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Ensnared in Flames

When fire meets ice, hearts become ensnared!

 

In the heart of Sin City, three siblings rule from the shadows. Moira, youngest of the royal family, is so not a Disney princess. Foul—mouthed and fiery—tempered, she doesn't take shit from anyone.

 

When a sexy stranger walks into the burlesque club her family owns, something inside her stirs. Can Callum melt the ice around her heart or will they go down in flames?
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Moira

 

“Damn it, Moira! Another one? You can't keep getting violent with bartenders just because you don't like them.”  

Moira was wiping down the bar in the burlesque club her family owned when her oldest brother, Balfour, stormed in. She fought the urge to roll her eyes and opted for sarcasm instead.  “What was I supposed to do, Bal, just let him grope the customers and staff? Maybe if you would stop hiring assholes who think anything with tits and ass is fair game I wouldn't have to get violent. Ever think of that?”  

“Don't go putting this on me. You choose violence.”

“You should know by now, Bal, that's our little sister's default setting,” Conall said from where he was restocking the other end of the bar.  

“I didn't ask for your two cents.”

“And here you got it anyway,” Conall retorted.    

Moira did roll her eyes then. “I'm assuming there's a reason you're gracing us with your presence this lovely afternoon?” Although the club technically belonged to the family, Moira and Conall took care of most of the day—to—day responsibilities. Balfour usually didn’t show up until after the club opened at night.  

“We've got a potential new bartender coming in for an interview. Don't fuck this up.” 

“Here's hoping he's better than the last one.”  

“I'd like to think I am.” Three sets of eyes went to the door where the voice came from. Moira let her gaze trail up from the ground. Thick, sculpted legs, tight ass that looked damn fine in those jeans, defined abs, broad shoulders, chiseled jaw, kissable lips...and then their eyes locked. She felt like someone hit her with a Mack truck. The connection was instant. It sizzled across her skin and she let out an almost inaudible gasp.  

Before anyone could speak, another sensation hit her. Suddenly it felt as though someone had reached a hand inside and ripped part of her soul away. One glance at her brothers and she knew it wasn't just her. “What…was that?” she panted. 

 “I don't know, but I'm sure as fuck going to find out,” Balfour growled. “Callum, we need to reschedule. Come back tomorrow, yeah?” 

“Sure. No problem. Looks like something happened just now.” Moira watched as the man left. Who was he, really, and did he have something to do with whatever the fuck just happened?

“What the fuck was that?” Moira asked again before either of her brothers could speak.

“I don't know, but we're going to find out. We need to get home. Now. We can finish the inventory later,” Balfour replied. 

“I'll shoot a message off to Cora to open if we're not back by then.” Moira knew by 'home' Balfour meant Aeklisia It was days like that one she was glad they had a portal in the basement they could access when there was an urgent need to return home. As she followed her brothers down the stairs her mind went back to the guy who'd shown up only moments before the…event. If he was involved in some way, she was going to kick his ass. It didn't matter that she'd felt immediately drawn to him. If he was responsible, she was going to make him regret it.

 

* * *

 

 

Moira followed her brothers down into the basement where the portal to their realm was well—hidden. They’d hired a witch to open it to make it easier to access Aeklisia quickly whenever the need arose. Like now. Stepping through the portal, Moira closed her eyes. No matter how often she traveled between realms, she couldn’t get over the way it make her skin crawl. The small hairs on her arms rose as if hit by static electricity and she shuddered once she was on the other side.

In Vegas it was early afternoon, but in Aeklisia it was nearing twilight. That was another thing that frustrated her about the realms. They didn’t run on the same time. It made planning visits difficult. As her eyes adjusted to the dim light, she let her gaze drift over the lush, green garden that filled the massive expanse behind her childhood home. A thick carpet of vibrant green grass butted against the worn cobbled path that meandered through the gardens. The heady scent of Snowdrop Thistle mingled with the sweet fragrance of Violet Nightshade. There were even roses of varying colors and levels of fragrance. Moira breathed deeply to center herself before she moved to follow her brothers toward the manor.

They were greeted by their father’s seneschel upon entering. “Good eve, Your Highness. Your father warned me you would be visiting. He is awaiting the three of you in his study.” 

“Thank you,” Moira said since neither of her brothers had the manners to do so. They’d just nodded and kept going.

When they reached the study, the door was open. “Balfour, Conall, Moira, come in and sit. Before you ask, yes I felt it and no I don’t know what happened. I already have people looking into it. As soon as I have some answers I will share them.”

“You have some thoughts on it, don’t you father?” Balfour asked.

“It feels like something has cut us off from our phoenixes. The connection is weak. I want you three to be careful in the human world. If the unthinkable were to happen, you might not rise from the ashes. I’d order you to remain in Aeklisia if I thought any of you would listen.”

“You know us too well, Father,” Moira replied with a cheeky grin.

“That I do, my girl, that I do. Keep your eyes open for anyone or anything that might be suspicious and inform me immediately if you have reason to believe someone around you is responsible for what’s happened. Or knows something about what’s happened.”

“Of course, Father,” they all agreed.

“Moira. A moment,” she heard her father say as she moved to follow her brothers out of the study.

“Yes, Father?”

“Something is troubling you. What is it?”

She considered how to put her thoughts into words before she just spoke her mind. “There was a phoenix at the club today. He supposedly just moved to Vegas and was applying for the bartender job we have open. Something…happened when I looked into his eyes. It was like I’d stuck my finger in a light socket. Not even a minute later it felt like someone had ripped part of my soul away and he couldn’t get out of the club fast enough. It makes me wonder…”

“You think he may know something?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She watched her father’s face as he considered her words. A calculated look came to his eyes and he smirked.

“Then he definitely needs to be hired. As the humans like to say, keep your friends close—”

“And your enemies closer,” she finished for him.

“Precisely. If he has something to do with what’s happened, he will regret crossing his Liege.” 
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Callum

 

Bloody fucking hell. The daughter of Fergus Galloway, the Liege of phoenixes, was his mate. To say he wasn’t pleased was putting it lightly. He wasn’t exactly royal material. He was a mercenary with a very dark past. There was no way the royal family would want a killer with an attitude joining their ranks. 

He needed to rethink his decision to work at Rising Phoenix. Or, rather, the decision to apply. He needed a legitimate job and the pay was phenomenal, but could he really work next to his mate every day and not act on his urges? Maybe he wouldn’t have to worry about it. She hadn’t seemed all that thrilled about hiring him. Maybe he was worrying about nothing.

When his last assignment ended, he’d considered retiring. He had a lot of blood on his hands. Sure, the people he’d killed deserved their fates but that much darkness on one’s soul took it’s toll. Eventually. He was once told when the nightmares started it was time to get out. He’d been having them for months. He’d even gone to his ‘boss’—a dark Fae who had his fingers in a lot of pots—but the fucking Fae said the one thing he knew would change Callum’s mind. “Someone wants the heir to the phoenixes dead”. 

So here he was, in Sin City, hunting the person who’d put a hit out on Balfour Galloway. He
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