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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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MY FAVORITE EVE OF the year is Christmas Eve...

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.
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Chapter Sixty-One
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Holly

A couple days later I was still riding the high of the feeling from the Christmas party at the Children’s Hospital. Even I had to admit it was hard not to feel the Christmas spirit when surrounded by so many children full of such pure delight and wonder. There was light in them. Such sheer joy and excitement, as if in those moments they forgot they were in a hospital. 

I know I forgot. It was hard to look at them, to hear their laughter and their shrieks of happiness and think about them being sick or suffering injuries and other ailments that had them in hospital beds surrounded by nurses and doctors rather than at home with their parents and siblings getting ready for the holidays. During that party, they weren’t patients. They were just children. 

Despite the uproar Lawson’s and my kiss under the mistletoe caused, they hadn’t wanted us to leave when the party was over. Maybe they just didn’t want the party to be over. One little girl came up and hugged me, her little arms wrapped around my legs and her head resting on my stomach. She stood there for a long time, the squeeze of her embrace not lessening. She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t have to. I hugged her back and wondered if there was anything I could do with these little ones even when the holidays were over. 

That morning I woke up particularly early, knowing it was likely to be a busy day. It was Christmas Eve, and while I didn’t know exactly what Lawson might have up his sleeve I could only imagine he was going to explode with his seasonal extravaganza. We were at the final countdown of the holiday, so I could only imagine that whatever it was we were going to do I was going to need a good chunk of time.

I was also going to need a lot of energy. That was where breakfast came in. Fortunately, I had planned ahead. Even I wasn’t going to call Brenda before the crack of dawn on Christmas Eve and expect her to save me with baked goods. I had actually come up with a plan myself, and put it into action ahead of time. 

Sure, I had only done it the day before so it wasn’t like I was giving her a ton of time, and I was definitely banking on our friendship to give me some extra wiggle room in her schedule, but she accepted the challenge without question. And she knew if she ever needed a staycation up the hill from the bakery, she could give me a call and a room would be waiting for her. Perhaps not as tangible and immediately beneficial as boxes full of goodies, but if she decided to go on sabbatical, or a pipe broke in her house, or she was running away from ghosts or something, she would be very glad the offer was on the table. 

That Christmas Eve morning, she was playing an important role in the special breakfast I’d conjured up in my head. It seemed Christmas Eve was a special enough occasion to be marked with some themed goodies, and I had the perfect idea in mind. The ability to execute them effectively was another issue, which was why I was up early, bundled in every layer I could possibly add on and still be able to move, and heading down to the bakery while the sun was still slumbering. 

Brenda was already at the bakery, and it looked like she’d been going full force for hours. It was entirely possible she hadn’t even bothered to sleep the night before. She was only going to be open for part of the day that day and then would close down for several days for the holiday, so she needed to get a mountain of work done. It would make sense to just push through and put every second into working, then crash once she got home. 

The bakery hadn’t yet opened for the day as I watched her through the glass door, so I tapped on it to let her know I was there. She looked up from the tray of buns she was putting in the display case and I waved. She finished putting the last few in place, put the tray down, and came to the door as she pushed her hair away from her face. She looked exhausted, but there was still a brightness in her smile when she opened the door.

“Good morning,” she said. “Merry Christmas Eve.”

“Good morning. How are you doing?” I asked.

She stepped back so I could get inside and let out a sound that was somewhere between a sigh and an exclamation. 

“Getting there. I think I might pull it off.” She laughed. “But I have your stuff ready.”

I smiled. “Thank you. I appreciate it. I know there aren’t many guests for the next few days, but I really want to make their holiday special.”

Brenda gave me a smile. “Sounds like someone might have finally found the Christmas spirit.”

I held up a hand. “Let’s not go crazy now.”

She laughed and gestured for me to follow her further into the bakery. I waited in front of the display case while she walked around behind it to pick up the boxes waiting on the counter. She handed them to me and I peeked inside, smiling when I saw the adorable creations waiting for me.

“I didn’t think you still had any of the shifting allergies and food sensitivities among the guests, but just in case I made a batch with no dairy, no nuts, no eggs, and no gluten.”

“What do they have in them?” I asked, both impressed and a little concerned by a long list of specifications.

“Applesauce, tapioca flour, a couple of late Hanukkah miracles, and some Christmas joy,” Brenda said. 

“I know you’re being a smart-ass right now, but that could be a children’s book. And you would have a recipe already for treats to serve at the signing,” I said.

“Don’t even joke about me having other work to do. It’s a little bit of a miracle in and of itself that I’m stringing together cohesive sentences right now without just dropping in names of ingredients and random preheating temperatures.”

“I would happily listen to you babble about anything you’d like,” I said. 

“For five minutes, until you have to go get breakfast set up for your guests?” she asked. 

“I could give you ten,” I said.

Brenda grinned. “I’ll bank them. You go on and get everything ready. Take pictures and let me know how it goes.”

“I will.” 

I hugged her and hurried back through the cold to my car. I took the extra measure to seatbelt the boxes into the passenger seat to avoid potential disasters, and headed straight back to the house. It was still earlier than I would expect anybody to be up, so I had the chance to get breakfast set up the way I wanted to. 

First came the milk and cookies. No Christmas Eve is complete without milk and cookies, so I was starting the day off running. Brenda had created breakfast pastries that looked and smelled like cookies, but were essentially the tops of muffins. It was a fancy trick, and I loved the way they looked displayed on a platter—chocolate chip in one half-circle, blueberry in another. I added a large pitcher of milk and brought it out to the table. 

Next I took out a glass bowl and filled it with granola dense with coconut, raisins, and oats. The night before I brought out my favorite craft supplies and created a little tag to prop against the bowl and announce the contents to be reindeer feed. 

When that was finished, I opened another bakery box and brought out loaves of swirled breads that I sliced up and presented, followed by cereal bars made up of Christmas-themed cereal. The gooey marshmallow kind of made them straddle the line between breakfast and dessert, but I figured Christmas pushed that line off to the side enough to make it acceptable. 

I also was under the personal belief that marshmallow was an important food group and should be acceptable at any time of day or night, regardless of context. It wasn’t a popular world view, but I would defend it righteously. 

Finally it was time for me to actually make a contribution to the breakfast, so I pulled out my favorite mixing bowl. Lawson might make amazing pumpkin spice pancakes and have childhood memories of Christmas trees composed of the cakes, but he’d never seen my Rudolph pancakes. 

I made a massive stack of vanilla and cinnamon pancakes and divided them onto three platters. On the top pancake of each, I used a cherry to create a red nose and chocolate and whipped cream to make the rest of the face. Bowls of the embellishments set beside the platters would let the guests make their own reindeer pancakes if they so wished. I also included butter and maple syrup if they were feeling more traditional.

The final touch for the meal was a massive amount of bacon and eggs to bring some savory relief into the sweet spread. I looked over the display and let out a happy sigh. It looked perfectly Santa-themed and appropriately festive, even for a day as important as Christmas Eve. It felt like I might actually be finding my groove with the breakfast portion of the bed and breakfast I owned. 

If only I could make bread. 

Particularly of the round cinnamon variety. 

But that was an issue for a future Holly. Right then, I was enjoying my little victories and looking forward to my guests coming downstairs and starting their Christmas Eve with the special meal. 
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