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Warning






This book
contains adult themes,
such as sexual interactions, that are not intended for a young
audience.

Please store
your eBooks wisely and be aware of who reads over your shoulder. It
all happens during Halloween, and it all comes down to the hot and
heavy need to fulfil that lust between them.

All sensual acts
are consensual, and the couples are adults.


It was
not her week, definitely not her month, even less the day. It had
all conspired against her until that very day, which would be the test to amount to all
tests in her life.

Perfect. She
sighed internally, checking both sides of the streets at midnight
on the night that would lead them into All Hallows' Eve, commonly
known by the quotidians as Halloween. How did that even end up
being what they called it? Danai shook her head at where her mind
was going, knowing it would end up once more being a pointless
thought as she often had when trying to understand her supposed
peers. Humans.

They were not her
peers.

They were
the people who lived around her and looked like her but
didn't know a thing
about how the world really was and how easy of a prey they all were
on all these days and situations created for them to fall into it
as sacrifices.

Ugh.

She hurried
her steps until she reached the park that would lead her to her
home and all the protection charms she had in place to avoid being
prey like the rest.
There were no protections in the green area, though, it was
everybody's land, it was nature and beautiful, but anything
went.






"You can do it,"
Danai told herself, standing in front of the iron gates, which were
supposed to keep out all manner of non-humans out. What a joke that
was.

Danai took a
step forward before she lost her nerve, but her foot
didn't connect with the
green space before her, it flew. She flew across the wide area at the sudden force that knocked
her off her grounded position. She had barely felt the touch behind
her, it had been that light and that strong at the same time that
it could have been mistaken by an invisible force, but the touch
remained now that she was trying to recover her wits and
focus.

"Duck," the
command came accompanied by another near-invisible touch, but the
press of two fingers on her shoulder were firmer than the first
time, and Danai ended up dropping her head but not wholly ducking.
"Next time, follow my instructions entirely."

"Who the hell
are you?" She demanded after her world stopped swirling due to the
way she had been held and rolled around on the grass. The wind
brought her the smell of rusty powder and something far more
dangerous: shallowness. The
absence of smell at times was accompanied by pain.






"I'm the one
saving your life. Stay down." She looked up the leather skin-tight
shirt in front of her to the upturned, sharp-angled face of her
supposed saviour. Dead giveaway that he was not human? The bright,
almost fiery ring of blue in his irises.

Damn. She
thought, thankful to the male for saving her but not trusting him
because she had no idea how he had known to be there or why he had
come and rescued her. She stayed in place without uttering another
word but saw him take off forward and soon heard him or another
grunt out a pained hiss.
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