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Cassie ran her fingers over
the hood of her red silk cape. The buttery fabric floated over her
skin like a whisper. Her glossy ringlets cascaded out from behind
the flowing hood, falling gently on her exposed
decollete.

“It’s perfect!” She said,
staring into the three-way mirror. Her Little Red Riding Hood
costume fit her like a glove, accentuating her best assets. Her
pulse quickened as she thought about the comic convention that
night. This convention would be her first, and she wanted to make a
big impression.

Cassie VanDouren was a
mild-mannered editor by day, and a comic vixen by night. Her love
of fictional characters came at a young age as she bonded with her
father over his collection of classic comics. Every Sunday
afternoon they would pour over the pages of his well-worn graphic
classics. While Cassie liked delving into the DC and Marvel
universes, she found herself fond of fairy tales too. Her favorite
had always been Little Red Riding Hood. She read the tale so many
times she had it memorized. Cassie felt a bond to Red. She
especially liked that Red was being pursued by a big bad wolf.
Something in her soul was drawn to the bad boy chasing the innocent
girl. She tingled in ways her pre-pubescent mind couldn’t quite
understand thinking about wolves wanting to ravage little
girls.

Now as a fully-grown woman,
Cassie completely understood the chase. She liked being hunted,
stalked like prey, and taken down in a flurry of passion. Dressing
up like Red only enhanced her desire. Not only could she imagine
she was Red, now she could actually become her too. Gathering her
costume, Cassie hurried home to don her persona and join the masses
at the convention.

Confident on her sexiness,
Cassie stepped out of her car, giving herself one last look in the
rearview mirror. The sensually snug outfit hugged her curves
leaving nothing to the imagination. Her breasts bounced with every
step of her high heels, nearly spilling out of the top of her
costume. Her confidence began to fade as she rounded the corner,
and spied the hoard of fans filling the sidewalk. Walking toward
the massive convention center, Cassie actually began to feel like a
literal babe in the
woods. There were people everywhere, and in
every possible costume you could imagine. Aliens, zombies,
superheroes, and villains all funneled into the brick building. Her
eyes were as big as saucers taking in all of the sights.
Dad would have loved this, Cassie said to herself marveling at all of the comic
characters come to life. Sadly, her father had lost his courageous
battle with cancer almost a year ago to the day. They had always
planned to attend the convention together, but Cassie made a
promise to herself that she would still attend to honor their
shared love comics.

Inside the venue, long
lines formed at booths containing the Hollywood elite who were
signing autographs and taking selfies with fans. A new superhero
action movie was premiering, and the fans were simply rabid to
claim a second or two next to the handsome leading man. Cassie
watched as women shamelessly flirted and threw themselves at the
star, secretly hoping for more than an autograph at the end of the
convention. The ever consummate professional gave them his
undivided attention, before moving on to the next fan. This went on
and on for hours. Cassie admired the man for never losing his cool
or his megawatt smile throughout the entire ordeal.

An announcement rang out
over the crowd that the costume contest was about to begin in the
west atrium. Having had her fill of superhero worship, Cassie
headed over to the atrium to see the best Chicago had to offer in
way of costumes. A small group of people trickled in behind her
taking seats on the cold metal folding chairs lined up at the foot
of the stage. Two red curtains flanked either side of the tall wood
stage hiding the contestants. The low rumble of conversation
quieted to a hush as the event coordinator took to the
stage.

A middle-aged mousy
brunette stood on the stage in an unassuming frumpy black pantsuit
announcing each contestant. As expected, there was a slew of
superhero lookalikes corresponding with the current blockbuster.
One after the other, each clad head to toe in brightly colored
spandex; they each crossed the stage performing their best
“superhero” pose. A grumble of hunger churned through Cassie’s gut
as the competition was drawing to a close. She swiveled her head
around trying to spy the nearest concession stand.

“Woah, that one is
awesome!” A voice behind her said, snapping Cassie’s attention back
to the stage. A huge mountain of a man slowly prowled the stage in
a wolf costume. His dark eyes were all that were visible from
behind his eerily accurate wolf head. Goosebumps formed on Cassie’s
creamy flesh as she watched his fur covered muscular form own the
stage. A loud mournful howl was projected from behind his costume,
drawing deafening applause. Cassie clapped for the wolf, her eyes
glued to the sexy creature. He was her fairytale fantasy come to
life. She tried to imagine what it would feel like to be pursued by
the beast of a man on the stage. She felt an old familiar tingle
overtake her womanhood as her eyes drifted to the bulge beneath his
fur.

“And the winner
is…Wolfman!” The mousy brunette announced, handing the gaudy
oversized trophy to the man in the wolf costume. He howled again,
bringing uproarious cheers from the crowd. Cassie watched her
beastly crush walk across the stage and disappear behind the
curtain. She pondered the idea of sneaking backstage and meeting
him but was rudely interrupted with another powerful growl from her
stomach. Sighing, she left the atrium and went searching for
sustenance.

Midway through her
overpriced hotdog, Cassie felt a tap on her shoulder.

“Hungry
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