The Frantic Adventures of Little Red Robin Hood (and her various battles with the misaligned Sheriff Wolf McClainne)

Chapter 1:

In which the fair little red trips to see Grandma for her 84th birthday, and is then waylaid by two of King-Corperation's men, and is then, quite by the happenstance of escalation, put into the position of becoming an outlaw.
It was a bright, crisp, fall morning in Arrowhead.  Silence was broken by an even more crisp sound as Robin's alarm clock erupted into noise.  She opened her eyes and sat up, instantly awake and only slightly less instantly on her feet and moving.  She stretched in a teasing manner, as if to remind her muscles that they may or may not have some work to do, but not seriously preparing them for the prospect.

In Two small steps she crossed the room while holding her arm stretched over her head, body swaying slightly to work the stretch into her back.  She looked over the rough sketch of a schedule that played itself over a dry erase board like a mix of art, mathematics, shopping list, and chaos.  Her eyes worked over the barely organized notes that penned the month, then smiled and sighed.

“Red, are you up? Oatmeal's getting cold!”

Robin groaned and ran a hand through her curly, dark red hair.  “Oatmeal. Ugh.” 
She sighed again, then switched off her alarm, ending its insistent brrrriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii so it could finally fade away with a iiiinnnnggggggg.
“What's the diff if it does?”

The house she shared with her older sister was small.  Two bedrooms.  Kitchen and bathroom were combined in the middle.  In the back was a pantry.  The only luxury items were the toilet and shower.  Both had the latest hand-pump-pressurized system that ensured the water came out at good skin-scouring strength, or flushed completely assuming one spent a bit of time on the hand pump.

Robin sauntered across the kitchen to the corner bathroom and pulled the curtain mostly into place.  It's not like it hid THAT much.  The pump squeaked.  Ten pumps for number 1.  Eighteen for number 2.  If you wanted a shower, you had to put some work into it, but hell... it was better than hanging a bucket.

Ten pumps.  “You know I hate oatmeal.  I thought you went shopping yesterday.”

“Market's dead.  Since your Ediieeee left.”  She mocked the name with her voice.  “John is working everyone so hard there's no time to manage farms.  No time to hunt.  Pro’ly not even time to fuck.  That guy is gon'na be the end of us.”

“Bitch.  Don't make me come over there and piss on you.  I told you there's nothing with Edward.  Like he'd see a girl from the slums anyway.”  A pause, then, “Anyway I heard it's a weekend off for everyone.  That can't be all bad.  Jon's real problem is he should find a girlfriend.”

She opened the curtain.  Beth was already working on the dishes.  The house was immaculate, as always, but mostly because Beth kept it that way.  “Well, all I'm sayin’ is, King-Corporation men barely do a thing.  I heard they only work ten hour days.  And they get all the best land. King's Wood is the only good land to hunt in fifty miles!”

Robin splashed a little water on her face and worked it into her eyes, then through her hair
“What kind of ass names a forest after himself anyway?   Pretty sure there used to be several separate woods.  Now they all belong to one man.  One family, anyways.  Pompous ass.”

Robin snorted a response.  “Better question, what kind of big sister makes her little sister eat oatmeal for five days in a row?”  She fed herself a spoonful of luke-warm oatmeal and wrinkled her face into a grimace as she struggled to swallow the cool lump.

“You're so gross Robin.  Did you really threaten to pee on me?”  Beth looked over her shoulder as her sister ate rapidly.  “Anyway, Edward has a thing for you, and you know it.”

“Yeah, well he's off pulling that Subjugate back in line.  So it doesn't matter.” She scraped the bowl clean and licked the spoon.  “Where are my cookies?  I'm off to see Grandma.  It’s her 84th today, you know.”

A tin slid across the wooden table, covered in cloth.  Beth looked down at her sister with a disapproving glare.  Robin looked back up with a wide eyed innocent look and a quirk at the corner of her lips.

“Yes mother?”  She sounded innocent.

“You know who that woman is.  It's a miracle King hasn't had her killed, the way she stirs up trouble.  And one of these days she's going to mix you up in it!”

“Oh mother...” Robin smirked.  “She's too old now for all that.  She just likes telling stories, and I'm about the only one who will listen any more.”  She got up and left the table for her room, the chair left sitting a foot from the table.  Beth absently pushed it back in and returned to the dishes.

“If everyone's out hunting, you may want to take your red cloak.  Might be safer...”

“Yes mother.”

“And try to be home for dinner this time.  I left the soup out for you last night and it's all wasted now.  We don't have food to waste.”

“Yes mother.”  The voice muffled as Robin dressed.

“And... would you STOP THAT!?”

“Yes MO-THER!”

Beth growled as the door opened.  “Take your bow with you.  There have been reports of wolves... even killing people.  Things are becoming so desperate.”

So Robin left, cloaked in a red that nearly matched her hair, bow and quiver across her back, and a tin of cookies that had been baked the night before in her hand.

Beth's warnings rolled around in her head.  It wasn't that she didn't care about the whole inequality between King-Corporation employees and the miners that supplied them with metal for manufacturing.  In the two years since Edward had left things had gone down hill.

Things had been tough back in the old days when Old Man King had been running things, but the miners had everything they needed.  When King had left and turned things over to his eldest son, Edward, nothing had really changed.  Despite being nearly blind to the real world surrounding his secluded gated community, Edward had been a good man.  Everyone got time off in rotation during growing seasons and hunting seasons.  People may have worked hard, but at least everyone had a chance to provide for his or her family.

Now Jon, he was another story.  Edward had left with some troops to reassert governance over a few of the many King-Corporation subjugates.  Curiously, most of the states in question had actually paid tribute for nearly thirty years without argument.  King had given very few reasons to revolt.  True, losing a percent of produce was tough, but if you couldn't provide your own adequate defense you lost it all.  King had been a military man before getting into business.  In fact, it was claimed that someone else actually ran the Corporation back in the early days.

Not long after Old Man King disappeared and Edward took charge, multiple uprisings had occurred.  With Edward away fighting or negotiating, Jon was left to run things at home.  And run he did.  He ran them right into the ground.  Where most of the miners had previously been satisfied with their lives, there were now rumors of protest... even riot and uprising.  Jon's theory concerning this twist was that people simply had too much free time and too many personal resources.  Labor hours were doubled and redoubled, and taxes hit an all time high.

Where did this leave Robin and Beth?  Their father had been a Corporation man, a soldier of notable skill in war time and productive foreman in peace.  Another of King's many virtues was his ability to remember a debt owed and Edward had learned from this example.  During an attack on one of the first subjugates to rebel, their father had died.  “At my very back,” said Edward as many times as the conversation was brought up.

So Robin and Beth were given a little land, and Beth, who was of working age, was sent off to a book keeping job. She had aptitude and had promoted herself well over the years.  Robin had done a splendid job of mooching off her sister's success and a somewhat less splendid job of staying out of trouble.

Beth still kept the books straight. Robin still mostly kept out of trouble.

These thoughts and others kept Robin company as her long, red cloak drifted through the north and westward deer trails of King's Wood.  There were few real trails on account of it being private property, so she barely noticed herself come upon the company of a few hunters.

“Move on woman!  You know this is private land.  If you scare our game before I get my shot, I'll have you thrown in jail.”

Robin stopped midstride.  She as equally accustomed to being surprised as not.  When not completely in daydream state she was quite clever at tracking and hunting.  Now she noticed three men hunkered down, hunters all.

“What makes you think it'll be my fault if your shot misses?”  Robin slid the red hood from her head and smirked so obnoxiously that the man blushed red with anger.

“Maybe I'll shoot you first, then kill the deer, and leave you for the wolves.  How about that, bitch?”  He turned, loaded cross-bow pointed at Robin now, held steady for a moment before one of his companions moved the weapon aside.

“Calm down Russ.  And you, girl, these woods are private.  I suggest you be gone before we're done here, or you know we'll have to take you in.”

“Then I think I'll just sit down a while. With him shooting,” she nodded towards the one named Russ, “you'll be here awhile.”

“What the fuck? Who is this bitch!”  Russ looked at his two companions, who seemed a little taken aback by his anger.  “I'm a damn good shot! You're the girl with the longbow. I bet you can't even string it, let alone draw it.”  He pulled out a flask and took a long, hard pull before continuing.  “If you can get it draw'd, there's no way you can hit something.  Women can't shoot worth shit.”

Robin's eyes squinted tight, the rest of her face calm.  It was a look that said something akin to, “did you really just challenge me?”  With no waste of words she laid her tin of cookies carefully on a fallen log and slipped her bow from her shoulder.  Deft and experienced hands bent the bow staff easily and slipped the oiled hemp string into its nock.  She stood.  “Wager?”

Russ huffed and puffed. “If you hit that King's deer, you can have it.  We won't prosecute.  If you miss, we arrest you for trespassing.”  His companions said nothing, but only looked at each other.

Robin's hand extended.  “Deal.”  Russ took another swig from his flask before shaking her hand with a weak, ineffective grip.

After a couple silent steps forward Robin took a pose.  Left foot forward, arm partially extended.  She was no longer in daydream land, as she surveyed the deer in front of her. One imposing buck and two doe.  She picked her target and an arrow.  Split grip.  The shaft drew half way as she focused for a moment.  She set her anchor points, pinky and thumb pressed together resting against her cheekbone... silent focus as the nock of the arrow brushed her nose.

The entire process, foot placement to release, took but a moment.  The buck brayed loudly and leapt into the bushes, scattering both doe in fear.  The smaller of the two ran straight towards Robin, and she took advantage of a second shot.  Her bowstring hummed a second time in as many seconds and an arrow struck the small doe mid jump, dropping it instantly.

She turned, looking quite smug.  Russ and his friends looked shocked.

“I think I'll go see about that buck, and then be on my way.  You can keep the doe.  She should be a trophy for a man of your skill.”  Her laugh was a contrast of music and mockery.

Unfortunately anger helped Russ and his companions clear their heads of humiliation and alcohol quite quickly.  Robin hadn't taken more than a few steps before Russ spoke up, cross bow pointed at her back.

“That wasn't the wager. I said one deer.  You're a proper outlaw now, traveling on private land.  Killing on private land.  Killing what isn't yours.”

Robin kept walking.  “So claim she's your kill, asshole.”  Her buck was in the bushes and she had more important things to do than worry about some bully with a bruised ego.  Things like, how the hell am I going to get this bastard home?
“Fuck you, bitch.”

A click.  And a whistle of cross bow bolt splitting air.

Robin, already half crouched, dodged into a roll, bow held tight against her body as she moved, arm extending as she came out of the roll to stand.  Foot planted.  Arrow between her pointer and middle finger.  Drawn back.  Released.

The arrow caught Russ in the throat as red splattered over the gray of his hunting clothes.  His voice was a gurgle as he stumbled.  Eyes wide.  Hands grasping alternately at the shaft and his companions.  The fletching was an odd, bright yellow against his dark red blood.

Robin gasped.  “Oh gods – I – it was reflex.  Why the fuck did he shoot at me!”

Russ stumbled forward before toppling completely.  His stunned friends looked on in horror.

“You saw it!  He fired first!  I...”  Robin started towards them, but they shrank back in fear.  “It was defense.  Reflex.  I didn't mean to kill him.”

“You – you're gon'na pay for this!”

Then both men turned and fled.  A tear slid down Robin’s cheek as she looked into the dead pig eyes in Russ's blood covered face.

Not knowing what else to do, Robin ran.  To Grandma's house.
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