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For all the women brave enough to tackle working in a male dominated field.

Keep busting those barriers and be who you want to be.
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Welcome to Christmas in Valley Springs the place that proves that the heart can still find love as you get older. Valley Springs is the home of the hottest silver foxes in Canada. Pop in for a while, read these heart-touching holiday romances featuring ladies and gentlemen in their fifties.
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EVE FARSTAAD IS A GENIUS with a welder. She can fabricate anything, and if she’s a bit messy, what does it matter? What she can’t do, is find the perfect man to spend the rest of her life with. The clock is ticking, she’s not getting any younger.

Tom Foxx believes everything has its place. Ship shape, neat and tidy is his motto. When famous metal artist Eve Farstaad explodes into his life, he isn’t expecting her to turn things upside down and sideways. Amid all her chaos, there’s an irresistible zest and passion for life. For a yoga instructor, she’s awfully chaotic, and he can’t seem to stay away, but even at his age, he isn’t ready to settle down with one woman, but he can’t stay away from Eve.

When trust issues and uncertainty tear at their relationship, this duo has a massive mountain to overcome. Is there a place where calm and chaos can find common ground, or are their differences stronger than the Christmas spirit trying to pull them together? Will they find Their Christmas Heart?
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Eve Farstaad flipped her welding visor up and stared critically at the half-finished sculpture in front of her. It sucked. Okay, maybe not sucked. It was exactly what her client had requested, but she was capable of so much more. This was boring, uninspiring. You could find a dozen exactly like it in cutesy tourist shops anywhere. It wasn’t even quirky.

Admittedly, the bear family she’d sculpted from old car and bicycle parts was cute; it just wasn’t her. She shrugged off her displeasure. No sense lingering on it. She’d finish up and deliver it. Then, she could move on to the piece her muse was crying out to create. At a distance, it would look like a Christmas tree. Up close, if she did it right, it would be a pile of spiders and other bugs. A creepy interpretation of the legend of the Christmas spider.

She giggled in excitement. She couldn’t wait to start. First, she had to finish this one. She flipped down her visor and picked up her plasma cutter. A bit of trimming, a few eye holes, and she was done except the polishing.

She puttered away, carefully protecting her hands from sparks and her eyes from the cutter’s flash, until three loud gongs sounded. She shut everything down and went to answer the shop door.

She rented a large warehouse from a farmer, just on the outskirts of Valley Springs. She got a great rate on the cement-floored building. She had tons of room to store her scrap metal and her finished sculptures. Most importantly, her rented shop had an enormous work area, super ventilation, and a great fire suppression system. Not that she’d needed it. Yet.

She laughed aloud as she walked to the door. Nothing like tempting fate by noticing her good fortune.

She yanked the door open and greeted one of her roommates.

“Nora, what’s up?” She stepped aside and waved her inside out of the winter cold. It was almost Halloween and autumn had fled under the pressure of winter snowfalls. It was a great time to be alive.

“I’m just getting back from the city. I’m going to go grab a book from the library. I thought you might like to join me. You know, we could walk Cynthia home...and check out this hot guy she keeps talking about. See if he’s worth her time or not.”

“Yes! I’m in. I can’t believe we’ve never noticed him. I mean, it’s not like there are dozens of handsome men our age hanging around.”

“I wish there were,” Nora said wistfully. “I’m more than ready to date again, and Melissa is old enough to understand that her mother needs a social life. After all, she splits her time with me and her father’s new family. Last night, she told me to find a man.”

“She’s so ready for you to get busy and keep your nose out of her life.” Eve laughed. “Let me wash up and we’ll go.” She made sure everything was shut down properly and there were no hot spots or sparks in her workspace. She washed her hands and changed out of her protective coveralls, and they headed home.

Half an hour later, Nora had found a steamy romance to read and checked it out. Cynthia met them at the door to the library, and they were headed home.

“So where does this paragon of manly virtue live?” Eve teased.

“On Water Street. Halfway between the library and home. I see him literally every day,” Cynthia replied. “He’s too freaking good looking. So good looking I can’t even talk to him when he comes into the library.”

“Brr. It’s cold for October,” Nora grumbled.

“Yeah,” Eve replied, “but look at that snow. So light and fluffy. I love the enormous flakes. I wish it were darker so I could see them drifting under the street lights.”

“Girl, you are way too chill for your own good.”

“I can’t help it. I’ve always been upbeat, and you know as well as I do that my attitude is what helped me beat ovarian cancer. Laughter is the best medicine. Oh, is that him?” She pointed ahead to three men clustered around the open hood of a pickup truck. “The one in the heavy denim jacket? He’s cute.”

“No. I don’t know who that is. Declan is the guy bent over the truck. I swear he works on that truck nearly every day.”

Eve laughed. “Not much of a mechanic if he can’t fix whatever’s wrong with it. Or...” she paused dramatically, “he’s faking in order to see your hotness walk home every day.”

Cynthia’s laugh rang out in the icy air. “Fat chance of that. He’d have talked to me by now.”

“You never know what’s happening in a man’s mind. Maybe he’s shy.” Eve burrowed deeper into her jacket; it was getting colder. “You never said there were three of them.”

“Declan’s only ever been alone when I come by. I wonder who they are.”

They stopped by the men, and Cynthia chatted up the guy she was interested in, Declan Foxx, or something. She’d recently discovered, quite by accident, that Declan was her favorite author DR Thomas. She was beside herself with excitement.

“Hi, I’m Thomas,” one of the men greeted Eve. “Aren’t you Eve Farstaad, the metal artist?”

Wow. He knew who she was? Incredible. It was rare that people outside the art world knew her name, let alone her face. Even in a small place like Valley Springs, most people had no idea she was an artist. “I am Eve. Nice to meet you, Thomas.”

“Nice to meet you, Eve. I’ve admired your work for ages. I saw your last showing in Toronto when I was there for a conference. Your bird of paradise was stunning, the flowers were incredibly realistic. But your troll was astounding. I actually debated taking a loan to buy it.”

“Don’t remind me,” she groaned. “They set a ridiculous price on that piece. I was embarrassed. I created it on a whim.” She shook her head. She had hated that show and refused to send her work to that gallery again. Greedy, pretentious fools. Dexter, her agent, had been furious, but she didn’t want to be an elite artist. She wanted to be accessible. Being elite could come after she was dead for all she cared. The troll never did sell, it was languishing away in her studio. She was half tempted to cut it up and reuse it, or maybe drag is out as a Halloween decoration next year.

“Don’t be embarrassed. Your work is fabulous. I’d like to see more of it sometime.”

“Sure, we can do that. What do you do?” Enough talk about her.

“I used to be a high school shop teacher. I retired to focus on working with wood.” His eyes lit up when he mentioned woodworking. She adored when a man was passionate at his life.

“You seem young to be retired.” The words slipped out as soon as she thought them. Honestly, she was a little bit jealous. She didn’t have to work. She could retire any time she wanted, but she loved teaching yoga, especially chair yoga to seniors; and her creative mind forced her to sculpt. She had it pretty good, but sometimes she wished she could just do nothing. Or spend a week on the beach with a book in one hand and a margarita in the other.

“I retired younger than some people are able to,” he said. “Though, in a sense, I’m not retired. Carving has always been my passion. My grandfather taught me when I was five. I started teaching high school right out of university. I had enough years in to retire on full pension, so I decided to move on with my passion. I work longer hours now, but I enjoy it a lot more. Don’t misunderstand. I loved the kids. I’m still in touch with many of them. But wood is my passion.”

“The long hours I understand,” she said. She tightened the collar of her jacket against the breeze. The sun was going done and the temperature was dropping. She was wearing a lighter dress jacket and feeling the chill. “I can’t stop sculpting. It brings me...I don’t know, peace, I guess.”

“I’d like to get together, out of the cold, and talk about art. Perhaps I could buy you a drink sometime.” His smile warmed her insides.

“Sure. I’d like that.” She really wanted to get to know him better. She loved connecting with people in the art community, and he was so danged handsome he was almost
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