
        
            
                
            
        

    
	A prick of her finger on a crystal snowflake drawing blood, sets offf a chain of magical events.

	 

	 

	Freydis doesn’t believe in monsters or Fae tales, but the night of the Frost Moon brings great magic, and with it the man she hates most.
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Dedication

	 

	 

	For my adopted mom. I will forever be grateful for everything you have taught me. Love you with all my heart.
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The Frost Moon

	 

	 

	Freydis watched the flickering of the firelight reflecting off the delicate points of the crystal snowflake hanging from the Yule tree. The twinkle reminded her of the stars in the sky the night she had lost her parents. Starlight branded by fire.

	She glanced through the window to see the moons so close they appeared to be merged, their bright glow enhancing the winter’s chill on the ground. The villagers called it the Frost Moon. It happened only once every millennium when the mother and daughter moons eclipsed and became one. The seers had predicted the phenomenon would occur this night.

	The evening her grandmother died, she had made her swear she would stay inside during the Frost Moon. Freydis had said the words even though she didn’t believe in Fae tales or the boogie man. The legend of the ice warriors raiding and plundering when the moons were at their brightest was no different. To her, the stories were all poppycock.

	True horrors were flesh and blood, like the barbarian who had killed her mother and father. He had been no myth or legend, but a living, breathing man. Until she had shoved her father’s dagger into the man’s gut and watched his lifeblood drain into the earthen floor of their cottage.

	Her father had taught her well how to defend herself when she was very young. Even at the tender age of six, she’d been a fierce little sprite, a small warrior.

	She shook her head to clear her mind of the horrible images of the attack and focused on the orange flames flickering in the fireplace. Her parents’ death was a long time ago but losing her grandmother the previous year was still fresh. Her heart clenched as grief washed over her, causing her to tremble. Tears trailed down her cheeks, the salty drops settling on her lips as she tried to get the pain under control. Gran had been the only family she had left.

	Now she had no one. She was utterly and completely alone. Well, except for the cat, but that didn’t count. Not really. She hadn’t had any human contact in almost a year. The villagers shunned her, fearing the malaise that hung over her would infect the rest of them.

	Without her grandmother’s protection, she became a pariah, an outcast. At the age of twenty and six, a mate had yet to claim her, and she had no children to call her own. According to the men of the village, she was no beauty. They preferred women with hair of honey gold and bronzed skin kissed by the summer sun.

	Freydis matched the silvery moonlight on a cold, snowy night, her hair and skin touched by winter’s frost.

	Frigid Freydis.

	That is what the people had named her when Gran had brought her to the village to live. The trauma of losing her parents and the blood on her hands had left her young mind in turmoil. She had no choice but to encase her emotions in vaults of steel to function somewhat normally. Only her grandmother had been able to pierce her icy reserve, stealing her way into a shattered heart.

	The seclusion from others, the hate and rejection... It was finally getting to Freydis. Maybe it was time she joined her family in the Aetherworld. I really don’t want to be alone anymore.

	She drew in a shuddering breath, downed the tea Gran had insisted she was to drink on the evening of the Frost Moon, then pushed the cup aside along with her morbid thoughts.

	“At least I have you, Binxy,” Freydis whispered to the cat as it climbed into her lap and nuzzled her neck. She cuddled him close, letting the warmth of his fur and the sound of his purrs soothe her.

	She set the cat on the floor after one more snuggle, dried the tears from her eyes, then strode to the Yule tree. It looked rustic except for the lone sparkling crystal ornament. The snowflake was off-kilter, twisted behind one of the tree’s stems, so she adjusted it. One of the sharp edges dug into her fingertip, causing it to bleed. She drew her finger back and stuck it in her mouth, sucking the blood off.

	The memory of her grandmother gifting her the snowflake filled her mind.

	“The snowflake contains great magic. It is a talisman gifted to your mother on the day of your birth,” Gran explained as she opened the plainly wrapped package. Freydis held the ornament in her hand and felt nothing.

	Just moments earlier, when she’d touched the fragile glass and cut her finger, she still felt nothing. She snorted. Magic? Not likely. It was just like the other ornaments that adorned the tree, nothing but a pretty piece of glass.

	Life isn’t magical, there is only death and ruin.

	When another drop of blood appeared on her finger, she gave it an angry lick. “Great! A blood sacrifice to the magic snowflake.” Her sarcasm was lost on Binxy, who curled around her legs.

	A tremor shot down her frame, and her skin began to prickle with goosebumps. She scrunched her nose and stared at the snowflake. It appeared to glow. Was it truly magic? “You have got to be kidding me!” Maybe it was a trick of her eyes or perhaps her mind.

	Wooziness struck, and she swayed on her feet. “What was in that tea, Gran?” She peered up at the ceiling and shook her head. “Ugh! I’m losing my mind. Now I’m starting to talk to the dead.”

	After making sure her finger no longer bled, she reached down and grabbed the cat. “Come on, Binxy. Let’s go and get ready to see the Frost Moon.” It was a glacial night, and she would need to dress accordingly.

	Once in her room, she dropped the cat on the plush comforter that covered her bed. Binxy began kneading the blanket, then snuggled into a fluffy ball, resting his head on his paws.

	Freydis already wore thick leather breeches and a wool tunic, so she grabbed a fur cloak, draped it around her shoulders, then drew on the matching gloves. The moons would be completely eclipsed soon, and she was itching to see it. She hurried to the front door, slipped out onto the porch, and sucked in a breath.

	The moons were huge. They filled the winter sky with their brightness, even hiding the stars. Soon the mother would completely cover the daughter, protecting her from the harsh rays of Solunas, the brightest winter star. The snow-covered ground glistened like cut crystal, and the trees appeared as if made of spun glass.

	Freydis ran from the shelter of the porch to dance beneath the silver moonbeams and watch the shower of ice warriors twisting high above the trees. It was the legend. Yet she knew they were only snowflakes caught in the high north wind. Soon they would flutter harmlessly to the ground. She tilted her face to the sky and felt exhilarated as the crisp breeze caressed her cheeks.

	A chill shot down her spine, and she swore she saw a shadow darkening the snow-covered ground. She scanned the woods and the horizon but found nothing there. “All this superstitious mumbo jumbo has gone to your head, Freydis,” she mumbled, then shivered and rubbed her arms. It wasn’t just the cold that caused her to tremble. After another quick glance at the eclipse, she rushed into the cottage and slammed the door because she couldn’t shake the feeling that something or someone was out there watching her.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Aksel stared at the cloaked figure dancing beneath the silvery light of the Frost Moon and grinned. He knew it was Freydis, could feel it within the depths of his soul. His breath caught in his throat when she turned her face up to the sky, and her beautiful lips formed a blissful smile, oblivious to the fact he was watching her.

	By the gods, she was as beautiful as he remembered. He reached out, aching to touch her porcelain skin. He had fallen in love with her centuries ago on that first Frost Moon. His heart pounded, blood racing through his veins like liquid fire. Soon. When the moons reach their zenith, I will be free from my bonds.

	At least until morning.

	Not enough time.

	There was never enough time for him to thaw the shattered pieces of her heart or to show her his true self.

	He saw the hood fall from her head, releasing her silvery-white curls. Unbound, it flowed to her hips in glorious waves. He longed to wrap his hands in its softness, tilt her head back, and taste her rose-colored lips.

	Would she melt in his arms, or would this incarnation of her continue to blame him for the death of her family? Or would
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