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About this book


 

 

 

His Snow Pixie is a gay romance depicting an intense romantic relationship between men. It is intended for readers who are of age. His Snow Pixie is a fantasy romance and set in a fictional world.


Glossary

 

 

 

Dark fae - Term that encompasses the fae of the Autumn and Winter Courts

Fae - A mischievous type of fair folk of great beauty. Divided into light and dark fae. According to their status, powers and wealth, they can be separated into high, common and lesser fae. They live up to 300 years

Faerie - Relating to fae

Fair folk - An umbrella term for humanoid supernatural creatures. Includes dwarfs, elves, fae, gnomes, imps, orcs, pixies, etc. All fair folk have pointy ears

Orc - Tall, green-skinned and largely regarded as savage brutes, the orcs have demonstrated impressive military capability by ending the Turian Empire. They can procreate with human men, whom they enjoy ravishing. They live up to 80 years

Pixie - A friendly type of fair folk. Slim and on average a few inches shorter than humans. Appear as yellow, green, blue or pink will-o’-wisps. Various types of pixies exist: flower pixies, snow pixies, forest pixies, etc.

Silverlight Castle - Ancestral home of King William III of Vale

Turian Empire, the - Fallen empire to the south of Vale across the Great River

Vale - A land-locked country in the central continent of Viridis

White Mountains - An enormous mountain range along Vale’s northern border. It separates the central continent Viridis from Isa, the northern continent

Will-o’-wisp - Both pixies and imps can turn into will-o’-wisps, peach-sized lights that fly through nature at night

Winterbourne - Capital of Vale

Winter Court - One of the four faerie courts. Located in northern Vale




Chapter One

 

 

 

It was going to be a long and lonely midwinter night for Brandon. Heavy snow fell from the overcast sky, but at least his hut was warm from the fire blazing in the hearth. He’d stripped off his shirt, and what a relief—years of chopping wood in the forest had made his shoulders broader, his chest wider, stretching his garments uncomfortably.

Muscles flexed as he drove a nail into the wall, fixing an evergreen festoon to the space above the door. It was his second winter solstice after the death of his wife, and he’d made a point of decorating the house, lest the neighbors pity him. The previous year, his adult children had celebrated the longest night with him, but since then, his daughters had been ordered south to fight the invading orcs, and his son, with his young family, had fled into the White Mountains. To prevent the neighbors from feeling obligated to invite him, Brandon had told them he was spending the winter solstice with a friend.

He tossed the hammer back into his toolbox and stalked over to the hearth where he was making caudle, the traditional midwinter drink consisting of milk, eggs, honey and spices. His wife had loved it, and he’d made it for her when she’d fallen ill two years ago. She’d died a couple of weeks later.

Brandon stirred the pot, watching as the drink boiled. When it was finished, he took it off the hearth and ladled some into a dented tin mug, which he took to his rocking chair in front of the fire. The caudle’s sweet and spicy aroma filled his nostrils, and tasting it took him back to the first winter solstice he’d spent with his wife, her smile bright as she gifted him a woolen jacket. The year after, they celebrated holding their newborn son in their arms, followed by three beautiful daughters as time went on. None of them were with him, forced to fight in a war their kingdom was slowly but surely losing.

Anger seized Brandon, and he tossed his mug into the fire. It bounced off the hearth’s back wall, dousing the flames. The fire didn’t go out, but it diminished in size. Disgruntled, he got to his feet. He’d have to get more wood.

As he put on his shoes, he spotted a peach-sized ball of blue light dancing outside his window. Brandon groaned. The will-o’-wisp. It had been hovering near his house in recent days. During autumn, when he’d been working in the forest east of Winterbourne, he’d sometimes spotted it floating nearby. He couldn’t tell whether this was the same will-o’-wisp or not, but he suspected so.

Everyone had warned him not to fell trees in that forest, for it was the gate to the Winter Court of the faerie realm. Other lumbermen had been too afraid to work there, but Brandon needed the money. It had been fine; nothing had happened to him, save for the will-o’-wisp that was now stalking him. He wasn’t worried. Will-o’-wisps were harmless, friendly creatures that lived in nature. They could shift into human-like pixies, of which various types existed—flower pixies, forest pixies, snow pixies and so on.
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