
        
            
                
            
        

    
	[image: snow on incert]

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	



	


[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Heads-up 

	This book contains some…adult themes.
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	Rated-R Reader Discretion is Advised 18++

	Don’t Forget to check out the back of the book for language glossary, as well as pertinent info about the other and other genres.

	



	


We Hope you  enjoy this Book!

	 Don’t Forget to leave a Review!

	Authors appreciate your valuable time.
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Note

	from the Author
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	Hola, hola, hola! 

	Feliz Navidad …Joyeux Noël.. Bon Chrismeusse

	 

	Well, hello my awesome reader, I am so excited that you purchased this book. I wrote these little morsels as a spur of the moment, “hey, I don’t have any Christmas books,” idea years ago (hope you can’t tell LOL!). 

	They’re not very long, they’re simply to get you in the mood for Christmas, my ALL-TIME  fav holiday, and hopefully maybe even bring you a yuletide Love on top of it! LOL.

	I absolutely love this time of the year, because humanity is gentler, sweeter, and the spirit is there to do bigger, better, and more loving things towards our fellow humans (I wish everyday could be Christmas!)

	And I especially love being surrounded by my huge ass Puerto Rican/Louisiana French Creole Family; even if they get on my last nerve! LOL. 

	Equally, I know that this time of the year can be heartbreaking for some, as well as trying for those who may not have family, may be missing loved ones who have passed on, those who are far away from home at this time doing their duty to the country they love, our Service men & women (we thank you!!! Always!), I extend my love and family to you (you may throw them back lol, but we are here). 

	So here is my Christmas wish to you…

	That You be loved…May your Christmas be filled with Love… Joy…Peace…the ones nearest and dearest to you…whether through thoughts…or their physical nearness…the gift of the feeling that makes Christmas so amazing…and the dream of a more loving tomorrow… 

	With So Much Love,

	Alexandria Infante & Family
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Tell me what you do…
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	To make this a special time of the year!

	 

	First, I’d start the Week before, because my birthday is December 17th, so I always… must …throw an Ugly Sweater Party. I get to break out my executive chef skills, making party platers, Christmas Sangria, lots of Festive Drinks like Snowballs etc., and of course y’all COQUITOS!!!! Christmas ain’t lit if we ain’t got no coquitos! LOL (I’ll put some recipes in the back of the book)

	Then on Christmas day…I used to purposefully wake my kids at the butt crack of dawn (the teenagers especially, tee-hee-hee, they fricken hate that) make an extravagant breakfast, watch the Thanksgiving Day Parade, (it came on Christmas Day in Cali) then around 9am, we opened gifts, and traded past gift stories, as well as past gift horrors; (when my teens would literally go back to their rooms and go back to sleep lol.). Then my youngest, my mom, my abuelita, and I would spend the rest of the day cooking and just reminiscing on Christmases past, because we went to Midnight Mass, so no church on Christmas Day.

	Later that day, my brothers, sisters, cousins, aunts, uncles, friends (you get it, the entire fam) would come over, then we’d all sit down to dinner, and just enjoy each other’s company.

	We don’t do that anymore unfortunately, as both my aubelitas have passed on, my mom is 80 now so she doesn’t cook anymore, and my children are all grown, making Christmas memories of their own now. As well, I moved to New York city eight years ago, so my youngest and I cook an awesome meal together, go see the Nutcracker, and paint the town red; I fricken love that kid!

	Email me and tell me yours!

	LOL, I’d love to hear them! @BooksByeAle@gmail.com Subject line: what I do for Christmas

	



	


Nothing Comes Easy,
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Sweet But Twisted…. 
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Prologue

	Ney York City

	Midtown Manhattan

	Fiduciary Bank…May 2020
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	“Congratulations…

	[image: noiquer] Ms. Faucheux, here are your keys, and I wish you all the success and luck, with your new endeavor,” the bank manager Mr. Phelps said, genuinely wishing me luck, when I took a deep breath, then pushed it out slowly. My oldest Killian grinned wiggling his brows, and I laughed hard as he embraced me. 

	This was my dream, to own a vacation cottage inn. 

	I’d worked my entire adult life for this, and now at fifty-four-years old, I finally had the one dream for which my mom and I had always wished. My only regret, was that she couldn’t be here to see it. Killian jerked me into his arms laughing for a second time, when I grinned up at him as the bank manager chuckled.

	I loved my children, but they were all grown now with lives of their own, Kelsey before he passed on unexpectantly from a heart-attack, from a corporate job that hired someone to replace him before he was even cold in the ground. 

	So it was time for me, to do me.

	This was that secret heart dream that you hold so close and deep inside, that it’s almost sacrilegious to tell anyone else…but self. 

	I accepted the keys with a large smile on my face, shook his hand, then turned towards the double doors of the bank, both excited, and frightened to death at the same time.

	But I knew that I would make it work, come hell or highwater. Only problem, I couldn’t use my other means to do it, it was the one explicit instruction that I was given when I was allowed to purchase the property. 

	



	


Chapter One

	December 22nd 

	Five-Years Later

	Ready for the Holidays…

	Not to mention my fricken Birthday!
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	I frowned…
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	down at the letter for the bank, ran my fingers through my hair, then swallowed down the fear that had been attached to this place from day one. I wound my hair up, then jerked up the pen on my desk, for as I peered around my desk, I didn’t see my normal hair ties.

	But the fear that I couldn’t make it work, or the fear that most cottage style vacation spots went belly-up in the first five-years, as no one wanted that anymore. The fear that I was a single widowed older woman who knew shit all to do about running an inn, or that I would succumb to the nay-sayers around me who told me to give it up, and call it quits.

	The fear that I would fail. 

	I imagine that was the most frightening of it all. But I’d held out for the five years making the Christmas Mirage work, even if I were just breaking even. I know to most, that didn’t seem like ‘making it’, or a success, but for me, it was something I’d set my mind to and accomplished.

	However, with this being the digital age of instant gratification, most people had no desire to leave civilization, especially social media, and venture pretty much into the wilderness. Social media was everywhere, so the very idea of unplugging in the snow-capped mountains, sleigh rides, and a cozy Christmas was the last thing on earth they wanted.

	I glanced down at the bank statement once more. 

	I’d contemplated if it could be sold this spring, for I was barely breaking even now, and barely made enough to cover the mortgage for the last year. My youngest, at the tender age of twenty-four, had even tried marketing it to all the social media platforms, but even with that, it wasn’t enough to actually make a profit, so my dreams were slowly swirling down the world’s toilet. And the one thing that I could do to save it, I wasn’t allowed to do, or I would lose it all anyway.

	This would be a sucky ass birthday.

	I thought as I looked at the calendar, then the pink Christmas cupcake on my desk with one candle in it. I chuckled to myself despite it, for I loved Jenna. She’d been my road dawg since this crazy idea surfaced five-years ago. Jenna had literally chucked all she knew to move with me to Vermont. And we’d done that shit too, with blood, sweat and tears. And the really crazy part, was that Jenna never wanted to be a partner, for believe me, I’d asked her several times over the years; but she always said no, stating that this was my dream, and the friendship we had allowed her to experience it with me. 

	I didn’t think I loved anyone as much on this earth besides my children, as I did Jenna. I looked up at the knock on my office door.

	“Come in,” I called, Jenna poked her head in, when I noticed the frown on her face.

	“He’s back,” she nearly spat, when I rolled my eyes. Before I could respond, Jenna huffed up, since he brushed passed her without warning.

	“Why are you here, Brent, I’ve already told you my answer is no,” I snapped, when he sent me that devilish grin. Brent Savage… was exactly that in the corporate world.

	A billionaire, used to getting what he wanted, but he would get this inn over my dead fricken body, and I’d already told him that six-months ago when he offered to buy the inn and property for probably the hundredth time. It would also be over my dead body that they would turn this place into some fricken hipster, influencer shit as well. 

	I’d burn it to the ground first.

	Brent was a pain in my ass, but he was a very handsome man, with a smile you just knew was bridge work, if not a full on make-over. Six-three, dark brown hair, with a smithering of grey at his temples, electric blue eyes, and more than likely in his late forties. Very attractive, but too young for me, and a pain in the ass like I said. I on the other hand was in my mid-fifties, even if I didn’t appear it, so that bullshit smile of his didn’t work on me.

	“As I imagine for the last five-years,” he sent back, when I rolled my eyes for a second time.

	Did I mention that he was a pompous ass Brit on top of it.

	“We’ve already been through this, Brent, so give it a rest,” I countered, glaring at him.

	“That is not why I am here, although the prospect still intrigues me. I am here for two reasons, neither of which have to do with the inn in that capacity. I am merely a resident for the holidays,” he sent right back, when my mouth dropped, and my eyes shot to Jenna. She nodded solemnly. I gritted my teeth, jaw tight, when I forced a smile.

	“Always ready to welcome a guest,” I feigned, when he sent me that annoying ass smirk. 

	“I shall be here through the yule,” he said, sent me that smirk once more, bowed slightly, then turned on his heel and left. The minute Jenna closed the door, I had to stifle the scream.

	“Shit, why would he,” I moaned, since I just knew it was to rattle me, when Jenna nodded frowning.

	“And not just that, but he booked the entire top floor, and wants this for Christmas and New Years, then stated the bill would be on him,” she said as she handed me some fancy packet. I accepted it, then leafed through it. I growled, Jenna’s eyes widened, when I then tossed the packet on my desk storming from my office after him. He was leaning against the reservation desk, when I stormed up to him, then jerked him around to face me.

	The smirk was instantly back.

	“You know fu…darn well, I can’t supply that.,” I hissed up at him as the door opened, when a man was ushered in with an entire entourage. I paused in what I was about to say, brows furrowed, when I noticed it was Riley James the baseball player. My mouth dropped, when I saw that Sandy, my desk clerk did the same. Her eyes shot to me, I mouthed his name, when she nodded gaping. I mouthed pull it together, grinning,  she shook herself, then nodded smiling as he walked up to the reservation desk with a shorter gentleman who looked to be about my age, which was probably his agent. Most of the young ones bring them from what I heard, to keep them out of trouble.

	“Yes, reservation for Ball Banger,” the older man said, when I grinned slightly, for that was the name his teammates dubbed him with in his rookie year.

	“Yes sir,” Sandy said with a smile, then began typing in the information.

	“Did you see the snow out there, I think they’re about to shut the roads,” Mr. James said, when I huffed up.

	“Seriously?,” I sent back, when he nodded, and my stomach sank. I’d had one chance left to at least hit my mortgage, and this Thanksgiving-Christmas season was my last-ditch effort before the new year. Summer had taken us out of the red, but if I had no Christmas guest, then I’d be right back in it. I swallowed hard, when I felt Brent watching my face. I turned on my heel, was about to rush off, when he caught my wrist.

	“My offer still stands,” he grinned, when I glared up at him.

	“Not once in five-years, have you ever…grasped the concept of what this meant to me. But what should I have expected, billionaire and all. I can’t say to you what I truly wish too, due to guest, so I’ll simply leave,” I nearly spat, and for the first time in five-years, I saw something else flicker in his eyes. I couldn’t decipher it, but it was different this time. 

	“I’ll say it, yer an arsehole, especially on her fricken birthday,” Jenna mimicked, then walked towards the kitchens following Jenny.

	“Here’s your keys Mr. Ainsley, rooms twenty-twenty-one-and twenty-two. You have the entire top three connecting rooms, each contains a suite, and there is a living area set up in each room with a wall pull out bed, and a full bedroom. 

	“Dinner is at seven-pm, and is served in the main dining hall. We have daily sleigh rides, barn caroling, a petting farm with actual reindeers, winter hot tubs, nature walks, and what we like to call our very own Christmas town. And all meals are included in your package,” Sandy said, giving him the same speech she’d given Riley’s agent, Brent took the keys pensively, smiled at Sandy slightly, jerked up his bag, then motioned to his guards to grab his stuff.

	As he took the stairs, he really looked at the place for the first time in five-years as well. From the Christmas knick-knacks to the sparkling wood finish of the stair railings, to the sitting room at the top of the stairs landing with the cozy fireplace.

	As his guard opened the bedroom door, then swept the room, as he walked in, his breath caught for a moment. The room appeared as if he’d just stepped into an English cottage. He pulled a face, turned this way and that way, stunned, then turned to peer at his men. Sagely pulled a face too, then shrugged. Brent’s brow furrowed as he walked completely into the room, tossed his bags down, then plopped in a chair. He shook his head, rose, then walked to the decanters in the room.

	As he lifted the stopper on one of the decanters bringing it to his nose, he huffed up, when his scowl deepened. It was the same Irish whiskey him and his grandfather used to sip before the fire each yule after he turned nineteen. The room was almost an exact replica of their home. He swallowed hard, then blinked back emotions he hadn’t felt in at least twenty-five years.

	“That will be all Sagely,” he said waving him off, when he nodded and closed the door behind him. His men were not actually at the cottage, they’d elected to stay at the more up to date swankier hotel down the road. He figured he’d be fine here, since it was a cottage, and he’d be able to see anyone coming. He was sure the hotel, which opened about a year after she did was eating into her profits, which was why he’d offered to buy it. He suddenly remembered the package, rushed towards the door, then called out to Sagely, his only guard who wished to stay at the cottage.

	“The package,” he asked as Sagely walked back up the stairs.

	“In the limo sir,” Sagely said, when he nodded.

	“Bring it in please,” Brent instructed, Sagely nodded, then hurried down the stairs. Brent had come here for one reason, and one reason only, however as he sat there waiting, he wasn’t so sure what he was here for now. And in that instant, he decided to allow whatever this was to take its course. He’d been so thrown by the room, that he forgot it. But the room merely added to what he already knew.

	



	


Reservation Desk

	Downstairs
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	As Sandy…

	[image: Image] finished checking Mr. James and his people in, for they’d taken up the entire back on the inn, with Mr. James on the upper floor. Sandy was sure his agent wasn’t happy about that, since it placed him on the lower floor, and not next to Mr. James as he had demanded several times now. 

	But since Ainsley took up three of the rooms, only two were left. One was reserved, and the other was vacant, but since the agent had been such a gaping cunt, Sandy refused to allow him to have it, pretending that both rooms were reserved.

	Equally, they had no clue that he would bring an entire fricken entourage with him. 

	Just then the front door slammed open causing them to jump, when two lively little voices continued to argue.

	“Cayleb, Jacob, enough! I am sick to death of this bickering, and I promise you, Santa will skip this place if you don’t cut it out!,” a flustered female voice fussed, when each of the people in the reservation room looked towards the door. 

	A beautiful biracial woman corralled two boys who appeared between the ages of eight and ten, stormed through the doors. Riley’s mouth dropped as he just stood there staring for several moments, when Jenkins elbowed him with a grin. Riley snapped up his mouth, then frowned nodding. The boys just couldn’t seem to stop shoving each other back and forth, when his voice caused them to cease.

	“C’mon nah little dudes, can’t you see mom is flustered,” Riley said, when both boys looked up, then their mouths dropped as he pushed the baseball cap back on his head smiling. Their mom’s did the same, for she knew exactly who he was as well. 

	“Oh my God, it’s Riley James, mom mom!, the oldest cried, jumping up and down, when he grinned slightly, but his eyes were on their mother. She drew her curls back from her face, her cheeks tinting. She mouthed thank you, when he smiled, then nodded slightly.

	“Why don’t you guys help mom with the bags, so she can get you checked in,” Riley suggested, when they nodded, still in awe, as they both began to fight over the suitcase. “Boys,” Riley said, when they paused to look up at him, nodded, then each took one of the suitcases, then dragged them to the counter, then stood waiting.

	“Thank you, Jessica,” their mom said, when Riley smiled as he held out his hand.

	“Riley,” he smiled, when she grinned.

	“Yes, I know,” she chuckled as she shook his hand, when he drew back to allow her space to reach the desk. He bent, then chatted up her sons as she checked them in.

	“What room are you in Mr. James,” Jacob, the youngest asked grinning.

	“Jake, that isn’t our business, Mr. James is here I’m sure for privacy, so we can’t be bothering him,” Jessica scolded, when Riley chuckled.

	“It’s fine, I’m in twelve,” Riley cajoled grinning, his agent George frowned at him, when Riley waved it off. Jacob reached up and snatched the card from his mom, then began jumping up and down.

	“Were in ten!,” he cried, his mother rolled her eyes, then snatched the card back.

	“Jacob,” she growled, when he exhaled deeply, then commenced to pout. Jessica finished checking them in smiling at Sandy.

	“Here’s your keys Ms. Rousseau, you have the large room with an extra wall pull out bed, and a full queen. Dinner is at seven-pm, and is served in the main dining hall. We have daily sleigh rides, barn caroling, a petting farm with actual reindeers, winter hot tubs, our very own Christmas town for the littles, and big-ons too if you so choose, and all meals are included in your package,” Sandy said, when Jessica smiled nodding.

	“Sounds amazing,” Jessica sent back, smile wide, when she looked at Riley then. “Thank you, you can’t even imagine,” she laughed, when he laughed too.

	“Actually, I can, I was that age once,” he smiled, when she nodded. “Jenkins, mind helping the lady with her bags upstairs?,” Riley said, when he took the largest suitcase.

	“Oh, that isn’t necessary—” Jessica began, when he waved it off as Jenkins took the smaller cases.

	“It is, my mama raised me right,” he countered with a wink, then motioned towards the stairs. Jessica
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