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ROSIE.

By Terry Miles.


Rosie put the two bottles of elderberry wine, and half a dozen mince pies in her basket. She put a white cloth over the pies, and looked out of the window. It had stopped snowing, but there was still a heavy blanket of snow. She knew the path through the forest; she had travelled it many times before. Rosie put on her cape, and little red riding hood, picked up her basket, opened the door, and left the small woodland cottage. 

The sun was going down over the mountains as she walked down the track to the edge of the forest. Rosie looked at the two oaks at either side of the path. Carved into the trunks were hearts and initials; they had been there ever since she could remember. Rosie took the main path that soon led her into the darkness, and started to sing to herself. She looked upwards, and saw the darkening blue of the sky through the cross-hatching of the branches. When she was near to the mighty oak by the only clearing in the forest she stopped singing and looked up at the moon. The moon had emerged from behind a cloud; it was full and bright. She resumed walking in the sudden whiteness of it all and became aware of someone walking behind her. She wasn’t worried, because she knew all the villagers around her neck of the woods. She slowed down to let the villager catch up, ‘After all,’ she thought, ‘a companion to talk to makes the time go all the quicker’. As the traveller entered the clearing, she looked back to see who it was. However, she didn’t recognise the traveller. As the stranger in the long fur coat came level the moon disappeared behind a cloud.  Rosie drew her little, red riding hood over her face. 
“Hello,” said the stranger, “I’m Ernest Wolf; shall we walk together until our paths part?” 
“Of course; it’s a tedious journey at this time of the year, and my name is Rosie.” 

“Where are you going?” asked the stranger. 
“To visit a relative, and you?” 
“I’m on my way home; I had a job to do and it took longer than expected, otherwise I wouldn’t have started off so late.” 
“Where’s home, Mr Wolf? I haven’t seen you before,” enquired Rosie as they took the path that led them back into the forest. 
“I live deep in the forest, and please call me Ernest.” 
“Very well, Ernest.” 
“That’s better, Rosie. Why don’t you come closer; we can keep each other warm; it’s a very cold night.” 
Ernest moved closer to Rosie, and drew her closer, and whispered, “You see how warm we can keep each other.” 
“Yes,” replied Rosie. 
“What have you got in your basket?” 

“I have some Elderberry wine; would you like some?” 
“That’s kind of you.” 
Rosie took one of the bottles out of her basket, and handed it to Earnest who took the bottle, and eased the cork out with his teeth. He took a swig, and handed it to Rosie. Rosie took a little, and handed it back to Ernest. After a quarter of an hour had passed Ernest gave Rosie back the almost empty bottle. Rosie drank the last few mouthfuls, and put the bottle back into her basket, and looked across at Ernest, the stranger as the moon re-emerged. He had bright brown eyes, and bright white teeth that lit up the dark as he smiled.  

“Do you like what you see?” asked Ernest as the moon disappeared again. 
“You are very handsome.” As soon as she had said this she felt Ernest reach inside her cape.  
“You are nice, and slim,” Ernest said with a smile.  
Rosie felt Earnest lift up her skirt. “Oh, you’re cold, very cold.” 
 
“You’re not wearing panties.” 
“No, it’s the cold,” Rosie said with a smile, “If I need to relieve myself it’s just so much more convenient that way.”  
Rosie felt Earnest reach between her thighs. “Now, now, are you sure you should be doing this? Oh, you’re really, really cold.”

“Look, the moon’s come out again; let me show you how both of us can get really, really hot.” 
“On such a cold night?” 
“Especially on such a cold night. What with your fine cape, and my fur coat… Here, let me show you.” 

Just as a thick cloud covered the moon Earnest turned, and stood in front of Rosie. 

“Lay down on your cape, and my fur coat will cover us, and keep us both warm.” 

Rosie let Ernest guide her down; she let go of her basket as it touched the snow; she felt the warmth of his body as he, and his fur coat covered her; she felt her skirt being lifted, and a hardness pushing between her thighs. 

Ernest was surprised at the lack of resistance, but he wasn’t about to complain. He pressed on, and entered Rosie with a slow but determined thrust. Ernest closed his eyes, and sighed; he pulled away a little, and thrust himself forward, again and again. 

“You see how hot we are?” the stranger said in a half enquiring kind of way.  
Rosie met his every thrust, but he didn’t seem to notice so engaged was he in his masculine pursuit.  He kissed Rosie passionately. He was so excited, so excited that he licked her face, from cheek to cheek, from forehead to chin. Yes, he was losing it, alright; he was slavvering all over Rosie’s face, over and over again. “Are you nearly there, Rosie?” 

“I’m there, Earnest. Didn’t you notice?” 

“Just a minute, I’m almost, I’m almost…” 

At that moment the clouds parted to reveal a full moon that penetrated through the forests snow covered, brittle branches, and Earnest felt Rosie’s legs tighten around his manhood. 

Ernest opened his eyes, and looked at Rosie’s face, and let out a horrified howl, a howl that penetrated deep into the forest, a howl that made every creature that was still awake shake with fear. Ernest had unknowingly licked all the face powder, all the mascara, all the rouge and lipstick off Rosie’s face, and what was left was the wrinkled, grey, sullen face of a wizened, old hag. 
I’m sorry, but I’ve just had a complaint regarding the last three letter word. Sorry ladies… I mean women. She was a woman mature in her years, with many wrinkles, and on the plain side of beauty. 

So horrified was he that he tried to disengage, but the old woman clamped her thighs tighter, trapping him inside her. Ernest felt the pressure increase by the second until he thought he could bear it no longer, and still the pressure was increasing. He let out another howl, a howl that was so piercing that it cracked the icicles on the bows of the most sturdy of trees. The old woman ground, and ground his member inside her, mocking the stranger as she did so. 
Ernest’s howls turned into the most agonising yowls that the forest had ever heard. He tugged, and tugged, but he just couldn’t free himself. Ernest looked away from the old woman, and closed his eyes; he gave one mighty heave; there was a snap, like the snap that you get when you try to pull a dandelion out of the earth. 

Ernest let out a wail that reached such a pitch that it rattled the bones of the dead in the churchyard beyond the forest. All the sleeping inhabitants in the villages that surrounded the forest woke up, and shuddered. 
 The old woman cackled.  I’m sorry, women. but that’s how it sounded to a woodsman, a witness to the whole spectacle!  He was, I’m afraid to say pleasuring himself as he watched, until, that is, the tug of war ensued. As soon as the howls began he went limp and had to sit down behind a tree. 
The wail reached its peak, and descended into the most mournful of whimpers. The stranger was free, but he was no longer the masculine creature he once was. 

The old woman cackled on mercilessly. Gradually she opened her thighs, and pulled out the remains of Ernest’s masculinity. The old woman stood up, and threw it at Ernest, like she was throwing a scrap of meat to a stray dog. As it landed in front of him, she said, “You thought it was your lucky day, didn’t you? Well, you bit off more than you could chew…” 
The old woman continued to cackle as she watched Ernest as he reverted to being plain, old, Mr Wolf; he took the bloody thing between his teeth, and rubbed it into the snow. He let it drop from his jaws, and gently nuzzled it, rolling it, as if trying to purify it. He picked it up again and rubbed it for the last time in the virgin snow, before he scurried away deep into the forest. 

The old woman called out after him, “I’ll follow that trail of blood, and haunt you in your resting place.” 
The old woman continued her journey, passing many gnarled, old oaks before she left the forest behind her. She walked across the white meadow lit by moonlight.  She walked down the path to the first cottage and knocked at the door.  The door was opened by a woman who could have been Rosie’s, twin sister. 

“Rosie, you’re a little later than usual. Are you very cold?” 

“Not any more… But I’ve brought some mince pies, and a bottle of elderberry wine; let’s have a mince pie and a drink before I recall the tale I’m about to tell.” 

They ate some mince pies and drank the other bottle of elderberry wine and cackled away at the tale that Rosie told, the tale of the stranger in the night. No details were left out by Rosie, except for the woodsman behind the tree, of whom she knew nothing about.  

By the time Rosie had finished the tale of her encounter she was beginning to yawn. 


“You’re tired,” her half-sister said. 


“I’m dog-tired.” 


They both laughed, heartily. 

“Come on then; it’s bedtime.” 


Rosie fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. She dreamed of her encounter, her encounter with Ernest … 


The next morning Rosie said goodbye to her half-sister and started on her journey home. Half way through the forest she tried to track the strangers trail of blood, but in vain; it had disappeared under a fresh fall of snow – never to be seen, again, just like the stranger. 
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