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About This Book
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The Ogre from the Hill 

Simon Powell, the town recluse, only comes to town to deliver firewood and get supplies. 

The Book Nerd from the City 

Adam Parker moved to the small community to make big changes in his life, but being snowbound with the bearded lumberjack in his rustic cabin was something he’d thought only existed in his fantasies. 

A Christmas to Remember 

Adam smells like cinnamon and redemption and Simon aches to reignite feelings he’d denied himself for too long But Simon learned long ago that everything he touches gets tainted, and he’ll do anything to keep his darkness away from Adam’s light. 

But Adam has something else on his side—he’s been a very good boy this year and all he wants for Christmas is Simon.
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Chapter One
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THE CRISP AIR SMELLED LIKE snow, and the dark canopy of clouds promised the same. White icicle lights glowed merrily off every shop of downtown Silver Pines, Washington, and green garland wreaths with cheery red bows decorated each lamp post. Simon Powell inhaled deeply. Everything smelled like cinnamon. 

He should have just stayed home.

He’d known better. Two days before Christmas was not a good day for him to come down from Ogre Hill. And yes, he was well aware that’s what the locals called his home up Bear Mountain Road. Silver Pines was too small, too quaint, and too busy getting ready for the holiday and the impending snow. But he needed supplies and he hadn’t spoken to another person in probably too long. That part didn’t bother him so much, but he felt a certain responsibility to not become a cliché. 

It wasn’t that he didn’t like people. He just didn’t enjoy them. Or Christmas. 

Or smiling. 

“Simon!” 

He cringed. He recognized her voice and knew it was bad news. He turned. Slowly. “Stella,” he grunted.

She was laden with overflowing gift bags and wore an askew Santa hat. “I was just going to call you.”

Not again. 

Stella Stone only called for one reason. 

“I can’t.” He pivoted for a getaway.

She stepped up her game and got in front of him, walking backward. “He’s blind.”

He stopped, closed his eyes, and sighed. 

“Please? You’re my last hope. He can’t be alone right now. It’s Christmas. Just until I find him a permanent home. Please, Simon?”

“What am I going to do with a blind puppy, Stella?” But he already knew. Take care of it. Just like he took in all her misfits until she homed them. 

He took a couple bags off her arm and walked with her toward her apartment. He hated how easily she wrapped him around her little finger. But it had been that way since he moved to town, and using her connections, she helped him arrange an adoption of a warrior dog when she was only fifteen-years-old. He’d wanted to give a home to a wounded vet like himself, and she’d found him Maya, a Belgian Malinois who suffered severe depression after the loss of her handler on the battlefield. Maya was his best friend now, and they managed well together.

Stella had a gift. And there were few animals in Silver Pines who hadn’t been homed by her tenacious, yet soft, heart.

The problem was that if she wasn’t trying to match him to a dog, she was trying to set him up on dates. She didn’t seem to care if the other guy was straight, though, assuming he had some sort of power to “just turn him.” Her words. He appreciated the faith she had in him, but he wasn’t really interested in dating, much less “turning” anyone. 

He liked being alone just fine.

He got her packages home, promised to stop by the vet’s office to pick up Bingo before five, and went back to his errand list as the snow began to fall. He grunted twelve return “Merry Christmases” and one “Happy Holidays.” Was there not one store in Silver Pines that didn’t play Christmas music? 

The library. It would be quiet.

But the library held its own set of challenges. 

Actually just one. Adam Parker. 

Adam was new to town, taking over the librarian position from Mrs. Patel who’d retired at the age of 76. Simon liked Mrs. Patel. She didn’t care for nonsense. She didn’t like small talk. She didn’t have a dimple in her right cheek. She didn’t wear glasses that perpetually needed to be pushed back onto her nose. She didn’t showcase her ass in tight slacks. She didn’t have a chuckle that sent an ache low into Simon’s stomach. 

Simon swallowed hard and forced his scowl into place to discourage unwanted conversation before he opened the door to the library. If the weather forecast was correct, he was going to need several books to get through the next week. Mr. Literary Tightpants could just keep his dimple to himself today.

* * *
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ADAM FELT THE CHILL after the door closed. It wasn’t the weather; it was the patron.

Simon Powell AKA The Ogre from the Hill

AKA the object of too many unwarranted fantasies since Adam moved to Silver Pines.

He could hardly be blamed. Simon was a rare specimen. All that brawn, so little time. Today, he wore a blue plaid flannel shirt over a heather gray Henley, jeans, work boots, and the requisite glower. The gray beanie looked Portlandy, but it was the dark beard glittering with just a few grays that always made Adam pause for breath. The man knew how to wear a beard.

From the locals, he’d learned that Simon lived alone on the hill and sold firewood for money. A real live lumberjack. Adam pushed his glasses up. He’d never worked with his hands. Growing up, he’d always leaned more toward cerebral pursuits. Moving to the city after college, he hadn’t developed any outdoorsy skills, but he could certainly appreciate them. And did he. 

Simon nodded what passed as a greeting as he deposited his books into the drop. As he turned toward the stacks, Adam couldn’t resist a little goading. “Can I help you find anything in particular today, Simon?”

Simon shook his head. “I don’t want to keep you.”

God. That voice. 

Adam exaggerated a look around at the empty library. “It seems like I have a lull right now.” All day. Most days.

Simon shook his head again. “Take a coffee break then. I don’t need any help.”

“Good idea. How do you take yours? I’ll bring you a cup. Unless you prefer tea?”

His solidly muscled mountain man drew his brow in confusion. “I—No.”

Adam rounded the counter. “So you like coffee. Cream? Sugar?”

Simon shook his head and grumbled something incoherent, crossing the small library in long strides. Adam assumed black/no sugar and found him in the Ls. He handed the bewildered recluse the cheeriest holiday cup he could find. Simon scowled at it, but managed a low, “Thanks.”

“Holiday plans?” Adam asked, not sure why he wanted to egg the man on so much. He just felt the need to make sure Simon was aware of him.

“No.”

“I’ll be heading to Moses Lake. I have family there.”

Simon paused, lines deepening on his forehead. “You’re an idiot if you think you’re leaving town. The storm.”

“I have four-wheel-drive—”

“You think that’s going to help you when you’re sailing down a cliff?”

He sounded like he cared. Almost.

Adam leaned against the shelves. The strong coffee combined with the scent of the books and the fresh scent of Simon’s soap all coalesced together into what he imagined heaven must smell like. “I don’t have family any closer. It’s take my chances or be alone. I’ve never been alone on Christmas.” He hadn’t meant to drop his voice at the end there. Last Christmas, he’d been with Blake and probably would have been better off alone. He just couldn’t face the emptiness this year. 
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