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Chapter One

 


“Trash, trash, trash,” she mumbled under her
breath, filing through the wad of mail. “Tr-Wait.”

Mia stared at the envelope. It was plain
looking, but the fancy gold lettering addressed to her, caught her
eye. She ran her finger across the words written in relief.

“Wow. Fancy.”

Turning it over, she checked for a
sender.

“The Christmas Realm.” She snorted. It had
to be publicity. “Expensive marketing. I wonder how much it cost.”
Curious, she tore it open and pulled out a thick piece of textured
paper. The picture of a single undecorated Christmas tree appeared
at the top.

“You’re cordially invited to the Annual
Christmas Tree Convention hosted at the Christmas Realm,” she read.
“Annual Christmas Tree Convention.” Mia’s jaw fell slack. There was
a Christmas Tree convention. She stared at the piece of paper in
her hand, then looked up toward her open office door. Only one
person would know if this was real or some kind of scam.

Getting to her feet, she poked her head out
onto the hallway. Her father stood a few feet away, bag of baubles
in hand, in conversation with Ned, an employee. She approached
them. Her father glanced her way and winked. She waited for them to
finish speaking. Finally, her father turned his attention toward
her.

“What’s up, kiddo?”

“Have you ever heard of the Annual Christmas
Tree Convention?”

Her father’s jaw dropped.

“Yes.” He cleared his throat. “Many, many
years ago. But we’re not a big enough business to be invited. After
all, this is a small family-owned business which started off with
your grandpa fifty years ago and now—”

“Well,” she cut him off. “Apparently someone
from their end thinks we’re important enough to be invited this
year. Look.”

She handed her father the invitation, which
he plucked with reverence. His lips moved but no sound came out as
he read. Finally, he glanced up at her, grinning. His eyes shone
brightly.

“This is all your doing, Mia. Thanks to your
ideas, our sales have increased and now this.” Mia flushed,
surprised by her father’s sudden outburst of pride.

“It’s why I went to business school, Dad.”
She shrugged. She turned her attention back to the paper in his
hands. “Are you going to go?”

“Me?”

Her father laughed.

“No, no. This is addressed to you. You’re
going to go.”

“What? But you’re the owner.”

“And as such I need to be here.”

“So do I. You need help.”

“Not right now. It’s July. We’re producing
but we won’t start shipping until later. Sales won’t start until
September when the big companies start worrying about what they’re
going to do for Christmas and it won’t be until November when the
craziness starts. You’re good. Besides, this is a great opportunity
for you to learn new tricks of the trade, network, help us grow. Do
what you do best, Emilia.”

Mia winced at the sound of her full name.
Whenever her father used it, she knew she’d lose the argument.

“But Dad.”

“RSVP yes,” he said, handing her the
invitation. “That’s an order from your boss.”

Mia clenched her teeth. Damn, sometimes
having her father be her boss sucked. She headed back to her
office, rereading the letter. She had to email a response. Settling
on her chair, she fired up her computer and quickly typed.

Picking up a new set of documents which
needed revision, she jumped when her phone chimed, indicating an
email had come through. Her eyes widened.

“They’re fast.”

Clicking open the email, she read.

Dear Ms. Ert,

Thank you for your prompt reply. We will be
thrilled to have you here this upcoming convention. Due to this
year’s choice of location, we have hired a charter plane for all of
our incoming participants. If you could please fill out the form
attached to this document, we’ll set everything into motion.

Yours sincerely,

Heather.

Secretary to Mr. Claus

“A charter plane. Shit. They must be rolling
in cash.” She shook her head and opened the attached file. It asked
standard questions such as her passport number, full name, date of
birth and if she had any allergies or such. She completed it and
sent it back.

Her stomach tightened, a tingling of nerves
racing down her body. Whatever happened at this convention, it
would definitely be exciting.


Chapter Two

 


Mia wasn’t easily intimidated. All her life,
she’d been known for being brazen, impulsive, sometimes even
reckless. She’d hit a few brick walls through it all, but nothing
she couldn’t break through with a sledgehammer. Today though, she
was out of her depth. The airport’s private lounge held at least a
dozen people and everyone seemed to know each other. It wasn’t
usually a problem. She had business cards and in any other setting
she would have just forced herself into a conversation. No, the
problem was the people around her were odd. They seemed nice
enough, with big smiles and alert gazes. Their clothing, however,
was outlandish. She didn’t know if she’d missed the memo, but some
of the people present seemed to have come to a costume party with
robes or colored hair.

She sipped at the glass of water she’d
ordered at the bar, wishing it was something stronger, but knowing
it wouldn’t be the right choice.

“Hi there.”

She turned to the friendly voice. A petite
woman, who had to be in at least her forties, with blue hair and
matching glasses smiled at her.

“Hello,” Mia answered.

“You’re new, aren’t you?” The woman offered
her a hand shimmering with silver rings. “My name is Jennifer.”

“Emilia Ert. Yes, I’m new.” Mia flashed a
grin. “How’d you guess?”

Jennifer took the stool at her side and
crossed her legs.

“You aren’t speaking to anyone and you look
hopelessly lost.” She shrugged. “You remind me of myself the first
day I came to one of these.”

“And here I thought I was being
inconspicuous.”

Jennifer laughed.

“Don’t worry. You’ll get the gist of things
quickly, and once you’ve come to one of these, you never want to
miss the next one.”

“That good, huh?”

“Oh, yes. We’re all repeat attendees.
Besides, new blood is not easy to come by. Santa is quite strict on
who he lets in, and a lot of people don’t want to commit to the
travel, or they simply don’t believe.” Jennifer shook her head.

“Did you just say Santa?” Mia frowned.
Jennifer tilted her head looking like a confused puppy.

“Yes, Santa. You know, jolly old guy.”

Mia’s lips quirked. Was this woman for
real?

“Are you referring to dressed in a suit,
ho-ho-ho, Santa.”

“Yes, he’s—”

One of Jennifer’s hands flew to her
mouth.

“He’s?”

“Oh, dear. No one has explained, have
they?”

“Explained what?”

“Oh, I can’t. I’m not qualified. No wonder
you’re sitting here looking utterly lost. You should have a guide.
Mine walked me through the whole North Pole thing while we were on
the plane.”

“North Pole?”

“I wonder why your guide is not here,
though.” Jennifer pursed her lips. “Never mind. Don’t you worry.
I’m sure there’s a good reason.

“Wait, sorry, Jennifer. Did you just say
North Pole?”

Mia stared at the blue haired woman. One of
them had lost their mind.

“Yes, it’s where we’re going.”

“What? No. That isn’t right. We’re going to
Canada.”

“Canada?” Jennifer’s tinkling laugh echoed
in Mia’s ears. “What do your tickets say?”

Mia fished them out from her purse.

“I’m sure I read Canada somewhere.” She laid
them out on the bar and skimmed over them. “North,” she murmured.
“They say North.”

Jennifer patted her arm.

“That’s not Canada dear, that’s the North
Pole. We’re going to the Christmas Realm headquarters.”

Mia’s jaw dropped.

“No one goes to the North Pole. That’s
crazy, it’s—”

“The same thing I said when I found out.”
She smiled, her perfectly painted lips spreading. “Don’t worry.
You’re going to be in for a treat.”


Chapter Three

 


Karnon scowled and crossed his arms. The
flight was a good thirty minutes late, which meant he had been
standing at the airplane hangar for that same amount of time
instead of tending to his trees. Not to mention he had to be
disguising himself as human, which meant jeans, polo shirt, and no
supernatural traits. He ran his fingers through his hair, missing
his antlers. By the end of the day he was going to be exhausted
from keeping his animal well hidden.

His phone chirped and he glanced at it. It
was a message from his sister, Raina, asking if they had arrived
yet. He texted back, making sure to include his annoyance. He
didn’t receive a reply.

“The controller said they’d be here any
minute,” his mother, Jade, said.

“Great,” he said, tone dripping with
sarcasm.

“Come on, Karnon. It won’t be so bad. You’ve
already met most of the people coming on the flight and you’ll only
have to play the guide for the weekend. Maybe even less, Raina will
take over some of the indoor activities.”

“Yeah, I just get the most difficult part.
Explaining to a human where she’s at before she goes into total
shock and bolts. Not that she’ll be able to, of course, she’s
already stuck here. Have you or Santa considered you could damage
someone’s mind permanently by doing this to them? They should have
cancelled her invitation, made life easier for everyone
involved.”

“Karnon!” His mother gave him a stern
glance. “You’re acting like a child. I’d thought at your age, you’d
learned how to keep your emotions in check. Besides, we’ve been
doing this for years. Santa knows who he picks to come join us at
the North Pole. If he didn’t think they could handle it, he
wouldn’t have brought them here.”

Karnon fought the impulse to roll his
eyes.

“You know I’m not good with people. It’s why
Raina does all the people-y things and I take care of the
trees.”

“Then this will be a good opportunity for
you because people and dealing with people is part of the job. Our
business can’t be built on trees alone. Besides, you’ve grown
complacent in your animal form. Don’t think I haven’t noticed you
don’t even bother hiding your antlers anymore when you shift into a
human.”

“It’s not our business. It’s Santa’s
business,” he reminded her. “We work for him, and considering we
live in a place where I can show myself, I don’t see where the harm
is in leaving my antlers out.”

“We work together,” Jade said. “We provide
the trees and he provides the plot of land and the peace we need to
thrive. And regarding your antlers, it’s just bad form, Karnon.
Your father and I taught you better than that. It’s














































tmp_fc7dfbc101ebc8695c42bb3cded8ae98_Jk8J2i_html_764c7392.png
)
{

\

.

{

X X

* e





tmp_fc7dfbc101ebc8695c42bb3cded8ae98_Jk8J2i_html_52ffd9c3.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING @

WEEKE
MAGIC

ALCHRISTMASEREALM TALE *

ELSEGABE T H M. VA LE Mgy





tmp_fc7dfbc101ebc8695c42bb3cded8ae98_Jk8J2i_html_57bf64ba.png





cover.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

WEERERD
MAGIC

,A.CHRISTMAS REALM TALE

- WO@RS?OW

& o

ENEZIASBE TR M. VA T E NG





