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Chapter One

 


Róisín

 Rain lashed
down with fury across the open hills and the edge of the sea, but
Róisín Ó Duibh moved through the
winter night, intent on her task. Despite the weather, she wore a
long, stark black gown with sleeves that came almost to her ankles.
It had no adornment but fit snug to her shape. Although her long,
wild hair, dark as a moonless midnight, fell free past her waist,
Róisín also wore a black lace mantilla that covered her head and
wrapped about her like a shawl. Despite the heeled boots she wore,
she moved with sure-footed grace. If anyone had been watching her,
they would have sworn she all but floated with amazing
speed.

Her
destination, the Creggan Road
in Derry, was not far from the banks of the River Foyle. Once
Róisín—who sometimes went by
Rosaleen—arrived at the end
terrace house, an older stone structure. Since the hour was late,
the streets were empty so she took up a position there on the
corner. She parted her lips and began to keen, an eerie,
high-pitched sound that dated back centuries. It echoed off the old
houses and through the area. As she keened, Róisín walked back and
forth before the house, then around the corner, then back again.
After a few minutes, she switched to sean-nós singing. The words were ancient and the language Irish. Her
voice rose and fell in waves, beautiful and mystical.

Inside the
snug house with its small rooms, two up and two down, a woman of more than 100 years lay in
bed. Her time drew near and her family, a son, a daughter, four
grandchildren and two great-grandchildren, waited with her. If they
heard, they gave no indication. No one so much as peeked through a
curtain in the one room where a lamp still burned but she liked to
think they heard her keen.

She
hoped that the
woman—Sorcha O’Connor,
ó Conchobhair in the old tongue—could
hear. Róisín, as a Bean Sídhe, sang not for evil but to grieve for
a life lost. She wailed to mourn and although some fools thought a
Bean Sídhe brought death, she did not. Her role was to warn the
family and to honor the soon-to-be-deceased. It was a gift from the
fae world to the most ancient, revered families. Róisín was not the
only Bean Sídhe, what some called banshee. She had keened her way
through the decades over hundreds of years.

Once, every funeral throughout most of
Ireland had a keener, not a faery such as herself, but human women
who mourned the dead. Over time, the custom got lost for most. Some
said it was because the Catholic Church outlawed it which was not
so. Others said the Victorians had their own trappings for a death
and still more people claimed it was due to the modern age.
Science, they said, had no room for such make-believe creatures.
Banshees had become a subject for horror films and stories,
depicted as old hags with gray hair and haggard faces. That
offended Róisín but she couldn’t exactly go on the telly to
complain or write a letter to the editor.

Truth was that Róisín had wearied of being a
Bean Sídhe and there were times, such as this wet night, that she
longed for the cozy comfort of such a house and the love of a
family. She yearned for a man, one who would love her, body, soul,
and spirit. Róisín craved someone who would hold her close in the
long nights, kiss away her tears, to cherish her and to laugh
together. Though centuries ago, she’d been a young human girl,
Róisín remembered little. And, she’d never had any of that love, no
more than fleeting relationships with one and then another,
sometimes fae, often human. Róisín had known many but now she
craved a single human man to keep. There were times she longed to
be human again.

She ached to rub a man’s back when he came
home tired from work, to cook his favorite dishes, and to tempt him
with sexual pleasures. Róisín wanted those things and more. She
believed that human men made far better lovers than faery ones,
that they were more skilled with both hands and cock. Desire
tickled down her spine and distracted her from the night’s task so
she pushed all sexual thoughts away for now.

After a good hour lamenting and wailing,
Róisín decided she’d done her duty. She could walk away now, none
the wiser and go home. She kept a tiny cottage on the edge of a
loch in Donegal, not so far distant. If it had been far, it didn’t
matter for she could travel at near the speed of sound, lightning
quick and without attracting notice. As she stepped off the curb to
cross the street, Róisín heard the front door of the small home
open. She prepared to travel but hesitated a moment too long.

“Here, now, woman?” a man’s voice, gruff and
rough, called out. “Was it ye, singin’ the laments and carryin’ on
like a banshee?”

Her first instinct was to bolt but he made
her mad and so she whirled to face him, hot words boiling in her
mouth. He was handsome, with hair the burnished shade of chestnuts,
eyes of a bluish green that suggested the sea, fine features and a
heart-shaped face that ended in a point. His nose was slender with
a noble look. A light stubble covered the lower portion of his
face, which she found sexy. “And if ‘twas? What would ye do about
it?”

He shrugged and muscles rippled in his arms,
then down his back. “Naught but ask if it’s my gran ye’ve come
for?”

It was, certainly, but she stared back at
him. “I’ve no notion what ye’re talking about, man.”

Framed in the doorway, she guessed he must
stand better than six feet tall, a well-made man, lean yet
muscular. When he stepped forward, a dim lamp burning in the room
beyond backlit him and Róisín sighed with appreciation. Attractive
did not begin to describe him. He appealed on a pure sexual level
and she wanted him. Róisín should go, slip away in the night, but
desire held her in one spot.

“Do ye think me mad?” he asked. There was
more humor than vinegar in his voice. “At this hour, who but a
banshee would be walking the Creggan Road or darting away up Helen
Street in a tight black dress and lace over her long black hair? I
heard ye, woman, and knew what it was. I don’t need to be fey to
know my old gran has but a short time left. She’s lived to be a
hundred plus three, more than most.”

“Sorcha O’Connor.”

“Aye, that’s her name and ye know it because
you’ve come to fetch her.” His tone rang with triumph and he
grinned. His smile smote Róisín hard. Her pussy melted and craved
him even more. Deeper still, it touched some emotional chord
within.

She pranced
two steps back toward him. “I
have not. ‘Tis not how it all works.”

“So ye are a
banshee, then.”

“Did I say so?
Everyone knows the old legends and stories. It’s not what a
Bean Sídhe
does. They come to warn a death and
to pay honor to the one who’s time is nigh. And they grieve with
the keening and the laments.”

He came
closer as well until they stood face
to face, no more than a foot between them. At that distance, she
inhaled his man aroma, a rich blend of tobacco, Guinness, soap,
something that reminded her of forest loam and a hint of patchouli.
Róisín savored it, her nose drinking it in like fine
whiskey.

“Ye know a
great deal for a woman who says she’s no banshee.”

She tossed her
head and her hair rippled like ripe grain in the wind. “I didn’t say I was one nor did I say I’m
not. I’m called Róisín O’ Duibhir.”

“Joe O’Neill.
Ye’d best come in, then, out of the cold rain. I was looking out
for the priest, coming for Gran’s Last Rites or as they call it
now, Anointing. He should be nearly here.”

As Joe spoke,
a battered Toyota came round the corner and parked before the
house. A priest emerged and Róisín, caught between the man and the Father, ducked into the
house. It was that or bolt away, which she wasn’t keen to do. Joe
O’Neill intrigued her and she wanted more before she departed. She
craved his body with a deep erotic desire. For a chance at having
him, she’d bide a bit.

Inside the
front door, there was one comfortable chair across from an electric
fireplace and near a large telly. A matching love seat faced a window that overlooked Helen
Street and was horizontal to the hearth. At the opposite end of the
room, a table and four chairs rested beside a door that led into
the kitchen. After a moment’s consideration, Róisín settled onto
the love seat as Joe led the priest upstairs, using a narrow
staircase behind a doorway in the kitchen. In the quiet hour, she
could hear the prayers and the families’ response. If she were a
praying creature, Róisín might have said a prayer or two. She could
have gone into the grandmother’s bedroom to join them but since she
was both wild and pagan, she remained in place.

Róisín
should have bolted but didn’t. She
found the snug room pleasant. After a short time, the priest
returned with Joe, then exited the house. Joe raised the window so
that the cool, night air fresh with the scent of rain filled the
room. “She’s gone,” he said. “But I expect ye know that. Mam’s
called the police to get a funeral director to take Gran. I’m
leaving myself so ye won’t want to stay, I wouldn’t think. Don’t
you have other souls to snatch and take?”

“‘Tis not what
a Bean Sídhe does, not that I’m one but no, I’ve nothing
more tonight. I’ll buy ye a pint if ye’ve time and desire.”

He crossed his arms and frowned hard. “And
where would ye do that woman? It’s well past midnight and no pubs
open.”

“There’s one across from the Guildhall and
not far from the Shipquay gate. It’s open round the clock.”

Joe’s fierce expression lightened a wee
fraction. “That’s true enough. I’d rather not be here for what
comes next. The windows are open above and down here. Mirrors are
covered as well. My mam and da can handle the rest. Let’s go,
then.”

“Will we walk?”

He snorted. “Walk? Not through the rain and
not so far at this hour. I value me life even if ye have no care
for yours. I’ll get the car. Wait here for me.”

If he did but know, she could have taken his
hand and whisked him there in seconds but Róisín nodded. She shed
the lace mantilla and ran her fingers through her hair until it
curled. In the simple black dress and heeled boots, she would be
presentable at the pub. Róisín had no need of cosmetics—her beauty remained ageless and eternal. When Joe
brought it, she climbed into































cover.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING

a )\

(g ’ T, V; % .
éb =L TATHAN fvon
O'MURCHADHA *





tmp_0278475-58fd837f-92ad-4eba-8bf3-2c6823213c5f_ten_jx_html_7ace8fdb.png
)
[

BXxX xt

!
|

.o





tmp_0278475-58fd837f-92ad-4eba-8bf3-2c6823213c5f_ten_jx_html_m3d9dd48a.jpg
VERNIGHT PUBLISHING @

L J | . W\
B )
e /“’/Z,’) S
N9 i
\ )

 O'MURCHADHA ™






tmp_0278475-58fd837f-92ad-4eba-8bf3-2c6823213c5f_ten_jx_html_449c17e4.png





