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Blurb & Content Warning




 Hunting Red: An Erotic F/F Red Riding Hood retelling with a happily ever after. 


Hunter, Demon, and Wolf Slayer.


Danika is known by many names, but lover was never one of them until she met her. 


Daisy is content living her life working as a bar back at The Den forgetting all about her traumatic past. Never in her wildest dreams did she think the Hunter would set her sights on her.


Now Daisy’s past is coming back to claim her but this time she has a demon by her side. 


A demon that is willing to risk everything to help Daisy heal and understand that sometimes love really can conquer all. 


Content Warning: Includes derogatory language towards woman, explicit sex scenes between two females, blood play, violence, gore, and death. 











  
  
Chapter One




Danika preferred to visit the marketplace when dusk was on the horizon. Yet for some reason today, she went out at high noon. Call it intuition or just plain boredom from not having a paying gig for the last month, but whatever it was, she was grateful. For if Danika had gone during her normal time, she would not have met her. 

A pup surrounded by vultures. 

She had just paid for a bushel of apples, a mix of red and greens, perfect for making pies, when her ears caught the sound. A whispered plea floating upon the wind. Danika followed the plea, ears picking up low growls that had no place in her village. And as she took a deep breath in, she recognized the unmistakable scent of them. 

Werewolves.     

She hesitated, not out of fear―no, she hesitated for a split second to grab an apple from the sack she carried before rounding the bend. And what a sight those men must have seen as her black cloak billowed, hood drawn low only to show her fangs. 

Danika let the apple fly as one of the young men released the redheaded beauty they had been converging upon. The apple exploded, knocking the offending man to the ground. He lay there, out cold as the rest, four in total, stared at her in shock. 

She used their hesitation to her advantage and glided like a shadow to the one closest to her, fisting his tunic in her gloved hand and propelling her head forward. The headbutt landed, and she released the staggering man to launch a side kick, her leather-clad leg snapping out low, sweeping another man to the ground. She didn’t follow him down, but instead ground her worn work boot on his throat. 

The only one standing held up his hands before bolting down the back street and disappearing around the carts. Danika lifted her boot, taking a step back, and the rest staggered away, leaving their unconscious comrade on the ground. Danika didn’t care, though. Her eyes were already on the beauty staring at her, slack-jawed, from the ground she had been pushed upon. 

Stalking over, Danika extended a hand, a shiver of excitement running down her spine as the woman before her gently placed a hand in hers. The beauty gulped, lowering her head and hunching into herself. “You… you’re her, aren’t you? The hunter?” 

The hunter, they called Danika―a predator even amongst wolves. It was a skill set, years in the making. Knowing the worst around her shook in fear just at the mention of her name. For even werewolves had enemies. But Danika didn’t want this beauty to be scared of her. “Aye, Red, but don’t worry. I won’t hunt you. Not unless you ask me to.”  

The beauty she dubbed Red blinked up at her, startled, and shook her head. “Red… I like that. I don’t think anyone has given me a nickname before.”

“That’s a shame,” Danika murmured, and she watched the young werewolf female look around. Her laugh was short and full of bitterness as she took a step toward the unconscious man still on the ground. She clenched her hand before striking out, her sharp boot tip connecting to his side. Then she also spat on him for good measure before turning to glance at Danika. Her nostrils flared, taking in Danika’s scent, and a golden sheen rolled across her light blue eyes before blinking and lowering her gaze to the ground. 

“Thank you, Hunter. I was caught off guard and…” Red paused as Danika took a step closer and extended a hand, pushing a stray curl behind Red’s ear. She wished she could feel it across her fingers instead of the inside leather of the gloves she was wearing. 

“I heard a pup in danger. There is no need to thank me,” Danika said softly, and Red gave a hesitant smile. Gold rolled across her eyes once more when she locked her gaze with Danika’s. She wasn’t sure how long they stood there, the clamor of the market fading to nothingness around them. It was the groan of the unconscious werewolf on the ground, finally waking up, that pulled their gazes apart. 

Danika shifted on her heels, about to reach forward to grab hold of the downed wolf and bring him to her eye level, but a gentle hand gripping her bicep stopped her. She turned, taking in Red’s widened eyes and the unmistakable wash of fear permeating her. 

Instead, Danika turned swiftly, taking Red by her elbow and leading her away, back to the main part of the market, which was settling down as the sun lowered in the sky. It never truly closed as creatures like Danika had a tendency to prowl at night while the wolves stuck to daylight. Crossing over the invisible barrier only seconds later, the ground shifted, cobblestone road turning to hardened dirt, trees surrounding a darkened path. Feral wilderness crept in, tickling the senses. It was broken only by the bend in the roadway, music vibrating and drumming below their feet. 

Danika didn’t need to ask which pack Red was part of. She could smell it on her. The biggest pack around, the ones who watched over the village humans, wolves, and others who called this place home. The pack was run by an older wolf they only called Gran. 

Danika pulled up short, hand still wrapped around Red’s elbow, and her eyes darted back and forth, taking in the behemoth of the structure in front of them. Scrawled out in fading orange neon lights, THE DEN blinked, and Danika’s light sensitive eyes twitched. She could hear the electricity buzzing under the sound of the low bass from music throbbing from behind closed doors. A bouncer at the door straightened his spine from the entranceway he was leaning against, and his eyes narrowed to Danika’s hand on Red’s elbow. He spat on the ground before locking eyes with the redheaded beauty. 

“Daisy, darling. You know Gran doesn’t like you running around the village by yourself. And she definitely doesn’t like it when you bring home strays.” The bouncer’s last words were directed to Danika, and she narrowed her eyes before popping her neck, but didn’t acknowledge him. Instead, she turned to glance at Red, or Daisy, as the bouncer called her. 

“Little Wolf,” Danika murmured, grabbing Red’s attention. “I’ll see you around. Try to stay out of trouble.” 

She turned without a word, stalking back down the road before her, dirt turning to cobblestone before turning to dirt again. Dusk had darkened to night, sounds of drunken hollers infiltrating Danika’s senses as she pushed the door open to a small tavern. Resembling those of days long past, it was rustic… and filthy. 

People threw back drinks, rowdy laughter echoing through the air, but Danika ignored them all, pacing back to the board hanging on the back wall. It was divided into sections, the one Danika usually pulled her assignments off of, still sparse. She usually left the petty low-level targets to the newbies, those who wanted to get their feet wet in the hunting business. Easy marks, but not this time. 

Pulling the paper from the board, she turned, slamming it down on the bar. “This one is mine,” she growled, fangs protruding. 

Stalking away, she kicked open the door and stepped out into the darkness. Her nostrils flared as she took in a deep breath and released a low rumble, amber eyes glowing dark red. 

It was time to hunt.  









