A little red ribbon got tied around a slender neck with a fur of a pure white like milk by warm maternal hands, affectionate as only they could be. A puff annoyed slipped out those red lips of a girl who was already feeling big, just because blonde curls began to grow where once lived only white fur and the chest began to bulge for the boys' pleasure.

“I beg you, my little child. Follow the road and go straight to grandma, because the wood is too dangerous”

Sweet words came outside the lips of that worried mother who could not get out instead of her daughter because of an ill smaller infant. Her hands were gently stroking her daughter's curls made with sun rays, up to slip on her white cheeks, contracted in a fed up expression:

“Yes, mamy”

The small cat with the red cape couldn't stand being still treated like a cub. After she refused the maternal kiss with a pout so cute it could've melted the strongest man of the village, her eyes flew swiftly towards the door and the basket of food she had to bring to her grandmother and she quickly got out the house, bringing with her the burden. It was not long before she came out the village, walking through the long road which would've taken her next to the terrible forest.

But what was wrong with those trees so large and powerful, the little cat asked herself as she raised the hood on the curls, to repair the ears by a slight breeze that bothered her. She stood still before a curve that would've allowed her to circumvent the forest, but the desire to disobey was strong, boosted also by the annoyance of lengthening the path by at least a good half an hour because of the deviation. Why not? After all, what was supposed to be between those trees if not some innocent little creature willing to befriend her? The tempting spectacle of the wilderness was a morsel too delicious for a girl in a full will to discover, so eager to know that suddenly the mother's words slipped off her head. Her black leather shoes, after a few steps, slipped away from the safe path and she sank her feet into the unknown, her steps muffled by soft green grass and fallen leaves resting on the ground. It was not long before she change her mind: she just got lost quickly and for how much she would turn around and follow her part backwards, the little cat would find only trees and bushes and no sign of road. But nothing to fear, she was an adult, a big cat! She decided to continue defiant, while the hands that held the basket trembled timid, revealing her true nature of a frightened little kitten. At each step stories of girls devoured by wolves started piercing her mind, but they were all kicked by that stupid fake of security given by the conviction of being no longer a child. And in fact, she was not scared at all when the lord of the wood stood in front of her: she was terrified.

“Hello, little cub”

Sensual words were pronounced by the white fangs of a hungry naked wolf, who was showing to the little girl all its breathtaking splendor, bottled in an athletic and wild body, free of decency and privacy. The tail, dark like his fur and ears, swung ecstatic, joyfully wagging for the visit. The cat with the red hood flinched, blushing at the sight of the nakedness of the Wolf, but at the same time staying bowled for the raw wonder of the first time. She realized only after a few seconds what he said, too distracted by his gray fur.

“I-I'm not a cub, I'm an adult! Who are you?”

She asked although she knew the answer yet. The wolf then, after a little laugh caused by the response of the little creature, approached her with slow steps, but the cat stood motionless, being overwhelmed by the smell of sex and wild animal which made her nose wrinkle until she got used to it. The beast looked upon her, closely, noting in her eyes not only fear, but deep admiration and desire ... Desire to be what she was not yet, and not to remain dominated by the situation. Not to behave as a child ... A tidbit served on a silver plate, too tasty for not taking it. He slid behind the creature, grasping gently her shoulders and then rubbing them.

“Me? I'm the big bad wolf” 

The child shuddered to the terrible confirmation, but soon a warm smile of embarrassment stretched on her face. She knew exactly what he, the big bad wolf, wanted and ... well, the thing did not mind her at all. It flattered and exalted her to be the prey of a furry so beautiful and powerful. Thanks to the foolish certainty that he would not do anything, since she KNEW to be a little cub, she came forward, willing to tease the frightening wolf.

“Bad?”

She whispered bending her head back, crossing his eyes dark and deep, immediately noticing his desire and hunger. She smiled at him, even if fixing in his eyes lead her to look somewhere else, embarrassed by his natural magnificence ...

“But how ... You are such a beautiful wolf ... How can you be bad?”

Another amused laughter came out the jaw of the beast, while he knelt down to close the gap of heights between him and the red cap that he gently slid onto the back of the girl, in order to free her blonde hair. He approached her beautiful, white ears, eager to savor her body.

“Well, thanks”

He whispered, his voice full of malice, licking the ear of the kitten with his hot and wet tongue  She shuddered, caught by surprise ... Now the security of being a girl, reappeared suddenly few moments ago, was disappearing terribly. He was not stopping. She hissed, feeling in the chaos of confusion a feeling already proved, but never with this force, a warmth that enveloped the entire lower abdomen, until she lost a few drops of excitement. The nose of the beast did not lose any of the subtle but clear trace and the Wolf acted accordingly, pushing his face lower, while the small claws kept the girl locked by the hips. He sniffed with more force against the short red skirt, inebriating with the immature scent of her.

“Let's see what we have here”

His hand slipped under her skirt without any fear, grabbing the waistband of her white panties, lowering them in a hurry to be able to catch a deep whiff of her bitter scent. The girl screamed, trying to escape forward as she clenched her thighs against each others, without realizing that in the act of trying to escape she brought her sex right in the face of the wolf, who held her firmly with one hand. He laughed cruel, staring enchanted at his meal.

“NO! NO! LEAVE ME!”

The cub begged in vain, grabbing the hand of the wolf to eradicate it from her dress without any success. The wolf did not reply, chuckling amused, and let his big strong tongue run along her sex, capturing the flavor, so deliciously bitter and immature. He turned it around in the mouth over and over again, then abandoned himself to the scent, now clear, of her dripping juices. Her face was flushed, overwhelmed by fear and by forcing herself to say "no". But did she really want to say no? The wolf was just doing what she wanted: make her an adult. The strength of her muscles swarmed off slowly, letting her resistance to be replaced by a submissive behavior. A second lick hit her, making the kitten arch her back and hiss with pleasure. She lifted up her tail instinctively, without even thinking about it.

“What is it? Don't you run away anymore?”

The dire Wolf peeled down her panties, freeing the grasp around her waist now certain she would not escape. He threw them away, careless, letting them get lost in the forest. They were no longer needed. He began to lap with speed, leaving her to manifest pleasure with simple but intense meows, and making her tremble and shake to the point of not controlling herself anymore to the point she dropped few trickles of drool from her mouth similarly to the small stripes of arousal and saliva that slipped on her inner thighs adn down the Wolf's chin. He continued for so long until he decided to suddenly stop, rising suddenly and turning the baby towards him. Her gaze was lost, eager and questioning. She wondered why he had stopped, but it did not take much time for her to understand. His sadistic smile led her to look down and she crossed what she had seen before, but now it was much more rigid. His throbbing shaft pointed the pink glans against the red cheek of the cat and drove it towards the mouth of the little Riding Hood who, stunned by the erection, stood motionless, her mouth half open in awe, letting the beast to leave his savor on the lips.

“Now you taste me”

The little girl looked up, shocked by the request, so direct. She gulped for the emotion, breathing strong against the glans, making it twitch. She tried to take courage, approaching the lips slightly open at the tip, touching a little, but as the tongue felt the taste of him, she pulled back.

“D-Do I... Do I have to?”

“You have to.. Or maybe you're not as big as you say?”

Those words struck her ... Big, adult... Those were adult things. She gulped again, letting the Wolf push forward, resting his sex against the kitten's face, brushing it on her cheek, causing her fur to get drenched in his scent and precum before she would decide to follow his request. Her mouth opened to grab, little by little, inch by inch, as much as she could, the heat of the wolf. It was not long before her progress was over: she took only few inches before her throat contracted with a retch. She then began to savor it, this time with greed and no shyness, letting his strong flavors and the precum to slip down her throat, while her cheeks narrowed in the undertow. The head slowly began to rock back and forth, picking up every drop of excitement of the Wolf, intoxicated by his hums of approval. The kitten was doing right, she knew it, and that was why she even wanted to gratify the Wolf. Obscene verses began to rise from her throat, for fun and insecurity, leaving the Wolf to enjoy them. Wet slurps, noisy gags... the little feline was a quick learner.

Surely she didn't expect that behavior would have attracted the wolf so much that he lost the already sparse inhibitions. She felt herself pushed on the ground, suddenly feeling the crushing weight of the wolven body pin her down in the grass. She was kissed, with force and violence, and felt his tongue sink in her mouth, twisting with its companion, mixing the tastes of both their sexes. That deep kiss sent her to heaven; a vain paradise that did not last more than a minute. The wolf then quickly pulled himself away from her face, returning to find his real prey: her body and that immature and bitter morsel. His hands grabbed the red dress with force and tore it in half, letting the bosom of the young cat to come out and be caressed by the wind. Riding Hood did not put up any resistance, remaining passive. She took her hands upon the head of the wolf, caressing behind the ears, pushing it towards her chest, the childish swelling that made her so proud. The wolf started to taste the little breasts, licking and biting, while his sex approached the feline one.

It was a moment.

Suddenly, the little cat became an adult. Her sex was pierced by that gigantic and erected member, cruelly impaled by a sadistic executioner. The burning began to bombard her, radiating throughout her body as the fear of seeing those few drops of blood lying on the sex of him made her close her eyes. It was made. Now her childhood was left behind. The wolf did not wait, he did not want to wait, starting to move fast in her back and forth, back and forth, captured by the passage of stress and mucus that slowly swelled caught by pleasure. Only confused cries of the adult Riding Hood sticked out of her mouth, while her eyes let drop some tear of pain and pleasure on the temples. Shot after shot she felt the hymen increasingly violated, ever-widening, more and more anxious. Groan after groan, her voice became sore from pleading. "Yes", she wanted to scream, if only she had the strength, "yes".

The wolf was insatiable, it was not long before his grip on the creature was complete, making  the pain disappear for the pleasure of penetration. Her hands sank on his face, her eyes fixed on him free of any shame, claiming his mouth. And he certainly did not let her miss anything. His hand squeezed her breast, while the knot started growing at the base of the member, further widening the flower, while her thighs now were lying in an obscene pose. Shot after shot the pleasure of both was growing, not increasing, but multiplying, until they both peaked. Pulsing, the glans of the animal sank against the womb of the cat, giving her every drop of his orgasm.

“Mom, I'm back!”

A tired and shaky little voice warned the homecoming of the little cat, still wrapped in her red cape. Her mother poked her head, smiling with eyes closed ...

“Welcome back treasu- What the hell happened to you?!”

A scream accompanied the opening of the mother's eyes, letting her fill the gaze of a horrible vision. The girl was trembling, with a smile on her face and unclean hands to hold her dress torn, to avoid showing more of her breast, red due to the claws and the fangs of the wold ... She giggled, embarrassed, clutching her thighs ...

“Grandma ... Was not at home ... And back I stumbled on a big branch ... I broke the dress ... Sorry, Mom”

The little Riding Hood whispered, while her mother leaned toward her in concern. The girl's heart started pounding in fear that the droplets of cum dripping down her thighs could be seen on the front of the leg. Her mother wiped her face with a towel, quickly, smiling serene.

“Never mind ... You'll go visit grandma tomorrow. I'm sorry you'll have to do all that way again”

On hearing those words, the heart of the now Adult Cat Riding Hood was filled with joy. A smile full of malice, hidden well for a mother's eyes, expanded on her face, her eyes sparkled already expecting what would've happened the next day.

“Do not worry Mom ... I'll gladly go!”

