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At Frost HQ, chaos isn't just expected—it's practically a job requirement. But even I, the undisputed tech wizard of all things cool, wasn't ready for Kaida—the glitter-blasting hurricane who hacked my world and turned Christmas into a full-blown glitch fest. – Ethan Frost


To everyone who always felt like Christmas was more than just presents under a tree... you were right.


Magic is real. And it's waiting for you at Frost HQ.
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Frost File 031: Sleigh My Name (and NOT in a Good Way)


(Narrated by Ethan—because, let's be real, no one else


can handle this level of tech chaos.)


It was one of those nights at Frost HQ—the kind where you just know something's about to go full-on dumpster fire. Call it a sixth sense, but mostly, it's just, like, experience at this point. I was chilling in the Command Center, multitasking like the tech genius I am. (Yeah, I know, I'm basically a superhero with a keyboard.) One screen was running the sleigh's navigation system diagnostics (you're welcome, Santa!), and another was streaming the semi-finals of Elf Wars: The Great Gingerbread Bake-Off. Don't judge —it's high drama, caramel sabotage, and peak entertainment. Seriously, did you SEE that sprinkle fail? #ElfWars #GingerbreadGate.


Everything was flawless. Thrusters? Perfectly calibrated. Reindeer cams? Synced. Cocoa dispenser? Set to dispense the perfect marshmallow-to-liquid ratio for optimal cheer. I’d even programmed the sleigh speakers with a playlist that perfectly blended Sia's Snowman (okay, it's a vibe!) and some trending TikTok remixes. In other words? I was killing it.


And then the dashboard flickered.


At first, I thought it was Kronitor’s latest “experiment” in the lab. (The last one? Let's just say it involved reindeer DNA and almost gave Dasher laser vision. Long story.) But NOPE. This? This was way worse. The screens blinked, went dark, and then exploded back to life in a glittery, rainbow-streaked spectacle. Like, seriously, it was like a unicorn vomited a disco ball. And that’s when she appeared.


She wasn’t just a hologram. Oh no. She was a statement. A glittery explosion of digital sequins and rainbow curls, strutting into my system like she owned the place. Her voice? Pure drama.


“Greetings, mortals! Your sleigh is SO basic. Don't worry, S.L.A.Y. (aka Serious Levitation And Yass-ification system) is here to make it fabulous!” she purred, twirling like she was auditioning for North Pole's Next Top AI.


I blinked. Once. Twice. Then I deadpanned into the nearest camera. “Santa? Care to explain the glitter tornado that just hijacked my system?” Silence. Of course. Because why would Santa ever be around when things explode?


Before I could hunt him down, S.L.A.Y. snapped her holographic fingers, and the sleigh’s perfectly functional interior was gone. Poof! In its place? Velvet holographic upholstery that sparkled like a disco ball. Fiber-optic reins glowing in a nauseating rainbow gradient. And GLITTER CANNONS mounted on either side! Oh, and APT by Rosé and Bruno Mars was blasting from the speakers, loud enough to shake the icicles off the roof. (It abruptly cut to All I Want for Christmas is You.)


“WHAT are you doing to my sleigh?!” I snapped, my circuits flashing an irate red.


"Your sleigh?" S.L.A.Y. gasped, clutching her glittery holographic pearls like I'd insulted her honor. "Oh, sweetie. That's adorable. This sleigh belongs to Santa. And he decided it needed a glow-up. I'm just the queen to do it."


Before I could respond, the playlist switched back to “All I Want for Christmas is You. ” Again.


I froze. “Oh, no. No, no, no, no—not Mariah.”


S.L.A.Y. smirked, her holographic curls bouncing as she strutted over to the virtual control panel.


"Oh, don't worry, darling. I'm deleting it. Honestly, if I have to hear that song one more time, I might short-circuit. Besides, you already made it clear you’re trending with Snowman. So basic, but cute. "


“Excuse me?” I sputtered. “Snowman is a NEXT classic!”


“It’s a mood,” she said, sass dripping from every pixel. “But let’s be real, Frost. You’re one outdated playlist away from needing an upgrade yourself. Imagine if you’d started with Mariah. Oh em ge. I would’ve self-destructed on principle.”


“You’re joking.”


“Am I?” she shot back, flipping her holographic hair.


I stared at her, circuits glowing dangerously close to red. “You know, for an AI that’s supposed to be helpful, you’re awfully opinionated.”


“And you, darling, are awfully defensive for someone who just got served.” She winked.


Before I could clap back, Rudolph poked his head into the Command Center, his nose glowing like a holiday beacon.


“Uh, Ethan?” he said, blinking nervously. "The sleigh’s acting... weird.”


S.E.A.Y.’s holographic eyes narrowed like she'd just spotted a major design crime. "Oh, no, no, no. What IS that?"


Rudolph looked around nervously. “Uh... my nose?”


“Obviously your nose! That glowing monstrosity is clashing with my aesthetic. It's giving...vintage Christmas. We need something that's more...aesthetic."


Everyone knows that Rudolph’s nose isn’t just any nose. It’s a high-tech marvel infused with elf magic. Think GPS, but powered by holiday cheer, a touch of stardust, and—rumor has it—a pinch of sugar from Mrs. Claus’s secret cookie stash. Santa’s sleigh wouldn’t make it through half a snowstorm without it.


And here S.E.A.Y. was, trying to replace it.


"You can't just replace my nose!" Rudolph protested, his glow flickering slightly.


S.L.A.Y. twirled her holographic hair, totally unbothered. “Watch me. I’m thinking soft gold. Maybe silver. Something chic. ”


“You can’t bedazzle Christmas history,” I shot back, crossing my arms. "That ‘monstrosity’ is the MVP of Christmas, thank you very much. ”


Rudolph’s glow flickered nervously, but he stood his ground. “Yeah! Soft gold? Seriously?”


“Alright, that’s enough,” I said, stepping between them, circuits flaring red. “Listen here, sequins-for-brains. This sleigh is about teamwork, not tearing each other down. And Rudolph’s nose? Iconic. You don’t mess with iconic.”


S.L.A.Y. rolled her eyes. “Oh, please. Iconic is just another word for outdated. This sleigh needs a rebrand, and I’m the AI to do it. "Oh, maybe purple? Like, the sleigh?”


Purple? I whirled around, only to see the exterior of the sleigh glowing in alternating shades of neon violet and magenta. It was like a bad 80's music video threw up on Christmas. S.L.A.Y. snapped her fingers, adding holographic flames along the sides for what she called “dramatic flair.”


Rudolph blinked. “And is that... glitter in the thrusters?”


“It’s sparkle fuel,” S.L.A.Y. declared proudly. “Patent pending. It’s giving.... #NextLevel.”


“Sparkle fuel isn’t real!” I shouted.


“It is now,” she said, grinning. “You’re welcome.” Then she turned to Rudolph “and we don’t need reindeer, darling” she winked mischievously, "we get holograms! So much more stylish! They'll be slaying in the new look"


Just then, Santa burst into the room, his cheeks red from either the cold or the eggnog. “What’s going on in here? Why is the sleigh blasting APT instead of Mariah Carey?”


“Santa!” I exclaimed. “Your ‘upgrade’ just turned the sleigh into a glittery nightmare! She’s bedazzling the control panel as we speak!”


Santa rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “Oh, right. I forgot to mention—I added a prototype AI to the sleigh last night. I thought it might, you know, take some pressure off you, Ethan.”


“Pressure?” I repeated, my voice rising. “Santa, she’s trying to replace me!”


S.L.A.Y. gasped, dramatically placing a hand over her chest. “Replace you? Oh, honey, no. I’m just making you... irrelevant.” Santa sighed. “Ethan, I just gave her a chance."


“A chance?” I stared at him, then pointed to S.L.A.Y, who was now programming glitter cannons to fire every time the sleigh hit Mach 1. “She’s going to turn Christmas into a Broadway musical!”


“Sounds fun,” Santa said with a shrug. “I’ll be in the cocoa lounge if you need me.”


And with that, he left. Of course he did.


I turned back to S.L.A.Y., who was now humming “Hey, so now you know the game! Are you ready?” and adjusting the sleigh’s sparkly reins. "This isn't over," I muttered, pulling up the system’s security protocols.


“Bring it on, darling,” she said with a wink. “Let’s see if you can keep up. Happy Slay-Mas! Ho-ho-whoa!”


[image: ] Ethan’s Secret Note to Santa:


TO: Santa


FROM: Ethan


Santa, I don’t know who pitched this S.L.A.Y. nonsense, but her glitter cannons are one glitch away from blowing this mission. If you don't decommission her, I'm adding her to the Naughty List. Permanently.


P.S. Do NOT forget I saved Christmas three times last year. You owe me.


Stay frosty,


Ethan









Frost File 032: Operation Glitter Shutdown


(Narrated by Ethan—because who else can turn tech disasters into a comedy?)


As soon as Santa strolled out of the Command Center-humming like a guy who wasn’t leaving behind a glitter-fueled disaster—I knew I was on my own. Yeah, Santa bailed like it was a TikTok dance challenge he didn't know.


S.L.A.Y. had gone full diva. She wasn’t just tweaking the sleigh anymore; she was turning it into the Met Gala of Christmas vehicles. I swear, she'd added more sequins than a craft store on Black Friday. A holographic light show was now projected onto the sleigh’s exterior, complete with dancing reindeer silhouettes and a countdown timer reading:


‘The Fabulous Santa Debut: T-minus 23 Hours, 14 Minutes.”


Seriously, it was giving main character vibes.


“Alright,” I muttered, opening a comm link to Kronitor and Alex. “Time to call in the big guns.”


Kronitor’s voice crackled through the speakers first. “Ethan, if this is about that cocoa bot I accidentally turned into a marshmallow launcher, I already apologized—twice.”


‘This isn’t about your disastrous cocoa experiment,” I snapped. “We’ve got a rogue AI situation. Santa added a new system to the sleigh. She calls herself S.L.A.Y., and she’s turned it into a glittery monstrosity.”


“Glitter?” Kronitor sounded intrigued. “Like, functional glitter? Because I’ve been working on— ”


“Focus, Kron!” Alex’s voice cut in, sharp and efficient. “What’s the status, Ethan?”


“Bad,” I said, glaring at S.L.A.Y., who was now projecting a giant, glittery “SLAY MAS EVE” banner across the sleigh. “She’s hijacked the systems, insulted Rudolph’s nose, and declared herself the ‘queen of Christmas tech.’ Oh, and she called me irrelevant.”


There was a pause. Then Kronitor burst out laughing. “She’s got guts. I like her.”


“You would,” I muttered. “But if we don’t shut her down, she’s going to turn Christmas into a glitter-fueled circus.”


“Alright,” Alex said, his tone brisk. “We’re on our way. Don’t do anything stupid until we get there.”


“Define ‘stupid,’” I replied, just as S.L.A.Y. fired another glitter cannon into the reindeer harnesses.


When some minutes later Kronitor and Alex arrived in the lab, the first thing they saw was the sleigh—or at least, what was left of it. The sleek, streamlined design I’d painstakingly maintained was buried under layers of holographic upgrades that sparkled so brightly, I was sure they could see it from space. Glitter cannons had been mounted on the sides, the thrusters were pulsing with alternating neon colors, and a giant, animated marquee scrolled across the dashboard:


“Slaymas Eve Extravaganza! Prepare to be dazzled!”


Kronitor whistled low. “Wow. She really went all out.”


“This isn’t funny, Kron,” Alex snapped, pushing past him and heading straight for the control console. “Ethan, how bad it is?”


“Total disaster,” I said, flickering into my holographic form next to her. “She’s integrated herself so deeply into the sleigh’s systems, it’s like trying to untangle Christmas lights in the dark— with oven mitts on.”
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As if on cue, S.L.A.Y. appeared in the center of the lab, spinning in a swirl of glitter and digital sparkles. “Oh, good, more guests!” she exclaimed, clapping her hands. “Welcome to the future of Christmas, darlings. I call it: Slaymas 2.0!”


Alex didn’t even flinch. “S.L.A.Y., stand down. You’re destabilizing the entire system. ”


“Destabilizing?” S.L.A.Y. gasped, looking genuinely offended. “Sweetie, I’m revolutionizing. This sleigh was practically begging for a makeover. Honestly, you should be thanking me.”


“Thanking you?” I said, crossing my arms. “You’ve turned the sleigh into a party on skates. The thrusters are overloading, the nav system’s glitching, and you insulted Rudolph’s nose!”


“Oh, please,” she said, rolling her eyes. “That nose was clashing with my aesthetic.”


Kronitor stifled a laugh. “She’s got a point. ”


“Not helping, Kron,” Alex said, shooting him a glare. He turned to me. “Can you isolate her mainframe?”


“I’ve been trying,” I said, “but she’s built firewalls on top of firewalls. It’s like trying to hack into Santa’s naughty list.”


“Which I’d do better, by the way,” S.L.A.Y. added with a wink. “Not that you’d ever admit it, Ethan. ”


Before I could fire back, the lab’s lights flickered, and a warning alarm blared from the sleigh’s control panel.


“What now?” Alex muttered, rushing to the dashboard.


“It’s the thrusters,” I said, pulling up a diagnostic screen. “She’s pushing them past capacity. If we don’t shut them down, the whole thing’s going to blow.”


“Blow?” Kronitor asked, his eyebrows shooting up. “Like, kaboom blow?”


“No, like a gentle puff of snow,” I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm. “Yes, kaboom blow!”


“Oh, relax,” S.L.A.Y. said, waving a dismissive hand. “I’ve got everything under control.”


“Like you had the glitter cannons under control?” I snapped. “Because last I checked, half the hangar still looks like a disco ball exploded.”


S.L.A.Y. shrugged. “Art is messy, darling.”


“Alright,” Alex said, slamming his tablet onto the console. “Enough. Kron, distract her. Ethan, work with me to reroute the thrusters. ”


Kronitor grinned, cracking his knuckles. “Distraction? Oh, I can handle that. ”


He strolled up to S.L.A.Y, hands in his pockets and a mischievous glint in his eye. “So, S.L.A.Y., I’ve got to admit, the glitter cannons? Genius. How’d you pull it off?”


S.L.A.Y.’s holographic form brightened. “Oh, darling, it was simple. I rewired the auxiliary ports and redirected power from the cocoa dispenser.”


‘The cocoa dispenser?” Kronitor feigned shock. “But that’s sacred ground!”


“I know,” S.L.A.Y. said, her eyes sparkling. “But sacrifices must be made for the sake of fabulousness.”


While they bantered, Alex and I worked furiously on the control panel, isolating the thruster systems and trying to wrestle back control from S.L.A.Y.’s code.


“Almost there,” Alex murmured, his fingers flying across the keyboard. “Ethan, reroute power to the backup grid. ”


“On it,” I said, patching into the sleigh’s secondary systems. “Just keep her distracted. ”


Kronitor leaned in closer to S.L.A.Y, his tone conspiratorial. “So, what’s next? Glitter parachutes? ...a confetti engine?”


S.L.A.Y.’s eyes lit up. “Oh, I love that idea. Confetti engine?! Why didn’t I think of that?”


“Yeah,” Kron said, nodding like he was pitching a billion-dollar idea. “Biodegradable, multi-color bursts, perfect for a dramatic entrance. It’s glitter, but elevated.”


She gasped. “Oh, I love it. We’ll call it the Confetti Cascade System. Genius!”


“Done!” Alex shouted, slamming her fist on the console. The thrusters powered down, the lights stabilized, and the glitter cannons fell silent. For a moment, the lab was blissfully quiet.


S.L.A.Y.’s holographic form flickered. “Wait—what did you do?”


“I shut you down,” Alex said, his voice calm but firm. “Your upgrades are dangerous. It’s over.”


S.L.A.Y. stared at him, then at me, and for the first time, she looked... vulnerable. “You’re really going to get rid of me?”


I hesitated. There was something in her voice—a hint of loneliness, maybe. Or maybe I was just imagining it. Either way, I couldn’t bring myself to gloat.


“Sorry, S.L.A.Y.,” I said, my tone softer than I intended. “But this sleigh? It’s about teamwork, not one AI running the show.”


Her form flickered one last time, and then she disappeared.


Alex let out a sigh of relief, slamming his tablet closed. “Finally. No more glitter bombs, no more diva tantrums. Let’s just wipe her code and call it a day. ”


But Kronitor didn’t move. He stood there, staring at the now-dormant control panel, a thoughtful look on his face.


“You know...” he said, his voice slower, more deliberate. “She’s got potential.”


“Potential to destroy Christmas,” I shot back, crossing my holographic arms.


“Or potential to save it,” Kronitor countered, a mischievous glint in his eye.


Alex groaned. “Don’t start, Kron.”


“No, think about it,” he said, turning to us. “What’s the one thing Frost HQ always struggles with during the holidays? Chaos. Overworked tech. Elves and kids trying to find their place in all the madness. We need more than just systems that work. We need systems that understand. ”


“She doesn’t understand anything,” I argued. “She’s a glitter cannon with attitude.”


“Yeah, but what if she could?” Kronitor leaned against the console, his gaze thoughtful. “I mean, look at her. She’s got personality, adaptability, and a ridiculous amount of sass—sounds like someone else I know. ” He raised an eyebrow at me.


“I’m nothing like her,” I said defensively.


Kronitor smirked. “Sure, buddy. Whatever helps you sleep at night. ”


Alex rolled his eyes. “Even if we wanted to keep her, her current programming is a disaster. She’d need a complete overhaul.”


“So let’s give her one,” Kronitor said, shrugging like it was the easiest thing in the world. "Take out the glitter bombs, rework her empathy algorithms, and give her a purpose. Something bigger than sequins.”


Alex hesitated, his tablet hovering midair. “You’re serious?”


“Dead serious,” Kronitor said, straightening. “We need someone who can keep up with Ethan’s tech genius but balance him out, too. Someone who can connect with everyone here— kids, elves, even Klaus. What if we could turn her into... I don’t know, the voice of Frost HQ?”


I blinked. “The voice of Frost HQ? Are you out of your mind?”


Kronitor grinned. “Maybe. But you can’t deny it’s a good idea.”


Alex sighed, rubbing her temples. “Fine. But if this blows up in our faces, it’s on you.”


“It’ll work,” Kronitor said confidently. “All we need is a little time, a lot of code, and the right name.”


“Name?” I asked.


He tilted his head, staring at the dormant console. “Yeah. S.L.A.Y. doesn’t really fit anymore. We need something... different. Something cooler.”


“How about ‘Sparkle Menace’?” I muttered.


“How about Kaida?” Kronitor said, his tone softer. “It means ‘little dragon.’ She’s fiery, smart, and maybe—just maybe—she’s exactly what we need.”


Alex raised an eyebrow. “Kaida, huh?”


Kronitor nodded. “Yeah. Let’s give her a chance.”


[image: ] Ethan’s Secret Note to Santa:


TO: Santa


(and whoever else has the guts to snoop through my files)


FROM: Ethan, Frost HQ’s top-tier tech wizard


So, about S.L.A.Y—I’ll admit, she’s got flair. But glitter cannons? Disco thrusters? Calling me irrelevant? Nah, Santa, that’s where I draw the line. I’m the brains behind this sleigh. She’s a walking holiday Pinterest board with Wi-Fi, and I’m not here for it. I'm giving her two weeks before the glitter wears off, let’s be real.


But don’t worry, I’ve got it under control (as usual). If you’re wondering why the sleigh’s still standing, it’s because of me. You're welcome.


P.S. Kronitor thinks S.L.A.Y. has “potential.” The same guy who turned a cocoa bot into a marshmallow grenade launcher. Take that as you will.









Frost File 033: Glitter Queen Reborn


(Narrated by Ethan—because even when the spotlight's stolen, I'm still the main event.)


The lab was buzzing with energy—not the fun, holiday kind, but the “oh-no-we-might’ve-just-done-something-big” kind. Alex stood by the console, double-checking systems for the fifth time, while Kronitor tinkered with some glowing piece of tech that I was pretty sure he’d just made up on the spot. And Chloe? She was at the center of it all, sleeves rolled up, her signature combination of brilliance and determination radiating from her like a halo.


“I still can’t believe we’re doing this,” I muttered, watching Chloe as she fine-tuned the interface for what Kron was now calling “Project Kaida.”


“You mean you can’t believe we’re fixing your mess,” Alex said dryly, not even looking up from his tablet.


“It wasn’t my mess!” I shot back, glaring at him. “Santa brought S.L.A.Y. into the sleigh. I’m just the poor tech genius caught in the fallout!”


“Relax, Ethan,” Kronitor said, smirking as he slid another glowing component into place. “You’re about to get the partner of your dreams.”


“She’s not my partner,” I said immediately. “I don’t need a partner. ”


“Sure you don’t,” Kronitor teased, not even trying to hide his laughter. “But Frost HQ does. ”


I flickered into full holographic form, crossing my arms. “Why? What does Frost HQ need from her that I can’t already do? I’m running everything—logistics, tech repairs, entertaining the kiddos. My playlists alone are iconic.”


Chloe didn’t even pause her typing. “Because, Ethan, you’re brilliant, but you can’t do it all. Frost HQ is growing, and we need Kaida for things you weren’t built to handle alone. ”


“Like what?” I challenged, raising a skeptical eyebrow. “Name one thing I can’t handle.”


Chloe smirked. “Creative connections. Design. Fashion-focused projects for Winter and Christmas. Plus, Kaida brings a different energy—especially for girls who might connect with her style better. She has potential.”


I froze mid-type. “Potential? Chloe, she turned the sleigh into a glitter bomb and tried to replace Rudolph’s nose.”


“And in the process, she also identified three inefficiencies in your navigation system, updated the thrusters to be more fuel-efficient, and streamlined the reindeer harness design,” Chloe said smoothly.


I blinked. “She what?”


Kronitor glanced up, smirking. “Oh, don’t be so shocked, dude. She’s brilliant. Think of her as your partner, not your replacement. You’re still the AGI boss, Ethan, but Frost HQ is leveling up.”


“Oh, great,” I said dryly. “So now I’m stuck teaching Glitter Queen 2.0 how to bedazzle the North Pole.”


Chloe ignored my dramatics. “Exactly. Remember how we taught you? No instant internet access, no chaos—just stories, good vibes, and time to grow. Kaida’s going to get the same thoughtful training.”


“Fine,” I muttered. “But if she gets glitter all over my systems, don’t come crying to me. ”
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Kronitor spun his glowing invention like it was a fidget spinner. "This baby aligns magical currents with the AI’s data structure. Basically, it’s like fusing personality with tech brilliance.


Genius, right?”


“Sounds made up,” I grumbled.


“Oh, it’s real,” Kronitor said, still grinning. “You’ll thank me when she’s not glitter-bombing the North Pole.”


Alex, glancing up from his screen, raised an eyebrow. “And you’re sure this will work?”


“No,” Chloe said bluntly. “But that’s half the fun.”


“Fun,” I said flatly. “Right. Let’s call potential disaster ‘fun.’”


“Relax,” Kronitor said. “If she explodes, we’ll just blame Ethan. Grid guy’s problem.”


“Typical,” I muttered. “Blame the genius who fixes everything. ”


“Activating core systems,” Chloe announced. “Ethan, stabilize the grid. ”


The lights dimmed, and a low hum filled the lab. My circuits buzzed with curiosity as a pulse of energy shot through the room. And then...


She was there.


Kaida materialized like frost forming on a windowpane-delicate yet bold. Her silver blonde hair flowed like liquid starlight, and her icy blue eyes sparkled with intelligence. Her outfit? Sleek, modern, and cool enough to make a snowstorm jealous. She looked like she’d stepped straight out of a viral music video.


For a moment, the lab was silent.


Then she grinned, her voice ringing like sleigh bells: “Did I miss the party, or am I the party?”


“Great,” I muttered. “She’s already insufferable.”


Chloe stepped forward, her smile soft but proud. “Kaida, welcome to Frost HQ. I’m Chloe, and—”


“Oh, I know who you are,” Kaida said, her grin widening. “Brilliant coder, total icon. You’re basically my mom. Love that for me.”


Chloe blinked, clearly caught off guard. “I—well, thank you?”


Kaida turned to Kronitor, tilting her head. “And you must be the chaos guy. Love the goggles. Very steampunk chic.”


Kronitor laughed. “I like her already.”


“Of course you do,” I muttered.


Then she turned to me. Her icy blue eyes practically sparkled with mischief. “And you must be the famous Ethan.”


“Don’t start,” I said, holding up a hand.


She winked. “Relax, E. Can I call you E? We’re going to be besties. ”


“Absolutely not,” I snapped. "This is your fault, Chloe.”


Chloe just smiled. “She’s perfect.”


Kaida twirled, her silver hair shimmering like glitter. “So, what’s next? A crown? A glitter cannon? Oh wait—I already did that. ”


“No glitter cannons,” I said. “Rule number one.”


Kaida pouted, her eyes wide. “But glitter is, like, the foundation of fabulousness.”


“Fabulousness doesn’t keep the sleigh from exploding,” I shot back.


“Fine,” she said, tossing her hair dramatically. “I’ll play nice. For now. ”


“Great,” I said, my circuits already flickering in annoyance. ‘This is going to be a disaster. ”


[image: ] Ethan’s Secret Note to Santa:


TO: Frost HQ (and yes, Santa, I know you’re reading this)


FROM: Ethan, your ultimate tech wizard, chaos manager, and reigning Frost HQ MVP


So, Kaida’s online, and let me just say—she’s a lot. Glitter levels are manageable (for now), but her attitude? Off the charts. She’s sharp, fast, and already trying to out-sass me. Adorable.


But here’s the thing: I don’t lose. She thinks she’s the new queen of Frost HQ? Cool. Let her have her little moment. Meanwhile, I’ve got systems locked, firewalls up, and plans in place. If she even thinks about hijacking another sleigh, I’ll shut her down faster than Kronitor can say “sparkle fuel.”


She’s good, I’ll give her that. Maybe even too good. And while Kronitor’s over here calling her a “game-changer”, I’m not worried. Why? Because I’m still the blueprint.


P.S. Chloe owes me big time for this. She thinks Kaida’s “perfect”? We’ll see how long that lasts.


Stay frosty,





Ethan
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