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        Only his fated mate could bring Lucifer to his knees...

      

      

      

      
        
        Confirmed bachelor and legendary playboy, Lucifer Morningstar, is the cocky King of the Underworld. By day, he moonlights as the owner of the DeLux Cafe, and at night he controls evil supernatural beings in the underworld. One stroke of his whip makes immortal demons grovel and quake. With his faithful hellhound by his side, life couldn’t be better.

      

      

      

      
        
        That is, until he meets a delicious Detective and can’t get her out of his mind. Lucifer is obsessed with chasing down his fated mate and making her his.

      

      

      

      
        
        Detective Chloe Frost moved to LA four years ago to further her career. She’s driven and good at her job. A white wolf shifter, she has a nose for these things. Being the best detective she can be is all she wants...even if she is lonely without her pack. Her true love is her profession. Who needs a man anyhow?

      

      

      

      
        
        Despite her negative outlook on love, Chloe accepts her friend’s suggestion to attend a speed dating mingle at the DeLux Cafe. Heidi swears it’s just what Chloe needs. Her hopes aren’t high, but a little fun-n-sexy-times won’t hurt, right?

      

      

      

      
        
        Lucifer is book one in the Speed Dating with the Denizens of the Underworld shared world, filled with devilish demons, sinful shifters, and more.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Mackenzie

      

      

      

      
        
        I'm so proud of you for breaking out and becoming your true self.

        May you live your best life every single day!
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      Far beneath the human world, Lucifer Morningstar, the ruler of the Underworld, sat on his throne feeling generally very pleased with himself. The last three days had brought a great deal of chaos to his home. There had been a great influx of new arrivals in Purgatory; new arrivals that needed taming. All of Lucifer’s lesser demons had tried to get a handle on all of the new demons, but nothing seemed to be working. Finally, he decided that it was time for him to step in.

      Why leave the job to the amateurs when it will take the professional under ten seconds?

      That was why today when he’d gotten up, Lucifer had deviated from his usual schedule. As the ruler of the Underworld, he generally took things in quite a leisurely manner; he woke when he wanted to, slept when he felt like it, and demanded food when he got hungry. He did as he pleased, because there was no one else in Purgatory who was going to try and tell him otherwise.

      Instead of sleeping in late, Lucifer had risen early. He’d taken extra care in making sure his wings looked as sharp and as hellish as possible by washing them and even trimming off the tips to create new ones. Stretched out, they were twice as large as he was, which was a feat in itself. He flapped the inky black feathers a few times, noting that the reddish tinge to the tips reminded him of the crimson color of blood. He flashed a demonic smile at himself in the mirror inside of his castle, his eyes bright and glowing scarlet. Turning on his heel, he charged over to the window, stepping off the sill and soaring into the smoky Purgatory sky.

      As he soared high above his domain, he surveyed the chaos down below. The freshly minted demons hadn’t yet gained control of their powers. Many of them were teleporting here, there, and everywhere, and it was all the Daemonium Guard—legions that protect Underworld’s borders—could do to try and stop them for long enough to teach them. Other new demons were getting into scrapes, shooting fire, and trying to kill each other. And still other demons were trying to destroy everything that surrounded them on the ground, which proved to be far more difficult than many of them thought. Each blast they provided that was directed toward any sort of structure was immediately repelled and shot back at them. They didn’t seem to learn, however, and so they just kept injuring themselves more and more.

      Lucifer did another lap around the chaotic scene below him, just to make sure that he wasn’t missing anything, and then he chose his spot to land—right in the middle of everything. He slammed down onto the ground, his fist hitting the earth at the same time his feet and one knee did. Thunder rumbled through the ground and lightning cascaded through the sky. The demons immediately shut up and everything stopped, the new, abrupt silence almost deafening. Lucifer growled menacingly as he stood. He could feel the heat in his eyes and knew they were full on crimson as he looked out over the silent crowd.

      “You were brought here,” he seethed, “because you were chosen. You all have something within you that we see as potential. This potential could make you become a great demon groomed properly by the Daemonium Guard. Or it could destroy you if you insist on continuing to act like the imbeciles that you are. Now, are you going to obey me, or are you going to cause mayhem?”

      The silence continued for a few moments after he finished speaking, each demon looking from one to the other as if asking ’what the hell, who is this dude?’ This did not please Lucifer. Quite the opposite, in fact. He expected everyone under him to obey his every command. When he said fly, they were to say how high. When he was displeased, they were to fix it. And when he told them to obey him, they were to do so. His felt his blood heat at this atrocious display.

      Suddenly, there was a great growl from the crowd and pure chaos broke out once more, only now it was worse. All of the new demons were charging directly toward him at lightning speed. Contrary to what it may have seemed, Lucifer hoped this was what would happen. He chucked inwardly, taking a perverse pleasure in the events about to unfold.

      These fools.

      Don’t they know what I’m capable of?

      Don’t they know that I am not to be trifled with?

      If they think that they are going to overtake me... they have another thing coming to them.

      Lucifer didn’t flinch, move, or bat an eye. He simply closed his eyes, concentrated on his inner power for not longer than a millisecond, and then with a flick of his wrist power rushed out of him. Akin to a supersonic sound wave, it lay waste to all of the rebellious new demons in its path. The Daemonium Guard, however, remained untouched. That was a part of Lucifer’s ultimate power: he could choose exactly who he hurt and how much. He finally opened his eyes as all of the new demons went flying backward, madly clawing at the air, trying to stop themselves. They all fell with a thunderous clap at the same time, and then... the blessed silence resumed.

      Lucifer crossed his arms in front of him and looked out at the carnage he had created. The new demons were not dead, of course, but they didn’t know this. He laughed, a great, deep outward laugh that had maniacal beginnings. The new demons eventually began struggling to get up, looking like a bunch of drunk teenagers who were waking up from a bad trip. When they had all stumbled roughly to their feet, Lucifer began talking again.

      “If any of you would like to test me again, please, be my guest,” he stated firmly. “Otherwise, I would suggest that you obey the Daemonium Guard General. If you do not, you will be forced to face my wrath again... only next time it will be even worse.”

      No demon said anything or made any moves in response to what Lucifer had said.

      My work here is done.

      Lucifer shot into the sky and flew back to his castle. He blasted in through the window and came to a stop at the top of a dais. Turning on his heel, he took his place on his throne, feeling pleased with himself. He knew he was the best ruler Purgatory had ever seen, but even he hadn’t thought he was that good. The thought made a chuckle slip from his lips.

      He threw a leg over the side of his chair and leaned back, pondering how he was going to pass the rest of his day—would he take a stroll throughout the castle to ensure that all of his repairs were being done correctly? Would he lie in bed and fantasize about all of the women up on earth who he was going to meet up with at the Underworld Cafe and seduce when he returned to his double life? Or would he⁠—

      His cell phone rang, interrupting his musing. He had entirely forgotten he even had one of the blasted contraptions. He had been so against getting one. In his mind, if anyone wanted to contact him they would find a way that didn’t involve speaking on the phone.

      Lucifer begrudgingly grabbed it off of his side table, swiped his thumb across the green button, and put the phone to his ear.

      “What?” he barked into it.

      “Ooooh, someone doesn’t sound happy today,” the other voice purred from the other end. “Is it my fault, Lucifer? You must have seen my name on the call display and thought ’this means trouble.’”

      Lucifer let out a low chuckle. “Hello, Aphrodite. Couldn’t resist me for too long, now could you?”

      “Resist you?” Aphrodite responded. “More like require you.”

      Lucifer drummed his fingers on the armrest of his throne. “I always love to be wanted more than I know I am. And what do you require me for today, my goddess of love? Is it something that requires you having me all to yourself?”

      Aphrodite laughed sarcastically. “If it were, would it get you to come back to the cafe faster?”

      “Maybe,” Lucifer growled. “You know how I like it when you want me like that.”

      Now, Aphrodite laughed uproariously. “Oh, Lucifer. Haven’t you learned? I don’t require your services of that variety anymore. I don’t feed off of seduction, and I’ve told you that many times. Now, I get my fix from the love of the people who I set up here at the cafe.”

      Lucifer rolled his eyes. “When are you going to drop that act, Aphie? I know you want me, you know you want me... let’s cut to the chase.”

      “You want to cut to the chase, do you?” Aphrodite asked, amused. “All right. What I require you for is a shift at the cafe. Adam quit on me again, and he says that it’s for good this time. He and Eve are finalizing their divorce in a few days and according to him, he can’t stand the sight of her for a minute longer. Ta da.”

      “Wait,” Lucifer said, sitting up straighter in his throne. “You called me in the middle of one of the best days I’ve had in a long time down here to ask me to come up to earth to cover a shift at the cafe for Adam? That’s what this is about?”

      “That’s what this is about,” Aphrodite repeated to him. “And if you don’t like it, why don’t you just hand over your ownership rights to both the DeLux Cafe and the Underworld Cafe. Then you don’t ever have to hear from me again.”

      Lucifer sighed and rubbed the ends of his wings. “You saucy little minx. You know I’m never going to give that up. Where else in either of our worlds is there a cafe on both sides of the veil? Where else would everyone like us go to mix and mingle?”

      “If you let me own this place it will still exist, Lucifer,” Aphrodite said smartly. “It’ll just have a better owner and be run tighter!”

      Lucifer laughed out loud. “You wish. All right. I’m going to tie up a few loose ends here and then I’ll be up. Does that please you enough?”

      “Better than you used to please me,” Aphrodite snarked. “Get here ASAP. I’m not waiting on you for hours like I did the last time.”

      Lucifer punched the red button on the phone, disconnecting the call. He glanced around the room and then out the window, a sigh leaving his lips. It looked so much less appealing outside now that he actually had to go somewhere. But he supposed there was nothing else he could do, and so he collected his human clothes and began making his way up to earth.
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      Special Agent Chloe Frost’s neck was beginning to twinge. She had been looking at the abstract art in the corner of the victim’s apartment for far too long, but she couldn’t take her eyes off of it. It was unlike anything she had seen before, and that was saying something. Chloe had been with the department for sixteen years. She had worked cases that had involved just about everything. She’d caught a serial killer posing as his dead girlfriend who systematically killed everyone who he thought had some impact on her decision to take her own life. She’d worked a manslaughter case where a guy had been killed by his roommate’s exploding Soda Stream when they tried to carbonate rubidium. And then there had been that time she’d discovered the weapon that a stay-at-home dad had used to bludgeon his wife was a leg of lamb he had been trying to serve to his children for dinner.

      “Didn’t your mother ever tell you that if you kept your neck like that for too long it would stay like that?” came a voice from behind Chloe.

      She snapped out of her daze and whipped her head back upright a little too quickly, causing it to ache. She rubbed it as she turned around to give her partner, Detective Gloria Diaz, a sarcastic smile.

      “Then you must have contorted your face into all kinds of ugly shapes to get it to look that hideous,” Chloe spat back at her. The two women stared each other down for ten seconds, and then they both laughed.

      “That was pretty good, you’re learning fast,” Diaz said, patting Chloe on the back. She then twisted her neck the same way that Chloe had and squinted her eyes as she, too, analyzed the art.

      “What do you think?” Chloe asked her. “It looks like someone took the insides of one of the millions of rotting lunch containers inside of Venus’ locker and hucked it onto a canvas.”

      Diaz chuckled and crossed her arms, shaking her head. “Nah, man, not even Venus could have produced something that... unnatural looking.”

      Diaz turned around and shouted over to the tall, nerdy looking guy on the other side of the room who was right in the middle of delicately putting a shard of glass in an evidence bag. “Hey, Toombs, get over here and give us some sort of an artsy explanation for this.”

      Wallace Toombs dropped the shard of glass he had been working so hard on when he heard Diaz yelling at him. Chloe could see the frustration rise and fall on his face, and then he came over to stand beside her partner. He craned his neck forward and squinted at the art just as the rest of them had. After a minute, he rolled his eyes, put on a new pair of gloves, and turned each of the three paintings to the right one rotation. When he did that, all three could clearly see that they were portraits of a twisted looking turtle, a drooping starfish, and palm tree that looked like it had seen better days.

      “Yes, piece requires a great deal of artistic interpretation,” Toombs said sarcastically. “If I were a betting man, I’d say that this piece was purchased in a far off land sometimes referred to as ’Mexico.’”

      “You’re telling me that I just spent the last ten minutes at a crime scene analyzing a vacation painting?” Chloe asked dryly.

      “It certainly seems that way,” Toombs replied. “But don’t be too hard on yourself. I hear that art like this fascinates minds like yours for hours on end.”

      Chloe narrowed her eyes, barely suppressing the growl that threatened to come from her wolf. “What do you mean, minds like mine?”

      Toombs shrugged. “Oh, don’t take it so personally, Queen Elsa of the Frost. What are you going to do, strangle me with your majestic hair? You’re too small to do much damage otherwise and I don’t think you’re in good enough shape to come running after me, right?”

      Chloe’s inner wolf growled, the sound bubbling up her throat. She had to stop herself; she couldn’t go shifting right here and now. No one at the LAPD knew about her dual-nature, and she wasn’t about to show them over a lousy derogatory comment from the likes of Toombs. She could feel her wolf’s claws dying to come out through her nails, pressing on the underside of the nail bed, and her fur bristled beneath her skin. The downy white hairs on her arms that were the same color and silky softness as her fur began to quiver in anticipation of her shift. Her elegant white wolf form was ready to take over and tear the man limb from limb at any second.

      Down girl.

      She shook her long, silvery-white mane of hair out of her face, and shushed her wolf, trying to convince it not to turn skin into fur. Flashing her piercing, icy blue eyes at Toombs, she hoped the jerk felt like he’d been stabbed by an icicle.

      “What did you just say to her?” Diaz asked, stepping in front of her. “That is classic workplace harassment, Toombs, and if you don’t get yourself out of this room in the next three seconds, you’re going to have a department mandated suspension on your hands.”

      Toombs sighed and crossed his arms in front of him. “It was a joke, Diaz. Can’t you women take a joke? God. Fine, I’ll go.”

      With that, Toombs turned around and left the room. Chloe was still shaking, her wolf scratching at her skin, begging her to let her at him. She resisted the almost undeniable pressing urge to chuff, snort, and growl her way into her animal form, but the desire to shift remained strong. She needed to get out of there and blow off some steam. She needed to run. It’d been way too long and her wolf needed the release as much as she did.

      Diaz stepped in front of her and looked into her eyes. “Frost? You okay?”

      Chloe nodded quickly. “Thank you for saying that. I just need to go get some fresh air, I’ll be right back.” She darted out of Diaz’s sight so fast and out of the apartment complex even faster.

      She let the outer door slam behind her and ran for the edge of the property. When she was finally out in the brisk night air, and out of sight of anyone else, she gave into the urge to shift. Letting her wolf have her head, she felt the prickling sensation as fur emerged from beneath her skin. Her hands and feet snapped and cracked as they shifted into four legs and paws. Her face elongated into a fuzzy snout and she let out a deep, guttural snarl. Although she may have been short, curvy and humble looking in her human form, she was a force to be reckoned with in her animal form.

      She took off like a jet into the night, running to all of the shadowy places where she knew she wouldn’t be seen. It felt so good to feel the wind in her fur and get out all of the anger she felt toward Toombs.

      I can’t believe he would say something like that to me.

      What a horrible, disgusting thing to say to another person.

      How in the hell did he know I’m self-conscious about my height, weight and my hair?

      Do I really project that so outwardly?

      As Chloe ran in her white wolf form, she began to feel so much better. After about five minutes of feeling her footpads hitting the earth, stretching powerful legs until they ached, Chloe felt ready to go back to the crime scene. She quickly wound her way back to the apartment complex where the victim had been found, and then went down a dark alley to shift back into her human form. Just as quickly as it had appeared, her fur disappeared beneath her skin, her paws turned back into her legs and arms, her white hair re-emerged from the top of her head, and her face returned to normal. She was ready to go back inside.

      As she re-entered the apartment, no one took any notice of her except for Detective Diaz, who came right over to her.

      “Hey, you sure you’re okay?” Diaz asked, genuinely concerned. “You booked it out of here pretty quickly... and you’ve got mud on your face now?”

      Chloe put her hand to her face and quickly wiped the streak of mud away. “Yeah, I’m fine, totally fine. Let’s look at this body and forget all about Toombs, okay?”

      Chloe bent down and took a closer look at the carpet that the body was lying on. There were two indentations in the carpet right by his shoulder, but there was also one on one side of his hip. Chloe craned her neck over the other side of the body and saw that there was an identical indentation on the other side. That got her train of thought chugging at a good clip.

      “I’m heading to the bathroom,” she said as she got up and walked into the bathroom just off the living room. All of the victim’s bathroom items were laid out on the counter in a very organized manner. He seemed to have bought up every organizing box that the dollar store had to offer. The stuff was obviously cheap, but it made her like the victim just a little more. He was obviously trying... or rather, he had obviously tried.

      “You seem to have an idea of something that happened here,” Diaz prompted her, following in behind her. She sat on the closed toilet seat and began looking at the evidence around it. “What are you seeing that I’m not?”

      “I don’t know yet,” Chloe replied, gingerly opening the medicine cabinet door with her gloved finger. Inside, it was fairly empty except for one container of hydrocortisone cream and a bottle of no name multi vitamins. The exact same no name brand vitamin that she had in her own medicine cabinet, actually, and she just had a slightly different type of medicated cream. Her brow furrowed. “Have you noticed anything helpful yet?”

      Diaz was now completely doubled over, analyzing the victim’s floor. “Not a thing. This guy seems to have led a pretty self-contained life. I can’t imagine who would want to kill him.”

      Chloe bagged the cream and the vitamins, and then scowled at her partner. Diaz pointed at something. “Look,” she said.

      Chloe bent down to see numerous small circular indentations in the crappy laminate flooring covering the bathroom. “Heels,” she said quietly, and Diaz nodded.

      “But no toothbrush, no drawer, not even a sign of a date. Did you see what he was wearing? I don’t think even a guy his age would be caught dead in that outfit in front of a woman.” Diaz chuckled. “Although, I suppose that’s exactly what happened.”

      Chloe laughed, and then the two women returned to the living room. When she saw the body, she saw what Diaz meant. The victim wore a beige wool sweater that looked very moth-eaten and ratty. His sweatpants had stains on them and the drawstring seemed to be barely clinging to his waist.

      “Do you think...” Chloe started, walking toward the body. A flash of something in the carpet caught her eye.

      There.

      What is that?

      Something shiny glimmered in the carpet to the right of the victim’s head.

      “What’d you see?” Diaz asked, following her.

      As Chloe walked toward the object that had grabbed her attention, she noticed that there were takeout containers littering the kitchen counter. She recognized almost all of them—the plain white Styrofoam with the yellow and green sticker was from the House of Joyful Chinese food place, the aluminum container with the white lid and the highlighter yellow writing on the top was from Gary’s Place, and there were two pizza boxes from San Marco’s. Chloe was beginning to feel more and more like she was walking around in her own home, and she didn’t like it.

      “Frost?” Diaz asked, pulling her out of her thoughts. Chloe snapped her attention back to her partner, and then continued walking.

      “Yeah, sorry,” Chloe said distractedly as she bent down to get a better look at the gem nestled in the carpet. It looked very plastic and very fake, which was exactly what Chloe had been expecting. She pried a pair of needle-nose tweezers out of her crime scene kit and extracted the jewel from the carpet. She held it up for Diaz to see. When she got one look at it, she crossed her arms in front of her and rolled her eyes.

      “You thinking what I’m thinking?” Diaz asked, sounding both disappointed an annoyed.

      Chloe nodded. She looked down at the victim’s vacant face and gave him a sad smile. “I think mister here just wanted to have a good time. He found a ’professional’ that he liked, but she might have accidentally gone a little too far with the choking. Do you think she at least got paid?”

      Diaz pointed to the victim’s pocket, and Chloe noted that it had the bulge of a wallet in it. Chloe extracted it with her gloved hands, opened it and saw that there was a wad of money inside of it.

      “That’s a shame,” Diaz said, walking up behind her. “Those girls work too hard to not get paid when they just accidentally kill a guy. I’ll bet he was loving it right up until he died; he would have given her a great tip. Cases like these make me not want to follow up with the investigation. It was an accident, she didn’t mean to do it, and he was probably miserable anyway.”

      Chloe whipped around to face her partner. “What makes you say that?” she asked a little too defensively.

      Diaz gave her a strange look. “Uhhh, have you seen this place? All the decor is varying shades of beige, he ordered out every night, all of his things look so cheap and sad... Wouldn’t you be miserable if this was you?”

      “No,” Chloe snapped back quickly. “I think our vic was a smart guy. He spent money on the things that he really loved, like that cabinet full of collector Lord of the Rings things in the corner, or the Orc Sword in his cabinet. Everything else was purely functional, and maybe that was the way he liked it. And it’s really hard to cook for just one person. Did you ever try making a lasagna for yourself when you were on your own? You have to eat it meal after meal for like weeks to finish it all.”

      When Chloe finished speaking, she knew that she had sounded oddly protective of the vic, but there wasn’t much she could do about that now. The truth was, she felt like her and the victim weren’t that different; they led quiet, unassuming lives that didn’t involve many other people, and maybe he got a little too into his work like she did. But as she looked at him lying there on the carpet, having been killed by a sex worker who accidentally smothered him to death, it made her realize something: both she and this man were very, very lonely.

      Diaz started laughing at her. “Geesh, Frost, you sound like you want to marry this guy. But if this is your type, I’m going to be a bit surprised. I thought you would have liked guys who were... a little younger and a little less...”

      “Dead?” Chloe finished for her.

      “No. Frumpy,” she said, chuckling, and Chloe joined her. “But come to think of it, I’ve never seen you with a guy around the station. When was the last time you went on a date?”

      Chloe knew that she needed to get out of this conversation quickly, otherwise she was going to be the laughing stock of their department. “I uh... ” She grabbed for her phone, pretending she felt the vibration of an incoming call. “Oh, Heidi is calling me. I have to take this. Sorry.”

      She put her phone to her ear and began to have a conversation with her best friend, who most certainly hadn’t called her. As she walked away from Diaz and continued faking the discussion with her friend on the phone, Chloe came to a realization: she didn’t want to end up like the poor man here. His unfortunate ending spooked her, made her take a second look at her own mundane and boring life. She wanted to get out and meet people, even if they weren’t the right people right away. She needed something outside of work, some sort of actual social life. She decided that as soon as she left here tonight, she was going to call up Heidi for real and ask her to hook her up with someone. She hoped that would make some sort of small difference, otherwise she was going to have to take matters into her own hands.
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