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  About This Book


3magical sisters entering midlife. 3 stubborn shifters who finally found their fated mates. 3 funny paranormal love stories you won't be able to put down. 
Just outside the shifter town of Greysden sits Rosewater Manor, a place shrouded in magic. The Rosewater sisters all have special gifts, although sometimes they're a bit glitchy. At least until they find true love…
This three book midlife romance collection includes:
Love Potion
Psychic Flashes
Kitchen Magic
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…
Check out these instalove romantic comedies if you enjoy fated mates who start off as rejected mates, midlife characters, eccentric small towns, nosy friends and family intent on matchmaking, steamy scenes, and sweet happily ever afters.
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  About This Book


The love spell worked…on the wrong sister! 
When her sister begs her to do a love spell to attract her true mate, Cami is hesitant. Her magic is glitchy on a good day. But what’s the harm of trying? To everyone’s shock, the spell manifests exactly the man they hoped for, except for one problem…he’s in love with Cami, not her sister.
Shapeshifter Stephen doesn’t believe in magic, but he does believe in fate. His wolf knows the truth: Cami is his true mate, the one he’s destined to be together with forever. If only Cami could forget about the spell and listen to her heart…
“Love Potion” is book one in the Magical Midlife Romance series. This steamy opposites attract novella includes matchmaking sisters, a wolf shifter who's found his fated mate, and a little touch of magic leading to a sweet 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…






  
  Dedication


For everyone who needs a little magic in their lives.








  
  Prologue -- Cami


“Come on, Cami! You’re the only one who can help me.” 
“Pepper, you know what Mom always said. We shouldn’t mess around with magic unless we really know what we’re doing.”
“You’re a witch. You do know what you’re doing.”
I shook my head as I looked at my younger sister.  I couldn’t decide if she really had that much faith in my abilities, such as they were, or if she was just blowing smoke up my you-know-what to get me to give her what she wanted.  Maybe a bit of both.
My two sisters and I were the product of a mixed marriage.  Mom was a witch and Dad was human, but not a normal, he was also a psychic.  The pairing had affected all of us differently.  I had some magical tendences, although they tended to glitch a lot.  Our youngest sister Meri was psychic. At least kind of psychic. Most of her visons were pretty useless to be honest.  She could predict that you’d break your phone screen tomorrow, but she couldn’t predict the lottery numbers or anything that was actually helpful. And Pepper, our middle sister, didn’t seem to have any powers. At least none that we’d discovered so far.  
“You know the first rule of witchcraft Pepper.  Do no harm.”  Our mother had drilled that into us over and over when we were growing up.
“How would opening the path for my true love to find me do harm?”  Pepper cocked her head to the side and gave me the entreating look she’d perfected way back when we were kids.  “I’m thirty-four years old, I want to find my true love before my eggs shrivel up and I can’t have kids anymore.  The clock is ticking here.”
I sighed.  She’d been bugging me about this for weeks and I was tired of arguing with her.
“Fine, I’ll do a spell.”  I held up a finger as my sister squealed with delight.  “But I’ll only do a spell to clear the path for you to find your true love, if the universe has one identified for you.  But you need to be prepared that if there’s no one destined to be with you, or the time isn’t right for you to find your mate, the spell won’t work.”
“Fine, I get it, Chamomile. Whatever.  Just hook me up and I’ll take care of the rest.”
I shot her a glare at her use of my full name.  Our mom was…eccentric.  As a witch, she used a lot of herbs and medicinal plants. For some reason that made her think it would be a good idea to name us all after plants.  As if our lives weren’t weird enough already.
“Kiss my ass, Peppermint.”  
Pepper rolled her eyes.  “When can you do it?”
“The new moon is in a couple of days.  I’ll look up what we need and then we can do it by the river. We’ll get Meri to help.”
“Turmeric is a fuddy duddy.  She never wants to do spells.”   Our youngest sister Meri was the least spiritual of all of us.
“She’ll help, don’t worry.”
A few days later we three sisters gathered on the bank of the river that ran through the back of our family’s land.  The Rosewaters had lived on this land for over a hundred years, and each generation passed the land onto the next.  Our mother and her sister had grown up here, and while Aunt Pat had moved away from the craziness of our magical world, Mom had raised us here.  She and Dad were retired now and traveling the world, so we had the place to ourselves.  
Some people thought it was weird for three grown women in their thirties to live together in their family home, but we weren’t crazy.  Rosewater Manor was huge, and we all had our own suites.  Best of all, we owned it outright so there was no mortgage to pay. The house was well-equipped and came with household staff who did most of the cooking and cleaning, paid for by the large trust fund my mom had inherited from her parents.  There was no way any of us would trade in a crappy one-bedroom apartment for the easy luxury of the Manor. Not unless we had a reason to, anyway.
The night was dark and clear as my sisters and I walked through the woods on our property and headed for the river.  We found a flat space on the ground to set up.  Using our flashlights to help us see, we quickly created a circle made from river stones, and the three of us settled inside the circle.  Pepper and Meri built a small fire in the center of the circle while I gathered the other supplies for the spell, stopping a couple of times to refer to the notes on my phone.  I didn’t want to mess things up and summon my sister a demon instead of a husband.
“OK, we’re ready.”   
We held hands and closed our eyes, slowing our breaths just as our mother had taught us.  I began to draw forth the powers of my magic.
“Pepper, tell the universe what you’d like in a mate.”
“He should be tall, dark, and handsome.  Broad like a football player.”
“Bring a mate who is tall,” I intoned. “Bring a mate with hair like a raven. Bring a mate who is strong of body and handsome to the eye.”  
“Oh, and I want someone who’s an animal in the sheets.”
I rolled my eyes, not that Pepper could see it when we all had our eyes closed, and dutifully added, “Bring a mate who has animal tendencies.”
I threw the magical herbs into the fire as I chanted the spell incantation.  Turning my inner gaze up to my third eye – the space between my eyebrows -- I tried to visualize the man my sister wanted to find.  In my mind’s eye I conjured a tall, broad man with wide shoulders and strong legs. I imagined dark hair and dark eyes, a man who was both wild and kind. I pressed my hands into the Earth and felt the light hum of magic thrumming though my fingertips.
“So shall it be.”






  
  Cami


Afew days had passed since we’d done the spell in the woods. Pepper had been insufferable since then. During the day she roamed around town, hoping to run into her future husband, and at night she badgered me non-stop about if I thought the spell would work and how long it would take for someone to find her. It was as if she thought there was some kind of “thirty days or your money back” guarantee on magic. 
On the third day I invited Pepper and Meri to go for a hike to take everyone’s mind off the spell.  Summer was coming and it was a warm, sunny day.  Our family property backed up onto the woods, making it a perfect access point to a variety of trails through the forest. It was a warm, sunny day and the woods were alive with the smells and sounds of Spring. We’d been hiking for about half an hour when Meri suddenly stopped and clutched her head, a sure sign she was having one of her psychic visions.  
“The wolf. It slips its collar.”
Pepper and I looked at each other, then back at our sister.  That was weird, even for Meri. 
“What did you see?” Pepper asked her curiously.
Meri shook her head, then froze, her eyes wide.  Shakily she raised one hand and pointed behind us.  “That.”
I turned around to look in the direction Meri was pointed, and gasped as I saw a wolf stalking towards us.  It was the largest wolf I’d ever seen, but its eyes looked human.  Oh thank the Goddess, it was just a wolf shifter not a real wild wolf. We knew shifters wouldn’t hurt us.  Our little town seemed to attract all manner of magical creatures, including shape shifters.
“What’s up, Wolfie?” I asked as the wolf stopped in front of me, staring up at me intently.  
The air around us shimmered.  Cracking and popping noises filled the air and in an instant, the wolf in front of me changed into a man.  A naked man.  A hot as hell naked man. 
“Mate!” he growled, his deep voice still more wolf than human as he stared at me.  “I found you!”
Praise to the Goddess, he was a fine specimen. He was tall and dark and built like a linebacker. His dark eyes burned like coals against his tan face.  A light scruff covered his square jaw and, oh crap, my kryptonite—he had a chin cleft. Yum.  And he clearly had an animal side. But why was he here?
Oh! This suddenly made sense.  He was just as I’d visualized when I’d done the love spell for my sister.  A sense of loss rolled through me as I shook my head and pointed at Pepper.
“You’re here for her, Wolfie, not me.”
Pepper stepped forward, her eyes wide as she examined the wide shoulders, the hard planes of his chest, the muscled arms, and the happy trail that ran from the bottom of his eight pack abs to an erect cock that was, well, let’s just say it was proportionate to the rest of him.  
I tamped down the sudden jealous urge to push Pepper out of the way and block him from my sister’s eager eyes. After all, she was the one who’d called for him. This man was going to be my brother-in-law.  I couldn’t be lusting after him, that was just gross.  I stifled a sigh.  Pepper had all the luck.
“It’s me,” Pepper confirmed, giving him a little wave.  “I’m your mate. You’re here for me.”
The man shook his head, sparing Pepper a quick glance before his intense gaze returned to me.  My entire body tingled as he looked me up and down, his gaze almost like a touch.
“Mate, I’ve been looking for you my whole life.”  
I could see the truth in his eyes. This man, this shifter, he truly believed I was his mate.  I tried not to notice how warm and fuzzy that made me feel. My whole life, no one had ever chosen me. Pepper was the pretty sister, and Meri was the life of the party.  Me? I was the smart nerdy sister, the quiet one who guys were mostly nice to in order to meet one of my sisters.  
He’s not for you, I reminded myself.  You have to fix this.
The wolf sniffed.  “You’re not a shifter, mate, but I sense magic in you.  Are you a fae?”
“She’s a witch,” Meri piped up.  Her amused gaze switched between me and the stranger. “Maybe not the best one though.”
Pepper finally caught up.  “Wait a minute,” she poked the guy in the biceps, trying to get his attention again.  “You really think Chamomile here is your mate?”
The man straightened as he turned to face my sister. 
“I know she is my mate, without a doubt.  I live over in Greysden, about thirty minutes from here. My wolf was restless, wanting to go for a run, and directed me here.  As soon as he smelled his mate,” he turned his head to give me another searing gaze before directing his attention back to Pepper.  “As soon as we picked up her sweet scent, I lost control of my wolf, and he brought me here. To her. She is my fated mate, the other half of my soul. My wolf knows.”
Pepper threw up her hands in aggravation.  “Damn it, Cami, I thought you knew how to at least do a simple spell without messing it up!”
“What spell?” the stranger asked.
“Cami did a love spell that was supposed to help me find my true love.”  She dragged out the word ‘supposed’ with a sarcastic tone.  “You look like just what I asked for. But she must have fucked it up somehow, because you’re focused on the wrong sister.”
“She isn’t the wrong sister,” he corrected, his voice deep and sure.  “This one is my mate. Chamomile.”  He tried out my name like it was foreign to him, then reached out one large hand.  “I’m Stephen.”
Our palms touched and I gasped as a jolt of electricity ran through my body. I had the sudden urge to climb him like a tree. Stephen’s nostrils flared, telling me he could smell the rush of arousal that had dampened my panties the minute we touched.  Damn shifters.
“Nice to meet you, Stephen. My friends call me Cami.”  My voice sounded breathy, and I cringed internally.  This was just the spell. I had to remember that. I wasn’t this guy’s soulmate, as much as I might wish it were true.  Goddess, I wished it were true. “I’m sorry, but I’m not your mate. There’s been a terrible mistake.”
“I’ll figure out how to reverse it,” I told Pepper.  “I just need to figure out what went wrong with the magic, then I can fix it. I promise.”
She looked disgusted.  “Never mind. The dude’s fixated on you now. I’m not going to be his sloppy seconds.”  
Pepper’s voice turned sad. “It figures that this would happen to me.  I guess I’ll never find love.  I might as well embrace my old maid status. I’m going to dye my hair grey, stop wearing underwire bras, and go buy a bunch of cats.”  
“But you hate cats,” I protested.  She was also a little too busty to eschew underwires, but I didn’t want to add insult to injury.
She grabbed Meri’s hand and gave her a tug, pulling her away from me and the shifter.  “Come on, let’s give these kids some privacy.”
“Pepper…” I called after my sister, but she and Meri were already gone. Both of them could move fast when they wanted to. I sighed deeply.  Damn it. I felt terrible about upsetting my sister.
“What’s the matter, mate?” Stephen asked.  “Are you disappointed in me for some reason?”
I looked at him, my eyes traveling from his big feet, which were somehow attractive even though I hated feet, up his muscled body, and over the handsome lines of his face.  He was hot as hell, but I knew what I was feeling was just because of the spell.  I’d never been attracted to a guy like this before. My type was more like blonde and lean, not dark and broad, but even still, I somehow knew deep in my soul that he was perfect for me. Except for the pesky issue of him being my sister’s mate.
I patted his bare chest with my hand, then regretted it immediately as the touch of our skin made another wave of arousal flow through me so strongly my knees almost buckled.
“It’s not that I’m disappointed,” I reassured him. I didn’t know this guy, but I still didn’t want to hurt his feelings.  
“I’m sure you’re a great guy. And you’re not hard on the eyes, that’s for sure. But you’re here because of a spell.  I messed it up somehow; I actually summoned you here for my sister, Pepper.”
He nodded.  “Yeah, I got that, but you’re wrong,” he said with a touch of arrogance in his tone that annoyed me. “I’m a shifter, our mates are determined by the fates themselves, not some witch’s silly spell.  You’re the one I’m supposed to be with. My finding you after you did a spell for your sister is just a coincidence.”
“Magic isn’t silly,” I protested. “You look exactly like what my sister said she wanted.”
“Do you really think the way we feel right now is only because of your magic?” he asked, stepping closer.  “Do you think I can’t smell that you’re as attracted to me as I am to you, little mate?”
Alpha energy was coming off this guy in waves. I took a step back, suddenly nervous. He followed, eyes darkening as he stalked me like prey. I took another step, then another, until my back hit a tree. Stephen crowded up close to me, putting one hand on either side of my head, his large palms pressing into the bark.  He was as close as he could be without actually touching me. The air around us was thick and felt charged.  My body was vibrating with awareness, and it took every bit of my self-control to not close the distance between us.  
“If it’s not magic, I don’t know what this is,” I whispered.
“It’s fate.”






  
  Stephen


The minute my lips touched Cami’s I knew my wolf had been right. Cami was my fated mate. The one being in all the world who was meant just for me. Not that I doubted him, not really, but any hesitation my human side felt faded away as I kissed her. 
Every cell in my body stilled and a sense of peace filled me. I’d heard my parents talk about this, the sense of rightness that a shifter felt the first time they kissed their mate. I’d disregarded their stories as romantic fantasies, but this was no fantasy.  It was a dream come true.
I nipped at her bottom lip, demanding entrance into the sweet heat of her mouth. She complied, sighing as my tongue swept in and tangled with hers.  
My mate was perfect. Better than I could have ever hoped for.  She was on the tall side, maybe five eight to my six foot two height.  She had long straight brown hair that went past her shoulders, and large brown eyes that stood in contrast to the paleness of her white face.  Her features were sharp, except her mouth which looked like the cutest little red bow.  She was curvy as hell, with large pendulous breasts, thick thighs, and a slim waist that gently sloped into full hips.  Fate had chosen well. I couldn’t have described a more attractive mate even if I’d done a spell of my own.
I chuckled internally, thinking of her insistence that the attraction between us was due to some spell.  I’d grown up around witches – this entire part of the state was full of magical beings, attracted by the energy vortexes that converged under the Earth in this area. One thing I knew about spells: there was always an element of choice. A person could resist a witch’s spell if they were strong willed enough, but no one could resist the shifter mating call. Shifters would die rather than be away from their true mates. 
She’s ours, my wolf confirmed. We must mark her and stake our claim.
I could feel my canines pushing at my gums, my wolf eager to sink its teeth into the softness of Cami’s milky white neck.  But I knew instinctively that it would be a mistake to rush her.  I pulled back from the kiss and stared down into my mate’s beautiful face. Her eyes were glassy, and she looked a little dazed.  I felt a sense of pride that I’d affected her like that.  She wasn’t the only one who felt off kilter.
“I want nothing more than to take you against this tree and make you mine,” I started.  My cock twitched as the sweet scent of her increased arousal hit my nostrils.  “But I think you need time to adjust to the news of us finding each other.”  
Cami straightened, her eyes clearing as the haze of attraction ebbed.  “Look Wolfie, I don’t want a mate, and even if I did, I can’t do this to my sister. I won’t hurt her like this. Sisters before Misters, that’s been our sacred vow since we grew breasts.”
She placed a hand on my chest, her palm searing me like a brand. I let her push me away, even as my wolf whined deep inside me. Be patient, I chastised him. He wasn’t the most patient animal.
“I’m sorry, but I’ve got to get home and figure out how to fix this spell.”
“Do you really want me to be with your sister?”  I asked curiously.  “You want me to kiss her the way I just kissed you?”
Her eyes blazed with anger before she tamped it down again.  Her reaction gave me comfort.
“You don’t understand. She put an intention out to the universe, asking for her perfect man.  She described you in great detail and you’re just as she described. The perfect man for her.”
“I’m the perfect man for you Cami.”  Her eyes flew to mine as I pressed on.  “And you’re the perfect woman for me. Not your sister. You.”
“You don’t even know me,” she argued.  “It’s best if we just say goodbye.”
“I don’t need to know you. My wolf knows you. And we’re not going to give you up without a fight Cami. I need you.  And I think you need me too.”
She was shaking her head before I even finished. “No. This can’t happen. I need to go.”
“Play with your potions as much as you want, little witch.  That won’t change anything. I’ve got fate on my side.”
I stalked over and kissed her softly on the forehead. “I’ll come see you tomorrow.”
“You mean you’ll come see Pepper.”
I shook my head.  “I said exactly what I mean.  Until tomorrow, mate.”
“You don’t even know where I live,” she said confidently.
I tapped the side of my nose.  “I don’t need to know, my wolf will sniff you out.”
She rolled her eyes.  “Damn shifters.”
With one last look at my mate, I stepped back and inhaled deeply, calling my wolf forward. The air around me shifted and I felt the familiar sensation of my bones breaking and lengthening, muscles expanding, claws and fangs extending. Dark fur pushed through my pores, and I dropped to all fours. 
When the change was complete, I padded over to my mate, who stood watching nearby.  I nudged her with my head, and she leaned down to stroke the fur between my ears.  My wolf preened happily.  
“Bye Wolfie,” she whispered sadly.  
I held my wolf back as she hurried away, assuring him that we would find her again tomorrow.  Maybe by then she’d have had enough time to accept our pairing.  Connecting with a fated mate was always easier when both parties were shifters, but I was confident she would come around.
I ambled back through the woods, heading to where I’d parked my car.  The ground was soft underneath my paws due a recent rainstorm, and my wolf inhaled the fresh damp air as I continued on my journey. I loved this part of being a shifter.  Being one with the forest, hearing the animals skittering around as they sensed my approach, smelling all the scents of growth and decay that I couldn’t detect when I was in my human form. It felt so freeing to run like this.  But no run had ever been so joyous. 
I’d finally found my mate.  I had turned forty a few months ago, and after so many years alone I had started to worry that I’d never have a mate. My siblings had settled down with their mates, embarking on long happy marriages just like our parents had.  Mom and Dad had been mates for fifty years and married for nearly as long. We were planning their fiftieth anniversary party later this year, and I couldn’t wait to celebrate with my mate by my side.
I just needed to get her off this idea that her spell had gone wrong and that I was intended for her sister.  Either her spell hadn’t worked, or it had worked but the sister’s mate hadn’t found her yet. Either way, it was an unfortunate coincidence that I’d found her right after she’d tried to help her sister. I wasn’t going to let that stop me though. I wanted to spend the rest of my life with my mate, and I was eager for the rest of my life to start right away.
Besides, if Pepper was a decent woman, she would want her sister to be happy.  And she wouldn’t want me to be with her when she knew my heart belonged to Cami.
I would find Cami tomorrow and talk some sense into her. If all else failed, I could just throw her over my shoulder, bring her back to my den, and kiss her until she realized the truth.  Cami was mine.






  
  Cami


As soon as I got back to the Rosewater Mansion, I started looking for Pepper. I found her in the library, thumbing through an old photo album with a sad expression on her face. She looked like she’d lost her best friend – or her mate. My heart pinched at her sadness. 
“Hey,” I said, coming to sit in the chair across from her.  “I’m so so sorry Pepper.  I don’t know what happened.  I swear I was only focused on you during the spell. You know that I don’t even want a mate.”
“No, but your mate wants you,” she said sadly. “I’m not mad at you Cami, if that’s what you’re worried about. I know you did your best, and I want you to be happy as much as I want that for myself. If that wolf makes you happy, then so be it. I wish you both the best, truly.”
I shook my head. “No, I’m going to figure out how to reverse the spell and we can do it again.”
“No, that’s not necessary. I was talking to Meri, and she said something that made a lot of sense. A love spell is too personal to put in someone else’s hands, even if that someone else is as close as we are. That’s what went wrong with the spell. I should have done it myself, if only I had some power.”  
It was a source of ongoing frustration for Pepper that I’d inherited some of Mom’s magic, and Meri had some of Dad’s psychic abilities, glitchy as they both were, but Pepper was just a regular human with no supernatural talent at all.  Or if she had some, it had never manifested.
I sighed deeply.  “I wish Mom was here, she would have known how to do the spell properly.”
A flush rose up Pepper’s face.  “Um. Well, the thing is, I asked Mom first.”
“What?”
“I asked her last time she was in town to do a love spell for me, and she refused. She said it was a terrible idea. She said that I couldn’t rush fate and that the universe would bring me someone in good time if I was just patient and made myself open to the possibilities.”
I felt a wave of irritation.  “Mom said it was a bad idea, so you asked me?  Even knowing that my powers are sporadic and quirky?”
She nodded.  “Yeah, I figured it was either try it with you or visit a sperm bank.  I guess I’ll be visiting a sperm bank.”
“Peppermint Mugwort Rosewater, you are NOT going to a sperm bank!”
My sister grimaced at my use of her full name.  None of us sisters were particularly fond of our weird names.
“I can if I want to, Chamomile Ginseng Rosewater, you’re not the boss of me.”
I rolled my eyes at her childish retort.  “How do you think your soulmate will feel when he finds you and you’re walking around with some anonymous guy’s kid?”
“I really don’t care how some imaginary guy that I may or may not ever meet would feel. This is about me. It’s my life, and I’ve wanted to be a mother since I was five years old. I’m sick of waiting to have a family.  You were my last hope.”
I moved towards her and leaned down to give her a hug.  “You can be your own hope, Pepper. Someone is out there for you, someone perfect, and you’ll find each other soon. I just know it.”
Pepper hugged me back.  “Thanks Sis, I hope you’re right. So, what are you going to do about your new mate?”
“Nothing.” I felt a stab of pain behind my sternum as I spoke. “I’m not going to see him again. I told him it was all a mistake, and that I didn’t want a mate, not now, not ever.”
“How did that go?” she asked, her voice amused.  
I kneeled on the floor in front of her chair and met her gaze.  “He kissed me.”  
I could feel redness climbing up my neck and cursed my fair complexion.  Kissed seemed like an understatement. It was more like a claiming. He’d ravished me with his mouth, and I’d loved every minute of it. But there was no way I was







