
  
    
      MEDUSA

      
        SPEED DATING WITH THE DENIZENS OF THE UNDERWORLD

        BOOK THIRTY

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        GINA KINCADE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Medusa

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Excerpt

      

    

    
      
        More from Gina

      

      
        Follow Gina

      

      
        About Gina Kincade

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Medusa

        Speed Dating with the Denizens of the Underworld

        Book Thirty

        Copyright © 2023

      

        

      
        Gina Kincade

        ISBN: 978-1-77357-550-6

        978-1-77357-549-0

        978-1-77357-548-3

      

        

      
        Published by Naughty Nights Press LLC

        Cover Art By Silvana G. Sánchez

        @ SelfPub Designs

      

        

      
        Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the authors.

      

        

      
        Sale of this book without a front cover may be unauthorized. If this book is coverless, it may have been reported to the publisher as "unsold or destroyed" and neither the author nor the publisher may have received payment for it.

      

        

      
        No part of this book may be adapted, stored, copied, reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

      

        

      
        Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MEDUSA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Fly away on the back of a green dragon?

        Yes, please!

      

      

      

      Maddie Gordon is stuck in a bit of a rut. Work. Home. Wine. Sleep. Rinse and repeat. Providing daycare in the Underworld can be hellish fun, but she needs some adult time in her life.

      When the perfect guy to jolt her out of the mundane cycle arrives in her life like a whirlwind, Maddie is literally swept off her feet. Unfortunately, all she got other than a pleasantly sore body was his first name… until he needs an alibi!

      

      Dragon shifter Jaden McKellen is a fighter at Valhalla’s Throne, and he’s damn good at it. Forced to lose a fight, his brothers send him to the DeLux Café to blow off steam. Reluctant at first, he’s grateful once he meets the gorgeous Maddie.

      After a night of passion, Jaden returns home to find the police on his doorstep. Now his only alibi is a woman he thought he’d never see again.

      Their chemistry is undeniable, so why does Jaden keep running away?

      

      Medusa is book thirty in the Speed Dating with the Denizens of the Underworld shared world, featuring a tough-as-nails supernatural daycare provider, a broody dragon shifter, and more.
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      Medusa, known as Maddie to her friends, woke up slowly one grey morning. The gloom outside made her want to curl up under her covers for another couple hours. She stretched languidly and glanced at her alarm clock. It was an old-fashioned kind, with red illuminated numbers.

      The numbers were flashing 12:00.

      “Shit!” Maddie cursed, grabbing at her cell phone and almost dropping it in her haste to turn it on. “Shit!” she exclaimed again when she saw that it was almost eight in the morning. She whipped her covers off, scrambling gracelessly out of bed and stripping out of her tank top and short shorts that she wore to sleep. She didn’t see where they’d landed, because she already had her t-shirt half on. She tucked her bra, underwear, and socks into a bag, yanked on a pair of comfy leggings, and half-ran, half-fell down the stairs.

      She looked longingly at her coffee maker, but there was no time for that this morning. She grabbed a banana and granola bar, which joined her garments in the bag, and stepped into her running shoes before she was out the door.

      The daycare she owned was only two blocks away, thankfully, and she sprinted the short distance. She arrived out of breath and disheveled, just as the first parent was walking up the pathway.

      “Hestia,” she gasped at her assistant. “Do you mind…”

      “Not a problem,” Hestia reassured her calmly. “Hello Damien, are you excited to play with the dinosaurs again?”

      The door closing behind her cut off the rest of the conversation. “First order of business, get properly dressed,” Maddie said to herself, closing herself in her office. The clock on the wall told her she’d managed to make it from bed to work in less than five minutes. “Thank someone,” she muttered and started fixing her clothing. She practically inhaled her breakfast before rejoining Hestia in the common space.

      Damien, age three, was playing with the large plastic dinosaurs they’d received yesterday. There was a Stegosaurus, a Triceratops, and of course, a Tyrannosaurus Rex. Damien had decided that the three-horned dinosaur was the baby and the other two were the parents.

      Maddie deftly plucked the screw out of Shana’s hands before it reached her mouth, the nine-month-old too young to understand the difference between food and toy. The baby screwed up her face, ready to scream, but then she spotted the dark haired Alexander and made happy babbles at him. The pretty toddler boy was only two, but he already had half the population of Purgatory wrapped around his little finger, and Maddie was no exception. Fortunately, he was a darling and the extra attention didn’t do him any harm.

      “Maddie,” Hestia said in an undertone. “Lady Chloe is here to talk to you.”

      Maddie’s eyebrows rose in surprise. Then she remembered that the Lord of the Underworld’s wife worked above, in the human realm, and she’d gone back to her job recently after the birth of their first child six months ago. “I’ll talk to her right away. Are you all right with them?” She indicated the kids happily playing on the floor.

      “We’ll be fine. Shoo,” Hestia said gently, waving her hands in the direction of the kitchen. “And have some coffee.”

      “Yes, Mother,” Maddie teased. In reality, she was desperate for the dark shot of caffeine and would probably do almost anything for some. “Hello, Lady Chloe,” she greeted the blonde woman in her kitchen.

      “Please, drop the honorific,” Chloe pleaded. She had baby Atlanta in one arm and a to-go coffee from the ButterNut Bakery in her free hand. “I need to talk to you.”

      “I’m all ears,” Maddie said, pulling down her favorite mug and pouring herself a cup from the coffee maker in the corner.

      “Atlanta is…” Chloe trailed off, biting her lip.

      Maddie waited patiently, the mug warming her hands as she cradled it.

      “You know I’m a wolf shifter, right?” Chloe asked, turning the full force of her gaze on Maddie.

      “Yes.”

      “And Lucifer’s a demon.”

      “Naturally.”

      “Well… Atlanta’s a little precocious.” Chloe put the baby down on the ground gently.

      The instant the baby’s feet touched the tile, she transformed, her back legs becoming like those of a wolf. Tiny, ebony-colored, sparsely feathered wings sprouted from her shoulder blades. The rest of her stayed in human form, and she flopped around her mother’s feet, crying piteously.

      Chloe picked her up again and Atlanta turned full human once more. Chloe gestured at the baby, shrugging as if to say, “See?”

      Maddie grinned. “That was incredible!” She directed her comments to the baby. “You’re so good at that!”

      “Not so great in a human daycare,” Chloe said meaningfully. “Please, tell me you have room for her here? I don’t know what else to do!”

      “Of course we have room for her. I assume you wanted her close to your work so you could pop in and see her during the day,” Maddie said.

      “Exactly,” Chloe interrupted. “But when this started happening…”

      “I totally understand. Can you stick around this morning, let her get used to Hestia and I before you go during the afternoon?”

      “Yes, yes, anything! My boss is fully aware that my hours will be shortened for the next while. They’re very understanding, thankfully.”

      “Why don’t we sit and talk?” Maddie suggested to Chloe. To the baby, she asked, “Atlanta, may I carry you to the couch?”

      The baby hid her face in her mother’s shoulder and Maddie nodded. “That’s just fine. I’m a complete stranger to you.”

      Chloe chuckled. “Actually, she might be a little startled by your hair.”

      “My hair?” Maddie repeated, startled. “What…” She caught a glimpse of herself in the reflection cast by the window. “Yikes, that’s quite the bedhead!” She immediately started running her fingers through the brilliant crimson strands, trying to calm it down. “There must have been a power surge or outage at my place last night. My alarm didn’t go off this morning. I made it here with only seconds to spare!”

      “Impressive,” Chloe said.

      After her hair was somewhat tamed, Maddie led the way to one of the squashy couches, grabbing a couple different sensory toys on the way, to help the baby get to know her.

      She alternated conversations between mother and child. “You like the zebra?” Maddie asked the fascinated infant, who was now sitting comfortably on her mother’s lap. “Would you like to hold it?”

      The baby didn’t make any movement to grab it, so Maddie made it prance across the distance between them and up Chloe’s thigh. At the top, the zebra seemed to see the girl and shied away from her, hiding on the couch cushion.

      “This is Atlanta. She’s new here. It’s okay to be a little scared of new things, Mister Zebra.” Maddie deepened her voice to speak for the zebra, “I don’t like new things! I only like you!” Back to her normal voice, she continued the one-sided conversation, “Aww, that’s sweet. But I know you’ll absolutely love Atlanta once you get to know her.”

      Atlanta leaned so far forward to see the stuffed animal that Chloe had to catch her before she fell off her mother’s lap. “Ba!” the baby said, making grabby hands. “Bababa!”

      “Zebra,” Maddie enunciated clearly. “You would like the zebra?”

      “Ba!” she shrieked delightedly when the zebra’s head popped into her sight again, her wings reappearing on her back. She grabbed for the animal and Maddie surrendered the toy gracefully.

      “I assume you would like to encourage her shifting?” Maddie said to Chloe while Atlanta was distracted with turning the animal around in her hands.

      “Yes, of course.” Chloe leaned back against the cushions and took a sip of her coffee. “Her wings are too fragile to carry her weight, as slight as she is, so we’ll need to build up her muscles.”

      “As with any other muscle group at this age,” Maddie agreed. “May I touch the wings?” she asked both of them.

      Chloe nodded and Atlanta ignored her, so Maddie gently ran a finger over the top edge. “Similar to a baby bird with how the bones are arranged, soft down feathers, those will fluff out in time,” Maddie muttered under her breath.

      “You just had to mention the lack of feathers,” Chloe put in, amused.

      Maddie blushed. “Sorry. I assume they’re similar to her father’s?”

      “Lucifer’s are much bigger, but they do seem to be built along the same lines,” Chloe replied.

      “How do you feel about her exploring on her own in the house and in the yard?” Maddie asked. “We can, of course, wear her if you’d prefer she not be let down…” she trailed off, letting Chloe talk.

      “She does love to be held,” Chloe said thoughtfully. “But I think letting her figure things out on her own would be good for her. It might encourage her to transform into a wolf the full way. You’re fully fenced in, right?”

      “Yes, and we keep a close eye on them at all times in case something dangerous made its way into the grounds and we missed it. What does she eat?”

      “I’ll give you a couple of bottles of breastmilk every day, one for mid-morning, one for mid-afternoon. At lunch, she can have whatever the others are having, in bite-sized portions. She especially likes to feed herself cheese.” Chloe smiled.

      “Dairy isn’t a problem, then?”

      “No, no dietary restrictions that we’ve found so far. We’ve tested all the usual human and wolf intolerances, just to be safe.”

      “Smart,” Maddie said. “Two naps?”

      “Yes, one hour at ten and two hours at one-thirty, although if you wear her or she’s feeling under the weather, she’ll sleep longer.”

      “Naturally. Would you like to see the nap setup?” At Chloe’s nod, Maddie reached out to Atlanta again. “May I hold you?”

      The baby launched herself gleefully into her arms, making Maddie laugh and smile down at the child. “I like you, too.”

      She led Chloe to a room beyond the kitchen that had several portable cribs set up. “We can move them around, depending on the child. Some prefer to sleep in a noisy environment, so we would bring the crib into the main room for them. On hot days, we pull them outside and set up sun shades in the breezeway.”

      “That’s fantastic,” Chloe said enthusiastically. “Should we bring anything from home for her?”

      “Anything you think might make her feel more comfortable. For children as young as Atlanta, we generally suggest a t-shirt that you’ve worn recently, so that they can smell something comforting that reminds them of home. Breastmilk, of course. Diapers, if she has sensitive skin. We don’t put any diaper cream, unless she’s having troubles, because it’s better for their skin to breathe. When were you thinking of potty training her?” Maddie kept her expression neutral.

      Chloe laughed. “We haven’t even considered potty training yet! When she shows interest in it, I guess.”

      “That’s a good attitude to have. Every child reacts differently to potty training, and you don’t want to push her into something before she’s ready for it. We will follow your lead on potty training when it’s time, so that she doesn’t get mixed messages.” Maddie led them back into the playroom.

      Atlanta froze when she saw the other children, the zebra dangling by one leg from her mouth.

      Maddie chuckled. “Would you like to play with them?” She sat cross-legged on the ground and put Atlanta in the relative safety of her lap. “This is Shana, Alexander, and Damien.” She pointed at each child in turn, who mostly didn’t look up from what they were doing.

      Encouraged by their disinterest in a new playmate, Atlanta reached out for a nearby block and swapped the zebra for it, drool running down her chin.

      “Teething, are you?” Maddie said. “We’ll get you a frozen teether and put it with Lyta’s. She can commiserate with you, poor thing.”

      “Her fifth,” Chloe supplied, sitting beside them.

      “And you’re still nursing her? Brave woman,” Maddie said.

      Chloe laughed ruefully. “She learned very quickly not to bite me or she’d lose access to her food.”

      “That would do it,” Maddie said, smiling in sympathy.

      “I’m so glad you had space for her,” Chloe said, reaching out and squeezing Maddie’s hand. “Human-wolf babies with wings are rather frowned upon in Earth daycares.”

      Maddie almost choked on her laughter. “You think?”
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      “For fuck’s sake, get your head out of your ass and get laid already!” Augustine roared, two inches from Jaden’s face.

      Jaden was impressed. Augustine had actually used the slang correctly for once. “Maybe you’re the one who should get laid!” he shouted back, wiping spittle from his face. “You’re so testy, you’re obviously not getting any!” He loved goading his big brother about his sex life, not that Augustine was ever forthcoming with details, despite being mated to the Goddess Hera.

      “My temper has nothing to do with how much sex I’ve had lately and everything to do with you waking me up at the crack of dawn every morning this week by tackling me out of bed!” Augustine growled. “Maybe if I got a full night of sleep, I would find you more tolerable!”

      “Tolerable?” Jaden sputtered. “Forgive me for wanting to spend more time with my brothers!”

      “As if! You wake me up, drag me outside for a run, and then take off. We never spend time together!”

      “Maybe if you weren’t such an old man and slow as fuck you’d be able to keep up with me!” Jaden shouted back.

      “I’m only four years older than you, and if I’m slow, it’s because I have not had enough sleep!” Augustine pointed at the doorway. “Out! Now, before I throw you out on your ass! And stay the fuck out of my room!”

      “You can’t kick me out of my own house!” Jaden growled. “I pay my equal share.”

      Augustine snarled, his purple dragon scales rippling over the skin of his face, half-transforming between one breath and the next.

      Shit.

      All right, here we go.

      Jaden twitched, feeling his dragon starting to make its appearance.

      But Augustine had more control over his form, and as he caught an untransformed Jaden up in his powerful jaws, Jaden had to concentrate on hardening the skin around his abdomen where Augustine’s teeth were uncomfortably close to tender organs.

      Augustine spat him out the front door, Jaden rolling head over heels on the hard flagstone path until he came to a stop flat on his back by the front gate.

      “Come back when you are in a better frame of mind,” Augustine growled, snorting smoke out of his nostrils. “Whatever that might take.” He slammed the door closed behind him.

      Jaden flipped the bird at the house and rubbed the back of his head. “Fuck,” he said quietly, feeling a knot forming. He sat up slowly, the house across the street swaying in his vision until he blinked a couple times and his dragon healing kicked in. Using the gate, he struggled to his feet and brushed dirt from the path off his clothes. Fortunately, there were no rips in his shirt or jeans, and the dirt fell to the ground with little persuasion.

      “This wouldn’t have happened if Finley were home,” Jaden said, sulking as he started down their street to the main part of Purgatory. “He would have stopped Auggie from throwing me out.” He spat the name of his brother along with a wad of saliva onto the side of the road. It was tinged with blood and he scowled at it.

      “‘Just go pick up a woman,’” he said, imitating his brother’s voice. “‘What, like it’s hard?’ Bah!”

      Once he reached the main street, Jaden paused, considering his options. He could go to Valhalla’s Throne, but he’d already fought there today, and he’d lost. Badly. He didn’t want to risk running into Pollux again after the words they’d shared earlier that evening.

      Jaden groaned. “I wish I could redo this whole day,” he lamented. “Somewhere with alcohol, then. Drink to forget, right?”

      A flash of shimmery purple material caught his eye, and he watched a striking blonde walk into the Underworld Cafe. “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” he muttered under his breath. He crossed the street, paused to fix his hair in his reflection in the cafe’s windows, and opened the door.

      Please, let one thing go right for me today.
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        * * *

      

      The day had started as usual. Jaden woke early, downed a protein shake, stretched in preparation for his run, woke his brothers, and then headed out for his run.

      What would they do without me?

      Waste the whole day sleeping?

      He chuckled at the thought. He ran in silence, enjoying the cool morning air as he worked up a sweat.

      Once back at the house, he spent some time with the weights in the backyard, two-hundred-pound weights in each hand. His brothers had left to do their own thing by the time he’d entered the house, and he took his time in the shower. Then a high protein, high carb lunch, because his fight was scheduled for the dinner rush and he wouldn’t eat much beforehand.

      Odin requested that his fighters arrive at least an hour before their scheduled appearances, so Jaden made his way to the brothers’ ready room with time to spare. He wanted to get in a few leg reps in the fight club’s workout space. It was the one thing they didn’t have at home; a good machine to work out the legs.

      Jaden laid out his fight uniform on the chair in his room, a pair of loose black shorts with green scales on the sides, and returned to the hallway.

      “Watch it,” growled a deep voice, pushing past him as he closed his door.

      “Watch it yourself,” Jaden snarked back. “Am I not visible enough for you?” He faced off against one of the biggest bullies in Valhalla’s Throne.

      Most of the fighters employed by Odin were the amicable sort; willing to play up a character in the ring, not holding any grudges once out. Pollux, the brute he was going toe-to-toe with right now, was not that sort.

      Fuck, am I ever looking forward to mopping the floor with him tonight, Jaden let his smug amusement show on his face as he stared Pollux down.

      “Hey, keep it in the ring, boys.” One of the members of Odin’s security team put his arm between the fighters.

      Pollux sneered. “You need these weak-ass boys to do the fighting for you, J-Star? Too chicken to fight me without the precious rules of the ring?”

      Jaden took a deep breath, trying to cool his quick temper. “I’m not going to get kicked out of the club because I was picking fights outside the ring. You want your fight? Come and get it at six tonight.”

      “Rules,” Pollux spat. He pushed the security guy’s arm away from him. “I don’t need you!” He pretended to take a jab at Jaden, who didn’t flinch, making Pollux even angrier. The demigod stormed off down the hallway, on the way to the ring to watch the fights before his own.

      “You okay?”

      Jaden rolled his head on his neck, getting rid of some of the tension that had crept in. “Fine, thanks.” He hated that every nerve now felt on edge. Hopefully a good workout would get his head in the right mindset for the fight tonight.

      He groaned internally. He’d yet to roll the dice to see whether he’d win or lose tonight.

      The dragon shifter brothers had decided together, when they’d started fighting in Odin’s underground fighting club, that they would roll a dice before each match to see whether they would win or lose. Without that random chance, there was no way they would ever lose, and that just wasn’t interesting for the spectators. Nobody knew that they decided the outcome of the match beforehand, and they wanted to keep it that way.

      Nobody’ll know if I just…

      Don’t roll the dice tonight.

      Jaden pondered as he huffed and puffed away at the leg press, the weights set to only three hundred pounds. He was planning on doing a high rep to make up for the low weight.

      Ugh.

      I would know.

      And I would feel guilty if I didn’t roll.

      But what if I roll a one?

      He left the leg press and moved on to the squat rack, his mind still on his ethical conundrum.

      If I don’t roll tonight, why would I ever bother to roll again?

      That’s not fair to Augustine or Finley.

      After his workout, Jaden headed back to the ready room, intent on a shower and a quick protein bar before his match with Pollux.

      The bright blue die in the bottom of his bag mocked him as he pulled his towel out. Without thinking about it any further, he scooped it up and rolled it on the table.

      A one.

      Fuck.

      A cold shower was just what the doctor ordered after that. Jaden rubbed down quickly with soap, his skin rippling with goosebumps under the frigid water. He dried off just as quickly, trying to figure out how to go about this fight. Pollux had a strong arm, but he tended to overreach with his left. If Jaden had been allowed to win, he would take advantage of that, but now he knew he had to keep the fight close, with lots of grappling. Not that he particularly minded grappling. It was his preferred method of fighting, a lot like a bar brawl. But it meant that he’d probably get pretty hurt, maybe even a concussion. Jaden was grateful for his quick healing, so something like that wouldn’t be a problem after a few minutes.

      He grinned. Just because he had to lose, didn’t mean he couldn’t rough Pollux up a bit first. The demigod could take a hit. Jaden grudgingly gave him that.

      He put on an athletic cup and yanked his shorts on overtop. He grabbed a sweat towel and draped it over his shoulders, and then he was ready.

      “Let’s get this over with,” Jaden muttered to himself.

      When he got backstage, he saw that there were fifteen minutes left on the clock for the fight ahead of him. He felt limber, after his workout, but still went through the motions of the necessary stretches. Even though he could heal quickly, a torn muscle would still hurt like a bitch.

      “Hey Princess, are you ready to lose?” Pollux greeted him, putting his foot on Jaden’s back while he was stretching in the splits.

      The sudden added pressure made his groin muscles spasm and he sucked in an involuntary breath.

      “Get away from him.” Another of Odin’s security, a woman this time, stepped in, and Pollux backed off.

      “Hey, if he can’t take the heat, maybe he should get out of the oven,” Pollux sneered.

      Jaden slowly shook out his muscles. The added stretch hadn’t hurt him, thankfully. “If you can’t fight fair, maybe you shouldn’t be here at all,” he said evenly.

      “Aww, are widdle Pwincess’s feewings hurt?” Pollux said in a baby voice. “Face me like a man, J-Star.”

      The bell signaled the end of the previous fight, and the volume of the applause increased, even backstage. The two fighters, dripping sweat and blood, walked slowly through on their way to their ready rooms, arms slung around each other in support.

      Jaden looked after them longingly. He wouldn’t get that tonight. He refocused on Pollux. “Well, that’s where you’re wrong. I’m no human.”

      Pollux snorted. “Even if you were, you won’t be after I’m through with you.”

      “That makes no sense,” Jaden grumbled, bouncing a little on his toes as they stood, waiting to be called into the ring.

      “I’m going to rip off your manhood and feed it to you,” Pollux hissed.

      “Dramatic, much,” Jaden replied mildly. “Maybe you’re the princess.”

      He was saved from Pollux’s reply by his name being called by the announcer.

      “Please welcome to the ring, Jaden “J-Star” McKellen! Top heavyweight in his class!” the announcer’s voice rang through the amphitheatre.

      Jaden entered the ring with his arms in the air to cheers from the crowd. He smiled and blew a couple kisses, shaking a couple hands from the front row, before joining the announcer on the far side of the ring.

      “Tonight, J-Star is up against Pollux “Demigod” Begrond. Pollux has been in this class for a while, but hasn’t managed to make it up the rankings, always knocked down by one or another of the brothers. Put your hands together for Pollux!”

      Jaden was pleased to note that the enthusiasm was slightly less for his opponent.

      Pollux didn’t work up the crowd the way he had, and the fight started quickly.

      Jaden led Pollux in a slow dance across the sands, drawing out his left until he was off balance. Jaden saw his chance and tackled Pollux down to the ground, straddling his torso and raining down blows around Pollux’s head. The demigod had to keep his hands up around his ears to protect himself, but his legs were free.

      Jaden saw the hip flip coming from a mile away and sighed internally. He had to make this look like Pollux had won fairly, after all. He resisted the first hip toss, but pretended like it knocked him enough off balance that the second threw him on his side. Pollux followed up on his apparent advantage, hooking his leg around Jaden’s to pin him to the ground.

      He’ll never learn if I don’t keep him on his toes.

      Jaden executed a twist and backward somersault that had him free in seconds. Pollux was still on the ground on his knees, looking shocked.

      “Right where you belong,” Jaden said boisterously, making the audience laugh. He fisted a hand in Pollux’s hair and thrust his hips provocatively.

      The demigod snarled, grabbing Jaden’s wrist and pulling himself up with it.

      “I’d be happy to lend you a hand anytime you need it,” Jaden quipped, provoking more laughter. “The way you act, you probably need some stress relief sooner rather than later.” He caught a hard punch on his abdomen from Pollux’s right, and staggered a bit, bending over. Pollux followed it up with a blow from his knee to Jaden’s forehead.

      The fight devolved from there.
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        * * *

      

      Finley found Jaden sitting on the floor of the shower, leaning against the cool tiles in an effort to stop his head from pounding.

      “You just had to provoke him, didn’t you?” Finley said.

      “Shhhhh,” Jaden murmured. “I had to make it look good, didn’t I?”

      Finley rolled his eyes. “He knock you silly? You didn’t have to lose by this much.”

      “It’ll make my comeback even sweeter,” Jaden said. “He still out there bragging?”

      “Of course he is.” Finley scoffed. “And he’ll stay out there until you come out of here because he wants to humiliate you. Did you really say it?”

      “I said a lot of things. Could you be more specific?” Jaden mumbled. Of course he knew what Finley was really asking about.

      “Did you threaten to kill him?”

      “He punched me in the cup, Finn.” Jaden flexed bruised knuckles. “I was pissed.”

      “Yeah, well, I guess someone had to take that hit.”

      “Fuck you.”
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        * * *

      

      A change into his dragon had healed the worst of the aches and pains; there was still a nice purple bruise on his side. Jaden examined his eye closely in the reflection of the cafe window. Fortunately, the bruising there wouldn’t show up until tomorrow morning, he knew from experience.

      Satisfied with his appearance, he opened the door, hearing the cheerful ringing of the bells over his head.

      “Oh, perfect! Fresh meat!” said a sultry voice.

      “What?” Jaden was pulled further into the cafe by long fingers with even longer red nails. “Oh no.”
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with others.
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names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
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DEFINITIONS
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Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
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Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
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TERMINATION
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