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      Spending Christmas week at a beautiful home in a Southwest Florida beach-side town with your best friends . . . sounds idyllic, doesn’t it?

      But everyone who shows up for this holiday vacation is preoccupied with something different. Tasmyn and Michael are figuring out how to balance parenthood and marriage. Rafe and Nell are arguing over a proposed trip. And Jackie and Lucas . . . well, one is ready to tie the knot and the other is not.

      Lucky for these six, they’ve come to the right place for timely advice and words of wisdom from some meddling ladies who don't intend to let a little thing like death stand in the way of their interfering.

      Come enjoy a magical Christmas with some old familiar friends, and prepare to fall in love all over again.
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      To Niki, who has been with me from the beginning.

      And to Courtney for contributing her granddaughter’s name.

      Thank you for your support, your encouragement, and your faith! <3

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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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      Surprise!

      This book is an unplanned and unannounced release, something I kept from my readers as a treat. It’s being published on a very special day—my ninth publishing anniversary—and it’s a very special book: my one-hundredth.

      One hundred seems like a lot of books to write and publish in less than a decade, but in other ways, it’s really not, especially when compared with the stories I still feel moved to tell. So many still to come!

      I decided to go back to the beginning for this milestone, back to my paranormal romance roots. It was fun to write Tasmyn, Michael, Rafe, Nell, Jackie and Lucas again. They’ve all been busy since the last time we saw them (in Age of Aquarius), as you’ll find out.

      I hope that you, my readers, will enjoy this little holiday novella, knowing that you are all the reason for what I do. Thank you for staying with me, whether you’ve been reading my books since 20011 or if you only discovered me now.

      With much love and gratitude. <3

      NOTE: The names of our Meddlers are a homage to my grandmothers (Marian and Martha) and one of my favorite great-aunts, Evelyn.

      And the words that Lucas attributes to his dad about snowy or dry Christmases came from my own father, who used to look out the window every holiday and make that same observation.
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      Sandy Shores, Florida

      December 1952

       

      “ . . . and just as I came around the corner, I saw him standing there on his porch, staring across the street, and the expression on his face, girls!” Marian clasped her hands under her chin. “It was undeniably love.”

      “And you’re certain that he was looking at her?” Excitement sparkled in Anna’s eyes, but she was always the most cautious of the four.

      “My dear, there was no doubt,” Marian assured her. “She was in her front yard, watering her ginger. Not another soul was around. If you add that to the other evidence—why, I don’t think there can be any doubt that Mr. Fisher is madly in love with Miss Low.”

      “That settles it.” Evelyn straightened her spine as she sipped a glass of sweet tea. “We have all the incentive we need. It’s time to act.”

      “But what’s the best course of action?” Martha mused, tapping her fingers on the arm of her chair. “We must move carefully. We don’t want to spook him—or her, for that matter. I suggest we invite Miss Low to join us for cocktails at my house before church on Christmas Eve, and then at the last moment, we ask Mr. Fisher to come over to help with something—oh, some little task that our husbands need his aid to complete. We’ll maneuver Miss Low to be standing beneath the mistletoe in the archway leading to my dining room, just as Mr. Fisher is passing through—and somehow we’ll have to work out that we all slip away just as they see each other . . .”

      “Oh, and we’ll have Christmas music playing. Perry Como, I think, or Nat King Cole. So romantic!” Marian sighed happily.

      “With a set-up like that, he’ll be proposing by New Year’s Eve.” Anna wriggled in her seat, thrilled with the plan.

      “All right. All right. I’ve heard just about enough.” From the next room, there was a squeak of springs as Harold, Marian’s husband, stood up and stomped into the kitchen. “You dames. Most of your chatter and gossip, I can ignore. When you titter and giggle about this movie star or that one, I pretend I don’t hear. But this is the breaking point, girls.” He pointed at his wife. “You and your biddies are planning to unleash that Low lady on poor unsuspecting Fisher. I can’t let it happen.”

      “Oh, Harold.” Marian flapped one hand at him and rolled her eyes. “Just stop. You men are all the same. You’ll do anything to avoid matrimony, and then you’ll try to help all your buddies do the same. You let us be. We’re doing everything we can to assure the future happiness of two beloved neighbors.”

      “No, what you’re doing is meddling in two lives. Two innocent lives. That’s what you are—all four of you—you’re meddlers.”

      “Now, Harold,” protested Anna. “That word isn’t very complimentary to your wife and her best friends. You should be kinder to us.”

      “I said meddlers, and I stand by it.” Harold glowered.

      “Well . . . maybe he’s right.” Evelyn smiled. “We do meddle. But the thing is, Harold dear, we do it with the best of intentions. That should mean something, shouldn’t it?”

      “Sure, I guess. So you’re the Good Intentions Meddlers.” He shrugged his large shoulders. “Fine. I give up. I give up on all four of you. Nothing’s going to stop you girls. Nothing in this world, and probably nothing in the next, either!”

      Muttering under his breath, Harold trudged out of the kitchen and toward his favorite spot on the front porch, where he could smoke his smelly cigars in relative peace.

      “You don’t think he’s right, do you?” Martha’s brow knit together. “Are we being terrible busybodies?”

      “You know what? I don’t care.” Anna tossed her head. “We’re trying to bring more love into the world. We introduced Reverend Miller to Louisa Jane, and they’re so happy now. We helped that nice Stanger couple stay together after they had the spat over his mother moving in with them. So we not only encourage love to begin, we help it to last. What better time to do all those wonderful things than during the holidays? I say, more power to us.”

      “I agree. And maybe he’s right—nothing in the universe is going to get in the way of us meddling for good.  Especially at Christmas.” Marian thrust out her hand, palm down. “What do you say, girls? All for one and one for all?”

      With another peal of giggles, the other three stacked their hands over Marian’s as they sealed a promise that would never be broken.
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