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Consumed in Flames Chapter 1


Forged in Flames

Can love overcome or will darkness reign?

 

In the heart of Sin City, three siblings rule from the shadows. As he and his siblings search for answers to break the curse Lucifer enacted, Conall's life is turned upside down when his mate stumbles into the club reeking of brimstone. Can he put aside his mistrust or will he ignore the call, knowing it would doom his entire family?

 

After finally getting away from the man who has held her captive for months, Amaris finds herself face-to-face with her mate. The problem is, he thinks she's the enemy. Can she help him see the light, or will they both be lost in darkness forever?


Prologue
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LUCIFER’S CURSE

 

Forged by Twilight, Cursed by Fire

Powers of each divided, by my Ire

Sever them in three

One to true love it will be

One to the nearest object the curse will keep

The last with the beings, the power will sleep

To bring weakness to might, all three will need to be right

Forged in Fire and light, bringing all beings powers together to be put to right.


Chapter 1
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Conall

It was a comfortable night to man the doors. Not too hot, not too cold, and not a cloud in the sky. Conall was seated on a stool outside, he'd just sent a group of under 21's on their way, minding his own business, when his night suddenly became more interesting.

“Please help me,” a soft, feminine voice said as a petite, obviously female body stumbled into him. He started to speak when the scent of brimstone hit his nose.

He gripped her upper arm then spoke into the mic he had attached to his collar. “Tony, need you to take over the door. Something just came up.”

As soon as his relief was there, he dragged the woman away from the club. “Help you? You're a fucking demon and you think I'm going to help you?”

“Yes...I mean no…I mean I'm not…not a demon. I mean, my father is but I know nothing about him. Please. Please don't let him find me.”

As his eyes adjusted to the dim lighting, he was able to take in her disheveled appearance. Her hair looked like it hadn't been washed—or brushed—in weeks, maybe even months. Her skin was marred with bruises, both old and new, and if he wasn’t wrong, she even had some healing cuts. Then he saw her eyes. They were a vibrant green color that reminded him of home, but it was the fear in them that had his whole body reacting. “Don't let who find you?”

“Azeael. I'd rather die. He thought he broke me. He...he left the chains off. I got away, but he'll find me. Please help me. He...he knows how to make injuries permanent, even on those who heal.” 

She pulled the collar of her shirt down and he saw a long gash across her collarbone with what appeared to be...”Is that metal?” 

“Cold iron. My mother is fae,” was her whispered reply. 

What kind of monster did such a thing? “Come with me. I'll keep you safe. If he wants you, he'll have to go through me and my family, and we're not so easy to take down,” he growled. 

His fingers brushed her skin as he led her back to the doors and fire ignited in his blood. It reminded him of how Moira said she felt with Callum. As he led her into the club, a single word flitted through his mind. Mate.

Once inside, he pressed his hand to the small of her back and guided her to the employees only area. When he reached his brother's office he entered without knocking. “Bal, I need your office.”

“My office isn't for your random hookups, Conall,” Balfour replied. Then his nostrils flared. “Demon. What the fuck are you bringing a demon into my office for?”

“I don't know what your issue with my father's kind is, but I'm nothing like him. Or them,” came from the woman before Conall could respond. 

Conall realized he didn't even know the woman's name but didn’t have time to ask it just yet. “It's not like that, Bal. I have my reasons.”

Balfour moved around to lean against the desk but it wasn't Conall he addressed. It was the woman. “This should be good. Please enlighten us as to why we should believe anything that comes out of your mouth?”
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Amaris

 

When she'd escaped Azeael, she'd only had one thing on her mind. Getting to safety. She wasn't sure where that might be, but he wouldn't risk making a scene if she was in a highly public place. Now she was second guessing her choice of public venue.

“I have never met my father. The only things I know about him are that he seduced my mother, left her pregnant with me, and his name is Baizel. 

“Six months ago, I was on my way home from work when someone was suddenly in front of me. Before I could even react, something sharp pricked my neck, there was a burning sensation, and everything went black. 

“When I woke up I was in a room and there was a shackle around my ankle. The door opened and what I thought was a man—but discovered was a demon—walked in. He said his name was Azaeal and he knew my father. He said my father's blood sang to him and drew him to me. They have a rivalry and he planned to break me, then use me against him. He didn't believe me when I told him I'd never even met my father.”

“Let me get this straight. A demon had you chained up for six months and you only now magically escaped?”

The disbelief in the voice of the one called Bal grated on her but she understood it. “No, not magically. He stopped chaining me up two months ago when he came up with other ways to...control me. You'd be surprised by how inventive a demon can be when it comes to torture.” She shuddered in memory. 

At the look he gave her, she pulled her collar down. “Cold iron, when you're half fae, burns like a bitch.” She covered back up and continued her tale. “After a rather painful beating, Azeael left me in my misery to start healing. I think he finally believed he'd broken me because he left the door unlocked. When I realized it, I ran. I knew I needed to get someplace with lots of people and just my luck, it happened to be a club where the employees have a beef with my father's kind.”

“Beef.” Bal snorted. “That's one word for it. So what are you planning on doing, Conall? She can't stay here.”

“I'll take her to the manor, it's the safest place,” was his reply.

“Father isn't going to allow that.”

“Fine. I'll pay for a rush job on a protection spell around my home.” She saw him wince. Amaris wasn't stupid, she knew that was going to cost a pretty penny.

Before she could argue the office door opened and a woman with vibrant red hair and a killer figure entered. “We've got a problem, Bal. A high demon just walked in and he's pissed. He's shoving people around like he's looking for something.”

“Not something, someone,” Amaris informed her. “Namely me.”

“Why would—” Her nose wrinkled
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