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      Content warnings are important and I don’t ever want to harm a reader, so if you’d like more comprehensive warnings for any of my books visit: https://cassandrafeatherstone.com/series-by-cassandra-featherstone/

      (This does get updated as I write, so it changes.)

      This is a paranormal whychoose romance with poly elements. It is part of a larger universe that includes contemporary, but you do not have to read the other books to enjoy this one.

      There are many situations included that are intended for mature audiences (18+).

      In this book, there may be instances/references that could trigger some individuals such as: BDSM, past trauma, violence, booze, bullying, PTSD, body dysmorphia, bad language, impact play, body modifications, casual sex, mention of self-harm including suicide (not MCs), masturbation, voyeurism, objects used as toys, emotional abuse by family members and partners, and more.

      Everything is consensual, except death.

      Consent is ALWAYS sexy, and my MMCs will always seek it.

      (Also, I don’t kill animals. Fuck that.)
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      This story came to me like many stories—while I was driving.

      I left myself a note in my notes app so I could come back to once I finished one or any of my open series and didn’t think about it again.

      That is, until it came time to write a story for this Xmas anthology and I knew my original plan for a short story was no longer an option.

      With much encouragement from a bunch of people, I pulled this idea out of the box, commissioned a cover, and wrote a blurb within a week. Carol really took my idea of Jack and ran with it, making a gorgeous rendition of our girl and an amazing theme for her series.

      I sat down to write the tale from my blurb and disaster struck—as usual, my characters ran away with the plot and what followed is so much more than what I originally intended. A character who was meant to be temporary and a bit of a tongue-in-cheek nod at a well known story became a focal point. Relationships that weren’t supposed to exist took root.

      A path towards healing was found.

      Now that I’ve finished the prequel, I’m more excited than ever to dive into the T&T world with Jack and her crew.

      Her and Queenie’s stories are so near and dear to me at this moment in life and they appeared at exactly the right time for me as an author and a person.

      I hope you love them as much as I do.

      Blood and guts,

      Cass
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      A few things you should know…

      

      Given Jack’s past and the world they live in, there is foreign dialogue. I have made the translations clickable end of chapter notes to help.

      This is multi-book series, so everything will not be revealed in a prequel. I promise it will all tie up with a HEA; don’t worry!

      There are some words that are slang, jargon, or foreign that may seem to be spelled wrong—please use my form at the beginning of the book rather than report to Amazon if you think something is wrong. It may not be and I want to make sure it doesn’t get taken down so everyone can read!

      Fictional people/organizations who are part of the Legends of the Ouroboros universe (but not this series) are mentioned. If you haven’t read their books, it won’t keep you from enjoying this one.

      If you see this book anywhere besides retail outlets or a library application like Libby/Overdrive,  please reach out to me via social media. Pirating kills my ability to write full time and I am so grateful for your help.
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      Thank you for supporting me by buying my work, but as always, I’m going to suggest you bounce.

      This is a short intro to the first book in a series, but I definitely do not recommend reading my story. Some of the others might be okay, but mine needs copious content warnings for things you’ve never heaRd of.

      Run away! I promise you don’t want to google some of the terms.

      CAVEAT: If you choose to keep reading, know that at no time will I explain terms, positions, themes, tropes, or any other part of this novel at family events, in group chats, or on social media.

      Don’t ask.
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        I make no apologies for how I chose to repair what you broke

        -MEREDITH GREY (GREY’S ANATOMY)
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        To all the women who are constantly looking at every word, every sentence, and every phrase with trepidation, hoping they haven’t chosen poorly…

        May we live to see the day when our tormentors get the justice they so richly deserve.

        Until then, you’ve got a friend in me.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            Under My Skin
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      Of all the things humans invented to destroy one another—from torture implements to weapons of mass destruction—social media is by far the most insidious.

      Sighing, I flick through my feeds on the bird app, then the influencer gram, and finally land on the clock app. I don’t care if my volume is on high and the trending sounds echo throughout the room while I check up on my stats. A shudder runs through me when an icy tongue curls around my clit exactly how I like it. “Good girl, Queenie,” I murmur distractedly when my body reacts to her efforts.

      I know. Hashtag rude, right?

      I shouldn’t be so callous, but we both know the score here. My hand drops to her hair to pet the platinum strands gently and she damn near purrs. If only the royal court knew our secret, it’d be a scandal to end all scandals. Every muscle in my body clenches when she uses her magic to assist her fingers with filling me in every possible way. It’s a ploy to get me to put down my phone and pay attention to her as she services me. I can scent her desire from here, but she won’t come until I permit it.

      By the aroma in the room, she desperately wants to be given permission, and that’s why I won’t.

      When I arrived in their kingdom centuries ago, her fresh faced sister had recently gotten coronated and her reign as Queen ended. While my girl swore this was entirely the best move for the kingdom, the wild magic she’d never been able to control rebelled. It didn’t appreciate the demotion from Queen to keeper of the Enchanted Forest. The new queen and her consort were at their wits’ end trying to figure out how they wanted to rule the kingdom, but since darling Queenie here kept making monsters accidentally, they couldn’t get anything rolling.

      I was tired of my latest gig—and to be honest, after that bitch Jill pushed me down a fucking mountain, I needed out of that toxic mess of a relationship—so I answered their ad on the supernatural slayer of LinkedIn. The royal couple advertised a position for a court advisor, but I soon found out they wanted a magical babysitter for their erstwhile relative. For decades, I struggled to clean up after her tantrums, listening to her sing that annoying ass song every time she fucked up, and then one day, it happened.

      I yelled at her.

      Not the brightest thing to do, I’ll admit, but my career has been plagued by ill-advised actions that lead to nursery rhymes, songs, and now, TikTok videos of all my spectacularly poor decisions. I’m the most infamous Jack of all time and I hate it with the fire of the thousand suns that never shine in this arctic wonderland. Usually, my fuck-ups have to do with affairs of the heart, so despite what Queenie is currently working like a champ to do, I didn’t get involved this time.

      But I did figure out that putting the headstrong ex-ruler of the land into sub space—frequently—and fucking the shit out of her fixed the problem. Unusual problems often need out-of-the-box solutions, my friends. Since this one also meant I wouldn’t have to go find outlets for my needs, I hopped on board—with stringent boundaries and rules. The last thing I needed was to turn the ex-Queen into a stage five clinger and get my ass shit canned when I broke her heart.

      Part of my disastrous love life issues is my magnetic draw—the hint of succubi way back in my lineage is a gift that never stops giving.

      “Jackieeeee,” the icy queen whines with perfect timing. “I want to make you happy. Let me make you feel good without all of that silly work you’re doing.”

      The clinger theory didn’t work, by the way.

      Setting my phone aside, I peer down at her fondly. I care about her, even if I don’t love her. Her supposedly ‘kind, gentle’ sister got a taste of power after her first year of ruling and now she’s become a narcissistic monster that feeds on being cruel to others. Her princely consort is long gone and no one else will have her because the poison seeping from every word and deed is so toxic. Poor Queenie here spends most of her time avoiding the court because it makes her cry crystalline tears of sorrow when she talks about how it used to be before her sister went into full villain mode.

      I’m her only ally and they pay me to be here—is there anything so sad?

      “Queenie, I’m sorry I’ve been distant. I know you’re worried about the party at the castle tonight. You’re being such a good girl and I’m a bad Madame.”

      Her head lifts and her eyes widen with horror. “Merciful Odin, no! You are the one bright spot in the kingdom since she… burned down… my forest.”

      I forgot to mention that, right?

      Earlier this year, my Queenie was at one of the bi-weekly ‘attendance mandatory’ parties her bratty sister throws for herself and she saw an old friend. Unfortunately, the akhlut wasn’t attending the party as a guest; the Royal hunters tracked it down and captured it for the new queen’s amusement. The poor creature was being forced to remain in its terrestrial form so it could hunt down enemies of the crown for sport.

      To say she lost her shit would be an understatement.

      It took weeks to thaw out the court, rebuild the castle to specifications, and confirm that the queen’s ‘pet’ had escaped to the sea. While I was busy overseeing those efforts, Her Royal Bitchiness sent her army to burn down the Enchanted Forest and melt every single ice sculpture her sister made. It damn near destroyed my charge—I couldn’t get her to do anything, even in subspace, except weep.

      My punishment was also severe, but I wear the scars with pride. I refused to bind Queenie’s magic, and I used connections all over the world to prevent her sister from getting another supernatural to do it. I even involved the Society, and they put her back in her place. After all, even the immortals of fairy tales and lore must bend to their will when they are unanimous.

      That cost me, too, but I’m almost at the end of that sentence.

      Four more weeks and I’m free to abandon my duties as keeper of this miserable prison of ice, snow, and cruelty. At the end of December, the agreed upon term expires and I’m taking off for sunny climes and complete retirement. No social media, no assholes teasing me about breaking my crown or being nimble and best of all, no more wielding frost magic for the nastiest royal narcissist I’ve ever encountered.

      I haven’t told Queenie that my time here is limited. The plan was to ease her into the idea of my absence while finding her a suitable Domme to meet her needs. I’d started looking for one via the Obedience app for supes, but after the forest fire… She’s been far too fragile and I don’t know how to broach it without an extinction level event.

      It’s not my job, really, but I’ve been here so long and she’s come so far. I’m terrified her sister will hire a flunky with questionable morals to bind and imprison her when I go. The thought bothers the hell out of me on so many levels, but I can’t put my finger on why. It has to be the top in me wanting to ensure my sub is safe and protected even when I’m no longer in charge of her.

      Bollocks. Everything is a mess and it would be easier to find someone to take her beehive wearing ass out, so I’m certain Queenie is safe.

      “Darling girl, why don’t we curl up until it’s time to get ready? I can feel your unease and I’ve not been doing a very good job of making sure you feel safe.”

      All traces of her magic leave my body, forcing a growl to escape my lips as the impending orgasm recedes.

      Blast my soft heart. I gave myself blue ovaries—willingly.

      “Really?”

      I sigh again, flipping my head back on the pillows as I hold my arms out. No matter how fucking detached I try to be, I always do this shit. All my jobs end the same—a romantic disaster that could have been avoided if I hadn’t let my pussy do the thinking. I’m hopeless… absolutely hopeless.

      “Yes, love. Grab your Marshmallow and come here,” I whisper.

      “Can we call Trixie?”

      My lips curve up and I give her a nod, watching as she puts her fingers to her lips and whistles. Within seconds, my thieving capuchin comes swinging into the room via the rope nets on the ceiling. Trixie drops onto the bed, dancing around for a moment before handing Queenie a pile of sparkling jewelry with a proud expression.

      “Trix!” I admonish. I’m sure my monkey has pilfered her loot from many people around the summer castle and I’ll be hearing about it from the guards any minute.

      Queenie gasps when she opens up her hand, showing me the snowflake necklace. “My mother gave me this when they left for their trip. I… haven’t had it in my possession since long before your arrival.”

      Her whisper is full of awe and I narrow my eyes as I consider how carefully my girl spoke. “Why haven’t you had a family heirloom that belongs to you for so long?”

      “My sister confiscated it when we were little. She said she believed it was making my powers go crazy and had the guards lock it away.”

      Motherfucker. That bitch was always a sociopath; she scared everyone less because she wasn’t freezing people to death by accident.

      “Let me help you put it on.” I take the fragile platinum chain and wrap it around her neck, settling the sparkling diamond and aquamarine encrusted charm between her breasts. “It looks lovely.”

      Queenie beams and snuggles into my side as she yawns. “Never more lovely than you.”

      Trixie chitters, giving me a reproachful look as I hold the now sleepy woman in my grasp. I roll my eyes back and stare up at the ceiling, wondering how I’m going to tell her I’m leaving without breaking her heart.

      And maybe mine.
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      Looking around the obnoxiously over decorated hall, I sip my iceberg martini. You’d think the kingdom was flourishing and full of happy citizens if you saw a video of the affair on any of the supe social media, but that’s not the case. I’m certain the new queen’s social media attaché has posted a flagon of snippets to impress royals and plebs alike across the globe, but what they see online is definitely not the state of the people of the Ice Kingdom. It’s heavily edited, perfectly lit freeze frame of how the upper echelon live crafted to portray Queenie’s sister as a kind, supportive liege who loves her people.

      Nothing could be further from the truth.

      Anyone who spends time around her court of asskissers and hangers-on is well aware of how she actually feels about everyone—she spends hours gossiping and tearing apart those not in her inner circle. Whether the topic of the day is the peons below her or the royalty of other nations she’s jealous of, my girl’s sister is as venomous as a pit viper in private.

      However, at events in the public eye like this, the Queen dons her fakest smile and kindest demeanor in order to hide the darkness of her heart. I’m ashamed to say it took me longer than it should have to identify her two-faced behavior, but in my defense, they hoodwinked me into thinking I was a partner to the royal family. I provided balance that was much needed to help create a world where her people would thrive… or so she told me.

      The minute I disagreed with her and the King-to-be, I became the enemy. I knew my charge wasn’t being handled appropriately, and I refused to put her in the painful physical restraints they’d devised. It was unethical and cruel, but that didn’t matter. Her Royal Bitchiness commanded it and if I didn’t comply, they would have sent me packing before I even got the chance to try my own theories. I convinced them to give me leeway to experiment. Once I showed them I would obey, they left us alone in the summer palace.

      I probably should have known then that the woman who seemed so concerned about ‘helping’ magic users like her sister learn to control themselves was only looking to protect her power.

      Trumpets sound and I turn, watching the procession enter. They dressed Queenie in a ridiculously binding dress in ice blue and white. I pulled her platinum hair back in an intricate braid that falls over one shoulder. She’s trembling under the layers of tulle, corset, and sparkling sequins—I can feel it. But the necklace Trixie found for her is still sitting over her heart, and I can only hope that it calms her enough to keep her power under wraps during this shitshow. I’m not allowed to accompany her in the slow walk to the thrones, though I’ll be able to make my way over once the crowd has gone back to drinking and stuffing themselves full of the rich banquet.

      The new Queen does not like competition for the affections of her cult.

      That’s why my girl is tied up in knots and fluffy body obscuring skirts; she’s soft and curvaceous, with an ample bosom and round ass. She looks like Bettie Page but softer and blonder. In contrast, her sister is thin, with curly red hair often styled in a large beehive. Her sharp features are always watching and she frequently outfits herself in designs like she’s wearing this evening: a long, svelte purple dress with a high collar at the neck and no back to speak of. I’ve seen pictures of them both as children, and while Queenie looks exactly like the girl who locked herself away, her sister has morphed into a harder version of herself since the coronation.

      They’re both beautiful women—I’d never body shame another woman to make myself feel better, especially in public. I can’t say the current Queen would be as respectful, despite her many social media posts claiming the opposite. But despite all the vitriol and punishment her sister doles out, Queenie loves her sister dearly and would be disappointed in me if I pointed out the hypocrisy practically oozing from the pores of our ruler. It frustrates the living fuck out of me because one of my grand plans for leaving was to use the dirt I’ve gathered on the phony Queen of the Ice Kingdom to knock her out for good.
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