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Gareth turned his horse up the desolate
trail with his usual curiosity. As most young men, he thought
himself immune to danger, and having been raised to be a knight, he
definitely was a stranger to fear. When the little hut came into
view, he knew he’d found what he sought. His father the Baron of
Windhome had sent him to find the mysterious squatter and put her
off his lands. In Gareth’s mind this task was beneath him, but his
father bade him see it done, and so he would.

He rode to the narrow foot path that
led to the cottage. Dismounting he set his foot upon the path,
intent on seeing his mission concluded swiftly. As he looked up at
the cottage, a woman clad in the most garish of costumes stepped
onto the path, holding a broom and looking back at him with the
faintest hint of a smile.

“Welcome to my home
traveler; won’t you come in for tea?” she said, the smile spreading
across her face.

Gareth had prepared a brief speech to
tell the woman she had to leave this cottage and these lands, but
it died on his lips, and he found himself answering “I would love
some tea, thank you!”

Gareth didn’t understand why he said
it. He knew that wasn’t what he had wanted to say, but those were
the words that came forth. He was trying to collect himself to say
what he meant when she turned and began to saunter toward the door
of her cottage. Her hips were exposed, and only the sheerest of
fabrics he had ever seen kept him from seeing all her sensual bits.
As quick as that he was unable to focus on anything other than her
backside as it moved for her door, and the need to keep it in view
drew him to follow her swiftly.

At the door she glanced back at him
with a wry smile. “See something you like?” she asked, with a
poorly suppressed giggle.

By this time, he had approached closely
and before he could stop himself, he had grasped both her hips
firmly. “Yes” he said in a husky voice.

“And you think you can just
take what you want?” she asked as she stepped through the
door.

“Don’t you want me too? You
seem to have bewitched me” he said, for once what he was thinking
and what he said agreeing.

“I didn’t say that I didn’t,
but if I’ve bewitched you as you say, then shouldn’t I be the one
deciding what and when?” she asked coyly.

Gareth was almost desperate to hold her
now, and his hands resting on her hips were not enough. “I will do
anything to hold you” he said thinking as he did that he would
never admit such a thing unless he was indeed in her
thrall.

The witch, for witch she clearly was,
looked over her shoulder at him again, doffing her hat to reveal
her fiery red locks. “Well, then you should prove it. Get on your
knees and put that silvery tongue to good use” she told
him.

To his surprise, he found himself
kneeling, his face at the level of her derriere, and the thin
fabric that barely covered her fell away revealing her completely.
His hands moved to her firm buttocks, spreading them wide to reveal
the tight crinkle of her anus. His mind reeled as he leaned in and
licked it, running circles around it with his tongue while she
crooned.

“You are making me want to
be a bad witch” she said, bending over. The new position turned her
pussy towards his tongue, and he kept licking and sucking as
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