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About This Book




They were too young when they met to know they were fated mates, but their wolves knew… 

Caleb

After years of searching for my mate, I’ve resigned myself to the fact that I’m destined to be a lone wolf. Now I spend most of my time in my cabin in the mountains, working on my business and keeping my grumpy self away from my neighbors. Until the dreams start again…

Danielle

When I was just a pup I got lost in the woods. Alone and scared, I didn’t think I’d survive. Until my knight in shining armor arrived. I’ve never forgotten the older boy who saved me and brought me back to my parents, but I figured that I’d never see him again. Until I need another rescue, that is.

The minute I see him again I know the truth: Caleb is my fated mate. It’s why my inner animal would never let me love another man. But I’m no longer the scared young girl I was back then. I’m an independent forty year old woman, and years of a bad luck have made me cautious about relationships. I like my freedom too much to give it up now.

Their wolves have finally found each other again, they just need the human sides to get out of their way…

“Crying Wolf” is a steamy midlife paranormal romantic comedy with a strong woman, a cinnamon roll shifter man, a jealous pet goat, and a town full of nosy matchmakers determined to help everyone find true love.

This book is part of the "Bite-Sized Shifters” series, 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




For all the difficult pets that we love anyway.











  
  
Prologue - Danielle




Thirty-three years ago… 

“Mama? Daddy?”

I looked around frantically, trying to figure out where I was. It was dark in this part of the woods, and it scared me more than I wanted to admit. I’d been camping with my parents when I saw the most beautiful butterfly. That little voice inside me that I knew was my wolf had urged me to follow it. I probably should have told my parents where I was going, but they’d been busy setting up the tent.

I had no idea how to get back to them now, and it was starting to get dark. I tried to use my wolf’s enhanced senses like my parents taught me. Closing my eyes, I inhaled with my mouth partly open, catching the scents with both my nose and my mouth. I smelled moss and pine and other animals, but not my parents’ familiar scent.  My senses were stronger than a human’s, but because I wasn’t old enough to shift yet it was hard to separate what I was smelling.

Tears filled my eyes, and I slid my back down a tree, pulling my knees up to my chin and hugging them tight.  Would my parents be able to find me out here? I’d run pretty far before I lost sight of the butterfly.

These woods were different from the woods back home in Oregon.  They felt strange and scary.  What if my parents didn’t find me before some scary predator did? I was too young to shift and defend myself.

I jumped as I heard a twig snap and then a boy materialized in front of me.  He was a little bit older than my seven years, tall and thin with messy brown hair and amber eyes that seemed to glow. 

He’s a wolf, the voice told me.  My inner wolf was talking to me more and more now, even though I wouldn’t shift for a few more years.

The boy came right over to me like he’d been looking for me.

“Why are you out here by yourself?” the boy demanded.  “It’s too dangerous to out here alone before you can shift. A bear would have you for a snack, you’re so small he’d eat you in one bite.”

“You’re here alone,” I pointed out, pushing up to standing.  

There was something about this boy. I felt drawn to him somehow, like he was someone I knew even though I’d never met him before. And I didn’t feel scared anymore, instinctively knowing that he’d protect me.

“I can shift,” he told me proudly.  “I shifted last week, right after my twelfth birthday.”

“How was it?” I asked in fascination, forgetting that I was lost in the woods. Shifting was such a grown-up thing to do.  “My parents say they don’t remember their first shift.”

“It hurt a lot,” he said in a matter of fact tone. “But my dad says it’s because it’s new. He says it hurts less the more you do it. And it happens much faster. It took me like five whole minutes to shift.”

I’d watched members of my pack shift enough to know that was a very long time for a shift. I wondered if my first time would take that long too. I’d have to ask my mom.

“Can you do it right now?” I asked. “Shift into your wolf?”

He shook his head. “I been tryin’ to do it again, but my wolf is shy or something. He won’t come out again no matter what I do.”

“Bummer.”

He nodded.  “Yeah.”

We stared at each other for several seconds, and I felt something buzz between us, like electricity. I was pretty sure the boy felt it too because he was staring at the air between us, a slight frown on his face. That presence inside, the part of me that I knew was my wolf half, moved restlessly inside me.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Danielle,” I answered promptly.  “What’s yours?”

“Caleb.”

“I never heard that name before,” I said.

He shrugged.  “It’s my name. Do you want me to help you find your way back to your parents’ campsite? They’re probably worried.”

“How did you know I was camping?” I asked, suddenly suspicious.

“I was fishing in the stream, and I saw you running from the direction of the campground,” he said, his voice clearly conveying it was logical.  “Then a little while later I heard people yelling ‘Danielle! Danielle! Where are you?’ so I figured I’d better come find you and see if you needed help. My dad says we always gotta help a lady in distress.”

“I’m not in distress,” I said, ignoring the fact that I’d just been crying.  “But I better get back. My mom’s gonna be freaking out and I don’t want to get in trouble.”

Caleb nodded, then held out his hand. When our skin touched, I felt a weird jolt, like the way you get a shock from the carpet sometimes, except I wasn’t standing on anything besides fallen pine needles.  That was weird.  

The boy was quiet for a few seconds before he tugged on my hand.  

“Come on, it’s this way.”








  
  
Danielle




“Gertrude! Stop!” 

I cursed a blue streak as I chased after the mischievous goat I’d been suckered into adopting a few years ago.  I’d been looking for a used lawn mower when I saw an ad for a goat. “Free to a good home.”  Filled with ideas of a goat who’d hang out in the yard eating grass and relieving me of my need to do so much yardwork, I’d adopted her on the spot.

Gertrude’s former owner had seemed giddy when he handed her over to me. I soon knew why.  My goat was a giant pain in the ass. I was pretty sure she didn’t think she was even a goat. She followed me around like a puppy when I was outside with her and when I wasn’t, she was like a little Houdini, escaping out of the most secure enclosures.

I chased through the forest wishing that I could shift into my wolf form. Running was so much easier on four paws. Unfortunately, Gertrude got freaked out and ran away every time she saw me shift.  The last thing I needed was her getting more freaked out. I’d have to chase her to the other side of Colorado at this rate.

“Gertrude!”

I didn’t know these woods as well as the ones in Oregon, but I would soon.  I’d moved to the small shifter town of Greysden a few weeks ago, after an ugly divorce and an uglier nonprofit merger that saw me booted out of the job I’d been at for over fifteen years. The universe had been telling me something: get the hell out of Oregon.

That’s when I remembered my trip to Greysden back when I was seven years old. My parents and I had camped out for an entire week and except for a brief getting lost incident, I’d had the best time here. 

It was weird how vividly I still remembered that experience. I remembered chasing the butterfly, getting lost, and then being rescued by that boy. Caleb. He’d taken me back to my parents and disappeared before I could even thank him. But he still crossed my mind from time to time, and sometimes his face came to me in my dreams. I couldn’t say why fifteen minutes with the boy had made such an impression on me, but it sure had.

I saw Gertrude up ahead eating the leaves off a bush and put on some speed, my wolf urging me on. She loved to play chase.  The toe of my shoe caught on a root and then suddenly I was flying through the air, landing flat on the ground hard enough to make me cry out in pain. 

“Are you okay?”

I jumped as a voice seemed to come out of nowhere. I’d been so focused on chasing Gertrude that I hadn’t noticed anyone else in the forest. Great, whoever it was had just seen me faceplant in the dirt. With the wind blowing away from us, I couldn’t get enough of a whiff to know if it was a human or a shifter.

I scrambled to my feet, taking a few quick steps back in case I was in danger.  My stupid goat came ambling over, positioning herself in front of me protectively as she bleated angrily. 

I grabbed her collar then finally got a good look at the guy. Our eyes met and I recoiled as my wolf went crazy inside me.

Mate! Mate!

Wait, this guy was my mate? I was forty years old. I’d long since given up on finding my fated mate. Instead I’d married someone I thought I was compatible with. Big mistake.  The fact that my wolf hated my ex-husband so much should have been a warning to me, but I’d ignored it, desperate to have a husband and a family. I should have listened.

You sure should have, my wolf chided.  But that’s water under the bridge now that we found our mate! We must mark him right now!

The guy next to me shook himself, like a wolf shaking water off his fur, then gave me a wry smile. I caught my breath. He was freaking hot.

He was tall, at least six three, and looked like someone out of a sporting goods catalog for active middle aged people. Thick thighs, defined biceps, and a trim waist were all highlighted by his faded jeans and flannel shirt.  He definitely had a mountain man thing going on.

The man had sandy brown hair with gold highlights, a square chin, and his eyes, they were the brightest shade of amber. He seemed familiar somehow.

“How come every time I see you you’re in need of a rescue?” he asked, his tone conveying amusement.

“Huh?” I asked inelegantly.  “What are you talking about?”

“You don’t recognize me, Danielle?” he said, a brief flash of hurt crossing his handsome face.

Recognition hit me. I did know him! He was grown up now, but I could still see traces of the young boy who’d saved me all those years ago when I got lost here in the woods outside of Greysden.

“Caleb? Is that you?”

He nodded.  “Yeah, it’s me. I can’t believe you’re finally here. I’ve been looking for you for years.”

“I just moved to Greysden a few days ago,” I said absently. “But why would you be looking for me?”

He cocked his head to the side.  “Because you’re my fated mate.”

“Uh….”

“Surely you feel it? Your wolf must know.”

“You weren’t old enough to know who your mate was when we last met,” I argued, biding my time as I replayed our initial meeting in these very woods all those years ago.

“I didn’t recognize it at the time,” he acknowledged, “but when I got older and my wolf rejected woman after woman, I finally realized it was because he was still looking for you. His fated mate.”

My wolf preened at his acknowledgement that we were mates.

Mate? How could I have found my mate at this age? I argued with the wolf.  This can’t be right.

The ink on my divorce papers had only been dry for a year, and I’d promised myself – promised – that I’d never shackle myself to another man again. Especially a shifter. I’d had my fill of bossy men who couldn’t lift a paw around the house. I wanted to go enjoy my midlife just the way I wanted, including going to bed when I wanted, eating what I wanted, and wearing what I wanted. 

I needed to nip this in the bud. I’d survived all these years without a fated mate, there was no reason to pursue one now, no matter how drawn I was to Caleb.

“I’m sorry, I’m sure you’re a nice guy, but I really have no desire to have a mate.”

Inside me, my wolf started scratching frantically, trying to force a shift. If she had her way, she’d be lifting her tail for this male and putting her mark on his neck before the day was over.  Sadly for my wolf, I was in charge here.

“You can’t fight fate,” he said, his voice turning stubborn.

If there was one thing I’d had enough of after forty years on this Earth, it was stubborn men.

Feigning nonchalance, I shrugged.  “Watch me.”

Tugging on Gertrude’s collar, I turned to head back home.

“Danielle, wait!”

I kept walking, ignoring my wolf’s fury.  “I’ve got to get my goat home. Goodbye.”

Gertrude bleated in emphasis, as if helping me escape. She probably was. My goat was very jealous.

I’d gotten maybe forty yards when I heard Caleb jogging to catch up with me. He had the most appealing scent, pine and something else, something spicy. My wolf wanted to roll around in his scent, and I fully understood the impulse.

“Danielle, can’t we talk about this?” he asked.  “Please? I’ve waited so long to find you.”

He grabbed my arm, not hard or anything, but the touch of his palm on my bare skin made me gasp.  Pure heat flowed between us, confirming the connection between us, just like I’d felt when we were kids. I pulled away, resisting the temptation to rub my arm. 

I felt something akin to fear. I wasn’t going down this road again. I’d promised myself to stay single this time around.

“I need to get home,” I said firmly.  “I hope you find what you’re looking for Caleb, but I promise you that it’s not me.”

This time when I took off, he didn’t follow me.









