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      All she wanted was to sing, but can Leandra focus on her dreams after she learns the biggest producer in town is actually a Demon? What will she do when he’s claimed her as his own?

      

      Leandra Katell has finally made it to the big city. Now, she just needs a job. All she wants is to sing in front of thousands. Is that too much to hope for?

      

      She knows she has the voice to do it and what's more, the perfect show is just about to go under production! There’s just one glitch in her plan. The show’s producer.

      

      Arrogant and spoiled, Chance Madoc is the golden boy of Broadway. Every show he touches turns to gold. Literally. Known for having a very specific type for his female leads, he turns down Leandra based on her photo alone. The plump songbird is not what he is looking for at all.

      

      This half-Demon is all about the tall, thin, and gorgeous. When Leandra seeks him out, determined to make him listen to her sing, he’s about ready to throw the curvy little brunette out on her rounded bum.

      

      Until his Demon side gets whiff of her! Then all bets are off and Chance won’t rest until he has Leandra by his side.
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      Chance exhaled slowly determined not to get angry. Fuck it. He glared at his director, allowing his Demon half to shine through his eyes. Satisfied with the man’s cowering appearance, Chance flung the latest photos of Broadway hopefuls at the halfwit.

      Very talented halfwit but still, he grumbled to himself. After all, their last three collaborations had led to countless Tony’s and at least two film adaptations. Chance Madoc was Broadway’s quintessential golden boy.

      Every stage show he backed went gold and that was the honest fucking truth. He had a knack for finding talent, for making it shine. The best fucking eye and ear in the business. It was in his blood.

      He grimaced at the thought. Chance hated thinking about dear old Dad.

      “The show opens in less than sixty days, Terrence. Sixty fucking days,” he roared.

      “I know, I know, but Chance, you haven’t even heard them sing. This one here⁠—”

      “This one?” He picked up the eight by ten glossy and frowned. The brunette had a wide smile and plump lips. In fact, all of her was a little more rounded than he’d have liked in a woman, er, a lead.

      Another glance at her sparkling eyes and glowing skin and he felt an unfamiliar stirring in his loins. Chance glared at the image. Suddenly angry for no reason at all.

      What the hell? Okay. Fine. Maybe he’d fuck her, but he wouldn’t cast her as his Isabella. This show was the hottest fucking thing to hit the city in decades. The writer was a fucking genius.

      He should know. It took him decades to coax the fucker into letting him have the script. A modern Beauty and the Beast retelling set right in New York City with a normal girl as Isabella and a Bear Shifter as the Beast.

      Oliver Pax was a quiet kind of guy, er, Shifter. Sure Chance had run into the man once or twice, moving in the same circles as they did it would be hard not to. The very second he’d caught wind of Pax’s secret project, Chance had started banging on the man’s door. Finally, Oliver let him read it and from there Chance was hooked.

      Fucking Shifters. Lucky bastards! They lived practically forever. Were lucky enough to be able to walk around in their Shifted skin. And still the fuckers were all stingy with their shit. Only, not this time.

      Chance had actually gotten the grouchy Bear to give up the story with the promise that he, Chance, would take care of everything. Including finding the perfect person for the role of the beautiful, conflicted Isabella.

      “Haven’t heard them sing? What the fuck am I paying you for? I know what I want, Terrence, and look what you brought me for fuck’s sake! Who the fuck is gonna believe I picked some fat chick for the part of Beauty?”

      “Uh, Chance, she’s right behind you.”

      Chance growled at his director. Why in the hell hadn’t he said something earlier? He hated dealing with this shit. Emotional women were not his cup of tea. And why the hell was she here anyway? He certainly hadn’t invited her.

      “What the fuck Terrence?”

      “I told you, I know her from my building. She’s a great singer, man. Give her a chance, Chance.”

      He rolled his eyes. Shit. Turning around he caught sight of the woman from the photo.

      Luminous blue eyes the color of summer skies startled him into silence. They weren’t brimming with tears as he’d expected.

      No. They flashed fire at him as she took center stage. Tight jeans molded her curves and Chance felt himself grow warm. The woman looked at Terrence and he felt himself tense. He wanted her focus on him.

      “Leandra,” his soon to be dead director smiled at her warmly, “We are so glad you are here. Please come on out.”

      “Thank you. I’m glad one of you is glad to see me,” she ignored Chance and smiled at Terrence.

      “Go ahead,” his redheaded director nodded at her and she walked over to the piano where she handed their musician a couple of sheets of music.

      The beast that lurked within him pushed against his skin and Chance felt himself close to losing control as the scent of warm vanilla and sugar wafted over to him. A deep, rumbling growl built in his chest.

      “Dude, what the hell,” Terrence whispered, and he silenced himself at once.

      Terrence was a supernatural too. Not a half-Demon like Chance, but close enough. Fucker was a Vampire.

      Unlike most bloodsuckers, he refused to live in a Coven. He drank animal blood, which sort of made him a vegetarian in the Vamp world, and he was a damned genius of a director.

      Chance had met up with him a few decades ago in Vegas and together they’d done some pretty cool things. Especially since they’d moved to the East coast and had taken Broadway by storm.

      They had a lot of history together. Terrence knew Chance better than anyone on Earth. The fact that he thought some chubby normal was perfect for this role made Chance wonder if he’d been mistaken about their years of supposed friendship.

      But after that one scent he knew something else was at work here. God damn Fates.

      This is so not fucking happening now. He frowned as he watched the curvy goddess walk back to center stage. Her shoulders were straight, and her head was held high as she focused on the imaginary crowd before her.

      She had the most amazing slope along her neck and shoulder. The strong and sudden need to trace it with his lips pulsed through him and he bit back the urge to take the stairs two at a time.

      He’d wanted women before. That wasn’t exactly shocking. But the women he went for were usually supermodels. Waifish, tall, and sleek. Fast and expensive like the sports cars he drove.

      This woman was the opposite. She was on the shorter side with ample curves. All peaks and valleys, rounded hips, full breasts and thick thighs. Fuck, imagining those legs opening for him made his dick hard and his brow sweat.

      What the fuck was happening?

      Terrence looked over at him and frowned. The Vamp must have caught scent of Chance’s current state, but there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about it.

      “Hello, my name is Leandra Katell. Thank you for the opportunity,” her husky voice stroked his skin and hair. Ruffling it with its intensity.

      Chance wanted to hiss and bare his fangs at his friends. The sexy sultriness of her voice moved him.

      It must have been one of the things Terrence had found so mesmerizing about her, but it was his dammit. Then she started to sing, and all rational thought left his muddled brain.

      Grrr. His Demon-half rose at the thought of anyone taking pleasure in this voluptuous beauty. She was his and his alone.

      Oh no.

      Fuck.

      Shit.

      This can’t be happening.

      And then it did. The one word he had feared hearing for most of his adult life roared through him louder than any of the subways and PATH trains that trekked below ground, underneath the city like giant earthworms carving out their destinies.

      Mine.

      MINE!

      His inner Demon roared. The dark beast pushing to be heard by his human half. Chance felt his flesh tighten. He felt his forehead pulsate, his horns threatening to break through.

      Wouldn’t that be fucking great? The two black projections curving out from his head like a nightmare from some damn horror film.

      As if that wasn’t enough, he felt his tailbone itch and knew his fucking tail was threatening to push out of his skin as well.

      Shit. Shit. SHIT. This hadn’t happened to him in an age. His black, tough as nails, skin that was throbbing just underneath his human guise.

      “Shit! Dude, clam down,” Terrence whispered, elbowing him in the shoulder. Hard.

      Chance snarled at his friend and looked down to find his hands had sprung claws. Well fuck. He was about to tear the arms off his chair, the metal shredding underneath his fierce grip.

      He released the broken handles quickly. Ignoring them as they fell to the carpeted floor, his eyes and ears solely intent on the siren before him.

      Leandra, her name whispered into his mind. Chance sucked in air. His chest squeezed making breathing difficult. Sweat beaded on his brow. What the fuck was going on?

      It was like his hormones were surging. Worse than when he’d gone through puberty and for a half-Demon that was saying something.

      It was impossible not to stare at her as she stood onstage. Her presence commanded every last bit of his attention. He barely recognized the nudge Terrence gave him as her voice filled the room.

      Soft as a summer breeze, the sound of her song lifted through the theatre. Light and soft, it built slowly, purposefully until raw emotion flowed through her. Her song grew and grew until it became fierce and strong as a category five hurricane wind.

      Holy shit! His goddess could sing with the best of them. Head thrown back, lost in the music, she sang her heart out one perfect note at a time.

      Chance trembled from head to toe. Parts of him that he wasn’t even aware he’d had ached with need. For her. This curvy little songstress was the best damn thing he’d ever seen or heard. And she was his.

      Mine, snarled the jealous as fuck Demon in his head.

      The beast practically went savage at the thought of any other going near her. He almost groaned aloud as he struggled to keep a stranglehold on that part of himself. Especially when Terrence went to embrace her in a friendly hug after her song was finished.

      “Dude,” his friend whispered as he moved close to the two of them.

      Chance looked at her curious expression and stopped growling at his director. Barely.

      He cleared his throat. Thank goodness she’d been too far away to hear his idiotic and biased opinion of her spoken hastily before he’d scented her on the air.

      Vanilla sugar, voice like a siren, face of an angel, and body custom made for a Demon. And she’s all mine. He grinned widely, turning to her with that same charm he’d used a million times without fail. Smiling his best, most alluring smile he held out his hand towards his future mate.

      Fingers itching to touch hers, wondering how soft her skin was going to feel in his heated grasp, he practically drooled with anticipation.

      Perhaps he’d take her to dinner, maybe some dancing, then back to his penthouse and who knows? He might even have her bedded and mated by midnight!

      “Miss Katell⁠—”

      Blue eyes narrowed, she looked at his hand as if he’d infect her should she touch him. One perfectly arched eyebrow raised mockingly she placed her hands on her luscious hips and his eyes were immediately drawn to them. That lasted all of a second before she snapped her red tipped fingernails in his face.

      “So, not bad for some fat chick, huh, Mr. Producer?”

      Well, shit.

      Change of plans.

      Step one: Kick myself in the ass.

      Step two: Apologize and woo the lovely songstress.

      Step three: Claim her as my mate for eternity.

      Easy peasy.

    

  

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/cd-gorri-logo-girl-22.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-13_ndq.jpg





OEBPS/images/claimed-by-the-demon-discreet-cover-2024.jpg
Y :
e TV P95
USATODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR:

C.D. GORRI
\""1\_%

£k 30







