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About This Book






When she called IT to fix her computer she didn’t expect it would reboot her entire love life.

Dr. Diana Owens doesn’t date coworkers, especially not younger ones. But when a charming, persistent tech guy shows up to rescue her frozen laptop -- and flashes a dimpled smile that makes her knees weak -- she agrees to one drink. Just one. It’s not like anything is actually going to happen between them…

Kevin knows what he wants the second he lays eyes on Diana. She’s brilliant, beautiful, and completely unaware of how sexy she is. Convincing her to break her own rules won’t be easy, but he’s up for the challenge, especially if it means proving their connection is more than just a holiday fling.

With the help of a meddling matchmaker, a very steamy office encounter, and a string of sweet little surprises, Kevin is determined to win Diana’s heart. She’s trying to stay professional. He’s all in from the start. And with Christmas around the corner, anything can happen.

A steamy and heartwarming instalove holiday romcom featuring a grumpy midlife surgeon, a golden retriever tech guy, reverse age gap, workplace sparks, and a touch of holiday magic. 

This book is part of the "Loving the Holidays" series, a series of romantic comedy novellas featuring couples in their forties and fifties. Each steamy standalone story includes strong men, independent women who know their own minds, and meddling friends and families intent on matchmaking. 








  
  
Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter




Want more more midlife romance stories? Join Rose Bak’s mailing list at books.authorrosebak.com/RoseNewsletter 

Subscribers will receive a free book and be the first to hear about all the latest releases, freebies, and special sales.








  
  
Diana




“Damn this thing!” 

I slammed my fist onto the laminate surface of my desk, just barely resisting the urge to hit my laptop instead.  The stupid thing had been acting wonky all week, periodically freezing up and not responding to commands, and it was driving me crazy. I’d had a very long day, and I had reports to write and emails to respond to before I could leave the hospital.

“What’s wrong?” 

I looked up to see my friend Stacy standing in the doorway, a concerned expression on her face.

“My stupid computer!” I waved an agitated hand at the machine.  “I’ve been here for over fourteen hours. I’ve had two emergency surgeries, four scheduled surgeries, and a full day of dealing with idiot interns. I want nothing more than to finish my damn reports and go home to have a bath, dinner, and a glass of wine so I can pass out and sleep away this day.  But I can’t do any of that if this stupid. Thing. Won’t. Unfreeze!”

I was ranting now, and I knew it.  Instead of responding, Stacy walked over to my desk, picked up the phone and dialed a number.

“This is Stacy Roberts from the Emergency Department.  We need a priority IT visit for Dr. Owens in her office please… okay, thank you.”  

She hung up the phone and dropped into one of the chairs in front of my desk.  

“Someone will be there in five minutes.”

“Thanks,” I said, embarrassed that I hadn’t thought to call IT myself.  “Aren’t you off work already?” 

She was dressed in street clothes, a sure sign she was heading home.

My friend nodded.  “I am, but I think I’ll hang out with you while you’re waiting for IT so you don’t hit your desk again.  We need those hands in tip top shape.”

As one of the lead emergency surgeons at Portland Memorial Hospital, my hands were my life.  Stacy was smart to help me calm down.  We chatted for a few minutes until I heard another knock on the door.

“Dr. Owens? I’m Kevin from IT.”

I looked up and my mouth dropped open like a cartoon character.  Holy shit. Either I was hallucinating or the most attractive man I’d ever seen in real life was stepping into my office.  He was tall and broad, like maybe he played football in college, with wide shoulders, a trim waist, and thick muscular thighs.  And those biceps… it looked like his shirt was about to burst open Incredible Hulk-style.

He had dark, messy hair, warm brown eyes, sensuous lips, and when he smiled at me, a dimple appeared on one cheek.  My God, he was gorgeous.

Stacy cleared her throat, and I realized that Kevin and I were staring at each other.  He caught his lower lip between his teeth for just a second and I swear my panties incinerated. Then I realized that I was ogling the hot young IT guy and gave myself a mental slap.

“Hi Kevin, thanks for coming so fast.  This stupid computer is driving me crazy.”

He stepped closer and seemed to take up all the space in the tiny box I called an office.  “What seems to be the problem?”  

His deep voice gave me a little tingle.

“I don’t know. It keeps freezing up. I press a button, and nothing happens,” I explained.

“Did you try turning it off and on again?” 

I rolled my eyes.  “Why is that the first question IT asks for every problem? I swear the computer could be in flames and you guys would suggest restarting it.”

“Because ninety-nine percent of the time a reset will fix the problem.” 

Then he winked at me – actually winked. I gave him my most stern look and he chuckled. 

“Okay, let me take a look at it.”

“I should get going.  Dave is making dinner.”

I startled, forgetting my friend was even in the room.  “Okay Stacy, have a good night.”

“You too,” she said, widening her eyes in Kevin’s direction and waving her hand in front of her.

He’s hot, go for it, she mouthed.

I shook my head at her antics and moved from behind my desk so the IT guy could take my chair.  As we moved around in the small space, our bodies brushed against each other briefly, sending sparks of electricity down my spine.

What on Earth was wrong with me?  I sat in the chair that Stacy had just vacated and pulled out my phone to check my email.  When I looked up, Kevin was staring at me.

“What?”

He shrugged and gave me another steamy look from beneath his lashes. “Nothing.”

“Do you mind hurrying up? I’d like to get out of here sometime today.” I knew I sounded cranky and entitled and didn’t care.

He looked amused at my grumpiness.  “It’s rebooting.  Should just be a minute.”

My laptop beeped then he started tapping away, periodically looking over the screen at me while I pretended not to notice. Was it getting hot in here? I could swear that the temperature had increased twenty degrees since Kevin got here.  Stupid ventilation system. Or maybe I was just having a hot flash.  I was forty-four now and perimenopause was knocking at the door. I should think about taking some herbs or something.

“All done.”

My head snapped up in surprise. “Already?”

Kevin nodded.  “You had some outdated drivers that were getting hung up. I re-installed them so everything should be good now.”

“I have no idea what that means,” I said honestly. “But thank you for fixing it.”

“Maybe you can thank me over a beer later?”

For the second time since I met this man, my mouth dropped open.  “Are you asking me out?”

He shrugged.  The man was definitely a shrugger.  

“Sure, why not?  You’re an attractive woman and unless I’m imagining it, we have a definite vibe here.”  He paused.  “Assuming that you’re single that is.”

“I am single,” I admitted before I thought better of it.  “But I don’t date coworkers.”

“It’s one drink,” he said in a coaxing tone. “Come on Diana, what do you have to lose?”

He was a coworker, I reminded myself.  And obviously younger than me. And I’d just met the man.  But somehow none of that stopped me from saying, “Okay, one beer. But no funny business.”

“I wouldn’t dream of engaging in any funny business,” he said solemnly. 

For some reason I didn’t believe him.









