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About This Book




Their storybook romance didn’t have a happily ever after… but he’s back to rewrite their ending. 

When Assistant Chief of Police Elaine Potter's book club picks a steamy rockstar romance, she doesn’t expect real life to copy the story -- until her famous ex strolls back into town. It’s been twenty-five years since Jackson Meyer left her behind for the spotlight, and she’s never forgiven him. Sure, the charming smile, soulful eyes, and unfairly perfect muscles make him even more tempting now, but Elaine isn’t that naive and trusting college girl anymore. She's a hardened, non-nonsense law enforcement officer who is determined not to fall for his charm again. At least, that’s what she tells herself… 

For Jackson, seeing Elaine again is like coming home. He’s had everything --fame, money, adoring fans -- but the only woman he’s ever truly loved is the one he left behind. The cinnamon-roll silver fox is ready to fight for her, and with a meddling book club, some small-town charm, and a few home cooked meals, he might just win her heart back. 

He walked away from her once. This time, he’s not giving up until his ring is on her finger…  

Rum & Rockers 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.








  
  
Author’s Note



This book includes brief non-specific references to past domestic violence towards the mother of one of the main characters which occurs off page. If this topic is disturbing to you, you may want to skip this book. 







  
  
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 the advocates, the social workers, and the good cops who empower victims to choose safety.











  
  
Elaine




“You headin’ out, Potter?” 

I looked up at my boss, Police Chief Jake Wilson.  He was a good guy.  When he moved here a couple of years ago, I thought maybe he’d have an issue with a woman serving as his Assistant Chief, but he’d surprised me.  Chief Wilson judged people on their merits, nothing else, so we’d gotten along just fine. It helped that we had similar philosophies around policing the wacky little small town we called home.

“Yeah, it’s book club night.”

Jake smirked.  “Was there another love connection?”

“You’d have to ask Evie, I haven’t heard anything.”

Jake’s wife Evie ran a bookstore downtown called Boozy Books.  The store’s book club, which paired alcohol and book discussions, was one of the most popular events in town, partly because of the number of times a book club member found love in a way that parallelled something we read in a book.  

Evie fell for Jake while solving a mystery the month we read a mystery.  Her friend Emma fell for a billionaire the month we read a billionaire romance. The owner of our local baseball team had the idea to get a fake fiancé after reading one of the book club selections, and just like the book, she fell for her escort.

I was a practical person who didn’t believe in fate, so at first I chalked all the love matches up to coincidence, especially given that there wasn’t a happily ever after every month we met But enough of my friends had found love that I was starting to think that maybe the book club was magic after all. Not that I’d admit that to anyone.

Besides, I wasn’t looking for a happily ever after. I was perfectly content to be single. I’d resigned myself to the fact that a middle-aged woman who carried a gun and could take down a man twice her size was too much of a threat to most men anyway. 

But I was perfectly content. I had a job I loved, a cute house that was my haven, and a sweet little kitty who loved me. I didn’t need anything else.

Grabbing my bag, I changed my clothes in the locker room then headed out to Boozy Books. My shift had run a little long, so they were just getting started as I slid into a seat next to Evie’s friends Dawn and Maisie.

The book was one of those ‘find yourself at midlife’ stories that had become popular since Eat, Pray, Love.  I didn’t like the book too much, but most of the people in attendance seemed to so I mostly kept quiet and drank the sangria they were serving as part of the event.  The best part of the book club was how we paired our discussion with alcohol.

“Okay, it’s time to announce next month’s book.”  Evie stood at the front of the room, her lithe body practically vibrating with energy.  

The woman was a force of nature, and she sure kept my boss on his toes. I smirked as I remembered the time she hit him in the chest with a paint gun when she thought he was breaking into her bookstore.  She dropped the guy like he was an amateur.  We still gave him shit about that. 

“This month’s book is a collection of novellas called Rock On by Rose Bak, an indie author from the Pacific Northwest. Rock On has five different stories about members of a boy band who retire from their rock star lives and pursue more traditional careers.  Spoiler alert: they find love, of course,” Evie laughed. “Anyway, I read it and I thought the stories were funny and sweet.”

I suppressed a sigh. Rock star romances? I hated anything to do with rock stars. Reading that book would just remind me of…  no, I couldn’t even think his name without my blood pressure rising. 

Downing the rest of my sangria, I debated skipping next month.  But I still found myself buying a copy of the book as I walked out of the store. Why should I miss my favorite event of the month because of He Who Shall Not Be Named? I’d already given that guy way too much space in my head.  

It had been twenty-five years.  Surely I was over Jackson Meyer by now.








  
  
Jackson




It was a beautiful day for a drive. The sun was shining, the wind was blowing through my hair, and I had ABBA cranked up as loud as it would go. It was a good day. I sped up a bit, enjoying the power of the convertible’s performance engine.

As I drove, I wondered if I was making a mistake. After all, it had been twenty-five years since I’d laid eyes on Elaine Potter. But for some reason she’d been on my mind a lot lately, especially with the death of my cousin and all the transitions in my life. And by ‘on my mind’ I meant I’d been low-key obsessed with her since I decided to retire.

In retrospect, I’d been ready to leave the music business for a long time.  The gigs were fewer and farther between and the record company was as uninterested in my last album as I’d been. I had all the money in the world, but I just wasn’t happy.  And the truth was, I was lonely. As soon as I made the decision to retire I’d had the strongest urge to find Elaine, the woman who’d gotten away.

Or technically, the woman I’d cast aside thanks to greed and youthful ambition.

It hadn’t been hard to find her. It turned out that Elaine was living in the small town where she’d grown up. She was a cop, apparently a good one, given that the town’s Facebook page had shown her getting several commendations over the years. 

It was a picture from last summer that made me decide to come see her. She was manning the barbecue at a summer event, hair pulled back in a no-nonsense ponytail, a police department tee shirt hugging her slim but muscular frame. She was smiling at the camera, that wide happy smile that she reserved for only the best things, and it hit me right in the gut.  Staring at that picture, I’d realized that I needed to see her again, talk to her. 

I needed to know if what we had was all just a dream, or if it had been real. I needed to know if she thought of me as often as I thought of her.  Most of all, I wanted to know if she still hated me or if maybe we could be friends again.

I could use a friend right now.

Red and blue lights flashed in my rearview mirror right before I heard the siren.  I glanced down at the speedometer, realizing that while I’d been daydreaming about my ex-girlfriend I’d sped up to twenty miles over the speed limit.  

Damn it.

I slowed, pulling over on the shoulder and turning off the car. I got enough tickets that I knew the drill. 

The squad car pulled in behind me, doing that thing they did where they parked partly in the lane of traffic.  Not that there was a lot of traffic on this country road.  Several long minutes passed while they ran my plates. They wouldn’t find much, this car was a rental.

Finally the door opened and the cop strode towards my car, head on swivel and hand on the butt of her gun as she looked for signs of danger.  There was something familiar about the way she walked. It couldn’t be…

“Good afternoon. License and registration please.”

Something strange rolled through my body at the sound of her voice. Some potent mix of excitement and dread and disbelief and maybe hope.

“Elaine? Is that you?”

She looked almost the same. Straight brown hair, pulled back in a ponytail. Small waist, round hips, strong thighs. She was a little thicker now, but also more muscular, no doubt due to the physical requirements of her job. And then there were those pink lips that I’d kissed a million times. They were shiny, and I wanted to know if she still wore the strawberry-flavored gloss she used to favor.

I couldn’t see her eyes behind her mirrored sunglasses, but I saw her sharp intake of breath. It was the only indication that she recognized me. We stared at each other for several breaths before she spoke again.

“License and registration please, Jackson.”

“That’s all you have to say?” I asked incredulously.  “After twenty-five years?”

Her spine straightened and her lips tightened. I’d irritated her.

“How about give me your license and registration before I haul you in for speeding?”

I showed her my hands.  “I’m going to reach into my back pocket.”

Her hand went to the holster at her waist, the move automatic. At least I hoped it was. I moved slowly, removing my license and handing her the folder of information from the rental car company.

“Stay here,” she ordered, turning on her heel and heading back to her squad car.

Something about that firm voice did funny things to my insides. She’d always been a bit bossy, but clearly my girl was used to being in charge.

My girl?

I inhaled sharply as it hit me. I wasn’t just here to see if she still hated me or to relive old memories. I was still in love with her. That was the reason why none of my other relationships worked out. Two days ago I would have denied it, despite my inability to explain the pull I felt to find her, to stop my cyberstalking and actually see her for myself.  But now that I’d seen her again, I knew the truth. I was still in love with Elaine Potter. 

The question was, what was I going to do about it?









