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LITTLE RED RIDING
HOOD

Every body told stories about what
happened to her as a little girl. They were common knowledge in the
village where she lived and in all the towns around her. All of
them told the stories about her cloak, her trip to her
grandmother's house, and the terrible fate she had run into when
meeting the wolf in the woods. They praised the brave and handsome
woodsman who had saved her and her grandmother from the belly of
the terrible beast. And whenever they spoke about it, they all
mentioned her beautiful red cloak.

But Red wasn't that little girl
anymore. She was older now, an adult by all measures, and of course
she was mature and refined and had learned her lesson from that
whole incident. She didn't go running off into the woods anymore or
talking to strangers. She told all the other girls in town how they
must be good and do exactly what their mothers told them to do, and
how they should not stray from the path in the woods or talk to
strangers. And because all the little girls knew what had happened
to Red when she was a little girl they listened and took her advice
and never strayed from the path or talked to strangers. And that
was how all the village remained peaceful.

Except Red herself.

She couldn't complain about it. Not too
much. It was nice, having everything be quiet like this. Her life
was dull and peaceful now. Her grandmother lived much closer and
she didn't have to make terrible trips through dark woods to go see
her.

She was even engaged to that woodsman,
who had waited patiently until she was old enough that he could ask
her parents for her hand in marriage. Of course they had accepted,
thrilled at what a good match it was and how their only daughter
was going to have such a fine and noble husband. He already proved
how brave he was, after all. He would be a good husband and give
her a good family and a good life.

It was all set up to be good, so very
good. So very good and... boring.

Of course Red didn't run out
into the woods anymore, not during the daytime, and
especially not at night.
Night was when all the terrible creatures came out. Terrible
creatures like wolves. But still some nights she would sit by her
window and look out over the lights of the village. She could see
the dark expanse of the forest just beyond its borders. It gave her
a chill to think of what awful, hideous, clawed monsters might be
hiding in there.

So much of a chill, in fact, that her
nipples began to harden. And then whenever her rough nightgown
brushed against them, they got harder still. Through the almost
sheer white fabric of the gown she could see their dark circles
poking up through the fabric.

So it wasn't surprising, not really,
when one day just before the wedding Red's mother said that they
needed more flowers for the decorations. "There's just not enough,"
said her mother, fretting as she made garland after
garland.

Red shrugged. "I'll go pick
more."

Her parents looked at one another. "Do
you think that's wise?" asked her father. "These flowers only grow
in the woods, you know."

"I know," said Red. She took a deep
breath like she was trying to be brave, maybe face her fears. "I'm
tough. I can do it."

So they packed her a basket and got out
her red traveling cloak so of course anyone could see her from far
away. And they made her promise again and again to not go too deep
into the forest, and to scream if she needed any help.

She meant to be good and obey, she
really did. She intended to do exactly what she told all the other
girls to do, to stay on the path and not talk to strangers and do
exactly what her parents told her to do. But she also wanted to get
as many flowers as possible, she told herself, so that her mother
would have enough and her wedding would be a total success. That
was the reason she started turning away from the main path and
walking deeper into the dark trees. She would just grab as many as
her basket would hold and then she would turn back. She was keeping
track of her path. She knew exactly where she was.

Red was almost surprised, then, when
she met a wolf.

The way the stories told what happened
to her when she was a little girl made the wolf seem particularly
like... well, like a wolf. All teeth and fur and fangs, giant and
hideous, like a big dog with even more horrible teeth. But the
truth of it was, that was just the way that being afraid made it
seem in her memory.

Here was another wolf now, and she
could remember that he wasn't really much like a real wolf at all.
He was more like... an exceptionally hairy human. He had a light
coat of silver fur that extended over most of his body. His face
was almost human, except it was leaner and a little longer, and his
teeth were many and sharp. A fluffy gray tail swished behind him
slowly.

And he was, Red noticed quickly,
completely naked. His enormous cock swung down toward his knees and
his heavy balls hung right behind it. He was so big and he wasn't
even hard yet! She had to wonder what it would look like when that
happened.

Of course Red had no experience with
sex. She had been intended to marry the handsome, brave woodsman
for so long that she had never been approached by any other boys.
And he was too much of a gentleman to do anything more than hold
her hand and give her the occasional gentle kiss on the lips. In
that way he was more like a father to her than a lover, especially
since he was more than twice her age. He had promised not to touch
her until their wedding night, and Red had told him thank you
because that seemed like a very nice gesture on his
part.

So she had never really seen
a man's cock before. She had heard the other girls whisper and
giggle about them in conversation with one another, but she had
never seen one. So
even though she knew it was rude, she couldn't stop
staring.

The wolf licked his lips. "Little girl,
little girl," he said. His voice was rough and deep. "What are you
doing out here?"

"Picking flowers," Red crossed her arms
across her chest. "And I'm not a little girl anymore. I'm engaged
and I'm going to be married the day after tomorrow."

"Oh, married," laughed the
wolf. "I heard about that. Humans and your ceremonies, having to go
through all the motions before you can fuck."

Hearing him say such a vulgar thing
made Red flush bright. But it also made her pussy began to gush
like she'd never had it happen before. She felt her underwear
become soaked through in an instant, even though she was shaking
with fear. Here was a big dangerous wolf, confronting her in the
dark forest, and she knew she should be afraid of him. But she
couldn't stop being aroused.

"Don't c-come any closer," Red
stammered. She swallowed hard. "I'll scream."

"So?" The wolf shrugged. "We're out
here deep in the forest. No one will hear you."

Red knew that couldn't
exactly be true. She wasn't that
deep, not deep the way she had gotten all the
times when she went to her grandmother's old house. She could still
see the place where the trees thinned and she knew if she ran
toward the village shouting, someone would surely hear
her.

But the thought that they wouldn't hear
her at all excited her. She might be entirely helpless right now,
at the mercy of the creature in front of her. At the mercy of him,
definitely, and at the mercy of his giant red cock.

It stuck out from his body and she
could see it twitching now, growing hard. It was veiny and thick,
and it reminded Red of a sausage. It looked more delicious than a
sausage, though. A little drop of clear fluid was forming on its
tip, making her lick her lips to think about reaching her tongue
out and taking a taste of it. She wondered what he would taste
like, if it would be salty like skin or if it would be some other
flavor entirely.

Despite Red's warnings the wolf took a
whole step closer. "What's wrong, little girl? Don't you like to
hear about fucking?" He reached down and gave his balls a squeeze.
They were huge! They both together barely fit in his hand. Red had
seen sacks like that before but only hanging below breeding bulls
and stallions. No matter how human he seemed that part of him was
still more like an animal.

Red cleared her throat and tried to
draw herself up as best she could. She was a proper young lady,
after all, and very soon she was going to be somebody's wife. "I do
not," she said haughtily.

"Does that mean you don't like to
fuck?" asked the wolf with a howling laugh. He grinned and showed
all his teeth.

Red shook her head. "I wouldn't know,"
she answered primly. She tried to remember what a responsible young
lady she had become. She wasn't the foolish girl she had been once
upon a time. Now she was a role model for all the young ladies of
the village. And a proper young lady certainly didn't talk about
things like this.

The wolf's smile turned into a wide
fierce grin. The hand that was squeezing his balls began to stroke
his shaft, urging it to hardness. His hands were human and almost
graceful, except for the long claws that extended from their tips.
Up and down his hand went, working that piece of delicious red meat
until it stiffened and grew.

Red couldn't help watching
it. It was so bright and scarlet it almost matched her own cloak.
She knew she should turn away. She knew she should
run away. But she couldn't
help it. It was almost like she was frozen there in place, like the
ground had turned to ice and swallowed up her feet. So instead of
running, she stood there, transfixed. Her eyes stayed stuck on the
amazing sight in front of her. Her tongue kept darting out to lick
her lips.

She knew exactly what he
could do with that. It was what all the older women said in hushed
tones, when they thought Red wasn't listening. Oh, it was so fortunate for her that she was so young when it
happened, otherwise that wolf might have gotten away with you know
what. Well, at first when Red heard them
saying things like that, she didn't
know what. She had no idea what else it was that
the wolf could have gotten away with, or how it could possibly have
been worse than trying to swallow her and her grandmother whole. To
a girl as young as she was there didn't seem anything worse than
that.

Then Red had grown a little older and
learned that sometimes there wasn't a lot of difference between
wolves and men.

There was still
some difference, though,
like how Red couldn't imagine anyone in the village had a prick as
massive as this wolf's. If he did, he would probably be doing all
the time exactly what the wolf was doing right now, which was
showing it off.

"Do you like what you see?"

Red jumped to hear his voice again. She
felt her heart pounding in her chest. Her nipples were now as hard
as any night she sat by her window, dreaming of the dark forest.
She could feel them under her layers of clothing.

They both knew the answer to his
question. But Red was a proper young lady, she reminded herself,
and of course she couldn't admit to liking such things. She
shouldn't be liking them at all! She should be like all the other
girls, happy to pleasure their husbands and bear their children and
not looking for anything more exciting than that.

Her husband! She thought again of the
woodcutter, whose wife she was going to be in just a few short
days. She knew he would take her on her wedding night and plant his
prick deep inside her, trying to seed her. He would probably be
very gentle about it, the same way he was so gentle about
everything else. He was a big, rough man, but he was still capable
of great deal of tenderness. He had never even so much as raised
his voice to her. Red knew she should be grateful.

Instead, she was all but soaking
through her panties at the thought of this horrible dark creature
and his enormous, throbbing tool. It looked now to her as big as
her own forearm. It was thick and filled with blood.

And the thought she was
having that excited her so much was the thought that
she was the one who had
made it like that! It
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