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Ripe red fruit and cream.

 

He said the scent hung in the air so thick
he could taste it when I passed.

 

How could I not have a taste?

 

***

 

I am a baker’s daughter. That is the whole
of who I have always been. Kat, baker’s daughter, eternally
streaked with flour, rough woolen dress straining across my
curves.

 

I’d caught the village boys staring more
than a few times. I hid behind flushed cheeks because those boys
with their blue eyes that lingered across my breasts always turned
cold when my sister walked by.

 

Anna was their dream, tall and slender with
hair the color of corn silk and eyes a deeper blue than the river.
She crossed their path and I was forgotten, flour-streaked,
thick-waisted Kat.

 

She didn’t mean to be cruel. At night she
would braid my hair and breathe tales of two princes who would take
us away from the muddy streets of our village.  “One day,
Kat,” she whispered, tying my braid with a red ribbon, “One day
soon.”






***

 

I was not going to my grandmother’s house,
and I had no fear of wolves.

 

We have the stories too, you see. My cloak
was not red. Such finery was not meant for our family. My parents
worked from dawn to dusk, baking bread and cakes for the village.
Anna minded the storefront, collecting coins and smiles from the
villages hour after hour. I tended the house and the gardens,
pulling weeds and picking the vegetables that would feed us through
the coming winter.

 

There was an old woman who lived deep in the
woods. Her husband had died long ago of a fever, and she was too
frail to make the long walk into town. My mother had a filled a
basket with bread, honey cakes and sausages from the butcher.

 

My feet knew the way so my mind could
wander. There were stories about these woods, stories of how men
had walked in on a foggy night and never walked out again. I
supposed it is the same in any village though. We all need a way to
while away the dull hours and terrifying each other with talk of
demon men who turn into beasts is as good a way as any.

 

“Are you lost?”

 

The quiet inquiry startled me out of my
thoughts, and the basket slipped from my fingers. I turned, and
there he stood, silhouetted against the fading sunlight filtering
through the trees.

 

His hair was black, as was the cloak draped
over his shoulders to shield him from the autumn wind. His eyes
struck me though. I expected them to be brown or even black like
his hair, instead they shone gold in the weakening light.

 

“Are you lost?” he
repeated, a ghost of a smile crossing his lips.

 

“No sir. I’m on my way to
Widow Hartly’s house to bring her this basket. She’ll be expecting
me,” I added as an afterthought, bending to pick up the fallen
basket.

 

When I rose, he stood so close behind me I
could smell the warm, musky male scent that clung to him. He
pressed his nose into the curve of my neck and inhaled deeply.

 

“Red ripe fruit with
cream,” he whispered. I felt the warmth of his breath against my
throat and I could not have run if I’d wished to.

 

I did not wish
to.       

 

“Are you afraid, my dove?”
 

 

Not trusting my voice, I shook my head.

 

“Do you want me to leave
you to continue on your journey?”

 

My voice trembled when I said it, but I
managed the word, “No.”

 

“I’ve watched you on this
path before,” he continued. “Such kindness you show bringing food
to an old woman. Few as beautiful as you show such generosity to
those that are lesser.” His hands brush my across my shoulders and
down the center of my back, finding the soft brown laces that
fasten my corset.

 

I breathed in sharply, not at the touch or
his obvious intentions, but at the word beautiful. “I’m not
beautiful,” I murmured, my mind going back to Anna and the other
delicate girls who could never dream of dirtying their hands with
the work that fell to me each day.

 

“You are beautiful,” his
silken voice insisted, as his fingers made quick work of the
knotted laces. The corset landed in a heap at my feet, leaving me
in my loose grey shift. He drew it over my head, leaving me
standing naked.

 

I could feel those golden eyes boring holes
into my back, but I drew up my courage and turned to face him,
before he could ask. His lips curved into a smile at my bravery,
and I stood squarely before him, feeling the heat building in me as
his eyes raked down my body.

 

“You are stunning. Your
body is a woman’s, not weak and frail like a child’s.” He stepped
forward and his hand cupped my breast, squeezing it gently and
pinching my nipple between his fingers. “Other girls envy these and
wish they were so blessed.” He dropped to his knees and set his
mouth upon my other breast, nibbling and sucking until my knees
begin to shake. I felt the wetness between my legs spreading to my
thighs like a flood.

 

He pulled back from my breasts and stood,
sliding the cloak from his shoulders and spreading it on the soft
pine needles that carpet the forest floor. I laid down on my back,
the fine velvet of the cloak warming me and protecting me from the
ground.

 

“I want to kiss you,” he
said, and I knew it was not the lips on my face he was speaking of.
Like a secret passageway in a fairy story, my legs fell open and
this explorer was eager to investigate. With no hesitation, he
lowered his mouth to my most sensitive area. His tongue started
circling with the folds of flesh before slipping inside my aching
cunt.

 

My hands tangled in his dark hair, pressing
his face firmly against my mound. Some part of me wondered how he
could breathe and feared he would be crushed between my thighs, but
each time I tried to pull back his tongue pressed in deeper before
arching back and peppering tiny bites across my over sensitized
flesh.

 

I moaned and moaned, nearly sobbing at the
incredible pleasure building through my body. His tongue darted in
and out for what felt like an eternity. I wanted it to go on and on
but my body was reaching for something. Sensing it, his tongue
moved higher, to the tiny nub of flesh that I had found with my
fingers and stroked under cover of darkness, faces of fair-haired
village boys in my head.

 

His tongue did things my fingers could never
conceive of, and within a few moments I was gasping and shaking,
crying out in completion as the waves of pleasure roared through my
body. He pulled back and smiled that wolf’s grin again, licking the
fluids off his lips. “You open like a flower, but you taste as much
like the ripe red fruit as you smell.”
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