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    To my partners. 

I love you.

      

    


Jade and Thorne
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The creature drools, long strings of fluid dripping from its fangs, hot breath gusting over Jade’s face, her knees tremble under her and she feels her heart stop in her chest. The beast growls, low and guttural in its chest.

A whimper comes unbidden from her mouth as her knees buckle. The aura of terror that surrounds her is too much, she feels crushed by it. Her body heavy in the chill air as it stalks closer to her, low rumbling coming from its chest.

Her mouth goes dry, her lungs heaving in breath after breath, but no oxygen seems to get to her body as her limbs start to tingle.

It moves closer.

There is a pause as it looks into her eyes, the glowing red of its pupils seems to swallow her whole. Seems to tip her into an endless abyss of fear.

Its breath gusts across her face, smelling of old blood and decay.

It snarls again, opening its jaws wide as it reaches out to bite her. The sharp teeth scrape over her skin before there is a loud yell, breaking the hold it has on her. With a shriek, she scrambles away from it, finally able to move and get away from its stinking aura of death. She scrambles on the slick grass, her heeled boots slipping and sliding as she moves. The dress bunching up around her as she stumbles upright, racing toward the nightclub.

Vaguely she sees a figure running toward her. Brilliant green eyes flash in anger as the person passes. It looks like Thorne, but bigger, scarier.

Her heart beats wildly, racing in her chest as she bolts away, only stopping once she slams the door to the nightclub behind her. The throbbing music washes over her and gives her a sense of, not quite peace, but less fear. She turns and collapses against the wall. Pressing her face to her knees she breathes in and out in deep breaths, trying to still her heart, as it still races wildly. She’s away from the thing, away from its dripping teeth, its decaying stench.
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