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Christmas Magic


“I
T’S
T
IME
, S
ON
,” Luke’s father, Donald, said as Luke stood and began to pace. “I’m handing over the reins—literally and figuratively—to a new generation.”

Luke wasn’t sure what to say. He paced some more, raking a hand through his hair as his mother watched with worried eyes. His father looked calm, happy…at peace with his decision.

“I…I won’t have any idea what to do,” Luke argued, shaking his head. “You can’t just expect me to step in and fill your shoes, Dad.”

“Luke—” his mom started, but she quieted as his father stood, stopping him with his hands on Luke’s shoulders so he could look him in the eyes.

“Son, do you think I had any clue when your grandfather retired?” His dad chuckled, shaking his head. “I was scared to death too. But you can do this. Your mother and I have faith in you, Lucas. You just have to have faith in yourself.”

After a moment, Luke nodded, huffing out a breath. “Faith. Right.”

He could do this. Really, he was born to do it, right? The men in his family had been doing it for nearly a thousand years. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t still scared out of his wits.

After all, his father had just christened him—Lucas Taylor—the next Santa Claus.


“Did you hear?” Whitney whispered to Sadie and Lia as she skipped into the dollhouse workshop.

Out of all the elves at the North Pole, Whitney was one of the few who looked remotely the way humans thought elves looked like. All elves did, in fact, have pointy ears, but most of them weren’t child-sized. Whitney was short enough that she could easily pass for a teenager if she dressed the part. She and Lia were Sadie’s best friends, married to two other elves—Evan and Blake—who worked in one of the other workshops.

“No… Hear what?” Lia asked, setting down the paintbrush she’d been using to decorate the roof of one of the small houses.

“Donald Taylor is finally retiring,” Whitney replied excitedly, her eyes wide. “Can you believe it? After nearly a hundred years!”

Sadie’s heart thudded in her chest. Donald Taylor, as he was known three hundred and sixty-four days of the year, had been Santa Claus for longer than she’d been alive. Lia, Blake, and Evan had each been around to see Donald’s grandfather as Santa, but Sadie and Whitney had only known Donald as Saint Nick.

“L-Luke is taking over?” Sadie stammered, feeling her cheeks heat at the thought of Donald and Nancy’s gorgeous son.

Whitney nodded, her grin growing. “Maybe you can pull a Cinderella and finally meet your prince,” she said with a wink.

Lia nodded her agreement.

Sadie shook her head. Luke was…North Pole royalty, while she was a simple, lowly elf. He would pick someone whose background, whose family name, was in line with his. Angelica Shepard, the daughter of his father’s right-hand man, maybe. She was a member of his family’s inner circle—their families had been friends for hundreds of years, after all—and she would make a proper Mrs. for one of the most important men in the world.

No, no matter what her friends thought, Sadie couldn’t imagine Luke would ever spare her a second glance, other than the general politeness Santa and his family extended to all the elves of the North Pole.

“We should get back to work,” she mumbled. “Christmas is only a week away.”


The next few days were crazy. Luke’s father held a big meeting in the center of town, announcing that the rumors were true and he was stepping down. Luke had spent the last two days going over every written word in the North Pole library, learning all he could about what his new job entailed.

He was lucky, he supposed. The reindeer knew the routine by now. They should… They’d been around as long as Santa Claus. Christmas magic was a wonderful thing. Three hundred and sixty-four days a year, he would be Luke Taylor—a normal human who looked twenty-five years old. One day a year, he would transform into the older, white-haired, bearded man with a belly that jiggled when he laughed and cheeks a rosy red, so well-known to children everywhere.

He wasn’t the only one affected by the magic. Like his family’s line, the elves aged so slowly that some were nearly four hundred years old. The magic allowed them to live in the frigid temperatures year round. The summers were a balmy thirty-two degrees Fahrenheit, while the winters dipped to negative forty degrees. For those in Santa’s village, winter meant heavy coats, while summer meant shorts and swim trunks.

That wasn’t the only magic here at the North Pole. Everyone moved a little faster than the rest of the world. With as many toys and gifts as the elves had to produce each year, extra speed was the only way it could be accomplished. When Luke was a child, the closer it got to December, the more he’d liked to go up on a hill overlooking the town and sit and watch the activity down below. The elves looked like ants scurrying around, their arms full of gifts and decorations or their hands waving animatedly as they told one story or another to their friends. And their ears… As a child, they had fascinated him. The tips were pointed, just like in all the stories, and from rumors he’d heard, they were extra sensitive. No one—not even Santa Claus—knew the reason for that. It was just something that was thought of as normal. Other than their ears and the fact that they could move at four times the speed of humans, there was virtually no way to tell the elves apart from their full-human counterparts. So if an elf was needed somewhere in the world away from the North Pole, they could blend in, as long as they kept their ears covered and moved at a human pace.

The reindeer were a lot like Luke’s family, only…different. Similar to whoever was Santa Claus, for every day but one, they looked and acted human but with all the magic of the North Pole. Bobby, Dalton, Max, Owen, Josiah, Dylan, Ryder, and the only female on the team, Chloe, worked in various jobs, including the greenhouse, helping to grow food for the village. Then one day a year, they transformed into the reindeer to guide Santa’s sleigh, going by the names in books and songs: Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Comet, Cupid, Donner, and Blitzen for the men, while Chloe became Vixen. Cooper, the last member of the team, was Santa’s personal assistant. On Christmas Day, his nose lit up when he transformed into Rudolph.

“Luke,” his mother said, pulling him out of his musings as he paged through another book. “You need a break. It’s time for dinner, sweetheart. Come eat.”

Luke tugged on his hair in frustration. He still felt unprepared, but his mom was right. He needed a break. Closing the book, he stood and smiled, following her out of the room.
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