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Dynamite comes in small packages. Nuclear warheads vary in size.
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Kick. Ass.


Contents



Blurb

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Knotting the Frost Princess (Preview)

Shadows and Shafts (Preview)

Corrupt Vows (Preview)

Ruthless Mr. Ricco (Preview)

Keep up with V.T. Bonds


Blurb

 

A demon biker, an elf sheriff, and a Christmas angel walk into a bar... 

 

Cue mayhem.

 

Two alphas. One omega. 

She runs. They chase. 

Pain, pleasure, and instincts rage as the trio fights for dominance. 

 

Their battle implodes when biker gnomes rumble into town, sent by evil Saint Nick to retrieve his missing angel... 

 

Can the two very different alphas work together to save their omega? 

 

Fast-paced and dirty, Knotting the Christmas Angel (The Knottiverse: Holiday Alphas Book 1) 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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Rey

The chili pepper lights jangle against the roofline as a large man wearing a Stetson steps out onto the porch and lets the bar door slam behind him. I freeze. Maybe he hasn’t seen me. 

“You lookin’ for trouble, boy?” His deep rumble sweeps through me, hitting places I never want to acknowledge. 

I don’t blame him for mistaking me for a boy. With my loose clothing and my hair stuffed into my worn hat, I look more like a youngling than a fully grown woman. 

“No, sir.” 

There’s no hiding the trepidation, nor the feminine timbre, in my voice. I tremble in place, half hidden behind the porch beam and ready to dart away at the first sign of attack. 

The wide brim of his hat hides his eyes, but his square jaw hardens. He tilts his head and studies me before speaking again. 

“Then why’re you skulkin’ around in the dark?” 

Why does his gravelly voice make heat pool in my belly? 

“Abuelita Ritz is waiting for me.” 

It’s a cheap card to play, but I throw it out as fast as I can. No one messes with the local matriarch’s kids, and even though I’m full grown, she took me under her wing the moment I stepped foot into this little podunk town. The male doesn’t move. My skin tingles as I imagine his attention sweeping up and down my body. 

Why isn’t he moving? Usually, people scramble to get out of the way when I mention her name, wanting nothing to do with Abuelita Ritz’s husband. The big, burly Hispanic man has proved time and time again he’s dangerous. He enjoys the violence. 

Last time I came to town, he tossed two rancheros out on their asses and beat them to a bloody pulp when they kept making threats. 

No one would be surprised if several bodies were found in the nearby desert. The man would do anything for Abuelita Ritz. 

I want that kind of devotion. 

My gut tightens. 

No. No, I don’t. I want to be forgotten. 

I’ll never go back. No matter how my body hurts—no matter how thin my soul feels—I’ll never return to the other realm. My parents barely escaped. They gave up everything to make sure I can live free. 

They saved me from Saint Nick’s harem. Because of them, I’ll never have to suffer under an alpha. I’ll never have to spread my legs for whoever Saint Nick feels like sharing me with. I’ll never experience the soul breaking agony of having my powers stolen by heavy-handed males. 

“Guess we’d better get you inside, then.” 

My heart pounds as he takes a small step away from the door and gestures for me to walk by him. There isn’t nearly enough space. I won’t willingly put myself that close to him, especially not with the heat spearing through me from his confident drawl. 

His hand slips away from the gun holstered on his hip. My chest tightens and I inch backward, wanting to run into the darkness but knowing there’s nowhere for me to hide. 

The cantina is the only building for miles. 

I gulp as he crosses his arms over his chest. His massive biceps bulge and the light from inside highlights his thick thighs. How can anyone be so big? 

“Where you gonna go, missy? Get inside before I start thinkin’ you’re up to no good.” 

My feet refuse to move. 

His stare sinks deeper into my bones. Electricity zings through my nerves. 

I swallow despite my mouth being as dry as the surrounding desert. 

“Can you move further away from the door?” 

He drops his arms and tucks his thumbs into his belt loops. 

“I could, but I won’t.” 

“Why?” 

“Because little mites like you don’t call the shots. Get your ass inside before I haul you to the station for loitering.” 

My blood turns to ice as he shifts, revealing the badge on his chest. 

Shit. He’s a sheriff. 

But of what? In all my years of living here, I’ve never once seen any type of law enforcement. Why now? 

I stomp my thoughts down, knowing they won’t help me, and straighten my spine before taking a tentative step forward. He keeps his thumbs tucked in his belt loops and stands as tall as a mountain, making the porch seem tiny as I step onto it. When I try to rush past him, he shifts his weight and blocks my path. 

“Ms. Ritz ain’t expectin’ you tonight, is she?” 

At the low menace in his tone, I stop my instinctual scurrying to get away from him, frozen like prey caught in a trap. 

If I run, he’ll catch me. There’s no way to escape if he grabs for me. We’re too close. 

He looms over me. Cinnamon and peppermint fill my nostrils. Dread drops the ground out from under my feet and I stagger backward. His thick fingers close over my shoulders and the world shrinks in on me, making it hard to breathe. 

He’s from the other realm. The Knottiverse. 

As he leans down to meet my gaze, I stare back at him, too afraid to move. I and pray the dirty clothes hide my budding scent while my instincts scream for me to run. 

His sky-blue eyes pierce through the shadow created by his Stetson. With high cheekbones and a strong, chiseled jaw, he exudes so much power I feel like a bug trapped under his boot. 

I don’t want to be squashed. 

Not only is he a male from The Knottiverse, but his size means he’s an alpha. 

His expression remains cold as he studies my face. When he stands and grabs my nape, anger weaves into my fear. With the strength of a bulldozer, he guides me to the door and pushes me into the cantina. 

His boots thump against the floorboards as he strolls forward, forcing me to walk beside him. I don’t know how to react when his thick fingers release my nape and trail down my spine to settle at the small of my back, but I decide to ignore the tingles of warmth sinking into my skin. 

He ushers me right up to the bar until my stomach touches the cool edge before dropping his hand. His body brushes against mine as he looms behind my left shoulder. I feel tiny standing next to him, but refuse to step away for fear of pulling more attention to us. Already, the burly man wearing a flannel shirt at the far end of the bar eyes us and the tall, thin trio hanging out around the pool table quiet their drunken ramblings. 

I usually visit at night not only because traveling during the day is too hot, but also because the men are too sloshed to look beyond my baggy clothing. Now, though, with this behemoth manhandling and hovering over me, they all take notice. 

He’s going to ruin everything. 

Ritz, Abuelita’s husband, looks up from the sink and scowls. He drops a clean glass into the drying rack and stalks over, his lumbering stride at odds with the muscles upon muscles strapped over his frame. His stare narrows on the scant space between me and the male still standing slightly behind me. 

He slaps the wall beside the back door as he passes and barely three seconds later, Abuelita emerges from their living quarters. 

“Mi hija! Qué es esto? Sheriff, why do you come back?” The stout older woman’s brows scrunch as she hurries forward and takes my hand over the bar top. She pulls me to the side, moving me away from the massive alpha, and lifts our joined hands so we don’t hit the pot of mini cacti. Little shapes made from broken beer bottles hang from the spines and a bottle cap star sits on top of each plant. The festive decorations constrict my chest and make it hard to breathe. Other signs of Christmas—like the chili pepper lights hanging on the walls, the carved manger scene at the corner of the bar, and the green and red wreath over the door—hit me with the force of a blow. 

Christmas Eve is the day after tomorrow. Desperation brought me here, otherwise I would have waited to come for supplies until after the holidays. And now I’ve run into an alpha from The Knottiverse. 

Shock steals through me as I glance down the bar. The sheriff looks completely different from the male I met on the porch. Charisma pours from him, kindness and honesty masking his menacing lethality. 

“Little mite scared me half to death out on the porch. I figured a little ‘un like her shouldn’t be alone this time of night, but she wanted to see ya, so I had to make sure she got in safely.” 

His thick drawl sends funny sensations down my spine. I try not to stare in shock at the change in his mannerisms. Gone is the air of brutality, replaced by a laid-back yet diligent aura. 

“Gracias, Sheriff,” Abuelita responds, the worst of her wariness fading away. 

Oh no. She can’t fall for his charm. I need her to protect me. 

When he turns to Abuelita’s husband and starts a conversation about local landscapes, my heart sinks to my toes. The only other thing Ritz likes besides his lady is the land. 

This predator knows what he’s doing, weaving his way into the hearts of my human protectors. 

I turn my attention to Abuelita, unable to expel the feeling of being studied even though the sheriff doesn’t glance my way again. 

“Mi hija, how are you?” 

Her concern flows through me. I don’t know what she suspects I’ve lived through, but everyone around here knows about violence firsthand. It’s just the way this corner of the world works. You either survive violence, mete out violence, or succumb to violence in this harsh life. A single woman, alone in the middle of nowhere, wearing men’s clothing to hide her figure? Yeah, she probably thinks I’m running from an abusive father or ex-husband. 

Which explains her worried expression. I open my mouth to respond, but no words form. She tightens her fingers on mine and pulls me to the back corner of the room, pushing me into a chair and dropping into the one across from me before taking my hands again. 

“You shake. He hurt you?” Her features harden as she asks, but as much as I’d like to sic her husband on the sheriff, I know the outcome would be horrible. No human could ever win against an alpha from the other realm. 

“No, he just scared me.” 

My voice holds the barest hint of a tremble. I hate it, so I straighten my shoulders and take a deep breath. The scent of liquor sends queasiness through my stomach, but hints of pine from the fire and sweet cherries from Abuelita’s perfume settle me. I ignore the clinging aromas of cinnamon and peppermint. 

“Abuelita, can you help me again?” 

Oh, how I wish I could ask for more than supplies, but to entangle the couple in the root of my problems would no doubt see them dead. 

“The same? Otra vez?” 

“Could I have a little more than last time?” 

Her eyes sharpen. 

“Trouble at home?”

“No, not really. I’d just like to stay out of town a little while longer this time.”

I can’t help it. My eyes travel to the decorated cacti. I stop them from continuing to the gigantic male leaning against the bar. 

Abuelita’s expression softens before she nods and holds out her hand. I take the two empty shopping bags from my pocket and give them to her.

The first time she saw me was around Christmas five years ago. Hopefully she thinks I’m running away from memories and not active threats. 

She disappears through the beaded curtain to her living quarters. 

The front door bangs open. I flinch before freezing, checking that the back hall is empty before swinging my gaze toward the new arrivals. 

Three men, average height for humans, stomp into the room. Stocky with overly muscular arms and long, full beards, they wear leather from head to toe and smell of wet mold, gasoline, and fermented meat. Bile rises in my throat. 

Muddy brown eyes trail over me, but I keep my head down and don’t make eye contact. My instincts scream for me to run out the back door and keep running until I reach somewhere these men will never, ever find me. 

When the man in front finally turns to sit at a table, his bulbous nose solidifies my fear. 

The three bikers are alpha gnomes. 

Shit, shit, shit. 

Abuelita bustles out and calls her usual greeting to the newcomers, tacking on a warning about closing time. She scurries around the bar and heads straight for me. I stand and meet her before she reaches my table, using her full figure as a shield against unwanted eyes. 

“Thank you, mi abuelita.” 

“You leave so soon?” 

I nod, not trusting my voice. She lifts her hand as though to stroke my chin like usual, but pats my shoulder instead, reading the tension in the room. 

“You come back soon, or I send mi esposo para ti. Sí?” 

More nodding. She turns, not taking her hand off my shoulder, and walks me to the front door before giving me one last pat and turning to her customers. 

The moment the door shuts behind me, I dart forward, thinking of nothing but escape. 

I slam into a wall of muscles. Damning heat melts my core as rich pheromones fill my nostrils. Smelling of fire and dark chocolate, the wall catches me as I stumble backward. Hands wrap around my biceps and steady me.

The loops of the heavy plastic bags dig into my hands as I stand there like a dolt. Thankfully, my scarf remains tied around my hair, since my hat sits precariously on the back of my head. 

I tilt my chin, trailing my gaze up a black t-shirt and leather jacket, wondering for the umpteenth time today how anyone can be so big. My eyes falter at the collar of his shirt where a tattoo peaks out from under the fabric. 

His tanned flesh holds a sheen of sweat, making the caramel undertones shine in the porch light. I force myself to look above his masculine collarbone, up his throat, over his square jaw and high cheekbones, and meet his dark brown eyes. The heat in my belly seeps lower. Wetness coats my folds. 

I yank myself backward, desperate to put space between us, but he doesn’t release my arms. 

“S-sorry,” I mumble, twisting to turn and run. 

For a horrible second, his hands hold me in place, but then he lets me go and I flee. 




Chapter 2
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Amaru

The lingering scent of feminine lust almost pulls me after the tiny female, but my boots refuse to lift from the deck. Her fear singes my nostrils and fills my mouth with bitterness. 

Every female reacts the same. I understand. 

Most females don’t smell as delicious as she did, though. Like wind from a snow-topped mountain. Add in the memory of her soft breasts against my abs and her vulnerable green eyes piercing my soul, and I fight the urge to follow her. My cock throbs behind my zipper for the first time in ages. 

Realization punches me in the gut. She’s an omega. Here. Alone. On the cusp of Christmas. 

Will this be her first heat? 

I slam the door on those thoughts, grit my teeth, and swing my long, black braid off my shoulder while silently cursing the weapon between my legs. 

Life taught me early on to never trust an alpha. When I presented as one myself, the hatred I’d used to survive my adolescence turned inward. 

I deserve to hurt, just as the males inside this sad little building do. Just like the trail of broken bodies I’ve left behind. No amount of gore is too much. 

Wrapping my fury around me like a shield, I turn away from the tiny form disappearing into the wilderness and open the door. 

Three humans crack ball cues and drunken jokes around the pool table to the left, while three gnome bikers sit at a table to the right. A human woman with a vibrant aura serves them beer. Behind the bar stands a large human male. Aggression wafts off him in waves, his gaze moving to the woman every few seconds before he returns to his conversation. 
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