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NEVE


~


 


THE FROSTED HEART SON 


Neve’s heart was made of ice. Jack Frost’s second child could freeze anything he touched, even the fair maidens that dared let him kiss them. There was more than one frozen heart out there that was caused by him. 


However, Neve knew that there was one special heart out there that would not freeze upon his kiss. Her name was Bianca. She was the winter wind’s daughter. She had captured his heart in the winter palaces winter ball that his father threw every year. 


The sight of her winter blue eyes made him shiver he remembered. “Snow, my pet. What have you found?” 


A white owl flew in threw the window and landed on its perch. She shook her feathers shaking snow to the floor. Her black eyes looked at Neve. “The object of your affection is about to leave this land.” Neve frowned. “Leave? Where is she going?”


“It is going around that a lord from the north lands has spoken for her. Her father is said to be arranging a possible marriage for her to him.”


Neve sent ice up the walls and down on to the floor including up Snow’s perch. She squawked and the frost ended just under her feet. Her white feathers ruffled. He sighed and petted her shattering the ice from beneath her. “What am I to do?”


At that, a white bird came in through the window. It was no bigger than a humming bird. It hovered around Neve and just when he was going to touch it, frost blew in his face. When he opened his eyes, a small white faerie hovered in front of him. Its white wings sprawled wide behind its small body. Its tiny ice blue eyes peered right into Neve’s. 


Neve stepped back. “I don’t need any favors from the winter fae, thank you.”


A tiny giggle echoed in the room. “Who said anything about favor?”


He wrinkled his nose in front of her. “You never do anything little sprite without getting something in return.”


She shrugged her shoulder and lit down on one of his light fixtures. Her wings opened and closed as she fussed with her tiny dress. Then she looked down at him and leaned over. “I can bring her to you.”


Neve rolled his eyes. “I bet you can but again I ask, at what cost?’


Her eyes sparkled in the white room. “All I ask is an invite to your father’s ball.”


He narrowed his gaze at her. “You know father hates the winter fae. You will never get invited, especially after what happened before.”


She frowned and then pouted. “Oh come on, that was a long time ago. Your father must have forgotten that by now?”


He spit it at her. “He never forgets anything.”


She rocked back and forth on the light fixture making it creak. “Oh, I think you can get him to let little me in. I won’t take up no room at all and I don’t eat much, I’m little.” She batted her eyes lashes at him. 


Neve rolled his eyes. “If I get this invitation for you, then how are you going to bring her to me?”


“She’ll be waiting for you outside your window in the morning.”


“But…”


She fluttered up sending frost and snow everywhere in the room. When everything was settled, she was gone. Snow squawked, “Don’t trust her. She’s up to something.”


Neve went to the window. He pictured Bianca down there looking up at him with her ice blue eyes. He turned around to look at Snow. “It’s only one invitation though. What harm can that be?”


She ruffled her feathers. “He will never give it to you.” 


He sighed and knew Snow was right. But he did know where the invitations were kept. All he had to do was go into his father’s study and take one. The staff wouldn’t know that it was even missing. Snow ruffled her feather shaking her head.


There was a storm that night. Neve thought his father might have had something to do with it. His mother loved them and he always did it for her. So, that meant they were out of the palace. He went to his father’s study. It was locked which was unusual. Why did he do that? Neve looked both ways to make sure that no was around. He touched the door and frost climbed it and encased it white. He blew from his hand onto the door and an opening appeared. He went through into his father’s study. The invitations were in a sealed drawer behind the large desk. Of course the drawer was spelled. That wasn’t a problem as he quickly said the spell in his head to unlock it. He smiled as it easily slid open. 


Neve shoved the invitation in his coat pocket and quickly shut it. He slipped through the door and waved his hand over the door making the frost disappear. He smiled to himself at how easy it all was.


Snow was shaking her head at him. “Don’t use that thing. Something bad will happen.”


He scowled at her.“What could happen? My love will be here in the morning. That is all that matters. Besides, it’s only an invitation, a tiny piece of paper.”


Snow made a gurgling noise. “Don’t make that noise. It doesn’t mean death.”


 


***


 


The next morning Neve rushed to the window to see his beloved. She was not there. He then rushed down the stairs to the front entrance nearly taking out one of the maids. She screeched. His father came out of the study to see what the fuss was. 


Neve flung the door open. Cold air kissed his cheeks as he went out onto the front steps. His father was right behind him. “What is it son?”


He turned to his father. “She isn’t here.”


Jack raised an eyebrow. “Am I supposed to know what that means?”


The snow swirled around their feet resting on Neves’s toes. His shoulders slumped. “She promised to bring her to me. She was supposed to be right here.” He pointed to the spot that was right under his window.


Jack cleared his throat. “Who promised you to bring her there and who is her?”


“Bianca, father. The little sprite was going to deliver her to me this morning.”


Neve watched his father’s eyes turn from a pale blue to a dark blue at the mention of a sprite. “What did I tell you about them? What favor did you have to do for this?”


Neve shifted his feet in the snow casting his eyes over to the spot where she was supposed to be. He softly mumbled. “Just an invitation to the ball.”


Jack came up to Neve and placed his fingers under his chin lifting his face to his. “How did you get this invitation may I ask?”


Someone behind them cleared their throat. They both looked. One of Jack’s advisors stood there with a sour look on his face. “I might be able to answer that sir. The invitation in question was taken last night from the drawer that was spelled.” He looked at Neve. “You forgot to spell it back shut by the way. Plus you left an icy mess just inside the door.” His eyes glared at Neve. 


“I still have the invitation, I haven’t given it to her yet, okay? You can have it back.” He frowned at the advisor. He just snorted back at Neve dismissing him. 


Jacked motioned to his son to come into the house. “We will discuss this at the breakfast table.”


The advisor’s cold stare as he went by tickled the back of his neck and then he felt a nip. He shot him a look but the advisor just smirked and went back into the study.


Neve’s mother, Eira, was waiting for them. The other three children Whitney, who snarled at him with black stained lips, his brother Gaynor who shook his head laughing to himself and the youngest, lumi, who ignored them all. Jack set his son between his mother and himself. “Our son has been busy.”


Her pale blue eyes settled on her son. Her long cold fingers wrapped around Neve’s arm. “What happened dear?”


There was a few snickers at the table. She glared at them, instantly silencing them. Neve grinned at them. They ignored him as he was now the centre of attention with his parents. Neve thought he would prefer the teases from his siblings.


“Neve,” his father said. “Did you forget that I had a bad falling out with the winter fae? Nothing good comes from them. They will deceive you every time.”


Neve remembered all too well the lectures that he gave them all on the winter fae. But he got shrouded by the promise of Bianca. 


“”Now I have to undo what you did. And…


“Sir, I’m sorry to interrupt but we have a reply.” He handed a small envelope over to Jack. His nose twitched and he narrowed his gaze at Neve. 


“What is it dear? Who’s the letter from?”


Jack sighed. “It appears that the invitation made it after all. The winter queen is delighted to accept and will be here the night of the ball.” 


“But I didn’t get Bianca,” Neve whined. He closed his eyes. He knew he should have kept his mouth shut but everything now was just unfair. Jack stood up and looked down at his son. “Well, since what I’ve told you has gone in one ear and out the other, you will take this reply back and tell the winter queen that there is no ball this year and apologize for the mistake.”
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