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​Introduction
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Snowflakes drifted lazily from the sky, coating the Wintering Wood in a sparkling blanket of silver and white. It was the kind of night where chimneys smoked and children sang, where reindeer pawed the ground with excitement, and the whole forest seemed to hum with Christmas magic. But in a quiet cave on the edge of the valley, one young dragon wasn’t feeling very magical at all.

Flicker sat with his wings tucked tight, staring at the tiny wisp of smoke curling from his nostrils. Other dragons his age were already practicing their fire-breathing for the great Christmas Eve bonfire. They roared and crackled, lighting up the night sky with bursts of flame. But Flicker? Flicker was afraid. Fire was dangerous. Fire destroyed. And though his scales gleamed orange-gold like a sunrise, he had never dared to let his spark become a flame.

“Maybe I’m just not meant to be a real dragon,” he muttered, hugging his tail. His voice echoed in the empty cave. Outside, he could hear the laughter of others as they warmed themselves by their practice fires. It made his belly twist with both envy and shame.

Flicker’s only comfort was the forest itself. He loved the way snowflakes melted on his snout, how the moonlight turned icicles into crystal chandeliers. He loved the way the woods whispered secrets if you listened closely enough. Unlike fire, snow never hurt him.

One evening, while wandering deeper into the Wintering Wood than he ever had before, Flicker saw something strange. In the heart of the forest stood a towering pine tree, but not like any he’d seen. This one glowed from within—its branches shimmered with icy blue light, as though it held the stars themselves. Ornaments of frozen dew dangled from its limbs, glowing faintly, and a soft hum filled the air like the echo of an old carol.

Flicker gasped. He had heard stories of the Frost Tree—a magical pine said to guard Christmas itself—but he thought it was just a legend. Yet here it was, standing before him in all its shimmering glory.

But something wasn’t right. The glow was fading. The tree’s icy lights flickered weakly, as if it were struggling to breathe. A gust of cold wind rushed through the clearing, carrying a whisper that made Flicker’s scales prickle:

“Without the Frost Tree’s light, Christmas Eve will be lost...”

Flicker froze, his heart hammering. Lost? Christmas... gone? He didn’t understand, but one thing was clear: the Frost Tree needed help. And if no one else had seen it, maybe it was up to him.

He glanced at his trembling claws. He wasn’t brave. He wasn’t strong. He was a dragon afraid of fire. But something inside him stirred—something that whispered maybe, just maybe, he was meant to be here, right now, for this very reason.

And so Flicker took a deep breath, squared his little shoulders, and stepped toward the fading Frost Tree.
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​Chapter 1: The Dragon Who Feared Fire
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Flicker crouched low behind a snowy boulder, peeking out at the training field where the other young dragons practiced their fire-breathing. The night sky blazed with orange and red as sparks soared high, sizzling against the falling snowflakes. Dragons his age roared with laughter, proud of the flames curling from their throats. Some even traced their names in the air with fiery trails, leaving glowing letters that shimmered before fading into smoke.

Flicker gulped. Just the sight of those flames made his claws sweat. His belly felt like it was full of popping corn kernels, ready to explode. Every dragon was expected to breathe fire by the time they turned ten winters old. And Flicker? He was already ten. Yet every time he opened his mouth, his flame fizzled out before it even began.

“Come on, Flicker! Give it a try!” one of the older dragons shouted. “Don’t be a scaredy-scale!” The others laughed, their smoke rising like a taunt into the sky.

Flicker’s cheeks burned hotter than any flame he could produce. He ducked down behind the boulder and hugged his tail tight, wishing he could disappear. He wanted to shout back, to tell them he wasn’t weak—just... different. But the truth was, maybe they were right. Maybe he was a scaredy-scale.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
FLICKER
Qﬁ?’ andthe k-

ROST*TREE \






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





