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    This one is for my Readers, my Street Team, My Glamorous Stars! You inspire me!

Thank you to all my readers for their ongoing support and inspiration! Special Thank You to Chevy Allen for Beta Reading portions of the book.

Daniel, Kirk and Carla's story started out on a journey about three friends refinding themselves and the bond that brought them together in their youth. The story morphed into three people's second chance at love and finding a mate of their own.

I hope you enjoy Carla, Daniel and Kirk's journey rediscovering their love, their connection and the love that reunites them and bonds them together.

Smiles,Solara Gordon
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CHAPTER ONE
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Carla Smith leaned back against the bar watching two male patrons close to the opposite end. One male’s gaze met hers twice since he joined his companion an hour earlier. The guy with him gave her a hot once-over after he caught his buddy gazing at her. 

The ginger-haired one drew her attention from her first glimpse of him. Redheads piqued her interest and hormones since high school and Kirk Addison’s french kiss outback of the softball dugout their junior year. She swore Kirk’s brown eyes glowed every time he looked at her. The guy with Red reminded her of Daniel McFarmer who tagged after Kirk and her until the three of them became fast tight friends. Daniel’s close-cropped haircut never let on to his actual golden brown hair color. His hazel eyes glinted when she kissed him the time they’d played Spin-the-Bottle in her cousin’s tree house. 

Red caught her staring at him again. Carla fanned herself and looked away. Eye candy had its sweet moments. Keeping her mind focused on the customers at the bar and the servers’ drink orders pushed perusing Red off her list of mental activities.

She shielded her eyes as she looked out over the congestion of tables and couples milling about at the edge of the dance floor. She smiled as a couple leaned toward each other, lips puckered. An old image flashed across her thoughts. Kirk and her in a similar stance their first kiss. Daniel had reciprocated on his turn. Playing Spin-the-Bottle with only the two of them had had its rewards.

Carla noted the two guys she’d been ogling making their way toward the tables at the back of the dining area. There was a familiarity to them. Part of her psyche kept pinging her like she knew them each time she looked at them. She shook her head. Her extrasensory perception had to be firing because of the high school reunion happening next weekend. Why were Daniel and Kirk on her mind tonight? Had the two guys at the bar ignited this trip down memory lane?  

Daniel looked over his shoulder and turned back to Kirk. He grinned and nodded. “Carla keeps looking our way. She’s interested.”

“Good,” Kirk responded. “Do you think she remembers us?”

“Maybe,” Daniel began, glancing over his shoulder again. “Carla moved after our joint make-out session. We didn’t get a chance to go further.”

“Stop being obvious,” Kirk retorted, elbowing him. “We lucked out when the matchmaking council approved our request.”

Daniel saluted Kirk with his beer bottle and sat down at a table close to the kitchen. “We sure did. Here’s to Cauldron Falls’ newest triad—you, me, and Carla.”

Kirk sat down and clinked his beer bottle against his. “And to Carla’s agreement to being courted.”

Daniel drank part of his beer and lowered the bottle, shaking his head. “I don’t think there’s a problem there. Don’t forget Eva’s report.”

Kirk nodded, setting his bottle on the table. “Oh, yeah. Eva’s report definitely swung the council in our direction.”

Daniel shrugged as he placed his bottle on the table. “Eva said Carla admitted having two guys interested in her intrigued her.”

“Could also be our stubborn holdout that we want to choose our mate.” Kirk leaned toward him, lowering his voice. “Also doesn’t look good when the nephews of the two eldest matchmakers in town are still single.”

Daniel snorted. “Yeah, our aunts aren’t going to let us off the hook until we’ve got a mate or they choose others for us.”

Kirk grinned and asked. “What’s our courtship plan?”

“We’ve got until the full moon to get Carla’s agreement.” 

“Six weeks isn’t a lot of time.” Kirk pulled back, shaking his head. “Not gonna be easy.”

“If we wanted easy, we’d gotten matched.” Daniel raised his head and looked out over the crowd back at the bar to where he’d first seen Carla staring at him. “I like the chase to a point. Carla is what I want. You?”

Kirk set his bottle next to his. “Our partnership is solid. We know how each other works. I’m in.” 

Daniel nodded. “Okay. Operation courtship begins now.”

Kirk held up his hand as he spoke. “Right. I saw Eva and our aunts making their way toward the back seating area.”

Daniel high-fived Kirk. He watched Kirk turn away and walk toward where their aunts and Eva sat, waiting for their decision. A decision both he and Kirk had talked about many times. During their college years, the years each of them traveled building job experiences and the three failed relationships between them. Yes, Carla knew them then. Listened to their guy talk about the other girls. About the women who got their gonads hot and very bothered. She’d become their confidante, and they hers. Too bad her parents decided an all-witch community was better than Cauldron Falls mixed supernatural and magical one. That was about to change. The three of them had gotten another chance. A chance to build on their prior foundation and see if the relationship they’d all wanted before could happen this time.

Kirk combed his fingers through his curly hair. Gone were the crew cuts his ex-military father insisted upon. After he started letting it grow out, the riotous ginger-colored curls appeared grabbing his college nickname Curly. Women fawned over him as he came off the rugby field sweat-covered and his curls even more predominant. A few teased him about his tarnished lopsided halo to the point of calling him Angel. Neither nickname stuck for long thanks to his short-lived disastrous ROTC endeavors. His ankle still pinged when cold weather approached. A wolf with a limp stood out when the pack hunted. Hunting alone didn’t work either. The game got away and well. . .feeding his animal half wasn’t always successful. Praise deities, Daniel stood by him and helped when others shunned him. That was ceasing thanks to his and Daniel’s new roles as dual pack alphas, a male witch and a shapeshifter. A new generation was in charge and they chose new ways of doing things. Now if their aunts would buy into their plan, maybe—just maybe mixed pair bondings would get the acceptance they deserved.  

Kirk squinted as he moved deeper into the dimmer lighted area of the club. Music pulsed out of the overhead speakers around the dance floor. A single female moved toward him. He stepped right. She copied his move. Back and forth and side-to-side they maneuvered around the tight configuration of tables until he pulled a chair out from the table closest to him. “I’m not interested. I’m meeting someone.” He pointed toward the table where the lavender lantern glowed center of the table. The signal his Aunt Zelda came up with announcing Cauldron Falls’ matchmakers were in the house. 

Daniel’s Aunt Naomi’s gaze caught his. She nodded and crooked her finger in a come-hither motion. Kirk swallowed hard. He didn’t know who was more stubborn, Aunt Zelda or Aunt Naomi.  Aunt Zelda won many a stare-down with her feline familiar. Tobias yowled, switched his tail and dove under the couch each time she won.  Aunt Naomi out stubborned a local farmer’s mule by sitting next to him for several hours and braying every time the pig-headed jackass did. In the end, both women garnered his and Daniel’s respect. Their aunts lived life their way. 

“About time you got here,”  Aunt Naomi yelled as the music stopped. Kirk inhaled and tapped his fingers twice against his jeans. 

“Lower your voice, dear,” Aunt Zelda said, laying her hand on Aunt Naomi’s arm. “The music ceased.”

“Thank you,” Kirk offered, pulling out the chair at the head of the table. Eva, Carla’s best friend, sat next to Aunt Naomi. He nodded as their gazes met.  Eva dipped her head, not looking away. Sitting down, Kirk glanced at Aunt Zelda. She held a pack of Tarot cards in one hand.

“Do we let the cards decide or do you have something to tell us?”  Aunt Zelda asked, fanning the cards face down across the table.

Aunt Naomi placed her hands on the table and leaned forward. The light from the lantern gave her an eerie almost ghostly three-dimensional appearance. Kirk blinked, looked down, and wiped his wet palms on his jeans.  

“Daniel and I made our decision,” Kirk said, placing his palms down on the table. 

Aunt Martha nodded and leaned back. Aunt Zelda looked at Eva, who nodded and leaned toward the table. Aunt Zelda looked back at him and spoke. “What is your decision?”

Kirk swallowed, wet his lips, and replied. “We’re courting Carla.”

Eva snickered. “Don’t you need her agreement to do so?”

“No,” Kirk retorted. “We’re courting her. She’s the one we want.”

“Well,” Aunt  Naomi began. Kirk leaned tighter to the table, holding up his hand.

“We’ve decided,” he repeated, this time with more emphasis. “You gave us until the next full moon to get Carla’s agreement.” 

He gazed at each of the women, not blinking until he looked at the next. He leaned back, folding his arms across his chest. He sat upright, shoulders relaxed, looking at each of the women again. Too bad Daniel wasn’t here to witness this. Kirk took a deep breath and relaxed against the back of the chair. “Uncle Zac retired. He named Daniel and I co-alphas. It's time our decisions and choices are honored as such.”

Aunt Zelda glanced at Aunt Naomi who bobbed her head and looked down. Eva did the same and Aunt Zelda glanced back at him, copying Aunt Naomi’s gestures. Kirk pressed his lips together, counting to five, and unfolded his arms. He scooted back from the table, rose and spoke. “Eva, when’s Carla’s next break?”

Eva glanced at her watch. “In five minutes. It’s her meal break.”

“Good. Get her to come over to the table close to the kitchen and sit with Daniel and me.” Kirk started to turn away. 

“She ain’t a dog who comes just because you call her,” Eva mocked, slapping her hands down on the table and standing.

Kirk curled his lips into his best thanks for your unsolicited comment smile and turned back to the table. “I get that. You’re a great friend. Daniel and I want to talk with her. Nothing is going to happen without her consent and buy-in. Okay?”

Eva opened her mouth ready to probably deliver another snarky comeback. Eva’s luck with arranged matches and marriages hadn’t faired any better than his and Daniel’s. Kirk didn’t know if jealousy or envy fueled her remarks. Maybe it was best friends looking out for each other. He got that. To move through the fear, sometimes required walking with it.

Aunt Naomi spoke as she took ahold of Eva’s wrist. “We’re going to be right here. Remember, this isn’t a done deal. If Carla says no, it’s over. If she says yes, they move forward.”

Kirk caught Eva’s nod as she sat down. He walked away hoping that Eva got he and Daniel would honor Carla’s decision. Neither of them wanted to hurt their intended mate.

Carla came out from behind the bar, her meal choice decided. The dinner special had her mouthwatering each time a server set the meal down in front of a patron. Roasted chicken falling off the bone, thick twice-whipped buttermilk mashed potatoes with pan-drippings gravy, corn and lima bean mix fresh from Chef Rory’s greenhouse garden, and honey yeast rolls. As she moved toward the table close to the kitchen, she noticed the two guys she’d been gawking sitting at the table. Eva was talking with them. Three plates with the dinner special filled the table.

Eva looked up, waved and stood up. She walked toward her. She stopped a few feet from the table. Carla moved forward until she was almost toe-to-toe with Eva. 

Eva glanced over her shoulder twice and licked her lips. Carla rolled her eyes. She knew that sign all too well. Eva’s mothering instinct continuously smoldered, waiting for the spark to ignite it. Raising six siblings after her mother walked out on them and her globetrotting sister’s twins left her on alert ready to spring into maternal mode at a moment’s notice. Protecting those she cared about mattered most to Eva. Even her best friend.

Eva pointed back over her shoulder as she spoke. “Classmate reunions happening all over the place tonight.”

“What are you talking about?” Carla leaned to her right, looking past Eva. 

“Daniel and Kirk,” Eva said, pointing over her shoulder again.

“Okay. And they’re here for the reunion next weekend. So what?” Carla moved around Eva, glancing toward the table where Daniel and Kirk sat looking back at her.

“There’s more to it.” Eva sidestepped away from her. “Aunt Naomi and Aunt Zelda are here too.”

“I didn’t ask or agree to a match.” Carla shoved her empty hand into her pants pocket and wiped her palm on the interior fabric. 

“They’re here for those that did.” Eva moved back in front of her, blocking her view of the table. “Take some deep breaths. Daniel and Kirk asked to talk with you. Go on, eat your dinner before it gets cold.”

Carla nodded, stepping around Eva again. “And you?”

“Helping Aunt Naomi and Aunt Zelda out. Matchmaker apprentice on duty, you know.” Eva smiled at her, winked and held up two fingers as she got even with her. 

“Two fingers for what?”

“You don’t have to agree to anything.” Eva lowered one finger.

“Okay. What else?” 

“Dinner with old friends and two hunks is pretty fine if you ask me.” Eva grinned and lowered her second finger. “Besides, you’ve talked about having two guys interested in you at the same time.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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Carla exhaled, shook her head and smiled. “I agree dinner and two hunks is very fine.” She looked at Daniel and Kirk intently and back at Eva. “They look to have aged very nicely.”

“So enjoy. You’re safe. Your bouncers are close by. I don’t think anyone is going to mess with the owner.” Eva started to walk away. 

Carla reached out, grabbing Eva’s arm. Eva stopped and looked at her. Carla rubbed her lips together. She opened her mouth and immediately closed it. She dropped her hand and moved away from Eva. Daniel and Kirk had protected her in the past. She trusted them then. Surely, she could trust them now. Could she?

“You ready?” Daniel asked, watching Carla make her way toward them. She wore her hair shorter. She hadn’t changed the color like many other women did as they aged. Her aura, like then, gave off a golden blondish glow much like her hair. Her breasts bounced much like they had with her determined walk in high school.

“As ready as I can be. You leading or me?” Kirk chuckled. “This food is getting to me.”

Daniel replied, “Enjoy both views. You can enjoy the food in a moment.”

“You’re right,” Kirk said. “Carla and a great meal. Not a bad way to start off the evening.”

“I agree,” Daniel said, standing up. He pulled out the chair opposite him and Kirk. 

“Evening, Carla,” Daniel said. He pointed at the chair. “Join a couple of old friends for dinner?”

Carla walked past the chair, stopped very close to him and rose on her tiptoes. “Sure. But this first.”

Daniel blinked, pulled back a bit, and looked down. Carla, her lips puckered, came toward him. He glanced at Kirk who shrugged. Not quite the greeting either of them imagined, but why not. Cutting to the chase might move them steps ahead.

He leaned, tilting his head so his lips and Carla’s would meet at an angle. The first time he kissed her, they’d spent the better part of five minutes cocking their heads, bumping into each other before they got their lips together.

Carla laid her hand on his arm and leaned closer. Her eyes closed. Daniel let go of the chair and slid an arm around Carla’s waist. He wet his lips and closed the distance between them.  

Soft, warm, and definitely very feminine lips met his. He felt Carla’s short shuddered breaths and the short shiver that rippled through her. Heat grazed the palm of his hand where it lay close to the waist of her jeans. Similar warmth pooled where Carla’s hand touched his arm. He brushed his lips over hers twice and started to pull away. 

“No,” Carla whispered and pressed tighter to him. Her hand slipped higher, reaching the crux of his elbow. 

Daniel pulled Carla tighter to him, not wanting her to fall. He pressed his lips tight to hers and parted his lips slightly. The tip of her tongue met his. Moments passed as the tips dueled. Coughing sounded, pulling him out of the kiss. He pulled back, creating space between them, allowing air to wisp over their faces. He grinned as Carla’s eyes opened. Daniel leaned close again, resting his forehead on hers. “Thanks, but we’re in public.”

Carla nodded, met his gaze and winked. She spoke as she rocked back on her heels. “Keeps the matchmakers wondering. You always did get me hot and bothered.”

Kirk’s laughter kept them from saying more. Daniel slipped his hand along Carla’s waist until he touched the chair. He let go and moved away. He looked past her face. His gaze settled on the first thing Carla’s five-five height allowed, her bust. He blinked, stared a few minutes more, enjoying the view and the more than handful bust gracing her curviness.  

Carla stepped away from him and faced Kirk. “Good to see you too, Kirk.” 

She made her way around the table, glancing back the way she’d come. She stopped close to Kirk, leaned in and said, “Your turn.”

Kirk nodded, raised his arm and laid his hand on Carla’s shoulder. Daniel grinned as the two leaned closer. Their gazes unwavering like they were alone. Kirk puckered, tangling his fingers loosely in Carla’s hair. Their lips met. Kirk reached up, cupping Carla’s face. His thumb tracing her jawline as the kiss deepened. Daniel inhaled slowly, feeling the heat reach across the table and washing over him. His groin nudged his fly as their kiss lingered. He pressed his lips together and gripped the back of the chair. Compersion rocked through him. Watching Kirk and Carla enjoying their kiss sparked his joy. Enjoying their passion, heat and delight kindled his. He knew there wasn’t competitiveness going on. Envy nipped at him. Not that Kirk and Carla were enjoying each other. Envy that couples somewhere behind closed doors were able to take their passion to the next level. Taking a deep breath, Daniel closed his eyes and exhaled. Time to take these kisses to the next level would happen when time and place allowed.

Daniel cleared his throat, ready to speak when the kitchen door swung open giving off a loud squeak. The noise jolted Kirk and Carla apart. She shook her head, glanced at him grinning, and rolled her shoulders. Kirk scooted away from Carla, grinning too. 

Carla pulled the neck of her top away from her fanning herself as she moved back to the empty chair. “Steamy and scorching. That hasn’t changed.”

Daniel held the chair for her as she sat down. Consummate manners and a gentleman were the words she used to describe him when she confided her high school crush to Eva. Kirk had been rough around the edges then. Ready to rebel and grab the attention he felt missing from him. Two pierced ears and fake tattoos paired with ratty jeans and t-shirts with not quite raunchy slogans caused him to stand out and not always in a good way. How the pressed khakis and sport shirt dressed honors scholar and the punk rocker wanna-be nerd became fast friends few knew. She wondered how many would remember Kirk’s transition their sophomore year after he’d won full scholarships to several major universities. Her and Daniel’s tutoring paid off. 

“Let’s dig in,” Carla murmured, looking at her plate. “Chef Rory’s outdone himself tonight.”

“Oh yeah,” Kirk said, rubbing his hands together. “Never pass up good food.”

Daniel and she burst out laughing. Kirk’s appreciation for a well-cooked meal hadn’t changed. He appeared as slim as she remembered him from the last reunion she’d attended five years ago. Daniel was already cutting into his chicken. He raised a fork full and spoke. “Here’s to good eats!”

They passed the next fifteen minutes in comfortable silence as they ate. The loud squeaking kitchen door practically stopped as several of the servers sat at nearby tables consuming their evening meal. One in particular, wearing a nametag with Bertha on it, stopped next to their table. Carla looked up as Bertha spoke. “Boss lady, Chef Rory’s threatening Frankie with his meat cleaver again.”

Carla laid her napkin on the table. “Thank you, Bertha. I’ll take care of it.”  Carla pushed back from the table, glancing at Daniel and Kirk.
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