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      For the reader who wants some hot arctic shifters this holiday season & for the reader who wants to see a cold-hearted Grinch melt just for her
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      Out Now

      PRETTY LITTLE PREY: A Smutty Paranormal Shifters Reverse Harem Romance Novel

      ICY LITTLE PREY: A Spicy Holiday Reverse Harem Winter Shifters Paranormal Romance Novel
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      SUCCUBUS LESSONS: A Scorching Incubi Paranormal Reverse Harem Romance Novel
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      ICY LITTLE PREY is a smutty/spicy paranormal reverse harem romance that contains omegaverse heat, bullying from one of the harem members (in the enemies-to-lovers sense), dominant and dirty-talking alpha men, violence toward enemies, and explicit sex.

      The story stars a female main character who was raised by a cult and was brainwashed into thinking her self-worth is tied to being a good, submissive “pet” for alpha shifters. Thus, there are moments when she thinks giving pleasure is all she is good for (BOOOOO!), before she learns the truth. There are moments when she recalls the pleasure conditioning she went through, but this story is about her realizing she is worth more than just being a “pet” to strong men.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      TIS THE SEASON FOR NAUGHTY ARCTIC SHIFTERS TO CORRUPT LITTLE MISS NICE.

      

      In a world where arctic predator shifters revel in their strength as winter werewolves or polar bears, prey hare shifters like Isa are hunted and seen as trophies or kept as…pleasure pets.

      

      When Christmas-obsessed and brainwashed alpha-pleaser Isa is dropped off—with nothing but a collar and a good girl complex—at the home of the biggest, baddest, cold-hearted, arctic wolf shifter and mafia lord around, he wishes to return the suspicious “gift,” no matter that the beautiful female prey shifter smells like she could be his fated mate.

      

      A PROPHECY STATES IF SHE CANNOT BRING CHRISTMAS CHEER TO THE BAH HUMBUG KING, SHE WILL DIE OUT IN THE COLD.

      

      But getting the Grinch-y arctic king and his friends to decorate gingerbread houses just seems to give them some merry, mischievous ideas of decorating her with icing…and other white substances.

      

      JEALOUSY AMONGST THE MEN—WHO ALL WANT HER.

      

      A sexually pent-up, growly, possessive alpha werewolf who has never allowed himself a moment of enjoyment.

      

      A dominant, well-dressed owl-shifter whose claws rip through any clothing and feathery touch leaves her breathless.

      

      A bulky polar bear shifter turned vampire mid-shift who has an arctic Tarzan protectiveness that leaves her swooning.

      

      SCORCHING LUST WILL KEEP THEM WARM THIS WINTER.

      

      Christmas may come once a year, but she won't. The longer an omega prey shifter spends in the presence of a predator, the more likely her heat is triggered. The cold-hearted king can push her away all he wants, but once her pheromones spike the air… It won't be a silent night.

      

      But arctic shifters are known for their frigid hearts. And hares are known to run.

      

      * * *

      *This is a full-length novel (over 96K words) standalone winter-themed reverse harem / why choose, high-heat shifter romance. Readers 18+.
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      Prophecy

      

      Hearts of ice

      will melt in snow

      for the one woman

      they burn to know.

      But Arctic shifters are known

      for their frigid hearts.

      And hares are known to run.

      

      —Ye Ole Wise Seer, aka “The Hag,” aka “Start listening to my prophecies, dammit!”
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      Isa’s mother used to tell her the tale about the rabbit’s foot.

      How, once those with power heard of the token of luck, they hunted and removed the paws from the speedy creatures every chance they got.

      Once rabbits were known to have a use, that became all they were known for. All they were good for.

      “Never let them know what you are,” her mother would whisper to Isa every night as she grew up in the harsh Arctic tundra, far from civilization and other Arctic shifters or even humans—for a reason.

      Her mother told her, “If they ever find out what you are, that will be all you are good for.”

      But Isa had been young and naïve, only knowing survival in the tundra.

      Never knowing society or relationships. Never knowing that, inside some, there was a selfishness and a cruelness she could have never fathomed.

      Isa had not known what hare shifters were known for in the shifter world—especially the females.

      Hare shifter females experienced mating hormones at the drop of a hat once they were of mating age. Meanwhile, other prey shifters—lambs, mice, fawns—only went into heat after prolonged exposure to predators as a defense mechanism of “Please don’t kill me. Have sex with me instead!”

      The stereotype was: One touch and a hare will melt into a puddle of horny need.

      When they went into heat, their lustful bodies overwhelmed their minds, and they emitted sensual airborne chemicals that drove the male shifters mad with lust.

      After one inhale of a prey’s scent whilst in heat, the alpha males’ cocks would swell, their pupils would dilate and grow into huge black circles, and their lips would curl back in an animalistic, primal growl. They would fuck the female hard and relentlessly. And she would…love every second of it. Until her heat ended, and she was left satisfied.

      Female hare shifters were known in the shifter world as “Fuck Bunnies.”

      Only good for one thing; their libidos and ability to move their hips at lightning speed. It created an infamous “lure” for alphas to “try them out.”

      But as a child, Isa could have never imagined that being a female prey shifter meant that the male predators—werewolves, bear shifters, dragon shifters, etc.—would hunt her, desire her as a rare trophy, and as a toy for their own pleasure.

      At too young an age, Isa lost her mother to sickness.

      Not yet ten years old, Isa wandered the icy terrain alone for days. Until she was found, shivering and half frozen. She welcomed the new shelter—regardless of how odd its traditions seemed at first.

      “You were lucky to be found and adopted by our tribe,” said the leader of the cult that found her. “No longer will you be at risk of being hunted. You no longer need to fear being the dinner of an Arctic predator shifter. We will teach you a new way to be valuable to the alphas.”

      He smiled, and Isa would never forget the way his curled lips gave her chills. “You will be protected because you will have valuable skills,” he promised.

      If Isa had absorbed her mother’s mistrust of every stranger, if she had accepted her mother’s teachings to believe everyone was out to get her, Isa might have never ended up in a cult, raised by a leader, calling himself “The Redeemer.”

      She might have never ended up brainwashed to believe she was only good for providing pleasure and joy as a “pet” to powerful predator shifters.

      How would she have ever guessed at that age that the leader who offered her safety and food intended to sell her off to the highest bidder once she was of mating age?
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      “Damn, Isa, the bow looks perfect. Stop fooling with it,” Isa’s closest friend, Blanche, told her.

      A nervous laugh rang in Isa’s throat as she finally lowered her hands and clasped them behind her back. “Sorry, I just…I just want to look perfect.”

      Blanche rolled her eyes at Isa’s overachiever nature. “You want to be adopted that bad?”

      “Don’t you?” Isa shot back with a huge, dreamy smile. “To bring joy and pleasure to a Master—it’s what we were made for.”

      Blanche frowned at that, which always confused Isa. Granted, Blanche had only been in the tribe for a few years. Isa had been there from age ten. Now, at twenty-two years old, Isa finally qualified for adoption. She finally had the chance to put all her tribe’s teachings to work and pursue her life purpose: to provide pleasure.

      And what better timing to be adopted than right before the holidays?

      She practically vibrated with excitement. Isa loved Christmas. Christmas movies had been a pivotal part of her training growing up. Every year, her tribe played A Christmas Carol, and her favorite—The Grinch.

      She may have never experienced a Christmas tree, gift giving, eggnog, or hot chocolate, but those movies were her look into the outside world. Outside of the uncivilized Arctic tundra, where the tribe habited.

      In her classes, her teachers reinforced how Santa only gave gifts to the good and obedient. They highlighted how even if the main male character was grumpy, the plot of the holiday stories focused on bringing him joy and reminding him of the world’s pleasures.

      Isa’s classes started as “you must pleasure and please to survive.” Now, she had graduated to “I receive pleasure when I give pleasure.”

      Each night, she was the perfect student. She always did her homework. Alone in her room, she would remove her clothing, lay on the bed, and grind the heel of her hand between her legs as she repeated her teacher’s mantras:

      Giving pleasure gives me pleasure.

      Good pets revel in making their masters feel good.

      Good girls feel so good when they give their masters pleasure.

      I am a good girl, and I feel so good.

      I will do whatever my master wants.

      I will always kneel for master and present my mouth for his pleasure—

      “Oh Gods, your eyes are all dazed and glassy again,” Blanche commented, pulling Isa out of the short daydream of finally pleasuring a master. “You’re getting closer and closer to your first heat cycle.”

      “Teacher Ryson says I could go into heat in a matter of weeks,” Isa replied. “He says that he thinks I will get adopted soon because of it.”

      After all, if Isa went through her heat before she was properly adopted by someone, she could end up in a sexual fever, ready to crawl to any random alpha shifter’s doorstep and beg him to fuck her.

      The whole point of being adopted was that her master was assured by her tribe that she was pure.

      It was said that virgin prey shifters were rare, so the tribe viewed Isa as unique. Special. She was often referred to by the tribe’s leader as “the perfect pet.” Her people-pleasing, overachiever body hummed whenever he said that.

      I must be adopted this year, she thought to herself.

      Blanche pressed her lips into a thin line and analyzed Isa’s face for a moment in silence. “What happens if you don’t like the man who adopts you?”

      Blinking, Isa’s expression melted into one of complete bafflement. Isa’s mouth said words without her thinking, as if they were a triggered response, “Pets love their masters.”

      “Predator shifters are known to be selfish assholes,” Blanche whispered, knowing better than to be overheard when describing predators while they stood in the hallway. “What if you’re adopted by someone cruel?”

      “No one can be cruel if they are provided enough joy and pleasure,” Isa said in a stop-being-so-silly-Blanche tone. “My master will love me, and I will love him.”

      Even if her new master was a sadistic, cold-hearted wolf or a Polaris bear with blood on his hands, she would warm him like her very own Grinch.

      Because love and pleasure and joy could melt any icy man. Right?
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      “I am so proud of all of you,” the leader of the tribe—called the Redeemer—said to the line of women who had reached maturation age and stood in beautiful gowns and makeup, waiting to be perused and picked by visiting alphas. “Remember, wolves, foxes, Polaris bears—those predator shifters all have one thing in common. They wish to dominate, and they enjoy pleasure.”

      The ceremony was set up in his “throne room,” which was as obnoxiously decorated as could be assumed when a white man with too much money lived in an igloo palace and deemed himself a cult leader. But naïve Isa thought it was beautiful, considering it was all she knew.

      Blue lights were set around the room to reflect and make the ice walls appear to glow like auroras. Isa missed those majestic Northern lights—their beauty stained some of the few memories she still retained of roaming the Arctic terrain with her mother.

      Ever since she had been “saved” by the tribe, she had been kept inside, unable to see the sun or the magical rays and dynamic flickers of blue and purple light across the sky.

      Females aren’t safe outside without their master.

      On top of a lifted stage at the front of the throne room—because the Redeemer had to be higher than everyone else—sat a single, red velvet monarch throne chair with button-tufted accents and a regal high back. The ceiling was an ice-carved dome, typical of a tribe of Arctic shifters living in the middle of nowhere in the frozen tundra. A chandelier of icicles dripped down in the center.

      Holding sharp, frozen spears, ice sculptures of the Redeemer stood in two rows on either side of the room, meant to intimidate any who approached the throne.

      The Redeemer gestured to the line of women. “Some prey shifters are taken off the streets by force and expected to perform for their new masters—and some of them don’t even know the proper way to pleasure. But thanks to your lessons, you’ve learned to be good, submissive pets for the men who will buy—adopt you.”

      Isa wanted to be adopted. She wanted to finally see the outside world, laugh, ice skate, and wrap Christmas gifts for the people she loved who loved her. There was a sense of loneliness in Isa ever since her mother passed. Her tribe liked her; she was a great student, but… I cannot wait to be loved.

      “Now, what do good pets say when their mouths aren’t otherwise occupied?”

      “Yes, master,” the women replied in unison, their voices taking on a monotone as their eyes glazed over.

      The pleasure conditioning was no joke.

      The Redeemer chuckled lightly and cooed, “Very good pets.”

      Isa’s breath caught in her throat as those words caressed her ears. As if an invisible hand rubbed between her legs, she felt it like a real touch. Her nipples stiffened behind her red dress. She grew slick between her legs.

      Good pet.

      It was wild how only a few words could ignite her entire body.

      In classes, she had worn her headphones like the others, listening to the mantras play at a soft, melodic volume as her hands explored her body. After all, the teachers welcomed the women to explore their pleasure when they thought about serving their future masters.

      While listening in class, Isa watched as the teacher projected images of other female prey shifters being good girls for their masters. Images of them on their knees. Images of strong, masculine fingers dominantly wrapped around their necks.

      The sexual images soaked into Isa’s subconsciousness as she touched herself.

      Good pets give pleasure. Good girls feel pleasure when their masters do. The mantras ran through her mind after the Redeemer’s words floated through the chilled air of the throne room. Isa’s hands bunched in front of her as she subtly rocked herself against them.

      Gods, she could not wait to finally touch and be touched by her future master.

      Someone to love me and hold me and protect me. Someone who will smile at me like I am his favorite gift he has ever received. Someone to ride to multiple violently powerful orgasms and then sweetly cuddle. Wasn’t that what everyone wanted?

      The doors to the throne room burst open, and everyone turned their heads to see who had walked into the ceremony early.

      “I would like your finest sex slave, please,” a feminine voice called out from the entrance. A cloaked figure, the voice’s owner, grew closer and closer. Abruptly, the mystery woman slid several feet and did a twirl like the ice skaters Isa saw in Christmas movies. She shook her head at the Redeemer and waved a disapproving finger at him. “You really should look into carpet flooring.”

      “Who are you, female, who dares to interrupt the auction?” the Redeemer asked in a booming voice that seemed to have no affect on the intruder.

      The cloaked woman stepped forward, close enough now for Isa to see slightly under the cloak hood. Under the shadow of the fabric, black beady eyes gleamed, and a wrinkled mouth grinned crazily. “Did you not hear me? I’ve got an alpha with an attitude problem who needs an emotional support animal. I’m here for one of your sex slaves.”

      The Redeemer glanced at the tribe females up for adoption and cleared his throat. “We do not deal in ‘sex slaves.’ These are pleasure pets—”

      “Whatever vocabulary floats your culty little boat,” the woman said. “I am here for her.” Her arm swung out; one finger stretched and pointed directly at Isa.

      Isa’s jaw dropped. Here for me?

      The Redeemer rubbed a hand over his chin and smirked. “I doubt you have the funds to buy her. She is the cream of the crop. Best pet available. A virgin—and she will be in heat in a matter of weeks, if not sooner. I already have several very high bids for her.”

      Suddenly, the cloaked woman appeared right in front of Isa. She stared down at her. Her beady eyes appeared haunted and…abnormally wise.

      “Ah, yes. You are the one who will end the war once we get all that brainwashing out of your pretty head,” the cloaked woman told Isa, quiet enough for the others not to hear. “Ice Princess, ready to melt your king?”

      Meanwhile, the Redeemer made a flabbergasted noise. “How did you move so fast—”

      “I believe six million dollars will beat out all competitors,” the cloaked woman said, turning back around to address him.

      The Redeemer continued to gape.

      “Now, I haven’t got all day. We have a long drive ahead of us. Do you prefer cash or card?”

      It happened quickly. One second, Isa stood in line with the others; the next, she was being ushered out of the compound—her home for eleven years—with an old, cloaked woman.

      The Redeemer handed the cloaked woman a briefcase along with a receipt. “This case contains a complimentary week’s worth of treats.”

      If Isa had been in hare-shifted form, her ears would have perked up at that. She loved getting treats. The little, light blue pills were as good as gold stars. Only good girls got treats. And if she went too long without getting one…pain.

      Not that she needed any convincing to be a good pet. Treats were just… They were nice. She frowned at the thought. Will my new master get more treats once the case runs out?

      “A list of certain trigger behavior words can also be found on the back of the receipt. She has never been touched—pure ripe product—yet, she has learned all the ways to give and receive pleasure through visual demonstration—”

      The woman threw back her cloak hood and revealed the wrinkled face and wild black beady eyes of the most famous Seer in the world of paranormals.

      Those dark eyes flashed bright white light as she said in a grave voice, “Once they find out what you did to her, you will die a very graphically violent death.”

      The Redeemer’s eyes widened like Isa had never seen before. “Excuse me?”

      “We really must be going.” The cloaked woman grabbed Isa’s arm and pulled her toward the large, bright red Arctic truck, which was poorly parked at an odd angle, just outside the ice walls of the compound. “Ta-ta!” The Seer waved.
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      Isa jolted awake. How had she even fallen asleep? She had been far too excited to meet her new master.

      Did the woman bespell me? Isa had heard only a little about witches and the rest of the paranormal world.

      Isa’s body violently bounced around, held only by a thin black seatbelt in the passenger seat of the large, Arctic truck speeding over hills of snow. The comically large tires kicked up airborne snow behind them.

      “There you go!” the strange old woman cheered beside her as she drove like a maniac. “The smelling salts worked.”

      “Gods, what is that?” Isa cringed and swatted away whatever the woman held to Isa’s nose. The black substance flung out of her hand and landed in the snow somewhere behind them. At the speed the old woman drove, within seconds, the object was a mere dot in the blizzard.

      “Coal. Because you’ve been a naughty girl.” The cloaked old woman winked and cackled. “Haha.” The next instant, she grew deadly serious. “Or maybe future-you is the naughty one. Your future keeps blurring; it’s quite frustrating.”

      She could see the future? Was that why she had said such an odd thing to the Redeemer when her eyes flashed white? “Once they find out what you did to her, you will die a very graphically violent death.” The Redeemer had done nothing to Isa. Her tribe helped shape her into a valuable prey. A perfect pet.

      Isa had heard rumors of fortune tellers, but witches never visited the Arctic. “You are a Seer?”

      “The Seer. My name is Hag. The Hag. H-A-G. Heckle A God. Have A-lot-of Guesses. Hurt A Guy’s ego. Hag.” She laughed crazily again; the piercing pitch hurt Isa’s ears.

      Unease rose in Isa with each second she spent with Hag.

      “Oh!” Hag slapped a hand to her forehead, and the steering wheel jerked left, driving them over huge, bumpy clumps of snow. “That’s right,” she exclaimed. “You’ve lived in a cult for most of your life. Hardly know anything. You’re like Buddy the Elf about to head to New York.”

      Hag grinned chaotically, and her eyes flashed a terrifying silver-white. “Darling, I am the Seer to the royals. Heard of them? The ultimate alphas of all shifters? The biggest bad that ever existed? Leading members of the paranormal council—the most powerful beings on the earth.”

      Isa blinked at her.

      “Well, I had a vision where your interests align with theirs.”

      “When will I get to meet my master?”

      Hag sighed. “One track mind. I don’t blame you; you’ve got a cult-brainwashed mind, after all.”

      Isa rubbed at her eyes, feeling more overwhelmed by the minute. She was supposed to be adopted by a handsome alpha, not a crazed Seer.

      Hag added, “You have been selected—by me, yay!—to fulfill a prey and predator relationship quota. You see, someone I may or may not owe a debt to needs more powerful predator shifters to be mated to prey shifters. If you hadn’t been living under a cult igloo all these years, you’d know about the uprising rumors after the biggest and baddest King of the Shifters married a prey—a lamb shifter.” Hag abruptly turned the steering wheel, and Isa’s body jerked to the side. Hag sped up, pushing her foot fully on the gas.

      Isa frantically gripped the safety handle but said nothing about the dangerous speed. A people pleaser at her core, she was taught to never question the actions of others. “Can you tell me about my new master?”

      “I know you are approaching your first heat and all, but you need to learn that there are more important things happening than dick. Though I will tell you, your new ‘master’ has got plenty. Thing freaking swings when he walks.”

      Hag winked, taking her eyes off the landscape and swerving the truck again. “Anyway, I wasn’t done giving context! Many alpha predator men don’t like the idea of bowing to a prey queen, and it’s my job to ensure the future where Queen Luna stays in power.”

      “I don’t understand,” Isa said.

      “Ugh, yeah, once the drugs from the cult food wear off in your system, you might be a little more interested in this.” Hag added, “The first way to get people to accept a prey queen is to have other predator and prey relationships start popping up. Especially the toughest, most you-do-not-wish-to-rage-war-against-him type of guys.”

      The Hag grinned. “And did you know that male Arctic shifters are the coldest, most feared monsters around? You will be their queen. Cause the alpha I’m driving to you right now…is the king of the Arctic shifters. Used to be the Arctic’s underworld mafia lord before they gave him an official crown.”

      Isa froze. Not even the jolting, bumpy ride moved Isa as she stared at Hag.

      Speechless, Isa sat stiffly for a moment of complete silence. A queen to all Arctic shifters? Including predators of immense strength and speed such as Arctic wolves and Polaris bears?

      “Impossible. Arctic predator shifters would never accept a prey queen. We are not meant to rule. We are pets to provide our master pleasure. I could never rule—”

      “Not with that attitude!” Hag bounced the AT up over a massive snowy hill. “Which is why we need to change the attitude. I can get you to be queen of the Arctic shifters.”

      Why would Isa want to be a queen when she could be an obedient pet? “That doesn’t sound like something I would want.”

      “Tell me that again in a week when all the cult-y obedience drugs are out of your system.” Hag turned to her once more while manning the steering wheel. “I am going to tell you your future, Ice Princess. Are you ready?”

      Hag’s eyes flashed silvery-white again as she spoke in a spooky, dramatic voice. “Hearts of ice will melt in snow, for the one woman they burn to know. So, grab onto the mistletoe, or the Arctic alphas will surely go. In a dress the color of merlot, if she cannot thaw his heart, he will freeze hers. If she does not fill him with holiday cheer, she will take her last breath and shed her last tear.”

      Isa stared at Hag. Stared for a while. “What?” Isa finally asked. Was she supposed to remember all that?

      “It’s your prophecy. I will give you to the alpha king of the Arctic shifters; you will make that Grinch enjoy Christmas again and melt his heart. He will marry you, and no one will question a prey queen’s rule without questioning the coldest man in the paranormal world. Or you don’t grow the Grinch’s heart, and you die.”

      Make him “enjoy Christmas?” Did her future master not like Isa’s favorite holiday? How sad.

      Isa frowned, a question nibbling at her brain. “Why would the king of the Arctic shifters marry a pet? Prey are meant for pleasure, not for power.” It made no sense to her.

      Hag took both hands off the steering wheel to rub them together with excitement. “Because I’m going to give you a charm to make him think you’re his mate.”
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      Isa fiddled with the bracelet Hag gave her. The charm would trick the King of the Arctic shifters into thinking she was his mate. This feels…wrong. Good pets did not lie.

      Isa nervously bit her lip, bit at the inside of her cheek, and bit her fingernails. She was just meant to be a pet. She wanted her master to love her, not through spells or witchcraft.

      I want to bring him joy and pleasure, so he loves me.

      It did not help that Hag told her just as they drove through tall, black metal gates, guarded by ten heavily armed men in fur-lined winter coats, “Now, remember, if you cannot warm him and fill the king’s heart with holiday cheer, you will die out in the cold.”

      It sounded as if Isa was to be married or murdered.

      “Oh, mustn’t forget,” the Hag tsked as she fastened a collar around Isa’s neck. “It even has a cute little bell,” the Seer cheered. “His first instinct will be that you were sent by the royals to spy on him, and he will…not treat you well. Try to convince him that you are an innocent pet.”

      Isa’s heart wrang itself. Was her master that suspicious of strangers? “I am an innocent pet.”

      “Those are the brainwashing-cult drugs talking.”

      The Hag drove Isa past fields of snow to the largest gothic mansion Isa could imagine. The tribe’s compound was a large igloo in comparison. This was…

      The mansion featured a baroque black-walled exterior and metal detailing. The dark gabled roofing, all sharp edges and various triangular peaks, astounded her. Snow sprinkled over the estate, but the frozen water refused to fully cover the dominating black.

      Soft, golden light glowed through the arched glass windows. Even the smoke wafting from the chimneys appeared blacker than normal.

      The Arctic king’s “castle” surprised Isa. Was it symbolic of him? Extravagant wealth and eerie taste? She wanted to learn everything about him. What made him smile? Why didn’t he like Christmas? What aroused him? Where did he most like to be kissed?

      “Guess what his favorite color is,” the Seer joked as they approached the black estate. “Matches his heart.”

      As they grew closer to the hauntingly magnificent gothic castle, Isa again saw a line of menacing guards, all over six feet tall. Isa knew they were predator shifters from their size and evident muscular builds. Arctic wolves? Bears?

      Many guards. Was there danger there? My master will protect me.

      Hag pointed to the entrance as she parked the vehicle in the circular driveway. “There we go. Are you ready?”

      “Will my master be waiting for me? Would he prefer I kneel when he meets me? Will the guards let us inside?”

      “Now you ask questions.”

      “How will we get inside?”

      “I’m The Hag,” the Seer reminded her.

      “Right. Yes. The Hag. Of course.” Isa rolled her eyes.

      “Look at you, getting a little sassy,” the Seer laughed. “I like it.”
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      “They what?” King of the Arctic shifters and Russian mafia overlord Nicolas Sokolov shouted at his most trusted friend and advisor. “How did they get in?”

      Known as the coldest mother fucker around, Nic constantly wore a scowl and an accompaniment of head-to-toe black. Today, the Arctic werewolf king sported a tight black turtleneck that covered the tattoos and physical scars he got tired of receiving stares over.

      He was the kind of man who radiated vicious power. The man who did not blink when firing a pistol or when being actively tortured.

      And two strangers—two women—had just pranced into his heavily guarded castle and demanded hot chocolate and an audience with the king.

      “The guards let them in,” Wyn, Nic’s oldest friend and only still-employed advisor, replied.

      Wyn never let his feathers get ruffled. Damn him, Nic thought jealously.

      As an Arctic wolf shifter, Nic had no feathers to get ruffled; yet, there was constantly something driving him up the wall in the last few years of being king of all Arctic shifters. Something about finally getting a crown he had originally been shunned for, whilst losing most of his family members, did that to a person.

      “Why the hell would my guards let two strange women into my compound?” Frustrated, Nic continued on with his bad attitude, shoving a hand through his long, glossy, silver-white blond hair.

      As a cool, collected, and utterly wise Noctu owl shifter, Wyn pushed his black-framed glasses up on his nose and said, “One of them is The Hag.” Wyn stressed calmly, using his talk-to-his-king-like-he’s-a-five-year-old voice. “The Hag.”

      “What did I say about using that tone with me?” Nic grumbled. “I’m your king.”

      “Stop having a toddler temper tantrum, and I will.” Wyn smirked in his costly and well-tailored suit. “If The Hag has come to talk to you, you must listen. Her fortunes… Nic, she is quite possibly the one immortal you wish least to piss off.”

      “So, the guards heard she was the royal Seer, and they let her walk right in? We need to talk with them about letting riffraff in.”

      “Are you guys talking about me behind my back again?” Alban, an Arctic fox shifter and the final member of their little friendship trio, entered Nic’s study. He strode to the dark wooden bar and poured himself a vodka. “Or are you talking about the new visitors requesting an audience with the king?”

      Nic glared at Alban for interrupting, but the fox shifter shrugged.

      Alban had gotten used to a constantly glaring Nic over the last two years. His old friend had…changed. Losing his brother and stepping into his new role as the Arctic king was hard on Nicolas. Nic was used to underworld dealings and delivering punishments to those who broke his laws. Now, he had to be…above board.

      Wyn sighed. “The Hag—”

      “I know that’s her name, but it still feels rude calling her that,” Alban commented, stretching out in his “FOXY Mother F*cker” T-shirt.

      Compared to Nic and Wyn, Alban stood out as the Americanized member of their trio, lacking his Russian accent since he came back from several years in the States, fraternizing with Alaskan humans.

      “The Hag should not be kept waiting. The guards took her to the parlor. Are you going to go greet her, or should I?” Wyn asked, his nose wrinkling under his black-rimmed glasses to display his apparent vexation. “I would remind you that I am your advisor—not your servant or butler.”

      “When you go greet the Seer, can you bring back better vodka?” Alban asked, throwing himself onto the black velvet lounge chair in the grand office and leisurely laying back as if the jobless fox shifter had a long, hard day of more than just drinking and making snide comments.

      Grinding his teeth, Wyn stated, “Nic, I will go politely greet the immensely powerful guest. Join me within five minutes.”

      “Ooooooo,” Alban cooed over his glass of clear, potent alcohol. “He’s so scary when he gets passive-aggressive.”
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      Walking down the left side of the stately U-shaped staircase and toward the parlor, Wyn shook his head at the attitudes of his two closest friends. Both of them were stuck in ruts. One of anger and the other of avoidance.

      Wyn understood that Nic had never been raised for political power. He understood why Nic was vexed and paranoid at each turn of his reign—because other Arctic wolves and Polaris bear shifters threatened to overthrow him any day now.

      However, the Hag visiting was of massive importance. What if she had a prophecy about Nic?

      I do all the damn work around here, Wyn thought to himself as he opened the double doors to the parlor. Wyn stroked a hand down his suit jacket and said, “Hag, so good of you to visit—”

      He cut off.

      Because Wyn’s gaze collided with the palest blue-gray eyes he had ever seen. Dark lashes framed the reflective, icy ocean irises.

      The beautiful feminine eyes were narrowed on him yet seemed so wide and innocent and big as she stared at Wyn. The woman had a cute little nose and plush pink lips that pursed as she analyzed him. She sported round, blushing cheeks that a grandparent would fall to their aching knees and beg to pinch.

      She also wore a questionable sparkly red collar with a gold-colored bell on it and a very revealing red silk gown.

      But the most heart-stopping feature of the woman was her icy white-blond hair. A trait of Arctic shifters.

      “An Arctic prey?” Wyn muttered his question softly as if he feared full volume would scare the woman standing beside the infamous Seer.

      A prey was likely to go into heat around predator shifters. “You brought an Arctic prey to a predator compound?” Wyn asked again; this time, his cool and collected state crumbled. “Are you crazy?”

      “Only on Tuesdays,” Hag replied. “What day is it again?”

      Silent and contemplative in her collar, the female prey reminded him of a wallflower that could overpower a room. Her scent… Sheer heaven.

      She smelled like one of the few flowers that grew in the Arctic. Purple saxifrage with bristly edges. Wyn had always considered it one of the greatest beauties of his icy home. After all, it grew colorfully amid its bleak and desolate surroundings.

      I want to know her, he thought to himself.

      This intrigue, this spark of interest, was new. Paranormals said Noctu owl shifters were the first to grow tired of immortal life because their brains never slept. But I am far from bored now, Wyn thought, feeling his chest move up and down with sudden inhalations. That succulent scent.

      Wyn tried to shake the distracting thoughts away even as his body grew unfamiliarly warm. “You brought a beautiful, defenseless prey shifter to a compound of predator thugs who haven’t been around women in months? What if she goes into heat? Do you know the kind of chaos she could bring here?”

      Hag turned to the icy blonde and stated, “I don’t know about you, but I stopped listening at ‘defenseless.’”

      “I got stuck at the word ‘beautiful,’” the stunning pale woman shot back in a voice of jingling bells. Harmonic and hypnotic.

      She shifted and wrung her hands nervously in front of herself. The movement rang her little bell on her collar, and she blushed at the sound.

      “Where is the king?” Hag asked him.

      The Arctic female’s curious gaze on Wyn swung over to Hag. She blinked in confusion. Had she thought Wyn was the king, there to greet them? Was her curiosity and blush meant for Nic, then? Why did that hurt Wyn’s chest?

      “Why did you bring her here?” Wyn asked, risking pissing off a powerful Seer by questioning her actions.

      Wyn, a cold man who believed in hard facts and numbers, never felt things. Not immediately. Not without data. But the more he inched forward in curiosity and breathed in the Arctic blonde’s scent, the more he felt he knew her.

      He swore he saw the cogs of her brain spinning at lightning speed, taking in every detail around her. Eyes like magnifiers, she analyzed everything. Just like Wyn.

      Did she search for a threat or an advantage? He would have assumed she was being vigilant and maybe anxious about her new situation. However, an excited wonder sparkled in her eyes as if, no matter what happened, she might find some joy in it.

      What an odd creature. “Where did you find her?” Wyn asked another question.

      As a Noctu, his curious nature led him to become one of the most knowledgeable beings in the paranormal world. Now, his brain was shooting off questions, one after another.

      Must know her. A subject unstudied. A destined mystery to be uncovered.

      As he inched closer, he noticed her pupils were as big as saucers. His body shot forward, eating up the space between them so he could get a closer look. He cupped a hand over her nape. His fingers brushed her cheek as he demanded answers. “Why is she drugged?” Something clamored inside him like a silent rage.

      Noctu were known for being slow and calculated. Yet, for the first time in his life, Wyn was overcome with emotion.

      “What drug is it? What does it do?” Wyn asked his questions at lightning speed. He clutched her closer, fisting some of her hair. “Who the fuck drugged you, little tsvetok?” Flower.

      Her lips parted, and a soft, pink blush colored her pale cheeks. Her bottom lip displayed a slight tremble. Instead of speaking or reacting in any expected manner, she licked her lips and looked at Wyn like she wanted to lick him.

      Gods, he could scent her wetness. He aroused her? Was she that close to her heat cycle? She smells like pure pleasure. It drove him—the virginal man who once equated sex to a tedious, unnecessary act—crazy.

      Suddenly, her arms were wrapped around him as she gave him a friendly hug—something new to Wyn. Arctic shifters did not trust enough to hug. Her front pressed to his; the embrace took his breath away.

      “I thought I’d help you get the vodka—” Alban stumbled into the parlor and stopped, frozen, at the sight of the collared woman hugging Wyn. The female prey let go of Wyn and smiled at Alban, waving in excited greeting.

      A prickle of unease and jealousy settled in the back of Wyn’s throat at how Alban stared at the female Arctic shifter.

      “Oh boy,” the Seer commented through an evil grin. “I did not foresee this.”
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      Isa watched in awe and confusion and lust—because hello there, fast-approaching heat—as the most attractive men she had ever seen stood in front of her, staring intensely. She had always wondered what it would be like to have multiple masters. Think of all the pleasure I could give.

      The two men were a fascinating dichotomy. A juxtaposition. Chaos and order. Impulse and restraint. Fire and ice.

      One of the men had a crooked smile, gray sweatpants, a T-shirt that read “FOXY Mother F*cker,” and an air of havoc about him. Yet, he sported a buzz cut like a loyal and obedient soldier in someone’s war. Add the “foxy” T-shirt to his slanted, mischievous eyes, and she wondered if he was an Arctic fox shifter.

      “Why the hell is she in a collar?” Buzz Cut, aka possible fox shifter, asked the Hag.

      “Because she is a gift,” Hag replied as if it were obvious.

      Isa nervously smiled at the men. As far as she could tell, they were not the king. Not her master. Disappointingly.

      Still, she learned to always be polite to predator shifters. Good girls smile. A slight painful pang shot through her side at that thought, and she barely hid her internal frown.

      Maybe it was the beginning of her withdrawal. She would need to earn one of her treats soon. She glanced over at the briefcase Hag had sitting beside her feet. What could I do to earn a treat?

      “A gift?” the other man—not Buzz Cut—repeated. The man who had asked her who drugged her as if he planned to filet any of her enemies.

      He had long white-blond hair that chopped off right at his chin. Broad shoulders, plush lips, and long limbs—he was tall. Six four? Maybe mid-thirties. A crisp suit—had to be worth thousands—fit him perfectly as if his tailor was as obsessed with the man’s perfectly proportioned body as Isa now was.

      He wore black-framed glasses and looked like a villainous, billionaire hacker brainiac with a knack for trouble and possible danger. A desire for control.

      She could see it. The imaginary image of him undoing his tie and whipping off his belt—debating which to tie her up with first. The fantasy of him snapping his fingers and commanding her to strip. To kneel. To be a good girl for him, tell him what he wanted to know, and he would reward her. She shivered.

      I want to make him smile and moan and earn a treat.

      “Don’t mind her. Her eyes glaze over every once in a while due to how close to maturation she is,” Hag explained on Isa’s behalf as Isa attempted to hide her drool over the perfect male specimens.

      The man in the glasses blew out an alarmed breath. “Maturation?” That meant her heat cycle could be triggered any day soon.

      Hag added as an aside to Isa, “Also, hun, because I foresee getting tired of you calling them Buzz Cut and Glasses in your head, Buzz Cut’s name is Alban, and Glasses is Wyn.”

      Could Hag read minds, too?

      “Maturation as in a Zayka hare shifter? A sex bunny?” Buzz Cut—Alban—asked, exasperated at the prospect of her species. “They’re rare as fuck.”

      Isa’s lips curled down at the edges. How much longer until her master made an appearance?

      “She is a gift for whom?” the long-haired, glasses-wearing Arctic shifter, Wyn, asked.

      “A gift for the Arctic king, of course.”

      That detail made Wyn appear a little…disappointed.

      Did he not think she was a worthy pet for the king? I will prove him wrong.

      Alban ran a hand over his mouth and jaw before his lips cracked into a false smile. “Like an emotional support animal for Nic? Genius. Guy has been a real asshole lately. Could use a sex bunny to raise his spirits.”

      The long-haired shifter, Wyn, thumped Alban on the back of the head. “She is not a damn sex slave,” Wyn growled.

      Sex slave. That was what Hag had called her and the other females at the adoption ceremony. Isa was a pet, not a slave. Isa…wanted to be submissive. To bring someone joy was her life’s purpose.

      How could there be something wrong with that?

      Alban faked a wince and rubbed at a section of his head. Sucking in a dramatic breath, Alban exasperated to the broad-shouldered man named Wyn, “I was just joking. You know that.”

      “Stop cracking jokes because of your own trauma,” Wyn told Alban.

      Alban blinked and shot back, “Well, damn.”

      Wyn turned to the Seer. “Hag, you cannot simply ‘gift’ a person,” he said. “If she does not wish to be here, we cannot keep her here.”

      “Oh, she is here of her own free will,” Hag said.

      Isa nodded hastily. She did not care for Hag’s plan and bespelled bracelet, but Isa wanted a master to please. She wanted a home. She wanted…love.

      Alban commented, “To stay here, she has gotta be able to survive a cold Russian winter and an even colder-hearted werewolf.”

      “She is capable of much,” the Hag replied cryptically. Even Isa wished to know what she meant by it.

      If the Arctic king was such a cold-hearted man, how would she fill him with the Christmas spirit and get him to love her? Hag expected him to marry her.

      Or I die.

      “Why offer this gift?” Wyn asked.

      “Don’t you think your temperamental king deserves a gift for the winter holiday?”

      “Hell yeah, he has been a real grump,” Alban remarked.

      “He has been…going through a rough time,” Wyn rephrased his blunt friend’s words. Were they friends? They were such opposites.

      “Well,” Hag said. “Just like Santa, I know when he’s been bad or good, and he has been a real Grinch. She is here to Cindy Lou Who him. You know, make his heart grow three sizes bigger. Make him better understand the meaning of Christmas. Prevent him from starting a war—”

      “War?” Wyn jumped in, clearly wanting more details from Hag. Hastily pushing his glasses higher up on his nose, Wyn asked, “Have you seen something? Invaders from the North? South? Something we should know—”

      “What the fuck is this?” a booming voice sounded by the doorway of the parlor.

      The voice pierced and shook the room, quieting Wyn, Alban, and the Hag. The dominating tone licked up Isa’s back shoulder, feeling palpable.

      Isa turned to look, and the little bell at her collar chimed at the movement.

      When she saw him…

      Her breathing stopped. Her lungs quit. The scowl she had worn dropped to the pristine marble floor.

      Had there ever been a more magnificent face? The utter vicious power he exuded had Isa in a chokehold.

      A black turtleneck stretched over broad, muscular shoulders. Crisp, silvery-white hair was cut short on the sides of his head but hung in lengthy waves at the top. A dusting of facial hair and a ruthless, grim expression painted the picture of this man as rough and uncaring.

      Deadly and sexy. Deadly sexy. His plump Cupid’s bow lips pouted into a firmly pressed line as he took in the scene around him. His chin had a cleft in the middle that Isa wanted to flick her tongue against.

      Is this…him? Could she be lucky enough to have such a strikingly sexy master to love and cherish and seek passionate pleasure in?

      When his gaze locked onto Isa’s, she felt as if she fell down an eternal rabbit hole in his eyes.

      Down.

      Down.

      He had one pale, stunning blue eye and one deep, dark brown. The contrast was hypnotic. Entrancing. Like he was a balance between dark and light.

      The icy blue eye whispered romantic promises. It widened and penetrated her with its intensity. It preached desire and devotion.

      Meanwhile, the dark brown eye laser-beamed her with despise and disgust.

      The man whom Isa assumed to be the Arctic king—due to the raw aura of powerful darkness invisibly swirling around him—grated, “What the fuck is an Arctic prey doing in my house?”
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      Nic was pissed. Not simmering; seething. His whole body was a lit flare burning red hot. Surely, everyone in the room could see it, could see him as a walking and talking S.O.S.

      His mood for the last two years was a resounding call for help.

      And now a fucking prey shifter stood in his home? After everything his family had been through due to a prey shifter?

      “Hello, Grinchy,” Hag said. “This here is a gift from the Queen and Kings of the Shifters. Not only is Isa an emotional support animal, but she is your mate.”

      Mate? She was Nic’s fated mate—his one perfect match for his entire immortality? Impossible.

      “Mate?” Wyn cursed.

      “Holy shit,” Alban contributed his pivotal thoughts.

      Meanwhile, Nic replied simply, “No.”

      Hag blinked. “No?”

      “You’re lying,” Nic shot back at the Seer, not daring to glance at the beautiful prey shifter. “Now tell the truth, and you will leave here with your limbs attached. Understand me, witch, I don’t stand for tricks.”

      Wyn’s expression silently screamed at Nic, “THE ONE PERSON I TOLD YOU NOT TO PISS OFF.”

      “She is your mate, Arctic king,” Hag deadpanned. “Protest and deny all you want. Once you breathe in her scent, your cock will go as rock hard as the icy cliff your castle is built on.”

      The little Arctic prey female—Isa, Hag had called her—gasped at that.

      Nic’s hands fisted at his sides as he glared at the women from the doorway, not wishing to enter and accept this new situation. “Lies. I would never be unlucky enough to be mated to a prey.”

      Not. Fucking. Possible. Not after what happened to his brother.

      Wyn made a warning sound in the back of his throat, but what shook Nic was the facial expression on the pretty, platinum blonde in the alluring, shiny red dress.

      Isa’s expression dropped into one of…hurt.

      Nic frowned and rubbed a hand over where his chest panged from seeing the sudden disappointment in her eyes. Noticing what he did, he clenched his hand into a fist and dropped it to his side.

      She cannot be my mate. Mates were given to those who fate favored. When has fate ever done anything but fuck me over?

      “Why would I lie about gifting you your mate?” Hag asked.

      Nic smirked and crossed his arms. He leaned sideways against the doorway, maintaining distance from the enticing Arctic prey. “Because the royals know about the uprising rumors. Because they want regional kings to marry prey queens to ‘unite.’ Until less and less paranormals view prey shifters as beneath humans. Am I close?”

      Hag’s eyes flashed silver-white as a haunting expression lit her face. “Why don’t you stop acting like a coward, come into the room, and scent your mate for yourself? Worried you’ll get an erection in front of your friends?”

      Nic gaped at the crazed Seer. “Fuck you. She is not my mate.”

      “You haven’t slept with a woman since you became king,” Hag told everyone, staring at Nic like the most annoying know-it-all to exist. “In fact, you’ve never—”

      “Hag,” Nic warned.

      “You think I can’t see you, rolling around in your bedsheets at night, reaching out for a mate you wish you had?”

      “More lies,” Nic exclaimed defensively.

      “I’m basically Santa—I see all. Including the masturbation.”

      “Shut your fucking mouth.”

      “Nic,” Wyn scolded loudly from where he stood right next to the Arctic prey. Why was Wyn standing so close to her, dammit? “Do not curse out the royal’s seer,” Wyn stressed.

      “I’ll do what I fucking want, thanks.”

      “You really are an asshole,” the beautiful blonde, Isa, murmured softly.

      She had not intended anyone to hear, but the men were predator shifters with supernatural hearing. She might as well have spoken at full volume.

      Tension prickled up Nic’s spine as his arms uncrossed and fell back to his sides. “What—” He stepped further into the room. “—did you just say?”

      Though he asked, he knew the answer. But would she repeat it?

      She bit her lip and glanced at Hag as if the Arctic female worried what she might do next could lead her down the wrong path.

      Nic did not know which path was worse for her: honestly insulting him or meekly taking it back.

      “I said…” The Arctic female licked her lips and pushed her shoulders back. In a surprising turn of events, the prey shifter held her chin high. Her gaze collided full-on with his, and she stated, “Your friends are right. You really are an asshole. But don’t worry, I can fix you.”
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      Isa held her breath as the Arctic king, the man who had her heartbeat racing, stalked toward her. Step by step, his dominating presence filled up the entire room.

      Even though his stride was a flawless, menacing pace that dripped with potential threat, the Arctic king—looking like a sexy mafia lord—walked with a slight limp on his left leg. It was barely noticeable. Hardly perceptible.

      But Isa noticed and frowned.

      The limp did not affect how he moved with deadly precision. It was not a new development. He had lived with the limp. Had he gotten hurt at a young age? Would he like for her to massage it? One of her classes focused on the art of massage.

      When the Arctic king let out a low, loud growl, Isa looked up from how his dark pants encased muscular thighs. The king glowered at Isa, his eyes spewing anger and…vulnerability.

      He doesn’t like that I noticed the limp, she realized.

      Blinking and swallowing and trying to remind herself that Hag told her the Arctic king was notorious for being a heartless killer, Isa quickly said, “I—I didn’t mean it?”

      She wanted to please her master—what the heck had possessed her to call him an asshole? Maybe because everyone else had done it before her, and she wanted to please them?

      Can’t please everyone.

      The king paused in his approach to her and smirked. “You ‘didn’t mean’ it?” He quirked a disbelieving eyebrow. “I think you did, little prey—” He choked on the air as if finally inhaling while close to her.

      He sucked in a sharp breath, eyes widening and looking at her in such an accusatory manner that one might think she leaped forward and stabbed him. He coughed once. Twice. Hacking out the air he breathed like it personally offended him.

      She moved forward, her instinct to help him, but he stepped back.

      “What…” He shook his head emphatically, plush lips parting. He rubbed a fist over his chest and appeared to have trouble swallowing.

      “What’s happening?” Had he ingested poison or something? Isa moved closer to him again, wanting to help. He was only a few steps away; she took two toward him. This time, he closed the distance between them instantly.

      Lurching toward her, he grabbed her by her nape, fingers secured around her throat as he exclaimed, “What the fuck are you doing to me?”

      Hag snickered from behind Isa. “I told you; she is your mate, Saint Nic.” Hag cackled some more.

      Isa could do nothing but try to breathe through his solid—but not tight—grip. What would happen if the king realized her bracelet was charmed to make him only think she was his mate?

      I have to make him love me before that happens.

      The king’s scrunched expression depicted nothing but disgust and disbelief. But the emotions behind his eyes looked as if he fought an internal war of hope and utter disappointment.
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