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What’s a poor, East coast boy fending for himself in
Colorado to do when winter sets in on the Rockies?

 


Declan Stoeber finds himself freezing every minute of
the day once autumn ends and the snow begins to fall in the
Centennial State. With no family to go home to for the holiday
season, he plans to put extra time into his studies and maybe look
for a part-time job. What he gets is a part-time job with benefits
and a few new friends.

 


Xander Duchesne is a savvy businessman in the harsh
world of deals and projects. Estranged from his mother due to her
matchmaking tendencies, he is resolved to spending Yule (or Winter
Solstice) by himself for the first time in his life. He wasn’t
expecting his mother’s impossible-to-ignore demands, and he
certainly wasn’t prepared for a college freshman who was just
coming in from the cold.
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 Chapter One

 


Declan sat at the two-person bistro table he
had claimed in the dimly lit corner of the Graffiti Grind. He kept
both hands wrapped around his large hot chocolate in an attempt to
warm them up after the deadly cold chill outside. He watched the
snowflakes fall, dancing in the breeze and the bustle of
people.

Being from Pennsylvania, Declan was not used
to the kind of cold, harsh winter that belonged only to the Rocky
Mountains. This cold seeped into his bones until even his blood
felt half-frozen in his veins. He supposed it wouldn’t be so bad if
he had someone to curl up with in front of a fire, sharing a
blanket and maybe some mildly personal conversation.

He took a sip of the decadent concoction in
his cup. Who knew that hot chocolate could taste so sinfully good
with a splash of orange coffee syrup? As he rolled the rich
beverage around with his tongue, Declan closed his eyes and
imagined what kind of person could possibly have come up with this
recipe of divinity. His quiet reflection was cut short by the voice
of the proprietor addressing another man who had just arrived.

“I’m so glad you could make it, Mr. Duchesne.
Why don’t we sit down out of the way of the door, and I’ll have
Jeremiah bring us your usual.”

“Thank you, Chelley.” The newcomer’s tenor
drifted across the café to Declan’s ears, willing him to open his
eyes.

The man was dressed in a crisp, slate-gray
business suit that matched the color of his eyes. His chestnut hair
was damp with the remnants of snowflakes, bringing out the slight
natural wave even more. Declan surreptitiously studied the man’s
features as he indulged in another sip of his hot chocolate.

High cheekbones accentuated a delicate,
aquiline nose. Neatly groomed brows arched over his thickly lashed
eyes. Full, dark lips were turned up at the corners in a slight
smile.

It wasn’t that Declan was trying to
eavesdrop, but they had sat down only two tables away from where he
nursed his drink. He tried to distract himself with something else,
but found it difficult to not be drawn in by the slight lilt in the
man’s sonorous voice. Not even the ebook he had been reading on his
tablet could hold his attention, despite the deliciously explicit
scene he had reached. So Declan gave up on trying to focus
elsewhere and resumed staring out the window at the falling snow,
while he listened to the conversation for the sake of hearing the
other customer’s voice.

“Jeremiah refuses to let Malcolm pay for his
university expenses, but he has expressed an interest in applying
for grants and scholarships. Are you willing to include him in the
pre-grad business program?” the woman asked.

“Of course. I think he has the capability to
become an excellent store manager. He certainly has the customer
service down, and from what you’ve told me I understand that he
works hard to learn whatever you throw at him. The only problem is,
who is going to help Jeremiah when you make the move to
Camsville?”

“Well, that’s a bigger problem than I
thought. The workforce center doesn’t have anyone enrolled that
matches my criteria; and out of the persons that are enrolled, none
of them are interested in working here.” The woman exhaled roughly
and propped her elbows on the table.

“Why don’t you put out an ad in the
paper?”

“I don’t want someone who is just here for
the paycheck. The unemployed people I hire from the center are a
different story. They need the income until they can find another
career. I know they’re going to leave eventually. I don’t want
someone who tells me they’re going to stay and then leaves me
short-handed when they find something that pays better.”

“What about posting an ad just here in the
café then? Would any of your customers make a good candidate?”

“A few…”
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