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  About This Book


Mistaken identities, grumpy detectives, and adventures that won’t wait… these women prove love over forty is anything but boring. 
This 3-book romantic comedy collection includes:
FAKING IT WITH THE DETECTIVE
Michelle Myers's boring café manager life takes a wild turn when a grumpy detective mistakes her for his new partner. One case of mistaken identity leads to fake partnerships, real danger, and an opposites attract romance she never expected.
DROPPING THE BALL
Michelle Lewis thought chasing criminals was the hard part -- until she fell for her boss. When a New Year's Eve terrorist threat puts them both in danger, their professional relationship suddenly becomes very personal. Boss/employee romance has never been this explosive.
ISLAND GETAWAY
Sometimes the best adventures find you. Michelle and Gary's Hawaiian vacation takes an unexpected turn when a clever dog leads them into a brand new more case. Turns out even paradise can't keep this crime-fighting couple from finding adventure.  Even happily ever afters can come with surprises. 
If you love steamy midlife romance with smarty, sassy heroines, grumpy cinnamon roll heroes, and plenty of laughs, check out this collection today.






  
  Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter


Want more more midlife romance stories? Join Rose Bak’s mailing list at https://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.
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  About This Book


She’s always wanted an adventure, and she’s going to get it, even if she has to pretend to be someone else! 
All her life, Michelle has longed for the kind of adventures that she reads about in books. Instead, the forty-year-old cafe manager has a boring life, a boring job, a boring apartment, and a cat who hates her. Nothing exciting ever happens to her. Until she meets Derrick…
The handsome but grouchy detective thinks that she’s his FBI contact. When he crashes into the café where she works, demanding that she go with him to find their target, she figures she might as well go for it. Sure, she doesn’t know how to investigate a case. She’s never handled a gun or thrown a punch. And the only time she runs is, well, never. But she was in drama club in high school, so surely she can fake it?
There’s something strange about Michelle. Derrick can’t put his finger on it, but she’s not like any cop he’s ever worked with. She’s sassy and sweet and she flinches every time she sees his gun. But there’s something about her that makes him dream about finally settling down. If they can just figure out how to stop the mob boss who wants to move his operation to Portland...
She was assigned to help him, but Michelle is the distraction he doesn’t need. If they manage to get out of this alive, he just might need to hold her close -- forever.
If you like a fast, funny story with characters over thirty-five, cranky cats, steamy scenes, and a sweet happily ever, check out this midlife instalove romance today!






  
  Dedication


For everyone who dreams of adventure, especially those who never get one.








  
  Michelle


“You ready to close up the shop?” 
I looked up as my boss Samantha walked into the café from the back entrance. As usual, she was impeccably dressed in a fitted wrap dress and heels that would make me break an ankle within five minutes of putting them on. I had no clue how she worked such long shifts managing the city’s largest department store wearing those things. 
“Yes.  I’ll just take the trash out and be on my way. Enjoy your weekend off.”
“Thanks, you too.”
I watched as she walked out the front door where her husband Dom was waiting for her on the sidewalk.  He waved at me through the window before wrapping his arm around her shoulders.  I suppressed a sigh. 
I was forty years old, and my life was as bland and boring as unbuttered toast.  I lived in the same apartment I’d lived in forever, worked at the same job I’d had for years, and I hadn’t had a boyfriend in so long I was pretty sure I had cobwebs in my coochie.  All of my friends were married or paired off, making my social life almost non-existent.
Last year I’d adopted a cat, ready to settle into my fate as a middle-aged cat lady, but the cat hated my guts.  Figures I couldn’t even get that right.
Grabbing the bag of garbage from the trash can next to the counter, I headed towards the service entrance.  I’d drop the trash in the dumpster in the alley and then take the bus home for what would no doubt be a thrilling weekend of doing laundry, watching Netflix, and listening to my cat hiss angrily at me every time I moved.  If only I could have an adventure…
I pulled open the heavy door and gasped as a body came flying inside, landing on his stomach on the hard concrete floor.  
“Shut the door,” the man barked.
I obeyed automatically, then instinctively moved away from the door. The man pushed to his feet with the grace of a natural athlete, and I got my first look at him.  Holy Hannah.  I was pretty sure if you looked “tall, dark, and handsome” up in the dictionary, you’d get this guy.
He towered over my five foot five frame, with broad shoulders and a narrow waist that was visible despite the long tan trench coat he wore over battered jeans and a black t-shirt.  His hair was short, thick, black and a little bit messy.  But it was his face that got my attention most of all.  Dark brown eyes, defined cheekbones, a firm mouth, and a square jaw with one of those chin dimples that I immediately wanted to explore with my tongue.
Too bad he was young. And handsome. And I was…well, me.
The man looked me up and down, eyes lingering on the navy blue Feldman’s Cafe apron I wore over my clothes. 
“You’re Michelle?”
I nodded. He sounded surprised somehow. But how did this guy know my name? Oh yeah, it was probably the name tag affixed to my apron.
“I didn’t realize they’d given you a cover down here. I expected to find you upstairs.”  
He moved onto his tiptoes and cautiously looked out the window into the alley. 
“Looks like they’re gone.  I don’t think they’re desperate enough yet to do something around civilians, but let’s go out the front door just in case. We can fade in with the crowd.”
When I just stood there staring at him he barked, “Let’s go. Unless you have a different plan?”
“Who ARE you?” I was glad I’d finally found my voice.
“Didn’t Murphy call you today?”
I shook my head, and he rolled those beautiful brown eyes.
“Figures.  I’m Detective Derrick Hayes. I’m assigned to the task force up in Seattle, but they reassigned me to help you with the Diaz case while your partner is out.  I have a hotel room a few blocks from here.  Shall we go there? We’re supposed to call for a sit-briefing at nineteen hundred hours and Murphy is expecting us both to be on the call, so we can do it from my room, unless your place is closer.”
I guess I really should tell him that he had the wrong person, but there was a small part of me, the part of me that had always longed for adventure, who wanted to know where this was going to go. I couldn’t say what possessed me to do it, but I didn’t correct his assumption about who I was. Instead, I led him through the store.  He walked next to me, his eyes moving around the space like he was looking for a threat.  
For some reason, even though Derrick was a total stranger, I felt completely safe with him.  And something more than safe – it was like I’d known him forever or something.  There was the strangest feeling of connection between us. I wondered if he felt it too.
I stopped behind the counter to ditch my apron and grab my purse and jacket.  I slung my little cross-body bag over my head and across my torso, the strap settling between my breasts, and pulled my black jacket over it.  You couldn’t be too safe as a woman traveling alone in the city.  I did whatever I could to make it harder to rob me; I knew thieves looked for easy targets. 
When I looked up, Derrick was staring at my breasts. I was suddenly glad I was wearing one of my good bras, not one of the ones where the elastic was stretched out that I saved for when I hadn’t done laundry.  At my age, a good bra was everything.
I cleared my throat and Derrick flushed as his eyes moved away from my breasts.  
“You ready?”
“Yeah.”
“Okay, let’s head out.  I’m staying at the Chilton Hotel, and I’ve got a sat phone with me. We can call Murphy from there.”
“Sounds good.”






  
  Derrick


Icouldn’t believe that Michelle had caught me staring at her tits. It wasn’t like me to lose focus, and it really wasn’t like me to ogle a coworker. 
Well, kind of a coworker.  Technically I was a detective for the Seattle Police Department and Michelle was an FBI Special Agent, but after two years of being assigned to the Joint Task Force created to take down the Diaz crime family, I felt more like FBI than SPD.
There was something about her that seemed to call to me, almost on a cellular level.  I’d just met her like five minutes ago and yet I felt like it’d been much longer.  Totally weird when I knew nothing about her. Maybe I was just mesmerized by her curvy figure.  Yeah that must be it.  I needed to stop thinking with my dick and focus on my job.
I knew there were a lot of guys in law enforcement who thought women didn’t belong in the field, but I’d never been one of them. Some of my best partners had been women. I knew better than to objectify them. If my mother had been here, she would have smacked me on the back of the head for acting like that with Michelle.
Glancing around the crowded downtown street, I realized that Portland was a nice little city.  Less busy than Seattle for sure, but the downtown was mostly clean.  I’d never been down here before, even though it was only one hundred and fifty miles away from my home.
My regular partner had been injured when we’d had a run-in with the Diaz crime family back in Seattle. The mob boss had gone dark for a while after that. I thought the case had gone cold until our Task Force lead, regional FBI director Don Murphy, shared that an operative named Michelle Lewis had located him in Portland. Word was he was trying to expand his territory down the west coast.
Michelle’s partner was apparently on maternity leave, so Murphy had asked me to assist with the investigation here in Portland.  No one was as familiar with the mob boss as I was. 
Whoever this Michelle was, her cover was good. She was soft and curvy, instead of the lean and fit body most female agents had, but I knew as well as anyone that looks could be deceiving. As we walked towards the hotel, I surreptitiously checked her out.  She was a tiny little thing who only came up to my pecs, but then again I was six three, so that was true for most women.
She was dressed in faded jeans that hugged her curves, and a pale pink t-shirt emblazoned with “Feldman’s”, the department store where she’d been placed to keep an eye on things.  I’d expected to find her working in menswear. Diaz was a total clotheshorse, and rumor had it he was dating a woman who worked at Feldman’s in the menswear department. But that intel must have been old because she was clearly working in the little café on the main floor. She’d probably thought it was a better place to keep an eye on the street. 
It had been a stroke of luck when she pulled open the back door at the exact time I was running away from one of Diaz’s goons. I’d known it was her when I’d seen her fast reflexes and the name “Michelle” plainly visible on the name tag that was stuck to the strap of her apron.  
My fellow agent had long brown hair that she’d braided in a single braid down her back, but long strands had escaped to frame her heart-shaped face. Brown eyes shone with intelligence, and her face was perfectly symmetrical, with defined cheek bones, an upturned nose, and the cutest little bow lips. I’d never thought that I had a type before, but Michelle clearly was mine.  
She was a little older than I expected.  Most of the women in the field were in their twenties or early thirties, but I’d peg Michelle at thirty-five, maybe a little younger.  I’d just turned thirty-five myself.
We made the short trip to my hotel two blocks away, then took the elevator to my room on the top floor.  As we entered, I placed my finger against my lips to remind her to be quiet while I swept for bugs.  Reaching underneath a lamp, I pulled out my portable scanner and efficiently moved around the room.
“Clear.”  
Finding no signs of any listening devices, I put the scanner back in its hiding place and turned to my new partner. She was watching me like she’d never seen someone scan a room for bugs before.  She was really good at the doe-eyed innocent look.  I bet it helped her a bunch when she was undercover. 
“Tell me what you know about this case,” I asked as I turned back to face her.
She gave me a haughty look.  “Didn’t you read the report?”
“Yeah, but I thought there might be more.”
For a second I could’ve sworn that she looked relieved at my response.
“The report was pretty comprehensive,” she reminded me, crossing her arms over those luscious tits.  
She was right, her work was excellent.  
“OK then.”  I glanced at my watch.  “Let me grab the sat phone, it’s almost nineteen hundred hours. You know how impatient Murphy gets when people are late.”
“Yeah, no kidding.”
She settled herself on one of the beds while I dug the sat phone out from underneath the other one.  The room only had two beds, no chairs, so I moved to sit next to her on the mattress. This close I could smell her sweet scent, a mixture of coffee and something citrus. Giving her a quick smile, I dialed our boss.
“Hayes!”  Murphy growled my name so loudly that Michelle jumped.  “Did you find Lewis?”
I glanced at my new partner.  “Yes sir, I did.”
“Lewis!” he boomed.  “Any updates since we spoke a couple of days ago?”
Michelle hesitated, then replied, “No sir.”
“Fine.  Well, I don’t need to tell either of you how important it is that we locate Diaz before he goes off the rails. I can’t have him moving his business into Portland. He’s been sighted hanging out in the Pearl District, eating fancy food like he doesn’t have a care in the world. Dickhead.”
There was no sense responding, our boss would talk until he was out of information or out of breath, whichever happened first.
“Our sources say that he’s staying at the Hotel Q, it’s one of those candy-ass boutique hotels, and he made a dinner reservation at the hotel restaurant there for twenty-one hundred tonight. I want you two to go there and see if you can get some intel.  You already have a reservation for the two of you under the name Franklin.  Remember, this is reconnaissance only, so stay under the radar. We don’t want to bring him in until we have more evidence of whatever the fuck it is he’s doing in Portland.”
“Roger,” I replied.
“Hayes! Lewis!”
“Yes sir,” we said in unison.
“Try to blend in, and for God’s sake, be careful.  I don’t want any more agents out on freaking medical leave courtesy of Diaz. I expect a full report tomorrow.”
He disconnected the call without saying goodbye.  Typical.
“What’s he talking about?” Michelle asked me curiously.  This close, I could see the little flecks of gold in her brown eyes.  “The medical leave part, I mean.”
“My partner back in Seattle got shot recently.”
She gasped like people didn’t get shot all the time in our line of business. It was a strange reaction.
“Oh my gosh, is he okay?”
“He’s going to be fine, but he’s out for two months until he passes a physical and does his required sessions with the agency shrink.”
“I hate shrinks,” she said vehemently.
“Same.  Now where are you staying?  We both need to get into some nicer clothes if we’re going to hobnob with the fancy people.”






  
  Michelle


While Derrick went into the bathroom to change into nicer clothes, I wondered what I’d gotten myself into here. I wasn’t sure who this Diaz was, but clearly he was a criminal, and potentially dangerous. Derrick and Murphy were obviously cops of some sort, and they thought I was one too, but I didn’t know what agencies were involved in this task force. The FBI maybe? Derrick had said he was “on loan” to the taskforce and he didn’t know what the real Michelle looked like, so clearly they worked for different agencies. 
I wondered who the other Michelle was, the one who was supposed to be helping them.  I didn’t know every employee at Feldman’s, but most of them came through the café at one point or another to grab a coffee or a sandwich.  The only other Michelle I knew worked in lingerie doing bra fittings, and she was at least sixty-five years old, so I was sure that wasn’t who they were looking for. I pulled out my cell phone and texted my friend Janie who worked in the menswear department.  
Michelle: Hey, weird question, but did you hire someone named Michelle to work in your section?


Janie: Yeah, we have a new girl named Michelle.  Well, we HAD a new girl…she no showed for her shift today, so Samantha says she’s out.  It was only her second day. Why?


Michelle: Just curious. I heard there was another Michelle, but I couldn’t place her. Have a good weekend.


I looked up as Derrick came back into the room wearing slim-fitting black dress pants that hugged his thick thighs and a starched white dress shirt.  A blue tie hung around his neck.  He moved towards the mirror, deftly tying it into a perfect knot.  
My mouth felt dry. Dressed casually, he was unbelievably attractive, but dressed like this? It was all I could do not to jump him.  I reminded myself that I was just an average forty-year-old woman with average looks and an average life.  This guy was so out of my league it wasn’t even funny.
Plus, he thought I was someone else…
Derrick reached under the bed and seemingly out of nowhere, pulled out a gun.  I gasped.  He looked up from where he was slipping it into a holster that was wrapped around his strong-looking calf.
“What?”  He looked confused.
“I saw a bug.”
He chuckled.  “You take down bad guys for a living and you’re scared of a bug?”
“It’s a phobia,” I lied, feeling my face flush.  Damn my fair skin.  
“Okay, I’m ready, let’s head over to your place so you can get ready.  Do you have a car, or shall we call an Uber?”
“Let’s call an Uber.”
The ride to my apartment on the Northwest side was torturous.  The Uber driver arrived in the smallest car ever, so Derrick and I were literally crammed into the tiny backseat together.  He had to seriously man spread in order to fit his long legs around the seat in front of him, causing his knee to be jammed against the side of my thigh. Even through the fabric of my jeans and his pants, I could feel heat pulsing between us. 
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Derrick frown down at the spot where our legs touched, making me wonder if he felt it too.  If he did, he didn’t move his leg. Not that he had a lot of room to do so.
We pulled up to my apartment and I practically fell out of the car trying to get some space.  Taking a deep breath of the cool evening air, I told myself to chill the fuck out.  I had two choices: tell Derrick the truth and say goodbye or draw on my old drama training from high school and have an adventure.  Sure, it might be dangerous, but hadn’t I been telling myself for years that I needed to break out of my comfort zone and do something different?  
Going to a fancy restaurant with a hot guy to spy on a criminal certainly qualified as different.  Murphy said we were just there to observe, so how dangerous could it be?
“I’m glad to be out of that clown car,” Derrick said wryly.
“Yeah, at least it was a short ride.”  I opened the security door.  “I







