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Want to read more...

For FREE?

Sign up for Lexy Timms’ newsletter

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

Sign up for news and updates!

https://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter
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IT’S THE MOST WONDERFUL time of the year...

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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FROM THE TIME I OPENED the bed-and-breakfast, I was determined the cinnamon rolls were going to happen. One of these days, I was going to open up the oven door and reveal a glorious pan full of soft and fluffy rolls that sent the festive smell of cinnamon through the entire bed-and-breakfast and lured my guests to breakfast. They would see them piled on the plate with their luscious frosting dripping down the sides and not be able to resist taking one onto their plate. They would become a part of their Christmas memories in that moment, and from then, on every year when the holidays rolled around, they would think about those cinnamon rolls and want to be back in the bed-and-breakfast.

Today was not that day.

I added another spoonful of cinnamon to the pot of oatmeal bubbling on the stove and breathed in the smell. It definitely wasn’t the same as a batch of cinnamon rolls that didn’t light on fire, but it had a similar effect, and for that day, I was going to go with it. Oatmeal was warm and comforting, and I could ply it with enough cinnamon to make it feel full of Christmas cheer. 

When I felt like it was finished, I poured the oatmeal into a large serving bowl and added a spoon. I carried it out to the dining room and set it on the table alongside the baskets of pastries I got from the local bakery, the platter of toast, and the plates of bacon and sausage. It didn’t look finished, so I went back into the kitchen to make some scrambled eggs. 

Standing there cracking eggs into my favorite mixing bowl, I remembered being young and the trips my grandmother and I used to go on. We didn’t travel a lot, and when we did, it wasn’t anywhere exotic, but the trips to the beach or to theme parks were always special. One thing I always looked forward to was staying at the hotel and having breakfast in the morning. 

That seemed like such a ridiculous thing to be excited about. There were so many other things to look forward to for every trip, and I did, but eating breakfast at the hotel seemed like such a special thing. What they called a continental breakfast was always a disappointment. I could only get so excited about a muffin and some cereal. Though, if it came out of a tube, it did give that cereal some extra points. 

I was hoping for the hotels with the hot breakfast, especially if I got to make my own waffles. I was definitely the person who went up to the buffet several times and each time filled up on bacon and eggs with abandon and focused intently on making the most perfect waffle. 

Those were memories that came to mind when I found out about the bed-and-breakfast and wondered if this was something I could do. Loving a buffet of breakfast meats and being able to make my own waffle probably shouldn’t have been a contributing factor to me making the biggest business decision of my life, but there it was. 

I felt that tug of wanting to give people a really good breakfast to start their day, and the little voice in the back of my mind I was now increasingly convinced just wanted to see what it could make me do said if I felt that urge, it meant I really did want to have the bed-and-breakfast. Liking the idea of being a part of people’s treasured breakfast memories clearly indicated I shared my grandmother’s secret aspiration, and I was going to be an amazing innkeeper. 

There were days when that was the only thing I could cling to in order to keep pushing me forward. Someday I would get into the groove better, and there would be other things about the bed-and-breakfast that really made me feel connected to it and like I could handle this.

For now, I had cinnamon oatmeal and bacon. 

As I was stirring the eggs in the pan, I could hear guests coming down for breakfast. They were chattering about their day, talking about shopping and sightseeing. I didn’t hear Lawson’s voice, and when I went out to add the serving bowl of eggs to the table, I noticed he wasn’t with the other guests getting their breakfast. 

He didn’t come down until the rest of the guests were finishing up eating. There wasn’t a lot of food left, so I went into the kitchen and made some fresh eggs and bacon for him. He was scraping the rest of the oatmeal out of the bowl onto his plate when I came back in with it. 

“Thank you,” he said, taking the hot food from me. “This looks good. I always forget how much I like oatmeal until it’s right in front of me. You know? Like, I never make it for myself, but when I see it, it always looks so good. And this smells fantastic.”

“It’s just cinnamon,” I told him. 

“You shouldn’t minimize yourself, you know,” he said. “I know this isn’t exactly the dream of your life or anything, but you work hard for it anyway, and it’s obvious you really do care if people enjoy themselves while they’re here.”

Heat came to my cheeks, and I couldn’t tell if it was that I was embarrassed at him scolding me for being down on myself or if it was just the intense attraction still building up between us making nearly everything that came out of his mouth sound suggestive.

“Thanks,” I said, grabbing up some of the dirty dishes off the table. “Have a nice breakfast.”

I brought the first wave of dishes into the kitchen and got the sink going to wash them. I was glad I was one to clean up behind myself along the way when I was cooking. If I left everything to the end the way my grandmother tended to, the entire kitchen would be overrun by the time the guests finished eating and I was ready to get the dishes clean. 

That was one of the things about my grandmother that still stood out to me. It felt bad that I thought of her being messy in the kitchen when I was having a nostalgic moment about her, but it always came to mind when I thought about her. Whenever I asked her about it or tried to encourage her to neaten up while she was cooking, she would say when she was inspired to cook, she couldn’t waste time by worrying about cleaning. She needed to just hop it and see where it took her. 

I always figured that was a great excuse if she was making big elaborate banquets and holiday meals. It didn’t work quite as well when she was heating up some frozen chicken nuggets for dinner. 

I had just finished the second sink of dishes when the kitchen door opened. There was nothing in the oven for Ms. Greene to catch on fire, so I wasn’t too concerned. 

“Can I give you a hand?”

It was Lawson’s voice, and I immediately looked over my shoulder to see him. He was standing at the doorway to the kitchen, holding his dishes along with some of the items I wasn’t able to carry from the dining room table. 

“I think I’m alright,” I said. “Thanks.”

“How about another pot of coffee?” he asked. “A couple people were looking for refills, and you look like you could use some.”

“That would be great.” 

He nodded and went over to the coffee maker on the table. He still stood and eyed it like it was some sort of nemesis. 

“Remember, today is all about decorating inside the house,” he said as he got the coffee brewing and followed me out into the dining room to finish cleaning up.

“Trust me, I haven’t forgotten,” I said.

“And we’re going to get started with it by getting a Christmas tree,” he said.

That did it. Some guests still lurking close enough to the dining room to overhear us caught wind of the Christmas tree and were immediately thrilled.

“I’m so glad!” one of them said. “This place definitely needs it!”

“I was wondering why it had taken you so long to get one,” another said. “I felt like it was really late to be getting a tree, especially considering everybody else in Snowflake Hollow seems like they have been decorating for months. Maybe since last Christmas.”

“They might have been,” another responded. “It wouldn’t surprise me if a lot of those people kept their lights and inflatables up year-round.”

“I can’t wait to see the tree! That’s going to add the perfect touch. I hope that she decorates it really well.”

Vint, the little boy constantly running around the bed-and-breakfast who hadn’t quite gotten the hang of when Santa came to visit, rushed into the room with his mother at his heels. He came right up to me, his eyes wide.

“Are you really going to get a Christmas tree today?” he asked.

I nodded. “I am. It’s going to go right in the living room.”

“I was so worried you weren’t going to have a tree,” he said.

I pretended I was shocked and dismayed by the statement. “You were?”

He nodded. “There isn’t one around here, and it’s already really close to Christmas. I thought you just weren’t going to get one.”

“Well, that wouldn’t be very Christmassy would it?” I asked. “Of course I’m going to get one! We couldn’t have Christmas without a tree. I just wanted to make it a surprise for everybody. Lawson and I are going to get one and bring it back here to get it all ready, then tomorrow we’re going to have a big reveal so everyone gets to see it. Then everybody gets to add an ornament to it.”

“Really?” he asked, his eyes opening even wider and his mouth gaping with excitement. 

“Yep. You’ll be able to write your name and the date on it so that it’s always a part of the Christmas celebrations here.”

“Wow!”

“What kind of tree are you going to get?” his mother asked.
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