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        When Daisy finds herself competing against Thor, she realises that the prize might not be the only thing she wants to walk away with.

      

        

      
        Daisy is determined to be crowned the winner of the sculpting competition she's entered, but she never intended to be up against Thor himself.

      

        

      
        Thor wants nothing more than to prove himself with the blind judging, but now he's in the competition, there's something else he can't take his eyes off: Daisy.

      

        

      
        Does Daisy have what it takes to win? And will she catch a Norse god in the process?

        -

        Competing Against Thor is a mythology-inspired paranormal m/f romance and part of the Jinx Paranormal Dating Agency series. It features a cinnamon roll Norse thunder god and the witch trying to beat him.

      

        

      
        If you enjoy light-hearted paranormal romances featuring gods from different mythologies around the world, a hint of steam, and a happy ever after at the end of every book, start the Jinx Paranormal Dating Agency series today!
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            Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      The Jinx Paranormal Dating Agency series exists in a world where all of the pantheons that have ever existed co-exist. All gods/goddesses, demi-gods, and immortals have access to both the god realm and Earth, and can move between the two. Paranormals are able to travel to and through the god realm, but typically only when they're accompanied, or are invited, by a god.

      You can find a list of all the deities mentioned in the series on my website: https://books.authorlauragreenwood.co.uk/jinxgodlist

      

      The Main Gods in Competing Against Thor:

      Thor is the Norse god of thunder, sky, and agriculture
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          DAISY

        

      

    

    
      The music pounded through the room, barely audible over the shriek of metal as it heated and changed. A loud clanging came from the back where Danny was forging something from scratch, but that wasn't my thing.

      Sparks flew as my grinder cut through a piece of metal, showering all over me but bouncing off thanks to my protective gear. I set the heavy machine down and used a blowtorch to heat the metal to the point I could shape it with my gloved hands. I barely paid attention to the world around me as I twisted it into the positions I wanted it to be in, creating the effect of leaves falling from a tree. Or that was the idea, my sculpture was currently in the worst shape for guessing what it was going to be. I could see the potential, but I doubted anyone else could.

      But this was also my favourite part. Speaking to the metal and seeing what it wanted to be, shaping it so that it became that, and seeing my creation spring to life in front of me.

      I stepped back to consider it, trying to ignore the hammering coming from my best friend's forge. I knew he was just creating like I was, but it was a particularly noisy process. Still, it was cheaper for the two of us to share a workshop, so that was what we did.

      The phone trilled loudly, cutting through the music and I let out a sigh. I set down my equipment and headed over to it. I cleared my throat, wishing I'd thought to bring my water bottle with me, but it had never crossed my mind.

      "Good afternoon, Daisy Chains here," I said brightly.

      "Ms Dixon?" the man on the other end said.

      "Speaking."

      "I'm calling on behalf of Violet Shaw," the man on the other end said.

      "Ah, yes, she's a client of mine," I responded, trying not to get too excited that she was potentially planning on ordering a new sculpture. She paid on time and wanted something mid-range, that was good for business.

      "Would it be possible to make an appointment?" the man asked.

      "Of course," I responded, almost dropping my phone as I fumbled to get it out of my pocket to check my calendar. Maybe I should have hung it on the wall by the phone or something, but I forgot to buy a new one at the start of the year, and last year's was still on October. "How does Friday sound?"

      "Yes, yes. Friday works," the man on the end of the phone responded. "Midday?"

      I scrolled to the right place on my phone, getting frustrated by the crack on the screen that made it hard to do. "I can do that. What name is it?"

      "Barker," he said.

      "Okay, you're all booked in," I said. "I look forward to meeting you on Friday."

      "Thank you, Ms Dixon." He hung up before I could say anything else, which was fine by me. I didn't need to know more than that, and even having the prospect of a new commission was exciting. I normally sold my sculptures in galleries, and that worked just fine, but people commissioning exactly what they wanted was always the most lucrative, even if sometimes it makes it harder to be creative.

      I put the phone back in the cradle and turned to my sculpture, looking at it and trying to work out which part I needed to work on next.

      Or maybe the next thing I needed to do was to have a break so I could actually consider my next move properly and not rush it.

      And it was never the wrong time for coffee. I headed over to the door that connected my workshop to Danny's forge and pulled it open. "I'm putting the kettle on," I called through.

      The sharp banging of his hammer against whatever he was making paused. "Be there in a sec," Danny called back.

      I left him to it. How long he'd take would depend on exactly what he was forging. I wouldn't pretend to understand exactly how it works. He'd probably struggle if he was given my pile of scrap metal and told to make something of it too.

      I flicked my fingers, sending sparks of magic in the direction of the kettle to turn it on. I'd never use magic when there was boiling water involved, but it was fine at this point in the drink-making process. Though I wished we had a coffee machine. Maybe I could buy one if I get the new commission on Friday. It would be good to have that amount of money coming in.

      I pulled out my earplugs and popped them back into their case now that I was out of the noisy workshop. Even through the closed kitchen door, the music from the shop could be heard. It had to be loud enough for us to hear over the noises of the forge and the rest of the equipment.

      The door opened a few minutes later and Danny stepped inside. His face was covered by soot except for a patch over his eyes where his goggles must have been.

      "Great look," I said, passing him his coffee.

      He chuckled. "I could say the same to you." He picked up the post and started sifting through it. "Letter for you." He held it out.

      I took it from him, turning it over and pausing as I saw the return address. I almost dropped it as I tore it open.

      A small squeak escaped me as I read the words, then read them again just to make sure that I was understanding them correctly.

      "What is it?" Danny asked, taking a sip of his coffee despite the fact it was far too hot for that. Probably the result of all the time spent in the forge, he was used to the heat.

      "Remember when I said I applied to take part in that sculpting competition?"

      "No."

      I rolled my eyes. "It was when we went out with your sister last month. When we got back here, you made me fill out the application in front of you."

      "I don't remember that at all," he murmured. "Sorry."

      I shrugged, he must have been drunker than I'd realised when it happened. "I guess it doesn't matter much. I got in. I need to be at the studio on...Eurgh."

      "What is it?"

      "I'm supposed to be there at eleven on Friday. And I just made a commission appointment for midday."

      "Ouch. I mean, I could do that for you. What do you need to know from them?"

      I sighed. "Everything. It's fine, I'll reschedule. It's a returning client, so they'll know what they want." Which was lucky for me. If it had been a potential new client then I'd have had to choose between the commission I had a meeting for, and the chance to get my work in front of some of the richest and most influential people in the world. If you could call the gods people. In reality, they were a lot more than that.

      "Is it worth it for a competition?" Danny asked.

      "I don't know," I admitted. "It's a risk. But the winner of the competition gets a commission for Jinx. Both the money and the exposure that would bring could make a huge difference to me."

      "Jinx as in the dating app?"

      I gave him an unimpressed look. "You know it's a dating app, you've been swiping guys on there for months. But the headquarters is for the dating agency itself, I think. They're sponsoring."

      "And that's better than getting the other commission?"

      I grimaced. "Hard to say. If I can get a piece in Jinx HQ, it could open me up to a lot of potential clients. Everyone knows the gods are loaded."

      "Which is fair. I'd be pretty depressed if I'd been alive for centuries and still had no money. Being a struggling artist for five hundred years would be no fun."

      "If you'd been alive five hundred years ago, you'd just be a blacksmith, you'd probably find it easier to get clients, not harder," I pointed out.

      "Hmm, true. But you know what? The gods would definitely appreciate a good sword..."

      "Oh no. I know what you're thinking."

      "What? If you win, they'll be coming here, and we can make them my clients too. It's win-win."

      I sighed. "I have to win first. And deal with the meeting I just arranged."

      "Hope that they're done with you by midday?" he suggested.

      "Seems a bit risky. I'll figure it out." And if it came to it, maybe I'd take him up on his offer to do the meeting for me. He might not know exactly what I needed to ask, but he could probably guess, especially if I gave him a list of questions. And it wasn't like Violet Shaw was a new client either.

      The alternative was missing out on this opportunity, and I wasn't about to do that, especially considering what it could mean for me as an artist. I wasn't thrilled at the idea of being on TV, but there was nothing that could be done about that if I wanted to win. And at least it would be going out on an all-paranormal channel. It meant the chances of someone who knew me seeing were higher, but fewer people overall.

      But if I won, it would be worth it. And I was going to do everything I could in order to win.
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          THOR

        

      

    

    
      I headed inside the studio, looking forward to whatever the competition had in store for me. It was a long time since I'd done something like this, and I was raring to meet the challenge head-on.

      "Hey, Thor," someone said.

      I turned around, smiling at the muse standing in front of me. "Hi, Mel. I didn't expect you to be down here."

      "Mmm, I don't normally visit the studio for reality shows," she admitted. "I prefer dramas."

      I chuckled. "Well, you are the Muse of Tragedy."

      "Exactly, see, you get it. The others don't. But nothing beats the Greek tragedies, we should air more of them sometime."

      "Not really my speed."

      "No, I guess not. You're more of a comedy guy, I can tell," Mel responded. "But we're supposed to be getting you set up. I was surprised when my assistant producer said you were taking part, you don't normally do this kind of thing."

      I shrugged. "I've felt like I needed a bit of a challenge lately."

      "Well, the judges aren't going to go lightly on you just because you're a god yourself. Did you hear that Calliope managed to convince Persephone to come judge? Something about telling her that there would be flowers made out of metal."

      "I'd have been more surprised if that hadn't worked," I admitted. "What about the others?"

      "Oh, well Aine is coming herself to represent Jinx, I think she just wants to be able to talk about the agency on TV." Mel gestured for us to go through a door. "Have you been briefed on what the show entails?"

      I nodded. "Ten rounds, and at the end, the winner will have a commission made that'll be displayed at Jinx HQ."

      "Exactly. The judging will be completely blind, so you won't have the advantage of your name to help you there. The judges won't even be in the same room as you until closer to the end, so they won't recognise you."

      "I wouldn't want them to," I assured her, starting to wonder whether this was a good idea or not. I'd wanted a challenge, but if everyone thought that I was just here to skate by on my name, then maybe it wasn't a good thing.

      "Good. Right, this is you." She gestured to a set-up with a plaque labelled Thor. "I'll let you get settled in."

      "Thanks." I took in the set-up. It wasn't as elaborate as what I was used to, but that was part of the challenge. I'd be working with a lot less equipment than usual, though really I only needed my hammer.

      I touched my belt to make sure I still had Mjölnir with me. Not that it was really possible for me to lose it. Not with the recall spell that had been cast on it when it had been forged.

      I whistled an old sailing song to myself as I moved around my workstation to put things in position for where I wanted them to be. On my left, another artist was doing the same, and I could tell from the set of his jaw that he wasn't happy about something. On my right, the workstation was still empty. Curious, I looked at the plaque to see the name Daisy Chains written on it.

      Why did the name sound familiar?

      I pulled out my phone and typed it in, a series of sculptures popping up straightaway, including one I recognised from a show a while back. I hadn't had the pleasure of meeting the artist, but I'd been blown away by the attention to detail in their work.

      Whoever Daisy Chains was, they were going to be stiff competition. No one made sculptures this good without natural talent and a lot of dedication.

      But that was going to make this interesting.

      I turned my attention back to prepping my station, putting the tools I'd need the most in easier-to-reach places. It was hard to judge what I'd actually need when I didn't know what the challenge was, but there were some things I was sure I'd use.

      About half an hour passed by the time a surprisingly sleight woman appeared with light strawberry blonde hair tied up in a bun. She took a step into the Daisy Chains station and started moving around with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what they were doing.

      I stopped to admire her for a moment. Even without knowing anything about her, I was enraptured.

      After a few minutes, she turned around, her gaze meeting mine. "Can I help you?"

      I cleared my throat and jumped down from my platform, heading over to her. "Hi." I held out my hand.

      She eyed me warily, but still took it, letting me feel the callouses on her hands from the work she did.

      "I'm Thor."

      She raised an eyebrow. "Thor?"

      "Yes."

      "As in, the god of thunder?"

      "Storms in general, fertility, the protection of mankind, and another one that I'm forgetting," I mused. "It's a lot of work."

      "You're really going to pretend that you're Thor?" She pulled her hand back, and I immediately regretted the loss of contact.

      "Well, I am Thor. So yes?"

      "Good to meet you, Thor." The way she said my name made it clear that she didn't believe I was who I said I was. Which was probably fair. I wouldn't believe me either if the circumstances were reversed.

      "Good to meet you too," I said. "I saw one of your sculptures at the Studio Furious show."

      Surprise flitted over her face and she reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. "Oh."

      "It was beautiful. It really looked as if the grass was swaying in the breeze."

      "Erm, thanks, I guess. I'm sorry I don't know any of your work. Unless you count thunderstorms."

      I chuckled. "I don't really have much to do with those." It had mostly been my ability to conjure lightning-like sparks that had meant I'd gained the association with storms. Which wasn't something many people knew. Other than the rest of the gods who also weren't able to do some of the great feats associated with them.

      "Well, then I look forward to seeing what you create. I have to set up now." She waved over to her station and went back to set up. Though not without looking over her shoulder to see if I was still watching.

      Which I realised I shouldn't be, even if I did find her captivating.
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