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      Short. Spicy. Fated.

      The Hot Girls Date series features curvy heroines who thought love had passed them by—until fate drops the impossible right into their laps.

      These short, spicy paranormal romances pair hardworking women with devoted supernatural mates who fall hard, love fiercely, and are all in when it comes to forever.

      Each book is a complete standalone with its own couple and guaranteed HEA, but every story is connected through an expanding world filled with magic, mystery, and familiar faces.

      Inside you’ll find:

      [image: red heart] Curvy Heroines

      [image: red heart] Fated Mates

      [image: red heart] Protective, Obsessed Heroes

      [image: red heart] Paranormal & Monster Romance

      [image: red heart] Short & Spicy Reads

      [image: red heart] Connected World Storylines

      [image: red heart] Guaranteed Happily Ever Afters

      Because sometimes the hottest girls don’t just date monsters⁠—

      They find forever in the impossible.

      Go Here For More:

      https://www.cdgorri.com/series/hot-girls-date/
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      He waited forty-two years for his Hot Girl. She was done waiting for Prince Charming.

      Daria Woods is thirty-six, curvy, and officially over dating apps. After years of bad dates and endless promises that “her person” will come someday, she’s ready to stop believing in fairy tales.

      Then her latest date gets handsy.

      Rand Jameson, a Werewolf of the Macconwood Pack, has spent decades accepting that fate skipped him. Until one scent changes everything.

      His mate.

      Punching her date in the jaw probably wasn’t the smoothest introduction.

      Neither was stealing her away on the back of his motorcycle for a moonlit ride through Maccon City and the Jersey Shore.

      But after waiting forty-two years for his fated mate, Rand isn’t taking chances.

      Sometimes happily ever after doesn’t arrive on a white horse.

      Sometimes it shows up on a Harley.
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      The Thirsty Dog is packed.

      Not unusual for a Friday night in Maccon City.

      Tourists are crawling through town for the summer. Locals are blowing off steam after work. The jukebox is playing classic rock, somebody's cheering at the baseball game on the TVs, and somewhere behind me a woman just laughed loud enough to make half the male population turn their heads.

      My Wolf is annoyed.

      Not because of the crowd.

      Crowds don't bother me.

      Hell, I've been living in Maccon City long enough to know half the people in this bar.

      No, that’s not it.

      The Beast inside me is just… itchy.

      Restless.

      Like he forgot something important.

      Which is ridiculous.

      I'm forty-two years old.

      I've survived two Pack Alphas, countless full moons, and more blind dates arranged by well-meaning relatives than any man should legally be subjected to.

      At this point, I'd accepted that fate apparently forgot I existed.

      Not bitter.

      Just realistic.

      Besides, I have my work.

      I own Jameson Customs, where I restore motorcycles and fabricate custom parts for riders from Jersey to Pennsylvania.

      Keeps my hands busy and my Wolf occupied.

      Usually.

      Tonight I'd stopped by The Thirsty Dog to deliver a custom gas tank emblem to Mike, the owner.

      The man was restoring a Harley older than I was and wanted everything period correct.

      Two months of work and the damn thing had come out beautiful.

      Mike had practically cried.

      Which, considering the man was built like a linebacker and covered in ink and barroom sawdust, had been strangely touching.

      “You're a damn artist, Rand,” he'd said.

      “Tell my accountant that.”

      Mike had laughed and shoved a beer into my hand.

      So here I am.

      Alone.

      Enjoying my drink.

      Ignoring my Wolf.

      At least I was.

      Until the couple behind me sat down.

      Normally, I mind my own business.

      Really.

      I do.

      But the woman has apparently reached the end of her patience.

      “You seriously opened the evening with your crypto portfolio?” she asks.

      I nearly choke on my beer.

      The guy chuckles nervously.

      “Women like ambition.”

      “Actually, women like personality.”

      I hide my grin.

      Oh, she's got claws.

      Interesting.

      The guy tries again.

      “I drive a Tesla.”

      “Congratulations?”

      “And I own three investment properties.”

      “Do any of them have a sense of humor?”

      My shoulders shake.

      Poor bastard.

      He's dying back there.

      And somehow still doesn't know it.

      I take another sip.

      And I try to ignore the rest of their conversation.

      I even recite multiplication tables.

      Then I hear her sigh.

      Not annoyed.

      Defeated.

      The sound punches me right in the chest.

      Strange.

      I shift slightly on the stool.

      And that's when I finally see her reflection in the mirror behind the bar.

      Holy. Fuck.

      She is curvy—really curvy.

      She looks real.

      Thick. Full.

      Not at all like social media or Hollywood tells you a woman should look.

      She’s got these long, blonde waves spilling over one shoulder, and I can see some gray threaded in the strands at her temples.

      She’s not timid or shy about her age or body.

      She is bold, and she doesn’t hide.

      That alone is sexy as fuck.

      Nothing says hot girl like a confident woman.

      My gaze travels over her and I stop at her whiskey-colored eyes because—holy fucking shit—that’s a fine ass vintage right there.

      She’s got full lips, currently pressed together in obvious irritation.

      And sass.

      Sweet Mother Moon, the woman practically radiates sass.

      Too bad for this guy.

      He’s not in her class.

      Not even close.

      Because she is hot as hell.

      I inhale a deep breath and freeze—something sweet and spicy infiltrates my senses.

      And I mean, it hits me hard.

      My Wolf sits upright immediately.

      Mine.

      I nearly spit out my beer.

      Absolutely not.

      “No,” I mutter under my breath.

      The Beast disagrees.

      Mine.

      “I don't poach.”

      Mine.

      “She's on a date.”

      Bad date, my Wolf points out.

      Which, to be honest, is a fair fucking point.

      Still—I don't poach.

      Then the guy reaches across the table, trying to touch her.

      She leans back.

      Subtle.

      Polite.

      Not interested.

      He doesn't take the hint.

      “Come on, Baby. I got you dinner already,” he says.

      “We had pizza slices, and I paid for mine.”

      “Look, you accepted this date, so you know what I want,” he tries again.

      My Wolf growls.

      Easy.

      The guy grabs her hand.

      She tries to pull away.

      My fingers tighten around my bottle.

      Then he actually tries to yank her across the table for a kiss.

      That does it.

      I move before I think.

      One second I'm on my stool.

      The next I'm standing beside their booth.

      The guy blinks up at me.

      “Can I help you?” he asks.

      “Nope.”

      I punch him square in the jaw.

      The entire bar goes silent.

      The idiot tumbles sideways out of the booth.

      Mike signals the DJ, and he pumps up the volume on the music.

      Someone whistles.

      The woman stares at me with her wide whiskey colored eyes.

      And for the first time—I catch her scent up close.

      Everything stops.

      Moonlight.

      Sugar.

      Summer rain.

      Cayenne.

      Holy. Fuck.

      Mate.

      Shit.

      But yeah—I sniff again.

      After forty-two years.

      After decades of waiting.

      After convincing myself it would never happen.

      My Wolf throws himself against my ribs with enough force to hurt.

      MINE.

      I stare.

      She stares.

      The whole damn bar disappears.

      And then my mate says the last thing I expect.

      “Well.”

      She glances down at the unconscious idiot.

      Then back up at me.

      “You certainly know how to make an entrance.”

      My Wolf falls instantly in love.

      Which is awkward.

      Because I think I just assaulted some asshole in front of my fated mate.
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      Moving to a new city comes with its own complications.

      For starters, you have to learn where everything is.

      Second, making friends as an adult is weird.

      And third? Apparently dating in a Jersey Shore town is just as terrible as dating everywhere else.

      Still, here I am.

      Thirty-six.

      Still single.

      Living in Maccon City for the first time in my life.

      And honestly?

      I love it here.

      I grew up landlocked.

      No beaches.

      No boardwalk.

      No salt air.

      Now? I can walk the boards after work with an ice cream cone and watch the ocean whenever I want.

      I love the little shops.

      I love the tourists.

      I love the old Victorian houses mixed in with newer condos.

      And for some reason, this town is absolutely crawling with hotties.

      Seriously.

      What are they putting in the water around here?

      Half the men I pass on the street look like they should be chopping wood shirtless in romance novels.

      Not that any of them are paying attention to chubby old me.

      Which is fine. Mostly.

      Okay, maybe not mostly.

      Because despite all the body positivity quotes I repost and all the confidence I pretend to have, there are days when being perpetually single gets old.

      And my biological clock?

      Oh, she's not ticking anymore.

      She's banging pots and pans together while screaming, “HELLO? WE'RE THIRTY-SIX!”

      So, I did what any ambitious, almost-middle-aged woman does.

      I downloaded a dating app.

      And it sucks.

      Absolute trash.

      Date Number One spent forty minutes

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Hot Girls Date Series
      


      		
        Hot Girls Date Werewolves
      


      		
        Prologue: Rand
      


      		
        1. Daria
      


      		
        2. Rand
      


      		
        3. Daria
      


      		
        4. Rand
      


      		
        5. Daria
      


      		
        6. Daria
      


      		
        7. Rand
      


      		
        8. Daria
      


      		
        9. Rand
      


      		
        10. Daria
      


      		
        11. Rand
      


      		
        12. Daria
      


      		
        Epilogue: Rand
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Feral Hearts Omegaverse
      


      		
        Asgarheim Runevald Institute Monster Romance Series
      


      		
        Arrhythmia Texas Hearts
      


      		
        Also by C.D. Gorri
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by C.D. Gorri


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rtx-2764-fe0f.png





OEBPS/images/hot-girls-date-werewolvescover-copy.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

A CURVY GIRL FATED MATES PARANORMAL ROMANCE






OEBPS/images/claw-marks.jpg





