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For FREE?
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And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!

Sign up for news and updates!
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IT IS CHRISTMAS IN the heart that puts Christmas in the air...

She’s not the biggest fan of Christmas – which is akin to a major sin in the little town of Snowflake Hollow. And with a name like Holly White, it’s fitting that she owns the only B&B in town. The whole season is a huge deal, and the people coming to stay at the B&B are paying a premium to get the ultimate festive experience. She’s trying to keep the guests busy, but Hank the Handyman just broke his leg trying to hang the lights. Now she has to figure out how to make the holiday festivities happen all by herself.

Enter Lawson Lane.

Mister tall, dark and handsome, has come home to see his mother over the holidays, and is surprised to see Holly as the owner of the B&B. When he notices her struggling to get things done, he offers a helping hand. Seeing Holly again and enjoying the holidays might take a Christmas miracle—or he might end up with a lump of coal in his stocking. 

It’s 12 days of festive fun, what could possibly go wrong?

Lexy Timms brings you a Christmas holiday romance with 12 days of Christmas – each part of the story releasing like opening an advent calendar! Join in the holiday spirit with a festive read and some laughs to get you into the Christmas season.

[image: Calendar

Description automatically generated]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Forty-Nine


[image: ]




Holly

The next morning came with a bright, cheerful feeling I hadn’t had in a long time. It wasn’t just the cozy warmth I felt the morning after Lawson kissed me for the first time or even the glow the first time I woke up in his arms. It was more than that. I couldn’t quite describe it, but I was happy to have it. It felt good just to feel good, and I hopped out of bed ready to see where the day was going to take me. 

For once, I wasn’t wondering what kind of Christmas extravaganza Lawson was going to have waiting for me, what kind of complaint the guests were going to mutter that was going to send us on an escapade that may or may not end well for me. I wasn’t thinking about everything that was going wrong with my plan to run the bed-and-breakfast or pondering what my future was going to bring if this didn’t work out the way I hoped. I was just ready for the day ahead. 

Getting dressed, I headed down to the kitchen with one thing on my mind. The fresh blanket of glittering white taking over the lawn and covering up the cars outside had inspired me to take another venture down memory lane and bring back a tradition of my grandmother’s I hadn’t thought about in a long time. I just hoped I had all the ingredients I needed.

I had found nearly everything I needed and was just searching for the last piece when Lawson came into the kitchen. 

“Good morning,” he said, coming into the pantry. “I thought you’d slept in.”

“Not today,” I said. “But you can still make the coffee.”

I grinned at him, and he shook his head, leaning in for a kiss.

“You say that as if I don’t have to go to battle with that machine every morning,” he said.

I pretended to gasp in horror, putting one hand to the center of my chest. “How dare you? That machine is a treasured part of my daily routine at this place.”

“It would probably sound a lot more convincing if you didn’t refer to the bed-and-breakfast as ‘this place,’” Lawson said. 

I shrugged. “Probably. But either way, there’s nothing wrong with the coffeemaker. Maybe you just don’t know how to operate it correctly.”

“I don’t think it knows how to operate correctly,” he said. “If you had a better machine, you could make more coffee faster and it wouldn’t get cold as fast.”

“Maybe it’s just getting cold because it’s cold outside. It snowed.”

He smiled as he headed across the kitchen toward the table, holding the coffee preparation materials. 

“I know,” he said. “I was out there with you when it started.”

I smiled back at him. “I know.”

I was fully aware of how sappy and probably ridiculous we sounded. This wasn’t the conversation of two people with clear minds and normal vocabularies. I’d been sucked up into all the warm and fuzzy feelings he created in me. This wasn’t a new realization for me. I’d known for a good while now that Lawson had an effect on me I wasn’t used to, and actually couldn’t ever remember someone else having. 

The difference now was that I knew for certain he had the same feelings and wasn’t just looking at me like one of his Christmas toys he was going to play with and then forget about come New Year’s. And now that I knew that, I had absolutely no intention of pretending I didn’t feel that way, or even being embarrassed by the sticky sweet feelings I had every time I looked at Lawson. 

I might be struggling to come up with full sentences some of the time, and I might consider exchanges literally about the weather and his presence during the onset of such weather as legitimate conversations when they were accompanied by his smile, but if whatever it was going on between us reducing me to that meant I got to keep feeling this way, I would happily take it. 

“When I was little, I was always so impatient waiting for the first snow of the season,” he said. “It felt like it would take forever to come. I figured there should be some sort of calendar deadline for it. Like the beginning of the seasons having a specific day. There should have been a specific day when it was appropriate for snow to start falling, and it should just stay snowy from then until the date when it wasn’t appropriate anymore.”

I laughed. “And what did you think those dates should be?”

“Well, that’s clearly not something that could be decided by just one person. It would need discussion. A vote. This is probably a committee situation,” he said.

“Obviously,” I said. “But every effective committee requires a leader, and considering you are spearheading this movement, you are the only logical choice for leader. And as leader, it’s up to you to propose the dates.”

“True,” Lawson said, nodding slowly. “And you are the resident expert on all things committee.”

I held out my upturned hands and gave a mock humble nod. “I can’t deny it. We could call a committee to determine that, but I’d be in charge of it, so I can already tell you, that is the ruling.”

“I figured as much. Choosing the dates for the snow would probably fall along the same lines as my season delineations,” Lawson said.

“What season delineations?” I asked. “There are already set dates for when the seasons start. You just mentioned that.”

“I know, but I don’t agree with them. This whole fall not starting until almost the end of September and then spring going through most of June is just crazy. The powers that be need to make it easy on everybody and just go for the quarterly approach.”

“I think the powers that be chose the dates because of the actual beginning of the seasons as determined by the rotation of the Earth,” I said, feeling like some of his high school nerdiness might have rubbed off on me. 

“That’s the same thought pattern that brought about Leap Day, daylight savings time, and other kinds of tomfoolery. Time is a social construct that is manipulated when it’s convenient. Besides, this division sounds better.”

“How silly of me. Proceed,” I said. 

“Like I said, make it easy with a quarterly approach. Four seasons, twelve months. That’s three months each. Divided along logical lines. March, April, and May are when things are starting to warm up and flowers are starting to grow. St. Patrick’s Day, Easter, Mother’s Day. All that is spring. The next three are summer. June, July, August. Hot, patriotic, Father’s Day, swimming pools. Then comes fall. September, October, and November. The start of school, Halloween, and Thanksgiving. Which brings us to December, January, and February. The cold, dark months of winter.”

“That makes a lot of sense,” I said.

“I know,” he said. “Everybody thinks that way, anyway. People are going about their lives, living their best summer days and whatnot, but the second it’s September, it doesn’t feel like summer anymore. Even if it’s hot and sticky, the fact that it’s September means you want to be seeing leaves and picking apples and things.”

“So the first snow should come December first.”

“Thereabouts,” he said, sounding like he was willing to have a slight bit of flexibility, but I shouldn’t get too used to it. “Anything in the first week would be acceptable. And it should continue through December and January, then taper off in February so by Valentine’s Day, things are starting to thaw just a little.”

“You have very specific guidelines going there,” I said. 

Lawson nodded. “I’ll just keep right on campaigning. You know, it took Sarah Hale forty years to get Thanksgiving recognized as a real national holiday. If she can do it, I can.”

“I admire your tenacity.” 

“No one needs to call me a hero,” he said with false modesty and a playful hand pressed to the middle of his chest. “The point is, I think snow is an important part of Christmas. Shopping in it, playing in it, taking walks in it—that’s all part of the experience of the holiday season.”

“You aren’t wrong about that. So, what happened when it did come? I know you waited with bated breath for those first snowflakes to fall, so what happened when they did?”

“No matter what time of the day or night it was, as soon as my parents and I noticed the snow, we would run outside together and try to catch snowflakes on our tongues. Then we would scoop up as much of it as had stuck to the grass and make snowballs. They were really tiny, but they were good enough to throw,” he said. “Then when there was more, we would make snowmen and take walks to sprinkle seed on the top for the birds. How about you? Did you like snow?”

“I love snow,” I said. “It’s one Christmas thing I could always get behind. Don’t get me wrong, if I have the option, I’m never going to turn down a sunny beach. But snow is beautiful, and I’ve always enjoyed it. Along with one of my grandmother’s traditions. Which is what I’m honoring today.”

I’d finally found the jar I was looking for and snatched it off the shelf to bring into the kitchen.

“What are you doing?” Lawson asked.

“I am making first snow waffles,” I said. “For as long as I could remember, as soon as the first snow fell, my grandmother would make these waffles. It didn’t have to be that we woke up and there was snow on the ground, or that it was snowing in the morning. It could start snowing in the middle of the afternoon and she would still make first snow waffles for us. It was something I always looked forward to. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
=1 PARUIT WNILINE ==

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LEXY TIMMS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image010.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
HOLL ®&W

12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
—~«PART NINE »—

LEXY TIMMS





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image014.png
HeOLLO6W

12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
—~+ PART NINE »—

LEXY TIMMS





OEBPS/d2d_images/image015.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg
fora
Limited
Time

l. Bossi ¢
§€, Bossiic
e vossil






