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	They found the fifth girl right after the snow melted.
There hadn’t been a body for a while, and there had never been two in the one place before.
	I think this extract genre is

	
	because 



	The hitchhiker grabs the wheel and yanks it to the left. I try to jerk it back right and slam my foot on the brake. I hear the sound of angry rubber on asphalt and out of the corner of my eye I can see that the hitchhiker’s face is gone. No more easy Joe, no slicked hair and eager smile. He’s just a mask of rotten skin and bare, black holes, with teeth like dull stones. It looks like he’s grinning, but it might just be the effect of his lips peeling off.
	I think this extract genre is

	
	because 



	Pain that said I’m still human. I’m still me. Bleeding is what mortals do.
I’m still mortal.
The sharp beat of horse hooves draws me out of my thoughts. The rhythm is a faint, staccato against the earth. It isn’t just the sound – 
I can feel it. In the rocks, the same way my power connected to the water. It’s coming from the living forest at the far end of the loch. 
Three horses. Each with a rider … and something else.
Power. It has a weight to it, the way air does on humid days. A heaviness accompanied by a wild, earthy scent that’s vaguely floral. It calls to something inside me that knows – with certainty – that those riders are my enemies.
	I think this extract genre is

	
	because 
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	Once when a mighty lion was asleep, a little mouse began to climb all over him. This soon tickled the lion out of his sleep, and on seeing the mouse, he picked him up by the tail and opened his ferocious jaws, licking his lips, when the mouse cried out, ‘Oh, please, my King, if you forgive me for walking on you this once, I will never forget, and who knows what I might be able to help you with some of these days.’
The lion was so entertained by the mouse’s idea of ever being of use to the lion …
	I think this extract genre is

	
	because 



	She pored over everything with Amadeo during one marathon day each week. She stopped in unexpectedly whenever she had an appointment nearby, but for the first time she felt she was truly Alessandro’s mother now too. They had lunch in the garden... She laughed with him, ran with him, and pushed him on the swing. She had the best of all possible worlds. A business, a husband, and a child. And she had never been happier in her life... After ten years of marriage he still adored her. In fact, more than he ever had. And the business was thriving, despite the slight change of regime. Isabella could never absent herself totally. It simply wasn’t her style...
	I think this extract genre is

	
	because 
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