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About This Book




Her psychic skills must be on the fritz again…there’s no way that she’s about to fall in love with a wolf! 

Meri’s family has always been a little bit different. The daughter of a witch and a psychic, she frequently has visions of the future. Unfortunately, they’re seldom very helpful. Want to know if something bad will happen tomorrow? Don’t ask her. But if you’re looking for your lost keys, Meri’s your girl. Most of her visions don’t come true, so when she sees herself curled up with a hot older guy who likes to howl at the moon, she figures it’s just another useless psychic flash.

Preston never asked to be a wolf shifter, but now that the billionaire CEO is stuck in the paranormal world, he figures he might as well learn how to make the best of it. He thinks he’s adjusting well until his wolf charges at a woman whom he learns is his fated mate. She’s nothing like the women he normally dates, but the curvy little psychic is about to turn his world upside down and teach him the true meaning of magic.

They say opposites attract, but can this unlikely pair really find true love?

"Psychic Flashes" is part of the Magical Midlife series. These instalove romantic comedies include fated mates who start off as rejected mates, eccentric and nosy friends and family intent on matchmaking, steamy scenes, and always a sweet happily ever.








  
  
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 believes in magic. I do too.











  
  
Meri




“Why do I let you talk me into this? I hate running.” 

I rolled my eyes at my melodramatic sister.

“Because you’re thirty-five years old now Peppermint. You need to keep yourself healthy.”

“I wouldn’t need to run if I had a mate like Cami.  I could be having hot monkey sex all day instead.”  She sighed loudly.  “My Goddess, I’m so tired.  How far have we gone?”

I glanced at my Garmin watch.  “Just under a mile.”

“I need to walk for a few minutes.”

We slowed down just in time for the familiar feeling of a vise gripping my head in anticipation of a psychic flash.  I stopped walking, holding my head between my hands as the vision came.  It was me, sleeping, with a gray-muzzled wolf curled around me.  The same wolf I’d been dreaming about for the past few weeks.

“What is it, Meri?” Pepper asked.  “What do you see?”

I shook my head.  “Nothing that makes sense.”

That was true with about half of my visions.  We came from a magical family.  My mother was a strong witch, and my father was a well-known psychic.  Unfortunately, their skills were diluted with their children.  Our oldest sister Cami had some magic powers, but it was mostly things like starting fires and moving pencils.  If she had to do something more complicated, she usually messed it up.

I’d inherited some of Dad’s psychic powers.  I had a vision at least once a day, and sometimes they were spot on. But often they either made no sense or they were something useless, like a vision of why the neighbor’s cat was injured or a premonition about rain.  If only I’d have a vision of the winning lottery numbers…

Poor Pepper had no powers at all.  She was just a plain old human, and it bugged the hell out of her, as if being the middle sister wasn’t hard enough.

“Come on Turmeric,” Pepper said, calling me by my full name.  “What was it?”

As if being the town weirdos wasn’t enough, our parents had saddled us with ridiculous names.  My oldest sister Cami’s real name was Chamomile, Pepper’s real name was Peppermint, and mine was Turmeric.  Needless to say, I preferred to be called Meri.

“I saw an older wolf, sleeping next to me,” I admitted, knowing exactly where Pepper’s mind would go.

“Oh for Goddess sake, are you going to get a mate now too?  What happened to that guy you saw with me?  I’m destined to be alone, aren’t I?”

Last year our oldest sister Cami had done a love spell to help Pepper find a mate. Right afterwards, I saw a vision of a wolf. It turned out to be Stephen, coming to find his fated mate.  Unfortunately for Pepper, he was meant to be with Cami, not her.  I’d later seen a vision of Pepper telling us that her mate was a monster, but that had never materialized. 

Damn these glitchy skills of mine.  I never knew what was real or not.

“It was just a flash Pepper.  Like I’ve told you a hundred times, it could have meant anything, or nothing at all.”  

Unlike Cami and me, Pepper had been actively looking for a partner for several years, with no luck.  Ever since she was a little girl, she’d dreamed about a wedding and having babies.  As for me, I figured if it happened, it happened, and if not, it was clearly not meant to be.

“Come on, let’s run.”

We took off down the road again, each lost in our own thoughts.  It was a cool morning, although it would likely be hot later, and I let myself enjoy the feeling of moving my body as we ran down the quiet country road.

A few minutes later we saw a giant dog come running towards us.  As he got closer, I realized that it was a wolf.  That wasn’t too unusual around here; the neighboring town of Greysden had been founded by wolf shifters.  The town had become a haven for shifters of all types who wanted to be free to explore their dual natures.

The wolf growled deeply, his eyes fixing on me as he barreled towards us.  Pepper and I stopped running, not wanting to trigger his predator instinct, but he still kept coming towards me. Before I knew what was happening, the wolf leapt up on me, knocking me flat on my back on the side of the road.  The animal stared down at me, blue eyes intense, paws on my shoulders, tongue hanging out in a canine smile.

“Hey, asshole, snap out of it and get off me!” I yelled. “You weigh a ton!”

The air shimmered, and the wolf was replaced with an incredibly handsome older man.  He had dark hair with a few streaks of silver, a dark scruff, a strong square jaw, and those incredible blue eyes.  He also was naked, and his rather large cock was hardening against my thigh.

“Mate!” he growled, his voice low and deep.  “Mine!”  

“Oh no,” I mumbled.  “Not this again.”








  
  
Preston




Istared down at the freaked out face of the woman I’d attacked – well, my wolf had attacked – and wondered once again which god I’d pissed off. 

Six months ago, I’d had a great life.  As the billionaire heir to the Rutherford Industries fortune, I had a penthouse overlooking Central Park, a corner office with not one but two administrative assistants, and a collection of models and actresses on speed dial, each one willing to go out with me on a moment’s notice. My life was orderly and predictable. 

Until the night I was mugged.  It had been an unseasonably warm night and I’d decided to walk home from the office.  Without any warning, I’d been surrounded by a group of five men, and shoved into an alley.

I’d assumed they were just after my wallet, until one of the guys bit me.  I’d been laying in an alley, holding onto the wound on my shoulder, wondering if I was going to die, when by some stroke of luck the cops had come by.  My attackers scattered, and at the time I thought my biggest worry was an infection from the bite.

Turns out it was no ordinary bite.  That became clear two weeks later when I started hearing a voice in my head.  I thought maybe I was going crazy, but then I turned into a wolf.  Seriously.  One minute I was a man, the next minute I was all fur and fangs, racing through Central Park and scaring tourists who thought I was a rabid dog.  

Even more shocking than turning into a wolf? Turning back into a man and finding myself naked in the park, with no clue where my clothes had gone or what had just happened. 

That’s when I learned that there was another world that existed side by side with the human world. I’d thought shifters were just something in movies, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. As my senses heightened, I became aware that I wasn’t the only person who shared my body with an animal.  

I wasn’t really sure how to broach the topic of my change with someone, not wanting to sound like a lunatic.  But as it happened, my friend and head of security, Duncan, recognized the change in me and came to my aid. He asked me if anything unusual had happened to me lately, and I told him the whole story about the guys in the alley and my new ability to grow fangs and a tail.

He told me all about the supernatural world, and I learned that the group who’d attacked me were something called rogues, the criminals of the shifter world.  I still didn’t know why they’d targeted me. Duncan thought maybe it was a gang initiation, or just some teens feeling their wild oats.  Whatever their motivation, they’d violated shifter law.

Duncan took it upon himself to teach me about the supernatural world. He also tried to help me learn to control my shifts, something natural born shifters learned when they were very young.

It was a struggle.  My wolf was very headstrong, and I had difficulty controlling him. He kept shifting at the most inopportune times, and I’d had several close calls around humans. Finally, Duncan suggested that I think of moving to a shifter area where I could learn more about my dual nature in a place where accidental shifts wouldn’t raise eyebrows.

And so, the Greysden branch of Rutherford Industries was born.  I’d purchased an old office building and completely remodeled it, building myself a luxury apartment on the top floor.  My parents and most of my friends thought I’d lost my mind.  They didn’t understand why one of New York City’s most renown playboys had moved to the backwoods of Colorado. It wasn’t like I could tell them the truth.  They’d have me locked up in the loony bin before I took a breath.

Since I’d moved here, things had been going pretty well. I’d learned how to run my empire from Greysden, and when I wasn’t working, Duncan and some new shifter friends in the area taught me about being a wolf.

What they hadn’t taught me? What to do if my wolf tackled a young woman. A woman who felt delicious pressed against my naked body.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said, moving off the woman and offering her a hand.  

Mine. Mine. Bite her.  Mine.  A voice was chanting non-stop in my head.

Ignoring my outstretched hand, the young woman got to her feet gracefully.  Whoever this woman was, she was beautiful.  Short and curvy, she had long straight hair that was darker on the top, blonde on the bottom.  Her eyes were the deepest brown, and her lips…well, let’s just say they made me think of very naughty things.









