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About This Book




Agiant walks into a bar, and leaves with a succubus… 

Despite being a human, Dianne grew up with the stories that she comes from a long line of female demons. She doesn’t believe the family lore – at least until the day a huge football player tracks her down, claiming that she called to him in his dreams.

Nephilim Elijah is used to being the biggest guy in the room. He’s turned his size into a profitable career in American football, but the giant has always felt like something was missing. When a curvy beauty starts haunting his dreams, he’s determined to track her down. The minute their eyes meet, he knows that he’s finally found his fated mate. 

He’s ready to move to Greysden and start a family with her. Unfortunately, Dianne’s got other ideas, and falling in love is not in her plan. Neither is being a mother…

“Giant Feelings” is a steamy midlife paranormal romantic comedy featuring a woman finding her supernatural side, a lovable giant who takes things a little too literally, and nosy small-town matchmakers determined to help them find their happily ever after.

About the “Magical Midlife” series: Just outside the shifter town of Greysden sits Rosewater Manor, a place shrouded in magic. The Rosewater women and their friends all have special gifts, although sometimes they’re a bit glitchy. At least until they find true love…








  
  
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.











  
  
Dianne




“Well, there’s something you don’t see every day.” 

I turned to look in the direction that my friends Meri and Pepper were staring.  

The two sisters looked very much alike but couldn’t be more different. Meri was a quiet yet impish psychic while her sister Pepper was loud, brash, and had only recently come into her magical powers as a witch.

We’d been enjoying a quiet after-work happy hour until all hell broke loose. Across the bar Ben Murphy, a bear shifter who was also the owner of this establishment, dangled a fox shifter upside down by his feet.  Well, his paws. 

“Don’t disrespect my mate again!” the bear shifter growled.  “I’ll gut you.”

Marie, the woman who worked behind the bar, growled in annoyance and leapt over the counter to give her mate a hard jab in the ribs.

“Let him down, Gentle Ben.  I was handling it.”

Ben dropped the fox shifter to the floor, and the smaller man slunk towards the door, racing out just as someone came in.  I recognized the familiar shape of Preston Rutherford the third, Meri’s mate. He was my boss, as well as my friend.

I had worked for Preston for fifteen years back in New York City. But when he’d been attacked by rogue werewolves and turned into a shifter last year, an entire new world had opened up to him. Like most humans, he had no idea that there was a completely different world operating alongside the human world, one filled with animal shifters, vampires, and other supernatural creatures. 

Becoming a shifter in midlife wasn’t an easy transition for Preston. After he  had a shifting malfunction that left him naked and confused in Central Park, our friend and colleague Duncan, also a wolf shifter, had convinced Preston to move to Greysden. 

Duncan had grown up here, and he figured the best place for Preston to learn about his new dual nature was in a town full of shifters.  And demons. And witches.  Really Greysden welcomed everyone, even full humans, although they were definitely in the minority.

People had thought Preston was crazy for leaving New York City for some tiny town in Colorado, but I’d jumped at the chance to follow him. After so many years living crammed in a shoebox apartment in the city, I’d appreciated the opportunity to finally have some space and a yard where I could garden. 

I’d pretended to resist, of course, in order to encourage Preston to make it worth my while to move with him.

“Hi all,” Preston greeted us, dropping a kiss on the top of Meri’s head.  

The younger psychic had been really good for Preston. Although I liked him a lot, my boss had always been a bit spoiled, the quintessential rich boy.  But Meri had whipped him into shape, and the changing of his priorities had only been for the better.

“Hi boss,” I greeted him.  

Preston rolled his eyes.  He hated it when I called him that, which was precisely why I did it.

With the fox drama over, Marie bustled over to our table to take our drink orders.  She was a pretty she-wolf about my age.

“What happened with the fox?” Pepper asked.

“Oh, apparently he has a foot fetish.  He asked me to take off my shoes and let him suck my toes, so Ben got all growly about it.”  She rolled her eyes.  “Like I didn’t work here for nearly twenty years before he moved to town.  I’ve dealt with way worse than a kinky fox before.”

The door opened and we all glanced in that direction.  Whoever was coming in was massive – he totally blocked all the light.  We watched as he ducked to get in the door, despite it being a bear-shifter sized entry.  The giant man stepped inside, his eyes swinging across the space.

He was tall and broad with mile-wide shoulders, massive biceps, a broad chest, and legs that looked wider than tree trunks. Judging by his trim waist and flat abdomen, there wasn’t an ounce of fat on the guy.

I looked up – way up – to see dark hair, a short, cropped beard across a square jaw, and the most beautiful brown eyes I’d ever seen. His gaze snapped to me, and a look of pure joy crossed his handsome face.

He made a beeline across the bar, pushing people out of the way and staring at me the entire time.  He stopped in front of our table.  Goddess, this dude had to be close to seven feet tall. And almost that wide.

“Mate! I found you!”

His voice was deep and grumbly.  It did funny things to my insides.

“Oh. My. Goddess!”  Pepper’s voice interrupted my thoughts, full of exasperation.  “Why does this keep happening to me?  It’s like I’m a mate magnet for everyone except myself. I’m going to be alone forever!”

Pepper’s desire to find a mate of her own was only surpassed by her annoyance that she seemed to be nearby while everyone else in town found their fated mates – whether they wanted to or not.

“Mine!”

I looked over my shoulder to make sure that the giant man wasn’t talking to someone else.  Nope, no one was behind me. He was definitely referring to me.  Crap, this was bad. If there was one thing I didn’t want at this stage of my life, it was a mate. I was happily single and unlike my friend Pepper, I’d never longed for a mate, supernatural or otherwise.  And closing in on forty in two years, I figured I’d dodged that bullet.

“Mate.” He said again, staring at me with an intensity that made me want to climb him like a tree. Until I remembered that I didn’t want a mate. I straightened my spine and fixed him with a stern look.  

“I think you’re mistaken, buddy.  I am not your mate.”  

I imbued my voice with as much conviction as I could muster, even as I knew in the depths of my soul that the guy was right.  I could feel the mate bond as well as he could. I was just determined to ignore it.  

“It is you, I saw you.  You called to me in my dreams, little mate. You brought me here.”

I flinched. I’d always suspected I had a bit of the supernatural inside me, but I’d always figured it was just latent. Sure, I could tell a supe from a normal, but other than that, I was for all intents and purposes a human. 

Or so I’d thought.  Now I knew the truth: my demon side had finally been activated, and apparently I’d called myself a mate. 

I took a deep breath and looked around at my friends who were watching the scene with avid interest.  

“Fun fact you might not know about me.  My mother is a succubus.”








  
  
Elijah




Ilooked down at the curvy beauty sitting at the table, scarcely able to believe my luck. She was perfect for me. My mate had long blonde hair and a soft and womanly figure that I couldn’t wait to explore – a perfect hourglass. Her eyes were brown, and her skin was pale and creamy. 

“What’s a succubus?” A man sitting at her table asked. 

I sniffed subtly.  He smelled like dog.  Probably a wolf shifter.  I knew this town at the base of the Colorado mountains had been settled by wolves and built up as a haven for shifters. I would break him in half for sitting too close to my mate, but I could tell by the way he was touching the younger woman with the brown and blonde hair that he had his own mate, and thus he was no threat to me.

“A succubus is a female demon who was thought to seduce men in their sleep,” the woman with the multicolored hair explained.

“That’s just a rumor the religious people made up to disempower strong females,” my mate tossed over her shoulder.  “Prophetic dreams are not the same as seducing men.”

“How did I not know this about you, Dianne?” the man asked.

Ah, my mate’s name was Dianne.  It suited her.

“I thought it was latent. My mother was…is…a succubus-type demon, and she always swore that my father was a human,” my mate explained.  “I sometimes dream about the future, but honestly my dreams have never been more reliable than anyone else’s.”









