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  About This Book


She was hoping to have a quiet holiday -- alone. Her neighbor had other plans. 
Avery is an enigma: elegant, private, and perfectly composed. As a therapist, she helps other people untangle their emotions, even though she keeps her own tightly locked away. Her Christmas plan? Peace, solitude, and no holiday nonsense. Until Quinn comes crashing into her life – literally.
The new neighbor next door is a firefighter recovering from an injury, and her idea of healing involves loud music, cookies for breakfast, and disastrous home repair projects. When she meets Avery, it’s love at first sight. She’s determined to get to know the beautiful older woman and break through that Ice Queen exterior.
Quinn’s sunshine charm and persistent optimism throws Avery off balance.  One innocent favor turns into steamy nights, holiday dinners with the family, and a connection neither of them saw coming. 
This Christmas, the only thing more dangerous than letting someone in is not letting her stay.
This book is part of the Surrender in Seattle instalove lesbian romance series set in Reba Bale’s Club Surrender world. Each book is a fun and steamy WLW standalone with matchmaking dommes, loving sapphic relationships, and a sweet holiday happily ever after.






  
  Join Reba Bale's Newsletter



Want a free book?  Join my weekly newsletter and you’ll receive a fun subscriber gift. I promise I will only email you when there are new releases, free books, or special sales you’ll want to see.  
Visit my newsletter sign-up page at https://books.rebabale.com/lesbianromance to join today.






  
  Dedication


For the firefighters, my favorite public servants. May you have peace, may you have love, and may you stay safe.








  
  Avery


Icouldn’t help the deep sigh that escaped my mouth as I closed the door to my townhouse behind me. Ten days. I was about to enjoy ten whole days of peace and quiet. While everyone else turned themselves inside out and got stressed out trying to enjoy the holidays that I was secretly convinced no one really liked anyway, I had plans. 
To do nothing. Absolutely nothing other than to enjoy my solitude. Those were my plans. I couldn’t wait.
After stowing my work laptop in the cabinet where I wouldn’t touch it until January fifth, I went to my room and changed out of what I thought of as my therapist uniform.  High heeled shoes went into the closet. The wrap dress I was wearing went into the dry cleaning bag.  And the uncomfortable bra?  Right in the hamper.
The only bad thing about the holidays was that Club Surrender was closed until after New Years. I loved visiting the women-only BDSM club as a way to relieve stress – and to find some eager sub willing to eat me out to thank me for spanking their ass. No ties. No obligations. Exactly the way I liked it. I wouldn’t call myself a regular or anything, but I usually stopped by once a month or so to relieve some stress. 
Nothing relieved stress like having an orgasm.  But that’s okay, this break would still be good for me. I had books to read. TV shows to stream. And sleep to catch up on. 
The last six weeks had been brutal. Way too many of my patients were dealing with seasonal depression and anxiety related to the holidays.  As soon as Halloween was over it started. There were the patients whose family events were battlegrounds. Patients whose family judged them and criticized them.  Even the families that got along seemed to chafe under the stress of unrealistic holiday expectations. 
And then there were the patients like me, the ones who’d long ago decided to cut their families out of their lives. Unfortunately, they weren’t all as comfortable with that decision as I was. Holidays were prime time for family of origin baggage and guilt.
I slid into my favorite pair of flannel pajamas and pulled my hair up into a messy bun, then grabbed my phone and ordered myself a pizza. Acting on impulse, I added an order of cheese sticks and a two-liter bottle of Dr. Pepper. Okay, and one of those giant pizza shaped chocolate chip cookies. 
In my defense, it was enough food to last me for a couple of days.  Plus, I didn’t normally eat like that, but at this time of the year, I gave myself a pass.
While I waited for my food to arrive, I puttered around the townhouse. It was my sanctuary. When I moved in I’d painted all the walls white and covered the floors with thick, white carpeting.  With my white curtains and white furniture, it gave the entire place a clean and calm aesthetic. At least that’s what the interior designer I’d worked with told me. 
One thing was for sure – it was a far cry from the filthy double wide full of thrift store furniture that I’d grown up in back in Centralia. 
Determined to keep any ugly thoughts from intruding on my peaceful evening, I cued up some jazz on my iPad and connected it to the Bluetooth speakers hidden throughout the room.  I sighed happily as the smooth music surrounded me. 
Lowering myself onto the floor of the living room, I sat cross legged and closed my eyes, beginning the meditation routine that always relaxed me. I breathed in for a count of four, held my breath for a count of four, exhaled for a count of four, then paused for a count of four. Then I repeated the ‘box breathing’ routine until my mind began to calm, the sense of anxiety that I’d felt all day fading. 
As a rule I was able to keep my own demons at bay. As a therapist, it was crucial that I maintained boundaries and a professional detachment. After years of experience, I’d developed the skills to keep myself detached so I could focus on my patient, but something about my last appointment of the day had unsettled me. 
Maybe it was the story she told me about her childhood holidays, a story that echoed my own. Or maybe it was the way she reminded me of my little sister, who I hadn’t spoken to since she told me I was going to hell for being a lesbian. Or maybe like everyone, I was just feeling a little vulnerable with Christmas only a few days away.
Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in. Breathe out.  I counted my breaths, bringing my heart rate down again, reminding myself that I was in control. I was safe. 
I heard what sounded like a power saw go on next door.  What was Miss Miriam doing with a power saw?  The woman was like ninety years old.
Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in. Breathe out.  It was none of my business what my neighbor was doing.
The saw turned off, and I breathed a sigh of relief, at least until I heard pounding, as if someone was hammering the wall.
Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in. Breathe out.  
I heard someone yell, then I nearly jumped out of my skin as a loud crash, quickly followed by the sight of a woman flying through the wall that separated my unit from my neighbor.
I sprung to my feet in shock.  There was now a large hole in the wall. A woman lay face down on my rug, surrounded by a mess of plaster.  Dust hovered in the air. 
“Oh my God! Are you okay? What happened?”
The woman pushed to her knees, then up to her feet, giving me an exaggerated wince.  
“I’m fine, thanks,” she said, sounding slightly out of breath.  “Sorry about the wall. It was an accident. Obviously.”
I just stared at her.  She was young, younger than me anyway, maybe mid-twenties.  Tall and lean, her figure was hidden by an ancient pair of denim overalls. The tank top she wore beneath gave me a glimpse of muscled shoulders and arms.  Her hair was dark brown – although now it was covered in plaster dust – and cut in a short pixie cut.  Her face was perfectly symmetrical, the kind of thing I always noticed for some reason, with a pert nose, bow lips, and high cheek bones. 
She was… cute. Although cute didn’t quite cover it.  There was something about her, something familiar, that made me want to move closer.  I wanted to know everything about her.
Then I remembered the way she’d just come crashing through my wall and I straightened my spine and gave her my iciest glare.
Her wide brown eyes watched me carefully, cataloging the change like she was taking notes or something.
Suddenly her face broke out into a wide smile, the sight making my breath hitch in my throat.  
“That’s one way to make an entrance, I guess.”







  
  Quinn


My entire life, my moms would tell me the story about how they met like it was a fairy tale. 
They were at the Home Depot a few days before Christmas, both of them in a rush, and when they rounded a corner from opposite directions, they crashed into each other. To hear them tell it, they took one look into each other’s eyes and fell in love. It was love at first sight.  By New Year’s they were living together, and nearly thirty years later, they were still blissfully happy.
I’d always thought the story was exaggerated. Sure, I believed they were attracted to each other on sight, but love? That was something that needed time to develop.  This was real life, not the movies.
But it turned out I owed them an apology, because the instant I locked eyes on my new neighbor, I was out for the count. I didn’t even know her name, but I already knew I was going to spend the rest of my life with her.
If she’d stop glaring at me.
“Hi. I’m Quinn Keller,” I said, stepping closer and holding out my hand.  “I’m really sorry about crashing in here like this.”
Actually I wasn’t as sorry as I probably should be.  I’d lived here for two months and spent tons of time here before that, but I’d never even set eyes on this woman.  If it took crashing through the wall like the Kool-Aid Man to make it happen, that was the price I’d pay.
“Dr. Avery Wyatt.” Her voice was as icy as her expression. It made my nipples tighten.  “What on Earth were you doing over there?”
She nodded to the giant Quinn-sized hole in our shared wall.  That ancient drywall wasn’t as sturdy as one might think.
“You know those shelves that are built into the wall between the studs?” I asked. 
She nodded.
“Well I love the way that looks, but I don’t know how to build shelves but then I saw a YouTube where this lady put together an Ikea shelf and then put that inside the wall, lining it up with the opening, and then she just used a nail gun to install trim around it to make it look like a built in even though it wasn’t, and I thought, well Quinn you could do that easy enough, except I ran into a little trouble getting the dry wall out on my side and my ankle gave out because I sprained it at work yesterday and then somehow I crashed through the wall and here I am.”
Her mouth dropped open at my convoluted story which came out as one long run-on sentence. Did I mention that I had a tendency to babble when I was nervous? I didn’t get nervous often, but meeting my future wife unexpectedly rattled me.
“How did you sprain your ankle?” she asked







