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Note to the Readers


This was first published in the anthology Monster Hunters by Amaryllis Media 
Pronounciation Key: 
Saoirse – sair-sha   Siobhan – shivawn
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Chapter one

Pronunciation Key: Saoirse – sair-sha Siobhan – shivawn 

      [image: ]Saoirse tied off the end of her reddish-blond braid and flipped it back over her shoulder. There were three days left until her eighteenth birthday and she couldn’t wait to finally be legally an adult.  
“Saoirse Maureen O’Brien, get your butt downstairs now, or I’m leaving without you!” her father called up to her.  
Sair grabbed her sweatshirt and headed down the stairs, pausing to kiss her father’s scruffy cheek before she jumped the last step.  
“I’m ready, Da. Three miles today or only two?” Sair asked.  
“Two for me, today. You can keep going if you want. I’ve got office hours at the college later this morning. With finals coming up, and the holidays, I’m going to be busier than ever for a while,” Michael O’Brien replied.  
“Ma said she’d be home tonight and was bringing take-out for dinner because her last appointment was a later one today,” Sair told him. “Pat and Siobhan will be home for dinner, too, so if you can be back for dinner, it’ll be the first time all week we’ve had everyone at the table.”
“Sounds like a plan,” Michael said as they stepped outside and locked the door behind them. “Now, how do we do this?” he asked her with a laugh.
“One step at a time, Da,” Saoirse replied, chuckling.
Their usual route took them down their neighborhood street, across the main road through downtown Summerville, and around the park that spread across several acres and bordered the ocean on one side.  
Sair watched her father as the stress disappeared and the joy of the run took over. He was a little over six feet tall, with dark curly hair dusted with gray, and his unshaven face showed gray mixed with the black. Bright blue eyes and fair skin spoke of his Irish heritage, a heritage that led him to his lifelong love of Celtic mythology and folklore – the classes he taught as Professor O’Brien.  
Her mother was a doctor – a general practitioner – and Sair took after her with the reddish blond hair and green eyes. Her brother, Pat, was twenty-two and the eldest of the three kids. He not only shared their father’s name – Michael Patrick O’Brien – but his looks. As a junior, he went by Pat instead of Mike to avoid confusion.  
Her sister, Siobhan, was twenty, and had Da’s dark hair and Ma’s green eyes. Both of her older siblings were working and going to school the next town over, but while they shared an apartment in Lakeville, they came home often for laundry and meals.  
“Are you excited about starting at the college next semester?” Michael asked. “Not worried about being the prof’s daughter, are you?”
“No, Da. If anyone knows you, they know you’ll be tougher on me than any of your other students,” Sair replied. “But you’ve taught me to love the old tales as much as you do, and I’m excited to see where I can go with it.”
Ever since Saoirse had been a baby, her father had taught her the old myths and legends. The Cailleach was as much of a grandmother figure to her as her own father’s mother had been. While some kids had ‘elf on the shelf’, Sair and her siblings had the leprechaun, hiding his treasures in the house for them to find on St. Patrick’s Day.  
They finished up their run back at home and Sair waved to her father as he headed up to the house while she did another mile on her own. She ran in the opposite direction of where they’d just come and passed the end of their street, then crossed over to the next. This neighborhood was more apartment buildings than single-family homes, so there was an increase in traffic. Even so, Sair noticed a black SUV with tinted windows that seemed to be following her as she took a right and made her way around the block, then back towards home once more.  
As she ran up the steps, she met her father coming out, all showered, shaved, and in his usual jeans, dress shirt, and suit jacket. He kissed her cheek as she ducked into the house, then went to get into his car and drive away. Sair paused as she locked the door behind him to watch the SUV slow down at the house, then speed up and drive off as her father backed out of the driveway.  
She’d have to ask him about that SUV when he got home that night. It was weird. 

      [image: ]Dinner was a chaotic, noisy affair with all five of them around the table and a veritable feast of Chinese food spread out between them. The O’Brien family had always been close, and it had been an adjustment when first Pat, and then Siobhan, had moved out. Sair hadn’t consider her family unusually close until she’d spent an afternoon at her friend Kaylee’s house. No one knew where three of her siblings were, when her parents would be home, nor did anyone seem to care. Kaylee borrowed her brother’s car and went out to pick up burgers at a drive-thru, then brought only enough back for the two of them. They ate up in Kaylee’s room, and Sair thought it was so strange. No sharing meals as a family. No stories and jokes around the table. No making sure that each member was okay and had something for a meal. The whole experience made Sair so uncomfortable, that she made sure to leave before mealtimes whenever she’d hang out with Kaylee. 
Some of her friends thought her parents were too much in her business. That their need to know where she was at all times was suffocating. Saoirse never thought about it like that. It was just being a good member of a family unit. You let them know, so as not to have people worrying about you.  
As she joined in the laughter and conversation, Sair thought about how much she loved these times when they were all together.  
“So, have you decided what you want for your birthday?” Siobhan asked Saoirse.
“I just want a family dinner with all of us together, and a small cake and ice cream for dessert,” Sair said. “I already told Da what I wanted for a present.”
“The Celtic Myth and Legend by Charles Squire,” Michael said with a laugh. “Child after my own heart.”
Siobhan wrinkled her nose. “A book? That’s all you want?”
“I don’t really need anything else. I’ll be living here while I go to school, since I’m going to Da’s college instead of the university in Lakeville,” Sair replied.  
“Well, I bought a new car,” Pat said. “And I spoke to Ma and Da, we’re going to fix up my old Kia and you can have it.”
“Are you sure?” Sair asked, eyes wide.  
“Very sure,” Colleen told her. “Your Da will have a different schedule than you, and I don’t want you walking home in the dark. We were going to find you a reliable used car before school started, but when Pat said he was buying a new one, we arranged to take the old one for you. It needs a couple of new tires and a tune-up, but it’s still in decent shape and will last you a good while.”
“Thank you, all of you. That’s a wonderful gift,” Sair said.
“You still have to cover the insurance and gas and such, but you’ll be able to do it with your job at the library, easily,” Michael said.  
“I know how you and Ma are about us walking alone at night,” Sair said. “I don’t mind it, but I don’t want to worry you two, so yes, having my own transportation will be excellent. I can handle it.”
“We know you can,” Michael said.  
“I wasn’t much older than you when my parents were taken from me,” Colleen said. “I know I’m a touch clingy, but you’re all my whole world, and I need you to be as safe as possible.” She took in everyone at the table, then looked back at Saoirse. “You’re still keeping up your training program?”
“I am. I’ve even scheduled my classes around my boxing and Krav Maga sessions.” Sair turned to Siobhan. “I even moved up a rank over Shivy last week.”
“Yeah, yeah. That’s because I had finals last week. I’ll kick yer butt this week and take my rightful place once more,” Siobhan teased.  
Colleen arched a brow as she stared at her eldest. “And you, boyo?”
Pat chuckled and gave a half-shrug. “I’m still working out. I just don’t do classes anymore. I found a couple of guys at the university gym who like to spar, so I’ve been doing that. With my course load and my promotion at the lab, I’ve not had a schedule that works for classes.”
“You know how important it is to stay in top physical form,” Colleen started and Michael patted her arm.
“Easy, macushla. He’s a grown man and can make his own decisions. He’s not stopped altogether, just made adjustments for the reality of his world.”
“But, Michael,” Colleen started, and he smiled at her. She sighed. “No, you’re right.” She turned back to her son. “As long as you keep fit and sharp, I’ll be okay with that. Just don’t get sloppy and lazy about it.”
“Speaking of sharp,” Sair spoke up. “There’s been a black SUV with tinted windows around today. A Cadillac Escalade, and I’ve got the plate on my phone.”
“I saw it when we were running,” Michael said. “And it drove by when I headed out to work.”
“I wouldn’t have thought anything of it,” Sair added. “But it followed me around the block when I did my extra mile and then slowed down out front when I came in and you came out.”
“Send me that plate,” Colleen said and pulled out her phone when Sair sent the photo over. She then typed a few things on her phone before she lay it face down on the





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
, /
[BE5 BER908559 6559 [ 683559085359 6855985835 |

(L
g;, 7
WL

RIDGE

20
]: D
’-!: 2 /I t.:{

TEZE

\ f
[EXZOZOZATZOZeZATRTOTSZA TR o2 Za ] | Koo Z2 [eXeTeZa [ e ZaTrZe7aZa Y | w





OEBPS/images/08df260b-62da-4b70-b34d-bec8ab9dec17.png





OEBPS/images/67b6db8b-bbe5-4cb3-a8b7-316752b9efd5.png





OEBPS/images/14b7c988-d488-4ae9-88a0-f33a195bc298.png







