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To live in fear
by Kittenskysong

Summary

After the death of his family.Tommy Oliver is sent to live with an abusive relative in
Seacouver Washington. Where some new friends attempt to rescue him.

http://archiveofourown.org/users/Kittenskysong/pseuds/Kittenskysong


Chapter 1

Tommy Oliver sat on the couch in the living room of the house where he lived with his
parents and little sister. He was bored out of his mind. It was not a usual state he found
himself in, being a High School student with an active social life on top of being the Red
Ranger and leader of the Power Rangers.

His friends were all busy with their families today, though, and the Machine Empire had been
mostly silent the last couple of days. All this had left Tommy with more time on his hands
than he usually had, hence the boredom.

He would have gone to the park and worked out, enjoying the outdoors while he practiced his
martial arts. But the rain drumming down on the roof in a steady beat negated that idea. With
his car in the shop, he didn’t like the prospect of walking to the Youth Center either.
Kelsey Oliver, all of six years old, ran into the room from the kitchen. Her right arm was in a
blue cast that ran from elbow to the tip of her fingers. She skidded to a stop in front of
Tommy and squealed, “Guess what?!”

Before Tommy could respond, the child blurted out, “Daddy is coming home early and says
we can go to a rest’aunt.” She pronounced restaurant ‘rest aunt’

Tommy chuckled. “Its ‘restaurant’ kiddo. You know better than running right now. You want
another stress fracture?” He gave her a mock glare and Kelsey pouted. She was tiny, this little
sister of his, and really good at pouting.

Strangers often mistook her for a toddler, which she hated. Now she scrambled up onto the
couch next to Tommy and snuggled up to him. Tommy put a careful arm around her. “Be
careful,” his parents were always telling him. Kelsey’s bones broke so easily that a hug could
fracture her ribs. She spent most of her six years in various casts, sometimes in the hospital in
traction.

Her latest cast had been the result of another six-year-old grabbing her arm in excitement.
The little boy had meant no harm, Tommy knew, and you could not always expect a six-year-
old to be careful.

Jack Oliver came in the door five minutes later, shaking out his umbrella and looked at his
kids. Tommy, who he and Jesse had adopted after being told there was very little chance they
would ever conceive a child, and Kelsey whose conception had been quite the surprise.



“Tommy,” Jack began and both children finished his sentence with him. “Be careful,” all
three said simultaneously.

Kelsey dissolved into giggles and Tommy sighed. “Dad, I wish you would stop telling me
that. I’m always careful with her. I don’t like Kelsey being hurt anymore than you do.”

Jack only shook his head before asking, “Where’s your mom?”

Kelsey pointed at the kitchen with her good arm. Jack strode towards the kitchen calling over
his shoulder for Tommy to help Kelsey into her coat and put his own on. Fifteen minutes
later, the Oliver family pulled out of the garage.

Jesse Oliver turned around and gave the two a look. “Best behavior. Kelsey, if anyone thinks
your younger than you are, do you remember what to say?”

“That I am six and not to yell at them,” the girl repeated. She sat in a car seat required both
because of her small size and for the extra cushioning in it.

Jesse nodded and turned back to sit in her seat. Tommy was going to ask where they were
going, and had in fact opened his mouth to ask which restaurant when his mother yelled,
“Jack!” It was the last word Tommy would ever hear from his family.

There was a resounding crash and the world spun in circles. Tommy’s seat belt tightened
around him. His mother screamed a loud sheer wordless cry of terror. There are was another
crash and the car was rolling.

When it stopped, the only sound was the ticking of the engine. Tommy realized that at some
point he had hit his head on something. Dazed, he put his hand to his head and looked at the
blood. What had happened? What the fuck had happened?

It took him several moments to get out of his seat belt and force the car door open. He
staggered to the front of the car. “Mom? Dad?” The sight of his mother hanging half out of
the shattered windshield froze him to the spot.

Distantly, he heard people yelling. Figures were running down the embankment that the car
had rolled down. Someone put an arm around Tommy and pressed something to his forehead.
He strained to get to his parents and sister. “No, don’t look,” the woman who was holding
him murmured. “Come away now.”

–



Jason Lee Scott was pulling spices out of the cupboard and handing them to his father for
their father-son chili. It was the only thing that either of them cooked well. Dr. Mark Scott
had sent the last of his psychiatric patients home hours ago, while Jason’s mother Dr. Lisa
Scott was home from the hospital where she was a surgeon.

It was a rare day when the entire Scott family was together for dinner. Most days, Jason ate at
his best friend's house rather than eat alone. Now Lisa watched her son bounce around the
kitchen, grabbing ingredients with amusement.

When the phone rang, Jason answered it on the second ring. “Scott residence.” For a
moment, he wondered if anyone was on the other end. Silence met him, then he heard
someone sobbing as if their heart had shattered. “Hello? Who is this?”

“Jase, I don’t know what to do.” It was Tommy’s voice, but this was not the strong leader of
the Power Rangers. This was a frightened child. “They’re gone Jase. My parents, Kelsey
they...” Another sob tore its way down the line.

“What do you mean ‘they’re gone?’ Tommy, you’re not making any sense.” Jason felt his
heart beginning to pick up speed. Something had happened, something really bad.

“Drunk driver. We were going out to eat and a drunk driver... my mum and dad and Kelsey...
they...” Tommy began sobbing again.

“A drunk driver?” Jason repeated dully, finally realizing what Tommy meant when he said
his parents and sister were gone. Jason felt his mother tug on the phone and let her take it.

“Where are you?” Lisa spoke softly into the phone and listened. “We’ll be there in fifteen
minutes.” She hung up and turned to her son “Get your coat.”

-

Lisa led the way into the emergency room, past the receptionist who buzzed them in with a
nod. She paused for a moment, speaking softly to the young woman on the desk.

“This way.” She murmured to her husband and son leading them down a corridor to a small
room. Tommy sat on the edge of the bed, a bandage on his head.

He had been left alone. He looked lost and frightened. Lisa snagged a nurse who was
hurrying by. “Stu, the Oliver family... What can you tell me?”



The nurse shook his head. “You’d better talk to Joe.” He pointed over Lisa’s shoulder.

Dr. Joe Stephenson was the attending physician that evening. He was an older man, nearly
sixty years, and had been in charge of the ER for nearly thirty years of that time.

He approached the Scott family now.  He paused to look in at the teen sitting in the room
with his shoulders slumped. “Jason, why don’t you go sit with your friend while I talk to your
mother?”

Jason nodded, stepping inside the room and Lisa looked at the other doctor. He shook his
head indicating that they should step farther away.

“Are Jack and Jessie Oliver both dead?” Lisa asked softly.

Joe sighed. “Yes, Jessie had massive head trauma she was DOA. Jack hit the steering wheel
with his chest. Fractured his ribs, one of the shards pierced his heart. He died on the table.”

Lisa closed her eyes. “And their daughter Kelsey?”

Joe closed his eyes for a moment. “She died in the ambulance on the way here. It was a
blessing really, the poor kid. She broke nearly every bone in her body. Some in multiple
places. She would have been in agony up until she slipped away.” Joe sighed again. “Lisa, I
told Tommy his sister died instantly. I thought with all that’s happened, he didn’t need to
know how bad it had been for her.”

Lisa nodded and walked towards the room. For now, she and Mark would take Tommy home
with them. Later, there would be time to find out more permanent arraignments.

–

Tommy didn’t even look up when Jason stepped into the room. It wasn’t until Jason put a
hand on his friend's shoulder that it even registered that someone else was in the room with
him.

“Jason?”

“I’m here,” Jason said softly. Suddenly, Tommy was clinging to Jason, his face buried in
Jason’s shoulder sobbing. “I am so, so sorry.”



“IT’S NOT FAIR!” Tommy managed to get out. “It's not fair.”

Jason had no response to that. It wasn’t fair, that was sure. Jack and Jessie Oliver had been
like second parents to him. And Kelsey?
Jason had loved her like she was his own sister. The loss of her cut deep. He felt his own
tears spill onto Tommy’s head. Nothing was going to be the same.

–

The next day.

Tommy climbed wordlessly out of the back seat of the Scott’s car. He had spent the night in
the hospital under observation and had only been released that morning.

Now he followed Jason into the house and up to the spare bedroom. “You want a shower?”
Jason asked softly.

“I supp--” Tommy began and then shrugged. “What am I supposed to wear?”

Jason didn’t answer and Tommy felt the tears beginning to come again. It was strange how
the grief kept sneaking up to blindside you. “Jason, could you do me a favor?” Tommy spoke
softly.

“Sure, anything.” Jason blurted.

Tommy shut Jason’s bedroom door and summoned his Zeonisers. He removed them and
handed them to the other teen. “I can't handle being a Power Ranger right now. I just... tell
Zordon I can’t”

Jason went to protest and something in Tommy's eyes made him stop. He took the Zeonisers
and sighed heavily. “You want me to give them to David?”

“If he’s willing. If he’s not... then... I don't know...” Tommy sighed himself. “You know, I
think I will take that shower. Do you think you could go across the street and get some of my
clothes?"

Jason nodded before speaking. "Listen, Tommy... if you want to talk..."



"Not now, okay, Jase?" Tommy didn't think he had the energy to talk to anyone about how he
felt right at the moment.

-

Three weeks later.

Tommy felt like the last three weeks were the longest of his entire life. There had been the
funerals and those had taken every ounce of energy he had. Everyone kept telling him how
sorry they were. The problem was Tommy didn’t want to hear “sorry.” He wanted his family
back.

Now there was just the reading of the will to get through. Tommy looked around the room.
The only people there were his uncles.
His mother’s brother John Ross had flown in the day of the funeral while his father’s brother
Christopher Oliver had arrived the day before the funerals.

Tommy had avoided Chris as much as he could. God, how he hated that man! He was glad he
had finally told his parents how Chris had molested him as a kid.

After the will was read, Tommy was sure he would never have to see the son of a bitch ever
again. After all, his parents would not have made Chris his guardian, not after what Tommy
had told them.

He couldn’t help but tense, though, when he glanced up and saw Chris staring at him. When
no one else was paying attention, the older man would lick his lips and smile. It made
Tommy feel like he had when Chris had been his primary babysitter as a little kid.

Finally, Tyler Castle, his parents' lawyer came out and escorted everyone into his office.
Tommy only half-listened to what the laster said about the house being sold and the proceeds
put into a trust fund for Tommy.

He only half-listened to the talk about the family vehicle, which despite what the will said
couldn’t be left to anyone. It had been totaled in the crash.

“Now onto the matter of guardianship.” The lawyer paused looking over the desk at Tommy.
“Jack and Jessie Oliver left the guardianship of their children to Jack’s brother, Chris Oliver.”

For a moment, Tommy felt like he had been slapped. He sat staring dumbfounded at Castle.
He opened his mouth to protest when a voice seemed to speak from in his mind



They didn’t believe you. Your own parents didn’t believe you. And if they didn’t probably no
one else will

Tommy closed his mouth without saying anything. He sat dumbly while the rest of the will
was read. Finally, Chris Oliver put a hand on his shoulder. “Come on, you need to pack.”

–

Three days later

Tommy placed the last of his clothes in one of the suitcases on his bed and looked around the
room at his friends who were helping him. Adam Park, Rocky Dasantos, Tanya Sloan,
Katherine Hilliard, and David Trueheart had all come over to help.

Jason was there as well. He had been the one to tell the others Tommy was moving. His uncle
was taking the teen back to Seacouver, Washington where he lived. Tommy closed the
suitcase and looked around, a lone tear trickling from his eye and down his face.

“I don’t want to go,” he blurted suddenly. The others looked uncomfortable and at a gesture
from Jason, everyone else left. Jason was alone with his best friend. Tommy looked at him.
“Ask your parents if I can stay with you guys. I don’t want to go. Uncle Chris, he...”

Jason interrupted him. “Yeah, I know. You don’t know him and you feel like you are going to
live with a stranger. He's a great guy, Tommy. I mean, he didn’t have to give us those gift
cards.”

Tommy went silent. Chris had given each of Tommy’s friends a gift card for a local
department store. Each card had a hundred dollars on it. He felt his shoulders slump. There
was no way Jason would believe him if he tried telling the truth. No way at all.

Tommy didn’t understand his uncle or what his agenda was. He had not even touched
Tommy, except for a gentle squeeze of the shoulder now and then. It made Tommy nervous
not to know what Chris was going to do when they were finally alone.

–

The next afternoon, Seacouver

Tommy followed his uncle into a small house in the suburbs. He was still waiting for the



other shoe to drop. Part of him was actually beginning to wonder if Chris simply wasn’t
interested in molesting him anymore. Tommy wasn’t a little kid after all.

“Just set your suitcase down anywhere,” Chris said flatly. Tommy did as he was told and
stood looking around the small front room. Chris walked to the window and shut the drapes
before turning back to smile, or rather leer at the teen. “I missed you, Tommy.”

Tommy swallowed and looked away.  Chris crossed the floor and before the teen knew what
was happening, Chris had him in his arms and had smashed his mouth down on Tommy’s
own. Tommy put his hands up and tried to push. It was like pushing against a rock.
Chris broke the kiss and smiled. “Did you miss me?”

“No,” Tommy pulled and managed to twist free. Chris grabbed him again and trailed a hand
down Tommy’s stomach. When he slid his hand into Tommy's pants, the teen whirled,
lashing out with a kick that sent the older man flying. “I said ‘no!’”

Chris’s face darkened with rage. “You fucking little shit!” he roared and attacked. Tommy
managed to block the first few blows, but it soon became apparent that his uncle was the
better fighter. He tried to keep up but the blows seemed to come from all directions.
Tommy’s legs buckled under the onslaught. He felt his consciousness slipping away. He was
only semi-conscious when Chris grabbed an arm and dragged him into a bedroom. “Little
shit,” Chris growled throwing Tommy onto a bed.

Tommy had no more resistance to fight back. When his uncle reached for him again, the teen
shut his eyes. “No...” He whispered one final time as Chris reached for his zipper.

-

Hours later

Tommy stumbled into the bathroom Chris pointed out to him and staggered to the toilet.
Bending over the bowl, he became violently ill. It wasn’t just the fact his uncle had raped
him. It was the beating on top of the rape. “If you hadn’t fought me, I would not have had to
hurt you,” Chris said from the doorway.

Tommy ignored him and rested his head on the toilet seat. After a moment, Chris sighed,
walked in, and yanked Tommy up. He helped the teen into a small bedroom. “Your room,” he
stated flatly, laying Tommy on the small bed. “Tomorrow, we’ll talk about the house rules.
But for now, get some sleep.”

As soon as his uncle was gone, Tommy let out a sob, followed by another. He spoke then into



the dark room, only partly aware he spoke out loud. “How could they make him my guardian
after what I told them? I hate them! I HATE THEM!”



Chapter 2

Jason pulled open the mailbox in front of his house. Grabbing the mail, he headed inside. He
stood at the kitchen table and sorted the mail. “Bills, more bills, a postcard from Jeremy.
Looks like he’s having a ball in Hawaii.” Jason set the last piece of mail down. "Nothing
from Tommy.”

 

“Jason--” Lisa Scott had just come home from a long shift at the hospital. She was sitting at
the table drinking a cup of peppermint tea. Jason breathed in the smell. That smell could
always make him feel safe.

 

“Why doesn’t he write?” Jason tried to fight the tears, but they came anyway “He’s supposed
to be my best friend!”

 

Lisa set her cup down with a sigh. “Kiddo, I don’t know. There could be a thousand reasons.
Tommy could still be grieving.”

 

“After three months?” Jason nearly exploded.

 

“There is not a set time frame for grieving and Tommy lost everything. But I tell you what, if
we have not heard from him in another month, we’ll go to Seacouver.”

 

“Promise?”

 

“Promise.”

 

Tommy didn't run. He walked, trying to ignore the pain in his side. It was always there, the
pain. Along with being in his right arm and back. He had learned to keep quiet about it. The
one time he had complained, Chris had beaten then raped him.

 



He came to the park he had located on a map of Seacouver. It had sounded like a good place
to practice. Tommy had to get stronger. He just had to! It was his only chance he had.

He moved into a simple fighting kata, but the pain bought tears to his eyes. He sank down
beside a large statue of several large metal donuts and nearly burst into tears.

 

In the last three months, Tommy had tried fighting off Chris on several occasions. The
beatings that resulted from fighting him, left Tommy weak. Chris was strangely gentle if
Tommy just took it. The problem was Tommy could not usually bring himself to just take it.

 

There were also the house rules. Tommy was not allowed to speak unless he was first spoken
to. He was in charge of making sure the house was spotless. He had to keep his grades up
(Chris had arranged for home-schooling) and never, ever step outside. Breaking any of these
rules meant a beating.

 

Tommy snuck out whenever he got a chance. Usually, he just sat on the porch. Even that was
risky, though, and he had figured if he was going to be punished for going out, he might as
well go someplace.

 

Tommy glanced, used the statue to help himself stand up and paused to read the artist's name:
“Tessa Noel.” He wondered briefly who she had been. Another plaque said she had died not
long after completing the statue.

 

Grimly, Tommy turned away. He tried to go through the kata movement again, attempting to
push through the pain. He HAD to do this! It was the only way out of this whole mess! 
Certainly, he couldn’t count on anyone to help him. Chris was the deputy mayor and was
well-loved.

 

Tommy ran home two hours later with his heart in his throat. He dashed inside and without
stopping, ran into his room. He changed out of the sweat-stained clothes and threw them in
the hamper before throwing on clean clothes. He flung himself into his bed just as the front
door opened and Chris called, “Honey, I’m home!”

 

Tommy tried to make himself small, pulling the covers over his head. Chris sounded in a
good mood. That did not bode well for Tommy. When Chris was in a good mood, he usually
wanted to do things.



 

“Get up!” Chris yanked the blankets off of the bed. “The city ordinance I’ve been backing
went through so you and I are going to celebrate!”

 

Trying not to feel anything, Tommy stood and followed his uncle to the larger bed in Chris’s
room. Tommy managed not to fight, but he couldn’t help the tears or the cry of pain that
made Chris laugh. “You like it!”

 

When the vile act was over, Chris pulled Tommy into a hug. “That was nice!  You’re getting
better at pleasing a man!” Tommy shuddered as Chris kissed his forehead. “Go to sleep. You
look exhausted, my love.”

 

Soon, gentle snoring told Tommy his Uncle was asleep. “I hate him,” Tommy whispered
before exhausted he too slept

 

–

 

It was two days before Tommy was able to make it back to the park. To his surprise, another
young man was there practicing with a wooden sword. Tommy watched for a moment.
Honestly, the guy wouldn't stand a chance with that footwork. "You know, if you widen your
stance, your downswing would have more force."

 

---

 

Richie Ryan had not even heard anyone approach him. He turned to see a guy maybe a
couple of years younger than he had been at his first death. The guy wore a pair of jeans and
a long-sleeved white shirt, which seemed out of place on such a hot day.

 

"Oh," Richie said mildly. "You know something about swords?"

"I have a third-degree black belt in karate and I used to teach." He held out a hand,
introducing himself: "Tommy Oliver."



 

Now that was a familiar last name. "Any relation to the deputy mayor?"

 

Tommy's face seemed to close off at that. "My uncle." Richie felt a well as heard the anger in
the words.

 

--Okay, that’s a touchy subject-- Richie thought. "Look, you want to work out, I have a spare
practice katana. I'm Richie... Richie Ryan."

 

Richie held out one hand and after a moment, Tommy shook it. "Sure, I could use a sparring
partner."

 

They practiced for the next hour until Tommy abruptly declared he had to go. "Why?" Richie
asked.

"Uncle Chris will be mad if I'm late," Tommy explained.

 

"So call--" Richie began. He stopped at the look of fear in his new friend's eyes. "Hey, uh...
you should come to the dojo I help run with my teacher, Duncan Macleod."

 

"I don't have money for membership at a dojo." Tommy kicked the ground, looking both
embarrassed and anxious.

 

"Don't worry. I think Mac would love to meet you." Richie pulled out one of the business
cards for the dojo. After a moment, Tommy took it. Tommy ran off, leaving Richie feeling
bewildered

 



3

 

 

Richie could sense the presence of another immortal as he opened the door of the DaSalvo
Dojo. Duncan Macleod paused for just a minute to glance at his student before returning to
the complicated kata he was running through. Richie leaned against a wall, watching until
Duncan was done. "Hey, Richie."

"Hey," Richie replied.

Duncan snagged a towel off a set of weights. He used it to wipe sweat from his face.
Throwing the towel over his shoulders, he asked, "Did something happen?"

"I think I made a friend," Richie said, then went on in a rush. "Mac, it was so odd."

"Making a friend?"

"No..." Richie paused and Duncan waited, knowing Richie was gathering his thoughts. "This
guy, maybe sixteen or seventeen came up and corrected my footing. Said his name was
Tommy Oliver. We ended up sparring and... Mac, he was good. I mean really good, at least
for a mortal. But he was odd. He wore long sleeves on a hot day and seemed scared of
something."

"How so?" Duncan pressed gently.

"He acted as if being late getting home was terrifying." Richie paused, then rushed on. "I
thought I saw bruises on his arm when his shirt slipped."

Duncan's face darkened like a thundercloud covering the sun. He said a few words in Gaelic
that let Richie know exactly what he thought, even if Richie didn't speak Gaelic at all.

"I invited him to come here to train," Richie said softly. "Mac, I had some horrible foster
homes, but I was never as scared as Tommy seemed."

"Do you think he will come?" Duncan asked.

"Honestly, I don't know."

"Tomorrow, you and I are going to the park together," Duncan said flatly.

---

Next morning



Tommy shut the math book he was trying to study out of. Rain beat down on the roof. It
reminded him of another rainstorm on the day his world had gone wrong. Also, how could he
get strong if he couldn’t practice? A memory surfaced. Hadn't that guy Richie mentioned a
Dojo?

Jumping up, Tommy searched his pockets. For a moment, he despaired of finding the card.
When he found it, Tommy hesitated. Going out when it was sunny was risky as it was. If it
was raining and he got wet, Chris would know he had been out and it would mean another
beating

--he'll beat you anyway—

Finally, Tommy grabbed his jacket. If Chris was going to beat him anyway, Tommy could at
least get in a workout.

--

Duncan Macleod stepped out of the dojo’s opening. The young man who stepped in hesitated,
as if he might turn and run. "Tommy?" Duncan was almost positive this was the kid Richie
had met in the park.

"I-- uh, how do you know my name?" Tommy asked.

"Richie's my student." Duncan took in the teen's pale features. A bruise peeked out from
beneath his collar and his right arm was badly swollen. Duncan thought the arm might
actually be broken and wondered how the kid was using it.

"He said I could practice here?" Tommy ventured.

"Not a problem. I have work to do in the office if you need anything." Duncan gestured to the
office.

"Thanks um..."

"Duncan MacLeod."

"Thanks, Mr. MacLeod."

Duncan did go into the office, but didn't work. He watched Tommy through the office
window, watched Tommy's attempts to run through a kata. It was obvious that the kid was in
a lot of pain. Richie was right; Tommy was probably being abused. By who and how bad was
something that Duncan intended to find out.

–

Tommy stopped after a while and leaned against the wall. He was tired and sweating. Duncan
stepped out of the office and regarded the teen. "Do you want a shower?"

Tommy nodded and looked at the floor. "I will take one when I get home."



"You can take one here," Duncan said and pointed to the Dojo's shower. "I'll get you a towel."

-

Richie stepped into the dojo five minutes later, just as Duncan stepped out of the elevator
holding a towel. They both relaxed when they saw that the immortal they had sensed was a
friend. "Tommy came. He's in the shower."

Duncan tossed the towel over to Richie, who caught it easily. Richie nodded and went to take
his new friend the towel. Stepping into the shower room, he froze.

Tommy hadn't pulled the privacy curtain all the way shut. He stood with his back to the
room, letting the water pour over him. His shoulders were slumped and he seemed exhausted.
It wasn't Tommy’s nakedness that made Richie freeze in horror, his heart leaping into his
throat...

It was Tommy's back! The only comparison Richie's horrified mind had was a scene in a
movie called “Roots” when a character had been lashed. Lash marks crossed Tommy's back,
some old, some fresh. A couple of them looked like they might well be infected. Bruises
from what could only be punches dotted his back as well. "Oh, god," Richie blurted.

Tommy half-turned and Richie realized with a sinking heart that he had bruises on his chest
as well. "Richie!" Tommy gasped eyes wide, for a moment they just stared at each other.

Richie moved first, holding the towel out. "Here," he said with his voice shaking. Tommy
took the towel slowly. Richie backed away and fled the room.

Duncan caught him as he darted into the main area. "Richie, it's okay."

"No! it's not!" the younger immortal blurted, tears blurring his vision. "He's been beaten,
Mac! Badly! Why would anyone-- WHY?"

"I don't know," Duncan whispered, pulling Richie into a hug.

-

Tommy came out five minutes later. Richie had managed to get himself under control. "I
should go," Tommy said

"We have to talk first." Duncan stated simply.

"I don't--"

"Who beat you?" Duncan demanded.

"I fell," Tommy whispered, repeating what Chris told him he was to say if anyone asked.

"Nope," Duncan shot back. "Try again."



Tommy shot a look at the clock. He REALLY needed to leave! The longer he stayed, the
more of a chance that Chris would find out. "I REALLY need to go home now!"

"...after you answer me." Duncan didn't back down.

"You won't believe me. My parents didn't believe me, so why should you?" Tommy
whispered.

The Highlander looked the teen in the eyes. "Try me, Tommy. You would be... surprised at
what I will believe"

Tommy looked from Richie to Duncan. Could he trust them? He hardly knew these people,
while friends and family he had known for years had not believed him. Jason had not even
listened. It didn't matter, he decided. He knew how this story went.

"My Uncle... he's my guardian. He beats me when I don't do what he wants," Tommy
shuddered, then continued. "I don't like what he wants to do, so I try to stop him. He's better
than me, though, and in the end he gets what he wants. I told mom and dad that he had
molested me as a kid. I told them and they still made me his ward!"

Tommy wiped tears from his eyes. He looked at Duncan, who regarded the teen through
narrowed eyes. Tommy nodded. It was exactly what he had thought. He turned and opened
the Dojo door.

Duncan caught Tommy, turned the boy around, and pulled him against his chest. "Never! You
are never going to be hurt by him again! Not if I can help it!"

"You believe me?" Tommy began to sob hard.

"Yes," Duncan replied softy.

"Chris will kill me..." Tommy began.

"You can stay here," Richie spoke up. "You don't ever have to go back."

"Pictures, in my room. My sister's picture. Mom and dad’s. They’re all that I have," Tommy
pulled back. “I have to get them,"

"Then WE will get them," Richie stated. "Together, we’ll get them."



Chapter 4

four

Chris wasn’t home when Tommy led Richie inside the house. Richie stood in the door to
Tommy's small room watching as Tommy pulled a loose board up from the closet floor. He
reached in and came up with several photos wrapped in plastic. "He burnt everything else."
He looked at Richie and frowned. "Are you all right?"

Richie had gone pale and tense. He tipped his head to one side as if listing to music Tommy
could not hear. "Fuck!" he spat out.

"Well, this is interesting." Chris's voice came from the door. Tommy scrambled to his feet,
staring at the sword his Uncle held. "What's your name, boy?"

Richie hated being called a boy, almost more than he hated anything else. "Richie Ryan." He
pulled his own sword out. Richie glanced at Tommy and that was when Chris attacked.
Richie was not expecting the attack, after all the game was not for mortal eyes.

It was exactly because he did not expect it that Chris got the upper hand on Richie. Cold steel
punched into Richie's chest. He looked down croaked out another "Fuck" and died.

 

–

 

Tommy pressed himself into the far wall. Chris had just murdered Richie. Now the older man
lifted the sword as if he was going to desecrate the body by removing its head. Instead, he
lowered the sword grumbling. "No. The last thing I need is a light show. It would cause more
trouble than its worth."

He wiped off the sword casually and slid it back into a sheathe. He stalked towards his
terrified nephew. "You little shit!"

"P-please!" Tommy stammered. God, he had been such an idiot, insisting on getting the
pictures!

He tried blocking the blows that Chris rained down on him. Tommy felt his vision fading by
the time his uncle ran out of steam. He dragged Tommy to the bed and then hesitated. "Fuck,
I don't have time. The mayor needs me to attend a dinner. Guess I'll just have to punish you
later."

Tommy could only moan in pain. He dimly heard the click of the door lock. Chris had locked
him in. Tommy pulled himself up. Nausea slammed into him. He barely made it to the small
trash can just in time --Richie--



What was he going to tell Duncan? IF he ever got out of here. Tommy sat back and looked at
his bare wrist. "Zordon, why dont you help me?" he whispered, tears spilling down his
cheeks.

"Tommy?" Richie's voice suddenly came from outside of the room. The ex-Ranger startled at
the sound. "Hold on! I can get you out!"

Minutes later, the door swung open. Richie stood seeming just fine, only the blood on his
shirt attesting to the wound from earlier. Tommy stammered. "H-h-how?"

Richie looked down at the blood and heaved a sigh. He had known Tommy would probably
learn the truth eventually. He had just hoped it wouldn't be so soon. He couldn't believe Chris
had been so callous with the secret of immortality. "It's a kind of magic."

"Really? What kind?" Tommy demanded.

"Uh..." Richie was nonplussed. "That is a very good question."

"Which you had better answer. I lived in Monster Central for almost two years." Tommy said
flatly.

"Oh, no. Not that kind. Mac and I... we are... we're just hard to kill." Richie gestured to the
door and when Tommy still hesitated, he growled. "You want to be here when your uncle -
who I can assure you is just as hard to kill - gets home?" Tommy grabbed the pictures and
followed Richie out.

--

When they got back to the dojo, Duncan was not alone. "Anne!" Richie hugged the very
pregnant woman. She wrinkled her nose, pushing him back to look at the blood.

"Richie?" Duncan asked

"His uncle came home and... well, he killed me," Richie murmured. Duncan shot a worried
glance at Tommy. "I had to tell him. Mac, it gets worse. Chris is one of us. I wasn't expecting
that I thought we were all foundlings."

"He's adopted, like me," Tommy spoke up. "I found out some things about my heritage. I
don’t think Uncle Chris knows shit."

Duncan swore in Gaelic, causing Anne to actually laugh a bit. “Duncan said Tommy needed a
doctor."

She smiled warmly at Tommy who took a nervous step back. Richie smiled reassuringly at
him. "It's alright, Tommy. Anne is a friend. Show her your back."

Tommy bit his lip, but with a little coaxing from Anne, he slowly pulled his shirt up over his
head. The bruises from the latest beating were just beginning to form. Anne swallowed hard
and sucked in her breath sharply. She put a hand on Tommy's forehead and frowned.
"Upstairs. You need to lie down before you fall down."



In the loft over the Dojo where Duncan lived, Anne ushered Tommy over to the bed and
ordered him onto his stomach. She examined his back while asking gentle questions. From
her bag, she produced a needle and, after asking about allergies, injected it into the teen.

Finally, she pulled Duncan to one side, her eyes flashing angrily. "I should report this. I'm
supposed to report this.”

"And how long before the Deputy Mayor squashes it? Or even ruins your career?" Duncan
murmured.

Anne bit her lip. Finally she asked. "Will you take care of Chris Oliver?"

Duncan shook his head. "IF I absolutely have to. Right now, I just want to get Tommy away
from him. I'm thinking about getting him out of Seacouver. The island or Paris."

"Take him to Paris," Anne softly told her ex-boyfriend. "He's going to need the cast I will put
on his arm removed. I am also going to give you some medicine for his back.

"Duncan, about his arm? Without an x-ray, I can't tell how bad it actually is. When you get to
Paris, see about getting an x-ray done." She rubbed her stomach as she spoke.

"Are you alright?" Duncan asked when Anne grimaced.

"She's kicking, is all." Anne half-smiled and then frowned. "Tommy is very sick."

"I know," Duncan said flatly. There was nothing more to be said.



Five

Adam Park helped his dad push the desk they had carried in from a borrowed truck against
one wall of the den. Alex had been serving as the chief of police since Jack Oliver's death.
Someone had decided to buy all new furniture for the chief's office and sell the old. Alex had
purchased the desk for a song (or so he had told Adam). 

"There." Alex patted it. "It's all yours."

"Mine?" Adam frowned.

"Yes, everyone needs a desk. Especially people who plan to open their own dojo someday."
Alex ruffled his son's hair and walked out of the den.

Adam began exploring the desk, opening drawers then closing them. When he opened the
long drawer in the middle, he heard a rustling as if paper was being crumpled by an unseen
hand. Adam frowned, and with a bit of a struggle he pulled the drawer completely out and set
it down. Peering in, he saw an envelope hung up on the roller.

Adam pulled it out. It was sealed but not addressed. If it had been addressed, he would have
taken it to his dad for a stamp. Since it wasn't, he figured it was okay to open it and find who
it was supposed to go to. Tearing it open, he found a letter from Jack to Chris Oliver. As
Adam read it, he began to feel sick

“Chris

YOU FUCKING DESPICABLE BASTARD!

My son! You molested my son!

The only reason Your ass is not being arrested is I have seen what happens to sex victims in
court. Especially male ones. Tommy has been through enough and I will not subject him to
that.

You know at first I didn't want to believe you would do such a thing. I remembered the
neighbor boy Luke when we were teens who accused you of the same thing. I beat him up!



Damn you and Damn me too!
You are no longer Tommy or Kelsey's Godfather!

You are no longer my brother!

I am removing you from my will, you will not be guardian to my children if anything
happens!

Stay away from us!
I hope you die

--
Chief Oliver”

Adam frowned at the line about Jack Oliver changing his will -except you didn't and
Tommy... no... no, by the Morphin Grid. No.--

"Dad?" The word was a low croak. Adam's throat had gone tight, his mouth dry. He sucked in
a breath and looked at the note. The words 'molested my son' leapt out. Suddenly he found
his voice: "DAD! DAD! DADDY!" he screamed

Alex hit the den door at a dead run. "Adam! What is it??"

Adam thrust the note at his dad. Alex took it and read it, going pale. "Oh, my god!" Adam
shook his head as if that would deny the truth. "Adam, I'll take care of it, I swear." He picked
up the phone from the side table by the den's couch and began dialing.

--
Paris

It had taken five days for Duncan Richie and Tommy to make it to Paris. It might have gone
faster if Tommy hadn’t spiked a fever. For two days, he had lain in Duncan's bed, ranting in
his delirium. He had full conversations with someone named Jason and yelled for something
called Zordon. Richie had asked Duncan if he knew what Zordon was, but the older immortal
had no clue.

For a while, Duncan had seriously considered letting Anne put Tommy in the hospital. On the
morning of the third day, Duncan had woken to find Richie asleep in a chair and Tommy
asleep in the bed, completely cool. His fever had broken at some point in the night.



Rather than take a passenger jet with Tommy still not completely well, Duncan had hired a
pilot to fly a private jet, rented for the occasion. He had also come home with some items to
change Tommy's looks.

Tommy had protested until Richie had pointed out that they needed to do everything they
could to not be found. Tommy had grudgingly allowed Duncan to cut his hair. What was left
was about two or three inches, then was bleached and then dyed red. The effect made Tommy
look very young. Duncan thought he could pass for a fifteen-year-old at least.

It was raining when they arrived at the barge Duncan lived in while in Paris. Tommy had
never been on a barge and looked around curiously. He yawned despite the fact he had slept
most of the flight. He was still tired. "Sleep," Anne had told him. "It fights infections.
Actually, it helps fight a lot of things."

Duncan sighed as Tommy dozed off - please no nightmares let him sleep. He busied himself
opening cupboards and the fridge to see what supplies they had. "Guess we need to go
shopping."

"I'll do it." Richie was leaning against a wall watching his teacher pace. "And I'll check into a
hotel, there aren’t enough beds here.”

Duncan nodded distractedly. His mind was on other things. Tommy needed medical and
psychological care and Duncan had no idea how to get them without letting on he had
kidnapped the boy. "See if you can get soup." That was when Tommy started screaming.

--
Tommy dreamed, usually of the room Chris had so often assaulted him in. Today, though, he
dreamed of a sailboat on a river. Maybe it was the rocking of the barge or the sound of the
water that penetrated his dreams and wove themselves into the dream of the sailboat.
Safe. He was finally safe. There was no one else here, just him and the boat. Tommy felt
relaxed and calm, calmer than he had felt since the car wreck.

Suddenly, an arm snaked itself around his waist, there was a hot breath in his ear, and a voice
growled "Baby" in his ear.

Tommy shrieked, bolting straight up in bed.
--
Duncan was at Tommy's side the moment he screamed. "Tom, hey, wake up!”



"Don'tpleasedon't!!" Tommy lashed out, catching Duncan upside the head. The Highlander
saw stars. Tommy was surprisingly strong considering his condition.

"Tommy, it's Duncan." He pulled the struggling teen against his chest and rocked the boy
slowly. "Hush, you’re safe."

Tommy quieted slowly and then said in a choked voice, "Duncan?" as if he were tasting the
name on his tongue for the first time.

"It's all right. Everything is all right," Duncan soothed as if he were calming a much younger
child.

Tommy shuddered in Duncan's arms. "It felt like Uncle Chris was here. He was going to hurt
me again."

"Your uncle is not here and I swear I will do everything in my power to keep him away from
you." Duncan rocked the teen until an even breathing told him Tommy slept again. Duncan
eased him down and tucked a blanket gently around him.

Duncan found Richie on the deck staring at the river. He spoke as Duncan came up behind
him. "He sleeping?"

“Yes, I wish he would sleep without these nightmares; half of it's the fact he's still sick and
the rest, well..." Duncan shrugged helplessly.

"Mac, we can't hide him forever.”

"I know," the Highlander said.

"So what do we do?" Richie kicked the deck with one foot. 

"I don't know." Duncan stared out across the river as a rainbow danced in the water. It
reminded him of another time, another child.

1975



There had been rainbows on the walk in the small room he was renting in Salt Lake City.
Rainbows from the prism someone had hung in his room. Duncan was laying on the bed half
dozing when a knock came at the door. Yawning, he stood and made his way to the door.

"Sorry to wake you, Mr. McLeod. Mamma sent me to get the rent for the room." She looked
at her feet as she spoke.

Rachel Mitchell was a beautiful child with flawless skin and raven dark hair that fell to her
waist. She was tall and graceful, but was also crippled by shyness.

Duncan dug into his pocket amd pulled out a few bills. He handed them over and smiled at
the girl who blushed and ducked her head.

Duncan had come to the Salt Lake valley to find some antiques, which had turned out to be
harder than he thought it would be. The valley had been settled by a religious group in the
19th century. A group which was very big on heirlooms and history especially family history,
they didn't part with their heirlooms often

Despite this, he had managed a few purchases and there was one more estate sale he was
going to this afternoon before he left the valley for good. He shut the door and with a glance
at the clock, realized he needed to get a move on things.

Downstairs, he found breakfast laid out. Rachel's mother was a great cook who seemed to
delight in making way too much. Sitting down, Duncan waited patiently while they said a
short prayer over the meal, as their religion indicated they should.

Duncan was halfway through the meal when Rachel asked him to pass the syrup. As the girl
took it, her dress sleeves slid up. Duncan stared in horror at the bruise on her arm. "Rachel,
what happened?"
Rachel smoothed the sleeve back down, hiding the bruise. "Oh nothing, I fell in dance class is
all."

"Girl's always been a klutz," John Mitchell said as he stood up. "Don't know why we keep her
in dance classes when she can't even cross a floor without tripping."

Duncan frowned. "You... tripped, really?" He didn't miss the glance that John shot at his
daughter. Rachel paled and nodded, biting her lower lip.

The whole scene bothered Duncan. It bothered him the entire day. The bruise had looked like



a hand print pressed into the girl's flesh. It bothered him so much that Duncan headed back to
the boarding house early. He was determined to get the truth from Rachel.

By that time, he was too late. John had beaten Rachel to death. It had happened because
Duncan had hesitated. While had looked at furniture, Rachel had been murdered because
there had been no one to hear her silent plea for help. Duncan had sworn never to hesitate
again.

 



Chapter 6

Two days after Adam found the letter, the Rangers gathered in the park. There, in a soft
voice, Adam told them about the desk and the horror he had discovered.

When he had finished, a long silence fell which was eventually broken by Rocky. "Tommy
was molested?" He was unusually subdued as if the shock of what Adam was saying was just
too much.

"No!" David was shaking his head. "No way Tommy would have gone with his uncle if that
letter was legit! He would have said something!"

"I think he tried to," Jason said softly. He was pale except for two red spots on his cheeks.
"That last day, he asked if he could stay at my place. I thought he was just worried about
leaving the Rangers.

"Fuck," David groaned. "But why didn't he tell that lawyer guy?"

Adam tapped the copy of the letter he brought with him. The original was in an evidence bag
and in the possession of his dad. "I think he thought his parents didn't believe him, so why
would anyone else?"

"And I proved it when I brushed him off..." Jason was staring at the ground, not wanting to
meet anyone's eyes.

"This is not your fault!" David growled.

"We need to get Tommy home. Adam, what does your dad say?" Kat asked.

Adam shook his head. "No one he's contacted in Seacouver has found any evidence that
Tommy was ever there. Chris Oliver is the deputy mayor and he's going to be hard to go after
without solid proof, which Dad says an angry letter might not be enough." Adam shrugged
helplessly.

"Someone had to have seen him, in the plane or the airport." David blurted.



Adam shrugged. "If anyone did, they're staying quiet. The truth is dad keeps hitting dead
ends. It's like no one wants to know the truth." Silence fell again as the tens worried about
their friends.
---

Chris Oliver stood in the doorway of the room Tommy had slept in. There was blood on the
bed and carpet. The blood of that immortal that he had temporarily killed.

"Shoulda finished him." Chris had pulled Richie Ryan's record up. A string of foster homes, a
stay or two in juvie. Current records had him working at a Dojo, which Chris had discovered
was closed due to a "family emergency."

There was no doubt that Tommy had gone with Richie. He planned on teaching them both a
lesson before taking Richie's quickening. The trouble was he had no idea where to begin
looking for them.

Grumbling, he picked up a phone and dialed the number of the man who had taught him
about the game. The phone seemed to ring for a long time before someone finally picked up
and said, "hello."

"It's Chris."

"Chris, congrats on the election." Connor MacLeod sounded as if he didn't approve of Chris's
career choice. Chris rolled his eyes.

"Yeah, I'm having a bit of a problem. Nothing to do with the election, though. My brother, his
wife, and his daughter and son were in a drunk driving-related accident, only their son
Tommy survived. Their will named me as Guardian. He's been acting out and started hanging
out with an immortal named Richie Ryan. Now I can’t find him. Do you know anything
about this immortal?"

Conner went silent for so long that Chris began to wonder if the connection had been broken.
"The only Richie Ryan I know is a new immortal. The teacher is another student of mine, my
kinsman Duncan MacLeod. If Duncan isn’t in Seacouver, he's probably in Paris. Chris,
Richie is a good kid at heart; he won't hurt your nephew."

Chris frowned... Paris? He hated flying and long-distance travel. He had only traveled by air
once and had died on that trip. Died and had become immortal. "I'll look your kinsman up."
He hung up. "Paris. Fucking Paris."



--
In New York City, Connor MacLeod stared at the phone for a long time. Something about
that call had bothered him. Something he could not put his finger on.

Finally, he picked the phone back up and dialed an overseas number. The phone rang almost
fifteen times before he heard his kinsman say. "Duncan MacLeod."

"It's Connor. I was wondering if you knew Richie kidnapped a mortal."

"You know Chris Oliver." Duncan sounded upset.

"He's my student." Connor said flatly. "he's really worried ‘bout his--"

Duncan interrupted him snarling down the phone line in a barely contained rage. "Your
STUDENT?!? Let me tell you something about your fucking student, the precious deputy
mayor! He beat Tommy so bad that there isn't an inch on the kid's back that doesn't have a
wound or scar, and half of them are infected! Tommy's arm is broken and your fucking
student just left it. No x-rays, no setting it, no NOTHING! To top all that off, it turns out
Chris raped the boy! Multiple! Fucking! Times! And for the record, Richie did not kidnap
Tommy."

Conner felt all the blood drain out of his face. If he hadn't already been sitting he would have
fallen. As it was, he felt suddenly dizzy. "Oh."

"Yeah fucking ‘Oh.’" Duncan snapped back still angry.

"Duncan, I-- I told Chris he could find you in Paris. I didn't realize. I didn't know. I thought
maybe Richie had taken the boy to Paris to cheer him up or something. I thought it would be
easy to clear up." Suddenly Connor was angry himself. He had taught a rapist how to survive
the game for as long as possible. That couldn't stand! "I'm coming to Paris! And Duncan?
Chris Oliver is mine! I don't like being made a fool of!"

"If he comes after Tommy--" Duncan began."

Connor interrupted him. "Do what you have to do to protect the boy. If that means I don't get
my hands on Chris, so be it. I'm coming to Paris regardless. If nothing else, I owe Tommy an
apology."



Chapter 7

Tommy heard the phone ring and Duncan’s rant.  He sighed, the highlander would tell him
about it Tommy was sure. There was nothing he could do about whatever it was in any case.

 

Tommy was sitting on the deck of the barge. Duncan had told him that fresh air was also
good for getting well.  Tommy didn’t have the energy to argue over it, so he was getting fresh
air.

 

He rubbed his face with his good hand, maybe a nap in the sun wouldn’t be such a bad idea. 
Tommy was just settling down for said nap when he saw the figure walking by the river.  She
saw him at the same moment.

 

Tommy decided the best course of action was to go inside, maybe she hadn’t recognised him,
he looked so different now. If she didn’t have time for a better look she would just chalk it up
to a coincidence.  He stood to go in, but she had other plans.  She ran up the gangplank and
grabbed his arm. “Tommy?”

 

He sighed and turned to face her. “Hi Kim.”

 

Kimberly Annne Hart looked him up and down, taking in his short dyed hair, the cast on his
arm and the dark circles under his eyes.  “What happened to you? You look awful. And why
are you in PAris?”

 

“I live here as of  two days ago.”  Tommy couldn’t meet her eyes.  “You best come inside if
you want to hear the whole story.”

 

Tommy ked her inside Where Duncan was just hanging up the phone.  He raised an eyebrow
at Kim. “Tommy, who is this?” 

 

“Kim, this is Duncan  Macleod. He saved my life, Mac, this is Kimberly Ann Hart, my ex-
girlfriend who I thought was in Florida.”



 

“I’m visiting my mom and stepdad.”  Kim said, “Tommy what’s going on?”

 

Duncan held up one hand, indicating she should wait for a moment. He turned to Tommy,
“Your Uncle knows you're in Paris.”

 

Tommy groaned and Kim blurted, “your uncle? You mean Chris Oliver? That uncle? What
does that creep have to do with anything?”

 

“He’s my legal guardian.”  Tommy said tiredly, “My parents and KElsey.. It was a drunk
driver.  I was the only survivor. And my parents, their will…”

 

All of the color had drained out of Kim’s face. Duncan leaned over and pushed her head
down between her knees.  After a moment she sat back up and gave Tommy a look  of pure
horror. “But we told them.”

“WEll they didn’t believe it.”  Tommy jumped up and started pacing.  “They lied, Kim, They
said I’d never have to see him again and then they made him my guardian! How could they
lie to me like that?  I HATE THEM!”

 

Duncan grabbed Tommy’s arm and pushed him down onto the couch, “Stop it or you’ll spike
another fever.”

 

Kim had to swallow hard to keep from throwing up. She wanted to hit someone. “He
molested you again didn’t he?”

 

“No Kim, he fucked me. IF I fought back, he beat me. If I went outside, he beat me. IF I
spoke without permission, he beat me. If he felt like it, he beat me. Of course after a beating,
he fucked me.  I tried fighting him, but he was better than me.”  Tommy looked down at the
cast on his arm.  “My arms broke, we don’t know how bad, because going to a doctor was
impossible in Seavouver, Chris would have found out. Duncan’s looking into one here
though. Plus my back’s infected. I was delirious for a while. ITs just been, fucked.”

 



Kim shook her head dazedly,  “But Our friends? Jason, What about JAson? Didn’t you tell
him?”

 

Tommy laughed, the sound set Kim’s teeth on edge. It was very close to the laugh he’d made
when under Rita’s spell.  “JAson thinks Uncle Chris is this great guy who gives his nephew’s
friends expensive gift carts.  I told JAson I wanted to live with his family and before I could
explain he cut me off to talk about the stupid gift cards.”

 

Duncan put a hand on Tommy’s shoulder.  “Calm down.” He frowned and moved his hand to
the teen’s forehead, “And You have another fever go lay down and I’ll find some Tylenol.”

 

“I’m fine!” Tommy snarled.

 

“BED!” Duncan pointed and grumbling, Tommy went and lay down.

 

Duncan sat down beside the very pale young woman on his couch. “ARe you alright, Lass?”

 

“Yes, no-  he hit me once you know.”

 

“Tommy?” Duncan asked gently.

 

Kim nodded wiping away tears.  “We were in my room. My mom was on a date, so we were
alone. I thought we could… I thought we could take the next step so I slid my hand down and
touched him.”

 

“He reacted badly?”

 

“He- I guess he didn’t hit me really, he shoved me right off the bed.  I had a bruise on my arm
for days.”  Kim laughed, “Told my mom we’d been goofing off and I fell off the bed. I was
pissed, you know.  I got up determined to give him a piece of my mind, but he was under my
desk whimpering. IT took me over an hour to coax him out and another hour to get him to tell



me what was wrong. I convinced him to tell his parents.”  Her voice took on a note of anger. 
“How could they do it!? How could they let that guy anywhere near Tommy?”

 

“I don’t know.” Duncan said softly.

 

“How did he end up here?”

 

“Short version, a friend and business partner of mine, Richie met Tommy in the park one day
when Tommy snuck out.  Richie introduced us, and shortly after we figured out Tommy was
being abused. So I kidnapped him.”  Duncan shrugged. “Wasn’t much else I could do.”

 

Kim nodded once, as if making a decision then stood up. “I- That is we, Tommy and I have
this friend who can move Tommy so far away his Uncle will never find him.  I can’t say
more, I’m bound by a promise.  Just tell Tommy I’ll come see him in a couple of days.”

 

“OK.” Duncan replied, deciding not to ask questions.  He knew how important secrets could
be.  He walked her out before returning to stand guard over the sleeping Tommy. 



Chapter 8

 

Kim was glad to find her mom and stepdad out when she got home. She was crying and if
they had been there they would have asked questions.

 

She dug through her suitcase for a moment. “I know I packed it.” She muttered. Finally Kim
found what she was looking for, her communicator, which she had kept at Alpha's insistence.

 

Kim strapped it on her wrist and hit a button. "Zordon? Alpha? Do you read me? It's Kim."

 

There was a slight pause, then Alpha's voice came over the communicator "Kim! It’s so good
to hear from you!“

 

“ I wish I was calling to Just Say hello, but I need you to Teleport me.” Kim kept her voice
even with great effort "I need to talk To Jason and I want to be looking him in the eye when I
do,"

 

There was silence on the other end and it wasn't Alpha who's voice came down the air waves.
It was Zordon's “You have something important to tell us, don't you?" Zurdon's voice was
gentle, but worried.

 

“yeah and I'm angry, I'm very angry!” Kim snapped, “so please just teleport me.” 

 

A few minutes later she felt the old rush that was so familiar from her days as the pink ranger.
The familiar feeling of teleportation let her go and Kim found herself in the power chamber.
Prior to their breakup Tommy had told her of the change to the ranger’s headquarters, but this
was the first time she had seen it.

 

Two Streams of light, one red and one white streamed into the room. They formed



into Jason and a guy Kiim didn't know, but who looked an awful lot like Tommy. 

 

 Jason's eyes lit up when he saw Kim. "Kim! Wow! It's good to see you!” He stepped towards
her then stopped when he saw the anger in her eyes.  “Uh Kim this is David Trueheart, he’s
Tommy’s brother. Dave, this is Kimberly Anne Hart.”

 

“The gymnast who broke my twin’s heart?” David asked.

 

Kim didn’t bother asking about Tommy having a twin.  Besides what kind of a brother would
have let Tommy be taken by Chris Oliver. Zordan’s voice interrupted her thoughts.
“Kimberly, you had something important to say?”

 

Kim took a breath and slowly let it out before she asked.  “How come nobody called me
about The Oliver’s car crash?”

 

Jason went red, the truth was he hadn’t thought about calling Kim. He was pretty sure no one
else had thought of it either, which led to another thought. “How did you find out? If none of
us called you.”

 

“Tommy told me.” Kim snapped at him.

 

David had been listening to their conversation with a frown on his face Now he stepped
forward and grabbed Kim by the shoulders "you've seen Tommy? where? Is he okay, tell
me!"

 

"Let go!" Kim Twisted, but couldn't break loose.” you're hurting mel”

 

David Let her Go. "Please, Tell me.”

 

Jason put a hand on David's shoulder, Then turned To Krm. “Was Tommy with his uncle?"



 

Hot anger slammed into Kim’'s chest, "what the Fuck do you care? Do you have any idea

How much I want to slap you? Tommy told me you cut him off when he tried to tell you the
truthI"

 

"I know! I let a rapist take my best friend.” Jason's voice was so full of self-loathing it made
Kim's anger Fade

 

“You know about Chris Oliver?”

 

JAson nodded, swiping at his eyes. "Someone decided the new chief of police should have a
new desk. Detective Park bought the old one and gave it to Adam. Adam found a letter in the
runners of one of the drawers.  Jock oliver wrote Teling chris Oliver to fuck off, becouse
chris molested Tommy we've been trying to get Tommy home but no one can find him or his
uncle"

 

“I’m worried sick about it.” David muttered.

 

Kim let out a sigh “Tommy’s in Paris”

 

“Chris Oliver took him to PAris?” JAson was confused, which was something he had never
liked being.

 

Kim shook her head. “Tommy made a friend with this guy who sort of kidnapped him to get
him away from his Uncle. I was visiting my mom and stepdad.”

 

“And you ran into Tommy?” David asked softly.

 

Kin looked at DAvid. “Tommy- Your brother is very bitter and sick. HE said he has infected
wounds. I think he’s heartsick too, he hates his parents and he hates JAson.”



 

“Perhaps,” Zordon spoke for the first time, “PERhaps it would do Tommy some good to
know his parents believed him. I suggest taking JAck Oliver’s letter to his son.”

 

JAson considered this. “I’ll go with Kim and deliver it. I want to apologize to Tommy, even
though I don’t expect him to forgive me.”



Chapter 9

Chris Oliver hung the phone in his hotel room up grinning. It hadn’t taken long to find
Duncan MAcleod’s address in Paris. Soon he would have Tommy back and under his control.
He simply couldn’t wait to teach Tommy a lesson. First things though he needed a place to
bring Tommy for the lessons.

 

 Picking the phone back up he dialed another number one he’d looked up back in the states.
This number was a real estate office that rented warehouse lots. IT would be big enough for
anything he wanted to do, and the area would be noisy enough to drown out any noise the
brat made.

 

—

 

Duncan was in the process of trying to coax another bite of soup into Tommy when he sensed
another immortal.

.

Tommy paled when Duncan cocked his head as if listening to music Tommy couldn’t hear.
He had seen Both Duncan and Richie do it often enough now to know what it meant.
“Richie?" He asked.

 

Duncan shook his head “Don't know It's not a sign flashing the other immortal’s name. Keep
out of sight.” Duncan pulled out his katana and stepped cautiously to the door. “Richie?”

 

“Yeah, and your cousin. Let us in, Mac.” Richie’s voice came back

 

Duncan opened the door letting his friends in. Connar got right to the point. “How’s the kid?”

 

“Getting better,” Duncan responded as Tommy got up and cautiously approached. “Tommy,
this is Connor, my kinsman, and teacher.”

 



“I’m Chris Oliver's Teacher too.” Connar growled. “At least until I get my hands on him.”

 

"What happens then?” Tommy wanted to know.

 

“That’s my concern.” Connar stated flatly, “You're not to worry about it.”

 

Tommy frowned then asked. “Did you know he was a monster?”

 

“I wish I could say yes,” Connar found he could not quite meet Tommy’s eyes. He glanced at
Duncan who only raised one eyebrow before returning to making coffee “I think your uncle
tricked a lot of people into believing he was harmless.”

 

Duncan snorted. “Reminds me of this very old kid I know.”

 

Suddenly all of the immortals in the room cocked their heads and Tommy went white.
Another immortal could mean his uncle and that thought terrified him. A voice called from
outside. “Macleod!”

 

Duncan relaxed visibly,, “It's Methos he’s a friend.” Duncan went to open the door. “This
place is getting crowded.”

 

“Methos?” Connar asked Richie unable to keep the disbelief out of his voice  “As in the
mythical oldest immortal? That MEthos?”

 

Richie shrugged. “He goes by ADam Pierson,’

 

Methos wasn’t alone, Duncan let Kim in as well. Behind Kim was.. “Jason.”  Tommy said
flatly.

 



For a moment no one said anything, Tommy was glaring at JAson and JAson was very
carefully studying his feet. The tension was so thick that any of the immortals could have
drawn their sword and cut it.

 

MEthos finally broke it. “I checked out that guy you wanted me to find, he’s in Paris, but he
seems to have vanished.”

 

“Probably setting a trap.” Duncan looked at Kim and JAson, “Something for you”

 

Before either of them could answer Tommy blurted. “This wouldn’t be happening if mom
and dad had believed me and if someone who said they were my best friend had taken ten
seconds to listen to me!”  He glared at JAson before storming out onto the deck.

 

"Tommy ~ “ Jason moved to follow his friend, only to be stopped by MEthos.

 

"Best nor, he seems rather angry at you.”

.

“Yeah I know, but he needs to see this letter, it's important. ITs from his dad.” Jasen pulled
the Letter out.``

 

Methos Took it and followed Tommy onto the deck. Tommy was sitting at the edge of the
boat, his legs dangling above the water, “How is Zordon? Still stuck in a tube?" methos 
asked then had to grab the back of Tommy's shirt to keep the much younger man from falling
overboard "I saw your friends arrive,  and put two and two together Zordon's an old friend.”

 

“How old?” Tommy asked cautiously.

 

"five- no six centuries. Give or take a decade or two," Methos sat down beside Tommy.
“Haven’t seen him in a very long time though. He handed the letter to Tommy. “JAson says
it's from your dad and it's important.”

 



Tommy considered throwing it in the water. There was nothing his father had to say that he
wanted to hear. Grief washed over him, and he wished not for the first time that his parents
were alive to ask why

 

Finally he opened the letter and began to read. By the time he finished he was crying so much
he could barely read the letter.  His father at least had believed him, he had believed Tommy. 

 

Tommy looked up or Methos, “can you give  me a minute? I need to be alone.”

 

“Don't worry, kid, you can sit out here as long as you need." Methos gave Tommy's shoulder
a gentle squeeze before going back inside. Tommy sar for a minute, but the truth was he was
tired of sitting, Tired of resting. He wanted to move, no needed to move.

.

He wandered down the gang planks and down the path . He was so lost in thought that he
didn't see the van parked nearby. Tommy also failed to notice Just how far he'd walked.

The First Tommy realized he was in danger Was when arms wrapped around him, one around
his waist, one over his mouth. Tommy jerked, clawed and bit.

"

FUCK! STOP IT! you little shit!" chris’s voice only made Tommy fight harder. Chris held on
to the teen with one arm, uncovering Tommy's mouth Todig in one pocket

 

“no no" Tommy screamed." Let go, someone help" He felt a prick in his arm like  a bee sting.
The drug, whatever it was, acted fast. Tommy’s vision doubled, then Tripled. His legs turned
to rubber. He Flailed one last time against his uncle before darkness claimed him

 

NEither Chris nor Tommy noticed the cab that had pulled up by the river. A single man got
out, adjusting a cane and looking around.  Chris loading his unconscious nephew into the van
heard the man yel “Hey!” Ignoring the call Chris got into the driver’s seat and drove off

 

Joe DAwson tried to hurry, but he wasn’t very fast on his feet. He cursed his disability under
his breath. IT was rare that he let the loss of his legs get to him. “MAcleod!” He yelled.  That
at least had the desired effect.



 

Duncan came out, took in the situation and ran, the van was much faster than the highlander
and soon out distanced him.  Duncan stopped his hands on his knees, he straightened and
walked back to Dawson. “You best come inside.”
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