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        Step into a world of wintry enchantment with Wish Upon a Christmas Duke, a captivating tale set against the backdrop of a spirited Christmas house party. Join Lady Elizabeth Breckenridge, a vision of beauty yearning for true love, and Everett St. Giles, the Earl of Brookfield, whose mysterious allure hides an unexpected heart.

        

        Amidst swirling snow and the crackling warmth of the Yule log, immerse yourself in a love story that defies expectations. Watch as Lady Elizabeth and Lord Brookfield discover an irresistible attraction, their hearts entwined amidst parlor games, mistletoe, and the glow of festive cheer.

        

        With unexpected twists and undeniable chemistry, this Regency romance unfolds in a dance of emotions, culminating in a heartfelt Christmas proposal that defies their initial perceptions. Join them on their journey as they discover that love can be the most extraordinary gift, even amidst the grandeur of a wintry holiday season.

        

        Indulge in this heartwarming tale of love, enchantment, and the magic of Christmas. Grab your copy of Wish Upon a Christmas Duke and immerse yourself in a world where love's sparkle shines brightest against the snowy backdrop of Regency England.

        

        Thank you for choosing Wish Upon a Christmas Duke! May it bring you a great deal of joy.

        

        Hugs,

        Amanda Mariel
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      Lady Elizabeth Breckenridge stood near the grand fireplace, her slender form wrapped in a silken gown of sapphire blue. The warmth of the fire flickered against her youthful face, casting soft shadows that only heightened her blue-eyed beauty. During her two seasons, she had garnered the adoration of many, though her heart remained untouched by love. She sighed as she glanced at her surroundings.

      The Thorne family’s drawing-room emanated elegance and refinement; its high ceilings adorned with intricate moldings, walls lined with gilded mirrors, and lush velvet draperies pooled gracefully to the polished wooden floor. An air of sophistication pervaded the surroundings, from the priceless collection of fine art to the delicate porcelain figurines displayed upon marble-topped tables. The room was filled with extravagant furnishings, each piece chosen with utmost care to create an atmosphere of luxury befitting the family’s noble lineage.

      “Dearest sister, are you lost in thought again?” Elizabeth’s brother, William, teased as he approached her, a playful grin dancing upon his lips.

      “Hardly,” Elizabeth replied with a coy smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I was merely admiring the captivating view.”

      “Ah yes,” he agreed, following her gaze toward the vast windows overlooking the snow-covered gardens. “It is a sight to behold.”

      “Indeed,” Elizabeth said with a nod.

      She strode across the drawing room, coming to a stop at the window. The morning sun bathed the Thorne family’s grand estate in a warm, golden light, casting long shadows across the sprawling gardens. It was one of those rare days when winter seemed to retreat just enough for the promise of spring to peek through. Elizabeth traced the windows frame as she gazed out upon the vibrant scene.

      “Such a lovely day!” she exclaimed, her blue eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. “It feels like an omen, don’t you think?”

      “An omen?” Her brother, William, the Duke of Thorne, raised an eyebrow in question as he approached, his wife Olivia by his side.

      “Indeed,” Elizabeth declared, turning to face them with a determined gleam in her eyes. “A sign I must continue my quest for true love, despite the challenges that may lie ahead.”

      Her declaration was met with a mixture of amusement and affection from her brother and sister-in-law. Elizabeth had always been known for her vivacious personality and quick wit, traits that had earned her a reputation as something of a kind and cheery minx among the ton.

      “Your persistence is admirable, sister,” William said with a smile, placing a hand on her shoulder. “But do not let your search consume you entirely. There is more to life than finding one’s perfect match.”

      “Perhaps,” Elizabeth conceded, her gaze flickering back to the sunlit gardens. “But I cannot help but feel my life will remain incomplete until I find a love that matches the passion and depth of my own heart.”

      “Then we shall stand by your side in this endeavor,” Olivia declared warmly, reaching out to clasp Elizabeth’s free hand. “For we know firsthand the joy that comes from a union built on love and respect.”

      “Thank you,” Elizabeth murmured, touched by their unwavering support. Her smile broadened, and a mischievous glint appeared in her eyes as she playfully added, “I shall endeavor to find such a love before next Christmas. Or else I fear I may turn into a bitter spinster!”

      “Perish the thought!” William feigned shock and horror, expertly playing along with his sister’s teasing. “We cannot have you turning into a bitter spinster when you bring so much joy and laughter to our lives.”

      “Indeed, Elizabeth,” Olivia chimed in, her amber eyes shining with mirth. “Your presence lifts our spirits like nothing else.”

      “Then it is settled,” Elizabeth said, her smile widening as she looked between her brother and sister-in-law. “I shall continue my search for love, not only for my sake, but for the happiness of those dear to me.”

      A footman entered the drawing room. “Your Grace’s.” He offered a deep bow before presenting a letter to William and Olivia.

      The envelope bore the unmistakable wax seal of the Marquess and Marchioness of Hollibrook. Elizabeth could barely contain her excitement, for she knew what it must be. “An invitation to the Christmas house party at Belvoir Castle!” she exclaimed, her blue eyes sparkling with anticipation. “How delightful!”

      “Indeed,” Olivia agreed, her voice warm and melodious. “I have heard the festivities are always the most splendid in all the countryside.”

      “Then we simply must attend!” Elizabeth declared, her vivacious smile infectious as it spread across the faces of her brother William and his wife.

      “Of course, my dear sister,” William said, chuckling at Elizabeth’s enthusiasm as he glanced up from the invitation. “We would not dream of missing such an event, especially if it brings you such joy.”

      As they discussed the upcoming house party, Elizabeth’s mind wandered to the possibilities that awaited her. She imagined herself mingling among the guests, dancing beneath twinkling chandeliers, and perhaps even meeting someone who could ignite the passionate love she so desired.

      “Whatever are you thinking about, Elizabeth?” Olivia asked, noticing her faraway gaze.

      “Only of how this Christmas season may hold the key to unlocking my heart’s true desire,” she replied softly, a wistful smile playing on her lips.

      William and Olivia exchanged a knowing glance, understanding how much their sister longed for true love.

      “Let us hope fate is kind to you, dear Elizabeth,” Olivia murmured, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder.

      “Indeed,” William agreed, his voice gentle yet firm. “For there is no one more deserving of happiness.”

      With those words echoing in her ears, Elizabeth allowed herself a moment of quiet reflection. She knew she had much to be grateful for, and yet her heart ached for the love she had yet to find. With each passing day and every playful exchange, she prayed her journey would lead her to a future filled with the kind of love that defied expectations and endured the test of time.

      As she gazed out of the window at the sprawling estate blanketed in snow and bathed in golden light, Elizabeth made a silent promise to herself. She would not allow this Christmas season to pass her by without embracing every opportunity for love, no matter how fleeting or uncertain it may be. For she believed somewhere amidst the merriment and festivities, there might just be someone who could truly capture her heart.
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      As the fire crackled in the hearth, casting a warm glow upon the library, Everett St. Giles, the Earl of Brookfield, stood pensively by the mantle. His dark hair framed his face in a manner that only served to accentuate his broodingly handsome features. His gray eyes, like storm clouds rolling across an overcast sky, seemed to hold within them a world of untold secrets and hidden depths.

      Everett was the first-born son of the Marquess of Hollibrook and grandson of the Duke of Cranbrook, a lineage that afforded him both privilege and responsibility. Yet even with such an illustrious family background, there was an air of mystery surrounding the earl. He had always been a reserved youth, preferring the solitude of the library or the quiet companionship of a trusted steed to the boisterous social gatherings that were customary among his peers.

      “Your lordship?” A gentle voice interrupted his thoughts.

      Everett turned to find his sister, Lady Caroline, her blue eyes filled with concern as she studied him. “You seem distant this afternoon,” she observed.

      “Merely contemplating, dear sister,” he replied, attempting to smile reassuringly. But his mind remained preoccupied with a yearning that had haunted him for some time—the desire for genuine love, a connection beyond the superficial alliances forged within their social circles.

      “Everett, you know you can confide in me,” Caroline persisted, sensing the weight of her brother’s thoughts. “Is there something troubling you?”

      He hesitated, then sighed, allowing a glimpse of vulnerability to flicker across his countenance. “I cannot help but feel as though I am missing something, Caroline. Our lives are filled with opulence and grandiose affairs, yet my heart longs for a deeper connection.”

      “Ah, love,” she mused, a knowing smile playing upon her lips. “True love is rare, brother, but not impossible to find.”

      “Indeed,” he conceded, his attention returning to the flames dancing in the hearth. “But how does one discern between genuine affection and mere infatuation?”

      “By looking beyond the surface,” she advised, a gentle touch on his arm conveying her empathy. “And by trusting your heart.”

      “Perhaps you are right,” he murmured, pondering her words as a renewed sense of determination stirred within him.

      “Of course I am,” Caroline teased, her laughter echoing softly through the hallway. “Now come. Father awaits you in the study.”

      As they made their way to the study, Everett’s thoughts lingered on his sister’s counsel. Somewhere out there was a young woman who would challenge him to embrace a love that was true. But would he ever find her?

      He strode into the study where his father, Marquess Hollibrook, sat behind a massive mahogany desk, his hands steepled and a pile of papers spread out before him. “Father,” Everett greeted as he moved further into the room.

      “Son,” Lord Hollibrook shuffled some papers. “When the estate manager arrives, I want you to take charge of the meeting,” he said, pushing an estate book toward the edge of the desk.

      Belvoir Castle, Country seat of the Marquess of Hollibrook, and Everett St. Giles’s boyhood home was a massive estate, and Father had decided it was time for Everett to take a greater role in its running.

      “Very well.” Everett stood by the window, his dark hair contrasting sharply with the embroidered curtains as he gazed out upon the estate that would someday be his responsibility. His gray eyes surveyed the land with a stern countenance, betraying none of the internal turmoil plaguing him.

      “Your lordships,” interrupted Mr. Thompson, the butler, clearing his throat gently to gain their attention. “The estate manager is here for his weekly report.”

      Everett turned from the window. “Of course, send him in,” he replied, his voice steady but distant.

      As the estate manager entered, Everett seated himself at the end of Father’s desk. He opened the estate book and quickly scanned the accounts.

      Once the estate manager took his seat, they discussed matters of finance, tenant disputes, and harvest projections. Everett listened attentively, asking pertinent questions when necessary, but he could not help the nagging feeling that something was missing amidst all these duties. Was there not more to life than managing an estate?

      “Thank you, Mr. Williams. Those updates will suffice for now. You may go,” said Everett, dismissing the estate manager with a nod.

      “Very well, my lord,” responded Mr. Williams, bowing deeply before departing.

      “I will see you out,” Lord Hollibrook said, rising from behind the desk.

      As the two men departed, Everett turned back to the window, his thoughts heavy with desires he dared not voice aloud. What he yearned for most was a genuine connection, a love that transcended societal expectations and physical attraction. But how could he find such a bond when the walls he had built around himself were so impenetrable?
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