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        Moonbeams and fated mates… what’s a dragon shifter to do?

      

      

      

      Artemis Chase has almost everything she ever wanted; she’s the CEO of the Underworld’s only bank and has a wonderful son. She’s just missing the romance. Enter the perfect man, Lee. But she’s never met him except through her son’s stories.

      

      Finley McKellen is happy his brothers found their mates, but he’s lonely. He meets the perfect woman, except that she has a kid. Kids are messy, loud, and chaotic; not something he wants to deal with, especially since he’s helping out Maddie at her daycare during her last month of pregnancy.

      When Alexander is kidnapped, it brings Artemis and Finley together, but will they be able to save the boy and their relationship, or is it doomed from the start?

      

      Artemis is book thirty-five in the Speed Dating with the Denizens of the Underworld shared world, featuring a classy Moon Goddess, a protective dragon shifter, and more.
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      The click-clack of Artemis Chase’s four-inch spiked slingback heels echoed through the marble halls of Purgatory’s only bank. The shuffle of sneakers followed, her assistant, Luna, right behind her.

      “And Charon wants to open a branch on his flagship casino cruise ship. He’s sent you a proposal.”

      “At least he knows how to do things properly,” Artemis said. “Put the report on my desk and I’ll look at the numbers this afternoon.”

      “Yes, Miss Chase.”

      “Any word from the jackass?” Artemis felt her stomach flip just thinking about the man.

      “No, I still haven’t been able to reach Mister Blanca,” Luna replied apologetically. “I’ll keep trying. There’s still a couple weeks until the party.”

      Artemis sighed and rubbed her temples, lifting the arms of her glasses with her motion. “It shouldn’t be this difficult to invite a man to his own son’s birthday party.”

      “To be perfectly honest—” Luna stopped abruptly.

      “Go on.” Artemis raised an eyebrow at her assistant.

      Luna swallowed hard and looked at a spot just above Artemis’s left ear. “He hasn’t even met your son. Why bother reaching out at all?”

      “Valid question.” Artemis continued on the way to the secondary meeting room. “Trust me, I don’t do it for me. If it was just me, I would never contact that bastard again. But Alexander may want to know his father. Maybe he’s happy now, but in the future...” Artemis paused in front of a mirrored wall, checking her appearance for any flaws.

      “You have a wisp of hair coming out of your French braid,” Luna said, shifting her clipboard onto one hip and reaching into the bag swinging at her side. “I’ve got it, hang on...” She pulled out a comb and a travel-sized bottle of hairspray before working her magic to get the midnight-black hair to lay flat again. “And you’ve half chewed off your lipstick.” Luna handed her boss a wipe to remove the rest while she searched in her bag for the small tubes. “Pink, nude, or red?”

      Artemis studied herself in the mirror. Today, she was wearing a pencil skirt suit, high-waisted with a flared jacket. Underneath the jacket was her favorite sheer white blouse with small red cherries scattered across it. “Red, if it matches the cherries.”

      Luna popped the cap of the tube of lipstick and offered it to her boss, who swiped it over the back of her hand. “Perfect match,” Luna decided.

      Quickly applying the lipstick, Artemis blotted her lips, checked her teeth, and cleaned off her hand. “All good?”

      “Couldn’t be better,” Luna said.

      “There’s no way I could do this without you. The amount of care I have to take in my appearance when a man can show up to a meeting with their shirt untucked and tie undone...” Artemis seethed for a minute.

      “Did you catch a glimpse of Mister Mercury when he arrived?” Luna asked, surprised.

      “I didn’t need to. I know his type.” Artemis rolled her shoulders back and continued on her way to the meeting room.

      “He seemed pretty pissed when I instructed security to bring him here rather than your office.” Luna trotted along beside her. She checked her clipboard. “And you have a board meeting in thirty minutes.”

      Artemis paused, one elegantly manicured hand resting on the handle of the door to the meeting room. She took the file regarding Mercury from Luna and opened the door. “No, I have a board meeting in ten minutes.”

      Ignoring Luna’s gasp as the door closed between them, Artemis tapped the file into the palm of one hand as she examined the man who had come to meet with her.

      Mercury was dressed exactly as she had predicted, shirt one size too large, untucked, with his tie loose around his neck. He hadn’t even bothered to bring a jacket, as far as she could see. His hair was slicked back with so much product that she could smell it from across the room, although perhaps that was his cologne.

      The guy didn’t stand up to greet her, which...

      Come on. Rude!

      She tossed the file on the table between them and it slid toward him.

      He put his hand on it, but didn’t open it. “I hear you might be expanding your business.”

      Artemis raised a perfect eyebrow. “I have a few proposals I’m looking at,” she said, not wanting to commit to anything. She hadn’t looked at Charon’s paperwork yet, afterall.

      How does Mercury know about that?

      “Is that really a wise idea?” Mercury sneered. “Maybe you should stick to what you know.” He opened the file to reveal a blank paper. “What is this?”

      “Your reason for being here,” Artemis quipped.

      “There’s nothing here.”

      “Precisely. Our meeting is done. Good day.” She turned abruptly and left the room, leaving a spluttering Mercury behind.

      Luna fell into step beside her. “You know, the last time someone talked to him like that, he sent them a deer’s head in a box.”

      “I’m not afraid of him,” Artemis scowled. “And if that’s true, he should be very afraid of me.”

      “Yes, Miss Chase,” Luna replied meekly.

      “Submissiveness doesn’t suit you, Luna,” Artemis said. At the boardroom, she straightened her jacket, took the offered file, and raised her chin. “Bet?”

      “Twenty mansplains, only three correct.”

      “I’ll take that.” Artemis smiled. “Lunch on the loser?”

      “ButterNut Bakery?”

      “Where else?”

      The meeting with the board members proceeded exactly as Luna predicted. The two women left the bank immediately following the closing remarks.

      “Is there somewhere I can go to scream?” Artemis asked tightly. “I am so sick of being dismissed because of my gender!”

      Luna nodded sympathetically. “Maybe you should join a gym or Odin’s fight club, Valhalla’s Throne, to blow off some steam.”

      That broke Artemis’s bad mood. She burst into gales of laughter. “Can you imagine me in a fight club? I’d break a nail!” She got herself under control with difficulty. “No, I’ll go to an extra pilates class. Do you think I can squeeze one in this afternoon?”

      After consulting both Artemis’s schedule and the local gym’s classes, Luna said, “There’s a class at two this afternoon that you can make if you can speed-read Charon’s proposal beforehand.”

      “How many pages is it?”

      “Three hundred.”

      Artemis gaped at her. “What?”

      “Well, two hundred and ninety-eight, but I thought rounding up made more sense. It’s single-sided, if that helps.” Luna opened the door to ButterNut Bakery, and the tempting scents within washed over them.

      “Not particularly.” Artemis rubbed her temples as they got in line. “I need a break. No, scratch that, I need to get laid.”

      Luna chuckled. “That shouldn’t be too difficult. I mean, look at you! You’re gorgeous.”

      “Thank you for the compliment.” Artemis sighed. “Unfortunately, guys look at me and are intimidated. It could be that I’m a Goddess, or maybe that I’m a CEO, or maybe just that I’m smart. Whatever it is, whenever I meet a guy, it doesn’t usually end all that satisfactorily.”

      “Can I ask an impertinent question?” Luna asked hesitantly after she’d placed her order.

      “You can get away with quite a bit. Go ahead.” Artemis told Demi, the baker, her order, and paid for both lunches.

      “How did you end up with Alexander’s father?”

      “He liked the feeling of power he got from being with me,” Artemis said dryly. “Maybe I should amend my previous statement. It doesn’t usually end satisfactorily for me in bed. The only good thing to come out of that relationship is Alexander.”

      “He’s a darling,” Luna agreed readily.

      “Excuse me, I couldn’t help but overhear,” Hera, Demi’s sister, said. “Artemis, you’re looking for a guy?”

      Artemis shrugged. “I’d settle for a good vibrator at this point.”

      Hera chuckled. “Tonight is Aphrodite and Eve’s speed dating event for the month. Maybe you’ll get lucky?”

      “Speed dating?” Artemis said thoughtfully. Then she shook her head dismissively. “It sounds like fun, but there’s no way I could get a babysitter on such short notice.”

      “I could do it,” Luna volunteered.

      “I run you ragged enough during the day,” Artemis protested.

      “Then pay me double the going rate.” Luna grinned. “I don’t mind. I haven’t seen Alexander in weeks.”

      “I met my mate thanks to them,” Hera continued. “He’s such a gentleman.” She lowered her voice conspiratorially. “And I’m always more than satisfied.”

      “I...” Artemis blinked. “I guess I don’t have a good reason to say no. Can you give me the details for the event?”

      “I’ll write it all down for you and bring them with your food,” Hera told her. “Go find a seat.”

      “This is so outside my expectations,” Artemis said, sitting at a table in the corner.

      “Then maybe it’ll work!” Luna said.

      “Maybe.” It looked like some of Luna’s optimism was rubbing off on her.
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        * * *

      

      After a long afternoon, Artemis headed to the daycare to pick up Alexander.

      “Mom!” Alexander cried the instant she walked in the front door.

      Her heart swelled with love for him. He was such a darling. “Hello, sweetheart. Did you have a good day today?”

      “Yes! We met Lee today!”

      “Jaden’s brother,” Maddie, the owner of the daycare, explained. “He and Augustine are taking over duties when I have appointments and when the baby comes.”

      “Can I feel the baby move?” Alexander asked, his hands held tightly behind his back.

      “I’m sorry sweetie, she’s not moving right now because I’ve been walking around. The movement puts her to sleep.” Maddie put her hand on her belly. “But you can feel her back if you’d like.”

      “Yes!”

      Maddie took his hand and placed it where hers had been. “Press gently,” she instructed. “You can rub her back... Yes, just like that. Do you feel her?”

      Alexander’s eyes were wide. “I can!” He beamed up at Maddie. “Thank you!” He took Artemis’s hand. “Mom, how did the baby get in there? I asked Maddie, but she said I had to ask you. Doesn’t she know?”

      Artemis chuckled. “Of course she knows, sweetheart. She wanted to make sure that I was okay with you knowing. The baby grew inside her, like a plant grows in the ground.”

      Alexander considered that silently. Artemis knew he’d have more questions for her in a few minutes.

      “See you tomorrow,” Maddie said.

      “Bye.” Mother and son left the building, driving the short distance to home.

      “Who put the baby inside her?” Alexander asked.

      “Jaden and Maddie did,” Artemis replied.

      “Did I grow inside you?”

      “Yes, you did.”

      “Could you feel my back through your skin?”

      Artemis chuckled. “Yes. I also saw your foot once. You were a very strong baby. You even broke one of my ribs once.”

      “I’m sorry, Mom.” Alexander’s bottom lip quivered.

      “You didn’t do it on purpose and I don’t blame you, but thank you for the apology.” Artemis smiled at him in the rearview mirror. “Did you have any more questions about the baby?”

      “Not right now,” Alexander replied.

      “You can ask me at any time.” They turned onto their street. “How would you like Luna to look after you tonight?”

      “Luna!” Alexander wiggled in his seat. “Yes! She tells great bedtime stories about a princess on the moon!”

      “That sounds amazing! You should draw me some of the scenes at Maddie’s some time.”

      Alexander stared at her. “Yes!” he squeaked. “I want to do that!”

      Artemis laughed. “I’m glad you like the suggestion. What would you like for dinner tonight, chicken salad or fish taco bowl?”

      “Fish! Can I help?”

      “Definitely. What’s the first thing we need to do?”

      “Turn on the oven!”

      “No, that’s second.”

      Alexander thought about it and Artemis waited patiently while she unlocked the front door of their house.

      “Wash our hands,” he finally replied.

      “Excellent.”

      Artemis loved cooking with her son. He was so enthusiastic about flavors and trying new recipes. She gave him the job of cutting vegetables using the food processor, keeping a close eye on him to make sure he kept his fingers out of the way of the blade inside the machine.

      They fed Elati, her fawn, while the fish cooked, and then ate their own dinner on the back porch, surrounded by the garden. Most of the flowers weren’t open yet, but would bloom in the moonlight. Tomorrow would be the full moon, and Artemis looked forward to bathing in the pool in her backyard, replenishing her Goddess strength.

      She didn’t exactly need it, but it helped her keep her temper at work. It was like a boost of caffeine after a week of crappy sleep.

      “Lee learned how to change diapers today. I helped him change Lyta’s diaper. He didn’t know where the tabs were.” Alexander giggled. “I was a big help.”

      “I’m not surprised to hear that. You’re a big help to me too.” Artemis cleared her plate and their glasses, while Alexander carried his plate behind her. “I’ve got about an hour before Luna gets here. What would you like to do?”

      “Can we do yoga?” Alexander asked, cocking his head to one side.

      “Sure kiddo. Monkey yoga, or side by side?”

      “Monkey.”

      “You’re a monkey,” Artemis teased.

      “No, I’m not.” Alexander pouted.

      “What are you then?”

      “I’m Alexander.”

      “Alexander the monkey.”

      He thought about that. “Okay.”

      Monkey yoga involved Alexander clinging to her while she moved slowly through various poses. Artemis had started doing it when he’d been too small to hold on, wearing him in a sling. Once he’d had enough grip strength, he alternated hugging her from behind or the front, depending on the pose. They both loved the bonding the exercise gave them.

      “Want to help me choose what to wear tonight?” Artemis asked after she had run through the usual routine.

      “Where are you going?”

      “I’m going to a party to meet some new friends.”

      “Will I get to meet them?”

      “Only if I really like the person,” Artemis said.

      “Okay.” Alexander followed her to her room. “You should wear the flower shirt.”

      “Why?” Artemis stripped out of her workout clothes behind a screen and put on a robe.

      “Because I like it.”

      Artemis smiled. “That’s a great reason. What should I wear on the bottom half of me?”

      “A swishy skirt. But you have to spin for me,” Alexander said seriously.

      “I can do that. And shoes?”

      “Can I play with them?”

      “Only if you’re really careful.” Artemis headed for the bathroom off her bedroom. “Stay in my room, please. I’m going to take a quick shower.”

      “Okay, Mom.”

      When she got out of the shower, she saw that Alexander had chosen a pair of bright purple platform shoes with a peep toe. The rest of her shoes were in piles on the floor. “Are you going to clean all of this up?”

      “Can you help?” Alexander said in a small voice. “It’s a lot.”

      “It is, isn’t it? What could you have done differently, so that it didn’t get to be such a mess?”

      “Only two shoes at a time?”

      “That probably would have helped.” Artemis bit the inside of her cheek to stop her laughter.

      “Yeah.”
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      “What do you mean, it’s my turn?” Finley asked.

      “I visited the daycare yesterday,” Augustine replied. “Maddie would like to show you the ropes as well.”

      “It has to be today?” Finley asked. He’d been hoping to get in an extra long workout, since he didn’t have a shift at Valhalla’s Throne today.

      “She has a doctor’s appointment tomorrow afternoon, and I am at the Valhalla’s.” Augustine shrugged apologetically. “You are the best choice.”

      “Am I?” Finley muttered under his breath. “Okay, I’ll head over after lunch.”

      “It would be better if you went now,” Augustine said. “The routine is very specific.”

      “Hestia will be taking the lead though, right?” Finley asked anxiously. “I won’t have to remember everything on my own?”

      “Of course she will.” Augustine patted Finley’s shoulder. “You will be fine, little brother.”

      “Jaden owes me big for this,” Finley muttered, heading back up the stairs to get dressed to deal with small children.

      When he arrived at the daycare, he could hear the children shouting in the big backyard.

      How many did Jaden say Maddie looked after? This sounds like twenty!

      Feeling nervous, Finley rang the doorbell, hoping that it could be heard over the ruckus.

      Fortunately, it seemed like it could, as Maddie greeted him not long after. “Come in and meet the kids!” she said, beaming. “We’re out back for another five or so minutes. I’m teaching the boys how to do a cartwheel.”

      Finley raised an eyebrow and looked down at her belly. “At eight months pregnant?”

      “I’m not doing the cartwheels, they are.” Maddie rubbed one hand protectively over her stomach. “This would throw off my balance for sure!”

      “Exactly what I was thinking.” Finley scratched at his stubble. “I could teach them how to do a headstand.”

      “They would love that.”

      The backyard was half grass, a quarter sand, and a quarter playground. The boys were tumbling on the grass while the girls were playing in the sand.

      “Don’t eat that, Lyta,” Maddie said, and the little girl pouted as she took the shovel out of her mouth. “We’ll be eating lunch soon. Are your teeth bothering you?”

      “Ah!” Lyta said, pushing herself up onto her feet and walking unsteadily toward Maddie.

      “Are your hands clean?” Maddie asked Finley.

      “I touched my doorknob and your doorbell after washing my face this morning,” Finley replied.

      “Excellent. Just rub your finger along her gums. Her molars are bothering her, poor thing.”

      Next thing Finley knew, he had an armful of toddler. “Umm, hi,” he said to the girl.

      “Hi,” she repeated, staring at him with large brown eyes.

      “I hear your teeth are coming in?” He felt silly talking to the toddler like she knew what he was saying, but he didn’t know how else to talk to her.

      Lyta stuck a sandy finger in her mouth.

      “Oh, ew,” Finley said, making a face. “Sand isn’t good for your tummy.” He sucked in a deep breath.

      I can’t believe I’m doing this.

      “Here, let me feel those gums.”

      Lyta grabbed his hand with both of hers and bit down, hard.

      Finley swallowed a yelp and shifted the skin on his finger into dragon scales.

      Lyta chirped and pulled his hand out, examining it intently.

      “It’s blue because I’m a blue dragon shifter,” Finley explained. “Your bite hurt me, and this protects me.”

      Blinking her big brown eyes, Lyta seemed to consider his explanation seriously before sticking his finger back in her mouth.

      “You’re really good with her,” Maddie said, returning to his side and rubbing one hand over the little girl’s head.

      “Apparently, the trick is to know when to protect myself,” Finley said with a chuckle. “It’s a good thing I’m a quick healer.”

      Maddie winced. “Sorry.” She took Lyta from him. “Why don’t you try teaching some headstands now? Alexander is the youngest, with blond hair, and Damien is the oldest, with black hair.”

      “Alexander,” Finley repeated. “Damien.”

      “You’ve got this big guy,” Maddie cheered him on.

      Finley headed over to the two little boys. He’d never felt so tall as he did today. They didn’t even come up to his waist. “Hey,” he said once he was close enough to be heard. “Looks like you’re having fun. Can you teach me how to do a cartwheel?”

      “Yes!” Damien exclaimed.

      “Start with one leg out,” Alexander said. “And hands up!” He demonstrated.

      Solemnly, Finley followed suit.

      “And then you put your hands on the grass one at a time, jumping a bit,” Damien continued. He bent and put his hands on the ground and hopped, his legs getting barely off the ground. He stood up, beaming.

      Alexander fared no better, and Finley had to bite back a smile. He nodded and copied the boys exactly. “Like that?” he asked.

      “Noooo,” said Alexander slowly, frowning. “That’s not what Maddie’s looked like. Her legs went straight up in the air.”

      “Hmm,” said Finley, pretending to concentrate hard. “Like this?” He did a handstand. “Now what?” he said, still upside down. “I think I’m stuck like this!”

      “Lift a hand!” Damien suggested. “You’ll fall down.”

      Finley shifted his weight onto one arm and lifted the other. “I’m still stuck!”

      “Put your feet down!” Alexander said.

      “Oh, that’s better,” Finley said after putting his feet down and collapsing in an exaggerated manner onto the grass. “I’m Finley. I’ll be looking after you when Maddie’s busy.”

      “Hestia too?” Alexander asked.

      “Hestia will still be here, no worries.”

      “Gus too?”

      It took Finley a moment to realize that Alexander meant Augustine. “Yes, Augustine and I will be taking turns. He’s my brother, did you know that?”

      “I have a big sister,” Damien volunteered.

      “You don’t look like Gus.”

      “Well, no, we don’t have the same birth parents,” Finley admitted.

      “Then how is he your brother?” Alexander asked.

      “Do you know how adoption works?” When both boys shook their heads, Finley continued, “It’s when you become a family with someone who isn’t your parent by birth. My brothers and I became a family.”

      “You have more than one brother?” Damien asked.

      “Jaden is my other brother. Have you met him?”

      “Maddie’s Jaden?” Alexander’s gray eyes grew wide.

      “That’s right.”

      “Can you teach me to stand on my hands?” Damien asked, changing the subject abruptly.

      Finley gasped dramatically. “You don’t want to get stuck like that the way I did!”

      “Yes, I do!” Damien shouted excitedly.

      “Well, all right then. But we’re going to start with headstands. They’re more stable.”

      “Why?” Alexander asked.

      Finley thought about how to explain it. “Have you built a tower with blocks?”

      “Yes!”

      “Have you noticed that when you make it skinny, it’s more likely to fall down? And if you make a big base, it stays up better?” At their eager nods, Finley smiled. “A headstand is like a tower with a big base. You use your hands to make your base, the part that touches the ground, bigger. Does that make sense?”

      Teaching the little boys headstands was easier said than done. They didn’t seem to grasp the concept of not wiggling, for one, so they couldn’t manage to stay up for even a second.

      “Time for lunch!” Hestia called. “Everyone wash your hands, and then I need helpers to set the table!”

      Finley was impressed by how well the two women worked together to organize the children. First, they brushed sand from their clothes at the doorway, and then helped the girls wash their hands. The boys only needed to be supervised, which Finley willingly stepped in to help with.

      The boys scampered off to the kitchen, where they took out forks, spoons, plates, and cups to put on the table and counter.

      Maddie cajoled the girls into their high chairs, giving them a handful of cheerios to occupy them while their lunch was organized, and they were joined by the boys, who played a boisterous game of “I Spy” while they waited.

      “You do this every day?” Finley asked Maddie quietly. “I’m exhausted and I’ve only been here for half an hour!”

      Maddie chuckled. “You get used to it.” She shrugged. “It’s not for everyone.”

      “I’ve got a whole new appreciation for you,” Finley said.

      “That’s sweet. Here.” She handed him two bowls of mac and cheese with chopped zucchini and chicken. “Try to get the girls to use their spoons, if you can.”

      “I’ll try,” Finley said with hesitation.

      The attempt went about what he expected in some ways, and so much worse in others. He’d never seen a child get cheese sauce in their hair. Or discovered how difficult it was to take out.

      Hestia took Atlanta into the bathroom after the meal to give her a quick bath while Maddie took care of the dishes.

      Finley settled the boys with art supplies at the table and sat with Lyta with stacking blocks.

      After a few minutes, the stench of ammonia hit Finley’s sensitive nostrils. He raised an eyebrow at Lyta. “That’s you, isn’t it?”

      Lyta shifted, obviously uncomfortable in her wet diaper.

      “Maddie?” Finley called into the kitchen. “Lyta needs a diaper change!”

      “That’s fine. You can take care of it,” Maddie replied.

      Finley looked back down at the toddler. “Umm...”

      “You have to learn sometime. Hestia won’t be available all the time,” Maddie teased.

      “I can help you, Mister Lee.”

      Alexander was standing beside him, gray eyes serious in his small face.

      “You know how to change a diaper?”

      “Of course,” he replied, with all the airs of an almost three-year-old.

      “Alrighty then,” Finley said, internally cringing and mentally promising himself to never use that phrase again.

      Alexander led him over to the change table, and Finley put the toddler on top of it.

      “Now what?”

      “You open the snaps and take off the diaper. Here’s a clean one and the wipes,” Alexander said.

      “How do you know so much about this?” Finley asked. “How old are you?”

      “Almost three. Mom says I’m helpful.”

      “I bet she does.”

      “I like helping.”

      Finley smiled. He couldn’t believe that he was finding something to smile about with these kids. “I’m glad you do. I would be completely lost without you.”

      “You’re at Maddie’s,” Alexander said, frowning in confusion. “Did you forget?”

      “Thank you, Alexander,” Finley replied, stifling his laughter.

      “You’re welcome!” Alexander chirped before skipping back to Damien, who was painting on the wall.

      Finley picked Lyta up. “Feel better?” he asked her.

      “You may not feel comfortable with kids yet, but I think that will come with time,” Maddie said, waddling up to him. “By the time this baby’s out of me, you’ll be able to take care of these kids with one hand tied behind your back.”

      “Not a chance,” Finley replied with a shudder. He nodded at the freshly painted landscape on her wall. “Why are you letting him do that?”

      “He’s expressing himself creatively,” Maddie said with a chuckle.

      “But...” Finley trailed off.

      “What, should I yell at him?” Maddie asked impishly. “He’s not hurting anyone, is he?”

      “No, of course not.” Finley squirmed internally.

      Maddie patted his shoulder. “You’re a little tense. Maybe you should work out after this.”

      “Seriously,” he muttered.

      “Damien, sweetie,” Maddie said, walking over to the boy. “You remember that if you paint on paper, it will last longer, right? The wall has to be cleaned.”

      Damien pouted at her. “But I like this!”

      “I do too,” Maddie reassured him. “How about I leave it up while you copy it down on paper, and then you can help me wash the wall before we hang your picture on it. Would you like it in the same place?”

      “Yeah! And then, maybe I can bring it home and hang it on my wall!” Damien said excitedly.

      “That’s a great idea! Would you like your paper flat on the table or pinned to an easel like a professional artist?”

      “What’s po-fish-al?” Damien asked.

      “Mom’s a po-fish-al,” Alexander added to the conversation.

      “She is!” Maddie agreed with a smile. “It’s someone who does something for money. In this case, we’re talking about an artist who paints for money.”
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