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      I wipe my hands on my apron, brushing the flour and crumbs away from the fabric. I turn to the woman offering her a smile, and hand the older woman the bag of fresh muffins.

      “Have a great day, Mrs. Taylor, and tell them grandbabies to enjoy those muffins.” I lean my arms across the counter, watching as she waves goodbye at me.

      She shoves them in her basket. “Thank you, Ruby. You spoil them babies too much.”

      I wave her away. “Never.”

      The bell above the door dings as she opens it, and I return back to the display case to finish filling. Rows of cupcakes, muffins, cookies, fresh breads, brownies, and more. The smell makes my mouth salivate, and I close the sliding door.

      I really need to grab a bite to eat. I’ve been here for hours and have yet to take a break. The shop is usually busy, but at least I can sneak a quick bite between customers. Today has just been nonstop. I’ve had to restock the muffins four times this morning.

      When my grandmother left this shop to me, I didn’t expect it to be as crazy or as busy as this. I’m eternally grateful because it gives me joy to bake all of this for everyone. I love spoiling the kids with cupcakes and cookies every time they come by the shop. I’m known for offering a sweet treat to anyone that comes through that door whether they can pay for it or not. Most people offer to pay every single time, those that can’t usually offer to work.

      I always turn them down, of course, but the offer is always so nice. I wouldn’t feel right about taking them up on the offer. Never do something nice expecting others to also need to do something in return. Otherwise, what is life worth living for?

      The bell chimes again and a young child, maybe five years old, runs through the door. I smile at a tired-looking mom who runs in after him.

      “Sorry, Red. He just kept insisting to stop by and see the pretty lady with the red hair. I told him not today, but as you can see, that went well.”

      “Well, of course, little Ryan wanted to come see me. I have the best cookies in town, and he never passes up an opportunity for cookies. Isn’t that right, little man?”

      I smile at the mom and I hand him the cookie, winking as he takes it from me.

      “Thank you, Miss Ruby!” The little boy takes a giant bite of the cookie.

      “Yes, thank you, Red. You really didn’t have to do that.”

      “Oh, I know I didn’t. But I wanted to. Little Ryan here is my favorite customer. If nothing else, I know he will always be a great customer of mine.”

      I’m widely known for offering a sweet treat to anyone that comes through that door whether they can pay for it or not. Most people offer to pay every single time I do, those that can’t afford the treats usually offer to work for it instead.

      I always turn them down, of course, but the offer is always so nice. I wouldn’t feel right about taking them up on the offer. Never do something nice expecting others to also need to do something in return. Otherwise, what is life worth living for?

      “Come on, Ryan, we have to go. Thank you, again.”

      Watching as she pulls him out of the store and down the road, I pull a cookie out of the case. I lean against the counter. Staring as people pass by the shop. Movement across the road draws my eyes to her.

      Hazel.

      Hazel just happens to own the store across from me. It’s a nursery and her plants are always the best looking plants in town. She bends over to adjust the pot and I can’t help but to stare at her round ass. Her pants pulled tight across her cheeks. Fuck me.

      I grab another cookie, shoving it between my lips to suppress the moan. I’ve always wanted to date Hazel, but I wasn’t sure she was even into girls, let alone the fact that I’m way too shy to even ask her out.

      So I’ve stood at this counter for years and watched her tend to her plants. The glass keeps my peering eyes from her view. Not brave enough to do anything more than an awkward hi when she comes in the store twice a week for her usual. Two loaves of fresh bread, a basket of muffins, and half a dozen cupcakes. Same thing, every single time.

      She always picks it up with a smile, and a thank you. Sometimes I feel like she’s trying to flirt, but it’s always so weird between us. Me with my awkward hi and her with her stony face smiles. And the straight electrical shocks when our fingers accidentally brush together? I shiver at the thought and turn away from the window.

      I can’t stand here all day or I won’t get anything done. I work on packaging orders the rest of the afternoon between serving customers. A busy day makes for a disappearing clock, and before I know it, it is already time to close the shop.

      It’s dark outside, the people are dwindling in the streets. Flipping the lock on the door, I turn off the main overhead lights. The case lights offer me enough light to see by. I wipe the counters down and make sure the cases are closed up tightly so the baked goods inside would be fresh in the morning. Chilled cases make my job so much easier.

      I stop, noticing movement outside my shop window. My eyes are drawn straight to her. Even from here, in the dark, I can make out her muscular shape. No one ever realizes just how strong you need to actually be to be a gardener, or even a baker. Those damn baking sheets filled with food get heavy as hell.

      Hazel is locking up her own store, getting ready to head home, I guess. Sighing heavily, I watch as she makes her way down the street, turning the corner away from my shop. Once she is out of sight, the trance that had come over me stops and I move once more.

      Something about that woman. I just can’t help myself. I throw the rag into the dirty laundry basket. I’m going to have to do that laundry tomorrow, damn it. Grabbing my basket from the counter, I lock the door, and turn the opposite way in which Hazel went.

      It’s after six in the evening, and Gran will expect me soon. I let the basket swing at my side as I walk down the path behind my shop. The darkness makes this way harder to navigate, but it’s quicker to go this way than to take the road.

      I hum to myself, to distract myself from the many creatures that are talking in the woods. If I didn’t promise Gran that I would bring her something from the shop when I got off, then I would never take this path at night. So fucking creepy.

      The bushes rustle to my left and I freeze, my humming stopping immediately. Again the bush rustles and I can barely make out the leaves shaking in the darkness.

      “Is someone there?” I call out stupidly.

      Yeah, I’d be the dead girl in the movies for sure. Idiot. Who the fuck calls out to the things that go bump in the night? This dumbass, apparently.

      The bush moves again, and a bunny hops from within. I laugh nervously. Scared by a damn bunny. That’s what my ass gets. I shake my head and continue walking.

      It’s less than a ten-minute walk taking this path, so I quicken my steps. The sooner I get out of these damn woods, the better. As far as I know, there isn’t anything too dangerous out here, but you never know what may lurk in the darkness.

      Another few minutes pass and I can see lights up ahead coming from Gran’s house. A howl rings out into the night air and I freeze. Looking over my shoulder, back the way I’d just come. A giant wolf steps out of the darkness, the moon barely providing enough light in order for me to see it.

      Glowing yellow eyes stare back at me, and my chest burns as my heart beats wildly. We stare at each other for a minute, something familiar about the way it’s studying me. Something that I can’t really place.

      Breaking the moment, the wolf turns and slides back into the dark forest, and I turn and run. Right into my Gran’s house, and the safety that it promises.

      What the fuck is a wolf doing in the woods of Blackpool? And why did it stare at me like it’s known me my whole life?
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      The sun is cresting the horizon, and I bend down to tend to the row of plants in front of me. Too early for anyone to be around. Anyone except Ruby. She’s always at her shop before anyone else is even awake. I can smell the fresh baked goods even from here. My mouth waters just thinking about her food. That woman can cook.

      It’s still dark enough that I can see her each time she comes out of the back to fill the cases. Every morning, right on schedule. She stops for breakfast right around this time. Just before everyone gets moving and her customers start pouring in.

      And sure enough, right on schedule. I watch her as she leans on the counter, the sandwich between her fingers just like every single morning. Fuck, what I would do with that mouth. How I would make her beg on her knees.

      Unable to watch her any longer, I turn away with a smile on my lips. Every single morning, she makes my day that much better. She starts her day and I start mine. Both of us unwilling to make a move on the other.

      One day. One day, she will be mine and I will have her body beneath me.

      I grab the tray of plants and arrange them around the shop. Stopping long enough to unlock the door and flip my sign to open. Outside, the sun is rising steadily, the air warming as it does

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Red
      


      		
        Hazel
      


      		
        Red
      


      		
        Hazel
      


      		
        Red
      


      		
        Hazel
      


      		
        Red
      


      		
        Hazel
      


      		
        Red
      


      		
        Hazel
      


      		
        Red
      


      		
        Red
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Cheyenne Browning
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Cheyenne Browning


    


  




This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image1.jpg





OEBPS/images/red.jpg
&D

A SAPPHIC FAIRYTALE RETELLING
CHEYENNE BROWNING






OEBPS/images/image-4.jpg
Gniwis

As always here lies an erotic romance that
is soooo spicy. This is a fairytale retelling
of Little Red and her Wolf. Contained
inside of this document is sex and lots of
it. Health code violations. A wolf eating out
their girlfriend. And a dominant woman
that likes to spank her good girl
submissive. Don’t forget to enjoy.

Much Love and Smut,
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