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        Date to Mate is a brand new Magical Matchmaking App conjured by Uncle Uzzi, the magical matchmaking Witch himself.

      

        

      
        These bite-sized tales offer everything you want in a shifter romance featuring growly Shifters in search of their fated mates. But not all of these grumpy men are willing, that is, not until they meet the perfect curvy women of their dreams. Then it’s claiming bites and true love everlasting with a couple of hiccups, of course.

      

        

      
        We all know the course to true love never runs smoothly, but these tiny tales are just the thing to prove HEAs really do exist!

      

      

      
        
        Take a look at the Series:

        Sweet Heart for the Bear

        Good Luck Charm for the Wolf

        Curvy Nanny for the Cougar

        Just a Friend for the Lion

        Holiday Honey for the Badger

        & more are coming…

      

        

      
        Visit https://www.cdgorri.com/series/uncle-uzzis-date-to-mate for more!
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        Before you begin sign up for my newsletter here:

        SUBSCRIBE HERE

      

        

      
        https://www.cdgorri.com/newsletter

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, places, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either part of the author’s imagination and/or used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental. This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights are reserved. No part of this book is to be reproduced, scanned, downloaded, printed, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of any materials in violation of the author’s rights. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

      

      
        
        P.S.  I am super excited to be able to offer you exclusive bundles available only on CDGORRI.COM for readers using my BUY DIRECT option.

        Right now, I have several bundles available at a whopping 30% off!
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        For all the times true love started out with a friend…

        Happy reading,

        C.D. Gorri
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        A Magical Matchmaking App Fated Mates Paranormal Romance

      

      

      Sometimes a guy just wants a friend. But what if she turns into his forever?

      Carter Leone is finally ready to take his roaring dreams to the next level—by opening his own luxury limousine service in Newark, New Jersey. With his sleek cars polished and his ambition revving, there’s only one stop left before launch: a business consultation with none other than Uzzi Stregovich—matchmaker extraordinaire, meddling Witch, and Carter’s former boss’s most eccentric client.

      Carter knows all about Uncle Uzzi’s love traps and mate-matching spells, and he has zero intention of falling into any magical romances. Which is why he insists they meet on neutral ground—someplace mundane, like Pizza Girls.

      Only, the second he bites into the best meat lover’s slice of his life and locks eyes with the curvy, captivating server behind the counter? Carter’s whole no-strings plan starts to crumble like parmesan.

      He says he’s not looking for love. She says she’s not looking for trouble. But with a little nudge from a magical app and a not-so-subtle Witch, friendship might just be the beginning of forever.

      One Lion. One normal. One impossible-to-ignore connection.

      Sometimes, fate starts with just a friend.
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      From the Desk of Uncle Uzzi Stregovich

      Magical Matchmaker Extraordinaire, Fated Mate Facilitator, Hope Dealer, and Proudly Confused Technophile

      Hello, Lieblings!

      It’s me again—your favorite old Witch with a crystal ball in one hand and a smartphone in the other.

      I just returned from a delightful visit with my nephew Hank and his lovely mate Annabeth down in Blue Valley, and let me tell you, love is truly blooming like moonflowers after midnight.

      Watching the two of them fuss over their growing family filled my heart with so much joy, I swear it nearly overflowed onto my boots.

      But that’s not even the most exciting part.

      While sipping my second espresso at a charming local café (yes, they had cinnamon sugar cubes—what a treat!), I happened upon an old friend.

      You might remember him. Carter Leone—Lion Shifter, big as a truck, with a charming smile, a sharp jawline, and a long-standing allergy to anything resembling commitment.

      He used to work for Hank’s Falcon Limousine Service, chauffeuring the rich, the magical, and the magically rich across half the East Coast.

      But now?

      Carter is relocating to Newark, New Jersey—my new favorite stomping grounds!

      He’s decided to open his own limousine company, right in the city. Turns out he inherited a tidy little fortune from a distant relative and wants to turn it into something lasting.

      Can you believe it? The cub who once refused to commit to a coffee order is now building a business from the ground up. I almost didn’t recognize him.

      Naturally, the moment he mentioned Newark, my matchmaking senses tingled.

      You know the feeling—the spark that tells you fate is winding up for something special.

      A zing in the air.

      A whisper in my third eye.

      That unmistakable flutter of destiny stretching her wings.

      Because—listen closely now—I also recently welcomed a brilliant young woman into my Date to Mate family.

      Miss Marianne Jeanne Coppola. MJ to her friends and sisters. She’s the genius behind the recipes at Pizza Girls, Newark’s most enchanting pizzeria (and now my personal obsession).

      Her marinara? To die for.

      Her sausage arrabbiata? Don’t get me started.

      The spice! The richness! The absolute perfection!

      But behind the culinary magic, I see something more.

      MJ is thirty, single, and bursting with the kind of magic no spellbook can bottle.

      She’s independent, hardworking, and hiding a hopeful heart beneath layers of flour, sarcasm, and extra cheese.

      Sure, she’s a normal, but with her sisters both mated to Shifters, MJ already has a leg upon the supernatural world. Oh, she is special this one.

      Now, tell me, what are the odds that Carter Leone—a confirmed bachelor with zero interest in matchmaking—suddenly ends up just blocks away from the one woman who could challenge every belief he’s clung to?

      Coincidence? Ha! Don’t insult me.

      I’ve been doing this for a long time, Lieblings.

      And while I may be a bit slow to embrace the trappings of the modern world (these app updates! Oy vey!), I have to say, Date to Mate has become one of the greatest magical achievements of my long, wand-wielding life.

      I’m proud. So very proud. Because this little enchanted app of mine? It’s not just making matches—it’s making families.

      Building bridges. Healing hearts.

      I’ve watched jaded warriors, lonely Witches, single dads, and tired waitresses all find their fated mates with nothing more than a swipe, a spark, and a bit of faith.

      So, what’s next?

      Well, I have a plan. I always have a plan.

      And this one starts with lunch.

      A very special lunch.

      At Pizza Girls, of course. I’m inviting Carter.

      And I won’t leave until not-so-little Carter signs up for Date to Mate, even if I have to lure him with garlic knots and threaten him with glitter curses.

      The future is magical, my darlings—and I, for one, am ready to swipe toward destiny.

      With sparkles, sauce stains, and sincerity,

      Uncle Uzzi
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      Moving to a new city can be hectic as hell, but I’m a Jersey boy born and bred—no matter where I roam, this state’s in my blood.

      The pace, the people, the scents, the sounds, the food.

      It’s all a part of me.

      The honking horns, corner bodegas, and the smell of concrete after a thunderstorm? That’s my soundtrack.

      And setting up Lion Limousines & Livery Service in Newark? Yeah, it feels right.

      Like I’m finally claiming a piece of something that’s mine.

      No handouts. No baggage.

      Just me, my wheels, and the open road.

      I left the Blue Valley Pride a while back. Not in some dramatic rogue-style blaze of glory or anything, but as a quiet exit from a life that never really fit.

      I’m not exactly the “yes, Alpha” type, and Pride life? It comes with rules.

      Expectations. Hierarchies.

      Me? I like to run my own show.

      See, I’m a freedom-of-the-road-loving kind of guy. No strings. No attachments.

      Just clean lines, custom leather seats, and miles of possibility. That’s always been enough for me.

      Because my kind—Big Cats, especially Lions—we don’t do well with confinement.

      Physically or emotionally.

      Put us in a box, and we’ll bust out claws first. I need space to breathe. To move. To think. But that doesn’t always translate the way you think it will.

      My Lion doesn’t crave prairies or mountains.

      Nah. And for the first time in a long while, I have a clear direction.

      So, I built something away from my old employer and the folks I used to work with.

      Something of my own. And I did it in a city.

      Right? I was shocked too.

      But Newark feels like the right kind of jungle.

      The kind I can rule on my own terms.

      No Pride politics. No pressure to settle down or mate up. Just business.

      Or at least, that was the plan, but of course, nothing is ever easy. Greasing the wheels, getting started, that's taken weeks, months even.

      But I'm there now. Got a team of excellent, skilled drivers. A new dispatch system that runs on the best tech money and magic can buy.

      We do everything from driving local to cross-country. Already have a few dozen steady business accounts, and I’m determined to see that grow.

      I just checked our site, and it looks like we have a whole slew of rave reviews from our first couple of dozen clients.

      How awesome is that?

      So, when Uncle Uzzi—yes, that Uncle Uzzi, the infamous matchmaking Witch and longtime client of my old boss Hank Garrett—invited me to lunch just a few blocks from my new garage, I figured, why not?

      Yeah, I know what he’s about. He thinks he’s slick with that sparkly “Date to Mate” app of his, pairing up Shifters like it’s eHarmony with a little extra wand-waving.

      But this Lion isn’t looking for forever.

      A meat lover’s pie and a cold Coke? Sure.

      A commitment that’s likely to cut my balls off metaphorically speaking? Pass.

      But still, I head over, fully intending to shoot the breeze and avoid any magical meddling.

      What I don’t expect? The second I walk into Pizza Girls, I get hit with a scent so rich and tantalizing it nearly brings me to my knees.

      Garlic, fresh basil, charred crust, melted cheese—pure magic.

      But it’s not the food that steals the show.

      It’s her.

      The curvy, curly-haired goddess behind the counter is laughing with a group of customers like they all showed up just to bask in her glow.

      Her cheeks are pink from the heat of the ovens, her apron’s dusted with flour, and she looks like every sinful thought I’ve ever had rolled into one dangerously beautiful package.

      And just like that, I forget every damn word of my mental prep speech.

      My feet stutter. My heart stumbles. I trip over the threshold like a rookie.

      “There you are, dear boy! Oh my, are you alright?” a familiar voice calls.

      Uncle Uzzi’s already seated in a booth near the window, blue eyes twinkling, white hair combed with care, looking smug as sin.

      He waves me over like we’re just two guys grabbing a casual lunch.

      But I know better.

      Because suddenly, this doesn’t feel like pizza.

      It feels like a setup.

      And my inner Lion?

      He’s already pacing.
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      Another Friday afternoon.

      Full house.

      Hormones rising.

      Cheese bubbling.

      Welcome to my domain.

      Then—bam!

      Holy. Freaking. Hotness.

      Everything gets thrust into a new orbit.

      But let me back up a sec.

      I’m doing what I do best, i.e. working the front at Pizza Girls with a spatula in one hand and a forced smile in the other, welcoming our regular Friday crowd.

      You know the type—middle-aged contractors who think they’re still twenty-five, reeking of cologne and confidence, tossing sausage jokes like they’re on open mic night at a bad comedy club.

      “You know, MJ,” Sal says, leaning a little too far over the counter like he owns stock in Axe Body Spray, “if you ever wanna handle a real set of meatballs⁠—”

      “Sal,” I cut in with a sweet smile and zero mercy, “I’ve got all the meat I can handle, and mine doesn’t come with back hair and a foot fungus problem, not to mention a previous engagement with alimony and child support.”

      The other guys lose it.

      Poor Sal turns red and stares at his shoes, which, to be fair, are offensive on multiple levels.

      I wink and gesture towards the corner booth.

      “Now be good boys and seat yourselves before I start charging extra for the stand-up routine.”

      They shuffle off, laughing and grumbling, and I go back to wiping the counter while their pizza cooks.

      Crisis averted, ego bruised (his, not mine), and sanity maintained—for now.

      This is the routine.

      The song and dance.

      The daily sausage symphony of my life.

      And hey, I’m not knocking it.

      I’ve got good friends, a great family, and a booming pizza business with recipes that’ll make you weep tears of stracciatella—seriously my Italian egg drop soup is banging.

      As for love and happy-ever-afters? Nah.

      That ship sailed after a string of underwhelming dates, a very regrettable situation involving a vegan mime, and—oh yeah—the realization that my sisters found literal fated mates through a magical dating app run by a centuries-old Witch.

      Cool. Cool cool cool.

      Magic is real? Fantastic.

      The world is filled with supernatural creatures? Awesome.

      My sisters are mated to two of them, and those guys think the sun rises and sets on them? Fucking wonderful.

      I mean, I’m thrilled for them. Truly.

      This isn’t even sour grapes.

      Carina and Geraldine, Dina for short, are living their best magic-meets-happily-ever-after lives, but me?

      I’m more realistic.

      Someday, hopefully before I get much older, I’ll find a nice guy. We’ll date. Maybe get married. Or maybe I won’t, right?

      That’s okay. It’s fine.

      Living single is a completely valid life choice. And if I’ve always dreamed of a white gown and birdseed (rice is bad for the critters) followed by the pitter patter of little feet a couple of years later—that’s okay.

      Some dreams never come true.

      I get it. And I’m fine with that.

      I am completely okay with never feeling that special zing that tells me I've met the one whenever I meet a new guy.

      Or I was okay with it.

      Then he walks in.

      I don’t even see him at first. But I feel him.

      Like a shift in the atmosphere.

      A subtle zap in the air that prickles across my skin.

      I glance up and—Holy. Freaking. Hotness.

      Six-foot-something of prime-grade male confidence, wrapped in a tight black tee that’s clinging to his chest like it owes him money.

      His shoulders are broad enough to block the sun, and the way he moves? It’s got that casual, lazy swagger you only see in two places—runways and slow-motion action scenes where the hero walks away from an explosion without looking back.

      His jeans are worn in all the right places, and there’s a very real chance they were custom-distressed by divine intervention because no one’s ass should look that good outside of a fantasy. Golden-tanned skin, tousled dark hair that looks like he just rolled out of a beachside dream, and—wait. Work boots?

      Yup. Scuffed. Dirty. Deliciously real.

      So, beach dude energy, but make it blue-collar fantasy. If beach dudes wore boots and drove blacked-out luxury sedans with dark tint and probably questionable registration.

      But it’s his eyes that really do it.

      I mean, can you spell TROUBLE?

      Because those eyes are not normal. They’re this ridiculous, impossible shade of gold—like molten sunlight poured into twin shot glasses—and they are currently scanning the room like he’s looking for something specific.

      Or someone.

      Be still my traitorous ovaries.

      He’s not just hot. He’s stupid hot.

      Like, ruin-your-credit-score, change-your-last-name, start-Googling-“How to become the perfect little wifey”-level hot.

      It’s unfair. There should be laws.

      And then it clicks. Because right after we make eye-contact and he does a full-on toe-stub stumble—yes, I saw it, yes, it was adorable, no, I’m not recovered—he straightens like nothing happened and makes a beeline for Uncle Uzzi’s table.

      Oh.

      Oh no.

      It all makes sense now.

      He’s not human.

      That vibe? That pull in my belly?

      That tingle that’s zipping down my spine like a soda fizz made of moonlight and lust?

      Yeah. Not normal.

      He’s something else.

      Something powerful. Something Other.

      Something mine?

      NOPE. Shut it down, MJ. Abort. Delete. Smash the fantasy button.

      That’s just wishful thinking.

      Isn’t it?

      Because if that guy belongs to anyone, it’s probably a tall, leggy forest nymph with a skincare routine blessed by the moon and a PhD in tantric yoga.

      Not a pizza-slinging, sauce-stained Jersey girl who forgot to wax her upper lip this week.

      Still, when his eyes meet mine—for the second time—my whole world tips sideways.

      And I think I’m in trouble.

      Big. Monster-sized. Trouble.

      Great. Because that’s exactly what I need—more pheromone-fueled chaos in my carefully balanced, emotionally detached, hormone-suppressed life.

      He walks in like he owns the place, sniffs the air like he’s on a Food Network pilgrimage, and then—oh Goddess—he trips again.

      That’s twice now.

      This time is like, full-on, toe-catches-on-the-tile, arms-flailing stumble.

      I blink.

      Did that just happen?

      Is the most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen a klutz?

      I am not equipped for this.

      “Don’t worry,” I call, trying to sound chill while my ovaries are plotting a hostile takeover. “We only charge extra if you fall into the pizza.”

      He straightens, smooths a hand down his chest like he’s resetting the cool, and flashes a sheepish smile.

      “Guess I was distracted by the scent.”

      Oh, honey. If you’re distracted, imagine what I’m going through over here.

      Then, as if summoned by Fate (or Witchcraft), I hear a familiar voice from the corner booth.

      “MJ, darling, can we have a meat lovers’ pie? Well done I should think,” he says.

      I glance over and spot the white-haired wizard himself—Uncle Uzzi.

      The supernatural world’s answer to Cupid if Cupid were a matchmaking Witch with a flair for velvet capes and unsolicited life advice.

      The new guy turns and heads that way like his heels are on fire.

      And suddenly, I get the feeling I’ve just become part of something bigger than a little casual flirting at the pizza place.

      Something fated.

      Something magical.

      Something completely out of my damn control.

      And I can’t lie—I’m a little intrigued.

      Also, if he orders extra sausage, I’m going to combust.
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