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About the Author

Carol had been called many names. Most of them weren’t nice, and some were downright rude or disrespectful, but most men never said any of those names to her face.

Carol wasn’t like most women. She had been an orphan, and as such, she had grown accustomed to being by herself, with no one to love, no one to care for, and most of all, no one to trust.

So, when Bryan Cobrand called her a bitch after the company baseball game, she took a bat and broke his leg. She didn’t deny it. How could she? Many people saw her walk over to where the bats were being held; she picked it up and then walked over to Bryan and swung with all her might; the sound of wood and bone meeting made everyone turn around and stare as Bryan yelled in pain.

Carol waited for the police to show up and didn’t blink an eye when they took her away.

The way she stared at everyone present in the courtroom gave her the nickname that would define her for the rest of her life. The Ice Queen didn’t bat an eye or flinch when they gave her the sentence, and she didn’t quiver while she served that sentence.

Carol beat the crap out of any woman that tried to get their way with her while she was inside. Further making that name stick, she made the Ice Queen name fit her one day by locking four of the women who were in charge of the prison’s so-called underground inside a freezer for a night.

When the guards finally found the women, they were frozen solid. Carol’s sentencing grew from a few months to years.

Carol liked it inside and didn’t want to leave. She had made a name for herself, and she had loyal servants who served her bidding, but that wasn’t enough for Carol, not for the Ice Queen. She wanted more, a lot more, and she couldn’t do it from inside these walls.

At her parole hearing, Carol made her case, and whether out of fear or something else, the board released Carol back into the world.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ 
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“So, you are the fabled Ice Queen?” Lionel asked as his men took the rag off her head as they dropped Carol in front of him.

“And you’re Lionel Legazi?” Carol said, staring a hole right through him. Then she turned to look at the men gathered around her.

“Yeah, what of it?” Lionel smiled as he cut into his steak and ate his dinner.

“I guess you are still mad,” Carol smiled with her hands tied behind her back.

“You froze my sister!” Lionel yelled. “It took four days to thaw her enough to...” he stopped and took a deep breath. “Anger management,” he waved at one of the men to take his plate away as he stood up. “My therapist says I have anger management issues, and I need to breathe more.”

Lionel walked around the table and stood before the kneeling blonde woman who froze his sister into a human popsicle.

“She was my baby sister!” Lionel said as he punched her pretty face.

Carol spat blood onto the tiled floor of the Italian restaurant that was closed.

“She tried to kill me,’ Carol slowly righted herself upward onto her knees. “Because I asked a question.”

“Then you should’ve died,” Lionel said.

“We all are going to die,” Carol shrugged calmly as she looked up at the angry man. “I prefer not to be stabbed in the back like most of your sisters enemies.”

Lionel punched her again. He grabbed her blonde hair and slammed her head into the tile. “I am going to kill you slowly,” Lionel said. “You are going to beg me to kill you.”

“That won’t happen,” Carol smiled. “Is it getting cold in here?”

Lionel’s hand felt cold as he pulled his hand off the woman.

“What the fuck!” Lionel yelled as the room got colder.

Carol laughed as she slowly stood up. “They thought I had shoved them in the freezer and that was what made them freeze.”

She broke the rope that held her wrists together with ease as they were frozen solid.

“I don’t know exactly how I can do it,” Carol said as the men inside the room started falling to their knees. “Maybe I was born with it, and that’s why my parents gave me up, a baby that could control the air around her.”

Carol pulled a chair out from one of the tables as she sat down.

“I started realizing I could do it when I was in the community pool,” she smiled as Lionel and the others fell to their knees. “Thomas one of the many bullies at the orphanage wanted to see me drown, he and his friends kept putting my head under water. I was fifteen at the time.”

Lionel had lost all feeling in his limbs; he tried to reach out for her.

“I made the temperature of the pool ice cold,” Carol laughed as she took a napkin and wiped the blood from her mouth. “They caught a cold the next day, after that well things got easier, and I practiced every day.”

The men started to freeze, and the blood in their bodies slowly turned to ice.

“Do you know what it feels like when a man puts his cock into a woman?” Carol leaned forward as she looked into Lionel’s eyes. “They always say it feels warm and wet, and it’s the best feeling they have ever experienced.”

Carol leaned forward and held his head as the ice formed around his neck and slowly crept upward. “Not for me,” she grinned. “When they put their cock in my I freeze it off!” she shattered his head as she stood up.

The Ice Queen wasn’t just a name. It was who she was, and Carol had more people on her list.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Please no!” two men begged as Carol had gathered a considerable force.

“Please no, what, exactly?” Carol said, dressed in all black as her men stood behind her.

“We will give you what you want!” one of the men begged.

“I think I have what I want,” Carol laughed as she stood on the docks.

“Nearly done, my Queen,” one of her men said.

“Good,” Carol smiled.

She was Queen of the underworld; she had no enemies, and no one would dare oppose her.

The men loaded up the expensive cars into the trucks as the federal officers were kneeling before her, their lower halves encased in ice.

“We can give you the names of the...” one of the officers said as he shivered.

“Of your informants, the ones that told you about my raid,” Carol laughed. “I know who they are,” she grinned as she stared at them. “I was the one that told them to tell you about it.”

The two men stared at each other.

“That’s right,” Carol smiled. “I wanted you here.”

Carol’s men closed up the trucks.

“We are done,” her henchman said.

“Tata,” Carol laughed as the ice continued to grow upward.

“You fucking bitch!” one of the officers yelled.

“What did he call me?” Carol stopped.

“We are on a timeline my Queen,” the man beside her said.

“It won’t take long,” Carol said.

She turned on
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