Winter Frost

​A Short Story in the Convergence Series

​by

​Autumn Dawn


Table of Contents

Title Page

Winter Frost (Convergence, #5)

The Convergence

1. Escape

2. A blinding light woke her.

3. Robbers!

Epilogue

About the Author

Bibliography


​COVER IMAGES: Bing AI

​EDITED BY:

Beta reader Hezzo (Heather) Russell

I’m grateful. So many thanks.

​Honorable Mention: Dee Dee. When I said I can’t write anymore, that I seized up when I sat at the keyboard, you said, “So write about that!”

​So I did.

And to my remarkable, amazing family. You are magic.

​Find out more about upcoming releases: autumndawn.com

​Sneak peeks of works in progress:​ Friend me on Facebook

Winter Frost Copyright © 2021, 2024 by Autumn Dawn

​All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

​This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Convergence
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​​IT HAD BEEN THIRTY years since the Convergence, when the dimensions aligned and combined Earth and the world of Gwyllon, known in human mythology as “Underhill”. Elven castles and ancient ruins sprouted in vacant lots, on major highways, sometimes merging with existing buildings, twisting into completely new structures. Roads and rail systems reformed, and after the rioting, starvation and death, agriculture finally sorted itself and food began to flow. A new government formed of elves and men had arisen, a society of human tech and elven magic. Cell phones and frost giants, race cars and elven steeds, dungeons and dragons...

​And everywhere, monsters.
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​Winter Frost

FLEEING MONSTERS IN a raging winter storm, Ria and her grandma end up at the edge of a dark field. Ria grows a giant pumpkin to shelter them. Inside was squishy and full of seeds, and grandma doesn’t appreciate the rescue...

With a killer thief on the prowl and deadly winter to survive, Ria will need magic, grit and friends to get through this time of winter frost.

Contains no graphic love scenes.
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​​​​1. Escape
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“RUN, GRANDMA!” RIA grabbed her grandma’s hand and dragged her out into the storm. They didn’t have a choice; the apartment was falling apart, battered by monsters.

Storm hags shrieked and flew by, their long white hair whipping in the wind. They looked like old women with huge black eyes and fanged, black lipped mouths, their gray skin the color of death.

Ever since Earth and the old Elven world had merged, releasing magic and monsters, life had become unpredictable. There were no guarantees your safe, cozy home would still be there when you woke up. If you woke up.

Thanks to the government’s relentless propaganda, everyone knew to have an emergency bag ready to go. Ria had grabbed her emergency backpack as they’d evacuated the besieged apartment.

Grandma had grabbed her purse and her container of cat ashes. It was a small plastic pail with flowers and kittens, utterly useless against the North Dakota winter or monsters.

It was chaotic outside. People fled in all directions, shooting at the monsters as they ran, screaming, some dying. Ria had grabbed the apartment ward stone, the magic force field was supposed to repulse monsters, but this one must have been cheap. Clearly, it wasn’t rated for a residence this large. Their skinflint landlord was going to regret that when the lawsuits rolled in.

However, it was perfect for protecting a teenage girl and her grandma as they fled through the storm. Her coat was open and flapping, stocking hat and gloves still in her pockets, but she’d gotten grandma zipped and protected. They weren’t really running, but for grandma their fast walk was difficult. It was distracting.

In her panic, Ria ran away from the crumbling apartment, the shrieking hags and the gunshots from concerned residents. Unfortunately, that led away from the buildings and into an open field on the edge of the light. The snow was driven hard into her face, blinding her, and as they stood at the edge of the road, Ria didn't dare run back toward town.

She was scared and panicked. When she was asked later why she didn't find a closer house, that would be her answer.

Cold, exposed to stray gunshots, she frantically dug through her pockets for the plastic bag of seeds.

It wasn't that odd. Grandma had her purse and her cat's ashes. Grandma's idea of emergency items these days was sketchy.

Besides, Ria was a plant mage. Not as powerful as some, she was only good with pumpkins and the cucurbitaceae family. She had an impressive green thumb, but cucurbits like squash, melons, cucumbers and gourds were magic in her hands.

So when Rhea tossed the pumpkin seed on the ground it didn't matter that it was covered in snow, frozen, storming and dark. The pumpkin grew like it had been struck by magic lightning. In a matter of minutes it was as big as a bedroom. She made a door and let her grandma out of the storm.

Grandma was suspicious about magic but Ria was born with it, as were many of the human children after the convergence. When Earth and the elven world collided, chaos ensued. She was part of the new generation, one of many human mages.

It had nothing to do with witchcraft. Either you were born with special talents or not. No amount of hocus pocus could gain abilities, but a mage could be hired for the right price. Everyone needed a job, after all.

“This is a terrible idea,” Grandma fretted. “We should go back to town.”

“Back to town? We're lucky you made it this far without falling! Come on grandma.” She dragged her grandma inside and shut the door. Before something ate them.

There was hardly any room in the pumpkin, as it was naturally filled with flesh and seeds. Ria tunneled into three feet of flesh, batting dangling pumpkin seeds and threads from her face. Her boots sunk unpleasantly into damp pumpkin flesh, and her hands were covered with pumpkin slime.

“It's dark in here and it smells like pumpkin,” her grandma complained.

Ria firmed her jaw. “Use your flashlight, grandma. I’m going to fix this.” Ria tuned grandma out.  She concentrated on the pumpkin, drying it, turning the fibrous flesh into insulation and hardening the outer shell. She also formed a smooth inner shell.

The interior grew as the pumpkin flesh receded. She left a foot of pumpkin wall between them and the deadly Dakota winter. She could barely hear the wind with such a thick sound barrier. It was comforting.

A bright light suddenly blinded her. She yelped and threw her hand in front of her eyes. Grandma had her flashlight pointed at Ria's face.

“Can you see the dark?” Grandma asked suspiciously. “Your eyes are glowing green.”

“No!” Ria gently pointed the flashlight at the ground. Her eyes were naturally green and her hair orange, like grandma’s used to be. But those and the aggressive freckles were natural coloring. Ria’s eyes glowed green because she was a plant mage.

“Please grandma, I'm trying to save us.” Would it kill grandma to wait quietly?

“Don't know if a pumpkin is the way to do it,” grandma grumbled. “I want my rocking chair.” Grandma was short but very fat, and hadn’t gotten much exercise before their shuffling escape. She was clearly winded.

“I want you to have your rocking chair,” Ria muttered. This gave her an idea to keep grandma occupied. She took a seed from her pocket and planted it on the floor of the pumpkin. It sprouted into a smaller pumpkin that formed a flat, cushy seat. Vines curled, forming the frame and legs. The seat back was woven with vines and leaves.

Rhea admired it briefly. That was some nice work!

Grandma muttered about magic but quickly claimed it. She cradled her purse and her cat bucket as if someone would snatch them. She sneezed and dug out a handkerchief. “I'm cold,'' she announced accusingly.

Ria sent her a disbelieving look. “Ok. I'm getting to that.” She stressed the word, biting back the things she wanted to say. Like maybe a little less criticism would be nice. While she saved their lives.

She cleared a circle in the bottom of the pumpkin, all the way down to frozen dirt. Sweating even though it was damp and cold, she took a break from magic while she gathered the pumpkin seeds (which were now nicely dry) into a pile. The pumpkin stem became a chimney with vent holes on the side. She didn't want to die of smoke inhalation after surviving monsters.

The lighter from her bug out bag and a little bit of pumpkin fiber started a nice bonfire. She tended it until it was going well, then stood and stretched. She was exhausted! She’d never done so much magic in one day.

She wasn't done either. They were going to need somewhere to sleep. The floor would work in a pinch, but grandma was old. At her age being chilled was a terrible thing.

Ria chose a loofah seed this time. It grew into a long green oval the size of a queen bed. Ria turned the sponge inside into a cushy mattress with a floppy, spongy quilt.

She shifted the seeds next to the dry pile of pumpkin seeds, making sure not to mix the two. Pumpkin seeds were edible.

Ria was shaking from so much spent energy, so she sat on the cold floor and wheezed. She dug through her bag and ate half a protein bar and drank some water.

She’d been too busy to answer her grandma's constant questions, but now she folded back the quilt and showed her grandma the bed.

“What is that? You don't expect me to sleep there, do you?” Grandma asked suspiciously.

Ria ignored her and spread the emergency foil blankets. “Come on, Grandma. It's time to sleep.”

“I'll just sleep in the rocking chair,” Grandma said stubbornly. It wouldn’t be the first time.

Ria tried logic. “The rocking chair is made out of a magic pumpkin.”

“I don't care.”

Ria took a breath for strength. “I love you and I don't want you to die of cold, grandma.”

“I'll be fine right here.”

Neither love nor logic then. There was no way she was going to let grandma sleep in the chair. Ria made the rocking chair sag a little. With great difficulty, grandma got up.

Ria was instantly there, supporting her elbow. “Oh no, it looks as if the rocking chair needs work! I'll try to fix it tomorrow, ok? I'm too tired now.”

“Should have known a magic pumpkin couldn’t be trusted,” grandma fretted.

Ria steered her to the loofah. “The floor is too cold to sit on. Why don't you sit on the bed? Ria helped grandma to the bed and tucked her in, on the side closest
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