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His court comes before all else — even his own heart. 

When Prince Izolt of the Winter Court first attended the change of the seasons, he had lost his heart to the playful Prince Sorin. Young and stupid, he had not understood his infatuation, and he had not heeded his mother’s word, letting the enemy prince come too close. In the end, Izolt had shamed Winter, and in the bitterness of a first love betrayed, he had sworn himself to become as cold as his mother’s realm.

However, despite his best attempts, rumors circulate that his younger sister will inherit. Her disposition better suits the crown. In hopes of regaining his honor, Izolt leads Winter’s rise in this change of seasons, but that means facing the first love who nearly killed him. 

Prince Sorin loathes the Winter Court. His mother, Queen of the Summer Court, raised him well, and one day the Summer Crown would sit upon his head, so he would do whatever it took, call upon whatever advantages he had, to ensure Prince Izolt failed in the change of the seasons. 

Whatever turmoil brews in his heart, whatever dark self-reflections he may face, Sorin intends to stick to the path he laid even if it may break his own heart and disqualify him from ever inheriting the throne. After all, a winter prince could never be destined for a summer fae. 

A clash of opposing forces unfolds. Secrets haunt the royal fae, and when they come to light, Winter’s rising power may just give Izolt the strength he needs to silence Sorin forever. 

A Winter Prince for the Summer Crown is a standalone gay fantasy romance with enemies-to-lovers, hurt/comfort, fated mates, royal intrigue, soulmate marks, mpreg, and a guaranteed happy ending! 
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Chapter One
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Poetry spoke of how two fated mates created Faerie, tearing a hole through worlds and making a dimension all their own to protect their people. History books preferred to discuss the schisms which broke Faerie when the Unseelie and Seelie Courts formed. Maps showed the Realms of the Wild Fae. While romantics fantasized about a realm built out of two souls forged for one another and a selflessness to protect the dwindling fae, reality painted a crueler picture. Still, Izolt studied both.

In the cold of constant winter, at the heart of the Realm of the Winter Court, the young prince grew up reading by candlelight or the few rays of the short daylight hours. Izolt studied magic, but more than that, he studied the history of his own realm, how a clan of wild fae rose, splitting off Faerie entirely. Unlike the fae they left behind, these fae were closer tied to the mortal realm and the elements, so it wasn’t surprising the two main forces which rose to power in that new realm were the Summer Court and the Winter Court. Though smaller bands existed, and even Izolt’s father hailed from a group of Wild Fae in the realm who tied themselves to autumn and the harvest, their legacies rarely were recorded.

As the first born, the weight of the crown sat upon his head though he had never been anointed as his mother’s heir. Often, her dark gaze settled upon him. The Queen of Winter found any weaknesses, locating gaps in his abilities like an icy breeze found gaps in a window. With two younger siblings, Izolt always had to know his failures first. The last time had had allowed himself to forget, he had nearly died, and the shame of his foolishness undoubtedly kept his mother from confirming who she intended to take her place someday as the ruler of the Winter Court. 

Izolt’s brother always had the upper hand at swordplay, growing tall and broad as their father had been when he lived. Always smiling with teeth a bit sharper than others, Prince Eirwyn knocked down fae twice his size, including his own brother, when he was still considered a young boy. Eirwyn had no interest in politics. 

The same could not be said about their younger sister. Dark haired as both her brothers, the young Princess Gwyneira often earned comparisons to their mother, but Izolt believed his sister had a sweetness in her which their mother lacked. Perhaps she had it once. Sometimes, he recalled her smile, but any warmth in her died with her husband. 

“Are you sure you should be attending?” Gwyneira asked, flipping lazily through one of Izolt’s books without even looking at the pages. Her dark gaze followed him instead. “Didn’t you almost die last time?”

With a sigh, Izolt shook his head. “I was a boy then.”

“And you nearly drowned,” his sister reminded him. 

“The Change of Seasons requires my attendance. Besides, last time, Winter hosted and power flowed to Summer. This time will be the reverse,” Izolt reminded her.

She merely offered him a dry stare, but her silence spoke volumes. They both knew their mother only permitted his attendance as her sister could not. Their aunt had a cooler temperament, serving to pacify her sister and keep the peace when Summer pushed too far but not far enough that Winter could respond as the Queen would wish. With their aunt coming due, and her having lost so many children in the few months right before they could be safely born, their aunt would remain safe in the Winter Court. 

Brushing his hands down his black coat, Izolt faced his sister. “You were still in our mother’s womb when Father died. As a boy, he raised me with hopes that Summer had some decency, but Prince Sorin showed me the truth. Summer shines to blind. They burn and waste and use. I will be safe, Gwyneira.” 

Izolt hadn’t lied to her. The Summer Court couldn’t trick him this time. That didn’t mean that his mind couldn’t stab him repeatedly as their carriage arrived at the Common Gardens. A border between realms, the palace’s lands straddled Summer and Winter, falling under the control of whoever held sway and hosting the change of seasons. The palace and the surrounding forest were meant to serve as a reminder of the hard-won peace, but as the trees flashed by, Izolt’s mind saw budding limbs instead of the autumnal hues. 

As a boy, he had grieved for his father, missing him and the younger brother who was left behind dearly, so when he arrived at the palace and saw another child his own age, Izolt had believed he had found a friend. Those few days of warmth made the coldness of Sorin’s betrayal sting all the more. Golden curls framed a handsome face with a brilliant smile. No one warned him. Izolt had believed truces made friends out of enemies right up until laughter echoed over his frantic splashing as water filled his lungs. 

“Do not shame me again.” 

His mother’s sharp tone pulled him from his memories as she leaned forward. Her fingers wrapped around one of his wrists, nails digging into his skin. 

“I won’t, Mother.”

“Only the strong survive the cold. Prove yourself to me,” she demanded, giving his wrist a final squeeze before pulling away.

The bite of her nails remained imprinted on his pale skin. Even when he rubbed, the marks remained. Izolt would never dare to argue with his mother. Though she claimed winter was for the strong, he believed his father more. Winter drew those loved nearby, encouraging closeness as he had seen between his parents long ago and still saw between his aunt and mother now, but if his mother wished him to ice out all others, leaving his heart only for those closest and dearest, then he would. Sorin would receive no second chance. Betrayers in winter deserved only death. 
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Golden light warmed Sorin’s skin as he laid beside the pool. Beautiful fae, men and women alike, swam and lazed in the glorious heat of summer’s end. Soon, Winter Court would arrive. The stuck up bastards always brought a cold breeze and storms with them. Before their carriages arrived, the trees would be a fireworks display of reds, oranges, and yellows as the change began. Every year, the same happened. It was a terribly boring affair. 

Coming to sit beside him, his latest paramour combed her fingers through his cold hair. She had some sort of flower name. They all did this season. Which meant that next season, he would have to forbid any flower-named men or women from attending lest one believe he actually intended courtship. As it was, he waved away her hands.

“Why are you sad, your majesty?” she asked, laying down beside him despite his clear dismissal. 

“Winter is no fun,” Sorin groaned, throwing an arm over his eyes. “Only married and mated fae come. Well, and that icy bitch they call a queen, but who wants to fuck a snow drift?” 

Some laughed, but the former paramour didn’t. “Why would you care when you have me?”

“Have you? Who said I wanted you?” Sorin retorted sharply.

The rest laughed all the harder as she realized he had no intention of allowing their tryst to become anything beyond the single night it was, and as she rushed off, Kullero took her place with a shake of his head.

“You’d think the romantics would learn to steer clear of you,” the young lord noted with a chuckle. “It isn’t like she’s your match.”

“I do wonder how many I’ll have to go through before my fate shows up. I’m beginning to wonder if they’re avoiding me,” Sorin joked in return. 

“If the change is truly such a boring affair, you could always leave it to your younger brother,” Kullero suggested, earning the groans of all the rest of their companions.

With a sigh, Sorin rose, dipping his feet in the cool water. “For the sake of my people, I suppose I shall endure.”

“I hear rumors that Prince Izolt will be attending this time. Perhaps you will have a chance to repeat your youthful victory,” Kullero proclaimed, and if any weren’t listening before, the name of the eldest prince of the Winter Court brought all to attention, even Summer’s crown prince. “Oh? Didn’t you hear? The good lady Aeronwen is with child, so Prince Izolt will arrive any moment now.”

“Obviously, you haven’t met him. Prince Izolt was so awkward and quiet. By the gods, he had skin like paper. I could count the veins beneath it, and his hair looked like someone had spilled ink on him,” Sorin retorted, wading deeper into the water as he spoke. “And those eyes? I swear they’re made of ice.”

But they had warmed so beautifully. Pale as a cloud and as cool as the relief of its shade, Izolt’s gaze had sparkled when he laughed after only a few small jokes, beaming. The dark-haired boy had tried to hide his teeth, clearly fearful their sharpness would be off-putting, but right before the end, Izolt had relaxed enough to simply smile. The poor thing had clearly craved affection, leaning into every touch like a stray. 

Shaking his head, Sorin laughed. “I’m sure he’s grown into the spitting image of his mother. Save for those eyes, of course.”

“I heard he’s handsome,” some fae called out. From his scowl, he likely was one of the flower-named ones from earlier in the season, but Sorin couldn’t be sure. 

Rolling his eyes, Kullero scoffed, “Even if he has a good face, his personality is undoubtedly wanting.” 

“Probably bookish.”

“Tall, if his mother is anything to go by.”

“Cold and arrogant as her too!”

A loud crash shattered their fun as a tall, broad form stumbled out of the palace to squint at the sun as if it had personally offended him. Laughing all the harder, Sorin spun, rising from the water.

“How could I have missed it? My own brother is the Prince Izolt!” Sorin teased as he crossed his younger brother’s side. “Gudbrand, what the fuck are you doing? You look like you haven’t slept in days. Your hair is a mess. What even is that?”

Glancing wide-eyed at the party before him, Gudbrand, tugged at his long tangled blond locks. “Mother has asked me to get you, so we can g-greet the Winter Court.”

“You could’ve sent a servant, but you know I love to see your face,” Sorin teased, ruffling his brother’s hair before fixing it with a wave of his hand. With another, he was dry and dressed, turning to his friends. “Enjoy yourselves in my stead. I must go see how accurate our guesses were.” 

Gudbrand managed to hold his tongue until they were inside, but once the door closed behind them, he whispered, “Winter Court is very strong. I don’t know why you like to pretend otherwise, and Prince Izolt is incredibly intelligent. I’ve always wanted to go to Winter’s libraries. I hear they’re as large as mountains.”

“Hm.”

“And didn’t you say that you thought Prince Izolt had to be the child of Countess Aeronwen because you said he favored her looks, and you say she’s a true beauty,” Gudbrand argued, throwing his own words back at him.

“She’s a true beauty because she has a wonderful personality, and frankly, I am constantly saddened that she has a fated mate,” the elder of the princes retorted. “Now, my mood is already foul. Don’t ruin it further.” 

Handing over power to Winter was bad enough. Sorin had no desire to hand over the reins of the middle realm to Izolt. Summer ought to endure. The paltry peace of a century paled in comparison to generations of warfare. Winter and Summer could never truly be allies. They would always cross swords. In the end, Summer would win. Izolt had fallen for Sorin once before. It would be easy enough to trick him again. 
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The carriage stopped beside the front fountain. A pair of horses reared, and waters bubbled happily as sprites danced about. Wild Fae, who owed allegiance to neither court, lived in the borderlands that made up the Common Gardens, and for a month at the turning of the seasons, the two houses spent time together with Winter hosting in spring and Summer in autumn. Coming down from the steep clines of Winter’s ever icy lands, Izolt had dreaded meeting Sorin, but as he stepped out of the carriage, he pulled his magic tightly around him.

“Welcome, Queen Ceridwen, Prince Izolt, and Marquess Hallstein,”  Queen Orabella greeted from beside her husband. 

She and the prince consort were both dressed in gold. In a tight corset, her ample bosom nearly overflowed, glistening almost as brilliantly as the metallic stitching. Curls framed her heart-shaped face, and a teardrop ruby came down in the center of her forehead from her ornate crown. Her full skirts swished like a bell. The top of her head and her ornate braids towered above her own head, but her husband was a head taller still. Summer’s Prince Consort had straight white hair and darker skin with warm brown eyes, but his smile was just as blindingly white as his wife’s.  

Beside Prince Consort Keahi, a young blond man with bronze skin stood, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. The lack of confidence made it clear that this wasn’t Prince Sorin even without looking at his face. Broad and big, he had none of his family’s grace. Not that he was unfortunate looking. Frankly, the man appeared handsome enough, but he shuffled and stared a bit too much as Hallstein. That only left Prince Gudbrand.

The lack of Prince Sorin’s presence was rude. Such a slight teetered the clear power grab of their greeted, done while the Winter Court was at the bottom of the stairs and they stood at the top, was subtle enough that no recourse could be taken beside ascending before responding, but as long as Sorin wasn’t present, the rudeness allowed further exclusion.

His mother had clearly noticed as well, but before anyone could mention it, an eagle shrieked and dove, transforming as he landed a few steps up. Prince Sorin had only grown more handsome with time. Warm brown eyes danced. His halo of golden curls bounced as he descended to kiss the back of Izolt’s right hand.

“Prince Izolt, you’re even more beautiful than my sweet memories of our time together,” Sorin crooned with a wink.

Remaining placid, Izolt resisted the urge to smirk when the heir of the Summer Court reared back from the icy cold of Izolt’s skin. 

“How forward, Prince Sorin,” the Queen of the Winter Court drawled. “As I’m sure your tutors have informed you, to touch so intimately a royal of the Winter Court is an insult, and we all remember well the insult you paid my court those many years ago.” 

“An insult quickly forgiven as it was between two young boys who knew no better,” the Summer Queen quickly interjected. 

Pressing a hand to his chest and the vibrant red of his gold-embroidered coat. “Dear Queen Ceridwen, that version of myself is in the past, and I regret what I did that day.”

With a wave of her hand, Izolt’s mother ignored their excuses, ascending the stairs with Hallstein and Izolt close behind. While Izolt had feared his mother may have expected him to attend as his aunt’s sole replacement, Hallstein’s presence was a welcome relief. Though Hallstein had a bit of a dour disposition, his elder cousin enjoyed books as much as Izolt. The sight of his familiar scowl put Izolt at ease. 

“Queen Orabella, Prince Consort Keahi, Prince Sorin, and Prince Gudbrand — how kind of you to greet us,” Queen Ceridwen stated, though her tone showed she was less than impressed. “Prince Gudbrand, I hope to find you less tiresome than your brother.” 

The younger prince smiled, looking ready to speak as if he believed the Winter Queen actually cared to hear what he had to say, but she continued into the palace.

“Oh! Uh, Marquess Hallstein, I’m a huge fan of writing!” the prince proclaimed as he thrust his hand out. 

Hallstein rolled his eyes, following after the queen without acknowledging the young prince, but Izolt stopped, offering a gentle smile.

“The Winter Court doesn’t touch those with whom we’re unfamiliar,” Izolt offered gently. “As our hosts, I expect you’ve brushed up on the etiquette of the Winter Court, and as it does not contradict with the Summer Court, I’m sure this reminder will be the only one you require.” 

After settling in their rooms, always the eastern wing, the Winter Court joined the Summer Court for dinner. While both courts had joined meals, the Summer Court ate multiple small courses. Many of the courses weren’t even cooked. Cold and room temperature foods were strange, but Izolt recalled they were common due to the heat of the Summer Court. Numerous utensils lined either side of the plate. 

Sorin sat across from Izolt, and while Gudbrand seemed determined to prattle on at Hallstein in some effort to become acquainted enough to actually earn a response beyond monosyllables and scowls. The queens spoke with Keahi adding something here and there, but Sorin remained silent, simply staring. 

“You’ve traveled to every realm, haven’t you? I’ve always wanted to go to the mortal realm or even Faerie, but the Unseelie and Seelie don’t exactly acknowledge the existence of our realm, so it’s a bit difficult to move diplomatically,” Gudbrand rambled with a twirl of his fish fork. 

Hallstein poked at the ceviche. “Hn.” 

“If you have any advice, I would be thrilled to hear it. I’m hoping to take a trip to the mortal realm,” Gudbrand stated, leaning forward with a wild look in his eyes. “I hope to visit different gods’ realms. If you have any suggestions, I’d love to hear them.” 

“I don’t.” 

“Oh, well, I mean — I’ve read all your books, and I enjoyed your journal on minor realms, especially Atlantis,” the younger prince offered, shifting topics. 

With a heavy sigh, Hallstein turned to face Izolt. “I’m only attending this for you, so if you continue to allow this interrogation, I will have to retort in a less than courtly manner.” 

“How would you have me intercede on your behalf?” Izolt asked. A smile tugged at his lips despite himself. 

Hallstein set down his fork. Leaning back in his seat, he hummed, considering before sending up lights. Glimmering auroras danced around him, complaining about Gudbrand’s endless prattle and commenting on how Sorin needed to keep his eyes and hands to himself. 

Allowing his own to glow in reply, Izolt agreed on the latter before suggesting that Gudbrand clearly admired Hallstein and should be treated a bit kinder with consideration to him being the most amiable of his household. 

“Is — is this the light speech of the Winter Court? You commented on the nuance of unspoken languages, but I’ve never seen it in person,” Gudbrand exclaimed, completely ignoring the insult which had preceded the shift. Glancing at his parents and then to his brother, the young fae asked, “Have you ever seen it before? It’s absolutely beautiful.” 

Orabella pouted. “I can’t say I have.” 

“It is rather enthralling,” Keahi noted, offering his son a reassuring smile. 

Before any of them could accuse Izolt and Hallstein of being rude, the Winter prince quickly spoke, “We thought you might enjoy seeing it. There is much within this realm that I believe you have not seen, Prince Gudbrand. Have you not considered visiting the Winter Realms?”

“Would I be welcome?” 

“Of course,” the Winter Queen affirmed. “If you came alone, we would welcome you as a ward and show you well the wonders of Winter.” 

Orabella laughed, a tinkling like bells —  sudden and abrupt. “A royal cannot travel without an entourage.”

“And Winter cannot welcome an untold troop of Summer fae,” Izolt’s mother replied with a smile as sharp as shattered glass. 

“Strange to be questioned on our ability to be good hosts when Winter has never nearly killed a guest,” Hallstein commented dryly. “But I suppose if you believe your son is unprepared to properly enter society without watchful eyes, I would not question the judgment of a mother.” 

Gudbrand sputtered, flushing with shame, and Orabella lost her placid smile. Though Keahi’s brows rose, he said nothing, but from the pleasant chill which emanated from his mother, Izolt knew that she approved. The Summer royals fell into an uneasy silence finally allowing the Winter delegation some peace. Well, all except Sorin who continued his unnerving stare. 
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