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            Thank you, dear reader!

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for choosing this book and deciding to read it. You totally rock.

      I’d like to get to know you better! Each Friday, I send out a chatty newsletter, with book news, sales and giveaways. You can sign up for it right here.

      Enjoy your book! <3
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            A special alert for my favorite readers!

          

        

      

    

    
      If you’re reading this on any ARC service (BookSprout, BookFunnel, etc.), please be aware that I’m forming my own ARC team and moving away from services.

      To join my team (and receive lots of FREE and early books), go here.

      Thank you! <3
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      Amidst the merriment of the Cause for the Paws Benefit Winter Festival, Princess Daisy comes face-to-face with her ex, stirring memories of their painful past. As the holiday magic weaves its spell, will this unexpected reunion lead them back into each other's arms just in time for Christmas?
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      “I cannot believe you coerced me into this.”

      Sitting across from me, my brother Nicky—better known to the world at large as Prince Nicholas of Great Britain—grinned unrepentantly as I glared at him.

      “Coerced is such an ugly word, Daisy. I prefer to think of it as . . . offered you an incentive to do something good.”

      I kicked off my soft leather ballet flats and bent my knees, curling my feet beneath me in the comfortable black and white wing chair. Nicky and his wife Kyra had tried out several different homes in various parts of the USA after they’d left England, but just last month, they’d finally settled into a lovely home outside of Philadelphia. The sitting room where I was visiting with my brother looked over a garden that I imagined was breathtaking when it wasn’t covered in a light dusting of early December snow.

      Turning my attention back to Nicky, I sighed. “I don’t generally need an incentive to do good, brother mine. It’s sort of what we’ve been raised to do, isn’t it?”

      “True,” Nicky agreed. “But how often do you have the opportunity to combine philanthropy with a charming holiday event—as well as a long-overdue visit to your beloved brother and his family?”

      “I’ll agree with you on the family part, but I think I’ll have to reserve judgement on the, ah—what did you call it? The charming holiday event.” I wrinkled my nose. “Dogs, Nicky? All of our lives, we Westhamptons have been the one holdout among the larger Royal Family. We don’t do dogs.  Yes, Granny had her corgis—” I shuddered slightly, recalling the yippy little beasts that had chased me from the time I was able to walk. “And Auntie Margo had her Spaniels. The current King and Queen seem partial to Jack Russell terriers.” I paused, musing. “Am I remembering correctly that Granny told us that George V had Labradors?”

      Nicky shrugged. “That sounds right. Great-Grandpapa was a keen shooter, and those dogs are excellent birders.”

      “Ick.” I shook my head. “Well, anyway. As I was saying. . . Mama and Papa, Alex, you and me—we’ve managed to avoid a canine affiliation for all these years. Why on earth would you want to ruin that record now?”

      “Well—” Nicky’s mouth twisted slightly. “It was a reciprocal deal, and not entirely my fault. Kyra was introduced to a woman at an Independence Day party her grandmother hosted this year. Andrea is her name—and she was very enthusiastic about Ky’s work with Save Our Soil.”

      I nodded. I was well acquainted with my sister-in-law’s passion for sustainable food production, which included protecting the soil in which we grow our crops. She’d launched this new project—Save Our Soil, or SOS—shortly after she and Nicky moved to America.

      “Andrea offered to do some footwork for Kyra’s launch event. She rallied an incredible number of businesses to support SOS and even convinced some of the local politicians to attend.” My brother paused. “Consequently, when Andrea asked Kyra if she would be interested in making an appearance at her pet project—you’ll pardon the pun—Ky felt she had no choice but to say yes.”

      I narrowed my eyes. “That’s an excellent explanation for why you and your wife are participating in the dog show, but I haven’t yet heard any reason for my presence to be required.”

      “It’s not a dog show. It’s a winter festival that happens to have a particularly canine theme.”

      “Cause for the Paws.” I snorted softly. “Oh, Nicky, how low I’ve sunk.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous, Daisy.” Nicky straightened. “This is a really excellent charity. Do you know how many dogs are in shelters or foster homes? And the compassionate people who offer that foster care often do so at significant personal cost. Andrea’s group raises funds to help support the shelters and the foster system. It’s a worthwhile cause, I promise you.”

      “Well.” I crossed my arms. “I suppose that’s true. But I still don’t understand why I couldn’t . . . you know, write a check or sponsor a foster home. Why did I need to fly all the way over here and make an appearance?”

      My brother’s smile was beatific. “Because you lost the bet.”

      “Argggh!” I flung myself back in the chair. “That damn bet. Honestly, Nicky, what sort of madman forces his sister to cross the ocean for a dog—” I stopped and held up my hand. “Excuse me, for a winter festival benefit for shelter and foster dogs? You won that damned bet fair and square, but you didn’t have to force the issue.”

      “Did you ever stop to think that maybe the bet wasn’t only about this weekend’s benefit, Daisy?” Nicky’s face lost its teasing humor. “Did you think that maybe your family misses you and wished you would come to see us? Ky, the children and I have been here in America for over a year, and you haven’t visited once.”

      I dropped my gaze to the brightly colored, intricately woven rug between us. “I know. I’m sorry. It’s just been . . .” I tossed up both hands. “Such a year. All of the changes we’ve been going through—I had to move, Nicky.” I leaned forward and gave him the big, imploring little-sister eyes that had almost always gotten me my own way in the past. “I had to give up my sweet little cottage and move back in with our parents. I had to go to all of the charities and organizations I’ve represented for years—the ones for which I’ve been patron—and ask if anyone could—you know.” I sighed. “Hire me.”

      “Getting a job is not exactly shameful, Daisy.” Nicky steepled his fingers and regarded me fondly, if with a slight tinge of exasperation. “Some might find it admirable.”

      “I do. You know I do.” My mouth twisted. “It’s only that I had fooled myself into believing that I brought some sort of value to these organizations beyond my name and my title. But when I approached them to ask about a paying position, pointing out that with such a role, I could do even more for them, very few were interested in that opportunity.”

      “But you did find a job.” My big brother was ever encouraging, and I loved him for it, even as I deplored that he felt he had to be my cheerleader. “You’re working for that photo gallery now. Isn’t being a public relations rep for an arts-based company exactly what you wanted?”

      “It is,” I acknowledged with only a slight grimace. “But I’m not so much working the PR for Progressive Arts Cooperative as I am acting as their public face. They want me to attend all of their exhibit openings and other events as Princess Daisy, not as Daisy Mountbatten-Windsor, their hard-working PR rep. I think they’re shocked—and maybe still a little skeptical—that I go into my office every day to work.”

      “Ah.” Nicky nodded slowly. “I see. Well, Daisy, it sounds to me as though you need to prove yourself to them, and the only way to do that is through steady consistency. Sometimes people only believe what you show them, not what you tell them.”
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