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    To everyone who believes in the quiet magic of Christmas, in warm lights on cold nights, and in love that finds us when we least expect it.
This book is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Christmas isn't a date on the calendar — it's the moment your heart remembers how to glow."
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Annotation

Christmas at Hollyberry Lane: Cozy Holiday Romance

Welcome to Hollyberry Lane — a tiny snow-covered village where Christmas magic lingers in the air, the lights never dim, and love has a way of finding those who need it most.

When Emma Whitmore returns to her hometown for the holidays, she expects quiet evenings, warm cocoa, and a break from her hectic life. Instead, she finds herself drawn into the charming chaos of Hollybridge’s festive traditions — and into the orbit of Oliver, her childhood friend whose smile still feels like home.

But Christmas on Hollyberry Lane has surprises of its own. Between sparkling markets, unexpected snowstorms, and a town full of quirky characters determined to play matchmaker, Emma discovers that the greatest gifts aren’t wrapped under the tree… they’re found in the people who make your heart feel warm.

Sweet, funny, and full of holiday cheer, Christmas at Hollyberry Lane is a feel-good romance perfect for cozy winter nights. Curl up, get comfortable, and let this charming Christmas story brighten your season.
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CHAPTER 1 — Snowfall, Secrets, and the Bookshop That Breathed

If you asked anyone in Hollybridge what made their town special, they would give you a different answer every time. Some would say it was the Christmas Market, which had been voted “Most Charming in the Region” for seven consecutive years. Others would insist it was the legendary hot chocolate served at The Mistletoe Café, thick enough to stand a spoon in. A few would claim it was the annual caroling competition, where even the tone-deaf were encouraged to participate “for the spirit of the season.”

But if you asked Emma Whitmore, who had just returned after ten long years away, she would say it was the snow.

Not ordinary snow. Not the kind that fell in clumps or melted before it touched the ground. No — Hollybridge snow danced.

It spun in spirals, drifted in ribbons, and shimmered as if lit from within. On the morning of December 1st, it performed with such enthusiasm that Emma stood at her bedroom window for a full five minutes, mesmerized, forgetting entirely that she was holding a mug of tea that was rapidly cooling.

Her childhood home — a narrow, ivy-covered house on Pineberry Lane — looked exactly as she remembered it. The same crooked chimney. The same squeaky front gate. The same wreath her aunt insisted on hanging every year, even though it had lost half its berries and all its dignity.

Emma wrapped her scarf tighter and stepped outside. The cold air greeted her with a crisp bite, and the familiar scent of cinnamon drifted through the streets like a welcome-home hug. Hollybridge always smelled like cinnamon in December. No one knew why. No one questioned it.

As she walked toward The Evergreen Page, the family bookshop she was temporarily running while her aunt recovered from a sprained ankle, Emma felt a strange mixture of nostalgia and nervousness. She had left Hollybridge at eighteen, determined to build a life in London — a life filled with ambition, deadlines, and the kind of stress that made her forget what weekends were. Returning now felt like stepping into a memory she wasn’t sure she still fit inside.

The town square was already alive with activity. Vendors hammered wooden stalls into place. Children chased each other with snowballs. A brass band attempted to rehearse “Jingle Bells,” though the trumpet player seemed determined to sabotage the effort.

“Emma Whitmore!” a voice called.

She turned to see Mrs. Pennington, the town’s unofficial queen of baked goods, waving a wooden spoon like a wand.

“You’re back! And just in time. I’m testing a new recipe for cinnamon fudge. You must try it later.”

Emma smiled. “Is it safer than last year’s?”

Mrs. Pennington’s eyes sparkled. “Absolutely not.”

Emma continued toward the bookshop, brushing snow off the sign above the door. The Evergreen Page looked exactly as she remembered — small, cozy, and slightly crooked, as if it had grown tired of standing straight. She unlocked the door, stepped inside, and inhaled deeply.

Books. Dust. Gingerbread. Home.

She turned on the lights, straightened a stack of novels, and froze.

There was an envelope on the counter.

Cream-colored. Sealed with red wax. She hadn’t left it there.

Emma picked it up, her heartbeat quickening. She broke the seal and unfolded the card inside.

“Welcome home, Emma. Your December will be unlike any other. — A Friend”

She blinked. A prank? A mistake? A secret admirer with a flair for dramatic stationery?

Before she could decide, something else caught her eye — a book lying on the counter. She didn’t remember placing it there. It had a deep green cover, embossed with gold lettering:

“The Hollybridge Christmas Chronicles”

She opened it.

Blank pages. Every single one.

A chill ran down her spine.

She set the book aside and busied herself with unpacking new deliveries, but her eyes kept drifting back to the mysterious volume. Something about it felt… wrong. Or right. She couldn’t decide.

The doorbell chimed.

A gust of cold air swept in, along with a tall man carrying a box of decorations.

“Morning!” he said, flashing a smile that could thaw glaciers. “I’m Oliver. I run the shop next door. Thought I’d help you get festive.”

Emma blinked. “Festive?”

“Hollybridge law,” he said. “Every shop must look like Christmas exploded inside it. Socially enforced. Very serious.”

She laughed despite herself.

Oliver set the box down and began unpacking garlands, ornaments, and a string of lights shaped like tiny snowflakes. He moved with the ease of someone who had done this a hundred times before.

“So,” he said, hanging a garland above the doorway, “how long are you back for?”

“Just December,” Emma replied. “Helping my aunt.”

“Ah,” he said. “Temporary. That’s what everyone says before Hollybridge traps them with charm and baked goods.”

Emma smirked. “I’m immune.”

“Sure you are.”

They decorated in companionable silence for a while. The shop slowly transformed — twinkling lights, evergreen garlands, a small tree in the corner, a wreath on the door. It felt warm. Alive.

Oliver eventually noticed the green book on the counter.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“I… don’t know,” Emma admitted. “It just appeared.”

He picked it up, flipped through the blank pages, and whistled. “Creepy. In a festive way.”

“Exactly.”

He set it down. “Well, if it starts writing back, call me. I’ll bring holy water.”

Emma laughed, but the unease lingered.

When they finished decorating, Oliver dusted off his hands. “There. Now it feels like December.”

“Thank you,” Emma said. “Really.”

He hesitated. “Tree-lighting ceremony tonight. You should come.”

She opened her mouth to decline — crowds, noise, small talk — but something stopped her. Maybe it was the cinnamon in the air. Maybe it was the mysterious letter. Maybe it was Oliver’s smile.

“Alright,” she said.

“Great,” he replied, and left with a wave.

Emma locked the door behind him and turned back to the counter.

The green book was open.

She hadn’t left it open.

And
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