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About This Book




She broke his heart twenty years ago. Now he’s back to claim the one that got away. 

When Angel attends her best friend’s wedding, she knows there’s no way to avoid the ‘man of honor’, Juan.  

The billionaire businessman and brother of the bride is just as handsome and sweet as she remembered, but suddenly Angel is seeing him in a whole new light.  He’s older, hotter, and more confident, no longer the shy and immature young man she relegated to the friend zone years ago. 

Now that Angel is newly single, Juan has one goal – to make her fall in love with him. He’s waited two decades to get a second chance, and this time, he’s not holding back. 

Angel isn’t sure she deserves another shot at love, especially not with the man whose heart she shattered all those years ago. But holiday magic, old memories, and some meddling matchmakers just might convince her that the best love stories are the ones that come back around.

“Christmas Angel” is a short story in the Good with Numbers Workplace Romance series. Each book is a steamy standalone featuring strong women and alpha males finding love in midlife, meddling matchmaker friends and family, a little bit of humor, and a sweet happily-ever-after. 








  
  
Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter




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

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








  
  
Dedication




This book is dedicated to everyone who wishes they’d taken a chance on a different path.  Here’s hoping the path you chose worked out for you – and if it didn’t, it’s never too late.











  
  
Angel




Ishivered as I walked up the steps to the church. It wasn’t the chill in the air that bothered me, although the air smelled like a white Christmas was definitely a possibility. No, it was the knowledge that there was no way I could get through this wedding without seeing ---. 

“Juan.”

My voice was soft as I stared at the man who’d stopped directly in front of me in the foyer, staring at me with an inscrutable expression.  I hadn’t seen him in nearly twenty years, but I would have recognized him anywhere.  It was clear that the years had been kind to him.  

His hair was still thick and black, neatly styled but a little longer in the back than you might expect from a businessman of his social status. I noticed a few fine lines bracketing his warm brown eyes, which only made him look distinguished. He was still lean and fit looking, his tuxedo stretched across wide shoulders.  No sign of middle aged spread on this one even though I knew he’d recently turned forty.

I’d tried to psych myself up to see him – it was inevitable given that he was both the brother of the bride and the ‘man of honor’. Yet none of the pep talks and calming breaths I’d used before coming into the church prepared me for the sight of Juan Jimenez, the man whose heart I’d trampled.  

The one who got away.

His sister Nina, one of my best friends since freshman year of high school, had been adamant that I had to come to the wedding, even before she knew I was moving back to town.  We’d been through too much together for me to deny her this request, even though I knew it would be painful to see her brother again.  Maybe for both of us.

“Angelica,” Juan said softly, his tone surprised.  

He’d always been the only person who called me by my full name.  

“What are you doing here?”

“I was invited.”

Juan looked a little flustered.  “No.  I meant, I thought you lived in California.”

“I moved back here.”

“When?” he asked. I was surprised Nina hadn’t told him.

“A couple of months ago.”

“And your husband?” he asked, his curious eyes going to my bare ring finger.

“He stayed in California. With his new wife.”

I mostly kept the bitterness out of my voice.  Mostly.

His gaze softened.  “I’m sorry chica, I didn’t know.”

“How could you?” I shrugged.

“How long has it been?” he asked.

“Since the divorce?  It’s almost a year now.”

Our eyes met -- a wealth of unspoken emotion between us. My mind flashed to the night before my own wedding in this very church. That was the night Juan confessed his feelings to me, feelings I had no idea existed.  He’d begged me to run away with him, to not go through with the wedding. 

That was the night that I disregarded my own feelings and ignored my instincts and instead decided to marry the man I’d made a commitment to.  A man who treated me like dirt. A man who hadn’t felt as strongly about keeping his own commitments, although it had taken me almost twenty years to figure that one out.  I’d never been the brightest person.

“Juan, it’s almost time.”

He turned to glance at the woman who I assumed was the wedding planner.  

“Very well, please tell Nina I’ll be right there.”

“I’ll let you get to your ‘man of honor’ duties,” I said, forcing myself to give him a cheerful smile.  

I was surprised by how affected I felt seeing him again, and there was no way I wanted him to know that my heart was pinching painfully from running into him like this. He seemed completely unruffled.

I walked past him, intent on finding my seat, and he grabbed my arm.  I could feel the heat of his touch through the thickness of my coat and my breathing became shallow.  

“Let’s catch up later Angelica,” he said, more of a demand than a question in that statement.  

He’d lost the tentativeness of his youth and now had the air of a man who knew what he wanted and was used to being in charge. It was incredibly attractive.

“Yeah okay,” I said easily.  “I’m sure I’ll see you around.”

He shook his head as he released my arm.  “Tonight.  After the ceremony.  We need to talk.”









