want,” he muttered, sitting up to lean
against the bed. “What happened?”

“You, my darling, caused
one helluva reaction when you touched Ian’s medal,” Jessica told
him while supporting him as he tried to stand. “Remember
anything?”

“Sure, I remember pain,
fear, and…shock…and then nothing,” he sighed, wincing and nearly
falling until Kerry’s strong grip caught his arm. “Ian was scared,
Kerry, and he felt…betrayed.”

That fell into his own feelings. “Come
downstairs, we need to talk and then we deal with this on our own
terms,” he decided, seeing Molly’s concern. “We’ll find Ian, luv.
That I promise you because I’ll move all of hell before I see
anyone else claimed by that evil.”

“Which we might have to
do,” Mac sighed, feeling what Kerry wasn’t saying and knowing it
wouldn’t be easy.
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Having Deirdre O’Connor
place snacks in the living room beforehand, Kerry stood in front of
the fireplace silently for a long while.

“Mr. Fitzgerald, I really
shouldn’t be included in this,” Molly spoke up from a chair, biting
her lip as she normally did when nervous. “This involves your
family and…”

“Ian trusted you with his
secrets, Molly girl so that does mean this involves you,” Ryan
replied from his seat on the couch. “Despite being the baby of the
family, that does not make him daft so if he didn’t trust you or
see something in you then he wouldn’t have shared those
things.”

Mac shifted on the
footstool that he had settled on. “Our Father also saw something in
you or he wouldn’t have shown himself to you,” he added, still
wondering about that. “Da has only shown himself to Roarke, so the
fact that you spoke with him means that you are involved in
this.”

“Your involvement may be
risky, especially once Kathleen or others realize that you are more
than simply Ian’s schoolmate,” Kerry finally spoke, turning to look
at her. “You can walk away from this now and feel no guilt, Molly.
You came and told us what you needed to.

“We were born to this
burden and those involved with us accept the risk freely, but this
is something that you can still walk away from,” he stated and then
merely waited.

Molly stared at her hands
for a moment. “My Momma was killed when I was six by a man
possessed by an evil force trying to strike out at my Grandmother,
so I’m not afraid of evil,” she told them, looking up, concern
still evident in her dark eyes. “Ian’s my friend and has been even
when it’s cost him so I’m not leaving here until he’s home
safe.”

“Aontaím
(Agreed),” Kerry nodded simply, taking a moment
to look at his brothers before settling on Roarke. “Tell me what
you saw.”

Still hazy on it, Roarke laid his head
back on the couch to think and only tensed when Ryan’s hand brushed
his shoulder.

“I saw Ian in the forest
but there were things that he didn’t see,” he began quietly,
frowning. “He was looking at leaves and singing that silly song
that Mum would always sing when working in the gardens.”

Squeezing Jessica’s hand to keep
centered, Roarke could see his younger brother in the forest. “He
seems to be in pain but was ignoring it, like Ry does when he’s
being tough, but then the other lad screamed and…”

“And just like you and
Ryan, he headed toward trouble rather than away from it,” Mac
rolled his eyes before shooting his smirking brother a sour look.
“I told you about encouraging him, damn it.”

“The brat did the same
thing so why is it just my fault?” Ryan shot back, leaning
forward.

Kerry stepped between them, not needing
another fight. “What else, Roarke?”

“He saw the hounds, Kerry.”
Roarke looked up, eyes grim. “They tore his classmate apart and
then eyed him but his powers shut down, they wouldn’t work and then
he heard something that scared him more. He heard a voice that he
knew and it was her power that took him out.”

Considering, Kerry frowned. “Did he
hear Kathleen?” he demanded cautiously, knowing he had to be
careful with this since his brother still reacted to their paternal
grandmother’s name badly.

“No, it was a voice that
I’ve never heard,” Roarke sighed, deeply upset. “That whole trip
was nothing but a bleedin’ trap for him, Kerry.”

“Why wouldn’t his powers
work?” Molly was confused and angry. “And who would he know well
enough that could do that?”

Kerry took his time to answer. “If the
trip to Savernake was just to ensnare Ian, it would have been
simple for someone with the skill to create a spell that would
block his powers, especially if he was also taken by
surprise.”

“He never should have left
the damn country,” Mac growled, not caring for the fact that
someone his brother trusted would betray him. “I don’t care what
power he may have, leaving the country would have left him
weak.”

“Ian wouldn’t have known
that issue with our powers, Mac,” Roarke spoke up quietly. “None of
us thought to warn him.”

“Doc, did you forget to
tell me something else?” Maggie inquired in the sweet tone that she
used to annoy him.

Groaning that she’d never
let him live this slip down, Mac sighed and looked at the
red-haired reporter. “We keep our abilities no matter where we
are,” he began slowly, seeing Kerry frown. “However, because of
them and our ancestry, if we leave Ireland then the powers get
weaker and it takes more strength for us to use them.”

“Real big pain in the ass
for Roarke and me since we don’t normally spend a lot of time in
the Emerald Isle,” Ryan piped up, his head beginning to hurt again.
“Though there are ways to counter that little issue.”

Molly considered it. “So
being that the trip was to Great Britain, Ian’s magic wouldn’t have
been as powerful.” Then she looked puzzled. “What stopped them
fully though?”

“Someone who was able to
cast a spell strong enough to bind his abilities.” Ryan’s eyes were
dark because he knew with the untapped potential Ian had that would
have been hard for anyone to do.

“We need to find out
exactly what the hell is going on up in Dublin and that means
turning Ry loose to a certain degree,” Kerry decided, accepting
that they couldn’t go on guesses much longer, especially when he
also felt pain even though it was impossible to center on
it.

“Does that mean I get to go
rip someone’s damn head off for touching what he or she shouldn’t
have?” the security expert lifted an eyebrow curiously, seeming
pleased with the idea.

Kerry just smiled indulgently as he had
seen their father do so many times. “No, that means that Molly is
going to take you to Ian’s dorm so you can do what it is that you
do best and get me an opinion on what you pick up,” he replied,
looking at Jessica and swallowing the distaste this request
brought.

“Can you get Nick or one of
his kind to go up to Savernake and see if they pick up anything?”
he asked her, not wanting to take the risk of opening his brothers
up to that if he could keep from it.

Knowing how the Fitzgerald
brothers felt about her resident mystics told Jessica how serious
this was and she nodded simply. She figured Nick O’Malley would
bitch about the extra work but he’d do it.

An internationally successful business
owner, very few people knew that the auburn haired British woman
had some very exotic friends that included mercenaries and powerful
mystics.

“Jess and I could do up to
Savernake, Kerry,” Roarke frowned, also realizing that his brother
was more than likely protecting them.

Ryan snorted and started to offer a
pithy reply to that offer when Mac’s eyes lit and he felt the slap,
choosing to shut up for that moment.

“No, because I want you and
Jessica to meet up with Cam in Dublin, call in some of her
clearances or favors and see what the local constabulary say or how
they explain Ian’s disappearance and the Armstrong lad’s death,”
Kerry replied to him, seeing Jess grin.

“I don’t want you or those
mercenaries shooting the cops, lass,” he warned, throwing that
warning to his brother as well. “Leave the gun at home,
Roarke.”

As the two exchanged looks, Kerry
wondered if he wasn’t making a mistake in sending them in but had
to hope that Cameron Young, the leader of Hadley Industries main
subsidiary, would keep things calm…at least unless the situation
required something else.

“Mac, I want you to go with
Maggie and play up her reporter angle,” he went on, needing to
phrase this one carefully. “Go see the Sullivan’s and find out if
they really are as calm about their foster…” he cut himself off,
refusing to call them that any longer. “Go see how they’re reacting
to Ian’s disappearance and just get a basic reading.”

Maggie leaned forward from her seat. “I
can rely on my reporter credentials to get us in the door but won’t
they know Mac?”

“Don’t see why since I
haven’t seen either Sybil or Brandon in several years,” Mac told
her, shrugging. “Besides, if they really are grieving or concerned
then they shouldn’t be paying any attention to me, the perky
reporter’s bumbling assistant, Mary Margaret.”

Eyes flashing, she leaned down to tug a
piece of hair that he’d allowed to grow too long. “I’ll make you
regret choosing that role, mate,” she promised with a grin before
asking. “What do you want me to find out subtly?”

“Mainly just ask the
typical questions any reporter asks of people who have possibly
lost a…son,” Kerry hated using that word in this regards and saw
his brothers’ reactions to it. “Mac will pick up on the lies or
things that they won’t be saying.”

“Mac sucks at being
subtle,” Ryan pointed out, wondering how he had been stuck with the
boring part of this trip. “I could get the information out of
them.”

“Yeah, but Kerry probably
doesn’t want them flash fried right off the bat either and that’s
what you’d end up doing,” Roarke pointed out; grinning at the dark
look he got in return. “Da always said your temper was your worst
trait, Ry.”

Leaning over to lightly cuff his
brother in the head, Ryan chose not to reply to that since he was
certain it would come back on him in some way. “Fine, so what am I
looking for in Ian’s room?”

“Anything that may be out
of place or if you can tell someone was there before us,” Kerry
told him, looking at Molly. “You’ve been in his room so you’ll know
if something’s gone or…”

“His book is what you’ll be
looking for mainly,” she offered. “Ian’s kept a journal for as long
as I’ve known him. He told me that he started it when he was
thirteen because he once had a premonition that he’d die before he
was nineteen and he wanted to leave something for his
brothers.”

“Okay, I do not like that,”
Mac muttered. “After this is over, we’re finding out just what the
hell he can do, Kerry,” he decided, getting an agreeing
nod.

Roarke also didn’t care for the sound
of that simple statement but chose to ignore it for now to focus on
the here and now. “What will you be doing while we’re scattered all
over Dublin?”

“Me?” Kerry smiled easily,
reaching for the pressed beige jacket that he had tossed over a
chair. “While keeping a close eye on Ryan, I’m going to be paying a
not so casual visit to the Dean of Students of Trinity University
and God take him if he doesn’t have the bleedin’ answers that I
want or that he should have,” he declared firmly.

There was no mistaking the edge of
danger in the eldest brother’s voice or the power in his eyes as he
looked around him. “Sebastian can play but if others are involved
then they had better have made piece with their maker if Ian’s
hurt.”

“And I’m the one with the
temper?” Ryan snorted, cautiously eyeing his brother. “Mum and Da
would frown if you turn Quillian into something, bro,” he remarked
easily, not sure if he liked Kerry’s anger since he knew there was
a reason that Kerry strived to maintain calm.

“There is more than one way
to harm a person, Ryan,” Kerry assured him, going on coolly.
“Quillian, aside from being the Dean, is also the head of the
charity and donation sections. I can quietly tear the little,
cheeky bastard down just by ending my donations to the school. This
happens to include the new wing they just broke ground
on.”

Mac lifted his eyes, surprised. “Da
taught you well, I’d say.”

“No, Kathleen taught me
that money buys power and in this case we’ll find out how right she
is,” Kerry replied, laying a hand out. “We go to Dublin and find
out just who it is that doesn’t want us involved.”

“And bury the son of a
bitch in a bog if whoever it is betrayed baby brother to the
wolves,” Ryan agreed, laying a hand over the one that Kerry held
out.

Roarke stood, doing the same but
remaining silent. His thoughts were too concerned with what their
brother could be enduring and at whose hands.

“Fine, but if those damn
dogs get involved we’re calling a demon dogcatcher,” Mac threw in,
laying his hand on top and sighing as sparks shot, making Molly
gasp.

“You should see it when all
five of them do that, luv,” Jessica remarked, going to make the two
phone calls that would get her the aid she’d need for this as
Maggie began making plans to get in to see the Sullivan
family.

Once they were alone,
Roarke grasped Kerry’s hand tight. “We need to find him, Kerry and
soon.” The pain was evident in his voice.

“We will, Roarke, I promise
you that we will find Ian and we’ll make them all pay,” Kerry
swore, shifting a look for Ryan to handle their brother while he
went to make travel plans.

“Kathleen’s involved so
having Roarke close may be want she wants,” Mac warned from behind
him, frowning. “Evil’s close, Kerry but Ian’s the baby. We don’t
know what his weakness is or how strong he is. Can he hold out
against Sebastian if he’s offered the right thing?”

The thought that one of them could be
turned made him sick but Kerry also knew that if in the right state
of mind, or in enough pain, any man or woman could be
broke.

“We won’t abandon him
again, Mac, and I have to hope that Ian knows that and that he
doesn’t listen to their lies,” he sighed, silently hoping but the
nagging guilt and doubt made him wonder.

‘I’ll find him, Da, just
keep him safe until we can,’ he urged silently, too absorbed to
hear the weeping spirit from close by as darkness closed in around
them from many directions.

 


Elsewhere in the
dark:

Ian Fitzgerald seemed lost
in a swirl of fevered dreams and fears as the poison from the
wounds inflicted by the hounds that still circled nearby burned his
veins.

He’d lost track of time since he woke
in this cold darkness. Sometimes there would be food, other times
there wouldn’t be.

However, by this time his
fever and the wounds he had, along with the spells keeping his
abilities down, had made him too weak and sick to think on
eating.

Ian’s thoughts, when lucid,
were mostly of home; of his family and…in a brief moment of
lucidity he forced the doubts and fears away.

“Your biggest fear has
always been about being abandoned or being forgotten, hasn’t it,
Ian?” a soft voice spoke in his ear as gentle fingers stroked over
his blond hair.

The voice registered in his mind and
tore his heart. “Go…go away,” he whispered, speech slow.

“You want to believe that
those you now call brothers will come to rescue you from this cruel
situation,” the woman’s voice, with a proper Irish accent, went on.
“You should have taken your Grandmother’s wise advice, my lad, and
stayed away from those who have now doomed you to this suffering
and don’t care.”

“My brothers…they’ll come,”
he struggled against the doubts that tried to penetrate his mind.
“You won’t turn…me on them; they’ll come for me…”

“They could have come for
you as a child, Ian. Kerry could have petitioned the court for you
at any time and he didn’t,” the woman’s tone turned chiding.
“You’ve always been a lost little boy, abandoned by those who
should have protected you and now you lay abandoned and forgotten
in these cold, dark depths with Sebastian’s pets prowling close
by.

“You were destined to a
much greater life,” she seemed to sigh, fingers stroking against
the boy’s fevered cheek.

Ian jerked at the loving, familiar
touch and heard the low growl of the beast nearest him. “Go to
hell, bitch.”

A sharp slap that would
have stung his face could he feel anything drew blood. “You will
still mind your tongue, Ian Brandon Callum Fitzgerald,” the female
in the darkness spoke with a mother’s tone. “You were taught better
than that.”

“You…are not…my mother,” he
gritted, feeling power tingling in his fingers but agony seared his
body as the binding spell blocked them from working. “Just kill
me.”

“Their plans don’t allow
for that, my darling boy,” she replied gently. “Sleep now, Ian and
think on how you’re suffering while your brothers aren’t even
looking for you.”

His secret hidden fear was
bursting and as he was pulled back into darkness, he couldn’t fight
the doubts that maybe everyone was right and he would never be
found. Maybe he had been left for dead…his thoughts trailed off
with that fear, curling up into a ball as the pain and fear
increased in his heart and mind.

Ian’s sinking thoughts of his brothers
were one of his last ones but he knew they’d never feel him, even
if he believed they were looking. Then his thoughts turned to his
heart and went out to the one person that he hoped he had protected
well enough. “Molly, be safe.”

 


 


********


Chapter 7

 


 


 


Trinity University, Ian
Fitzgerald’s dorm: Dublin, Ireland:

“What the hell is this
crap?” Molly Jackson’s brown eyes were staring at the dead bolt on
the door to her friend’s room. “If everyone thinks that Ian just
ran away due to fear and shock, what’s up with this?”

Ryan Fitzgerald’s blue gray eyes were
serious as he looked at the lock on his brother’s door. “I’d say
that someone in this school doesn’t want just anyone getting in his
room.”

“That includes us since I
don’t carry a skeleton key for…” Molly had started to say when a
quick click and pop made her stop in mid-sentence and stare. “How’d
you do that?”

“Molly girl, both Roarke
and I have been more than good upstanding citizens in our lives.
Despite owning a security consulting firm now, I can still crack
the best lock in no bloody time,” Ryan replied with a grin and a
wink as he pocketed the small packet of lock picking tools that he
always carried, along with the lock.

Opening the door slowly, Ryan’s calm
exterior turned wary as his sixth sense began to work. “Keep back a
second,” he urged the girl from Boston.

Hearing the change come in his voice,
Molly nodded silently and chose to stay close by the door so she
could watch the hall and see into the darkened room.

A risk taker and gambler from a young
age, Ryan had always been eager or willing to take risks. He
recalled his Mother often saying that of all her sons that he’d be
the one to give her gray hair with some of his stunts.

Living in Clare with
distant relatives after the murder of his parents when he had been
thirteen years old had done nothing to slow his risk taking. Only
one person had been able to do that and Ryan immediately cut off
any thoughts of his long dead fiancee.

Anastasia Cleary had been
his childhood sweetheart. A local girl from a neighboring farm,
they had become engaged the summer that Ryan had been
seventeen.

All should have been bliss
until the night that a young, bitter, and inexperienced witch had
attacked Ryan, killing Annie in the process and sending the
hotheaded young Irishman down a path that he knew could easily one
day end his life with the risks he took.

“Not today, though,” he
told himself, his eyes searching the room for threats until he was
finally satisfied that there were none and he flipped the light
switch on and frowned. “You have got to be bloody kidding
me.”

Living briefly with Ian
back at Fitzgaren had taught Ryan that his youngest brother, like
most boys his age, wasn’t the neatest person. However, what shocked
him more was the décor in the room.

Posters of Shakespeare,
Lord Byron, John Barrymore, and other older writers or actors
littered his walls with a Celtic trinity knot poster hang over the
neatly made bed.

“What’s with the skull?” he
asked Molly after picking up a simple plastic skull that he
detected no images from – and was hoping he wouldn’t since that
would mean his baby brother was into a bit more than Kerry
thought.

“It’s a leftover prop from
Ian’s first play,” she answered, stepping cautiously into the room
to see the black haired Irishman scanning the room with an expert
eye. “Hamlet or Macbeth, I forget which he said.”

Sitting the skull back on the shelf,
Ryan didn’t have to use much power to know that someone had been
through this room and that someone had been careful not to leave
clues.

Too careful, since Ryan
knew his brother couldn’t make a bed without creases or lumps and
the bed in this room had perfect military creases.

“Take a look around and see
if everything is where it was when you were last here,” he told
her, heading for the closet for a look.

Opening it slowly, Ryan shifted the
clothes aside to tap the back of the closet on instinct and years
of looking for hidden doors in places.

“Well, it’s too clean in
here, so someone has been here,” Molly called out, running a finger
over a spotless desk. “Ian’s a great student and a wonderful actor
but his cleaning skills leave a lot to be desired. I do a better
job and my Granny’s always saying how bad that is,” she
stated.

“Yep, that’s what our
housekeeper says too,” Ryan muttered, moving to the book shelves to
see dozens of poetry books, some classic stories and a few more
modern novels that made him roll his eyes. Then he caught the other
selections that were shoved way in the back and his concern
tripled.

Several books showed sign of intense
study, some with pages or paragraphs marked and a couple had sheets
of notes stuffed inside. “Since when did he learn shorthand or
whatever the bloody hell this is?” he muttered sourly, having no
clue what the notes said but knowing what the books
were.

“Molly, Ian shared what he
was with you but did you ever see him practice?” he asked without
looking up, looking closer at the books and not liking the feelings
that he was getting.

Shifting from where she was sitting on
the floor, looking for something in the desk, Molly considered the
answer. “He was still wary about that since I think in some ways
his powers scared him, so no,” she frowned upon seeing Ryan’s
expression. “Why? What did you find?”

“Something I don’t like,”
he muttered, showing her one of the books. “Any ideas if these were
by any chance more props for some play or class or something that
wouldn’t make me concerned?”

Biting her lip at the book
on satanic rituals, Molly shook her head slowly. “No, but those may
tie in to some of his dreams that he said he didn’t want to mention
to you or your brothers.”

“He has the damn gift of
sight,” Ryan swore under his breath, shoving the books into the bag
that Molly had brought with her. “Only Kerry can control that power
to any degree and we didn’t even know that Ian had it. What was he
seeing?” he demanded, feeling the pain growing in his head again as
it did when he used his powers a lot or great evil was
close.

“Demons, mutated or
slaughtered animals, blood, and…” the girl turned away from his
intense eyes.

Feeling more than seeing her fear, Ryan
made himself go slow when he reached for her. “Molly, to help Ian
we need to know what he was doing or what was happening,” he spoke
gently, laying a hand on her shoulder and instantly felt her
feelings of fear and concern but he also felt her deeper ones.
“What was Ian seeing that would make him have these?”

“Death, he was seeing his
death at the hands of those he loved,” she whispered, turning to
meet Ryan’s startled eyes with tears shining. “He said that he was
always afraid of being abandoned or of being lost because that was
what he had been told as a child, but that no matter what the
dreams said that he didn’t think his brothers would…”

Shock more than anger shot
through Ryan and his eyes showed both but he quickly buried it,
pulling away from the girl to stare hard at the well-made
bed.

“He thought that one of us
would…” he cut off, anger simmering when he picked up a worn out
stuffed elephant that he recalled had been a gift on Ian’s first
birthday. “Who told him that he’d been abandoned?” he demanded
suddenly, feeling his brother in the stuffed toy and feeling the
loss and fear.

“I guess he heard it from
his foster parents when he was growing up – that your oldest
brother had been offered the chance to keep Ian but he refused.”
Molly didn’t say how sad her friend had looked when he repeated
that.

A sharp crack from within the room told
her more than the simmering rage in Ryan’s eyes ever could. “They
lied to him, right?”

“Kerry fought our paternal
grandmother, Kathleen Fitzgerald, to keep all of us but she
insisted that we get split up so that he could concentrate on his
own life,” Ryan slowly replied, fighting not to grit his
teeth.

“I went to Clare, Mac went
to County Cork, and Roarke went through the torments of hell in
Mayo thanks to Kathleen, while Ian lived here in Dublin with the
perfect Mr. and Mrs. Sullivan,” he went on slowly, looking down at
the toy in his hand. “Kerry fought for us, especially for Ian since
he was the baby but it didn’t do any good. Brandon and his wife
kept Ian but they couldn’t keep him away from us though they never
liked when I’d drop in.”

“I think Ian was scared of
his foster…Mrs. Sullivan because he’d start to say things then he’d
stop,” Molly couldn’t explain that. “I met them once and she always
seemed cold, controlling, and when I shook her hand…I saw
fire.”

Ryan’s gaze shot to her own, both
impressed and concerned. “Well Molly girl, it looks like big
brother Mac was right about you,” he grinned, wincing as a sharp
pain went through his head. “You said that Ian kept a
book?”

“Yeah, it should have been
in the desk but he might have moved it.” Molly was ticked that her
friend picked that time to be neat.

“Keep looking while I call
Mac and fill him in on some things to keep an eye out for while
visiting the Sullivan’s.” Ryan reached for his cell phone. “Any
idea why Ian believed that he’d die?”

As Molly got down on the floor to peek
under the bed, she let out a small grunt before pulling out a
chest. “All he’d say was that if something happened to him and if I
found out about it that I should tell his brothers to ask Brandon,
I’m guessing that he meant his foster father, about Emily because
he’d be dead before he hit nineteen just like her.”

“Okay, I seriously don’t
care for that,” he sighed, starting to offer to pick the lock on
the chest when it popped open easily. “Well, you are certainly full
of surprises, Molly Brianna Jackson.”

“I have eight brothers and
grew up in Boston with loads of cousins,” she shrugged with a grin.
“Daddy would still spit nails if he knew what the boys taught me on
his trips out of town.”

Ryan considered then
groaned. “What is it with you and Maggie having so many brothers?”
he asked aloud, shifting away as the phone on the other end picked
up. “Hey, how’s the interviewing going?”

Across town in Dublin’s more expensive
suburb, Patrick ‘Mac’ Fitzgerald rolled his eyes while stepping out
of the parlor so he’d have more privacy.

“Try having a tooth pulled
without any painkillers,” he sighed, rubbing his neck. “That’s what
listening to Sybil Sullivan is like. Too sweet, too nice and all
the time I’m waiting for a knife to be thrown at us.”

Watching Molly go through things that
Ian had clearly meant for no one else to find, Ryan leaned on the
dresser next to the window so that he could look
outside.

“I’d tell Maggie to put on
more pressure then because I’m thinking that they have more to do
with things than they’re letting on,” he remarked easily, kneeling
down to peek into the chest to see various tools for spell
casting.

Much to Ryan’s surprise, his brother
had an impressive collection of crystals, herbs, candles, an old if
tiny cauldron, a deck of tarot cards, and an athame.

However, what concerned him was the
stained dagger laying in a black velvet cloth.

“He’s got books on satanic
rituals and other things that really don’t have much to do with
White magic, Mac, and Molly said that when she met Sybil she
pictured fire,” Ryan went on grimly, hearing his brother draw in a
breath. “He’s got notes in a couple of the books but they’re in
shorthand or some language that I can’t read.”

Considering that, Mac didn’t like it
nor did he like the images that were beginning to flash. “Did you
find the book that Molly said he kept?”

“Here it is!” Molly held up
a leather bound book with a clasp, pleased that she had located it
but then something else caught her attention. “Ryan?”

Mac had heard her and breathed a sigh
of relief. “Get out of there, Ryan,” he instructed quickly, not
caring for what he was picking up now. “Ryan, damn it, take Molly
and get out.”

Even though he knew his brother
couldn’t see him, Ryan smirked. “Mac, I think I can handle…” he
drew off slowly when four armed campus security guards appeared in
the door to the room. “I don’t suppose you blokes care to listen to
my explanation about this, right?”

The first guard, a large,
burly man who was well over six foot tall and probably outweighed
Ryan by a good seventy-five pounds chuckled, removing his mirrored
glassed to show eyes that were as black as coal.

“Your mother taught you
about breaking and entering didn’t she, Ryan?” he scoffed, the
voice echoing deep and clearly not his own.

“Ah, shit,” Ryan muttered,
slowly moving so that he was between Molly and the guards and then
remembering that his brother was on the cell phone. “Mac, what are
Kerry’s rules about using magic or frying guards?” he asked
casually while removing his black leather jacket.

Mac scowled at the phone in his hand.
“You know that Kerry would bitch for a week if you used offensive
magic on normal people, Ry,” he sighed.

“Uh-huh,” Ryan held the
phone between his shoulder and neck while handing his jacket back
to Molly who was watching the scene unfold warily. “Does that rule
still apply if they’re possessed by the bad guy?”

“It doesn’t matter what
kind of…” Mac stopped as it dawned on him what he’d heard. “Shit!
Ryan, get out now!”

As the four guards entered, blocking
the only way out, Ryan knew that option wasn’t in the cards even as
a blow of power took his phone from his hand.

“Ryan!” Mac snapped when
the call ended abruptly, swearing and yelling silently for Kerry
and Roarke.

“Get in the closet, Molly,
and stay there,” he ordered the girl, eyes going dark as his powers
increased slowly. “Call Kerry, Mac. I’ll handle this
lot.”

“You have too much pride
and overconfidence, Ryan,” the guard spoke with malice, his black
eyes looking at Molly. “I wonder if this one will be as tasty as
Roarke’s little whore?”

Ryan’s eyes sparked and he
lifted a finger to ignite his power and send a wave of energy out
to block the guards.

“You’ll never find out,
bastard, as she’s not for you,” he gritted, backing up more but
knowing that in the small dorm room he didn’t dare cut loose with
even a fraction of his power for fear of harming Molly. “Where’s my
brother?”

A shorter guard threw a punch that the
security expert easily dodged but he felt the blade of the third
man slice through his side.

“Bad move, mate,” Ryan
hissed, fighting the black pain caused by the knife and flame shot
from his fingers to rip through the guard, who screamed and fell to
the floor. “Molly! Run!” he snapped, refusing to allow the girl to
come to harm.

Aware of the danger they were both in,
Molly Jackson was still hesitant to leave the black haired Irishman
alone to face three to one odds. “I can’t leave…”

The larger guard used a surprising
burst of strength to knock Ryan back through the desk and had him
crashing to the floor.

“Run, girl,” a voice spoke
in her head and she realized that her presence was keeping him from
cutting loose.

Eyeing the distance between the closet
where she had taken shelter to the door told her that the odds of
her escaping with the book that they needed were slim.

Shoving the book into her bag, she
quickly wrapped his jacket around the bag and cast the fastest
spell that she could think of over both and then made a break for
the door.

“Get to Kerry and tell
him…argh!” Ryan went down as an electric blue light seared through
his body but before he crashed to the floor he was able to block
the guards from attacking Molly.

Looking back briefly, Molly
swore but jerked the door open to run when she hit solid rock.
“Merdre,” she
muttered, rubbing her head and looking up at a near
giant.

“My master desires to meet
with you, American,” he spoke, easily lifting the struggling girl
up by her throat. “The Master and Mistresses know how easy it is to
control the spawns of Fitzgerald through their women and you will
suit his purpose fine enough.”

Molly fought uselessly in his grasp,
hearing herself scream once before darkness came for
her.

“Molly?” Ryan heard her
scream and saw the girl in the grip of something he had seen only
in night terrors but before he could clear his head enough to
summon a spell, burning pain cut into his head and brought him to
his knees.

The first possessed guard smiled
evilly, having taken a curved blade from the chest. “Your baby
brother has an interesting collection of ceremonial blades, Ryan
Fitzgerald,” he mused, testing the edge on his finger.

“It was a shame that
Sebastian needed him like this as his destiny was ever to be used
for the family’s greater good.” He shifted the blade for a better
grip and prepared to shove it into the Irishman’s exposed
back.

Ryan knew of the danger but with the
burning cut on his side and the agony shooting through his head, he
couldn’t bring up a spell to ward off this mere physical
attack.

An accomplished gambler, he knew that
this was one gamble that wouldn’t be paying off for him as the
guard slashed the knife down.
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Dublin, Ireland

Pulling the rental car up
to the curb outside of the highly decorated home of Brandon and
Sybil Sullivan in one of Dublin’s more expensive neighborhoods,
Patrick ‘Mac’ Fitzgerald sat still for a moment to just
look.

While all of them had tried to keep
some contact in their youngest brother’s life while he was growing
up, Mac had to admit that normally he would arrange to meet Brandon
in a nearby park rather than come to the house. Something about
this house bothered him and that still hadn’t changed.

“This is where Ian grew
up?” Mary Margaret Cavanaugh asked from beside him as she reached
for her reporter gear. “Fancy place.”

“Yeah, Brandon was a
childhood mate of Da’s and they supposedly offered to take Ian
after Sebastian killed Mum and Da on Skelling Michael that day,” he
frowned, recalling things that still didn’t make sense.

“They wanted to legally
adopt him which Kathleen was all for but Kerry downright refused
that.”

Maggie shifted to watch him. After
spending so much time with him, she’d gotten to the point where she
could tell when things were bothering Mac.

“Is that the reason that
you don’t care for them or is there something else?” she asked
curiously, reaching over to straighten his tie. “You’re putting off
waves of dislike, Doc.”

“I don’t dislike them,
Maggie,” he muttered, seeing her smirk at him. “Brandon was a nice
man though I always got the feeling that there was something that
he wanted to say but couldn’t.”

“Well, maybe today we’ll
see what he has to say,” she grinned, stepping from the car to
smooth down the front of her light blue pants suit.

Mac took a longer look at her and
frowned slightly, reaching to take her bag of reporter gear that he
knew contained recorders, a camera, and notebooks.

“Hey, how come you weren’t
dressed like this when you showed up on my door?” he asked,
recalling that day well and still wondering if this perky reporter
wouldn’t be the death of him yet.

“I’m going for the
professional reporter trying to help grieving foster parents look
here,” she grinned at him, taking a quick look around before
wrapping her arms around his neck to give him a quick kiss. “With
you I was going for…”

“The slightly dim-witted,
absentminded, but sexy reporter look?” Mac shot back with a grin.
“I thought that was your normal self, Mary Margaret.”

“That’s cute, Doc, real
bloody cute,” she pouted, stepping back and heading for the front
door. “I can still take Ryan up on his offer to sail off to
Cancun.”

“You’d kill him within a
week, luv,” Mac replied, turning serious as she knocked on the door
and he reached into his pocket for the glasses that he only wore
when pressed. “Here we go.”

It took several moments before the
ornate door opened to reveal a tall, slender, trim looking man in
his mid to late forties with an unruly shock of brown
hair.

“Yes?” he eyed them warily,
as if waiting for something to jump from the shadows.

“Mr. Sullivan, my name is
Maggie Cavanaugh and we spoke on the telephone,” Maggie began in a
polite and respectful manner, being careful to maintain a neutral
smile. “My newspaper is interested in speaking with you and your
wife about the recent happenings.”

The last time that Mac
could recall seeing Brandon Sullivan, about two years ago that
fall, he seemed energetic and proud of his foster son, yet he could
also recall noticing that his gaze was often sad.

This man seemed tired and
twenty years older than he was.

“I told you, Miss
Cavanaugh, that our son is not missing and that this whole affair
has been blown out of proportion by the ravings of some American
looking for attention,” Brandon remarked in a strong, clear tone,
his accent still heavy after all these years. “Now, please take
your…”

Just when Mac believed that
he was going to shut the door in their faces, Maggie again showed
him another side of her personality: the stubborn pit bull that
wasn’t letting go of a story.

“My paper will run a story
regarding the mutilation of a boy up in Savernake Forest, Mr.
Sullivan,” she cut him off briskly, her hand slapping against the
door.

“Your foster son, Ian
Fitzgerald, knew this boy, went to Trinity University with him.
Toby Armstrong, according to my sources and I can supply images,
was torn to shreds by something that had nothing to do with
wolves.” Maggie was pleased to see the other man looking uneasy as
she went on.

“Fifteen years ago, you and
your wife took in a three year old lad whose parents had been
slaughtered in much the same way as Toby Armstrong, now he’s dead,
your foster son has vanished and no one seems to be very worried
about that,” she arched one fine brow. “Now, my paper can run the
story this way, making your family, the school, and others in
authority look bleedin’ bad or you can tell me your side of this
and why you don’t feel that your foster son is in any
danger.”

Pausing, Maggie added one final dig.
“My paper is interested in anything about the Fitzgerald brothers
and with the fifteenth anniversary of their last performance coming
up, it will also be relatively simple to bring attention back to
the fact that you raised the youngest of that family and yet you
seem unconcerned.”

Staring down at the cool, firm eyes of
the reporter, Brandon Sullivan seemed to consider the options
before finally stepping back. “Come in and have a seat in the
parlor,” he invited. “I’ll find my wife.”

Waiting until he had walked
down the hall, Mac turned to give Maggie a quick and hard kiss.
“That was bloody inspired, Mary Margaret.” He still wasn’t certain
how she’d done it and if it had been his brothers then he’d have
wondered if magic had been used.

Knowing that Maggie, a
hereditary witch, didn’t like to use her skills in that fashion, he
knew that she had gotten them into the Sullivan’s well kept, highly
decorated home all on her own.

“That little speech got us
in the door, Doc,” she sighed, a feeling in her gut saying that
this next stage wouldn’t be as simple. “I think he’s the weak link.
I don’t think his wife will be as easy to talk my way
around.”

Chuckling, Mac sat her bag down so that
she could get out a digital recorder and a small notebook. “Maggie,
I grew up with Ryan and Roarke fighting every time our mother
turned around. If I could handle them, I can handle Sybil
Sullivan.”

A step sounded announcing
the arrival of the couple and as Mac looked up his feelings, both
physical and emotional, turned bad.

“Miss Cavanaugh, Brandon
says that you’re doing a story for your paper,” a soft voice with a
musical lilting Irish accent spoke from the door. “I fear that you
came all this way for nothing as there is no big
mystery.”

Maggie had been working up
a pitch for the woman when she all but felt the change come over
Mac as he looked up at Sybil Sullivan.

It had nearly been ten years since he
had laid eyes on the woman and now when he looked up, expecting to
see a slightly older version, he was taken aback to see that she
had hardly aged a day.

Sybil Sinead Sullivan had
always been a beautiful woman, a fact that she had never denied.
Taller than her husband at almost 5’7”, she wore a well tailored
dress of a deep maroon with gold trim, her fingers carried several
rings and her mascara lined eyes showed no signs of grief or
concern.

More to Mac’s concern however was the
simple fact that as soon as he laid eyes on her every sense he had
started screaming bloody murder.

“Well, Mrs. Sullivan,
unless you can produce your foster son to me so he can tell me what
happened in those woods then I think there is a mystery,” Maggie
countered with a sweet smile. “As I explained to Mr. Sullivan,
there are too many things unaccounted for that ring similar to how
his actual parents died.”

Sitting down in a deeply cushioned
chair, Sybil smiled and let a hand brush at her strawberry blond
hair, almost dismissively. “Nonsense,” she scoffed, at ease in her
element as she crossed her legs at the knee to allow her dress to
slide up slightly.

“Toryn and Brenna’s deaths
were the results of a lost and angry child looking to get revenge
on no longer being the sole object of their attention,” she replied
calmly, then appeared to consider her next words while regarding
Maggie. “I do hope you will use this with caution as Mrs.
Fitzgerald would be deeply upset to learn this dark secret got
out.”

Shifting a wary look toward Mac, Maggie
coughed slightly. “What secret?” she asked, though already guessing
how this was going to play out.

“Ian, the poor innocent
baby, has no idea that the stories told of his parents deaths were
lies to hide the awful truth that his own brother killed Toryn and
sweet Brenna.” Sybil shook her head sadly. “That’s why when
Kathleen asked us, we immediately agreed to remove Ian from the
hell that he’d be in otherwise.”

Struggling to maintain his outer
composure, to not show the rage that was building, Mac made himself
count backward from five thousand until he was certain that he
wouldn’t break his own vows.

“Down, Doc,” Maggie thought
harshly as if picking up his bitterness and anger. “That must have
been hard on you,” she said aloud, and shifted a look at notes that
she’d made after doing a routine background check. “A young couple
who had just lost a child, taking in someone else’s son to raise
but knowing he’d never be your own fully.”

“We wanted to adopt Ian but
his oldest brother contested that and we decided not to upset the
lad anymore than he was,” Brandon spoke slowly, as a housekeeper
entered carrying a tow-headed girl of about three years old wearing
a pink dress.

Maggie saw Mac frown and picked up on
his questions. “What a lovely little girl,” she smiled at the child
as Sybil took her from the older housekeeper.
“Babysitting?”

With a laugh, Sybil lightly stroked the
child’s hair. “No, this is Bridget,” she explained, smiling. “Our
daughter.”

Hearing Mac nearly choke,
Maggie was quick to go on. “What happened on your foster son’s trip
a few weeks ago?” she asked curiously. “You don’t seem alarmed by
the fact that he’s vanished.”

“Miss Cavanaugh, Ian is
eighteen years old and was clearly upset by whatever happened in
those awful woods,” Sybil smiled, handing the child to her husband
so she could focus on the reporter and the man with her. “Ian,
while smart, has always been a bit flighty and unpredictable.
That’s one of the reasons that Brandon and I didn’t want him to go
to college this soon.”

“We thought Ian should take
some time to explore his opportunities,” Brandon broke in. “Sybil’s
family wanted Ian to intern with them for awhile,” he
murmured.

Mac didn’t buy that since
he knew from his own checks that Sybil had no immediate family to
speak of or that they knew of. Before he could bring that up, he
felt his cell phone vibrate.

Leaving Maggie to ask the questions, he
flipped the phone open to check the ID screen and nearly frowned as
he saw Ryan’s number pop up.

“Excuse me, it’s a member
of the crew so I should take this,” he gave a small apologetic
smile to the Sullivan’s but as he passed by her, his hand pressed
against Maggie’s back.

Reading that by crew he meant that it
was one of his brothers on the phone, she chose to keep talking.
“What do you believe happened in Savernake Forest?” she asked of
the couple, watching for reactions.

Brandon shifted restlessly but Sybil
merely shook her head, reaching for the antique teapot to pour
afternoon tea. “A terrible thing really, that poor boy being
attacked by wolves,” she sniffed, offering Maggie tea.

“What makes you think that
your foster son wasn’t also ‘attacked’ by the so-called wolves?”
Maggie countered, shaking her head to the offer of tea while
watching Mac in a mirror on the wall and by his expression knew
that Ryan had called.

“Or do you think that Ian’s
Claddagh medal would have protected him?” she dropped the question
innocently and wasn’t disappointed to see Brandon look up
quickly.

“If he hadn’t dropped it
then I’m sure it might…” Sybil stopped in mid sentence at her
husband’s cough, looking coolly at the red haired woman. “I mean,
one of the local police up there told Bran that Ian’s Claddagh had
been found and…”

Maggie tuned the rest out,
her gut warning her that they had gotten onto the right track. “You
mentioned an American before,” slipping away onto to safer grounds
since her senses warned her of danger. “Who would that
be?”

“A Yank that Ian went to
school with,” Sybil shook her head in mild disgust. “So much lower
than him in class, a mixed breed girl as it was, and she’s so
mentally ill that she’s making up silly stories.”

Taking a sip of tea, she looked up at
her nervous husband with a smile. “The Dean assured me that he was
arranging for her to have a…mental exam and that she wouldn’t be a
threat to anyone else pretty soon.”

Not caring for the tone or the hidden
meaning of those words, Maggie was about to ask something when Mac
shot a mental comment at her and she frowned more. “What does the
name Emily mean to either of you?”

China clattered as Sybil
sat her cup down a little too hard, clearly not expecting the
question. “Why do you ask?”

“It came up it some
background research, that’s all,” Maggie deadpanned the counter
question, feeling Mac get more agitated. “Who is she?”

Sybil stood up to go look
out the window onto the street while Brandon sat the toddler on the
floor. “Emily was our foster daughter,” he finally replied, going
on slowly. “She was killed on the night of her nineteenth birthday
while returning from a party. Ian would only have been with us
about six months at the time.”

“Let me see if I understand
this correctly, Mr. Sullivan.” Maggie was adding timelines in her
head and not caring for what she was coming up with.

“You and your wife had a
child die in his sleep when he was just a little over three years
old, you took in Ian when he’s three years old but lose a foster
daughter the night she turns nineteen. Ian’s close to turning
nineteen himself, now he vanishes, and you’re adopting another
child who happens to be three years old,” Maggie shifted a look at
the man then over to his wife. “Is there something that you’d like
to explain as to why that all seems a little hard to
believe?”

Brandon was biting his lip, clearly
uneasy as Maggie’s green eyes drilled into his. “Miss
Cavanaugh…”

“Shit!” Mac snapped, eyes
flashing as he came back in. “We need to go, Mary Margaret,” he
spoke quickly, anger and concern evident in his voice.

“Is there something wrong,
Miss Cavanaugh?” Sybil inquired smoothly, turning around to gaze at
them with eyes that remained cool but unpleasant. “A sudden
unexpected turn of events that…”

Mac stepped between the women, jerking
off the glasses to meet the gaze full on. “You know damn good and
well what has happened, Sybil,” he accused, glaring hard as Maggie
snatched up her recorder. “You knew that Ryan would be attacked if
he went to Ian’s dorm just like you know more about Ian’s
disappearance.”

Not making excuses if she
did or didn’t, she gazed fully at Mac for the first time. “Do I
know you, Mister…?”

“Fitzgerald, Sybil, and
yes, you know me,” he replied evenly, eyes flashing dangerously as
he still could hear his brother’s call getting cut off and didn’t
like that he could not reach out to him.

Pleased when he saw both
Sullivans’ eyes widen slightly, he went on in a tone that Maggie
had heard him use twice since they had met.

“I am Patrick MacKinley
Fitzgerald, second born son to Toryn and Brenna Fitzgerald. I vow
this to you now Sybil Sullivan, the minute that I have proof that
you know what happened to Ian, or that you knew about the guards at
Trinity being possessed by Sebastian’s power, I will ruin you,” he
spoke low and slow but the threat was plain in his darkening
blue-gray eyes.

“Later, Doc,” Maggie
snapped, grabbing his arm. “If Ryan and Molly are in trouble then
we need to go.”

Giving the couple another look, Mac
finally nodded and started to turn away when her voice stopped
him.

“Tell me, Patrick, does
your brother Roarke still have that terrible phobia about closed in
places or of being touched?” she asked, lifting her new daughter
into her arms.

“You stay away from my
brothers,” he gritted, beginning to turn when Maggie gave a hard
yank. “Protect your own family, Sybil and steer clear of
mine.”

Maggie snapped something under her
breath, jerking him out the door and toward the car. “You call
Kerry and Roarke, I’ll drive,” she urged quickly, suddenly wanting
very much to be away from this house. “I know a
shortcut.”

“Ry cut off but I heard
Molly scream so hurry, Maggie,” he took a deep breath, wanting to
cleanse the bad vibes that he’d gotten toward the end away but
knowing he didn’t have time. “She’s involved in this. I know
it.”

“Yeah, Doc, so do I, but
the vibes I got off that woman weren’t even like I felt from
Sebastian,” she muttered. “She’s something way beyond what I think
we were thinking.”

Remembering what Ryan had mentioned
he’d found made Mac wonder just what else Sybil Sullivan was and
how she was involved in this.

Though right then he had
the worry of getting to Trinity University in one piece with the
way Maggie was driving. “Mary Margaret, for the love of God, watch
where you’re going!”

Back at the Sullivan house, Sybil had
calmly laid the toddler down for her nap before rejoining her
husband in the parlor. “I suppose I should have expected one of
Toryn’s sons to come visiting.”

“Damn it, Syb,” Brandon
snapped, slapping a glass with brandy in it down hard on the bar.
“You told me that Ian was fine, that a friend took him out of those
woods, and that he was recovering elsewhere until this nightmare is
over again,” he fought to keep his voice low but the things that
Maggie had said were making him wonder.

“Did you lie to me again?”
he demanded. “Sybil, you swore after Emily that it wouldn’t happen
again. Ian…oh my God, Sybil,…”

Pouring a drink, the woman smiled
easily at her husband. “Emily was a troubled girl who got herself
killed that night and Ian, Toryn’s beloved little light, is beyond
the destiny that the family had chosen him for,” she replied sadly.
“Pity as he would have suffered less if Kathleen wouldn’t have
needed him.”

Finishing her drink, she
reached for her purse. “Watch over Bridget, Bran, as I’m off to the
store for a new dress for the ceremony in a few days,” she urged,
kissing him lightly. “It’ll all be fine soon my dear heart, though
I may have to see if Kathleen will loan me Ian’s little chum in his
place.”

Sitting down at the bar, staring at his
drink Brandon Sullivan lowered his head to the bar. “May the Lord
preserve me and may you forgive me, Toryn,” he whispered, fear of
what his wife had become keeping him from acting on the one thing
that could still save the life of a boy he loved.
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Police Headquarters,
Dublin, Ireland:

“No, Peter, you cannot take
a scalpel to the local coroner,” Jessica Hadley spoke into her cell
phone, rolling her eyes. “Just examine the body, get the data, and
call back without making enemies.”

Leaning against the bumper
of the car outside of impressive stone structure that was the
headquarters to the local Police force in Dublin, Roarke Fitzgerald
smirked.

Knowing how members of the
Mavericks, the main subsidiary team of Hadley Enterprises, reacted
to things and people, the first reaction to their main medic didn’t
surprise him.

Turning the collar of his
jacket up against a stiff wind that blew his unruly black wavy hair
into his eyes, Roarke let his eyes roam the people on the street
and his surroundings with a caution born of years of childhood
abuse.

Abuse suffered at the hands
of the foster family that his paternal grandmother had placed him
in the care of.

In addition, he liked to
think his more cautious nature came from the years of covert
activity that he had done.

Watching Jessica finish the call, he
smiled slightly before his thoughts turned dark as they again went
to his younger brother and wondered where he was and what was
happening.

Roarke, more than his brothers, knew
what both Sebastian and their grandmother were capable of
doing.

His greatest hope was that
either Ian was strong enough to resist Sebastian or that he was
just being used as a tool to get at the rest of them. However, the
cold feeling in his gut told him that his brother was in dire
danger and needed them quickly.

“Luv?” a soft voice next to
him made him glance down to realize that Jessica had been speaking
to him for the past several minutes and now was watching him with
concern in her eyes.

“I’m fine, Jess,” he
assured her with a wane smile. “I was just thinking to
myself.”

Jessica had a hunch that she knew what
he had been thinking of but didn’t mention it.

Instead, she turned to eye
the building with caution, not caring for police in any country
despite being a free agent for various agencies in the government
field.

“Peter says that Cam is
already inside talking with the Chief Inspector,” she announced,
seeing his grim eyes take on a brighter light while thinking the
same thing. “Yes, odds are good that he’s probably either shot
someone or got himself arrested.”

Unzipping his jacket so he’d have quick
access to the sheathed weapon he carried, Roarke held out a hand.
“Let’s go find out then, luv.”

Opening the door to the building,
instincts kicked in from his days working covert operations,
security, and things that he’d rather not recall doing.

Expecting the usual police
bureaucracy, both Roarke and Jessica were surprised when they were
simply ushered through the front security and back toward the Chief
Inspector’s office.

Voices were clearly heard coming from
the office as Chief Inspector Liam Shea bellowed.

Shea, a long time officer
of law in Dublin, was a well-built native to the city. 6’7” tall
with red hair that had a tinge of gray, he was a former boxer in
his youth; he tried to still keep his 230-pound form in
shape.

While he admitted that he
couldn’t keep up with the younger officers on his force, he still
ruled with an iron fist and usually could intimidate with just a
hard look on his rugged face.

At least until that morning
when the tall, black haired Yank arrived with papers signed by the
Prime Minister and Shea’s direct superior, and it became plain the
man wasn’t going to be intimidated by a mere look or his
bellowing.

Sitting across from the Inspector with
his long legs stretched out in front of him, Cameron Young shifted
a look over the mirrored sunglasses that he usually wore and gazed
at the older man with faint amusement.

“Are you done bitching
yet?” he asked curiously in a tone neutral of any accent, tapping
the official looking papers that were sitting on the cluttered
desktop. “If not and to cut this short, since I am working on a bit
of a time crunch, I could just call the PM’s office so you could
yell at them in whatever language it is that you’ve been cussing me
out in,” he offered easily.

“You have a smart mouth on
you, Yank,” Shea growled, snatching the paper signed by the Prime
Minister to read it over again. “Smart mouth blokes usually get
tossed into a cell in my district.”

Despite the seriousness of what he was
looking into, the older cop was the most amusing thing that Cameron
had dealt with in weeks.

“Yeah, you try that and I
can promise that your retirement will come a helluva lot sooner
than eighteen months,” he smiled, leaning forward to finally remove
his glasses and eye the cop levelly.

“Let me explain this,
Inspector,” he began coolly, feeling the hair on the back of his
neck lift, which usually meant either his employer was close or
there was a Fitzgerald brother nearby with their power close to the
surface.

Either choice, Cameron
knew, would not be good in a building filled with cops determined
to stall them.

“Now, my medic is with the
local coroner going over the body of Toby Armstrong. I already know
what I think he’ll find and I’m halfway certain that you know that
I know what he’ll find, so the question is do you stop giving me
crap or do you start doing your job?” he demanded, seeing the man
scowl back at him.

“Now, you wouldn’t be
accusing me of not doing my duty in upholdin’ the law, would you,
lad?” Shea glowered, starting to shift in his seat to stand when
his door opening had him looking over.

“Got on his bad side
already, mate?” Roarke asked, picking up the negative vibrations in
the office even before he opened the door.

Cameron snorted, waving that comment
off. “Hell, I did that the first five seconds that I walked in
here. I think I broke my own personal record for pissing someone
off,” he stated, grinning. “I honestly don’t think that he’s a bad
person, just a little ticked that we have more power in this
investigation.”

“According to others, there
is no investigations,” Shea rolled his eyes, his old cop senses
coming back as his looked at this black haired, blue-gray eyed new
arrival. “The lad in question is one of those spoiled, troubled
ones who get into trouble and expect their parents to bail ‘em out
then they…”

He stopped in mid-sentence as the water
in the water cooler out in the outer office actually seemed to
boil.

“My brother is not spoiled,
Inspector,” Roarke spoke evenly but the usually quiet and casual
accent that he spoke with had all but vanished in his anger, his
voice going cold and quiet.

“Ian’s worked hard for
every damn thing he’s gained in life and the Sullivan family sure
as bloody hell are not his parents. Ian’s parents, our parents, are
dead and I would thank you to not refer to those people as
his.”

Knowing well the danger
that Roarke could be when upset or angered, Cameron stood up in
order to carefully, if casually, place himself between the former
Irish singer and the police Inspector while Jessica’s hand laid on
her friend’s arm.

“Hearts and minds, pal,” he
chuckled, looking back at the portly looking officer. “Inspector
Liam Shea, my employer Jessica Hadley and our friend and Ian
Fitzgerald’s older brother, Roarke,” he introduced, seeing a
startled look come into the older man’s eyes.

Shea took a step back from
his desk to eye the young man whom was still glaring at him with a
much closer look. “Fitzgerald…” he murmured, thinking when it
finally hit him. “Bloody hell, it never dawned on me about that
name until I saw this one,” he muttered, sitting back down slowly
but keeping his eyes on Roarke.

Curious, Jessica nudged
Roarke’s arm lightly. “I know damn good and well that you haven’t
been back to Ireland until a few months ago, but what are the odds
that Ry probably got himself on the police’s bad side one time?”
she questioned curiously.

“Ryan?” despite his
emotions, that question made him laugh. “Jessie, luv, Ryan gets on
the bad side of the police in any country, city, or hemisphere that
he goes to,” Roarke replied, not caring for the intense scrutiny of
the cop. “Fitzgerald is a common name in Ireland so
what’s…”

“You’re one of Toryn’s
lads,” Shea interrupted him smoothly, seeing the uneasy look that
entered the young man’s eyes. “You’re the next to last one if I had
to chance a guess on it.”

A man who guarded his
privacy and identity, Roarke’s already rigid stance was close to
going to the next step, a near reflexive combat wariness that both
of his friends were aware could go deadly in a second.

“What do you know of my
family if you didn’t even recognize Ian’s name?” Roarke demanded, a
natural instinct warning him of possible danger but the onyx stone
he wore along with the Trinity medal didn’t go warm as it did when
a threat was close.

“Toryn’s third son had a
wilder look in those eyes of his,” Shea spoke, chuckling. “I told
your Da once that that one would be a handful as he
grew.”

Always wanting to know who and what
they were dealing with, Jessica shot her subsidiary leader a hard
look. “Background check?” she spoke over a radio link that would
carry her words without a sound to Cameron.

Swearing sourly about this
unexpected development, Cameron only shrugged. “I did run one,” he
complained bitterly. “Shea’s a native of Dublin, a former boxer
before going into law enforcement full time. Nothing in that check
hinted that he would know Roarke’s old man.”

Meeting the police Inspector’s gaze
full on, Roarke sought answers of his own but didn’t feel any
negative intentions. “How did you know Da?” he inquired.

“My own sainted Mum was ill
with cancer and your Mum would often, when time would allow, bring
you lads up to visit her,” Shea replied, not blinking from the
intense look that was examining him. “Your Da would come along
sometimes and we’d chat on the patio while Brenna and Mum talked
and you and your one brother would play in the yard,” he hesitated
before continuing with a laugh. “Well, fight is more like it which
is why I told Toryn that he’d have his hands full with that
one.”

“Had to be Ryan,” Jessica
muttered, still not quite ready to trust this gruff Irishman. “You
didn’t recognize Ian’s name but…”

Nodding, Shea finally
reached for a folder. “When I was handed the case, the surname on
it was Sullivan and after personally speaking with Mrs. Sullivan, I
got the idea that her…” he stopped at the hot look shot his
direction. “That the boy had run away after a fight with the family
over college, at least that’s what she told me.”

Sitting back down only after he was
partially certain that Roarke wasn’t going to either pull a weapon
or fry the Inspector, Cameron didn’t like that answer.

“That woman’s telling a lot
of stories, isn’t she?” he asked, knowing from what Jessica had
relayed earlier what the original story was.

“Sure seems like it,”
Roarke frowned, hoping that Mac could get clearer answers from the
couple so they could finally know the truth of what happened.
“Ian’s never used the Sullivan name that I know of,
Inspector.”

Shea sighed, looking at the
order sent by his highest superior and the Prime Minister to over
at his visitors.

“I only saw pictures of the
lad supplied by Mrs. Sullivan and I didn’t place that he would look
as Brenna did,” he began slowly, looking at Roarke. “You look like
Toryn which is why I finally placed the name. Though it also would
explain why my superior, not the one whose name is on this letter,
told me to drop the missing person investigation and why I saw that
fancy looking older woman talking with him.”

Roarke closed his eyes,
fingers clenching. “She bought the bleedin’ cops off to abandon her
own grandson,” he gritted, having no doubt as to whom he was
referring to.

“We don’t know that your
grandmother was who he saw,” Cameron pointed out, needing to keep
him grounded and calm, but he sighed at the look he received.
“Yeah, that sounded stupid even to me but we need to keep a level
head here.”

“My baby brother has been
missing for over two bleedin’ weeks, Cam!” Roarke whirled on his
friend, eyes flashing in emotion that he didn’t bother to bury.
“Kathleen has told everyone to ignore it; his own foster parents
have done the same thing, why?”

Feeling his anxiety getting worse,
Jessica gently went to slip her arms around him in comfort. “That’s
what we’re in Dublin to find out, luv,” she murmured, meeting his
eyes. “Calm down.”

“The locals up in the area
of the incident didn’t send a lot down for us to go on.” Shea
seemed disgusted by that, finally handing the file over. “So much
of that investigation was botched from the bloody start that my
nine year old grandson could have handled it better and came away
with more clues.”

Flipping through the few pages,
Cameron’s handsome face frowned more as he read it and got more
disgusted by what he wasn’t seeing. “The cops in Great Britain in
that area claimed that the site was contaminated by the students
before they got there to do it proper,” he muttered, tossing the
file down. “They didn’t bother questioning the others on the trip
since none of them were close to the attack area.”

“SOP is to still drill
possible witnesses for information,” Jessica remarked, well aware
from growing up in a military family from Great Britain that
usually standard operating procedure would always be followed.
“What about after they returned to the University, were they
questioned on Ian?”

“My officers tried to
question the rest of class that had been on the trip,” Shea said,
spreading his hands in helpless frustration. “The Dean of Students
told me that due to the stress of the trip he had arranged for them
to see a private therapist at a retreat for the next three
months.”

“Oh, to be a fly on the
wall in that office when Kerry cuts loose on him,” Cameron
muttered, getting a better idea on who they were dealing with but
not the why. “I’d say the Dean is probably up to his beady eyeballs
in this mess.”

Roarke was about to agree
when he felt the pain shoot through his side like a burning knife.
“God, that hurts,” he hissed, grabbing his side on reflex. “I
haven’t felt pain like this since that job in the
Sudan.”

“I hated the Sudanese job,”
Cameron muttered, scowling even more as his medic walked into the
office. “Shit, you have that look that says I’m going to like what
you found out even less than what’s causing his pain.”

Peter Daniels didn’t let the tone of
his leader bother him. The prime medic for the Mavericks had heard
worse before.

A young man with short black hair and
dark eyes hidden behind wire-rimmed glasses, he took a quick look
before choosing to play medic rather than relay his
news.

“Real or a by-product?” he
asked, voice tinged with a mixture of an accent since he hadn’t
shaken the Alabama accent of his birth or the German one he’d
learned by growing up in Bonn, Germany.

“Well the last time I
looked I hadn’t been stabbed so I’d say this is something else,”
Roarke muttered, clenching his teeth when the pain increased and
spread to his back. “Bloody hell.”

Inspector Shea watched this interesting
scene silently while Jessica quickly knelt by her
friend.

“Hey, what did you find out
and did you kill that coroner?” Cameron asked of his medic, trying
to split his attention multiple ways.

“No, but not for the lack
of him being annoying,” Daniels returned in a sour tone but then
dug into his back pocket for a crumpled file folder. “Cam, wolves
usually only attack if cornered, hurt, or hungry and I’ve seen the
rare wolf victim,” he said as he handed the file to his leader.
“That boy wasn’t killed by no damn wolf, at least not one from this
dimension.”

Shooting a warning look that reminded
the medic of the local police Inspector, Cameron sighed and read
the autopsy report. “Why is he missing internal organs?” he
demanded, reading that part twice.

Still working through the pain and
increasing agitation, Roarke’s head snapped up. “What organs?” he
demanded, feeling ice cold.

“The heart, eyes, and
liver,” Cameron read from the report, meeting the eyes of his
friend. “This doesn’t sound right.”

Cameron Young had been dealing in the
weird and supernatural for about as long as he had normal troubles.
Those dealings told him that the taking of body parts wasn’t part
of any normal magical practice or spell.

That usually spelled something far
darker and much more dangerous and that worried him.

Clearly considering the same thing,
Roarke was about to suggest they call Kerry when pain hit him again
and he doubled over. This time, however, something flashed in his
mind. “Ryan,” he whispered.

By means of an inner vision
that he rarely used, Roarke saw his brother surrounded by what
appeared to be men dressed in guard uniforms, but that same sight
showed him that they were actually something far darker.

Always assured that his
older, brasher brother could handle himself, Roarke wasn’t
immediately concerned until he felt the emotions change, saw that
Ryan was actually hurt and watched a light glint off a bloodstained
dagger just as it was plunged toward his back.

“Ryan, no!” Roarke’s eyes
had gone black with the vision even as his cell phone went off in
his pocket.

“That does not fill me with
a good feeling,” Cameron muttered, snatching the phone while his
employer worked on calming Roarke down. “Talk to me.”

Listening a moment, the mercenary
rolled his eyes. “I’m talking on his phone because your damn
brother just had some kind of vision and…” he hesitated as Mac’s
voice was terse. “Shit! Yell for Kerry and I’ll see where Mike is
in this city and get a team over to the damn school.”

Shea had gotten water and
though he was curious, he had the strange feeling that what he was
witnessing was beyond a simple cop. However, Trinity University was
in his district so if something had happened there…

“What’s going on?” he
demanded briskly, seeing the black haired Yank frown.

“Peter, buzz Mike and tell
him to get his team over to the dorms at Trinity,” Cameron ordered,
kneeling on Roarke’s other side. “According to Mac, Ryan’s been
attacked by the guards and the girl that he had with him has been
kidnapped.”

Reaching for the radio to locate the
Mavericks’ second in command, Peter was off quickly.

“Demons,” Roarke whispered,
finding it hard to break contact until finally Jessica’s voice got
through to him. “They look like men and Sebastian’s energy is there
but there’s also something darker…something viler and it…oh, bloody
hell.”

Being violently ill before
he could stop it, Roarke struggled to break the link with his
brother, but he found that hard.

“Roarke, stop,” Jessica
raised her voice, placing a shaking hand on his trembling shoulder.
“Let go, luv,” she urged quickly, rubbing a hand on his
back.

Of Toryn and Brenna Fitzgerald’s five
sons, Roarke was the one who had always been the most susceptible
to energies, dark or light, and he had always been warned about
opening himself up to them.

Grasping both the shiny
black onyx stone that his father had given him on this sixth
birthday along with Jessica’s hand, he silently recited a
protection spell in his mind and slowly felt the images and
feelings withdraw.

Falling back, his long black hair
hanging into his haunted eyes while he struggled to regain breath,
strength, and composure, the lanky Irishman looked up.

“We need to go,” he
murmured quietly. “Ry needs us.”

“And I need my head
examined for getting involved in this crap again,” Cameron
muttered, extending a hand down to help his friend back to his
feet. “Let’s go.”

Inspector Shea had grabbed his hat.
“I’m going with you lot,” he announced, shoving a finger into the
Yank’s chest. “Trinity is on my watch, laddie, and if a lass has
been kidnapped then that’s a police matter.”

More amused than frustrated at that
turn of events, Cameron met his employer’s grim eyes before
shrugging. “Okay, Inspector,” he sighed. “You can come but just
remember those papers you’re holding. My people are in charge and
this may be a bit more than you’re expecting.”

“You bloody well think so,
mate?” Jessica muttered under her breath, not liking Roarke’s ashen
face or the clamminess of his hand. “I already know it’s going to
be more than we were expecting.”

Roarke seemed oblivious to the comments
as they left the police station quickly. Rather his thoughts were
still on surface scanning for his brother and not liking what he
wasn’t feeling right then.

The dark cloud slowly sifting over the
bright afternoon sun boded dire tidings as he knew well.
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Chapter 10

 


 


 


Trinity University, Dublin,
Ireland:

“Good afternoon and welcome
to Dean Quillian’s office, may I help you?” a slender, pert, and
perky looking blond secretary spoke without looking up from typing
her notes.

It was plain that it was a
normal routine, as she didn’t make a mistake in her typing. It
wasn’t until she lifted her eyes to finally see who had entered her
office that her fingers fumbled on the keys.

Kerry had learned early on
in his life how to make the greatest impression on people when he
wanted to, although since he was nineteen, he tried not to attract
too much attention unless he desired it. Knowing where he was
coming today and the hassle it would probably become, he decided it
was time that he did draw attention, both in the way he presented
himself physically, and the emotional energy he
portrayed.

The latter was harder since he found it
extremely difficult to concentrate since stepping foot into this
building.

Normally a casual dresser, his normal
attire was slacks and a shirt. Today he opted for the more formal,
slacks, pressed shirt, and matching tie and jacket, all in a
neutral color that he preferred.

His blond hair was well styled and
didn’t move as he set the dark glasses that he had been wearing up
onto the top of his head.

“Good day, Miss,” he began
easily but with just the perfect amount of cordial calmness. “Could
you buzz Dean Quillian and inform him that Kerrigan Fitzgerald is
here to see him?”

Blinking at the handsome Irishman that
was standing in front of her desk, she stared for a couple seconds
more before something akin to amused patience lit his eyes and she
snapped back.

“Oh, I’m…I’m so sorry
but…but the Dean is…” she stammered in an accent that got heavier
the more flustered she became.

Not surprised by this
excuse, Kerry’s smile remained but it seemed to tighten slightly.
“Yes, he’s been too busy to speak with me since my brother vanished
off the face of this bleedin’ planet,” he replied, going on in a
more formal tone. “That’s fine, I can discuss my business to
withdraw my donation and grant money with his
superiors.”

Kerry had just started to turn away
when the secretary quickly stood up, motioning him to
wait.

“I’ll just pop into his
office and see if he can’t take a moment to speak with you, Mr.
Fitzgerald,” she said, then immediately knocked on the closed door
before stepping inside.

Taking the time while she
was gone to get a firmer grasp on the feelings that being here was
giving him, Kerry couldn’t help but hope that the others stayed out
of too much trouble.

“Mr. Fitzgerald, Dean
Quillian will see you now,” the perky blond announced as she
reentered the office with a bit more caution now. “He’s deeply
sorry about the miscommunication before.”

“Oh, I’m just sure he is,
lass,” Kerry smiled back at her, stepping into the Dean’s office
and almost feeling like a fist slammed into his chest, so thick and
oppressive was the atmosphere that he walked into.

The Dean was just as Kerry
remembered him to be when they had last spoken face to face over
Ian’s tuition and the donations that he was willing to make to the
University.

This time, Kerry went into the meeting
with his empathic abilities keyed low and he picked up the man’s
nervous energy. There were also other feelings that he couldn’t
place.

It wasn’t until the man finally turned
the chair around to meet his eyes that Kerry got the inklings of
danger and corruption.

“Dean Quillian, I’m so
pleased that you were finally able to pull yourself away from
whatever it was that had kept you from returning my calls these
past days,” he began cordially, the Irish accent tight and his tone
cool.

The Dean clearly wasn’t
happy by the interruption but he was an expert at hiding these
baser emotions. “Mr. Fitzgerald, Kerry, please do come in and sit
down,” he extended a hand to a chair. “Can I offer you a drink? The
trip up from Fitzgaren must have been long and
tiresome.”

Waving away the offer of a drink, Kerry
sat down slowly to face the man. “No, I’m sure that you know what
I’ve come to talk to you about or more to the point, what isn’t
being done.”

Pouring himself a drink, Quillian took
a quick sip before sitting again. “I assume you’ve heard about the
unfortunate incident up in the Savernake Forest,” he began
uneasily, not able to meet the stern blue-gray eyes across from
him.

“‘Unfortunate incident’
isn’t exactly how I’d describe my brother disappearing and the
mauling of another of your students,” Kerry replied evenly,
motioning with a hand but feeling a tightening in the back of his
mind. “My brother has been missing for nearly two weeks and I don’t
hear about it from you, your staff, or anyone here at the school. I
hear about it from one of his mates.”

Quillian couldn’t quite
keep the look of distaste off his face at this comment, coughing to
cover it. “Yes, Miss Jackson I can only assume, and you have my
deepest apologies that the poor deranged lass bothered you with his
trivial matter.” He sighed, shaking his head sadly. “She had
excellent references when she applied and of course her father’s
side of the family is considered alums of the school but I fear
that she is slightly off-sided at times.”

‘That’s not how I’d
describe her,’ Kerry thought to himself, then focused on the Dean
of Students. “Yes, Molly Jackson came to Fitzgaren to inform us
about Ian’s disappearance and that you told her to leave the matter
alone.” He pinned the now sweating man with cool eyes. “When I paid
Ian’s tuition after his scholarships fell through, I assumed that I
was leaving my brother in the care of a well thought out, dignified
place of learning.

“I believed that he would
be taught, cared for and safe while in the care of your school and
its faculty,” he went on, voice growing harder as little lights of
anger sparked in his eyes. “Where exactly did my thinking go
wrong?”

Quillian coughed, nearly gulping his
drink now. “This school takes great pride in both our curriculum,
the success of our students, and also their care while they attend
school here,” he tried to sound indignant but couldn’t quite pull
it off.

“Your own father went to
school here at one time and that’s certainly one of the reasons
that we have overlooked many of Ian’s little oddities,” he
continued, knowing that he would have to throw up some blocks to
keep this from getting worse. “His falling grades, missing classes
while he associates with that Jackson girl, and of course his
sudden dabbling in arts so dark that I had to remove him
from…”

Glass cracked in the
bookcase but the only visible evidence of Kerry’s anger was the
vein in his forehead that had started to throb slightly.

“You seriously do not want
to start slinging lies around about my brother, Quillian,” he spoke
in a low tone, leaning forward in the chair to make his
point.

“Ian has a 4.0 GPA or as
close to one since your teachers have begun to single him out and
you can’t tell me any different since I’ve already seen his
transcripts.” Kerry was pleased to see surprise in the other man’s
gaze.

“As you mentioned, my
father, both of my parents actually, attended this school and still
have friends in the higher faculty who were only too interested in
learning about Ian’s more recent troubles, including your refusal
to contact me when he vanished two bleedin’ weeks ago,” he
commented.

Waiting to be sure that he
had the man’s full attention, Kerry sat back again. “Now, you can
either tell me who is paying you off to ignore my brother’s
disappearance and to cause him trouble, or I pull all of my
donations to this school and that will put the new wing and library
in serious trouble, wouldn’t you say?”

“I certainly don’t know
what you are referring to,” the Dean snorted, insulted. “I treat
all of my students the same and any trouble that your brother is in
is of his own making and…”

This time there was no
denying the anger that flashed in Kerry’s darkening eyes as he
stood to slam his palms onto the desk. “You’re covering for a
murder and a kidnapping, you blatantly did not inform Ian’s true
family of what happened to him and by telling Molly that my
grandmother told you to ignore the situation, that gave you away
that you are deep in Kathleen’s pocket.”

Quillian began to deny those
accusations when his perky secretary poked her head into his
office, chewing her lip worriedly.

“Excuse me, Dean,” she
began, eyeing Kerry warily and clearly upset. “Mr. Dugan of
security just reported that the little matter you sent them to
handle in the dorm would soon be taken care of and that two of the
guards have taken Ms. Jackson into…”

Lights flashed in his eyes and Kerry
threw a mental spell at the door to slam in the startled woman’s
face before rounding on the now stuttering Dean of
students.

“You bloody bastard, what
in Hell’s name have you done?” he demanded harshly while silently
reaching out for his brother. ‘Ryan, you bloody fool, answer
me.’

Swallowing the sudden fear,
since he had full knowledge of what Toryn Fitzgerald’s sons were
and what they could do, Quillian shook his head. “I was told by my
superiors that due to Miss Jackson’s obvious mental breakdown, that
should she return to the school she should be taken to a hospital
for observation and…”

“Where the bloody hell is
she now, Quillian?” he demanded, still trying to reach Ryan when
the first shot of pain came and that warned him of the danger.
“Ryan, answer me!” this time he didn’t bother to make the contact
silently.

“Your brother will be dead
by now,” Quillian spoke lowly, sitting down heavily in his chair.
“The guards were ordered to take the girl since she’s important for
some reason and if they wanted to have sport with your other
brother then they…”

One of Kerry’s biggest fears, aside
from failing his brothers again, was of losing control of his
powers. He had done so only once in his life and had sworn to
always keep a tight rein on his emotions and powers so that he
never lost that control again.

This time however, his
temper and the fear of losing another of those he swore to keep
safe made his control snap and his already darkening eyes turned to
complete black smoke.

“You damned, bloody,
deceitful bastard!” he snapped, energy flashing from his hand and
nearly striking the now backpedaling school dean. “You not only
sell out students that trusted you, but you’ve all but sold your
very soul to the devil’s own consort!”

There was anger rumbling,
and he barely heard the sound of distant thunder in the clear skies
over Dublin as his power built.

“Your own Gran told me that
you won’t use your powers to hurt, Fitzgerald!” Quillian sneered,
hoping that he had been told correctly but with a sudden burst of
energy found himself slammed across the room and held to the wall
with an invisible fist to his throat.

“This advice is from a
woman who has clearly gone to the other side and wants the death of
her own blood.” Kerry could have laughed at that.

Anger made thunder roar in
his own ears and he knew that he was within an inch of breaking the
one vow that all of them had sworn never to do.

“Do what you will, so long
as it may harm none” – Brenna Kerrigan Fitzgerald had taught her
sons long ago that vow that all who held the Craft in respect
followed.

Struggling against his own temper and
the pain that was now searing in his side, Kerry shook for
control.

“Kerry, what in the bloody
hell are you up to?” Mac’s voice snapped from behind him.
“Kerry!”

Having barely survived the wild ride to
Trinity, Mac had chosen to come to the Dean’s office first to get
Kerry before heading for the dorms.

Leaving Maggie to calm the nearly
hysterical secretary, he’d entered the office to see a scene that
he had honestly never thought he ever would again.

“Kerry, damn it! Let the
man go!” he snapped again, hating this situation because while he’d
always been able to easily break Ryan and Roarke up when they’d
fight, handling Kerry’s darker emotions wasn’t quite as
easy.

“He knew all about it,
Mac,” his brother gritted, clearly fighting for control but wasn’t
to the point yet that he was willing to ease off. “He knew the
danger that Ian was in, he knew the guards would attack Molly and
Ryan and…damn it!”

Glass shattered from the bookcase and
the office windows as his rage simmered but the grip holding
Quillian finally did release and the man slid down the wall,
unconscious.

Waiting several more seconds to be
certain that his brother was back in control, Mac approached him.
“Well, that was interesting,” he snorted, shooting him a look that
would have reminded Kerry of their mother if he had been paying
attention. “Tantrum done now?”

“Shut up, Patrick,” the
eldest Fitzgerald growled with his temper still on the surface, a
fact evident by his use of his brother’s given name rather than his
nickname while jerking the sports coat off in a rare show of
frustration. “Why are you here harping on me instead of finding the
dorm and Ryan?” he demanded crossly, leaving the office to see
Maggie calming the secretary.

“You were putting off waves
of bad energy and lightning was coming from the damn windows,
Kerry,” Mac shot back as Michael White, the second in command of
the Mavericks, entered the office. “You promised Mum and Da that
you would never let that happen again.”

“I know,” Kerry whispered,
rubbing the bridge of his nose. “Michael, do I need to
ask?”

White, a blond haired mercenary, looked
grim. “Cam called my team in after Roarke hooked a link with Ryan
that was pretty bad because it made him sick,” he explained,
looking at the calming woman and figuring a call to their resident
mystical family would be called for. “I have half a team of
Mavericks securing the guard force here on the grounds but we
really have no idea where Ryan’s at.”

“We can find him,” Mac
assured the American, feeling the pain flare again. “I seriously
don’t like this and I don’t like what Ryan told me before he cut
off, Kerry.”

“Tell me on the way,” he
urged, glancing back into the office at the groaning Dean. “Mike,
keep him from going anywhere because I think he knows more than
what he said earlier.”

White nodded as Maggie glanced up.
“I’ll stay here so that maybe I can finish calming Patty here down
and see if she knows anything secondhand that may be of
use.”

“Watch your back, Maggie
and if anything happens, yell for me,” Mac urged, sharpening his
gaze at her smirk. “I mean it this time, Mary Margaret. This isn’t
all Sebastian this time if what Ryan was talking about is true
and…”

A noise like white static filled his
head just as Kerry swore, grabbing the doorframe. “What the bloody
hell caused that?” he asked, seeming to recall a similar feeling
once but not being able to place when until he caught the dark look
in his brother’s eyes and then he knew when he had felt
it.

Mac recalled the day
fifteen years earlier having experienced a similar feeling and that
was on the day their parents had been murdered. “Ryan.”

“I’m going for him,” Kerry
snapped, knowing that he had to keep the others away from this.
“You head Roarke off, Mac, because if he’s been sick once I don’t
want him any closer to the dorms than necessary.”

“Kerry, don’t go in there
blind,” Mac snapped, not liking the idea of his brother going alone
but also knowing why Kerry did not want Roarke close if he’d hooked
a link in any way. “Shit,” he muttered, feeling the ice cold on his
heart again.
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Chapter 11

 


The Dorm area:

Pain, nausea, and a near bone numbing
lethargy had come over Ryan Fitzgerald even as the bloodstained
knife flew down toward his unshielded back.

‘Ryan!’ a sharp feminine
voice snapped in his head. ‘Move, now!’

His years of instinctively
knowing his surroundings, of knowing how to beat the odds, and the
best ways to survive had taught him one thing: when something, be
it a voice, a ghost, or an inner sense said to move, then you had
better move.

The guard had gotten overconfident in
the defeat of his downed opponent.

So overconfident that he
was taken completely by surprise when Ryan suddenly moved, instinct
telling him where the threat was, and he rolled long legs into the
guard, knocking him off balance.

The tight space of Ian’s
dorm room didn’t allow for much space for an adequate defense,
especially when his side and back were flaring with pain from the
knife slashes and his head seemed cloudy from shock.

“You’re just prolonging
your death, boy,” the guard sneered, easily regaining his footing
to kick Ryan’s legs out from under him and then gave a double kick
hard to his midsection. “Stay down.”

Grunting at the kick to his stomach
took the wind out from under him, the black haired gambler hit the
floor hard.

Reaching out more from instinct than
anything else, he caught the man’s foot before it could connect
again with his body and twisted hard, bringing him down with
him.

“I don’t fold…a hand that
easily, mate,” Ryan gritted, nearly screaming when his opponent
landed a fist to the side that had been stabbed but lashed out with
a stiff fingered jab that caught the other man in the
throat.

With any normal opponent or
if he’d had his normal strength, that blow would have taken the
guard out, but it barely affected this man and Ryan wasn’t
expecting the returning blow to his head that knocked him hard into
the bookshelf.

Knowing that he was quickly losing
ground, not to mention strength and without the time to concentrate
to bring his powers to bear, Ryan was about to admit that this
might be his end when a shimmering from near the door made him
squint to focus.

Between the knife gashes
and whatever energy was now in the area that was affecting him,
Ryan was having a hard time seeing past the growing shadow of the
guard but the shimmering in the door took his breath.

“Annie,” he breathed,
positive that the wounds or shock were making him see things that
couldn’t be real.

That and the knowledge that
Sebastian had caused him to see the image of his former fiancée
once already made him doubt this image as well. That was until she
spoke.

“Despite your best desire
to say otherwise, it isn’t your time to die yet, a stor (my dear),”
her lilting musical accent seemed to flow into his mind as a smile
that he recognized came over her pale skin. “You have so much yet
to do, so much to become and it’s also time to quit being such a
bloody jackass, Ryan.”

Anastasia Cleary’s smile
was sad but sweet as she seemed to hold out a hand to him. “Trust
your brothers, trust yourself, and above all, learn to trust your
stubborn heart again.” She seemed to wink as the shimmering began
to fade. “Oh and I’d duck if I were you, luv.”

“Last time I trusted my
heart, you died, my luv,” Ryan muttered, pain numbing as the
instinct of danger reminded him of the guard but as his eyes
refocused he didn’t see the guard but the dark energy emitting from
him.

“My Mistress will give your
dying regards to your brother, boyo,” he remarked coldly, hefting
the knife again as he aimed it toward Ryan’s heart. “Now die, son
of Fitzgerald.”

Light flashed off the blade as it went
to plunge fully into the black haired Irish gambler and security
expert’s heart.

A brief moment of clarity
caught Ryan as the fog in his mind cleared, so that he could see
the blade but knew that he couldn’t block the knife in
time.

Three loud shots echoed in the small
dorm room and the dark guard seemed to falter as the shots struck
him in the back, whirling him around to face the door with an
expression of shock.

“Wha…no, I was promised…”
he sputtered, looking down to see blood soak through his uniform
shirt and was even more surprised when the knife was knocked from
his hand with a well placed spinning kick.

The kick from the door had the knife
flying up into the air, landing in an outstretched palm.

“Sorry, slick, but if I
want to get paid for the last job I did then I can’t have you
sticking the boss with this thing,” a sultry voice that spoke with
an accent that was hard to place unless one knew its speaker
remarked casually.

The speaker examined the
knife before discarding it for one pulled from a boot
sheath.

“Go back to the hell that
spawned you as my great-great grandmother on either side would
likely have told you.”

Tossing the knife into the heart of the
now dying guard, a deep howl was heard somewhere and as the guard
screamed in rage and agony, a thick black cloud shot from his eyes
and up toward the ceiling while he collapsed to the
floor.

“Y’know, when you told Olav
that you didn’t need any help unless he knew a good demon hunter I
honestly thought you were being your usual arrogant self.” Dark
eyes under long lashes glanced down at the corpse before lifting up
to Ryan’s. “That is until I just saw what I did. Boss, you really
do attract all the wrong sort of trouble, don’t you?”

Pain, shock, and exhaustion
all had made Ryan tired enough that merely keeping his eyes open
was a strain. However, the soft, sultry voice with an accent that
seemed to mix East European and Ireland that pierced his ears
actually made him groan.

“God, they were all right.”
Ryan muttered, his mind clearing but the pain was still intense.
“All the rotten things that I’ve…done and I get stuck with you as
the incarnation of Hell incarnate.”

Andrea ‘Andi’ McCabe rolled her jade
green eyes, slipping her knife back into its sheath before kneeling
next to the injured man, slipping her glossy long black hair over a
shoulder.

“You’re even more charming
while you’re bleeding, Ryan,” she remarked sarcastically, seeing
the pain that he was in but pleased by his reactions to her. “Going
to tell me who Mr. Personality with the interesting sacrificial
knife was?”

Ryan’s eyes closed, just wanting to
sleep but his more basic instincts still didn’t trust his
surroundings. “Something bad, babe,” he whispered, making one eye
open to gaze at the black haired woman with a bronze tan on her
normally creamy white skin. “You real, Andi?”

“Ask me that after you wake
up in the hospital, hotshot,” the woman rolled her eyes, lightly
brushing hair away from his closing eyes. “Any orders before you
pass out?”

Knowing that he was losing this battle,
Ryan let his eyes close and began to allow his consciousness to
slip. “Aye,” he whispered, the Irish accent coming on heavier now.
“Don’t shoot my brother when he comes in the…door.”

“How the hell will I
know…?” Andi started to ask but swore bitterly in Latin when her
current employer and arch nemesis fell over against her,
unconscious. “How am I supposed to know what your damn brother even
looks like?”

As the security agent began
to lift her boss’s shirt to examine the one wound a strange
tingling began tickling the nape of her neck. She moved a hand
slowly to the weapon she had sheathed under the electric blue
leather jacket that she wore when a glance to a reflection in the
mirror showed the new enemy.

“Stop right there, ace,”
she warned evenly, whirling on one knee to pull and aim the 9mm
Beretta but nearly gasped when the new arrival just moved a hand
and the gun vanished.

Kerry had felt the pain as
he entered the building but as he had gotten closer to the room
that he knew was the epicenter of this threat, the emotions had
changed, though he did admit that the gunshots he heard had
startled even him since he hadn’t seen guns anywhere in any
images.

“Sebastian is a bigoted,
racist, chauvinistic warlock so I can’t see him employing a woman
to do his main dirty work.” He eyed this raven-haired woman
cautiously as she knelt next to his brother. “Who are
you?”

Andi had learned early in her life not
to be backed down by any man and even though the sheer power in
this one’s eyes was enough to make her wary, her own attitude had
her sneering.

“Sure, ace, as soon as you
give me your name,” she shot back, standing quickly to place
herself between the prone body of her boss and this new blond
haired man. “I don’t know what in the hell this stuck up arrogant
jackass has gotten himself mixed up in and I don’t care. That thing
on the floor was trying to use him as a target with a rare
sacrificial knife,” she snapped, jade eyes shining.

Kerry’s eyes sharpened as he looked at
the body of the guard to the knife and for the first time he felt
the emanations from the room. Nodding slowly, he tried a surface
scan of the woman but felt it blocked and this time his sigh was
disgusted.

“Why in Finn’s name can’t
any of my brothers bring a woman into this that I can scan?” he
wondered aloud, not liking this but also not getting any negative
vibrations from the woman. Something from her words told him who
she was but not what she was doing in Dublin.

“My name, Ms. McCabe, is
Kerrigan Douglas Nolan Fitzgerald and that’s my brother you are
currently keeping me from seeing to,” he spoke calmly, meeting and
holding her eyes.

Considering herself a good judge of
character, Andi watched this man for another moment before finally
realizing his eyes were the same as her employer’s.

“You’re one of his
brothers,” she reasoned, slowly stepping aside but not too far as
he quickly knelt down. “He needs a hospital.”

Kerry had lifted Ryan’s bloodied shirt
to look at the side wound, seeing that it wasn’t deep but it still
would have caused pain and by judging the knife for what it was, he
also knew that it would have caused sickness.

“Mac, come up here,” he
called mentally to his stressed out brother. “Bring Cam with
you.”

Slowly easing Ryan over to his side
allowed Kerry to view the knife marks on his back and a gentle
touch also showed him the other wounds and bruises that were
visible yet.

“He’ll be cared for but not
at the hospital,” he told her, seeing her start to argue. “Ms.
McCabe, I realize that Ryan probably has not shared his heritage
with you or those he works with so that will make this very
difficult for you to comprehend.”

As he was considering how much he
should reveal, Kerry flipped a mental coin to make a choice that
would probably send his brother into a tantrum when he woke up and
discovered it.

“I’ll explain what I can
after we get Ryan to a more stable and safe location but you must
trust that my brother Mac and I will do everything we can for Ry’s
injuries,” he assured her, looking up as he heard running steps. “I
suppose I should have told Mac to leave you outside?”

Roarke threw him a hard look and
started to comment when he caught site of Andi and stopped, concern
and caution making him hesitate. “Who’s she?”

“I assumed that she’s
Ryan’s current favorite topic to complain and bitch about, other
than you,” Kerry replied, seeing her look between them as Mac
walked in. “Ms. Andrea McCabe, Ryan’s brothers Mac and
Roarke.”

Blinking at the men, Andi made a quick
note to smack her employer for keeping things to himself. “Okay, so
I knew he had brothers that he hadn’t seen in awhile…though he was
obsessed with knowing where this one was usually,” she eyed Roarke
for a moment then back to Kerry. “I still say he needs a
hospital.”

“Cam’s got his medic in
town and as soon as we get him out of here I can see how bad those
knife cuts are.” Mac nudged Roarke back slightly so that he could
kneel down. “The issue is where do we go? Fitzgaren is too far, as
is my place in Cork, but we can’t trust any Fitzgerald holdings in
Dublin.”

Kerry knew this, standing
to look around the room. “Perhaps, but the Kerrigan side of the
family does have a home in the city that we can use while we figure
out what happened here today and where they took Molly,” he
declared, picking up images from the room prior to the
attack.

“Ian, what the bloody hell
have you been up to?” he asked aloud after seeing the same books
that had alarmed Ryan.

“Kerry,” Roarke had been
kneeling down after seeing something in the closet. “Ryan’s jacket
has something interesting in it.”

Mac turned to look over his shoulder,
determining how much he could treat on site. “Knowing Ryan, that
jacket could have anything from a rat to a deck of marked cards in
it.”

“Umm, actually it does have
cards in the inside pocket,” Roarke snorted then held up the
leather bound journal for his brothers. “It’s Ian’s journal. Anyone
want to take bets that this is why they snagged Molly?”

“I’m leaning toward Molly
being taken because someone learned that maybe she could be used
against Ian and also because they could believe that she has
control of that journal,” Kerry nodded, seeing Cameron Young in the
door.

“We’ll take Ryan to our
Mother’s family house in Fitzwilliam Square,” he told the mercenary
leader, motioning to the room. “I want the chest, the books, and
anything else that you feel is out of place brought
there.”

Cam had a strange hunch after looking
around that would be practically the whole damn room. “I have a
chief Inspector down below who wants a chat with the
Dean.”

“No one but you, O’Malley,
or one of us gets near Quillian until I get out of him exactly who
he’s taking orders from and where his guards were ordered to take
Molly Jackson,” Kerry replied, using a cloth to lift the fallen
dagger from the floor. “Handle that.”

Rolling his eyes, Cam
merely nodded. “Sure, I’m used to working miracles,” he muttered,
choosing to add. “”Nick’s back from Savernake. He’s snarling in a
dead mystical language so I can guess what he found out isn’t good
but he does say that he can take care of your little slip earlier
with the secretary.”

“What did you do?” Roarke
asked curiously.

He’d noticed that both of
his brothers’ emotions were high but was still too close to Ryan. A
fact that Roarke knew was the reason that Mac was keeping him from
actual physical contact with their brother.

“I lost my temper earlier
in a way that I swore I’d never do again,” Kerry slowly replied,
moving to help Mac get Ryan up. “You can go get Jessica and Maggie
while I help Mac.”

Roarke clearly didn’t like that idea
but chose to keep silent when he figured that the black haired
woman who was slowly tapping a booted foot wasn’t going to keep her
own opinions silent.

“One of you will explain
what in the hell is going on, right?” she demanded, surprised by
how easy and effortlessly they handled Ryan’s
deadweight.

“Why was the guy on the
floor trying to kill Ryan, what’s he been keeping from the rest of
us, and just who has been kidnapped and why?” Andi went on, ticking
points off on her finger. “I’ve felt better vibes listening to my
gypsy relatives tell tales, not to mention my Gaelic
roots.”

Mac nearly lost his grip as he saw
Kerry’s frown grow deeper. “Gaelic?” he repeated, feeling like
taking a sharp object to his own head. “Where exactly do those
roots come from?”

“My Dad’s family has roots
from the Donegal area. He still says that we have kin there as
well,” Andi replied easily, not seeing either brother exchange
knowing looks.

“We have a black haired
gypsy with Irish/Gaelic roots. Guess that explains why she’s been
driving him nuts,” Mac muttered under his breath, shooting Kerry a
wry look. “Are you going to drop that little bomb on our hot
headed, so-sure of himself brother?”

Kerry sighed at the
question that only he heard. “No and neither are you,” he replied,
seeing that the woman had no problem going ahead of them to open
doors or dealing with possible obstacles. “This is Ian’s turn to
face both his fears and his future and I’m afraid that unless we
crack this mystery soon, he may not have that chance.”

“Then lets hope that baby
brother is still alive to give us the time to find both him and
Molly,” Mac sighed, exiting the dorm to see that Maggie had brought
their rental car around so that they could place Ryan
inside.

“He’s alive or we’d all be
in agony, but I can’t say how much longer Sebastian will leave him
that way,” Kerry sighed, seeing Mac’s eyes. “I guess you didn’t
like what you learned at the Sullivan’s?”

Mac slowly eased his brother into the
car. “You could say that,” he muttered, looking at Kerry. “I think
that woman is tied into this mess more than we thought.”

“First, let’s get Ryan to
the house so you and I can handle the wounds and get him back on
his feet,” Kerry urged, looking across at Roarke. “We’ll need to
keep him away until the worst is over and then we’ll figure out how
to find Ian and Molly.”

Hoping that he sounded more
confident than he honestly felt, Kerry silently sent out his
strongest empathic message to his missing sibling. ‘May the white
circle of light, the God & Goddess of Spirit and the Lord of
our ancestor find and protect you.’

If Kerry felt the tiny tingle along his
skin or the tiny tinkling of music from nearby, he didn’t let on as
they left Trinity University.

They were also unaware of the hooded
cloaked figure that watched from a distance, red eyes flashing in
rage before a swish of silk took her away.
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County Wicklow,
Ireland:

Waking up with a feeling
worse than the time that she drank an entire bottle of rum from her
Dad’s liquor cabinet, Molly Jackson could have sworn that she was
dead.

Barely recalling her last moments for a
long time, she decided to stay still until her head and stomach
settled.

Slowly the young
light-skinned black woman began to remember the last moments before
things went black.

Molly recalled being back at the
university in Ian’s dorm room with his brother, Ryan, and they had
located things that the girl knew Ryan had found
disconcerting.

It was when they found
Ian’s journal that things had gone bad and she saw in the back of
her mind guards coming in and Ryan telling her to get out. She
remembered something grabbing her in the hall and that was it until
slowly waking up…wherever.

“Charming place,” she
muttered, wincing as her own voice echoed in her head. “Okay,
Molly, time to see where we are.”

Slowly opening her eyes,
she moved her eyes slowly to gauge her location and curiosity
overcame fear for the moment.

The room that she found
herself in was dank and damp as it was pure concrete and while it
obviously was meant to be a cell, it had a twin bed with brass
headboard, a tiny sink, and a single curtain that covered a
toilet.

Sitting up carefully to
check for injuries, a part of Molly was surprised to have only a
few bruises so far. However, a deep feeling in her stomach warned
her that would probably change soon.

Noticing that her satchel was gone,
Molly was nearly giddy that they, whoever they were, had left her
waist bag on her.

‘Not so smart after all,’
she decided, feeling with what her grandmother had always called
her inner eye and knowing that there were no cameras in this
cell.

Quickly working, she took what she felt
that she’d need from the pouch and put a couple things together
that she learned from both sides of her family.

She had placed the final
object back into her pouch when she heard the door open.

A tall gaunt faced…creature
since Molly couldn’t define the eight-foot tall giant with the
sunken face, pasty white skin, and black eyes a man, beckoned her
to come.

“Come into my web said the
spider to the fly,” she muttered, hooking the pouch back on before
slowly following the creature since she knew there was little
chance of escaping this place yet and she had no intention of that
anyway until she learned more or found her friend.

“Hey, big guy?” she
tried conversationally as she was led up a good ways until she
actually felt like she had crossed another plane of reality from
the cell to a well decorated home. “Where’re you taking me,
mon ami?”

Utter silence was her only
reply, as her guide led her along a long hallway that was covered
in darkly painted portraits.

Taking the silence as a way to get her
bearings, Molly slowly looked around.

She saw many windows but
couldn’t tell what was outside them, but the main thing she caught
was a side hall that led to a servants’ kitchen and an unbarred
back door.

Her excitement for that was short lived
as she saw another gaunt faced giant guarding the door.

Stopping by a heavy wooden door, the
giant pulled it open and motioned her into a room that was far
longer than she was expecting.

Always an avid reader with
a strong imagination, Molly’s favorite tales had been of the
medieval times where knights had gathered around long tables
feasting on fine foods.

The table that she was
looking at now reminded her slightly of those tales, only the
knights at this table were sure to have been the blackest, meanest,
and cruelest ones in the kingdom. The table was of heavy oak,
draped in a deep red cloth, and surrounded by many high backed
chairs.

Sitting at the very end of the table
was the same silver haired man that she had seen in recent dreams.
Only this time he was dressed more formally in a blood red shirt
with sleeves that seemed to puff at the wrists like a robe and
black slacks.

The silver haired woman
whose hair still showed signs of her natural black hair caught
Molly’s attention and she remembered seeing her before.

“Dia duit
(Hello), Molly Brianna Jackson,
great-granddaughter to Maeve O’Neill,” Sebastian said, standing to
greet her cordially, motioning with an elegant hand to a seat.
“Welcome to my…home for the moment. Please, sit
down.”

Wary now, Molly did sit but several
seats away while the giant remained close by her. “I always thought
evil warlocks lived in dusty castle towers or caves on islands
where they could plot,” she remarked casually, fingers gripping
what she had tucked into her fist for support.

Sebastian’s silver eyebrow
lifted over the scarred part of his face, considering the young
woman’s insolence. “I suppose your blood has been diluted over the
generations since your family left for that backwater country they
call America now. Also, to have it diluted by marriage to lesser
races I shouldn’t expect you to know how dangerous it is to speak
to me in such a manner,” he mused, sitting back down to lift a wine
goblet to his lips.

“She’s merely a child with
no true knowledge of the heritage that was spurned,” Kathleen
Murphy Fitzgerald assured him, sipping her own wine and viewing the
girl with interest. “If she had that knowledge she would have known
to leave matters that did not concern her alone.”

“Curiosity always kills the
cat as my Momma used to say,” Molly shrugged, this woman bothered
her more than the man but she refused to show it. “Though where I
come from most grandmothers don’t try to kill their
grandkids.”

Sebastian hid his smile
behind his goblet, impressed with this child’s moxie at speaking to
Kathleen in such an impudent manner. “Despite what Kerry or his
brothers have no doubt told you, neither Kathleen nor I actually
want any of her grandsons to die,” he explained calmly, leaning
forward to address the girl fully.

Waving a hand in the air, images began
appearing to help explain things. “As I’m sure you’ve been told by
now, her grandsons are the final embodiment of an ancient prophecy
that was created eons ago.”

“You look pretty good for
an evil Warlock who stays alive by spells, sacrifices, and eating
the souls of others,” Molly snorted, shifting a look at the woman.
“That how you keep your looks too?”

Before Kathleen could snarl, Sebastian
grabbed her hand to urge restraint. “Again, one of the lies that
Toryn, Kathleen’s only surviving child, told his own sons in order
to make them fear what could be a most wondrous destiny,” he
scoffed, allowing the images to change.

“Yes, I am very old and I
make no denials that I use the abilities granted to me to keep
myself alive and also to keep power over my servants. That is a
choice I made, as any witch chooses the path he or she will
follow,” Sebastian tried to make the explanation seem
reasonable.

“For many generations, it
was a constant battle of wills, wits, and amusement between myself
and the current Lord of Fitzgaren. Neither of us had any true
advantage, nor was any Lord able to bring about the possible
completion of the foretold prophecy that could very well end my
life and power.”

Molly was following this
tale with more interest than she was showing as she ignored the
food and drink placed before her. The story that this silver haired
devil was spinning was one that her great-granny had regaled her
with many times.

“The prophecy could only
happen if the Lord and Lady of Fitzgaren had five heirs live to
adulthood. Then if they each completed a task, a part of their own
circle, then the full circle would be formed and you’d be toast,”
she finished for him, lifting an eyebrow coyly. “That about
right?”

“Well, well, well, you are
certainly full of surprises, little Molly,” Sebastian frowned, not
certain that he liked her knowledge. “Kerry or Patrick told you
more than I was expecting them to this soon.”

Molly eyed the plate of heavy beef with
an odd gravy on it cautiously and despite having her stomach
rumble, pushed it away. “Ian’s brothers didn’t tell me jack,
sport,” she replied, shrugging. “My family on Dad’s side loves to
tell old stories and legends of their homeland and that was the one
that my great-granny was always telling me.

“For some reason, she
seemed to think that it was important that I knew about it,” she
went on, looking between the couple. “Kerry told me that you killed
their folks while trying to get to Roarke and that she still wants
him dead.”

Kathleen slapped a fork to
the table, her patience with this impudent girl growing thin. “Evil
is as evil does, girl,” she snapped, eyes bright with hate. “I lost
my son that day when it should have been his son and the whore that
died. Now, I’ll help Sebastian claim what is rightfully his and he
will grant me what I desire most.”

“Is that power or death?”
Molly asked, thinking. “You want the death of one grandson but
someone else wanted Ian’s death or else he wouldn’t have been
expecting to die by the age of nineteen.

“If Ian was killed, then
the brothers would have been reduced to four and the so-called
prophecy couldn’t have been completed, so why not wait a few more
months?” she challenged, watching the warlock’s expression change.
“Is it because you’ll get more of a thrill out of killing him or
the joy of hurting his brothers?”

Sebastian leaned back in his chair,
crossing one leg over his knee as he regarded this girl who was
much brighter than he had counted on.

“No, actually I couldn’t be
assured that Ian would have been killed as Kathleen was told,” he
replied, shrugging. “Mortals, even ones with pure evil intent, can
often be deterred from acting in a way that they
should.”

This one stumped Molly until something
she had seen in his dorm room returned in a flash. “Those satanic
books, the dagger, and other things that Ian had…he had them
because he was seeking a protection spell against something far
darker than you or his Gran, wasn’t he?”

Finally, he couldn’t help
himself and Sebastian laughed aloud, pounding on the table in
amusement. “By the Dark Gods, Katie girl, but I like this one’s
spirit.” He laughed again. “She’s smart. Now I see why she was
chosen for him.”

If anything he would have
said caught her by surprise this odd comment had done it. “Say
what? Who chose me and chose me for whom?”

“Ah so Maeve didn’t tell
you everything, I see,” Sebastian nodded, not surprised by this.
“There is a part of the prophecy that rarely gets told in these
modern days with the free-thinking ways of females.

“Yes, it takes five heirs
to begin it but for each to complete their own circle, to face
their darkest fears or secrets, they must also find the correct
soul mate that fate has ultimately chosen for him.” Sebastian
noticed his companions’ sneer. “Or in some cases, the mate that my
esteemed rival chose had a say it in herself.”

Considering that, Molly was figuring
how that actually played into things but then shoved it out of her
mind for more important things. “Who was going to kill Ian and
where is he?”

“Who is no longer an issue,
girl,” Kathleen replied coolly, not bothering to hide her dislike
of the young American. “Ian will serve another purpose now since I
know the length that Kerrigan will go to protect his younger
brothers.”

“As for where the boy is,”
Sebastian smiled reassuringly but it reminded Molly of the
alligators she’d seen in the bayous of Louisiana, “he’s being
prepared to join us soon.

“While we wait, I wanted to
explain why you were brought here.” He tried to look serious but
didn’t really accomplish it in her mind. “Kathleen and I are hoping
that you can convince Ian to help us break this chain of ever
constant battle between myself and the Lord of
Fitzgaren.”

Trying to recall the stories that had
been told in her youth, Molly wasn’t clear on how that could be
done without death.

However, one thing was clear to her and
that was that this silver haired, silver-tongued devil was lying
through his teeth.

“Master,” interrupted a
butler with wrinkles but dressed in fine clothes spoke from the
door of the grand dining room. “The men have fetched the
boy.”

“That’s very good, Giles.
Have them bring him in so that perhaps his young friend will see
that he’s basically fine,” Sebastian instructed, smiling
reassuringly at Molly. “Ian, much like his father, is a stubborn,
hardheaded boy so he did bring some early harsh treatment on
himself.”

Molly swung dark eyes to stare at the
ancient Warlock when she heard the heavy door open and shifted to
look, feeling her heart skip a beat and her stomach drop into her
boots.

Two pasty-faced giants
half-led and half-dragged Ian Fitzgerald into the dining
room.

The youngest Fitzgerald had always been
bright eyed with a healthy tan and his wavy sunny blond hair
usually tended to fall into those same eyes.

Now as he was led along, it was evident
that life since his disappearance had not been easy or
healthy.

Ian’s tanned skin showed the signs of
bruises and scrapes and he was a sickly color. The same sunny blond
hair that so many girls on campus had admired was filthy and his
eyes were sunken, shallow and clearly having trouble focusing after
so long of being held in total blackness.

While those conditions alarmed the girl
from Boston, what really upset her was when she saw how her friend
was dragging his right leg and then noticed the dark stain that
covered the material of his jeans and she realized it was
blood.

“He brought this on
himself?” Molly demanded, reacting on instinct and not caring about
possible risk to herself when she shoved to her feet, pushing the
giant nearest her aside and running the distance to her friend.
“Ian!”

Ignoring Kathleen’s expression,
Sebastian motioned his servants not to touch the girl.

Blinking rapidly to allow his tired,
weak eyes to readjust to light and reality, Ian had a hard time
seeing fully and so didn’t immediately recognize Molly until she
was close enough to wrap her arms tightly around his bruised mid
section.

Hearing him gasp in pain, she loosened
her grip but only marginally while throwing a look over her
shoulder. “What did you people do to him?”

Up close, Molly could see more than she
wanted to of the young Irishman’s numerous injuries and she also
could tell by touch and an inner sense that not all of these wounds
were caused with a physical hand.

Visions of black power and snapping
jaws seemed to come at her in a virtual wave of nauseating emotion
and pain.

“Oh, Ian,
mon cher,” Molly
whispered, fighting to keep the tears from showing either in her
eyes or in her voice. “Are you okay?”

Having jerked at the initial physical
contact, Ian’s foggy brain that had been suffering from the shock
and pain of his injuries and whatever spells used to keep him
dormant slowly seemed to clear with the soft touch.

The voice, the accent in it that he’d
found exotic from the moment that he had first heard it finally
began to weave into his thoughts and Ian slowly also recognized the
small, soft body pressing against his exhausted, agonized
one.

“Molly?” he whispered in a
voice barely audible, the Irish brogue of his birth strained by
endless hours of not using it except to scream in pain.

Either not hearing him or not caring,
Molly’s eyes were snapping at the two giants holding Ian’s
arms.

“Get your damn, filthy
hands off of him and keep ‘em off!”

Fear and anger had now taken hold of
her as the girl was starting to whirl back to throw her opinion of
Sebastian, his line, and what he could do when she was taken by
surprise, feeling her friend’s arms suddenly grasping her to
him.

“Why…what’s Molly doing
here?” Ian finally demanded, as his eyes cleared more so that he
could see his surroundings.

He saw the massive dinning room, the
giants that were ancient servants to Sebastian and…emotions changed
when he finally saw not only Sebastian but also his
Grandmother.

Looking down slowly, Ian found himself
gazing into the big, deep brown eyes of his best friend and he saw
the fear that she had been hiding.

“Molly,” he
whispered, slowly reaching up to stroke a shaking finger down her
cheek almost to reassure himself that she wasn’t a cruel joke by
his captors. “A Dhia dhilis
(My God), you…you’re real.”

“Well, duh, Irish,” Molly
tried to keep her voice light but she heard the tears in her small
laugh, wanting to reassure him. “You know anyone else with an
accent like I have?”

Not sure if he wanted to laugh or cry,
Ian’s arms tightened around her on instinct as his relief at seeing
her quickly turned to bitter anger at Sebastian. “Molly doesn’t
have anything to do with this. She’s not like Jess,” he stated,
fear building for the girl. “She’s normal. Just a friend from
school and…”

“She’s actually far more
than that as I’m sure your brothers have learned by now, Ian,”
Kathleen replied, looking at both her grandson and his friend
coolly. “Your little ‘friend’ has…a unique Celtic bloodline deep in
her diluted blood and so that makes her far from
normal.”

“She’s also a good tool to
assure me of your future cooperation,” Sebastian remarked, spearing
a piece of meat with his fork. “You proved far more resilient and
stubborn than I counted on, boy. So I have had to resort to other
means of control and assistance.”

The pain in his leg from the
hellhound’s teeth and claws had left him not only in pain, but also
fevered and weak. Knowing this fact, knowing how his powers had
been blocked since his capture, and imprisonment, this excuse
seemed stupid but something else did sink in.

“I won’t let you use Molly
and I won’t be used as a tool against my brothers,” he spat,
blue-gray eyes sparking in emotion. “Kill me now but you won’t
touch Molly in any way or I swear that I will find a way to destroy
you. Both of you.”

Sebastian’s eyes narrowed but Kathleen
shot to her feet in outrage, her timeless features that she kept
due to magic spells began to slip in that anger.

“You will mind your tongue,
boyo!” she snapped, lifting her hand to magically strike her
youngest grandchild but found something interfering like static in
the room. “Your death may be someone else’s desire but that can be
easily changed.”

“Why? You never intended
for any of my father’s sons to live through this,” Ian shot back,
wincing as Molly shifted slightly so that she could support him
more.

“The only way for you to
get back the house in Fitzgaren and the power that comes from being
Lady of the bloody Manor would be for all of us to be dead,” he
went on.

He was too tired, too emotionally
drained to care about the possible danger even as he felt the
poison in his blood burn. “You’ve been planning this probably since
the day he butchered my parents.”

“I did tell you that these
lads got Brenna’s intelligence, Katie,” Sebastian spoke, amused
even while turning serious. “Ian, keep a civil tongue or it may not
only be Ryan who ends up dead this week.”

Ian had been about to allow his friend
to help him into the chair farthest away from Sebastian and
Kathleen when that last comment sunk in and his eyes shot
up.

“What about Ryan?” he
demanded, seeing Molly pale a little. “What?”

Recalling the attack in the dorm, she
also recalled the attack on her friend’s brother. “We…we were in
your dorm room looking and these guards showed up and…” she
stopped, seeing the alarm in his gaze but this time knew it was
more from what they might have found. “These guards showed up and
Ryan told me to run. That’s when I was grabbed.”

Already sickened that Molly
had been pulled into this hell because of him, the thought of his
brother, any of them, being harmed in any way made him wish that he
had been killed.

“You bloody bastard!”
Forgetting his wounds and lack of powers, Ian’s eyes flashed and
even he was shocked by the wave of fire that shot out from the
normally calm fireplace toward Sebastian.

Throwing a hand up to
quickly dispel the flames, it was obvious that the ancient Warlock
hadn’t been expecting the boy to do that. He exhibited rage in the
form of the invisible blow that knocked Ian across the dining room,
crashing hard into the wall.

“Leave him alone!” Molly
screamed, feeling a sharp tug as she ran to where Ian was still
laying motionless but ignored it, not realizing until much later
how vital that would be to them both.

While dropping to her
knees, the young woman from Boston suddenly realized with a jolt of
terror what she was going to be used for, and not wanting to a tool
against her best friend, Molly quickly decided it was time to do
something. Even if it was something stupid that could get them both
killed.

Ian was groaning and beginning to stir
when she lightly touched him, relieving her that he hadn’t suffered
worse.

“Ian?” she whispered,
taking a quick look over her shoulder to see that Sebastian and
Kathleen had returned to their meal. “You in there,
Irish?”

Somewhere between wanting to throttle
her for that nickname and throw up, he slowly opened his eyes to
look up and saw both fear and a look that he recognized as one that
always got her into trouble.

“Tá brón orm,
Molly (I’m sorry, Molly),” he murmured,
forgetting and lapsing into his native language as he did
infrequently. “This crap never should have involved you…I never
should…”

“I got myself involved
first, pal,” she countered, not sure how much time they’d have as
she pressed what she had been holding into his hand. “Listen to me,
Irish.”

Molly, as a bored but
creative child, had created her own little language combining the
languages that she had been raised around, French, Irish, and a
Cajun French. It had been a great tool that she and her brothers
had used many times and she had taught it to Ian soon after meeting
him.

Now, she hoped that secret
language would be a bonus in her desperate plan.

“I think your powers are
coming back because I had that close to you and the Claddagh medal
is what protected you mainly,” she spoke in a low tone, seeing his
eyes widen at the mixed languages. “Ian, we need to try to get away
from them and…I don’t know if your brothers, whom we really need to
talk about, will find us in time or what’s happened since I was
caught.”

It took Ian a moment to
catch up on his translation, looking at the Claddagh medal and
feeling the warmth of it in his palm. “Molly, I don’t have the
strength yet to make a spell strong enough to defeat both of them.
I’m also too hurt to make a run for it, assuming we’d even get out
a door.” He realized that she was scared and as someone who had
seen the lengths that Sebastian and his grandmother would go to, he
couldn’t blame her.

“You don’t have to do
either, Irish,” the girl assured him, unzipping the pouch on her
waist to take out two small vials along with the small pouch of
ingredients that she’d whipped up earlier. “Can
you…teleport?”

“Teleport?” Ian repeated,
frowning but considering. “As a lad, I could but it’s been years
since I tried that spell,” he admitted, going on slowly. “It takes
a lot of energy and concentration to work a teleportation spell and
those are two things that I’m lacking today.”

Shaking her head, Molly had
already worked it out in her head. “You know the spell, I have the
strength to spare, and we both have the firm desire to get the hell
outta this place,” she remarked, feeling the cold in the room
change. “Ian…you have to trust me or…”

“I gave you the chance to
play nice with this arrangement, boy,” Sebastian laid his napkin
down, standing up to motion to two of the giants. “That little act
of disobedience will cost both you and your little friend a great
deal.”

Eyes that seemed to glow black with
dark energy, Sebastian shook his head sadly at his young captives
but shifted a more interested look at Molly.

“Though before I turn this
one over to someone who has an interest in her, I may try her
myself.” His smile was cruel and there was no mistaking the intent
of his words. “The short time that I had with your brother’s whore
reminded me that there are certain games that I can only play with
a slave.”

Molly swallowed the burst of terror
that brought. “I’d kill myself before I let you touch me,” she
snapped, feeling Ian’s hand grasp hers as he struggled back to his
feet.

“Little girl, I can
certainly make you wish for death. However, you won’t be dying
until you’ve served a much grander purpose,” Sebastian returned,
nodding at his servants. “Take the boy back to the realm of pitch
but place the charming young lady in my private
chambers.”

Squeezing her hand a little tighter,
Ian forced both pain and fear aside as he struggled for power. “I
can’t work a full spell in this house, luv,” he whispered against
her ear, feeling her shiver and knowing it was from fright over the
Warlock’s words. “We need to clear the threshold.”

“Okay, I can do that,”
Molly returned softly, whispering a silent prayer to her ancestors
for help, guidance, and protection before opening the one bottle in
her hand. “Go to hell, demon and while you’re there take that bitch
with you because you aren’t hurting Ian anymore.”

As Kathleen chuckled and Sebastian
laughed, the second bottle was opened and both were tossed across
the room, landing between Molly and Ian and their
captors.

“Smoke and ash, ash and
smoke, cast your cloudy spell to shield and deter,” Molly chanted
as heavy black, gray smoke began to fill the room, and she didn’t
waste time.

Grabbing Ian by the wrist,
she bolted for the main door of the dining room that had been left
unguarded.

“No!” Sebastian roared,
shocked by the spell and the smoke that filled the room. “I do not
want them to escape and I will not be bested by a child witch with
no clue to her heritage! Find them!” he snapped at his servants,
whirling to see his accomplice scowling. “Your grandsons are
proving far more tedious than I desire, Katie.”

She couldn’t agree more as
the smoke from the minor spell began to fade. “I blame the Galway
whore that my son married but don’t worry, Sebastian, they will not
get out of the house,” she reassured him, certain of this
fact.

“What did you do back
there?” Ian demanded, admittedly shocked by the trick his friend
had pulled but also in too much pain to ask more.

After escaping the main dining room,
Molly knew exactly the way to head and kept a grip on Ian. “Later,
Irish,” she replied, feeling him start to fall when his injured leg
almost buckled. “Ian…”

“Molly, just go,” he urged
quickly, accepting that he would slow them down too much even if
they could get out of the house. “I’m…hurt too bad, those damn
mutts tore my leg up and I just want you out of here.”

Pausing a step to meet his eyes, Molly
took a chance. “I’m petrified and out of my league here, Ian,” she
admitted, lowering her eyes. “I’m scared and I know what that
bastard back there wants to do but…I’m not leaving without you. Now
come on.”

Swallowing the pain and
nausea, Ian took a deep breath while pocketing his medal and asking
for help silently to those that had come before him. ‘Help me
protect this woman,’ he prayed fervently.

“There’s the door,” Molly
was thrilled that the servants’ kitchen seemed empty but caught the
giant from the corner of her eye. “Ian!”

The shout warned him in
time to avoid the blow that would have crushed his skull. Before he
could summon even a small amount of power, a high pitched
squelch-like sound blew into the kitchen from the now open door,
knocking the demon servant to his knees in agony.

“What the hell was that?”
Molly was gaping when Ian grabbed her hand to pull her out the door
and into a gray, damp, bleak, landscape.

As soon as they crossed the threshold
of the door, Ian felt the burning increase but he also felt the
spark of power grow and the warmth of something like fingers brush
his face.

“Give me your hands,” he
told Molly quickly, realizing they only had a small window before
his grandmother’s servants would be on them.

Reacting without question, Molly held
out her hands and allowed her friend to grasp them. Swallowing her
questions, she only asked one. “Can you do this?”

“As Ry likes to say, it’s a
sucker bet to ask me otherwise, luv,” the boy hoped he sounded more
confident than he actually felt as he did turn serious. “Molly, I
need you to listen to my thoughts and just picture us someplace
else. Can you do that?”

Swallowing a laugh that would have been
choked with panic and only nodding, her hands clasped his tighter
but did meet his eyes. “I’m scared, Ian,”

“So am I, muirnin
(sweetheart),” Ian admitted, concentrating on the spell in his mind
but a sudden urge made him pause a second. “Molly?” he waited until
she was looking at him fully before speaking again.
“Tá

mé 
chomh 
mór 
sin 
i 
ngrá 
leat (I love you so
much).”

Seeing her surprise, Ian
took advantage of that and the unknown power that his American
friend was giving off to boost his rarely used teleportation spell.
‘Trust me,’ he thought to her silently, using their joined hands to
pull her closer and sealing his spell at the same moment that he
chose to kiss her.

The spell shot brilliant
blue lights into the overcast skies but it was the gentle kiss and
following explosion of bursting lights that gave the spell the
added boost.

Two giants crossing the doorway at that
moment exploded into agonized howls as the lights of the spell hit
them and they blew apart.

As the lights slowly
dissipated, Molly Jackson and Ian Fitzgerald had vanished from that
place.

“They wouldn’t escape the
house, Katie girl?” Sebastian sneered from the doorway, looking at
the remains of his servants. “Damn, it takes a lot to make
them.”

Kathleen Murphy Fitzgerald
frowned, tapping a nail on the doorframe. “So, there is more to
this girl than we thought and to my grandson, but they couldn’t
have gone far in the state that he’s in,” she replied calmly,
accepting this. “This location is too far from any place that he
would know to go to. Release your hounds since they have Ian’s
scent. They’ll find them sure enough.”

“They had better,”
Sebastian muttered, whistling for his hound master. “Find the
children,” he ordered, scowling. “Alive is preferable, but just
find them!”

As the frothing, red-eyed
beasts were turned loose, neither Sebastian nor the Fitzgerald’s
grandmother saw the tiny glittering lights floating nearby as
messages passed from this realm to the realm few believed existed
under the many fairy mounds scattered around.
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Chapter 13

 


 


 


Fitzwilliam Square, Dublin,
Ireland:

The Kerrigan house in the
district of Dublin known as Fitzwilliam was maintained in case
friends of the family ever needed a place to stay or in this case,
in the event that their daughter’s sons needed a safe place close
by to take refuge, heal, and plan.

Lorcan and Fiona Kerrigan rarely left
their family home in Galway these days but felt that maintaining
homes in other cities was always a wise move.

The townhouse-like home in
the heart of the area was usually open to drop in visitors and the
staff knew not to ask questions when people would arrive.The
arrival of their employers’ grandsons warned that this was one time
when questions shouldn’t be asked and help would be
granted.

“Lord preserve us!” a
middle aged butler exclaimed upon being summoned to the rear
entrance to the home.

Thinning red hair, green
eyes hidden behind thick-lensed glasses, Charles McMillian had
worked for the Kerrigan family since his youth as it was a
tradition in his family. He had been taking care of the Dublin
house since shortly after Miss Brenna, Lorcan and Fiona’s middle
child, had died.

It had been a sad day
Charles recalled when Miss Brenna and her husband were laid to
rest, leaving their five sons behind and as he learned from others,
mostly in the care of Toryn’s own spiteful mother.

Charles had always
suspected that one day he’d be able to repay all the kindness that
the Kerrigan family had given him over the years. He just hadn’t
been expecting what he found when summoned to the back entrance by
a hysterical young maid.

“Charles, I’m sure you’ll
understand that calling ahead of time just wasn’t in the cards,”
Kerry spoke to the older man without looking fully at him, trying
to concentrate on keeping his injured brother unconscious until Mac
could get a handle on his injuries.

Shooing the young woman
away with a sharp command, Charles held the door open to allow
Kerry and Mac to gently move Ryan from the rental car into the
house.

Not asking the questions
that he could have, the older man took in the condition of Ryan
Fitzgerald with an experienced eye. “What will ye need?”

“Privacy, security,
preferably soundproof since Ry’s a bloody horrid patient and one
that has been blessed or protected,” Mac answered immediately,
wincing when pain seared his body as he struggled to control the
pain and bleeding.

“Fourth room down the hall,
on the right,” Charles replied after a moment of thought. “Your
Grandpa used that room to mix his herbs and tonics,” he explained,
adding with a more exasperated look. “Your Uncle Sean also used
that when he was practicing to be a drummer in some Yank rock band
so it’s silent as a tomb to block that noise out.”

“Damn it, Doc, what the
bloody hell else have I missed about you?” Maggie Cavanaugh
demanded, coming into the house behind them while Jessica worked on
distracting Roarke.

Knowing that he’d never hear the end of
this, Mac rolled his eyes but then let out a harsh oath in his
native tongue when pain seared and Ryan’s eyes began to
flicker.

“Shit! Kerry, we can’t
handle him if he wakes up right now!” he snapped, having been
hoping for the time to make proper preparations for a change. “I’m
tired of doing this cold.”

Out of all five of them,
Mac was the one with the strongest plain healing abilities but he
preferred to have time to prepare himself with the proper shields
and energy, or the risks increased to both Mac and to the person
that he was healing.

In this case, given the dagger used and
the foe that caused the injuries, the power and injuries that he
would be dealing with would be blacker than a normal knife wound
and both could be a problem if Mac absorbed too much
alone.

“We’ll cope as best as we
can,” Kerry assured him, easing his brother down in the center of
the room on a round rug hand woven by their
great-grandmother.

Turning to the butler,
Kerry spoke plainly. “Ian’s been taken, so has a lass that he cares
for, Ry was stabbed with a dagger that I strongly believe is
satanic. Jessica’s mates are going to be dropping a lot of stuff on
you from Ian’s dorm,” he began, seeing that the older man was
listening and understanding as he went on.

“Kathleen is involved so I
couldn’t risk taking them to Da’s place in the city, Charles, and I
will do my damnedest to keep all danger away from this house but it
may be better to send the staff away for a few days.”

Accepting what was said,
Charles considered the younger men and women on staff, the ones who
hadn’t been with the Kerrigan family for years and who might not
know or believe the rumors that had always been told.

“I’ll send the youngsters
down to the main house in Galway for a brief trip but Eileen and I
will stay in case you need anything,” he stated, seeing Kerry start
to object and just shifted a sharp look to him.

“Now you listen, laddie,
I’ve worked for your grandparents since shortly before your Mum was
born and I grew up in that house for years before that, so I know
what it is that you’re seeking to protect us from but there’s no
need.”

Silently hoping that the older man was
right, Kerry heard a crash from behind him and another harsh oath.
“Mac, what was that?”

“I take back everything I
called Roarke that last time,” Mac muttered, picking himself up
from the floor and wiping his nose. “I hate to bleed,
Kerry.”

“I still say he needs a
hospital.” Andi McCabe had followed the sounds, still wary about
trusting these men. She knew that Ryan was leery, mistrustful, and
downright suspicious in the best of times so she wasn’t certain
totally what would draw him back to a family that he openly tried
to avoid for as long as she had known him.

“Ryan’s in the best of
hands, luv,” Maggie assured her, feeling Mac’s strain. “Leave him
with his brothers.”

Seeing that the other woman was about
to balk, Maggie took a breath. “Andi, if Ryan hasn’t shared his
past then what’s going to happen next may be a bit of a shock. Come
to the parlor, we’ll have tea, and you can pretend to pump me or
Jess for answers.”

Andi, admiring the petite redhead’s
spunk, was about to refuse when flame shot from the door. “What the
hell was that?” she demanded, surprised when the velvet Trinity
wall hanging didn’t burst into flame.

“That was Ryan reacting on
instinct,” Kerry sighed, easily keeping the flames from doing harm.
“His reactive power when hurt and his main offensive power is fire.
It has been since he was a lad.”

“That’s not possible.” Andi
considered that statement odd. “The boss may not share a lot but
the one damn thing I know is that he suffers from
pyrophobia.”

“When did he come down with
that?” Kerry demanded, frowning and hating the things that his
brothers were still clearly keeping quiet. “When we were lads, our
parents were always worried he’d go the other way into
pyromania.”

Shrugging, the black haired
woman didn’t have that answer but if that was the case then she
understood the elder Fitzgerald’s concern. “He gets very defensive
when asked and I only learned about it because once a house we were
working on was firebombed and he was as close to panic as I can
ever recall seeing him.”

“Getting anything on that?”
Kerry asked, stepping into the room to see that Mac had finally
gotten their brother calm again.

“I’m not a bloody mind
reader, Kerry,” Mac replied shortly, the mere act of just calming
Ryan had taken more than he liked. “Ryan has always been a
hardheaded son of a bitch and he shields himself more so picking
anything up from him is like pulling a tooth without the
Novocain.

“Another issue is, unlike
when we healed Roarke from the hellhound bites, there were four of
us healing him,” Mac eased back a little, shaking his hands to
attempt to dispel the negative energy he was picking up. “Here we
have you and I to try to heal Ryan and that bleedin’ dagger is pure
black energy.”

Scowling slightly at this realization,
Kerry met his brother’s grim eyes. “I don’t want to involve him
because he’s already opened himself up too many times and Roarke
has never been able to heal without hurting himself.”

“If you and I attempt to
heal him, the dark energy from those cuts could leave us too weak
to concentrate on finding Ian and Molly,” Mac remarked seriously,
reaching for the bag that Maggie handed him. “Even with Roarke,
it’ll be a damn stretch for us.”

Nodding in reluctant
agreement, Kerry looked around the room. “Have Maggie help you set
the candles out. I’ll go find Roarke,” he decided, watching Ryan
twist uneasily and was about to do a quick spell to ease his pain
when he suddenly calmed down.

“He gripes at me,” Roarke
scoffed from the door, taking his jacket off for freedom of
movement and he removed the holster for the 9mm he habitually
carried. “Someone remind me to point that out to him.”

Staring at the black haired Irishman,
Andi looked at the Beretta. “You normally carry a gun?”

Showing a grin that
actually reminded her of her boss, Roarke just shrugged. “People
shoot at me sometimes when I work so it helps to have the
gun.”

“Damn it, Roarke, how often
do people shoot at you?” Mac demanded while sitting and lighting
white candles in a certain design around his brother.

“Probably about as much as
they shoot at Ry,” his brother smiled slightly, his eyes changing
as he stepped into the room. “He’s in pain and aside from the
wounds, the energy connects to Ian.”

Recalling what Ryan had mentioned to
him over the phone before the attack, Mac looked around. “Directly
or indirectly?”

“The feeling isn’t from Ian
but it’s somehow connected to him,” Roarke tried to explain, slowly
going over to sit down on the floor next to Ryan. “I can do this,
Kerry. I can help you heal him.”

Knowing that issues still
existed between his two younger brothers, Kerry suspected that this
was one reason Roarke would attempt a spell that could do him more
harm than good.

“Alright, let’s do this
before he gets worse,” he decided, looking at Andi closely. “Do not
come close until either Maggie or Jessica says that it’s
safe.”

Not certain what she was going to see,
Andi stepped to the threshold of the room to wait. “Just don’t turn
him into anything or kill him. He still owes me a check from the
last job I did.”

“Luv, if I was going to do
either of those things I would have done it when he was ten and he
ruined a perfectly good moment I had with Cheyenne O’Connor,” Kerry
assured her, rolling his eyes at both the memory and the emotion it
brought with it.

Mac had been sitting down
when he suddenly stumbled in his effort to stare at his brother.
“Cheyenne Mairead O’Connor?” he repeated in open shock. “Little
Chey O’Connor? Deirdre’s niece?”

“Yes, the one and the
same,” Kerry scowled, not getting happier with his brother’s
reaction and then reached out automatically to lightly slap Roarke
on the back of the head when he heard him humming a silly little
teasing song from their childhood. “You do know that I don’t have
to stop Ry from teasing you and Jessica, don’t you?”

Shutting up but still
grinning, Roarke shifted slightly so that it would be possible for
them to form a triangle.

“Let’s see what we have,”
Mac decided to see the extent of the wounds before casting his
protection circle.

It was normally a wise thing to do
except when he carefully removed his brother’s shirt, the second
born son who had always been known for his patience and easy going
nature nearly exploded.

“Where in the hell did he
get these from?” he demanded, looking at several older scars on his
brother’s shoulder, lower back, and a serious looking one close to
his heart. “Since when do security consultants end up looking like
a cheap puzzle piece?”

Kerry looked at what upset
Mac, frowning as he gauged some of the wounds to be only a few
months old. Probably from shortly before Ryan returned to
Ireland.

“You’d be surprised at the
knocks we take in the effort to make a home or a person secure,”
Andi spoke from the door, wanting them off this topic but seeing
the other black haired Fitzgerald look at her with a curious
expression before grinning.

“Ry got the one on his
chest after he flirted too much with a Mafia Don’s mistress in
Naples two years ago,” Roarke remarked easily, going on. “Now the
ones on his back were the result of him intercepting several
bullets from a terrorist gunfight in an airport in Prague four
months before all this crap started again.”

“What in the bloody hell do
you and Ryan do that Kerry and I probably won’t like?” Mac
demanded, exasperated by both of his brothers and hating that
neither he nor Kerry had managed to keep track of them.

Roarke didn’t answer right
away; keeping his eyes averted rather than look at his brothers.
“Borrowing a line from Jessica, I could tell you but then I’d have
to kill you.”

“You just wait until we
beat Sebastian this time and get Ian back safely and then I’m
pinning one of you down for a damned straight answer, Roarke,” Mac
snapped, blowing out a breath. “Watch for flames or fists since
he’s prone to reacting, just like you.”

“I have it,” Roarke assured
him, lightly squeezing Ryan’s shoulder. “Let’s get this over
with.”

The grim set of his jaw
told Kerry that he was feeling their brother’s pain but wasn’t
showing it.

“Don’t absorb,” Mac
reminded automatically, sitting salves, candles, and an amulet out
close to him. “Let the energy, the pain, flow in, and then push it
out and away from you. Aside from the protection that I’ll cast,
keep your personal protection circle up and don’t let any of this
crap linger.”

Seeing Ryan begin to twist
again, Kerry laid a firm hand on him and immediately felt pain but
also fever, and flame. The latter concerned him the most since that
felt almost peripheral.

“Alright, first we’re going
to picture a field of white light coming down from the ceiling
surrounding this circle, surrounding us to keep all black energy
away,” Mac spoke in a calm voice, keeping it low as he also
mentally cast a protection circle around them.

“Picture that light going
around you, down from your head, through your body and finally out
via the bottom of your shoes,” he paused to look toward Roarke to
be certain that he was handling the strain.

Confident that the protection would
hold, Mac began building his power until his eyes went dark and he
laid his hand over the wound on Ryan’s side.

The instant contact was
made, Mac was nearly overwhelmed with emotions, pain, anger,
and…”

“Argh!” The sudden cry
didn’t surprise them as much as Ryan’s instinctive move to escape
the pain.

“Nil
(No),” Roarke automatically spoke Irish at
certain times and this was one of those when he caught his
brother’s arm. “C’mon, Ry, let Mac do his healing thing so we can
go find baby brother and Molly.”

Roarke paused; wincing as
he also felt the dull pain but knew that Kerry and Mac were trying
to keep the more negative emotions away from him.

“What the bloody hell kind
of knife did he get cut with?” Mac demanded, voice straining as he
fought the wounds. “Roarke’s wounds from the damn dogs weren’t this
bad.”

“It was a sacrificial
dagger used at black masses for satanic rituals,” Kerry replied
grimly, increasing his own power to take the wound on his brother’s
back that was lesser than the side wound. “Black masses would use
darker magic than even Sebastian.”

“What was Ian even doing
with such a thing?” Mac wondered, placing his other hand over the
wound while hearing a bell like sound from somewhere.

Ryan had begun to sweat as the poison
or dark energy that cut him was withdrawn. Groaning, he twisted but
Roarke kept a strong grip on him.

“Remember what you told me
in Fitzgaren, Ry?” he asked, closing his eyes against the burning
pain. “Get off your ass now, big brother because you were supposed
to be watching Molly and mate, you dropped the bleedin’ ball by
letting her be grabbed.

“You let Molly be captured;
you got your ass handed to you by a pudgy guard who probably had no
combat skills whatsoever. Then you had to be saved by the very same
lass that you bitch about all the damn time,” he went on, feeling
his older brother go rigid under his hands and chose to make his
final statement. “Annie would not be happy.”

Having been on the receiving end of
Ryan’s black temper over any ill mention of Annie Cleary, Mac could
have rolled his eyes if he hadn’t been concentrating on keeping
control of this spell.

Black eyes snapped open to stare
blankly until it registered whose eyes he was staring into and he
slowly shifted his hand around to grip Roarke’s.

“Now Kerry, start it while
we have his attention,” Mac urged, surprised by how hard it was to
keep the black energy from intruding into the circle.

Understanding Mac’s concern and his
urgency, Kerry took a deep breath and slowly let it out while
laying his other hand over Ryan’s heart.

“I am of the Five and I
call on those that have gone before, both in the Otherworld and
realms beyond to hear my call,” he began, speaking in Irish as was
instinctive when using the magic of old.

“I ask to heal he who is of
our blood of the evil that he was inflicted with.”

Mac felt the air in the room begin to
change slightly as the candles flickered and tiny bells sang out
from somewhere as he prepared his own part of the main
spell.

“I am of the Five and I
seek the aid of the elders as I remove this taint from my brother,”
he recited, concentrating on imaging the removal of the
wounds.

Swallowing the sudden burst of pain,
Roarke focused on his brother’s flickering eyes instead of the
emotion.

“I am of the Five and I
seek the blessings of my ancestors who gave me the power of my
birthright to aid in healing this man who shares my
blood.”

Lights danced around them while the
flame of the candles blew in a gentle breeze but Ryan hissed as the
wound on his side seared.

“You cannot claim this
soul,” Kerry gritted, eyes flashing while Mac took Roarke’s hand
that was gripping Ryan’s and held them under his but on top of the
hand that Kerry had on their brother’s chest.

“We are of the Five, though
we lack one, we share blood, pain, magic, and the birthright given
to us by those who have passed to realms beyond,” he went on
firmly. “As we seek to heal and protect, I call on the power of the
Earth, of the Air, of the Water and finally of the Spirit to join
in this circle that we created and remove the pain and injury from
both mind and body.”

Now the wind kicked up in the room but
the candles remained steady as voices seemed to carry an ancient
chant and Ryan shook violently.

“Hang on a little longer,
Ry,” Roarke whispered, surprised when he felt the hand gripping his
tighten slightly. “Say the words to close it, Ry.”

Not expecting their brother
to be that coherent yet, they finished the spell. “Light protects
him, the blood of The Gentry and our ancestors bring peace and
protection into this circle. As this spell harms none, as I will,
so mote it be. Blessed be.”

A scream came from deep in the shadows
as Mac felt the knife wound in his brother’s side get fiery hot
before dispersing, leaving only a thin scar where it had once
been.

After the final burst of wind and light
subsided, Ryan’s body went limp on the floor even though his hand
still gripped his younger brothers’.

It was several tense
moments before Mac finally chose to close the circle and slumped
back, running shaking fingers through his short blond hair. “I do
not want to do that again,” he muttered.

“Considering things, I
can’t promise that,” Kerry sighed, sitting on the floor next to his
brothers. “Roarke?”

“I don’t feel the pain like
I did,” he glanced up at Kerry, worry still evident. “Except I
thought toward the end, I felt Ian just a second and then it was
gone.”

Nodding while he felt for
Ryan’s pulse, Kerry had also felt that momentary connection with
their brother. Now he couldn’t feel him again.

“Help me get Ryan to the
daybed so that he can rest and I’ll see if I can pick up anything,”
he assured the younger man.

Andi McCabe had remained silent through
the entire healing but now after a slight nod from Maggie, she
slowly approached.

“Is…is he alright?” she
asked, noticing that her employer seemed pale but that he was
breathing easier.

“Once he sleeps and regains
some strength,” Mac yawned, picking himself up from the floor.
“Ryan’s always been a quick healer, so I’d say give it twelve hours
and he’ll be up griping and bitching.”

“Oh, the usual then,” Andi
flashed a smile, taking a moment to pull her long black hair back
before offering to help.

Wary right now, Roarke
seemed reluctant until he felt a mental tug and looked
down.

Ryan’s eyes had opened slightly to look
at his younger brother. They were their normal color but not
completely clear yet as he struggled with the leftover effects of
the wounds.

“Táim go
maith, (I’m fine),” he murmured in a tired
voice, not resisting as his body’s natural response drew him under
again. “Ian…he’s not,” he whispered. “Soon he’ll go beyond the
Otherworld, into…a sithein and…”

Startled, Kerry and Mac exchanged
worried looks. “Sleep, Ryan,” Kerry urged, brushing a hand over his
brother’s forehead while casting a small spell to help him sleep.
“If he’s right…”

“If he’s right, we have
more issues than just Sebastian, a power hungry Grandmother, and
whatever the hell else is going on.” Mac scrubbed both hands over
his face in a frustrated motion.

Roarke, more confident that their
brother would be safe, eased away from him clearly exhausted.
“Okay, so I didn’t pay attention to every story Mum or Gram told us
as lads, what was he talking about?”

“Isn’t a sithein supposed
to be the outside of a fairy hill?” Andi spoke up from where she
was sitting on the bottom of the daybed. “I remember a great aunt
telling tales of the fairy folk of old.”

“Memo to self, we really
need to find out more about this one,” Mac sighed to himself,
noticing Roarke’s confusion but feeling Kerry’s sharp gaze and
knowing that he didn’t want to go into this yet.

“Leave Ryan with Miss
McCabe since its best that he not be alone this soon,” Kerry began
when a knock on the door came.

Charles McMillian stood in
the doorway, a stern look on his normally easy going
face.

“There is someone in the
parlor who wishes to see either you or one of your brothers,
Kerry,” he announced, clearly not liking whoever the guest was. “I
wasn’t going to let the bloke in but Miss Jessica advised that it
may be better if you speak with this bloke.”

Still emotionally and
physically drained from the healing, Kerry sensed out to get an
idea on who it could be, considering that no one should have been
able to find them here.

Normally when he did this,
he could immediately pick out either the person or something to
tell him who it could be. This time, all he could pick up was a
wall of angst and near panic.

“That’s odd so let’s go see
who this is,” he decided, catching Roarke’s eye. “We don’t want to
shoot up the place so unless this is a threat, keep the gun
holstered.”

“Yes, Kerry,” the younger
man didn’t remind his brother that he had removed his weapon before
the spell. “Besides, Jess and Cam can do the shooting.”

Andi decided it best to stay with her
employer until she got more data on this situation. That and the
tiny voice that she’d been hearing in her head for the past several
weeks.

“Are we guessing who just
suddenly decided to see if we were here?” Mac wanted to know as he
followed Kerry down the hall; looking back to see that Roarke’s
eyes had a slightly shaded look, which meant that he was picking up
on something his brothers couldn’t.

“No, we are simply going to
go see who has decided to drop in,” Kerry replied, catching the
expression that Jessica Hadley had and suspecting that they were
not going to like who this visitor was.

Stepping into the warmly decorated
parlor that Fiona Kerrigan redecorated yearly, Kerry could have
been expecting any number of people…except for who was actually
waiting for them.

“Kerry, I’m so very sorry
about all of this. I swear that I had no idea about any of this or
their plans for Ian. If I had even suspected I wouldn’t have agreed
to take the lad.”

He remained silent as he
slowly walked toward the now distraught man that was pacing the
parlor. “Sorry about what, Brandon? What didn’t you know?” he asked
evenly, hearing Mac nearly choke upon seeing Brandon
Sullivan.

The man seemed to have aged
ten years since Mac and Maggie had been to the Sullivan house
earlier that day. Now his styled hair was ruffled from where he’d
been dragging his fingers through it. It was clear that the man was
suffering greatly.

“I am so very sorry,” he
whispered again. “I swear that it was never supposed to happen.
Your Da was my mate and I owed him so much but this…God, I wish I
could have stopped it.”

Exchanging looks with his brothers,
Kerry concentrated more on the distraught Irishman. “What is it,
Brandon?” he demanded, attempting to get a sense of the man’s fears
but couldn’t. “What couldn’t you stop?”

“Ian’s death at the hands
of my wife,” the man choked. “Just like she killed our daughter in
one of her damned black masses, now it’s time for another one and
I’m afraid either Ian or that Yank will die very soon.”
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Chapter 14

 


Glendough, County Wicklow,
Ireland:

Mist floating in the air nearly covered
the thick forest that Molly Jackson woke up in.

Trees seemed to go for miles as a heavy
forest of towering trees created a shield of sorts but the silky
blackness and silence still made her nerves crawl.

Sitting up slowly, she winced as her
stomach rolled and she remembered the last moments before waking up
wherever.

“Ian?” Quickly looking
around, Molly squinted to try to see through the mists that seemed
to be coming off a lake nearby. “Ian, where are you?”

Panic was beginning to set in when she
couldn’t see or find her friend and she worried that something had
gone wrong with the spell or he had sent her away but stayed to
protect her.

Standing to try to get her
bearings, the young woman fought the building fear when she heard
the sounds of retching from nearby. Molly looked around the dark
forest to try to gauge the direction that the sound was coming
from. A sudden feeling in her mind and heart just then seemed to
tell her which way to go.

“Ian!” Breaking into a run,
Molly hurried through the trees to find her friend.

Ian Fitzgerald was laying between two
towering trees. He’d rolled to his side when the nausea finally got
to be too much and he had to throw up.

Being so hurt, both physically and
emotionally, the teleportation spell had taken more energy from him
than he had counted on so it hadn’t taken them nearly as far away
from the danger as he would have liked.

Right then, the fever
seemed to be making him see and hear things. As he lay between the
trees, he thought he could hear soft pipes playing very lowly and
glittering little lights flew past his blurry eyes reminding him of
the tales of fairies that his mother used to tell him.

“Always be respectful to
the Gentry or the fairy folk,” Brenna Kerrigan Fitzgerald would
tell her sons in her soft musical lilting accent. “It’s said that
on both the Fitzgerald and Kerrigan sides that the blood of them
run.

“Respect the fairy hills or
mounds, never cut a fairy bush but also be wary for some fairies do
not like humans and always if you pass into the realm of the fairy,
never eat the food.”

“A wise piece of
advice to remember now, a mac
(my son),” Toryn Fitzgerald knelt next to his
fevered son to run a gentle hand over his sweat soaked blond hair.
“Do you know who I am, Ian?”

Finally able to breathe again after his
last bout of retching, the eighteen year old stared as the
glittering form slowly became solid looking.

Being only three years old
at the time of his parents’ deaths, Ian didn’t have many memories
of either of them.

Staring up silently, he
struggled to focus on the black haired handsome man and thought it
odd that he didn’t feel fear from him. When he looked at his eyes,
it began to dawn on him who he was looking at because he saw his
own eyes reflected back at him.

“Da?” he whispered tiredly,
swallowing the sour taste in his mouth. “Am I dead?”

Chuckling, Toryn gave him a small smile
while again brushing an insistent strand of hair out of his eyes.
“No, you’re not dead,” he assured him, deciding to leave out that
he was much closer to that door than either he or his mother liked.
“You’re hurt, sick, and that little stunt teleporting didn’t do you
any good whatsoever, my boy. Too much like Ryan and Roarke you are
at times.”

“That’s…what Mac says,” Ian
muttered, groaning as pain seared from his leg and his stomach
began cramping again. “You’re dead, Da, so if I’m not why…why are
you here?”

“I’m here because I knew
your Mum would be too emotional and you need to stay grounded for a
bit longer,” Toryn replied, easily sitting on the damp mossy ground
next to his youngest son while his eyes seemed to shine as he
looked deeper at the injuries. “How many of these did she inflict,
Ian?”

Not too far under that he didn’t
understand the question, Ian shut his eyes rather than recall the
more hideous moments of his captivity.

“Ian Brandon Callum
Fitzgerald, answer your Father,” Toryn took on the tone that he
normally only had to use on his middle two sons during a fight, but
he sensed that the boy wasn’t going to freely reply, a fact that
both concerned and terrified him. “What did your grandmother
do?”

“Too much,” Ian whispered,
not feeling the tears the slid down his fevered cheeks. “Kerry said
that I didn’t have to call her that because of what she did to
Roarke. Do I?”

Even spirits had emotion and Toryn knew
that had he been flesh and blood still that the dark night skies
would be blacker yet with his rage at what his sons were enduring
at the hands of his very own mother.

“No, you don’t have to call
her anything,” he assured the boy, hearing Molly calling and
knowing time was short. “Your Mum’s advice on the Gentry, Ian was
wise. Follow it closely because soon the time will come when you
will be forced to make choices that you never should be asked to,
but some of them will be made for you.

“The danger to you is by
far the worst because it comes from another direction that neither
your Mum nor I anticipated.” Toryn laid a strong yet gentle hand on
his son’s face and remembered so long ago when he’d been a babe
first placed in his arms.

“Listen to the lass because
despite being a Yank, she has far more inside her than even she is
aware of yet,” he urged, pleased that mention of Molly caused his
son to pay closer attention. “Your fate rests with her as hers does
with you. It will not be easy and the risks are there but you must
trust yourself, your heritage, and your brothers. They will see
both you and young Molly through the nightmares to
come.”

Listening to his father’s voice, Ian
was able to focus more and despite the agony that his body was in
and the seriousness of the situation his next comment just seemed
to pop out.

“Y’know if that…was meant
as encouragement, it sucked, Da,” he muttered, feeling some pain
ease as his father’s hand touched his arm but the deep laugh warmed
him.

“Ta
(Yes), you are most certainly too much like Ryan
in some ways than will please Brenna,” Toryn laughed, amused by the
wit his son showed. Nevertheless, he also felt the fear in him as
well. “If we could protect you more we would,
Ian.”

Forcing his eyes to stay focused, Ian
decided to take a risk. “I’m scared, Da. Scared of dying, scared
that everything they said is true and Kerry, Mac, Ry and Roarke
have forgotten about me or that they…they don’t care…”

“Now listen to me, Ian,”
Toryn cut him off firmly, taking care when he gently lifted his
face up to meet his eyes. “You have a right to be scared, boy.
Hell, I’d be more worried if you weren’t but it will fine if you
listen when the time comes.

“As for your brothers, I
don’t ever want you to be afraid that they’ve forgotten you. In
fact, those lads are doing everything they can to find you, but
when you are back with them you’ll have to tell Kerry everything
that you’ve been hiding,” he stated, lifting an eyebrow. “You also
have to be honest with not only yourself but also with someone
else.”

Nodding tiredly, Ian blinked up at his
father’s now shimmering form. “You’re going,”

“There are limits to the
time that either your Mum or I can stay in this place now, lad,”
Toryn smiled at his son, squeezing his shoulder. “You won’t be
alone long, Ian,” he assured him, hearing what his son
couldn’t.

Hesitating briefly before standing,
Toryn looked back. “You were our last child, Ian, and I grieve more
that you, unlike your brothers, didn’t have the chance to have more
time with your parents.

“We love all of you lads
but Brenna always said that you would be the most unique. Trust
your powers and never let your fears win out because aside from the
strength that you share with your brothers, you have so much more
inside you that you need to learn,” he finished as he began to fade
from sight. “Take care, my son,”

Ian’s eyes blurred but this time from
tears as he watched his father’s image slowly disappear. “I…I love
you, Da,” he whispered, not feeling quite so sick now when suddenly
another voice registered in his thoughts. “Molly.”

“Ian!” Molly Jackson
finally broke through the trees to find her friend, relief evident.
“God, I thought I’d never find you. I was afraid at first that you
hadn’t come through the spell or…”

Close enough to see how
pale he was, Molly’s voice halted while dropping to her knees.
“Mon Dieu, you’re
looking worse than before, cher.”

Relief at hearing her
voice, knowing that she was safe from his enemies, caused Ian to
chuckle at her rush of words. “Nice…to know, luv,” he murmured,
groaning when he moved. “Help…help me sit…up, Molly.”

“You could be bleeding
inside, Ian, you should stay laid down,” she argued uselessly she
knew because her friend was almost as stubborn as she
was.

Easing an arm around him for support,
she helped him carefully up until he was sitting with his back
against the tree.

“Let me check your leg,”
she said when she noticed the tear in his jeans, feeling the warmth
of the fever from it. “What is it from? The same ‘wolf’ that killed
Toby?”

He closed his eyes,
remembering the field trip that seemed like it had happened years
ago rather than a few weeks. “Sebastian’s pets are hell hounds from
his other dimension. Sort of like Irish wolfhounds mixed between a
Doberman and a pit bill,” he replied, hearing material rip. “He
couldn’t touch me…but the hounds and…”

Looking up in concern as he trailed
off, Molly caught the pain on his face and knew instinctively that
it wasn’t all from the wounds on his body.

“Ian, what’s happening?”
she asked him quietly, struggling to see the wound on his leg in
the dark forest. “I got a crash course from your brothers but a lot
of this still doesn’t make sense. Especially your journal and the
stuff Ryan and I found in your room.”

Flying little lights seemed
to hover near them, giving Molly enough illumination to see the
long, red, festering claw marks that raked Ian’s leg from hip to
knee. She also saw the many bite marks on his leg.

“They’re infected, Ian,”
she whispered, not liking the feeling even being close to these
wounds gave her. “Where else did they bite?”

“The other leg, my arm…too
many wounds to count,” he spoke lowly, trying to keep his breathing
even by focusing his thoughts on the young woman currently with
him. “Don’t touch ‘em, Molly. The…dark energy and poison from them
can hurt you.”

Reaching into her little
bag, Molly withdrew a can of something with a few sigils scrawled
on it. “This will take some of the pain out of them,” she assured
him, whispering something into the night air in Creole French
before lightly wiping the salve of her grandmother’s onto the first
claw mark.

“Okay, that bloody well
hurts,” Ian gritted, fighting the urge to grab her hand. “What’s in
that stuff?”

“Something involving snake
heads, snake blood and ash,” Molly shrugged, feeling him tense in
pain. “So, were you planning on telling me that all four of your
big brothers are of the drop dead gorgeous species?” she asked,
deciding to get his mind off of himself.

Forcing one eye open, Ian couldn’t help
but grin weakly. “Ryan loves you if you said that to any of them,”
he decided.

“I think it was fifty/fifty
if they trusted me in the beginning or not,” Molly replied, lifting
an edge of his shirt up to look at bruises on his side. “They like
to fight about as much as my brothers.”

“Aye, that’s my brothers,”
Ian nodded, a tingling in his head warning him that danger was
closing in on them. “I’m sorry that you got involved. You should
have stayed out of it, Molly.”

Deciding that her salve wasn’t going to
be nearly enough to help her friend, Molly finally put it away. “I
wasn’t going to let you vanish without anyone doing anything about
it, Irish,” she replied, shivering as the cold night air blew
around them. “Tell me what happened to you, Ian?”

“Me being too stupid and
naïve to recognize a trap before walking into one,” he sighed,
laying his head back against the tree but felt her emotions and
knew that she was shivering for more than just the cold. “C’mere,
luv.”

Being fevered, Ian couldn’t
feel the cold that surrounded them but he was still aware that
Molly was being affected by it. Knowing that he couldn’t protect
them right now, he was determined to at least keep her
warm.

Slowly, Molly scooted up until she was
sitting next to him. “You weren’t stupid, pal,” she assured him,
feeling his arm move just enough that it slid around her shoulders
to draw her against him. “Ian?”

“I can’t protect you but I
can at least try to keep you warm,” Ian assured her, comfortable
with her against him which surprised him. “I told you some of my
past, Molly but I kept the more recent problems to
myself.”

“Yeah, that worked,” she
returned, rolling her eyes. “I’m guessing that the silver cat we
saw was your grandmother’s familiar or something and that she was
trying to warn you away from helping your brothers defeat this
Warlock.”

Not as surprised as he
should have been, Ian nodded slowly. “Sebastian needs one of us to
either die or turn to his side so that’s why Kathleen was at my
dorm. I expected issues with both of them but…it was the other
issue that started things going bad for me,” he told her
quietly.

Lifting her head from his shoulder,
Molly heard the grim tone in his normally pleasant voice. “What
happened, Ian?” she asked again. “Why did you have those books in
your room? Why did you have that dagger?”

“I had the books to see
exactly what I was being pulled into and how I could possibly stop
it,” he replied, not wanting to remember this on top of the rest
but needing Molly to understand so that she could tell his
brothers.

“You know how in those old
movies, the adopted child goes about his or her life totally normal
and happy until the day comes when he discovers the big, dark, and
horrible secret that his ‘family’ has been keeping from him?” he
asked her, feeling her nod her head. “Well, about a week or so
after I returned to school I had one of those moments.”

Staying silent, Molly let
her friend talk at his own pace because she almost felt his anxiety
over this.

“I’d gone to have dinner
with my foster parents and Brandon had been called to his office
unexpectedly,” Ian began slowly, tightening his arm around Molly
but frowned when he realized his other arm didn’t want to
move.

“Sybil had gone to put
Bridget, that’s the three year old they’re adopting, down for the
night, and I felt weird. I thought that was strange since I grew up
in that house but on that night it felt like it was closing in on
me. I was going to make an excuse to leave when I noticed that the
basement door was open a little.”

Noticing the trouble with his other
arm, Molly helped him move it so that he was holding her fully.
“That was odd?”

“The basement in their
house was always off limits, Molly,” Ian told her, not aware when
his fingers began to stroke her hair. “That night, I went
downstairs and…it was the side room that caught my attention
because I heard voices.

“Sybil and some man that
she’d always introduced as her Uncle were talking in this little
room about the ceremony in a few months and would ‘he’ be ready? He
asked her if the boy was aware of the glorious destiny that he was
fulfilling with his death just as Emily had?” He frowned slightly,
going on. “It was when Syb assured him that despite the sudden
resurgence of Sebastian that I figured out that they were talking
about me.”

Blinking, Molly looked up at him in
surprise. “Oh my God,” she whispered. “The dagger?”

“I waited for them to leave
the room and snuck in to see something out of a fifties horror
movie complete with an altar with a goat’s head hanging above it,
black candles, an inverted pentagram and other stuff.” Ian could
still picture that room.

“I looked around and found
a book, like a journal that Sybil clearly kept, and after reading
it briefly I figured out that my foster sister, Emily, didn’t die
by accident on her nineteenth birthday but the cult that Syb’s a
part of killed her. They planned on doing the same to me,” he
declared, meeting her dark eyes as he fought to explain. “I took
the dagger to a professor at Trinity and he explained that it was
used in powerful Black Masses and that whoever I had gotten it
from, that I should stay the bloody hell away from.”

Ian shook his head, wincing as the pain
began returning. “I got the books to try to figure out if there was
a way to break whatever plan or ritual that they’d clearly been
grooming me for because I didn’t want to tell my
brothers.”

“You should have told them,
Ian,” Molly argued, sitting up to look him fully in the eyes. “I’ve
seen those guys and can honestly say that they would do anything
for you but you have to learn to ask for help.”

“Sybil and Kathleen always
said that my brothers didn’t want me because I was too much trouble
and that if I caused too much more that they’d leave me like Mum
and Da did,” the boy murmured, emotion evident in his voice. “I
didn’t want to lose my brothers over something they didn’t have
anything to do with, Molly.”

Blinking at those words,
Molly seemed to snap out of her shock to lightly slap him in the
head in response. “You stupid twit,” she scoffed, reaching up to
clasp his face between her palms. “Ian, I come from a family with
eight older brothers so I can tell when someone’s acting or
pretending and I can tell you that your brothers will fight demons
from hell for you.”

Hesitating briefly to make sure that he
was paying attention, she waited before adding in a softer voice.
“So will I, Ian. I won’t leave you and neither will your
brothers.”

“Molly,” Ian started but
stopped, wanting to say so much, to tell his friend everything that
he felt but was unsure.

Ian had made many friends
mad by turning down dates that most boys his age would have jumped
at. What wasn’t widely known because he had never told anyone is
that Ian didn’t date because he’d been afraid of getting close to
someone and then losing them, as he had his parents and
brothers’.

Molly had been the only one
that he was ever really at ease with and he had recently concluded
that the other reason he didn’t like to date at school was that he
wanted to date someone who was right for him. He hadn’t found that
someone until he had met Molly.

That brought another set of
concerns for him since he refused to have Molly placed in the same
danger that Roarke’s friend Jessica had been placed in, but she had
been anyway.

“Ian?” Molly caught the way
that he was just staring at her; his blue-gray eyes seemed to be a
million miles away. “Where’d you go, Irish?” she asked
lightly.

Shaking himself out of his
own thoughts, Ian blinked a few times. “I don’t want you to be hurt
in this, Molly. I want to try to get you away from this but I’m
still too weak,” he told her quietly, seeing her eyes narrow and
cutting her off quickly. “No, listen.”

Placing a finger against her lips to
keep her from interrupting him, Ian took as deep a breath as he
could. “When Sebastian attacked Roarke in the manor a few months
ago, he used Jessica as a way to hurt him. He did things to Jess
that I’m certain only she and Roarke know the full extent of and
I…I don’t want him to have that chance to touch you. I would die
before I let anyone touch you, Molly, but I…I don’t know how to
protect us until Kerry…”

Realizing what he was saying and
remembering the Warlock’s comments made the girl shudder but she
caught his hand, holding it tightly in her own.

“I don’t claim to have all
the power that my grandmothers did or even know half of what I’m
supposed to if I am the one who’s supposed to be helping you with
this stuff that you need to do,” she began slowly, seeing his eyes
start. “I’m not a coward and I won’t be used, so we can protect
each other until your brothers get their acts together. I am not
leaving you alone.”

“You are too bloody
stubborn, Molly,” Ian muttered sourly, watching her smirk at
him.

“Yeah, and you’re not,
Irish,” she shot back, and then thought of something. “Before you
finished the spell back in that other place, you said something in
Irish that got lost in the translation somewhere between my ears
and your kiss, care to give me the American version?”

Hesitating on that out of fear for them
both, Ian was considering it when the sudden pain in his stomach
and leg had him nearly screaming. “God!”

“Ian?” Molly caught him as
he doubled over, throwing up violently even as she heard the barks
and howls. “Shit! What…?”

Knowing those sounds well, Ian’s hand
shot out to grip her hand. “Go,” he gasped out, terror spreading
faster than his pain. “They want me, Molly.”

“No, we’re both getting out
of this,” she decided, using all of her strength to pull her friend
to his feet and then needing to support him. “We just need to put
some distance between us and those dogs.”

Under normal circumstances, Ian would
have admired his friend’s spunk and tenacity but this wasn’t a time
those attributes would help her.

“Molly,” he tried to speak
but the pain was burning again and as she slipped on the soft
ground, and they both went down.

Twisting on a natural
instinct so as to protect her from injury, Ian took the brunt of
the fall on his back as his arms caught Molly and held on. “Molly,
listen,”

Twisting to look behind
them, she was close to panic, for the hounds were getting closer.
“Move now, listen later, Irish,” she tried to move but his hands
suddenly gripped her shoulders.

“Damn it, Molly, listen to
me,” Ian snapped, pain and worry making his tone harder than usual
as he shook her shoulders gently. “It won’t make a bleedin’
difference how far we run, those are hell hounds, and they have
tasted my blood. They’ll track me no matter where I am until the
poison gets out of my blood.

“You need to run. There’s
an abandoned monastery close by here past that hill. Go there and
stay there until you don’t hear the hounds anymore. Then
concentrate on mentally reaching one of my brothers, or Maggie or
Jessica,” he told her firmly, hissing in pain. “Go, Molly. Please,
before they get closer.”

Seeing and hearing the
emotions that he was speaking, Molly swallowed her first instinct
and her tears as she watched Ian fall back into shock. The hounds
continued to approach.

Looking around quickly, Molly saw the
hill that he mentioned but instead of a landmark, she saw something
else and tales from her youth filled her head along with other
things.

Soft pipes, music, the fluttering of
those tiny lights hovering around them.

“It is you that the bastard
wants,” she whispered, brushing a gentle hand down his face before
jerking off the Claddagh medal that she’d had since childhood to
place in his clenched hand. “That’s why he isn’t getting you again,
Irish.”

Looking toward that hill
and laying her gold hoop earrings on the ground near her feverish
friend, Molly closed her eyes and thought of the song and spell
that her father’s grandmother had taught her.

“A child of Erin who once
had Gentry blood in her veins, calls on the Gentry, the fairy folk
who roam both our realm and Other for help,” she whispered, hearing
the growls coming closer. “Help me protect this man who is also of
your blood, help me…”

A sudden bark next to her
ear had Molly nearly screaming as her eyes snapped open to see a
huge white dog-like animal with red ears standing near
her.

Fear was her first instinct until the
animal sat down to watch her curiously with intelligent eyes, its
huge head jerking as the sound of the hell hound’s howl from
somewhere.

“A pal of yours?” she asked
the dog, whirling as a step sounded. “You won’t take him back,
you…”

“Just like a female you
are, Molly Brianna Jackson. You call on aid from the Fairies and
then get defensive when you get it.”

Staring at the figure who had spoken,
she wasn’t certain if she’d fallen into one of her grandmother’s
old fairy tales.

Standing a few feet away
from them was a man. He seemed taller than what she gauged to be
over six feet with long flowing black hair tied back at his neck
with a golden ribbon.

Dressed in fine clothes of
a rich deep blue silk shirt and black pants with shiny black riding
boots, his eyes were a magnetizing blue with just a touch of gray
in them.

“You did call for aid,
didn’t you, girl?” he asked, the musical tone of his accent a match
for his powerful voice.

Nodding blindly, it took Molly a couple
seconds to find her voice. “My…my friend, he’s been hurt by…well he
called them hell hounds and this warlock wants to kill him so that
this ancient prophecy doesn’t happen and I need him safe until his
brothers find him…”

Listening to her ramble,
the man cocked his head to eye her until finally he shook his head.
“Aye, you’re of Maeve’s line,” he decided with a nod. “She babbled
like a fool in her youth as well, and it’s a fine thing that I know
about Sebastian already or that would have made no sense, even to
someone such as myself.”

“Considering the fact that
I have some self-important Warlock, an old woman with delusions of
grandeur and hounds from hell all after my friend and I, it’s lucky
I’m not screaming. I’ve seen and felt a house shake under power I
never really expected to ever be close to. Not to mention I’ve been
teleported.” Molly didn’t mean to sound cross but she hated to be
told that she babbled. “So either you and your puppy are huge
reactions to that or…I actually am talking to someone from inside a
sidhe.”

“So, which exactly do you
believe this to be, lass?” the man asked, the soft light that had
seemed to be shimmering from all around him slowly disappearing as
he stepped closer.

Molly, taking a deep
breath, chose to go with her inner gut feeling. “I believe you’re a
fairy,” she replied, going on. “Judging by the style of clothes,
the jewels in those rings that you’re wearing, and the way you’re
carrying yourself, I’d say that you’re either high up in the Gentry
or you’re of Royal blood.”

“Very impressive for an
American mortal lass whose own Celtic blood has been ignored for
far too long.” He seemed truly impressed by Molly’s assumptions,
staying silent for several moments as if considering her more until
finally nodding. “Do you know who I am then?”

“Gram always said that
fairies guarded their real names and only revealed them to trusted
confidents or family on either side since she said that
occasionally fairy royalty would become infatuated with mortals.
They’d either mate here in this world or take the mortal back with
them,” Molly said, quoting the explanation so seriously that he
laughed.

“Maeve really was quite
chatty with you then,” he mused, laying a hand with a turquoise
ring on it on the large dog’s head. “That is true though, as we do
not reveal our true name to many outsiders,” he acknowledged,
kneeling down next to where she stayed by Ian.

Taking a moment to gaze
into her deep brown eyes as if gauging her, he then placed a hand
lightly on the fevered boy’s brow. “He suffers greatly and needs
more care than what meager mortal ointments you may have in that
handy bag will provide.”

Looking quickly as leaves rustled and
the air grew thicker, Molly glanced over her shoulder. “He needs to
be safe from that bastard. He needs his brothers,” she told this
strange black haired man urgently, fear building but knowing that
she needed to protect Ian. “You’re of his blood, aren’t
you?”

“Aye, that I am,” the man
acknowledged after a moment of hesitation. “My name is Riordan,
Molly Jackson, and as your own Great Grandmother told you, one day
a very long time ago even for my kind, I wandered this realm of
mortals and met a lovely young lass.

“Aislin was seventeen by
your years when I met her wandering the fields near where Fitzgaren
would one day be formed.” he explained calmly, not appearing
concerned about the growling that was coming closer. “She came from
a line of witches so powerful that the magic in her blood actually
kept her son from showing the more obvious signs that some children
born between my kind and mortals reveal.”

Sitting still while
watching as Riordan’s long fingers gently stroked and smoothed
Ian’s hair back from his now white face, Molly stared in
fascination.

“Then Ian’s line, the
Fitzgerald family line began with…” she suddenly realized why she
hadn’t been scared of this black haired man. He reminded her of
Ian’s older brothers. “It began with the child that you sired with
the girl you met.”

“Aislin Fitzgerald’s son,
Keegan, began the line that this lad comes from,” Riordan
confirmed, frowning when he didn’t like what he felt as the boy
twisted restlessly. “He is of my blood so that accords him a
special privilege.”

As an undisputed reader of fairy tales
and someone who had spent hours in her father’s library reading on
the other creatures that existed in the land of her ancestors,
Molly had also read books that hinted some about fairy
laws.

“Can you keep him safe?”
she demanded, feeling her nerves settle as she made up her mind.
“Can you make sure that he survives?”

“Aye, but more often than
not, changing an action will result in other results,” Riordan
spoke gravely, lifting his eyes to meet hers. “Are ye sure that
this is what you want to do?”

Hesitating briefly as panic
at what would more than likely be done to her flashed in her head,
Molly slowly nodded. “I grew up knowing that I’d one day make a
huge sacrifice for someone I loved and this is as huge as it
gets.

“I…I love him and I know
that his life is more important than mine considering that if they
don’t stop that Warlock a lot of other bad stuff may happen.” She
closed Ian’s limp fingers around her medal before brushing tears
away. “Take him the hell out of here and make sure that he knows or
his brothers know that I made this choice of my own free
will.”

Riordan considered this
caramel skinned young woman before nodding, easily lifting Ian
Fitzgerald into his arms. “May the light of the Goddess protect
you, Molly Jackson, and know that your sacrifice will not be
forgotten,” he proclaimed, stepping back slowly. “Be strong and
hold onto the strength of that love. Blessed be, child of
Zaira.”

A mist seemed to form around him as the
huge white dog bounded after its master and as she blinked her
eyes, Molly was startled by how quickly she found herself
alone.

“Well, Molly, you got
yourself into this one so let’s see how long you can keep yourself
alive,” she muttered, whirling as something huge and black with
glowing red eyes hurtled itself out from the closest
bush.

Frightened by the beast’s
appearance, Molly stumbled back but before she could think of even
a minor spell or grab a stick for defense, a heavy net formed
around her.

Not expecting the weight of
the net, she fell to the ground, struggling to get free but the
more she struggled the tighter the net bound her.

“Let me go!” she snapped,
straining to see as a step sounded and large teeth seemed to snap
at her face.

“Heel!” a sharp voice
commanded. A mangy looking man with a patch over one eye stepped
into the clearing while holding the leashes to six other frothing
hounds. “Well, look at we’ve caught. A little meddling she-witch,”
he sneered, looking down. “Care to tell me where the boy
is?”

Still struggling but feeling the net
beginning to burn her skin, Molly glared up at the one-eyed man.
“He’s where you bastards will never touch him again.”

“That is certainly a bad
thing for you, young Molly,” Sebastian spoke as he appeared in the
forest. “You should have run when you had the chance because I do
not brook interference lightly, and you have ruined a well-timed
plan.”

Fighting against showing fear, Molly
attempted her bravest sneer. “So kill me,” she invited. “Ian’s safe
where not even his deluded old bat of a grandma can get to him and
you can’t use me against him where he’s at either.”

“Perhaps,” the Warlock
conceded with a sigh, letting his eyes roam as the net seemed to be
dissolving right into her skin. “Don’t bother to struggle. The net
was coated with a type of liquid that will paralyze you except to
orders issued by myself or my allies,” he explained, smiling when
he watched her eyes change.

“Spells and magic work well
on some but with others, other things are needed. Those methods
require additional aids and this toxin will assure your total
cooperation to both my needs and also to your final fate,” he
concluded, reaching down to stroke her face and seeming pleased
when her attempt to pull away failed. “I had promised you to
someone else since I had need of Ian, but now she will have to wait
while you learn the painful lesson of interfering in my
plans.”

Struggling internally, her last
thoughts before pain took her consciousness were of Ian, relief
that at least he would be safe from them, and of her
mother.

‘I’m sorry, Momma,’ she
thought silently, eyes rolling back. “Ian…”

“Take her back to my
private retreat and have the maids prepare her for me,” he ordered
the hound controller. “Inform Mrs. Fitzgerald that her grandson has
passed beyond our reach for now but that all isn’t lost so long as
we hold his whore.”

As his servant vanished
with Molly and the hounds, Sebastian stared at the distant hill
with a sneer. “You can’t keep him in your realm forever, old
friend. Sooner or later, you will have to return him to his
brothers, and if he wishes to save the girl then Ian will have to
face his part in this prophecy or it will still fall.”

Turning to walk away, he paused to look
back. “Will he fail to protect Molly as you failed to protect
Aislin? Or will I finally triumph over this family that you
created?”

Walking away and disappearing into the
mists, a lone howl was heard in a distant land as fairies from many
clans wept in fear and sadness as one of their own came close to
the shadow of death.
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Fitzwilliam Square, Dublin,
Ireland:

Images of fire, fluttering
wings, stone circles, along with the sounds of soft tiny pipes
playing in a wave of gauze film, to finally a scream of a thousand
voices were what caused Ryan Fitzgerald to jerk upright in
bed.

Pain seared his chest,
side, and back made him lose his breath and decide that maybe being
dead wasn’t such a bad plan.

“S’kay, what the bloody
hell happened?” he muttered, slumping back against the pillows
without even looking to see where he was.

The last thing Ryan could recall was
the dorm, the guards, and… “Molly!”

Remembering hearing the girl scream
right before all hell had broken loose, the black haired Irishman
cursed his lack of memory as he struggled to get out of the
bed.

Needing to find out where
he was, what was happening, and how long had he been out were his
first priorities. However, as he went to stand up a hand simply
pushed him back.

“What in the hell do you
think you’re doing?”

The sharp, though still
sultry sounding, outraged voice tore through his head like a
jackhammer, making him groan for multiple reasons.

Dragging a pillow over his head to stop
the hammers in his head, Ryan threw a harsh snarl in Irish out in
response.

“While that’s not
physically possible unless one’s an elephant in heat, I’m sure we
can find you something else to play with, boss,” Andrea ‘Andi’
McCabe returned lightly, not in the least insulted or intimidated
by the words hurling through the pillow. “I thought you woke up in
a foul mood after a bad night in the casino but you’re making up
for it this time. I guess getting stabbed by a demon or whatever
that thing was really brings out the nasty side of your always
charming temper.”

Slowly realizing that the voice echoing
through his head wasn’t a bad dream, Ryan lifted the pillow enough
to open one eye to glare.

“What the bloody hell are
you doing here, McCabe?” he demanded in a rough voice, groaning
when she pulled the pillow away. “Where is here, by the
way?”

Andi had been sitting with
her employer in the now silent room and she was shocked that he was
awake this soon.

She’d used the time to
reconsider what she’d seen, what she had learned, and more
importantly, she was thinking back to the family stories she’d
heard as a girl.

A solitary child, she’d
grown up mainly with her father’s relatives while her parents were
off chasing their own form of adventures.

Her father, a professional
treasure hunter, was often gone for months at a time and rarely had
time for his only daughter, while her mother was more interested in
touring Europe as a model than raising a family.

So that put Andi either
with her father’s family in Donegal, Ireland or some of her
mother’s Gypsy family in either Romania or Brooklyn, New
York.

Growing up, she’d learned
many odd things from her mixed family, and after graduating MIT
with a degree in electronics, she turned to a more interesting
career. She became a cat burglar and excelled at it until the night
her skills at breaking and entering came up against someone better
at it.

Remembering the first night that she
had met Ryan Fitzgerald still made her steam because she hated to
admit that there was someone better than she was at
burglary.

It was that meeting that
also gave her entry into Ryan’s budding security consultant agency,
or as he put it to her that night… “Come to work for me, put those
bloody fancy skills to use for the right people, or I turn you over
to the local law who frown on little girls breaking into the
Mayor’s private home.”

Therefore, she had gone to
work for him, never looking back or regretting it. Though at times,
they butted heads, had screaming matches over protocol, and battled
over every little thing, Andi would be damned to admit that she’d
miss him if anything would happen to her favorite rival.

“According to what I’m
guessing is one of your brothers, we’re at your grandparents’ house
in some part of Dublin that I can’t remember off hand,” she finally
replied to his question, again shoving him back. “Try to get up
again, Fitzgerald, and I’ll break a leg to keep you in that damned
bed.”

Ryan scowled at her while
shoving his hair out of his face and thinking hard, looking around
the room that he was in. It brought back memories of his
grandfather’s laugh as he mixed herbs or tonics
together.

“Fitzwilliam Square,” he
told her, still not clear on how he’d gotten there, or what had
happened in the dorm. “Where are my brothers?”

“Someone came while they
were trying to stop you from bleeding after that damn demon guard
used you for a pin cushion,” Andi replied then asked bluntly. “Were
you planning on revealing that you were a witch by nature and not
just by personality?”

The question didn’t
necessarily take him by surprise since he’d figured that if she’d
been around his brothers for any length of time that she would have
seen some things.

Moreover, Ryan had never
denied that Andi was a smart woman who would have figured it out by
only seeing or hearing a few things. Of course, that didn’t mean
that he had to like it.

“That’s bloody cute,
McCabe,” he muttered, pushing up on an elbow to look at her and was
surprised to see that her eyes looked tired. “Jet lag or didn’t
want to sleep in a house filled with witches and
mercenaries?”

Ignoring the sarcasm, she snorted. “I
was more concerned that one of them didn’t turn you into a toad or
anything.”

That amused him since it
reminded him of the time that he’d tried to turn Roarke into one.
“Kerry’s too mature for that type of thing, Mac’s a physician by
trade so he’s bound by that hypocrite oath,” he responded, seeing
her eyes shift at his deliberate misuse of his brothers’ oath as a
doctor. “Only the brat would have the guts to try.”

“If that’s the black haired
one then I’d say he was too weak after hooking some link to you
after you got attacked, and then I think he absorbed too much while
they healed you,” Andi replied easily, not seeing the way he tensed
but catching his frown. “What?”

“Roarke did what?” Knowing
the reason that their brother couldn’t heal, Ryan didn’t like what
Andi was saying but chose to deal with that later in order to catch
up on things. “Alright, McCabe, from the time you decided to ruin
my vacation until I woke up, give me a sit-rep.”

Silently pleased to hear
the normal back to business tone, she shrugged. “First, if this is
your idea of a vacation then you are more deluded than I gave you
credit for.

“You called, left me a
voicemail to get my ass to Dublin and meet you at a dorm room. Even
left the number of the room, so I dropped my plans and decided I
may as well come and collect the pay you still owe me,” she went
on, missing how his eyes were changing.

“When I arrived I found
that all hell had cut loose and some rent-a-cop was about to stick
you with a satanic sacrificial dagger so I stopped that. He went
poof very dramatically and then your one brother made my Beretta go
poof when I tried to shoot him.” Lifting a fine brow, Andi sat back
on a window seat. “There, all caught up.”

Staring at her in blank shock, Ryan
finally sat up as several things that she said dawned on
him.

“What the bloody hell are
you talking about?” he demanded, frowning. “I never called you,
McCabe. The Devil himself could put hot coals under my nails before
I’d call you and what were you doing shooting at my
brothers?”

“Don’t pull that crap on
me, Fitzgerald,” she snapped back, shooting to her feet and tossing
him her cell phone. “You called me, it’s on there. There’s some
static, but you can still hear it.”

Staring at her, Ryan took
the phone and frowned when he saw his own cell phone number. “What
the bloody…?”

Listening to the message,
the frown slowly faded to be replaced by something akin to a look
of disbelief. “Okay, now that’s just plain past scary,” he
murmured, slowly closing the cell phone.

“I’ll accept my pay in lieu
of an apology that I know you’d rather choke on than give,” Andi
stated with a smirk that could have mirrored one that he usually
used, but then seeing how pale he seemed, she turned more serious.
“Ryan? What is it?”

“Huh, I guess I never
really thought about it since I haven’t heard the voice in fifteen
years.” Ryan closed his eyes tight for a long moment, struggling
against emotions that he would rather not deal with at all much
less in front of this woman.

Handing the phone back, he
shook his head. “I know what you heard and without knowing I
suppose you would have thought it was me,” he began slowly, seeing
her frown in confusion. “Only someone who knew the voice and knew
that his accent was stronger than what I normally use would be able
to tell the difference.”

“What are you babbling
about?” Andi demanded, not understanding. “If that wasn’t you on
the message then who the hell was it?”

“My father,” Ryan replied
simply, not understanding it and not really wanting to. “Don’t ask
because we’ll ask Kerry as soon as I can get out of this bed – and
speaking of Kerry, which of my brothers did you try to shoot and
why?”

Still shaken about what he
had said about his father, Andi took a second to catch up to his
next question. “I had just seen a guy practically explode, I didn’t
know who he was, and so I naturally pulled my weapon. He waved a
hand and the gun vanished.”

“That would have been
Kerry,” Ryan guessed, knowing his brothers well enough to hazard an
opinion. “Mac would have tried to talk to you and the brat would
have pulled his own weapon before resorting to magic.”

“You have interesting
brothers, Fitzgerald,” she remarked, lifting a curious brow.
“What’s your last one like?”

Thinking about Ian reminded
Ryan of what he had been doing before being knocked out of the
fight. “Ian’s like any normal eighteen year old…with the exception
that he has a hell of a lot more power than he lets on about and
that’s a huge part of our problem.”

Moving until his feet were
finally on the floor, the black haired Irishman began to attempt to
stand on his own but felt weaker than he had in years. “Bloody
hell, I don’t have time for this rot,” he growled in self-disgust,
trying to shove off the feelings of weakness by centering his
powers only to find they were too low.

“Hero, I hate to tell you
this but whatever the hell that dagger was that stabbed you did a
number on you,” Andi told him, sighing upon seeing a familiar look
enter his eyes. “The healing spell your brothers used took a toll
on you as well as them so getting up may not be advisable. I wanted
to take you to a hospital.”

“Yeah, that would have
looked good, luv,” Ryan snorted, rolling his eyes while trying to
use the room itself to show him exactly what spell had been used on
him. “It would’ve been kind of hard to explain to normal doctors
about magic, hounds from hell and stuff like that.”

Hooking a link to the
memories from the room, he saw flashes of his brothers, the circle,
and the spell. What concerned him about that image was that he
doubted either Mac or Kerry saw how much Roarke had opened himself,
how much of his pain and dark energy the boy had taken upon
himself.

“Brat’s bound and bloody
determined to make me ruin my image,” he muttered, sighing and
releasing the image to look at the black haired woman. “Help me up
so I can go find my brothers and catch up on what they learned
while I was playing in the dorm.”

“Fitzgerald, you’d better…”
she had started to object when he caught her hands, holding on
tighter than she’d ever had him do before in her time with
him.

“Andrea, my brother has
been missing for two weeks and there’s this feeling in my gut that
says we’re running out of time to help him and his pal,” Ryan
declared seriously, holding her eyes as he had done so
infrequently. “I need to talk with Kerry and you need to find a
plane now that you’ve done your good deed.”

Scowling at him, Andi helped him stand
up and felt him try to hold his balance on his own since she knew
that her boss hated to have to be helped at anything.

“Suck it up, Fitzgerald
because you’re stuck with me until I decide to leave,” she informed
him, jade eyes firing even as he was winding up to argue. “Hey, you
never know when you might need another set of legs to do something
or shoot something. Besides, Olav told me not to come back to base
without the boss so…”

“The next damn time I need
to hire people I’m makin’ certain that they aren’t as hardheaded as
the ones I have now,” he growled, nearly snarling at her laugh,
choosing to respond in his natural manner.

Twisting suddenly, Ryan was able to
pull a startled Andi hard against his chest to stare down at her
with glittering eyes.

“If you’re so bloody
insistent on stickin’ this out then listen to me carefully Andrea
Michelle Colleen McCabe,” he began sternly, using her full name
because he knew that she hated it and he only used it when he
needed to drive a point home.

“This is not like the jobs
I send you and the crew on normally or even the abnormal jobs that
I still take on.” He went on seriously, now picking up other
feelings that he couldn’t instantly place but decided to focus on
the woman. “Crazy warlocks are one thing, devil worshipers are
another thing that I wasn’t planning on facing again in this
lifetime.

“I can’t say what will
knock on the front door next so no matter what happens, you will do
what I say, when I say it or I will personally put your sassy butt
on the first plane back to Athens. Do we understand each
other?”

Temper warred with common sense as she
debated on showing him a trick that her great-Aunt had taught her
as a girl until she recalled the dreams that she’d been having and
the woman who had been the other reason that Andi had traveled to
Ireland looking for her employer.

“He needs you, Andrea,
though hell itself will freeze before he admits that,” she had
stated in a soft lilting voice. “Go and be there for him even if it
may require a good hard smack to his thick skull.”

Slowly taking a calming breath, Andi
nodded finally. “Yeah, Fitzgerald, I understand,” she assured him,
smirking. “You escaped the manners department growing up, didn’t
you?”

“Mum had five sons to teach
those to and she figured out which ones it would stick with,” Ryan
shrugged, taking a step, when suddenly it seemed like every sense
he had erupted at the same time even as clocks began chiming though
it wasn’t the top of the hour.

“What the hell?” Andi
demanded, looking around quickly before her eyes landed on Ryan,
alarmed. “Ryan?”

Frowning while trying to shake his
nerves back down to an even level, he closed his eyes to try to
sense what had caused that when the image hit. “Oh, bloody hell,”
he whispered, shock quickly turning to an emotion that he rarely
let himself feel or show, fear. “Ian.”

Quickly forgetting his still sore body
or the weakness, Ryan shrugged away from Andi to break for the
door. “Kerry! We’ve got trouble!” he shouted for his brothers even
as a scream came from the front of the house.

 


Moments before:

Not knowing what would soon
be coming, Kerry Fitzgerald was having a hard enough time keeping
control of things in the parlor.

Brandon Sullivan’s last
statement didn’t take him by surprise but it clearly did not go
over well with his two brothers.

“Care to run that by us
again?” Roarke’s tone was low, a sign that his already strained
emotions were getting close to the surface.

“I swear on my sainted
Mother’s grave that I didn’t know what she was going to do,”
Brandon went on. “She swore that after what occurred with Emily
that it would never happen again but…after your brother and that
reporter visited I realized the truth and I realized why Ian, a
month ago, ran out of the house. He must have found
out.”

Lifting a brow curiously,
Kerry sat down, motioning the man to sit also while Mac headed for
the bar and Roarke stayed by the door.

“Start at the beginning,
Brandon. What did you realize?” Kerry asked, certain that he knew
but feeling that the man needed to get to the point on his own.
“Can Mac get you a drink?”

Shaking his head, Brandon finally sat
on the edge of the sofa but continued to wring his hands. “Kerry,
you have to believe that I loved Ian like my own son and I…I would
have tried to keep him safe from nearly anything but…”

“Why does that but not make
me feel good about what’s coming next?” Mac muttered, keeping an
eye on his younger brother while Kerry focused on the shaking man.
“Why don’t you just tell Kerry what Sybil’s into that has you
scared and how she’s connected with what happened to
Ian?”

Sitting back in his chair, Kerry’s eyes
were calm but darkening as he gazed at the other man. “Or, why
don’t you just tell us how long she’s been into satanic sacrifice
and how did our brother figure into her plan before Sebastian
returned?”

“You don’t understand,”
Brandon whispered, closing his eyes. “Your grandmother and Sybil
always planned for Ian to die the night he turned nineteen and even
if he escapes this nightmare either he or the Jackson girl will
still die,” he announced darkly, head shaking grimly. “It’s too
late to stop it. Ian’s fate was sealed the moment Kathleen brought
him to us and there’s nothing any of you can do now since he’s
already close to death or dead.”

Feeling the parlor shake slightly had
Mac moving to intercept Roarke from going for the man’s throat.
“Stop,” he nudged him back, meeting his eyes to see anger mixed
with concern. “We’d know if Ian was dead and we haven’t felt that
so there’s still a chance.”

“No, it’s not that simple,”
Brandon fought the guilt of betraying not only his wife but also a
friend. “Even if you rescue Ian from this warlock, you can’t change
the fate that Syb has in mind because he’s been marked for
sacrifice since his thirteenth birthday and the only way to stop it
is if someone else were to take his place.”

Realizing what he was
saying, Kerry realized the truth in the words. “Molly.”

“Aye, the Jackson lass,”
Brandon whispered, shaking his head. “Sybil didn’t like her from
the first time Ian introduced her at one of his plays. She called
the lass horrible names that night and said it would be over her
dead body that her son would date or associate with a half-black
witch from America.”

Wondering if he could break his
brother’s arm, Roarke shifted to look over Mac’s shoulder. “So
aside from being a Satanist, your wife’s a bigoted racist who
already knew about Molly’s powers?”

“Tell me that we didn’t
know or suspect this before you agreed to leave our three year old
baby brother with these people,” Mac spoke clearly to Kerry while
splitting his attention between Brandon Sullivan and
Roarke.

Already tired from the events of the
day, Kerry’s temper was simmering and the silent accusation in his
brother’s tone made it spark.

“Of course I didn’t know
that,” he snapped, glaring. “May I remind you that Kathleen made
all of the bloody choices in where all of you went after Mum and Da
died. If I would have had a say in the matter, I would have kept
all of you in Fitzgaren at home.”

“That’s what Toryn intended
if anything ever happened to him or Bren,” Brandon spoke suddenly,
looking curiously at Kerry. “That’s why it came as a surprise to me
when your grandmother appeared to ask if we’d take Ian in. I was
there when your folks made the condition in their wills stating
that you were to be your brothers’ guardian, but Kathleen told me
that you decided that at nineteen, you didn’t want the bother or
hassle of…”

The windows in the parlor shook along
with the ancient glassware that Fiona Kerrigan collected as Kerry’s
temper shot to the surface.

“Shit, this could be
nasty,” Mac whirled to grab onto his brother before he could decide
to cause a repeat of the events in the Dean’s office. “Settle down
and think before you do something you’ll regret, Kerry.”

Roarke had been listening and
considering things while one thought bothered him. “Did
you?”

In the midst of turning on Mac, the
soft doubts in his younger brother’s voice brought Kerry to a full
stop.

Of all of his brothers, it
had been Roarke who had suffered and endured the most after being
separated from his family.

He had begun to slowly heal from both
the physical and emotional wounds gained from those days but even
the possible thought that Kerry could have kept them together but
chose not to, brought back waves of pain, guilt, shame, and
anger.

“Mac, take Brandon
downstairs to see some of the things Cam brought from Ian’s dorm.
See if he can make sense of the books or his journal and especially
that bloody dagger,” Kerry spoke quietly but his eyes were watching
Roarke closely.

Realizing the real reason for the
sudden change, Mac nodded. “Do I get to pump him for more
information on this sudden bit of news or just send Cam over to
beat the crap out of the lawyer who handled the will?”

“Find out exactly what
Kathleen told him and then get a hold of a copy of the will,” Kerry
spoke back mentally, not wanting this right now. “If she had it
changed or influenced him, we’ll be able to find out, but right
now, I want to talk with Roarke.”

“Take it slow, Kerry,
because this has brought back the doubts that were placed in his
head as a lad,” Mac warned, shooting Brandon a look. “Come
downstairs with me and see if this stuff makes sense or why Ian
would even have it.”

Brandon was hesitant but realized that
something he had said had opened up another issue for this family.
“Mac, I’m sorry if what I said upset…”

“Roarke’s past is still a
sore point for him and for us. If what you said is true about Da
intending for Kerry to keep us together and Kathleen got that
changed, then this could be a bad day,” Mac replied, stepping into
the finished basement of his grandparents’ Dublin home.

Maggie was sitting on the floor going
through books, while boxes of things had been scattered around.
“Doc, maybe checking to see what other hobbies Ian has is a good
plan,” she spoke easily but her normally light tone sounded heavy
with concern. “This is bad stuff.”

“Heavy devoted Satanist
stuff is different than witchcraft or even users of black magic, so
it would be bad stuff,” Mac sighed, bending down to pick up a book
but the vibes shot out. “Okay, we won’t be picking that up.
Brandon, tell me about this crap and what Ian found
out.”

Concerned with them,
Brandon Sullivan lifted a couple books and swore under his breath
in Irish. “Damn, the lad’s trying to find a way to stop a destined
death but he’s also looking into ways to shield from possible
danger.” He held out a book. “Given his natural powers, he may
unintentionally unleash something while trying to protect himself
and those he cares for.”

“What did he find out that
scared him?” Mac asked again, wincing as something like fire seemed
to brush his nerves. “You said that you realized after Maggie and I
were at your house today why Ian left a month ago.”

“Ian had come to dinner but
I had to go into my office for a short while,” Brandon began
grimly, sitting the book down to lift the leather bound journal
that Ian had been keeping for years. “When I came home, Sybil was
livid in a way like I’ve hardly ever seen her.”

Maggie took the journal
along with something else that Ian had written in some script that
wasn’t close to shorthand. “We need to find out what he wrote and
what ticked your wife off.”

“She said that Ian had run
off and that she suspected that he may have gone into the basement
and found the chamber where she holds meetings, rituals…and he took
her family dagger,” he replied grimly.

Those comments made Mac
look up before reaching for the wrapped dagger, slowly removing the
cloth around it. “I’m guessing this is probably what she
meant?”

Seeing the dagger, Brandon
seemed to go pale while backing away. “That’s been in her family
for generations and it’s used only for the important rituals…” He
paused as darker memories took him over. “The last time she used it
was when they murdered Emily and her uncle had brought it over in
preparation for the next ritual…which will be coming
soon.”

“The night Ian turns
nineteen,” Mac guessed, not caring for that or for the thought that
their own grandmother had sent the boy into a home of devil
worshipers. “Without Ian, what will they do?”

“Use someone else, someone
close to him,” Brandon replied easily, not moving to touch the
dagger. “The arrangement as I understood it was that Kathleen would
provide a suitable replacement if Sebastian had need of
Ian.”

Maggie stood up, dusting
her jeans off while noticing that Mac had gone quiet and looked
odd. “How long has your wife been involved in this and what’s she
get out of it?”

“Her whole family has been
devoted Satanists for several generations. She was literally born
during a black mass,” Brandon answered, shaking his head. “I didn’t
realize that until after we were married a few months and my
business took off. It wasn’t until after our son died and she
insisted that we foster Emily, a troubled teenager, that I started
having doubts.

“It was a night with Toryn
that began clueing me in more,” he went on slowly. “I had been
telling him about things like Syb’s odd habits, her family, and
other weird things. He looked at me and asked me straight out if I
knew that my wife was practicing evil stuff. He advised me to be
careful and to get out but by then I was in too deep.”

“She used her powers to
help you succeed and it keeps her looking young,” Mac finished for
him, starting to understand. “They probably do minor rituals to
keep in favor but the big mass, the big important sacrifice, is
done at times of vital significance and my brother was supposed to
be the next victim.”

“Without Ian, they’ll use
Molly because by now they’ve probably figured out that she’s either
important to him or vice-versa,” Maggie nodded, seeing the wisdom
in that. “Ian found out and has been trying to find a way out of
it. Why didn’t he tell you or Kerry?” She couldn’t figure that out
all.

Knowing the answer to that,
Brandon hesitated to mention it considering how his last comment
worked out. “Syb and Kathleen have been pounding it into his head
since he was five that the reason none of you really bothered with
him was because he was too much trouble and that he’d been
forgotten, or if he caused too much hassle, his brothers would
forget him.”

Little lights began to
flicker in Mac’s eyes. “You knew those were lies,” he replied
slowly, glaring at the older man. “If it wasn’t, Kerry wouldn’t
have fought you on officially adopting Ian and from what I’ve
heard, Ryan’s been closer than apparently you knew.”

“Sybil didn’t, but I knew
he was keeping an eye on Ian.” Brandon shook his head, touching one
of the stuffed toys that had been brought along with the books.
“Ryan never bothered to hide his presence or his dislike of
us.”

“Sure and that sounds like
my favorite gambler,” Maggie grinned, whirling as clocks began
chiming throughout the house and Mac suddenly grabbed for a chair.
“Doc?”

Not caring for the feelings that he was
suddenly feeling, Mac frowned as it seemed like a giant air
pressure bubble popped all around him at once even as the doorbell
rang.

“This is weird,” he
muttered, feeling the tension from the parlor easing but not liking
Ryan’s growing apprehension. “Ry’s up and going.”

Brandon reached out to lay a hand on
his arm. “Mac, I never wanted Ian harmed,” he sought to make them
understand. “I believed Sybil when she promised that it was over
but she’s my wife and…”

“And my father was your
best friend and if you knew about his and Mum’s wills and what they
declared then you, as a lawyer, should have talked with Kerry about
it,” Mac countered, not fully able to hide his bitterness. “Ian,
Ryan, and Roarke, especially Roarke, deserved more than what they
got growing up.”

Maggie blinked curiously but remained
quiet. She had believed from what she had picked up from
conversations that Ryan had grown up easily in County Clare. Now
she wondered if that was actually true.

Feeling the air get thick with an
energy like she had never felt before, the reporter was going to
ask something when things began happening all at once.

A large handmade white candle sitting
in the corner of the room burst into full flame just as Mac heard
Ryan shout for them and Jessica Hadley screamed.

“Well, this certainly
doesn’t sound promising,” he muttered, breaking into a run up the
steps with Maggie close behind, neither noticing the glimmer in
Brandon Sullivan’s eyes.
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Waiting several minutes
after their brother removed Brandon Sullivan from the parlor to
speak, Kerry took the time to calm his already tense emotions since
he didn’t want to handle this wrong.

“Roarke…” he began finally,
knowing what was probably the cause of his younger brother’s dark
emotions and wondering how best to approach it. “You want to say
something to me, so get it off your chest.”

Walking a few steps away as if trying
to keep distance between them, Roarke seemed unsure and leery.
“It’s…not important right now, Kerry,” he shrugged, not sure that
he wanted to bring this subject up to any of them again in fear of
losing the confidence that he’d gained recently. “I shouldn’t have
said anything and…”

“You grew up hearing that
you weren’t wanted or that I didn’t want to be bothered with you
and I’m sure that Ian’s probably heard the same thing,” Kerry began
quietly, deciding against approaching his brother just then as he
felt the subtle wall of defense that was up again. “Now you’ve
heard that despite Mum and Da setting it up that I would become
your guardian if anything ever happened to them, that I didn’t want
to be bothered with the responsibility.”

Shifting slightly so that he was
looking at anything except his brother, Roarke looked at his hands
silently, struggling not to recall his abusive childhood and the
physical and sexual abuse at the hands of others.

“You were nineteen, Kerry,
and no one would have expected you to take on the role of full time
parent,” he murmured, fighting the automatic reaction to recoil
when the hand touched his shoulder.

“I told you once that I
fought Kathleen to keep all four of you at home with me, Roarke,
and I did. Had I known about that condition in the wills I would
have used every ounce of power, influence, and friends that Da had
to keep all of you,” Kerry assured him, not letting on when he felt
the shoulder jerk under his hand.

Hesitating briefly and
fighting the questions that popped into his mind as doubts ran
strong, Roarke finally looked over into Kerry’s calm eyes. “If you
could have, would you have kept us?” he asked, needing this answer.
“All of us?”

‘Poor lost lad, will you
ever learn to trust us?’ Kerry asked himself silently, sensing the
deeper questions that he wasn’t asking. “I would have moved Heaven
and Hell to bring all of you back to Fitzgaren, and that will be
the one thing that I will forever live with,” he assured him
grimly. “The simple fact is that I let our parents down by not
keeping you and the others with me and that will always haunt me.
If I had, I like to think that none of you would carry the shadows
and burdens that you do.”

Looking fully at Kerry, he
was obviously considering those words and realizing that his
brother would probably always blame himself for failing to protect
them, as much as Roarke still blamed himself for their parents’
deaths.

“Kathleen did it, Kerry,”
he spoke quietly, hating to even voice that name aloud. “You had no
reason not to trust Da’s lawyer who handled the estate, so why
would you have even questioned him that it had been in there to
allow her to handle the placement of her grandsons?”

“Because as the oldest I
should have been paying more attention to things in those last few
months,” Kerry replied seriously, feeling an odd change in the air
but ignoring it to focus on Roarke.

“Da and his mother were
fighting a lot. Mum and Da were actually fighting to the point
where Mac and I wondered a lot if they’d divorce,” he went on
slowly, seeing surprise in his brother’s eyes. “I was nineteen and
despite everything, I was selfish and didn’t want to take the time
to learn the things that Da really wanted me to. The important
things like the legal end of taking care of Fitzgaren Manor or you
lads and probably so much more.”

Still shocked to hear that his parents,
whom he had always believed had a near perfect marriage, might have
been considering divorce, Roarke frowned to hear his brother
talking like this since he had never once thought of his eldest
brother as selfish.

“Kerry, you started the
whole bloody group. You gave up your whole childhood to sing and
you never once complained about four annoying brothers,” he
scoffed, lowering his eyes slightly while adding, “I know that Ry
and I could be huge pains at time.”

Chuckling, Kerry slowly
moved a hand so that he could lift those matching eyes back up to
his. “Aye, I couldn’t agree more that you and Ryan were both huge
pains in the ass more times than not, but you were both my little
brothers so I overlooked a great deal,” he assured him then sighed.
“I was selfish though, Roarke in more ways than you need to know
right now but…”

The words cut off when he made a grab
to keep his younger brother standing even as he was feeling the
same burst of power that overwhelmed Roarke.

“What the bloody hell was
that?” he demanded more to himself, surprised to feel Roarke’s
hands hold onto him. “Easy, what did you feel?”

“Energy, like a door opened
somewhere close and let out a lot of energy.” Roarke blinked past
the burning under his skin even as chimes erupted all over the
house. “Kerry, what’s going on?”

Frowning slightly as the
hair on the back of his neck began standing up, Kerry thought he
recognized this energy pulse but it had been fifteen years since he
had last felt it. On the day of their parents’ funeral
when…

“Oh, bloody hell,” he
whispered, certain if this was the same type of energy then
something else was coming that he knew his brothers weren’t
prepared for.

Hearing the doorbell ring, Roarke eased
away. “We will find Ian, right?” he asked, needing to have some
reassurance on that. “He’s still the baby, Kerry and shouldn’t have
had to face any of this bloody crap.”

“We’ll find both Ian and
Molly, little brother,” Kerry assured him, placing both hands on
his brother’s neck as he once had done to either calm or reassure.
“Ryan’s awake and bitching if you want to go bug him while I pin
Mac down.”

Relieved to see a smile
slowly form, Roarke had begun to relax at that suggestion even as
they both heard Ryan’s sharp voice shout, and then his senses
switched gears from relaxed to on guard when they heard Jessica
scream.

“Jess?” Roarke was whirling
even as he felt his friend’s shock, alarm, and outright terror.
“Jessica!”

Bolting from the parlor while drawing
the 9mm Beretta that he’d reclaimed, Roarke’s reaction was
automatic to a possible threat to the woman he loved.

“Roarke, don’t aim that at
anyone or anything yet!” Kerry snapped, following closely though he
feared that he knew what was happening.

“Kerry! We have serious
issues!” Ryan yelled as he came down the hall, still looking pale
but his determination seemed to be overriding anything
else.

“You mean issues aside from
the fact that you work with a very interesting young woman?” Mac
countered, coming out of the basement door in time to hear his
brother. “A woman with both Gypsy and Celtic blood and you wonder
why she drives you nuts?”

The scowl that had been
present went darker as Ryan threw his brother a well-known look.
“That’s not the issue and leave McCabe out of this,” he shot back,
shoving past Mac to follow Roarke. “Brat! Listen to Kerry! Someone
should’ve reminded him that fairies don’t like guns or
lead.”

Between concern for his brother, worry
over Molly Jackson and hearing the tone in Jessica’s voice, Roarke
Fitzgerald was beyond listening to any of his older brothers as he
got to the front door first.

Jessica Hadley had been
getting Cameron Young and their resident mystic to fill her in on
what Nick O’Malley had learned up in Savernake Forest, when things
began to go weird all over the house.

Hearing the doorbell start ringing
along with a loud pounding, she exchanged wary looks with Cameron
before shrugging. “Keep the staff here,” she urged, heading for the
door.

Having been sensing the
tension going on between the Fitzgeralds she’d chosen to allow
Kerry to try to calm Roarke down, but the vibes that she’d been
feeling were so alien to her that she wasn’t really certain what
she’d find on the other side of the door.

“With our luck it’ll be a
two headed alien dragon or some such rot,” she muttered under her
breath, pulling open the door with a common greeting on her lips
but it died as soon as it had began.

It wasn’t the tall,
powerfully built black haired man dressed in clothes that didn’t
seem to fit this world that caused her startled scream but the
battered, pale, sickly looking young man he was holding.

Seeing Ian Fitzgerald in
this state caused Jessica to scream, and then her shock for him
turned to alarm over the strange man whose eyes exuded a power that
she’d rarely sensed in anyone from this realm.

“Jessie?” Roarke had pulled
the Beretta on instincts learned over time and was looking for the
threat when entering the foyer.

Sharp eyes located his girlfriend a
second before they landed on his brother and the
stranger.

“Jess, move!” he snapped,
casting a reactive spell that instantly brought Jessica from the
door to behind him while his weapon raised to cover this strangely
dressed man that was holding Ian’s battered body.

“You move in one bleedin’
way that I don’t like and I put a bullet in your damn skull,”
Roarke warned in a hard voice, eyes going darker in reaction to
what he deemed as a threat. “Put him down.”

Not seeming concerned by the threat
that this young black haired man could pose to him as he stayed on
the stoop, concealed by any passers by with a simple spell, he
cocked his head as musing.

“Well, I can certainly see
that you did not inherit your beloved Mother’s good graces or
manners, Roarke Michael Quinn Fitzgerald,” Riordan spoke casually,
lifting a brow as the Beretta moved slightly. “I can assume that
little thing is considered a weapon in this mortal realm these
days?”

Blinking at the question,
Roarke didn’t lower his weapon while risking a glance down at
Jessica. “You alright?” he asked quietly, feeling her concern but
not seeing any wounds.

Nodding silently, her
fingers dug into his arm. “Ian, Roarke,” she whispered, fear for
him more than anything else clear in her voice. “Is he…is he
alive?”

“The boy is living but he
needs more than I or mine can do for him,” Riordan replied, hearing
her whispered query.

Still not lowering the
weapon, Roarke’s eyes were suspicious as he looked at his brother
to try to gauge his wounds and condition and then shifted that look
up to the man.

“If you brought him here
for help, why not bring him in?” he demanded, feeling his brothers
enter behind him and catching the shocked emotion they also had at
seeing their youngest brother.

Laying a gentle hand on his
brother’s shoulder to ease the weapon down, Kerry stepped forward.
“Because of the spells cast on this house, he cannot enter without
an invitation by one of us,” he explained to his siblings and then
turned to focus on this man who upon closer inspection did share
similar features to their family. “Gram’s magic is cast to protect
against the Gentry or any type of fairy, and that’s who has brought
our brother home to us.”
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Following his startling announcement,
Kerry went on to speak directly to their guest.

“Enter and be at peace,
Riordan,” he greeted simply, extending an arm in invitation all the
while hoping that Mac and Ryan did recall the lessons taught by
their mother of the Gentry. “It’s been a very trying time for us
and Roarke reacts more strongly to threats than…”

With the invitation
offered, Riordan stepped over the threshold of the home and smirked
as sparks lightly flew off his shoulders as he did.

“Fiona certainly believes
in casting heavily, doesn’t she?” he mused, examining each of these
young men with a firm critical glance as if judging them, their
hearts, and their souls.

“Those two remind me of
myself centuries ago,” he grinned slightly after eyeing Ryan and
Roarke fully. “Hot headed, brash and far too arrogant at times when
he shouldn’t be.”

Having finally sheathed his weapon,
Roarke had slipped Jessica into his arms but paused to throw a look
over at his black haired brother. “He’s talking about you, you
know.”

“Shut up, brat, before I
choose to tell Kerry about what you pulled during the healing
circle,” Ryan shot at him while looking at this man and then at his
white skinned brother. “Mac?”

Mac stepped forward without waiting,
running a hand lightly over Ian’s sweat soaked hair and fought the
initial urge to jerk back as the vile images hit him along with the
emotions.

Uttering a curse in his
native language, he lifted his eyes up. “Can I take him?” he asked,
wondering if his Mother’s lessons ever said anything about an exact
tone to use when dealing with high-powered fairies.

“He still suffers from the
deeper wounds that were inflicted and he needs nourishment from
your food as he could not be fed food from my realm,” Riordan
informed him as he gently and easily handed the youngest Fitzgerald
brother off to his older brother.

“Thank you,” Mac murmured,
swallowing his first reaction to seeing his baby brother so pale,
still fevered, and hurt. “Jess, can you find that guy Cameron
swears is a medic? I want him while I see just how bad Ian’s hurt
and what he needs.”

Jessica nodded, starting to move to go
find her mercenaries but hesitated to glance at Roarke curiously.
“Is it…?”

“Go help Mac,
a gra,” he urged, gently
squeezing her hand to offer her much of the same reassurance that
he’d been seeking from Kerry earlier. “I’ll be up
soon.”

“Sir, tell me what you’ll
need for the lad,” Charles spoke as he appeared from the side door,
looking on concerned.

Mac looked down, simmering. “I’ll know
as soon as I check the wounds,” he sighed, seeing Maggie carrying
the small bag that had most of his medical tools along with other
items that they may need. “I know hot water, towels, bandages, and
some clean clothes.”

As the butler nodded and Jessica ran to
find Peter Daniels, that left Riordan in the foyer with three men
who reminded him hauntingly of his long lost love.

Facing them, it didn’t take long or
even a spell to determine which one he should address. “Do you know
who I am, Kerrigan?” he asked curiously.

“Aye, I do and I remember
seeing you among the mourners at the funeral of our parents,” Kerry
replied, leading the way into the living room. “You’re Riordan, a
Prince among the Fairy folk here in Ireland and according to family
legends, the Father of the very first Fitzgerald when you fell in
love with a mortal woman named Aislin,” he continued, pausing by
the couch to look back. “How close am I?”

Riordan nodded in admiration.
“Impressive you are, lad,” he admitted, silently pleased that the
legends had been passed on. “Yes, many of the Gentry attended that
sad event because Toryn was a wise man and Brenna, despite being
the daughter of a hard-headed woman, was as lovely and gentle as
any fairy I can name.

“Now, there is much that
you must do and quickly it must be done,” he went on, sitting on
the sofa with a graceful elegance. “Ian’s injuries can be healed
with the combined abilities that you all share but he will carry
scars of his torments for the rest of his life,”

Riordan shifted a wry look
toward Roarke. “Much as this one does already,” he added, seeing
the boy tense at the mention of his past. “Some guilt and pain
cannot be gotten rid of so easily, and though you all are blood of
my blood there are limits to what I can do to help you.

“The prophecy you each must
face, while it depends on strength in unity, it also depends on
strength of will, of independence. Each of you will be facing the
inner demons that have plagued you since the day that Sebastian
claimed the lives of your parents,” he went on seriously, taking
the time to eye each of them. “For now though, your brother is in
need of you. Help him over the first hurdle of being back where he
is safe and then I will answer your questions.”

Ryan was about to shoot off a snide
comment about that when suddenly the whole house shook with a
ferocity that made Roarke’s strongest power seem weak.

“Bloody hell, I hope the
boy doesn’t fry Mac,” he muttered even as Andi McCabe skidded to a
halt in the door.
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