

  	
	    
	      Also by Alisia Price

	    

      
	    
          
	      Battle Saintess

          
        
          
	          Battle Saintess and the Succubus

          
        
          
	          Battle Saintess and the Fallen Angel

          
        
          
	          Battle Saintess Violated by a Fake Priest

          
        
          
	          Battle Saintess Caught Between Three Monsters

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bunny Girl Bartender

          
        
          
	          Enjoying the Bunny Girl Bartender

          
        
          
	          Intoxicating the Bunny Girl Bartender

          
        
          
	          Breaking the Bunny Girl Bartender

          
        
          
	          Sharing the Bunny Girl Bartender

          
        
          
	          Revenge of the Bunny Girl Bartender

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Defiled Series

          
        
          
	          Defiled by the Dreadlord

          
        
          
	          Defiled by the Butcher

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Demon Hunter Karrah

          
        
          
	          Defeat at the Hands of a Giant Werewolf!

          
        
          
	          Defeat at the Hands of an Evil Death Cult!

          
        
          
	          Defeat at the Hands of An Eldritch Tentacle Monster!

          
        
          
	          Defeat at the Hands of a Vampire!

          
        
          
	          Defeated by an Invisible Phantom!

          
        
          
	          Defeated by an Ancient Centaur Ritual

          
        
          
	          Defeated by the Savage Mer-men!

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Demon Hunter Series

          
        
          
	          Demon Hunter Surrenders to Temptation!!!

          
        
          
	          Delight of the Demon Hunter

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Elven Warrior Junko

          
        
          
	          Elven Warrior and the Lust of the Lizardmen

          
        
          
	          Elven Warrior and the Trap of the Goblins

          
        
          
	          Elven Warrior and the Perverted Companions

          
        
          
	          Elven Warrior Gangbanged by a Tribe of Orcs

          
        
          
	          Elven Warrior and the Orc Warchief

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fantasy Ladies

          
        
          
	          Explorer and Her Barbarian

          
        
          
	          Surrender to the Crimson Lord

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hiiro no Hentai

          
        
          
	          Captured by a Mad Scientist

          
        
          
	          Trapped in a Lab of Cephalopods

          
        
          
	          Taken by a Pig-Man

          
        
          
	          Revenge of the Cephalopod!

          
        
          
	          Gang Bang with a Robber Gang

          
        
          
	          Revenge of the Beastmaster!

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Ninja Girl Ayumi

          
        
          
	          Ninja Girl Violated by the Tengu

          
        
          
	          Ninja Girl Abducted by Kappas

          
        
          
	          Ninja Girl Ambushed by an Evil Clan

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Science Fiction Ladies

          
        
          
	          Cyber Desire

          
        
          
	          Cyber Desire 2

          
        
          
	          Seeded by Alien Plants!!!

          
        
          
	          Abducted by an Alien Tribe!!!

          
        
          
	          Forced by the Tentacle Pirates

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sexy Prisoners

          
        
          
	          Sexy Elf Prisoner 2

          
        
          
	          Sexy Elf Prisoner

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sports Coach

          
        
          
	          Personal Best

          
        
          
	          Center of Gravity

          
        
          
	          The Ice and the Forge

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Superheroine Blaze

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by Slime!!!

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by an Alien Fugitive!

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by a Parasite Human!

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by Spider Tentacles!

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by Grasshopper Mutant!

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by Octopus Monster!!!

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by Space Orcs!!!

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Dominated by Mad Scientist

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Pet Sitter

          
        
          
	          Fun with the Neighbor's Dog

          
        
          
	          Orgy in the Pet Shelter

          
        
          
	          Treatment for a Sad Horse

          
        
          
	          Pleasuring Man and Horse

          
        
          
	          Deranged Fun with an Exotic Tiger!

          
        
          
	          Fun Times with Another Doggie!

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      War Against Nazis

          
        
          
	          Becoming a Sex Slave for Neo-Nazis

          
        
          
	          Caught by Axis Ninjas

          
        
          
	          A Pretty Nurse in a Nazi Camp

          
        
          
	          Late Night Performance Review

          
        
          
	          The Chick in a Foxhouse

          
        
          
	          Gang Bang a Nazi Whore

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Western

          
        
          
	          Gangbang at the Salty Saloon

          
        
          
	          Initiated in the Saloon

          
        
          
	          Ravaged in the Wild West

          
        
          
	          Desire on the Devil's Ridge

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Dominated by Alien Tentacles

          
        
          
	          I Had Hot Sex with My Student

          
        
          
	          Mage Cannot Resist the Demon

          
        
          
	          Thinking of My Mother's Friend

          
        
          
	          Cat and Mouse

          
        
          
	          Superheroine Destroyed on Camera!

          
        
          
	          Executive Assistant Crazy for Her Boss

          
        
          
	          A Quickie in the Office Storeroom

          
        
          
	          Trapped on an Island with a Pervert!

          
        
          
	          Pretty Office Lady Trapped by a Sleezy Guy

          
        
          
	          The Princess Taken by Dogs and Horse

          
        
          
	          When the Dog Becomes the Master

          
        
          
	          Two Girls Have Fun with a Country Horse

          
        
          
	          Special Pizza Delivery Service

          
        
          
	          Emma at the Gym

          
        
          
	          Enslaved by the Dark Wizard

          
        
          
	          Ravaged by a Goblin Horde!!!

          
        
          
	          Streaming in Ecstasy

          
        
          
	          Swimsuit Model's Darkest Desire

          
        
          
	          Ravished by Centaurs!!!

          
        
          
	          Sweat and Desire

          
        
          
	          Captured by a Mad Professor

          
        
          
	          A Fun Game of Basketball

          
        
          
	          Good Times in the Pacific

          
        
          
	          Confessions over a Glass

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Also By Alisia Price

The Ice and the Forge (Sports Coach, #3)

Sign up for Alisia Price's Mailing List

Further Reading: Battle Saintess and the Fallen Angel

Also By Alisia Price


The first time Elias Maddox laid eyes on Irina Volkov, she was dismissing the American training facility with a single arctic sweep of her gaze.

She stood in the threshold of the indoor track house like a statue carved from winter—tall, severe, and radiating a cold that had nothing to do with the Moscow frost she’d left behind. She was twenty-four years old, five-foot-ten of honed, Slavic architecture, her body the product of a sport that demanded both explosive speed and floating grace. Her legs were endlessly long, densely muscled in the thighs and calves, the quadriceps standing in sharp relief beneath her black compression tights. Her hips were narrow but flared enough to suggest a woman’s center, the kind of hip structure that launched her over two meters with seeming effortlessness. Above, her waist tapered dramatically, the ridges of her obliques visible even beneath the thermal layer she wore, and her shoulders were broad and squared, framing a torso that was all athlete. But it was her face that held the room hostage: high, blade-sharp cheekbones, a mouth that sat in a permanent, disdainful downturn, and eyes the color of glacial ice—pale, piercing blue, currently narrowed at the sprung track surface as though it had personally offended her.

She wore her platinum hair in a braid so tight it seemed to pull her features into even sharper haughtiness. Even in a sea of Olympians, she looked like royalty who had misplaced her throne.

“Irina Volkov,” she said, extending her hand but not her warmth. Her accent was a blade dragged across stone. “You are Maddox. My federation sent me here because they say you fix broken mechanics. We will see if this is true.”

Elias took her hand. At thirty-five, he had coached egos larger than hers, but none that had hit him with such immediate, physical impact. His fingers engulfed hers—his hands were enormous, scarred across the knuckles from years of throwing and lifting, the palms rough as rawhide. He was six-foot-two, dressed in a heather-gray shirt that clung to the heavy swell of his chest and the brutal topography of his abdominal muscles. His shoulders strained the fabric with a breadth that suggested he could still compete if he chose to, and his thighs, encased in dark athletic shorts, were pillars of striated muscle dusted with dark hair. A shadow of beard darkened his jaw, and his eyes were a deep, assessing brown that didn’t flinch from her glacial stare.

“We’ll see,” he rumbled, his voice a low thunder that seemed to vibrate in the space between them. “If you listen.”

She pulled her hand free, her lip curling. “In Russia, I listened to champions. Here, I jump. You watch.”

The first week was glacial.

She arrived precisely at six each morning, her posture ramrod, her warm-ups executed with mechanical perfection and zero wasted motion. She treated his corrections like insults. When he placed his hands on her lumbar spine to adjust her arch over the bar, she stiffened as though he’d burned her, her muscles locking into bands of stone beneath his palms.

“You are too low,” she snapped after a missed clearance at two meters ten. She stood on the mat, her chest heaving, her full breasts—which she strapped down beneath two sports bras but could not fully conceal—rising and falling with sharp, angry breaths. Sweat darkened the platinum wisps at her temples, plastering them to her forehead. “Your drills are for children.”

Elias stepped closer. He was barefoot on the spongy surface, and he moved with the patient, heavy grace of a man who knew exactly how much damage he could do without trying. He stopped inches from her. She didn’t retreat. She tilted her chin up, her ice-blue eyes flashing defiance, but he caught the micro-expression—the slight flare of her nostrils, the dilation of her pupils, the way her gaze dropped for half a second to the thick column of his neck where his pulse hammered visibly.

“You’re scared,” he said quietly.

She laughed, a sharp, crystalline sound. “I am Olympic silver. I am not scared of American track.”

“You’re scared of committing to the lean. Your body knows what to do. Your head gets in the way.” He reached out and placed his palm flat against her stomach, just below her sternum. The contact was electric. Her abdominal muscles jumped beneath his touch, a flutter of involuntary response. “You’re holding your breath here. You think being rigid is strength. It’s not. Strength is knowing when to let go.”

She stared at him. Something flickered in the ice—uncertainty, perhaps, or recognition. Then she jerked away, her cheeks flushing a furious pink. “Tomorrow,” she said, her voice tight. “We start again. No touching.”

But she returned. Every day. And each session, the frost grew thinner.

By the tenth day, she was warming up in shorts that rode higher on her thighs. She stopped binding her hair so severely; the platinum braid loosened, strands escaping around her face. She argued less and watched more. When he demonstrated a hip drive, planting his feet and thrusting his pelvis forward to show the kinetic chain, her eyes lingered on the heavy muscle of his thighs, the way his shirt rode up to expose the bottom ridges of his obliques. When he spotted her on the weight bench, his hands hovering at her ribs to brace her, she let him guide her down slower than necessary, his fingers spreading wide across her lats, his thumbs brushing the outer swells of her breasts through the thin fabric.

She was still haughty. Still cold. But the cold had begun to feel like a mask, and Elias could see the heat rising beneath.

It happened on a Thursday when the facility had emptied, the other athletes gone to dinner, the track house lit only by the sodium vapor floods that hummed overhead. Irina had been struggling with a new approach—four more strides, a faster curve, a later plant. She had missed the same height four times, each failure chipping away at her composure until her Russian armor was showing cracks.

“Again,” Elias called from the pit.

She stormed back to the start, her face flushed, her stride uneven with frustration. She launched into the run, but her timing was off. She planted wrong, her body twisting in the air, and she came down hard on the edge of the mat, rolling into the pit with a curse in her native tongue.

Elias was there before she could rise. He dropped to one knee, his hand on her shoulder. “Stop.”

She shoved at him, her palm flat against his chest. “Do not tell me to stop! I am not weak!”

“I said stop,” he growled, and caught her wrist.

The contact froze them both. She was breathing hard, her chest heaving, her thermal top clinging to the defined swell of her pectorals and the small, high breasts beneath. Her face was bare of makeup, flushed crimson from exertion and emotion, her ice-blue eyes bright with tears she refused to shed. She looked furious and fragile and devastatingly beautiful.

Elias’s grip on her wrist tightened—not painfully, but with absolute authority. “You’re not weak,” he said, his voice dropping to a register that seemed to crawl inside her chest. “You’re terrified of being human. Of needing help. Of wanting something you didn’t earn through suffering.”

“I don’t need—”

“You do,” he cut in. His free hand came up, his thumb brushing her cheek, smearing a streak of chalk dust. “You need to stop performing for five seconds and feel.”

She trembled. The fight drained out of her in a rush that left her limp, her wrist going slack in his grip. Her eyes searched his face—his harsh, handsome features, the shadow of beard, the mouth that had never smiled at her but that she had dreamed about in the silence of her apartment. She felt the heat radiating from him, the dense, immovable mass of his body crouched over hers. Her anger had been a shield, and he had burned straight through it. What remained was raw, naked want.

“I feel you,” she whispered, the accent thickening, turning the words into something vulnerable. “I have felt you since first day. It makes me... angry. That I want you.”

Elias’s pupils swallowed the brown of his eyes. His thumb traced her lower lip, and she parted for him without thinking, her breath hot against his skin. “Show me,” he commanded softly. “Stop being angry. Be honest.”

Irina surged upward and crashed her mouth against his.

It was not gentle. It was an explosion of everything she had suppressed for two weeks—the hostility that had been desire in disguise, the glacial distance that had been a fever she was trying to freeze. She kissed him with her teeth, biting
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