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“Roberts keeps her lock on bestseller lists with her
uncanny ability to balance high-quality work and
high-frequency publication.”

— Publishers “Weekly

“You can’t bottle wish fulfillment, but Nora Roberts certainly
knows how to put it on the page.”

—New York Times

“[Nora] Roberts is at the top of her game.”
—People

“Roberts’ bestselling novels are some of the best in the romance
genre. They are thoughtfully plotted, well-written stories
featuring fascinating characters.”

—USA TODAY

“Her stories have fueled the dreams of
twenty-five million readers.”
—Entertainment Weekly
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Dear Reader,

[t’s the most wonderful time of the year! Silhouette Books

is proud to offer both new and loyal readers Gabriel’s Angel,

a special holiday treat from New York Times bestselling author
Nora Roberts. This gift hardcover edition features a classic love
story about a man who finds hope and love in the arms of a
woman who holds Christmas in her heart all year round.

Pregnant and alone, Laura Malone literally crashes into the
life of scrooge Gabriel Bradley one dark and snowy night.
(Gabe sought his Colorado cabin for solitude, never expecting
a beautiful—and uninvited—houseguest. The fragile beauty
needs protection, and Gabe offers it willingly. But the longer
they are together, the deeper their bond. Protection turns to
attraction. But she isn’t his to love. How can he resist what
common sense tells him he has to resist?

As Charles Dickens once wrote in A Christmas Carol,

“I will honor Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all
the year.” Here’s hoping you and your family enjoy a holiday
season full of love and joy, now and throughout the year!

Happy holidays!
The Editors

Silhouette Books



To Tom and Ky and Larry,
for having the good sense to marry well.



CHAPTER 1

¢\

Damn snow. Gabe downshifted to second gear,
slowed the Jeep to fifteen miles an hour, swore and
strained his eyes. Through the frantic swing of the
wipers on the windshield all that could be seen was a
wall of white. No winter wonderland. Snow pelted
down in flakes that looked as big and as mean as a
man’s fist.

There would be no waiting out this storm, he
thought as he took the next curve at a crawl. He con-
sidered himself lucky that after six months he knew
the narrow, winding road from town so well. He could
drive almost by feel, but a newcomer wouldn'’t stand a
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chance. Even with that advantage, his shoulders and
the back of his neck were tight with tension. Colorado
snows could be as vicious in spring as they were in the
dead of winter, and they could last for an hour or a day.
Apparently this one had been a surprise to everyone—
residents, tourists and the National Weather Service.

He had only five miles to go. Then he could unload
his supplies, stoke his fire and enjoy the April blizzard
from the comfort of his cabin, with a hot cup of cof-
fee or an ice cold beer.

The Jeep chugged up the incline like a tank, and he
was grateful for its sturdy perseverance. The unex-
pected snowfall might force him to take three times as
long to make the twenty-mile trip from town to home,
but at least he’d get there.

The wipers worked furiously to clear the wind-
shield. There were seconds of white vision followed by
seconds of white blindness. At this rate there would be
better than two feet by nightfall. Gabe comforted him-
self with the thought that he’d be home long before
that, even as the air in the Jeep turned blue from his
cursing. If he hadn't lost track of the time the day be-
fore, he’d have had his supplies and been able to laugh
at the weather.

The road went into a lazy S and Gabe took it cau-
tiously. It was difficult for him to move slowly under
any circumstances, but over the winter he had gained
a healthy respect for the mountains and the roads that



Nora Roberts 9

had been blasted through them. The guardrail was
sturdy enough, but beneath it the cliffs were unforgiv-
ing. He wasn’t worried so much about making a mis-
take himself—the Jeep was solid as a rock—but he
thought of others who might be traveling north or
south on the pass, pulling over to the side or stopping
dead in the middle of the road.

He wanted a cigarette. His hands gripping the wheel
hard, he all but lusted for a cigarette. But it was a lux-
ury that would have to wait. Three miles to go.

The tension in his shoulders began to ease. He
hadn’t seen another car in more than twenty minutes,
and he wasn't likely to now. Anyone with any sense
would have taken shelter. From this point on he could
almost feel his way home. A good thing. Beside him
the radio was squawking about roads closed and ac-
tivities canceled. It always amazed Gabe that people
planned so many meetings, luncheons, recitals and re-
hearsals on any given day.

But that was human nature, he supposed. Always
planning on drawing together, if only to sell a bunch
of cakes and cookies. He preferred to be alone. At least
for now. Otherwise he wouldn’t have bought the cabin
and buried himself in it for the last six months.

The solitude gave him freedom, to think, to work,
to heal. He’d done some of all three.

He nearly sighed when he saw—or rather felt—the
road slant upward again. This was the final rise before
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his turnoff. Only a mile now. His face, which had been
hard and tight with concentration, relaxed. It wasn't a
smooth or particularly handsome face. It was too thin
and angular to be merely pleasant, and the nose was
out of alignment due to a heated disagreement with his
younger brother during their teens. Gabe hadn't held
it against him.

Because he’d forgotten to wear a hat, his dark blond
hair fell untidily around his face. It was long and a bit
shaggy over the collar of his parka and had been
styled hastily with his fingers hours before. His eyes,
a dark, clear green, were starting to burn from star-
ing at the snow.

While his tires swished over the cushioned asphalt he
glanced down at his odometer, saw that there was only
a quarter mile left, then looked back to the road. That
was when he saw a car coming at him out of control.

He didn't even have time to swear. He jerked the Jeep
to the right just as the oncoming car seemed to come
out of its spin. The Jeep skimmed over the snow piled
on the shoulder, swaying dangerously before the tires
chewed down to the road surface for traction. He had
a bad moment when he thought the Jeep was going to
roll over like a turtle. Then all he could do was sit and
watch and hope the other driver was as lucky.

The oncoming car was barreling down the road side-
ways. Though only seconds had passed, Gabe had time
to think of how nasty the impact would be when the
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car slammed into him. Then the driver managed to
straighten out. With only feet between them the car
fishtailed and swerved to avoid the collision, then
began to slide helplessly toward the guardrail. Gabe set
his emergency brake and was out of the Jeep when the
car rammed into the metal.

He nearly fell on his face, but his boots held as he
raced across the road. It was a compact—a bit more
compact now, with its right side shoved in and its hood
sprung like an accordion, also on the passenger side.
He had another moment to think, and he grimaced at
the thought of what would have happened if the car
had hit on the driver’s side.

Fighting his way through the snow, he managed to
make it to the wrecked car. He saw a figure slumped
over the wheel, and he yanked at the door. It was
locked. With his heart in his throat, he began to pound
against the window.

The figure moved. A woman, he saw from the thick
wave of wheat-blond hair that spilled onto the shoul-
ders of a dark coat. He watched her reach up and drag
a ski cap from her head. Then she turned her face to
the window and stared at him.

She was white, marble white. Even her lips were col-
orless. Her eyes were huge and dark, the irises almost
black with shock. And she was beautiful, stunningly
breathtakingly beautiful. The artist in him saw the
possibilities in the diamond-shaped face, the promi-
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nent cheekbones, the full lower lip. The man in him
rejected them and banged on the glass again.

She blinked and shook her head as if to clear it. As
the shock passed out of them, he saw that her eyes
were blue, a midnight blue. They filled now with a rush
of concern. In a quick movement she rolled down the
window.

“Are you hurt?” she demanded before he could
speak. “Did I hit you?”

“No, you hit the guardrail.”

“Thank God.” She let her head slump back on the
seat for a moment. Her mouth was as dry as dust. And
her heart, though she was already fighting to control
it, was thudding in her throat. “I started to skid com-
ing down the incline. 1 thought—I hoped—I might be
able to ride it out. Then I saw you and I was sure I was
going to hit you.”

“You would have if you hadn’t swerved away to-
ward the rail.” He glanced at the front of her car again.
The damage could have been worse, much worse. If
she’d been going any faster... There was no use spec-
ulating. He turned to her again, studying her face for
signs of shock or concussion. “Are you all right?”

“Yes. 1 think so.” She opened her eyes again and tried
to smile at him. “I'm sorry. I must have given you quite
a scare.”

“At least.” But the scare was over now. He was less
than a quarter of a mile from hearth and home, and
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stuck in the snow with a strange woman whose car
wasn't going anywhere for several days. “What the hell
are you doing out here?”

She took the furiously bitten-off words in stride as
she unhooked her seat belt. The long, deep breaths
she’d been taking had gone a long way toward steady-
ing her. “I must have gotten turned around in the
storm. [ was trying to get down to Lonesome Ridge to
wait it out, find a place for the night. That’s the clos-
est town, according to the map, and I was afraid to pull
over on the shoulder.” She glanced over at the guard-
rail and shuddered. “What there is of it. I don’t suppose
there’s any way I'm going to get my car out of here.”

“Not tonight.”

Frowning, Gabe stuck his hands in his pockets. The
snow was still falling, and the road was deserted. If he
turned around and walked back to his Jeep, leaving her
to fend for herself, she might very well freeze to death
before an emergency vehicle or a snowplow came along.
However much he’d have liked to shrug off the obliga-
tion, he couldn’t leave a woman stranded in this storm.

“The best I can do is take you with me.” There wasn't
an ounce of graciousness in his tone. She hadn’t ex-
pected any. If he was angry and impatient about nearly
being plowed into, and inconvenienced on top of it,
he was entitled.

“I'm sorry.”

He moved his shoulders, aware that he’d been rude.
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“The turnoff for my cabin’s at the top of the hill. You'll
have to leave your car and ride in the Jeep.”

“I'd appreciate it.” With the engine off and the win-
dow open, the cold was beginning to seep through her
clothes. “I'm sorry for the imposition, Mr.—?”

“Bradley. Gabe Bradley.”

“I'm Laura.” She slipped out of the safety harness
that had undoubtedly saved her from injury. “I have a
suitcase in the trunk, if you wouldn’t mind giving me
a hand with it.”

Gabe took the keys and stomped back toward the
trunk, thinking that if he’d only left an hour earlier that
afternoon he’d be home—alone—at this moment.

The case wasn't large, and it was far from new. The
lady with only one name traveled light, he thought. He
muttered to himself as he hefted it out of the trunk.
There was no use being angry with her, or being snotty.
If she hadn’t managed to skid quite so well, if she
hadn’t avoided him, they might have been needing a
doctor now instead of a cup of coffee and dry feet.

Deciding to be more civil, Gabe turned to tell her to
go across to the Jeep. She was standing, watching him,
with the snow falling on her uncovered hair. That was
when he saw she was not only beautiful, she was very,
very pregnant.

“Oh, God” was all he could manage.

“I'm really sorry to be so much trouble,” Laura
began. “And I want to thank you in advance for the lift.



