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Lucifer’s daughter rises.

Faith Kennedy’s quiet life off the grid ends when her mother dies of cancer. Before her mother succumbs to the disease, she tells Faith who her father is.

The revelation terrifies Faith more than the thought of the state foster care system.

When Tom and Bridget Ryan step into the state home for girls, the course of Faith’s life changes yet again. With a new, less frightening future offered, Faith jumps at the chance to live in the light despite her newly found talents.

However, word that the devil’s daughter lives brings out dark supernatural entities, and each and every one of them either wants to control her or kill her.
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THE ONLY THING WORSE than holding my dying mother’s hand was her whispered confession just before she took her last breath.

I stared at her, dumbstruck with horror.

She’d chosen this moment to tell me her darkest secret? Her breath wheezed, and she nodded, her gaze lucid enough to make me tremble. As if losing her wasn’t devastating enough.

My knees gave out, and I tumbled into the chair next to the hospital bed. After all these years, she’d finally told me who my father was, and it was enough to strike fear in my soul.

Lucifer.

The Lucifer.

Not some arbitrary fool she’d met in a bar with the same name.

My father was the devil himself. The fallen. The archangel, Lucifer.

Nurses surged into the room and peeled me away from my mother. I hadn’t even heard the monitor flatline. Annie, one of the junior staff members, led me out to a seat in the hall.

I stared at the floor tile pattern as the chaos gave way to silence and a lingering stench of antiseptic and Death.
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THE FUNERAL HOME WAS just as quiet as the hospital had been. My mother didn’t have many friends. I guess when you live off the grid for so many years, that’s what happens, but it still struck me as odd and sad at the same time.

I glanced at the photos I had propped on the receiving table. Hollie Kennedy had been a stunning woman before cancer ruined her beauty and her mind. The paper on the counter next to the picture ruffled as the door opened, reminding me of the whopping hospital bill that I was responsible for. I didn’t think I’d ever be out of debt due to my mother’s death.

I glanced up at the door, and the woman from the state stood waiting to take me to a group home in Bangor. There was no one else, and because I was only sixteen, the state would not let me go back home. My mother had left no will, no provisions, and apparently owned nothing, not even the cottage where she’d raised me, tutored me, and taught me control.

There was a reason my mother lived off the grid.

So, I lingered. The thought of mixing with society left me cold to the bone.
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“FAITH, IT IS TIME to go,” Mrs. White, the mortuary assistant, said.

She gently took my elbow in her hand to help me to my feet. I pulled out of her grip and crossed to the table, taking the backpack that had the sum of my belongings packed inside. I grabbed the frame and maneuvered it into the front pocket, and hesitated with the zipper between my fingers.

I stared at the hospital bill, gritting my teeth. Crumpling it, I stuffed it into the mesh holder meant for a water bottle and then hauled the pack over my shoulder.

I turned to Mrs. White. “What will happen to my mother’s ashes?”

“You can pick up her ashes tomorrow, or you we can mail them to wherever you are staying,” she said.

Mrs. White had let me pick out a simple urn for my mother’s ashes, even though I had planned to dump them in the ocean. That was what my mother had asked me to do, but I couldn’t bring myself to transport her remains in a cardboard box. My mother had made me promise her I would find my way to the Atlantic Ocean. She wanted her ashes scattered in the sea, so she could travel anywhere she wanted in the afterlife.

It was a silly thought, but one I was compelled to honor.

Mrs. White squeezed my hand, and I tried to smile, but I wasn’t sure I pulled it off. My heart thundered in my ears as I turned to the state child services woman who stood in the doorway and tapped her foot impatiently.

My legs stiffened as I crossed to her. She took hold of my arm in a grip that I didn’t like, but I didn’t fight her as she led me to a car parked at the edge of the parking lot.

I got in the passenger seat of the sedan and dumped my backpack on the floor between my feet. She closed the car door behind me. The woman slid into the driver’s seat and clipped her seat belt before she turned to me.

“I’m Sue, by the way.” There was no warmth in her gaze. It was as cold as a snake. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

I just nodded and looked out the window. The populated city of Bangor still was a shock to my system. We had been in Williamsburg for so long, and the town center only consisted of a veterinarian, a doctor’s office, a gas station, and a country store. So, the transition from there to the hospital, to the funeral home, and now to the wayward home for girls, was too much stimulation for my brain to handle.

My fingertips sparked, and I curled my hands into fists to staunch the burn.

Sue parked on the curb next to a building with a sign on top that said Home for Wayward Girls. It reminded me of the old wing of the hospital. She stepped out of the car and came to the passenger door, then opened it for me.

Even though I lacked a lot of the social graces normal people had, everything about her mannerisms was weird. She took my arm again in that iron grip that was tight enough to stir my instincts into a frenzy.

A chill skittered through me.

By the time we stepped inside, the heat had bled from my skin in waves that warmed the air around me. If I didn’t get control of my nervous energy...

Sue stopped inside the great open hall.

A handsome couple stood from the bench near a door marked Office.

The woman had kind eyes and blonde hair that reminded me of my mother’s. She was pretty, but not stunning. Her gaze jumped between Sue and me, and a tick twitched the side of her mouth.

The man had his gaze locked on me. He was handsome in a way that made my knees weak, even though he was probably more than twice my age.

Sue’s gaze hardened even more, which I didn’t think was possible until I saw the knot in her jaw. “We are closed for the evening,” Sue said, her voice clipped with authority. Her grip on my arm tightened as she led me toward the door opposite the office.

“I am related to Faith.”

He knew my name. I stopped, and the air in my lungs sucked out as if a boulder had landed on my chest.

The man glanced at Sue’s grip on my arm.

She tugged me, but I stayed in place, just staring at him.

His eyes narrowed. “I suggest you let her go,” he said, his voice lowering into a dangerous tone.

“Her mother’s records stated there was no next of kin,” Sue snapped, still gripping my arm and trying to get me to move towards the interior door.

It made me wonder what was on the other side of this grand atrium, and I found myself decidedly not wanting to find out.

The air shifted, caressing my skin with a discomfort so severe that I nearly yanked out of Sue’s grip and bolted for the outside door. I was willing to take my chances in the harsh world instead of this questionable institution.

“I’m not related to her mother,” he said.

I blinked. If he wasn’t related to my mother...

I shook at the sudden thought that swelled in my mind. This was Lucifer. This man was my father.

His gaze turned to mine and softened. “I’m not your father,” he said as if he had read my thoughts, or somehow felt the fear broadcasting from every cell.

“There is paperwork that needs to be filled out,” Sue said, and her grip tightened painfully.

I winced.

The man stalked towards us. “I am her uncle, and I am taking her home. Right. Now. Please see that you file the paperwork accordingly.” The words sounded more like a growling command than a request.

Sue’s hand dropped from my arm as if she had no choice. As if an invisible force made her release me. Her face scrunched, and she glared at the man.

The moment Sue released me, the blonde woman stepped to my side and hooked her arm through mine. She turned me towards the outer doors and hurried us away from the bristling state worker.

“I’m Bridget Ryan,” she whispered as we left the atrium and started down the stairs. “That’s my husband, Tom. I’m sure you have a million and one questions going through that brain of yours. Once we get settled in the truck, we will answer every one of them.”

Unease burned in my belly, and my nerves started firing in overdrive, creating a prickly heat itching every inch of my skin. I didn’t know if staying in that institutional building was safer than going with these strangers.

I almost pulled out of her grip, but a hand landed on my shoulder, shocking me. It felt like an electrical surge, and I jerked away from the connection with my heart lodged in my throat.

His touch had almost ignited my fingertips.

Tom Ryan stared down at me with an apologetic smile. “We need to go.” He traded a glance with Bridget.

She looked at the building, and I sensed fear.

“What are you?” I blurted as my mind started truly working again for the first time since my mother had imparted my heritage. Tom said he was my uncle. Which meant he was Lucifer’s brother. Which meant he was an archangel. I shivered despite the warm spring air.

“I’m not an archangel. But we need to move because whatever that was inside was not alone.”

Bridget bolted down the stairs and climbed into the front seat of the truck.

“What do you mean?”

“That thing was not a state worker,” he said. “It was a soul eater, and once they figure out you are gone, they’ll come after us.” He glanced up the steps, and a nervous energy singed the air.

“Why should I trust you?”

“You need to make that choice, but I’m kind of partial to my soul.” He started down the stairs and stopped like he knew I was debating about running. “There are worse things than the foster care system, and I think you sensed that even before that woman dragged you into the building.”

“It could have been because you were in there,” I said.

“Tom, there’s movement up there,” Bridget said. Her voice sounded as on edge as I felt.

He nodded. “We need to go. I will not force you, but I’m not going to stay and fight, either. So, the choice is yours.” He turned, trotted down the steps, and climbed in the back seat of the truck.

Bridget started the truck and the engine idled.

I glanced at the Home for Wayward Girls sign, and unease wrapped around me, squeezing my abdomen. There were very few times in my life that I’d felt that kind of unease, and my mother moved us the moment I’d mentioned it.

The front door opened, and what stepped out made my eyes widen and my heart stall in my chest. It was wearing the outfit Sue had on, but its face didn’t have any eyes or nose. Just a gaping mouth with rows of teeth.

I turned and ran toward the truck. Screw the illusion of choice. I didn’t want to stay behind and find out just what a soul eater did. I skidded around the front of the truck and hopped into the passenger seat. I didn’t even have the door closed all the way when Bridget gunned the gas.

I just prayed I wasn’t making the biggest mistake of my life.
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SILENCE FILLED THE CAR. I didn’t know which question to ask first, and neither Bridget nor Tom seemed to be inclined to break the silence. When I turned towards the back, Tom met my gaze and handed me a pair of leather gloves.

I stared at the soft fabric and then back at him.

“While I can probably survive a fire, Bridget can’t.”

I recoiled and fisted my hands around the gloves. He knew my secret. My gaze jumped to Bridget. She glanced at me and then back at the road, and all I could sense was her discomfort.

“How...”

“Fate.” Tom said nothing more.

Fear laced my mouth, making it taste like rusted metal. “Gloves won’t help,” I finally said.

“Those will. They’ve been warded. I know you have some sense of control, but some things we need to talk about may trigger... a reaction.” He glanced out the window and waited.

Bridget’s knuckles whitened like her grip on the steering wheel was the only thing keeping her together.

If I were going to have a reaction, it would have been on the front steps of the home, but I slipped on the gloves, anyway. The burn in my hands cooled like when my mother used to plunge me into a cool bath before I could set the cottage on fire. It calmed my nerves, and I glanced at the man in the back seat like he had just given me the best gift in the world. That euphoria faded as he began to speak.

“Fate came to us the day your mother passed away and told us—”

“Wait. Fate’s a real person?” I asked, unable to contain myself.

Tom smiled, and it reached his eyes, creating crinkles at the edges and dimples in his cheek. He certainly was nice to look at when he smiled.

“Your mother really kept you off the supernatural grid,” he said with a laugh. “Yes. Fate is an actual being. So is Death. Just like Lucifer was an archangel... and I am not. I’m just a man, but if you want to get technical, I’m Lucifer’s great grandson, by so many generations removed that I’m not sure what the number is. My brother could tell you the exact number of generations between us.”

My hands fisted. “Was. You said Lucifer was an archangel.” The rest of his explanation had faded out after those words.

“Your father is dead.”

“Lucifer is dead?”

He nodded.

“How do you know that?” I crossed my arms, skeptical. No one could kill the devil, could they?

“Because I was there. I saw it with my own eyes.”

“I didn’t think you could kill the devil.” I narrowed my gaze, unsure of what kind of dung he was shoveling in my direction.

“Angel fire is pretty damn good at wiping out any supernatural creature in its path, even an archangel.” He shifted and stretched out his legs. “I guess your mother begged Death to send someone to help you. To protect you. So Fate made a house call, and that’s why we were there today when you arrived.”

“Is my mother...” I pressed my lips together, unable to ask where she had ended up.

If he heard my thought, he ignored me.

“You were pretty much dumped in my lap because I’m a descendant of your father, and I harbor his grace.” His gaze turned to almost a glare, and he closed his eyes, taking a few breaths to calm whatever beast had crawled into his tone.

Calm seemed to cloak him once more, but the chill had already settled into my center. When his eyes opened, they nearly glowed.

“I wasn’t happy. The idea of being responsible for his child... But the moment I saw you, I realized you were just another piece of his collateral damage.” He studied his hands. “I don’t think your father knew about you. Otherwise...” He didn’t finish and when he glanced up at me, I shuddered at the intensity of his gaze. “And I think he’d be pissed to know you were in my care.”

The smile that formed on his mouth sent a tremor through me, and I began to doubt this had been the right choice.

His smile faded. “I’m sorry if I have made you uncomfortable,” he mumbled. “It’s just your father...”

“Was the devil.” I focused out the window in front of me.

“No. It isn’t because he was the devil. It’s because every memory I have involving him opens some deep wounds.”

The sorrow in his tone pulled my gaze back to him. It reflected intensely in his blue eyes.

I sighed. “I never knew my father.”

“That’s a good thing. I think if you had, you would be dead. Blood meant nothing to that bastard.”

“And what does it mean to you?” I asked, curious at the sudden thickness in the air.

“Everything,” he said. “Family means everything to me.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Fire Cursed Chapter 2

[image: image]


[image: A heart with wings and ribbon

Description automatically generated]

I COULDN’T SHAKE THE uncomfortable feeling that I had made a mistake.

There was far more venom in Tom’s tone than I thought he meant to reveal. But I didn’t get the same level of discomfort when I looked at Bridget. She reminded me of my mom. Soft on the outside, but I was sure a warrior lurked on the inside.

“So, where did you find these?” I held up my gloved hands after we pulled off the exit for York and Ogunquit.

“The gloves I found at the trading post, and a friend of ours put a warding spell on them.” Bridget glanced at me.

“And what did you think was going to freak me out so badly that I might lose control?” I crossed my arms.

“I didn’t realize you knew who your father was. And I’m sure if I was told Lucifer was my father, I would have freaked the fuck out,” Tom said from the back seat.

“Tom,” Bridget scolded and glared in the rearview mirror.

I laughed. “It did, but not in the fire-starting sense. It numbed me. But with whatever affliction I have, the why me question finally made sense.”

“It’s not an affliction. It’s the angel blood in you. Being a direct descendant of an archangel has some side benefits.”

“Benefits? You call spontaneously setting things on fire when you lose your temper a benefit?” Anger bloomed, lacing my voice and tingling my skin despite the warded gloves.

He shrugged. “Pyrokinesis, telekinesis, clairvoyance, telepathy, precognition, astral projection—it’s all related. Psychic abilities are part of the package.”

My brain couldn’t wrap around what he was saying, and too many crazy questions fired off in my head, but my worst fear blurted from my lips. “How do you know I won’t turn out just like my father?”

“Because your aura is pure light, much like my brother’s.”

Surprise raked its claws across my skin. “You see auras?”

He smiled. “Yes. But I wasn’t born with that gift. I kind of inherited it. I was born with the ability to see ghosts, which seems like more of a sideshow trick compared to what you were born with, or what my brother was born with.”

Bridget turned into a beautiful Victorian home across from a bluff overlooking the ocean. She parked in the space closest to the house. But it wasn’t the home that caused me to raise my eyebrows—it was the sign over the front door.

Ryan-Okeefe Paranormal Investigation Agency.

Tom stepped out of the car as shock filtered through me. I glanced at Bridget and pointed at the sign.

“It’s where we live. And it’s what we do.” She gave me a strained smile.

Light spilled from the front door, pulling my attention away from her. My brain stalled at the figure standing on the porch. The backlighting from the house looked like white wings, and his face was so familiar that I gasped.

I rummaged in my backpack, focused on confirming what I saw. I pulled out a CD and stared at the cover. The same person who stood a few feet away was branded on the front of the CD package.

Bridget touched my arm, and I jumped in the seat.

“CJ Ryan is Tom’s brother,” she said.

It hadn’t just been a cold bath that calmed my spontaneous combustion tendencies. It was CJ Ryan’s magical voice. I blinked and shifted my gaze between the CD cover and the man on the steps.

My car door opened, and I stared up at Tom Ryan. My hands shook. Hell, my entire body shook.

Tom crouched down next to me. “This all has to seem so strange to you. I know you’re trying to come to terms with a lot right now. I don’t even think you’ve had the chance to mourn your mom’s death.”

I stared into his bright blue eyes and nodded.

“It takes time. I lost both my parents when I was nine, and it messed me up, so I know where you’re coming from. Just remember, being Lucifer’s daughter does not define you. You have a choice of what direction you take in life. A choice on whether or not you let the darkness in. If you’re looking for a role model to emulate beyond your mother, CJ is a great choice.”

“What about you?” I asked in a small voice. Whether or not I wanted to admit it, I felt some weird connection to him, especially when his gaze was so open and sincere.

“I’m not the best person to model yourself after. I’ve made some truly shitty choices in my life, but I’m trying to do right by people now that I’ve got myself together.” Tom’s gaze scanned around me and then met my eyes again. “The best advice I can give you is to let yourself grieve. If you keep it bottled up, it will eat away at your inherent goodness. And if you’re worried about setting a fire, the gloves should help.”

My chin trembled. “What if they don’t?”

“Then I guess we’ll have the fire department on speed dial.” He glanced over his shoulder and then back at me as Bridget got out of the car and went into the house. “Are you feeling up to meeting my family?”

Family. That word cut through the wall I had erected, and I looked down at my covered hands. My vision blurred, and the back of my throat burned.

“I can sneak you in the back if you need time,” he said.

I nodded. I couldn’t imagine walking into a roomful of strangers right now. When he stood and offered me his hand, I took it, letting him help me out of the car and take my bag. He led me toward the side of the house, away from the famous man on the front steps and the commotion I could hear coming from the doorway.

The kitchen was dark and so was the stairwell. The dimly lit hallway at the top of the stairs had three doors. Tom opened the one on the right. The room had a large bed and a dresser.

“There’s a bathroom over there.” He pointed to the corner. “The room across the way is my daughter’s. She’s a few years younger than you are. You can meet her when you’re ready.”

“Thank you.” I swiped at my eyes. The bedroom was as big as the cottage we had stayed in for the last few years, and the homes before were not much bigger.

He closed the door behind him, and I grabbed the backpack he’d put on the end of the bed. I did not expect a room fit for a princess. This was too much to take in. It was more than I had ever had.

I climbed into the center of the bed and clutched my backpack in my arms. Tears came in a deluge. I covered my face with the soft fabric of the gloves. Losing my mother finally caught up with me, shredding my insides to a pulp with every shaking sob.
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