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Dear Reader, 

What does this story have? A little of everything! An abundance of alpha male, a spoonful of fantasy, and scorching heat! This is a modern-day fantasy bad boy romance. It was originally published in the Twisted Bad Boys anthology.

I give you... Forgotten Fate...

When it comes down to the crunch, I’m your man, Fergus O’Connor. The one who wouldn't hesitate to fight to the death to protect those I care for. The first one to reach deep into my pockets for the needy and the one you can always depend on, no matter what.

Except, I have one caveat. I don’t do love.

Oh, don’t get me wrong. I shag... a lot, and believe me, I thrive on variety—How else, I have the Love-Midas touch. Every woman swoon at my first kiss and turns into my willing concubine without any incentive from me... You know what I mean, right?

But a vice such as that comes with a hefty price. Like the Midas of old with all his gold, the myriads of bed partners don’t bring me any happiness. I have no choice but to succumb to the prophecy of my Gaelic forefathers or face my forgotten fate.

Is Shiane Silver the woman to lead me to a path of happiness and fulfillment, or is she the modern day druid’s lackey in disguise to see me fail so that I will be chained to an eternal mystical castle, and lose everything I worked so hard for my entire life?

Note: Although the blurb is in first person, the book is written in third person. 

I loved writing this story. I hope you’ll enjoy reading it just as much! 

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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December, the year 1982, at the city of Falias, in the magical land of peace and plenty Hy-Brasil, Ireland...

“Please, just hear me out. You’re making a mistake! I loved his father, and he loved me.” Niara O-Connor clutched the bundle wrapped in a pristine white blanket against her chest, bearing back when the tall man dressed in dark red robes walked closer. “Ciaran is dead, and Fergus is just a baby, for God’s sake! It’s not his fault that—”

“You know it doesn’t matter, my dear woman.” The Druid, Morfesa, stroked a sharp fingernail down the side of the two-month-old baby’s face. “Love isn’t the issue. It never was with Ciaran, but the prophecy of the father will be passed to his children. It’s written and so it shall be. Ciaran escaped judgment day and because of that, his son will now carry a double burden. You chose his name well, Niara O’Connor. Fergus... it’s a powerful name and means—”

“The strong one,” she whispered as she watched her child’s azure eyes open to look around sleepily. He didn’t seem at all alarmed by the white hair and the onyx-colored skin of the man staring at him from eyes that glimmered like silver globes.

“Yes,” Morfesa drawled. “In our Celtic mythology, the warrior Fergus mac Roich was the ultimate manly man, admired for his large size, strength, and success with the ladies.” His fingers began to glow as he drew a circle with dots in the center on the baby’s forehead. “So shall Fergus O’Connor be then—a Midas to the ladies, drawing them like flies with a touch as coveted as gold.” His eyes turned dark as he looked at Niara. “Unless he finds love amidst those he seduces, he will face judgment day in his fortieth year. The prophecy will be met. On that day, he will bear his father’s cross as well. It’s up to you to teach him to appreciate and accept true love, Niara O’Connor. If you fail, he will be judged for his shortcomings as well as those of his father.” With a swipe of his hand, the mark on the smooth skin of the baby disappeared. “Believe me, the price he will be expected to pay will be unbearable.” A hollow cackle escaped his lips. “Do not fail your son, Niara.”

Hy-Brasil was one of the most famous of the phantom islands, which featured on sea charts from 1325 until 1865. A sort of Gaelic Elysium, the misty island was believed to be a magical land of peace and plenty that appeared off the west coast of Ireland once every seven years. 

Only Niara had always known it wasn’t a make-believe island. It was a true, albeit, mystical Gaelic land of old, which bound all its ancestors’ successors to its ancient rules. Her husband, a descendent of the O’Connor family’s bloodline, had its bearing in the ancient kings of the land of Tír na nÓg. 

Arthur O’Connor was a Celtic king born of deceit and adultery. He became one of the most famous rulers of Britain—a warrior, a knight, and a king who killed giants, witches, and monsters as he led a band of heroes on many daring adventures.

Regardless of his many good traits, like all the kings and gods of the Gaelic time, he had one bad vice. One that superseded all the good he had done, and like all the others, he had to face judgment day.

Just like all his descendants, to this current day, still had to do... including Fergus O’Connor, her very young, virtuous, and innocent little boy.

“No! It will not be so. I will teach you the way of love, my son. You will not be like your namesake. I will not allow it! You will not have to face judgment day. The prophecy is not your burden to carry. You will not.”

Her mind made up, Niara hugged the baby closer as she rushed out the door. A gust of wind nearly swept her off her feet when she stepped outside. Looking over her shoulder, a gasp of disbelief merged with the crashing waves on the shore.

“It’s gone!”

Just like that, within a breath, the dark castle housing the feared Druid Morfesa of the city of Falias, from where the O’Connor ancestors hailed, had disappeared.

“See you again in seven years, Niara.”

Cringing at the hollow voice carrying the message toward her in the wind, Niara hurried off. Nothing and no one would make her return to this wretched place ever again! Her vow dissipated in the air.

“Not me, and sure as hell not Fergus!”
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Current year, Rhode Island, United States...

If there was one thing that pissed off Fergus O’Connor, it was indecision. As a businessman, it was imperative that he was always on top of every facet of his company, and he expected everyone he dealt with to be as committed as he was.

It was a trait that stretched across all aspects of his life... professional and personal alike.

So, to find himself in the undesirable position as the indecisive one, irritated the blazes out of him. 

At the same time, he never blindly rushed into a business decision until he had done proper due diligence—and therein was the crux of the problem. There were too many inconsistencies in the reports he received on Silvermed Industries. Fergus was the CEO owner of The O’Connor Group, an acquisition investor who was well known for his cutthroat action once he had his eye set on a lucrative opportunity.

Silvermed Industries, a private American healthcare company headquartered in Hastings, Minnesota, was his latest acquisition target. Valued at thirty-eight billion, it would be one of the largest buyouts in his career... hell, one of the biggest of all time, for that matter. As the nation's largest privately held developer, manufacturer, and distributor of medical products and supplies, operating in over 125 countries, Silvermed had immense reach. What impressed Fergus was that they also provided education, clinical programs, and services across the continuum of care.

“Yes,” he mused aloud as he sat down at his desk. “They’re the top dog of the medicine industry, so why did Shiane Silver approach The O’Connor Group about acquiring the company? More so, why would some of the values in their financials be inflated and not match the projected income across in process developments?”

Fergus O’Connor never ignored red flags.

If it was any other company, he would’ve walked away, but Silvermed Industries was different. The medical field had always held an appeal to him, especially those who strived for ways to find solutions to real illnesses, effective improvement of healthcare, and weren’t focused purely on driving sales for bigger profits.

This acquisition would expand his empire while supporting an industry he valued. Now he had to determine if the opportunity was worth the gamble. That in itself presented a challenge. Fergus didn’t gamble. He never played the odds, which was why he excelled in what he did. No matter how much he would like to be a big player in medical advancement, he wouldn’t jump into the fire without being prepared to fight and douse it before he got incinerated.

“Alana.” He called his executive assistant over the intercom on his desk. “Please send Derek and Celia to my office.”

“Right away, Fergus.” She hesitated briefly. “While I have you on the line, there’s a woman who has been phoning incessantly for the past two days but refuses to tell me who she is or why she wants to speak with you. It’s become quite fun haggling with her.”

“Good, I don’t have time to deal with one of those at the moment.”

“I didn’t think so.”

Alana Summers had been his executive assistant for the past eight years. She knew all his quirks, moods, and needs. She often said that it took one look at him in the morning for her to establish how the day would go. Over time, she had learned how to adapt to keep his life sailing smoothly no matter his state of mind. She was the perfect bodyguard to keep unwanted callers and visitors at bay. If a person, whether it be external or internal, didn’t have an appointment, they would not make it past her desk. The two of them were a perfect match... a professional yin-and-yang team.

He had just entered an algorithm to do a financial results comparison versus sales and growth on Silvermed when the two people in charge of due diligence on the project walked in.

“Before you ask, no, we don’t have the final projection ready. I came across a vital project and development from Silvermed’s database that wasn't included in their original proposal. It’s big and an exciting project that would specifically impact people with dementia.”

“Do you know why it was omitted?” Fergus frowned as he paged through the thick folder to the current and future projects of the company. Those were what drove how the value of the company was established.

Derek looked briefly at Celia, who nodded for him to continue. “We’re speculating since we don’t want to approach them and ask, in case they get spooked.”

“Why would they get spooked?”

“Well, perhaps they didn’t realize its potential at the time and now that they do, they want to use it as leverage in a new entity?”

“And yet, I can’t help but question the value of some of these other projects as well. The program I’m currently running should point to inconsistencies, but my gut instinct tells me they are double-crossing us. If they intend to sell any patents separately, it means they became greedy and inflated other projects to include those project expenditures to date, even though we won’t see the benefit of them since they cleverly excluded some from the sale.”

“That’s unethical, isn’t it? It means their financial results are false.” Celia frowned as she walked to his desk and looked at the results being generated.

“It’s illegal under the acquisition-equity laws,” Derek interjected. “Our contract specifically stipulates that all in-process projects and R & D developments form part of the deal. They agreed and signed in confirmation that the items listed in the due-diligence report are full and complete.”

“Do you have indisputable proof that those you are referring to are theirs? That they have spent money, time, and Silvermed resources on it prior to the signing of the contract?”

“I’m still compiling some dockets, but everything else I’ve found so far confirms it, yes.”

“Keep at it and send me progress reports as you go. I want this resolved before the end of the week. Either they play ball and include everything, or the deal is off.”

“Holy shit! You were right, Fergus!” Celia exclaimed as she leaned in to study the results starting to flash on the screen. “Fuck me! There’s a nine-billion- dollar discrepancy in the financials they supplied us.” She looked at them with big eyes. “That bitch is trying to screw us... I mean you, over, Fergus!”

“I suspected as much, and I wouldn't be surprised if that figure is even higher once you have all the intel.” Fergus wasn’t perturbed since it was what he had expected. That a reputable company such as Silvermed Industries sunk to such levels to screw over a potential influx of cash and new management to overhaul their business that would take the company to new heights, was disappointing. More so, because Shiane Silver, the daughter and the woman who recently inherited the business, approached The O’Connor Group for the acquisition, not the other way around.

The haughty little bitch would soon learn that no one played Fergus O’Connor for a fool... especially not when it came to business.

Instinct drove his next decision as he walked into Alana’s office.

“The next time that woman calls, put her through. I have a suspicion I know who she is and what she wants.”

“Are you sure?” Alana smirked. “I have no compunction to keep spurning her. In fact, it’s become the highlight of my day.”

“I’m sure. Please put her through. In fact, I can’t wait for that call.”

“Ah, then she is one of those, is she?”

Fergus snorted as he walked back to his office, the words chasing after him. “Nope, this one just bit off more than she can chew, and it’s gonna be a very costly lesson for her.”

“Well, I’m glad I have a front-row seat. This sounds like it’s going to get interesting.”

Interesting wasn’t the word Fergus would use. The more he looked at the results from the program he had run, the angrier he became. Silvermed had done some very creative accounting to hide the transactions and the purpose of their research. His guess was that they hadn’t realized what they had on hand and underestimated how its success could turn around the company. Now that they had, they were scrambling to keep it under wraps, complete the development and push it out to market by selling it for billions to another medical R&D company.

“Greediness is the root of all evil, Ms. Silver, and I’ll be the one teaching you a lesson on professional ethics.” A Chesire grin splayed over his lips. “In a very up close, personal and... intimate session.”

An hour later, the phone on
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