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​Introduction: A New Snow, A New Start

The snow in Frostwood didn’t fall the way it did anywhere else.

It arrived like a whisper—soft, sure, and full of secrets. By morning, rooftops were dusted with powdered sugar, trees wore coats of white, and the forest that bordered the town looked like something from a storybook no one had finished writing.

Mira Linwood pressed her face to the frosty window of her family’s new home, watching the flakes swirl like tiny dancers in the wind. She hugged her knees, wishing she felt even half as magical as the view outside.

They’d only just moved here last week. Everything still smelled like cardboard boxes and fresh paint. Her parents kept telling her she’d "settle in" and "make friends," but Mira wasn’t so sure. Starting over was scary. Talking to new people was scarier.

And worst of all?

It was winter break, and that meant no school—so no chance to meet anyone new unless she went out into the snow.

“Wanna help us build a snowman?” a voice called from outside, clear as a sleigh bell.

Mira blinked and looked down from her bedroom window. In the field next to her house stood two kids, bundled in hats and scarves, waving like they knew her.

They didn’t.

But they were smiling.

Mira hesitated. Her heart thumped fast. She didn’t know how to join in, didn’t know what to say. She’d always been the quiet one, the watcher, the one who let others lead.

Still, something tugged at her—a feeling she couldn’t quite name.

Maybe it was the way the boy’s grin reached all the way to his eyes, or the way the girl spun in the snow like she belonged in it. Maybe it was the sparkle in the air, the kind that only shows up when winter is truly beginning.

She stood up, grabbed her coat, and stepped outside.

The world felt quieter under the snow. Her boots crunched softly as she walked over.

“I’m Leo,” the boy said, holding out a mittened hand.

“And I’m Juni!” the girl added, already kneeling in the snow, rolling a perfect sphere.

Mira smiled shyly. “I’m Mira.”

“Great,” Leo said. “You can help us build the biggest, best snowman this side of the mountains.”

“We’re giving him a pinecone mustache,” Juni added seriously.

Mira let out a small laugh. “Okay.”

As the three of them got to work—packing snow, stacking shapes, arguing about how tall the hat should be—Mira felt something shift inside her. A warmth. A beginning.

They didn’t know it yet, but this wasn’t going to be just any snowman.

And this wasn’t going to be just any winter.

Because deep in the woods, something old was stirring. Watching. Waiting.

And the snowman they built today would become the only thing standing between their world and a Christmas magic long forgotten.
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​Chapter 1: The Whispering Woods
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The next morning, Mira woke to the sound of giggling and snow thuds against the house. She rushed to the window just in time to see Leo and Juni launching snowballs at each other like tiny frosty missiles. Their laughter echoed through the air, carried by the wind like music only winter could play.

By the time Mira bundled up and ran outside, they were already hard at work again, putting the finishing touches on the snowman.

“We named him Thistlewhite,” Juni announced proudly. “Because it sounds important and also slightly ridiculous.”

“He’s got a pinecone mustache,” Leo added, pointing at the lopsided clump stuck under the carrot nose. “That means he’s wise.”

Mira smiled. The snowman stood tall and proud—three perfect snowballs stacked just right, button eyes made from smooth stones, a crooked stovepipe hat, and stick arms angled as if he were always mid-salute. Around his neck was a scarf Mira had brought from home—striped red and green, still warm from the dryer.
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