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To the Prey That Refuse to Run.

To the Cornered, the Clever, and the Ones Who Bite Back.

To Those Who Know That Just Because You’re Hunted Doesn’t Mean You’re Helpless.

If you've ever been backed into a corner, underestimated by the predators, or forced to play by someone else’s rules—this one’s for you. Because sometimes, the bunny isn’t what’s for dinner. Sometimes, the bunny has teeth.


And because every twisted hunt deserves a killer soundtrack, I’ve put together a playlist to set the mood. Click, press play, and let the music sharpen your claws.


Happy Hollow Chocolate Bunnies—May Yours Not Bite Back.


This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual people or incidents is purely coincidental.
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Easter Eggs & Hunting Parties


A week of playing nice, smiling at entitled arseholes, and fetching overpriced cocktails—If I don’t get to kill someone soon, I might start chewing on the furniture. I’ve spent the last week pretending to be a concierge for a job. Well, that’s not strictly true. This is more of a favour for an old high school friend. He reached out to me without really knowing what he was asking for—or what my particular brand of help would entail. This job isn’t about the money, because I’m not getting any. It’s a freebie. I actually can’t believe it myself. This is about balancing the scales of justice for people who can’t do it themselves. Plus, I get to take a break from my usual jobs and reassess why I do what I do.

It's not that I’m hiding from my agent, Jane, after we had a wee bit of a disagreement over the last job I did for her in Ireland a month ago. She felt that I overreacted about how things played out and that I shouldn’t blame her when things fall apart on a job. Being double-crossed happens all the time. If I can’t handle it, I should find a new line of work. She didn’t have a reasonable explanation about her contact trying to kill me at the extraction point, just that I must have misunderstood his intentions. She was unaware of any orders to take me out. I resisted the urge to cry bullshit and put a bullet between her eyes. I was proud of myself for showing such restraint.  

So here I am, cooling my heels over the Easter holidays behind a desk at a hunting lodge two hours away from where I grew up, waiting for Hugh Atwater, a self-proclaimed Great White Hunter, poacher, racist, entitled rich boy whose daddy has bailed him out of everything with his political clout that reaches across the globe. It’s amazing how many politicians and law enforcement officers you can have in your pocket when you have a fancy title and a castle somewhere in Derbyshire. Hugh is Lord Atwater’s eldest son and heir. When he’s in England, he’s hunting foxes, and when he’s in Africa, he likes to kill things a little bigger and far more endangered. He also likes to take land that doesn’t belong to him, and this time, he’s involved with a land grab for a patch of ground that’s just been reclaimed by the local tribe after years of fighting for what was stolen from them, which is where I come in.

Hugh’s partner in the wholesale slaughter of innocent creatures is Derek Louw, yet another man who feels the need to compensate for his deficiencies in certain areas by brandishing a high-powered rifle and killing animals who can’t defend themselves. Louw also cashes in on the illegal trade of ivory and likes to put majestic big cats, like lions and endangered tigers that he’s imported for the purposes, in small enclosures for pathetic fucks to shoot so they can mount their heads on their walls in their fancy houses and claim to be brave warriors who braved the African savanna to bag a fearsome animal. They forget to mention that those poor beasts were starving, drugged, and trapped in a cage when these brave men pulled the trigger.

I can understand the enjoyment of killing someone who really deserves to die. I mean, fuck, it’s my bread and butter, but killing something as beautiful as an elephant or rhino or lion to make yourself feel like a real man is something I’ve always found barbaric and pathetic, to be honest. The moment someone starts putting heads on their wall, my fingers get itchy for blood, and I start thinking about putting their heads on my wall.
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