

    
        
          The Twelve Days of Winterhallow

        

        
        
          The Manors of Winter, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Shelly Von West

        

        
          Published by Shelly Von West, 2025.

        

    

Copyright

Copyright © 2017-2025 by Shelly Von West

All rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

The author acknowledges the copyrighted or trademarked status and trademark owners of word marks mentioned in this work of fiction.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Epilogue

Afterword

BONUS SCENE

Also by Shelly Von West

Sign up for Shelly Von West's Mailing List

Also By Shelly Von West

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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The Last Christmas at Home

The winter before the Norwoods moved to Winterhallow was unusually cold, the kind of cold that turned windowpanes to lace and left frost feathers blooming across the countryside.

Charlotte Norwood stood at her bedroom window, breathing little clouds onto the chilled glass as she watched snow drift across their quiet street. The world was muffled beneath white, calm enough to imagine anything.

She loved it here. But lately she had felt as though life was happening elsewhere — in some unseen place she had yet to reach.

“Charlotte!” Phoebe burst in without knocking, as usual. “Eliza says Father has news!”

Charlotte turned. “Good news or worrying news?”

“Both,” Phoebe said cheerfully.

Downstairs, their father warmed his hands by the hearth, the fire throwing amber light across his spectacles.

“We will winter in the city next year,” he announced. “Winterhallow.”

Phoebe squealed. Eliza sighed in relief. Charlotte’s heart fluttered.

She had never been.

But she’d heard stories of the icy cobblestone avenues lined with lanterns, frosted rooftops glimmering like gemstones. The Frostbridge Market with bustling winter stalls. The most exciting of all; the Christmas Eve ball where half the marriages of the upper circles were first sparked.

Charlotte’s imagination tugged at her like a thread.

“Winterhallow,” she repeated softly.

Phoebe danced around her. “We shall all fall in love!”

Eliza swatted her with a rolled schedule of chores. “No one is falling anywhere. We are going for Father’s work.”

Charlotte only half heard them.

Her thoughts were drifting toward the idea of a city lit with winter magic, where perhaps — perhaps — destiny might actually notice her.

***
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THAT NIGHT, CHARLOTTE carried her candle up the stairs, the flame flickering with each step. Shadows stretched long along the walls in a soft whisper of her future.

She paused at the landing window. Snow fell steadily beyond the glass, swirling like silver dust.

She rested her palm against the pane.

“I hope,” she murmured, “that next year... something begins.”

Not a fairytale — she didn’t dare ask for that. Not a whirlwind romance — those ended badly in the society pages.

But something real. Something warm. Something that made her heart feel... awake.

***
[image: ]


THE NORWOODS HOSTED a small Christmas gathering that year — neighbors, distant family friends, a few local dignitaries. Music drifted through the parlor; the scent of cinnamon and evergreens filled the air.

Charlotte slipped outside for fresh air near midnight, cloak wrapped tightly against the cold. Snowflakes melted in her hair.

The stars shone brighter than she’d ever seen them.

She felt... watched.

Not in a frightening way. In a way that felt almost protective. Not by a person — but by fate itself.

She closed her eyes.

“Next winter,” she whispered, “let me feel something true.”

A lone carriage passed at the end of the street, its lantern dim through the snowfall. A shape inside — tall, dark-coated — glanced toward the Norwood house as it rolled by.

Charlotte didn’t see him. She wouldn’t remember the sound of that passing wheel.

But something in the air shifted — faint, quiet, undeniable.

As though the world had just noted her request.
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DURING THE TWELFTH Night festivities, a letter arrived from one of their city cousins describing the Frostbridge Ball:

“...Such beauty, such candlelight, such finery. I danced beside the Harrowgates themselves! The younger brother was present — though moody as always — still, he caused quite the stir...”

Charlotte paused. The words dancing in her head.

Younger brother. Moody. Stir. 

It painted the faintest outline of someone she did not know and had no reason to wonder about.

But something about it tugged at her, a little static spark of curiosity.

And then she laughed at herself for being dramatic.

Still, she folded the letter carefully and kept it among her things.

“Next year,” she whispered again, “will be different.”

She didn’t know how, why, or with whom.

But as the final snowfall of the season coated the Norwood home in a blanket of shimmering white, Charlotte Norwood felt — for the first time — that her life was quietly gathering momentum.

Winterhallow awaited. And somewhere within its frosted streets, a future she could not yet imagine was drawing breath.
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WINTERHALLOW ROSE BEFORE the Norwoods like a city carved from frost and candlelight.

Their carriage rattled over the Frostbridge on the first evening of the new season, the river gliding black and silent beneath them. Snow dusted the rooftops like sugar on pastries. Chimneys puffed soft clouds of smoke. Lanterns glowed along the avenue in a warm golden line stretching toward the heart of the city.

Charlotte pressed her face lightly against the cold glass, wondering if any place had ever looked so alive.

“We’re finally here,” Phoebe sighed dreamily, adjusting her bonnet for the fifth time. “This is where marvelous things happen. People fall in love here.”

“People fall in debt here, too,” Eliza reminded her sharply. “Keep your head.”

Charlotte smiled but said nothing.

Her heart thudded a little faster, as though it, too, recognized the city.
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THEIR TOWNHOUSE—WINTERROSE House, a narrow home of gray stone and ivy—sat on a quiet street near Winterhallow Square. Climbing white winter roses grow along trellises, blooming even in the coldest months. The front door was a soft evergreen color with brass fittings and a delicate etched rose in the glass transom above it. Two lanterns hang on either side of the door, casting a warm amber light across the snow. A small wrought-iron balcony sits above the entrance, perfect for Charlotte to lean over and look toward the city. In winter, snow gathers along the windowsills in neat little drifts.

Winterrose House looks like a postcard—quietly magical, modest but full of charm.

When they arrived, servants bustled, the streetlamps flickered, and snow fell thick enough to soften every sound.

Inside, the space felt chilled by travel dust but filled with potential. Charlotte pulled off her gloves and wandered from room to room, touching mantelpieces, peering out frost-laced windows, imagining the life that would unfold here.

Phoebe bounded behind her.

“Eliza says there’s a winter market in the square tomorrow,” she whispered conspiratorially. “We must go. They say it has fire dancers! And musicians! And pastries shaped like snowflakes!”

Eliza followed with a huff.“I never said fire dancers. I said fire-lit lanterns. You don’t listen.”

Charlotte laughed softly.

But Phoebe grabbed Charlotte’s hands dramatically.

“I can feel it,” she insisted. “Winterhallow is going to make something happen to you.”

Charlotte blinked. “Me?”

“Oh yes. You’ve had that look about you since last Christmas.”

“What look?”

“The look of someone who is about to have their heart startled awake,” Phoebe declared.

Eliza groaned, “You’ve been reading far too many novels again.”

Charlotte brushed it off with a smile—but the words lingered.

Heart startled awake.

The thought made her stomach flutter.

***
[image: ]


THE NEXT MORNING, THE Norwood sisters walked arm-in-arm to the Frostbridge Market. Snow fell in slow, shimmering flakes that glowed like drifting stars under the lanterns.

The market was everything Charlotte hoped it would be, with evergreen garlands draped over wooden stalls, vendors selling steaming cider, sugared almonds, and handmade ornaments, and street musicians playing violins and flutes, children chasing snowflakes and the scent of winter roses carried on cold air.

Charlotte felt her breath catch at the sheer beauty.

“This is...” she whispered.

“Enchanted,” Phoebe finished.

Charlotte nodded.

Enchanted, yes. Enchanted in a way that made her heart feel tender, open, expectant.

As they moved through the crowd, Charlotte’s gaze drifted toward a quiet corner of the square where a tall figure in a dark coat stood partly turned away.

She caught only a suggestion of broad shoulders. A still posture, which gave the faint impression of someone watching the swirling life of the market rather than joining it.

But the moment she focused, the figure melted into the moving crowd.

Charlotte blinked.

Just a stranger. Just winter shadows.

She turned back to her sisters.

Still... something inside her stirred, an inexplicable shiver of awareness.

As if the city was whispering and the keen knowledge that she was in fact not alone but in a new place full of promise. 

***
[image: ]


THAT EVENING, THEY walked home through Winterhallow Square, their breath floating in little clouds, the air heavy and cold.

Charlotte slowed, letting her sisters walk ahead. She paused beneath an avenue of glowing lanterns strung like captured stars.

Snow drifted around her, soft as feathers.

For one suspended second, she felt a strange sensation—not déjà vu, but something gentler.

Recognition without understanding. Longing without a face. Anticipation without name or shape.

She wrapped her cloak tighter.

“Christmas...” she whispered to the empty street, “I hope something remarkable finds me.”

A carriage rolled quietly by at the far end of the lane, its lantern casting a dim halo across the falling snow.

Charlotte didn’t see the silhouette inside.

She didn’t need to.

The city was already shifting around her, subtly and unseen.

As though Winterhallow knew where her story would lead long before she did.

And as though winter itself was holding its breath.

By midwinter, the Norwoods had settled comfortably into Winterhallow’s rhythm. The sisters explored bookshops and tea rooms, attended small musicales, and grew fond of the city’s charming eccentricities—like the baker who sang loudly while kneading dough, or the apothecary cat who roamed the shelves as if he owned every tincture and tonic.

But nothing stirred as much excitement in the household as the arrival of a thick cream envelope sealed with silver wax.

It came one snowy afternoon, delivered by a footman stamping melted flakes from his boots.

Eliza picked it up first and frowned at the elegant script.

“To Miss Charlotte Norwood,” she read aloud. “That’s you.”

Charlotte blinked.“Me?”

Phoebe practically snatched the envelope. “It’s from Frostbridge Hall. Charlotte, this is the Christmas Eve ball invitation!”

Charlotte’s mouth fell open. “But that is... weeks away. And we’ve been here only a short time.”

“Winterhallow wastes no time in marking its favorites,” Phoebe said, waving her hand dramatically.

Eliza snorted. “Or perhaps they simply sent one to every eligible young woman within a ten-mile radius.”

Phoebe glared. “You destroy magic wherever you go.”

Eliza lifted her chin. “I preserve realism.”

Charlotte, meanwhile, traced the edges of the envelope.

Frostbridge Hall.The most exquisite ballroom in Winterhallow.The most romantic tradition of the season.The place she had heard stories about since childhood — candlelit waltzes, string quartets, couples meeting beneath the great evergreen arch...

She swallowed.

“Open it,” Phoebe urged.

Charlotte broke the seal.

Inside, written in graceful calligraphy, was the invitation:

Miss Norwood,You are cordially invited to the Frostbridge Christmas Eve Ball,to be held under the great fir on the twenty-fourth night of December.An evening of light, music, and celebration awaits.

Her heart fluttered unexpectedly, like a bird brushing against its cage.

Phoebe gasped over her shoulder.“Oh, Charlotte, this is fate.”

Eliza folded her arms. “It is an invitation, not destiny.”

But even she couldn’t entirely hide the smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.

Charlotte read the words again.

Christmas Eve.A night steeped in magic.Hope.Possibility.

A night when stories like hers could begin.
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THE NEXT DAY, THE SISTERS and their mother visited Madame Vellore, a dressmaker known for her talent, her sharp tongue, and her ability to size a lady by a single glance.

Madame Vellore swept into her salon wearing a gown the color of blackberry wine.

“For the ball?” she guessed immediately.

Charlotte nodded shyly.

Madame Vellore examined her for a long moment, humming under her breath.

“You,” she declared at last, “shall wear winter green. The kind that looks black in shadows and emerald in candlelight.”

Phoebe sighed dreamily.Eliza raised an eyebrow.Charlotte blushed, and their mother nodded as if she too had selected that color for her daughter. 

“Winter
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