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			Dedication

			
		
    Dedication: 

 

To my beloved daughter, 

 

In a world that can be unkind, may these pages remind you that you were born from love, strength, and courage.  No matter how far you go or who you become, you will always have a home in my arms and in my words. 

May you never doubt your voice, your worth, or your power.  If this story teaches anything, let it be this:   

You come from resilience, and you are capable of creating your own light. 

I am endlessly proud to be your mom. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            THE ICE QUEEN 

 

Fragile Beauty, Hidden Threat 

 

What survived the cold did not bloom. It hardened. 

 

 

Cold does not kill what is already braced for it. It only reveals what was willing to endure. 
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The Ice Queen
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The Beginning
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Genre & Audience Definition
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Genre:

The Ice Queen is a literary psychological thriller with strong elements of psychological horror and dark coming-of-age fiction. While grounded in realism, the novel employs an unreliable, emotionally detached narrator and a restrained, atmospheric style that blurs the boundary between perception and reality.

Audience:

The novel is intended for older Young Adult (16+) and Adult readers, particularly those drawn to dark, introspective narratives that explore trauma, power, and moral ambiguity. It will appeal to readers of literary thrillers, dark YA, and psychological horror who prefer tension rooted in character psychology rather than graphic violence.

Comparative Appeal:

The book may resonate with readers who appreciate:


	Trauma-centered narratives with minimalist prose

	Stories of survival that challenge traditional notions of justice

	Dark YA works that do not offer easy redemption

	Psychological thrillers driven by atmosphere and voice



The Ice Queen is not a story of empowerment in the conventional sense—it is a study of endurance, consequence, and the cost of being forced to become something colder in order to survive.
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Fictional Disclaimer 
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(Dark Themes / Psychological Content)
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, locations, and events are imagined or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is unintentional and coincidental. The actions and perspectives depicted do not reflect or endorse real-world behavior.
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Brief Story Overview
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The Ice Queen follows the protagonist, a girl raised between wilderness and power, who survives extreme violence by learning to disappear, adapt, and strike only when necessary. As she grows, the protagonist navigates a world shaped by predators, institutions that protect them, and a father whose love is buried beneath duty and fear. When betrayal exposes the limits of restraint, the protagonist reclaims the rules of survival—using silence, precision, and fear to force truth into the open. The story traces her transformation from invisible child to unyielding witness, exploring justice, control, and the cost of endurance in a world where survival itself becomes a form of resistance.
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Chapter 1
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Lies and Deceit
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The forest taught me one rule above all others:

What looks like safety is often intentional.

Predators do not rush. They do not bare teeth or announce hunger. They watch. They memorize. They learn the rhythm of a life—the paths walked without thought, the pauses mistaken for rest, the moments when vigilance loosens just enough to feel like freedom.

They let you believe you are unseen.

Until you are exactly where you were meant to be.

I did not understand this as a child.

I understand it now.

Before I learned fear, I learned balance.

The forest raised me the way it raises everything else—without comfort, without apology. Roots knotted beneath the soil like traps. Stones shifted without warning. Snow hid fractures in the ground that punished carelessness. If you fell, you learned why. If you stood, you earned it.

My father believed in weight.

Not metaphorical weight. Real weight. Iron bands fastened beneath my clothes, around my ankles, across my torso. He said strength that was always present became invisible. Burden, he taught me, sharpened awareness.

So I ran heavy.

Every step pressed the earth deeper beneath my feet. Every jump burned my lungs. When I fell, the ground took payment in bruises and blood. When I rose, it took note.

By seven, my legs no longer shook.

By eight, my breathing learned patience.

By nine, the weights no longer felt like punishment. They felt like silence—something constant enough to disappear.

That was when the wolves noticed me.

They appeared at the edge of my days first—shadows between trunks, eyes catching light at a distance. They did not approach. Wolves do not confuse curiosity with trust.

I left food without ceremony. Not offerings. Not bribes. Just evidence of presence. Of consistency.

Weeks passed.

Then one morning, I woke to breath that was not my own fogging the cold air near the cabin. A low sound—not threat, not greeting. A question.

I did not answer with words.

I stepped into the clearing and stood still.

Stillness is a language animals respect.

The largest wolf approached first. Scarred muzzle. Old eyes. He circled me once, close enough that his fur brushed my hand. My heart did not race. Panic excites prey. Calm confuses predators.

I smiled before I realized I had.

Not wide. Not careless.

Real.

He sneezed—sharp, dismissive—and trotted away.

The others followed.

From then on, they let me walk with them.

They did not protect me. They tested me. They ran until my lungs screamed and then ran farther. They cut suddenly, forcing me to adapt or fall. They took food if I hesitated. They knocked me into snowbanks and waited to see if I rose.

I always did.

One winter, I slipped while crossing a frozen stream. The ice cracked. Water surged up my legs like teeth. I scrambled, weight dragging me down, breath tearing out of my chest.

A wolf seized my collar and pulled.

Not gently. Not kindly.

Efficiently.

On solid ground, I lay gasping, laughing without sound, shaking from cold and something else I didn’t have a name for yet.

Trust, maybe.

Or recognition.

That was happiness.

It did not announce itself. It did not promise permanence. It existed only in motion, in breath, in shared survival.

My father watched from the tree line.

He said nothing.

He rarely did.

He was a hunter—methodical, disciplined, exact. He moved through the forest as if it had learned his shape. Animals fled before I registered his presence. Tracks revealed themselves without invitation.

He taught me how to listen for tension—the way air tightens before violence. He taught me how silence could be louder than sound. How absence could scream.

I believed this was love.

He was my teacher.

My authority.

My entire world.

There was no mother.

No photographs.

No stories that began with before.

The past existed only in fragments he permitted, and even then it remained fogged, shapeless, unfinished.

The forest enclosed us completely. Pines pressed close together, branches interlocking overhead. Moss erased tracks almost as soon as they were made. No roads cut through it. No villages pressed near.

No witnesses.

Our cabin did not stand apart from the woods—it dissolved into them. Darkened wood. Narrow windows placed for sightlines, not light. Inside, everything served a purpose. Nothing was decorative. Nothing unnecessary survived.
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