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  One

25 Days To Go


Gemma Whitmore stood on her rickety stepladder, stretching to hang another set of fairy lights around her bay window while simultaneously trying to prevent her ancient cat, Tinsel, from escaping through the open door. The December wind whipped her copper curls into her face, she could taste the lashings of hairspray. She pursed her lips fastening the last hook. 
“Mum, Mrs. Peterson’s watching you again,” Ivy called from inside, where she was meant to be doing her homework but had instead appointed herself neighbourhood spy. “And she’s writing something in her little notebook.”
“Probably taking notes for the Residents’ Association,” Gemma muttered. Her elderly neighbour had already lodged two complaints about last year’s display. But the local paper had called ‘The Holly and The Ivy’, as their house had become known, the jewel of Saffron Walden’s Christmas celebrations, so Gemma resigned herself that Mrs. Peterson could stuff her notebook somewhere decidedly UN-festive.
“Can’t we put a light-up reindeer on the roof this year?” Ivy appeared at the door, already in her Christmas pyjamas despite it being only four in the afternoon. “Daddy says his house has two reindeers, a blow-up Santa AND a flashing sleigh.”
Gemma’s hands stilled on the lights. Of course he did. Rupert’s house probably had professional decorators flown in from New York and a colour-coordinated theme that matched everything and anything. “We’ll see, cherub. The budget’s a bit tighter this year.”
“That’s what you said about the advent calendar supplies, but I saw you hiding bags under your bed.”
“Ivy Whitmore, have you been snooping?”
“Not snooping. Looking for my Christmas wish diary. Which I found in YOUR bedside drawer.”
Gemma climbed down from the ladder, brushing traces of fake snow from her Christmas jumper. Today’s woollen attire featured a large rounded robin wearing a sequinned scarf. “That’s because last year’s list included a puppy, a baby sister, and a unicorn. I needed to manage expectations.”
“This year I’ve been more realistic,” Ivy stated, with the serious face she’d inherited from her father. “Though I did add one puppy OR a kitten. Just in case.”
Gemma’s phone pinged with a group WhatsApp message:
*URGENT: Christmas Fair Planning Meeting moved to TOMORROW 3:30pm. Attendance mandatory. Concerns raised about proposed budget.
Her stomach clenched. As head of the Christmas Committee (a role nobody else wanted), she knew exactly who had raised those concerns. The same person who’d questioned the environmental impact of tinsel at last year’s fair, and suggested they replace the Santa’s grotto with a “winter wonderland meditation space.”
Priya Bonetti, mother of Ivy’s best friend Arun, recent addition to the PTA, and quite possibly the only person in Saffron Walden who made Scrooge look festive.
Inside, Ivy had abandoned any pretence of homework and was untangling more fairy lights to entangle around the banister. Gemma’s phone pinged again, this time with a message from Lucy Barrett:
*Anyone else stressed about the Christmas nativity costume requirements? Apparently I need to make TWO angel costumes by next week?? Don’t even have time to look for my sewing machine buried in the loft. - Followed by a line of crying emoji faces.
A flurry of sympathetic responses followed. Gemma remembered Lucy’s face at the last school run, trying to wrangle the twins while carrying what looked like several brown packages and a huge laundrette bag. She’d meant to ask if Lucy was okay, she’d looked worn out and like she’d been crying all night.
Another message popped up, this one from Helen Fletcher:
*I can help with sewing! My mother-in-law has a machine. Though she’ll probably tell me I’m doing it wrong… again… - Three laughing emojis followed suit.
Gemma glanced at the to-do list stuck to her fridge with a Father Christmas magnet, already spilling onto a second Post-it:
Sort Christmas fair budget (!!!)
Chase nativity costumes
Book carol singers for market square
Parents’ evening prep
Sort staff Secret Santa
Check Ivy’s Christmas list (NO PUPPIES OR KITTENS!)
Ring Rupert about Christmas Day arrangements
Mend light-up snowman’s nose
The list seemed to grow longer by the second.
“Mummy,” Ivy called from the living room, where she’d turned on the Christmas tree lights. “Arun says his mum says the Christmas fair is a waste of school resources.”
Gemma bit back what she really wanted to say about Priya Bonetti and her opinions. “Well, darling, not everyone loves Christmas as much as we do.”
“But why? Christmas is literally the best thing ever, ever, ever! Apart from maybe pizza. Or puppies.”
“Nice try.” Gemma’s phone buzzed again. This time it was her mum.
*Don’t forget you promised to make your gran’s mince pies for the fair this year. Found her old recipe card. I can come to help if needed. No arguments. Just ordered a few more decorations to keep up with you two xx
“Brilliant,” Gemma muttered. Her mum’s idea of ‘helping’ usually involved pointing out all the ways Rupert used to do things better, and rearranging her kitchen cupboards in colour and size order.
The doorbell rang, setting off the musical Rudolph door chime that Ivy had insisted on keeping up from last year.
“It’s the delivery man,” Ivy said, peering through the window. “But it’s not our usual one. This one looks proper grumpy.”
“Well, let’s show him some Christmas spirit then, shall we Ivy?”
“Can we give him a mince pie?”
“We haven’t made any yet.”
“There’s some in the cupboard. The ones you hide behind the tin of yucky baked beans.”
Gemma felt her cheeks flush. “Right, homework. Now. Before I confiscate the Christmas wish diary.”
As she opened the door, she spotted Priya power-walking past in her expensive gym gear, determinedly not looking at Gemma’s half-finished decorations. Behind her, Lucy was attempting to parallel park her Volvo estate, looking close to tears as she tried to squeeze into a space clearly meant for a much smaller car.
And there, jogging up from Bridge End Gardens, was Helen, no doubt heading to her mother-in-law’s for another round of ‘gentle suggestions’ about Christmas dinner plans.
Twenty five days until Christmas. Gemma took a deep breath and plastered on her best teacher smile for the delivery driver.
She could do this. She had spreadsheets. She had lists. She had twenty-eight years of Christmas experience and a fully stocked craft cupboard.
What could possibly go wrong?
“Mummy!” Ivy’s voice carried from inside. “Tinsel’s chewing on the fairy lights again!”
Ah. That.

      ***Priya Bonetti picked up her pace as she passed Number 23, determinedly ignoring the cascade of twinkling lights and the musical doorbell that was surely violating some sort of noise ordinance. Her pristine and very expensive gym leggings squeaked as she walked, the yearly upgraded smart watch logging another burst of stress-induced exercise after her full on day in court.
Three WhatsApp messages pinged in quick succession:
*Mum: Priya, are you sure you won’t come to Manchester for Christmas? Your father’s asking about Arun.
*Marco: Can we talk about Christmas arrangements? Lawyer says we need to sort holiday schedule.
*School Mums notification: Gemma added you to; ‘CHRISTMAS FAIR PLANNING 2024’ group chat. - with the group icon being a photo of Gemma’s Christmas tree. She hovered over the decline button. She didn’t do school groups. Or Christmas fairs. Or anything involving excessive tinsel.
But then she thought of Arun, trying so hard to be brave in his new school. Of Marco and his mindful journey. Of Sofia and her spiritual cuisine. Ah yes, Sofia!
The morning it ended still played in her head. Coming home early from chambers to find Marco and Sofia in their kitchen, heads bent over some sustainable cooking book, looking more intimate than any of his attempts at teaching Priya proper Italian cuisine had ever been.
“Your energy is misaligned,” Sofia had said, not unkindly. “You’re blocking Marco’s true path.”
Priya had looked at her husband of ten years, at the man who’d once loved her terrible attempts at pasta, who’d laughed when she burned risotto, who’d taught Arun Italian lullabies. He wouldn’t meet her eyes.
“I need to find myself,” he’d said.
“In Sofia’s yoga studio?” The words had come out sharper than intended.
That memory stuck in her head like a knife.
“Oh, what the hell,” she muttered, and clicked ‘Accept’.
The dreary yellow ‘thumbs up’ icon appeared three times, Priya rolled her eyes.
“Oh for God’s sake,” she muttered, nearly colliding with a red-cheeked woman pushing twins in a double buggy. The Christmas market setup was already causing chaos on the high street, forcing her to detour past the Georgian houses she still couldn’t quite believe she lived among. Just over a year in Saffron Walden, and it still felt like she’d stumbled onto a Christmas card.
Just thirteen months ago, she’d stood in her new kitchen in Saffron Walden, surrounded by boxes labelled in her precise handwriting. The estate agent had called it “pristine.” Right now, it just felt empty. But this was her fresh start. Her new chapter. Their new chapter together, mother and son.
Her phone buzzed again.
This time it was Arun’s class teacher: *Just a reminder that Year 4 are doing The Snowman for assembly. Arun needs a white costume by Monday.
“Wonderful.” she moaned. Another thing to add to her endless to-do list, somewhere between ‘finish divorce papers’ and ‘explain to elderly client why she can’t leave her entire estate to her budgie.’
She let herself into her pristine town house, where the estate agent had promised ‘character features’ but had conveniently forgotten to mention the heating bill would require a second mortgage. Arun sat at the kitchen island, homework spread out, wearing the Chelsea FC hoodie Marco had sent last week.
“Mum,” he said, without looking up, “can Ivy come for tea tomorrow?”
Priya’s chest tightened. Ivy Whitmore, who’d probably arrive trailing tinsel and singing carols. “Darling, tomorrow’s quite busy with…”
“But you promised I could have friends over more.” His voice was quiet. “And Ivy’s nice. She doesn’t ask weird questions about why Dad doesn’t live here with us coz her dad doesn’t live with her.”
The silence that followed felt heavier than all the Christmas decorations in Gemma Whitmore’s loft.
“She says her mum makes hot chocolate with cream and marshmallows and candy canes,” Arun added hopefully. “But we could just have normal hot chocolate. Or water.”
Priya set her phone down, noting fourteen unread emails from chambers. Through the window, she could see Lucy Barrett still attempting to park, her identical twins bouncing around in the back seat of her car like sugar-fuelled puppets.
“Normal hot chocolate,” Priya said finally. “But no Christmas music.”
“Yes!” Arun fist bumped the air as his face lit up. “Can we at least have mini marshmallows? Pink and white ones?”
“Don’t push it,” she said, but she was already adding them to her online shopping basket.
She checked her diary, the dreaded Christmas fair meeting tomorrow loomed it’s eyes at her in thick red letters and an exclamation mark or six. She could already picture Gemma Whitmore’s relentlessly cheerful face, probably wearing another of those terrible festive jumpers. At least the meeting would give her something to focus on besides Marco’s increasingly demanding messages about Christmas arrangements.
“Homework done?” she asked Arun, who was now doodling snowmen in the margin of his maths book.
“Nearly. Mum, why can’t I go to Dad’s for Christmas Day? He says his new place has a roof terrace where we can see the London eye.”
Priya busied herself with the kettle. “We’ve discussed this, darling. Christmas Day is our day.”
“But…”
“No buts. You can see Daddy on Boxing Day. That was the agreement.”
Arun’s face fell in a way that made her chest hurt. “Will Gramps and Nanna come here then? Like last year?”
“They might.” Though her mother’s last message suggested otherwise. Apparently, her father was still struggling to forgive her for leaving chambers in Manchester. For leaving Marco. For disrupting everyone’s lives with her ‘selfish’ need for change. For moving to an Essex town!
Her phone buzzed again. Diana Fletcher this time, probably recruiting for another of her charity committees. That woman treated Saffron Walden like her personal kingdom, though Priya had to admit her huge list of contacts were useful.
“Can I at least show Ivy my London presents when she comes tomorrow?” Arun asked, pulling her back to the moment.
“Of course.” Priya hesitated, then added, “And maybe we could get some of those chocolate-dipped candy canes she likes. The ones from that special chocolate shop on Hill Street?”
Arun’s whole face beamed. “Really?”
“Really. But don’t tell Ivy’s mother. I have a feeling Gemma Whitmore makes hers by hand or something equally ridiculous like having them shipped in.”
Her son laughed, a proper laugh, the kind she hadn’t heard much since the move. She felt something in her chest loosen slightly. Maybe she could manage this Christmas thing. Even if it meant enduring Gemma’s meeting and its undoubtedly excessive plans for artificial snow and bobbing reindeer that would probably violate several health and safety regulations.
Speaking of which…
“Right,” she said, checking her watch again. “I need to have a quick bath. Try to finish that maths before I’m done?”
He nodded, “Can I wear my Chelsea hoodie to the Christmas fair?”
Priya looked at her son, really looked at him, in his oversized football top, with his father’s dark eyes and her determination. “Yes,” she said softly. “Yes, you can.”
Then she headed upstairs to change, already mentally composing her list of objections to whatever winter wonderland extravaganza Gemma had planned for the meeting. Someone had to be the voice of reason in this tinsel-covered little town. Even if it made her the Grinch.






  
  Two


Lucy Barrett gripped her steering wheel, fighting back tears as she attempted her seventeenth parallel parking manoeuvre of the day. In the back seat, Aiden and Emily were reaching decibel levels that could probably be heard in Cambridge. 
“Mummy, we’re going to be late for swimming!” Emily wailed, kicking the back of Lucy’s seat.
“No swimming today,” Aiden corrected, with all the superiority of a seven-year-old who’d been born three minutes earlier. “We’re getting angel costumes. But Mummy’s stuck again.”
“I am not stuck,” Lucy said through gritted teeth, watching Priya Bonetti glide past in her perfect gym gear, probably heading home to her perfect house with its distinct lack of half-eaten chicken nuggets ground into the carpet. “I am parking. There’s a difference.”
Her phone rang through the car’s bluetooth. Doug’s name flashed up.
“Don’t answer it,” Aiden advised. “Daddy always says you get extra cross when you’re parking.”
Lucy ignored him and hit the speaker button. “Hi, love.”
“Quick one,” he began not even saying hello which immediately caused her to roll her eyes, “got a conference call with Singapore. Any chance you could grab my suit from the dry cleaners? Thread of Trustees meeting tonight.”
Lucy closed her eyes briefly, nudging the car forward another inch. “Can’t. Got to get angel costume supplies for the twins, then grab food shopping because we’ve got nothing in, then…”
“Could you not do the costumes another day? Meeting’s quite important darling.”
In the back, Emily had started singing ‘Away in a Manger’ at top volume, while Aiden conducted her with a half-eaten chocolate bar.
“The Christmas Fair’s next week, Doug. You know, the one you’re supposedly helping at? The one you promised to teach the kids how to tango?”
“Ah. Right. About that…”
“Don’t you dare.”
“It’s just with the merger coming up…”
“MUMMY!” Emily shrieked. “Aiden’s getting chocolate on my reading book!”
“Got to go,” Lucy said flatly, then sarcastically added, “Singapore’s calling.”
She hung up just as she spotted a gap big enough for her tank of a car. Thank goodness. Now she just had to get to the craft shop on the high street before they sold out of white felt, drag two sugar-charged twins around the supermarket, somehow fabricate angel costumes despite her last sewing attempt ending in A&E, and, supposedly run past the dry cleaners for her always super busy husband. The husband she so needed and wanted to confide in about her problem. Wanted to explain why she couldn’t join their family dinners properly any more. Why she kept the lights off during intimacy. Why she was disappearing bit by bit.
A sharp tap on her window made her jump. Helen Fletcher stood there, her physio monthly magazines tucked under one arm, wearing the slightly haunted expression of someone who’d just escaped their mother-in-law.
“Need a hand?” Helen mouthed through the glass.
Lucy felt her bottom lip wobble traitorously. In the back, the twins had moved onto ‘Little Donkey.’
“I’ve got an hour before I have to be back for dinner with Dean’s mother,” Helen said as Lucy wound down the window. “And I’m actually quite good at parallel parking. Swap?”
Lucy looked at her and suddenly felt like she might cry. For the third time today. “You don’t mind?”
“Course not. Plus, I heard that little crafty corner shop has got a three-for-two on craft supplies. We could get the angel costume stuff sorted now? I used to help with am-dram costumes at uni.”
Lucy felt her shoulders relax slightly. “You’re an actual angel.”
“Nah,” Helen grinned. “Just avoiding my mother-in-law’s suggestions about the correct way to make bread sauce. Come on, budge over.”
As Lucy climbed out, she caught sight of Gemma’s house, twinkling like a festive cabin in Lapland. Through the window, she could see Gemma and Ivy dancing around their living room to what sounded like the ever defrosted Mariah Carey Christmas tune. ‘Must be nice,’ she thought, to be that organised. That together. That… festive.
Helen helped manoeuvre the car into the space, then turned to the twins. “Right then,” she said brightly as they all jumped out and swiftly attached themselves to either side of her like static charged tinsel. “Let’s sort your mum out with these costumes before I face the Bread Sauce inquisition.”
Her phone buzzed. Diana, of course: *Darling, you’re running rather late. Chef at The Eight Bells won’t hold our table forever. And I’ve been thinking about your Christmas dinner plans. Several thoughts actually.
Helen checked her watch. Five forty-eight. She technically had twelve minutes before she was officially late.
Another text: *I’ve taken the liberty of ordering you a Fortnum’s hamper. The M&S one you mentioned simply won’t do. Christmas as a Fletcher - standards to maintain my dear.
Lucy noticed Helen’s expression. “Everything okay?”
“Fine. Just…” Helen waved vaguely at her phone. “Mother-in-law stuff. You know how it is at Christmas. Especially when it’s your first one hosting Christmas dinner with the in law from hell and apparently your Yorkshire pudding technique needs work and your choice of dinner plates is ‘brave’ and…” She caught herself. “Sorry. You don’t need my stress.”
“Not at all,” Lucy said, wrestling a piece of chocolate away from Aiden. “Want to hide in the crafty corner with us for a bit?”
Helen’s phone pinged again: *Also, Dean mentioned you’re helping with angel costumes? Darling, we have people for that sort of thing. I’ll call Beryl.
“You know something?” Helen tucked her phone into her coat pocket. “That sounds perfect. And I make excellent Yorkshire puddings, whatever Diana says. My nan’s recipe. From actual Yorkshire.”
“YORKSHIRE PUDDINGS! YUMMY” the twins bellowed in unison.
“Tell you what,” Helen said, surprising herself, “why don’t we get the costume stuff, then you lot come back to mine? I’ve got all the sewing gear set up because Diana insisted I hem my own napkins for Christmas dinner. ‘Character building,’ apparently. We could do the costumes there?”
Lucy’s face lit up. “Really? You sure?”
“Course. Plus…” Helen lowered her voice, “it’ll really wind up my mother-in-law if she comes round and finds us doing something so… common.”
Her phone vibrated again. Probably Diana with thoughts on her gravy consistency. Or Dean asking why she wasn’t at his mum’s yet. Or her own mum wanting to know if she’d practice the all important Christmas cake recipe again before the big day. But for now…
“Right then, angels,” she said to the twins, “let’s go spend some money on craft supplies. And maybe get your mum a strong coffee. She looks like she needs one.”
“Can we get hot chocolate?” Emily asked, taking Helen’s hand.
“With cream?” Aiden added, grabbing the other.
Helen caught Lucy’s eye and grinned. “Why not? It’s Christmas. Sort of.”
7:47 PM - The Whitmore House
Gemma sat cross-legged on her bed, surrounded by paperwork. Her Christmas spreadsheet glowed on her laptop screen, tabs organised by week: “Advent Activities,” “Present Budget,” “Fair Planning,” “Christmas Dinner Timeline.” A notification popped up, another message from Rupert about his new girlfriend wanting to come to the school fair. She clicked ignore.
From down the hall came Ivy’s voice: “Mummy! I need water and another story!”
“You’ve had three glasses and four stories!” Gemma called back. “Even Father Christmas needs sleep!”
“But I can’t sleep! I’m too excited about Christmas!”
“It’s ages away!” Gemma joked.
“It is not!” Ivy insisted.
Gemma smiled, closing her laptop. This stuff could wait. Ivy wanted another story so that’s what her girl would get.
08:03 PM - The Bonetti House
Priya stood in her immaculate kitchen, adding items and notes to her online shopping order:
Mini marshmallows (must be pink AND white)
Hot chocolate (proper, not instant)
Paper napkins (festive designs, snowmen will do)
Her finger hovered over ‘candy canes’ before clicking add. Through Arun’s open door, she could see him sleeping, his dad’s Chelsea hoodie still on. She opened her phone gallery, finding last year’s Christmas photo, Arun between her and Marco, everyone smiling. The London Eye flashing wildly behind them.
“Right,” she whispered to herself. “We can do Christmas. Just… differently.”
08:16 PM - Helen’s Cottage
“There!” Lucy held up one completed angel costume, glitter covering approximately 80% of Helen’s kitchen table. “One down, one to go.”
The twins were curled up on Helen’s sofa, Christmas film playing quietly, actually peaceful for the first time since breakfast.
“We can do the other one tomorrow,” Helen said, brushing sparkles from her magazines. “Same time? I’ll text Diana some excuse about local charity work. She loves that sort of thing, makes the family look good.”
Lucy’s eyes filled with tears. “You’re don’t mind helping?”
“Yeah. Besides,” Helen grinned, holding up her phone, “Diana’s just texted asking if I’ve considered professional angel costume makers in Cambridge. This’ll drive her mad.”
09:15 PM - The Whitmore House (Again)
Gemma crept into Ivy’s room to turn off her bedside light. Her daughter was finally asleep, clutching her Christmas wish diary. Tinsel the cat had curled up at her feet, fairy light flex still dangling from his mouth.
On Ivy’s desk sat her homework book, open to a story titled “My Perfect Christmas.” Gemma glimpsed her own name and something about a puppy (obviously). She couldn’t help but read a bit more:
‘My Perfect Christmas by Ivy Whitmore (aged 9)
My perfect Christmas would be at home with Mummy because she makes everything magic even when things go wrong. Last year she burned the roast potatoes but we had fish and chips instead and it was brilliant. Daddy says we need to be more mindful at Christmas but Mummy says we need to be more happy and I think she’s right. She lets me help put up ALL the decorations even though Mrs Peterson writes things in her book about them...’
Gemma felt tears prick her eyes. Sometimes Ivy saw things so clearly, in that way children often did. Her daughter didn’t need mindful gift-opening ceremonies or sustainable Christmas experiences. She just needed... them. Their chaos. Their slightly burned dinners. Their excessive fairy lights and reindeer statues that kept falling over in the slightest of winds.
She tucked the Christmas wish diary more securely under Ivy’s arm, remembering her own childhood Christmases. The magic hadn’t come from perfect table settings or meditation cushions. It had come from laughter and love and yes, the occasional culinary disaster.
Her phone buzzed: the class WhatsApp was alive with Christmas fair panic. But for now, in the quiet of Ivy’s room, with only the street light and Mrs Peterson’s security light illuminating the scattered toys and tinsel, Christmas felt peaceful. Manageable. Perfect in its imperfection.
Then her phone pinged again.
Priya Bonetti: *Regarding tomorrow’s meeting, I have some concerns about the environmental impact of artificial snow in the grotto...
Gemma sighed, but she was smiling. Because sometimes the best Christmas memories came wrapped in chaos and covered in slightly excessive glitter.
Tomorrow was going to be interesting.






  
  Three

24 Days To Go


Gemma (6:45 AM): 
Gemma checked her Christmas spreadsheet one final time over breakfast, ignoring Ivy’s attempts to sneak a third chocolate-chip brioche.
“Mummy, are you going to argue with Arun’s mum again?”
“No darling, we’re going to have a constructive dialogue about the magic of Christmas versus fiscal responsibility.”
“That means yes,” Ivy said sagely, successfully nabbing another brioche.
Priya (7:00 AM):
“Are you still planning on asking Ivy over this afternoon?” Priya asked, straightening Arun’s collar.
“Yep!” he answered boldly trying to escape her grasp.
“Okay.” she said sighing, “Remember…”
“No Christmas songs, no tinsel fights, and no convincing Ivy to help me add lights to our house. I know, Mum.”
Priya glanced at her meeting notes. The grotto budget alone was enough to make her eye twitch.
Lucy (7:30 AM):
“Mum, you’ve got glitter on your work uniform,” Aiden pointed out as Lucy rushed them to the car. School uniforms looking somewhat thrown on.
“And you forgot your name badge…again…” Emily added.
“And your shoes don’t match,” they chorused together, then burst out laughing.
Lucy looked down. They were right on all counts.
“Want some of my toast mummy?” Emily kindly asked.
“Mummy ate earlier sweetie, but thank you.” This saying had become her mantra, ‘eaten earlier, not hungry right now’. Any excuse.
Helen (7:45 AM):
“No, Diana, I can’t make dinner tonight. Yes, I know the Chef at The Eight Bells is holding our designated table again. No, I’m not avoiding your suggestions about Christmas dinner.” she held the phone away from her ear, giving it a stern, silent glare before placing it calmly back to listen to some more moaning. “I have a meeting at the school… Yes I know I’m not a parent there but I like to help Gem… Yes, that’s more important than discussing tablecloth lengths. I’m sorry Diana but, I’ve got to get to work now.”
Helen ended the call and found three more missed ones from her mother-in-law. It seemed like a never ending struggle. She meant well, of course but her motherly role had recently become overwhelming, almost suffocating.
8:25 AM - School Car Park
Gemma pulled into her usual space, the one unofficially reserved for staff despite Mrs Peterson’s weekly complaints to the council about preferential treatment. Her laptop bag contained twelve perfectly printed agendas, a backup USB of Christmas music (in case the choir cancelled), and enough chocolate coins to bribe the entire PTA.
Her phone buzzed. Rupert.
*Need to talk about Christmas arrangements. Will pop by meeting. Travelling down is too much in one day.
“Not today, Satan,” Gemma muttered, then felt guilty for teaching Ivy that phrase last week.
It was going to be a long day!
3:29 PM - Outside School Gates
Priya power-walked from the office, her Louboutin heels clicking against the pavement. Two children wearing glitter-covered angel wings rushed past, trailing what looked suspiciously like the synthetic stuffing she’d specifically warned about in last year’s health and safety review.
Her phone lit up. Marco again.
*Booking flights to Milan for Christmas. Taking Arun skiing. My parents want to see him. Already cleared it with my lawyer.
She nearly tripped on a loose paving stone.
3:33 PM - Superstore Car Park
“Doug will collect them in twenty minutes or so,” Lucy promised her manager. “Thirty tops. I’ve just got to attend this meeting at the school, important stuff Christmas Fairs you know.”
“You’ve still got tinsel in your hair,” her manager called after her after huffing. But he had a sweet spot for her, knowing how vital it was she was there for her twins schooling.
“And your shoes don’t match!” Jade yelled from the staff room where the twins were parked with iPads and emergency snacks.
“AND YOU’VE GOT GLITTER ON YOUR BUM!” Aiden helpfully added causing everyone to shriek with laughter.
3:35 PM - Bridge Street
Helen sprinted past the market square, dodging tourists photographing the dazzling Christmas lights that hung from one row of shops to the other. Diana had cornered her after her physio shift with twelve different tablecloth samples and opinions about “appropriate” Christmas crackers.
Her phone pinged continuously:
*Diana: Found the perfect Christmas cheese board in Fortnum’s
*Diana: Booking Christmas wreath making course for us
*Diana: Dean says you’re making angel costumes??? With Lucy from that cheap superstore???
*Diana: Does Lucy know about artisanal crafting?
*Diana: Just ordered bespoke napkin rings. Very fertility-friendly design.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
FESTIVE
FRIENDS

‘ ?\ ‘ e ﬂ‘

T.A. ROSEWOOD





OEBPS/images/d5b129ef-4f6f-4ffe-8324-275525023848.png
FESTIVE
FRIENDS

T.A. ROSEWOOD





OEBPS/images/666552e4-3af8-4db4-a03d-6b490e526a68.png
FESTIVE
FRIENDS






