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        It’s all work and no play until the denizens of the underworld have had enough of the rain.

      

      

      

      Goddess Hera Aarden lives in the underworld, enjoying her new life as the co-owner of the ButterNut Bakery. With her small side business of hand brewed potions, creams, and tinctures literally flying off the shelves, business is booming, which means Hera is too busy for much of a social life. But she’s lonely and the one-night stands she used to go for just aren’t scratching that annoying itch anymore.

      The denizens of the underworld are fed up with the rainy season, so it’s time to shake things up, and the Goddess of Love and her toothy sidekick have just the thing to put the pep back in Hera’s step.There should be nothing but clear skies and sunshine ahead now!

      

      Augustine McKellen and his two brothers have been dreaming of their fated mates, yet none are brave enough to do anything about it until August gives in and ventures out, eventually stumbling across the new speed dating at the DeLux Cafe. Even if the term "speed dating" implies something fast and furious, which isn't really what he's after, August has to get his old school dragon booty out there or he will never find his mate.

      Once he’s met the perfect woman for him, will she be able to accept his beastly side, scales and all?

      

      Hera is book twenty in the Speed Dating with the Denizens of the Underworld shared world series, filled with bold and beautiful goddesses, dashing gentleman dragon shifters, and more.
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      “HERA!” Demi shouted from the other end of the apartment the sisters shared.

      Hera sighed and swirled the potion she was in the middle of completing. She made a notation in her lab book so she could come back to it and left the room that Demi called her chemistry lab. She glided through the main living space of their apartment, the rugs soft on her bare feet and protecting her from the beautifully polished hardwood underneath. She found Demi on her knees in her bedroom, her head in the depths of her closet. “What is it, sister dear?” Hera asked.

      Demi gave a little squeak of surprise and sat back on her heels, her long, dark hair in complete disarray. “Have you seen my white heels?”

      “Why are you searching for them the mundane way?” Hera asked, puzzled. She pulled at the air and a pair of white high heels appeared in her hands. “Is this a ‘playing at being human’ thing?”

      Demi blushed and got to her feet. “No, I’m just so flustered that I forgot about that.”

      Hera smirked. “Charles is looking forward to you moving in as well. You know that anything you forget, you can pick up after work one day. I’m not going to ban you from the apartment.”

      “You’re right,” Demi said with a chuckle. Her suitcase closed with a thought, the zipper flying around the edge. “Are you going to be all right here, all by yourself?”

      “Of course, I will be.” Hera brushed off her sister’s concern. “And if I’m lonely, I can always⁠—”

      “Hook up with a random supe?” Demi finished for her.

      “I was going to say get a roommate,” Hera declared huffily, crossing her arms under her ample bosom.

      “Right, “ Demi said skeptically.

      Hera relented and hugged her sister. “Maybe I’ll come visit you topside.”

      Demi gasped happily and held Hera at arms length. “Would you really? We would love to have you. The lake house is beautiful.”

      “Once you’ve settled in a bit,” Hera said, taken aback by how thrilled her sister seemed to be by the flippant suggestion. Hera hadn’t been topside in... Well, since she had moved to Purgatory to live with her sister. She suppressed a shudder. She was very happy living here, more so since Lucifer, the ruler of Purgatory, had cleaned up the place a bit for his love, Chloe.

      The doorbell rang.

      “I’ll get that. You keep packing,” Hera said, giving Demi a light kiss on the cheek. “Charles is expecting you soon, isn’t he?”

      “Yes, he is!” Suddenly, the room had four more packed suitcases and Demi’s hair was controlled in a long flowing braid. “Too much?”

      Hera laughed. “Perfect.”

      The sisters walked to the door together, the suitcases trailing behind like ducklings following their mother.

      “Chloe!” Hera said as she opened the door. “How unexpected! Please, come in.”

      “I don’t mean to interrupt...” Chloe said, looking at the luggage. “Are you going on a trip?”

      “Moving in with Charles,” Demi said. “For a month. We’re calling it a trial run.” Her face crumpled. “What if it doesn’t work out?” she gasped, her voice suddenly thick with tears.

      “Nonsense!” Chloe said. “You’ll be fine. Learn to compromise on the things that aren’t important, and communicate when things are.”

      “Yes, I can do that.” As if the sudden panic had never happened, Demi was all smiles again.

      Hera hugged her once more. “My blessing upon you,” she whispered in Demi’s ear, and then Demi vanished with her bags. Hera turned to her guest. “Please, come and sit. Can I get you anything?”

      Chloe sat on one of the finely carved chairs overflowing with pillows. She put a hand over her lower belly and gave Hera puppy dog eyes. “Some lemonade would be amazing. And... Would you happen to have any raw carrots? I just got a wild craving for them.”

      “You got it,” Hera said with a chuckle, heading for the kitchen.

      “And ground cinnamon!” Chloe’s voice echoed from the living space.

      Hera returned with a pitcher of lemonade, a plate of carrot sticks, and a bowl of cinnamon.

      “You are a lifesaver!” Chloe declared dramatically, taking a carrot stick and dipping it in the cinnamon. She took a big bite and moaned. “Delicious.”

      Hiding her amusement behind her glass of lemonade, Hera watched her guest demolish another two carrot sticks in the same fashion before she apparently felt sated enough to put the plate down.

      “Thank you so much,” Chloe said cheerfully. “I’m really glad you were home today. I wanted to talk to you, professionally, if you don’t mind.”

      “Professionally as the ButterNut Bakery’s accountant, or...?” Hera let the question hang between the two women.

      “Perhaps, as both. When we have the baby shower, will you provide the cupcakes?”

      “Of course. We would be delighted.” Hera couldn’t resist teasing a bit. “We’ll make carrot cupcakes with cinnamon icing.”

      Chloe chuckled. “My cravings will be drastically different by then. Don’t even get me started.” She rolled her eyes. “One day last week, all I wanted for dinner was lettuce. Nothing else would do.”

      “Sounds like you’re thirsty. Keep drinking your fluids,” Hera advised.

      “Oh, I am.” Chloe poured herself a glass of lemonade. “But sometimes that isn’t what I want.”

      Hera nodded sympathetically.

      Chloe fluttered her hand not holding the glass. “You’ve distracted me! I didn’t come here to talk about that. I need your help with a potion.”

      “What kind of potion?” Hera asked, curious.

      “We had an ultrasound today.” Chloe traced the condensation on the glass.

      When she didn’t say anything further, Hera prodded gently, “Is everything all right with the baby?”

      “Oh! Yes, everything’s fine.” Chloe smiled. “She’s doing just fine.”

      “A girl!” Hera clasped her hands.

      “Yes. She’s a bit larger than expected at twenty weeks, though.” Chloe bit her lip. “I’m worried it will be a difficult birth. Hera, will you promise me that you’ll come when I call for you? Will you please attend her birth?”

      “Of course I will, dear.” Hera took Chloe’s hand in hers. “I will give you a potion in a few months—fresh is best—for you to take when you feel contractions. Real ones, mind, not Braxton-Hicks. The best time to take it... Oh, never mind me telling you, now, there’s no way you’ll remember. I’ll write it all down and give it to you with the potion.”

      “That is such a relief!” Chloe relaxed back into the cushioned back of the chair. “I’ve been all over the place since the technician told us that she was a few weeks bigger than expected. Now, I can breathe.” She sat up straight again, the lemonade sloshing in the glass. “How are you? With Demi moving out, I mean. This place is going to feel awfully big with just you in it.”

      Hera looked around at the twelve-foot ceilings, giant windows, and greenery everywhere. “I welcome all the space. Maybe I’ll install silks from the ceiling. I’ve heard there are classes that you can take topside that will teach you how to twist yourself up in them and do acrobatic maneuvers.”

      “Why?” Chloe raised an eyebrow. “That sounds an awful lot like you’re trying to distract yourself from being alone. Why don’t you try an easier way of doing that by picking up a guy at Athens Bar?”

      Hera wrinkled her nose. “No offence, but I’m not interested in the type that hang around at the bar. I know Achilles has been throwing pick-up lines at me for ages, so it would be a matter of snapping my fingers at him, but that’s so boring!”

      Chloe chuckled. “You want more of a challenge?”

      “A challenge and not clingy. I want a nice, reliable guy that will fuck me and leave afterward.” Hera nodded decisively.

      “You certainly don’t make it easy, do you?” Chloe said, rubbing her belly as she thought. “If you wanted something long lasting, I would recommend⁠—”

      “Don’t say it,” Hera interrupted warningly. “Demi and Charles have been after me to try speed dating since your wedding.” She shuddered and spat the words out as if they left a bad taste in her mouth. “I know that the one for this month is coming up in a couple days. The date’s been mysteriously circled on every calendar in the apartment and the bakery.”

      “Okay, okay, I won’t go there.” Chloe raised her hands pacifyingly. “What about...” Chloe trailed off and tilted her head, examining Hera appraisingly.

      “What?” Hera looked down at herself. She was wearing a simple work robe. It had a few tendrils of plants left on it from her time in the lab. She flicked them off impatiently. “What?” she asked again.

      “How do you feel about Valhalla’s Throne?” Chloe asked.

      Hera paused. “The fight club?” She was about to shake her head dismissively, but caught herself. She rarely frequented that area of Purgatory; the area was gritty and dank. But the types of people, of supernatural beings, that would attend such a place would be vastly different from the patrons of Athens Bar. “I hadn’t considered it, to be honest.”

      “Odin owns the place. I can get you in tonight, if you want. Go by. Check out the clientele. You might be able to scratch that itch with one of his men.” Chloe smirked. “And then, you can think about settling down with someone later this week.”

      “Chloe!” Hera wouldn’t say she whined, but it was a near thing. “You know I’m not the best judge of character.”

      “If you’re talking about tonight, that doesn’t matter. You just have to pick a guy that’ll show you a good time. And Eve and Aphrodite will have your back later this week. That’s what they’re there for!”

      Hera sighed. “I’m not saying yes to later this week. But I am saying yes to the fight tonight, please.”

      Chloe bounced excitedly. “I’ll find out tonight’s password as soon as I can. You get dressed. Something sexy and sensual. I want all the details tomorrow!” She winked. “Or maybe the day after.”

      Hera pretended to be shocked. “I don’t own anything sexy!”

      Chloe pursed her lips. “Are you a Goddess or not? Surely you can make something between now and the start of the fight.” She examined Hera again. “Maybe play up your eyes a bit, wear light greys and silvers. Ooh, purple would really make them pop! An underbust corset in royal purple over a silver off-the-shoulder blouse. That would seriously emphasize your assets.” Chloe winked at her.

      “Spoken by someone with small breasts,” Hera said, rolling her eyes. “Where’s the support? I wouldn’t be emphasizing, I’d be flashing everyone.”

      “Use some power to keep your shirt up and no one will know,” Chloe said with a shrug. “Let’s see, a black leather skirt with a slit as high up your thigh as you can without showing everything, and knee-high black leather buckled boots with a thick heel. It’s the perfect outfit for you, you have to agree.” She wiggled some more and leaned forward.

      Hera thought about it for a minute. “It’s certainly not my style, but I’m willing to try it.”

      Chloe clapped her hands and gestured. “Go on!”

      “If you insist,” Hera muttered. She stood and waved a hand over herself, manifesting the outfit Chloe had described onto her body.

      “I am good,” Chloe muttered, standing and walking around the Goddess. “Yes, this is perfect. The heels give you extra height, and your eyes look stunning. Highlight them with purple eye-shadow, and maybe even a purple lip. You’re a knockout without even getting into the ring!” She chuckled at her own joke.

      Hera walked over to a mirror hanging on one wall, the swing of her hips emphasized by the heels. “I look... So unlike me,” she breathed. She twisted, her heel popping up as she did so. “I like it.”
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        * * *

      

      Valhalla’s Throne was in a dark and ominous area of town. The neon lights on the nearby clubs and bars all shone brightly in the gloom, announcing to the world that they were open for business.

      Hera turned and descended the stairs to the metal door. There was a sliding grate just above her eye level. She tapped out the quick rhythm that Chloe had taught her before she left that evening, hoping she remembered it correctly.

      The grate opened and a brown eye peered out at her.

      Hera leaned up on her tiptoes and whispered, “Glaive.”

      The grate closed without a word from the person on the other side and Hera’s heart sank into her leather boots. She was just about to turn away when the door creaked open. A wave of masculine musk wafted out, making Hera’s knees weak. She wobbled a bit as she crossed the threshold into the dimly lit entry and held onto the wall for support.

      “Right this way, miss,” said the person with the brown eye. He only had one, right in the center.

      Hera followed the Cyclops down the wood-paneled, dark-carpeted hallway and tried to regain her composure before there was the potential of an audience. The heavy velvet curtain at the end of the hall was held back for her, a wash of cheering, booing, and shouting crashing over her. “Thank you,” Hera said and signed to the Cyclops in case he couldn’t hear her over the noise.

      He nodded and let the curtain fall behind her.

      Excitement sang through her veins, more heady than a glass of ambrosia. She made a circuit of the room behind the spectator benches, made of natural logs that had been highly polished to a dark stain, looking for a likely target to bring home tonight.

      A bell heralded the end of the match that was going on, an announcer joining the two fighters in the ring. Hera ignored them. She wasn’t here for the fight. A tall, well-built older man with a full head of white-silver hair caught her eye, sitting in a private box the middle of the arena. Odin appeared absolutely regal as he lounged in a large seven foot chair carved of wood and depicting scenes from Norse Mythology, with his wolf and ravens surrounding him. He had a drink in one hand and an empty seat beside him.

      With no fighters to make noise in the ring, Hera figured now was her chance. Strutting over to the box, she tapped on the wooden side. “Excuse me,” she said, enjoying the way his gaze traveled up her body. “Is that seat available?”

      “I was saving it for you, milady,” the man said, jumping to his feet and gesturing at the vacant spot on the bench beside his chair and offering her his right elbow.

      She graciously accepted the aide of his arm as she squeezed past him to the seat. “Thank you most kindly, Odin,” she said, feigning a slight stumble and pressing her breasts more fully against his hard chest. “I am pleased to make your acquaintance.”

      “I fear I am at a loss, milady, for you know my name, but I don’t know yours.”

      Hera smiled at him, but her attention was quite suddenly drawn to the fighter’s ring, where a large blond man had entered. His muscles were on full display, glistening under the lights. He wore only a pair of denim cut-offs. Her heart fluttered.

      She turned her attention back to Odin. “Of course you know me. We met at Chloe and Lucifer’s wedding. Chloe must have mentioned me and how it’s my first time here. Now, tell me all about this fight club you initiated.” She was suddenly quite interested in the fight.
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      Augustine flew into the boards, and, since he was not shifted into his dragon form, crashed to the ground. He got to his feet and swiped a thumb across his lower lip, noting the blood that smeared across it. He spat into the sand that covered the fight ring and sneered at his opponent; a troll—literally. “Is that the best you have, you ructabunde?”

      The insult made the crowd go wild, just as Augustine had intended. He was known as the Gentleman Fighter, always one with a quick insult that almost nobody understood. Today, he’d decided to utilize some of the lesser-known Greek insults. In this case, he’d called his opponent a gasbag.

      “What did you call me?” growled the troll, his knuckles dragging on the ground as he readied to launch himself at Augustine.

      “Would you prefer that I call you a quisquilian?” Augustine said, pretending to ignore the troll’s attack cues. He sighed inwardly. Being brash wasn’t really his style. He could put on a performance for the audience during a fight, but it was all an act.

      The troll roared and charged at him, picking him up by his thighs and dropping him over his back onto his head.

      “Did not like that one either, huh?” Augustine gasped out. He’d called the troll worthless this time. He rolled out of the way, barely, as the troll attempted to throw himself elbow first toward Augustine’s ribs. “That was rude.”

      The audience roared its approval as Augustine flipped onto his feet. He glanced at the clock. Only a few more minutes before the Ref would call the match. He knew what he had to do.

      He caught sight of a stunning lady in purple high up in the audience sitting next to Odin. He wished she was closer so he could flirt with her. Instead, he leaned on the wall next to a pretty woman, all angular bones. Normally, she wouldn’t draw his attention—he much preferred his women full-figured—but this wasn’t about who turned him on. This was a way of flirting with the entire audience.

      “My lady, that red compliments the crimson of your cheek,” he said, winking at her. “I would wish that your cheeks blushed because of me.” Augustine winced internally, hearing the double-entendre in his words after the fact.

      The lady tittered, making his teeth ache, and offered her hand.

      He kissed the back of it and smirked as the skin of her neck reddened. “If all your skin is this soft, I would have difficulty keeping my hands off of it.”

      The lady gasped and the back of Augustine’s neck prickled. His instincts told him the troll was going to attack him while his back was turned.

      His stomach churned as he ignored every instinct screaming at him to react right now!

      Large arms tackled him around the waist, smashing him against the boards and jarring every bone in his body.

      He pushed off the wall sharply, the momentum toppling the two men backward. Augustine scrambled around, making a show of trying to get on top of the troll to pin him to the sandy ground. Ultimately, he failed and ended up underneath the troll when the Ref called an end to the match.

      Augustine dragged his body down the long stone hallway and pushed the large, solid wood door that opened into the lush individual room set aside for him and his brothers on nights they fought.

      He shrugged off his clothes, letting them fall haphazardly onto the immaculate white bathroom floor and dragged a hand down his face, grimacing as he felt sand get into the abrasions in his skin.

      Shower first.

      Then I’ll call them.

      The hot water was a balm to his skin and he could already feel the smaller cuts knitting themselves back together. He dried himself with one of the big fluffy towels and then put Band-Aids over the two or three larger scrapes, mostly to avoid getting any lotion into them. That hurt like a... Well, it hurt a lot.

      He dialed his brothers and put his phone on the desk, on speaker. It rang while he dug the bottle of lotion out of his bag. His pale skin already shone with a slight purple sheen in the bright white light over the mirror and the backs of his hands looked dry, the first indication that his scales were going to appear.

      “Hey brother!” Finley’s voice came over the phone. “How did your fight go tonight?”

      Augustine grimaced. “I rolled a one before I went out.”

      In order to hide their strength, the three brothers would roll a dice before a match. If it landed on a one, they were to lose. Augustine hated those nights. It wasn’t the pain; he healed quickly. It was the feigning ignorance of fighting techniques. He had years of fighting under his belt, not just here at Valhalla’s Throne, and to have to act as though he didn’t know how...

      “Had to happen sooner or later!” That was Jaden’s voice. He sounded like he was trying not to laugh. He’d rolled a one before his last two fights.

      Augustine stuck his tongue out at the phone. “It is not my fault the dice likes me.” He groaned as he rubbed the lotion into his thigh muscle. “Ouch. I hate losing.”

      “Too bad!” Finley said, and he was definitely laughing.

      “I saw a woman here tonight...” Augustine trailed off, not sure why he mentioned her. He let a large dollop fall onto his palm and started working the lotion into his opposite shoulder. “How much lotion do we have left in storage?” he asked.

      “Enough for a couple months,” Finley replied. “More if we use it sparingly.”

      “We are going to have to order from Hera again,” Augustine said. “I do not want to run out.”

      “Stop distracting us. What was this about a woman?” Jaden practically shouted. “Did she swoon at your feet?”

      Augustine chuckled. “She did not. I barely saw her, but... I do not know. I felt drawn to her.”

      There was silence on the other end of the line.

      “Did I lose you?” Augustine asked, leaning forward to look at his screen.

      “Yeah, you lost us when you said that this woman turned your head,” Jaden teased.

      Finley added, “What was so special about her?”

      Augustine thought for a minute about the woman. She’d been sitting with Odin in the top row of the audience, wearing something vibrant purple and voluptuous. “I am not sure. Something about the way she was sitting, I guess.”

      “The way she was sitting?” Jaden burst into loud guffaws. “Oh brother, you have got to get laid!”

      “Laid? Like sleeping?” Augustine asked, confused. He put the cap back on the lotion bottle and looked around the tiny room for his clothing.

      “Yes, like sleeping,” Finley said with a snort. “As in sleeping with a woman? Sex?”

      “Right.” Augustine blushed even though his brothers couldn’t see him. He started yanking on his pants. “Maybe I should try to find a mate.”

      There was silence on the line again.

      Augustine ignored it and hopped a bit as he pulled up his jeans. “You do not think I should.” It wasn’t a question.

      “I just...” Jaden trailed off uncertainly.

      “Remember what happened last time,” Finley whispered.

      Augustine’s fingers slipped on his zipper. “I think they have changed. The supernatural community is a lot more accepting of all sorts of races now. Why not,” he lowered his voice to a whisper, “dragon shifters?”

      “And if they’re not?” Finley sounded angry now. Augustine was getting whiplash from the emotional outbursts. “What if they try to—? I don’t want to be put to sleep for millennia again!”

      “That would not happen.” Augustine was fairly certain of that. “Are you saying that I am going to recklessly endanger you? You know I would not do that.”

      A knock on the door interrupted them.

      “Hang on,” Augustine said to his brothers. He opened the door to see an attendant. “Can I help you?” he asked apprehensively.

      “I have a message for you,” the man replied curtly. “I was told to wait for a response.”

      Heart pounding hard, Augustine took the plain white envelope and opened it. He expected to see a threatening letter; his brothers had put the idea of persecution into his mind and it was hard to shake.

      Gentleman Fighter,

      Your bout was the only fight that drew my attention. I couldn’t help but gape in awe at your body and how it moved around the ring. How it could move over me. I would very much like to get to know you better between my sheets. Please don’t leave me waiting.

      The letter was signed with a stylized capital H and a dark purple lipstick stain.

      Augustine realized that his jaw was hanging open and snapped it shut. “Does this kind of thing happen often?” he asked the attendant. Not waiting for an answer, he scrawled a quick response on the back of the letter. “Thank you,” he said, and the man bowed slightly and left.

      “What was that all about?” Jaden asked.

      “Ugh, can you believe that I just got propositioned?” Augustine growled out. “By some woman who described me like a piece of meat!” It was probably the woman he’d flirted with near the end of the match.

      I really should not have done that.

      His brothers burst into laughter. “So, I take it you turned her down?”

      “Of course I did! She does not know me.” Augustine pulled on his shirt. He glanced at himself in the mirror, noticing his normally blue eyes of his human form were turning violet. He took a deep breath and forced his shift back, deep under his skin where it couldn’t be found. “I am going to go to the Athens Bar tonight. Do not wait up.”

      “All right. Take care, Auggie,” Finley said.

      “Yeah, yeah.” Augustine made a face at the phone after he hung up. His brothers meant well, but they were a tad overprotective. He did up the buttons on his shirt quickly.

      They might be free from the witch’s curse that put us to sleep under the mountain, but they are not really living.

      He gathered the rest of his things in his duffel and headed out the back door of Valhalla’s Throne to avoid the crowds. Or more importantly, to avoid the sender of that note.

      Granted, Augustine hadn’t dated in a very long time—millennia—but even so, he was not a...

      What was the phrase?

      An end table?

      He shook his head as he stalked down the street.

      A one-night stand.

      Even the phrase made the hair on the back of his neck prickle. He craved the connection with a woman, something that could not be rushed. Besides that, he couldn’t risk his dragon shifter status showing up in the midst of a passionate encounter with someone he didn’t trust one hundred percent.

      The loud music and bright lights of Athens Bar drew him like a moth to a flame. Augustine soon found himself sitting at the polished bar with a drink in hand. He felt the tension leave his back muscles after he’d drained half the pint and he was finally able to tune into the conversations around him.

      “Do you think we should allow more humans in?”

      “I’m not sure... They would have to be thoroughly vetted beforehand. They won’t all turn out to be as accepting as Charles.”

      “But if we did, we’d really be opening up the dating pool in Purgatory.”

      “Do we really need to? Lucifer and Chloe didn’t need a human, and you can see how happy they are together.”

      “But Demi would never have met her mate if Sharon hadn’t meddled and sent a human.”

      Intrigued by the conversation, Augustine turned around on his bar stool and leaned backward against the solid wood. The two were both stunningly beautiful women, one dark and one fair.

      The dark-haired one continued, “What kind of vetting are we talking about here? Personal recommendations from our people living topside?”

      “To start.” The blonde nodded her agreement. “We can discuss further expansion if that goes well.”

      “Maybe every second month can be a human-inclusive night. We should also put a little more effort into pushing it down here.”

      Augustine suddenly found two pairs of stunning blue eyes fixed on him. The blonde smiled at him, her sharp teeth glinting in the lights behind the bar.

      “Hello, honey, have you heard about our speed dating nights?”

      “Speed dating? No, I do not think so,” Augustine said, suddenly feeling cornered even though the two women hadn’t left their seats.

      “Don’t worry, dear, we don’t bite,” the brunette said. “Well, not without consent.” She winked. “I’m Aphrodite, and this is Eve.”

      Aphrodite.

      Augustine swallowed hard.

      I know that name.

      Who doesn’t?

      The Goddess of love.

      “Pleased to meet you both,” he said formally.

      “So polite,” cooed Eve. “So handsome. We could use more men like you at our speed dating event. You’d meet your mate quickly there.”

      Augustine looked from her to Aphrodite. “You have had many successes?”

      She nodded, her eyes sharp as she looked at him.

      He squirmed.

      What is she looking for?

      Can she see what I am?

      “I am not sure how comfortable I am with something so fast. I have not dated in... a while.”

      “Then this is the perfect way to get your feet wet!” Eve exclaimed. She rose gracefully from her chair and plucked a business card from her purse. Her hips swayed as she walked over to him. “No expectations. You’ll meet a bunch of women, and if you don’t want to get to know any of them better, you can simply leave.” She slid the business card into his shirt pocket and patted it, fingers lingering on his pectoral. “But I guarantee there’ll be at least one that will strike your fancy.”
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