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Summary:

Christmas has arrived in Elysian Hills, but someone—or something—is determined to ruin the holiday.

Decorations are being destroyed, presents are disappearing, and even toys meant for needy children have vanished without a trace.

When Greta Hexe and the Misfits decide to investigate, they discover that this is no ordinary Christmas crime spree. Something magical is at work, and the closer they get to the truth, the stranger things become.

Greta has faced vampires, genies, Yetis, and plenty of other supernatural trouble—but she’s never had a Christmas quite like this one.

Get ready for mystery, magic, mischief, and a holiday adventure only the Misfits could handle in We Witch You a Merry Christmas, the tenth book in the Greta Hexe & the Misfits series.

About The Author:

G.R. Reid is the author of the Greta Hexe & the Misfits series of middle-grade fantasy adventures.

Before turning to novels, Reid worked as a comic book writer and illustrator, creating the independent comic NightSlayer in the 1980s. Years later, after an injury left him unable to continue drawing, he found a new creative outlet in writing.

His Greta Hexe & the Misfits books combine magic, mystery, humor, adventure, and friendship while featuring a diverse group of young heroes whose differences are part of what makes them stronger together.

We Witch You a Merry Christmas is the tenth adventure in the series.
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At the very bottom of the world lay a vast frozen continent of snow and ice.

Antarctica.

It was a place of bitter winds, towering glaciers, and endless white stretching farther than the eye could see. Few humans ever ventured into its deepest reaches, and fewer still knew what existed beyond the frozen mountains and perpetual storms.

Hidden there, concealed from the outside world by ancient magic, stood an enormous castle made entirely of ice.

Its towers rose like crystal spears into the pale blue sky. Great walls shimmered beneath the southern sun, while enormous icicles hung from balconies and parapets like frozen chandeliers. Inside, corridors of polished ice reflected thousands of tiny points of blue and white light.

This was the palace of the Snow King and Queen.

They ruled over the winter realm with their two children: seventeen-year-old twins, Prince Glacius and Princess Glacielle.

Prince Glacius sat alone upon his throne in the great hall.

Before him floated a broad, perfectly smooth sheet of ice. It hung upright in the air like a giant mirror, but instead of reflecting the prince’s image, scenes from the world far above appeared across its frozen surface.

Glacius watched silently.

The images changed rapidly.

A man angrily scraped ice from the windshield of his car.

A woman struggled through falling snow carrying shopping bags.

Cars crawled along a snow-covered highway while impatient drivers leaned on their horns.

A homeowner grumbled as he shoveled his sidewalk.

Another scene appeared of travelers staring impatiently at a board announcing delayed flights.

Glacius frowned.

These were his father’s gifts.

Snow-covered trees that sparkled beneath the winter sun.

Frozen ponds and lakes upon which children could skate.

Hills blanketed in fresh snow where families could ski and sled.

And yet all Glacius seemed to hear were complaints.

Too cold.

Too much snow.

Too much ice.

Too many delays.

Too little time.

Christmas was nearly here, and even that seemed to have become an inconvenience.

Glacius leaned back upon his throne. He wore regal white robes lined with silver fur. His long white hair fell over his shoulders, framing a youthful face dominated by piercing blue eyes.

But those eyes now looked tired.

And disappointed.

The great doors to the throne room silently opened.

Princess Glacielle entered.

Like her brother, she wore flowing robes trimmed with white fur, although hers shimmered with faint shades of blue whenever she moved. Upon her head rested a delicate tiara fashioned from ice and decorated with tiny blue diamonds. Her porcelain skin was flawless, and she possessed the same striking blue eyes as her twin.

She stopped when she noticed her brother’s expression.

“Why so forlorn, dear brother?”

Glacius didn’t answer immediately.

Glacielle approached and sat beside him.

“Them,” Glacius finally said, pointing toward the screen.

Another image appeared.

A man stood beside his car, angrily brushing several inches of fresh snow from the roof.

“Christmas is almost here,” Glacius continued, “and the world above us has no appreciation for it. Nor do they appreciate Mother’s and Father’s gifts of winter.”

Glacielle looked at the changing images.

“All they do is complain,” Glacius said. “They complain about the snow. They complain about the cold. They complain about the ice. They complain that they have no time for anything.”

The screen changed again.

For just a moment, children could be seen building a snowman in a front yard.

Glacielle smiled.

“There.”

Glacius looked at her.

“You saw them.”

“A handful at best.”

“I’m sure there are many people up there who still appreciate Christmas and winter.”

Glacius stood.

“I doubt it.”

With a dismissive wave of his hand, the enormous screen of ice dissolved into thousands of sparkling snowflakes. They drifted gently toward the floor before vanishing.

Glacielle watched her brother for a moment.

Then a coy smile appeared on her face.

“Would you care to make a wager, dear brother?”

Glacius stopped.

Slowly, he turned toward her.

“A wager?”

His disappointment disappeared, replaced by the hint of a smile.

“It has been some time since you and I had a friendly bet.”

Glacielle raised an eyebrow.

“So?”

Glacius folded his arms.

“What are the stakes?”

Glacielle thought for a moment.

Then she smiled.

“The usual stakes.”

Glacius’s smile widened.

He held out his hand.

“Done.”

Glacielle took it, and the twins shook hands.

“Prove to me,” Glacius said, “that they still care. Prove to me that the people above still appreciate Christmas.”

Glacielle stood.

“I can’t prove it for the entire world. There are billions of people up there.”

“Then how do you intend to prove anything?”

“We select one place.”

Glacius regarded her curiously.

“One place?”

“One town. Chosen completely at random. And I will show you that the spirit of Christmas is still alive.”

Glacius considered the proposition.

“Very well.”

He extended one hand.

A faint blue glow appeared around his fingers.

The air crackled.

Moisture began to swirl above his palm, freezing as it moved. Within seconds, it formed into a long, narrow icicle, sharp as a dagger.

Glacielle walked across the throne room toward a large table fashioned from solid ice.

Across its surface was a detailed map of the world.

Mountains rose from it in miniature. Oceans shimmered. Tiny rivers wound across continents. Thousands upon thousands of cities and towns appeared as minute points of light.

Glacius joined his sister and handed her the icicle.

Glacielle held it for a moment.

“No choosing favorites,” Glacius warned.

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”

She released the icicle.

It remained suspended in the air.

Glacielle raised two fingers.

The icicle began to spin.

Slowly at first.

Then faster.

It circled above the entire map, passing over continents and oceans as the twins watched.

Glacielle suddenly dropped her hand to her side.

The icicle stopped spinning.

For a fraction of a second, it hung motionless.

Then it plunged downward.

THUD!

The sharp point embedded itself deep into the map.

Glacius and Glacielle leaned closer.

Neither of them had ever heard of the little town it had selected.

Elysian Hills.

⸻
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“Ouch!”

Greta Hexe nearly jumped out of her chair.

She twisted around and rubbed her backside.

“What the heck?”

Sir John, seated across the breakfast table in his medieval armor, lowered the piece of toast he had been about to eat.

“Something wrong, Lady Greta?”

“I feel like something stuck me.”

Greta continued rubbing the spot.

Sir John looked mildly concerned.

“Perhaps a cramp. You may have slept in an awkward position last night.”

“Maybe.”

Greta shifted in her chair once more before returning her attention to the small stack of pancakes on her plate.

The kitchen was warm and comfortable, especially compared with the cold December morning outside. Christmas decorations had already begun appearing throughout the Hexe house. Evergreen garland framed the kitchen doorway, and small electric candles glowed in the windows. A wreath hung on the back door, although Greta knew her grandmother had considerably more decorating planned.

Frieda Hexe entered the kitchen dressed for work in a business suit, carrying a briefcase containing the legal papers she needed for the day.

“Don’t forget, we’re putting up more Christmas decorations tonight, Greta.”

“I won’t forget, Oma.”

Alice appeared beneath the table and rubbed against Greta’s leg.

Greta glanced toward her grandmother.

Frieda was busy checking something in her briefcase.

Greta quickly tore off a small piece of pancake and lowered her hand beneath the table.

Alice delicately took it from her fingers.

Greta smiled.

Alice swallowed it in one bite.

“Did Nobu make his flight to Japan?” Greta asked.

“Took off on time at six this morning,” Frieda replied.

“Good. I’m glad he and Yuka will be together for the holidays.”

Nobu, like Sir John, was one of the protectors of the Hexe household. For centuries he had been imprisoned inside a bronze statue until Greta and her friends helped free him during their adventure in Kyoto.

Since then, Nobu and Yuka Sayamoto—the Warrior of Kyoto—had grown close, especially after Yuka helped him discover what had happened to his descendants during the centuries he had been trapped.

Christmas seemed like the perfect opportunity for him to return to Japan.

Sir John nodded approvingly.

“It will do Nobu good to spend time in his homeland again.”

Frieda glanced at the clock.

“And it will do you good to get to school on time. Hurry and finish your breakfast, Greta.”

Greta cut off the last piece of pancake and quickly ate it.

“I’m done.”

Her plate suddenly lifted from the table.

Sir John watched without the slightest surprise as it floated across the kitchen and gently lowered itself into the sink.

Frieda gave Greta a look.

“What?”

“You could carry it.”

“I could.”

Frieda continued staring at her.

Greta smiled innocently.

“But why?”

Sir John chuckled.

Greta hurried into the hallway before her grandmother could answer. She pulled on her coat, knit hat, and gloves, grabbed her book bag, and headed outside.

The December air immediately struck her face.

“Okay. That’s cold.”

A thin layer of frost covered the lawn, and Greta could see her breath as she walked toward her bicycle.

She climbed on and rode down the long driveway.

As usual, Lucas was waiting for her at the end with his own bicycle.

“Morning,” he said.

“Morning.”

“You ready?”

Greta nodded.

The two pushed off together and began riding toward Gleason High School.

Behind them, the Hexe house disappeared between the trees.

Far, far to the south, inside a palace neither of them knew existed, two pairs of piercing blue eyes were now watching Elysian Hills.

And their wager had begun.

_____

The cafeteria at Gleason High was the hub of activity before the start of every school day. Most mornings, it seemed as if nearly the entire student body passed through at one time or another.

As usual, the tables had divided themselves naturally into the school’s various groups. The jocks and cheerleaders occupied several tables near the center of the room. The nerds had claimed another section, the academic overachievers another, while the band and drama students gathered around their own tables.

In the corner of the cafeteria, beside a large window, was the table where the Misfits gathered every morning.

Eli, Madison, Amy, and Rico, seated in his wheelchair, were already there enjoying a quick second breakfast before classes began. They were waiting for Greta and Lucas, who
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