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The Alpha Wolf's Baby

(Shifter Mpreg Retelling of Red Riding Hood)

(Omegaverse Fairytales, #1)
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ONCE UPON A TIME, A pretty omega called Red lived in the woods near the human-shifter border. The old woodcutter was sick, and Red often visited to bring him food and check on him... until one day Red met a wolf near the cabin in the woods.

A wolf who transformed into a man, an alpha who had followed Red’s scent from across the border. A wolf who sleeps with Red and leaves a small souvenir behind... a souvenir that starts to grow and soon can’t be hidden under Red’s clothes anymore.

When the wolf returns, it’s time for Red and his wolf to build their family and work on getting that happy ending.

* This is a steamy 26,000-word mpreg (male pregnancy) shifter romance novella which retells the story of Red Riding Hood and ends with love and cute babies! It is a standalone, though I intend to write more fairytale retellings, they are so much fun! Intended for adult readers. *
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Chapter One: Red
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“...AND THEN HE SAID, ONCE you’re in heat, you’ll know it, boy, won’t you? So stop asking me questions and let me get back to work.” Adrian laughed, not even slowing for a breath, talking and pushing the cart with the veggies he was taking to sell at the town market. “As if we were talking about the hens laying eggs or something. He didn’t even look at me.”

Red listened to his friend Adrian with half an ear. Adrian liked talking, and Red liked to listen, as a rule. Adrian knew stuff, from living in a village with other people, unlike Red who lived alone in the house he’d inherited from his grandfather, on the edge of the forest.

As such he’d never had much contact with the outside world, with other omegas to talk about important stuff such as what to do when you go into heat, or if it’s normal to cuddle with stuffed animals in your bed at night because you felt lonely.

Oh, he knew how to live from foraging, his grandpa had taught him all sorts of things before he died. He had some chickens, too, some fruit trees and an herb garden. He didn’t need people.

But sometimes he felt like he needed to be around them more.

Was that weird? It made no sense, except that it did when he lay in bed alone at night, or sat in front of the fire...

“So where are you off to?” Adrian interrupted his maudlin thoughts.

“Just to gather mushrooms from the woods,” Red said. “And I’ll also pop in and check on old Bert in his hut.”

“The woodcutter?”

“Yes. He’s been under the weather and I baked some pies, so I thought to take him one.”

“Your heart is in the right place, kiddo,” Adrian said. “Just be careful walking in the woods all alone.”

Red laughed. “I’ve been living in the woods all alone for years now, Adri.”

“Yeah, I know.” His friend winced. “I heard that shifters keep trickling over the border to human lands, though. Watch out. You never know.”

“I’ve never seen a shifter,” Red said, his heart pounding. He had no idea why the found Adrian’s tales of shifters so exciting. “Do they look different?”

“You can’t tell by looking at them. They either look completely human, or they are in their animal form. They say that in their animal form sometimes you can tell something isn’t right.”

“Like what?”

“Like... they act too human, you know?”

“Your cat sometimes acts too human. Should I be worried?”

Adrian chuckled. “You know there aren’t any cat shifters. Only wolves.”

“Right...”

“And in their human form, they also sometimes act weird. More... animal like.”

“Hm.”

“You know... they say shifters have the biggest cocks,” Adrian whispered. He winked at Red.

“Really.”

“And can get you very pregnant. Their omegas have whole litters, see. Not just one baby like we normally do.”

“Have a lot of experience with shifter cocks, have you?”

“What? No.” Laughing, Adrian stopped and wiped his brow with his sleeve. “Though I wish.”

“Adri!”

“What? They say the bigger the better.”

“But you’ve never... done it. Have you?”

“Not yet.” Adrian winked at him. “But if Nate continues to Court me, I just might.”

“Aw.” Red shifted his basket to his other hand and smiled at his friend. “Are you in love?”

Adrian shrugged. “I think so. They say it comes like lightning, going straight through your heart. Love, I mean. But I think I’ve been growing... fond of Nate. Does that make sense?”

“I guess so. I just want you to be happy.”

“I will be. Especially if Nate’s cock is as big as a shifter’s...”

“Adri! Oh my god, you’re such a tease.”

“I mean it.” Adrian stuck his tongue out and took off his hood to shove his dark hair back. “Anyway, I have to get moving or I’ll never make it to the market in time and alpha dad will have my balls for breakfast.”

Red made a face. “Sunny side up?”

“Go away.” Adrian swatted at him, chortling. “And remember to be careful!”

“Always,” Red called out as he walked away, off the path and toward the woods. “Always.”

Which was why his life was so empty and boring.

Right.

***
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HE TOOK TRAILS HE’D walked since he was a kid, visiting his omega grandpa, whenever his fathers were busy working in the town. When they suddenly passed away in a cart accident, he came to live with grandpa, not imagining that his grandpa would soon pass away, too, leaving him the house and his knowledge.

Grandpa had been a small-time farmer, a scrounger and a healer.

Much good his healing arts had done him when he’d fallen ill and died one night.

Red shook his head, a heavy sadness pressing on his chest at the memory. He missed grandpa more than he’d ever missed his fathers. To be fair, they’d never been around much, not like grandpa. He’d taken care of Red afterward, taken him under his wing, taught him so much.

Maybe that was why he wanted to help the old woodcutter. He was old, like grandpa had been. Plus, grandpa had known him, they’d been friends of sorts. Bert would come sometimes around to chop wood for grandpa and have a glass of whiskey with him, and grandpa would sometimes walk over to Bert’s cabin in the woods and take him a freshly-baked pie.

Just like Red was doing now. He was, in fact, following in the steps of a family tradition, he thought as he swung his basket, whistling a tune—then stopped to examine a bunch of mushrooms, before deciding they weren’t edible and moving along.

Foraging was a gamble, a play between his knowledge of the woods and what happened to be available. Mushrooms, herbs, fruits, eggs, edible flowers, medicinal bark, seeds. Spotting a clump of herbs that made a good soup, he stopped and gathered them, adding the bunch into the basket. A bit further he found cotweed that was good for putting on a wound to stop the bleeding, and he took some of that, too. Finding a bird nest in a tree hole, he collected some of the eggs, put them into the basket, too, among the herbs.

Whistling a little off-tune, he continued, watching butterflies flit from flower to flower. Spring was the prettiest time of the year, and a relief after the harshness of winter. It had been bitter cold and food had been scarce, and the urge to walk through the snow and storm to the nearest village had been overwhelming, but his shyness had kept him locked inside the house. Then Adrian had passed a few times by, bringing him flour and some pig fat, and he’d survived just fine.

Though the loneliness this year had been the worst. Adrian insisted that it was because Red had finally come of age, his body maturing. He was a late bloomer, but he’d had his first heat, and bad as it had been, he’d survived that, too.

Hadn’t even know what it was until he’d told Adrian later about it and Adrian had explained. Red’s body was now ready to conceive and bear babies.

Adrian had found Red’s embarrassment about the whole business very funny. Then he’d proceeded to explain to him all about the birds and the bees.

Which had made it even worse.

It wasn’t as if Red didn’t know how babies were made. But it was somehow different when it came to your own body, and hearing his friend’s crude jokes about it only made him feel uneasy and out of his depth.

Adrian was a good friend, though. Just different. Normal, in contrast to Red who’d been almost raised by wolves.

Well, almost.

Pulling his favorite red hood over his head, the one Adrian had gotten him at the fair because it matched his name, Red trudged on. He felt a few drops of rain on his face but decided to ignore them, in the hopes that the rain would stop quickly.

Insects buzzed, and a mist curled around the tree trunks. Something was off. Different. Wrinkling his nose, Red hurried on. His skin prickled, as if a storm was on the way. He should try and reach Bert’s cabin before the storm broke. If nothing else, the pie would be sodden, and spring or not, it was still cool and Red didn’t want to catch his death.

The raindrops turned heavier, fatter, stinging his cheeks, and he started to run. Darn it all, he’d thought the weather was nice and sunny, a perfect day for foraging and visiting Bert. How had he not seen the storm coming? Adrian had distracted him with his tales, that had to be why he hadn’t noticed.

Adrian’s crazy tales about princes and kings, shifters and magic, love and amazing sex. Such a load of nonsense. So exciting nevertheless, especially for someone like Red who’d never really lived—in a town, in a city, in a castle.

Who didn’t miss it, either, who loved being in the woods, but that was another story.

A real one.

A boring one.

Oh damn, the rain was pelting down now for good, and Red ran among the trees, thinking he could make through the gloom the light in Bert’s cabin.

Almost there, he told himself, his teeth chattering as his cold, wet clothes clinging to him, almost there...

A growl stopped him dead in his tracks, and he stared, eyes bugging out of his head. Ice flowed in his veins.

No, that was impossible. 

He couldn’t be seeing right.

A wolf!

Holy shit! Red had only seen a wolf exactly twice in all his life, and both times he’d glimpsed the beast from far away.

This was a huge, powerful animal, with a black pelt and a bushy tail, eyes like yellow moons. It stood across from Red, lips peeled back, long canines glinting in the rain.

Red stood there, dripping, gaping at the wolf. It felt as if his feet were rooted to the ground. He should run, run away. But grandpa had always said to run only if you knew you could close a door behind you. Otherwise, you didn’t turn your back to a wolf.

Red and the beast regarded each other in stillness, in the rain that had actually begun to soften, the drops growing lighter and far in between.

The wolf whined.

Um. Red wiped the water from his face, blinked at the wolf. “What?”

The wolf whined again and took two steps forward, just as Red took a step back, his basket swinging in his hand. He’d almost forgotten about it.

“You’re limping,” he told the wolf.

Another whine. His golden eyes were fixed on Red, and he lifted his paw as if asking for help.

What in the world?

“Are you hurt?” Red asked, and winced. Was he still talking to the wolf? “I mean... I know a thing or two about healing. Let me have a look.”

Again, he stopped talking. Oh god, he had gone crazy. That was the only explanation. Maybe he should run, and to hell with his grandpa’s advice.

The wolf still stood there, though, ears perked, as if he could understand. He was a huge, handsome wolf, Red noted distantly, his fur rich and shiny, his eyes bright.

Yeah, definitely not a puppy, Red. Still. He’s hurt.

“Come here,” Red said. “Show me.”

And the wolf approached, one step at a time, his nose to the ground, his eyes following Red’s every movement. He stopped in front of Red, tongue lolling.

Red swallowed hard. This was unreal. He was scared out of his mind, but also strangely fascinated. Boys in cities didn’t get to do this sort of thing, did they? Didn’t meet wolves in the woods, get to touch them.

Like Red was doing now, reaching for the wolf, laying his hand on the soft, wet fur, smelling his rich musk that was so strong it stung Red’s sinuses and yet was strangely appealing.

“It’s like a dog,” Red whispered to himself. Just like a dog. Only bigger. Much bigger. With huge teeth. And claws. But otherwise like a puppy. “Here, good dog. Don’t bite my head off. Don’t—”

The wolf growled.

Abandoning his basket, he took the wolf’s paw and the wolf obligingly lifted it, allowing Red to examine it. Maybe all animals did that, Red reflected, studying the gash in the wolf’s paw—allowed whoever seemed inclined to help them come close. Maybe this incident wasn’t as special as it felt to Red. Just because it hadn’t happened to him before didn’t mean it hadn’t happened to others.

Like his first heat. He’d thought he was dying, until Adrian told him that it happened to all omegas. He’d just hadn’t known that.

The wolf growled, and with a jolt, Red released the paw and scooted back, lifting a hand. “Don’t eat me, please.”

A small whine from the wolf calmed him down a bit.

“Did you step on a sharp stone? A broken stick? I’d need to clean out the wound and bind it,” Red muttered, getting to his feet. “Come with me. I know a place where we can do this.”

***
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WHEN RED KNOCKED ON Bert’s door, there was no reply. The rain was still falling, and Red was shivering—from the cold and from the shock of all that had happened. Knocking again, he pushed the door open and stepped inside.

“Bert? Are you here?”

The small cabin was empty, though a fire burned in the hearth. It smelled of old stones and rotten rugs, cured meat and smoke, like always. Maybe old Bert had gone out to gather wood, or hunt, or something.

The wolf padded inside, after Red, his scent of wet fur and musk filling up the space. He left bloody pawprints behind him as he approached the fire and sank down on his haunches.

What to do?

Bert had buckets of water sitting in a corner, and Red had a piece of cloth in his pocket that he’d saved to bind the herbs he’d gather with. And he had the cotweed to stop the bleeding.

Red really hoped Bert wouldn’t kill him when he returned and found a wolf inside his cabin.
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