
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Scarlet's Passion

        

        
        
          Dirty Fairy Tales, Volume 4

        

        
        
          K.C. Hensley

        

        
          Published by K.C. Hensley, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SCARLET'S PASSION

    

    
      First edition. September 18, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 K.C. Hensley.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227776112

    

    
    
      Written by K.C. Hensley.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]
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The village of Eldergrove lay shrouded in a perpetual twilight, its cobblestone streets echoing with whispers of a forgotten past. Nestled at the edge of a foreboding forest, the village was a place where shadows danced and secrets festered. The villagers spoke in hushed tones of the dark woods, where ancient magic lingered and unseen eyes watched from the gloom.

In a humble cottage near the village square, a young woman with fiery determination and a cloak the color of blood prepared for a perilous journey. Scarlet, as she was aptly named, was no ordinary villager. Trained as a huntress, her arrows were swift, her aim true, and her spirit unyielding. Yet, even she could not ignore the creeping dread that had befallen Eldergrove.

For months, an inexplicable illness had swept through the village, leaving its mark on young and old alike. The villagers, their faces etched with fear, believed it to be the work of dark magic, a curse cast from the heart of the forest. The elders, with their wrinkled faces and trembling hands, spoke of the Dark Wolf, a shape-shifter of legendary cruelty, whose power was said to be unmatched and whose hunger was insatiable.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows over the village, Scarlet knelt before a flickering candle. The elder’s words echoed in her mind: “Seek the enchantress of the woods. Only she can unravel the curse that plagues us.”

With a final, resolute breath, Scarlet rose to her feet, her crimson cloak billowing like a flame against the encroaching darkness. She fastened her leather quiver, the arrows within glinting ominously, and tightened the strap of her satchel, filled with charms of protection and vials of potent elixirs. Her hand brushed the hilt of her dagger, a weapon as sharp as her resolve.

Stepping out into the cool night air, Scarlet’s eyes, fierce and determined, scanned the edge of the forest. The trees loomed like silent sentinels, their branches whispering secrets of forgotten realms. The path before her was fraught with danger, but she was undeterred. Her mission was clear: to venture into the shadows, find the enchantress, and bring back the hope her village so desperately needed.

The moon, a silver sentinel in the darkened sky, cast its pale light upon her as she took her first steps into the forest, the weight of her destiny heavy upon her shoulders. The forest seemed to breathe around her, the rustling leaves and distant howls a symphony of the night.

As Scarlet disappeared into the labyrinth of trees, the villagers watched with bated breath, their hopes pinned on the crimson figure vanishing into the shadows. The huntress moved with practiced stealth, her footsteps silent on the moss-covered ground. The forest, dense and brooding, seemed to close in around her, each tree a towering sentinel of dark secrets. The moonlight, filtering through the thick canopy, cast eerie patterns on the forest floor, illuminating her path in a ghostly glow.

With each step, Scarlet’s senses heightened. The air was thick with the scent of damp earth and decaying leaves, mingling with the faint, metallic tang of distant magic. She tightened her grip on her bow, her eyes scanning the underbrush for any sign of movement. The forest was alive with the rustle of unseen creatures, their eyes reflecting glimmers of curiosity and malice.

As she ventured deeper, the sounds of the village faded into the distance, replaced by the eerie chorus of the forest. A chilling wind swept through the trees, carrying with it the whispers of ancient spells and forgotten lore. Scarlet’s heart pounded in her chest, but her resolve remained unshaken. She was a huntress on a mission, and no mere forest, however enchanted, would deter her.
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A naughty reimagining of the classic
Qf@l@ Red Riding Hood” fairy tale.
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