
Little Red

A Furry Erotica Romance

By A.C. Williams



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

    
    

    
      LITTLE RED

    

    
      First edition. October 26, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 A.C. Williams.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223041733

    

    
    
      Written by A.C. Williams.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Little Red

If you enjoyed this book,

Sign up for A.C. Williams's Mailing List

Also By A.C. Williams

About the Author

The trees of the tall forest flutter lightly in the breeze, they sway to the wind with elegant, soft motions. The rustling sound filling the air along with the beautiful sound of the birds.  The air is cool and crisp with the scent of leaves. The fallen leaves crunch under the feet of a female wolf, her fur a soft russet color with darker markings on her hands and feet, she is wrapped up in a large, ruby cloak that falls just past her knees. In one arm is a simple wicker basket with a cloth draped over the top. Delicious scents waft from under the fabric, smelling of sweets and roasted meat.  

She moves cautiously through the undergrowth, the well worn path not fully visible with all the fallen leaves. Her tail swishes behind her in gentle motions and she hums a light tune to herself. The sun shines, just past mid day as she makes her way through the forest.

There is a rustling sound from deeper in the trees and she turns her ears that way, a scowl set on her pretty mouth. Her nose lifts to the air as she inhales, trying to catch a scent that will tell her what it is.

Out of the dimness beyond the path comes a tall, hulking and muscular figure of a dark furred wolf. The female sucks in a surprised breath, clutching the basket closer to her body.

“Hello,” She says, forcing a bright tone to her words.

Giving a fang filled grin, the male paces over to her, his hands held loosely at his sides, his nails long and jagged, dirty and caked in mud and some other substance. “Hello...” He says, his voice a low growl. His heavy brows furrow over his deep brown eyes. “What are you doing out here in the middle of the forest?” He asks, his voice rumbling out of his chest with the question.

Giving a soft smile, the female pats the basket on her arm. “I’m bringing some food to my grandmother.” She says with a light laugh. “I might ask the same of you, sir. What are you doing in the forest of my pack. I’m sure the Alpha has no idea you are here.”

The male grits his teeth, annoyed at the female pointing this fact out. He knows that he would not be welcomed unless he speaks to the alpha, but there hasn’t been time yet. “I am helping a friend.” He grates out between his fangs. “She needs food and I offered to help.’

The females eyes widen and she gives a light laugh. “Oh wonderful.” She says with a smile, pleased he’s not a rogue or highwayman. “What is your name sir?”

“Lobo.” The male says with a pout at her laughter. “Everyone calls me Lobo.”

“Strong name, for a strong male.” She says, her eyes dancing with mirth as she rakes her gaze over his muscular frame.

His teeth grit together again as she ogles his body and he clenches his fists. “Who are you?” He asks, his voice lower, more growling.

Smiling wide, the female gives a shallow curtsy. “My name is Rosy.” She says, the smile showing off her sparkling teeth. “A pleasure to meet you Lobo.” Her last words are murmured as she again trails her gaze over his form. It’s strong, and pleasing to the eye. He would be strong enough to protect her should anything happen, also would father strong pups.

Lobo clears his throat, shuffling uncomfortably at her staring. He’s not used to females eyeing him. He’s been without a pack for a long time and it shows in his mannerisms. But the small female in front of him, sparks something. She smells delicious and she has a woman's body, tapered waist, full hips and rounded swells of her breasts.

Licking his lips, Lobo shakes his head to rid her scent from his nostrils. It’s like a drug, he wants to bury his nose into her plush, soft looking fur.

“I should go.” He says quickly, backing away from her.

“Must you?” She murmurs, her eyes dancing as he moves away.

“Good day Miss Rosy.” Lobo says, turning and hurrying back into the dimness of the forest.

Rosy stands there, shaking her head, the oddness of this encounter stuck in her head as she makes her way to her grandmother’s house.
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SITTING AT THE TABLE in the small cottage, Rosy offers the elder female some roasted chicken and cheese. The Elder smiles and pats Rosy’s hand. “A young male came by earlier...” She says with a smile. “He was such a nice male too, so kind and pleasant, when he saw I didn’t have any food left he offered to get me some meat. So kind of him. But he’s unaffiliated with the pack. Perhaps I should speak on his behalf to the Alpha.”

Rosy pauses in the pouring of the herbal tea she had prepared. “Grandmother, did you say a male visited you today?” She asks quietly, setting down the teapot.

“Yes child I did.”

Swallowing a lump in her throat, Rosy folds her hands together, a pang of longing shooting through her chest. “Did he by chance have dark fur?”

Smiling widely, the Elder nods, her gaze growing distant. “He was such a handsome lad,” She says softly. “So kind and considerate of this old wolf.”

Rosy splays her hands on the table, her heart racing. If he had been speaking of her grandmother, there is the possibility that she could see him again, he had ran from her earlier. She must have come off too strong. But if she can see him again, oh the possibilities.

Her core throbs with need and she shifts on the seat, none of the other males of her pack have drawn this kind of reaction from her. She has never wanted a male like this before, maybe he’s her soul mate. But if he is, why did he run from her?

Her thoughts spiral around in her head, her body shivering with a need that trembles through her. She needs to feel his hands on her body, but she doesn’t even know if it’s him that her grandmother is referring to.

Sighing, she shakes her head and pushes the thoughts away. She has to get back to the present time, her grandmother is staring at her with a knowing grin on her muzzle. “So Rosy dear, anything interesting happen in the pack in the last week?”

Rosy smiles and leans onto her elbows, a sly grin stretching her lips as she starts on their weekly gossip.
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THE TWO WOMEN TALK for hours, gossiping about everything and anything. The closer it gets to dark though, the more nervous Rosy gets, she keeps glancing at the door, waiting for Lobo to show up. As dusk ends and moves into night, she sighs and picks up her basket. Giving one last smile to her Grandmother, Rosy moves to hug her.

“I should have left a while ago.” She murmurs into the soft fur on the Elder’s neck. “It was good to see you,”

Her grandmother pats her on the back, hugging her tightly. “Be safe out there please Rosy dear.” She replies, her eyes misting over.

As Rosy steps back, hefting the basket in her arms, there is a tap at the door. Flinching at the sudden sound, Rosy moves to the door and peeks through the small view port. A tall figure with dark fur, stands on the other side. She smiles and pulls open the door, revealing Lobo.

He sees Rosy and after a moment of surprise, his ears turn pink. “Hello again.” He says with a smile. “I didn’t think this was your grandmothers house.” His eyes sparkle with happiness and a grin spreads one side of his mouth.

Breathless at the sight of the tall, muscular male, Rosy sucks in a deep breath before a smile stretches her muzzle. “I had hoped this was who you spoke of.” She says in a low voice, her tone velvet and smooth as she flicks her gaze over his form.

Running a hand over his head, Lobo gives a half grin. “I had told her that I would hunt for her.” He says with a shrug, throwing a thumb over his shoulder, he directs Rosy’s gaze to the strung up form of a feral deer.

Rosy’s mouth waters at the sight of the meat, but she shakes her head, stepping to the side. “Grandmother!” She calls over her shoulder. “Your friend brought some food for you.”

The Elder makes her way to the door, a wide smile on her lips. “Lobo dear!” She says as she hobbles over to him. “What a pleasant sight you are. I hope hunting went well?”

Lobo smiles at the older woman and dips his head. “Yes Elder,” He says, his voice quiet. “Hunting went well and I have the spoils strung up over there, if you give me a bit I can butcher it and put it in your smokehouse?”

Smiling widely, the older woman nods her head, her filmy eyes brightening. “It would be wonderful to have some smoked meat.” She says, “If you would like some help, why don’t you stay the night Rosy dear?”

Rosy turns to her grandmother, tearing her eyes away from the male. “Grandmother!” She gasps, “I would not wish to intrude!”

“Nonsense!” The elder says with a shake of her head. “I am much too old to be butchering that large beast. You are young and could help him more than I.”

Lowering her head, Rosy mutters to herself for a moment. “Yes Grandmother.” She says softly. “I will help.” Her eyes peek over to the male again. His woody, earthy scent strong in her nostrils.

Lobo smiles at her, his tail wagging behind him. “We should get started.” He says, gesturing behind him. “Grandmother, do you have any lanterns?”
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THE BUTCHERING PROCESS takes a while, cutting the meat into the individual cuts and taking the extras to be ground into sausage. Rosy and Lobo work together in sync to get the work done quickly to be taken to the smokehouse.

Rosy’s grandmother takes the heart and other organs and makes a rich stew with potatoes and carrots. They all work together in harmony, Rosy and Lobo
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