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            "Even in the coldest frost, love and courage leave echoes that guide us through the darkest storms."
— Dexter Bayhon

      

    



Prologue: The Shattered Ice

The winds of Neptune tore across the frozen plains, a howl like a living thing, slicing through the towering ice cliffs. The sky was a swirl of green storms, jagged lightning slashing through the perpetual twilight. The planet was dying—its oceans boiling in some regions, freezing solid in others, and cities of crystal ice crumbling under the relentless bombardment of war.﻿

In the heart of the capital, the Citadel of Frost, three figures moved swiftly through the labyrinthine corridors. They were cloaked, hooded, and trembling—not from cold, but from the weight of what had to be done.

Aelara's mother, her eyes glowing faint blue, gripped the wrist of her youngest daughter. "We don't have a choice," she whispered, voice tight with fear. "The agents are closing in. You must survive... no matter the cost."

Beside her, Nyssa's mother nodded, holding a small device—circular, metallic, and humming faintly. "The rift is unstable," she said. "But it will carry them. Across the stars... far from this madness."

Aelara, a newborn swaddled in blankets woven with frost-threaded fibers, cooed softly. Thyra, equally tiny, blinked her glowing eyes for the first time, capturing a reflection of the storm outside. Nyssa, last of the three, clutched a pendant shaped like a snowflake.

Aelara's mother kissed her forehead. "One day, you will understand why. One day, you will awaken. And you must protect one another. Always."

A distant explosion shook the corridors. Crystals fell from the ceiling, and the glow of fire raced across the walls.

Nyssa's mother activated the device. A circular portal of swirling light and frost shimmered into existence. "Now," she said. "Go!"

Hands trembled as they placed the infants into the portal. Aelara's tiny fingers grasped at the cold air as if sensing something beyond. The mothers' faces blurred with tears, etched with both love and desperation.

"Remember us," Thyra's mother whispered. "Remember who you are."

Then the portal flared. A searing light enveloped the infants, and the sound of the Citadel collapsing echoed like thunder in the distance. Ice shards shot into the sky.

When the light dimmed, the three girls were gone. Neptune's screams faded behind them, replaced by silence and the infinite darkness between stars.

Far away, a small, blue planet rotated peacefully. Earth. Wintermere, Kansas. The Clyne Farm, quiet and unassuming, waited unknowingly to welcome three strange children who were not truly of its soil.

Somewhere, across the void, the Neptune Guardians who had survived the war began the long search. One day, they would find the lost Frostborne children. But that day was not yet.

For now... the storm had passed, and the girls slept on a world that would never know their true origin.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Arrival at the Farm
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Wintermere, Kansas, was quiet in a way that felt almost alive—the kind of quiet where snowflakes could fall and the world would seem to hold its breath. The Clyne farmhouse sat at the edge of town, framed by rolling fields and wind-bent fences. Smoke curled lazily from the chimney, carrying the scent of baking bread and wood smoke.﻿

Henry Clyne adjusted his wide-brimmed hat and wiped his hands on his apron. "Well," he said, squinting at the distant road, "looks like today's the day."

Martha Clyne, stooping to tend the frost-hardened garden, glanced up. "The girls?"

"Arriving any minute," Henry replied. He turned to watch the snow-dusted road as a black station wagon slowly made its way toward the farm. A woman in a neat bun waved from the passenger seat.

The car stopped, and a small trunk in the back creaked open. Three swaddled infants were carefully lifted onto the snowy ground. Their cries were soft, almost synchronized, and their tiny hands curled instinctively. Martha gasped, and Henry knelt beside the first child.

"They're... beautiful," Martha whispered.

Henry's voice was gentle. "They are. Come on, let's get them inside before the cold bites too hard."

Inside the farmhouse, the air was warm, smelling of cinnamon and flour. Martha placed the first baby in the crib in the sunlit nursery. The little one's eyes shimmered faintly—an icy blue, unlike any infant Henry had ever seen.

"Strange," he muttered, more to himself than anyone else.

Martha smiled. "Different is not bad." She picked up the second baby, noticing similar markings—swirling, pale streaks on her wrist that seemed to glint in the light. "She's beautiful, too."

The third infant fussed, and Henry leaned closer. The baby's eyes seemed to flicker as if they had caught a reflection of something unseen. "Hmm," he said, shaking his head. "Well, they're ours now. All three."

That night, the farmhouse was quiet except for the occasional crackle of the fireplace. The babies had been fed and swaddled, finally sleeping in the nursery under Martha's careful watch. Henry rocked back in the chair near the window.

"Do you think we can manage it?" he asked quietly.

Martha followed his gaze, looking at the stars above the frosted fields. "They're going to need love... and patience. But we can manage anything together."

Henry nodded, staring at the three tiny forms under the soft blanket. A sense of wonder lingered, like the house itself held its breath, waiting to see what these children would become.

The next morning, the girls—now toddlers—were exploring the farmhouse floor, wobbling on unsteady legs. Aelara, the eldest, crawled toward the kitchen sink, where a thin layer of frost had gathered overnight. She touched it lightly with her finger, and the frost seemed to shift, forming delicate patterns like tiny spirals.

"Look at this!" she squealed, pointing.

Nyssa leaned closer, eyes wide. "Did you... do that?"

Aelara blinked. "I—I don't know. Maybe."

Thyra, crawling over with her tiny hands, wriggled onto the cold floor and let out a small laugh. "It's like magic!"

Martha appeared in the doorway, smiling. "Girls, no playing with frost this morning. Breakfast first." She noticed the strange patterns forming on the kitchen tiles. "Hmm... funny. Looks like frost. Could just be the cold."

Henry, who had been chopping wood outside, stepped in. "Or maybe they're already showing signs of... something special," he muttered quietly, eyes narrowed thoughtfully.

By the time the girls were old enough to toddle through the snow outside, their differences had become more noticeable—though only to those who knew them intimately. Animals would follow them, but only up to a point, wary of something they couldn't quite sense. Water would freeze in unexpected patches, tiny ice crystals forming along the edges of puddles when the girls approached.

One afternoon, Nyssa pointed to a shallow pond at the back of the farm. "Look!"

The girls crouched near the water, and as they placed their hands near the surface, a thin sheet of ice spread outward, shimmering in sunlight.

"Whoa," Thyra whispered. "Did we do that?"

Aelara shook her head. "I think... maybe. But how?"

Nyssa pressed a finger to the ice and felt it hum softly, as if alive. "It's... different," she murmured.

Martha, who had been tending the garden, noticed them from afar. "Girls," she called. "Stay out of the pond!"

Henry chuckled, coming over. "Somehow, I think the frost has chosen its keepers." He winked at Martha, who only
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