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  About This Book


He let her go once, but there’s no way he’s letting his mate get away a second time. 
Thirty years ago, wolf shifter Damon met his true mate.  Unfortunately, he was already married to someone else, with a baby on the way.  Letting Angie go was the hardest thing he ever did, but he always knew that somehow fate would bring them together again.
Angie is only back in the shifter town of Greysden long enough to mend fences with her sister and help settle their parents’ estate.  She has no desire to stay in the town where she experienced so much loss, even if her sister’s new neighbor is her long-lost mate.  Too much time has passed, and they’re both too old for this mate nonsense, right?
With a little help from her matchmaking family, Damon is going to show Angie that second chances are precious, and midlife love is worth taking a chance on… 
“Second Chance Wolf” is book seven in the “Bite-Sized Shifters” series, a series of paranormal romantic comedies you can read in just a few hours. Each book in the series is a standalone featuring a mature couple, steamy scenes, a lot of fur and claws, and a guaranteed HEA.
This book includes a special excerpt from “Wolf Doctor”, book one of the Bite-Sized Shifters series, available now from all major online retailers. 






  
  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 everyone who wonders “what if” when they think about their first love. 






  
  Angie


“We’re going to need more lube.” 
I repressed a sigh as James slicked up his cock and went back in.  He’d been pumping into me for what felt like thirty-seven hours, and he still hadn’t reached his orgasm.  I wondered if he had a medical issue.  I mean, I appreciated a guy with some longevity, but this was ridiculous.  Meanwhile any arousal I felt was long gone.  I needed him to finish and leave so I could take care of myself.  
James stiffened above me and finally came with a long groan.  Thank the gods, I thought.   
Deep inside me, my wolf woke up from her nap.  She flicked her tail dismissively, unimpressed with my boyfriend’s sexual prowess.  My other half never liked it when I slept with men who weren’t my fated mate.  Most wolf shifters believed that fate would send them the perfect mate, and that had happened for me too. Unfortunately, things hadn’t worked out with our mate, but the animal was too simple to understand the complexities of human relationships.
I pushed my mate out of my mind as James rolled off me, flopping on his back and breathing heavily.  He turned his head and pressed a string of sweet kisses along my neck.  
“That was incredible, baby.”
Gah.  I hated it when men called me ‘baby’.  I didn’t like it when I was twenty and I liked it even less at fifty.  I also didn’t appreciate his complete disinterest in making sure I was satisfied when we slept together.  Spoiler alert: I never was.
I pulled the blanket up to my neck and stared at the ceiling, wondering if I should break up with James.  I guess I should tell him that we were better as friends.  He was an interesting guy, and it was nice having a date for events, but the sex was so lackluster that I almost always wound up finishing myself off with my vibrator after he left – if I had the energy.
I heard a soft snore as James started to fall asleep.  Damn it, I’d told him a hundred times I didn’t like people sleeping over.  I pushed on his shoulder.
“Wake up James, time to go.”
My boyfriend grumbled, but finally got up and got dressed.  I practically pushed him out the door, not even allowing him to linger for a kiss.  I stalked back to my bedroom, assessing whether I was in the mood to pull out my vibrator and finish what James started.  I was leaning towards just going to sleep.
My phone buzzed as I crossed the living room. I detoured to the table where it was attached to a charging cord.  Connie.  I frowned.  I hadn’t heard from my older sister in several months.  She didn’t usually call unless something was up. I felt a twinge of sadness, remembering how close we were before everything happened.
“Hey Connie,” I greeted.  “Is everything okay?”
My sister sniffed.  “It’s Mom.  She’s gone.  The doctor thinks it was a heart attack.”
I sank to the floor as my legs gave out.  
“No,” I whispered, surprised by how upset I was at the death of a parent I hadn’t talked to in years.  
“How’s Dad?” I asked grudgingly.  I hoped he’d be burning in hell soon, just like my mother.
“I don’t think he’s going to make it,” she sobbed.  “He’s just laying in the bed, cradling Mom, howling and refusing to let them take the body.  You’ve got to come home, Angie.”
“But…”
“Please.  I know how you feel about Greysden, I know how you feel about Dad, but I need you Angie.”  Her voice broke.  “I can’t do this alone, I need my sister.”
Unlike me, Connie had maintained a relationship with our parents.  I, on the other hand, hadn’t seen or talked to my parents since I was eighteen. She was much more forgiving than me, and I know she’d wanted her son to have a relationship with his grandparents.  It stung a little that Connie had kept them in her life while I was all the way out here, all alone.  But then again, she wasn’t the one they’d tried to…I pushed the thought out of my mind.  
I had no desire to go back but I couldn’t deny my sister; she never asked me for anything.  I took a deep shuddering breath.  
“OK Connie.  I’m going to drive; airfares will be ridiculous with this short of notice.  I’ll leave in the morning.”
“Thanks Sis, see you soon.”
After a mostly sleepless night I was up with the sun. Or as much sun as we got in Seattle at this time of the year.  Pulling on some loose sweats, I walked a couple of blocks over to a trailhead.  I needed to run my wolf before we headed out on our long drive, or she would drive me crazy.  She hated being cooped up in the car. After checking to make sure there were no humans around, I pulled off my clothes and hid them between some rocks.  
Once I was naked I stretched my arms over my head, loosening up my spine, and took a deep breath.  I exhaled, calling my wolf forward.  There was a brief flash of pain as my bones broke and lengthened, and my muscles and tendons grew.  I fell to all fours as fur sprouted all over my body and a tail extended from my spine.  Claws and fangs dropped last.  
My wolf shook herself and then took off at a slow amble.  We weren’t as young as we used to be, and I could feel my wolf slowing down a bit, but she still loved to chase rabbits and chipmunks like she was a pup.  It was a beautiful morning to run, misty but warm.
As I ran through the woods, I thought of the last time I was in Greysden.  The last time I saw my family.  How my parents betrayed me for money.  And then I thought of him.  Damon.  My true mate.  Fate was a cruel bitch, because although she brought us together, Damon and I were doomed to be apart.  I urged my wolf to run faster, to wipe the memories out of my mind.
This was going to be a hard trip.  I only hoped I could get through it as painlessly as possible so I could return to Seattle and never set foot in Greysden again.






  
  Damon


“Dad, are you sure about this?” 
I looked over at my daughter with a fond smile.  “Yeah sweetie, I am.”
“I don’t understand.  You’ve lived in Denver for thirty years.  You love Denver.  Why are you going to move to some little town in the middle of nowhere?”
“I grew up near Greysden,” I reminded her.  “That area is home for me.”
Home is wherever our mate is, my wolf grumbled in mind.  We have to find her. 
I felt a stab of pain as Angie’s face flashed in my memory.  My best friend’s little sister.  Well, sister-in-law.  Andy had mated with and married Angie’s older sister, Connie.  I’d been the best man and eighteen-year-old Angie had been the maid of honor.  The minute I set eyes on her for the first time at the wedding rehearsal dinner I knew.  Angie was my fated mate.
At the time I’d felt the most incredible rush of joy.  It was every shifter’s dream: to find the one person in all the world who was perfect for them.  The other half of your soul. My wolf had gone crazy with excitement.
Unfortunately, it wasn’t meant to be.  I wasn’t free. I was already married and had a pregnant wife. It was a no-win situation: be with my mate and betray my wife, or be with my wife and betray my mate.  
Angie and I had shared one kiss. One incredible kiss that I







