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  For those who love Christmas movies and ugly holiday sweaters, 

Who delight in the sparkle of tinsel and the taste of eggnog, 

And embrace the magick of holidays with the ones they love. 



This tale is my gift to you. 
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  Content Warning 


I believe that Content Warnings exist as a special relationship between the author and the reader.  
I want you to enjoy the story but most of all, I care about you taking care of yourself, first and foremost. 
If any of the following themes bring up emotions for you that you would rather avoid, please consider stopping here. 

	Theft. 

	Fire. 




Always remember, your mental health matters. 






  
  A quick note


This book is written in British English, with mostly Australian phrases, just to spice things up!  
It means that there will likely be an 's' where you might expect a 'z' or a 'kilometre' where you would expect a 'mile'. I'm sure there's more, but you get the idea. 
If you think that you've found a typo or would like some clarification, please email:

victoria@victoriavassalloauthor.com

I'm always happy to hear from you! 






  
  Chapter One


“Ewww!” Zane spat milk out of his snout, the glimmer of his teal dragon scales reflecting in the morning sunlight from the nearby open window. The Christmas bush outside the window was in full-bloom, its sweet honey scent drifting through on the light breeze.  
“Yucky, it is!” Alora’s brow wrinkled, her Fae ears twitching the way they did when I’d bribe her to eat vegetables at dinner. 
“Ellie, what did you do to the milk?” Clara joined in with her own suspicions, the disgusted tone of her voice matching the wave of green racing through her hair.  
“Darl, did you check it’s in date?” Denny chimed in.
Turning away from the boiling kettle, my brows knitted together as I contemplated the question. The chorus of complaints coming from Denny’s dining table where they were all having breakfast had me second-guessing myself. The milk was still on the bench a step or two away. Just far enough that I couldn’t read the expiration date from where I was. 
“I’m sure I checked it,” I muttered as I crossed the kitchen to the milk bottle, picking it up and re-reading the expiration date that was printed above the label. “It’s in date. In fact, we still have a couple of days left.” 
“No way, El,” Clara protested, rising from the dining table and putting her coffee under my nose. “Smell it. Go on.” 
Against my better judgement, I breathed in, and a sour stench filled my nostrils. My gag reflex joined the protest. It would be a long time before I’d forget that smell. As I pulled away from the coffee Clara still held, I swore I saw a chunk of curdled milk rise to the surface. My stomach turned, and my face must’ve given away my reaction. 
“Told you,” Clara said smugly. “It doesn’t matter what it says, it’s got to be off.” 
I nodded. “You’re right.” Bracing myself, I opened the bottle of milk, and the rancid smell gave us an answer quicker than even a look could. Slamming the lid back on, I tightened it until it wouldn’t turn anymore. We did not need any more of that smell in the kitchen. “Would you do the honours of tossing it?”
“My pleasure,” Clara replied, taking the bottle and zooming out of the kitchen with more speed than she usually had before her first coffee. 
“It looks like it’s toast this morning,” I announced to the kids and Denny. “Who wants what?” 
“Please, honey!” Alora piped up. 
“Vegemite, Mama E,” Zane followed, his teal wings flapping with excitement. 
A minute later, I had the bread out and in the toaster. While that was happening, I collected Denny’s mug from the table and washed its contents down the drain, one hand holding the mug and the other pinching my nose. 
“That’s the last time I buy milk from that big shop,” Denny grumbled from her spot at the dining table. “This never happens when I get it from the milk bar down the road. Ruining my first tea of the day is downright criminal,” she scowled, the lines on her face growing deeper, if that was even possible. 
“It seemed fine when I poured it.” I shook my head, realizing I must’ve been mistaken. “I’ll pick up some more once the kids have eaten, and then I promise I’ll make a dazzling pot of tea for you.” 
Denny had opened her home to us after Halfling House had been destroyed in a showdown with a rogue pack of Animus—warrior shape-shifters created by Zeus. They’d been determined to destroy Storm, an infant Animus-Faoladh halfling we’d taken in. Fortunately, Denny was the matriarch of the local Faoladh clan, magickal wolf-shifters who’d claimed Storm as one of theirs and come to our aid when we’d needed it most. They’d become like family, and she’d offered us a home while ours was repaired.
The least I could do was make sure I wasn’t pouring sour milk into her morning cup of tea. 
“Don’t worry, darl.” Denny stood up and pushed her chair in while I finished the toast and brought it over to Zane and Alora. “I want to go check in with Maree and Sean, see how Storm’s doing. I’ll steal a cup of tea while I’m there.” 
“I’m sorry, Denny.”
“Darl, if it’s the worst thing that happens today, we’re doing pretty darn good,” she reassured me with a pat on the back. “I’ll see you lot later. Be good for your Mama!” She popped a kiss on top of Alora’s head and waved a goodbye at Zane, who had a face covered in the trademark dark brown spread of vegemite. 
She’s right, I thought. After all we’ve been through, it isn’t the time to be bothered over spilt—or spoiled—milk.
“I’m back,” Clara called out a few seconds before appearing in the kitchen, a fresh bottle of milk in hand. “Declan to the rescue!” 
“Declan, huh?” I raised my brow. One of Denny’s grandsons, Declan was half-Faoladh and half-witch, and they’d been spending a lot of time together since we’d moved in. “I wonder how that happened.” 
“He’s just being helpful,” Clara replied, her face flushed and her hair following suit as she placed the milk on the bench. “Now, do you want the milk or not? Tea without milk is just warm water.” She reached for the milk. 
Threatening my tea was taking this to a whole new level. I put my hands in the air in mock surrender, although I’d make it real if she started walking out of the kitchen. “Was I saying something? I don’t remember.” 
“That’s better,” Clara smiled, casting a victorious look at Alora and Zane, who giggled at her. “How about I make the tea and you sit with these two while they finish their toast?” 
“Sounds like a plan.” I wouldn’t pass on a cup of tea prepared by Clara. Her specialty as a halfling witch was casting illusions—glamours—but she made magic in the kitchen too. 
Plus, the last round I made hadn’t worked out too well. 
I was determined that even though the day had started with sour milk, it didn’t have to spoil the rest of it. 
Once Zane and Alora had finished their breakfast and my mug was empty, it was time to get the two of them dressed. Zane decided on a superhero costume that Maree, Storm’s foster mother, had adjusted to account for his wings and tail, while Alora was happy with a bright yellow top and a tutu that matched one of her favourite kids’ TV shows. 
It was the socks that were causing the problem. They were the smallest part of their outfits, but without them, there’d be blisters—and tears—galore. 
“Mama E, I want to go out now!” Zane whined as I searched through his sock and underwear drawer with no luck. There wasn’t a single matching pair! I grabbed a pair that had already been rolled up and pulled them apart, checking just to be sure. 
“Just a minute, Zane. Socks first and then you’ll be ready,” I told him, distracted by the socks in my hands. 
One blue sock and one green sock. No. It’s not possible. I found another matched pair and did the same thing. One Christmas sock and one white sock. The next matched pair presented the same conundrum. 
After two more pairs, I gave in. Every pair revealed a mismatch when they were pulled apart. Stripes and spots, reds and pinks, animals and superheroes. And somehow, not a single one matched up with another, even when they were laid out on the dresser.  
Try as I may, I could not find a single pair of matching socks. 
I pressed my fingers to either side of my forehead and closed my eyes, rubbing in a soothing circular motion to prevent myself from losing my mind. We didn’t own enough socks to have this many mismatched. 
“Mama Eeeeee,” Alora joined in the whining. 
Denny still hadn’t come back, and Clara had set off to finish some of her last-minute Christmas shopping. After the spoiled milk, I didn’t have the patience to argue with children over socks. Thinking on my feet, I grabbed two sets of socks that were similar enough they could pass for matching and helped the kids put them on, followed by their shoes. The whining stopped, and their anticipation for the day grew. 
While I was helping them, I tried to think of who would play such a childish prank. The kids didn’t care about socks, or how much mismatched pairs would bother me, so it
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