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For FREE?
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SNOWFLAKES ARE KISSES from heaven...

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 green eyes, 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.
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Holly
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IT WAS STRANGE CLEANING up Mrs. Greene’s room. She’d been staying at the bed-and-breakfast for so long, it felt like she was living there right alongside me. She was the first of the wave of holiday guests who came right after Thanksgiving, but now that Christmas was looming, she was moving on. I wasn’t sure where. She’d never given me a direct answer. There were all those names on her card list, so it might have been one of them, but I wasn’t sure why she would mail a holiday card to someone she was going to be staying with over said holiday.

Maybe it was one of her children she often talked about. They were far-flung throughout the country, apparently, so she could have been headed just about anywhere to see one of them. Mrs. Greene was one of those age-ambiguous people who was definitely older, but the exact degree of older could fall anywhere on a wide spectrum. I didn’t know if we were talking her grown children were hosting their first holidays and she was going to surprise them with useful gifts like toasters and bedding they hadn’t thought to get for themselves. Or if it was more along the lines of her grandchildren thought it would be fun to change up tradition and have their grandmother over for the holidays to spend time with their children. 

Of course, there was also the possibility she wasn’t going to spend time with family at all. She could have just been traveling around and ended up at the White Christmas Inn as part of her adventures but was now moving on. I could see that in her. She was a touch on the odd side and had a decided issue with personal space and kitchen safety, but she was unpredictable, and there seemed to be a touch of mischief in her. At least, I wanted there to be. I wanted to imagine her bouncing around the country, seeing different things, exploring towns, burning other people’s bread. 

Her leaving left a bit of a hole in the bed-and-breakfast, but it also left a mound of linens, a room to clean, and a new guest to prepare for. That worked out for me. It had been a few days since the festival, and I’d managed to steer clear of Lawson by keeping myself busy. Not that it had been all that difficult considering the amount of work it took to run an ostensibly holiday-themed bed-and-breakfast, in the freaking wannabe North Pole, at Christmas, with no help. 

That was the kicker right there. It was all starting to really settle in for me now. I was aware of the ridiculousness of it all before, but now that I was wading through the peppermint-scented midst of it all, I was really having to face up to the situation I put myself in. Not only did I decide to chase my grandmother’s dream for herself and start up the bed-and-breakfast, but I thought it would be a fantastic idea to do that during a major Independent Woman streak that deluded me into believing I could handle all the tasks of running the inn completely by myself. 

I didn’t need no man. Or apparently staff. 

It meant managing reservations, dealing with the guests, cooking, cleaning, organizing, and evidently, being a damn elf fulfilling Christmas wishes. 

I might have also been a bit more bitter right about that moment. 

The truth was, I was still really hurt by how everything went down with Lawson. I didn’t want to be. I scolded and chastised myself for it every time he made his way into my mind, which was far more often than I wanted to admit. In a way, it made it easier just to keep doing everything around the bed-and-breakfast I could possibly think of to do, including several things I just made up in order to give myself something to fill up the time that didn’t involve going to his room and confronting him about the phone call.

There were no versions of that conversation in my head that actually turned out well, so I figured it would be best if I put as many barriers as I could think of between myself and doing that. And the thing was, I knew how silly I was being. I’d spent a good amount of time that first night and the next day talking myself through the whole situation and reminding myself there was nothing for me to be upset about. Not in the logical, sane part of my brain, anyway. 

Lawson and I weren’t anything to begin with, so I couldn’t be upset that we weren’t anything now. We never talked about having feelings for each other, or any kind of commitment, or even what we were going to do when it came time for Lawson to leave. We got wrapped up in the sparkle of the tinsel and the heady scent of pine trees and cookies, ended up kissing, and then tumbled into bed together. 

That was it. Maybe it wasn’t the sweetest story in the world when I broke it down that way, and the way things were rolling right along at this moment, we weren’t going to end up as any kind of TV-special people cuddled up under themed blankets to watch. But I had to think of it that way. I had to dismantle the whole thing down into its basic elements and remind myself that was the way this all happened, and it was how it was going to end as well.

We never talked about any of this. We never mentioned it or questioned how things were developing. Lawson never told me there was a woman at home, but I also didn’t ask. He didn’t ask me about my relationship status or what might be going on in my social life either. I wouldn’t have had anything to tell him even if he did, but that was beyond the point. 

Now I was just trying not to let myself think about it. I just wanted to get through the rest of the season, have him and the other guests take their figgy pudding and leave, then focus on how I was going to attract more guests so I could make money at the inn during the off-season. 

I finished cleaning Mrs. Greene’s room and carried the linens and towels down to the living room. It was still early in the morning, but I wanted to make sure the room was ready even if the new guest showed up before the technical time for check-in. I’d encountered that issue already. A couple of times since the bed-and-breakfast opened, one guest would check out and another would appear at the front desk a couple of hours before check-in, wanting to get into their room, then be flustered and aggravated when it wasn’t ready for them. 

It was not a fun situation. I did get so annoyed at one of them that when they asked to speak to my manager, I walked out of the room, waited a few seconds, then walked back in and introduced myself as the manager of the inn. That gave me a couple of seconds of chuckling. But I’d rather avoid that happening. If the new people got there early, I was going to be ready for them. 

Finished with that task, I headed into the kitchen to get everything ready for breakfast. I wasn’t making anything elaborate. I didn’t have it in me to try to put together a big spread. That morning, I was choosing just to be proud of myself for not plunking down a box of toaster pastries and instant coffee crystals and calling it a day. 

I was lining a cookie sheet with slices of buttered bread sprinkled with shredded cheese to go with the bowl of fruit and boxes of cereal I intended to put out on the table when the kitchen door opened. I didn’t need to look over my shoulder to see who it was. With Mrs. Greene gone, my options had dwindled down to one. I still looked. The last few days, I’d gotten breakfast done early and didn’t linger around the kitchen to give him any opportunity to get to me. 

That morning, he surprised me by slipping through the door earlier than he usually did. I didn’t know if that was intentional, like he was trying to seek me out and knew this was the most likely place to find me unless he wanted to hang out around the washer and dryer for a meetup, or if he just felt perky that morning. Either way, he flashed me a smile and headed right for the coffee maker. 

It was the routine we’d established almost immediately after he arrived, but it felt off now. The last couple of days, I’d gotten breakfast on the table early and didn’t bother with coffee because the guests who drank the most of it had checked out. I left everything out and went about my morning, giving it some time to let everyone finish before going to clean up. When I went back, there were used coffee cups and a dirty carafe, so I could only assume Lawson had still gone into the kitchen and made some without me.

It also meant the guests wanted it, which was why I’d already brewed some while I got the food ready. 

But Lawson was so accustomed to making a pot first thing and then keeping up with demand throughout breakfast, he didn’t even notice the full pot sitting on the hot plate staying warm or the full carafe sitting beside it until he had gotten the beans out and was preparing to fill the reservoir. He paused and looked at the machine curiously, then glanced over at me. 

“There’s fresh coffee over here,” he said.

“I know,” I said. 

“Why?” 

“Because I made it. I was getting breakfast ready for the guests, and they are going to want coffee to start their day. So, I made coffee,” I said matter-of-factly as I put the tray of bread into the oven and turned on the broiler. 
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