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About This Book




You're never too old to be naughty... 

Maisie has always been "the good girl". She married her high school sweetheart, had two kids, bought a house, and adopted a dog. But when her husband gets arrested for running a Ponzi scheme, she realizes that their life together was all an illusion.

Unemployed, broke, and newly homeless, she accepts an offer from her college roommate to move across the country to work at a small-town bookstore.  When she smells the fresh ocean air, she's sure things are looking up for her -- at least until she rear-ends Santa...

Reformed bad boy Thom has one vice left in life: his motorcycle.  When a big-eyed beauty crashes into him on his way to play Santa at the Community Center, the Fire Chief knows he's in trouble.  Not only is his bike damaged, so is his peace of mind, because every time he runs into Maisie, she's doing something naughty.

"Midlife Madness" is a steamy romantic comedy featuring a couple navigating a relationship in midlife, a small town full of nosy matchmakers, a pathetically ugly dog who thinks he's a human, and a holiday happily ever after that none of them will forget.

This book is part of the “Boozy Book Club” series. Each story in the series is a steamy standalone featuring a couple in their forties and fifties, a nosy group of book club friends, matchmaking family members, and a sweet happily ever after that proves anyone can find love later in life.










  
  
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




To everyone who tried to do the right thing, everyone who tried to be “the good girl” and later learned that sometimes you just have to get a little naughty.











  
  
Maisie




“Well, I just ran over Santa!” 

My boss Evie gaped at me as I threw myself down in the chair across from her desk. It creaked beneath my weight, making me feel even worse.

“WHAT?”

“Well, technically I ran over Santa’s motorcycle, but if that doesn’t add to the shit sandwich that is my life, I don’t know what does.”

Evie leaned back in her chair, the light picking up the streaks of red and green that she’d had dyed into her dark brown hair.  Evie had always been original.  We’d been best friends in college and had managed to stay in touch for years, even before there was social media.  When I’d found out about my husband’s illegal activity and become homeless on the same day, she was the first person to reach out to me to offer support.  Bad news traveled fast apparently.  But then again, the FBI raid at my house had made the national news.

My old friend had offered me a job and a place to stay, and I couldn’t be more grateful to her.  Most of my friends from my old life had ditched me once they realized that my husband, well ex-husband now, was a criminal and that we’d lost all of our money.

“I was parking my car,” I explained.  “And you know how I’ve always been terrible at parallel parking?”

Evie nodded, her eyes widening as she saw where this was going.

“Well, I was trying to make sure nothing was behind me, so I was looking backwards, but I still had the car in drive, so I went forward instead of reverse. I heard this really loud kind of crunching noise, and when I stopped the car, I realized that I’d ran into a motorcycle.”

“And Santa?”

“He’s the owner of the motorcycle.  Needless to say, he wasn’t very jolly about it.”

“Was anyone hurt?”

“No, thank goodness.”

Evie looked up towards the top of her head, something she did when she was thinking.

“What did the guy look like?”

I shivered as a picture of my angry Santa filled my mind.  He was tall and broad and gorgeous, and even while he was yelling at me, I was having naughty thoughts about him.  Very naughty thoughts.

“Tall. Broad. Maybe mid-forties? He was super fit, with bulging biceps, strong looking thighs and what looked like a great chest under his tee shirt.  Square jaw, clean shaven.  Sandy blonde hair sticking out of his Santa hat.  Oh, and he had the most beautiful brown eyes.”

“That must be Thom.”

“Thom?”

“Thom George.  He’s the fire chief.”

“How do you know it’s him?”

“There are only two guys in town that ride a motorcycle. Griffin, that’s my friend Dawn’s ex-husband slash boyfriend, and Thom.  Based on the description, you hit Thom.”

“Wow, this small town stuff really takes some getting used to.”

I’d lived in Las Vegas my entire life, other than when I went to college, and I was used to not knowing my neighbors, let alone the names and transportation choices of random public servants. I hadn’t been sure that I’d like living on the east coast, but I’d been desperate to leave the judgmental eyes in Vegas.  The second I saw the ocean from the Promenade on the east side of town I knew I’d made the right decision accepting Evie’s job offer.  So far, I loved living here.

“So, what happened after you hit his bike?”

“Well, he yelled at me for a while, then I tried to give him a copy of my license and insurance card, but he just asked me where I worked.  When I told him I worked here at Boozy Books, he said he’d catch up with me after he got done at the Community Center because he was already late.”

“Oh yeah, today is ‘Visit with Santa Day’ for the kids,” Evie explained.  “All the kids get to visit Santa the week before Thanksgiving and tell  Santa what they want  for Christmas. It kicks off the holiday season and saves their parents from driving forty-five minutes away to wait in long lines to see Santa at the mall.”

I pushed myself to standing, feeling every one of my fifty years.

“Look Maisie,” Evie stood up and came around to put a comforting hand on my shoulder. “I know things look bleak right now, and I have some understanding of what you’re going through, as you know.”

Evie had experienced her own devastating divorce, and like me, she’d been left with almost nothing when the dust settled, other than the knowledge that her marriage had all been a lie.  We definitely had that experience in common.

“But I promise you, things will get better,” Evie continued with a squeeze of my shoulders.  “You have a job, a place to live, and friends who care about you.  You’ll be okay, I guarantee it.”








  
  
Thom




“Idon’t want the red one, I want the blue one. No, wait. I want the green one.” 

I looked over at the kid’s mom, sending her a questioning glance.  I didn’t want to promise the kid a green, um, whatever the hell he was asking for, if his mother wasn’t on board.  She nodded.

“Okay Jayden, I’ll make you a deal.  If you’re a good boy for your Mommie, you’ll see your green, um, toy under the Christmas tree next month.”

“Thanks Santa!”

The kid leapt off my lap like a rocket, and I breathed a sigh of relief as I saw that he was the last one in line. I was exhausted after a long shift at the fire station followed by my Santa gig.  If I was honest with myself, I’d also been distracted by the crazy lady who’d fucked up my bike.  The beautiful crazy lady.

I’d stopped on Main Street for a coffee to wake myself up for my Santa duties. I’d needed something better than that sludge that passed for coffee at the station.  I’d just finished a triple shot espresso at the local coffee shop when I’d heard the sickening crunch of my bike being pushed underneath the bumper of this ancient SUV that was the size of a tank.  I ran outside, in a rage, yelling at the perpetrator.

Then our eyes had met, and I’d lost my head of steam.

I’d never seen her before, so I figured she must be relatively new in town.  The woman was about average height, maybe five six to my six foot zero.  Her clothes – a red V-neck tee shirt and battered jeans --  hung loosely on her slender frame, as if she’d recently lost weight.  Her hair was dark blonde that almost perfectly matched mine, the top half pulled back in a little braid, the style accentuating her high cheekbones,  while the bottom half of her hair cascaded down to her shoulders.

It had been her huge brown eyes that had caught my attention the most.  They looked…haunted.  That was the best way I could explain it. She had shadows under her eyes, like she hadn’t had a good night’s sleep in a long while.  It made me want to pull her to my chest and give her a big hug.

Until I remembered that she’d just messed up my bike.  My most prized possession.  The only remaining souvenir of my misspent youth, and the only thing I had left to remind me of my father.

I sighed deeply as I left the Community Center and headed to the bookstore where she worked. Time to figure out our next steps.  It was a short walk – honestly, nothing was too far in this cute little town.  I’d ended up here by accident many years ago, and as soon as I’d rolled into town, with small businesses lining Main Street and the smell of the ocean thick in the air, I’d known I was home.  It had all the charm of knowing your neighbors and constant community events, but without the closed-mindedness that you often found in a small town.

When I got to Boozy Books there was a line of people waiting outside. Well, a line of women.

“What’s going on?” I asked a woman who I recognized from my doctor’s office.  Daisy?  Darla?  I couldn’t remember.

“It’s Boozy Book Club night.”

“What the hell is that?”  I reminded myself to temper my tone.  I had a reputation for being a bit grumpy and exhaustion only made it worse.

“It’s an adult book club.  Well, a book club for adults, we don’t read porn or anything, even though some of the books have been quite racy.”  I rubbed my forehead as she continued, “Every month we pick a book to read and discuss, and we pair it with specialty drinks.  Tonight’s theme is Merlot and Mayhem.”

At my puzzled look Daisy/Darla explained,  “We read a humorous book where everything goes wrong – that’s the mayhem part – and we pair it with a tasting of different types of merlot.  That’s a red wine,” she added, as if I was an idiot.

“Okay, well you ladies have fun. I need to talk to…”

I stopped and frowned.  I’d been so distracted by my bike and the intense physical reaction I’d had to the woman who’d smashed it that I hadn’t asked her name.

“The new lady who works here,” I finished.

“Oh, you must mean Maisie.  She moved here from Las Vegas recently.”  The woman lowered her voice.  “That poor thing.  She’s sweet as pie, and I’m sure what happened was totally humiliating for her.  Like something out of that TV show where the family has to leave their mansion and live in that dumpy hotel.”

I had absolutely no idea what Daisy/Darla was talking about, but I nodded anyway, hoping to extricate myself from the conversation as quickly as possible.  I was too tired to deal with any more small town gossip.  I’d been up for over twenty-four hours now and I was too damned old to go without sleep for so long.

“You’re both single, by the way,”  Daisy/Darla called after me.  “Both good looking too.”

I ignored her.  As a single man in this town, I was more than familiar with this town’s obsession with matchmaking.

Heading into the bookstore, I looked around for the motorcycle mangler.  I found her walking out from the back room, carrying a large box.  It was obviously too heavy for her, and she was struggling to hold onto it, so I rushed forward to grab the box from her before she dropped the whole damn thing.









