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FAKING IT WITH THE DETECTIVE

© 2022 by Rose Bak  

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No portion of this book may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage retrieval system in any form by any means without express permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions contact the publisher at rosebakenterprises@msn.com.
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About This Book
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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!

This book includes a special excerpt from “Until You Came Along”, book one of the Oliver Boys Rockstar series, available now from all major online retailers. 
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Join Rose Bak’s mailing list by going to bit.ly/RoseBakNewsletter.  You’ll get a free book and be the first to hear about all the latest releases and special sales.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

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


[image: image]


“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
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