
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0236115-b8b61bc2-18cf-45d2-8c53-14c9f613eaf6_X_VZwU_html_4b5d6c18.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_0236115-b8b61bc2-18cf-45d2-8c53-14c9f613eaf6_X_VZwU_html_449c17e4.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


Copyright© 2023 Liathán O'Murchadha

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0779-2

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Lisa Petrocelli

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


For Bill, who saw the wolf man of Krug Park
with me on a long ago summer's day, forever partner in crime,
always ready to dabble in the paranormal or drink 7&7's on the
bank of the Missouri River, gone but never forgotten, with a piece
of my heart taken forever.







 


 


 


 


THE LONE WOLF OF
KILKENNY

 


Faery Folk, 2

 


Liathán O'Murchadha

 


Copyright © 2023

 


[image: tmp_0236115-b8b61bc2-18cf-45d2-8c53-14c9f613eaf6_X_VZwU_html_7ace8fdb.png]


Chapter One

 


Monique O’Shea

If she hadn’t gone pub crawling in a
dangerous part of Dublin with a colleague from UCD, and if she’d
had the sense not to enter a pub that boasted corrugated iron
window shutters while open for business, Monique O’Shea wouldn’t
have been mugged. But she ignored the high-level warnings her
intuition sent out and did it anyway. If anyone—such as fellow Professor Lizbeth Flaherty—had mentioned it was the roughest pub in Dublin or
that lower Sheriff Street near the docks wasn’t safe, she would
have stayed home. At the very least she would have insisted on a
well-lit, safe bar elsewhere.

Docks—the name
lacked an apostrophe—appeared sketchy. It
was also quite small.

“Are you sure we want to go inside?” Monique
asked Lizbeth. The window shutters had been rolled down so she
couldn’t peek in. Above the pub, two of the windowpanes were
smashed.

“Ah, sure, look it,” Lizbeth said. Dressed
in skintight black leather pants and a tiger-print blouse, she
didn’t resemble a professor of English at any college, let alone
University College of Dublin. Monique had dressed down with khaki
slacks, Ugg suede ankle boots, and a favorite tunic top. As a
visiting professor from America, on campus she wore designer suits
and heels. “Let’s go see. We can call it a night after this if you
want.”

Since this was the sixth pub they had
visited on this summer Saturday night, Monique was more than ready
to return to the flat she rented in Dun Laoghaire, not too far from
the university.

Within, Docks didn’t seem as bad. It was
almost cozy, closer to clean than some of the dives they had
visited. Available drink seemed limited to Guinness so Monique
ordered one. Lizbeth downed three to her only, so by the time they
left, the woman wobbled.

They stepped outside. Monique drew a deep
breath of relief just before two punks appeared, both armed. Both
possessed an edginess that alarmed her. Lizbeth drew closer and
grabbed her elbow. “Steer clear of these dossers,” she hissed. The
aroma of malt and hops wafted from her mouth.

“You’re flutered,” Monique told her,
annoyed. Lizbeth was what they’d call “falling-down drunk” back in
the States. “Walk away. Let’s go find the car.”

“I’ve a better idea,” one of the two toughs
said, stepping in her way. “Give me that purse, will you? I’ve need
of a few bob.”

The tiny designer purse that dangled from
one shoulder held little money but it did have her passport,
identification, and credit cards. She drew it closer and gripped it
tight. “Feck off,” Monique told him, using the vernacular.

“Bitch,” the other one said as Lizbeth
gasped. He hauled back and cuffed Monique with one fist, knocking
her to the ground. “Ye’ll die for that mouth.”

As the first attacker revealed a pistol and
prepared to fire, a third man came out of the darkness in the
street. For one crazy moment, she thought it was a wolf, not a
human. Although she hadn’t set foot within a church for at least a
decade, Monique’s lips formed an Act of Contrition, certain she was
about to die. She wondered if it would hurt, and shut her eyes.

“Nine-fingered shitehawks,” the newest
arrival said. Monique cracked open her eyelids and realized the man
had thrown the attackers against the wall of the pub, hard enough
to put them on the ground. They lay dazed, in a heap. “Gobshite
eejits.”

He reached for the pair, cracked their heads
together, knocked their weapons away, and had them handcuffed in a
graceful series of motions that reminded her of ballet. He sat them
down hard on the street and she noticed he wore a Garda jacket. Her
held breath released. He was their savior, not executioner.

“Sergeant Larkin Fáelad, An Garda Síochána,
at your service,” the man said, facing her. As she scrambled to
rise, he offered her his hand and pulled her upright. “I’ve called
for backup. Some of the lads will collect them directly.”

“Monique O’Shea,” she told him. “I’m a
visiting professor in archaeology at UCD.”

“American, then.” It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.”

“C’mere to me,” Sergeant Fáelad said. “Tell
me what happened and what in the name of Jesus are ye doin’ down
here?”

The man towered over her, more than six feet
she would guess, almost a foot taller than Monique. He possessed a
presence, one that seemed both lethal and sexy. His reddish-brown
hair stopped just short of his earlobes and he sported a thin beard
that covered no more than his chin and the edges of his cheeks. A
slender moustache defined his upper lip. Something about him seemed
very familiar, and then it hit—he
resembled a younger Liam Neeson, a little. His light blue eyes met
hers.

“It wasn’t my idea,” Monique said. “I came
with Lizbeth Flaherty. She also teaches at UCD.”

She glanced around and realized her
colleague had gone. Far down the block, she saw the Ford Focus
Lizbeth drove moving away. Sergeant Fáelad stared in the same
direction. In the same moment a second Garda car arrived. Two more
officers collected her attackers, talked with the sergeant, then
departed.

“Lizbeth, the woman I was with, is
gone.”

“It appears she’s done a runner,” he said.
“Tell me your tale.”

“She invited me out for the evening,”
Monique began. “I thought we would visit a pub or two, then maybe
eat a late dinner, but she took me on a pub crawl. This was our
last stop and I wasn’t very comfortable with it.”

“For good reason,” he muttered. “Go on with
it.”

“We had a drink—one
for me, three for her. She had parked down the street and we were
leaving when those two jumped us, wanting money.”

Her cheek hurt where the thug had hit her
and she touched it. Her fingertips touched something wet and came
away with blood.

“Ye’ll want that looked at,” the Gard said.
“I can take ye if ye like.”

“No,” Monique said without thinking. “No. I
can put ice on it once I get home. What I really could use is a
good cup of coffee to wash away the taste of the Guinness and
steady my nerves.”

Since Lizbeth abandoned her, she had no way
home. At the late hour, buses would stop running before she could
find the nearest stop.

“It will bruise,” he predicted. He reached
out and touched her cheek with a gentle caress. He had large hands
and long, well-shaped fingers. “Does it hurt ye?”

“A little. Could I get coffee over
there?”

A takeout 
shop
across the narrow street and down a bit appeared to be open.

“Doubtful at best. Tea, perhaps. Have ye a
way home?”

Monique inhaled. “It seems that I
don’t.”

“I’m on shift until two,” he told her. “It’s
long past twelve but I can take ye home.”

She hesitated. He still had his hand cupped
to her face. “Sure, it’s considered part of me duty,” he told her.
“We can stop for a cuppa on the way if ye’ll settle for tea. Ye’ll
not find a bus this time of night and a taxi driver in his right
mind won’t come to Lower Sheriff Street.”

His deep voice soothed her and she wanted to
trust him. Her options were also few so she nodded. “All right,
then. Thank you.”

He offered her his hand and Monique took it.
She doubted this was standard procedure but she didn’t complain. He
appealed to her, more than any Irishman she’d met while in Dublin.
It went beyond his physical attractiveness, his lean, tall frame,
or his gorgeous eyes that burned with emotion. Something basic and
somehow almost animal drew her to him. As they walked, holding
hands, to his Garda vehicle, she inhaled his scent, something rich
and masculine and somehow wild. She craved a kiss and as if he’d
read her mind, he turned to her.

Without saying a single word, he brought his
mouth down on hers, swift and hotter than a high fever. His mouth
fed on hers, tasting and taking. Monique shivered and grasped the
edges of his jacket to steady her. If he could kiss like this, he’d
be a fantastic lover. He stopped then, as if he realized he’d
crossed a line, and they continued as they had been.

At his compact white Garda car with a blue
light bar and blue lettering, he tucked her into the front
passenger seat, on the left. When he got behind the wheel, she
said, “Sergeant Fáelad,” fumbling over his unfamiliar surname.

“Call me Larkin,” he told her. “It’s near
enough to me own name and easier to say. Fáelad now means ‘wolf’,
or close enough.”

“Thank you,” Monique told him. “For stopping
those men, for the ride, and for your kindness. And, please, call
me Monique.”

“I will, then,” Larkin replied and sent a
smile her direction. “I don’t know as I’ve been kind, though. Ye
should not have been down there, not on Lower Sheriff Street, even
more at this time of night. I should give ye a tongue lashin’ over
it. ‘Tisn’t safe.”

“I get that, now,” she told him. “I
wasn’t comfortable being here.”

“Nor should you have been. Does that cheek
hurt? I can still take ye to have it checked out.”

It did but she would rather not. “It’s
okay.”

Once she got home, she would ice it and take
some aspirin or ibuprofen.

“‘Tis not,” he said. “We’ll stop at the
hospital first.”

Monique had expected a long wait but she was
whisked into an exam room in the Emergency Medicine Department
immediately. Must be the fact he’s Garda.

The yawning doctor examined her cheek,
pushed on it, and said, “It’s not broken but we can take an X-ray
if you want.”

“It’s not necessary,” Monique told him.

“Ah, then, we won’t. It will bruise, though,
likely quite badly,” the doctor said. He handed her an ice pack.
“Icing it is about all I can do for now. It will swell a bit
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