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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!
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BELIEVE IN THE MAGIC of Christmas...

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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Lawson

I woke up the next morning with that feeling that comes after having a night of great dreams, though I couldn’t remember any of them. I got out of bed thinking about the plan I’d come up with for the day and got dressed. On my way downstairs, I could hear voices drifting up toward me from the dining room. It seemed I was the last of the guests to come down for breakfast, but I didn’t really care. I was more than happy to linger behind everyone else and be the last to be there with Holly. 

The family we overheard complaining about the lack of festive atmosphere was crowded around the dining table, digging through the buffet while what looked like three other guest groups jockeyed for position, waiting to find a gap they could get into to fill their own plates. 

I stood at the doorway, trying to use my height to my advantage to be able to see the food and decide what I was going to eat. If anything was left when I made it up to the table, that is. Glancing around the room, I didn’t see Holly. I didn’t expect her to be hovering around at the side of the room waiting to jump in and serve the guests of anything, but I was a little disappointed to not see her. 

The family had just moved away from the table, creating room for the next set of guests, when I heard a thud in the kitchen. That probably wasn’t a good thing. Leaving the dining room, I went to the kitchen. The door was closed, but I could hear some strange sound coming from the other side, along with mumbling that was decidedly less than cheerful. I knew I likely wasn’t supposed to go into the kitchen, but I wanted to make sure Holly was alright. 

Opening the door a little, I peeked into the kitchen to see what was going on. Holly was standing beside an open window, holding a tray of something outside and muttering at them angrily. Smoke rose up from the little blackened chunks on the tray and drifted out into the December morning. The smell coming from it wasn’t nearly as pleasant as the fireplace smoke I was used to seeing billowing out of the homes of Snowflake Hollow in the early mornings and late evenings. 

Holly waved at the smoke and continued to mumble. I couldn’t understand anything she was saying, but I had a feeling it wasn’t encouraging. I didn’t want to laugh. I could tell she was frustrated and upset, and I didn’t want it to seem like I was making fun of her in any way. But it was just such a funny image, I couldn’t help but chuckle a little. 

When she heard me, her head snapped up, and her eyes shot over to the door like she was bracing herself for who was standing there. Something close to relief washed over her face when she saw it was me. She went back to waving the smoke out the window. 

“All the food is out in the dining room,” she said. Then she paused and sagged, her head dropping a little. “If there’s anything left. Is there anything left?”

I nodded and went further into the room. “There is. I didn’t get a chance to get close to the table, but from where I was, it looked like there was still a good bit left. I just heard a thud and came to check on you. Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, that was just the oven door,” she said. “I baked.”

“I can see that. It looks like you baked a lot.”

She shook her head and glared at the little blackened chunks I now knew started their lives as cinnamon rolls. “They are my nemesis.”

“Cinnamon rolls?” I asked. She rubbed her shoulder with the hand holding the kitchen towel she was using to sweep the smoke out of the room. I went over to her and reached for the tray. “Let me take a turn.”

“I’ve got it,” she said. 

“Just take a break,” I said. “Go out and check the food in the dining room. It will make you feel better.”

She nodded as she handed me the tray. I went to work getting the rest of the smoke out of the room as Holly slipped to go to the dining room. When she came back, she crossed to the refrigerator and started pulling out containers of food. Serving bowls were already laid out on a small table off to the side so she was able to fill them and replace the dishes out in the dining room. 

“Apparently, yogurt and granola are the hot new thing,” she said, dumping a container of vanilla Greek yogurt into a bowl, then filling another with granola from a glass container from the counter. 

“I didn’t realize people ate that in the winter,” I said. 

“Good enzymes and fiber are popular nutritional choices at all times of the year,” she said. 

I chuckled as she dramatically picked up the bowls and swept out of the room. The smoke was gone, so I brought the tray back inside and closed the window. I wasn’t sure what to do with the incinerated rolls. I figured they weren’t salvageable as anything edible, but perhaps she could toss them into the fireplace to fuel a fire later in the evening. I set the tray onto the counter and waited for Holly to come back. She came into the room a couple of seconds later with empty bowls in each hand. 

I stepped aside as she brought them over to the sink to rinse before putting them in the dishwasher. 

She saw the tray of rolls sitting on the counter and stared at them, sighing. 

“You want to tell me why you are in what seems to be a fairly protracted conflict with cinnamon rolls?” I asked. 

Holly picked up a metal spatula and started chipping away at the bottom of the rolls to try to pry them off the tray.

“I have never been able to make a batch that doesn’t burn. I’ve tried different recipes with different oven temperatures and lengths of baking time. And no matter what, I just can’t seem to get a batch to survive the baking process and make it out onto the table for people to eat. And I have to,” she said.

“Why?” I asked. 

“Because they are the quintessential festive breakfast, and you heard those people in the parlor. They came here for festive,” she said.

“They seem to be perfectly happy with the yogurt and granola. You had to refill it.”

“They can’t fuel their holidays on yogurt and granola alone,” she said. “If they are going to have the best holiday ever, they need baked goods. With cinnamon. And hopefully a nice swirl.”

I wasn’t sure why those particular specifications were so important for a holiday breakfast, but the way Holly was bashing at the rolls with the corner of the spatula told me there was a lot of significance to them. Little bits of the charred rolls splintered off and went flying through the air. I reached for the spatula to stop her.

“Alright. I think we can just let this sit for a bit. Is there anything else I can do to help you?” I asked.

“Well...”

Almost as if I could be heard out in the dining room, a voice shouted in that they were out of coffee. Holly looked at me, and I nodded. 

“I’m on it. Where’s the coffee maker?” I asked.

She pointed me to the other side of the kitchen, and I saw a small machine sitting on the counter with a basket of supplies beside it. I stared at it for a few seconds. That was definitely not the kind of machine I expected to see in a bed-and-breakfast. She was pretty committed to the idea of cinnamon rolls being crucial to the Christmas experience, but I was certain if there was one thing that needed emphasis anytime there were several adults around a place for breakfast, it was coffee.

This machine made a single pot at a time, which I couldn’t imagine sustained them for long. 

“Something wrong?” Holly asked. “Do you know how to use that kind?”

“I was just wondering how many times you have to make coffee every morning,” I said.

“A bunch. People really go through it.”

I nodded and went over to the machine. It wasn’t going to do any good to point it out to her right now. This was what we were working with, so I’d just make the most of it. I dug through the basket of coffee and chose a dark blend. Filling the reservoir, I got the coffee brewing. While it was working its way into the pot, I glanced around.

“Do you have any add-ins?” I asked.

“Add-ins?” she asked, picking up a bakery box and pulling out croissants that she tucked into a basket lined with cloth. “What do you mean?”

“For the coffee,” I said.

“I mean, there’s cream and sugar. I put out a container of pumpkin spice creamer. I drink my coffee black, so I don’t really know what else people might want in there. But you’re welcome to look around the kitchen and the pantry if you think there’s something else,” she said.

I took her up on the offer and started exploring the various cabinets around the room, collecting various things on my way over to the pantry. Going through the door into the large pantry at the far end of the room, I searched the shelves that extended from floor to ceiling and found several more things. My arms full, I went back to the table with the coffee machine. The pot was full, and I transferred the coffee into a large silver serving pitcher. 

Putting another pot on to brew, I found a few bowls and small baskets and filled them with everything I’d chosen from around the kitchen. Candy canes, chocolate chips, hard butterscotch candy, colored sugars, and containers of cinnamon and nutmeg created a little buffet for the guests to customize their coffee. Holly looked over at it, and an impressed expression crossed her eyes. We carried everything out and put it on the table for the guests. 

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
=g ¥ AR MW 0 ==

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LEXY TIMMS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/image016.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image014.png
H@Lt@W

LEXY TIMMS





OEBPS/d2d_images/image015.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
Yol g

12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
ADVENT CALENDARS






OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
—~ PART TWO~—

LEXY TIMMS





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg
JES DOWNLOAD





OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.jpg
12 DAYS OF CHRISTMAS
—~ PART TWO

LEXY TIMMS





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg
LEXY TiMMS





