
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Whispering Stump

The Frozen Playground Spell

The KJ and Izzy Adventure

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: ]

Written by Audrey Vines

Copyright © 2026 by Audrey Vines

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or articles.

This is a fiction work. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Printed in the United States of America

First Edition

ISBN:9798251564945

Dedication Page

For every child who has ever felt quiet like Izzy or bold like KJ—

may you discover the magic that lives inside you,

the courage that grows when you love one another,

and the wonder waiting in your own backyard.

And to my family—thank you for being my first home,

my greatest joy, and my forever inspiration.
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​Introduction
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Every child carries a little bit of magic inside them—some loud and bright like KJ, some soft and steady like Izzy. This story was born from watching how different strengths can come together to create something beautiful, powerful, and full of wonder.

In this first adventure, KJ and Izzy discover a secret world hidden beneath their grandmother’s backyard—a world that responds to love, teamwork, and the courage to be exactly who you are. Their journey reminds us that magic isn’t found in being the same. It’s found in working together, honoring each other’s gifts, and believing that even ordinary places can hold extraordinary surprises.

As you read, I hope you feel the warmth of family, the joy of imagination, and the quiet truth that you, too, carry a light the world needs.

Let’s step into the magic together.
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Chapter One — The Secret Beneath the Stump[image: ] [image: ]
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Saturday mornings at Grandma’s house always felt different from any other day. The air seemed softer. The sunlight felt warmer. And the backyard—wide, green, and full of memories—felt like a place where anything could happen.

KJ burst out the back door first, as usual, his sneakers thudding across the porch before he even finished shouting, “Come on, Izzy!”

Izzy followed at his own pace, quiet and steady, letting the screen door close gently behind him. Where KJ moved like a spark, Izzy moved like a thought—soft, careful, and full of noticing.

Every Saturday morning, the cousins played in the backyard while Grandma cooked breakfast inside. The smell of biscuits drifted through the open kitchen window, mixing with the fresh scent of dew on the grass.

And in the far corner of the yard sat the old stump.

It had been there longer than anyone could remember. Grandma said it came from a tree her own father had cut down when she was a little girl. Most grown-ups barely looked at it anymore. To them, it was just a piece of wood.

But KJ always looked.

He ran toward it like it was a secret waiting just for him, his laughter bouncing across the grass. He hopped over it, circled it, tapped it with a stick, and sometimes even talked to it like it might answer back.

Izzy followed quietly, noticing the tiny cracks in the wood, the soft green grass curling around its edges, and the way the morning sun warmed one side but left the other cool and shadowed. He noticed things like that—small things that whispered instead of shouted.
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KJ plopped down beside the stump and drummed his fingers on it. “I bet there’s treasure under here,” he said.

Izzy tilted his head. “Why treasure?”

“Because it looks like a treasure stump,” KJ said, as if that explained everything.

Izzy smiled a little. KJ’s imagination was loud and bright. Izzy’s was quiet and deep. Together, they made something whole.

KJ leaned closer, pressing his ear to the wood. “Maybe it’s hollow,” he said. “Maybe there’s a tunnel. Or a secret door. Or—”

That’s when Izzy saw it.

A small green glow rising from the center of the stump, gentle as a whisper, soft as a firefly’s breath.

“KJ...” Izzy murmured, his voice barely above the breeze.

But KJ was already reaching out.

The stump trembled beneath his fingertips. The ground hummed, low and steady, like a heartbeat waking up after a long sleep. A soft whoosh of warm air brushed past their faces as the top of the stump cracked open, splitting like a blooming flower.
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Inside, a glowing staircase spiraled down into the earth.

Izzy froze, eyes wide, breath caught in his chest.

KJ grinned—the kind of grin that meant he was already halfway decided.

“Are you seeing this?” he whispered, though he was already leaning forward.

Izzy nodded slowly. “It’s... real.”

KJ bounced on his toes. “We have to go.”

Izzy hesitated. “Should we tell Grandma?”

KJ shook his head. “She won’t believe us.”

Izzy thought about that. Grandma believed in a lot of things—angels, blessings, and the power of a good breakfast—but glowing staircases under tree stumps might be a stretch.

The staircase pulsed softly, as if inviting them.

KJ took the first step.

Izzy’s heart thumped. He wasn’t brave in the loud way KJ was. But he trusted KJ. And something about the glow felt... safe.
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