
  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Beverly L. Anderson and Kenyon Y. Hunt

All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact Phoenix Voices Publishing, 7901 4th St. N, St. Petersburg, FL, 33702, 727-222-0090.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
Beverly L. Anderson and Kenyon Y. Hunt assert the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.
 Beverly L. Anderson and Kenyon Y. Hunt have no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.
Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks, and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Playlist
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Appendix A
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Appendix B
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Appendix C
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Appendix D
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Appendix E
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Appendix F
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Beverly L. Anderson
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  The Doctor’s Training Trilogy is dedicated to everyone in the world who defies conventions. It is dedicated to those who take the chance to be themselves in a world that demands compliance with norms. We dedicate this book to everyone in the queer, BDSM lifestyler/kinkster, geek/nerd, neurodivergent, pagan, artistic, writing, transgender communities, and any other community that dares to defy the “norms.” Nothing takes more courage than to stand up and be yourself when those around us demand that we conform.

We refuse to conform. We refuse to comply. We are beautiful and unique. We are never going to go away, and we are going to change the world.
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  Introduction

From Beverly and Kenyon


Welcome, my dear readers, to the second part in the Doctor’s Training Trilogy, the first trilogy in the Chains of Fate Series. These novels are works of fiction based in and around St. Louis, Missouri as well as a few in Santa Cruz, California. Most of the places in these works are made up for this universe, so please see the Appendix at the end of the book for more information. Please note, this list may change at any time! The world of Chains of Fate is always evolving, and while I’ve tried to anticipate all places the characters might go to, there may be more added as the series continues on! If you’re wondering, the most up to date list will be on my website. 
If you’re reading book two, I’m hoping you’ve read book one. This book is NOT a standalone book. Book one ends on a little bit of a cliffhanger, so I’m sure you’ve been anticipating this one. If you haven’t read Stolen Innocence, I suggest you pick up a copy from your favorite retailer where you picked up this one! If you like, I always offer signed copies on my website as well as immediate downloads of the e-book.
After this book, there will be several other trilogies. Chasing the Light Trilogy, Kink in the City Trilogy, the Santa Cruz Trilogy, the Dawnstar Trilogy, and The Taming Game Trilogy will be released in the next few years. There may be other books, but as of right now those are the planned books for the series. If you’re interested in these books as they’re written, check out my Ream to see the early versions. There are also several short stories set in this universe that introduce you to other side characters or expand on the histories of the main characters here. These are available in the Short Story collection that has been released entitled Let Sparks Fly. There may be more soon, as you never know when inspiration will strike.
The situations presented are quite possible and are something often seen in this lifestyle. We, as the authors, want to make sure that you, as the reader, understand that this is a fictional work about learning alongside our dear doctor and about the various methods of entrance into this world.
This book and other Chains of Fate books attempt to show the good, bad, and sometimes unusual sides of the BDSM community. This novel is an attempt to bring you on the doctor’s journey and recovery through submission. The key word, though, is recovery. We hope you join him as he moves through rape recovery and learning to deal with his mental health concerns. The storms that Dr. Sung’s navigates are very real events for many people. In the end, he finds comfort and love in bondage, the way so many in our community have. Unfortunately, to depict recovery, we must show what he recovers from, so there are scenes in these books that will be difficult to read. I want to make it understood here at the beginning, what our dear doctor goes through is not glamorized in any way, and we hope it is depicted in a realistic and thoughtful manner. 
Before you journey with Kieran, we need to remind you that the following story is a work of fiction, and like any work of fiction, requires some degree of suspension of disbelief. We have strived to make the work both realistic and entertaining. In the real world, there are very real implications of the activities presented in these pages. Characters make choices, and those choices will eventually have consequences later on. Please keep in mind, engaging in casual sexual relations, casual D/s play, and having multiple partners requires a degree of caution and self-protection. Throughout the stories, there will be chances to see consequences of various poor choices made by individuals. Since this book has a high degree of sexual relations, we advise readers to keep safe sex in mind. The characters in this story have histories with each other and understand the risks of engaging in sexual activities with or without condom use. Some agreements take place off screen, before the reader meets the characters, so please keep that in mind. There are also some possible effects related to some of the activities the characters engage in, which they may seem to avoid. Again, this is fiction after all.
Please be aware, this work features graphic and detailed scenes of violence and graphic sexual acts, both consensual and non-consensual. This work also features heterosexual and homosexual relationships, and characters that are at various points on the sexuality spectrum. You will also see many different genders and depictions of various polyamorous situations. There are many intersections with the kink community and other lifestyles that many consider alternative. Several individuals are neurodiverse, including characters with bipolar disorder, autism, and PTSD. Because of the diversity of the individuals presented, there will also be depictions of ableism, ageism, racism, homophobia, transphobia/antagonism, kink/lifestyle shaming, and discrimination based on religion and/or polyamory.
Characters say and do things that they should not and have to deal with consequences of. These individuals are human, and they go through and learn throughout the stories we write. None of them will be perfect.
Remember, the actions of characters, even protagonists, are not supposed to represent right or correct actions. These actions also do not reflect the moral standpoints of the authors. In the end, these books are about imperfect humans trying to make their way in the world. They will make mistakes, and they will hurt others and be hurt by others. 
Thanks, again, for giving this novel a read. It is our hearts and souls on these pages. 
Love,
Beverly and Kenyon







  
  Prologue

The Guardians and the Emptiness


The crisp cold of the mid-October Missouri night pressed in on the people exiting a white van in Chesterfield. The sky was clear, and the barest sliver of waxing moon was visible. The night was oppressive and dark around those approaching a large, two-story mansion. The van had pulled up in front of a large oak door nearly as intimidating as the large house itself. The approach was lit by a series of lamps set along the outside, and of the eight coming toward the door from the van, three knew well the secrets of this house. The rest knew nothing of this place except what could be seen on the approach. 
Devan Sullivan stared at the doorway as a deep feeling of dread settled into him. This was when his life would change, and he was well aware of this. In his arms, Kieran Sung rested, having just gone through events more traumatic than Devan wanted to think about. The door was looming before him as his eyes traced the intricate carving that covered the dark oak portal. On the other side of this doorway, things would change, and Devan knew that his past, which he had tried so hard to forget, would come surging to the surface. A safe house, he thought as he squeezed Kieran’s light body tight against his thin chest. He was beginning to strain Devan’s arms, hoping to pass him to either Varick or Carmine soon. He knew he would get punched as soon as he set Kieran down, though, so he held onto him.
In front of him, Lyric turned to glance at him. She gave him a reassuring smile, but Devan’s stomach was still in knots as the taller Mischka opened the door to let them in. Kieran groggily grumbled again, starting to wake up in full, and the more he moved, the more difficult it was for Devan to continue to hold him. He turned his head and saw Carmine sticking close to him, his dark eyes following Devan's every move. Varick, likewise, was staying close to Devan.
They entered the house in an entryway leading off to either side to what looked like a living and dining room. Kieran wriggled in Devan’s grip, and Devan realized he was looking around as though he wanted to move. He couldn’t blame him, so he sat the doctor down on his feet. Kieran stumbled slightly, leaning into him as he sleepily rubbed his eyes. Whistling a little under his breath, Devan’s eyes followed the intricate woodwork that lined the walls at the baseboard on the floor and the trim near the ceiling. It was simple, but the handiwork was impressive. The walls themselves were plain; a simple beige wallpaper covered the entry, and there were generic-looking paintings of flowers on the walls to either side. He couldn’t see much beyond the entry, though.
Lyric immediately punched him hard in the arm. He hissed and looked at her as she was glaring at him. He gave her a sheepish grin. He knew she was mad because he’d given her a goodbye that he didn’t think he was coming back from.
As soon as the door was shut behind them, several people came out of the front to meet them. Kieran grabbed Devan’s arm tightly, seemingly overwhelmed. Devan noticed that Artemis came over and put an arm around Kieran’s back.
“Easy, easy, it’s okay,” Artemis told Kieran gently, squeezing his shoulders. “Let me do the introductions.” He glanced back at the agents, Varick, and Carmine. “I’m Artemis Seath. I work at the hospital with Kieran for you guys who don’t know me.”
He squeezed Kieran’s shoulders again and moved over to the man Devan knew as Puck. Now that he looked around, he realized he knew a few others. The tall, red-haired man looked familiar, as did the woman with blue bangs. He tipped his head to the side and thought that the slender one with short hair and the tattoo on the back of his neck looked vaguely familiar, too, but not as much as Puck and Lolita or Mischka and Artemis, which he guessed were their real names.
Artemis looked about and took Mischka’s hand. “And this is Mischka Seath, well, we’re all Seaths, so that’s redundant.” He paused and turned to Varick. “Varick knows this, but Mischka and I are together, and ah, we frequent the club. Anyway, these are our sisters Morrigan, and this is Lyric, who knows Devan because she’s the head bartender at the club, and our brothers Tiberius, my twin actually, and Severus. And last is Sherlock, our kind of uncle, I guess. Oh, and Lyric is Mischka’s twin sister, too. I think everyone here actually goes to the club.”
Devan looked at each of them as he gestured to them. He could see resemblances between them, but not all bore similarities. He’d known that Lyric was a twin, but he’d never actually asked who he was. He looked like her, he guessed. He never imagined that her twin was Puck. It was odd, seeing the slight resemblance in their faces. The twin to Artemis, the one named Tiberius, had a close buzzcut in his dark hair and was much taller and bigger. Even though they were both guys, it seemed they were also fraternal twins. The resemblance was slight.
He glanced between Morrigan and Severus and stared. They both bore an uncanny resemblance in the face to Liam now that he saw them up close. He knew the Seaths were related to the O’Briens, but he was surprised to see such a strong family resemblance. In fact, with Severus’s slightly reddish blonde hair, he was almost the spitting image of photos of Liam when he was younger. Devan shook his head and noticed that Sherlock seemed older than the others. Devan guessed that the rest were around the same age as Lyric and him.
Carmine looked at the one he’d called Severus. “You mean like out of those wizard movies?”
Severus sighed deeply, having been asked the question a million times in the last few years. “No, I’m named after the Roman emperor Septimus Severus. Not the character in those books. If anything, that author got the name from the same place our mother got it from.”
“Dammit, Carmine,” muttered Varick under his breath, where only those immediately around him could hear him glaring at him. “Can you ever not say what goes through your brain?”
Carmine shrugged. “Sorry,” he muttered, returning his attention to the group.
Artemis rolled his eyes and pointed to the blonde agent. “This is Agent Richard Watson.” He cocked a thumb toward the dark-haired agent. “And this is Agent Jason Miller.”
Tiberius smirked. “Hey, Sherlock,” he said and looked at the other. “You finally got your Watson!”
There was a communal groan. Morrigan reached up and smacked Tiberius on the back of the head. “What?” he muttered, rubbing the back of his head.
Mischka smiled. “As you have all figured, we’ve got some connections to what’s happening. Our father is somewhat affiliated with the O’Briens…” he said, glancing around.
“Somewhat?” Devan asked.
He thought he’d known about all the workings of the O’Brien family. He knew there was a branch of the family named Seath, and he also knew that the Head of that branch was in Monahan, Ireland, running operations directly. He also knew that the Head was named Damien Seath. For some reason, he had never connected Lyric to that name like that. He turned and narrowed his eyes at her in annoyance.
Lyric smiled at him. “We’ll explain later,” she said. “It’s a long story, and it is getting late, so we really shouldn’t get into it now.”
Carmine had been standing quietly for a few minutes as they spoke, but then he started fidgeting. “Wait, you’re all in the same family?” he asked. He glanced at Artemis and Mischka, who were standing next to each other. “And you two are a thing? So, like you’re brothers too?”
Mischka’s eyes widened, and he grabbed Artemis by the shoulders tightly from behind. Devan looked up in time to see Artemis’s eyes dilate completely to bare rims of color. Kieran immediately shoved Carmine into Devan and away from Artemis. Considering Carmine was much bigger than Kieran, it only pushed him forward a bit. Devan arched a brow, grabbing Carmine by the arm.
“Dammit, Carmine,” he said, dragging him away from the group into the open hallway that led into the rest of the house. This area seemed to be a hallway with doors down either side, going from one side of the house to the other. Like the foyer they had just entered, this was rather plain as far as decorations went. He could tell now that the rich hardwoods went throughout the house, too.
“What’d I do?” he asked, confused. “I just wanted to know…”
“Shut up,” Devan said, turning him so he could watch the group. Carmine’s back was to them. “Things get complicated in extended families, okay? I doubt they are ‘real’ brothers, Babe, and obviously, it’s a sensitive topic, so let it go for the moment.”
Carmine nodded, still looking confused and upset. Devan sighed because it seemed that Carmine just couldn’t seem to make his brain-to-mouth filter work today—not that he had much of one the rest of the time. Devan noted that Carmine often said what was on his mind, which he liked about him. He was sincere, and he swore he couldn’t lie. He looked at Devan, eyes downcast.
“I’ll try not to say anything else,” he muttered, sounding defeated.
Devan smiled at him, standing on his toes and kissing him on the forehead. “Hush, now, we’re all stressed, so just…try not to upset anyone else, okay?” He patted him on the cheek in an attempt to reassure him.
Artemis stepped out with the others and looked around at them. Artemis glared at Carmine but didn’t look like he would throttle him. Devan felt Artemis was one of the ones similar to him in that he was consistently underestimated. His only experience with the shorter man had been when he submitted to Mischka at the club, which was an entirely different world.
Artemis cleared his throat. “Alright, we’ll split up and tour the house. I’ll take Kieran and Varick, and you, Blondie,” he said, pointing at the blonde FBI agent. Lyric will take the others,” he said, glaring at Carmine for a moment before he grabbed Kieran’s hand and led them toward the stairs leading up to the second level.
Devan felt Carmine take his hand, and when Devan looked, he had a nervous expression. He sighed and squeezed his hand. He swore, for such a big man, he was anxious about many things. Carmine ducked his head.
“Babe, what is it?” Devan asked as they walked behind the others toward the first room on the right of the door.
“Just worried I’ll do something wrong, and these people will hate me,” he mumbled. “I already pissed off Kieran’s best friend. I just don’t wanna mess up.”
“Babe…” Devan sighed and watched as Lyric stopped outside the doorway he’d just seen.
Lyric looked at the three of them, stopping outside the doorway on the right. As soon as they entered the room, Carmine froze inside the doorway, and Devan ran right into him.
“Dammit, Carmine, what are you doing?” he muttered, seeing they’d entered a combination kitchen and dining room.
There was a large dining table with eight wooden chairs in the part of the room in front of the doorway, and to the left, the cabinets made an L shape around that side of the room. He could see another door over by the wall, and a large kitchen island was in the center of the kitchen area. The kitchen area had tiled flooring, and the entry around the outer edge that made up the dining area was some wood flooring, but not the same as the flooring out in the hallway. Devan saw Lyric had stopped and was kneeling by a dog, a rather large one, that was staring at the newcomers.
“It’s a dog, big dog…” Carmine muttered, and Devan realized he was legitimately scared of the dog.
Lyric stood up. “This is Shane; he’s going to be here while we’re here, an extra layer of protection. Come on up, let him smell you, so he knows you’re supposed to be here.”
Carmine shook his head. “Nuh-uh,” he muttered.
Devan sighed, grabbing the bigger man and dragging him to Lyric and the dog. “Look, just calm down and don’t act like you’re scared of him.”
“He’s well trained, Carmine; you don’t have to worry,” Lyric added as Richard put his hand out and let the dog smell him. As he did so, Lyric talked gently to the dog, saying Richard’s name and that he was a friend to protect.
Stepping forward, Devan put his hand near the dog and let him smell his hand. Carmine hesitated, glancing at Devan and back at the dog before he gingerly reached out. About the time the dog was going to sniff him, he snatched his hand back and gasped.
“Can’t do it,” Carmine squeaked, shaking his head.
Devan groaned, grabbing his arm and pulling him toward the dog. Carmine refused to look and flinched when the dog’s nose brushed him. When Devan let go, he moved back away as quickly as possible.
“What’s the matter with you?” Devan asked, sighing.
Carmine shook his head. “I don’t like dogs.”
“Why not?” Lyric asked, curious.
Carmine shook his head. “Nothing; don’t worry about it. As long as he don’t bother me, I won’t go near him,” he mumbled, moving backward toward the door again.
Devan sighed, shaking his head. “Carmine, babe, you are just the strangest person I’ve ever met…”
“Sorry,” he muttered, inching closer to the door again and nearly backing into the refrigerator.
Lyric frowned a bit and shook her head. “Okay, come on, then,” she said, sighing.
They headed across the hallway, and they saw the stairs leading up. She pointed to the door to the right. “Richard, you’ll stay in this bedroom,” she said, opening the door and letting him look.
This room seemed to have been used for storage because of a set of bunk beds and a cherry wood daybed. Against the dark grain of the wood, there were grooves of lighter marks. Devan smirked. It looked like they’d used it to mark their heights as kids. A chest of drawers matched the daybed, and a side table sat next to it. Lyric nodded, moving down, and indicating the next room.
“This is where Severus and Tiberius will be staying for now. Sev and Ti won’t stay for long; they’ve got duties outside this house and are going to be in on details to help keep an eye on your families. We’re splitting our people upstairs and down; it's safer that way. Four of us will be down here, two when Sev and Ti leave, and three upstairs.”
She led them around to a short hallway leading to a back porch. She took them out quickly, showing them the seating area, which was well-lit by a bright porch light. She took them back in and showed them the small laundry room hidden behind a set of double doors. The next room was a small half-bath near the living room. She took them briefly into the living room, and they saw a dark brown sectional sofa set, a lighter brown armchair, and a nice TV mounted to the wall.
“You are all welcome to use the TV and the living room as you like,” she said, glancing at Devan before leading them across a large open hallway to another room. “This is the study or computer room. The computers here are fine to use, but they’ve been set up, so there is no way to upload data. You can view things online, but you can’t log in to services like social networking or email for obvious reasons,” she said, opening the door. “Don’t turn up the sound too loud on anything. We need to hear anything that goes on around us.”
This room had a large bookshelf along one wall, two smaller ones along another, and two large desks with desktop computers. She led them back out and to the next room. She opened the other door to another bedroom. “This will be for the other agent,” she said, and they saw this room had two single beds in it. She took them around to another door containing a large bathroom with a double sink, a shower, and one of the spa-type tubs. She shut the door and gestured to the last door on the floor. “And that’s Morrigan and Sherlock’s room. They often use this bathroom here. There are two upstairs, so we’ll head up there now.”
She led them back down the hallway toward the stairs just as Artemis was coming down with his three. She nodded as she passed him, knowing the same tour was being given to them.

      [image: image-placeholder]Artemis seemed to have cooled down, Kieran noticed as they left Carmine and his group downstairs. He moved up beside him and grabbed his hand. Artemis smiled at him as they came upstairs and walked around the railing out into the hallway. Kieran looked up and realized that, unlike downstairs, there were pictures up here on the walls. He smiled, glancing at Artemis as he saw a very familiar photo. It dawned on him that this must be the house that Artemis had grown up in. That would mean they were close to the house Kieran grew up in.
“I did not know you still would have this,” Kieran said, touching the small, framed snapshot.
A very young Kieran and a very young Artemis sat together on a bench. It was before Artemis had been scarred, and he looked so happy. A lovely red-headed woman with striking pale skin and a heavy dusting of freckles over her nose and cheeks sat beside Kieran. Kieran smiled fondly as he touched the snapshot.
“You two were always cute, huh?” Varick glanced between them and smiled.
Artemis rolled his eyes and led the group down to the end of the hallway, with a room on either side. Artemis pointed to the left room. “That’s me and Mischka’s room, and the one across the way is Lyric’s. And this,” he said, pointing to the one beside his room. “This is a kind of resting room, library, cool-down room, that sort of thing,” he explained.
Varick saw another closed door across from this room. “That room, and the one on the other side of the bathroom, are locked and off limits until we decide to open them.” He pointed to each room and motioned to the bathroom in between.
Artemis led them to the smaller bathroom, and they saw that it was still a decent size with a huge shower and a bathtub. On the counter, there was a large dish rack. There was a large medicine cabinet on the wall across from the sink. “There is the standard first aid stuff. But if anyone needs something more than a bandage and an antiseptic, I have a locked cabinet in my room with other more potent meds and things like sutures and scalpels.”
“Why is there a dish rack in here?” Richard asked, frowning at the strange sight in the bathroom.
Artemis shook his head and rolled his eyes. “Don’t worry about that, Blondie,” he muttered.
He led them to the room across from that and they saw it was a very large bathroom. “This is the main bathroom, so feel free to use it or the other one, but I’d like it if everyone could keep their things organized. So tomorrow after everyone has settled in, we’ll set up something so things don’t get mixed up. Some of us have very particular things that we use.” His voice was low at the end. He led them the rest of the way to the end of the hall and opened the door on the right.
This one had a large wooden bed and a set of warm oak furnishings inside it. The covers were warm reds and oranges. There was a small deep red colored sofa against the wall. He took them across to the left-hand door and opened it, showing them this room. This one had a blue colored sofa with a lounge on one end against the far wall, and a large bed with a black padded headboard. Kieran noted that there were embedded rings in several places. It was not obvious, and if Kieran had not been trying to commit everything to memory, he might not have noticed it. The covers of this one were blue and white. Artemis led the group inside the room this time and went to the window. Under the window was a window seat with a leather padded cushion on it.
“Okay, the one thing I’m going to go over tonight rather than tomorrow is this,” he told the group. “Each room upstairs has one of these. Your go bag goes in here, and there is a rolled-up rope ladder in there in case you need to get down. Don’t worry if you don’t get what a go-bag is, we’ll deal with that tomorrow. The catch is on the back,” he said, reaching between the seat and the wall. They heard a click and the top popped open from the back. “There’s more things about this place you’ll need to know, but for tonight, this is enough.” Artemis closed the top and walked back toward the door. “Alright, down the stairs and I’ll show you around down there,” he said, nodding to them and leading them all down, passing Lyric and her group as they went up.
Once everyone had their tours, they met down in the hallway downstairs. Mischka and Morrigan had come down as well, but it looked like Tiberius, Severus, and Sherlock had all gone on to their respective rooms.
Mischka glanced around at them. “Well, as far as rooms for our new guests, the four of you will stay upstairs,” he said, nodding to Devan, Kieran, Varick, and Carmine. “I’m not sure how you guys want to split the rooms, but there’s two available. I’d rather you four double up. It’s just safer that way.”
Kieran looked around nervously, but Mischka went on. “Now, we have the problem of appearances, so in the morning we’ll deal with it. For now, we all need some rest. Morrigan, will you take the agents down to their room? I’ll take the others upstairs.” 
Morrigan nodded, leading the two agents toward their respective rooms on opposite corners of the house. Artemis grabbed Kieran by the hand and took off up the stairs first, having a whispered conversation as they went. Devan was still feeling a bit off, and Lyric came up to him as they all headed to the stairs.
“Hey, what’s up?” she wondered, frowning deeply at him.
Devan shook his head. “Just…everything,” he said, sighing. “I don’t even have any of my equipment, and I need…some relief soon…” he muttered, glancing up the stairs at Carmine and Varick walking ahead of him. “The stress, you know how it is.”
“You know that won’t be a problem around here,” she whispered, winking at him. “I’ll talk to Mischka and see what he thinks. Maybe I can arrange to send one of these agents to pick up what you need,” she added. “Or you know we have equipment here. Maybe we already have it in the playrooms.”
“I don’t know how they’ll feel about picking up what I need,” he muttered, following the group down to the end of the hall where the two spare rooms were at. “They’re pretty fucking vanilla.”
They came to the end of the hall with the two empty rooms. “Alright, we’re going to put the four of you on this end because on the other side of the wall is the garage. This is probably the safest point in the house, and there’s a panic room built into the second level of the garage accessible through the panel at the end of the hall. So, two there, and two there.”
Kieran looked down and twisted his fingers together. Devan smirked as Kieran looked at Varick, his gaze lingering on Varick a bit longer than anyone else. He also had a slight dusting of red to his cheeks. It was becoming quite obvious that Kieran was more than a little attracted to Varick. Devan was happy to see that Varick’s interest in the doctor wasn’t unrequited. Artemis was staring at each of them in turn, though, as if trying to determine who got to be in the room with Kieran.
Mischka looked between the group. “Well?” he asked, looking around.
Artemis grumbled under his breath and put his hands on Kieran’s shoulders and steered him into the room on the right. Kieran looked from inside the room at Artemis. Artemis narrowed his eyes at Varick then grabbed him by the hand and pushed him toward the room.
“There, you two stay together,” he muttered, turning to look at Carmine and Devan, giving a harsh look to Carmine. “You two, over there,” he said and walked back to his room.
Devan and Carmine disappeared into the other room, and once everyone dispersed, Varick closed the door to the room. Kieran blinked. Their room. He felt his heartbeat thumping in his chest, and for a second, he wondered if staying in the same room with someone after what happened was the best idea. He supposed he could just send him across the hall to stay with Devan and Carmine if he wanted. He glanced at Varick and blushed, noticing there was only one bed in the room. There was a sofa, though, so he guessed one of them could sleep on that.
However, right now he was worried about sleeping comfortably. He did not have any clothes, though, so he was stuck in the horrible, scratchy hospital gowns. He picked at them and sighed, looking around.
“Maybe Artemis can let you borrow some pajamas?” Varick asked, and Kieran was somewhat glad that Varick seemed to notice things. Kieran saw that he had gone over to the large bed.
“I usually wear long sleeves and pants to sleep,” he explained with a sigh. “I don’t like grit or anything on my skin…”
Varick tilted his head to the side as he pulled down the light blue comforter on the king size bed. “Do you want to share the bed, or do you want me to sleep on that sofa?” Varick was looking at him, and Kieran was glad to see that there was no judgment or expectation on his face.
“Um, I think that the bed is large enough to accommodate both of us. The sofa will be too small for your size, and I do not think that it would be good for my comfort either,” Kieran’s answer was clinical, he knew, but there was a big part of him that just wanted to sleep in the same bed with Varick because it was Varick and for no other reason. He wondered if there was something wrong with him. After what happened yesterday, and he still was feeling this strange, giddy feeling around him? Was something off in his brain? Was he not supposed to dislike being around men now?
Kieran did not want to think about it any longer and kicked the terry slippers off with a shudder. That was better at least, he thought. He left the room quickly and padded to the room Artemis was in. He knocked lightly, and the door popped open. The taller Mischka was standing there, and Kieran flinched back. Artemis pulled Mischka away and came into the doorway. He looked down at the floor and then back up at Artemis, his glance flickering to his eyes and back down to the floor once again.
“What’s up?” Artemis asked, and Kieran worried that he was already bothering him.
“Um, I do not…have any clothes, and…these are no good to sleep in,” he muttered. “No one had time to pick up anything.”
“Hold on, I’ll grab you a t-shirt and a pair of boxers. I don’t really have any sleep pants…I usually don’t wear pajamas,” he said, leaving the door for a second and coming back with a plain black shirt and a pair of blue colored boxers. “Here you go, that okay for tonight? Keep them, I really don’t wear them.”
Kieran took the shirt, feeling the material for a minute before he nodded, then took the boxers and did the same thing. They were a bit stiffer than he would like but it would work. He would have to brush off the bed sheets well to ensure there was not any grit on them.
“Okay, thanks,” he said, turning and padding back to the room.
Pausing with his hand on the doorknob, he breathed deeply a few times. Was this really okay? Should he ask Varick to go to the other room? No, no, he did not want that because he did not want to be alone. He knew he could have asked Artemis to come stay with him, but he did not want to. Artemis had told him when they came up the stairs that he could make Mischka go stay with someone else and Kieran could stay in his room. Kieran had told him no; he would stay with Varick because Varick made him feel safe. Artemis had expressed concern that he did not know Varick well, but Kieran assured him that Varick was a good man and would never do anything. Artemis had given him the look that said he was not sure, but Kieran said he would come running if there was any issue, and if he did anything, he knew Artemis would handle it.
With a final deep breath, Kieran summoned the courage and opened the door. He saw Varick had already laid down on the bed in his undershirt and jeans. He glanced over at Kieran.
“You get something?” he asked, smiling at him.
Kieran nodded and went around the bed to sit down on the side. He pulled off the two gowns over his head and slid the t-shirt on. He pulled on the shorts but glared at them when he stood up. They were not the right size, though. Kieran’s waist was a bit smaller than Artemis’s was, not much, but enough that the boxers slid down on his hips and refused to stay at his waist. He growled.
“I guess it will work,” he muttered.
Kieran pulled down the covers on his side and started obsessively sweeping off the sheets. He sat down on the side of the bed again then started brushing off the soles of his feet until he was sure that he had gotten any and all of the dirt. He finally sighed and slipped under the covers and pulled them up over his arms. He let out a small whine as pain shot up his spine again. He just wanted it to go away. Then, he could just lock away everything that had happened and never think of it again.
“You okay?” Varick asked.
Kieran turned and glared at him. “Will you and everyone else stop asking me that?” he groused, flipping over on his other side and putting his back to Varick.
“I am fine,” he grumbled.
Fine, he thought to himself. Perfectly fine. Except he was in a different house. Except he was falling to pieces, and he did not know how to stop it. Everything kept running around his brain with excruciating clarity. His ribs ached and his whole body felt like it had been contorted in ways it never should have been. His own discomfort was not the worst of matters, though. His grandfather was at the very least giving up his freedom, at the worst, he was giving up his life, all for Kieran’s sake. He didn’t think he could handle it. Then these other three idiots, they had gotten involved and put their lives at risk, just for him. He did not understand how anyone could take chances with their lives for someone like him.
He felt Varick get up, and he guessed he was taking off his jeans because he got back in the bed and slipped under the covers this time. Kieran noted he left a gap between them. Part of Kieran wanted him to close the gap, touch him, hold him, make him feel like he wasn’t as alone as he felt. The other part, the part that was telling him he would have been better off dying and saving everyone the trouble he had caused, wanted him to stay over there and make himself suffer.
He felt Varick put his hand on his shoulder, though, gently, almost in a question, it seemed. Kieran did not move to encourage or discourage him. He did not know what he wanted. The hand moved away, and he heard Varick adjust himself, and while he was a bit closer, he was not quite close enough to touch him unless he reached over. Kieran wanted to roll over and let him hold him. He wanted him to squeeze him. The anxious feelings, the nervousness, he deserved it, though. He deserved to be unhappy after how much unhappiness he had caused over the whole mess. So, instead, he closed his eyes and tried to find sleep. There would not be much to be had, though. He knew that.
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He put his finger on one of the bunch of them when they were around twelve. She’d been kidnapped not long after that picture had been taken. Seeing Kieran in such a state reminded him keenly of how Lyric had been when she’d come home finally. The same pain, the same hollowness that reflected in her eyes, he saw it again.
It had been hardest for Mischka in some ways, but for him in others. Her being gone so long had done a lot to them along the way. They had all come out of those years changed.
Artemis Seath had spent most of his life pining in some way. For his sister. For his Sir, Mischka. For his Kieran. He only wanted things to be happy for them all. Yet, here they were, together, yet alone inside what his father had built as a safe haven for them. Were they safe at all? Considering their family, would that ever be something? The idea that Artemis could not be sure that Kieran was safe made his head hurt and his stomachache. His Kieran had been so innocent and pure. That innocence was gone. Rian Callaghan had taken everything that Kieran had known about the world and crushed it. The simple world view that his dearest friend once held was gone, shattered. There was no way to repair it. Artemis could only try to help him learn to live with it.






  
  Chapter One

The Truth and the Results


Kieran glanced around, seeing that the morning sun was streaming in through the windows and sighed. He crawled out of the bed and adjusted the shorts. He padded to the bathroom and closed the door, standing with his back against it for a long time. He swallowed hard, wondering just how he was going to manage this. He was already feeling like he was coming out of his skin. He saw there was a cabinet in here. He opened it to find towels and washcloths. He pulled out one of each and took off the t-shirt, wincing at the pain lancing up his sides. He glanced down, and the bandage had come off his foot. His toe was throbbing and completely purple. He sighed, limping on the foot as he stopped in front of the mirror and stared. He looked terrible, he realized. Between the bruising on his face and his ribcage, he looked like he had gone a few rounds in a boxing ring. He looked away quickly as his eyes had scanned down to his hips, where there were obvious finger bruises. He shook his head and got into the shower. 
He usually did not shower in really hot water. But as he stood there, he just kept making it hotter and hotter. He had to get it all off. He had to get the smells, the feeling, everything, he just had to get it all off him. He grabbed the washcloth and saw a bottle of body wash sitting there. He grabbed it and started scrubbing himself as the hot water poured over him. He did not notice when he started to cry, his tears falling in the water. He just had to get it off him, all of it, just wash it away. He stopped suddenly, realizing that he had nearly scrubbed a raw patch on his inner thigh. He stared at the red skin and resumed his scrubbing on the other side. It hurt, but not that much. The water stung as it hit the fresh patches of raw skin on his legs. Everywhere his hands had been, he had to get it cleaned. He had to do it, he had to just…
“Kieran?” he heard from outside the shower. He stopped, recognizing Artemis’s voice.
“Yeah?” he said, quickly turning the water cooler. However, he knew that Artemis would know, he was sure the entire bathroom was steamed up badly.
He saw Artemis through the frosted glass. “Come out, please,” he said, and Kieran heard the sound in his voice.
Kieran opened the door to the shower and peeked around, staring at Artemis. He was standing in a pair of pajama shorts and a tank top with his arms crossed over his chest. Kieran tried to smile but it just would not happen.
“C-can you give me the towel?” he asked.
“Not until you let me see what you did to yourself in there,” he said quietly, sighing. “I know you, Kieran. And you’ve been in there for nearly an hour.”
Kieran bit his lip and shook his head. “I did not…I mean…I am not…I just…I needed to be clean,” he said finally, staring at him.
Artemis nodded. “I know, come here, let me see,” he said, trying to look non-judgmental. “Do you need any bandages?” he said, waiting patiently for Kieran to come out.
Kieran glanced at the spots where he had scrubbed some of the skin off in places. There were a few spots where blood was beading a little, but nothing bad, he thought. “M-maybe a couple…” he said quietly, looking all the world like a child caught at something he shouldn’t be doing.
“Come on, then,” Artemis said, stepping back as Kieran came out and tried to cover up what he’d done. Artemis sighed, handing him the towel.
Kieran wrapped it around his waist and shrugged, feeling bad that Artemis had come in here like this. He did not realize he had been in there for an hour. “You have a good water heater,” he said in a quiet tone, looking up at him.
Artemis steered Kieran to sit on the toilet lid. He reached into the medicine cabinet and pulled out the antiseptic and a couple wide gauze bandages. He knelt down in front of Kieran and moved the towel over. Kieran flinched but Artemis put a hand on his leg, patting him gently as he cleaned off the two largest patches of red skin. Kieran’s eyes focused on the ring on Artemis’s finger. He put the bandages on the inside of his thighs. Luckily, it was high enough that the boxer shorts he was in would cover it. He glanced up at him.
“Besides nearly scalding yourself, did you do anything else?” Artemis asked, kneeling in front of Kieran and looking up at him.
Kieran shook his head. “I am sorry,” he whispered, trying to look away from him.
“Hush, nonsense. Just…I don’t want you to do something to yourself. I know you, Kieran. You always react with a lot of emotion to things. You aren’t dirty,” he said, reaching up and cupping Kieran’s face. “You need to understand that. You aren’t anything different today than you were last week to anyone here, okay? Even those weird guys that came with you seem to be okay. Where the hell did you pick them up anyway?” he said, smiling at him.
Kieran shrugged. “Um, Varick I met at the hospital,” he said, blushing a tad as he spoke. “He-he was really nice to me, and he seemed like a good person. I-I wanted to talk to him some more. W-we were going on a date this weekend. And Carmine, he was at that interview I did. He tried to ask me out, but…but Thomas would not let me answer him. I wanted to go with him. He is really nice, too,” he said, looking away from Artemis’s face as the other man took out gauze to wrap Kieran’s broken toe again. “And…Devan, I do not know him well, he-he was the one that got into that house, and he got the codes, and he said he worked for my grandfather.Grandfather made him promise to take care of me, and he promised he would. He-he said he was a survivor of-of…this…”
Artemis sighed. “You know, this is all sorts of messed up, but I guess it was inevitable. My little Kie is all grown up and finding out he likes the big boys,” he said with a smirk at him.
Kieran blushed to his roots and looked away from him for a minute. A change of subject would be good, he decided. “I did not know that there was anything to do with you or the family until I spoke to Grandfather.”
“You…remember when this happened?” he asked, pointing to the scar down his face.
“Yeah, Father did the stitches at our house, and you had that other guy with you I did not know then, the older one, Sherlock,” he responded quietly.
“It’s because we’re a part of this whole mess,” he said quietly, frowning slightly. “All of us, we’re Family, just like you, part of the O’Briens. That’s why we have this house. This is where we grew up, because our father wanted us protected. He had this place built, and that’s why when we were little, we were at the park so much. Your mom and Sherlock, they wanted us to be normal kids, and so even though they never spoke, they knew each other. I only just now put all this together and even I don’t know all the details yet. I do know your father tried to stay out of it, and so did your mom, but it always seems to come around, you know? Followed us from California to St. Louis, and all the way back to Ireland itself where our father is now.”
Kieran nodded thoughtfully. “I am so confused by all this,” he said, sighing. “I just…there is so much I never knew; you know?”
Artemis cupped his face again. “Come on, there will be more to talk about, and I’m sure this will come up again, but I just wanted to let you know that’s why this place is so different, and why we’re so involved in this.”
Kieran nodded, seeing that Artemis had brought him a pair of pajamas and another t-shirt. He carefully slipped the pants over his foot and slid into the shirt. He realized his toe was throbbing a bit.
“What time is it?” he asked, glancing toward the high window in the bathroom.
“Just after seven,” he said. “Let’s go down to the kitchen, I’ve got some of that tea you like, even some blueberry flower honey,” he reached for his hand.
Kieran nodded. “Tea would be nice,” he said, smiling slightly at him.
As they headed down the stairs to the kitchen, Kieran noted that Artemis was walking slowly and carefully. Kieran glanced at the right wall as they passed down the hall to the kitchen and dining room.
“There’s a space there,” he commented, glancing down at the wall.
Artemis turned back and smirked at him. “Of course, you’d notice,” he muttered. “Look here,” he said, taking him down to the end of the wall by the outside wall. “Tap here.”
Kieran tapped the spot, noting it sounded like any other wall. Artemis reached up, just above Kieran’s head and pushed hard on a spot. There was a soft clicking sound and the panel in the wall swung open, revealing a crawlspace. The opening was small, barely big enough for an adult to squeeze through, but he could see it was a tiny space in there. There was a handle on the inside of the panel.
“One of the hiding spots,” Artemis said, smiling. “There’s a lot more around here, but I’ll show you all later today or tomorrow. Like I said last night, the panic room is up by yours. Now, tea is in order.”
They headed to the kitchen and Artemis pulled down a couple of boxes of loose tea. He smiled, scooping some out into a tea ball for himself, and scooping some into another for Kieran. His was a mild English Breakfast, and Kieran’s was a fragrant Chai green. He grabbed the electric kettle he’d put on earlier and poured the water for both. He took Kieran into the dining area and sat down beside him. Kieran seemed distant, and Artemis didn’t know what to do for him at all.
“Is there anything you want to talk about?” Artemis asked, stirring the tea thoughtfully. From the kitchen Kieran smelled the coffee machine as it clicked on.
Kieran shook his head. “No, I’m fine,” he said quietly, stirring the tea without much thought. “Just…weird, being without my father and not working,” he said, sighing.
Artemis nodded. They both glanced up to see Sherlock and Morrigan come wandering into the room. Both were sleepy looking. Morrigan sat down at the table as Sherlock went to get them each a coffee. He came in, nodding at Kieran and Artemis. Neither said anything as they sat and quietly sipped their coffees and tea. Not long after, Varick came down with Carmine and Devan. All of them were wearing the clothes they’d had on the day before, of course, but it looked like Varick and Devan had already showered as well. Devan came over and dropped in the chair beside Kieran while the other two went into the kitchen following the smell of the coffee.
“Hey, cutie,” Devan said, sighing and smiling at Kieran. “Did you sleep okay?”
Kieran shrugged. “I guess,” he said and took a long sip of his tea.
Devan saw the reddened skin on his arms and face. He glanced at Artemis, and immediately read the worried look on his face. It wasn’t a surprise, of course. He’d done the same thing, and far worse. He swallowed, pushing away his own problems and trying to stop letting them get to him. He needed to get strapped to a bench, or he needed to beat the crap out of someone else. However, he didn’t think either Carmine or Varick were going to ever turn submissive in the least to anyone. He sighed, running a hand over his head.
Sherlock looked up as Varick and Carmine came and sat down with their own drinks. “Alright, so I know we’re all holed up in here, but we’re going to need to take a few precautions. One of those is changing appearances on you all, including Lyric, Mischka, and Artemis, since they’re known associates of you guys, so if someone does happen to wander this way, and somehow someone sees one of you, you won’t be immediately recognizable,” he said with a deep sigh.
Morrigan nodded. “I’ll grab the bag,” she said, standing up and leaving toward the hallway.
“Um, what do you mean?” Kieran asked, looking a bit worried.
“Well, first of all, hair is the easiest. So, my bag has a bunch of hair dye in it. Maybe cutting some of you shorter,” he said.
Devan turned and glared at him. “You aren’t cutting my hair.”
Sherlock stared at him, frowning. “We’ve got to do something…”
“Fucking dye it, whatever, but it doesn’t go above my fucking collar, ever,” he said, staring at him and making it very clear that this was nonnegotiable. “Brown or something dark. That’s what I have on my alt papers.”
Sherlock sighed and glanced up at Lyric as she came in and stood behind Devan’s chair. She shook her head. “You can cut it to mid back, that’s it,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest and staring at him. It was a look that dared him to argue. “Dye it a light strawberry blonde.”
Devan watched as Sherlock turned his attention to Varick and his multicolored hair. “Um, so…for you, ah…”
Varick shrugged. “Buzz it off, it’s blonde underneath. Since I’ve lived here, it’s been every color. It will grow out pretty quick,” he said, nodding. “I was going to have to dye it in a week anyway, so the roots are showing already.”
Sherlock nodded to him then turned to look at Carmine. “You, maybe we can use bleach, lighten it up and color it a deep red,” he said.
“Cool, I’ve always wondered what I’d look like with any other colored hair. My ma told me if I ever came home with funny colored hair she’d smack me upside the head. She didn’t react too well when I came home with this,” he muttered, gesturing to the python that coiled around his arm. “Good thing she never saw the one on my back,” he said, smirking as he sipped his coffee.
Varick glanced over. “You got a back piece?” he said, arching a brow.
Carmine nodded. “Yeah, it’s a dragon,” he said. “I’ll show it to you when we scene next time. Wait, what the hell?” Carmine said, eyes narrowing and looking closer at Varick’s arm. “What…you geeky fucking bastard, I didn’t realize what you had on you…” he muttered.
Varick held up his arm and showed the space themed sleeve to Carmine. There were various ships from popular science fiction shows and movies. Carmine leaned over and grabbed Varick’s other arm, this one was done with a fantasy sleeve. There were a bunch of various popular and lesser-known things from fantasy shows, movies, and books. The background was an intricately done design.
“I did most of it,” he said, looking at Carmine. “What I didn’t do, the others at the Teahouse helped me with.”
“Damn, dude…” Carmine muttered, glancing at his arm with the relatively simple snake on it. “I fucking spent a small fortune on mine, and they’re nowhere near that nice.”
Varick shrugged. “We get out of this mess, I’ll fix it up for you,” he said. “They didn’t do a bad job; it just could be better.”
Morrigan, with Shane on her heels, had come back with the bag and scissors and sat them down on the table. “Um, one problem,” she said, locking eyes with Devan. “What about that?”
Sherlock frowned, turning toward Devan. “Oh fuck, your eyes…”
Devan groaned. “Fuck, I have contacts in my bag, when that agent gets here with it. I hope…I always forget that, maybe I should wear a fucking eyepatch,” he muttered, crossing his legs and sighing.
“That’s okay, I forgot something too, and I can’t remember what it is,” Carmine said, frowning deeply. He glanced at the dog, shivering a bit and looking pointedly away from him. “I just keep having a nagging feeling that I forgot something important.”
Devan glanced at him. “You know, between my eyes, and your skin tone, we’re going to stick out around anywhere. A black dude among a bunch of pale ass Irish dudes. Granted, Kieran sticks out too,” he muttered. “Not many Asian dudes in the Irish Families.”
Morrigan pulled out a sheet from the bag and spread it on the floor under two of the chairs. She then rummaged through the bag and fished out a couple of old baggy t-shirts. She threw one at Lyric. Lyric pulled off her shirt and bra without regard for everyone around her and slipped into the baggy shirt. Morrigan shook her head as Carmine stared in surprise. She put some hair clips on the bottom of her shirt to clip up the longer hair with.
“Okay, Sherlock will do the cutting and I’ll do the coloring. First, Carmine, we’re just going to bleach your hair out, so we can dye it a brighter red color. I have to warn you, I’ve never done an African American’s hair, so I don’t know how this will turn out. You sure you’re okay with this? We can figure out something else if you don’t want me to mess with your hair.”
Carmine shrugged. “Yeah, go for it. It’s not quite as kinky as some people. My ma’s Italian, so it’s got a different texture.”
She tossed the shirt at Carmine who changed over into it quickly. “Lyric, we’ll cut your hair first then dye it.” 
Carmine took a seat in front of Morrigan, glancing over at Shane curled up in his bed over by the wall, and Lyric sat down in front of Sherlock. Morrigan put on a pair of black gloves and mixed up the hair bleach while Sherlock cut Lyric’s hair to about her mid back straight across. Once she was done with Carmine, she moved him to the side and changed her gloves to set about dying Lyric’s hair with the strawberry blonde color. She clipped it up with one of the clips.
She had Lyric sit down to the side near Carmine to wait for her color to set. “Thirty minutes,” she said to them both and stripped off her gloves to grab her phone and set the timer on it. 
Devan wasn’t having his hair cut so he was next up to be dyed by Morrigan and Kieran moved to get his shaggy dark hair cut shorter by Sherlock. Morrigan handed both one of the baggy old t-shirts from the bag. She mixed up the dye and started putting it on Devan, not really thinking anything about it, but as she was putting the color in, she noticed the tattoo on his neck. It was in a very particular spot, and while she wasn’t familiar with the symbol, she noticed that it was a cover up tattoo. She didn’t say anything, but she wrapped his hair up on his head, and grabbed a washcloth to clean his neck off. She ran her finger across the tattoo, just to see… 
She bit her lip and glanced up as Lyric came back in and sat down. Could it be? She swallowed and stepped back, now that she realized it, she could see it. The tattoo covered a brand in the shape of an angular heart-shaped lock. She twisted his hair up and clipped it to the top of his head.
“Um, okay, Devan, thirty minutes, that should take really well to your fine hair, hon,” she said, moving around and trying not to seem like she’d noticed it. She picked up the phone as it went off. “Carmine, Lyric, go wash yours out. Use the black towels on the bottom shelves in the back hall linen closet upstairs, those are specifically for dying hair.”
Devan nodded and looked around. “Can I have a cup or something?”
Morrigan glanced at him. “Um, yeah, what for?” she asked as she went and got a plastic cup and brought it back.
“I need something to put my ears in,” he said, reaching up and to her surprise, pulling two nearly invisible hearing aids out of his ears. “Don’t worry, as long as it’s not too noisy, I can still hear you.” He put the cup on the table. “I just don’t have a case for them yet. I have one in my bag.”
She guessed there was no reason to know he used hearing aids, but that led to more questions than answers. If he was Hard of Hearing, that could cause some issues. “Uh, Devan, how often do you take out those?”
He shrugged. “When I’m in the shower, mostly at night. I just forgot them last night because I didn’t have the case and left them in. My ears are a little sore, so I’m giving them a rest right now. Why do you ask?” He frowned as he looked at her.
“Just wondering, it’s not important,” she answered, moving on to the next person.
Kieran managed to get through having his hair trimmed a little, but Morrigan noticed he was not going to tolerate a lot of touching because he was incredibly jumpy. She didn’t know what was going on there. He moved over to her seat, and she set about putting in a dark red dye. She hoped it would take well to his hair since he seemed to have red undertones to it. As soon as she was done with Kieran, she saw that Carmine had come back in drying his hair. She had him take a seat to apply the red color to his now much lighter hair. She’d been worried she was going to mess his hair up. Lyric came in then drying her hair in just her shorts and nothing else.
“Mor,” she started.
Morrigan looked up and sighed. “Shirt, Lyric,” she mumbled as she gave another shirt to Artemis and Mischka next. She wondered exactly what all of this was really about.
Morrigan glanced over at Artemis. Honestly, they hadn’t been given a lot of information about the situation yet. Things had happened so fast, Mischka insisting that it was urgent, and Family related. All they knew was they were hiding these four from Rian Callaghan, and honestly, that’s all that mattered to them. She really didn’t care one way or the other, but he knew that Artemis was close to Kieran, so she’d take care of him.
Once she was done with Kieran, it was time for Devan to wash his hair out, so she sent him on his way. Artemis sat down to have Sherlock trim his hair before going over and having Morrigan dye it a bluish black color. Mischka, who had an undercut haircut already, Sherlock shaved the sides and left some on the top so it could be brushed back if he wanted. Then Morrigan put in a darker strawberry blonde color for him than she had for Lyric, covering up the remaining small bits of pink that had been left in his hair.
Sherlock was about to start on Varick’s hair when a light everyone hadn’t noticed flashed over the window. “Someone’s coming up the drive,” she said, standing up. “Should be the FBI lady,” she commented as she headed toward the front door.
She saw that both the agents were already waiting there. “Agent Richmond is almost here,” Jason said, nodding to her.
“I noticed,” Morrigan muttered under her breath as she opened the front door in time to see the black sedan pull in through the circle drive. Shane sat down and growled low in his throat. Morrigan scratched his head idly. Shane hated people he did not know coming into his house with his pack.
She watched the agent get out, nodding at her. Their agents, Richard and Jason, went out to her, and she popped the trunk open. They pulled out several bags and brought them all inside. Morrigan led them back into the dining room and they sat the bags down. Richmond nodded to Devan, who had just come back from getting his hair washed out.
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