

[image: Cover image of the book Sweet always works]






About the Author


Paul Delmont is a chocolatier, host, and storyteller.


After years spent in aviation, law, and on stage, he followed his heart—and opened a small café on an old castle hill.


There, he united craftsmanship, sensuality, and humanity in a way that was uniquely his own.


Today, he preserves that story—in words and in chocolate.
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Chapter 1 – The Beginning


The castle lay bathed in winter light. Cold air, damp stones, bare trees. Only the wind stirred the flags. Down in the town, people went about their daily business. Up on the castle courtyard, a path opened that day—one that would change a man’s life.


Paul Delmont climbed the steep road. His breath hung in the air like mist. His shoes crunched on the frozen ground. The castle still seemed asleep. Only a single raven sat on the wall, croaking. Paul stopped for a moment, looked up at the sky, and drew a deep breath. He knew it even before he opened the door: this was where he wanted to stay.


The café on the hilltop was small—old, narrow, simple. The scent of aged wood, dusty linoleum, and cold coffee lingered in the air. Helen, the current owner, stood behind the counter. Her brother Martin sat on a stool, reading the paper. The furniture was a patchwork of past decades: a few tables, shaky chairs, faded curtains, yellowed wallpaper. But to Paul, it was more than that. To him, it was a rough diamond.


“So you’re Mr Delmont,” Helen said. Her voice was calm but tired.


“Yes. I came to have a look at the café. I’m… thinking about going into business for myself.”


She only nodded and placed a cup of coffee in front of him. The coffee was thin, too hot. Still, Paul drank. As she spoke, his eyes wandered through the room. He didn’t see what was there; he saw what could be. Lilac wallpaper, white-painted window frames, gleaming wooden floors, polished tables, the scent of chocolate in the air. A place filled with laughter.


Helen told him she had been running the café for six years. Her brother helped, but it had become too much—too few guests, too much work, too little strength. “I’m tired,” she said quietly.


Paul nodded. “I can understand that.”


She gave a faint smile. “I wish someone would take it over.


Someone who could bring it back to life.”


Paul felt something stir inside him—a spark, a yes. He held it back, not wanting to reveal too much. “I don’t know… maybe.”


Three hours later it was clear: Helen would leave, and Paul would stay. She would hand him the café by summer. When Paul walked down the steps again, it felt like Christmas and his birthday rolled into one.


At the market square below, he paused and turned back to look up at the castle. The wind tugged at his scarf, but he smiled. This was his place.


He could already see the chocolate bars he would one day make —at least twenty kinds: caramel, ginger, sesame, whisky, cherry, orange. And he knew that if he did it right, the place would shine.


In the weeks that followed, he planned every corner. He sketched floor plans, pictured the shelves, calculated how many tables could fit. Nine tables outside, four chairs each. A place where people could arrive and belong.


He quit his job as a flight attendant. His last working day was in mid-May. Afterwards, he rode his racing bike to his aunt’s house, to rest and breathe. Two weeks later, he stood before the castle again. Summer was waiting.


Willi, an old friend of his mother’s, lived just twelve kilometres away. When Paul told him about his plans, Willi said, “Do it, lad. But watch out for the hotel next door. The owner’s not a friendly one.”


Willi offered him a room—a refuge for the nights when the café would be open. Paul didn’t know it yet, but Willi would stay by his side for six years, with advice and sometimes with wine.


That was the beginning. In Paul, the thought grew that anything is possible if done with devotion. The castle was still the same— but now, it smelled of the future.









Chapter 2 – The Aunt


The train rushed through the winter landscape. Paul sat by the window, staring out. Bare fields, damp forests, a grey sky. Southern Germany. Five hundred kilometres from the castle. There lived his aunt—the woman who had once saved his life, not through action, but through attitude. A woman who never complained, never asked why. She simply was.


Her house stood at the edge of a small village. Old, yet well kept.


The rosebushes in front were bare and thorny.


When he stepped off the train, the air smelled of firewood and cold. He had brought her handmade pralines: dark chocolate with whisky filling, glossy and neat. A small taste of what was to come.


His aunt opened the door. She was over eighty, but still agile, her eyes bright, her gaze clear.


“There you are,” she said. “Come in, there’s a draught.”


A fire was burning in the living room. Books, photographs, porcelain figures everywhere. The room smelled of vanilla and oranges. Paul sat down on the sofa. She handed him tea and a blanket.


“You seem restless,” she said.


“I’ve found a place,” he replied.


“A place?”


“A chocolaterie. On a castle.”


She raised her eyebrows. “On a castle?”
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He told her about Helen, the café, the wind, the view of the town.


As he spoke, she smiled—not mockingly, but knowingly.


“I’ve been there,” she said at last. “Years ago. Hot chocolate. A magical place.”


He took the pralines from his bag. “I made these for you.”


She bit into one, chewed slowly, closed her eyes for a moment.


“They’re good. That’s more than a hobby, Paul.”


“I want to take over the café.”


“Of course you do.”


She looked at him, and there was no question in her eyes.


“And now you’re here to collect your inheritance?”


Paul laughed. “No. I was hoping you might lend me some money.”


“How much?”


He told her the amount. She nodded. “I’ll transfer it next week.


Will that be enough?”


Paul nodded, smiling, about to speak—


but she raised her hand. “Not a word. You know you’ll pay it back. More importantly, I believe in you.”


There was no ceremony. No long explanations.


She simply stood up, carried the teacups to the sink, cleared a few plates away.


For her, the decision had already been made.


The next morning they had breakfast together. Fresh rolls, butter, raspberry jam.


“You’ve always been someone who finishes things,” she said.


Paul stayed silent.


“If you’re going to do this, do it properly. Half measures were never your way.”


On the way back, sitting by the window again, there was no hesitation left.


He saw the café, the shelves, the guests.


He saw people laughing, eating chocolate, tasting pralines, drinking hot milk chocolate.


He remembered her words: I believe in you.


Sometimes a dream doesn’t need many people. Just one who believes in it.


As the train pulled into the station, he was more determined than ever.


There was no turning back.









Chapter 3 – The Renovation


Spring came slowly. The days grew brighter, the air softer, and the castle awoke from its winter sleep.


Paul stood in the little café and looked around. It smelled of dust and old grease. The curtains hung crooked, the floor was dull, the tables scarred. Yet beneath that layer of neglect lay a promise.


From the start, he had known he didn’t want to make it new— only different. The soul of the place had to stay, but it needed to shine again.


On the first day he cleared everything out. Plates, glasses, old decorations, yellowed menus. Helen had left him everything—she had taken only one apron, a leather purse, and two brass hooks. Paul packed everything into boxes and stacked them in the corner. The air was cool, but sweat ran down his neck.


When he saw the wooden floor properly for the first time, he smiled. The boards were worn but solid. With a bit of work, they would gleam again. He fetched brushes, sandpaper, oil. For days he worked late into the night. Soon the first patches shone like freshly polished gold.


On the left he placed an old kitchen cupboard he’d found at a flea market. Porcelain drawers, slightly chipped but beautiful. The back wall he papered in a deep, warm shade of violet, with white and silver accents. The rooms grew lighter, friendlier, more inviting.


At the back he screwed wooden crates together, building a shelf for his chocolate bars. Each crate a flavour, each flavour a story, each bar a piece of his life. The shelves were still empty, but in Paul’s mind they were already full.


Willi, his mother’s old school friend, came by almost every day.


He brought sandwiches, sat on a stool, and watched Paul work.


“You’re mad,” he said.


“Probably,” Paul replied.


“But the good kind of mad.”


Willi was a retired engineer, down-to-earth and direct. His farm lay twelve kilometres away, and Paul stayed there on the days he worked at the castle. In the evenings they sometimes drank wine and talked about everything and nothing. Willi wasn’t one for big speeches, but he was there—steady as stone.


One morning, an elderly man stood in the room. Grey hair, narrow shoulders, curious eyes.


“Excuse me,” he said cautiously, “I’m looking for the guest room.”


Paul smiled. “You’re sitting right in the middle of it.”


The man looked around, laughed, and ordered a hot chocolate— even though the kitchen wasn’t yet in use. Paul made him cocoa on the old stove he had brought from his grandmother’s house.


The stove was both symbol and tool; he had baked his first cakes in it as a child.


The renovation took not months, but weeks. Paul knew he couldn’t afford to lose time. He worked his day shifts as a flight attendant, then returned at night to carry on: painting, cleaning, sanding, screwing, stacking. Every screw sat exactly where he wanted it.


The afternoons on the castle hill were quiet—only the hammering, the squeal of old nails, the wind sweeping across the walls. When he opened the windows, he could see far over the town. That view now belonged to him.


When the floor was finished, he set up the tables, polished them, aligned the chairs. Everything old took on a new gleam. Nothing looked perfect, but everything looked alive.


One evening, Paul and Willi sat on the wall outside the courtyard.


Below them, the town lights shimmered. Willi took a sip of wine.


“You know what’s mad?”


“What?”


“You see things that aren’t there yet—and I still believe you.”


Paul nodded. “It’ll be beautiful.”


That night, for the first time, the room no longer smelled of dust, but of possibility.
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