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			Praise for That Time I Got Drunk and Yeeted a Love Potion at a Werewolf

			‘[P]erfect entertainment for my stressed out brain, and I was definitely rooting for those two wacky kids to have their HEA’

			Smart Bitches, Trashy Books on That Time I Got Drunk and Saved a Demon

			‘Kimberly Lemming is doing God’s work, I swear. Finally, well written, funny, steamy (the sex scenes, whoa) fantasy romance with heroines who look like me. Finally!’

			Amazon review

			‘The one thing you can expect from Lemming is superb banter, humor, and sexy time. I thought I was going to be able to just read a few pages before bed, nope I devoured book 2’

			Goodreads review

			‘Lighthearted, spicy as hell, and legitimately laugh-­out-­loud funny, I would absolutely recommend for anyone looking to escape for a couple of hours into a romantic romp involving cheese puns, banter, and even a giant lobster’ 

			Goodreads review

			‘This book, this series. Phenomenal. A perfect blend of a modern girl in a fantasy world’

			Amazon review

			‘There is something about this series, this writing, that scratches an itch in my brain that I didn’t know I needed scratched . . . it has my type of humor, it’s fun, interesting, sexy, empowering, and [an] all-­around great time’

			Goodreads review

			‘I can’t say enough how much I loved this book and how I wish I could read it for the first time again’

			Amazon review
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			Chapter 1

			Brie

			Potatoes are by far the most versatile crop. You can fry them up, bake them, or throw them at undesirable men who refuse to leave you alone. At least, that’s what I enjoyed doing with them. I snatched another baked potato from my friend Cinnamon, who balked in protest. Before the spice trader could reclaim her favorite treat, I side-­stepped out of her reach and prepared to fire another round at my latest annoyance. Jack stumbled back and held his hands up. The splatter of hot cheese and potato on his cheek fell away. In its place was a red mark that swelled with the consequences of him not following my simple instructions. “Leave me alone, Jack. I told you I’m not interested.”

			The farmer held up his hands, feet widening in a stance as if he was preparing to swat away the offending tuber. “Brie, come on, how much longer are you going to play hard to get?” His crooked mouth turned up into a grin. A forced laugh choked out of his skinny neck before he took a tentative step forward.

			Gods, I was so sick of his shit. I looked around, pretending to be confused for a moment. “Jack, have you lost your mind? Did you come here so I could help you find it? I can’t think of any other reason me pelting you with tubers would be mistaken for flirting.”

			Cin stomped her foot. “Not my potato! Throw something else at him!”

			My shoulders slumped before I took my gaze off the farmer to reassure my friend and her lewd lust for food. “I’ll buy you another one and give you a wheel of cheese. Just let me deal with this asshole.”

			The annoyance in her features vanished in an instant. Replaced with starry eyes and a wide grin. “Nevermind, it’s yours!” she chirped and spun around, set her fists on her hips and glared at the man as if he were a small child in need of a reprimand. “You heard the lady, Jack. She doesn’t want you, so get gone.” Cinnamon’s glare in itself wasn’t the most terrifying thing in the world. She herself was rather short. Several inches of her height could be attributed to the proud crown of curls on her head. But what was terrifying was the dragon shifter behind her.

			Cin’s husband, Fallon, sat on a bar stool, nursing a mug of mead. The obsidian horns decorating his head nearly scraped against one of the many colorful fall banners decorating the stall. He took another sip, before turning to see whatever poor sap angered his wife. Jack’s back straightened when the demon locked eyes with him. The farmer’s raised hands twitched. He opened his mouth, then thought better of it and swallowed. I couldn’t blame him. Fallon was terrifying.

			It had only been a short time since Cinnamon and our goddess-chosen hero, Priscilla, returned from their respective journeys. Normally, a returning hero was met with cheer and a village-­wide fall celebration to commemorate another successful demon purge. But Cin returning with a merry band of pirate demons (very much NOT purged) and news of our goddess’ death put a bit of a damper on things. Though it wasn’t enough to stop the festival altogether.

			The residents of Boohail could be in the middle of a raging tsunami and still find an excuse to party. In the distance, I could hear Carter and Katie blaring their latest song for all to hear. The only thing that the couple loved more than their bakery was playing music. A gift they shared any chance they could. Not to be outdone, most of the shop owners in the village had set up stalls lining Boohail’s center. Bright banners and shimmering lanterns lit up our small corner of the world like a sea of stars. Delicious smells of festival food and incense greeted you everywhere you turned. Even with everything that’s changed in the short amount of time, a party just made everything feel like home.

			Priscilla did her best to help Cin explain to the rest of Boohail that her new friends meant no harm and it was, in fact, our own goddess, causing all demons to become crazed animals. But some villagers took it better than others. Humans had been worshiping the goddess Myva for hundreds of years. To find out it had all been a lie crafted by some undead witch was hard to swallow.

			A small faction of men, in particular, attempted to form a mob and kill as many of the newcomers as possible. That idea was firmly put to bed when Fallon turned into a giant dragon. The fiery smoke around his mouth was enough to get even the most zealous men to drop their weapons. If I remembered correctly, Jack was one of them. Gods, the money I would have paid to see that smug asshole piss himself at the sight.

			Jack smiled, combing a hand through his dark curls. “OK, no need to bite my head off. I’ll go fix you a drink, Brie. Maybe it will loosen you up. You seem tense.”

			This fucking guy.

			My response spat out through gritted teeth. “I’m not tense. I’m annoyed that you keep bothering me. This—” my finger waved in between us “—will not happen.”

			“Sure, sure,” he replied before turning and walking away.

			My shoulders slumped. It was like talking to a sleeping hog. I made my way over to a food stall and placed an order for two more baked potatoes. Once the vendor quickly wrapped up the steaming treats, I rejoined Cin and Fallon at the row of bar stools next to the mead stall. My body slumped over the counter and I let out a sigh. Cin reached over to snatch her food before taking a large bite.

			Without a word, Sunbeam placed a mug in front of me and went back to washing out more cups. The barmaid was one of the few humans seemingly unfazed by Boohail’s newest residents. Though it didn’t seem like anything fazed her. Ever. Her bright name was a hilarious contrast to her stern and serious demeanor. I suppose you’d have to be on the sterner side to run a tavern on your own. The large-and-in-charge woman was famous for her no-­nonsense attitude toward sloppy drunks. Anyone who posed a threat to destroying any bit of her precious tavern was thrown out without remorse. My hand snaked around the handle of my drink before downing half. The sweet taste of honey and peach washed over me, taking away most of my irritation.

			“My friend has a hyena we could feed him to,” Cin said, patting my back. She laughed at my concerned look and took another bite of her potato. “I’m just saying we have options!”

			“You’re a lot more bloodthirsty than I remember.”

			She held up a finger to give herself time to chew. “Killing a goddess will do that to ya.”

			“I . . . can’t argue with that.” The rest of my drink found its way down my throat and Sunbeam reached over to refill the mug. Her lips formed a thin line as she glanced at my side. A large red hand slammed on the counter, making me jump.

			“Sunbeam, my precious day bringer! Have you missed me?” An orc the size of a bear sat on the stool next to me. The newcomer hunched his large body over the counter and rested his chin on his hands.

			His eyes blatantly roved over Sunbeam before he broke out into a goofy grin. The woman in question only gave him an impassive stare. Her tone was the definition of ice. “What will it be, Balabash?”

			The red orc grinned wider. Thick tusks poked out the sides of his lower jaw, giving the large man an even more menacing appearance. “How about a kiss from my honey butter biscuit?”

			Fallon spat out his drink and choked on a laugh. His wife snickered and patted his back. Of all the lame pickup lines I’ve ever heard, that may have taken the cake. 

			To my surprise, Sunbeam’s stoic face gave way to a mortified sputter. Quickly, she turned her back to him and snatched a bottle from the lower shelf of her stand. “Just for that, you get the weak brew!” 

			The bottle slammed down in front of Balabash, whose face remained as gleeful as ever. He took the bottle with a wink, which Sunbeam returned by marching away from him and busying herself by ferociously scrubbing the glass she just cleaned.

			Balabash took a swig from the bottle and leaned down to whisper in my ear. “She wants me.” I covered my mouth to stifle a laugh. That may have been the first time I’d seen any emotion on the woman’s face.

			“Bash, she’ll kill you at this rate,” Cinnamon warned.

			He waved her off and took another swig. “Nonsense! My Sunbeam is just a little shy, is all.” He caught sight of his ‘precious day bringer’ glaring at him from across the bar. She ducked her head back down to the innocent glass she was mauling and scrubbed harder. “Don’t worry, my love, I am a patient man!”

			“Oh, just take your bottle and go!” she snapped. My eyes widened at the high pitch in her voice.

			Oh, this is just delicious. The stoic barmaid and flirtatious orc. I’d read that romance novel any day. With any luck, I’d be able to find more monster romance books in the coming years. Now that more humans could interact with them, it was only a matter of time that my favorite authors graced me with saucy tales of their new source material.

			“Whatever you say, man,” Cin said, “Anyway, this is my bestie, Brie. Brie, this is Balabash. He worked in the kitchens with me on the ship.”

			Balabash turned in his seat to tower over—I mean, face me. My polite nod was met with another wide grin before a bear paw of a hand crashed down on my shoulder, nearly knocking me off my chair. “Good to meet you, Miss Brie! Any friend of Cin’s is a friend of mine!”

			Before I could answer, my self-­appointed friend spun me around on my stool to face Cin. The orc’s free hand crashed down on my other shoulder as my life flashed before my eyes. I never expected to meet my end by an overly enthusiastic orc greeting, but life was an unpredictable bitch.

			“What do you mean by best friend, though?” Balabash asked, giving my shoulders a little shake. “I thought Felix was your best friend. You’re not two-­timing my little brother, are you?”

			Cinnamon rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so dramatic. Brie is my best friend and Felix is my best demon friend. Don’t worry, you’re on the list too,” she said, waving him off. “Friendship is a level, not a straight line.”

			Balabash pulled me back and leaned in to whisper in my ear. The food and booze in my gut rolled in protest with each new movement. “Can you believe this? She’s cheating on us with each other.”

			“I’m gonna puke if you don’t stop whipping me around, friend.”

			“Yes, I think it’s about time you got your hands off her.” Jack’s voice and the jostled contents of my stomach were way too annoying to deal with at the same time.

			Ignoring Jack, Balabash released my shoulders. “Sorry Brie, I forget humans are less sturdy than my kind.” His large hands gave a small pat to smooth out my ruffled blouse before he turned back to the bar. “Sunbeam, could you bring me another of whatever my new friend is having?”

			I could feel the scowl on Jack’s face without even having to turn around. “That won’t be necessary,” he snapped. “I’ve bought Brie another drink.”

			That hyena plan sounds better and better every time he opens his mouth. I wouldn’t call Jack particularly ugly. He may have even passed for handsome if he wasn’t so blindly annoying and easy to see through. The whole town knew of Jack’s ambitious nature and his inability to budget. It wouldn’t surprise me in the slightest if creditors were knocking at his door once again.

			Last I heard, his latest get-­rich-­quick scheme involved buying expensive fancy chickens that lay black eggs and trying to sell them on the market for twice the price of a normal egg. The only problem was that no one in Boohail cared about what color a fucking egg was. I could see the idea working if we lived near some posh city with easily amused rich people. But the closest thing we had to rich folk was Cin’s family, the Hotpeppers. I practically grew up in Cin’s home and she and her family never once turned to me and said, “You know it would make this omelet better? If it was just straight black.”

			He probably looked at me and saw a cash cow more than a wife. If my land wasn’t directly next to his, I doubt he’d ever give me the time of day. My neighbor was a pushy nuisance with his eye on expansion, and I’d have to be an idiot not to see it. We’ve lived our whole lives in Boohail and yet he never deemed me worthy to speak to until I bought my small plot of land off Cinnamon’s family. Then suddenly I was the apple of his eye. And I was getting very sick of it.

			My face hardened, and I turned to look him dead in the eye. “Jack, I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a thousand times. I am not interested. I do not want your drink. Leave me alone.”

			The smile never left his face as he pushed a fizzing pink drink into my hands. “Don’t be like that, sweetheart! Just try it. It’s a special cocktail I made just for you!”

			Fighting back my anger, I grit my teeth and pushed the drink back into his hands. “I don’t want it.”

			A small crack appeared in the man’s smile. “Just try it,” he said, pushing it back.

			“No.”

			“For me?” 

			“Extra no.”

			His smile finally dropped to a sneer. “Don’t be so stubborn!” He pushed the drink back into my hands.

			Unable to see through the haze of my anger, I snatched the cup back and finally snapped. “For the last damn time, I DON’T WANT YOUR DRINK.” With the force of every woman tired of broke men’s audacity, I yeeted the drink straight at Jack’s head. Unfortunately for me, that broke man could dodge.

			I watched in horror as Jack ducked down, letting the fizzing pink drink fly straight over his head to crash into a mess of blond hair. My unsuspecting victim flinched, rubbing the back of his head before whipping around with a glare.

			Time seemed to slow at that moment. My breath caught; icy blue eyes rooted me to my chair. The man straightened, revealing a tall, muscled frame. His wavy blond hair framed high cheekbones and a face that could lead a woman to sin. I watched on, entranced, as his eyes widened. The blue sea receded against the black abyss of his pupils. His mouth dropped open as if he was seeing something unimaginable, like a boa constrictor getting up and walking away.

			“Look, I’m sorry about that,” I mumbled. “I didn’t mean to hit you. Does your head hurt?” My hand skimmed the bar, trying to find a cloth to help wipe him off. But when I turned back around, the stranger was on me. A firm arm slid around my back, his free hand cupped my chin, tilting my face to his before capturing my lips in a kiss. His eager mouth muffled my small squeak. My knees grew weak when the stranger nipped my lower lip, taking the chance to deepen the kiss further when my lips parted in shock. I tried to signal my hands to push him off. But the treacherous heathens only rested on a broad chest.

			A rush of cold hit me and I opened my eyes to see the bold stranger had been yanked back by Jack. He fisted the blond man’s collar before yelling obscenities in his ear. But the stranger barely took notice of him. He shook his head, as if trying to clear his thoughts, before shoving Jack to the side. In a flash, his hands were on me again. This time cupping my face to look me over, disbelief and wonder shining through his smiling face.

			“Felix?” Cin’s voice was careful and measured. “You OK, bud? You’re coming on a little strong to my friend there.”

			Her voice shook him out of whatever trance he was in. He chuckled before smiling, his face lighting up like Sunbeam’s namesake. “I’m better than OK,” he said, tracing the outline of my jaw with the back of his knuckles. “I just imprinted on my mate.”

			I reeled, hitting my lower back against the bar. “What!?” Cin and I screamed in unison.

			To my side, Balabash cheered, and Fallon pounded a fist on the bar. “Sunbeam, we’re going to need shots over here. Keep them coming, please!” The dragon shifter and the orc rose from their seats to clap Felix on the back and congratulated us on a happy life.

			Felix reached for me again, but I put a hand on his face and shoved him away. Or tried to. A slight struggle ensued in which I continued pushing on his face and he insistently tried to collect me into his arms again. I looked at Cin, but she simply sat there, mouth open and eyes wide. No help at all. “You want to slow down and maybe tell me what the hell’s going on here?”

			He leaned back, placing his hands on my knees, giving me a temporary reprieve from our struggle. “I’m sorry dear, I forgot you’re human.” His voice maintained a chipper note, as if this was the most delightful occasion to ever occur. “You see, when my kind sees their mate for the first time, we know instantly. Which is known as an imprint. For me, that’s you.” He took my hand and kissed my knuckles. The gesture sent a small thrill up my spine.

			I blinked. “And what exactly is your kind?”

			“Hold on,” Cin piped up. “Jack, what’s that bottle you just dropped?”

			The man on the floor turned pale. He scrambled to pick up the bottle, but Fallon beat him to it. In a last-­ditch effort, Jack took a swipe at the demon’s arm, but Fallon merely swatted him off. The bottle held a small pinch of glittering pink liquid as he held it up to his face. Fallon turned to view the back of it, where I could make out a bright blue label. His mouth formed a thin line and let out an irritated growl. “It’s a love potion.”

			Without thinking, I snatched one shot off the counter and threw it back. Its sweet tang was a much-­needed comfort, and I knew without a shadow of a doubt that I would need a lot more of them before the night was over. “How do you know it’s a love potion?”

			“It says so right on the bottle.” Fallon handed me the potion and motioned to Balabash. The orc nodded and stepped on Jack, who was attempting to crawl away. The farmer’s chest met the cobblestone street with an ungraceful thump.

			I glanced at Felix, but he held the same dopey smile. Either he wasn’t paying attention or he simply didn’t care. Instead, he took the opportunity to nuzzle my neck once the hand pushing him away was occupied. His breath came out as a warm sigh against my collarbone. The chilly air of a crisp fall afternoon was chased away by his large body pressing closer to mine. Bolder still, Felix rested his chin against my shoulder and wrapped his arms around the small of my back.

			Oddly enough, I didn’t feel the need to punch him in the face. Physical touch wasn’t something I particularly enjoyed. Looking back, I could think of at least one or two instances where my aversion to physical affection caused a rift between a lover or a friend. I doubted any of the Hotpeppers had hugged me more than once. Much to my surrogate ma’s dismay. Yet instead of the skin-­crawling sensation I’d come to expect, Felix’s intrusion into my personal space didn’t set me off at all. If anything, I just wanted another shot.

			As if reading my thoughts, Cin passed another of the perfectly polished glasses my way and nodded at the potion. Bless her soul. Ignoring the needy demon in my lap, I focused my attention on the half-­empty glass. The words ‘LOVE POTION’ were spelled out in bright gold letters across the front. On the back, in a much smaller font, were instructions. I downed my second shot before reading them aloud.

			“Apply six ounces of Love Potion directly onto or into the desired person’s drink. Make sure you stand directly in front of the user, as they will fall madly in love with the first person they see once the potion takes hold. Reapply every two weeks for maintained effect. Warning: do not use if you are pregnant or think you may become pregnant. Side effects may include itching, obsessive behavior, impulsiveness and aggression, panic attacks, and in severe cases, a loss of consciousness and heart failure.”

			My body felt cold once the gravity of the situation fell on me. That piece of shit tried to drug me. 

			From the ground, Jack let out a choked gasp under the weight of Balabash’s foot. Which was still planted firmly on his back. The look of that slimy rat on the ground filled me with more hatred than I knew I was capable of. His eyes met mine, and I could just see him trying to form a new scheme in his head. Some way to deflect the situation where he could still come out on top and get what he wanted. I held his gaze and dropped the bottle. “Crush him.”

			Jack squeaked and tried to squirm his way from under the orc. But Balabash needed no further invitation and put even more pressure on the man’s back. “Brie wait, it’s not what it looks like!”

			The red orc grunted and lifted the squirming rat from the floor. “I’ve heard enough, tiny man.” Balabash turned to give me a bright smile. “Don’t worry Brie, we’ll take care of this problem for you. He won’t bother you again.”

			To my side, Fallon cracked his knuckles and glanced at his wife. Cin inspected her nails before swirling the mead cup in her hand. “Just don’t kill him, love. We don’t need the villagers to be even more scared of you than they already are.” 

			His returning grin held a sadistic glint that would have given me goosebumps under normal circumstances. But as it stood, the gesture warmed my enraged heart. Jack wouldn’t weasel his way out of that asswhooping.

			Balabash clamped his hand around Jack’s mouth, and Fallon threw an arm around the doomed man as if they were old friends. With a wave, the two demons escorted the squirming man away from the stall and into the crowd of other festival-­goers. A young couple turned to look at the odd trio as they left, but Katie immediately stole their attention, dropping to her knees in a flute solo.

			Cin let out a deep sigh and took a generous sip of her drink. “Well, that’s taken care of. What do we do about him?” she said, pointing to the man still wrapped around my waist.

			“Great question.” Thanks to my earlier stunt, Felix took the full brunt of the love potion. If his clingy behavior was any indication, the potion worked as advertised. “Um, Felix?”

			The blond lifted his head and brushed a curl out of my face. “Yes, love?” 

			“Oh, boy.” His look of hopeful reverence gave me the sinking feeling that I was about to kick a puppy. Not a great night for me. “So, not sure if you heard,” I began slowly. “But it looks like a love potion has struck you. I’m sorry, but I’m not your mate.”

			“I disagree,” he said simply.

			“Sorry, did you miss the part about the love potion?” 

			“Yes, beloved, I can hear just fine. I just disagree.”

			Behind me, Sunbeam tsked and set another shot on the table. My hand slid to snatch it up as if on instinct. “Why do you disagree? The proof is right on the bottle.”

			Felix caught my hand holding the shot glass. My body tensed with a sudden awareness as he leaned in. The warm scent of sandalwood drifted past my nose as I felt the barest whisper against my ear. “Love potion or not, you can’t fake a hunger like this. If it weren’t for this crowd, I’d show you just how much I already burn for you. You’re mine, Brie.” 

			A lump formed in my throat and I tried to stomp down the shiver threatening to give away just how much I’d taken notice of him. He winked at me before lifting my hand to his lips and downing my shot.

			The chill of the night broke through when he finally pulled away. “I need to deal with the man who thought to take you from me. So I’ll leave you for tonight, sweetheart.” With that, Felix turned and walked away.

			I stared at my hand. The soft feeling of his lips against my fingers left a shadowed sensation I wasn’t sure how to respond to. Beside me, Cin sat wide-­eyed, sipping her drink. After a slight pause, she lowered her cup and shook her head in pity. “You are so fucked.”

			“Yeah, that’s not helping.” My hand found another shot, and I threw it back.

			She chuckled and waved her hand dismissively. “You’ll be fine. Felix is a sweetheart.”

			“A drugged sweetheart,” Sunbeam muttered as she sat down another round of drinks.

			“Exactly, Sunbeam gets it,” I shouted, pointing to the bartender.

			Cinnamon rolled her eyes. “Do you just wanna wait here until the fellas get back? I could mediate a chat for you two so you can discuss what to do about this love potion situation.”

			It wasn’t a poor plan for sure. Yet the thought of more social interaction made me want to crawl into a hole for at least a week. “I think I’ve had enough for today. Lemme sleep this off and I’d be happy to meet up and get things sorted tomorrow.”

			I paid my tab, lit my lantern and bid the two goodnight. I had no intention of accidentally running into more of my new friends, so I veered off Boohail’s main road and headed into a smaller path behind the market stalls I often used for deliveries.

			The roar of the festival crowd died down into peaceful silence. Cool night air brushed pleasantly past my shot-warmed cheeks. “What a night,” I said to myself. When the world was quiet enough for me to hear my own thoughts, I let my mind drift to Felix’s earlier words.

			“When my kind sees their mate for the first time, we know instantly.”

			I wondered what his kind was. He didn’t have horns like Fallon, so he probably wasn’t a dragon. Thank the stars. To his credit, the man had been nothing but polite since Cin brought him home, but I still haven’t forgotten the way he almost ripped a man’s arm off in front of me.

			In the distance, a sharp scream erupted from the trees. Startled, I tripped over myself and looked around. “What the fuck was that?” I rasped. The silent woods around me gave no answers. Taking deep breaths, I continued walking.

			“Maybe it was just a puma that has come down from the mountains.” Pumas made the most terrifying noises. Every time one of those overgrown cats came close to the village, we’d be stuck with a sea of screeching caterwauling until the damn thing moved on. “Yeah, it’s just another damn puma.”

			A soft voice called out from the trees. “Hello.”

			Pausing, I stopped and looked toward the noise. “Yeah?” I answered. 

			“Hello,” the voice called again.

			“Yes, hello what’s up?” I couldn’t see who was calling. But they didn’t sound far away. I wondered briefly if some drunk idiot fell off the trail and got stuck in a prickle bush. Not that I was one to judge. We’ve all drunkenly tripped and gotten stuck in a barrel or two at some point in our lives.

			“Hello.”

			Annoyed, I spoke a little louder. “Yes, hello, we’ve established greetings. What do you need? Are you stuck?”

			“Hello.”

			“Well, fuck you then,” I said, swatting at the voice. “I’m too tired for this level of patience.” Stomping away, I ignored the repetitive twat and kept moving. Whoever it was fell quiet. I sighed in relief at not having to deal with any other social interactions. No more people for tonight, thank you.

			Something moved impossibly fast in the trees and stopped a little way behind me. “Hello.”

			I clicked my tongue, nodding as a rush of fear traveled down my spine. “Yup. That’s a damn demon.” Not bothering to look back, I hauled ass down the road toward my farm.

			Sharp ticks of claws against stone met my ears, followed by a low hiss. I peeked over my shoulder. The creature darting after me was an immense mass of slithering grass-like hair. It had the arms and legs of a human but crawled on all fours with the swaying gait of an alligator. Its long jaw opened wide, showing off rows of serrated, sharp teeth. I screamed and pushed my legs faster, cursing my mother, father, and all my ancestors for my stubby legs.

			The beast closed the distance between us, snapping at the hem of my skirt. I shrieked and swung my lantern at it. It hissed angrily and slowed down, only to regain its composure and dart after me again. Its clawed hand shot out and seized my ankle, sending me to the ground.

			“Get off me,” I cried out, kicking at the offending hand. I grabbed a handful of dirt, but when I turned to throw it in the creature’s eyes, something had ripped it off of me. The alligator freak let off a pained cry.

			Moonlight flickered through the trees, revealing my savior. Unfortunately for my unlucky ass, that savior was an even bigger monster. The newcomer snarled, tearing into the flesh of the gator beast like it was parchment paper. It was too dim to make out the exact features of the beast. All I could tell was that, unlike the gator, this one stood on two legs. Its body was covered in light-colored fur and was clearly twice as pissed off as the smaller monster it was mauling.

			The gator shrieked and the sound of snapping bones cut through the air. I cried out when something landed in front of me. I held the lantern up, then held down vomit when the light flickered against a severed arm.

			Scrambling to my feet, I took off running. Hoping the gator monster was enough to sate the appetite of whatever the hell that thing was.

			“Brie, stop.” A loud thud hit the ground.

			I turned to see the light-colored beast had tossed aside the gator monster to chase after me. Fear-soaked tears blurred my vision. “Get away from me. I don’t taste good,” I screamed.

			The beast let out a low rumble and ran faster. “I’m not going to eat you. Just stop.” In a flash, the demon darted in front of me and grabbed my shoulders when I slammed into its chest.

			Panic made my breath come out in jumbled gasps. A wave of dizziness went through my mind until my knees buckled. The monstrous hands kept a firm grip on my shoulders as they led me gently to the ground. “You’re hyperventilating. Just focus on breathing for me.”

			Claws gripped my chin and forced me to look up into glowing, blood-­red eyes. My vision swam and everything went dark.
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