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––––––––Summary:

A school ski trip to Vail should be the perfect winter getaway for Greta Hexe and the Misfits. Snow-covered mountains, skiing, ice skating, and snowmobiles promise two days of fun far away from the supernatural dangers that always seem to find them.

But when Lucas notices a snow-covered hill mysteriously disappear, strange questions begin to arise. Something enormous is moving through the mountains. Wildlife is being brutally attacked, terrifying roars echo across the valleys, and Madison senses a powerful creature hiding beyond the resort.

A creature that is afraid.

When Lucas and Madison become trapped deep beneath the mountain, the Misfits are drawn into a mystery involving an abandoned mine, a legendary beast, and a danger far greater than they imagined.

Greta and her friends came to Vail looking for adventure.

They may have found a monster.

But sometimes the real monster isn’t the creature everyone fears.
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G.R. Reid is the author of the Greta Hexe & the Misfits series, a collection of middle-grade fantasy adventures filled with magic, mystery, humor, and friendship.

A former comic book illustrator and writer, he has always had a passion for creating imaginative characters and fantastic worlds. Through Greta and her friends, he hopes to introduce young readers to a group of heroes who prove that being different doesn’t make you an outsider—it may be the very thing that makes you extraordinary.
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Lucas’s bedroom looked exactly the way most thirteen-year-old boys’ bedrooms did.

Stacks of comic books leaned precariously against one wall like tiny skyscrapers threatening to topple over at any moment. Posters of superheroes, science fiction movies, and classic monsters competed for space across the walls, leaving barely an inch of paint visible. His desk had long ago surrendered beneath an avalanche of sketchbooks, loose pencils, half-finished drawings, action figures frozen in heroic poses, and a laptop that had almost disappeared beneath the clutter. An empty drinking glass sat exactly where he’d abandoned it two days earlier, while a mountain of dirty clothes occupied the desk chair instead of the laundry basket only a few feet away.

On one page of an open sketchbook was a detailed drawing of a skier flying gracefully through the air.

On another was an unfinished portrait of Greta.

Lucas would have denied drawing it if anyone had asked.

None of the mess mattered to him.

He wasn’t in his bedroom.

He was somewhere far more exciting.

In his dream, he stood at the top of a magnificent snow-covered mountain beneath a cloudless blue sky. Endless white peaks stretched toward the horizon in every direction, sparkling beneath brilliant winter sunshine. Crisp mountain air filled his lungs as he adjusted his goggles and planted his ski poles in the powder.

Far below, hundreds of spectators gathered around the finish line.

Colorful banners fluttered in the breeze.

Somewhere a horn sounded.

“Racer number twenty-three,” a loudspeaker announced. “Ready...”

Lucas leaned forward.

“...Go!”

He pushed off.

His skis glided effortlessly over the packed snow before gravity seized him.

He accelerated down the mountainside.

The wind rushed past his face, carrying with it the sharp, clean scent of pine trees and fresh snow. Powder exploded behind him with every turn as he expertly carved his way through the slalom course. Red and blue flags flashed past in a colorful blur. Every movement felt natural, as though he’d been skiing his entire life.

A racer just ahead lost control around a tight turn.

Lucas shifted his weight, slipped past him on the outside, and continued downhill.

The crowd grew louder.

Almost there...

He crouched lower, feeling his speed increase.

The course dipped sharply before rising into a small jump.

Without hesitation he launched into the air.

For one glorious heartbeat the world seemed to stand still.

The mountains spread endlessly beneath him.

The crowd looked impossibly small.

Then he landed smoothly, barely feeling the impact before racing toward the finish line.

The final flags whipped past.

His skis crossed the line.

BWAAAAA!

A horn echoed across the mountain.

The crowd erupted into thunderous applause.

“I won!” Lucas shouted, throwing both fists triumphantly into the air.

People cheered from every direction.

Cameras flashed.

Reporters hurried toward him while a smiling announcer approached carrying an enormous gold trophy.

“Congratulations!” the announcer boomed. “First place in the Freshman Invitational!”

Lucas accepted the trophy with both hands.

It felt surprisingly heavy.

“I actually did it,” he whispered.

More applause erupted.

Then, quite suddenly, the crowd began stepping aside.

Someone was walking toward him.

Lucas’s heart skipped a beat.

Greta.

She looked adorable bundled in a bright red ski jacket trimmed with white fur. Matching mittens covered her hands, and a knitted winter hat barely contained her long hair. Tiny snowflakes drifted gently around her, catching the sunlight like glittering diamonds.

She smiled.

“You were amazing.”

Lucas suddenly found it difficult to breathe.

“R-Really?”

She nodded.

“I knew you could do it.”

His cheeks turned warm despite the freezing mountain air.

“I...I guess I got lucky.”

Greta laughed.

“No.”

She stepped closer.

“You were brave.”

Lucas stared at her.

His heart pounded so loudly he was certain everyone around them could hear it.

Greta slipped her arms around him in a warm embrace.

For a moment he forgot about the cheering crowd, the trophy in his hands, and the snowy mountains surrounding them.

There was only Greta.

She leaned back just enough to look into his eyes.

Then she slowly leaned forward.

Lucas closed his eyes.

BZZZZZZZZZZ!

His eyes snapped open.

The shrill buzz of his alarm clock filled the room.

“No...” he groaned, burying his face in his pillow.

The alarm continued its relentless assault.

He reached blindly toward the nightstand, missed it the first time, then slapped the top of the clock hard enough to silence it.

The room became quiet once more.

Lucas lay perfectly still, staring at the ceiling while the last traces of the dream slowly faded away.

After several long seconds he sighed.

“It was just a dream.”

A crooked smile slowly spread across his face anyway.

“Yeah...”

He chuckled quietly to himself.

“Greta would never kiss me.”

He rolled onto his back and stretched until several joints popped in rapid succession before letting out a yawn so enormous his eyes watered.

His gaze drifted toward the calendar hanging beside his bedroom door.

Only one more day.

The Gleason High freshman ski trip to Vail.

Just thinking about it filled him with excitement.

He had never gone skiing before.

Not once.

Over the past few weeks he’d watched countless skiing videos online, trying to convince himself that it couldn’t possibly be that difficult.

It looked easy enough.

Lean.

Turn.

Don’t fall.

Simple.

Of course, every single video also showed beginners tumbling headfirst into snowbanks, crashing into fences, or accidentally skiing straight into piles of powder.

Lucas couldn’t help laughing.

“That’ll probably be me.”

He pictured Greta watching him cartwheel down a beginner’s slope.

“Oh man...”

He groaned dramatically.

“Please don’t let me make a complete idiot of myself.”

Still, the trip wasn’t just about skiing.

It meant spending three glorious days in the Colorado mountains with his friends.

With Greta.

Maybe they’d ride the ski lift together.

Maybe they’d sit together on the plane.

Maybe they’d even go snowmobiling if the resort offered it.

The possibilities alone were enough to make him smile.

Hopefully I’m better at skiing than I am in my dreams, he thought.

He climbed out of bed, pulled on a clean T-shirt and a pair of jeans, then paused long enough to straighten one of the superhero posters that had begun peeling away from the wall.

His portable radio still sat on top of the dresser where it always did.

Music made getting ready for school a little less painful.

He switched it on as he headed toward the bathroom.

A cheerful morning DJ was already halfway through discussing an approaching cold front.

“...which means excellent conditions across much of the Rocky Mountains,” the announcer said enthusiastically. “Fresh snowfall is expected throughout the week, making this one of the best early ski seasons in years.”

Lucas grinned.

“So far,” he said to himself, “today’s starting pretty well.”

With that, he disappeared down the hallway, completely unaware that this ordinary Thursday morning was about to become one of the last truly normal days he would enjoy for quite some time.

_____​​​

​

​Meanwhile, across town, Greta was enjoying a pleasant dream of her own.

Soft morning sunlight filtered through the curtains of her bedroom, painting golden stripes across the hardwood floor. She slept soundly beneath her warm patchwork quilt, one arm tucked beneath her pillow while Alice, her faithful cat and familiar, lay curled beside her head. The sleek black cat had wrapped her tail neatly around herself, looking perfectly content as a quiet purr rumbled from her chest.

Unlike Lucas’s dream, Greta’s wasn’t about winning competitions.

It was about adventure.

She and Lucas were racing across the snow-covered mountains of Colorado aboard a bright red snowmobile. The powerful machine skimmed effortlessly across endless fields of untouched powder, leaving twin trails carved into the sparkling white landscape behind them.

Towering pine trees rushed past on either side, their branches heavy with fresh snow. Majestic mountain peaks stretched toward a crystal-blue sky, their summits glittering beneath brilliant winter sunshine. Every breath filled Greta’s lungs with crisp, icy air that somehow felt cleaner than any air she’d ever breathed before.

She laughed as the snowmobile bounced over a drift.

“This is amazing!” she shouted over the steady roar of the engine.

Lucas glanced over his shoulder, his goggles pushed up onto his forehead.

“I told you you’d love it!”

“You forgot to mention how fast these things are!”

He grinned.

“I’m not even going full speed yet.”

Greta’s eyes widened.

“Please don’t!”

Naturally, Lucas opened the throttle just a little more.

The snowmobile surged ahead.

Greta squealed before instinctively wrapping both arms around his waist.

“Lucas!”

“What?”

“You did that on purpose!”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

She laughed despite herself.

“You’re impossible.”

“I’ve been called worse.”

Ahead, the trail climbed a gentle rise before leveling off at a breathtaking overlook.

Lucas slowed the snowmobile to a stop.

Greta climbed off and gasped.

Before them stretched an endless panorama of snow-covered mountains, frozen lakes, evergreen forests, and valleys blanketed in dazzling white. The morning sun transformed the snow into millions of tiny diamonds that sparkled in every direction.

“It’s beautiful,” Greta whispered.

Lucas nodded.

“I figured we’d stop here for a minute.”

“I’ve never seen anything like this.”

“Neither have I.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The only sounds were the gentle breeze whispering through the pine trees and the quiet ticking of the cooling engine.

Greta smiled.

“I can’t wait until we’re really here.”

Lucas smiled back.

“It’s going to be the best school trip ever.”

Neither of them noticed the magic beginning to unfold hundreds of miles away in Greta’s bedroom.

With a soft pop, a colorful striped canvas awning magically appeared above her bed.

A second pop followed.

Then another.

Two fluffy white clouds drifted lazily through the ceiling as though it weren’t even there. They floated into position just beneath the awning before settling in place.

A few delicate snowflakes began drifting downward.

At first it looked almost magical.

Peaceful.

Beautiful.

The snowfall gradually became heavier.

Soon the tiny flakes became a steady shower.

Snow accumulated on top of the canvas awning one layer at a time until a small mound began to form.

Then it became a larger mound.

The striped fabric sagged ever so slightly beneath the growing weight.

Across the
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