

    
        
          The Twelve Days Of Secrets

        

        
        
          MissJackie254

        

        
          Published by MissJackie254, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE TWELVE DAYS OF SECRETS

    

    
      First edition. January 3, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 MissJackie254.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233338328

    

    
    
      Written by MissJackie254.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Jackline Muthoni Wanjege,

Preface : A Word From The Author

Chapter 1: Day 1- The Trapped Architect

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Jackline Muthoni Wanjege,

P.O Box 595-10101,

Karatina,

Kenya.

Jmuthoni009@gmail.com


The Twelve Days of Secrets: A Trapped in a Christmas Mansion Romance


Author By: Jackline Muthoni Wanjege Writing As MissJackie254

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface : A Word From The Author
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In a mansion dressed in the frost- kissed glow of a December night, secrets melt like snow under a warm, yearning gaze. The Twelve Days of Secrets invites you into a Christmas haven where every room hums with lingering whispers, every portrait hides a carefully guarded truth, and one aching heart must decide whom to trust when the holiday lights cast shadows of danger. Trapped inside this glittering estate, a determined heroine and a tantalizing stranger find themselves drawn to one another by fate- and pulled apart by the very secrets that could destroy them.

This irresistible romance blends festive charm with pulse-pounding suspense. Readers will savor slow-burning chemistry that sparks between the characters as they navigate the mansion’s opulent corridors, hidden passageways, and antique libraries that seem to hold memories of loves long last. Amid the twinkle of tinsel and the scent of mulled wine, alliances blur, betrayals surface, and the line between danger and desire grows dangerously thin. Each of the twelve days of Christmas brings a new clue, a new kiss, and a new revelation that tightens the grip of the mystery while deepening the ache of the romance.

If you crave swoon worthy moments that make your heart skip a beat and page – turning suspense that keeps you up long after the last peppermint bark has been savored, this novel delivers. The Twelve Days of Secrets masterfully weaves themes of trust, forgiveness, and resilience against a backdrop of glittering chandeliers, cracking fireplaces, and whispered promises. It’s a holiday read with a fresh, modern twist- perfect for fans of enemies-to-lovers tension, second-chance romance, and cozy mystery vibes wrapped in a dazzling Christmas setting.

What makes this book stand out in a crowded market is its dual appeal: a richly textured romance that lingers long after the final kiss, and a gripping mystery that invites readers to solve the puzzle alongside the protagonists. The heroine’s journey from guarded survivor to hopeful believer in love is as satisfying as the suspenseful uncovering of each secret. The hero- charming enigmatic, and deeply conflicted – offers a complex counterpoint that will have readers rooting for him even as they question his motives. Together, they navigate a maze of red herrings, heartfelt confessions, and a race against time to unmask the culprit before Christmas morning arrives with irreversible consequences.

Why you should click, buy, and binge:

	Festive mood and atmospheric setting: The mansion becomes a character in its own right, offering lush descriptions that transport readers to a glittering, frost- kissed world.

	Strong romantic tension: Sparks fly in every encounter, even as trust is tested by hidden agendas and dangerous revelations.

	Page-turning mystery: A cleverly layered plot with red herrings, clues, and a satisfying puzzle to solve, ensuring repeat reads.

	Emotional payoff: A romance that delivers growth, reconciliation, and a hopeful, heart- fluttering ending – perfect for holiday –season comfort reads.

	Broad appeal: Fans of holiday romance, contemporary suspense, and cozy mysteries will find something to love, while gift-buyers will see it as a perfect seasonal present.


Readers are searching for stories that feel both like a warm holiday celebration and a thrilling puzzle. This book checks both boxes with flair, offering cozy-town charm, opulent interiors, and a romance that glows brighter with every clandestine confession. It’s the kind of story that earns five-star ratings and enthusiastic word –of- mouth, especially during the busy holiday shopping season when readers crave comforting escapes and heart-fluttering journeys.

In short, The Twelve Days of Secrets is a dazzling heart-melting, suspense –infused romance that invites readers to lose themselves in a Christmas mansion where every secret has a smell of pine and every kiss glitters with frost. It’s the perfect gift for romance enthusiasts who crave warmth, wonder, and a dash of danger all wrapped up in a festive, unforgettable package.
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Chapter 1: Day 1- The Trapped Architect
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The mansion loomed like a ship frozen mid-sail, its iron edifice creaking softly as if sighing at the cold. Snow clung to every ledge, turning the roof into a jagged crown of white. Windows, those watchful eyes of glass, refracted the amber glow from chandeliers inside, scattering gold flecks across the powdery drifts that muffled the world outside. For the first time in days, the storm’s teeth had withdrawn enough to reveal the mansion’s true shape: a Sentinel of Secrets, a labyrinth of walnut panels, velvet drapes, and secrets tucked between the bones of its creaking floors. The town below wore a blanket of stillness, as if time itself had paused to listen for what might be whispered behind the mansion’s frost-rimmed windows.

Inside, the hall stretched out like a corridor of opportunities and risks, lit by a constellation of sconces that flickered with a patient, almost ceremonial, insistence. Each light cast long, lacquered shadows that wandered across the marble floor, as if the house itself was surveying the arrival of a visitor it had anticipated for years. The air carried a scent at once familiar and dangerous: a trace of citrus from a gleaming mahogany desk cleaner, mingled with the subtlest hint of old money and older lies. A further chill seized the room- not from the winter outside, but from the truth that waited behind a door that had never been fully closed.

The first person to step into that electric hush was Cassiel Reed, a name she used with practiced discretion, though her heart had learned its own stubborn rhythms long before. A architect by trade, Cassiel wore her competence like a second skin: neat, efficient, and a touch wary of the world’s capacity to betray its own intentions. She had come here not out of fantasy, but because the mansion had chosen her, almost callously, forcing the promise of an impossible deadline into the folds of her calendar. Her hands were clean – never quite clean enough to forget the fingerprints of the last project that failed to see the sunlight of success. But this assignment, if she could call it that, carried with it the kind of weight that could shape a career and haunt a conscience for years.

The door heaved shut behind her with a finality that felt less like a closing and more like a declaration. The mansion’s grip was immediate and intimate, as if the walls remembered her footsteps before she even considered stepping inside. The forced proximity began not with a plan, but with a promise – the kind  of promise she didn’t know she was bound to until the city’s noise dissolved into the murmur of a dying wind and the house asserted its own quiet will.

The secret hook sat in the air like a suspended melody, a note you could feel tugging at your blood before you understood why it mattered. The mansion had a purpose beyond sheltering bodies ; it desired a puzzle solver, someone who might press their ear to the walls and listen for the murmurs that had become part of its heartbeat. Cassiel understood this instinctively, perhaps because she spent her days thinking in lines, grids, and invisible curves – the architecture of trust, the architecture of danger. Her breath fogged in the cool, filtered air of the foyer, then vanished as she exhaled a measure of resolve. She was here to map the problem to determine if the mansion demanded a rescue or to unmask the trap hidden within its ornate bones.

The architect‘s eyes took in the space in the way a seasoned designer would –without reverence for its beauty, but with a reverence for its potential to reveal a truth. The foyer opened up to a grand staircase, a double helix of polished wood that wound upward like a captured galaxy. The banisters bore the relief of generations – the carved swirls of florals and vines that once whispered of opulence, now bearing the dust of long-held secrets.  A chandelier hung above, a constellation of crystals that refracted every measured breath into a thousand tiny horizons. It reminded Cassiel of a map laid out on a silver tray: intricate, splendid, and dangerous to trace with your fingers if you didn’t know where the edges were.

The mansion’s first sign of life did not come from a person, but from an echo- a soft, deliberate rustle behind a tapestry, the kind that suggested someone or something had paused to listen to her approach. Cassiel paused, a practiced stillness in her abdomen – a readiness that had saved her more times than she cared to admit. The world narrowed to a single goal: navigate the trappings of this place without letting its traps become her own. Her professional instinct clicked into place. The building was a system of relationships- between the structure and its occupants, between the room and its memories, between the present danger and the possibility of an open door.

The secret hook- the promise that lured a rational mind to an irrational risk – moved through her thoughts as a quiet, persistent tremor. It whispered of a hidden room behind the library, a chamber said to house the mansion’s most carefully guarded truth. The rumors had begun as rumors, but rumors, given time and the right catalyst, could become the kind of truth that gnaws at a person’s certainty. Tales of a missing heirloom, of a promised treasure, of a manuscript that could topple a reputation, curled around Cassiel’s mind like ivy around a trellis. She did not know which of these rumors would prove real or which would merely distort the angles of the truth to fit a narrative someone long dead preferred. What she did know was that the mansion’s insistence on proximity would force her to stay close to the source of danger, to test the air between suspicion and trust, to map the corridors that might lead to























Chapter 2: Day 2- Boundary Lines and Hidden Clues
































Chapter 3: Day 3 – The First Breach























Chapter 4: Day 4 – The Artist’s Confession

























Chapter 5: Day 5 – The Attic Vault

























Chapter 6: Day 6 – The Christmas Eve Ball
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Chapter 7 : Day 7 – The Christmas Morning Breakthrough























Chapter 8: Day 8 – The Blueprint’s Legacy

















Chapter 9: Day 10 – The New Year’s Proposal


























Chapter 10: Day 12 – Epilogue: A Foundation Built on Trust
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