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“Lick it. Please lick it.”

Little Red Riding Hood liked to play with
boys. She did so whenever she could. She was at that age. She had
just turned nineteen, and she could think of little else. If she
wasn’t playing with herself, chances were good she was playing with
boys.

Like now, for instance. She was in her tiny
bedroom in the small house she shared with her mother, at the edge
of the great, dark woods. Two boys were in the room with her. They
were big, strapping country boys, both eighteen, farmhands who
lived nearby. They were rude, and crude, and liked to play rough.
They both smelled like a horse barn.

Red Riding Hood reclined on her narrow bed,
her head supported by heart-shaped pillows. She wore only a pair of
red high-heeled shoes and flimsy red panties. At the moment, the
panties were around her knees.

Lucas was the brown-haired farm boy. He knelt
beside the bed and pushed Red’s bent legs up and back, exposing her
ass and moist pussy. He leaned down and ran his tongue along the
underside of her thigh, teasing her. She felt his hot breath there,
just inches from her wet slit. She moaned and curled her fingers in
his hair. She pulled his head closer. She wanted him to push his
tongue inside of her.

“Oh God, please,” she said, panting just a
little. “Please put your tongue in there.”

“I’m going to put something in there,” Lucas
said from between her legs.

“I’m going to put something in her mouth,” a
deeper voice said.

She turned and there was Jon, the
blonde-haired farm boy. He stood by the side of the bed, his bib
overalls down around his legs. His bare chest was broad and strong.
His big cock was hard, its head purple and swollen, the shaft
thick, a tuft of yellow hair at its base. He stroked it with one
powerful hand. With his other hand, he reached behind her head, and
pulled her face closer to it.

Just then, Lucas ran his tongue across her
clitoris. An explosion of pleasure radiated out from her hot
center. She was soaked now. She thrust her pussy at him.

“Come on,” she said. “Come on.”

He pushed his tongue inside her, shoving it
as deep as he could. His hot mouth was on her, sucking her
juices.

She groaned, her mouth half-open, and Jon
slid his big dick into her mouth. He pushed it all the way in,
almost to her throat. Slowly he pulled it out, but not all the way,
just until the head rested on her tongue. She closed her mouth
around it and sucked it like it was candy.

“Yeah,” he said. “Good girl. You suck that
thing.”

Below her, Lucas worked his mouth on her
pussy, pressing his tongue hard against her clit. He licked it and
licked it. The heat spread inside her. She rose on waves of
pleasure. He was going to make her cum. She was going to cum with
Jon’s big dick in her mouth.

“Suck it, girl. Suck that country dick.”

Slowly, Jon began to fuck her mouth, gentle
thrusts, in and out. His fingers curled into her red hair, and his
grip tightened. His pelvis rocked as he slid his dick deeper into
her tight wet mouth, speeding up now, getting faster, the thrusts
coming harder.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “I’m fucking her
face.”

“I want to fuck her, too,” Lucas said around
a mouthful of pussy.

She couldn’t speak, both because her mouth
was full of cock, and because she was electric with the coming
orgasm. She squeezed her eyes shut, and her whole body tensed. She
began to shake.

“Mmmmm,” she said, the dick sliding in and
out of her mouth. Below, she felt the head of Lucas’s dick now,
slipping around in the hot wetness between her legs. He fumbled and
pushed at her, trying to find the opening. She reached down to
guide him. Everything was soaked down there - her pussy, her
thighs, her butt. She was so wet.

Her legs were high in the air, her panties
still around her knees. She wanted to pull them off so she could
spread her legs, spread them as wide as they would go. It was too
late. She gripped the shaft of Lucas’s thick farm boy cock and
pulled it to her hot, wet opening. The head slid inside of her.

Yes. Push it. Push it.

He plunged in, the first thrust extravagantly
deep. Lucas was too excited to go slow. He fucked her hard, her
legs folded against his chest, his hands gripping her thighs. She
was filled with cock now, one in her mouth, one in her pussy, both
thrusting, thrusting. Her body bounced with the force of Lucas’s
thrusts. Her mouth bobbed on Jon’s cock, the salty taste of his
fluids on her tongue.

The orgasm was finally coming now. The first
one was going to be a big one. She rose on it, up and up. It was
going to be an earthquake. She gave herself to it. Her body was
shuddering now, a long, rising, intense climax. It was right there.
It was coming. It was coming right now. She was going to cum.

“Yeah, girl. Cum with that dick in your
mouth.”

It was incredible. These boys with their
dicks. Pushing in and out of her. She was so hot. She was so wet.
Her body bounced. Her mouth bobbed. She forgot about the boys. It
was her and two big cocks. It felt so good. She was going to cum.
Right now. She was going to. She was cumming.

She was…

Her mother’s voice shouted, shattering the
moment. “Red Riding Hood! What in the name of God are you
doing?”

In an instant, the two cocks were gone. She
opened her eyes. Her mother stood in the doorway, her mouth open in
a giant O of shock, her eyes narrow with anger. She was home early
today. Red Riding Hood reached for a blanket to cover herself.
Beside the bed, Lucas and Jon were already pulling up their
overalls, struggling to pull them up over their big, hard dicks.
Their eyes were downcast, their faces bright red with
embarrassment.

“Mrs. Hood…” Jon began.

“Don’t say one word, Jon Bixby. You just get
out of my house and get back in those fields where you belong. And
don’t you worry. I’ll be speaking to your mother. That goes for you
too, Lucas Hale. I know both your mothers.”

The two huge boys filed out, shoulders
slumped, big bodies sliding past Red Riding Hood’s tiny mother in
the narrow doorway. They were both too cowed to give Red even a
backward glance.

“Is that what you want to be?” her mother
said when the boys had left. “A slut to some ignorant farm
boys?”

Unlike the boys, Red Riding Hood didn’t feel
the slightest bit guilty. “Oh mama,” she said. “I’m young. This is
the time. I’m just curious.”

Her mother scowled. “Curious my eye. You’re
going to find out things in life the hard way. I don’t know what’s
worse - if one of those boys gets you pregnant, or if one doesn’t.
Do you know what they must be saying about you?”

“I don’t care about that,” Red said. And she
meant it. One day, maybe this year, maybe next, she would move away
to the big city. Nobody there would care or even wonder what some
young farm hands from the country said.

Her mother shook her head. “Well, I won’t
have it in my house. I work too hard.”

Red Riding Hood noticed the uniform her
mother wore. It was a black dress with a white apron, very proper.
Her mother was a household domestic, scrubbing floors for the rich
people at the top of the hill. For the first time, Red Riding Hood
did feel a pang of guilt. She imagined her mother slaving away on
her hands and knees, while here at the house, Red bounced on the
bed with whatever local boy tickled her fancy.

“You’re a wild girl. You never do any work
around the house. You’re always diddling some new prick. I just
can’t handle you anymore. Tomorrow, you’re going to live with your
Auntie for a while. She has a stronger hand than I do. She’ll see
to it that you do the housework for her, and she’ll keep the boys
away from you.”

“But mama…”

Her mother raised a hand as if to say STOP.
“I won’t hear any more of it. I’ll send you with a basket of gifts
for her in the morning. It’s a long walk through the big
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