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Tavern Meet

The chill gust of an autumn evening blew in the tavern when the door swung open. It was met with a gruff response by the old man at the nearest table as he lifted a hand to protect the fluttering flame of a candle.

“Shut that bloody door, for god’s sake.”

“Alright, alright, keep your hair on,” Matilda grumbled as she stepped all the way inside then closed the door.

The man continued to bellyache as she passed him by, but she didn’t rise to the bait. There was no point. It would serve no purpose to get involved in a disagreement with a jackass and start her evening on a sour note. Instead, she kept going and glanced around as she moved in the direction of the serving counter. It showed no more than a couple of other customers sitting at dimly illuminated tables.

The gentle swirl of smoke rising up from the candles cast a murky pall over the surroundings. That wasn’t unexpected, but the quietness of the place was and brought a scowl to Matilda’s face. When she reached the counter, she leaned forward to settle her forearms on the unpolished, wooden surface and nodded a greeting in the direction of the old barkeeper.

“Not very busy, Arthur,” she said when he approached her.

“Business can be slow,” he lamented, with a shrug of his scrawny shoulders.

“Tell me about it,” Matilda replied and glanced around the quiet tavern again. The lack of customers in the gloomy darkness really wasn’t what she wanted to see and it made her wonder if she’d made a mistake in visiting the place.

“What’s it to be?” Arthur asked when her gaze returned to him.

“Not sure it’s worth it,” she answered. “Doesn’t anyone come here looking for a good time these days? I thought that’s what taverns were for.”

“It’s early,” Arthur said. “Maybe liven up later.”

Matilda’s lips tightened together as she contemplated what to do. It had been a while since she’d set foot in the place and the situation didn’t exactly look promising. In days gone by, she could have practically guaranteed that some business would come her way when she paid the tavern a visit. Times were hard, however, and there was no disguising the fact although Arthur’s last remark had been an attempt to do just that.

She suspected it was nothing more than an effort to talk things up, so she’d part with some cash by ordering a drink and she wasn’t sure if that was such a good idea. Business really had been bad in recent times and her finances were in an awful state. It’s what brought her out that evening. She didn’t mind investing in a drink if there was a chance of coming out ahead by making some money. The prospect of that seemed slim though.

“I’ll give you the room for less,” Arthur said to interrupt her musing.

She narrowed her eyes as she stared at him. Things definitely must be grim if he was willing to cut a deal for less. It went against his miserly nature and he’d certainly never done it before. The usual arrangement saw her give him a third of what she earned for the use of a room while she needed it.

“How much?” she asked.

“I’ll take a quarter,” he said. “But just tonight mind. Don’t get any ideas that it will be a regular thing.”

Matilda lifted a hand to rub the back of it on the underside of her chin. Going back out into the cool evening air so soon after arriving didn’t exactly appeal, so she eventually decided it was worth one drink to see if something came her way.

“Fine,” she said to seal the deal.

Arthur put a cup in front of her then got a bottle from under the counter to pour the alcohol.

“Let’s hope this place does liven up,” Matilda said.

She took a coin from the pocket of her coat and placed it on the counter. Picking up the cup, she went to sit at a table in the corner of the tavern. She sipped slowly to make her drink last, but started to think she’d wasted her time as the minutes ticked past to more than an hour. Her gaze went to the door each time it opened, but customers were few and far between and the people who did come in seemed interested in only alcohol.

She nursed her drink for as long as she could, but eventually finished it and decided there would be little point in buying another one. It made her heart sink. She’d almost resigned herself to a fruitless evening when she heard the door opening again and looked to see someone else arriving out the dark of the night.

The raised collar of the man’s heavy coat and the scarf wrapped around the lower half of his face obscured his features, but she was certain she knew who it was. She kept her gaze on him as he crossed over to the serving counter and saw she was right when he uncovered himself. It gave her hope that some business might come her way after all, but the sudden realization that Mr. Lloyd wasn’t alone tamped down her expectations.

She continued to watch while he and his compatriot spoke to Arthur. When the drinks were served, she saw the old barkeeper point in her direction. It led to another cup of alcohol being poured and she knew she was about to be approached. She still couldn’t be completely certain it would lead to her making money.

There was no harm in putting something pretty on show for the men, however. It might tempt them to take up what she offered, so she loosened the buttons of her coat and eased down the neckline of her dress enough to expose a generous glimpse of plump cleavage. The scene was set and she prepared herself for a meeting when she saw the two men walk in her direction.

“Evening Matilda,” Mr. Lloyd greeted her when he stopped at the table and held up the cup. “Bought you one.”

“You’re a sweetheart,” she replied and put a welcoming smile on her face. “Why don’t you gents take the weight off your feet.”

“Don’t mind if we do,” Mr. Lloyd said and dropped down on one of the empty chairs.

His compatriot did the same and Matilda set her gaze on him. He seemed uneasy, but that wasn’t surprising in the line of work she currently pursued. Both men were older. In her experience that meant they were likely married and probably looking for something their wife wouldn’t give. She wasn’t about to quiz them on their intentions though and simply picked up the cup put in front of her to take a sip.

“Haven’t seen you around much lately,” she said when she put the cup down and set her gaze on Mr. Lloyd

“Been busy,” he told her.

“Well, you know what they say about all work and no play making for a dull life,” Matilda commented.

She saw the smile that spread across Mr. Lloyd’s face, but he lifted a hand to indicate his friend.

“This is Mr. Barton,” he said to make an introduction.

Matilda nodded in the direction of the other man sitting on the opposite side of the table from her. The flickering flame of the candle cast light over him and she definitely didn’t recognize his features. She had a good memory for faces and his was one she hadn’t seen before. Not that it bothered her. All that mattered was their paths had crossed that evening.

“It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” she said and smiled.

“And you,” he replied, with a curt nod.

His unease seemed all the more acute and he couldn’t or wouldn’t meet her gaze, so she turned her attention back to Mr. Lloyd. It showed where he stared and she glanced down to the cleavage she’d put on display. That it had caught his attention wasn’t a complete surprise. She knew what he liked and brushed fingertips across her bare skin as she let out a teasingly suggestive comment.

“More than enough for two fine gents to take pleasure in, don’t you think?”

The smile returned to Mr. Lloyd’s face when he looked up from her chest, but it wasn’t him who spoke.

“I am a married man,” Mr. Barton said.

“That is no concern of mine,” Matilda told him. “What takes place within the walls of this tavern will never be known outside it. Not from my mouth, anyway. I can promise you that.”

“I’ll vouch for her,” Mr. Lloyd said.

“Then we can proceed,” Mr. Barton replied.

Matilda narrowed her eyes as her gaze flitted between the two gentlemen who’d joined her. She picked up her cup to take a drink. Nothing had been said by the time she put it down, so she took the initiative.

“Proceed with what exactly?” she asked. “What is it that you want?”

She took another drink as she waited for an answer, with Mr. Lloyd also sipping some alcohol before he leaned closer and lowered his voice.

“My companion has a particular liking.”

Matilda let her gaze flit to Mr. Barton, but he still refused to make eye contact.

“And that is?” she asked.

“He has a preference to watch a comely wench in all her naked glory being taken,” Mr. Lloyd answered

“Does he,” Matilda let out slowly. “Does he now.”

“I’m sure you’ll understand it’s something he would not want known in polite society,” Mr. Lloyd went on.

“I could see why that would be the case,” Matilda said. “But you already know it’s a secret I will guard, as I have done with yours. I’m not one for bandying around tawdry gossip and tittle-tattle.”

“Then you are prepared to play out his desires?”

“Are you?” Matilda asked pointedly.

She saw a look pass between the two men before their attention returned to her.

“I have agreed to give him what he wants, which is what brought us here,” Mr. Lloyd said.

“To find me?” Matilda asked.

“Let me just say it was most definitely a delight to espy you when we entered,” Mr. Lloyd commented.

“Then there is only one further matter that needs our attention,” she told him.

He reached in his pocket. When his hand came back out, he placed it down on the table and pushed what was under it across to her. Matilda was ready to take the money as soon as it was revealed. She quickly pulled it down into her lap, with a quick count revealing it was double what Mr. Lloyd had paid on their previous encounters.

“Most generous of you,” she told him when she looked across the table again. “We have a deal. Wait here.”

Rising to her feet, she moved to the serving counter and Arthur came over to her right away.

“Bet you’re glad you picked my place now,” he said.

“Worked out well,” Matilda conceded and slid his share of the money across the counter to him.

His eyes lit up when he saw what he’d been been given and he was quick to reach under the counter.

“Room 2,” he said and held out a key.

“Time for me to ply my trade,” Matilda said when she took the key.

“Enjoy yourself,” Arthur told her, with a smirk.

“Oh, don’t you worry, I surely will have fun,” Matilda replied and turned away from the counter to walk back in the direction of the table.


Upstairs Room

“Well, gents, here we are,” Matilda said after using the key to lock them in the upstairs bedroom of the tavern.

She turned to see both men eyeing their surroundings in the semidarkness, but their attention returned to her when she removed her coat. Hanging it on the wall hook beside the door, she stepped forward and put her hands on her hips.

“We need some light,” Mr. Lloyd said.

“Of course,” Matilda agreed.

She walked across to a table on which a candlestick stood. Getting a match from the box, she used it to light the wick and did the same with the candle on the small cabinet beside the bed. She then put her hands on her hips when she turned to face the men. They had a better view of her now and she could see the way their eyes roamed over her voluptuous figure, so took a moment to let them enjoy it before speaking.

“Tell me how we’ll do this now that I’m all yours.”

Mr. Lloyd took off his coat and tossed it on the bed before moving around to stand before her.

“You know what I like,” he said.

The gruffness in his voice was a sure sign that the grip of lust had already started to take hold of him. It put a smile on Matilda’s face when she reached out a hand to settle it against the front of his trousers. A flutter of movement became more pronounced as she pressed harder against a cock stirring to life.

“Is that what you want from me?” she asked.

“I want everything from you today,” Mr. Lloyd replied.

“And your friend?”

“I told you,” Mr. Lloyd went on. “He likes to watch.”

“That’s all?” Matilda asked skeptically.

“Well, there might be something more you can do for him,” Mr. Lloyd replied.

“Yes, I would wager good money there is,” she said and looked across the room to the sight of Mr. Barton removing his coat.

It wasn’t the first time she’d been in a room with two men and that had nothing to do with her current line of work. She’d been an adventurous girl long before she got involved in that. Every other time she’d been with a couple of gents it had ended with her in the middle of them, but it appeared this time might be different.

Not that she was complaining. She’d already got what she wanted from the encounter when payment was made for her services and it was now time for her to give what the men craved. It brought a flutter of excitement that quickened her pulse. That was a reaction she could never control.

Pulling her hand away from Mr. Lloyd’s groin, she slapped it against his chest to make him step back, so his legs knocked against the side of the bed. However, he looked to his companion closing the curtains then sitting on the only chair in the room.

“This will give him a better view,” Mr. Lloyd said and grabbed for Matilda’s wrist.

She let herself be led to the chair and was made to face the man sitting on it. Mr. Lloyd moved behind her and she looked down to his hands coming around her body to cup her curvaceous breasts through her dress. A shiver trickled down her spine when the grip tightened and she pushed back against the growing hardness that rubbed against her plump bottom.

“Is my full figure to your liking?” she asked Mr. Barton.

The way he crossed his legs answered her question and brought another smile to her face. He was obviously getting every bit as aroused as his friend at the prospect of what she was about to give and it was a thrill to so easily capture the attention of a married man. The prickle of heat grew stronger between her thighs and she brought her hands over Mr. Lloyd’s to make him grope her more forcefully. It was brazen, but she knew that’s what he liked.

She felt the effect it awakened in him when he forced his hips forward, with the throbbing pulse of his growing erection all too apparent against her bum. It made her breathing quicken and she felt the curse taking hold. That’s what she called it, anyway, when the arousal started to guide her actions. It could make her insatiable and the emotions had bedeviled her from the moment puberty changed her body.

She’d been a late developer and thought the curves of a woman would never arrive. When they finally blossomed, she’d quickly cottoned on to the power they gave her over the opposite sex. The mere possibility of seeing them could get a man eating out of her hand, but it wasn’t long before she was doing more than just showing them off.

She’d become promiscuous in a manner that could be almost shameful on occasions. At least, that’s what she thought when she let herself get carried away, but she’d never been shy of taking the sexual opportunities that came her way. She was caught up in another one at that very moment. Being watched while she was groped made her push back with more enthusiasm to grind against the hardness rubbing against her bottom.

The rush of euphoria it ignited clouded her brain until all she could think about was the sex she wanted as much as the men. So many times she’d given in to those strong impulses with a rapacious hunger and she was on the cusp of doing so yet again. It gave her an appetite for more, so she pulled Mr. Lloyd’s hands from her breasts and stepped forward.

Leaning down, she settled her hands on the arms of the chair to put her ample bosom right in front of Mr. Barton’s face. She knew what would happen and wasn’t disappointed. Hands latched onto her hips from behind as Mr. Lloyd took hold then thrust forward to aggressively hump against her plump behind.

“Is this what you crave?” she asked in a breathless rasp as she looked at Mr. Barton.

There was no need for him to answer. She could see the excitement written all over his face already. The pressure of Mr. Lloyd forcing himself onto her shoved her forward until she was almost pushing her buxom chest into Mr. Barton’s face and there was no missing the way he crossed his legs tighter.

Matilda eventually pushed back, so she could straighten up. She used her bottom to bump Mr. Lloyd away then turned around to face him. Reaching out, she pressed her hand against his crotch and heard his grunt when she groped his erect manhood.

“Take your dress off,” he urged.

“You take it off,” she told him and raised her hands up in the air.

He grabbed at the material and pulled it up to get it over her head. When he took the dress from her, he tossed it aside and feasted his eyes on her luscious curves. Matilda unhooked her bra while he stared at her, but didn’t ease the straps from her shoulders and it kept the cups in place covering her breasts.

A gasp spilled from her mouth when she was grabbed to move her into position, so they were standing side-on to the chair. It gave Mr. Barton the perfect view of the proceedings taking place right in front of him.

“Is it just me taking my clothes off?” Matilda asked and dropped to her knees.

She reached out to grope Mr. Lloyd’s erection through his trousers as he pulled his shirttails out from where they were tucked in. He didn’t even bother undoing the buttons and the haste with which he dragged his shirt over his head made her chuckle.

“See how much he wants it,” she said when she looked at Mr. Barton. “Can’t control himself in my presence. How about you?”

There was no answer to her provocative question, so she pulled her hand away from the hard bulge of a throbbing erection to settle it on Mr. Barton’s knee. It made him push back in the seat, but he kept his legs firmly crossed. The touch ended when her wrist was grabbed by Mr. Lloyd after he dropped his shirt on the floor.

“Give him the show he wants,” he urged and pulled her hand back to his crotch.

“Do you mean what you want?” she taunted him playfully.

A smile played on his lips when she looked up at him, but he said no more. She could clearly see how excited she’d already got him. The stiff outline of his erect manhood showed through the material of his trousers and there was no missing the way he tensed when she brushed her fingertips along the bulge then kept going to get her touch to the buckle of his belt.

She was quick to undo it then loosened his trousers, so she could pull them down. The cotton briefs he wore below bulged out and she looked up again as she leaned forward to kiss on the stiff outline of his erection.

“So hard for me today,” she said when she moved back. “I think someone likes being watched.”

Hooking her fingers under the briefs, she yanked them down to make his erection spring free. She wasted no time in taking hold and heard his gasping grunt when she squeezed tightly around his thickly swollen member.

“Is it something softer than my hand you want?’ she asked and squeezed her upper arms against her breasts to make a deeper cleavage.

He grabbed at the straps to drag them from her shoulders and she let go of his erection to finish taking off her bra, so she could put her voluptuous curves fully on display. His eyes locked onto them and she gave him more by using her upper arms to squash her breasts together again.

“Get it wet first,” Mr. Lloyd urged.

He grabbed for her hand and she let it be pulled back to his crotch. Circling her fingers around the base of his erection, she waited for what she knew he’d do next. It didn’t take long for his fingers to tangle in her hair and she gave in to her head being pulled forward.

Usually, she looked up to give him eye contact when she slowly rolled her tongue around the swollen head of his erection to wet it. She didn’t on this occasion. Instead, she glanced to the side to see the way Mr. Barton avidly watched her putting on a bawdy show. His rapt attention spurred her on to be naughtier still and their eyes met as she slowly licked down to where her hand was gripped around Mr. Lloyd’s manhood. She then kissed all the way back up.

“Do you like watching me be such a brazen wench?” she asked. “Is that what you’re desperate to see?”

Mr. Barton nodded, so she trailed her tongue up and down a rampant erection a few more times while he watched. She then flickered rapid licks on the underside of the swollen head, as she reached out her free hand to his legs. He uncrossed them this time and she held his gaze as she kept licking. At the same time, she slid a touch higher on his thigh.

He slapped his hand down over hers before it reached his groin, but she didn’t need to touch him to see how excited he was. The bulge in his trousers was all too apparent. She tried to force her fingers higher still, but he stopped her.

“Wife wouldn’t like it?” she teased him and pulled her hand away.

She turned her attention fully to Mr. Lloyd and he tightened his grip on her hair when he spoke through gritted teeth.

“I told you to get it wet.”

She set about doing what he demanded by leaning in to kiss on the tip of his erection. It sent shudders through her that grew stronger when she parted her lips to let them slide lower. There was no getting a breath when she began performing fellatio.

The bobbing of her head was slow to begin with, but she gradually quickened the pace and took more of his length to make herself gag. It soaked his engorged shaft in spit and long, hanging strings of it stretched out from the glistening helmet to her mouth when she came up for air.

She worked her fingers up to the tip to break the strings and was all too aware of the way Mr. Lloyd’s legs trembled as she toyed with him. The lubrication of her spit gave a silky feel to the stroking and she quickened the pace until he grabbed at her hand to pause the action.

“Am I too much for you already?” she teased him when she looked up.

“You know what I need,” he said.

“All the way to a finish on this occasion?” she asked and saw him shake his head.

She held his gaze as she cupped her breasts to squeeze them together. Lifting them up, she ducked her head down to flutter the tip of her tongue around a thickly swollen nipple. It was a naughty skill she’d found she could perform in her younger years when her tits had grown big enough and she knew how much men liked to watch. Both in the room with her at that moment couldn’t tear their eyes from the show she gave them.

It ended when Mr. Lloyd grabbed her arm to pull her up to her feet. When he let go, she turned to face Mr. Barton then leaned forward to slap her hands down on the arms of the chair. He looked almost mesmerized as her heavy, naked breasts swung pendulum-like in front of him.

Mr. Lloyd’s fingers hooked under the waistband of her panties to drag them down and it exposed her chubby backside to him. She winced when a spank landed, but didn’t complain about the rough treatment. Another smack of his hand followed, but she knew what it would get her and remained bent forward.

It wasn’t long before Mr. Lloyd shed all his clothes to get naked and dropped to his knees behind her. He dragged her underwear down to take it from her and she gasped when his fingers sank into the soft flesh of her ample bottom to spread her cheeks.

An intimate lick made her gasp and she leaned further forward. It was a deliberate act to shove her breasts right in Mr. Barton’s face. She heard his grunt, but all she could think about now was the attention being lavished on her from behind. Fingers played on her flushed labia while sweeping licks rasped across her puckered skin.

The deliciously depraved acts made her close her eyes as the curse took a stronger hold on her. The licking grew more forceful and she shuffled her feet apart to spread her legs when fingers entered her. It set her thigh muscles quivering and she pushed forward to squash her luscious curves against Mr. Barton’s face. There was no escape for him, but she was sure he didn’t want to.

It allowed her to get a hand to his crotch. He grabbed at her wrist, but his weak attempts to stop her quickly melted away as she groped his erection through his trousers. She could feel just how hard it was, but let go when the man behind suddenly leapt to his feet.

Mr. Lloyd grabbed her shoulder to make her straighten up then turned her around to face him. Their eyes met and a wicked smile played on her lips when she sat down. It plonked her firmly on Mr. Barton’s lap and she could feel the hardness of his erection pressing against her naked bottom.

He was doing a lot more than watching, but there wasn’t so much as a squeak of protest from him while she squirmed around to make her bum rub on his swollen manhood. She then reached back to grab his hands, so she could guide them to the sides of her large breasts and he willingly squashed them together. It created a deep cleavage and she ducked her head down to let spit spill from her lips.

She kept her hands over Mr. Barton’s to make him rub her breasts together, so the saliva lubricated her cleavage. His chin settled on her shoulder, so he could get a view of what he was doing, but Matilda’s attention went to Mr. Lloyd.

“Yours to take,” she told him.

She worked her legs in between Mr. Barton’s and forced him to spread them. Sitting on his lap put her high enough that when Mr. Lloyd stepped forward to get right in front of the chair, her breasts were almost level with his erection. He took hold of it to spank the bulbous head on her naked skin and the hoarse growl of his desire was all too obvious when he rubbed the tip on one thickly swollen nipple then the other.

It wasn’t long before he eased his manhood into her cleavage, with the slipperiness of her saliva lubricating the way to a lusty tit-fuck when he started to thrust. He grabbed at her shoulders to hold on and she held her hands over Mr. Barton’s to make him squeeze her big breasts firmly around hard flesh.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” she said breathlessly when she looked up.

She didn’t need Mr. Lloyd to answer. His excitement was all too apparent as he grasped harder on her shoulders to brace himself while he pumped his hips frantically. She looked down to the thick head of his erection popping out of the top of her cleavage at the end of each forceful thrust.

There was a thrill to knowing Mr. Barton was watching her tits being used in such a crude manner and she wriggled around on his lap to rub her plump behind against his rigid member through his trousers. She could feel the throb of his arousal as he forced his fingers into her flesh to squash her breasts even more firmly around his friend’s rampant manhood.

Mr. Lloyd was relentless as he took his pleasure. There were times Matilda had been with him when her cleavage was all he needed to find a release. She was sure this would be another of those occasions as he bucked his hips ever more vigorously to make her tits bounce, but his efforts eventually slowed then stopped.

His muscles strained when he made the head of his erection slide out of the top of her cleavage once more and held himself in that position. She pulled her hands from over Mr. Barton’s to brush her fingertips on the little slit of a rigidly erect cock and looked up when she heard the groan.

“You always love to watch while you make them pretty with your virile seed,” she teased Mr. Lloyd. “Aren’t you going to do that today?”

His chest heaved as he sucked in gasping breaths and it was a short while before he replied.

“Need more.”

When he pulled back to free his erection from the grip of soft, slippery cleavage, Matilda spread her legs wider then dropped a hand down.

“Is this what you want?” she asked and waited until his gaze was between her plump thighs before using her fingers to spread slick folds of skin.

Mr. Lloyd took hold of his erection to stroke it as she stretched herself even more indecently open to let him feast his eyes on her. Sliding her other hand between her thighs, she eased fingers inside to get them wet then held them out to him. He eagerly ducked his head down, so he could suck them clean.

“Let him see as well,” he said when he straightened up.

Matilda scrambled up from Mr. Barton’s lap then hurried over to the bed. She sat down at the bottom of it and spread her legs wide again to shamelessly expose herself.

“You can’t see from over there,” she said as she circled fingertips on her flushed labia.

The two men looked at each other. It was Mr. Lloyd who moved first to hurry across the room. Mr. Barton was quick to follow and both of them dropped to their knees in front of her. She knew she shouldn’t get so utterly thrilled about revealing herself to them in such an indecent manner, but the devil was in her.

Having their rapt attention on her every move made her wetter. She could feel the pulsing ache of arousal between her thighs growing more potent as she dug fingers into her flesh to spread soft folds of skin, so she could give them the perfect view of lush, glistening pink.

A shudder ran through her when she eased a touch just inside for a brief second and she held her hand out to Mr. Barton this time. He didn’t take her fingers into his mouth in such an enthusiastic manner as his friend, but take them he did and another shudder ran through her while he sucked them clean.

“There’s an easier way for you to taste,” she said when she pulled her hand away.

She threw herself back, so her upper body crashed down to the mattress. She then squirmed around to get her bum perched on the very bottom of the bed. There was a moment of still before strong hands pressed on her plump thighs to spread them wider.

The urgency of kisses trailing up both her legs made her back arch and her neck stretched out as she pushed her head down against the bed. That the men could not constrain themselves from worshiping her naked body was a massive turn on. She’d given them a taste and they wanted more. She held herself open until they were licking her pussy then slid her fingertips to the top of her pubic mound.

It enabled her to expose herself completely to them by digging fingers deep into soft flesh to attract rasping licks to her swollen clitoris. Her mouth opened wide as she tried to lift her head to watch the way the men lapped eagerly at her slick skin. Mr. Barton seemed to have abandoned the idea of just watching and was now lavishing attention on her just as avidly as his friend.

The fluttering spasms of her muscles made her thighs quiver while the two men took what they wanted, but it pleasured her just as much. It felt like her body was on fire as the licking grew ever more fervent until she was so close. She was fully in the grip of the curse now and the longing for more became overpowering.

“Let me feel it inside,” she begged.

Her words turned to a squeal when she was dragged down to her knees on the floor. Hands were everywhere on her naked body, grasping, groping, making her turn around and she squealed again when a push between her shoulder blades bent her down over the bed. She pawed at the covers as fingers dug roughly into her flesh to spread her buttocks.

“Take her hard,” Mr. Barton urged.

There was no doubt Mr. Lloyd intended to do just that when he grabbed his erection then shuffled forward on his knees to get in position right behind her. He spanked the swollen head on puckered skin and left it sitting in place for a second before easing it down to slick pussy lips.

Matilda buried her face in the covers to stifle the sound of her gasping groans as she was entered with a rough abandon. It brought out Mr. Lloyd’s lust all the more when he grabbed her hips. A forceful thrust gave her every hard inch of his manhood and a shudder ripped through him as he kept his groin pressed tightly against her chubby, rounded cheeks.

“Does she like this?” Mr. Barton said and placed a hand on her lower back.

She heard the chuckle of Mr. Lloyd as he watched fingers sliding lower until they played on her tiny, puckered hole. Quivering tremors swept through her as the touch brought a forbidden delight that felt so, so good.

“Oh god, you’re making me be such a whore,” Matilda groaned when she felt the pressure increase on her asshole.

Mr. Barton leaned in to drip spit, so it wet his fingertip and he wiggled it harder against a clenched sphincter. The pulsing contractions of Matilda’s muscles tried to resist, but the slipperiness helped the finger violate her and she let out a desperate groan when it slipped past the tightness.

The grip on her hips sank deeper into her flesh, so Mr. Lloyd could pull himself onto her and she could feel the straining throb of his erection as he held it fucked all the way inside her. The need for a release from the burning ache in her body was all she could think about and she tried to get a hand to her clitoris. She was trapped too tightly against the bottom of the bed, however, and knew there was only one way to change that.

“Take me,” she let out in a husky rasp when she lifted her head.

The pressure eased when Mr. Lloyd pulled back and it gave her a chance. She got fingers to her clitoris before he thrust forward and her world became the burning emotions flooding her senses as she punished the erect bud. Her mouth opened wide, but it became almost impossible to get a breath as the two men used her.

The slippery finger stroking into her asshole made her muscles spasm, but it was the thick erection ravishing her pussy that made her cry out. The hard, pumping thrusts of Mr. Lloyd slammed against her bare bottom relentlessly as he took her roughly from behind. He seemed caught up in a primal, brutish need for her body and his grip on her hips tightened even more as he frantically pulled himself onto her.

The rhythmic, slapping sound of their naked skin coming together filled the room, with his erection pounding in harder as she tormented her clit. It brought her excitement to a high and her body tensed in the final few seconds. Mr. Barton slipped his finger knuckle-deep inside her as she continued to be fucked and her pelvic muscles coiled like springs until the pressure broke in a shuddering convulsion that ignited her orgasm.

Her cries rang out as the burning reverberations ripped through her shaking body. It made her muscles grip and release around the finger that stayed buried deep in her asshole and that in turn seemed to make the driving penetration of Mr. Lloyd’s thrusting cock feel even better as he kept throwing himself ferociously forward.

She was held in the toe-curling grip of pleasure as the orgasm built to a shuddering high that brought back the tension. Her head rose up from the covers to make her back arch and the hard cock plunging deep in her hit just the right spot to give her a heavenly moment of pure elation before the sensation melted away to leave her a trembling mess.

Mr. Barton’s stiff finger continued to violate her asshole and his shouted encouragement spurred Mr. Lloyd on to hammering thrusts that plunged his erection forcefully into her slick depths over and over until the intense excitement of the wild sex spilled over to his climax.

It arrived when he trapped her against the bottom of the bed to lock their bodies together. He clenched his buttocks to build the tension to breaking point and his growling cries of excitement filled the room as he let go with strong, gushing bursts of cum. Each one sent a tremor through his body that made his hips buck hard, with euphoria flooding his veins until his passion peaked then eventually started to fade.

He let out gasping breaths when he slumped forward onto Matilda and she kept her face buried in the bed covers as she relished the flutters of pleasure given by the throbbing pulse of his erection slowly losing power inside her. When he straightened up, he moved back to slump down on the floor.

Matilda felt the final flourish of pleasure when the finger slowly withdrew from her asshole. She remained bent over when Mr. Barton got to his feet, but she pushed herself up to look when she heard the sound of a raucous laugh.

“You need to rid yourself of that,” Mr. Lloyd mocked his friend.

“Let me do it for you,” Matilda urged when she saw the hard bulge in Mr. Barton’s trousers. “You can’t go home to your wife like that.”

She saw the look that passed between the men, but their attention came back to her.

“Not going home to her,” Mr. Barton said.

“Well, whatever you plan to do,” Matilda went on. “You can’t let yourself become so aroused and not get the release. It’s not good for you.”

“She’s right,” Mr. Lloyd said, with a wide smirk. “And I’m not going back downstairs with you looking like that. Having her take it from you is better, don’t you think?”

“Let me help you,” Matilda urged and shuffled forward on her knees.

She knew she didn’t have to do any more. Her night could be over, but a married man was a thrilling conquest. The reluctance was there to see in Mr. Barton’s expression and he took a step back when she kept shuffling towards him on her knees. He was about to take another step when she reached out to press a hand on his crotch.

“So hard,” she said. “You need the relief.”

Mr. Barton’s head rocked back and he let out a gruff, rasping breath. The buttons of his trousers being loosened made him look down and he grabbed for Matilda’s wrist.

“You wanted me up here,” she said.

“To watch you,” he croaked and his voice broke.

“Then watch me,” Matilda told him and shook off his grip.

She caught the movement out of the corner of her eye and turned to see Mr. Lloyd getting dressed. Their eyes met for an instant and she smirked.

“I know you’ll watch,” she told him before returning her attention to the man standing before her.

He still seemed conflicted, but didn’t try to grab her hand again as she finished loosening the buttons of his trousers. It allowed her to get a hand through the gap and the sound of his gasp was loud when she took hold of his erection. She pulled it into view and the memory of playing with Mr. Lloyd’s swollen manhood while she looked in Mr. Barton’s eyes came to her.

“Isn’t watching this so much better?” she teased him when she looked up to catch his gaze and held it as she leaned in to swirl her tongue around the thickly swollen helmet of his erection.

He seemed unable to stop her and couldn’t pull his gaze from the way she pleasured him. His breathing quickened when she slid her lips all the way over the head to engulf it in the wet warmth of her mouth. The trembling of his legs made him unsteady and his fingers dug into her flesh when he grabbed at her shoulder.

She kept looking up at him as she took more of his length, but his head rocked back to break the eye contact. It made her concentrate on what she was doing as she gave fellatio to her second erection of the night. Each time she worked her lips down, she let them slide lower until the tip of Mr. Barton’s erection started to brush against the back of her throat.

This time she didn’t end the oral sex when she started to gulp for air. Instead, she waggled her head from side-to-side to overcome the gag reflex and shuddered when she pulled her fingers from around the base of his erection, so she could work her mouth all the way down to his balls.

“Didn’t give me that,” Mr. Lloyd said as he stepped closer to watch.

Matilda held the deep-throat for as long as she could, but she finally needed to come up to take a breath. As she gasped for air, she pressed her lips on the tip of Mr. Barton’s erection and began stroking. His fingers dug deeper into the flesh of her shoulder as her touch raced up and down his stiff length and she could sense she was pushing him to the brink.

It made her take his erection back in her mouth. She pressed her tongue against the underside of the head and could feel the throbbing pulse of his arousal growing stronger as his excitement ran out of control. His neck stretched out as he gave in to her and she quickened the pace of the stroking to pleasure him until he couldn’t cope with it.

His hoarse, shouted warning made her clamp her lips around his swollen shaft just below the head and her fingers were a blur as she built the pressure until his testicles were clenched up tightly to his groin. He couldn’t resist the pleasure she gave him and the tension in his muscles finally hit breaking point.

His desperate groan made her slide her lips lower as she worked her fingers right down his shaft to push against his balls. The quivering tremors of his body erupted to rapid-fire contractions around the base of his straining erection as strong, primal instincts forced his hips forward.

Matilda closed her eyes as shooting bursts of hot cum splashed the roof of her mouth. The thick load landed on her tongue and she gulped as it slid down her throat. She held Mr. Barton’s erection in her mouth until he gave her everything and let out gasping breaths when she finally backed off.

Gripping tighter around the base, she then dragged her fingers slowly up his still-throbbing length to make the last dribbles of cum trickle across the glistening head. Her gaze went up to his when she leaned in and he couldn’t look away while she flickered her tongue at the little globules of white to lick them away.

“Now, doesn’t that feel so much better,” she said and kissed the tip of his fading erection before letting go.

“Yes,” Mr. Barton gasped and staggered back on trembling legs.

He seemed to lose the power in them completely and his knees almost buckled as he took faltering steps backwards to return to the seat. The way he collapsed down heavily on it made the legs of the chair creak and Matilda couldn’t take her eyes from the effect she’d had on him. His chest heaved as he tried to recover the strength she’d taken from him.

“Well, now that you’re satisfied,” she quipped as she continued to look across the room at him. “My work for tonight is done.”

Their eyes met and a moment of silence ended when he spoke.

“Well, maybe you can do one more thing for me.”

Matilda frowned. She recalled wagering that Mr. Barton would want to do more than just watch her having sex and thought it would entail the relief she just gave him. That didn’t appear to be the case, however.

It seemed there was something beyond that he also wanted from her.


An Offer

“A delivery?” Matilda queried as she pulled her underwear into place to cover herself up.

There was no response at first and she was aware of the eyes of the two men following her every move as she continued putting her clothes on. It wasn’t until she smoothed her dress down over her hips that Mr. Barton spoke again.

“Yes, a delivery. It has to be made this evening.”

Matilda said nothing as she moved across the room to get her coat from where she’d hung it on the wall hook. A frown creased her brow when she turned back to face the men again.

“Bit late in the day to be making deliveries, isn’t it?” she commented.

“No choice,” Mr. Barton replied. “This is the only time it can be done.”

“Why’s that?”

There was silence for a few seconds and she saw the uneasy glance that passed between the two men. Their exchange didn’t come across to her as a particularly good sign. The movement of her slipping an arm into her coat seemed to catch their attention and they looked at at her again.

“It’s complicated,” Mr. Barton said.

Matilda finished putting on her coat then lifted a hand to rub a finger across her top lip as she waited for more to be said. The room stayed quiet, however. She wasn’t quite sure where things were going and her instincts warned her not to find out. Complicated usually meant trouble and she had enough difficulties in her own life to deal with. She really didn’t want to involve herself in the problems of someone else.

“Why don’t you deliver it yourself?” she asked and saw another look pass between the men.

“It’s…”

She anticipated the answer and interrupted Mr. Barton to finish what he started saying.

“Yes, complicated. You told me that already, but it doesn’t really tell me anything at all. I think we should…”

It was Mr. Barton who interrupted her now.

“I’ll make it worth your while,” he said.

Matilda’s eyes narrowed. Alarm bells rang loudly in her head and her instincts still told her to get the hell out of the room. The remark piqued her curiosity, however.

“How so?” she asked.

Mr. Barton reached in the pocket of his coat to bring something out. He turned to put it down on the bed and Matilda couldn’t resist. She crossed the room to look and her eyes opened wide as she stared down at the bank notes that had been laid out on the covers. The flickering flame of the candle illuminated them and she had to count a couple of times to make sure she wasn’t making a mistake.

“I don’t understand,” she eventually said when she looked at Mr. Barton.

“I really need the delivery made tonight and I’m willing to pay well for you to do it,” he told her.

Matilda chewed on her bottom lip. There was more money on the bed than she could make working in the tavern every night for three months straight. It made no sense for someone to pay that much for a delivery. Well, unless it was an illicit deal in some way and they needed a scapegoat to take the rap if things fell apart. It made the alarm bells ring louder still in her head.

“Is this on the up and up?” she asked skeptically.

“There’s nothing illegal about what I’m asking you to do, if that’s what you mean,” Mr. Barton said.

“Then why would you pay so much?”

“Because I need it done and completed tonight,” he answered. “It’s as simple as that.”

Matilda’s lips tightened together. There was nothing simple at all about the situation. Something definitely wasn’t right and she knew the smart thing to do was leave the bedroom. She’d got what she visited the tavern for, so there was no need to involve herself in anything else.

Then again, the money on the bed would be a godsend. There was no doubt about that. Things had been more difficult in recent months than at any other time in her life. Some financial security would give her the chance to move on from the lamentable state of affairs she’d fallen into and find something better.

Her mind was abuzz with questions, but she knew if she started asking them it would inch her closer to doing something she might end up regretting. Instead, she turned her gaze on Mr. Lloyd and spoke to him

“And what have you got to say about all this? Is it the real reason you brought your friend here?”

“It’s his deal,” Mr. Lloyd replied.

“But you knew about it,” Matilda said.

“Yes, I knew about it,” he admitted.

“And you brought him here to meet me?”

Mr. Lloyd shrugged his shoulders before speaking again.

“We came here because I thought we might find someone in the tavern who could help. I really had no idea that someone would be you. Are you here every night?”

Matilda pursed her lips as the pointed question made her think. It was the first time she’d been in the tavern for a while, so she could believe that the meeting was entirely coincidental. That didn’t mean she should do any more than she already had though.

She returned her gaze to the other man in the room and pondered whether she should ask the question on her mind. A quick glance at the money made her act and she blurted out the query before she could stop herself.

“What’s the delivery?”

She watched as he reached in his pocket again. He held up the envelope he brought out.

“That’s it?” she exclaimed in an incredulous voice. “You’re seriously telling me that you’ll pay so much money to have a single letter delivered. Haven’t you heard about postmen? They’re a lot cheaper.”

“I know, but they won’t make a delivery at this time,” he replied.

“It’s just a letter,” Matilda commented.

“But it’s important to me,” he replied and picked up the money. He put half in his pocket and held out the other half. “I’ll give you this right now and the rest when the job has been completed. Is it a deal?”

Matilda let out a slow breath as she set her eyes on the money being presented in front of her. She chewed at her bottom lip as the urge to reach out and take the notes filled her mind, but she still held back to ask another question.

“Where exactly is it to be delivered?”

“The name and address are on the envelope,” Mr. Barton answered.

“That doesn’t tell me a lot,” Matilda said.

There was a pause before Mr. Barton spoke again.

“Do you know Little Hampton?”

“I’ve heard of it,” she replied. “It’s not exactly close though. How am I supposed to…”

“I have a coach outside,” Mr. Barton cut in. “We can take you most of the way, but I want the delivery to be made by someone who is not known to me. You’ll be dropped off before the river crossing to make your way to the address. Come back after you complete the job and I’ll hand over the rest of the money.”

“That’s it?” Matilda asked.

“Yes, that’s it,” Mr. Barton replied.

Her lips pursed again as she took in a deep breath. He made the whole scenario sound straightforward and easy. It seemed anything but to Matilda though and there was no shaking off the feeling there was a whole lot more to things than she was being told.  She closed her eyes and rocked her head back. The impulse to walk away played on her mind, but the lure of the money stopped her from doing so.

“Do we have a deal?” Mr. Barton asked to break the silence.

Matilda opened her eyes and brought her gaze to the money being held out to her.

“You promise me there is nothing illegal about this,” she said.

“It’s just a delivery,” Mr. Barton replied. “Nothing more, nothing less.”

Matilda drummed her fingers against her hip as they stared at each other. She knew she wasn’t being told everything, but could sense that no more information would come her way. It was her decision to make and the misgivings that continued to flit through her head caused her to dither.

Her gaze eventually returned to the money in Mr. Barton’s hand and she let out a curse under her breath when she made up her mind. Reaching out, she snatched the notes from him and her impulsive action sealed another deal with the men.


Late Night Carriage Ride

“I just have to give this back to the barkeeper,” Matilda said when they reached the bottom of the stairs and held up the room key to show what she was talking about.

“Come outside when you’re finished,” Mr. Barton replied. “The carriage is on the other side of the street.”

Matilda nodded her head and watched as the two men walked away from her to make their way in the direction of the tavern door. Before they reached it, she was on the move towards the wooden counter. A customer was being served, but the wait suited her purpose. When Arthur finished and came towards her, she glanced over her shoulder to make sure Mr. Lloyd and Mr. Barton had left the place.

“Enjoy yourself?” Arthur asked, with a smirk when he came to a stop.

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” Matilda shot back and lifted the key to show it.

Arthur put his hand underneath and the key dropped onto his palm. He returned it below the counter before asking another question.

“Is that you finished for the night?”

Matilda simply nodded her head. She never cheated him out of his share of the money when he let her use a room in the tavern, but there was no need for him to know about the other payment she’d received. He wasn’t due any of that and she didn’t intend to give him any. She did want to pick his brains though.

“Have you seen the man Mr. Lloyd came in with before?” she asked.

“Not that I recall,” Arthur replied. “Why?”

“Oh, no reason really,” Matilda replied as nonchalantly as she could muster. “I haven’t been in much lately, so just wondered if he’d become a regular in recent times.”

“No, he hasn’t,” Arthur said and shook his head. “Haven’t seen much of Mr. Lloyd either. Will they be coming in more often now?”

“Didn’t arrange anything with them,” Matilda said.

“But you gave them a good time, right?”

“Oh don’t you worry about that,” Matilda answered. “I always make sure men get exactly what they deserve.”

“Well, that should bring them back,” Arthur said. “Be good to see more of you in the place.”

Matilda was sure Arthur couldn’t care less about seeing her. He was, however, very much interested in the money she could bring him. If the rest of the night went without a hitch, he probably wouldn’t get another penny from her though. She’d have enough money to avoid coming to the tavern looking for business and wouldn’t have to deal with him at all.

Whether the rest of the evening did go without a hitch was the question on her mind though. The information she’d gleaned from the short conversation with Arthur seemed to confirm that her meeting with the two men was purely coincidence. It certainly didn’t appear that they’d been coming in the place looking for her. She just happened to be in the right place at the right time… or the wrong place at the wrong time.

“I better get going,” she said.

She turned away from the counter before Arthur could say anything else and walked quickly across the tavern. The old man who’d bellyached when she first entered the place was still sitting at the nearest table to the door, so she deliberately opened it fully to let the breeze rush in. A smirk played on her lips when the sound of his gruff curse came to her, but she didn’t hang around to hear any more and slammed the door shut when she stepped outside.

A look around in the darkness showed a largely deserted street. It unnerved her, but not as much as setting her gaze on Mr. Lloyd standing beside the open door of the small carriage. Second thoughts about what she was doing played on her mind and made her hesitate until he lifted a hand to wave her over.

“What’s the worst that can happen?” she muttered under her breath, but really didn’t want to think about an answer to that particular question as she got moving to cross the street.

“Ready?” Mr. Lloyd asked when she came to a stop beside him.

“As I’ll ever be,” she replied.

He motioned his head to the open door of the carriage, so she moved to it and climbed inside. Nothing more was said when he got in after her. The seat wasn’t really built to accommodate three people comfortably and the tight squeeze meant she was trapped in place between the two men. Their thighs jammed against hers and she could feel the flutter it brought to her muscles.

“Are you going to tell me anything else about what I’m doing?” Matilda asked when the driver got the carriage moving.

“Nothing to tell, “Mr. Barton replied. “Just deliver the letter to the address. That’s all I need you to do.”

Matilda hoped his remark was the truth, but there was a disquieting niggle at the back of her head. No matter how she tried, it wouldn’t go way. There seemed little point in asking any more questions though. No further information would come her way and she’d just have to use her wits to play things as she found them. She could only hope that would be enough to get her through the rest of the night without incident and back home safely with a pocket full of money.

She leaned forward a little and tried to look across Mr. Barton to get a view out of the window, but the darkness outside obscured her view. It also provided cover for the touch of Mr. Lloyd’s hand settling on the top of her plump thigh. The squeeze of his fingers sent a tingle rippling between her legs and made her shift in the seat. It seemed his mind was already on more.

Settling back on the seat, she turned to look at him. Not long before they’d been fornicating in the bedroom of the tavern and his cum was still inside her. He’d paid for that privilege though. This was a freebie and she decided to let him have it. In truth, she knew she was doing it more for herself than him because it took her mind off the journey.

The way the three of them were squashed together on the seat meant her legs were tightly clamped together. That didn’t stop Mr. Lloyd trying to wiggle his fingers against the material of her dress to get them in between her thighs, but he couldn’t do it. There was no doubt he was getting excited again, however.

Matilda played the game by sliding her hand across onto his lap and let out a hushed laugh when she felt the swelling hardness of his erection coming to life. The breath caught in her throat as she groped him and it became clear their actions hadn’t gone unnoticed by the other person sitting in the carriage.

“Are you going to give her more?” Mr. Barton asked.

The provocative comment made it clear that Mr. Barton wasn’t annoyed by the situation. If anything, there was a hint of elation in his voice and it made Matilda pull her hand from Mr. Lloyd’s groin.

“Barely enough room to swing a cat in here,” she said. “How are we going to...”

“Then sit on his lap,” Mr. Barton cut in. “Like you did with me in the tavern.”

Matilda turned to look at him and saw the smile on his face.

“I do believe someone wants to watch more sex,” she quipped.

“Then let him,” Mr. Lloyd urged.

Matilda turned her head to see him unbuttoning the flies of his trousers. He slid his hand through the gap and she caught sight of his swelling erection being brought into view in the darkness.

“Didn’t take long for you to get your vigor back,” she said and reached out.

Knocking his hand away, she took hold of his manhood to stroke it fully erect.

“You like me a lot, I see,” she taunted him and dragged her fingers right down to the base to make his erection jut up from his groin.

His hand came to her hair to show what he wanted, but there really wasn’t enough room for her to bend her head down to his groin. She let go of his manhood to lick her palm and the slipperiness of the spit made the stroking feel silkier when she took hold again. His hips juddered to show his enjoyment of her touch and she was aware of the way his torso stretched out as she quickened the pace of her fingers.

“Stand up,” he urged when the need for more than a hand filled his mind.

“There’s not enough space in here,” Matilda said when her touch was pulled away from his erection.

Both men took hold of her arms to make her get to her feet and she could barely keep her balance as the carriage rattled along the dark streets towards the outskirts of town. It made her put her hands up to the roof in an attempt to steady herself. Her dress was grabbed to drag it up her legs.

“Keep it out of the way,” Mr. Lloyd urged.

Matilda pulled one hand from the roof of the carriage to grab at her dress, so she could hold it up around her waist. Rough, groping touches grasped at her panties to drag them down and it exposed her naked bottom to fingers seizing handfuls of plump flesh. She knew both men were taking advantage, but did nothing to stop them.

It wasn’t about payment now or being subservient to the needs of men. She wanted the touches, could feel the ache they brought between her thighs. In her younger days, she’d been keen to take her sexual pleasure wherever she could find it. She’d never played with two men in a carriage though. It brought back the curse with a vengeance and the hot rush of arousal made her legs tremble when her buttocks were spread.

She knew whose finger it was playing on her tiny, puckered hole. Mr. Barton had done the same thing while she was being used from behind in the tavern and it seemed he wanted to violate her again. The slipperiness on his fingertip wiggling against her sphincter broke the resistance of her clenched muscles and she bit her lip to hold in the sound of a groan when she felt the penetration.

There was no keeping still as she let the men explore. The need for the intimate touches became her world and she shuffled her feet apart when a hand slipped right in between her thighs. Mr. Lloyd seemed to have no qualms about feeling his cum trickle out of her as he dipped his fingertips inside. It made her knees threaten to buckle and she pressed her hand harder against the roof of the carriage.

The ache of desire grew stronger as the men played. Their fingers stroked deeper into her holes and the building pressure in her body made her neck stretch out as she rocked her head back. The rush of elation was intoxicating and her voice was a whimper when she started begging for what she wanted. All it got at first was fingers stroking in harder and faster to bring her close to the brink and it was her who tried to pull away to bring the dirty moment to an end.

“Give her what she wants,” Mr. Barton said when he eased his finger free of the tight grip of asshole.

Mr. Lloyd pulled his fingers out of wet pussy and grabbed hold of Matilda’s panties to drag them down to her knees. When he let go, they slipped to her ankles and she looked down to try and step out of them.

“Give them to me,” Mr. Barton urged.

The tight space made it awkward for Mr. Lloyd to lean down, but he eventually managed to scoop the panties up from the floor of the carriage to hand them over. He then shuffled along the seat to get in place right behind Matilda, so she could straddle his legs facing away from him. She held her dress up to make sure she was uncovered when she sat down on his lap and felt the hardness of his erection being trapped against her bare bottom.

“Lift up a little,” he urged as he squirmed around on the seat.

Matilda tried to do so and it gave him a little room to slide forward. When his erection came in sight, she grabbed hold of it with her free hand to bring the tip to her slick opening and dropped down to settle on his lower abdomen. Her body tensed as she wriggled around to make the thick head slip in and she then pushed forward to take more of his erect manhood inside her.

“Oh god,” she groaned when she felt the virile, throbbing pulse of his lust for the second time that evening.

She turned her gaze to the darkness outside and was sure they’d now left town. The road was more uneven and it made the carriage rattle as it sped along. Each tremulous jolt of the wheels made the penetration of Mr. Lloyd’s hard cock feel even better and the sound of his gasping grunts was a sign that he enjoyed the sensation every bit as much as she did.

“Let me see,” Mr. Barton said and got himself in position, so he could lean across towards the other two.

Matilda dragged the material of her dress higher still to make sure she was completely uncovered. Mr. Barton’s face came within a matter of inches from her spread thighs and she knew he was getting the perfect sight of her pussy being made to gape by thick cock.

“Is that what you wanted to see?” she gasped and got her free hand to the top of her pubic mound.

She waited until his eyes locked on her fingers before sliding them lower to brush them on the base of the rampant erection which filled her. Sliding her hand lower, she took hold of Mr. Lloyd’s testicles and squeezed gently. The throb of his excitement grew even stronger inside her and she was surprised that he could become highly aroused again so soon after he fucked her.

It was a turn on that she could reignite his lust so quickly and she couldn’t contain her hunger for the sex. She slid her fingertips to her clitoris to bring it fully out of its hood and circled touches on the swollen bud. It made her upper body stretch out to push back against the man behind, with his hands coming around her chest to cup her breasts.

She cursed under her breath when he groped her roughly through her dress, but it made her torment her clitoris more vigorously. Being watched made it all the more salacious and her mouth opened wide as she rubbed harder to build the pressure between her thighs towards breaking point.

“Let me taste,” Mr. Barton urged as he leaned closer.

Matilda shuddered as she held her hand out to him. It wasn’t just the taste of her pussy on her fingertips, but that didn’t seemed to discourage Mr. Barton in any way. As he sucked her fingers clean, Mr. Lloyd dropped his hands down to her plump mound.

“Yes,” she gasped through gritted teeth when his rough touches began punishing her throbbing clitoris.

The tension made Mr. Lloyd’s muscles quiver and Matilda could feel the strain of his erection deep inside her as she pushed down onto it. His touch eventually pulled away, so she got her fingers back to her clitoris. He got his hands under her bottom to try and lift her up a little.

It was awkward, with so little space in the small carriage. The way she was being shamelessly used again by two men excited her though and she rubbed her clitoris harder as Mr. Lloyd began to buck his hips to fuck her. Her mind was on fire as she looked down to the way Mr. Barton kept his head right in front to watch hard cock driving deep into her pussy.

Mr. Lloyd had only one thought on his mind now and his efforts became more frantic as the craving to feel that moment of release for a second time in quick succession powered him on. Matilda pushed back against him as she felt the tightening in her core. She spread her legs wider as hard cock pounded into her slick depths, with her belly muscles clenching until the rough sex finally got her what she craved.

She went motionless for a split-second before the burning tingle between her thighs erupted to orgasm. Her squealing gasps of delight seemed to excite Mr. Lloyd all the more and his efforts became even more frenetic as he worked to bring himself to the edge. His hard cock hammered into Matilda as she writhed around, with pulses of hot pleasure ripping through her shuddering body.

Her mouth opened wide as she looked down to Mr. Barton watching the way she was being brutishly ravished yet again. He urged his friend on and Mr. Lloyd bucked harder still to drive his erection deep until his excitement finally spilled over.

Matilda was engulfed in the peak of her pleasure when he let go inside her and she closed her eyes as hot spurts of his seed shot hard. He wrapped his arms around her torso to hold her tight and she could feel the quivering strength in his muscles as their bodies remained locked together in the grip of passion. She let out another squeal when the moment finally passed and slumped down on him in a gasping exhaustion.

He tried to push deeper inside her to take every last bit of pleasure from their coming together, but the tension finally melted away from his body as he relaxed. His hissed curses of delight were the only sound in the carriage for a short while as the power slowly drained from his erection.

“Put them back on,” Mr. Barton encouraged.

It took Matilda a second to realize he was talking about her panties, but she looked down to see them being held for her. The awkwardness of the situation made her face screw up and she squirmed around to pull herself off Mr. Lloyd’s fading erection before lifting her feet one by one to slip them into her underwear.

The panties were pulled up her legs to get them in place and she shoved her skirt down to cover herself up. It felt a little mortifying that she’d allowed herself to get so carried away in the heat of the moment, but there wasn’t a lot she could do about it now. She was made to get up, so Mr. Lloyd could shuffle along the seat and it let her drop back down between the two men.

“Goddamn,” Mr. Lloyd uttered as he tried to stuff his softening penis back through the gap in his trousers.

“Took your power, have I?” Matilda teased when she turned to watch.

He didn’t reply as he straightened his clothes. When he finished, he collapsed back on the seat and closed his eyes. The silence that followed felt a little awkward and it didn’t end until Mr. Barton spoke.

“We’re almost there.”

Matilda looked out the window, but couldn’t see much in the darkness. A tap on her arm made her turn her attention to Mr. Barton and she saw the letter being held out to her.

“When you cross the bridge over the river to get in the village, keep going straight then take the second street on your right. The house you want is the one at the very end. The name on the envelope is who you give it to…, no one else.”

Matilda said nothing as she took the letter and put it in the pocket of her coat. Her mind ticked over with questions, but the chance to ask them disappeared when the carriage came to a stop at a junction.

“Walking along that road will get you to the bridge,” Mr. Barton said and pointed out the window.

“How far?” Matilda asked as she looked out into the gloomy darkness.

“About one mile,” he answered.

She let out a groan before speaking again.

“Can’t you get me closer than that?”

“Can’t risk being spotted,” Mr. Barton answered. “It’s…”

“Complicated,” Matilda cut in before he said the word.

She really wasn’t sure what she’d got herself involved with, but knew it was her last chance to back out when Mr. Barton opened the door to step down from the carriage then looked in at her.

“We’ll stay right next to this large oak tree until you get back,” he said. “I’ll give you the other half of the money then.”

Matilda’s lips tightened together. Having the lure of the payment dangled in front of her pushed the reservations she had aside. She wanted the rest of the cash, so shuffled along the seat to get out.


A Head for the Horseman

“I’ll see you when you return,” Mr. Barton said before climbing back inside the carriage.

Matilda got a last glimpse of Mr. Lloyd slumped limply on the seat. Despite the situation she found herself in, she couldn’t stop a smile flitting across her lips. It was patently obvious how much he’d enjoyed his night with her.

She could still feel the last pleasure of the sex they just shared, but there was no chance for her to enjoy it. There were already other things on her mind and the sight of the men she’d spent the evening with was taken from her when the door of the carriage closed. She let out a slow breath and the expression on her face changed to one of uncertainty.

“One bloody mile,” she muttered when she turned away from the carriage to look along the dark route she was about to walk.

Then again, if someone had told her she’d be paid the money on offer for simply walking a mile and back, she’d have bitten their hand off for the opportunity. The trouble was, she couldn’t get the niggling suspicions out of her head that the job wouldn’t be as quick and easy to complete as it had been made out to be.

There was no point in backing out now though. Hopefully her doubts were misplaced and it wouldn’t be too long before her evening came to a successful end. She glanced over her shoulder as she began hurrying along the road. It showed her the carriage remained beside the large oak tree. As she kept going, she could see it less clearly with each turn of her head until it disappeared from view completely. That stopped her looking back.

Instead, she kept her gaze fixed firmly ahead to make her way forward as quickly as her legs would carry her. She could hear the sound of burbling water to her left. It revealed the river wasn’t too far away from the road although she couldn’t get a sight of it in the gloomy surroundings.

Not that it really mattered. The bridge was what she wanted to see. That would show her the walk was coming to an end. It would be a short while before that happened though and all she could do was keep her head down and take one step after another.

Doing so became more of a challenge when she saw the darkness up ahead becoming all the more ominous as the road entered a wooded area. She didn’t stop though and forced herself to speed up when she walked into the trees. However, it felt like they swallowed her up completely.

A sense of claustrophobia took hold to make her throat constrict and she could feel her insides churning. The thick canopy of branches and leaves overhead let almost none of the dim moonlight through. She could barely see her feet as she looked down to the road and her heartbeat pounded faster in her chest as her nerves stretched tighter. There was little choice but to forge ahead and hope it wouldn’t be too long before she came out the other side.

“One foot in front of the other,” she repeated over and over, but there was no shaking off a growing agitation as she kept walking in the deep darkness.

It was the sound of the wind rustling through the branches and leaves which got her mind on something other than the eerie surroundings. It reminded her of the old man cursing when she opened the door of the tavern to let the breeze in and the memory brought a wry smile to her face.

“Silly fool,” she muttered, but wasn’t sure if the insult was aimed at the old man or at herself for the situation she’d put herself in.

She eventually cleared thoughts of him out of her head to set her concentration on the task in hand. Walking faster left her breathless, but she didn’t slow down as she hurried to get past the trees. She finally managed it and felt a brief sense of relief at being in more open surroundings again. A glance up to the sky showed the moon peeking out from behind dark clouds to provide some illumination of the way ahead.

It was a sound rather than a sight which convinced her she was nearing her destination, however. The burbling of the water grew louder and she assumed it was because the road was curving around towards the river. That meant the bridge couldn’t be too far off and she realized she was right when she eventually caught a glimpse of it in the distance.

“Finally,” she muttered.

It brought the end of the walk closer, but another faint sound came to her on the breeze. This was one she didn’t expect to hear and it stopped her in her tracks. She cocked her ear to listen and knew she wasn’t mistaken. The faint clip-clop of hooves grew louder. Her first thought was that Mr. Barton had changed his mind and was coming to stop her delivering the letter.

She squinted her eyes as she stared back along the road towards the wooded area, but she couldn’t really see anything in the darkness. There was no doubt someone was approaching though. Whether that was good or not, she didn’t know. The sound of hoofbeats grew louder still as the animal’s feet thudded down on the hard surface of the road and Matilda felt her heart coming up into her throat. Her hope that it was Mr. Barton was dashed when she finally caught sight of the rider heading in her direction.

It was a lone figure on horseback and she stepped off the road in the hope she wouldn’t be noticed in the evening darkness. She kept her head bowed and felt the relief when the rider passed her by, but the respite was short-lived when the horse was brought to an abrupt halt not much further along the road.

She swallowed hard as she watched the person turn their mount to ride back in her direction. It made her take a couple of steps back towards the low wall behind her. There was no doubt she’d been noticed, but it was only when the figure drew close enough for her to get a proper look that a shock hit Matilda like a thunderbolt.

The collar of the dark cloak was high and it was dark, but she was in no doubt that her eyes were not deceiving her. Her panic heightened when the rider tugged hard on the reins to make the horse rear up on its hind legs. Her foot snagged on a clump of grass when she tried to back off and a cry came out of her mouth as she stumbled. There was no keeping her balance and she winced when she fell to her backside on the ground.

The sound of her distress revealed exactly where she was and she winced when the front hooves of the horse crashed back down. It was too close for comfort. The animal snorted loudly as it edged nearer to her and stamped at the ground. Her only thought was to get away, with the soles of her shoes scuffing on the grass as she tried to scramble backwards on her butt.

The lump in her throat meant she could barely get a breath. It felt suffocating and all the more so when her efforts to get away were thwarted by the low wall. Bumping into it brought her to a stop, but her feet didn’t stop pushing and it pinned her against the stones. Her gaze stayed on the rider dismounting and her eyes opened wide in terror as something she could scarcely believe approached her.

She found herself staring at an urban legend she’d heard spoken of in whispered voices on a good few occasions. She’d always dismissed it as nothing more than ancient folklore. Tall tales passed around a campfire by people trying to scare each other in the dead of night. The Headless Horseman was the stuff of nightmares, but she could see for herself that it was more than mythology.

The dark cloak fluttered in the breeze to give a fleeting glimpse below it to the tight shirt stretched over a hard-muscled body, but it wasn’t that which held Matilda transfixed in horror. Her gaze was glued to the high collar of the outfit. It should have concealed a neck, which in turn should have supported a head.

“Can’t be,” she hissed through gritted teeth.

She blinked her eyes a couple of times in a last, desperate hope that they really were deceiving her, that she might be mistaken. Her actions changed nothing though. No head was visible. She couldn’t get out a breath and there was no pulling her gaze away from the high collar until the movement of a hand reaching below the cloak caught her attention.

What was brought out remained hidden in the clutches of the Horseman until it was tossed in the air. Matilda’s eyes slavishly followed the trajectory of the object, with the glint of moonlight on steel igniting a stronger dread. The soles of her boot scuffed on the ground again, but there was no escape as the wall kept her trapped where she was.

Strong fingers deftly caught the sharp blade and Matilda shrank back when the knife was thrust towards her. Her mouth opened wide, but no sound came out as she stared at the weapon. She couldn’t make sense of it being offered to her handle-first and she pressed back harder against the wall as it came nearer.

The Horseman stepped right up to her and reached out with his free hand. When it latched onto Matilda’s arm, she let out a whimpering cry. She was dragged to her feet, but when the strong grip was released the buckling of her knees almost made her fall straight back down. It was only a faltering step backwards to press her legs against the low wall that kept her upright.

“Please,” she let out in a bleating entreaty.

The touch of the knife handle on her bare skin made her snatch her hand away, but her wrist was grabbed. She struggled against the grasp of the Horseman’s fingers, but he was too powerful. Her arm stretched out and she watched in a panic as the handle of the knife was slapped down on her palm.

“Oh god, please,” she implored, but her fingers were wrapped around the handle to make her take the knife.

The Horseman pointed over the wall, but all Matilda could do was stare at him in dread. There really was no head. He shouldn’t exist, but there he was as large as life towering over her. Being so close brought home just how huge he was. He seemed to block out the moon completely as he loomed over her and the dizzying fright of the situation brought palpitations that left her almost in a faint.

There was no tearing her gaze from him until his fingers cupped her chin. The chill touch brought a squeal bursting from her lips as she was made to look into the field beyond the wall. Her eyes narrowed as she gazed into the gloom.

She had no idea what she was supposed to be looking at initially, but the Horseman kept pointing and she tried to follow the line of where his finger aimed. It showed some dark shapes on the ground and the inkling of what was happening fluttered into her mind. She couldn’t get herself to believe her thoughts, however. They were just too bizarre.

She turned back to the Horseman, but there was no gaze to catch. There was no head at all and it made her sure that what she was thinking was right. She knew the autumn tradition of making a Jack-o-lantern to celebrate All Hallows’ Eve. It was something her father had done for her every year during her childhood. She’d even helped him on occasion to scoop out the innards before he carved a spooky face and illuminated it with a small candle.

That was years before though. She hadn’t thought about it in a long time. Suddenly, it was at the forefront of her mind even though Halloween was still many weeks away. That didn’t appear to matter though. It seemed that a demand was being made of her that she produce a Jack-o-lantern. The knife she’d been given, the pumpkins pointed out to her. It all led to that conclusion, but she couldn’t get herself to move.

A grip on her arm made her wince and it didn’t let go when the Horseman deftly vaulted the low wall. Matilda let out a squeal as a tug got her scrambling after him. Once in the field, she was pulled across to the dark shapes and shoved down to her knees on the ground. It was all just too unbelievably surreal and she wanted to curse Mr. Barton for getting her into the situation.

She glanced up, but the pumpkins were simply pointed out to her again. There was no choice other than to give what was wanted. She could only hope that making a head for the Horseman would be enough to bring the encounter to an end. Getting herself to actually believe that was almost impossible though. She feared what would happen if and when the knife was taken from her, but all she could do was concentrate on the job she’d been ordered to carry out.

The Horseman loomed over her as she reached out to grab the stem of the nearest pumpkin to pull it in front of her. She was about to sink the blade into the top to get the work started when her wrist was grabbed to stop her. Her blood ran cold as she froze in position and her gaze never left what happened right in front of her.

However, all the Horseman did was turn the pumpkin over. He then let go of her wrist and motioned for her to continue. Her hand shook as she used the blade to cut the bottom off, so she could get to the flesh inside. She wasn’t stopped this time and tried to ignore the huge rogue of a figure looming large over her as she carried on working.

Using the knife to cut at the flesh, she started scooping it out as best she could with her free hand. It was hard going to do the job with only the blade though and she sensed the growing agitation of the Horseman at the time she took. Her heart leapt up into her throat as she tried to work faster to hollow out the pumpkin, but it was a while before she scraped out the last of the innards.

It was the Horseman who grabbed hold to turn it over again. Matilda closed her eyes for a second and tried to remember the design her father carved. She could see it in her mind’s eye. Whether she could produce it was another thing altogether. All she could do was try and her eyes snapped back open when a strong hand slapped down on her shoulder.

It made her arm shake more noticeably as she prepared herself then started to jab the knife into the pumpkin. The design wasn’t exactly tidy, but she managed to get a couple of large, hexagonal eyes cut out. Just underneath them, she twisted the point of the blade in to drill out a couple of smaller, circular holes for nostrils.

Fingers squeezed tighter into the flesh of her shoulder as she began to work on the mouth. The jagged grimace that slowly emerged was eventually completed to the best of her abilities and she shrank back when the Horseman grabbed the stem of the pumpkin to pick it up.

She couldn’t drag her gaze from the outlandish scene taking place right in front of her. The Horseman lifted the pumpkin up high then lowered it down inside the collar of the cloak he wore. It seemed to wobble in place for a second when he let go and Matilda was sure it would crash back to the ground.

That didn’t happen though. She frowned when a pulse of light seemed to flash in the openings she’d cut into the pumpkin. It made her rub her eyes. Once again, they weren’t deceiving her though. She could see what looked like small, flickering flames coming to life, but it was no candle making them.

“No, no, no,” she mouthed, without realizing she was even speaking as the illumination grew brighter.

Her feet scuffed on the ground once more as she tried to put some distance between herself and the Horseman. She still couldn’t look away from swirling tendrils of smoke that began to rise around him in the darkness. The constriction in her throat seemed to tighten when he looked directly at her. It seemed ridiculous to even say that, but she could see the life burning in the eyes of the pumpkin head she’d made. It was something else that left her utterly at a loss, however.

“Perfect,” the Horseman growled in a hoarse rasp.


Head for the Horseman

“You can…, can speak,” Matilda stammered in a startled rasp of breath.

“Once someone is kind enough to make me a head, yes I can speak,” the Horseman replied. “So, I’ll say thank you for that.”

Matilda stared in open-eyed awe at what she’d created by her own hand. There had been no kindness involved in her actions though. She’d been compelled to make the pumpkin head and the amazement she felt at it coming so vividly alive didn’t take away from the dread of a truly surreal moment. The jagged grimace she’d carved didn’t move, but there was no doubt she could hear the words the Horseman spoke. She could barely believe it and slowly shook her head from side to side, without even realizing she was doing it.

“Can’t be,” she muttered.

“Oh, it can be,” the Horseman said and stepped forward to hold out a hand.

Matilda couldn’t swallow the lump in her throat as her gaze darted to the blade she’d used to carve the Jack-o-lantern that now functioned as the Horseman’s head.

“Please,” she implored when she returned her attention to him.

“Give me my belonging,” he snapped and thrust his hand closer.

Matilda’s chest heaved and she was aware of the Horseman’s gaze apparently fixating on the way her large breasts rose and fell as she took in heavier breaths. It seemed crazy to even think such a thing, but she was sure it was true. There was no denying him what he wanted when his hand came closer still and her arm felt weak as she held up the knife.

It was snatched from her and she watched as the blade was wiped on the side of the Horseman’s breeches to clean it. The knife was then returned to its place of keeping beneath his cloak. That at least provided a modicum of relief that she wasn’t in any imminent danger although that feeling didn’t last long. A silence stretched out until she eventually couldn’t stand it

“I’ve done as you ordered me,” she uttered in a tremulous voice. “Please, let me go on with my business.”

There was no answer at first and another ominous hush descended over them. It made Matilda want to flee, but she suspected it would be impossible to get away. She didn’t think she could outrun the monster standing over her. The sound of the whinnying horse came to her and she glanced to where it stood looking over the low wall. The comment she heard brought her gaze back to the Horseman.

“And what would that business be?”

“I’m going to visit a friend in Little Hampton,” Matilda lied.

She held her breath as the Horseman stepped closer still. She could see the burning flicker in the large eyes she’d carved only a few moments before. It held her almost mesmerized for a few seconds, but she bowed her head to break the spell. She was drawn to look when another silence stretched out, however.

The tendrils of wispy gray she’d seen swirling around the pumpkin head were nearly gone, with the last of them disappearing into the little round nostrils when the Horseman took in a long, slow, deep breath. It was another action that seemed inconceivable. She couldn’t believe it was possible, even as she watched it happening. There was a pause before he audibly let the air back out and spoke.

“Well, well, if I’m not mistaken you’ve been having an enjoyable time with some friends already this evening.”

He inhaled deeply a second time and his hoarse cackle afterwards brought a realization to Matilda that she didn’t want. It wasn’t only the scent of smoke he’d got when he took in the deep breaths. He could smell something on her and she knew what.

“Oh god,” she hissed as she tried to shuffle backwards across the uneven ground on her bottom.

Her mind worked overtime with thoughts that began to make some sense of the evening’s events. She’d been set up for a job that wasn’t just a simple delivery. That seemed clear now. The men likely suspected the circumstances which would unfold when she tried to get to the village. It was why they couldn’t risk making the trip themselves. The risk was too great. If the Horseman confronted them, as he most assuredly would have done, they probably wouldn’t have survived the ordeal.

She, on the other hand, was a woman sporting a scent the Horseman would take in when he put on the pumpkin head. The two gentlemen she’d met that evening had gone out of their way to make sure she was drenched in the fragrance of sex. She’d fucked Mr. Lloyd in the carriage only a short time before. That was after letting him take her from behind in the bedroom of the tavern then giving Mr. Barton some relief with her mouth straight after.

There seemed little doubt the Horseman was savoring the pungent aroma of her salacious activities when he inhaled deeply once more through the round, carved nostrils. The whispered tales she’d heard of his exploits were usually filled with murderous intent and never ended well for the poor souls he encountered. Those were just stories though. It certainly didn’t appear to be the reality of the situation she now found herself in. Her life didn’t seem to be in danger. At least, not at that very moment it wasn’t. There were other things on the Horseman’s mind.

When he stepped forward, the breeze caught his cloak to make it flutter open. Matilda couldn’t stop herself. She glanced at his crotch and the darkness didn’t quite conceal the tell-tale sign of arousal that already showed through his dark breeches. It made her want to curse, but she clamped her lips together to stop the sound coming out. The thought that flashed through her mind was that she might need to shamelessly let her mouth open wide to give pleasure, so she could escape the clutches of a legend.

The idea unnerved her, but it wasn’t the only emotion that bubbled up. That didn’t come as a complete surprise, but the fluttering prickle of heat between her thighs still felt mortifying as she scrambled up to put herself in front of the Horseman on her knees. She was offering herself to him and was all but certain the invitation would be accepted. He loomed over her as she shuffled forward and he didn’t move a muscle when she reached out to ease his cloak open.

She looked up to see the flickering flames growing stronger in large eyes and it brought emotions that felt even more unspeakably shocking to her. There were plenty of times on her knees when she’d looked up to what was definitely a lustful gaze on her. It had always been a thrill that she could so easily make herself the object of someone’s desires.

This time she could literally see a lust for her coming to life. The flickering flames of longing in the very eyes that she’d carved burned brighter still when she brushed her fingertips along the outline of what was clearly a swelling erection. The Horseman forced his hips forward, so she pressed her palm harder against the bulge and could feel her touch igniting a stronger pulse of hot blood. It wasn’t only him becoming aroused though.

Matilda could sense the grip of the curse taking hold of her yet again as she brought a cock erect. She’d always relished doing that to a man. On this occasion it wasn’t a man though. She was all too aware of that each time she glanced up to the pumpkin head she’d made. A hand touched on her shoulder and she felt the grip tightening as she continued to graze her fingertips along the swelling outline of an erection that was big.

The Horseman seemed to fill her vision as he rose to his full height over her and she heard his grunt when she grabbed at his erection through his breeches. It really did feel big. The heady intoxication of that didn’t rid her mind completely of the fear. She was sure the danger of the situation wasn’t completely gone, but she knew what she had to do.

She’d found a weakness in a monster that she was perfectly positioned to take advantage of. It’s why Mr. Barton had been so keen for her to do the job and likely why she was offered so much money to tempt her into agreeing. He knew she had the ability to take a man’s power. She’d demonstrated as much in the upstairs room of the tavern and the back of the carriage. Doing the same again would give her a chance to get past the Horseman and reach the safety of the village.

“How long since…,” she asked, but didn’t finish the comment when she took a tighter grip of the Horseman’s erection though his dark breeches. There was no need. Her meaning was understood.

“Too long,” he growled. “Far too long.”

“I can feel that,” she told him and let go of his manhood to loosen the buttons of his breeches.

She could sense how much he wanted her touch. It excited her in a way she knew it shouldn’t. That tamped down her fears some more and there was no stopping. She grabbed at the dark material to drag it down and saw the bulge in the long, white, cotton drawers she revealed. Her gaze stayed on it as she took hold again, but the Horseman loosened the drawstring at his waist.

It showed what he wanted, so Matilda gave in by pulling the cotton underwear down. The sight that came into view showed that everything about the Horseman was big. His swelling erection already jutted out from his groin and she felt the burn of desire as she stared at one of the most impressive cocks she’d ever seen.

Taking hold of it was met with a gasping grunt and she looked up. It brought home the weirdness of the moment as she looked in eyes literally smoldering with passion. The flickering flames grew brighter still when she clutched her fingers tighter around flesh becoming engorged with hot blood. She could feel the throbbing response to her grip and kept looking up as she leaned in.

The grunts of pleasure increased in volume as she eased the foreskin off the thickly swollen helmet and flickered the tip of her tongue on glistening skin. She took in shallow, rapid breaths as she pleasured a legend. The hand on her shoulder grasped tighter and the way the Horseman’s legs began to tremble showed that he was already succumbing to her wiles.

It spurred her on and there was more than just escaping on her mind. That should have been her sole focus. To get away from a monster she was in danger from. However, the pulsing throb of his erection brought heat between her thighs and put her in the grip of a curse that threatened to make her insatiable.

She shuddered as she rolled her tongue around the engorged helmet a few times then dripped spit on it. Bringing her hand up, she watched what she did as she got her fingers stroking and twisting along the Horseman’s swollen shaft to lubricate it. She knew in turn that she was being watched by a burning gaze and that excited her all the more. It made her quicken the pace and keep adding more spit.

The silky sensation of her slippery hand gliding up and down a big cock coming fully erect took her breath. She couldn’t even get her fingers all the way around the base as it swelled thicker and worried that her heartbeat was going to leap out of her chest while she played. It made her bosom heave and a shiver trickled down her spine when the hand on her shoulder slid down to her breasts.

“Show me,” the Horseman demanded as he tried to dig his fingers into flesh through the material of Matilda’s clothes.

She stroked her hand right to the base of his erection to make it jut out proudly from his groin and pushed against heavy balls. Her tongue was a blur as she flickered it at the underside of the head, but the demand was made of her again in a more forceful voice and she acted in response by letting go of hard cock to get fingers to the buttons of her coat.

As she loosened them, a memory of acting in a similar manner at the table in the tavern earlier in the evening flashed through her head. Putting her cleavage on show at that time had been an attempt to entice a couple of gentlemen to pay for her services. As it turned out, that had been a waste of time. They’d intended to be with her from the moment they became aware she was in the tavern.

It had set in motion an evening that put her on a collision course with a legend. She was now about to bare her breasts to the Horseman and could see the quiver of his full erection as the eyes she’d carved remained avidly fixed on her.

Pulling the sides of her coat apart, she dragged the neckline of her dress down. It was the Horseman who seized her bra though. The rugged way he yanked at the material to make her breasts spill free brought harsh gasps spilling from her lips. The manner in which he then grabbed hold to maul her naked flesh engulfed her in tremors.

His fingers dug in deep and she could feel the calluses on his palm as they grazed roughly against her nipples. She pushed towards the groping touch, wanting it in a way that felt so utterly wrong. The delirium of being in such a dangerous situation was there, however, and there was no pretending otherwise.

It made her act. Getting her hand over his, she encouraged him to molest her more forcefully and felt the swell of her nipple as it stiffened. She tried to stifle the groans, but it was impossible as she was held in the grip of an illicit craving that only grew stronger while her breasts were ruggedly groped.

Pulling his hand across her chest, she slapped it against her other breast. Hot shivers raced down her spine as he lustfully grabbed a handful of naked flesh, but she let go to get her own hand back to his erection. The pulsing throb of his lust seemed stronger than ever as she started stroking her fingers up and down.

The Horseman slapped his free hand on her shoulder and she knew she was giving him a knee-trembling moment when she quickened the pace of the stroking. It made him grasp her tits harder still, but his touch eventually came up to her head to show he wanted more that her hand.

His strong fingers tangled in her hair, but she was already leaning in. Her lips parted wide as she worked them over the thick head of the Horseman’s erection. She got both her hands gripped around his shaft to hold onto it tightly, while both of his hands came to the back of her head.

It enabled him to pull her onto his erect manhood, but she didn’t need him to. The curse had taken an intense grip on her and there was no resisting the impulse to give oral to such a virile erection. The throaty, gulping sound of her efforts surrounded them as she worked her mouth lower with each bob of her head. It made her eyes water and the thick helmet was soaked in spit as she let it slide all the way to the back of her mouth over and over again.

The grip on her head tightened to pull harder and the sound of her gagging became desperate as the Horseman kept her giving the blowjob. The rounded tip of his erection started to slide down her throat to make her gasp for air more desperately. It was dirtier than anything she’d done that evening. She was held in the savage desires of a highly aroused monster to keep giving what he wanted until bubbly strings of spit hung down from her mouth towards her naked breasts.

She had to struggle fiercely to pull her head back, so she could take in some gasping breaths. The Horseman seemed even more in the grip of the libido she’d stirred, however. Matilda was sure he wanted more than her mouth, but she parted her lips wide to get them back over the thick head again and realized just how conflicted that made him.

She took advantage of this by keeping one hand tightly gripped on his engorged shaft, while moving the other down to cup fingers around his heavy balls. Her massaging touch ignited the sound of loud, hoarse grunts that filled the cool, night air around them and she sensed his hunger for a release. It made her bob her head faster to give him the gulping sound of her gagging once more.

At the same time, she slipped fingertips to the sensitive spot just behind his balls. She pressed hard before stroking along his perineum and could feel the pulsing contractions of his muscles. His fingers brushed roughly into her hair, but she didn’t let him pull her off. Instead, she got the hand she had gripped on his shaft stroking and twisting up and down as she continued to give the blowjob.

His huge body stretched out over her as she worked harder still to make him crave a finish. If it had been far too long since his last ejaculation, she could only imagine how much he wanted to have the feeling back in his life. His hand went to the back of her head to pull her onto him and she knew she had him. She gave what he wanted by letting the bulbous helmet slip down her throat again.

There was no getting a breath as he forced himself onto her, but she slid her fingers right to the base of his erection and pushed down hard against his balls to make his cock quiver in her mouth. The moment came when she eased a fingertip of her other hand back along his perineum all the way until it pressed against his puckered hole.

It was the touch that proved too much for the Horseman. She felt the quivering throb of his erection in her mouth and wiggled her finger harder against his asshole to make it slip a little inside, while pushing down hard against his balls. His body tensed as she forced him over the edge and a guttural howl of raw passion rang out when he succumbed.

Matilda tried to pull her head back, but his grip tightened to hold her in place and there was no avoiding the streaming spurt of his thick, fecund seed erupting down her throat. His hips bucked hard to fuck his hard cock deeper into her mouth, but a shudder ripped through him to weaken him and it allowed her to slide her lips up to just below the head.

She clamped them in place around his throbbing shaft and stroked frantically to let him shoot spurt after hot spurt of cum into her mouth. The need for a breath eventually made her back off and she let out a gasping squeal as the last of the sticky deluge splashed her chin and spilled down onto her bare breasts.

Gripping tighter around his thick shaft, she dragged her fingers all the way up to the underside of the head and his legs trembled as he staggered back a step. She continued to hold his erection as she leaned in to take it back in her mouth and got her tongue working. It brought out the last of his cum and she greedily licked at the sticky dribbles. He shuddered and took another faltering step back as his knees threatened to buckle completely.

The end of his climax gave Matilda the chance she wanted, but she needed to act quickly before he regained the strength she’d taken from him. Backing off a little, she grabbed at his breeches and drawers to drag them down around his knees then shoved hard against his midriff. His arms flailed out to the side as he desperately tried to keep his balance, but his disheveled clothing wrapped around his legs to make him stumble and he crashed down on his backside.

His roar of anguish split the air. It sent a chill dread down Matilda’s spine, but she wasn’t about to hang around. Rising to her feet, she scrambled back in the direction of the wall and clambered over it. A glance back as she hurriedly straightened her clothing showed the Horseman still slumped on the ground. His eyes burned bright in the darkness and she wasn’t sure if that was caused by lust or fury now.

It didn’t matter to her though. The encounter had ended with her using her wits to escape his clutches. Well, it would end if she fled the scene and she did just that. Turning away from the bizarre sight, she got back on the road to run the last of the distance to the bridge.


Making a Delivery

It wasn’t until Matilda was almost on the other side of the river that she slowed her pace to come to a stop. In truth, that was as much to do with the stitch in her side as anything else. The adrenaline rush of fleeing the clutches of the Horseman had made her oblivious to the burning ache in her muscles, but she was all too aware of it now. She grimaced as she leaned heavily on the stone parapet of the bridge and closed her eyes to try and catch her breath.

The thumping of her heartbeat in her ears was all she could hear at first and she tried to take in deeper breaths to recover from the exertion of her escape. That finally allowed her to listen properly and she felt the relief of not hearing the clip-clop of hooves on the road that would have signaled she was being pursued.

“Breathe,” she urged herself and took the advice by inhaling deeply a few more times.

When she opened her eyes, she turned to look back in the direction of where she’d come from. She could just about make out the silhouette of the horse in the darkness, but she couldn’t see its rider. The flickering flames in the pumpkin head would definitely have been visible to her. She was sure of that. There was no sign of them though and she could only assume the Horseman remained out of sight on the other side of the low wall.

“Get going,” she let out under her breath.

It didn’t get her moving at first though. She was suddenly aware of the stickiness on her chin and got a handkerchief from the pocket of her coat to clean herself up. When she finished, she returned the handkerchief to where she’d got it from and her fingertips brushed against the money. That focused her mind on what she now needed to do and she glanced back across the bridge.

While she wasn’t being chased, that didn’t mean it wouldn’t happen and she needed to put as much distance as she could between herself and the Horseman. Her chest rose and fell as she took another couple of deep breaths to shrug off some more of the ache in her side before turning her attention to her destination. She looked around as she hurriedly walked into the village and came to a stop when she reached the first junction.

“First or second?” she muttered and wracked her brains.

She remembered Mr. Barton telling her she should keep going straight when she crossed the bridge then make a right turn. Her head spun in the aftermath of the encounter with the Horseman, however, and it took a few seconds of deliberation to recall which turning she was meant to take.

“Second,” she told herself, but still hesitated before muttering under her breath. “Definitely second.”

She glanced back in the darkness, but all remained quiet and she was sure she wasn’t being hunted down. The flash of disappointment came unbidden and she cursed herself before turning her attention to the task in hand. When she set her gaze ahead, she got moving once more and it didn’t take long for her to reach the second turning.

“Last house,” she said when she walked around the corner.

There was no doubt in her mind about that, so she hurried along the dark street until she reached the very end of it. A light shone in one of the windows of the final cottage, but the rest of the place was in darkness. It was a sign there was someone inside and Matilda’s lips tightened together as her insides churned.

“You need your head examined,” she berated herself, but she’d come this far and there was no point in backing out now. The rest of the money was within her grasp and she wanted it.

She remembered one of Mr. Barton’s comments before they parted ways, so got the envelope from her pocket to check the name written on it.

“Right,” she murmured once she’d committed the information to memory and put the letter back in her pocket.

Walking up to the cottage, she lifted a hand to knock. The wait went on longer than she expected and she started to think there might not actually be anyone in when she heard a tentative call from inside.

“Is that you Papi?”

“No,” Matilda called back through the closed door and took the chance that the person on the other side of the door was who she wanted. “I’m here on an errand.”

There was a pause of no longer than a second before she heard the grating sound of a key turning in the lock. The door opened no more than an inch or two and the concern was all too clearly etched on the pretty face that appeared at the narrow gap.

“Did he send you?” the young woman asked.

“He?” Matilda queried.

“Jonathan,” the girl answered.

Matilda wrinkled her nose. She couldn’t be sure they were talking at cross purposes, but there was only one way to find out.

“Jonathon Barton?”

The expression on the woman’s face remained uncertain. However, she nodded her head to answer the question.

“How do you know him?” she asked.

The thought that flashed through Matilda’s mind wasn’t one she was about to share. She didn’t know exactly what she’d walked into, but mentioning what happened in the tavern, or the carriage for that matter, would go against her promise to keep her client’s indiscretions secret. Instead, she came out with a reply, which wasn’t a lie although it didn’t tell the whole story.

“He was introduced to me through a friend of mine.”

“Oh,” the woman said.

Matilda would have preferred to stay completely anonymous, but guessed there was only one way to get the information she needed to confirm she was speaking to the person she wanted.

“I’m Matilda,” she said.

“Uh,” the young woman replied nervously, but completed the introductions by giving her name. “I’m Jane.”

It was enough to convince Matilda she was, indeed, at the correct place, so she reached in the pocket of her coat to bring out the letter.

“This is for you,” she said and held out the envelope.

Jane frowned as she eyed it. There was no missing the suspicion in her expression, but she eventually opened the door wider.

“Do you think I’m bad?” she asked.

Matilda was a little taken aback by the question, but answered it straight away.

“No, I don’t even know you. Why would I think that?”

“He’s married,” Jane said.

Their eyes met, but Jane dropped her gaze immediately and it was clear she was uncomfortable. Matilda recalled a comment she’d made to Mr. Barton in the tavern. She’d told him he couldn’t go home to his wife with the strong erection he’d got as they played in the bedroom. His reply had been he wasn’t going home at all.

It appeared she’d found out the reason why and she wondered if he’d ever go home to his wife again. A man having an affair was none of her concern though and she wasn’t about to get judgmental about him or the woman she stared at. She could write a full length novel about the irresponsible things she’d done in her life. Hell, what she’d done that evening was ridiculously foolhardy, but she wanted the money that completing the job would get her.

“You better read this,” she said and held out the letter.

Jane’s lips tightened as she stared at it. Her unease was plainly on display, but she eventually stepped aside.

“Come in,” she said.

“I…”

“Please,” Jane implored.

Matilda chewed on her lip as she contemplated what to do. She didn’t really want to go inside. At the same time, trying to make her way back to the carriage didn’t seem like a particularly smart idea either. Thinking about that put the image of the Horseman in her mind, but it was one where she was on her knees holding his huge erection and it sent a shiver down her spine. That she instinctively focused on the indecent act they’d shared seemed crazy, but that’s what filled her head.

“Please,” Jane urged again.

It interrupted Matilda’s thoughts. She decided taking up the offer would give her some time to gather herself, so she nodded and stepped across the threshold. The door was closed before she was led along the dark hallway then taken inside the one room which was illuminated.

The flickering flame of the candle brought to mind thoughts of the pumpkin head she’d carved although that quickly turned once more to the oral sex she’d given and she grimaced. She tried to clear the images from her head as she looked around spartan furnishings that included only a single bed, wardrobe and table with one chair.

“This is for you,” she said and held out the letter again when she returned her attention to Jane.

“He wants us to be together, but…,” Jane murmured.

Matilda wanted to let out a sigh in response to the comment, but knew it would come across as unsympathetic. It made her remain silent although that started to feel awkward when it stretched out.

“But he’s married,” she said gently to finish the remark.

Jane nodded her head. She lifted a hand to start biting at her thumbnail and her eyes darted around nervously.

“My father and brother don’t want me leaving here either,” she said when she pulled her hand away from her mouth.

Matilda wasn’t sure what to say, but sort of understood the situation. It had been a life she’d lived for a while during her formative years although she’d developed a wild streak when she started having sex and had broken free from the shackles of her family. Jane obviously hadn’t.

It made a little more sense to Matilda of the situation she’d put herself in. Mr. Barton clearly didn’t want to confront Jane’s father and brother himself, but had taken the chance to make something happen while he thought they weren’t around. Matilda wasn’t about to ask where they were, but it went some way to explaining why the delivery had to be made that very evening.

A potential confrontation with Jane’s family wasn’t all that had worried Mr. Barton though. He’d clearly been aware of the Headless Horseman legend, which was another reason he’d shied away from coming to the village himself for fear of the murderous intent in the stories. That’s why Matilda had been brought in. She’d done exactly what was expected of her by reaching the cottage to deliver the letter.

“Look,” she said. “Maybe you should read…”

“Will you read it for me?” Jane interrupted.

“What’s written in the letter is private,” Matilda replied. “It’s for you. I shouldn’t read it.”

“Please,” Jane exhorted. “I’m scared of what it says. It might, it might…”

Matilda waited, but nothing more was said. She understood the concerns though. There were likely a million and one thoughts flashing through Jane’s head about what the letter might contain. That the poor girl was worried it might not be good news wasn’t exactly surprising.

“You’re sure?” Matilda asked.

“Yes,” Jane said and moved to the bed, so she could sit down. She then patted the covers beside her.

Matilda didn’t take up the invitation to sit and remained standing. Her hopes when she left the carriage was that she’d simply make the delivery then return to get the rest of the money for completing the job. That idea had long since fled her mind. She’d already given a lot just to get to the cottage and was becoming far more involved than she wanted. It made her shake her head grimly as she looked at the letter, but she started to rip open the envelope. Pulling out the paper from within, she unfolded it then read silently.

“Is it bad news?” Jane asked.

A couple of seconds passed before Matilda lifted her gaze from the letter.

“He wants you to go to him,” Matilda said.

It made Jane leap to her feet as she spoke.

“When?” she asked.

“Right now,” Matilda went on. “He dropped me off about a mile from here to make the delivery.”

“Why didn’t he just come himself?” Jane asked.

That thought came in Matilda’s head to answer by saying it was too complicated. It’s what she’d been told and she almost coughed up a laugh, but managed to choke it down. The situation wasn’t funny, anyway, so she came up with another response.

“He thought it was too risky. I’m guessing he found out your father and brother would be gone, but didn’t want to take the chance he was wrong and risk a confrontation.”

“And he wants me to go to him now?” Jane queried in an almost disbelieving voice.

“That’s what the letter says,” Matilda replied and held it out.

Jane moved closer and didn’t hesitate to take the letter now. She scanned the contents and her eyes were as wide as saucers in the dim candlelight when she looked up from the paper she held. Nothing was said for a few seconds as they stared at each other.

“Will you take me to him?” Jane eventually blurted out.

Matilda’s nose wrinkled as she took a step backwards.

“Look, I don’t…”

It was as far as she got when Jane dropped down in front of her. A grip on her dress stopped her taking another step back.

“Please,” Jane begged. “I need to do this, to get away from here.”

Matilda’s whole face screwed up now. She could see the anguish in the expression looking up at her. It brought back memories of leaving home when she was younger. She’d never regretted it and understood the emotional outpouring of a young woman desperate for a new life.

“Please,” Jane implored. “I have money that I…”

“I don’t want your money,” Matilda interrupted.

She’d already been well paid and wasn’t about to take advantage of someone in distress. The impulse to help played on her mind, but what that might mean for her didn’t bear thinking about. At least, that’s what she tried to tell herself as she attempted to shake off a salacious idea about the Horseman playing out in her head.

“Then tell me where he is exactly,” Jane went on. “So I can go to him.”

“Goddamn it,” Matilda let out under her breath.

Giving that information could put Jane in danger and Matilda knew she wouldn’t be able to live with herself if she did that. On the other hand, if she didn’t give the details she wouldn’t be able to ask the question that came to mind. Her head rocked back as she contemplated what to do and she eventually decided to take the chance.

“Look,” she said when she brought her gaze back down and grabbed hold of Jane’s arm. “If you walk over the bridge to cross the river then head along that road to a junction, Johnathon’s carriage is waiting there. Is there any other way to get to it rather than going along the road?”

“Well, only by hiking across the marshes,” Jane said. “But that’s a bad idea at the best of times and definitely at night. It’s longer and the trail is difficult to follow in the darkness. Moving off it can be really dangerous. There are just too many sinkholes, patches of quicksand and deep water channels. You can easily disappear and never be found again.”

Matilda lifted a hand to rub her brow as she contemplated information she really didn’t want to hear. She was given no time to think though.

“It’s much quicker and safer to walk along the road,” Jane said. “We can go that way.”

The breathless elation Matilda heard in the comment wasn’t good. It showed Jane had made up her mind that she was going to take the plunge and change her life. There was probably next to no chance of stopping her now.

Matilda considered telling the story of what happened while she walked to the village, but a few seconds of deliberation was all it took to come to the conclusion that it was a bad idea. She suddenly wished she’d kept her mouth shut about where the carriage was. The cat was out of the bag though and she watched as Jane went to the wardrobe to begin packing a bag. A thought came in her mind and she decided to try at least delaying things.

“You’d be better waiting until daylight,” she said.

“My father and brother might come back before then,” Jane said when she stopped to look across the room. “I can’t risk that and Johnathon might not wait all night. This is my chance right now, this very minute. I don’t want to miss it.”

A deep frown creased Matilda’s brow as she watched the packing resume. She more than ever wished she’d simply delivered the letter and walked away. It would have meant she only had herself to worry about. That wasn’t the case now and she knew she couldn’t let Jane head out into the night on her own.

“You’re not worried about traversing the road at this time of night in the dark?” she asked.

Their eyes met when she looked across the room and the moment of hesitation was telling. It was no surprise that people in the village would be aware of the Headless Horseman legend, but the determination in Jane’s expression was all too obvious. It also showed in her voice.

“It’ll be fine.”

Matilda grimaced as she again contemplated telling the story of what happened during her walk to the village. She suspected it wouldn’t change anything now though. The chance that had been presented was one Jane was going to take, so she could get the life she craved.

Moving across the room, Matilda dragged clothes down from the makeshift hangers in the wardrobe to hand them over. It sped up the process and Jane closed the bag when the packing was completed then got to her feet.

“Thank you for this,” she said and threw her arms around Matilda.

The embrace made Matilda close her eyes tightly. There were too many thoughts raging through her head and she couldn’t make sense of them. It was her who finally ended the hug and her fingers dug into Jane’s upper arm.

“I’ll take you,” she said. “But you have to promise to do exactly what I tell you.”

“It’s just a simple walk,” Jane replied. “If we hurry, it’ll be over before we know it.”

“Yes,” Matilda let out under her breath when she released the grip on Jane’s arms to turn away.

She could only hope the return to the carriage was straightforward and simple. However, a niggling sense that a second meeting with a legend was in the offing left her feeling conflicted. She should hate the prospect of that with every fiber of her being, but a little voice at the back of her head was trying to convince her otherwise.


Dark Woods

The candle being snuffed out plunged the room into darkness, with Matilda and Jane waiting a few seconds in complete silence for their eyes to adjust to the dingy gloom.

“Let’s go,” Matilda eventually said to break the oppressive atmosphere pervading the bedroom.

Moving to the door, she opened it and led the way along the hallway then glanced back when she came to a stop at the front door of the property.

“Remember,” she said. “If I tell you to do something, just do it. No questions.”

The only answer she got was a nod and she took a deep breath before opening the door. A quick look around showed the dark street was deserted, so she stepped outside. Jane followed and Matilda waited for the door to be closed and locked. She then watched as the flap of the letter box was opened, so the key could be shoved through.

There was a pause of a few seconds, before Jane showed she really intended to leave for good by letting the key go. The clink of the metal hitting the floor inside gave her pause for thought and she was lost in a flood of memories, both good and bad, until a hand touched on her lower back. It made her glance over her shoulder and nothing needed to be said when their eyes met. She simply nodded again to show she was ready and turned around.

The pair of them hurried along to the end of the quiet street then turned left to head in the direction of the bridge. Matilda could feel her heartbeat quickening with every step she took and it was about so much more than the exertion. There was no stopping a growing dread, but that wasn’t the only emotion she felt. Lifting her hand when they reached the river, she brought them to a stop.

“Let’s keep going,” Jane hissed urgently.

“Just give me a few seconds to gather myself,” Matilda replied, while she peered into the darkness ahead. “It’s been a long night.”

As far as she could make out, the horse was no longer where she last saw it beside the low wall. She also couldn’t see any flickering glow of light that would reveal the Horseman was still in the vicinity. There was a sense of relief that the way ahead looked clear. Whether it stayed that way was another matter, but she cast the thought aside and grabbed hold of Jane’s wrist to get them moving again.

Her nerves were on edge as they hurried along the road and she kept an ear cocked for the sound that would signal trouble coming their way. There was no clip clop of hooves on this occasion, however. The only things that disturbed the silence was their heavy breathing and the incessant burbling of the water in the river.

When they passed by the spot where she’d carved the pumpkin head for the Horseman, she looked over the low wall into the field. Memories of being on her knees to pleasure him came to mind. It felt disconcerting that it was the most sordid part of the encounter she kept going over in her head and she tried to clear away the images as she hurried on.

When she saw the darkness ahead deepening, she knew they were nearing the wooded area. The flutter of angst made her insides churn, but she knew once they were on the other side of the trees it wouldn’t take very long to reach the carriage. Her grip tightened on Jane’s wrist as she got them moving faster still.

The claustrophobic sensation of being swallowed by the oppressive gloom hit again when she led them into the small woodland, but she did her best to ignore it as she plowed ahead. Her hopes began to rise that they would make it back to the carriage without incident, but she realized it wasn’t all she felt. That the niggle in the back her head was now one of disappointment felt ridiculous, but there was no pretending it wasn’t there.

“Idiot,” she muttered.

“What’s that?” Jane asked.

“Oh, I just said…”

“No, that?” Jane interrupted in a perplexed voice and pointed when she came to a stop.

Matilda frowned as she turned to look. The flickering flames were there and gone then there again. They seemed to dance in the air as they flitted through the trees and she could understand Jane’s confusion. She knew exactly what she was looking at though and her heart leapt up into her throat to make her voice little more than a hoarse rasp when she gave the order.

“Run.”

“I don’t underst…”

“Run,” Matilda urged in a louder voice and tightened her grip on Jane’s arm to get them moving again.

Her eyes never left the flames as she and Jane fled along the road in the darkness. It was clear the Horseman wasn’t mounted on this occasion. That gave them a fighting chance to escape his clutches and she started to think they might make it when she saw they were nearing the edge of the woods.

At the last second, the movement of the flames seemed to pick up speed and she realized the pair of them were going to be cut off before they got out of the trees. The huge, lumbering frame of the Horseman emerged out of the darkness and she heard the frightened cry of Jane. It brought Matilda to a decision. Both of them couldn’t escape, but maybe one could.

“Just keep going along the road to the junction,” she urged when she let go of Jane’s arm as they kept moving. “It will get you to Johnathon’s carriage. I kept my side of the bargain, so tell him not to cheat me.”

She couldn’t believe what she was doing as she pushed Jane ahead then veered off the road at the last second. Her actions seemed to catch the Horseman off guard and he came to a complete halt in a split-second of what seemed like indecision.

He looked in the direction of Jane, but his attention came back to Matilda as she ran harder to launch herself at him in an attempt to repeat what she’d done after giving him head. There was no element of surprise this time, however, and his breeches weren’t around his knees to trip him up.

The momentum of her run gave her a slight edge as she slammed her shoulder hard enough against his torso to knock him off balance. A grip on her arm sent her tumbling down onto the grass with him though. They were a tangle of limbs for a few seconds before he came out on top and grabbed her wrists to pin them down. A glance showed that Jane had stopped at the edge of the trees and was looking back.

“Go,” Matilda yelled in a breathless rasp. “Get out of here.”

Her shout spooked Jane, who turned away from the scene to run out of the woods. Matilda brought her attention back to the living legend over her. She’d put herself back in his hands and while she could tell herself she’d acted to save another, she knew there was more to it than that. Her actions had been instinctive, but she suddenly wondered if she’d made a grave mistake. The sight of the pumpkin head in close up frightened her, but it wasn’t all she felt as powerful hands kept her trapped in place.

“That’s twice you’ve knocked me over,” the Horseman growled.

“And me just a woman,” she replied.

“Yes, that you are,” the Horseman said and breathed in deeply.

Matilda squealed at the speed with which he got up and pulled her to her feet with him. She glanced towards the edge of the woods, but there was nothing to see but trees now. Jane had gone and would be on her way to the carriage. She, on the other hand, was in the grip of a monster once more and the gut-wrenching feeling in the pit of her stomach was a mix of fear and elation as she was easily lifted to be slung over his shoulder.

Beating her hands on his broad back had little effect and she gave up as the Horseman strode away from the road to move back in the direction from which he’d come. It took them deeper into the dark woods and there was no pretending she wasn’t scared, but the anxiety was tinged with an excitement. The situation was out of control and there was a thrill to that which took her breath.

She still tried to keep her wits about her and let her gaze flit around in an attempt to keep track of where they were going. That became more difficult the further they went and there was a surprise to eventually seeing more flickering lights through the trees. It set her heartbeat racing faster and the shape emerging out of the darkness made her realize they were approaching an isolated shack.

It looked a little ramshackle, with the thatched roof in need of repair and the area cleared of trees around it looking a little overgrown. She saw the horse tied up at the side and the approach of its master made it whinny. The Horseman did no more than look in its direction as he strode to the small building and kicked the door open to walk inside.

Matilda let out a shriek when she was unceremoniously dumped onto fur skins on the floor. Her dress hitched up her legs as she tried to scramble into a sitting position and she was aware of the way her smooth skin was ogled. She reached for the hem, with the intention of pulling the material back down to cover herself up then stopped herself from doing it.

To get out of the situation she’d need to submit to the lust of the Horseman once more and give him what he wanted. At least, that’s the way things appeared and it put her emotions in a spin. She should hate the idea with all her being, but that little voice telling her otherwise was there at the back of her head again.


Shacking Up

The door of the shack being slammed shut made Melinda flinch. There was no lock, but the Horseman stayed between her and the only means of escape. Being trapped intensified her emotions, with a mix of jittery dread and exhilaration taking hold.

“What do you want from me?” she eventually blurted out to break the oppressive silence.

The Horseman didn’t respond as he pulled off the dark cape he wore then tossed it on a rickety-looking chair. The flame of a candle standing on a small table flickered in the breeze caused by the door shutting. It reminded Matilda of how her evening got underway when she first entered the tavern, which seemed a ridiculous thought considering the situation she now found herself in.

That moment when the old man bellyached his displeasure seemed a lifetime away, but it had only been a few hours earlier. So much had happened since then, but her night wasn’t over. Far from it and she was caught in a swirl of conflicting sentiments as she eyed her surroundings in the fluttering light of the candle. Her gaze latched onto something else sitting on the table. It held her interest for a second, but she caught the movement of the Horseman stepping towards her out of the corner of her eye.

It was the burning flames in the large eyes of the pumpkin head that she fixated on when she looked at him. His gaze seemed to roam over her and she felt a tingling heat making her skin flush. The undercurrent of arousal threatened to bring the curse to life and there was never any stopping it when that happened.

“You shouldn’t have run,” he growled menacingly.

“Seemed like the smart thing for me to do,” Matilda replied in a tremulous voice. “I did as you demanded of me in the field and carved you a pumpkin head…, then gave you something extra. There was no need for me to stay any longer. I told you I had business to attend to.”

“That was your friend you were with?”

Matilda said nothing at first. She’d sacrificed herself to make sure Jane got to Jonathon. At least, that’s what she tried to tell herself. The truth was her actions had been guided by more than altruistic concerns for another when she veered off the road to launch herself at the Horseman.

“Her identity is no concern of yours,” she eventually spat out as defiantly as she could to continue the bizarre conversation. “She is nothing to you.”

“And you?” the Horseman asked and let out a gruff cackle. “What are you to…”

“Nothing,” Matilda cut in. “Open the door and let me go.”

Even as she said the words, she knew it wouldn’t happen. She was caught in two minds as to whether she actually wanted it to. Not that it mattered what she thought. She’d let herself be captured and it wasn’t her in control of the situation.

The Horseman responded to her comment by taking another step forward to close the distance between them. It showed he wasn’t about to open the door and Matilda felt a sense of elated unease that she’d become trapped in his clutches again.

When he took another pace, she shuffled backwards on the fur skins, but there was nowhere for her to go. Bumping against the side of the shack brought her to a stop and it reminded her of being trapped against the low wall that bordered the field earlier in the evening.

Too many recollections of an eventful evening were flashing through her head and they wouldn’t stop. She’d ended that previous encounter on her knees giving the Horseman head before using her wits to escape. That wasn’t going to happen on this occasion, but she had a similar sense that she wasn’t in any real danger. At least, she wasn’t for the moment and was in no doubt why. She’d given him a taste of something that had been absent from his life for too long and he wanted to remedy that.

“What do you want from me?” she asked again.

There was still no answer, but there didn’t need to be. She knew what the Horseman wanted and couldn’t pretend she was any different. She’d put herself in the position she now found herself because she wanted it too. That didn’t make being in the presence of a scary legend any less threatening and the breath caught in her throat when he stepped right in front of her.

Her back pressed harder on the wall of the shack as she pushed herself against it. She was aware once more of just how imposing the Horseman was when he loomed over her and couldn’t stop her gaze settling on the front of his breeches. The tell-tale sign of what he craved was there already and her breath came rushing back out when she felt the fluttering pulse of warmth between her thighs growing stronger.

It felt shameful to have those feelings, but they were there and she knew the effect they’d have on her. The image of being on her knees in the field flitted through her mind yet again. She’d given him oral sex to take his power. This time, she suspected it would take more than that to escape his clutches, if she managed it at all. There was no holding in the gasp when he snatched hold of her wrist to pull it to his groin.

“You know what I want,” he snarled. “It’s what you want too, so stop pretending you don’t know.”

“I’m not…,” Matilda exclaimed and made a show of struggling against the grip, but it was futile.

She was no match for the power of a beast in the grip of ardent sexual desires and it was clear that the Horseman lusted for her body. A shudder ripped through her when her hand pressed against the bulge and she could feel the throbbing pulse of his primal urges. It ignited her own and she let out heavy, gasping breaths.

The rise and fall of her chest caught the attention of the Horseman, who let go of her wrist to sink his fingers into her breasts through her clothes. It was a chance for her to pull her hand away from his groin, but she didn’t and that felt all the more disgraceful. The curse was taking hold of her and the growing heat between her thighs made her squeeze them tightly together.

“Take it off,” the Horseman barked in a hoarse rasp and grabbed at her coat.

Matilda did pull her hand away from his groin now, but didn’t help. She didn’t need to. His urgency to take the coat from her was all too apparent. When he managed it, he tossed it aside and she let out a squeal when he dragged the neckline of her dress down to expose her bra.

It felt like he was on the cusp of ripping the clothes from her to get her naked, so she grabbed at the material of her dress. His strong fingers sank into her breasts through her bra, but he pulled his hand away from her chest when she dragged the material up to get it over her head. It made him take a step back and she tossed her dress aside to put her voluptuous curves on display. Sucking in deep breaths caused her chest to heave and she saw the way it held his gaze on her breasts.

“Wants them just like Mr. Lloyd,” she muttered and her voice was louder as she scrambled to her feet. “Sit down.”

To her surprise, the Horseman moved back when she put her hand on his chest to push. His gaze never left her breasts and she knew she was going to do more than simply show them to him. She could feel the hammering beat of his heart as she kept pushing. It revealed how exhilarated he was to have her back in his grasp and she kept pushing until his legs knocked against the rickety chair.

She slid her hand down to his crotch and for the second time that evening started to loosen the buttons of his breeches. When she finished, she dropped down to her knees. She was aware of his gaze staying on her, but didn’t look up to the pumpkin head. Instead, she kept her attention on what she was doing as she dragged the dark material down to reveal the cotton drawers below.

The Horseman loosened the drawstring, as he’d done in the field, and Matilda yanked the white material down to reveal his growing erection. She wasn’t even sure if the seat would hold his weight when she pushed hard on his midriff. The creak of the wood was loud when he sat down, but it held and she was quick to drag the breeches and drawers from him.

Her pulse quickened when she put her hands on his bare knees to spread them apart, so she could shuffle forward. It got her right between his muscular legs and she wasted no time in getting her fingers wrapped around his manhood. The strengthening pulse of hot blood pumping flesh erect was all too obvious and Matilda heard the growling moan when she gripped tighter. It did make her look up to the burning eyes locked onto her, but it wasn’t all she saw. The sight of the jagged grimace she’d carved made her shudder.

“Lord help me,” she muttered under her breath as she brought her gaze back down and leaned in.

She got her other hand wrapped around the Horseman’s thick shaft, but having both holding on didn’t come close to covering his full length. He tangled his fingers in her hair when she rolled her tongue around the swelling head, but she ignored it. The taste of pre-cum filled her mouth, with her pulse quickening as she kept licking. His grip tightened to keep her in place, but it wasn’t necessary. She was going to give everything he wanted in an attempt to take his power, so she could get to what she really wanted.

The sound of the Horseman’s gruff moans grew louder as she continued to pleasure him with her tongue. She gripped tighter still to savor the swell of stiffening flesh and was all too aware that her fingers didn’t wrap all the way around the thick girth once it was fully engorged. A pull on her hair brought her mouth to the tip and she let spit spill on it.

Sliding a hand up, she worked the lubrication along the Horseman’s impressively large manhood and kept adding more saliva until the stroking of her fingers felt silky smooth. It wasn’t enough for him though. Another pull on her hair forced her lips against the tip and she parted them to take the bulbous head all the way in her mouth.

The creak of the chair grew louder as the attention Matilda lavished on the sensitive head made the Horseman squirm. She started to work her lips along his erection to give another blowjob, but there would be no ending things like that on this occasion. Not that she wanted to. She could feel the growing ache between her thighs as the curse took a stronger hold and it guided her actions.

Forcing her mouth lower still made her gag on the thick head, with the gulping sound of the sloppy blowjob filling the small shack as she kept giving it. The tip almost started to slide down her throat to rip the breath from her and she fought against the pulling on her hair.

She let out a hoarse gasp when she managed to drag her head up and slid her tongue around her lips to break the strings of spit that stretched out from them. Not for one second did she tear her gaze away from the bulging veins that snaked along the Horseman’s monster erection. The slick glisten of her spit was all too obvious on hard flesh and her rapt attention remained on the dirty sight as she tried to recover her breath.

When she eventually let go, she got her hands behind her back to loosen her bra. She then dragged the straps from her shoulder to make the cups fall away from her breasts. It was memories of giving Mr. Lloyd a tit-fuck that plagued her mind as she exposed herself. His erection was nowhere near as big as the one in front of her now though and she felt a shiver trickle down her spine.

She gave the Horseman the same show she’d given in the bedroom of the tavern by lifting her breasts to rim her tongue slowly around one thickly swollen nipple then the other. It held his attention, so she kept doing it before finally squashing her tits harder together and letting spit drool over her bottom lip to spill into her cleavage. It showed what she was about to give and the Horseman grabbed hold of his erection then slid his hand right to the base to press his fingers down against his balls.

His erection jutted up menacingly from his groin, with Matilda unable to hold in the curse she let out through gritted teeth as she stared at just how big it was. She leaned in to kiss on the tip as she rubbed her breasts together and made a show of letting more spit spill over her bottom lip when she straightened up. Her breath came out heavily as she used her fingers to spread the lubrication all over the smooth skin of her cleavage.

She then leaned in and moved slowly from side-to-side to swing her breasts, so they brushed against the Horseman’s stiffly erect manhood as he continued to hold it. Her nipples rubbing against the hardness sent shivers down her spine and brought the longing for more. Grabbing her tits, she leaned all the way in to trap his erection in her cleavage and her voice was breathless when she spoke.

“Let go.”

He did so to let her slide her breasts all the way down to squeeze them around the thick base. She could feel the throbbing pulse of hot blood pumping and shuddered as she forced her breasts tighter around hard flesh. The creak of the chair erupted as the Horseman shuffled around, with the flutter of his belly muscles all the more noticeable when he clenched his pelvic muscles to make his erection strain.

Matilda held the position for a few seconds, so he could revel in the pressure of her soft flesh squeezing around his hard cock. She let more spit drool over her bottom lip to spill onto the thick head and watched it slowly roll down his shaft. The second he slumped down on the chair, she started to stroke her tits along his length.

She kept the movements slow at first, bringing her tits up to just below the head before sliding them down his stiff shaft again. It wasn’t long before she quickened the pace of the tit-fuck and knew the Horseman was in the thrall to the sensations assailing his body when she started to engulf the thick head between her breasts.

His groans sounded almost pained as the pleasure ripped through his veins and she quickened the pace of the action even more until she was enthusiastically stroking her tits along his length. The suddenness of stopping with the head engulfed in the soft grip of her cleavage brought out a louder groan from the Horseman.

Matilda glanced up to the pumpkin head and saw the fire burning brightly in the large, hexagonal eyes as she squeezed tighter. He reached out to grope her as she held the position, but his hand pulled away when she began to eagerly tit-fuck him again.

She pushed down hard each time to make her tits slap against his groin and the slick, slippery noise of naked skin coming together surrounded them. Her breath came out heavily as she worked frantically to tease and torment him, but knew that things weren’t going to end with her taking a sticky load over her chest. His hand eventually came to her shoulder to make her stop and she got the sensitive head of his erection trapped tightly in her cleavage again.

He pushed back in the chair to lift his butt up and she could see the strain in his muscles as they quivered. Loosening her grip a little let him fuck into her slippery cleavage and she was sure the chair would break under the weight of his efforts as he bucked up to make her tits jiggle. When he slumped down, there was a moment of still as they looked at each other and she knew he’d go after more than her breasts.

The moment broke to him shoving her shoulder and she let go of her breasts as she was forced back. The Horseman scrambled forward to drop to his knees and another shove sent Matilda crashing down to her back on the fur skins. Before she could react, he was on her. Her knickers was grabbed to drag them down and she writhed around as they were ripped from her then tossed aside.

She gasped when strong hands grabbed at her legs and did nothing to stop them being spread. The Horseman got a knee in between to spread her thighs wider and there was no hiding the slick glisten of arousal on her naked skin. The rough caress of fingertips trailing up her inner thigh made her back arch, but she slumped back down when she felt the intimate touch on the flushed, swollen flesh of her labia.

There was no holding in a groan, but Matilda sank her teeth painfully into her bottom lip to stop more coming out. Her hips juddered as strong fingers kept exploring and she knew she was showing her excitement when she pushed towards them. They slipped a little inside to make her thigh muscles quiver, but the touch pulled away quickly and she watched in almost horrified fascination as the Horseman lifted his hand.

There was no doubt he was taking in the scent of her sex through the round nostrils she’d carved in the pumpkin head. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from the outlandish sight, but it seemed to stir his lust even more and he got both his knees in between her thighs and forced her to spread them wider still.

It exposed her completely to him as he shuffled forward and that left her feeling more vulnerable than ever before in her life. The temptation of what came into her mind was still too much to resist though. She grabbed hold of his erection to pull it down, so she could press it against her belly and seeing how far it stretched up her body unnerved her.

“Way too big,” she murmured, but didn’t let go and kept it pressed down against the softness of her belly.

The Horseman ripped at the buttons of his shirt, so he could take it off and it left them both completely naked. He knocked Matilda’s hand away from his erection, so he could grab hold and shuffled back a little. The muscles in her neck strained as she tried to look down her body to watch the way the thick head rubbed against her flushed pussy lips. It slid in between to spread slick folds of skin and the glisten of her arousal was all the more apparent.

“Please,” she groaned when the bulbous head eventually slipped inside.

The way it stretched her open made her squirm, but her movements stopped when the Horseman threw himself forward. His hands slapped down onto the fur skins on either side of her torso and she let out a cry when he thrust hard to fuck his full, erect length all the way inside. Her cry was stifled when his heavy weight came down on her to make the strapping muscles of his chest crush against her naked breasts.

It pinned her down and it was all she could do to take in a breath as his body pressed down on hers. She could feel the pulsing throb of his arousal inside making her feel so full, with the quiver of her thigh muscles making them spasm. Sliding her hands around onto his back, she raked her nails down his spine and it sparked him to action. He pushed himself up on straightened arms over her and immediately started to thrust like a beast in heat.

The ferocity of his onslaught left Matilda writhing around under him while he relentlessly hammered in between her spread thighs. It plunged his erection deep into her wet pussy, with his frantic efforts becoming ever more brutish as he succumbed to the primal, animal urges that welled up from deep within. Their sweaty, naked bodies slammed together as he continued to throw himself at her, with his hips pumping harder and faster as the pleasure of using her roughly became his world.

Matilda’s back arched up from the fur skins as she submitted to being taken by a monster and it was every bit as good as she imagined it would be. That felt so wrong, but there was no stopping him. His need for her seemed to build with each forceful thrust that ravished her.

She slid her hands lower to clamp them on his taut buttocks, with the pain of her nails digging into his flesh spurring him on to pound his big cock into her slick depths. Her gaze went to the pumpkin head, but she couldn’t keep looking at it and closed her eyes as the Horseman ravaged her with a savage passion.

His excitement rose to a high as the pressure in his groin made his heavy testicles clamp up to his groin. It didn’t slow him down though. The hard, driving thrusts of his hips crashed between Matilda’s naked thighs until a final one buried his straining manhood balls-deep inside her. She pushed towards him to try and take herself all the way before he lost control, but he was no different from any man she’d fucked. At the moment of ejaculation, he cared only for the pleasure the sex gave him.

His hands clawed at the fur skins as his body stretched out tautly over her and his guttural groan of raw passion rang out. Strong, rapid-fire contractions of the muscles at the base of his erection set him off, with the hot pleasure of the spurting release overwhelming him as thick streams of his seed erupted inside Matilda. She could feel every one of them shooting hard and closed her eyes tightly while the Horseman was held in the grip of a strong climax.

The urge to breed made him force his hips forward until the spurts finally weakened then died away completely. His strength waned to make him slump down and Matilda let out a gasping groan as she was crushed beneath his weight again. The throbbing pulse of his lust slowly melted away and she could feel the power leaving his erection. It was only when it slipped out of her that he rolled away.

She lay gasping for breath, with the ache between her thighs tormenting her until she gave in to the need to get her own relief. Sliding a hand between her spread thighs, she lubricated her fingertips in the cum spilling from her gaping pussy and arched her back to make her body stretch out as she started to masturbate.

Her body quivered in anticipation as she circled her fingers on her swollen, flushed skin. It was the curse guiding her actions. She knew that, but couldn’t resist the craving to rid the ache from between her thighs. Opening her eyes made her all too aware of the way she was being watched by a burning gaze, but even that didn’t stop her.

She got fingers to her clitoris to pop it completely out of its protective hood. Her rough, massaging touch spread the Horseman’s seed all over the swollen bud and the dirty feeling built the pressure towards breaking point. Her butt lifted up from the fur skins in the last seconds of the climb to make her body stretch out and she fucked her fingers inside her cum-filled pussy then closed her legs tightly.

Her inner muscles rippled around the penetration of her stiff fingers until the tension broke hard inside her. In that moment, it was as good as she’d ever felt. She let out tortured gasps as the orgasm burst to life to rip through her shuddering body and there was no holding in the cries as the burning rush of euphoria took hold to make her writhe around.

For a few long moments, she wasn’t in control of her body at all. Sweeping waves of pleasure rolled over her and her mind went numb as the intense release came to a high. It brought the tension back to make her body arch tightly before she finally slumped down in a crumpled heap. The flickering light of the candle slowly came back into her consciousness and she became aware of her surroundings again.

It made her glance to the side. She saw the way the Horseman’s fingers were wrapped around his cock while he watched her and it brought back yet another memory. Mr. Lloyd hadn’t taken long to regain his vigor after he’d fucked her in the tavern and she’d given in to him again in the back of the carriage.

The Horseman seemed to be recovering even quicker from ravaging her and the chance to escape from him was gone already as his strength returned. She berated herself under her breath for giving in to the temptation to masturbate. It left her in the hands of a beast who still lusted after her naked body. Her gaze went to the way he stroked his cock and it made her act before he did.

She shrugged off the weakness in her limbs to scramble up to her hands and knees, so she could clamber over him to straddle his waist. His hand pulled away from his cock when she shoved her hips down and she could feel his flesh stiffening. It made her swivel her hips to grind down against the swell of his erection as it started to come back to life.

Leaning down, she kissed on the strapping muscles of his chest, with her lips sliding back and forth between his nipples. It brought them erect and it was suddenly her controlling the action again. More cum spilled from her as she kept gyrating her hips and it lubricated the grinding motion of their groins rubbing together. The silky sensation made her want to gasp in delight, but she sank her teeth into her lip to hold in the sound.

That she was reigniting his libido so quickly after a climax seemed unbelievable, but she could feel his animal lust returning with a vengeance. It showed he wanted more and she shuddered when he grabbed her hair to pull her head up. That enabled him to get his free hand to her breasts and there was no holding in the groan as he mauled and groped them roughly.

She could feel his cock stiffening even more against the slick skin of her flushed labia and it brought the ache back to her body. This time she wanted to orgasm on more than her fingers and she grabbed at his hand to pull it away from her tits. His grip remained in her hair as she rose up to her knees and took hold of his swelling erection to make it stand up from his groin.

The breath caught in her throat as she lowered herself. He really was a virile beast, with his manhood coming fully erect as she rubbed herself against the tip. Pushing down spread her pussy lips and her mouth opened wide as the pleasure of forcing herself onto the thick head made her thighs quiver. She let out a curse as she pushed down harder still to take more of the Horseman’s thick shaft.

A shuddering convulsion ripped through her when she sat all the way down to fill herself with every hard inch and felt the pulsing throb of his manhood inside her again. It stretched her wide and her breathing grew ragged as she began to rock her hips back and forward. It set a fire burning between her thighs and her movements become more aggressive as she took her pleasure from such a huge cock.

The growl of the Horseman rang out when she slapped her hands down on his midriff and dug her nails into his flesh. It revealed she wanted him every bit as much as he wanted her, but she didn’t care. Emotions welled up that brought the curse roaring back and all she wanted was the intense feeling between her thighs. The grip on her hair was released, but only so hands could return to her breasts and her excitement climbed as the groping touch sank into her flesh.

The rough caress of calloused palms rubbed against her swollen nipples, with the tingling pleasure it gave making her rock her hips harder still to writhe around on the Horseman’s erection. She leaned forward to press her hands down more forcefully on the taut muscles of his belly, so she could start riding cock. The quiver in her thigh muscles grew more pronounced as she dropped down hard and she closed her eyes as she let the devil inside come out to make her insatiable.

The Horseman’s hands came lower to latch onto her hips and the strength of his powerful grip helped lift her higher. It pulled her down harder on his thick erection, with the slick sound of the sex growing more rhythmic as Matilda stayed on top to ride cock with a frantic enthusiasm until the burn of pleasure between her thighs came close to a release.

She dropped down to take the Horseman’s full length and got fingers to her clitoris as she fervently rocked her body to writhe around on his erection. There was no holding in the cries now as the wild action brought her right to the very edge. Tension gripped hold of her body and she felt her inner muscles clamp tightly around the thick girth of his rampant manhood.

Her head rocked back to make her neck stretch out as she roughly tormented her clit and it was the spark that set her off. The taut contraction of her muscles suddenly exploded to orgasm and she was lost to the hot waves of ecstasy that swept through her. She writhed around on the Horseman’s erection as the euphoria climbed to a high that brought an exquisite moment of pure bliss as she let go completely.

It was her power that had been taken when she slumped forward onto the Horseman’s muscular torso. He was in no mood to let her enjoy the afterglow of relaxation though and rolled her off him. Her face pressed down into the fur skins when she was shoved onto her belly and she let out a stifled gasp as he loomed over her.

He straddled the back of her thighs and she turned her head to the side, so she could take in a rasping breath when his weight came down on her legs. She reached back to try and push a hand against his belly, but her efforts were easily swatted aside. The hardness of his erection pushed down into the crease of her ass to slip between her cheeks and the fierce throbbing made her squirm.

“Please,” she gasped, but wasn’t sure what she was begging for.

She’d aroused the libido of a beast to put herself in his savage grasp. His lust was about to be unleashed on her naked body again and she let out a groan when the weight lifted from the back of her thighs. Hands grasped at her hips to pull her ass up in the air and she buried her face in the fur skins.

The way her buttocks were roughly spread brought out another groan. She was completely exposed to the Horseman and shuddered when the thick head of his erection spanked on her naked skin. The tip rubbed along her puffy, swollen lips to bring back the pleasure and she held her breath as she waited for him to take her. Her thigh muscles rippled when she felt the penetration, but only the thick head slipped inside her.

That lubricated it with cum and she realized what was about to happen when it eased back out. It made her reach back again to push a hand against his midriff, but her touch was swatted away once more and she felt the tip of his erection slide to her tiny, puckered hole. It made her gulp down a heavy breath.

She’d been with men who liked that although they’d never had big cocks and she felt the unease of the pressure increasing. The flutter of pleasure was there as well and she knew the Horseman was going to take what he wanted. She couldn’t stop him and didn’t want to. It made her bury her face in the fur skins to free up her hands, so she could get them to her buttocks.

Pulling on them hard helped to stretch her tight hole, but the thick head of the Horseman’s erection felt way, way too enormous against the tight clenching of her sphincter. He wasn’t about to be denied what he wanted though and she pulled harder on her buttocks as he forced himself onto her. The shuddering pleasure of being brutishly stretched open brought out gasps that were stifled when she forced her face down.

There was nothing stifling the Horseman’s guttural roars as he took a forbidden pleasure. He pushed his hips forward to overcome the tightness of her clenched sphincter. When the thick head slipped inside, he grabbed hold of Matilda’s hips to pull himself onto her and the sound of her desperate groans excited him.

His grip tightened as he jabbed his hips forward. It fucked his cock into asshole and he looked down to the way he made a tight hole gape. He let go with one hand to spank it hard on a naked cheek and Matilda let out more stifled cries as the pulsing contractions of her muscles rippled around the thick shaft plunging deeper in her.

She let go of her buttocks to grab at the fur skins and her knuckles turned white as she held on tightly. The Horseman started to fuck her asshole and his gaze stayed on the way he ravaged a tight hole at first. Each thrust drove his erection deeper until he finally got his groin slapping against naked buttocks. It was the moment he let loose with a ferocious onslaught, the weight of his body slamming forward as he gave in to primal urges.

Matilda could only try to hold herself steady as he slammed against her naked butt. The feel of his cock sliding deep brought back the ache in her body even stronger than before, but she resisted the urge to get a hand to her clitoris again. She could feel the pulsing throb of the swollen bud as thick, hard cock ravished her asshole to take her roughly from behind.

The Horseman’s lust continued to grow as the pleasure of plunging his cock all the way into the velvety tightness built his excitement towards fever pitch. It made him hammer forward harder still as his balls tightened up to his groin, but he clenched his buttocks to hold himself back until it was finally impossible.

His mouth opened wide as the last few crashing thrusts fucked his erect manhood deep in asshole. It brought him right to the very cusp of losing control and there was suddenly no holding back his passions. He sank his fingers into the flesh of Matilda’s hips to pull himself onto her roughly a final time. It buried his full length in the tight grip of her asshole and the sensation made the pulsing pleasure in his groin erupt to climax.

His body stretched out as he forced his hips forward to hold his erection deep while strong, pumping streams of his seed erupted. Every nerve-ending in his body was set alight as he held Matilda in his grasp to empty his balls in her again. There wasn’t so much this time, but each spurt sent a shuddering wave of pleasure through his body until letting go with the last of them brought the tension back.

The straining quiver of his erection gave him a last burst of elation that stretched out until the relaxation hit. He collapsed forward and Matilda let out a squeal as his weight sent them both collapsing down to the floor. She could feel the power of his erection dying away inside her tight hole and his gasp was loud when he finally rolled off her.

The chance was there as he lay in an exhausted heap trying to take in deep breaths, but it was gone in an instant when he grabbed hold of her wrist. She pulled against his grip, but even at that moment it was too strong and there was no freeing herself.

It brought the fear that escaping from the wooden shack would be impossible.


Box of Delights

Matilda wasn’t sure how many minutes passed agonizingly by before she felt the grip around her wrist weaken a little. It gave her a sliver of hope although she wasn’t about to get ahead of herself. In her experience, it wasn’t unusual for men to get drowsy after sex and fall into a post-coital slumber. The Horseman had certainly taken his fill of her body to satisfy his lust. That it might have left him powerless in the aftermath gave her a chance although the fear of disturbing him kept her motionless.

Usually she could take a peek and check if the man’s eyes were closed to confirm he’d fallen asleep. That wasn’t going to help her on this occasion though. She still took a look and it showed the light in the large, hexagonal eyes. The flames weren’t burning quite so brightly now and she took that as a sign that the Horseman was indeed resting.

There was only one way to find out for sure, however, and she held her breath as she cautiously pulled against his grasp. That he didn’t react emboldened her actions and she felt the elation when his fingers loosened a little more. They remained limp and it enabled her to gradually free herself from his clutches. The hot prick of nerves made goosebumps rise on her skin as she waited a few seconds to see if he stirred.

When he didn’t, she slowly got up to a sitting position and glanced around. Her clothes were strewn around on the floor of the shack, with only her knickers within reach. She carefully reached out to pick them up and kept her eyes on the Horseman as she eased her feet into the underwear and slowly pulled it up into place.

Her heartbeat hammered as she contemplated what to do next. When she finally moved, she slowly rose up onto her knees. She didn’t take her eyes from the Horseman for a second as she shuffled across the fur skins to where her bra was. She seemed to be getting away with it, so tried to hasten her actions as she gathered the rest of her clothes to get dressed.

It was only when she put on her coat that she quietly rose all the way to her feet. Her only thought should be to flee the place, but it was something else that came to mind and she remained frozen to the spot as she decided whether she should act on her impulses. Her gaze flitted to the table, with her eyes fixing on the candle first before sliding to the other item she’d noticed when she first entered the shack.

“Get out of here,” she urged herself in a hushed voice, but it didn’t make her move.

That the little wooden container on the table had been fashioned in the style of a treasure chest held her attention and her lips tightened together. There was no guarantee it held something valuable, but she couldn’t get that idea out of her head.

“Box of delights,” she murmured and knew she had to take a peek.

It was risky, but a glance at the Horseman showed him still lying motionless on the ground. That made up her mind for her. She held her breath as she took her first step across the fur skins and tensed up when she heard the slight groaning creak of the floorboards below.

It gave her second thoughts, but the fact the Horseman didn’t move in the slightest convinced her to keep going. There were a few more creaks as she crossed over to the table and came to a stop beside it. She glanced over her shoulder, but there was still no sign of activity.

Bringing her attention back to the table, she reached out. The sight that greeted her when she eased the lid of the box up made her eyes open wide, with the glittering beauty of the jewelry leaving her spellbound. She was sure the money in her pocket wouldn’t even come close to paying for one of the items and there were so many.

A shiver trickled down her spine when she brushed the fingertips of her free hand across the pieces. As far as she was concerned, it was payment for her services. She wasn’t about to take everything though. That was far too risky and threatened to bring the wrath of a monster crashing down on her.

Helping herself to a few things was a better idea in the hope they wouldn’t be missed in the sparkling array of rings, necklaces, bracelets and other jewelry pieces that almost filled the box to its brim. A quick search netted her two silver rings, one adorned with a large, sparkling diamond and the other a deep red ruby. She slipped them on her fingers before searching again. This time she came across a matching gold bracelet and necklace. Both were adorned with the most beautiful pearl drop decorations and she couldn’t resist.

She slipped them in her pocket and her heart raced faster than it had all night when she glanced over her shoulder once more to the sight of the Horseman stirring a little. It made her fears kick in, but he seemed to settle again after a few seconds and the scary moment passed.

When she returned her attention to the box, she took a brief second to admire some of the other pieces and as a last impulse snatched a large, diamond broach before quietly closing the lid. The Horseman had taken what he’d wanted from her, but she was now getting her due reward and it really was going to set her up for life. She could only hope he didn’t notice that some of his bounty was missing, but it was too late for her to worry about that. Now she needed to get the hell out before he did awake.

She slowly crept over to the door of the shack and took one final look at a monstrous legend before letting herself out. Darkness surrounded her when she closed the door. The cool of the night air made her shiver while she waited a few seconds to let her eyes adjust then hurried off into the trees. She wasn’t altogether sure if she was heading in the right direction, but she kept going and felt the relief of finally coming across the road.

The burbling of the river showed she was in the right place, so she set off at a brisk pace. It got her to the edge of the woodland and she stopped to look back. There were no dancing flames to be seen following her. It appeared she’d escaped from the Horseman for a second time. She wasn’t about to give him a chance to get his hands on her again that night and turned her gaze ahead to hurry away from the trees.

It wasn’t long before the large oak tree came into view ahead and she screwed up her face when she realized there was no carriage waiting beside it. In truth, that was hardly a surprise. Jane likely told the two men what happened, but whether they came back to look for her she didn’t know. It didn’t matter anyway.

The events of the last few hours had worked in her favor and she knew she could change her life with the riches that had come her way in a single night. Her breath spilled out heavily when she came to a stop at the junction. She looked at the oak tree and it got her a sight of the envelope she’d given Jane now pinned to the trunk by a nail.

Moving across to it, she ripped it down and a smile played on her lips when she opened it. Her last words to Jane had been to tell Johnathon not to cheat her. It seemed her words had been passed on and she felt the elation as she counted the other half of the money she was due for making the delivery. She couldn’t believe he’d actually left it when there was no guarantee she’d turn up to get it.

“The man had faith in you,” she muttered as she closed the envelope and stuffed it in her pocket.

It had truly been a night to remember, but it wasn’t over yet and she wasn’t about to hang around in case the Horseman woke up. There was a chance he’d come looking and she’d had her fill of him. At least, she had for that night and set her sights along the dark, deserted road as she took the first step of what was going to be a long walk home.
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