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“I Met prince charMing,” gracie blurted. She shut the 
door to their room behind her and leaned against it, 
still the slightest bit weak in the knees. 

Clara sat up in her twin bed and pushed her satin sleep 
mask onto her forehead. “What did you just say?” 

“Oops.” Gracie winced. “I’m sorry. Go back to sleep. We 
can talk about it later.”

She still couldn’t believe it. Gracie had practically floated 
all the way back to the B&B. She’d never imagined that Nick 
might be the actor who’d been hired to play Prince Charming 
opposite her, but looking back now, it made perfect sense. 
He’d spoken so sincerely about playing a part and echoed 
everything she felt about being Princess Snowflake. They 
really were kindred spirits, fake crowns and all. 

“Too late. You’ve definitely got my attention.” Clara 
yawned, then spotted the small plate in Gracie’s hand and 



perked up considerably. “Are those more of Ingrid’s cookies?”
“Yes. She just made a new batch. The entire lobby smells 

like sugar and cinnamon.” Gracie unbuttoned her coat as 
she crossed the room to hand Clara the plate. 

Their room was a double, with dark wood paneling and 
two twin beds piled high with patchwork quilts and faux 
fur throws. Directly across from the beds was a sitting 
area with a pair of tufted, overstuffed chairs facing a stone 
fireplace strung with woolen knit stockings. A blue spruce 
Christmas tree sat in the corner, laden with mercury glass 
ornaments shaped like mushrooms and pinecones. 

Clara sat up, scooted over, and patted the empty space 
beside her. “Come. Sit. Tell me everything. Only you could 
go out in search of hot cocoa and meet someone who seemed 
like Prince Charming.”

Gracie tossed her hat and coat onto her bed, settled 
beside Clara, and took a deep, pine-scented inhale. She 
could smell the Christmas tree clear across the room. Her 
thoughts immediately went to Nick—his fresh pine scent, 
his chiseled features, the warmth of his breath fanning her 
cheek as he’d whispered in her ear. 

I’m the prince. 
She shook her head. “No, he didn’t just seem like Prince 

Charming. He is Prince Charming. He’s the actor playing 
the prince opposite me at the Ice Festival.”

“And you just happened to bump into each other? That’s 
crazy.” Clara bit into a shortbread star decorated with royal 
icing and gold sprinkles. “How did you know it was him?”

Gracie hesitated. 
“What?” Clara frowned. Cookie crumbs dotted her chin. 
“I sort of told him I was the princess.” Gracie winced. 

She couldn’t believe she’d outed herself like that. “Once I 
showed him my VIP badge, he spilled the beans.”

“Whoa. That’s so unlike you.” Clara’s eyes danced. “He 
must have made quite an impression.” 



Gracie leaned against the headboard and sighed. “You 
have no idea. He had a dog named Mittens, and he fed 
me the most divine waffles. He was—for lack of a better 
word—charming.”

A bemused smile spread across Clara’s face. 
Gracie let out a dreamy sigh. “There was a chocolate 

kiss at the bottom of my cup.” 
Clara reached for another cookie. “I don’t know what 

you’re talking about, but you sound positively smitten.” 
Gracie’s response was automatic. “I’m not smitten.”
“Are you sure? Because you just burst in here and 

woke me up talking about waffles and dogs and a charm-
ing prince. And just look at you.” Clara waved a hand in 
Gracie’s general direction. 

Gracie brushed a stray tawny curl from her eyes. She 
probably looked like a mess after the long flight. It was 
going to take an extra dash or two of glitter to get her into 
perfect Princess Snowflake form for the event later. “What 
do you mean?” 

“You’re glowing.” Clara reached across Gracie to grab her 
phone from the nightstand—a brand-new device to replace 
the one that had fallen victim to Jingle’s hoof. “That must 
have been some waffle.” 

Heat crept into Gracie’s cheeks. Was she really glowing? 
“I’m sure it’s just the cold.”

Clara looked up from scrolling. She hadn’t posted any-
thing about the contest on the Perfect Party Princesses 
social media accounts yet because she wanted to wait until 
tonight when Princess Snowflake made her first appearance 
in San Glacera. Gracie knew the wait had to be killing her. 

“It’s okay to be excited, you know.” Clara gave Gracie 
a gentle shoulder bump. She gestured at the chalet’s cozy 
room with her phone. “All of this is definitely something to 
be excited about.”

“I know,” Gracie said, swallowing hard. 



Every time she let her guard down, the realization that 
she was going to be singing in front of an audience in just 
a matter of days seemed to sneak up on her. Back home, 
her family had managed to convince her it was just one tiny 
part of the trip. But now that she was here, now that San 
Glacera was a real place and not just a faraway dream…

The enormity of what she’d signed on for was finally 
beginning to feel real. 

“I’ll feel better after I get the singing part out of the way,” 
she said, trying—and failing—to keep the nervous tremor 
from creeping into her tone. 

Clara reached for her hand and gave it a squeeze. “You’re 
singing on Christmas Eve. That’s the final night of the trip. 
Are you planning on holding your breath until then?”

“No.” Yes. Maybe. “It’s crazy. For a while there, I managed 
to forget about the performance and enjoy the market. It 
was…” 

Magical. 
She didn’t dare say it out loud. Gracie had been playing 

princess long enough to know what was real and what 
wasn’t. Fairy tales fell squarely into the latter category. 

“It was nice,” she finally said. 
“Because of Prince Charming.” Clara waggled her eye-

brows. 
Gracie rolled her eyes. “No.”
 Not entirely, anyway… 
“I didn’t come here for romance,” she insisted. “I came 

here for the prize money and so we could go back home to 
build Perfect Party Princesses into the success that I know 
it can be.”

“Who says you can’t have a little romance at the same 
time?” Clara shrugged one shoulder. “Who says a girl-boss 
princess can’t have it all?”

“History,” Gracie said, throat going tight. “History says 
that.”



And she wasn’t talking about any of the real-life royals 
whose lives weren’t fairy tale perfect. She was speaking 
from her own personal experience. 

The last time she’d fallen head over heels, it had ended 
in a spectacular mess. It had also been a major contributing 
factor in her crippling case of stage fright. Now was definitely 
not the time to be thinking about romance. 

“The only way I’m going to get through this week is to 
focus.” Gracie climbed off the bed in search of her luggage. 
She only had a few hours to transform herself into an ice 
princess. 

“If you say so,” Clara said, clearly unconvinced. 
“I mean it.” Gracie flung her suitcase onto the settee 

bench situated at the foot of her bed. “After I told Nick I 
was the princess, he asked if I wanted to meet him ahead of 
time. We’re going to meet at the castle gate thirty minutes 
before I’m scheduled to appear so we can arrive together, 
but it’s all going to be strictly business.”

When he’d issued the invitation, Gracie’s knees had 
turned to water. 

This is bad, she’d thought. She was flirting with disas-
ter. This was the most important Christmas of her life, and 
singing and romance didn’t mix. Not for Gracie. But before 
she’d been able to stop herself, she’d agreed. 

I’d love to. Her answer had come out breathy and sweet. 
Full Disney princess. 

Nick’s eyes had blazed, as warm as a crackling fire. It’s a 
date. Then, in true princely fashion, he’d kissed her hand. 

Was that even a thing these days? Gracie had only 
seen it happen in an old movie starring Grace Kelly, who’d 
famously gone on to become a real-life princess. Thing or 
not, as Nick’s lips brushed against the pale pink cashmere 
of Gracie’s mitten, tiny sparks of electricity had skittered 
over her skin. Her hands shook now, just thinking about it. 

She had a date. 



At a castle.
With a prince. 
Clara bit back a smile. “I’m sure you’re right. A castle, a 

princess, a charming prince…none of that sounds romantic 
in the slightest.” 

“I’m not falling for him.” Gracie grabbed a faux fur throw 
pillow from her bed and threw it at Clara.

But who was she kidding? Those were the literal ingre-
dients of a whirlwind fairy tale romance, and what kind of 
princess would Gracie be if she didn’t believe in happily 
ever after? 

 




