
  
  
      
        
          Grumpy Wolf

          A Midlife Paranormal Romantic Comedy

		      
          Rose Bak

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
GRUMPY WOLF 

© 2026 by Rose Bak  

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No portion of this book may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage retrieval system in any form by any means without express permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions contact the publisher at rosebakenterprises@msn.com.

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, organizations, or locales is entirely coincidental. Trademark names are used editorially with no infringement of the respective owner’s trademark.  All activities depicted occur between consenting characters 18 years or older who are not blood related.  

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s and publisher’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

Cover Design by Paper or Pixels







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        About This Book
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Delilah
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Epilogue – Evan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Special Preview of Wolf Doctor by Rose Bak
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Other Books by Rose Bak
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        About Rose Bak
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
About This Book




He came to flip houses. She’s about to flip his whole world… 

When Evan Hollander buys a portfolio of unperforming assets in the shifter town of Greysden, he figures it’s a good way to add to his fortune. He’ll do what he always does… swoop in, oversee some minor repairs, then sell it all for a hefty profit. What he didn’t expect was that the town’s only real estate broker would wage an all-out campaign against him.

Delilah Frost has one mission in life: preserving Greysden’s small town charm. Well two: making money so she can maintain her independence. A shrewd businesswoman with a heart of gold and a secret love of romance books, she’s not going to let some city wolf like Evan destroy the mostly blue collar town she calls home. 

There’s just one problem: Delilah’s wolf is convinced that the grumpy guy from the city is her mate. And judging by the way Evan keeps staring at her, his wolf agrees. Now if they could just keep their paws off each other… 

“Grumpy Wolf” is a steamy midlife enemies-to-lovers grumpy sunshine paranormal romantic comedy. Expect a sassy woman, a jaded millionaire businessman who falls first, 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 people who stockpile extra stuff ‘just in case’.  You’re my people.











  
  
Delilah




“Did you hear that Abel Hendrickson’s estate is going to put all his rental units up for sale?” 

I looked up from my laptop as my assistant Coral entered my office with that excited look she got when she was one of the first to hear the town’s most interesting gossip. Working in real estate, that was a helpful skill.

“I thought his kids were going to keep them with the property management agency? That would be ongoing passive income for them.”

“Their attorney had an assessment done and determined the whole portfolio is underperforming. The rents are set too low to fully cover operating expenses and deferred maintenance, and they don’t have the expertise to address it, so they’re going to take the money and get out.”

I frowned.  “I know Abel didn’t have the heart to jack up people’s rents more than the minimum.”

Coral nodded.  “Yeah, he was a great guy. But unfortunately that also led to him not having enough capital to do the kinds of repairs that are needed. A lot of those places are looking a little rough.”

“How big is the portfolio?” I asked.

“Fifty single family houses and five multi-family. They’re selling it all together, not piecemeal.”

I did a quick mental calculation.  There was no way I could pull together that much capital right after I closed on the old mill on the outskirts of town. I had a plan to turn it into a mix of rental housing and retail space. Our small town had been growing steadily over the last ten years, and we needed more apartments for younger renters and people who were new to town. Frost Properties was perfectly positioned to help.

Of course we are, we’ve got a real estate empire here, my wolf reminded me proudly.

It was true. I’d grown up here and after clawing my way out of the abject poverty I’d grown up in, I’d spent most of my adult life working in real estate. Over the years I’d purchased more than half the retail spaces in Greysden, giving me an excellent income and a reputation as a shrewd businesswoman that more than eclipsed any memories the older townspeople had of me as a skinny little pup wearing worn out clothing and scrounging for scraps of food. I was a millionaire now, although most of my money was tied up in real estate.

“I doubt anyone in Greysden has the capital for that unless we can get Preston Rutherford to buy in.”

Preston was our local billionaire tycoon. He’d moved here a few years ago after a group of rogue wolves illegally transformed him. As a new wolf shifter, he had no idea how to control his inner animal, so his friend and employee Duncan convinced him to relocate to Greysden where Duncan had grown up.

Greysden was one of the best places in the country for shifters. Although the town was originally founded by the Grey family of wolf shifters, early on it became a haven for all sorts of supernatural creatures.  While shifters were the largest percentage of our population, we also had witches, demons, Nephilim, and even a blue-skinned alien. None of us could pronounce his planet or his given name, so we all called him Ed. There were no alphas or pack wars or supernatural hierarchy, just a diverse group of beings who loved their town and were united in their shared hobby – gossip.

Fortunately I knew Preston’s mate Meri Rosewater pretty well.  The quirky psychic was several years younger than me, but our paths crossed often enough, and I’d spent some time with her and Preston at events.

“Coral, could you see if you could get me a meeting with Preston? Tell him I have a business proposition for him.”








  
  
Evan




Isighed as I drove past the “Welcome to Greysden” sign. Rumor had it that a lot of shifters lived here, but the welcome sign emblazoned with mystical creatures seemed a little bit much. I hated small towns – too many bad memories -- but somehow I ended up spending a lot of time within their boundaries. 

It was the best way for me to make money. A lot of people in my line of work focused on redeveloping properties in urban areas, but small towns were flush with opportunities to make money.

Grudgingly I had to admit that Greysden looked nicer than most places where I’d done business.  Small towns in America were dying, overcome by poverty, drug use, and insular populations. But while I expected a ramshackle main street and suspicious looking residents, Greysden looked like something out of one of those Hallmark movies I used to watch with my mother before she died. Picturesque. Sweet. The main street was alive with activity, neighbors smiling and talking, both buildings and residents seemingly well cared for. Interesting.

Finding the local real estate office, I slipped my BMW into one of the angled parking spots in front. I’d just purchased a portfolio of properties in this little town, and I figured I’d toss some work at the local real estate agent. I didn’t need to ask to know that there was only one.  These towns didn’t have enough property to support more than that. 

The agent was likely an older guy, smarmy and desperate for money. He’d jump at the opportunity to help me relocate my new tenants and make a profit. Once they were out, I’d give all the units a facelift and sell them at a profit.  It was a system I’d used to make my first million, and many more after that. Buy low, slap on some paint, update the appliances, improve the curb appeal, then sell high and move onto the next town. 

Pausing to check my email before I headed in to meet the real estate guy, I felt my inner wolf wake up.  He was usually pretty quiet during the day. I took him for a hard run almost every morning, and he was mostly chill after that. Sure, he hated the amount of time we spent locked up in conference rooms or sitting in front of computers, but you didn’t get deals done in the forest.

This Greysden place would be good for him though. The town was surrounded by woods on three sides, and with the population being predominantly shifters, I could let him out more than usual. 

My wolf became increasingly agitated as I exited my car and entered the real estate office. I adopted a friendly smile as I opened the door, ready to flirt with whatever airhead blonde they had working reception. My smile fell as I saw the woman at the desk. No nonsense. Middle aged. Some kind of a cat shifter from the smell of her. And if I wasn’t mistaken, a lesbian. 

“Welcome to Frost Properties, how can I help you?”

“I’d like to speak to Mr. Frost if he’s available please.”

The receptionist raised one eyebrow, and I had the distinct impression that she was mocking me. 

“Ms. Frost is with an appointment right now,” she said, emphasizing the Ms. “But if you want to have a seat, she should be free in about ten minutes.”

“Sure, thank you.”

I settled in a chair and looked around.  The office was nicer than I expected. Leather chairs. Tasteful artwork on the wall. Potted plants near the windows. It looked both high end and welcoming.

Deep inside me, my wolf continued pacing anxiously. I had no idea what was going on. It was like he was too excited to talk to me. He’d never acted like this before.

Down the hallway I heard a door open, then the soft sound of a woman’s voice. Then came the scent. Something floral, like wildflowers, mixed with forest scents. Pine maybe, or fir. My wolf stood at attention, his ears back, all his focus on locating that wonderful scent.

We didn’t have to wait long. Two people came around the corner. A male who I immediately pegged as human, and a female. She was a wolf, just like me. 

She was tall, made taller with the two inch heels she wore, and curvy, with wide hips, thick thighs, and full breasts I couldn’t wait to touch. My eyes lifted to her face.  She was close to my age, late forties, possibly fifty, with brown hair pulled back in a sensible ponytail, wide set brown eyes, and a cute little button nose. She seemed familiar for some reason.  Her lips, full and pink, parted as she stared at me in shock.

The joyful shouts of my wolf broke the spell.

“Mate! We found our mate! Finally! We must claim her now!”

“Wow, and Pepper’s not even here,” the receptionist said drily. “She’s going to be sad that she missed this.”

We both turned to look at her. My mate recovered first.

“No. Coral, I know what you’re thinking, but no, that’s not what this is.”

She winced, and I wondered if her wolf was freaking out the way mine was. It had to be. 

“Mate,” I whispered before I could help myself.

Both females ignored me.

“Mate.” This time it came out as a low growl.

The woman turned to give me a stern look that made me want to flinch. “No. You are mistaken. I’m not your mate.”

Her rejection should have hurt, but it was like the bucket of ice water over my head that I needed, no matter what my wolf was thinking right now.

“Fine, I don’t want a mate anyway.”

Her eyes narrowed suspiciously.  “Good, then we’re in agreement.”

Coral’s gaze bounced between us like she was watching a tennis match.

“Why are you here?” my mate asked, then realizing that she sounded churlish she softened her tone.  “I mean, how can I help you?”

“I’m Evan Hollander. I’d like to talk to whoever’s in charge here.”

“I’m in charge here,” she said, adopting an icy tone again. “I’m Delilah Frost.”

She reached out a hand, likely out of habit, and I took it in mine. It was like touching a live wire. I felt a jolt, likely the very first surge of the mate bond, and my eyes flew to hers. We stared at each other for a long moment, neither of us speaking, before she finally pulled her hand from mine as if I was contagious.

“What’s the nature of your business?” she asked.

“I’ve recently purchased a portfolio of rental housing here in Greysden,” I said, focusing on the business at hand.  “Most of the properties are distressed. I’m looking for someone to help me with relocation so I can do some much-needed rehabilitation and fix them up.”

“You want to hire me to displace my neighbors so you can do some cheap repairs and flip their homes for a hefty profit?” 

I blinked, surprised at her reaction.  Usually people were glad to hear that I was planning to revitalize their housing stock.

“I’m making a sizable investment in your community, Ms. Frost.”

“One that we don’t want, Mr. Hollander,” she shot back. “We don’t need some rich asshole from the city ruining our town.”

Behind her, I heard Coral gasp like she couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of her boss’s mouth.

My wolf was equally distressed.  You’re upsetting our mate! Be nice to her!

I took a deep breath then gave Delilah my most charming smile, the one that had gotten me more than my share of women over the years.

“Ms. Frost, I think we’re getting off to a bad start here. Please, may I have a few moments of your time so I can explain my comprehensive plan to improve the property values here in your charming little town?”

Delilah growled deep in her throat, clearly not charmed by me. I might have overplayed my hand here.

“I’ll be damned if I’m going to stand by and watch you ruin Greysden.”

“I’m not trying to ruin Greysden!” I shot back, getting angry now.  “If you don’t want my business, I’ll find someone who does.”

“Good luck with that. Now get out of my office!”








  
  
Delilah




Iwatched Evan Hollander’s fine ass stalk out of my office, ignoring the shriek of disappointment from my inner wolf. 

It figured that I’d finally find my mate and he’d be the type of guy who displaced working class people to make a buck. Not that I wanted a mate. I’d promised myself as a young wolf that I’d never let someone bite me. Never let myself be dependent on another person. I’d learned early in life that the only person you could depend on, the only person you could trust, was yourself.

While all my friends were dreaming about growing up and finding true love with a fated mate I was planning how to create a business empire that allowed me to stay in Greysden and still be completely independent. My wolf wasn’t thrilled about my decision, but she’d come to accept it. At least I thought she had.

I didn’t really remember my parents. They were fated mates who found each other at a young age. By all accounts, they were obsessed with each other, to the exclusion of everything else. When I was just a toddler they took off to see the world together, leaving me in the care of an elderly aunt and her husband. Everyone assumed they’d come back, but they never did. They abandoned their only child. At least I assumed I was their only child…









