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  About This Book


A runaway bride walks into a bar…and finds her fated mate! 
Security Chief Duncan has just about given up on finding love.  Almost everyone around him has paired up, but he’s still a lone wolf. Until a woman in a wedding dress appears in the doorway of his favorite watering hole…
Elizabeth fought her way out of her old-fashioned pack.  About to turn forty, she’s ready for a new start in the shifter town of Greysden. She’s ready to be independent and to finally live life on her own terms.  What she’s not ready for? An overprotective wolf who claims she’s his mate the minute she steps paw in her new town. 
It's getting harder and harder to reject Duncan when he’s around all the time, being the friend she needs.  And when danger from her past comes calling, Elizabeth needs to make a decision: accept her fate or run away.  
“Runaway Wolf” is a steamy midlife paranormal romantic comedy with strong women, cinnamon roll shifter men, and a town full of nosy matchmakers determined to help everyone find their happily ever after.
Bite-Sized Shifters”, a series of paranormal romantic comedies you can read in just a few hours. Each book in the series is standalone featuring a mature couple, steamy scenes, a lot of fur and claws, and a guaranteed HEA.






  
  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


This book is dedicated to everyone who goes through hell to make the right decision for them – and finds joy because of it.    






  
  Duncan


“Hey Duncan, have you seen my sisters?” 
I looked up to see Pepper Rosewater standing by my elbow.  I’d been so lost in thought I hadn’t even noticed her come up.  Some wolf I was.  If she’d been a predator she could have ripped my throat out.  Fortunately, she was only a witch, and not a very good one at that. I sent the pretty brunette a smile.
“Hey Pepper, no they haven’t gotten here yet. I don’t know about Cami, but when I left the office Preston was banging your other sister in our conference room. Loudly.”
Preston was my boss, and the mate of Pepper’s sister Meri.  
“Gross.  Those two never stop.”
She wasn’t wrong.  My rich shifter boss and his bohemian psychic mate could not be more different, and they liked to bang out those differences.  Energetically and often.
“Can I buy you a drink while you wait?” I offered.
“Sure. Thanks.”
I waved my hand to Marie, the bartender.  Marie was a fellow wolf who was mated to the owner of this establishment, a bear shifter named Ben Murphy.  She was a few years younger than me, but like me, she’d grown up here.
“Hey Pepper, what’ll it be?” Marie asked.  
Marie knew pretty much everyone in town by name.  She’d worked at this bar for as long as I could remember.
“I’ll take a lemon drop please Marie.  And put it on Duncan’s tab.”
“Coming right up.” 
I turned to face Pepper, wishing not for the first time that she was my mate.  Even though she wasn’t a shifter, she was strong and smart and beautiful, the perfect woman for me.  On paper at least. Pepper and I had a lot of friends and family in common and spent a lot of time in each other’s orbit, but unfortunately she felt more like a little sister to me than anything.  
I was starting to despair about finding my mate.  At forty-five, I was way past the point I thought I’d be settling down. I didn’t care about having cubs, but I did want a companion to grow old with.
Maybe I should do some traveling. It was highly unlikely that my fated mate would randomly show up in the small town of Greysden where we all lived. Then again, I’d lived in New York City for years and had no luck there either.  Maybe I was doomed to be a lone wolf.
Marie returned with Pepper’s drink.
“How’s the witch training going?” Marie asked my companion.
Pepper had grown up in a family of witches and psychics thinking that she was the only one without powers until her cousin had come for a visit last Halloween. It turned out that her aunt had accidentally bound Pepper’s magical powers with a spell she’d done on her daughter. The truth had come out when Pepper’s cousin Jane came back to the family estate just outside of Greysden looking for answers about her suddenly emerging magic.  
Jane had also found a mate while she was in town, a demon wolf hybrid named Gabe who happened to be my long-lost half-brother.  
See? Pepper and I had a lot of connections.  And now that my friend Dianne and Pepper’s sister Cami had found their mates too, Pepper and I were also the only two in our group who weren’t mated yet.  
“My training is going okay, kind of slow,” Pepper answered.
“Well, you didn’t have a lifetime to hone your skills,” Marie reminded her.  “Be patient with yourself.”
“That’s what my mother tells me too,” Pepper acknowledged.
Pepper’s mother was a strong witch. Now that her daughter’s magical skills had been unleashed, she was trying hard to provide her with all the training she’d missed growing up thinking she was non-magical.
Just then the door to the bar opened, and something made me look up.  There, framed in the doorway, was a woman who appeared to be wearing…a wedding dress? I sniffed the air, smelling something sweet. Suddenly my wolf went crazy inside me.
“Mate!” he said excitedly.  “Our mate is here!”
I popped off my bar stool like the thing was electrified, my wolf pushing me to go to the woman, to grab her and take her back to our den where we could mark her and mate with her.
“What’s wrong?”  Pepper’s voice seemed like it was coming from far away.  All of my attention was focused on the mysterious woman who was still standing in the doorway, looking around curiously.
“Mine!” I growled.
“Oh no, not again!” Pepper yelped in exasperation.  “Why does this keep happening to me?  Am I doomed to be the town’s mate magnet who never has a mate of her own?”
Much to her annoyance, Pepper was like a lucky charm for finding a mate.  She’d been with every single person in our circle at the exact moment they found their mates.  I knew it bugged her, given that she still hadn’t found her own mate, but right now I could only focus on one thing: claiming my mate.
I stalked across the room as the woman finally closed the door and headed inside, moving towards the bar.
“Mate! Mine!” I growled.
The woman stopped dead, sniffing the air as her eyes went right to me.  She was a curvy beauty with round hips, a narrow waist, and full breasts.  I was guessing she was in her late thirties, with pale skin and light brown hair that was up in some kind of complicated twist that accented her sharp cheekbones and pointy chin.  My eyes dropped to her mouth, noting her pale pink lips, thick and full.
As I got closer I realized that she was also a wolf shifter.  That made things easier.  With another shifter I wouldn’t have to worry about explaining about mates or wasting time on stupid crap like dating.  We could get right to the claiming.  Hot damn, this was my lucky day!
My wolf was scratching at my insides, begging to be set free to be closer to his mate.
“Mate!” I said again, stopping in front of her.
The woman’s face flashed in fear for a nanosecond before stubbornness took over.  She straightened her spine and waved her pointer finger in my direction.
“Oh no you don’t, wolf. I’m no one’s mate.  Now go away.”







  
  Elizabeth


The guy in front of me looked adorably confused.  I had to hand it to fate, if I’d wanted a mate, this wolf would be perfect for me.  He was tall and broad with wide shoulders, thick biceps, and a toned chest that was clearly visible beneath the form-fitting tee shirt he wore.  Faded jeans lovingly hugged his slim hips and thick thighs. He looked like he was in his early forties, based on the tiny lines that bracketed his mouth and the corners of his deep brown eyes, but there wasn’t an ounce of fat on this guy.  He also smelled delicious, the perfect combination of woodsy and citrus. 
“Mate!”  My wolf was scratching inside me excitedly. “We found him! It’s good we didn’t marry that nasty Marcus!”
My wolf’s feelings on the man that up until about three hours ago I thought I’d marry were well known. It wasn’t that I’d disagreed with her. I could barely stand the guy myself.  But I’d been manipulated into marrying him.  Thankfully, I’d learned the truth and escaped before I went through that sham of a marriage.
As I’d run away from the church I’d made myself a promise: I would never let myself be controlled by a man ever again. Not my father, not my brother, and not some dude in a bar who claimed he was my mate.
“Not claimed, it’s true. He is our mate,”







