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Introduction

On one snowy Christmas Eve in the cheerful village of Crawford, something strange appeared in the distance. It wasn’t a star, nor Santa’s sleigh, but a frightening, dragon-shaped ghost with a booming voice. His name was Draghost, and he had only one mission: to ruin Christmas for everyone. 

With stolen trees, scattered presents, and silenced songs, it seemed joy itself might vanish forever. But hope still lingered. From a nearby town, a kind ghost named Casper awoke to the trouble. Could one friendly spirit defeat a shadowy villain and save Christmas in time? The adventure was about to begin.
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The Invasion
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Snow covered the rooftops of Crawford, soft and heavy, making the entire village glow in the night. It was Christmas Eve, and every family was busy with final touches of celebration.

Children hurried through the streets, carrying baskets of sweets and treats. Parents decorated their doors with holly and bright ribbons. The church bell had just struck the evening hour, and the whole place felt ready for joy.

Far beyond the hills, a shadow moved across the sky. It was larger than any bird, darker than the storm clouds. The people of Crawford had never seen anything like it before.

At first, only the children noticed. They were playing outside in the snow, shaping snowmen and pretending to march in a parade. One boy stopped suddenly, pointing to the horizon. A strange shape was advancing, wings stretching wide against the moon.

The others saw it too. Their laughter ended, replaced with silence. They backed away, clutching each other’s arms, unsure if their eyes betrayed them. But the shadow grew larger, heavier, and more frightening with every passing second.

The children scattered, rushing toward their homes. Doors slammed shut, candles were blown out, and the streets emptied almost instantly. The village of Crawford, once so cheerful, was suddenly wrapped in a tense, uneasy quiet.

The strange figure came closer. It was not a bird, not a storm, not a cloud. It was Draghost, the dragon-shaped ghost whose heart longed for mischief. His body stretched like smoke, but his face burned with cruel delight.

Draghost’s wings swept across the night sky. With every beat, a chill rolled over Crawford. The snow hardened, the air grew sharper, and lights in the village seemed weaker under his shadow.

The people inside their homes whispered nervously. They could hear the faint roar of the ghost’s approach. It sounded like wind ripping through broken doors. It sounded like trouble.

Children pressed their faces to windows, their breath clouding the glass. They watched in terror as Draghost descended lower, circling the steeple of the church, then gliding toward the square. His voice echoed like thunder across the streets.

“There will be no Christmas here!” he declared. His words shook doors on their hinges and rattled lanterns against walls.

Parents held their children close. The older folk bowed their heads in fear, uncertain what this new terror would bring. Crawford had never faced such a menace before, and the timing—on Christmas Eve—cut deep.

Draghost stretched his claws wide, scraping against the rooftops. Sparks of frost trailed behind him, coating windows in ice. He circled again and again, watching the villagers hide, his laughter booming like rolling drums.

The great Christmas tree stood tall in the square, adorned with ornaments, ribbons, and shining lanterns. It was the pride of Crawford, the heart of their holiday. Draghost’s gaze fell upon it, and he sneered.

He hovered above the tree for a moment, enjoying the fear his presence created. The villagers dared not come outside. They could only wait, listening to the dreadful sound of his wings cutting through the night.

Finally, he descended into the square. The ground trembled under his weightless form, though he touched nothing solid. His shadow spread across the cobblestones, stretching into every corner.

He raised his voice once more. “Forget your songs, forget your gifts, forget your joy. Christmas is finished!”

The people of Crawford shivered. Some prayed. Some wept. But none dared to answer.

The children who had first seen him huddled inside their homes, clutching toys and blankets. They wished they had imagined it all. But the sound outside proved otherwise.

Draghost prowled around the tree, his long tail sweeping through the air. He enjoyed their silence, their trembling, their fear. His plan was only beginning, and the night was long.

Snow began to fall harder, almost as if the sky itself obeyed him. The flakes were thick and fast, burying decorations, covering lanterns, and smothering the once lively square.

Draghost inhaled deeply, pulling the cold into his chest. When he exhaled, a blast of icy breath swept through the streets, freezing water barrels and cracking doors. The ghost laughed again, a sound that echoed far beyond the village.

The villagers crouched low in their homes. The church bell tower stood frozen, unable to ring. The square looked like a battlefield before the fight had even begun.

Above the roofs, Draghost raised his wings once more. “Crawford belongs to me tonight,” he bellowed. “And Christmas will be no more.”

Every heart sank at those words. Every hand trembled. The promise of joy turned to dread in the space of a single evening.

No hero appeared. No answer came. Only Draghost, towering and terrible, preparing for the chaos to come.
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The Stolen Tree
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The square of Crawford lay frozen in Draghost’s shadow. His last declaration had silenced the entire village. No one dared to move, no one dared to breathe too loudly, as the ghost surveyed his new domain.

At the center of the square stood the great Christmas tree. It towered high above the rooftops, branches stretched proudly, every bough heavy with ornaments, ribbons, and chains of berries. It was the heart of the season, the very symbol of joy.

Draghost turned toward it. His long body curved above the rooftops, wings spreading wide as he hovered in the freezing night. He stared at the tree, and a cruel thought formed in his mind.

The villagers had poured their love into that tree. They had decorated it for weeks, climbing ladders, hanging lanterns, and carefully placing handmade treasures from each family. To take the tree would mean crushing their spirits completely.

Draghost swept down toward the square. His shadow covered the cobblestones, stretching from one side of the village to the other. He circled the tree, studying it with dark amusement.

Snow fell heavier, whipped by his presence. The decorations shook against the branches as if they could sense the danger. The lanterns hanging from the boughs swayed in the bitter air.

The villagers watched in dread. No one dared to come out. Their most precious symbol of Christmas stood defenseless in the square, and Draghost knew it.

With a great roar, he plunged downward. His claws, sharp and jagged, sank into the base of the tree. The sound of cracking wood echoed through the streets, splitting the silence of the night.

The ground shivered beneath him. Snow tumbled from the branches as he pulled. The ornaments clattered and fell, smashing into the stone below.

Draghost laughed, a harsh, booming sound that rolled through Crawford. He yanked again, harder, tearing the tree from the ground. Roots tore free, dirt exploded upward, and the once proud tree toppled in his grasp.

The villagers gasped behind their doors. Children buried their faces in their parents’ arms. The great tree of Crawford, their pride, their tradition, was no longer standing tall.

Draghost held it aloft in his ghostly claws. Its decorations hung loosely now, some broken, others dangling by threads. The tree that had stood so proudly in the square looked broken, weak, and helpless in his grip.

With wings beating like storms, Draghost rose higher into the air. The tree dangled beneath him, enormous but powerless against his strength. Snow and dirt rained down over the rooftops as he carried it away.

He climbed higher, dragging the tree over chimneys and towers. The bells in the church remained silent, trapped in their frozen ropes. The village stared upward, powerless, as their Christmas heart was stolen from them.

The ornaments that clung to the branches rattled against one another. Many tumbled off and smashed on the rooftops below. The ribbons snapped, whipping in the wind.

Draghost’s long tail whipped behind him as he soared away from the square. He carried the tree toward the dark hills beyond Crawford, toward the place where shadows deepened and snow fell without end.

The tree trailed across the rooftops as he carried it. Branches snapped against chimneys, pine needles showered the cobblestones, and fragments of glass ornaments glittered faintly in the snow.

Inside their homes, the villagers cried silently. The children had decorated that tree with their own hands. Grandparents had sung beside it. Couples had placed promises beneath its branches. Now it was gone, stolen into the night.

Draghost roared triumphantly as he crossed the village boundary. His voice carried into the valleys, echoing against the mountains beyond. He wanted the world to know that Crawford’s Christmas spirit was his to destroy.

He hauled the tree into the woods at the edge of the hills. The branches dragged across rocks, scraping loudly, breaking apart. Ornaments shattered beneath him, scattering shards across the snow.

When he reached a steep cliff, Draghost slammed the tree down. The earth shook with the impact. Branches cracked, ornaments snapped, and the proud trunk splintered under the force.

The tree lay broken on the ground, its decorations scattered in the snow. Draghost pressed his claws against it, grinding the trunk into the ice until it bent and twisted. He wanted it ruined beyond repair.

Back in Crawford, the people watched the hilltops, but they could see little. Only the faint outline of Draghost’s enormous shape moving against the sky. They
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