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The Red Riding Hood story was first
published in France in 1697, and existed as a folk tale even before
then.  It is in the public domain, and can be adapted by
anyone.








“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 woods to
Auntie’s house, so be ready to leave
early.”     

 

* * *

“That’s a sexy little girl.”

The big, bad Wolf was in the habit of talking to himself. 
He couldn’t remember when it had started, but by now it was well
established.  Instead of merely thinking the things he
thought, he often said them.  And right now, he was thinking
about the red haired young lady walking the path through the big
dark woods.

“Yes indeed,” he told himself. 

He stood well back from the trail, leaning against a thick oak
tree, and watching her walk.  He lit up a cigarette and
inhaled deeply.  He was a master of disguise and of
camouflage.  His eyesight wasn’t what it once was, but it was
still very sharp.  She couldn’t see him back here in the
trees, but he could sure see her. 

She wore a red hood that covered her head, and a half cape over
her shoulders.  Her lips were full and red.  She wore a
tight t-shirt over her large, high breasts.  The t-shirt had a
cartoon drawing of a small female deer on it, with the caption,
“Need a little doe?”  She wore a short black skirt which
revealed her long legs, and wooden clogs on her feet.  She
carried a large basket, like a picnic hamper.  As the girl
passed and moved further along the trail, the Wolf focused on her
ass.  It was a big, sexy, apple-bottom ass, and the spread of
it filled the skirt nicely. 

“Need a little doe, yes,” the Wolf said.  “Very cute. 
I could use a little doe.  First I’d fuck it, and then I’d eat
it.  Same as I’ll do to you, my pretty red-haired friend.”

The Wolf had been following the girl since this morning. 
As she walked the trail, he moved alongside her through the
woods.  Sometimes he tracked her closely.  Sometimes he
ran out ahead and waited for her.  What he’d like to do is get
her away from the trail somehow.  The trail was heavily
traveled, and every few minutes another person came along it. 
Hunters walked that trail sometimes, and constables walked it,
too.  The trail was no good.  He couldn’t touch that girl
on the trail. 

The Wolf sighed and took a deep suck on the cigarette. 
Times had changed.  He was 41 years old and not nearly the
Wolf he used to be.  These woods were getting too crowded, too
small.  The builders were chopping down too many trees. 
The trail had too much traffic.  He could remember a time when
he could take a sexy girl like this right there on the path. 
He was a silver-tongued young Wolf in those days, handsome, with a
full, long-haired mane.  He could talk them into anything,
lead them far astray, and no one was coming to save them. 
Also, his jeans were packed with ten inches of cock, and when he
finally gave it to them… boy, oh boy. 

Well, that much hadn’t changed.  Now it just took a lot
more work to get to that point.  But this girl was
different.  She was ripe and ready to be picked.  He
could smell it on her from here.  In fact, he hadn’t smelled
one like this in years.  The scent brought him way back. 
It reminded him of his glory days.  He nodded to himself,
thinking of all the fresh young meat back then. 

He was going to get this girl, all right.  He had no
choice.  He owed it to himself.    

But the trail!  So busy now, so many people coming and
going.  It should be against the law, what they were doing to
these woods. 

The answer was simple.  He had to get the girl off the
trail to somewhere secluded.  But where?  And how to do
it?

“I should just talk to her,” he said.  “Maybe she will tell
me herself.”

That sounded like a plan.  Maybe not a great plan,
certainly not a foolproof one, but a plan nonetheless.  The
Wolf pitched his cigarette into the bushes, and slunk through the
underbrush, moving out ahead of the girl again.



* * *




It was a long walk, the day was too warm, and Red Riding Hood
had worn the wrong shoes.  Her feet were killing her. 
She stopped in the middle of the wide trail.  She placed on
the ground the basket of garden vegetables her mother had made her
carry.  The basket was becoming too heavy to
carry.     

Up ahead, the trail climbed a low rise and turned off to the
left.  She couldn’t see very far along in that
direction.  Behind her, the trail was quite straight, and
disappeared into the vague distance.  On either side of her
the trees closed in, the forest dark and ominous.  There was
no one around.  It was already past midday, and she had no
idea how much further there was to walk. 

This going to her Auntie’s house was a bad idea.  She
fought an urge to sit down right here on the path and cry.

“Hey little lady,” a voice said.  “Where are you off
to?”

Right nearby, a man stood leaning against a tree.  Red
Riding Hood could swear he hadn’t been there just a moment
ago.  He was a strange looking man, in the sense that he was
difficult to see.  He wore tight, faded blue jeans with a big
silver belt buckle.  That much was clear.  He had quite a
round bulge at the front of his jeans.  If Red Riding Hood had
to guess, she’d say he might have a sock stuffed in
there. 

At first, she thought he was wearing gray suede loafers on his
feet.  A second later, she thought maybe he was barefoot, and
his feet were just very hairy, and combed carefully.  His
shirt seemed to be long-sleeved and also gray.  Then it seemed
to be the same type of carefully combed hair.  At a certain
angle, he had a very handsome face.  At another, he seemed to
have a long snout with sharp teeth.  Either way, he had a full
head of impossibly wavy hair.  Maybe it was the warmth of the
day, or her near-exhaustion after the distance she had walked, but
she found she was almost hypnotized by the man’s odd good
looks.  He must be the most unusual looking man she had ever
seen. 

“I’m on my way to my Auntie’s house,” she said, quickly tossing
aside all the advice she’d ever heard about not talking to
strangers. 

The man pushed himself from the tree, and took a step toward Red
Riding Hood.  He looked at her intently.  “Your Auntie,
you say?  What’s her full name?  Maybe I know her. 
I know many of the people in these parts.”

“Her name is Auntie Mmm.”

“Auntie Em, is it?” the man said.

Red Riding Hood shook her head.  “A lot of people make that
mistake.  Her name is Auntie Mmm.  Like the sound you
make when something tastes good.” 

The man came closer still.  He was just a few steps away
now.  The sense that his gray shirt was just a very hairy
chest was stronger now than ever.  He was close enough that
Red Riding Hood could smell his cologne.  It smelled good to
her.  Very, very good.  This was an intriguing man, she
had to admit.   

“Auntie Mmm?  That’s an interesting name.  Not sure
that I know this Auntie Mmm.  Where does she
live?” 

The man took a half-step closer.  There was another smell,
just below the cologne.  It was musty and rank, not at all
like a farm boy smell, almost an animal smell.  Red Riding
Hood wanted to get closer to that smell.   

“Oh, she lives in a pink house just inside the edge of the
forest.  I haven’t been there in years, so I don’t remember
exactly where.  She isn’t really my aunt.  Not by blood,
anyway.  Do you know how far it is to the forest’s edge from
here?”  

The man stroked his hairy chin.  His big eyes caught and
held Red Riding Hood’s.  His eyes were deep and intense. 
He stared at her long and hard.  He came even closer. 
They were just inches apart now.  He was taller than Red
Riding Hood by nearly a full head.  His mouth was big. 
His razor sharp teeth glinted in a ray of sunlight. 

“It’s some distance yet.  Yes indeed, some distance. 
Then again, this trail isn’t the fastest way.  Maybe I could
show you a shortcut through the woods.  It would save you some
time.  But the question I ask is why visit this Auntie if she
isn’t even your kin?”

Red Riding Hood fought an urge to step into his arms.  “My
mother doesn’t like me playing with boys.  She’s sending me to
live with Auntie, so Auntie can keep the boys away from
me.” 

“Do you like to play with boys?” the man said.  “I’d say
you have the right body for it, so perfectly ripe.”

Red nodded.  She licked her lips, very slowly and
deliberately.  “It seems that these days I can think of little
else to do.”

“Well,” the stranger said.  “In that case, I will show you
that shortcut I spoke of, but first I want to show you something
else.  Let’s see what you make of it.”

He unclasped his big silver belt buckle, then slowly undid the
buttons on the front of his jeans.  In a moment, he pulled out
his member, thick and long, larger by far than any Red Riding Hood
had seen before.  It was so big he had some trouble getting it
out.  It was a veiny, ropey thing, already hard and becoming
harder.  It seemed to emerge from a thicket of fur between his
legs.  He stroked it with one hand.  His fingernails were
long and pointed.

“What about this?” he said. 

“Okay,” Red heard herself say.  Her voice sounded far
away.  “Now I’ve seen it.”

“Do you want to touch it?”

“I don’t know if I should.  I don’t think my mother would
approve.

The man grinned, his mouth huge now.  “Well, I’m not going to
tell her.  And there’s no one else around.”

Red could see his point.  “Since you put it that way… ”

He brought it closer.  He reached down and took her hand in
his.  Then he lifted her hand and put it on the shaft. 
The shaft was so thick, she could not close her fingers around
it.  He began to move her hand up and down along the hot
shaft.

“Good,” he murmured.  “Good girl.”

She lifted her other hand.  Now she gripped it in both
hands.  She stroked it and jerked it.  She felt like she
was in a dream.  It was a big cock.  She pulled it and
pushed it.  She felt so naughty.  This man was a total
stranger.  No one ever had to know about this.  It was
just this one time.  She heard her own heavy breathing. 
She panted like a dog.  Between her legs, she was becoming hot
and wet.  The heat radiated outward.

She kept yanking and tugging.  She didn’t even look at
him.  She kept her eyes on this giant cock.  It was as if
he wasn’t even attached to it.  He was an afterthought, a
silly man with a crazy head of hair on his head. 

He ran a hand through her long hair.  His grip
tightened. 

Pull it, she thought.  Pull my hair.

Her hands were tightly wrapped around that thick shaft. 
She looked up at him, as if she had forgotten he was there, as if
she was seeing him for the first time.

“Why don’t you suck it?” the man said. 

“Tell me something,” she said as she pulled and pulled. 
“You’re one of these wolves, aren’t you?”

“How did you guess?” he said. 

The cock was hot and throbbing in her grip.  It was fully
erect now, and huge.  She found that she loved to tug at
it.  “I don’t know.  The fur, the teeth, the claws. 
The way you sweep a girl off her feet.  It all just
clicked.”

He took a deep breath.  “Does it matter?” he said, his
voice tight.

A drop of thick moisture glistened at the head of the cock. 
She rubbed her hand over it, wetting her palm.

“Wolves are dangerous.”

“Not this wolf.”

She cast a playful glance up at him.  “No?”

He started to thrust his pelvis slowly between her hands. 
“I’m a nice wolf.  Let me show you just how nice.” 
Gently at first, but with increasing force, he began to pull her
head closer to the giant throbbing cock.  “It’ll be so nice
when I put it in your mouth.”

Red Riding Hood resisted his pulling.  “It’s too big. 
I don’t think it can fit in my mouth.”

“We’ll make it fit,” the Wolf assured her.  He pushed Red
Riding Hood down to her knees.  The cock was in front of her
now, bare inches from her lips. 

“Wait,” she said. 

“There’s no time like the present,” said the Wolf. 

It was a big cock, indeed.  But Red thought if she could
just open her mouth far enough, she could get the head of it
in.  It would be almost like putting a doorknob, or the top of
a bedpost in her mouth.  She thought she might like the
challenge of it.  Between her legs, across her stomach, over
her breasts, she felt the familiar heat continue to
rise.   

Suddenly a sound came to them from further up the trail. 
It was a familiar sound, but for a second, Red Riding Hood couldn’t
seem to place it.

“Oh bloody hell, a dog,” the Wolf said. 

Yes, of course.  It was a dog barking.  Red glanced up
at the bend in the path, but the dog had not yet appeared. 
She looked back at where the Wolf’s cock had been just seconds
before, but now the cock, and the Wolf it was attached to, were
gone. 



* * *

           



The Wolf ran deep into the forest, stuffing his aching dick back
into his pants as he went.  Dogs were bad news.  Not so
much in and of themselves, of course.  The Wolf was sure he
could handle just about any dog.  But dogs too often came with
masters, and those masters too often carried hunting
rifles.   

He’d been so stupid!  He should have got the girl off the
trail first.  But she’d seemed so ripe, her body so
ready.  Her face was flushed red and her nipples were like
little rocks under her thin t-shirt.  They were so erect, they
practically poked his eyes out.  And so the Wolf had gotten
the sequence out of order.  He’d acted rashly and shown his
hand too soon.

“Get her off the trail first,” he said, a little
breathlessly.  “Then fuck her.”

He slowed to a fast trot, then stopped and turned around. 
The trail was hidden away behind all the trees.  No one seemed
to be coming. 

“And then eat her.” 

The Wolf nodded to himself.  He took a moment to catch his
breath.  He wasn’t the runner that he once was, either. 
“Damn cigarettes,” he said.   

Well, he didn’t dare show his face on the trail again
today.  Even so, he hadn’t lost the girl.  Not
necessarily, anyway.  He knew the name of the person she was
going to visit, Auntie Mmm.  He knew Auntie Mmm lived in a
pink house at the edge of the forest.  All he had to do was
rush ahead, break into the house, get rid of Auntie Mmm, and wait
for the girl to arrive.  Then he and she could spend a long,
romantic, and delicious evening together.

The wind back in his lungs, his mind and body full of
anticipation, the Wolf raced off through the woods again.



* * *




Auntie Mmm.  Carpenter. 
Taxidermist. 

The Wolf had found the house.  It wasn’t the tiny pink
house he had been expecting.  It didn’t seem like the home of
someone’s little Auntie at all.  It was a large, sprawling
monstrosity of a thing, with various additions off the original
pink house, a new second storey, and what appeared to be a large
wooden deck in the back.  The sign said that Auntie Mmm was a
carpenter, but the Wolf had trouble imagining that.  Carpentry
wasn’t exactly women’s work. 

Well, whoever built all this had chopped down quite a few trees
to make space for it.  That irritated the Wolf.  The
house itself irritated him, too.  He found it annoying when
people lived in big fancy houses like this one.  His own house
was rather small and unkempt, little more than a hole in the
ground, obscured by some bushes.  He’d prefer it if more
people lived like he did.

He went to the front door.  He figured he would ring the
bell, then slink into the woods to see who answered.  Instead
he found a note tacked to the door. 

Dear Red Riding Hood.  I won’t be here tonight. 
Please come in and make yourself at home.  I will see you
tomorrow.  Your Auntie
Mmm.     

“Red Riding Hood, eh?” the Wolf said.  “A very fitting
name.  And nobody home to greet her.  That’s good. 
Very good.”

He took the note down, opened the door, and went inside. 
Very trusting folks on this side of the forest, weren’t they? 
They didn’t even lock their doors. 

Once inside, he passed through a small foyer for boots and coats
and umbrellas, and then into a large open great room, with a giant
stone fireplace, high ceilings and bay windows giving views of the
surrounding woods.  Auntie Mmm appeared to be doing quite
well.  The last of the afternoon sun was just beginning to
sink below the tree line, creating a burst of red and pink in the
sky. 

It would be a very lovely room, an enviable room, if it weren’t
for the heads of dead animals mounted on the walls.  Here was
the head of a deer protruding from a polished slab of wood. 
There was the head of a bear.  Standing off in the corner was
a stuffed fox - for a second, the Wolf thought it might be
alive.  Then he noticed that it wasn’t moving, and its
eyeballs were shiny like
marbles.      

The Wolf had no love for bears or deer or even foxes. 
Indeed, he had eaten his share of deer and foxes in his time. 
Even so, it didn’t seem right for this nice lady to have them
stuffed and dead in her living room.   

“Taxidermist, eh?” he said.  “Very creepy profession, I
must admit.”

Just off the great room was a big kitchen with a serving counter
and four stools.  The Wolf was hungry, and he’d like to eat
something - perhaps a nice chicken leg or pork chop - to take the
edge off.  But he was aware that he didn’t have a lot of time
to search through the refrigerator and the pantry.  It had
taken him a long while to find this house, and Red Riding Hood
might appear here any minute.  It seemed likely that the next
bit of meat he ate would be Red Riding Hood herself, after they had
a little fun, of course.

Well, okay.  He could go without food until
later. 

On the counter was a charcoal pencil.  He placed Auntie
Mmm’s note on the counter, took up the pencil, and crossed out
several words with thick dark slashes.  He crossed out “I
won’t be here tonight,” and “I will see you tomorrow.”  Now
the note read:

Dear Red Riding Hood.  Please come in and make yourself
at home.  Your Auntie Mmm.

He took a moment to admire his handiwork.  He’d never made
much of himself in school, he was no great writer, but he could
cross-out with the best of them.  He went back to the front
door, opened it a crack, stuck his arm out, and re-tacked the note
to the door.  No sense going all the way out, lest any prying
eyes be snooping around the neighborhood. 

Back in the great room, he took a deep breath.  Now to
prepare himself for sexy little Red Riding Hood’s arrival. 
Once she came in, he had to convince her to let down her
guard.  And what better way to do that than to make her think
she was safe in the arms of her beloved Auntie? 

To do that would require a brilliant
disguise.   



* * *        




Auntie Mmm was just full of surprises. 

The Wolf stood in the walk-in closet of her master
bedroom.  He had imagined the Auntie was an old biddy, and
assumed her wardrobe would be full of long flannel nightgowns,
hairnets, housedresses, slippers and fuzzy bathrobes.  He
intended to wrap himself up in these, affect a high female voice,
and pass himself off as an old woman for the few moments it took to
lull Red Riding Hood into a false sense of security.

No such luck.  Auntie Mmm had no such clothes. 

Her nightclothes were sexy, sheer teddies straight from lingerie
catalogues.  There was a crotchless spandex bodysuit. 
There were garter belts and sheer stockings.  On the floor
were numerous pairs of high heeled shoes.  On a shelf were
several mannequin heads with wigs on them - a spiky blonde wig with
shocking white hair, a brunette wig, a wig with bright pink
hair. 

In a drawer he found about a dozen pairs of panties.  Some
were tiny thongs, a few were made of clingy material like spandex
or latex, a few had little hearts or polka dots on them.  One
pair of pink panties had the words “Spoiled Brat” in neat curlicue
script across the backside.  The Wolf liked to run his hands
through the various pairs of panties and feel the material. 
Very quickly, it started to arouse him.

He had no choice.  If he wanted to disguise himself as
Auntie Mmm, he would have to dress like her. 

He undid his belt buckle and removed his jeans.  He tossed
them into the corner.  He selected the white wig, a sheer pink
teddy, the “Spoiled Brat” panties, some silk stockings and a garter
belt, and carried the whole pile into the bathroom. 

He pulled the teddy on.  It felt soft against his thick
pelt.  His nipples became erect.  He pinched them through
the fabric.  He placed the wig on his head and positioned it
just so.  Next, he pulled the panties on. 

They were very tight and it took him some time to slide them up
his legs.  They were made from a very stretchy, very sexy
material.  By the time he pulled them all the way up, his cock
was starting to stir.  Not even at half mast, it made an
enormous bulge at the front of the panties. 

At last, he put on the garter belt, pulled up the stockings, and
attached them to the belt.  He found a lipstick on the sink
basin, and gave himself ruby red
lips.           

The Wolf liked the way these clothes made him feel.  He
stopped to admire himself in the large wall mirror.  He looked
very sexy, and he was very aroused.  His cock was hard now,
pressing against his panties.  The head of it slipped out
through one of leg opening, and extended down the side of his
leg.  Soon it would stand tall and tear the flimsy panties to
shreds.  He had to take it out. 

Carefully, he slid the pink panties down until they were around
his upper thighs.  He pulled his cock out the top.  He
watched himself do this in the mirror.

“Look at you,” he said to his image.  His voice was husky
and his throat tight.  “You slut.” 

His cock was huge, throbbing, the head engorged. 

God, he felt sexy.  He wasn’t going to be able to wait for
Red Riding Hood to get here.  With one hand, he pinched his
nipple again through the fabric of the teddy.  With his other
hand, he slowly began to stroke the shaft of his enormous
dick.  He would pleasure himself now, and worry about her
later.

Somewhere, in another part of the house, a door opened and then
closed. 

“Auntie?” a young female voice called.  “Auntie, are you
home?”

 

* * *

 


Red Riding Hood placed her basket down on the kitchen
counter. 

What a long day!  She couldn’t remember ever being this
tired.  She was dimly aware that Auntie Mmm lived in a big
beautiful house, but was almost too exhausted to do more than make
a mental note of it. 

She glanced at the note in her hand, with its fine script, and
its thick, jagged cross-outs.  It was almost as if two
different people had written the note.  Well, she hoped that
Auntie wasn’t prone to violent mood swings. 

No matter.  All Red Riding Hood wanted to do now was say hello
to Auntie, engage in some small talk and a few pleasantries if she
must, take a hot bath, and then maybe a nap.  The sooner she
got to the bath and the nap, the better.

She kicked off the clogs that had bothered her all day. 
There were blisters on the soles of her feet.  Her toes were
rubbed raw.  Never again would she wear the wrong shoes for
walking. 

“Auntie?” she called again, this time a little louder than
before.

“In the bedroom,” a high, falsetto voice responded.  “Come
here, my girl.”

Red Riding Hood followed the sound of the voice.  She
padded barefoot down a hallway with deep pile carpeting.  She
passed into a large bedroom.  The first thing she noticed was
a large antelope head stuffed and mounted on one wall.  The
next thing she noticed was a giant flat panel television mounted on
the opposite wall. 

She thought of the modest, rustic house she shared with her
mother.  Maybe living here wouldn’t be so bad after
all. 

She glanced at the bed.  It was a king-sized bed, and lying
close to the nearest edge of it was Auntie Mmm.  Her head was
propped up on some pillows, and she had a blanket pulled almost to
her chin.  Auntie’s big feet poked out from the bottom of the
blanket.  The blanket itself had a large bulge in the center
of it.  It was almost as if Auntie had hidden something under
there, something quite large.  Like a small mountain,
perhaps.

It seemed strange that Auntie Mmm would be in bed at this time
of the evening.

“Auntie, are you ill?”

“Not ill, my darling.  Just a little sleepy.”

It had been a long time since Red Riding Hood had visited here,
but there was something altogether strange about Auntie besides her
being in bed so early.  Maybe Red Riding Hood needed to get
her eyes checked.  Auntie was difficult to see, much the way
that wolf had been earlier today.  She had a bright white head
of thick, curly hair, Red could see that.  She had dark red
lips, and Red could see those clearly.  She had big, intense
eyes, and Red could also see those.  But there was something
else about her. 

“Come closer, dear,” Auntie said. 

Red moved closer and sat on the edge of the bed.  Auntie’s
hand snaked out from under the blanket and Red took it in her own
hand.  It seemed a very powerful hand.

“Auntie, what big eyes you have,” Red Riding Hood
said. 

“The better to see you with,” came the falsetto voice. 

“And Auntie, what a big mouth you have.”

“Why, the better to kiss you with,” said the voice.  It was
an unusual voice, deep, not at all the voice Red Riding Hood
remembered.

Red was curious about that mountain.  She pulled the
blanket back.  Auntie was wearing some very sexy bedclothes,
but made no move to cover herself.  In the first instant, Red
Riding Hood noticed the teddy, the garter belt and sheer
stockings.  She noticed the panties bunched around Auntie
thighs, and finally the stiff, thick cock standing straight
upright.

“And my God, what a huge cock you have!”

“The better to fuck you with,” Auntie said. 

Red Riding Hood might be tired, but she was no dummy.  This
person in the bed wasn’t her Auntie Mmm. 

“Wait a minute,” she said.  “You’re that wolf.” 



* * * 



 

The Wolf whipped the blanket away, sat upright, brought his legs
around, and placed his feet on the floor.  With one hand, he
gripped Red Riding Hood’s wrist.  With the other he gripped
her shoulder and pushed her to her knees by the side of the
bed.  Now, she was on the floor before him.

“So we meet again, Red Riding Hood,” he said.

His cock throbbed and ached.  It had been a long,
frustrating day.  But now would come his reward.  He had
never had it like this before, while wearing women’s undies. 
It was a new sensation, a good one.

He was hungry.  He was horny.  His cock was as hard as
it had ever been.  He pulled the girl’s head closer and rubbed
the head of his cock against her face.  The tip was wet and
now the glistening secretion dripped from her cheek. 
Yes.  It was very nice.  He imagined how her sweet, soft
flesh would taste.  But he didn’t want to get the two things
confused.  He could wait until later to eat her.  First
this.  First this sex.    

“Wolf,” she said.  Her voice was like a groan.

He put his finger to his lips, like a librarian gently telling a
mischievous child to quiet down.  “Shhhh.  I’ve been
waiting for this all day.”



* * *




She tried to stand, but he placed his hands on her shoulders and
pushed her firmly down again.  She looked up at his
face.  He smiled down at her.  It was a hard smile. 
It had no mercy in it.  He was the Wolf, and she was the
lamb.  He was coming in for the kill.  It was bizarre
that he wore a teddy.  It was bizarre that he had tiny panties
pulled down to his muscular thighs.  His blonde wig was
bizarre, as was his lipstick.  There was something very sexy
about it all.   

His cock was huge.  It stood nearly straight up toward the
sky.  It towered, like a grain silo.  It throbbed. 
It pulsed.  Big veins stuck out from it.  From where she
kneeled below it, the purple head was enormous.  The Wolf
stroked the long, thick shaft.  She remembered it from that
morning.  It had power.  It had magic.

Red Riding Hood swallowed.  It was like she had a golf ball
lodged in her throat.  Her whole body was numb.  It felt
like her head had detached itself and floated away like a
balloon.

“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” he said.

“I don’t know if I…”

He put his index finger on the tip of her lips.  “Just open
your mouth.”

Silently, she opened her lips the slightest amount. 

“Let me see your tongue.”

She did as he commanded, sticking her pink tongue out.  He
slid his index finger into her mouth.  In and out he moved the
finger, her mouth tight around it, giving her the feel of what it
would be like.  She liked it.  She closed her eyes and
her body started to move just a little.  The finger was
turning her on.  She liked to suck.  A little sound
escaped her, a childish moan. 

“That’s good,” he whispered to her, a little breathless
himself.  “You’re going to be a good little slut.  Now,
open wide, like you’re at the doctor.”

Red Riding Hood opened wide, her tongue hanging out.  The
Wolf took his cock and inserted just the head into her small
mouth.  Her jaws stretched.  The head alone filled her
whole mouth.  He slid it in an inch, then another inch. 
She gulped.  She tried to turn away, but he grabbed her head
with both hands and held her steady. 

“Relax,” he said.  He waited, and when she relaxed, he slid
the cock just a bit deeper.  She struggled again.  He
held her firm.  He waited again.  When she was calm, he
slid it even deeper, challenging her now.  It was all the way
in.  She almost gagged, but didn’t.   

He slid it out, glistening now, and rock hard.

“Good,” he said.  “Very good.”

Slowly, she took the big head in her mouth again.  She
could barely get her lips around it.  He slid it further onto
her tongue.  She felt it there, inside her, filling her
mouth.  He moved it slowly in and out, and already she wanted
it inside her other mouth, the hot one below.  She longed for
it.  He pushed the cock further and held it there. 

She reached down and pulled up her skirt.  She slid her
panties down to her thighs.  She reached between her
legs.  It was soaking wet in there.  Her fingers slipped
through the wetness.  Her thighs were wet.  She pushed
two fingers into her slit, then three.

He poked the cock in another inch, nearly gagging her, then slid
it all the way out.  She gasped for air.  “Oh my God,”
she said.  “It’s so big.”

He put a finger to her lips.  “Don’t talk.  Just
suck.”

He slid it into her mouth again.  He began to make rhythmic
movements, thrusting slowly from his pelvis, fucking her now,
fucking her face.  Her mouth was full.  He forced it all
the way in, then pulled it halfway out, then all the way in
again.  She felt like she might pass out.  Her fingers
worked her pussy like mad.  There was so much juice she could
barely find her clit.  Her finger slid all over it.  She
rubbed it, she pinched it.  She plunged her fingers deep
inside herself. 

The first climax came.  It didn’t build.  It just
came.  Intense waves of pleasure radiated out from her
center.  Her body shook.  She closed her eyes.  She
rode the wave up and up.  The cock still filled her mouth,
sliding in and out. 

“Yes,” she heard him say.  “Cum with that big dick in your
mouth.”

She moaned.  “MMMMMmmmmmmm…”

“Open your eyes,” he commanded. 

She did as he said.  He slid the dick out.  She chased
it with her mouth, her tongue lolling out, trying to lick it. 
Bring it back, she thought.

“Wait,” he said.

He held the back of her head with one hand, and stroked the cock
a few times with the other.  His body tightened in front of
her.  He groaned, deep in his throat.  He pointed the
head of the cock right at her face, less than a foot
away. 

Suddenly, a shot of cum burst out.  It streaked across her
cheek and the side of her head.  It was hot against her
skin.  She tried to pull away, but he gripped her head by the
hair and held her steady.  He fired another shot.  It hit
her on the right cheek, just below her eye.  She could not
pull away.  He fired another one.  It hit her
forehead.  He still had more cum.  He pulled her face
close now and dripped it on her.  It was on her chin, on her
cheeks, on her nose.  He rubbed his hose on her wet
face.  She lifted her face to him, the better to rub it all
over her. 

When he was done, he leaned back, as if to admire his
handiwork.  

“Your face is a mess.”

She put a hand to her cheek.  It came away with the white
hot cum on her fingers.  She looked at it.  She looked up
at him.  It had never been like his before.  “That was so
hot,” she whispered. 

She touched the sticky mass on her cheek again.  It seemed
that nearly her whole face was glazed with it.  She pulled her
hand away and the goo stretched from her face to her fingertips, a
thin, sticky bridge of the Wolf’s cum dangling
down.   

“Oh, Red,” the Wolf said.  His breath came in gasps. 
“We’re going to be very good friends, you and I.”

 

 








 

 

 

Does the Wolf get the girl?

 

Does he really eat her
afterwards?

 

What does Auntie Mmm see when she
finally comes home?
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