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Chapter One: Frost & Wings
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I never wanted to be cold. However  Laurel Frost-Batwing, my mother, made sure that was the first lesson.

Her name carried weight before I was born. Owner of the Batwing title. Lineage sharper than any sword. Status measured in eyes that never smiled and words that always left bruises. She moved through the house like it belonged only to her—though sometimes, when the light hit her the right way, her shadow stretched impossibly long across the walls, and I swore it twitched as though alive.

My father, Anders Frost, barely registered as furniture beside her. Polite, quiet, deferential. He kept the farm, the ledgers, the secrets that didn’t require anyone else’s attention. He loved my mother in that careful way that made it seem like he was always apologizing. for himself, for her, for me. I tried to be better, and gracious so my father had less work to do.

Mother hated him. Everyone said so. I knew better. She acted like she hated him, but it wasn’t just that. It was the way she bent the air around her, like she could twist attention and command fear and admiration at once. Sometimes I felt it brush against me, a cold shiver, a pull at my chest, and she wasn’t even looking my way.

somehow, by extension, she acted like she hated me too.

She called me Audrina with clipped precision, as though the syllables themselves were a test. She measured me in posture, expression, even the faint tremor in my voice when I tried to please her. Her eyes scanned me for flaws she liked to pretend didn’t exist.

I wanted her love anyway. Gods, I wanted it.

I learned early how to make her notice me without inviting disdain. I learned to fold myself neatly into corners and smiles, but never too much. To walk the line between visibility and erasure.

And then there were the clothes.

Not the stiff, severe gowns she preferred for me at society functions. Not the color-coded, lineage-approved ensembles she believed reinforced my rank. Clothes I kept in my closet and wore when it was decreed by my mother.

I wanted softness. Darkness. Playfulness that could survive under her stare.

Lavender and black became my armor. Pastel goth, I read somewhere. I had a collection of plastic beads and charms. Which believe me is quiet warfare for a faerie. 
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