
  
  
      
        
          Valentine's Arrow 

          Holidays After Dark

		      
          Astrid Vail 

        

        
          
          Rogue Queen Publishing 

        

      

    


  
  
Valentine's Arrow 

Copyright © 2023 by Astrid Vail & Rogue Queen Publishing 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations bodied in critical articles or reviews.

It is illegal to copy this book, post it on a website, or distribute it by any means without permission.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Cover Art by www.getcovers.com

Edited by www.nicegirlnaughtyedits.com

ISBN: 

eBook: 978-1-958641-04-0 

Paperback: 978-1-958641-08-8

First Edition: February 2023

Content Warning: Contains graphic sex scenes and adult language. 







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Blurb & Content Warning 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Astrid Vail
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Blurb & Content Warning 







After losing her job and relationship in one fell swoop, Arrow stumbles across a listing requesting help to plan a Valentine’s Day bash.                


Only there is one problem.


The address listed is in the Night City, a place full of demons, shifters, and everything in between. A place no respectable fairy such as herself should wander into. 


But the Night City is not what it seems and one little mishap later, Arrow finds herself face to face with the most gorgeous man she has ever seen. 


Now Arrow can’t help but wonder…


Could the Night City and the man she finds herself instantly enamored with be the new beginning she needs?





Valentine’s Arrow is a short M/F paranormal erotica that includes graphic sex scenes and adult language.











  
  
Chapter One




“What do you mean, terminated?” Arrow yelled, her voice hitting a shrill pitch. 

The Grand Mistress of Fairies Grace looked down her nose at Arrow. “This institute does not tolerate lawless behavior in any manner. We do not employ anyone with a record.”

Arrow’s mouth dropped wide. “You, you, you have got to be kidding me! All I did was glue his wings together. He was the one who—”

The Grand Mistress held up her hand. “Enough. You held a temp position to begin with. You can return to the job agency and find another job. Now get off the property.”

Arrow snapped her mouth shut and floated back down to the ground. In her anger and disbelief, her iridescent wings had gone into hyper speed, pulling Arrow a few inches off the ground. She turned and stomped out of the hallway, through the imposing open doors of the college, and launched herself off the stately steps into the sky. 

The angry buzz of her wings kept the few other fairies flying around out of her path, and soon Arrow found herself in front of the temp agency. She landed in line and waited; the angry tap of her foot drowning out the surrounding whispers. The sun beat down on her head and shoulders relentlessly, and Arrow wished she had the foresight to have grabbed a light jacket. 

And hat. 

And sunglasses. 

She sighed in defeat as the line moved up one person before immediately stopping. Arrow pushed at her short, dark brown hair. It was straightened into a stylish shoulder-length bob, but she sorely missed her long hair. Her hair naturally fell in curling locks, and she missed the way it used to bounce when it was up in a ponytail. Her defeated look turned to a grimace. Anger blossomed under her breastbone, and she glanced down at her hands. Nails, usually long and manicured, were now cut to the quick, pink nail polish chipping. 

“Whatever,” Arrow murmured. “He deserved a destroyed apartment. What’s a few broken nails?” 

The satyr in front of Arrow glanced over his shoulder before dismissing her words and going back to staring at the phone in his hand. Clearly, Arrow was muttering to herself. They moved forward, another person in line, and she quickly lost herself in thought. 

A few hours later, Arrow found herself seated in front of a pissed off looking elf. The elf sighed and slammed the file down on the desk. “No jobs will hire you until you do your community service.”

Arrow threw her hands in the air. “It’s not like I murdered anyone. I should be the one pressing charges. I mean, do you see what he did to my hair?” Arrow picked at the ends of her bob for emphasis, but the elf had no sympathy for her. 

“Not my problem.”

Arrow sulked in her chair and crossed her arms. “I’m not moving until you find me a job. There must be something.”

The elf pursed his lips and shook his head before sliding a paper her way. “Here is a listing of community service opportunities. Come back once you complete your hours and we will see what is available.” 

She wanted to sulk longer, but the elf gave her a dismissing look before yelling out next, and Arrow slid off her chair in a daze. She wandered over to the massive doors, anger lifting her into the air. An older looking parchment caught her eye as she buzzed by the overflowing clipboard posting about upcoming events. She ripped it off the board quickly before buzzing away into the bright sunlit outdoors. A bench sitting empty on the perfectly manicured grass beckoned and Arrow landed on it. She uncrumpled the paper in her hand and read, hope slowly tumbling away.

Assistant Event Planner Wanted 

Valentine’s Day Bash

Come walk on the wild side and plan the party of a lifetime. 

Call 876-4567

Arrow sighed. It was dated in the corner, for two years ago. Not only that, but the address printed in fine print below listed the Dark City. A place she had only heard horror stories about. A place where certain beings roamed, and where the sun only shined a few hours a day. A city where night ruled supreme. All sorts of wickedness came from the Dark City. 

Arrow worried at her bottom lip. She briefly wondered if the party ever happened. And why had they advertised for it here? In Fairy City, of all places. 

The sound of a voice snapped Arrow back to the present, and she scowled. Across the grassy courtyard stood her ex and his gaggle of friends. A pretty fairy, scantily clad in a light green flowing gown, with long curly blonde hair clung to his arm. Arrow cursed silently and clutched at the ends of her short hair. She wouldn’t have been in this mess in the first place if her ex and friends hadn’t gotten drunk and set her hair on fire. Then he had the nerve to cheat on her because he didn’t think she was pretty without her long hair. His cruel words had pushed Arrow over the edge. In retaliation, she glued the bastard’s wings together and destroyed his small apartment.

She watched them saunter away, and Arrow’s chest grew heavy, sadness smothering her rage. With a deep breath, she pulled out her phone and dialed the number on the paper. It rang twice before rolling over to a voice mail. It stated little, just a curt ‘leave a message.’ 

Arrow hung up quickly and shoved the paper into her purse. She was insane to have even called the number. And what if someone actually picked up? The Dark City was no place for her. Arrow instead took out the other piece of paper listing all the potential places for her to do community service.









