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Royal Family

For Veronica Clayton, the sudden death of her mother
has turned her naturally bright and happy-go-lucky view of the
world bleak. As the Police Protection Officer for the Queen’s
children, she has purpose, but for the next six months, the Queen’s
family is the focus of a documentary on royal life. The last thing
Clay wants is a camera pointed in her face.

Katya Kovach, a refugee to Britain, knows all about
death and grief. She saw her family shot in front of her and has
never recovered from those dark memories. Now trained at London’s
most prestigious childcare school, she’s happy as the nanny to
Queen Georgina and Queen Bea’s children.

Clay is usually good-natured, but the rule-oriented
Katya is not only a pain, but annoyingly beautiful, and they find
themselves facing the awkward reality that everyone else is a
couple except them while their every move is being filmed. Loss has
defined both their lives, but guarding their hearts may prove to be
the biggest heartbreak of all.
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“The chemistry between the two MCs had us hooked
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Royal Court

“The author creates two very relatable
characters…Quincy’s quietude and mental torture are offset by
Holly’s openness and lust for life. Holly’s determination and
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Frame had me hooked and I reread a few scenes because I felt like I
needed to experience the intense intimacy between Finn and Bridget
again. The devotion they showed to one another during these sex
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“We three are family…”


Chapter One

Veronica Clayton moved gingerly from behind deep
undergrowth to the cover of a large tree. Her heart and breath were
steady despite the exertion of tracking the target she was
stalking. Clay’s training as a police protection officer kept her
emotions in check and her head clear.

She was the best shot in the protection command. In
fact she’d always been the best marksman in every team she’d been
in, from army cadets as a girl, to police training and her first
assignment to the firearms squad.

Clay heard the low murmur of voices, and then caught
her target in her vision. She kept her weapon close to her side and
edged around the tree trunk to get a better shot. She’d only need
one—one opening, and her target would be down. She raised her
weapon, and in a second…boom.

There were screams followed by shrieks of
laughter.

Holly wiped snow from her jacket, and Princess
Edwina, or Teddy as she was known, bounded up and down on the thick
snowy ground.

“Get her, Holls,” Teddy shouted.

Holly shot her a glare. “I’m going to kill you,
Clay.”

Clay gathered more ammunition from the snowy ground
and ran out into the gardens of Sandringham Estate. The royal
family were gathering to celebrate Christmas at Sandringham, the
Queen’s Norfolk Christmas retreat, in observance of an old
tradition. Tradition was very important to the family, especially
at Christmas, and this was a time they treasured.

Clay laughed at Holly’s threat. “You can try, but
I’m too fast for you.”

Teddy started to lift snow and throw it in Clay’s
direction, but being only three years old, her missile didn’t get
very far.

Holly shouted to Jack, one of the new members of the
protection squad, to help them. After Beatrice, the Queen Consort,
had her second child, Jack was placed under Clay’s command, to be
an extra pair of eyes on the royal children. Clay got on with Jack
really well and trusted him to help with the protection of Teddy
and her three-month-old baby sister, Princess Anna. Jack ran across
the snowy garden at top speed and gathered up a big pile of snow.
The Queen’s dogs—Rex, Shadow, and Baxter—chased around and barked
loudly.

Teddy and Holly chased after Clay as fast as Teddy
could run on her little legs, but when Jack’s snowballs hit Clay
square in the back, she fell to her knees dramatically, as if she
had been shot.

“I got her, Princess Teddy,” Jack said in
triumph.

Clay played up her death scene as the princess and
Holly hurried towards her. “I’m dying—you got me. Don’t shoot.”

“We’ve no sympathy, Clay. We’re going to get you,
aren’t we, Teddy?” Holly said.

Teddy picked up handfuls of snow and threw them all
over Clay as she sat on her knees in the snow.

“I got her, I got her, Holls.” Teddy jumped up and
down.

“You sure did,” Holly told her.

Clay loved spending time with the Queen’s children.
She loved them like her own little sisters and would die to protect
them. Being a protection officer meant she didn’t get the Christmas
holidays off work, but since her mother had died a few months ago,
she didn’t care.

Her mother’s sudden death left Clay with no
immediate family, and the quiet loneliness of her own flat was too
much to bear. So she threw herself into her job. Protecting these
two important children was her life now, and the hustle, bustle,
and excitement of a royal family Christmas dulled the grief that
she felt deeply inside.

There was a lot of focus on the royal family at
Christmas, and the protection team had to be on their toes. Despite
Christmas being a private family time for most British families,
the royal family had to be on display at this time of year, leading
the nation in their celebrations.

The snow rained down on Clay from above, and the
dogs barked with excitement, until she said, “I’m dead.” She went
still and feigned her death.

The snow stopped, and Teddy said, “You okay,
Clay?”

“Don’t trust her, Teddy,” Holly said.

Just then Clay made a grab for Teddy, and she
squealed. Clay held Teddy above her head. “I’m going to get you,
Princess.”

This was her family now, and without her mum, this
was the best way to spend Christmas Eve.

✥ ✥ ✥

Queen Georgina heard shrieks of laughter from
outside. She got up from her desk and walked to the window. She
smiled when she watched Teddy, Holly, and Jack have an all-out
snowball fight in the garden.

This was the life she had longed for—spending
Christmas with her family and children at Sandringham House. She
had so many happy family Christmases at this, the Sovereign’s
private estate. She only wished she had more time to spend outside
playing with her children, but the affairs of state didn’t stop
just because it was Christmas Eve.

Although she had Christmas Day off from the boxes
that came to her daily from her government, Christmas Eve was no
exception. Now George knew how her father felt when he was always
apologizing for having to slip away over the holidays.

But she was glad to see her daughter Teddy was still
having plenty of fun with Clay and Holly. Holly had been filling
in, when she could, for the nanny, who’d been let go just last
month, after it was discovered she was selling stories to the
press.

George sighed. After her own childhood nanny, Mrs.
Baker, had retired when they returned from their American trip, it
had been hard enough for Beatrice to choose this nanny. But now her
wife trusted outsiders even less, and they had to start the whole
recruitment process all over again.

When it came down to it, she knew, Bea just hated
having to rely on a nanny. She wanted to be the one looking after
the children. But it just wasn’t practical with all the engagements
they had to attend, both during the day and in the evening. Relying
on staff to help was a normal part of life for George’s family, and
it was just taking Bea a little bit of time to relax about it and
not feel so guilty.

One thing that was secure was Clay’s position as
Teddy and baby Anna’s protection officer.

Teddy absolutely loved Clay, and Clay was young
enough that she would be a stable influence on Teddy’s and her
little sister’s lives for a long time to come. Above all both she
and Bea trusted Clay. She had blossomed under Captain Quincy’s
influence, and now that Jack had joined them, the wall around her
wife and family was secure.

She laughed as Shadow, her black Labrador, and
Baxter, her boxer, chased Clay and Jack, while Rex, the
honey-coloured Lab, stayed right next to Teddy. Rex, once her late
father’s dog, fell in love with Bea when George met her, and when
Teddy came along he became the princess’s unofficial chief of
security.

George heard a knock at her study door, and she
retreated to her desk. “Come in.”

Sebastian, her private secretary, entered carrying
two red government boxes. He bowed at the neck and said, “Your
Majesty.”

“Come in, Bastian. Let’s get this paperwork done and
get Christmas started.”

“Yes, ma’am. Just two boxes today,” Bastian
said.

He put them on the desk, and George used her brass
key to open them. She picked up the first folder and scanned the
first page.

“Why don’t you pour us both a sherry, Bastian, It’s
four o’clock on Christmas Eve, after all.”

“Thank you, ma’am. I will.” He walked over to the
drinks table and poured two small glasses of sherry. “Here you are,
ma’am.”

George took her glass and raised it. “Cheers and
Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas.”

George looked back down to her papers. “It’s mostly
about the election today, I see.”

“Yes, ma’am. I understand from government officials
you may have to cut short your Christmas break and go back to
Buckingham Palace earlier than usual to meet the prime minister,
whoever he or she might be.”

“Hmm…then my speech to the House of Lords will
follow soon after. It must be done, I suppose.”

Once a government was returned, the Queen, on behalf
of her government, had to set out to the people their intentions
for their allotted time in office. It was unusual to have an
election at the end of January, but the current prime minister, the
formidable Bodicea Dixon, had lost her majority in the House of
Commons. She couldn’t get an emergency budget through the Commons
and lost a vote of confidence. An election was the only option.

Since Bo Dixon had come to power, her authoritarian
leadership and questionable support of the troubled regime of the
dictator of Vospya had made her party’s popularity plummet. Labour
had lost MP after MP, and the party was in open civil war, the left
of the party trying to claw back from the more right-of-centre Bo
Dixon.

George sat back in her seat. “Do you think I’ll be
welcoming my second prime minister as Queen, or will Bo Dixon hang
on?”

“It’s a tight one, ma’am, but I’d put my money on
the Conservatives ousting Ms. Dixon,” Bastian said.

The opposition had appointed a new leader six months
ago to replace his dull, boring predecessor. Raj Shah was young for
a potential prime minister, and George secretly hoped he might win,
not because of his politics—she believed strongly in her duty to be
impartial—and not because she had come to dislike Bo Dixon.

But his premiership would be nice to see because it
would mark another couple of firsts, for her reign as Queen and for
the country. Raj would be the country’s first prime minister of
Indian descent, and the first married gay man. Number Ten would be
home to Raj, his husband, and their two children. Another barrier
would be broken down.

“Well, we shall see what the country wants very
soon,” George said.

“Yes, ma’am. The other main issue in your boxes
today is the security arrangement for the visit of Queen Rozala and
Crown Consort Lennox.”

George smiled and picked up the next folder.
“Excellent, I can’t wait to see my cousins.”

Rozala had blossomed in her role as Queen. George
knew it was in no small measure owing to the help and support of
her partner, Lennox.

“There aren’t too many issues, are there? I assume
MI6 and the royal protection squad are liaising with Denbourg
secret service?”

“Yes, ma’am, but there are strong opposition voices
within the Denbourg government and officials to her coming at this
time, including Crown Consort Lennox, I believe.”

The trip to Britain in February was important to
Queen Beatrice and Queen Rozala. Beatrice had come up with a new
campaign for the new year. This year her charitable focus would be
on supporting families.

George was really proud of Beatrice and all the hard
work she had put into it. She had even managed to get the UN to
designate the year as the Year of the Family, and many European
countries were engaging in their own campaigns. Denbourg was
one.

Queen Rozala was getting her UK charity, Dreams and
Wishes, to work with Beatrice’s Timmy’s and other charities. It
would all kick off when Rozala visited.

George put the folder back in her red box. “Is
Lennox worried because Queen Rozala is so late in her
pregnancy?”

“Yes, ma’am. She will be in her seventh month and
hit her eighth month when they visit, but Queen Rozala is
determined,” Bastian said.

George knew how stubborn Rozala could be. “I would
be concerned if it was my wife, but we’ll make sure we look after
her. I understand her pregnancy has been very healthy so far.”

Bastian nodded. “Yes, but her officials have long
memories, and the Queen’s mother died giving birth to Rozala.”

“I understand that. Maybe you could put together a
contingency plan to give the Denbourg officials, detailing how we
would react if there were any problems? It may allay their
fears.”

“Excellent idea, ma’am. I will do.”

“And the documentary? Is everything still set to
start in the new year?”

To celebrate the Year of the Family, Bea had been
asked to have cameras follow her campaign, for a documentary for
the BBC. The documentary would depict their family in the Year of
the Family.

Letting cameras into their private lives wasn’t
ideal, but it was essential every now and then to let the public
see what the royal family did day to day, and to document something
close to Bea’s heart. Her father had done a few, which had been a
great success.

Bea only agreed if she could choose the filmmaker.
Aziza Bouzid was an old friend of Bea’s who produced exceptional
documentaries and had won awards for her work. Bea had told her
they met through her former role at Timmy’s.

“I better get on with these then.” George picked up
her father’s fountain pen and began to sign some of the papers.
After a few moments, she realized Bastian hadn’t left, and she
looked up. He was looking a little nervous.

“Was there something more, Bastian?”

“Ma’am, you asked me to try to find a suitable nanny
for the princesses.”

“Yes, since my wife has found something wrong with
the last hundred applicants, especially after the disastrous last
appointment.” Clay had discovered their nanny was taking private
photographs and videos of the children, then selling them to the
highest bidder. George and Bea couldn’t understand how press
photographers were getting that close and how they were getting
hold of some deeply personal information on the family.

Clay had her suspicions and fed some bogus
information to the nanny to see if it appeared in the press. It
did, and when George found out, she wanted to rip the nanny limb
from limb, figuratively speaking.

Bastian grasped a folder. Government files for the
Queen’s eye tended still to be on paper, so they couldn’t be hacked
online.

“There is a nanny, just qualified from the
prestigious Landsford School, who might suit, and she has an acute
understanding of this world and I believe will be very
trustworthy.”

George was intrigued. “Who?”

“I have her secret service file.” Bastian held it
out to George.

“You asked for her to be vetted before consulting
me?”

“No, Your Majesty. She already had a file. The late
king asked for it to be kept top secret unless you ever asked
directly about her.” George frowned in puzzlement and curiosity and
took the folder. She opened it up and Bastian said, “Her name is
Katya Kovach.”


Chapter Two

Katya Kovach scooped up her shoulder-length hair and
wiped the sweat from her brow. There weren’t many people in the
large gym at Landsford nannying school. Most of the students and
graduates had gone home for Christmas, but she didn’t have to leave
until tonight.

Katya loved exercise. Feeling fit made her feel in
control and gave her a sense of security. After a hard run on the
treadmill, she was stretching and warming down.

All of a sudden she heard a voice whisper in her
ear, “Hey, my lady.”

In a split second Katya whirled round and took her
assailant’s feet out from under him. He fell to the floor, and
Katya pinned him with her fist inches from his face.

“Hey, it’s me!”

The familiar voice penetrated Katya’s consciousness,
and the fog started to clear from her eyes. Her fist was inches
from her best friend and fellow Landsford graduate, Artie Davidson.
She jumped up quickly and tried to calm her breathing from the
adrenaline rush coursing through her body.

“What have I told you about sneaking up on me,
Artie?”

“I’m sorry, Kat. I forgot.”

Katya shook her head and then offered her hand to
Artie. “No, I’m sorry.”

Artie took her hand and stood up.

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?” Katya asked.

Artie smiled and brushed down his clothes. “Only my
pride. Don’t worry about it.”

Katya looked around the gym and noticed that
everyone was looking at them, something that she hated.

“Let’s go over there.” Katya lifted her water bottle
and towel and walked over to the side of the gym where there were a
few benches along the walls.

“I just wanted to say goodbye for now,” Artie said,
“I’m off home. Mum and Dad are expecting me in an hour.”

Katya wiped her face with her towel. “Say hi to your
parents, and make sure you phone me.”

Artie smiled. “I will certainly, my lady.”

Katya rolled her eyes. “I wish you wouldn’t call me
that.”

Ever since they became friends, Artie had called
Katya my lady, due to her cut-glass English accent. He said
she sounded more like the people they would eventually be working
for than their nannies.

Landsford was situated in London and was the
country’s most prestigious nannying school. It catered to the
aristocracy, politicians, and the very wealthy. With their brown
uniforms and hats, Landsford produced nannies that echoed a bygone
Victorian era.

But as Katya had just demonstrated, they had moved
with the times and recognized that the children they looked after
might need protection.

All Landsford nannies were trained in self-defence
and skidpad driving, by former secret service agents, to give them
the best chance of protecting the children under their charge.

Both Katya and Artie had graduated at the top of
their class in the summer but had agreed to stay on and mentor the
new first year students until their first placements were due to
start in the new year.

Unfortunately, Katya’s post had fallen through.

“When do you leave for Miss Dorcas’s house?” Artie
asked.

“I’m to be there for nine. I’ve got plenty of
time.”

“Listen,” Artie said, “I know holidays, especially
Christmas, are hard for you, so call me at any time, or if you
want, come and stay with my family for a while. I don’t start
working until February.”

Katya smiled and squeezed Artie’s hand. He was so
kind and the best and only friend she had. She didn’t make friends
easily. She didn’t trust anyone and very few got past her defensive
barriers.

Artie had been so persistent in trying to gain her
friendship since they first enrolled together that she’d eventually
given in and let him in. But even he didn’t know much about her
past. He knew she was an orphan and had essentially been brought up
by Miss Dorcas, her former boarding school headmistress.

“Thank you, Artie. I appreciate it, but I’ll be
fine. Miss Dorcas and I will have a lovely time. Then I have a few
interviews lined up in January.”

“As long as you know the offer’s there, Kat.”

Katya smiled and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Of
course I do. Now go home before old St. Nicholas arrives with your
presents.”

Artie kissed her on the cheek. “Okay, have a nice
Christmas.”

Once he was gone, Katya went upstairs to her room,
took a shower, and finished packing her bag. She looked over to her
bedside table and gazed at the picture there. It was a photo of her
family. Mother, father, aunts, uncles, grandparents, and cousins.
Strictly speaking, she wasn’t supposed to have it out on display
for prying eyes to see, but all of that was a long time ago, and
she didn’t think the other students would be very interested.

She walked over and picked it up. Katya reverently
traced her fingers over her mother and father. This photo was of
the last time they had gathered together as a family—the last time
before their world, and hers, was turned upside down.

Don’t.

It was time to go. Katya gathered her bags and went
downstairs. She would catch the bus and be at Miss Dorcas’s house
in no time.

Thirty minutes later she was exiting the lift of her
former headmistress’s retirement building. She approached the door
and dropped her rucksack. Just as she was about to ring the bell,
the door opened and the tall, elderly figure of Miss Dorcas
appeared, or Dora as she was known to Kat.

“My little Kitty Kat, come in. I’ve been watching
out of the window for you.”

Kat opened her arms to hug the woman who had brought
her up, who’d stepped into the shoes of a mother when Kat had
none.

But instead of reciprocating, Dora took her hand and
reverently kissed the back of it.

Kat sighed. “I keep telling you—I’m just a nanny.
You don’t need to do that, Dora.”

Dora cupped Kat’s cheek and said, “You will always
be much more, Kitty Kat. Anyway, come in, come in. We have our
Christmas Eve to get started.” Dora led her by the hand through to
the living room. “What do you think?”

Kat gasped. Dora’s living room always looked like
Christmas had exploded out of a can, but every year she managed to
make it bigger and better.

“You’ve added more?” Kat said.

Dora looked quite pleased with herself. “Yes, don’t
I always? It’s my favourite time of year.”

Kat pulled Dora into a hug. “Thank you. It’s
wonderful.”

Dora had been doing this since Kat’s first year in
Britain as a refugee. She was ten, in a foreign country, and in
boarding school, with no one to go home to at the holidays. But
that first year after losing her family, Dora took her into her
cottage on the grounds of the boarding school, and they began to
make new Christmas traditions.

Back then, Kat knew, their holidays together were
always focussed on giving Kat something she didn’t have any more,
after the loss of her family. But in recent years their time became
about Dora, and giving her the love and attention she so deserved
in her later years.

“Come in and have a drink while dinner is cooking,”
Dora said.

Kat took a seat on the sofa while Dora poured them
two snowballs, their traditional Christmas Eve drink. The TV news
played in the background, its sound down low, but the pictures of
fighting, gunfire, and people crying while speaking to TV reporters
made the country’s identity clear.

It was the country of her birth, Vospya.

Dora handed her a drink. “I’m sorry. I forgot I left
the news on.”

“It’s okay. It breaks my heart to see Vospya in such
turmoil, but the people are fighting back, and that gives me
hope.”

During the years since she had left there as a
refugee, Vospya had turned from being a liberal, prosperous
republic to being a harsh, authoritarian dictatorship, with an
awful human rights record. But the uprising against the
dictatorship of President Loka, led by the Liberty Freedom
Fighters, had been building slowly, and now their numbers were
getting greater with every passing day.

She watched as the news showed the rebels, carrying
the former flag of Vospya, storming one of her country’s greatest
museums and waving the flag from its steps, claiming the building
as their own. Kat prayed that one day the true Vospyan flag would
be flying over the government buildings again.

Dora raised her glass and said, “To Vospya and the
Liberty Freedom Fighters.”

Kat smiled and clinked her glass against Dora’s. “To
Vospya and liberty.”

They each took a sip, and Dora said, “Now, there’s
something I want to talk to you about. A possible job for you.”

Kat was desperate to get to work. Being independent
and in control meant the world to her. When she arrived in Britain
with not a penny to her name, she vowed never to be in that
position again. She had worked in cafes and shops since she was
sixteen years old, then bars and clubs when she turned eighteen.
She was determined to pay her own way through college and nannying
school, since a kind benefactor had paid for her school fees and
living expenses.

Kat studied English, history, and foreign languages
on her own time. She spoke German, French, Italian, and a little
Spanish, all of which she knew would help her on her way through
life. She hated not working and would be so pleased if she could
get a job quickly.

“Nannying? Have you heard of a family that needs
help?”

Dora chuckled. “Yes, I’ve heard of a very special
family that needs a nanny, and your childhood experience in Vospya
will be of a great help.”

“Tell me—I’m intrigued,” Kat said.

✥ ✥ ✥

Queen Beatrice stroked the fine soft hair of her
baby daughter. The three-month-old was sleeping peacefully. She
kissed the tips of her fingers and placed them on her daughter’s
brow.

“Sleep well, Anna.”

Princess Adrianna Sarah Sophia quickly became Anna
when she came home from the hospital. Beatrice and George wanted to
name her after all the strong women in her life, the ones she could
count on.

Bea heard the door of the nursery open, and George
whispered, “Are you ready, Bea? Mrs. Bruce is here.”

“Yes, she’s fast asleep.”

Bea felt George’s presence behind her. George
wrapped her arms around her middle and said, “Of course she is.
She’s an angel.”

Unlike her boisterous big sister, Anna had been a
calm, contented little girl.

George sighed. “I can’t believe how lucky I am.
Three beautiful girls to look after. Thank you, Mrs.
Buckingham.”

Beatrice turned around and kissed George on the
lips. “You’re welcome, Bully. Did you speak to Theo?”

“Yes, apparently she had an unavoidable holiday in
the Caribbean.”

Bea sighed. Theo’s girlfriend had been invited to
spend Christmas with the family. Not an invitation the Queen gave
lightly, but Lady Celeste and Theo had been together for six
months, and it was getting to the stage where the family needed to
try to include her in family occasions.

Bea had met Celeste at events where she came as
Theo’s guest and wasn’t impressed by her attitude towards the staff
or other guests who she thought were beneath her.

“She never seems to miss being on Theo’s arm at film
premieres or parties, but anything else, she’s too busy.”

“I think Theo’s a bit embarrassed, to be honest,”
George said.

“I don’t like her, but I’m sorry for Theo’s
sake.”

“Neither does my mama, or Granny. I just wish he
could meet a nice girl, like I did. Someone who cares, who would
share his desire to do good in the world.”

Bea put her hand on George’s chest. “He’s not going
to find her in his circle of overprivileged friends.”

“I know that. He was always happy with girlfriends
who weren’t serious, but in the last year I’ve seen him longing for
what we have. I think he’s lonely.”

“He’ll find it. He just needs to look in different
places. We better get downstairs before Teddy explodes with
excitement,” Bea said.

George nodded. “She’ll probably be even worse with
her Uncle Theo making her more excited.”

After dinner the family all retreated to the drawing
room for their traditional Christmas Eve celebration, while Bea
checked on Anna, and George and Theo got Teddy into her jammies.
Bea had found the Buckinghams’ traditions a bit odd at first, but
she grew to enjoy them and add her own along the way. Unlike other
British families, the Buckinghams opened some presents on Christmas
Eve, a tradition inherited from their German ancestry. Bea had
adapted this to one family present each, wanting to keep the magic
of Santa Claus alive in her children.

She adjusted the stocking on the end of Anna’s cot.
“I hope Santa Claus is good to you, sweet pea.”

They walked out of the nursery bedroom to find one
of the older housemaids, Mrs. Bruce, waiting for them. She curtsied
to Bea.

“Are you sure you don’t mind keeping an eye on Anna,
Mrs. Bruce? It’s a shame you’re missing the staff party.”

The kitchen, housemaids, pages, chefs, and security
staff were all having a get-together downstairs in the kitchen,
while the family enjoyed their own celebration upstairs.

“Not at all, Your Majesty. Let the young ones have
their fun. It’ll be too noisy for me anyway. I’ll sit with my book
and be quite happy.”

“I’ll have one of the pages bring you up a sherry,
Mrs. Bruce. We’re very grateful,” George said.

But first, they had invited some of the staff and
security team into the drawing room. They were having a surprise
for Quincy and Clay before they went off to join the staff party
downstairs.

George held open the nursery door for Bea, and they
walked out to the corridor. George took Bea’s hand and could feel
the tension in her wife, and she was sure she knew why. Now was as
good a time as any to bring up the nanny subject.

“We can’t keep doing this to the staff, and your
mother and father, having them look after the girls,” George said,
“It’s not fair. And the staff didn’t sign on to be
babysitters.”

“I know that,” Bea said a little too forcefully.
“I’m sorry.”

George squeezed her hand. “I may have a nanny for
you to see.”

Bea sighed.

“I know how you feel, my darling, but even if we
weren’t part of this life, we’d still need childcare. We’d both be
working people.”

A page walking up the corridor towards them stood to
the side and bowed his head to them.

“Thank you, Tom,” George said to him.

Once they were past, Bea said, “I can’t shake the
feeling that I’m dumping my children on some stranger. A stranger I
know nothing about, in the heart of our family bubble. You know
what that woman did.”

George stopped and hugged Bea. Both of them felt
such guilt for not realizing their last nanny’s character. “I know.
I feel awful every day about it, but this woman I have in mind—I
trust her, and I haven’t even met her.”

Bea pushed away and looked at George quizzically.
“Why?”

George smiled. “Because she was brought up in our
kind of world. I’ll tell you about her later. Let’s go—Teddy will
be getting impatient.”

✥ ✥ ✥

Clay was always nervous around the extended royal
family, and the drawing room was full of them, along with the
protection squad. The room was chaos with people chattering, dogs
chasing the children, and children running and squealing around the
room.

She took in everything around her. There were people
who would give anything to have this job.
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