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  About This Book


Falling in love with the boss is the ultimate cliché, but before the ball drops this New Year’s Eve, this tough as nails FBI agent is going to have to face her feelings. 
All it took was one little kidnapping for her boss to bench her.  When Michelle Lewis demands to be sent back out into the field, Supervisory Agent Gary Fencik agrees on one condition:  she only works with him.
Gary’s got a big plan to protect Michelle from danger.  He’s still reeling from realizing that he almost lost her on their last big case.  But as they work together to prevent a New Year’s Eve terrorist attack by a white nationalist group, it’s Michelle who ends up protecting him – and taking care of him when he gets injured.
A concussion watch ends up leading to a shared bed and other fun activities that definitely should not occur between a boss and his employee.  Before they can come clean to their employer, Michelle gets cold feet.  She’s seen how hard their career is on relationships, and she’s not willing to chance the heartbreak. 
If she thinks Gary is going to give up that easily, she’s got another thing coming.
“Dropping the Ball” is a standalone story in the “Loving the Holidays” midlife romance series.  If you like forced proximity, witty banter, strong women, and alpha males with a soft gooey center, you’ll love this story.  






  
  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


For Portland.  You’re a beautiful, quirky, sometimes frustrating city, but I love you dearly. 






  
  Prologue – Michelle


Four months ago… 
I looked around the crowded conference room and resisted the urge to crawl under the table in embarrassment.  I was a highly trained Special Agent with the FBI and somehow I’d managed to not only get myself kidnapped, but also had to be rescued by a damn civilian.  An older, plus-size civilian who’d been impersonating me and from the looks of it, sleeping with the guy who was supposed to be my new partner.
What did it say about my life that I was gone for more than two days and none of my colleagues had even noticed that I was gone?
The civilian – also named Michelle --  had somehow retrieved a key piece of evidence from a mob boss, knocked him out with a bowling trophy, disarmed one of his thugs, and rescued both myself and Derrick Hayes, a detective with the Seattle Police Department who was supposed to be working the case with me.  Although why he thought the civilian was me was beyond comprehension.  She got winded running a block!
I gave in and rubbed my temples a few times, hoping it would at least make my headache go away.
The room quieted as my boss, Supervisory Special Agent Gary Fencik, strode into the room with the air of authority that always surrounded him.
Just like every time I saw Gary, my heart sped up the tiniest bit.  He was a good ten years older than me, around forty-five, with brown hair cut in one of those nondescript FBI haircuts pretty much everyone here wore.  Over the past year, streaks of silver had started to appear mixed between the brown strands.  Not that I studied him carefully or anything…
Because it was a holiday weekend he was dressed casually in faded jeans and a navy blue FBI tee shirt that hugged his broad shoulders and the muscled planes of his hard chest.  
The second he breached the door his eyes went right to me, concern and regret flashing in their brown depths. 
He strode over to my chair, forcing me to look up at him.  I had a quick vision of other things I could do that would require me to look up at him from below, then I ruthlessly squashed that thought the same way I did every time I was tempted to think of him as anything other than my supervisor. 
That’s right, I was a damn cliché.  A single career woman hopelessly in love with her boss.
“Are you okay Michelle?” he asked me softly.  He’d never called me by my first name before.  
“We were worried when we heard they found you out at the warehouse.  With the name confusion between you and the civilian over there, we had no idea that you were missing. I’m so sorry.”
I was surprised at how emotional he sounded. For just a second I let myself believe his interest was more than professional. Then a flush climbed my cheeks as I reminded myself that we had an audience.  I gave him a nod and kept my voice neutral. 
“I’m fine, Gary.”
The professional mask slipped back into place, and he turned away from me to start the debriefing.  






  
  Chapter One - Michelle


December 30 th
“Thank you all for coming in on such short notice.”   
My boss Gary strode around the room, making eye contact with every agent in turn.  Except for me.  His glance skipped over me, looking instead just over my left shoulder.  For some reason, my boss never made eye contact with me.
“We have a credible threat that the Patriot Brotherhood intend to attack the New Year’s Eve celebration at Pioneer Square.”
The Patriot Brotherhood was a group of white nationalists from down south who loved nothing more than to caravan up to liberal cities like Portland and cause trouble.  Portland’s reputation as a progressive city made it a focal point for every group of nutjobs who wanted to rail against whoever they thought had done them wrong this week…immigrants, LBGTQIA folks, Muslims. It didn’t really matter. Groups like the Patriot Brotherhood were equal opportunity bigots.
Gary strode up to the white board, glancing at the stack of papers in his hands.  My boss was charmingly old school.  We had a dozen project management and other specialized software programs here, but he insisted on drawing things out by hand first, leaving his admin assistant to translate it into the 21st century tools later.
“Here’s Pioneer Square,” he said, drawing a square in the middle of the white board.  
Pioneer Square, also known as “Portland’s Living Room,” was smack dab in the middle of downtown, right across from our flagship department store, Feldman’s.  It was a gathering place for a variety of events, including our own version of the New York City “ball drop” on New Year’s Eve.
“We’ll be executing Plan Alpha 5,” he said, referring to one of our many contingencies for monitoring threats in crowded places.  “We’ll have several teams working the crowds.  Snipers on the roofs here, here, and here,” he said, drawing squares to indicate the buildings surrounding Pioneer Square.  
He walked us through the plan, then handed out assignments to everyone in the room. Finally, he turned to me.  “Lewis, you’ll be here monitoring comms.”
I felt my blood start to boil.  I was trained to work in the field, yet my boss had kept me in the office and deskbound ever since my unfortunate kidnapping this past Labor Day weekend. After four months of sitting on the sidelines, I’d had enough. My hand shot up.
“Sir!” I called.  “I’d like a word please.”
Gary sent me a stony glance.  “What is it, Lewis?”
“I’d like a word in private please, sir.”
Those brown eyes flashed with something I couldn’t identify for the briefest moment.  “Once I’m done here.”
He turned to the assembled group.  “Your briefing packets have been uploaded to the secure channel.  Read them carefully and let me know if you have any questions.  Dismissed.”
I remained in my chair as the rest of the agents filed out.  The door closed, leaving me and Gary alone in the conference room.  I stood up to my full five foot nine, only about two inches shorter than my boss. I’d learned long ago how to make myself look big and powerful.  Any show of weakness from a female agent was a death sentence in this agency.
“What did you need, Lewis?”
“How long are you going to punish me, sir?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, again avoiding eye contact.  
“You’ve had me riding a desk ever since Labor Day and I would like to know why,” I said firmly.  “I’ve had no disciplinary action. No injuries.  So why am I wasting years of training hanging out with the geeks in IT?”
“I’m the Supervisory Special Agent here,” he reminded me.  “I make the assignments.”
“Do you want me to quit, is that it?”
His eyes finally snapped to mine.  “What?”
“I believe you heard my question,” I said firmly.
“No, I don’t want you to quit.”
“Then why am I being punished?”  Desk duty was the worst punishment you could give to a field agent, everyone knew that.  “This isn’t fair.”
“You got kidnapped Michelle.  You could have been killed.”  His voice had more emotion than I’d ever heard, other than that day he’d realized I’d been gone.  He sounded…worried about me.
“But I wasn’t killed,” I reminded him.  “I was jumped from behind and drugged while I was off duty







