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INTERNAL MEMORANDUM – PRIORITY CLASSIFICATION
TO: All Regional PR Coordinators
FROM: Office of Festive Public Relations
RE: Miracle #10 – Minor Royal Christmas Campaign Initiative
PR Miracle #10: All minor royals to launch positive Christmas campaigns. Exaggeration strictly monitored by goose. All media stunts to be audited posthaste. Truth at a premium.

Compliance mandatory. Failure will result in immediate reassignment to Reindeer Logistics.
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Chapter 1 – The Campaigns Begin
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The Ministry's PR suite smelled like burnt coffee, desperation, and something vaguely pine-scented that the janitorial staff had sprayed with too much enthusiasm. Sherryn Pagano stood at the head of the conference table, ten manila folders stacked in front of her like ammunition, and reminded herself that homicide was both illegal and bad for one's professional reputation.

Ten lords. Ten minor royals with inflated egos and no concept of media strategy. Ten separate "Christmas miracle" campaigns that were supposed to launch in coordinated harmony and would—she knew this with the certainty of someone who'd survived four Ministry holiday seasons—collapse into competitive chaos before lunch.

The whiteboard behind her declared in angry red marker: NO FAKE MIRACLES!

Someone had already added a question mark.

She adjusted her glasses and surveyed the assembled lords with the cold efficiency of a general inspecting troops she knew would desert at the first sign of combat. Nicholas Valente lounged in his chair like he owned the building, velvet coat immaculate, smile too charming by half. Chase Entler sat beside him, arms crossed, radiating the specific smugness of someone who thought rules were suggestions. Fintan Tyree drummed his fingers on the table—an actual drumbeat, complete with flourishes. Aidan Prevette looked three seconds from fainting, clutching a handkerchief like it might save him. Jeremy Doran scribbled in a leather journal with frightening intensity. Rory Fern studied the holiday banner with the earnest confusion of someone trying to find deeper meaning in clip art. Stefan Loucke said nothing, which was somehow more concerning than if he'd been shouting. Elijah Crane checked his reflection in the polished surface of a goose-shaped paperweight. Roman Naylen adjusted his cravat for the third time in as many minutes. Damon Strobel yawned.

This was her life now.

"Gentlemen." She kept her voice level, professional, the tone that said I am being paid to care about your success without the unspoken but I do not care about your success. "Welcome to Miracle Number Ten. You've each been assigned a Christmas campaign designed to showcase your charitable spirit, community engagement, and—" She paused, letting the word hang with appropriate weight. "—your commitment to truth in holiday messaging."

Fintan's drumming stopped. "Truth?"

"Revolutionary concept, I know." She slid the first folder across the table to Nicholas. "Lord Valente, you're first."

Nicholas caught the folder one-handed, flipped it open, and his grin sharpened. "Turning snow to sugar? Ambitious."

"It's a metaphor," Sherryn said flatly. "You're sponsoring a community baking event. Families make sugar cookies. No actual transubstantiation required."

"But where's the miracle in that?" Nicholas tapped the folder. "People bake cookies every day."

"The miracle," she said, each word carefully enunciated, "is community fellowship and shared holiday joy."

Aidan Prevette's hand shot up. "I have a question."

Sherryn pinched the bridge of her nose. "Yes?"

"Do I actually have to heal a hundred cats, or—"

"No. You are organizing a pet adoption event at the local shelter. The 'healing' is metaphorical. They heal hearts. The cats remain, medically speaking, exactly as healthy or unhealthy as they currently are."

Aidan's shoulders sagged with visible relief. He still looked liable to faint, but at least he'd stopped clutching the handkerchief like a lifeline.

She distributed the remaining folders with the brisk efficiency of someone dealing cards at a table full of card sharks. "Lord Tyree, you're coordinating a holiday food drive. Lord Fern, you're judging a children's ornament contest. Lord Loucke, you're reading holiday stories at the library—"

"I don't read to children," Stefan said. First words he'd spoken all morning.

"You do now." She met his gaze without blinking. "Lord Crane, you're organizing a charity ice-skating exhibition. Lord Naylen, you're hosting a holiday concert. Lord Strobel, you're overseeing the town square decorating committee. Lord Entler—"

Chase leaned forward. "Let me guess. Something wholesome and devastatingly boring?"

"You're sponsoring a holiday book exchange for underprivileged youth." She dropped his folder directly in front of him. "Try not to corrupt them."

His smile suggested he'd already thought of six ways to do exactly that.

Jeremy raised his hand again, still scribbling in his journal. "Are we allowed to document these campaigns for posterity? I'm working on my memoirs."

"Document whatever you want," Sherryn said. "Just remember that anything you write may be subpoenaed during the inevitable goose tribunal."

The goose-shaped paperweight chose that moment to slide off the edge of the table with a dull thunk.

Everyone stared at it.

Then at the doorway, where Toni the Goose stood with the precise stillness of a predator who'd just identified prey.

The goose waddled into the room, sash proclaiming her Ministry authority, and pecked once—sharp and deliberate—at the corner of Nicholas's campaign folder.

Nicholas pulled it back. "I haven't even started yet."

Toni's head swiveled. Her eyes held the kind of judgment usually reserved for tax audits and capital crimes.

"She's monitoring for exaggeration," Sherryn said, because someone had to say it. "Per Ministry directive, all miracle claims will be fact-checked in real time. Toni has veto authority."

"A goose," Chase said slowly, "has veto authority over royal PR campaigns."

"Welcome to the Ministry." Sherryn turned back to the whiteboard, uncapped a marker, and wrote in neat block letters: EXAGGERATION THRESHOLD = ZERO.

"That's a bit extreme," Nicholas said. He'd recovered his charm, leaning back in his chair with the easy confidence of someone who'd talked his way out of tighter spots. "Surely a little embellishment is expected. We're selling Christmas magic, not filing tax returns."

"You're selling community engagement," Sherryn corrected. "The Ministry's official position is that truth and sincerity are this season's most marketable assets." She didn't believe a word of it, but she'd been paid to say it, so here they were.

Fintan's fingers started drumming again. "What about music? I've got a bagpipe ensemble ready to go. We could play at the food drive, really draw a crowd—"

"No bagpipes," Sherryn said automatically.

"Why not?"

"Last year's Miracle Number Eight involved unsanctioned musical performances. There was a tribunal. The paperwork alone took three months." She'd read the file. She'd wept over the file. "If you want music, submit a formal request through the Ministry's Performance Licensing Bureau. Allow six to eight weeks for approval."

Fintan's face darkened. "That's—"

"Policy." She capped the marker. "Which brings me to your next set of instructions. Each campaign launches this Friday. You'll have Ministry staff support, including social media coordination, event logistics, and—" She gestured to Toni, who had settled near the whiteboard like a disapproving sentinel. "—ongoing audit compliance."

Rory's hand drifted up. "What if we want to collaborate? Combine campaigns for bigger impact?"

"Absolutely not," Sherryn said. "Separate campaigns. Separate events. Separate hashtags. The moment you people start coordinating, someone's going to suggest a parade, and we all know how that ends."

"How does it end?" Jeremy asked, pen poised over his journal.

"Badly." She didn't elaborate. The Miracle Number Six files were still classified.

Stefan finally spoke again, his voice flat. "What if someone else's campaign is better than mine?"

The room went very still.

Nicholas's smile turned sharp. "Are we ranking these?"

"No," Sherryn said, too fast. "Absolutely not. There is no competition. You are all equally valued community leaders contributing to the collective spirit of—"

"So there's a ranking," Chase said.

"There is not—"

"Because if Valente's turning snow to sugar—metaphorically or otherwise—that's going to get more media attention than me handing out books." Chase's tone suggested he'd already started planning something wildly inappropriate to compensate.

Aidan clutched his handkerchief again. "The cats are going to be the least impressive, aren't they?"

"It's not a competition," Sherryn repeated, louder this time. She pointed at the whiteboard. "You are here to serve your communities. To spread holiday cheer. To demonstrate that minor royalty can contribute positively to—"

"I'm hosting a parade," Rory announced.

Stefan's head snapped toward him. "I'm hosting a parade."

"I said it first."

"You said ornament contest."

"I'm doing both."

Sherryn's eye twitched. "No one is hosting a parade—"

"I'll co-sponsor," Fintan said, still drumming. "Bagpipes at the front."

"Food drive float," Roman added, because apparently chaos was contagious.

Nicholas leaned forward, elbows on the table, eyes bright with the specific gleam of someone who'd just spotted an opportunity for mischief. "If we're doing parades, I'm commissioning ice sculptures. Life-sized. Maybe a nativity scene made entirely of sugar—"

"That is the exact opposite of what I just explained," Sherryn said. Her voice had climbed half an octave. She forced it back down. "Let me be extremely clear. Your campaigns are pre-approved, pre-scripted, and pre-scheduled. You will follow the talking points in your folders. You will not deviate. You will not embellish. And you will absolutely not—"

The social media dashboard mounted on the far wall lit up with a soft chime.

Then another.

Then six more in rapid succession.

Sherryn turned slowly, dread pooling cold in her stomach.

#SnowToSugar was trending.

#HealingCats had three hundred new mentions in
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