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Chapter One: The Fairy Born of Snow and Starlight
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On the quietest night of the year, when the stars blinked like lanterns in a velvet sky and the snow lay untouched upon the world, a light shimmered deep within the Mistletoe Forest. From the heart of a silver blossom, cradled by holly leaves and winter winds, a fairy was born. Her wings sparkled with frost-kissed magic, and her laughter rang like sleigh bells on the breeze. They named her Tasha, the Christmas Eve fairy, a guardian of joy, wonder, and warmth. But as the years passed and belief dimmed, so too did the light of Christmas. And now, as shadows stretch longer and songs fall silent, Tasha must set out to rekindle the spirit of Christmas—before it fades forever.
Tasha had grown quickly, as fairies often do when born under a special star. Within a single year, she had learned to dance on snowflakes, speak the language of pinecones, and wrap dreams in ribbons of golden light. The forest adored her. Owls hooted lullabies just for her. Foxes bowed low when she passed. Even the oldest trees whispered her name with pride.
But this year, something felt different.
The snow fell later than usual, and when it came, it was cold but joyless. The carol winds that once blew through the pine branches had grown still. The Mistletoe Blossoms—flowers that only bloomed when hearts were full of cheer—remained tightly shut. Tasha had tried everything: she lit lanterns in the trees, she whispered stories to the wind, she even sang the Song of Twinkling Hope. But nothing worked.
That was when she heard the voices.
Not forest voices. Not owl or fox or fir tree. These were child voices—rare, beautiful, and full of something the forest had been missing for so long: wonder.
Following the sound, Tasha soared through snow-laced branches and into a quiet clearing where two children sat beside a frozen pond. One was a girl with tangled Black curls and deep brown eyes. The other, a boy with a knitted hat pulled low and a nose pink from the cold.
“Do you think Christmas is broken?” the girl asked, her breath fogging the air.
“I don’t know,” said the boy, “but I haven’t felt it this year. Not really. No lights. No songs. Even Mom’s cookies didn’t taste the same.”
Tasha landed softly on a low-hanging branch, her wings tucked in tight. She watched them for a moment, heart fluttering.
She didn’t know it yet, but their names were Teagan and Dèanè, and they were about to become the most important part of her journey.
Tasha watched the children with wide, curious eyes. Something about them tugged at her heart like a ribbon caught in the wind. Most humans couldn’t find the Mistletoe Forest—it was hidden between the ticking of seconds, nestled in the hush before a snowflake lands. But these two had wandered in without knowing, led perhaps by the last flicker of belief.
––––––––
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The boy, Teagan, reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small, crumpled paper star. His blond hair peeked out from under a knit cap, and his blue eyes reflected the frost-covered trees. “This is the only thing I saved from last Christmas,” he said quietly. “I made it in school. We were supposed to write a wish inside.”
Dèanè leaned closer, her curly black hair dusted with snowflakes. Her deep brown eyes sparkled with curiosity. “Did you?”
He nodded. “I wished for Christmas to always feel magical.”
The paper trembled in his fingers, and something in Tasha’s chest gave a small, aching glow. A wish. A real one. Not just any wish—but one made from hope, not toys or treats. That kind of magic was old and rare.
She fluttered a few inches closer, invisible in the hush of the trees. The children didn’t see her, but the branch beneath her shimmered ever so slightly. A nearby holly bush rustled, though there was no wind.
Dèanè looked up sharply. “Did you hear that?”
“Probably just a bird,” Teagan said, though he glanced around too.
The forest seemed to lean in, listening.
Tasha hesitated. Fairies were forbidden to reveal themselves unless the moment was truly right—unless the magic in a heart was bright enough to see without eyes.
So she did something she hadn’t done in a very long time.
She reached out a fingertip and brushed it against the star in Teagan’s hand.
Just a touch.
The paper shimmered faintly, like frost catching moonlight. Both children gasped.
“Did you see that?” Dèanè whispered. “It... it sparkled!”
Teagan turned the star over in his hands. “It wasn’t the wind. Something’s here.”
In the trees, Tasha smiled softly, her heart beginning to stir with something stronger than worry—hope.
The snow had begun to fall again—gentle, quiet flakes that drifted like feathers from an unseen sky. Teagan tucked the paper star carefully back into his pocket, but not before glancing around once more. The forest felt different now. Warmer somehow. Like someone—or something—was watching over them.
“We should head back,” Dèanè said, brushing snow from her coat. “Mom’s going to wonder where we are.”
Teagan nodded. “Yeah. I don’t want to miss the cocoa.”
They turned and made their way through the trees, their boots crunching in fresh snow. Neither noticed that the wind had stilled, or that the trail behind them now glowed faintly with a silvery shimmer—like stardust scattered in their footprints.
Tasha followed silently, invisible still, her wings fluttering softly behind her. She didn’t know why the forest had allowed the children in, or why their wish had reached her heart so clearly, but one thing was certain: the magic had chosen them.
As they neared the edge of the forest, a low branch gently dipped, brushing Dèanè’s shoulder with a whisper of pine-scented frost. She paused, turning around slowly. “Did you feel that?”
Teagan stopped beside her. “What?”
“I... I thought something touched me.” Her voice was thoughtful, not afraid. “Like a snowflake that was warm.”
He tilted his head, watching the trees behind them. “It feels like the forest doesn’t want us to leave.”
Tasha’s heart fluttered.
She had never followed anyone beyond the forest’s edge before.
But tonight, something was different.
Tonight, she followed them.
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Chapter Two: The Dreaming Snowglobe
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That night, while the world slept under a soft blanket of winter, a quiet magic stirred.
On Dèanè’s side of the room, the curtains swayed though the windows were shut. A single snowflake floated down from the ceiling, glowing faintly, landing gently on her nose. She twitched in her sleep, then stilled.
And on Teagan’s side of the room, the old wooden music box on his shelf creaked open by itself. A lullaby played—soft, sweet, and unfamiliar. The melody drifted into his dreams like a silver thread.
They found themselves standing together in a place that looked like a snowglobe.
The sky sparkled with stars, but they twinkled like fairy lights instead of constellations. Snowflakes drifted upward instead of down. Trees glowed with golden ornaments, and the air smelled like cinnamon and frost.
“Where... are we?” Dèanè whispered.
Teagan turned in a slow circle, wide-eyed. “I think we’re dreaming.”
And then they heard her.
A voice like wind-chimes and snowmelt, like laughter echoing through pine trees.
“You found me.”
The children spun around. Floating just above a drift of glowing snow was a small figure, lit from within. Her wings shimmered like frozen sunlight, and her eyes sparkled with something older than time but warmer than fire.
Dèanè gasped. “You’re real.”
Tasha smiled, her voice as soft as falling snow. “As real as your wish, Teagan. As real as the magic you carry, Dèanè.”
Teagan stepped forward. “Are you... a fairy?”
“I am,” she said, “but not just any fairy. I’m the Christmas Eve fairy. I was born to keep the spirit of Christmas alive. But something’s gone wrong. The lights are dimming. The laughter is fading. I need your help.”
“But we’re just kids,” Dèanè said, though wonder danced in her eyes.
“That’s exactly why you can help,” Tasha said gently. “Because you still believe.”
She held out her hands. Between them swirled a tiny snowflake made of crystal and light.
“Will you come with me?”
The children looked at each other, not needing to speak. They both knew the answer.
Then the dream began to dissolve, like mist touched by morning sun.
But just before it vanished completely, Tasha’s voice echoed one last time:
“The first gift waits where the stars touch the trees. Find it when you wake.”
The morning arrived with golden light spilling across the frost-lined windows. Snow blanketed the town in hushed stillness, like the world was holding its breath. Birds chirped softly, and the scent of cinnamon oatmeal wafted up from the kitchen—but neither Dèanè nor Teagan stirred right away.
They both woke at the same moment.
Dèanè sat up in her bed, her curls tangled from sleep, heart still fluttering. She pressed a hand to her chest. The memory of the dream clung to her like glitter on skin—shimmering and hard to shake. “Tasha,” she whispered aloud.
Across from her, Teagan blinked at the ceiling, then rolled over and sat up. His blue eyes were wide, still echoing with starlight. The music box sat silently on his shelf, as if it had never moved.
“You saw her too,” Dèanè said immediately.
He nodded, barely breathing. “The snowglobe place. The voice. Tasha.”
“And the snowflake,” Dèanè added. “She said to find the first gift where the stars touch the trees.”
Teagan furrowed his brow. “What does that mean?”
They both looked toward the window at the same time.
Outside, the forest still shimmered faintly in the distance—though no one else seemed to notice. It had a glow that wasn’t sunlight. And nestled among the pine trees, barely visible, was something peculiar.
A glint.
A sparkle.
Something that didn’t belong.
Dèanè grabbed her boots. “Come on.”
The snow crunched beneath them as they followed the trail behind their house, toward the edge of the woods. The trees waited like old friends, their branches heavy with snow and quiet expectation.
As they stepped into the clearing where they’d sat the day before, Teagan pointed. “There!”
Suspended in the low crook of a tree, like a delicate ornament waiting to be noticed, hung a single glass snowflake. It spun gently, though there was no wind. Light danced through it, casting rainbow sparkles over the snow.
Dèanè reached out, breathless, and plucked it from the branch. It was warm in her hand.
Teagan leaned in. “Is there something inside?”
They peered closely. At the heart of the snowflake was a tiny rolled parchment, bound with a golden thread.
With careful fingers, Dèanè untied the thread and unrolled the scroll.
The writing was fine and looping, like frost patterns on a window:
“The first gift is wonder. Keep it close—it is the light that opens all other doors.”
Beneath the words was a mark: a tiny symbol of mistletoe and stars.
They stood silently, the world holding its breath around them.
Teagan spoke first. “This is real. It’s all real.”
Dèanè nodded, tears prickling her eyes. “We’re part of something.”
From high in the trees, hidden among icicles and evergreen boughs, Tasha watched with a smile tugging at her lips.
The first step had been taken.
And the journey had truly begun.
Later that day, the house felt different.
It wasn’t something either Dèanè or Teagan could explain outright—but the warmth seemed warmer, the light softer, the shadows more curious. Even the ticking of the old clock in the hallway seemed to carry a rhythm, as if it had a secret tune only the walls could hear.
In the kitchen, their mother hummed a carol she hadn’t sung in years. She paused mid-stir of the oatmeal and blinked, surprised by her own voice. “I haven’t thought of that song since I was a little girl,” she murmured, a faraway smile blooming on her face.
Teagan and Dèanè exchanged a glance over the kitchen table.
On the windowsill, the frost patterns were unusually intricate—like tiny swirling vines and snow blossoms had bloomed there overnight. Dèanè reached out and traced one gently. It shimmered faintly under her fingertip, then rearranged itself into a delicate star before fading.
She sucked in a breath. “Did you see that?”
Teagan nodded slowly. “It’s like... she’s still with us.”
After breakfast, they crept into the living room, where the Christmas decorations had only half been unpacked from storage bins. They hadn’t decorated last year—Dad had been working out of town, and everything had felt... off.
But now, as if touched by unseen hands, the boxes were open, and a few ornaments were already hanging neatly on the tree, their glitter catching the morning sun. Teagan held up a wooden angel. “Did you do this?”
Dèanè shook her head. “No. I thought you did.”
They moved slowly around the tree, noticing little things—ribbons tied into perfect bows, the scent of gingerbread drifting from the fireplace even though nothing was baking, and a single golden ornament that hadn’t been there before.
Teagan lifted it gently. Inside was a tiny sparkle of light that blinked once, like a wink, then faded.
“I think it’s her way of saying she’s watching,” he whispered.
Dèanè looked around the living room, eyes wide and shining. “Maybe the magic doesn’t just live in the forest. Maybe it lives in us
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