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About This Book




Falling in love with billionaires is only something that happens in romance books, right? 

Nurse Emma Edwards is known for her bedside manner.  Her quiet confidence and a sunny personality can cheer up even the grumpiest patient.

But her latest patient isn’t just grumpy, he’s successful, rich, and incredibly handsome. Wyatt Simmons made a fortune in business, but the widower is also quite lonely – at least until his daughter insists on hiring a nurse to care for him after emergency surgery. He might not want a nurse, but he does want Emma – for the rest of his life. 

They come from different worlds, but they’re both old enough to know what they want – love.

“Bubbly & Billionaires” is part of the “Boozy Book Club” series.  Each story in the series is a steamy standalone featuring a couple in their 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.

Download this instalove romantic comedy 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/Getaway

Subscribers will receive a free book and be the first to hear about all the latest releases, freebies, and special sales.








  
  
Dedication




For all the billionaire romance fans.











  
  
Prologue – Emma




Two weeks ago… 

“Good evening ladies, and welcome to the Boozy Book Club.  For those of you who don’t know me, my name is Evie Fontenot and I’m the owner of Boozy Books.”

The group clapped politely.  I looked around and saw a couple of new faces.  Evie’s Boozy Book Club was really taking off.  What started off as just our group of five friends now had grown to over a dozen members.

My friend Evie was a genius.  After an unexpected divorce left her with nothing, she had crowd-funded the down payment to purchase a popular bookstore downtown.  When the original owners announced that they were retiring due to unexpected health complications, they’d been thrilled to give one of their best customers and a fellow book lover a good deal on the store.

First she had cleaned up the store, opening up space, adding seating, and improving the lighting.  When she was done with that, Evie had turned the meeting rooms upstairs into a little café that served coffee, wine, beer, pastries, and sandwiches.  We’d all helped her knock down the walls and do some of the pre-work on the café, working out our stress with sledgehammers.  That had been a fun day.

Evie renamed the store Boozy Books and had a huge grand reopening.  Since then, business had been going better than she ever could have hoped.  Everyone in town loved the idea of having a coffee or an adult beverage while reading and shopping for books. Boozy Books was also a popular place for someone going on a first date or tackling an afternoon of teleworking.

Last year Evie had introduced the Boozy Book Club.  The concept was simple: every month one member was responsible for picking the book for the next meeting, as well as a signature cocktail that would be served during the meeting.  Book club members were charged a small fee to cover the cost of the refreshments, and since most of them purchased the book of the month from Boozy Books, it also helped with sales.  

We had just finished discussing the book of the month, a collection of feminist poetry, and we were all enjoying a glass of Pimms, a gin-based liqueur.  I’d never had it before, but it was delicious. I would definitely order it again sometime.

“I hope you all enjoyed our Pimms and Poetry night,” Evie continued.  “Our next selection is brought to us by one of our founding book club members, Rachael.  Rachael, please share next month’s theme.”

My friend Rachael stood up from her seat in the row in front of me.  “OK ladies, I have a special treat for you. The theme for next month is ‘Bubbly and Billionaires’.  We’ll be reading ‘The Billionaire’s Curvy Assistant’ and for our discussion, the drink of the night will be Champagne Cocktails.”  

The book club members clapped politely.  Although the group read a variety of book genres, romantic fiction was always a popular choice with the ladies.

“Thank you Rachael.  Copies of the book are available to purchase at the registers downstairs. Enjoy your evening.”

“I hate billionaire stories,” I grumbled to Dawn.  She and Evie and I were all best friends.

“Why?” she asked curiously.

“They’re so unrealistic,” I grumbled.  “What’s wrong with your run-of-the-mill millionaires? At least those are more common. I mean, what are there, like a couple of hundred billionaires in the world?”

Dawn laughed. “I think there’s a few more than that.”

“Even if there are, billionaires don’t fall in love with working class girls like us.”

Lainie giggled.  “I’d hardly call you working class Emma.  You make pretty good money as a nurse.”

“Maybe so, but you don’t run into a lot of billionaires in everyday life. Where would you even meet someone like that?”








  
  
Wyatt




“Idon’t need a damn nurse! I’m not an invalid.” 

“Dad, you just had surgery and walked out of the hospital before they released you.  Since you didn’t stay in the hospital like your doctor advised, you’re damn well going to have a nurse to keep an eye on you until you’ve recovered.”  

My daughter Susannah tucked the blankets around me and pressed a kiss on the top of my head like I was a toddler.  Damn hospital.  I’d had my appendix removed yesterday and after one night of everyone hovering around me and taking my damn temperature every five minutes I couldn’t take it anymore.  I’d walked right out at five in the morning and called my car service to take me back to my home.

My normally peaceful and quiet home.  Or it was until the hospital called my daughter and tattled on me.  She was listed as my emergency contact, and she’d high-tailed it over to my house to read me the riot act.   Susannah was a fixer. Within ninety minutes of her arrival, she’d moved me into the downstairs guest room, made me breakfast, ordered groceries, and hired me a damn nurse.

I sighed.  I loved my daughter, really I did, but I just wanted to recover in peace.

“I’m fine, I just need to sleep,” I told her.  “You can’t any sleep in that damn hospital.”

I was in a bit of pain, not that I would admit that to Susannah. I shifted to reach for my water bottle and before I could stop myself, I grimaced at the pull of pain from my stitches.  

“See?” she said.  “You do need help.  Now quit being such a grump and let me take care of you for once.”

Susannah and I had always been close, but since her mother died of breast cancer at only thirty-seven years old, it had been me and my daughter against the world.  Susannah was the best of both of us.  She’d gotten her keen mind and love of reading from me, but she was also social and thoughtful like her mother.  It’s what had made my wife and me such a good match.  If it’d been up to me, I’d be a hermit. My wife had forced me to interact with people outside of work and if I was honest, it had been good for me.

The doorbell rang and Susannah hustled off to answer it. I heard her whispering in the hallway, presumably telling the nurse about my injuries, and warning her that I was a grouchy asshole.

Susannah returned a few minutes later with a woman wearing light green scrubs with a pattern of yellow and white daisies.  She was tall, towering over my five foot four daughter.  My eyes caught on the woman’s dark green clogs, before traveling up sturdy legs, curvy hips, a tucked in waist, and generous breasts that were evident even beneath the loose and unflattering scrubs.  She wasn’t fat or thin, just lush and curvy like a woman should be.

Continuing my perusal, I noted a sharp chin, glossy pink lips, pale white skin with a smattering of freckles across the bridge of her nose, brown eyes, and dark blonde hair that was pulled up into one of those messy buns that women liked to wear.  Tendrils of blonde hair escaped and curled down to the top of her shoulders, softening the look. I’d guess she was in her late forties or early fifties, around the same age as me.

My eyes locked onto hers and held.  I felt a jolt of awareness race through my body, and judging by the widening of her eyes, she felt it too.  Mine. Something deep in my soul laid claim to this stranger in the ridiculous flowered scrubs and in that moment, I knew I was fucked.

The woman visibly shook herself, breaking the spell between us. She hustled forward, holding out her hand and giving me a cheerful smile.

“Hello Mr. Simmons, my name is Emma Edwards.  I’ll be taking care of you for the next few days.”

“I don’t need any help,” I grumbled even as I took her hand.  It felt soft and small in mine, and I wanted to never let her go.  I could feel the unexpected connection between us.  I suspected Emma could feel it too.  She pulled her hand away quickly, as if she’d been burned.

What on Earth was wrong with me?  I didn’t like strangers, and I sure as hell didn’t want to fall in love with someone new.  My wife and I had a good life together, and I’d loved her dearly. After watching her slip into a long, agonizing death I’d promised myself that I was done. No more dating. No more love.  It was the only way to protect myself from the pain.

But that all went out the window the minute the woman took my hand. Plans changed.

“He refuses to take any pain meds,” Susannah tattled on me, seemingly oblivious to the tension between me and Emma.

“Well let me take a quick look at that wound,” Emma said, giving me a big, cheerful smile.  I had a feeling she was one of those happy sunshiney people, unlike me.

The nurse stepped into the en-suite bathroom, and I heard the water running as she washed her hands.  She returned a minute later and without asking, slid the blanket down to my waist.  I was wearing a pajama top that I’d left open to keep the pressure of the fabric off my throbbing wound. The incisions hurt more than I had expected, given their small size.

Emma carefully removed the gauze bandage, tossing it into the garbage can near the bed, and leaned down to get a closer look at the incision. I studied the top of her head while she studied my abdomen.  On instinct, I started to suck in my gut, but that caused more pain than I wanted to deal with.  Fortunately, I was in pretty good shape for an old man.  I ran most days and lifted weights three times a week.  Just because I was fifty-three, that was no reason to let myself go entirely.

“Can you hand me my bag please Susannah?” Emma asked with another happy smile.

My daughter picked up her medical backpack and Emma slid the zipper open.  Finding a pair of latex gloves, she covered her hands and then probed around the incision site gently.  I hissed in pain, and she looked up at me under her lashes.

“You’re going to take your pain meds,” she ordered sternly as she covered the wound with a fresh gauze bandage. 

I shivered at her tone and willed myself not to get a hard-on. Stern Emma was even sexier than happy Emma.

“I don’t like those damn things,” I replied sullenly.  I heard Susannah sigh deeply behind us.

“Too bad,” Emma said, still with that stern tone.  “Your body can’t heal properly if it’s busy fighting the pain.  You will take your pain meds today, and we’ll re-evaluate again in a day or two with the goal of stepping down to ibuprofen.”

Without being asked, Susannah handed her the bottle of pills she’d somehow procured after I left the hospital.  I swear my daughter could manage the most complex operations like a seasoned military general. Her time was wasted in her social services job.  She should be running a small country or something.

Emma glanced at the label, then asked, “Are you taking any other medication?”

“Just my cholesterol medication.”

She nodded.  “Great, that won’t interfere with these.”  

She smiled again and I caught my breath. She really was quite beautiful.  Mine. I heard the word deep in my soul.

Emma poured two tablets onto her gloved palm and moved it closer to me.  When I didn’t take the pills, she grabbed my chin firmly between the fingers of her other hand, pulling my mouth open.

“Hey!” I protested.

The sneaky woman used the opportunity to toss the pills into my mouth, then she handed me the water bottle.  I glared at her but took a long swallow to wash down the chalky pills.  I ran one of the largest companies in the country and I’d just been outmaneuvered by a curvy little sunshine in daisy scrubs.

“Wow,” Susannah said, clearly impressed.  “You’re good.”

“You’ve got to throw them towards the back of the throat, like how you do with a dog,” Emma said cheerfully.  

I gave her my best scowl, the one that made most of my employees cower, but Emma was unaffected. 

“Well Dad, I guess I’m leaving you in capable hands,” Susannah announced.  She leaned over the bed and gave me a kiss on the cheek.  “You be good,” she whispered in my ear.

She turned her attention back to Emma.  “Thanks for your help Ms. Edwards. I should be back here around seven o’clock if that works for you. As I mentioned, there’s lunch for both of you in the fridge, you just need to heat it up when you get hungry.  When I come back I’ll bring dinner for Dad.”

“That sounds fine Susannah thank you,” Emma replied.  “And please call me Emma.”

Susannah looked between the two of us, then hightailed it out of the room, leaving us alone.

“What do we do now?” I grumbled, crossing my arms over my chest, and looking at Emma.

Emma gave me a smile.  “Now you rest.”

“I’m not tired, damn it.”

Ten minutes later, I was fast asleep.









