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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 son. That is the whole of who
I have always been. David, baker’s son, eternally streaked with
flour, rough woolen clothes covering my body instead of the finery
I longed for.

 

I’d caught the village girls staring more
than a few times. I hid behind flushed cheeks because those girls
with their blue eyes that lingered across my arms, muscled from
hauling heavy bags of flour seemed to hunger for something that I
couldn’t give them.

 

The image they had of me was their dream,
tall and well-muscled and already skilled at a trade, I was ripe
for the picking in their eyes. Little did they know that I longed
to be swept off my feet by a handsome stranger just as much as they
did.

 

 “One day, David,” I
would whisper to myself when their stares became too much, “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.
My sister Anna minded the storefront, collecting coins and smiles
from the villagers hour after hour. I tended the house and the
gardens, pulling weeds and picking the vegetables that would feed
us through the coming winter when not carrying endless sacks of
grain for the family.

 

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.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





