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        Can a Goddess finally get lucky in love?

      

      

      

      Demi Aarden, Goddess of the harvest and professional baker, is tasked with creating the King of the Underworld’s wedding cake. But Demi has a problem. Although her baking is renowned as the best, it’s tied directly to her emotions. Recently unlucky in the romance department, her self-confidence…and her baking, just haven’t been the same.

      When Lucifer’s wife-to-be, Chloe, convinces Demi to take a chance on the Speed Dating Night at the DeLux Underworld Café, what does the Goddess have to lose?

      

      Charles Buchanan is a successful banker, but a total failure when it comes to love. His housekeeper sets him up to attend a speed dating event at the DeLux Cafe where, to his utter surprise, he meets the perfect woman.

      Well, almost perfect. She’s gorgeous, talented, and amazing in bed, but she thinks she’s a Goddess.

      Can Charles come to terms with Demi’s Goddess status, or is he destined to lose the first woman to make him feel like a future in love is worth looking forward to?

      

      
        
        Demi is book ten in the Speed Dating with the Denizens of the Underworld shared world, filled with feisty Goddesses, panty-dropping millionaires, and more.
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      “Demi, these are gorgeous! I could smell the vanilla and lemon before I came inside the shop, and the decorations... How is this even real? These flowers almost look like they’re growing out of the cake!” Chloe gushed, moving from one wedding cake option to the next with stars in her eyes.

      Demi smiled to herself. There wasn’t much she took more pride in than her baking.

      “Let’s just say I’m not the only being in purgatory who hung onto her goddess powers. Presiding over the harvest and fertility comes in handy pretty often when it comes to baking. How is the wedding planning going?” Demi asked, turning the conversation away from herself. Despite her dominant personality and the fact that she was a goddess, Demi didn't really like being the center of attention. She preferred to pull the strings, to be in control, and to turn the spotlight onto the objects of her creation.

      “Planning a wedding in purgatory is filled with all kinds of different challenges, and Lucifer is too busy to be much help, unfortunately. Do you happen to know of a florist who doesn’t have a history of poisoning her customers with belladonna?”

      She has a sense of humor.

      I like her.

      They’d only met just recently, but if there was anyone who could temper Lucifer, it was the cool wolf in front of her.

      “Yes, I can certainly give you a few recommendations. I can only imagine what it must be like trying to plan out all these things with Lucifer! As gothic as his tastes might be, I have to say that we all really appreciate the work he’s been doing around this place in the last few months. The smell of brimstone has really dissipated since he started that clean air initiative, and I don’t worry nearly as much about running into gargoyles when I’m walking home at night. I can only assume that you’ve had something to do with that?”

      Demi had heard that the love of a good woman could change a man, and Chloe seemed like living proof of that. Since meeting her, Lucifer had taken it upon himself to clean up purgatory, and all in all, the place had become a much more pleasant place to live. She’d even noticed more families moving in from the suburbs.

      “I’ll take some of the credit, yes. From what I hear, however, your bakery has been a bright spot in the neighborhood for quite some time. You run this place with your sister, yes?”

      “That’s right. Hera is better with the business side of things, and she’s kind of the face of the operation. She’s practically a model, after all, so it’s better for her to handle the wheeling and dealing. I’m better with the baking. I’m never happier than when I’m kneading a future loaf of french bread, you know?”

      Chloe looked at her skeptically. “If you ask me, you’re the model type, so I can only imagine how gorgeous your sister must be.”

      Laughing lightly, Demi brushed away the compliment. “Thank you, but really, I’m hardly the beauty in the family. Hera is tall and lithe, and I feel like a little goblin in comparison.”

      “The hottest goblin I’ve ever seen. I’d kill for your curves and your glowing skin. And your hair! How do you get such natural, long waves? I want to wear mine down for the wedding, but I can’t seem to get the length,” Chloe complained.

      Tucking a stray strand of her long, dark hair back behind her ear, Demi blushed and shook her head. It was nice to hear Chloe being so sweet, but Demi had to respectfully disagree. She couldn’t imagine a more beautiful bride than Chloe was destined to be. Lucifer had chosen well.

      “I keep meaning to ask, how is it that you and Lucifer met? He’s hardly the type to frequent the topside.”

      “Oddly enough, we met at a speed dating event. I should forward you the info! I can’t say enough good things about the experience, obviously. Unless of course... there’s already someone in your life?”

      Demi’s jaw fell open, and she stumbled a bit while trying to figure out how best to describe her current romantic situation. Non-existent would be the most appropriate word. It had been literal years since she’d been on a date.

      “No, I... No, there isn’t anyone. I was with someone for quite a long time, but we broke up some time ago. I’ve been telling myself I’m still recovering and focusing on myself, but the truth is, I’m kind of just nervous to get back out there. I’ve become such an independent person, it’s hard to imagine giving myself over to someone like that again. Especially someone that…”

      “That what?” Chloe pressed.

      “That... overbearing.”

      “I see. Have I met or... heard of this particular ex? You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to! We’ve only just been introduced and here I am asking prying questions about your dating history. Ignore me! Let’s talk about cake.”

      “No, it’s all right. It’s actually kind of nice to talk about this all with someone who I don’t really know. I doubt you’ve met my ex, but you’ve probably heard of him. Zeus?”

      Demi watched as Chloe’s eyes widened in surprise and recognition. She was used to that look, which was why she didn’t usually like talking about her past with the infamous god, but it did feel good to open up to Chloe.

      “Right. I think I can imagine what you mean when you say ‘overbearing.’”

      “Yes. He’s a good man, he really is, but life with Zeus is the Zeus show, and there wasn’t any room for me. I’m sure he’ll find someone who’s better suited to him eventually, but I guess I’m a little too dominant myself for it to have worked. He wanted me to be something I’m not, to be the girl who could step out on his arm dressed to the nines while he got all the attention, and that’s not really me. Eventually, I had to step out on my own. I think he needs someone who’s more willing to fit into his life. He’s an incredible person on many levels, and I believe he wants the best for me, but I had to break free and define myself on my own terms.”

      Chloe nodded in understanding. “That makes perfect sense based on what I’ve heard about him. When I first met Lucifer I thought he would be the same, but he’s been surprisingly willing to change and compromise, which I appreciate.”

      “Considering everything he’s done here in purgatory since meeting you, that’s obvious! He’s certainly not the demon he was before he met you.”

      “Who’s changed? Tell me everything, I love gossip!”

      Demi smiled, immediately recognizing Hera’s voice, and turned to see the willowy beauty wafting toward them, a curious grin on her face.

      “Chloe, please meet my sister, Hera. Hera, this is Chloe, the lucky lady Lucifer is marrying in just a few months,” Demi said, introducing the two.

      “Ah, the famous Chloe. Yes, I can see why Lucifer fell for you so hard. You’re going to make a beautiful bride. Demi, I don’t want to interrupt, but I just have some insurance paperwork to go through once you’re free.”

      Demi bristled a little at her sister’s request, as she liked to give all her attention to her customers when they were in the bakery, but to be fair, Chloe almost felt more like a friend than a client, and she’d already stayed longer than most brides looking at wedding cakes would. To be honest, she just really didn’t want to look at insurance paperwork at all and would much rather have spent the rest of the afternoon chatting and baking enough cakes to feed all of the underworld.

      “Oh, you’re not interrupting." Chloe flashed a smile. “I’ve just kept Demi busy with all my chit chat and questions! I’m still getting used to life in purgatory, but it’s good to know there are such friendly people here. You get told certain things about this place... but honestly, it’s nothing like I thought it would be. In the best way possible.” Chloe’s eyes were slightly wet with tears, and Demi got the sense that the wolf in front of her had a soft side. Clearly, Lucifer wasn’t the only one who’d been changed by love.

      “Please, take home a slice of each cake, go through everything with your fiancé, and let me know which cake you’d like. We can make cupcakes with the same batter, if you’d prefer—sometimes that can be easier for serving, and if there are going to be lots of kids at the wedding they’ll have fun with that. If you need any produce for the dinner, we also have plenty ready for order in addition to the baked goods. What can I say, we’re kind of a one stop shop. And take your time! There’s no real rush. The busy season is starting, but one of the benefits of being the former goddess of the harvest and agriculture is that I can world fast when it comes to foods,” Demi said with a wink.

      “That’s great news, because I have a lot of other elements to pull together and, honestly, all your cakes taste and smell delicious. Marrying Lucifer is the easy part, but choosing between these flavors might just be the most difficult decision I have to make in this process! Oh, and if you really want to try out the speed dating thing, let me know and I’ll forward you the information,” Chloe said, laying a warm hand on Demi’s wrist.

      She blushed a little, and noticed Hera’s eyebrows rise in her peripheral vision. It had been a long time since she’d thought about dating, let alone talked about it, and Hera had been very supportive throughout her breakup with Zeus. Demi knew that her sister had been waiting on bated breath to set her up with various men, but had been taking her time and holding back from pressuring Demi into anything, which she appreciated. With one sentence, Chloe had unknowingly opened Pandora's box.

      “Maybe... Yes, I think that would be nice. Send me the info. Thank you,” Demi said quietly, very aware of Hera’s gaze on her.

      “So. Speed dating?” Hera asked with a smirk as soon as Chloe had left ButterNut Bakery, the sweet sound of the bell still tinkling as the door closed behind her.

      “Please don’t tease me. I don’t know. It seemed to work for Chloe and Lucifer, so maybe it could work for me.” Demi let her long hair fall in her face so that Hera couldn’t see her as her cheeks heated further and started to clean up the leftovers from the tasting.

      “Demi! You’re usually so large and in charge. I’m not used to seeing you all bashful like this. Listen, you know I have almost a thousand friends who have been asking about you over the years. There’s quite literally a line up of men who would kill to have a chance with you. Let me set you up with someone I already know so you don’t have to go through all this speed dating stuff. I know it worked for Chloe and Lucifer, but honestly, it was probably a lucky fluke.”

      “I don’t know, maybe I just want to try something different.” Demi shrugged.

      “If by something different you mean sitting through a bunch of five minute tedious interview style dates, then I think you’ll regret it, but... if that’s what you want to do, then so be it. I’m just glad to hear that you’re ready to start dating again. You know I’ll always love you and have your back. You deserve to be happy. You deserve to find someone who loves you the way that you can love back.”

      Giving into the cheesiness of the moment, Demi let Hera hug her, and she allowed her normally tough exterior to fall away. She really had the best family possible and a very fulfilling life. Running ButterNut Bakery with her sister was a dream come true—even though there was occasionally tedious insurance paperwork to go through. She just couldn’t help but feel there was something missing. Demi had spent so many years defining herself as an independent person, and maybe she was finally ready to share her life with the right someone.
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      “Mr. Buchanan, you look every inch a gentleman, and a handsome one at that. I think it’s a wise choice to go without a tie. This isn’t a work event, after all,” Mrs. Murphy raved, adjusting the cuff links on the wrists of his shirt.

      “How many times do I have to tell you, Mrs. Murphy? Call me Charles,” he urged, laughing a little at the formalities bantered between them. Mrs. Murphy had been his housekeeper and essentially his surrogate mother since his own parents had passed away years before.

      “If I’m to call you Charles, then you ought to call me Sharon. Come now, you ought to get going. Try not to talk about work too much while you’re there, and bring someone home to meet me. I want to see children running around this place before too long! This house is too beautiful and big to be so empty.”

      Charles chuckled at Sharon’s nagging, but he had to admit she was right. The massive lakeside house he’d inherited years before was full of happy childhood memories, but it was too big for just one person. Yes, there was the staff he hired to take care of the many acres of land surrounding the place, and he appreciated Sharon’s company over the years, but it was high time he started his own family. As the manager of a major hedge fund, Charles had dedicated the last ten years of his life to work, and it was showing in his greying temples.

      Though work had taken its toll on him, Sharon wasn’t exaggerating when she called him handsome. He was a dead ringer for a young Gregory Peck, the epitome of tall and dark. Some had even suggested over the years that he’d picked a career in finance just because he looked so good in a suit and tie.

      After the ride there, Charles gave his reflection one last look in the window reflection of his town car, opting to do up another button on his shirt and adjusting the collar of his deep blue, designer suit before walking into the venue. It was kind of a seedy looking place from the outside, but Mrs. Murphy had sworn by this place—the DeLux Cafe—saying that it was the perfect venue to meet the kind of people you’d never normally find on dating apps. He’d been skeptical that the ancient woman knew what she was talking about, but she’d offered too many times for him to refuse anymore, and he was definitely intrigued. Charles had been to enough underground parties over the years to know that sometimes the richest, most famous people often congregated in the grungiest of places, hoping to avoid the prying eyes of the general public.

      “Name?” the beefy bouncer asked gruffly, his gaze skimming a list on a clipboard.

      “Charles Buchanan.”

      “Downstairs and to the left,” the man answered, without even looking up at Charles.

      Following the instructions, Charles descended the stairs, running his hand along the red velvet lined walls. At the bottom, the room opened up into a high-ceilinged basement with wood beams stretched across the top. Candles were all over the place, and a long oak table stretched the length of the room with stools and place cards lining each side. All in all, it had a really gothic banquet hall type feel, but nothing was more stunning than the people milling about.

      It wasn’t often that Charles felt physically intimidated by anyone, but he had to admit all the men and women and in attendance were some of the most striking people he’d ever seen. More than beautiful, they looked interesting.

      Suddenly, I wish I had more hobbies outside of banking.

      “You must be Charles. Sharon told me about you, but I have to say, you look even more... delicious than she described,” a sultry looking, blonde woman in a long black dress cooed, hooking her arm around his. “I’m Eve. I run these speed dating nights with my work partner, Aphrodite. Come, make yourself at home. We’ll be starting soon.”

      Charles nodded, feeling his palms start to sweat with anticipation.

      Were those fangs peeking out of her smile?

      He felt out of his league, and he kind of liked it. This was not at all the kind of event he would’ve guessed Sharon would’ve sent him to, but he was pleasantly surprised.

      “All right friends and enemies, demons and other entities, lovers and... and... well, everyone!” a voice said over the sound system. “Who’s ready for some speed dating?”

      His focus was drawn away from the other patrons in the room as he turned around to see a woman with dark wavy hair in a skin-tight, bright blue, shimmery dress standing at the mic. She surveyed the room as if she owned it, which Charles thought she very well may have. When the woman’s cobalt blue eyes landed on him, there was a flicker of recognition and she winked at him. It took him a moment to realize who the woman was, but then Charles understood.

      That must be Aphrodite.

      Wow, she’s even more beautiful than I imagined!

      The crowd cheered in response to Aphrodite’s announcement and she lapped it up like a kitten drinking milk. “Thank you, thank you. Could I please have all of the ladies take a seat on the right side of our line of tables here. You should have picked up a numbered card when you entered that will correspond with the table number you should sit at. Quick as you can, please.”

      The women in the room milled about for a moment, rapidly finding their respective seating, and then faced the dark-haired beauty once more as if to ask, ‛what next?’

      “As always, the women have obeyed my instructions perfectly,” Aphrodite said into the microphone, twirling the wire in and out of her fingers. She then walked off of the stage and strolled toward the crowd of men with a look of determination.

      Charles shifted from one foot to the other as he looked down the line of men beside him. There were so many, and some of them looked upon Aphrodite as though she were God’s gift to earth. Charles swore he even saw one or two of them start to drool. But as the seductress sauntered past each of the enraptured men, she paid them little to no attention. She seemed to be drinking in their auras and not caring about any looks they were giving her.

      “Well, then,” she said into the microphone, sounding pleased. “It seems that we have quite an assortment of gentlemen here this evening. Let’s see if we can hook any of these fellows up with the right woman. Gentleman, please begin your travels at the table with the corresponding number on your blue cards, please.”

      Charles nodded as if Aphrodite were speaking only to him, confirmed his table number as twelve, and moved gingerly through the crowd to take up his spot at the identically numbered table.

      After what felt like an eternity of waiting for the other men to find their tables, Aphrodite clapped her hands. She spent a few moments explaining the rules, to which Charles nodded along with the rest of the crowd, and then, after a pause, her gaze flitting around the room and landing on each table briefly, she cried out, “On your mark, get set... DATE!” She hit a button and a loud bing echoed throughout the room.

      “Hi, I’m Charles,” he said in his trademark low growl, introducing himself to the red-haired vixen who sat in front of him with a look of boredom on her face.

      “Medusa, but you can call me Maddie. What do you do?” she asked, straight to the point.

      He couldn’t help but stare at her wild hair that almost seemed to be moving on its own, and he wondered if her parents had known how appropriate their naming of her was.

      “I work in finance. I’m a hedge fund manager,” he explained, wishing he’d read some kind of interesting book recently that he could talk about instead.

      Maddie chuckled dismissively. “Of course, you’re a vampire. Eve always stacks these nights with too many of her kind.”

      Charles resented the implication that he was a blood sucker just because he worked with money, but it wasn’t the first time he’d heard the insult. He could only assume that Maddie worked in the arts or something. Not wanting to get into an argument already, he glossed over the rude comment and moved the conversation along.

      “Oh, does Eve work in finance as well? I didn’t get to talk to her for long, and this is my first time at this kind of... thing.”

      Maddie cocked her eyebrow and gave him a confused look before changing the subject.

      He breathed a small sigh of relief when the timer finally went off again, and it was time to move chairs. This time, he sat down in front of a refreshingly normal looking woman.

      Well, “normal” is relative.

      She’s drop dead gorgeous, but almost... down to earth.

      Those curves, that impossibly long hair, those dark eyes…

      “H-hi. I’m Charles,” he said, his words catching slightly in his throat as he introduced himself to the woman in front of him, who wore a skin tight, black cocktail dress with intricate beading decorating the front of it. There was something so understated, yet stunning, about her, and though he hadn’t immediately noticed her when he’d walked in, Charles was now convinced she was the most beautiful woman in the room.

      “Demi, nice to meet you,” she responded in a confident alto voice that ran straight through to the pit of his stomach.

      “Nice to meet you, too. What do you do?” Charles immediately regretted asking such a boring question. He was sure that Demi must be judging him, but if she was, she hid it well.

      “I’m a baker. My shop is called ButterNut Bakery, and I run it with my sister, Hera,” she explained with a calm smile.

      She looks so cool and collected, and I can already feel my palms sweating.

      “A baker? That’s so interesting. I have to say, you don’t look…”

      “I don’t look like a baker? I get that sometimes, but not all bakers are grey-haired women wearing frilly aprons. Well, sometimes I do wear a frilly apron,” she confessed with the most charming giggle he’d ever heard. Without meaning to, he immediately pictured her wearing only a frilly apron, but he quickly shook the inappropriate thought away.

      “Well, I have to say it’s refreshing to meet a modern baker. I don’t run in baking circles often.”

      Again, Charles cringed at his own words, sure that he sounded like an asshole.

      Run in baking circles?

      Ugh.

      Might as well have just said “I’m a snob” out loud.

      “Well, now you do. You’ve got the goddess of baking right in front of you. What are you?” she asked bluntly. “If you don’t mind me asking.”

      The addendum to her question somewhat softened her curtness, but he was still taken aback. He could only assume that she meant to ask about what he did for a living. Maybe she was nervous, too, hence the awkwardly worded query.

      “I work in finance. It’s boring, really, but I’m quite good at it. I have to admit that I haven’t taken a lot of time for myself in the last few years, but I’m starting to change that. In a lot of ways, I just grew up too fast and now I’m playing catch up on the lighter side of life.” Charles was surprised by how much he’d just opened up, but something about Demi had just pulled it out of him. He felt comfortable and nervous all at the same time.

      “I feel like I’m in a similar place, but on a smaller scale. I’ve taken the last few years to really focus on my career, and now that my business is really well set up, I want to start thinking about the things I’ve been ignoring. Like my love life, I guess,” she said with a charming roll of her eyes.

      “So it’s been a few years since you’ve dated anyone?” he asked, surprised. It was probably a mistake to get into their respective romantic history already, but he just wanted to know everything about her.

      She opened her mouth, and looked like she was about to say something, but the speed dating bell went off, and she glanced away.

      “Wow, they really don’t give you a long time, do they?”

      “Well, sometimes it’s too long, but this time it feels like it’s not long enough,” Charles said, thankful to have gotten at least one smooth line in. “Listen, I often need catering for some of the charity events that we sponsor. Can I take your card? It sounds like we could use someone with your talents.”

      “Absolutely! Never thought my business cards would come in handy here, but hey, if I get a contract out of this, I’ll consider the night a success.” Demi handed him her card, and Charles instantly felt like a fool. Of course it had been his business side that had taken over.

      Why couldn’t I just have asked her out like a normal human?

      Why do I have to make everything about work?

      This is a speed dating event, it’s totally normal to ask someone out.

      Charles couldn’t focus on anyone else but Demi for the rest of the night, running through their conversation in his head over and over again, occasionally darting a glance over in her direction to see if she was having a good time with someone else. By the time the evening ended, he felt desperate to talk to her again, but he couldn’t find her anywhere in the crowd that was slowly making its way toward the exit.

      “Did you have a good time?” the toothy blonde Eve asked him as his gaze darted around, looking for any sign of Demi.

      “Uh, yes. Thank you for putting it... putting it all together,” he responded distractedly. He thought he saw something like the back of Demi’s head, and excused himself from Eve to go follow her, but it turned out to be someone else.

      Outside of the building as he waited for his car to pull up, Charles took out the card Demi had given him.

      Demi Aarden, Baker.

      ButterNut Bakery.

      638 Amavros Ln, Purgatory.

      666-949-3725.

      The odd address certainly caught his attention, but it was her phone number that he was really interested in. Immediately, he pulled out his cell and started texting her, drafting a message even as his driver opened the car door for him.

      “Thank you, Ben,” Charles murmured, head still down in his phone.

      Hi Demi, Charles here. We just met at the speed dating event, and I stupidly asked if you would cater an event for me, when what I really wanted to ask was if I could take you out sometime on a proper date. Are you free this weekend?

      He pressed send, feeling a sense of relief, before immediately second-guessing his wording.

      Also, I definitely still want you to cater that event. If that wasn’t clear.

      In the back of the car, Charles sighed, wishing he could take some kind of online course on dating. Despite how out of his element he was, it still felt good to be thinking about something other than work. It would take a while before he forgot about Demi’s coquettish half smile.
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