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Blurb & Content Warning




Wicked Snow: A ‘why choose’ dark fantasy romance Snow White reimagining


She needed a savior… Who she got were the Seven.


Getting abducted out of a parking lot would be terrifying to most, but for Snow, it was the saving grace she needed.


When the Seven Warlocks of Boston plan to use her for ransom backfires, she expects torture and death.


But the seven are not who they seem, and Snow soon discovers a new home for herself among those who she dares call lovers.


Magic and lust collide, dark hearts and love intertwine.


They must make a choice…


And the wrong one could leave Snow far more broken than ever before.





Content warning includes adult language, spicy sex scenes between one woman and multiple males, infidelity, spousal abuse to the MFC (not on page), murder, revenge, and gore.











  
  
Chapter One




Snow frowned as she stepped into the parking lot of her gym. Her one little solitude away from home. 

From him.

Except today, her husband seemed to not want to leave her alone. Snow reached into her purse, extracting her phone. Which was giving off more vibrator qualities at the moment. 

Forty-five missed texts and five voicemails. 

All in the span of an hour. 

A wash of emotions ran through her, thumb hovering over the voicemail button, her entire body chilling. A stray thought, one that always came at times like this, in the span of walking from the gym to her car. 

She could just drive the other way today and never look back. Except she would always be looking back. Over her shoulder, continuously on the move, unable to access any of her family money because he had it all.

Nausea pooled in the pit of her stomach as Snow made her way back to the little Mazda she drove. No, she wouldn’t be leaving him today. Better the devil you know… plus, she was a trapped woman. Whether by her husband or her family, she couldn’t leave. They would never give her that luxury. She would forever be a bird stuck in a cage, wings clipped and bound to this way of life forever. 

Five years ago, Snow might have raged and mourned her loss of self, but her will to fight had slowly diminished over the years. Becoming a shell of the woman she once was. Her phone rang again while she was lost in her thoughts, vibrating angrily in her hand. Her response was automatic as she picked up. 

“I’m sorry, honey. I’ve been at the gym. Heading to the grocery store—”

An angry buzz of words flew from the phone as Snow fully expected, cutting her off mid-sentence, but this time, she didn’t listen to them. Her heart ratcheted in her chest, dread pooling through her entire body as an arm reached out from behind to haul Snow against a wall. 

No, not a wall. Her brain barely had time to catch up before the forearm wrapped around her throat cut off her air. She had been hauled up against a person, thick and corded with muscle. Her phone dropped from her hand and Snow struggled against the forearm as everything went dark. 








  
  
Chapter Two




Screaming pain in her neck and back jerked Snow into alertness. Her entire body buzzed like insects crawling across her bare skin. But the only sound to reach her ears was the wild pounding of her heart and her frantic intakes of breath against the fabric wrapped across her mouth. Blinking against the dim light, she moved her aching head and neck slowly. Beside the dim light above her, casting an eerie glow, wherever Snow was, it was cold and dark. She shivered, trying to pick up her bare feet, to no avail. All she managed to do was scrap the bottom of her toes against the cold concrete. She didn’t even try to move her arms. Whomever abducted her from the parking lot had done a fantastic job of binding Snow to the uncomfortable chair she was in. 

Snow couldn’t help but think of the irony in her situation. Bound and gagged, shoeless and uncomfortable. The story of her life. Except this time, it wasn’t an analogy, and it was with the devil she didn’t know. She glanced around again, this time to the concrete floor, and froze. An intricate and complex circle of symbols and lines surrounded Snow and the chair she was in. 

Shit. 

The tingling feeling of insects crawling all over her skin made sense now. Some sort of magical ward surrounded her, or maybe… 

Snow tilted her head, trying to make sense of the glyphs in front of her. Before her marriage, she had been going to school. Taking college classes in the science of alchemy and magic. But those days were long gone, and it seemed with it, any knowledge of what she was sitting in the middle of. Though this did give Snow information she needed in a different way. She knew who abducted her, though the why was still unknown. But if Snow was a gambling woman, she would bet it had something to do with her husband. 

A low sigh and the scrape of a boot captured her attention, and Snow lifted her head to see a man step out of the darkness and into the light. It was Mr. Wall; she was sure of it, though there were supposed to be seven of them, so maybe they were all built like brick houses. Her gaze slipped to the man’s forearm, catching light bruising and scratches. A slight smile ticked at the corner of her mouth. No, this was Mr. Wall, and that was the forearm used to choke her into unconsciousness. Snow was happy to see she at least did a small amount of damage. Before her husband, she always fought. It was nice to see the instincts were still there after all these years. 

Snow straightened in her chair suddenly, the hairs on the back of her neck tingling. Her instincts were screaming that there was also someone behind her. Even when someone gently brushed their fingers on the back of her nape, she didn’t take her eyes off the man in front of her. She held still as those fingers brushed her long black hair over her shoulders and started to untie her gag. Not a single one of them made a sound until the gag fell away and into Snow’s lap. The man from behind refrained from touching her again. Instead, he just stayed there as a lingering, menacing presence engulfing her like a shadow. Mr. Wall in front of her tilted his head as if waiting for Snow to scream, to beg, to do something other than stare at him. But if Snow had learned anything in her brutal years living with her husband, it was not to speak out of turn. She was good at waiting, and she would stay calm until she figured out what these men wanted from her. Or at least that was what she tried to tell herself until the loud buzzing started. 

Snow glanced around, trying to place the noise. Her gaze finally landed on the slim black phone in Mr. Wall’s hand. He lifted it up and tilted it back and forth slowly. As if to mock her. Her anxiety spiked, recognizing it as her phone, along with the angrily blinking number. 

“Now, that is interesting,” Mr. Wall murmured. Not looking at her, but at the glyphs surrounding Snow. 

As the phone continued to ring, Snow’s heart rate picked up speed. So much for staying calm. Snow was close to having a panic attack as the phone kept ringing. The vibrating would stop for two seconds before picking up again. An endless stream of her husband calling. Fuck, she was going to be in a world of pain when she got out of here. “What’s interesting?” Snow heard her own voice ring out, even and composed. She had a lot of practice hiding her feelings from being betrayed through her words. Even when it felt like her heart was about to fly out of her chest from anxiety. 

Mr. Wall narrowed his eyes, before glancing over her shoulder at the shadowy presence still behind her. He didn’t answer her question and instead held down the button on the side of her phone, turning it off. Relief flooded through her veins until Mr. Wall started speaking. “Natasha Snow, Daughter of Richard and Lane Snow, heiress to the multimillion Wild Trades Oil and Mining industry in North America.”

Shit. Shit. Triple Shit. Maybe this didn’t have anything to do with her husband, and it was all about her family. Snow sat up straighter, leveling her gaze at Mr. Wall. She tilted her chin slightly, not giving him the satisfaction of an answer. For he never asked her an actual question. Mr. Wall smirked and continued, flipping her phone around in his hand absentmindedly. “Married to Drew Michael, flagrant playboy and lover of gambling, drinking, and spending money he does not actually possess.”

Snow narrowed her eyes. Maybe this did have to do with her husband, after all. This time, Mr. Wall stopped speaking and glanced at Snow expectantly. She wanted to squirm under his hot gaze but instead steeled her spine. She was already tired of whatever game Mr. Wall was trying to play with her. She needed to know exactly what type of devil, or really, devils, she was stuck with. And she knew only one way to test the hot water she was in. “You are correct, on all accounts. Would it be too bold of me to assume who you and your companion are?”

Mr. Wall smirked and extended his hand in a sweeping motion. “Be my guest.”

Snow swallowed hard, hoping her bluster and nonchalant manner were working in her favor. “You and your companion are part of the most feared brotherhood in the city. The Seven Warlocks of Boston. Known for their ruthless use of magic to keep even the worst gangs in this city on their toes. You are powerful and could run this entire city if you wanted to. And yet, you hide behind a mysterious air bordering between vigilante to hardened criminal masterminds when it suits the situation.” 

Mr. Wall smirked, “I like a well-educated lady. In any other circumstances, I would like that. Yet unfortunately, in this moment, we are the hardened criminal masterminds. Your husband owes a few of our clubs and gambling dens a substantial amount of money and—”

“And you plan on using me for leverage,” Snow whispered, cutting him off. A fresh wave of panic spread through her limbs. She knew her husband had the money because of her inheritance. What she didn’t know was if her husband would actually pay. As much as she hated him, she couldn’t deny that Drew was cunning. And this would provide him with a perfect opportunity to get rid of her and keep her money. Snow’s thoughts spiraled out of control until the sound of buzzing snapped her back to reality. 

Mr. Wall had turned her phone back on. 

Snow gulped as he answered this time, and roaring filled her ears. Blood rushed to her head, her body going hot and cold at the same time. Bile rose to the back of her throat and Snow thought she would throw up as the sound of her husband’s angry yelling filled the room. Her entire body went rigid, her panic finally spilling over, and she struggled against her binds. She wasn’t sure where exactly she would go. All she knew was she needed to escape. The presence from behind placed a cool yet firm hand against her nape, stopping her struggle instantly. She sucked in a labored breath, and she closed her eyes against the weird feeling rushing through her, pushing her panic down. It felt good, and she leaned back against the touch. 

Finally, Mr. Wall broke through the angry tirade of words spilling out of her phone. “Is that really the way you want to speak to your wife’s abductors?”

Silence filled the room for a moment, and then it was like getting hit by a truck, as her snake of a husband’s voice filtered through once more. “I’m not paying. The game at the club was rigged.”

Snow flinched at his cold words, and Mr. Wall shook the phone at her, trying to get Snow to speak. When she refused, Mr. Wall sighed. 

“Your wife is quite the beauty, Drew. If you want her back, you know what you owe us.”

Her husband’s harsh intake of breath grated across Snow’s skin, and she shivered. The man behind Snow rubbed his thumb absentmindedly against her nape, almost as if to comfort her. Snow shook off the stray thought as her husband chuckled lightly. “How about we make a different deal?”

Mr. Wall arched an eyebrow and glanced at the man behind Snow. Something flicked behind his eyes before he addressed Drew’s question. “What kind of deal?”

“Keep her. Do what you want, then dispose of her any way you like. She has become a nuisance.”

The grip on Snow’s neck tightened slightly, and Mr. Wall made a movement with his free hand. The man behind her dropped his hand and Snow’s pulse quickened as Mr. Wall spoke again. “Let me get this straight. You are giving your wife to the Seven… to do whatever we want. And you don’t want her back? You are using her as payment for your debt?” 

“Yes. Do we have a deal?”

The tears Snow was trying to hold back finally fell, running down Snow’s cheeks as Mr. Wall glanced her way. “Yes, yes, you do.”

He hung up as Snow tried to swallow her sob and completely failed. Mr. Wall glanced down at the glyphs surrounding Snow before sighing. “Well, that was a turn of events. Do you know what these symbols are?”

Snow shook her head and tried to stop her tears. “No… no… I just know it’s a spell of some sort. A truth spell, maybe?”

Mr. Wall took a step closer, eyes roving over each and every glyph. “Close. But I’ve learned that we can easily manipulate truth spells. No, what you are sitting in the middle of is much more complex. It shows emotions, specifically yours. And do you know what this spell told me between you waking up to now?”

Snow held her breath, trying to get her emotions back under control as Mr. Wall kneeled in front of her. He tapped her knee absentmindedly with the edge of her phone. “It told me you are fucking terrified of your husband. That you would rather take your chances at the hands of your abductors than go back. And I don’t like that. I don’t like that one bit.”

He avoided her gaze as he got up and shook his head at the man still behind her. “I need to speak to the others about this. Can you handle this, Lucas?”

The man behind Snow didn’t utter a word, but Mr. Wall smirked before turning and walking into the darkness. The creak of a door opening and slamming shut was the only sound in the overwhelming silence. The scrap of a boot against the cold cement floor was the only warning Snow had as Mr. Silent stepped from behind and made himself known. 









