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Heir of Nothing, Queen of Ice

Not every heir wants the throne.

Celeste D’Aragon was born to rule. As the cold, calculated face of a legendary jewelry dynasty, she’s built her reputation on flawless design and even colder control. But when the Jewelers’ Guild forces her into a high-profile partnership with the one man who threatens her carefully sculpted world, the crown she never wanted begins to crack.

Thane Crosswell knows how to stay in the shadows. Exiled from his family’s empire and erased from the industry he helped shape, he’s spent years building a name under someone else’s. Brilliant, obsessive, and quietly relentless, he’s collected everything Celeste tried to forget—including the designs she once destroyed. Now, he wants more than her work. He wants her.

Together, they are Covenant Designs: co-creators of a collection meant to honor tradition and revive a legacy. But as creative sparks give way to something deeper—and far more dangerous—old wounds resurface and desire threatens to undo them both.

Because love was never part of the design.
And some legacies are meant to be broken.
Heir of Nothing, Queen of Ice is a slow-burn, enemies-to-lovers romantic fantasy with artistic tension, obsessive devotion, and a heroine who rules in silence—until someone finally dares to see her.
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The gallery is too quiet. That precise, reverent kind of silence, sharpened by money and expectation—like breath held before judgment. Celeste D’Aragon stands in the center of it, perfectly still beneath the spill of cold light, a sculpture among sculptures. Cameras click from behind velvet ropes. Champagne glitters. Diamonds burn. And all of it feels... far away.

Across the polished black floor, her latest collection rises on glass plinths like frozen ghosts—silver and frost-cut sapphires, settings so minimal they barely touch the skin. Eidolon. A study in restraint. Ten pieces. No color. No curve. Clean angles, hidden tension. It’s already being called her most refined work to date.

She hasn’t smiled all night.
No one seems to notice.
The press calls her The Ice Queen of D’Aragon, and tonight, the crown fits. Hair pulled into a precise knot, dress the color of smoke-drenched steel, posture carved from a lifetime of being told not just to shine—but to shatter expectation. They admire her the way they admire architecture. From a distance. And only after it’s proven immovable.

Celeste walks the floor slowly, a glass of untouched champagne in hand. The display room was designed for disconnection—cold marble walls, black velvet shadows between each pedestal. Her name is etched into the walls in clean serifed gold: D’ARAGON ATELIER. Her signature. Her prison.

“Darling,” a voice murmurs, light and lacquered. “They’re calling Eidolon ‘emotionless perfection.’ You’ve outdone yourself.”

Celeste turns her head—barely—and nods at the speaker, a fashion editor with glossed lips and eyes already scanning for someone more important. Emotionless perfection. The phrase should sting. It doesn’t. It lands like every other compliment lobbed at her work: vague awe, half envy, no real understanding.

She sets her champagne on a side table, untouched, and drifts toward the largest plinth—centerpiece of the collection. Wraith. A collar of raw diamond slices set in platinum so fine it disappears against the neck. It looks like broken light. Like a halo cracked open.

It also looks nothing like her.

The longer she stares at it, the more it feels like someone else made it. Someone who doesn’t exist anymore. Someone they invented—because it was easier to worship ice than admit they never saw the woman beneath it.

“Ms. D’Aragon,” comes a soft voice at her shoulder. One of her assistants. Young, eager, blinking behind oversized glasses.

“Yes?”

“There’s a minor discrepancy with the archive listing. It’s... It’s about the Vein.”

Celeste stills. The name cuts through her like a sliver of glass. “That design was never catalogued,” she says, carefully.

“I—I know. But it was stored under ‘Private Drafts,’ and it’s marked as... acquired. Sold. Anonymously. This week.”

Her pulse, usually glacial, stirs. “That’s not possible. The Vein was destroyed.”

The assistant swallows. “We had one backup casting. You asked it be marked unsalvageable. I—I think someone found it. Cleaned it. And submitted it for private bidding.”

Celeste stares at her for a moment too long. The girl flinches.

“I’ll look into it,” she says, voice even. “You may go.”

When she’s alone again, Celeste doesn’t move for a long time. She can feel her heartbeat in her throat, in her palms, in the elegant line of her spine that refuses to curl.

The Vein.
She hasn’t heard that name in six years.
It was a prototype she made at twenty-one, long before the press had dubbed her a prodigy. Back when her hands shook sometimes, and her ideas were all edge and no polish. It was flawed. Unbalanced. Emotionally raw. She remembered sketching it at three in the morning after a phone call that ended with silence on the other end.

She remembered crying.
She remembered destroying it.
No one was supposed to know it existed.

And yet someone does.

Celeste doesn’t return to the gallery floor.

Instead, she slips behind the exhibit hall into the private suite reserved for D’Aragon family clients—where the walls are raw linen, and the windows open wide to the New York skyline like a wound torn into stone. The hum of conversation fades behind heavy doors. Here, in the hush, she lets the mask slip by degrees.

Just enough to breathe.

The Vein.
The name alone conjures the sensation of metal too warm against skin. Of a design that lived closer to vein than setting, shaped like emotion unfiltered—uneven, vulnerable, exposed. It had no signature. No crown. It wasn’t meant to be seen.
She presses a hand to her collarbone. The room is too quiet. She hates when her thoughts echo.

Pulling open a lacquered cabinet along the wall, she retrieves the archive tablet and taps through security layers. The database recognizes her fingerprint. The Private Drafts folder opens with a low chime. There, nested among castoffs and abandoned sketches, is the impossible.

THE VEIN
Status: Acquired
Transaction: Private. Untraceable.
She stares. A slow chill seeps into her spine.

“Who?” she whispers.

She doesn’t expect an answer.

The Vein was designed after her mother’s funeral. The week the family lawyers started circling. The week she was first told—politely, discreetly—that her grief was unbecoming of an heir.

Grief didn’t fit the brand.

So she buried it in metal and wire and stone. A piece shaped like longing that no one was ever supposed to see.

And now... someone has it. Someone wanted it. Someone recognized its shape and reached into her past to claim it.

For what?

Her mind flickers with possibilities—rivals, collectors, disgruntled artisans—but none of them seem right. No one knew it existed.

Unless...

No.

She shuts the thought down with precision.

This isn’t the time to entertain ghosts.

Celeste closes the archive and steps back from the cabinet. The floor beneath her feels brittle. Like ice stretched too thin over dark water. She hears her father’s voice—crisp, clean, dismissive—in her head: Emotion is indulgence. We trade in beauty, not confession.

She once believed that. Needed to.
Now, she’s not so sure.
The door opens behind her without a knock.

Only one person on her staff would dare.

“Eva,” she says.

Her assistant sweeps in on low heels, her sleek black braid swinging with military grace. She’s already holding Celeste’s coat, a cashmere wrap the color of frost. No need for words. They’ve worked together long enough.

“There’s a car waiting,” Eva says, sliding the wrap across her shoulders. “Press is thinning. They believe you left early for a private celebration.”

“And did we give them a name?”

“Of course not.”

Celeste exhales. It’s almost a laugh.

Eva’s brow ticks up. “Something happened.”

Celeste says nothing. She doesn’t need to. Eva’s eyes narrow, sharp as a gemcutter’s blade.

“Do you want me to trace the buyer?”

“No.” The answer is too fast. Too final. “Not yet.”

Eva tilts her head, studying her. “Very well.”

They leave through the back, unnoticed.

As the city folds around her like dark silk, Celeste stares out the window of the car, her reflection a blur against the glass. Somewhere in the sprawl of Manhattan, someone holds the one thing she never meant to give away.

And for the first time in years, she feels the quiet scrape of vulnerability under her skin.

A vein, still pulsing.

The private reception room smells like glass—sharp, clean, cold. I requested this space deliberately: minimal furnishing, marble walls, floor-to-ceiling windows facing the city skyline. There is nowhere for sentiment to settle. No softness to betray me.

I stand near the edge of the room, overlooking the lingering crowd below as they swirl in the gallery’s polished light. Champagne flutes. Flashbulbs. Praise, like rainfall. It’s everything I orchestrated. Everything I’m supposed to feel triumphant about.

But my spine doesn’t uncoil.

Behind me, Léon murmurs with a board member from House Valcour, feigning patience. I’ve delegated him to handle pleasantries tonight, his warmth a clever shield for my distance. Even now, he glances over his shoulder, checking on me. I offer a small nod to reassure him. The look he gives me in return is tight with suspicion.

He’s known me too long not to notice when I’m not celebrating.

Because I should be. Crystalline: I — The Sovereign Vein is already being hailed as my most “uncompromising work to date.” The final piece, the platinum collar threaded with needles of sapphire ice, was praised by the Guild’s tastemaker as “an anthem of restraint—an aria in silver silence.”

And yet...

I reach into my clutch and retrieve the small, bone-white envelope that arrived with this morning’s studio delivery. No return address. No note. Just a single item tucked inside: a sketch.

Not one of mine.

But close enough to feel like a theft.

It’s a piece I never released. A design I left half-formed in a discarded notebook five years ago. The raw curve of a frozen droplet captured mid-fall, gem-set to mimic suspended motion—technically flawed, emotionally exposed. I burned the notebook myself.

So how is it here?

I trace the sketch again, now held carefully between gloved fingers. The lines are slightly altered. Re-drawn in darker pencil. Finished. But the shape remains unmistakably mine.

Someone has found my failure—and dared to complete it.

That kind of arrogance should feel offensive.

Instead, it feels intimate.

My throat tightens. I slip the paper back into the envelope, then into my clutch. I shouldn’t let this rattle me. But it does. Not just because of what it is. But because of how it made me feel.

Seen.

A soft chime interrupts the thought. Léon approaches, his voice low.

“Your presence is requested,” he says, nodding toward the private mezzanine.

“Who?” I ask.

His expression flickers. “Guild Director Lemaire. And someone else. They said it’s urgent.”

I follow him down the hall, past a sculpture of molten onyx suspended in a brass frame. I feel my pulse quicken, though I don’t yet understand why. My heels are nearly silent against the marble floor.

When I enter the mezzanine, the Guild Director is already seated.

Across from him—standing—is a man I haven’t seen in ten years.

Jet black hair, a little longer than before. Broader shoulders. A presence that seems to darken the space just by existing in it. But those eyes...

Smoked topaz.

Focused. Unsettling. Familiar.

He inclines his head, not smiling.

“Celeste,” the Guild Director begins, gesturing between us. “You remember Thane Crosswell.”

Thane Crosswell.

I keep my reaction buried beneath layers of polish.

Of course I remember him.

He was the boy too talented to be ignored and too illegitimate to be accepted. The exile. The scandal. And if the rumors are to be believed, now the quiet owner of a rising underground label shaking the industry at its core.

He shouldn’t be here.

But he is.

I nod, coolly. “Crosswell.”

“D’Aragon,” he returns.

He says it like a challenge. Or worse—like a promise.

The Guild Director clears his throat. “We’re here to discuss something delicate. A commission. One we feel your two houses—together—are uniquely positioned to lead.”

My stomach drops.

“No,” I say, before I even think.

But across from me, Thane smiles for the first time.

Not with his mouth. Just with his eyes.

Like he knew I’d say it.

Like he’s already planned for what happens next.

The room is too quiet.

Not silent. Not peaceful. Quiet in the way a blade is quiet before it splits skin—still, coiled, cruel.

“I won’t dilute my legacy to placate Guild politics,” I say evenly, eyes fixed on Lemaire. “Not even for a commission.”

The Guild Director sighs, folding his hands. “This isn’t about legacy. It’s about survival. The old houses are bleeding relevance. Your work, Celeste, is art—but art alone can’t steady the industry’s foundation. You know that.”

I do. But I won’t admit it here.

Instead, I let my gaze shift—deliberately—to Thane Crosswell.

His stance is maddeningly at ease. One hand tucked into the pocket of his tailored black coat, the other resting on the curve of a leather chair he hasn’t bothered to sit in. He’s watching me the way one might study a sculpture: not admiring, not criticizing—measuring.

“I work alone,” I say, holding his gaze. “I don’t collaborate. Especially not with—”

“Ghosts?” he offers softly.

The word lands like a drop of ink in water, spreading fast.

I refuse to flinch.

“You disappeared,” I say. “You gave up your claim to anything in this world.”

“I rebuilt it,” he replies. “Quietly. Patiently.”

I hate how calm his voice is. Low. Precise. There’s no apology in it, no need to explain. He says it the way a man announces a checkmate.

The Guild Director interrupts. “You’ll both retain full creative control. The partnership is strategic. One house of legacy. One house of disruption. The collection would debut under a neutral banner—Covenant Designs.”

I exhale through my nose. Covenant. Of course they would give it a name that tastes like a vow.

Thane speaks again, this time directly to me. “You think I want this? That I asked to be tethered to a woman who carves diamonds like confessions she’ll never make?”

My lips part in fury, but he holds up a hand.

“Don’t flatter yourself, D’Aragon. I didn’t ask for you. The Guild chose us. You and I? We just have to survive it.”

Survive.

The word lodges under my skin like a shard of glass.

Because I know what survival means. It means bending where you swore you’d never yield. It means swallowing dignity like poison. It means letting someone close enough to learn what you hate about yourself.

And Thane Crosswell is already too close.

Lemaire rises. “A preliminary contract will be drawn. You’ll each receive the terms by morning.”

I turn to leave.

“I don’t want your designs near mine,” I say without looking back.

“You should have thought of that,” Thane replies, “before you burned the ones I already touched.”

That stops me.

I turn slowly.

He knows.

Somehow, he knows.

The sketch. The unfinished piece. The one I destroyed.

He doesn’t say anything else, and he doesn’t have to.

I walk out of the room, one step ahead of the collapse I feel coming.
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The corridor outside the Jewelers’ Guild boardroom is colder than I expected. Not just the clinical chill of the building’s air conditioning, but a sharper, more insidious cold that seeps beneath the skin—a quiet warning wrapped in the hum of overhead lights. My shoes tap evenly against the polished stone floor, each step deliberate, measured. I’m used to moving with control, like the cut of a finely honed gem: precise, purposeful, unyielding.

It’s been ten years since I last saw her face up close. Ten years since Celeste D’Aragon—platinum hair swept back like ice carved into art—turned away from me with that perfect tilt of her chin, that expression of untouchable grace that both wounded and silenced. I remember the subtle tension in her jaw, how her eyes glimmered with sharp resolve, and how she wore her unyielding poise like armor. She was the queen of a world that demanded perfection, and I was the disruptive force she fought so hard to contain.

I close my eyes briefly, letting the memory wash over me—not with bitterness, not with anger, but with a steady ache I’ve carried silently all this time. It’s not obsession. It’s reverence. A recognition that beneath the facade of cold control, she harbors fractures—hidden places of vulnerability and quiet strength I glimpsed long ago and never forgot.

The envelope tucked deep in my coat pocket presses lightly against my ribs. Inside lies the sketch—the one she destroyed years ago, the design she thought lost forever. I’ve kept it safe, not as a trophy or a weapon, but as a silent testament to a moment when our worlds briefly intertwined. That fragile piece of metal and stone holds more than lines and curves; it holds pieces of her she tried to bury—and pieces of me I refused to let go.

The terms of the Guild’s mandate are clear, cold in their own way: a forced partnership, a neutral brand called Covenant Designs. To the outside world, I’ll be the shadow behind her brilliance, the reluctant co-creator. But beneath the surface, I see opportunity—a chance to build something neither of us could accomplish alone, something forged in the space between control and surrender.

Her voice echoes in my mind, sharp and unyielding: 

“I don’t collaborate.”

A slow smile curves my lips. Neither do I. But sometimes, the most profound creations are born from collision—where opposing forces scrape against each other, sparking heat and light.

I reach the glass doors leading to the mezzanine and pause. The city stretches before me, the first light of dawn bleeding through the skyline, softening the sharp edges of glass towers and steel spires. It feels like a slow thaw, a promise that even the coldest ice can crack.

I slide my hand into my coat and press the envelope closer. This is more than a design or a contract. It’s a key to the past, a challenge to the future.

I step forward, steady and sure.

Because even the most perfect ice is meant to break.

The elevator hums softly on its descent, the city’s noise retreating like a tide. When the doors open, I step into my sanctuary: a narrow loft tucked above a forgotten industrial block in Brooklyn. The street smells of rain and rust, but inside, everything is sharp and clean—steel tables, glass cases, and walls lined with sketches pinned like prized trophies.

The light here is different: cool, filtered through tall windows streaked with city dust. It falls in slanted beams, catching on scattered gem fragments and the soft gleam of raw metals. It’s the kind of quiet that allows thought to settle and shapes to emerge.

I don’t need assistants. Each design passes through my hands alone—every cut, every polish a conversation between the material and me. It’s solitary work, but necessary. To trust anyone else with this would be to risk the integrity of the vision I’m forging.

Behind a worn leather couch is a drawer, hidden beneath layers of blueprints and toolkits. I slide it open and lift out a small, velvet-lined box. Inside rests a delicate, unfinished piece—a necklace from a collection Celeste and I once dreamed of creating together before everything fractured. The silver is cracked, the stones uneven. It’s flawed, raw, and heartbreakingly beautiful.

I’ve never sold it. Never shown it. It’s a fragment of something lost, preserved like a secret between us.

The studio smells faintly of solder and cedarwood—comforting scents that root me to this moment, far from the grand halls and whispered politics of the Guild. Here, I am not an exile or a shadow. I am a creator, shaping beauty from ruin.

I pull a sketch from a nearby wall—a design I found months ago, buried in Celeste’s discarded drafts. She tried to erase it, but I saw its potential. I redrew the lines, refined the edges, finished what she abandoned. This is the language she speaks in silence, and I am learning to translate it.

Every line I draw is a thread pulling me closer to understanding her, not just as a rival or a ghost, but as the woman she hides beneath the ice.

And as I work, the distant hum of the city becomes a steady pulse, a reminder that even in exile, the world keeps turning—and so must I.

The knock at the studio door is sharp but polite. I glance up from my workbench to see my cousin, Marius, standing framed in the doorway—tailored suit, the kind that says he belongs to the world I walked away from. He doesn’t smile. He never does.

“Still hiding in Brooklyn,” he says, voice low but clipped.

“The family’s talking. There’s pressure. They want you back in line. The Crosswell name isn’t what it used to be.”

I set down the jeweler’s saw, eyes steady. “I’m not interested in returning to a throne I never claimed.”

Marius steps inside, the faint scent of expensive cologne trailing behind him. “You don’t have a choice. The board wants you to reintegrate. They see the merger with D’Aragon as an opportunity. A way to reunify the houses.”

I shake my head. 

“I won’t be a pawn in their game.”

His gaze sharpens. “You think you’ve escaped the legacy, but it’s in your blood. They buried you, but they can’t erase you.”

The words sting—not because they’re untrue, but because they cut too close to something buried deep inside me. My exile wasn’t just a break from family; it was a severing of identity. The Crosswell name carried weight, but also chains. Chains I refused to wear.

“Let them talk,” I say, voice quiet but resolute. 

“I build my legacy differently. On my own terms. Obsidian & Co. isn’t just a brand—it’s a declaration.”

Marius’s eyes flicker, calculating. “The Guild’s forced partnership with D’Aragon—it’s not just politics. It’s personal. They know what you and Celeste represent. That tension can either destroy or create.”

I nod slowly. “Then we’ll see what we build from the ruin.”

He turns to leave but pauses. “Be careful. Legacy has a way of pulling you back—whether you want it to or not.”

The door closes softly behind him, leaving the studio silent but for the steady tick of a clock.

I return to my sketches, fingers tracing the lines of designs half-forgotten, half-remembered. The past isn’t dead. It’s the foundation beneath every choice. Every cut. Every risk.

And now, it’s about to become the edge we both have to walk.

I sit in the dim light of my studio, the glow from the laptop screen casting soft shadows across the scattered sketches and raw gemstones. The recorded stream of the Jewelers’ Guild event plays quietly, the voice of the presenter weaving praise over Celeste’s newest collection—Crystalline: I — The Sovereign Vein.

I watch her move with that familiar grace, the precise articulation of every gesture like a master sculptor revealing her masterpiece. The final piece—the platinum collar threaded with sapphire needles—holds a secret that only I see. A flaw she tried to hide: a subtle asymmetry in the metalwork, an echo of a design we once began together.

Her brilliance is undeniable. But beneath it, I see the fractures—the parts she refuses to acknowledge even as she wears them like armor.

This collection isn’t just jewelry. It’s a story. Our story. Written in silver and ice, silence and shadow.

I pause the video and lean back, fingers tracing the edge of the desk. She thought she’d erased that chapter. But the lines linger, faint but unbroken, like the pulse of a hidden vein beneath stone.

I pick up my pencil and begin to sketch—the lines connecting past and present, creation and destruction, pride and vulnerability. Every stroke is a conversation with her, a quiet acknowledgment that though we stand apart, our worlds have already begun to intertwine.

The coming weeks will be a test—not just of our skills, but of what we’re willing to risk for legacy, for truth, and for something neither of us dared to name before.

Because beneath the ice, there is always heat waiting to break free.
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The dawn creeps slow over Manhattan, bleeding pale gray light through sheer curtains that filter the early sun like frost on glass. My penthouse feels colder than usual, as if the warmth inside is waiting for permission to return. I lie still for a long moment, the silence a stark contrast to the storm roiling just beneath my skin.

I reach for my phone on the nightstand, eyes skimming the new email marked urgent — the final draft of the Guild’s contract for Covenant Designs. I stare at the screen, each word pressing like ice shards against my chest.

Forced partnership.
Joint leadership.
Neutral label.
Ten-week commission.
The language is clinical, designed to strip the idea of any warmth or choice. I’ve spent my life building a legacy carved from precision, discipline, and absolute control — and now, it’s been handed over in a corporate decree that feels like a cage.

I sit up, shoulders stiff, and pull the silk robe tighter around me, as if fabric can shield me from this new reality. The city outside is already humming — a distant siren, the low drone of morning traffic, the occasional clink of construction. But none of it penetrates the wall I’ve built around myself.

Not collaboration. Confinement.

The air smells faintly of jasmine from the vase on my dresser, but it does little to soften the bitterness curled in my throat. I scroll back through the contract, searching for loopholes, any hint that this is negotiable. There
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