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AT CHRISTMAS, ALL ROADS lead home...

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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“ALRIGHT. HERE’S THE thing. You and I have had our difficulties, but we’re going to come to a little understanding. We’re going to work together and make this happen. Okay?”

I stared at the oven and the ingredients spread across the kitchen counter, waiting for some sort of celestial sign that they understood me and were willing to cooperate. But because they were all inanimate objects, it was more or less a one-sided conversation. Outside the kitchen window, it still looked like the middle of the night. 

It was far too early and cold for anybody to be awake, me included. But I had struggled to sleep the night before, so there I was, ready for a showdown with the cinnamon rolls.

It wasn’t the thought of trying yet again to tackle the festive pastries that stopped me from drifting off into the sugar plum dreams the popular holiday media promised me. It was much more likely thoughts of Lawson and that kiss that almost happened that kept me awake. I had just spent that day coaching myself that I needed to keep my thoughts of Lawson purely on him being willing to help me with decorating for Christmas. I couldn’t get too cozy with him and then have to say goodbye at the end of the season when he left Snowflake Hollow. 

I was not in that place in my life right then. I wasn’t exactly sure what that place was or if I’d ever actually been there, but I knew for certain where I was right now was not in a position to focus a lot of energy on a relationship I couldn’t even have. Taking care of my bed-and-breakfast and trying to drag it still viable into the New Year had to be what I was thinking about. 

But that kiss was so close I could almost taste his lips, and I wanted it more than I could even say. My entire body tingled in that moment. I felt awake and alive, but at the same time like I was drifting. I hadn’t felt that kind of need for a person in as long as I could remember. Maybe ever. Vint coming in had broken the moment and brought me back to reality pretty quick, but it hadn’t gotten me all the way back down to the ground.

I was still floating as I did the only really mature and adult thing I could do to handle that kind of situation. I put myself to bed. Getting out of that room as fast as possible seemed like the best way to deal with it, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Lawson or that almost-kiss even after showering and climbing into bed.

Dancing with him had been silly and fun. Decorating the tree was flirty and cute. But that moment when our mouths were nearly touching and his hand pulled me closer left me breathless. It wouldn’t let me go to sleep no matter how many sheep I tried to count or how many times I went through all the breathing exercises I could come up with. Maybe it was the anticipation of sugar plum dreams that was throwing me off. Maybe those were just for Christmas Eve and I was jumping the gun a bit. 

Whatever the reason, or however much I was going to attempt to delude myself, after more than an hour of flopping around in bed and not getting any closer to sleep, I got up and grabbed my phone. I spent the next hour or so scouring the internet for every cinnamon roll recipe I could possibly find. I compared them to the one I had been using, and I ranked them based on my perceived authority of the person who wrote the recipes and how much each made sense.

Finally, I settled on the one I was confident would bring me to cinnamon roll glory. It was similar enough to mine that it wasn’t confusing, and I thought I could follow the steps effectively but differently enough that maybe it would help me get around the apparent curse on the first recipe.

Finding that recipe reassured me, and I was finally able to drift off for a couple of hours before snapping back awake. It was cinnamon roll time.

Now I was standing in the kitchen, the ingredients and supplies organized in front of me, ready to tackle the new challenge. I read through the recipe a couple of times, then dove in. 

Two and a half hours later, Lawson came into the kitchen to find me standing in front of the refrigerator, my forehead rested against it and my hand flapping weakly behind me. I didn’t know if there was still smoke in the kitchen or not, but I’d found my groove. That was where I lived now.

“Good morning,” he said, sounding curious and a little hesitant. “Everything alright?”

I straightened up and gestured to the pan sitting on the windowsill. “I tried a new recipe. It didn’t work.”

He looked at the pan and nodded. “Well, they aren’t as bad as some of the other batches.”

“Still burned. All three batches. I don’t know what it is about me. I’m devoid of baking skills,” I said.

Lawson laughed and took the kitchen towel from my hand, tossing it onto the counter before taking the pan down from the sill and closing the window. It immediately brought the temperature up in the room. At least that was what I was going to go with. The warmth coming over me couldn’t possibly be because he was there and standing so close. 

“Come on. Sit down. I’ll get some coffee going,” he said. 

“I have to get breakfast out on the table,” I said.

“Nobody will be down for breakfast for another half an hour. You can take a couple of minutes to yourself.”

I plopped down onto the stool pulled up to the vintage kitchen table I had in the corner to use as extra workspace and to arrange serving dishes during breakfast. He went to the coffee maker and eyed it in much the same way I figured I looked at the cinnamon rolls when they came out of the oven.

“You and that coffee maker seriously don’t get along, do you?” I asked.

“Not particularly. But I’m working with it,” he said.

He got the coffee going, then went to the refrigerator. He opened the door and leaned back slightly as he scanned all of the shelves to check out what I had. Reaching inside, he pulled out a package of my favorite bagels and a container of the homemade whipped nut-and-honey cream cheese I got from the bagel shop in town. It was one of my favorite little indulgences.

“Those aren’t for the guests,” I said, then instantly felt a pang of embarrassment. I was way too protective of my bagels.

Fortunately, Lawson flashed me a little smile. “They aren’t for them. They’re for you. Take a minute and have something to eat. Relax a little. We have to get ready for our adventure today.”

I’d opened the bag of bagels and was opening up a couple of them to put under the broiler. 

“Our adventure today?” I asked, not sure what he was talking about. Then it settled in, and I looked over my shoulder at him. “You have another Christmas mission, don’t you?” 

He smiled and poured coffee into two mugs. “We’re baking cookies.”

I sagged as I shoved the pan into the oven and set the broiler. “Seriously?”

He nodded. “Yes. That little boy wants Christmas cookies. He should have Christmas cookies. Besides, Christmas Eve will be here soon, and you can’t go to bed without having a plate of them waiting by the fireplace.”

“Can’t we just rip open a package of Oreos with the red filling and call it a day?”

“No. Despite popular marketing techniques, those are not proper Christmas cookies,” Lawson said. “You have to actually make them. And decorate them.”

“I can’t believe you actually want to do that,” I said. “Haven’t you witnessed enough of my baking failures? I ruined something referred to as ‘no-fail cinnamon rolls.’ I’m very likely to burn these bagels, and that’s just heating them under the broiler. Maybe you should just take on that whole thing yourself. I really don’t want to piss off Santa.”

Lawson laughed and slid one of the mugs of coffee over to me. “You’re going to be fine. We will find a great recipe, and we’ll work together. I’m not saying I’m a wonder in the kitchen or anything, but I wouldn’t quite go to disaster, either. We’ll balance each other out. Besides, that’s why we’re starting now. We’ll practice a couple of times and let the guests try them out at the tree reveal tonight. We can tweak anything we need to, then we’ll be ready before the big day.”

I sighed and leaned down to take the bagels out of the oven. They weren’t singed, and I tilted the pan to show them off to Lawson. He nodded toward the like he was using them as evidence I could go from failing at the no-fail rolls to becoming a Christmas cookie elf churning out the cheer. 

Carefully taking the bagel halves off the pan and putting them on a serving platter, I brought them over to the table and set them next to the cream cheese. Lawson grabbed a knife and spread a thick layer over one of the halves. He took a bite and let out a little groan that made me squirm a bit in my chair. 

“Good?” I asked.

“I forgot how good this stuff is. I love the vegetable that she makes and that garlic one, but when she does the honey nut near Christmas, it’s just the best,” he said.
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