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She hugs her black jacket around her thin body, wrapping herself up to ward off the night chill. Now that the sun has set, and darkness has fallen, she's content. The darkness and night calls to her soul, making her feel at peace in the cool light of the moon as it rises above her. She smiles slightly, the piercing in her lip glinting in the light. Her eyes are calm and peaceful as she wanders the path. Her steps slow and graceful.

Pausing in a pool of silvery light, she peers up at the moon, a smile still touching the corners of her dark painted lips. The almost full circle blazes in the sky with a cool radiance, much different than the harsh sun. Her lips part in a gentle sigh, her eyes closing in contentment. A bat squeaks from nearby, trying to find food.

Her eyes blink open, their dark brown depths glittering with a deep emotion. She feels at peace, finally. This walk really helped center her, wincing she glances back over her shoulder. Now she has to go back to them. Ugh...

Shaking her head she bites her lip, looking deeper into the forest. She smiles crookedly and with a toss of her long hair, she moves deeper into the trees. After a few minutes she hears laughter and voices talking. An odd music in the background.

The music sounds wonderful, brushing against her ears like a silk cloth, the air shivering with its bell chime sound. It's enthralling, a beautiful melody that has her body swaying to it as she gets closer. she feels her heart beat in her ears, thudding in time to the music. Her body dancing as she comes to a clearing by the path.

It's lit up with sparkling lights that float around seeming to move, but she brushes off the weirdness of the lights, focusing on the people, a loose description. They all stand on two legs and have arms with fingers. But for many of them, that's where the similarities stop.

A tall man brushes past her, she turns to snap at him for touching her, but her voice dies on her lips. His body is covered in coarse brown fur and his ears are rounded at the top of his head, dark black eyes sparkle under a heavy brow as he smiles down at her.

His hand curls, beckoning her to come closer. She swallows, her feet moving on their own toward him. As she nears, she sees he has a splash of white fur on his throat. Her hands reach out to stroke his fur, it's much more plush and soft than it had seemed. She strokes her fingers through the fur as he places his hands on her waist. Guiding her into a gentle dance he rumbles deep in his throat.

His eyes sparkle as he watches her, one lip raising in a slight snarl as someone else tries to come close. He dances with her for a time, but eventually, with no warning, he shoves her away, going to dance with another woman. Leaving her stumbling but her body still wants to dance.

She sways to the music, looking around her, the mass of people around her makes her feel small, though she's average height she still is much shorter than any of the women here. Shivering, she tries to make her way to the edge of the throng of dancers, but she can't move closer, she instead moves deeper into the group.

Straining against her feet, she tries to force them to move the direction she wants to. But they refuse. Taking her deeper and deeper into the mass of dancing things.

Another man takes her in his arms, whirling her around in a much more energetic dance than the last. She feels giddy, but frightened. Why won't her feet do what she asks? They dance for a while, swirling around the party, coming close to the edge a couple times.

The man laughs each time they do, she strains against him to reach the edge but he pulls her back every time. teasing her with it. His eyes glittering darkly, her pain amusing him.

Shaking with exhaustion, she tries to pull away from him again, getting close to the edge, her fingers break the barrier and she feels a pain of fatigue wash over her hand, but as the man pulls her back, they go numb once more.

Tears leak from her eyes, she wants to go home. Even though home is a nightmare, it's still less of one than this never ending dance.

She just wants to go home.
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The dance blurs into the next, the nonstop music and movement makes her head spin. She's trapped in this world of bright colors and music. Dizzying dances flow into each other and she feels her body ache with fatigue, her feet blistered and bleeding as she's passed from one partner to the next.

After a while, the tears dry on her cheeks and she accepts this is her life now, she wanted to escape from her home, and she did. Just not in the way she wanted.

As she dances, she notices a man standing off to the side, always watching her, his brilliant mossy eyes fixed on her as she whirls around with her partners. He has an expression of concern etched into his strong jaw. His teeth clenched as he watches her.

She spies him as she whirls around again, and again with all the partners, until they get tired of her and shove her away as they have been doing. Tears again slip down her cheeks as she now dances solo, not having the support of the other person her feet ache terribly.

There is a hush that falls around her, or so it seems, her head is bowed as she dances to the hypnotic music. She watches as thin hands reach for hers, her heart clenches painfully, she has to dance more.

The thin caramel hands take hers, her body slowing to match his gentle rocking, different than the others immediately. Her eyes lift up to the man, his mossy eyes looking at her with concern. "Hello." He murmurs, the first one to speak to her this whole time.

Her tongue feels swollen in her mouth, but she croaks out a greeting. Another tear slipping down her cheek.

He brushes it away with gentle fingers, his skin soft on hers. Bending down he lifts her into his arms, holding her to him as he sways with her, keeping her dancing, but not on her feet. The magic of the music allows this, allowing her to rest in his arms.

Closing her eyes, she leans her head into his chest. Feeling comfortable, her body aches with fatigue but there is a strength that seeps into her.

"What is your name?" The man asks, his voice vibrating through his chest.

Looking up at him through her lashes, he appears to be glowing. "Jade." She croaks, her voice harsh and her tongue sticking to her mouth. She's desperately thirsty.

As if knowing what she needs. The man holds out a hand and pulls a cup of water from somewhere, holding it to her lips. She drinks greedily, her hands reaching up weakly to hold the cup. The water doesn't seem to end until her thirst is satisfied. When he finally pulls the cup away, she feels strength return to her limbs.

"Jade..." He murmurs softly, his accent making her name sound foreign and beautiful. "Your name suits you. A stunning piece of art."

A snort bursts from her. She looks down at the tattered boots on her feet and the old clothes that cover her. "I'm nothing of the sort." She says sourly.

Peering at her with a frown on his lips, the man speaks in a low voice. "I do not lie, you are stunning to me."

A blush creeps over Jade's cheeks and she looks away, feeling the pull of sleep tug at her. The man that holds her makes her skin tingle with electricity. She feels energized just touching him. Her hair flops over her face as she hides from his piercing gaze. "Thank you." She says in a small voice.

He flinches at her words, his eyes growing stormy for a split second. "Do not say that." He orders, his arms clenching around her.

Staring at him with wide eyes, Jade swallows nervously. "Say what?" She asks, her voice squeaking.

"Do not thank me so callously." He growls. "It is an insult to me."

Nodding her head once, Jade tucks her chin into her chest. "I'm sorry, I did not mean to offend you."

"Better." He growls, pulling her away from the dance to a secluded space with a bench. "I am Thorne." He says quietly. Setting her down he vanishes. But reappears before she can be upset. He has a plate with fruit and cheese stacked high
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