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        Every demon in the capital knows the Forked Tail restaurant. They serve delicious sinful food with the freshest of ingredients, away from prying human eyes. What they don't know is that the owner and chef Lana has higher ambitions than just serving the masses. She has set her sights on winning the popular Demon Chef competition and she'll do it with the help of her taste tester Demi, her ragtag crew, and her trusted recipe book.

      

        

      
        Can Lana rise through the seven rounds of the competition and does she have what it take to battle against some of the most prestigious demon chefs in this realm? She'll have to risk it all to have a chance at winning and convince the judges to crown her as the Demon Chef.

        ****

        A Demon Chef's Recipe For Fried Chicken is the first book in the Forked Tail Restaurant series. It's a cozy urban fantasy series about a determined and ambitious demon chef, a sapphic romance, found family, and mouth-watering food.
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      Restaurant kitchens were a lot like Hell. Blazing hot, full of smoke, and run by someone with a bad temper. Here in the Forked Tail, the person with the bad temper was me.

      "Where are my steaks for table twelve? I want them now!" I hollered at my brigade, not quite sure what was so hard about cooking up two steaks with some sides. Everything should be streamlined, even if we were a sous chef down.

      "One minute on the steaks!" Roxie called back from her station.

      “You said that five minutes ago. Where’s your head?" I shouted, turning around to summon more servers. The food at the pass was getting cold, and that was just as big a problem as it not arriving there on time.

      As much as I loved owning and running a restaurant, there were times I missed the simple days of personally cooking up a meal or creating something new without the hectic pressure and overwhelming stress of our current dinner service. It was chaos. Pure and utter chaos.

      The double doors flew open, and Michel came in, looking quite frantic. "Chef! I think there's a critic at table seven."

      Frustration bubbled up in me, and I stomped my foot a few times. I really wasn't in the mood to deal with another pretentious critic writing for some outdated guide that thought food was all about pretentious little bites.

      I peered through the round window of the double doors at the table in question, rolling my eyes when I saw the so-called critic. It was a woman with her phone on a tripod.

      "That's not a critic, that's just an influencer and not one I recognise," I said, waving Michel away. "Just treat them like a normal guest. I don't cater to influencers."

      "They've asked if they can film," Michel squeaked.

      "They can do whatever they want," I said, turning my attention back to the pass. My steaks were still not there and it had definitely been more than a minute.

      That was more important than some wannabe influencer who likely wouldn't even chew properly before gushing over the food. It was all fake hype for a fake audience.

      Tao shouted out for me. "Chef! The ovens were on too high and the salmon en croute got burned."

      "What? Are you freaking kidding me?"

      They didn't need to answer because I could see the plumes of acrid smoke coming out of them from here. The temperature was likely cranked up to the max but there was no telling who was to blame.

      Potentially me for demanding a fast pace.

      "Put more in," I instructed Tao. "And watch them like a hawk!"

      They nodded firmly. "Yes, Chef!"

      Why was running a kitchen smooth sailing some days, while other days, it felt like we were just pieces of rubbish being battered by waves?

      "Steaks!" I remembered, calling out to the other side of the kitchen but the worried expression on Roxie's told me everything I needed to know. "Don't tell me they're over. Roxie, I swear. If they’re over…”

      I let the threat hang in the air, not bothering to follow up on it. There wasn’t really anything I could do about it if they were overcooked except get her to cook new ones.

      She hurried over to me with the steaks on a tray. "I'm so sorry, Chef.”

      I prodded one of them but there was not enough bounce in them for what I expected from medium rare. I shoved the temperature probe in the side just to be doubly sure and the number confirmed it.

      Medium.

      "Fuck!!" I almost kicked something. I knew Roxie was new on the grill but she always handled the hot garnish station so well, I didn’t think it would be a problem for her to deal with this.

      Apparently, I was wrong.

      I spun around and pointed at the first server I spotted. "You! Get Sandra over here. Now!"

      He scurried out of the kitchen, hopefully in search of the manager so they could deal with this hiccup. I'd already kept the demons at table twelve waiting for forty-five minutes for steaks. If it went on any longer, there was going to be a riot in my restaurant.

      Demons were generally a well-behaved lot, except when they were starving. A ravenous demon was everyone's worst nightmare.

      Trevor briefly stepped away from his cooking station. "Chef. Lana. You're doing it again. You're not being chill like you promised. Remember the mantra. It's just food."

      “Do you know how hard it is to chill for a wrath demon?” I screamed at him, earning an unimpressed glare.

      He made the gesture for taking a deep breath and as much as I wanted to shout some profanities at him, that wasn’t fair. Especially not since I owed a lot to him and he was right, it was just food. Who cared that it arrived late or that a customer left a shitty review?

      I didn't.

      I did, but the bad review would not be nearly as much of a hassle to deal with as replacing traumatised staff.

      "You're right, I'm sorry," I said, drawing a breath and fanning my face. "I'm zen, I'm chill, I give zero fucks. It's just food."

      "Exactly," Trevor said with a nod. "Sandra is here too."

      I gave myself a few more seconds before I turned around with my best smile. "Sandra, send my apologies to table twelve for the wait and send them some extra drinks on the house."

      Sandra seemed surprised by my calm demeanour and nodded. "Sure thing, Boss."

      "Thanks." I turned away, my gaze gliding over an unknown woman by the door who seemed to be filming me and the rest of the kitchen.

      It looked like the wannabe influencer. What the Hell was she doing in here?

      "Hey, you." I pointed at her. "Yeah, you. Customers aren't allowed back here."

      The woman lowered her phone. "Oh, I'm sorry. I asked the server if I could film and he said I could do whatever I wanted." She was actually beaming like a lovestruck fool. "My viewers adore it when I include kitchen shots in my videos!"

      I was going to wring Michel’s neck after service. I thought he had some common sense but apparently that was too much to expect from a youngling fresh out of Hell.

      How long had this influencer been standing here and how much of the chaos and outbursts had she captured? A bad review was one thing but a video showing our disastrous service was another thing.

      I was a wrath demon but I still had pride. I didn’t want anyone else to see this chaos but thanks to this influencer, it might be exposed to the entire demon world.

      What a nightmare.

      Maybe I should have packed up the business when my ex abandoned ship after all.
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      There was always an interesting vibe after a hectic dinner service. It was a mix of relief and the frantic energy of everyone desperate to finish their task so they could go home.

      I liked it. The restaurant was nicer when all the demanding customers were gone. Well, almost all of them.

      The influencer from earlier was sitting across from me with that goofy grin of hers. She had light reddish hair, a heart-shaped face, and a small stain on her otherwise crisp white shirt. There was a certain charm about her, but that made sense if she posted videos online. Optics were everything and demons were vain.

      Her grin somehow widened even more. "Do you mind if I film our conversation?"

      "I do mind. I wanted to talk to you about your footage from earlier." I pointed at her phone. "How much did you film in the kitchen?"

      "Not very much, a few minutes or so."

      That was likely long enough to capture my outbursts and who knew what else. As hard as I could be on my employees, I didn't want them to get blasted on the internet.

      "Can you delete the footage?" I asked.

      "Oh, I never delete anything until I'm in the editing process. I never know what gems I might find until I'm combing through it!"

      She was one of those people, huh.

      I considered snatching her phone from the table and deleting it myself but that was likely not going to go down well. Especially not when I had no idea who I had in front of me. She didn't look like she was a higher-ranked demon than me but I'd been mistaken about those things before. Especially in the human realm, it was hard to tell when we hid our demonic features.

      "What's your channel name?" I asked.

      "Demon Dining with Demi," the woman said, gesturing at herself. "And I'm Demi!"

      "You don't say." I grabbed my phone and typed the name in on the most popular video platform. It brought up a channel with a picture that matched the woman in front of me and her outstanding subscriber count.

      Ten followers.

      I held back a snort when I put my phone back.

      "You know what, you can keep the footage," I said, not sure if I should feel impressed or pity for this youngling demon.

      Demi beamed. "Wicked. Oh, I still need to film my catchphrase. Want to do it with me?"

      "Catchphrase?"

      This was getting more and more ridiculous by the minute.

      She nodded and posed with two fingers against her temple. "And that is The Forked Tail... Dined."

      Oh my.

      I almost burst into laughter. "No, I'm good on the catchphrase."

      "I know it still needs some work but I want to figure it out before I hit like a bajillion subscribers."

      Wow. Ten followers and a dream. She had to be fresh out of Hell because most demons barely cared about their current day, let alone the future.

      I cleared my throat, eager to get her out of the restaurant now that I knew she was a low-ranking demon. With ten followers, I wouldn't have to worry about her video post either. That was never going to reach enough people to cause any harm.

      Demi didn't seem in a hurry to leave though. “If you hit subscribe, you’ll be notified when my video review drops.”

      “I don’t subscribe to food reviewers,” I said sternly.

      “That’s a shame.” She didn’t seem in the slightest dejected. “How do you feel about doing a quick interview?"

      "I feel like I don't want to do that," I responded.

      Her grin never waned. "Oh, come on. It'll be fun, I have a list of rapid fire questions. It'll only take a minute."

      "I don't have a minute. My crew is cleaning up and setting up for tomorrow. I demand a lot but I never make them work harder than myself."

      Demi gave the air a sniff as if she was a dog. "I thought I smelled new food. What do you prepare in advance?"

      "Oh, just some things for the lunch service."

      "Lunch? The sign said you're not open for lunch."

      "Not for demons, no."

      Her grin got so wide, it was making her eyes sparkle. "You cook for humans here?! Don't tell me, you throw your own sin-harvest parties? That's so elite."

      I stared at her, a little taken aback by her enthusiasm. I'd seen this excited energy in food vlogs before but always assumed those influencers were putting on a performance.

      Not Demi, apparently.

      "The Forked Tail is a lot more upscale than I imagined," Demi chattered on. "I can't believe I've walked past this place so many times and never tried it before. The food here is so good."

      At least she had good taste.

      "I can expect a good review then?" I said, not sure why I was humouring her.

      Demi nodded. "You bet! I absolutely loved the wrath spiced king prawns. It was so deliciously spicy and just the perfect amount of sin to make every bite addictive. What type of wrath did you use? No, let me guess!"

      Now I understood why she vlogged. She didn't need someone to talk to, she was clearly one of those people who could hold an entire conversation with themselves.

      She rambled on. "It tasted very familiar but it was too spicy for everyday annoyance or unsatisfied customer rage. Did you use betrayal?" She tapped her chin before snapping her fingers. "No. It has that tingle on the tip of your tongue, a kind of heat that you can almost feel in your ears. It has to be first-time-revenge."

      I had to give it to her, she was correct about what type of wrath I'd used for the chicken dish.

      I leaned down on my elbow, ever so slightly intrigued. "I'm impressed. It is first-time-revenge. Not many people can identify it that easily." I looked her up and down. "Are you a wrath demon too?"

      Demi chuckled. "Me, a Wrathling? That's funny. No, I'm a Glutton." She flashed me a grin at the same time as she let her horns out. Two extrusions emerged from the side of her head, sharp and pointy as demon horns ought to be. They were bone-white, the colour of Gluttony.

      "You shouldn't do that in front of a stranger," I chided, not sure why I was telling her that. It wasn't my problem if she got into a fight because a higher-ranked demon took her display as a challenge.

      Demi drummed her fingers on the table, entirely unbothered. "Then maybe you should introduce yourself so we're no longer strangers."

      "No, thanks, there's no need for that. I need to get back to my kitchen." I got up from the table and straightened out my chef's jacket. My back and shoulders were aching from the long service so I had no doubt my crew was suffering the same way. They likely wanted to get out of here so it wasn't fair to hold them up.

      I just needed to get rid of this Glutton.

      Demi stood up too, at least getting the hint that it was time for her to leave. So she wasn't entirely dense which made me believe that she had not misunderstood Michel earlier but had played innocent when she snuck into my kitchen.

      What a sneaky little demon.

      I could respect the hustle, even if I didn't think it amounted to much. Not that it had anything to do with me because I had no plans of seeing this amateur influencer again.
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