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Christmas in July has never been so filthy…
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Blurb

 

A princess on the run, a deadly warrior seeking escaped omegas, and a lumberjack on the path of revenge…

 

Desperate to save her sick sister, Yukiko treks into town for medicine, only to be cornered by a flock of angel mercenaries. Rescued by a giant lumberjack alpha, she’s anything but safe when he pushes her into the local store and shuts the door behind her with a warning not to look back.

 

Father Frost's most lethal warrior stands at the counter, and nothing will stop him from taking her back to The Knottiverse.

 

Except, Yukiko is no ordinary omega, and winter solstice has come.

 

She's going into heat. 

 

When the lumberjack's revenge backfires and the angels snatch her out from under their noses, can the two opposing alphas work together to save their omega?

 

Fast-paced and dirty, Knotting the Frost Princess (The Knottiverse: Holiday Alphas Book 2) is a scorching hot, why choose enemies-to-lovers nonshifter Omegaverse romance with forced proximity, ott jealous/possessive alphas, morally grey antiheroes, a strong female lead, and a delicious battle of wills.

 

This story is intended for 18+ readers and includes mature content.

 

Can be read as a standalone. HEA guaranteed.

 




Chapter 1
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Yukiko

I lose my grip on my bags as I bounce off a wall of muscle and land on my hip with a pain-filled cry. Several weeks’ worth of foraging scatters over the sidewalk and into the frozen mud along the side of the trading post. 

“Well, well, what have we here?” 

My stomach curdles at the deep, mocking voice, and when I look up—and up—into the male’s strikingly symmetrical face, my blood ices in my veins. 

He’s not human. His features are too perfect, and the smell—an odd combination of baby powder and misery—wafting off him cuts through my disguise and clogs my nostrils. Add in his bleach blond hair and flawless skin, and I half-wonder if I’ve fallen into a dream. 

No, not a dream. A nightmare.

Pure cruelty shines from his eyes. 

Three other monsters close in around me until the storm clouds brewing above the mountain are a distant threat compared to the danger they pose. 

They’re alphas from The Knottiverse. My experience with alphas may be limited, but their bulky frames, domineering auras, and cloying pheromones tell me everything I need to know. 

I must run. Flee. Get away as fast as I can. 

Except I can’t leave without trading my foraged items for money and medicine, so I freeze like a deer in the headlights as four terrifying alphas loom over me. I cringe when the first male reaches down and wraps his hand around my upper arm. With bruising force, he lifts me to my feet. 

“Look at all the dirt you got on my new coat. How are you gonna fix this, pipsqueak?” 

He doesn’t really care about the coat. His eyes gleam with delight over my misfortune. He can’t wait to dole out a punishment I don’t deserve. 

I pull away on instinct, ready to bolt back into the woods, but his buddies cage me in. Tears prickle the back of my eyes as the male on my left crunches a satchel of dried daffodils under his snow boot. 

Energy pulses behind my breastbone and spreads throughout my body, but I shove the sensation into its little box deep inside my chest and roll my shoulders forward, ready to hunker down and act as pitiful as possible in hopes they get bored of me. 

His words filter into my brain. 

Pipsqueak. 

Maybe they don’t realize I’m an omega yet. I scrubbed my entire body, washing away my natural scent, and covered myself in what the humans call body spray—which nearly choked me to death the first time I tried it—before donning the dirty old work clothes I bartered off a human boy last summer. Even though the alphas’ stench cuts through the stale pheromones and overwhelming chemical scent, maybe it’s enough to mask mine. 

“Hey, he asked you a question, idiot,” the male on my right asks. 

He shoves me. I wince as the guy opposite him pushes me back toward him. 

“Are those juniper berries?” 

Every shoulder stiffens at the impossibly deep, guttural voice coming from the parking lot. My tormentors’ body language tightens even further when they turn to see the hulking beast strolling our way. 

Wearing a flannel shirt, jeans, and well-kept but obviously heartily worn steel-toed boots, the mountain of a man moves with the grace of a predator. 

“And rose hips?” he asks, as though his approach is the most natural thing in the world. 

Maybe it’s the axe flung over his shoulder, the tool-laden belt slung around his hips, or just the sheer ease with which he strides across the gravel lot despite carrying what seems to be an entire armory on his body, but none of the alphas argue when he breaks their circle and squats to right my bag. 

“Dried dandelions. Aspen bark. You really know your stuff, don’t you, buddy?” 

He’s too close, but I can’t move back without touching the male behind me. 

My stomach bottoms out as his vibrant green orbs capture mine. With red curls peeking out from his beanie and freckles along his sun-kissed cheekbones, he studies me with a level of concern I never thought I’d see in an alpha’s eyes. 

His sandalwood and vanilla pheromones clear the stench of the others from my sinuses. He reaches out and tugs my hat lower onto my temple, and even though the gesture is platonic and completely fitting for a grown man toward a young boy, my nipples pebble and heat pools low in my belly. 

His nostrils flare and pupils shrink. 

Fuck. He knows I’m an omega. 

“It’d be a shame to waste all these goods, especially since Old Joe has been looking forward to them. We’d better get it all inside, yeah?” 

Old Joe? He’s making things up. The wizened human behind the counter introduced himself as Barney the first time I met him almost three years ago. I nod like an idiot and belatedly drop into a squat to help gather my things when I realize this mountain of an alpha is my only hope at surviving this encounter. 

“What are you doing?” 

Barely leashed fury vibrates in the blond male’s tone. Unbothered by the challenge, the lumberjack glances up at the preppy guy and quirks a brow. 

“I’m not sure pissing off the owner of the town’s only store is the right way to start your vacation. You’re here for the slopes, right?” 

The leader of the assholes pauses and looks from the trading post to the mountain and finishes with his eyes on the axe casually resting on my rescuer’s shoulder. He shrugs and mumbles whatever before calling his guppies to follow him. They shuffle over to a brand-new truck with shiny rims and fat tires. 

I tuck my chin to my chest, avoiding eye contact with my rescuer, and gather my scattered supplies as quickly as my shaking hands will allow. The moment I drop the last bundle of aspen bark into the bag, he zips it closed and slings it over his unoccupied shoulder before taking my hand and pulling me to my feet. 

His massive hand completely dwarfs mine, but unlike the other male, he doesn’t hurt me. Even when I stumble up the stairs, he catches me with bewildering gentleness and guides me across the porch with an arm over my shoulders. 

As he reaches for the door handle, he leans down to whisper, but our height difference keeps his lips high above my head. 

“Don’t come out for a while, little omega. Exit through the back if you can. Stay out of town for a week or two unless you want more trouble.” 

Before I fully process his words, he swings the door open, closes my fist around my backpack’s handle, and pushes me inside. The bell jingles overhead as he shuts it behind me. 

A Christmas tree sits in the corner to my right while lights hang from the snouts and antlers of the game adorning the walls and garland lines the counter and mantle. Embers crackle in the fireplace, but it’s overdue for a fresh piece of wood. 

Clothes, tools, food, home brews, medicines, and more fill every other nook and cranny inside the cabin. The sudden change in ambience makes me feel claustrophobic. 

The shopkeeper greets me with a gruff hello, but I don’t respond. 

I can’t. 

In a terrible twist of fate, I stare into the eyes of an alpha I never thought I’d see again. Unlike the last time I saw him, he wears modern black clothes instead of the traditional warrior garb Father Frost requires of his guards, but he’s still terrifying and handsome. His dark hair and long lashes do nothing to diminish his masculine features and menacing aura. 

He gives me the same dismissive eyebrow quirk he always did, but this time, I’m not wearing a veil, and instead of yards and yards of the finest fabrics weighing me down, I’m covered in filth and dressed as a boy. 

I shuffle backward before I recall the lumberjack’s warning not to exit through the front door. 

The warrior’s eyes flick over me again. When he fails to recognize me, I force my feet toward the counter, taking the route furthest away from him, and stand at the opposite end to wait my turn. 

He can’t know who I am. The moment he identifies me, he’ll haul me to The Knottiverse and give me back to Father Frost. 

Or worse. He’ll torture me for information on my sisters. 

My heart pounds against my sternum and familiar, unwanted energy creeps along my nerves. I shove it into a tiny box deep within my chest and lift my bag onto the counter. 

I’ll die before I go back. My omega sisters and I have lost too much to give up our freedom. We’ll never survive Father Frost’s tyrannical rule after experiencing life away from him. 

Sharp agony streaks through my soul. Three years later, and I still vividly remember my best friend’s expression as she died. 

Because of me. I killed her. Not on purpose, but that doesn’t matter. 

My powers are a curse. They bring nothing but heartbreak and pain. 

I’ll never use them again. 

The satchels sticking out of my backpack mock me, since I wouldn’t have anything to barter so late in the season if I hadn’t used my supernatural powers to protect the plants. Even though I made sure I was alone in the mountains and far, far away from another living soul, releasing even a sliver of the storm brewing behind my sternum feels too dangerous. I swallow the bile creeping up my throat and flick a glance at the warrior as he accepts a black bag from the shopkeeper. 

The scars on his hands gleam in the yellow lights as he pulls out a pack of cigarettes and tucks it into his coat pocket. A rush of heat arrows through my core as I watch his hands taking other items from the bag and placing them in different pockets. I curse my wayward body as my nipples harden and clit throbs from mere hints of his cedar and smoke pheromones. 

He can never know I was the prized possession and pampered princess behind the veil at Father Frost’s side. He can never know I was the omega Father Frost chose to be future queen of Winter. 

Never. 




Chapter 2
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Bruin

With the delicate little omega safely inside the trading post, I turn back toward my prey and stride across the porch as though I haven’t a single care in the world. 

Ever since my parents’ death, I’ve known the deadliest enemy is the one you don’t see coming. I’ll teach these alphas their last lesson soon enough, just like how their leader—my father’s best friend turned murderer—taught me. 

I want Merodach, the backstabbing snake, to know I’m coming, though, so I choose to send the second biggest male as the messenger. I shrug my axe off my shoulder, catch the belly, and heft it so the head spins midair. The cutting edge shimmers despite the darkening sky, reminding me of the omega’s hair. I only caught a glimpse of her silvery locks, but it was enough to leave a lasting impression. 

She’s too innocent and fragile to play any part in my life, so I push my thoughts of her expressive eyes and soft features to the back of my mind and start across the parking lot. 

My father, one of the first angels to fall from God’s grace, left me a broadsword made of angel blade from his glory days, but despite my larger than average size, it wasn’t possible for a twelve-year-old boy to wield, and even less practical in today’s modern era, so after his murder, I smelted it and forged several smaller weapons, including my axe. 

“Hey, Lucifer wannabe,” I call out a few steps shy of my first target. 

I swing as he turns around. Crimson splatters onto the gravel and across their truck as I bury my axe into his temple. His pal curses and reaches for the small of his back. I slip my medieval-styled war hammer off my belt and drive the spike into his eye, expecting the wet puncturing sensation but still snarling in disgust. As the first male falls, I use his weight and yank upward to free my axe from his head while jerking the spike out of the second’s eyeball. Brain goop flings onto my jeans. With a vicious flick of my wrist, I bury the claw of my war hammer into his jugular and lift my axe over my shoulder. 

The male who knocked over the tiny omega scrambles to hide behind the truck. 

He’s not fast enough. I throw my axe. His scream echoes off the mountain, joining the rumble of thunder as the blade lodges deep into the back of his shoulder. His wings rip through his coat. Crimson spurts down his back. 

I slash my second victim’s throat open with a twist of my wrist and grab my smallest knife from the small of my back. Pain slices over my cheek as a throwing star whizzes past my face. I meet the fourth alpha’s eyes. With a practiced flick of my arm, I send my knife hilt over blade toward his chest. 

He stumbles backward and throws another star. I quirk a brow and shake my head in disappointment as the shiny metal embeds itself in the man beside me. He jerks but refuses to fall to his knees. Blood spurts from between his fingers and soaks his shirt. 

They don’t know how to fight without their supernatural healing. 

I sneer at the crimson spray staining my clothes before heading around the front of the truck. The blond stumbles toward the forest with my axe protruding from his back while my messenger grabs the hilt of the blade sticking out of his chest. 
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