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​Chapter 1 – Snowflakes & Suspicion

[image: ]




Snowflakes drifted lazily through the December sky, landing like powdered sugar on Pinewood’s rooftops. Tori King zipped up her puffy purple coat and tugged her knit hat down over her ears as she and Peebly, her sleek black cat, stood in awe of the holiday transformation.

Main Street looked like a postcard—twinkling lights in every window, garlands wrapped around lampposts, and a peppermint scent wafting from Winston’s Bakery. Pinewood’s annual “Window Wonderland” contest was in full swing, and each local business was outdoing the next with magical storefront displays.

“Look, Peebs,” Tori said, pointing toward the bakery. “Winston’s always has the best frosted glass murals. Last year, he did Santa’s workshop with actual sugar crystals!”

Peebly meowed approvingly, his breath puffing tiny clouds into the cold.

But as they neared the bakery window, Tori’s excitement fizzled.

There was no intricate scene of reindeer, no sugary sparkle. Just a cloudy mess—streaks and smudges like someone had wiped it down in a rush. A few flecks of crystalized sugar clung to the corners, but the design was... gone.

Tori narrowed her eyes. “That can’t be right.”

She leaned in, inspecting the glass. No “Out of Order” sign. No new design halfway done. Just blank glass and cold air leaking from the crack in the frame.

Inside, Mr. Winston was piping icing onto gingerbread men, oblivious to the mystery forming outside.

Peebly jumped onto the nearby bench and pressed his nose to the glass. His tail flicked once.

“I know,” Tori whispered. “It’s probably nothing. But when something’s supposed to sparkle and doesn’t, that usually means trouble.”

She reached into her coat pocket and pulled out her trusty red notebook.
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