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Peacham Place

Fair Ladies of Peacham Place

Belle of Peacham Place



Lalitha’s fate is pre-ordained.  Trained for the exclusive pleasure of the male sex, she is destined to be sold as a plaything to the libertines of the Hell Fire Club.  There, in the caves of debauchery, the instruments of pleasure – and pain – await her soft and compliant flesh.


But highwayman Nick Culpepper has other plans for the maid with the violet eyes.  And though their future together encompasses the cruelties of transportation to Botany Bay, the chains that bind them are forged in the fire of erotic compulsion.  For Lalitha there is no alternative but submission . . .


Chapter 1



Nick Culpepper crouched in a ditch at the side of the narrow, dusty road. His dark eyes were fixed upon the most delicious of sights. He allowed his tongue to glide moistly over his handsome lips.

‘Lift up the skirt, my dear,’ were the words which drifted on the light summer breeze to Nick’s eager ears. Closely followed by a click of annoyance. ‘Such modesty! Much, much higher. You know how much I love to gaze upon and taunt those pretty little parts.’

‘But Uncle . . .’

Nick was hard pressed to hold back a gasp. The softest of pink lips protested only mildly at this latest command.

The little dialogue was taking place by a halted carriage on the main road between the village of Camberley and London.

‘Come now!’ said the portly gentleman who was designated ‘Uncle’ by a slender maiden. ‘It is only what you are trained to do; to display for the entertainment of watchers.’

Nick’s throat became dry. It was difficult to swallow and his cock throbbed urgently in his hip-hugging white breeches.

The girl was lovely. No, he corrected himself, she was more than lovely, she was gloriously beautiful. An auburn cascade of tight ringlets was caught up in a jewelled clasp. Little curls escaped and framed the sweet pale oval of her face. The soft lips had a pout about them as though they had been specifically fashioned to caress a cockstem.

‘Crouch a little, my dear,’ said the uncle, ‘to open up those pretty folds and lay bare the nubbin which, I am sure, is as hard as a little cherry pip by now.’

‘But here, Uncle,’ came the sweetest voice Nick had ever heard, ‘on a main highway! I am your slave in the privacy of the home but . . .’

‘Tsk, Lalitha . . .’

Nick sighed, his hand wandering absent-mindedly to his groin, to stroke the firm ridge which bulged in his breeches. What a beautiful name, he thought. It suited the soft, vulnerable beauty who was being so obedient to her uncle. He watched as the girl gathered the sprigged muslin of her gown in small dainty hands, slowly lifting the folds to the top of her thighs.

‘Higher!’ commanded the voice. It was harsh and spoke of urgent need, noted Nick who had a grudging sympathy with the portly fellow giving the orders.

The dainty hands trembled a little as the sheer muslin was lifted yet further. The gown was so fine, as was the fashion, that the girl might just as well have worn nothing. It was cut low and square at the neck allowing the delicious swell of her breasts to peep flirtatiously above the neckline. The glorious mounds of flesh were lifted by a tight belt directly beneath them and the dark central nubs could be seen quite plainly through the fine fabric. They were hard, too, Nick noticed. Despite the girl’s protests, she was not at all unhappy with her forced display.

A prominent triangular mound came into view. It had been not shaved but trimmed, noticed Nick, making its shape quite plain. The plump lips seemed to pout about the slightly open cleft and the pad of flesh seemed lifted, almost offered to any watchers.

Nick found himself licking his lips once more. Oh, how he longed to show himself and fill that parted cleft to the hilt, but he steeled himself to wait, knowing that his enjoyment could yet be prolonged.

‘Bend your knees, my girl,’ growled the uncle.

Lalitha tucked the soft folds of muslin into the band beneath her breasts and allowed herself to crouch with her hips tipped slightly forward. It was obvious to Nick that she had done such an exercise before.

The sight became more glorious by the minute. Milk-white thighs were spread open and the moistest of her pink folds glinted at him in the warm sunlight. The girl looked so vulnerable, so slavish and so willing. The central nubbin peeped at him from between the flushed folds and its tip peeped from the tiny hood. What was more, he could see the girl’s opening, rimmed with her love juice and pulsing, almost beckoning to him.

‘Good,’ crooned the uncle, stroking the offered place with the back of his hand.

A quiver made the tiny swell of the girl’s belly flutter. The movement was not dislike or distaste, Nick noticed, for she bore down upon the uncle’s hand, parting her knees yet further. The sight, thought Nick, on any other doxy would have been lewd, but with Lalitha it was merely delicious.

‘Beautiful,’ purred the uncle. He turned to the coach driver and his mate who stood by the carriage transfixed by the sight before them. ‘What say you, my fine fellows?’ He stroked the soft, white, silky skin on the inner side of Lalitha’s thighs, encouraging them to part further. ‘Would you not like to touch this wetness?’ He pressed his fingers into the open cleft for a moment and brought them out pearled with warm juices. He held them up to the sunlight, allowing the men a moment to view the copious smear which trickled down his upraised fingers. ‘A pleasant way to spend a break on the tedious journey to London town, wouldn’t you say?’

Nick noticed that both men had prominent bulges in their breeches, but for some reason they held back the urges which must have been as great as his own. They shook their heads.

He turned his curious gaze to the girl. Strangely, although her excitement was obvious, she made no sound. Her soft, pouting lips were slightly parted. Her wide violet eyes were heavy, the lashes thick and dark upon the pale cheeks. To add to her slavish appearance she placed her dainty hands upon her head, thrusting out the almost naked breasts and the tiny pale belly.

Nick frowned. What manner of uncle would offer a girl to a mere coachman?

‘Come now, my dear fellows!’ Lalitha’s breasts were petted on the heavy underswells and the dark hard nipples were rubbed with swiftly moving thumbs. The girl merely moved with the older man. It was as if she could not help herself.

‘It will be good practice for her.’This was said persuasively. ‘All of you will enjoy it, I assure you.’

The coachmen shook their heads, although Nick could see that both were more than ready for relief. ‘There are some that say she’s a witch,’ said the coachman.

Witch or not, thought Nick, he could see the damp spot at the end of the thick shaft of the man’s flesh sword, which spoke more than words about his level of excitement.

‘And she devours a man’s cock,’ added his mate.

The uncle laughed. ‘A little test, I think,’ he said, taking a hank of silken rope from his pocket, ‘to put a stop to this mischievous talk about Lalitha.’

‘Only a witch would stand naked at her window,’ persisted the coachman, taking a sideways glance at the girl. His eyes looked lustful as they roved over the offered sex. ‘Naked in the moonlight, her flesh folds all glistening with juices. No normal girl would do that.’

‘She stood like that because she was trained to do so by Mrs Carlton and I,’ said the uncle.

Nick smiled. Now he had a name. It would make his task easier.

‘Now I shall show you that these rumours are so much malicious gossip.’ Carlton touched Lalitha’s open sex leaves with the silken rope. The girl quivered again, her little belly tautening and the open folds grasping at the chill of the intrusion.

The coachman grunted knowingly. ‘I knew it!’ he said sharply. ‘See how her cunny folds grasp at the rope?’ He prodded his companion, urging him to take a closer look between the girl’s splayed thighs.

Lalitha hung her head at this new degradation. The neat little ringlets hanging about her lovely face hid her pouting lips and darkly fringed violet eyes.

‘With your permission, my dear,’ said Carlton. The portly gentleman had fashioned a silken hank from his length of rope, which he had twisted to firmness. Nick noticed Lalitha obediently remove her hands from her head to busy themselves at her sex, delicately opening the moist folds to welcome the silken dildo into their midst.

‘Now, my dear,’ purred Carlton, ‘suck upon the rope and put an end to this nonsense of a rumour.’

Lalitha allowed the rounded end of the silken rope to enter her moist fleshpot and then placed her hands back upon her head. The rope was devoured, seemingly, by her opening.

It was then that Nick made himself known. He knew he cut a dash in his swirling cloak, mask and broad-brimmed hat. He sprang from the ditch, brandishing his pistol and sword. From the corner of his eye he saw Lalitha’s lovely face. Her huge eyes held something of excitement, of need, of wanting. Very well, my beauty, he thought to himself, I shall give you what you want.

‘Everything you have,’ he ordered, throwing a leather sack to the ground.

Lalitha’s eyes were glazed, her breathing fast and shallow. The silken rope had all but disappeared into her body. There was just a small tassel left in view for ease of removal. Her slender body moved rhythmically, Nick noticed, back and forth and the belly was visibly tautened and smooth. The pouting lips were open, moist and the lovely oval of her face had an expression which almost begged degradation.

‘Not the girl!’ exploded Carlton, stepping towards her. ‘She is the only thing I have which is of worth.’

‘Especially the girl,’ said Nick with a laugh. He strode over to her, throwing his sword to the ground.

Nick could smell her aroma. It was a heady musk, sufficient to inflame any man. He felt his groin become heavy, his cock become stiff and prominent. The pouting lips smiled and a small tongue licked around them invitingly.

‘You’re trained?’ Nick asked.

The girl nodded shyly, still keeping her lewd stance.

‘Trained for what?’ he asked. He looked down into the bottomless depths of the violet eyes and pulled her to him. His dark eyes, behind the mask, studied her with a curious intensity.

‘A governess!’ croaked Carlton.

Nick gave a great roar of disbelief, standing back to admire Lalitha’s nakedness; the open thighs, the breasts taut against the muslin, the slither of rope escaping from the flushed and moist folds. ‘This, then, is the new training for a governess!’ he spluttered, unable to speak clearly for the laughter which welled in his broad chest.

‘We are not rich,’ explained Carlton. ‘We have nothing of value . . .’

‘You have Lalitha,’ whispered Nick, folding the willing girl to him. ‘And why lie? She is not destined to become a governess, is she?’ He held the lightly veiled firmness of a breast in his free hand, stroking the barrel of the pistol down the pale oval of her face.

‘No,’ admitted Carlton. ‘We are selling her.’

Nick’s hand dug deep into the auburn curls, tugging her neck back to expose the creamy white length of her throat to his lips. She made no protest, but merely accepted this treatment as her lot.

‘Is the sale to anyone in particular?’ Nick asked, glorying in the girl’s nakedness against him.

‘Lord Sanderson,’ came the quick reply. ‘She has been promised to him for some years now.’

‘What lessons were given to prepare her?’ Nick felt his manhood stirring afresh. He longed to plunge it into her, but her very vulnerability deterred him. He laid a hand over the soft cushions of her bottom, smoothing them, parting them, feeling the dark heat of the valley between them.

‘A strict training, young sir,’ assured Carlton. ‘A very strict training indeed.’The older man paused, watching Nick’s hand make its slow progress across the smooth hillocks of Lalitha’s bottom.

‘Which included what?’ persisted Nick.

Lalitha shyly met his eyes and held out her wrists to him.

‘She is offering to be bound,’ explained Carlton. ‘She is fully trained in complete female passivity.’

Nick frowned, looking down at the slender wrists so obediently held out to him. ‘Scars?’ he murmured.

‘Hm,’ said Carlton. ‘At the beginning of training she struggled, I’m afraid, as they often do.’

‘Why do you wish me to bind your wrists, my pretty?’ asked Nick, stroking the delicate shape of her cheek and chin.

Lalitha lowered her lashes, feeling the silken rope clutched within her become wetter. Her nubbin jutted above it, feeling hot and swollen. The tip yearned for gentle stimulation. She thrust out her wrists, lifting her lashes to plead with the highwayman.

The eyes beyond the mask seemed warm and laughing. Yes, they mocked a little, but then so did all men. His lips below the mask were parted and she could see the tip of his tongue probing from the open mouth and she gestured with tiny flicks of her own tongue.

‘Can she not speak?’ asked Nick.

‘Yes,’ said Carlton, ‘she can speak, but she has been trained to use her mouth for more useful purposes. She is an expert in using her lips and tongue to give a man pleasure. She speaks only to ask if she is giving satisfaction. Very highly trained.’

Lalitha saw his hand fumble beneath his cloak and, for a fleeting moment, wondered about the shape of his cockstem. Would it be the long variety, thickened at the end by a massive globe? Or would it be the kind which would stretch her along its whole length? She shuddered, allowing her hips to relax, letting them sink rearwards.

‘Thrust, girl!’ commanded Carlton. He tutted in annoyance. ‘My sincere apologies, young sir,’ he said to Nick. ‘Girls these days are not as obedient as one would wish.’

Nick shrugged, pulling out a length of silken cord from some hidden pocket beneath his cloak.

‘Silk, young sir?’ queried Carlton. ‘For her wrists? You spoil her. My dear lady wife always used hemp for wrists and ankles, for its roughness. We always found that it gave an edge to our enjoyment of the girl’s body just as it gave an edge to her sensations.’

Nick grinned as he wrapped the cord about Lalitha’s offered wrists. He stood close to her as he twisted it tightly around the slender limbs. She could feel his male heat, despite his clothing. He stood in such a way as to allow the thickened bundle of his cockstem to brush against her out-thrust mound.

Lalitha sighed. The trimmed russet hairs were tickled by his closeness. She moved, very slightly, to increase the delicate tickle. The sensation was transferred to the swollen bud of her clitoris and a tiny moan escaped her parted lips.

‘Ah,’ said Carlton happily, ‘she yearns for your manliness.’ He turned to the coachman and his mate. ‘Now you will see!’ he added triumphantly.

‘Put your feet together,’ said Nick sternly, but his voice had a sensuous lilt to it.

Carlton grunted. ‘Is this some new position which my dear lady wife and I have not used?’ he asked stepping forward, renewed interest in his eyes.

Lalitha, rather hesitantly and with a quick, frightened look at Carlton, shifted her bare feet until they were neatly together.

The soft folds of muslin, still tucked in the tight band beneath her breasts, whispered against her tiny belly. It felt strange to have her sex demurely closed after such prolonged exposure. For her guardians, the Carltons, in the guise of training for her future, had taught her to always have her legs well parted, her mound thrust forward and her clitoris exposed between the pouting sex lips.

‘The girl is anxious,’ said Vernon Carlton. ‘Anxious that you do not want her services.’

Nick gave a light laugh. ‘Have no fear, sir,’ he said firmly. ‘I desire the girl more than you know.’

Love sap dewed upon the trimmed russet hair and seeped down the milk white closed thighs, knowing that the highwayman wanted her. Lalitha gave a little frown, wondering what this strange position was in which he would place her.

He lifted her bowed head, smiling yet again into her limpid violet eyes. A gauntleted finger stroked the tiny ringlets which framed the daintiness of her oval face.

‘One more cord,’ he said in that same stern voice.

‘How so?’ asked Vernon vastly puzzled. ‘Where?’

Nick Culpepper said nothing, but merely fumbled beneath his cloak, bringing out another length of rope.

‘Ah, splendid!’ hissed Carlton. ‘You see that, gentlemen?’ he said turning to the coachman and his mate. He smiled with satisfaction to note that the coachman had released his cockstem and was agitating it from base to tip, his eyes glazed as he looked at Lalitha’s almost naked and bound figure. ‘You might well relieve yourself, my man, at such a delightful sight. The hemp rope will greatly enhance the maid’s stimulation.’

‘Yes,’ agreed Nick. ‘It will.’ He knelt at Lalitha’s feet, brushing his lips across her trimmed mound and looking up with a smile as he felt the quiver of her flesh.

She felt the roughness of the hemp as he slid it under the smooth, firm hillocks of her bottom. Her love sap did, indeed, increase its seepage and she felt her nubbin anxious to be freed from the puffy folds of her love lips.

The whiskery hemp length was taken to the front of her thighs and knotted firmly. The twist of rope was so positioned that it nestled between the full plumpness of her trimmed love lips. Lalitha could not resist the urge to tilt her hips, very slightly, from side to side in an effort, which she knew to be forbidden, to irritate her urgent bud.

‘Interesting,’ murmured Vernon Carlton, ‘but how do you propose to invade her?’ He turned to the coachman, who was staring unblinkingly at Lalitha.

‘What do you think, my man?’

The coachman groaned and shuffled, stiff legged, towards the helpless girl. She could see his cockstem throbbing uncontrollably and the tiny single eye was already gleaming with a sheen of pre-issue. She closed the wide violet eyes for she knew to what she would be next subjected.

‘Aim for the knot!’ ordered Nick’s voice. ‘The hemp knot!’

‘Yes, indeed!’ added Carlton. ‘A splendid idea!’

The coachman’s aim was off and Lalitha felt the first warm silken splash upon the tiny swell of her belly. The next spilled upon the trimmed mound and she felt it trickle through the short russet hairs, wending its way to her cleft. The third and subsequent jets seemed to find their mark.

‘Yes!’ commented Nick.

‘Ah,’ sighed Carlton. ‘When are you going to add your sap, young sir?’

‘I’m not!’ said Nick sharply. ‘And neither are you. I’m taking the girl.’ He leapt to his feet.

Lalitha felt herself swung into the air. The soft violet eyes opened wide in shock. The highwayman clicked his tongue and a sleek black horse trotted from the woodlands at the side of the road.

‘You can’t take the girl!’ cried Carlton. ‘I have invested too much in her. Both time and money. Have mercy, young sir. You leave me with nothing!’

Nick shrugged and flung Lalitha lightly over the horse. The hemp rope which he had tied beneath her smooth buttocks was swung under the horse and she was secured to the mount.

He jumped up behind her, smoothing her bare bottom with his gauntletted hands. ‘She’ll fetch a pretty price in London, I’ll warrant,’ he said. ‘You trained her well, sir. She shows an innocent willingness which will be welcomed by any one of the houses of ill-repute.’

Vernon Carlton ran to the horse and looked up at Nick. Lalitha could feel his anxious breath whispering about her upraised bottom cheeks. It made her flesh quiver as it had so many times during her long training.

‘But I have already sold her, young sir!’ pleaded Vernon. ‘To Lord Sanderson. She fetched a good price. What say we split the spoils?’

Lalitha felt Nick’s gloved hands, parting her buttocks, stroking the smooth valley and lingering at the tautness of her rosebud. He was considering the suggestion.

‘If I lose her, Lord Sanderson will come after me,’ whimpered Carlton, clutching the black horse’s saddle. ‘Not to mention my lady wife.’

Her plump love lips were opened and Lalitha could feel a gloved finger slicking over the jutting tip of her swollen bud. Unbidden sensations made her belly become soft and molten. Her body became limp upon the horse as it always did when she was touched there.

‘Soon, my pretty,’ whispered Nick, bending to whisper in the tiny shell of her ear. ‘Along the road a pace.’

Lalitha shuddered with anticipation, feeling the horse’s smooth pelt brush against her nakedness. The gloved finger was taken from her bud and she felt bereft as the sensation faded.

‘No!’ cried Nick firmly. ‘I am taking her to London myself.’

‘To Lord Sanderson?’ asked Carlton, panic-stricken.

‘We shall see,’ said Nick with a laugh. ‘From what I’ve heard that old reprobate is a cruel master.’

‘But that is what she was trained for!’ Carlton’s voice was high with alarm and eagerness to keep his prize. ‘Believe me, young sir, she is not happy unless she is subjected to cruelty and degradation.’

The horse was getting restless, circling round and round, throwing up a cloud of dust from the dry, stony road.

‘Is this true, my sweet?’ Nick, handling the skittish horse masterfully, leaned over her bowed body. She felt his weight press her almost naked breasts against his mount’s pelt. She felt her nipples spring to instant erection against the fine gauze of the muslin. She sighed.

‘I see you agree,’ he chuckled. ‘Well, we shall see how I feel.’ He turned to Carlton. ‘Lord Sanderson is a member of the Hell Fire Club, is that not so?’

Lalitha heard Carlton let out a sigh of relief. ‘Indeed, young sir. Am I to believe that you are, after all, going to take her there?’

‘As I said, we shall see!’ Nick clicked his tongue and Lalitha felt the horse begin to canter away.

‘My share . . .’ cried Vernon.

‘To hell with your share!’ Nick’s laughter was loud in her ears.

The horse’s canter became a gallop and the knot of hemp between her sex lips was driven deeper into the cleft. Nick Culpepper’s skilled hand slid down the silky hillocks of Lalitha’s bottom to part, almost absent-mindedly, those naked cheeks and below them, the moist plumpness of the sex lips. She could not help but urge him to do more.

‘Patience, my sweet,’ he said above the wind as they flew along the dusty road. ‘There is an inn where we can spend the night; where I can investigate your flesh at my leisure.’

The words rang in Lalitha’s mind. Her senses reeled. It was her own driving need which shocked her; had always shocked her.

Had she always been thus, or had the Carltons awakened her wickedness? And the punishment which she craved along with the pleasure? Was this born into her or did she acquire it? Certainly, when the Carltons taunted her with ropes and implements within her body it enhanced the glorious sensations. The silken rope still within her made her quiver with mini-climaxes, especially with the horse galloping so fast upon the rough road. She knew that the rope, when it was taken from her would be saturated with seepage.

A sharp slap was brought down upon the vulnerable mounds of her buttocks. It was unexpected and, therefore, it stung. A glow spread immediately across the chastised flesh. A mew, so soft, that it was more a sigh, whispered from Lalitha’s lips.

‘We have arrived,’ he said, and she felt him jump down lithely from the beautiful black horse. ‘The inn.’

He unfastened the hemp which held her to the horse’s back and then bent to her feet to untether them. She looked up at him, for he towered above her. The mask was whipped away from his face and an unbidden smile curved her soft lips at the sight of him.

‘You like what you see?’ he asked, tracing the perfect oval of her face.

Meekly, she nodded.

The handsome features became serious. ‘You may speak to me,’ he said.

The dainty head shook from side to side, setting the russet ringlets aflutter.

Lalitha wanted to tell him how very handsome she found him, but the words would not come. Her training had been strict and her mouth and tongue were for other purposes.

‘I command you!’ he said, anger in his voice, but she slid to his feet, fumbling with the buttons on his breeches. He pushed her lightly with the toe of his boot, plum in the centre of the cushion of her belly, sending her sprawling in the dust of the courtyard.

‘Behave, at least until we enter the inn,’ he ordered. Despite the push he smiled at her. His dark eyes glittered with lust and his lips were parted as he looked at the almost naked beauty at his feet.


Chapter 2



The inn was crowded when Nick entered with Lalitha hung over the crook of his arm. She was aware that her bottom was still naked, her sprigged muslin dress tucked beneath her full breasts.

A roar of approval went up as Nick stood grinning just inside the low doorway, his muscular legs apart and perfectly displayed under his tight breeches. He grinned, throwing his broad-brimmed hat to a peg on the wall. Using his free arm he waved to acquaintances.

‘Is that your haul for the day?’ called one fellow.

Lalitha felt her nether lips parted to display her dewy sex. Shame made her body flush, but, as always, she felt a tightening of her nubbin as it swelled and pouted lewdly. She could not see the crowds who stared at her, for her head was pointed downwards and towards the low, crudely carved door. Rushes were strewn about the stone floor with patches of damp where ale had been spilt or a reveller had left it too late to reach the privy. Chicken bones and hocks of lamb lay on the ground. The place smelled rank, of dropped food and stale sweat.

‘A gracious haul,’ murmured Nick merrily, giving Lalitha’s bottom a playful pat, before setting her on her feet and turning her to face the appreciative audience.

‘Oooh!’ said one fellow. ‘What a prize!’ He was unkempt and probably a farmer by his dress, thought Lalitha. He looked at Nick, asking permission.

Lalitha, small though she was, stood proud as the farmer trailed his hands over her lightly veiled, full breasts.

Nick stood by, a proud smile on his face, watching her. She felt her breasts swell and tauten, pressing against the muslin, the nipples dark under the fine material.

The woman who owned the inn brought Nick a tankard of ale and playfully blew the froth at Lalitha. A dark stain appeared on the muslin and the excess dribbled down the deep valley between her breasts.

‘Don’t she speak, your doxy?’ asked the woman.

Lalitha’s face remained impassive. Only her eyes pleaded with Nick, but they did not plead for mercy. The violet eyes pleaded for release. In such an atmosphere, where she was displayed for all to see, her body craved his attention. The rough attention the farmer had given her breasts was not enough. She needed more. Her trimmed love lips were glossy with her seepage. With a little wriggle of her wrists she tried to convey her need to Nick.

He watched her over the rim of his tankard, his dark eyes hooded as he looked at the delicacy of her trim body.

‘Leave her!’ he said suddenly, draining his tankard. With one hand he threw the farmer aside and dragged Lalitha by the wrists. ‘A room!’ he ordered, his voice husky with need.

Another cheer went up and Lalitha found her dainty feet stumbling over each other as she was half dragged to the room the woman indicated. Once in the room Nick threw her to the bare floor. Furiously, he tore the flimsy muslin from neck to hem, leaving her quite naked apart from the shreds of cloth which fluttered from her arms.

‘Now, wench!’ he growled. ‘You may do as you were trained. Do what you wished when we were in the courtyard.’

Lalitha felt a thrill of fear at his sudden anger, but the thrill only served to heighten that which she felt between her milk-white thighs.

The tip of her tongue flickered about her already moist lips. Her huge violet eyes gazed up at him. Mutely, she seemed to be saying: ‘I only wish to please you, master.’

With fingers which would not bend to his will, he tried to open his breeches. Half crouching, with her wrists still bound, Lalitha waited for his command.

‘Lie on the bed,’ he said. The breeches were half open and she could see the swollen tip of his cockstem protruding. It was a bulbous sphere, polished and shining with his pre-issue.

Doing as she was bid, she crawled onto the bed, smelling the odours of other recent users. The linen was grey with filth and stained with sex seepage. Lalitha lay quite passive, her bound arms thrown above her head and her legs open, ready for him.

Nick groaned with need. His high boots proved to be a problem. They hugged his muscular legs and he needed help to tug them off. He growled impatiently, leaving the boots on and throwing himself into the splay of Lalitha’s thighs.

‘M-m-master,’ stammered the sweet lips.

Nick looked up, surprise blatant upon his handsome features. ‘You spoke,’ he murmured.

‘M-m-may I suck your c-c-cock,’ she managed. ‘Taste your issue.’

Nick, a beaming smile upon his face, threw himself upon his back. He managed to open his breeches and his cock stood hard and straight.

She knelt beside him and sucked his cock very fully. Nick could not hold back a groan. With lips especially softened, but at the same time stretched, she swallowed him completely. Collecting saliva she bathed the throbbing thickness. With her bound hands she tickled the taut drum of his belly and then slid down to touch the male bag with knowing fingers, palpating it. She wanted to give him intense pleasure for releasing her from the awful Carltons.

Her breasts, now completely bare, swung freely on Nick’s chest. The nipples were hard and had become upturned and elongated. She grazed them against the base of his cock. This she released, all shining with his pre-issue and her saliva. It dripped upon her fingers as she squeezed the cock at the very base. He groaned again with sheer delight.

‘Am I pleasing you, master?’ she whispered.

Nick looked up at her bound, kneeling figure with glazed eyes and could only reply with a nod.

Lalitha gave a gentle smile and with her dainty fingers held together by the silken rope, she held the bulb of his cock, looking at him wantonly as she swayed an elongated nipple across the pulsing eye. By softly squeezing she managed to open his slit and she eased the nipple into the hole. The slit sucked upon her nipple and she worked the bulb rapidly with her finger and thumb.

Nick was ecstatic. His hips and thighs stiffened, urging upwards and she sat back upon her heels, removing her nipple from the slit. A stream of milky white fluid followed her teat, spurting high. It was only then that Lalitha placed her open mouth over it, sucking greedily, so as not to miss more than necessary.

Milkiness was spilt about Lalitha’s lips and she sank, with eyes half closed, upon the tumbled bed. Her bound arms were flung above her head, giving her an appearance of beautiful vulnerability. With thighs open, she knew that Nick could see her thickened flesh lips. Her knees were flopped open to make her completely available to him.

Tearing at the strips of muslin which fluttered about her body, he used them upon her. First he tethered the bound wrists to the head of the bed, fastening them tightly until the muscles on the underside of her arms felt stretched to the limit. Each ankle was tethered similarly, spreading her legs wide. She could hear him breathing, each breath quick and harsh and, although only moments before he had sprayed his milky joy into her mouth, his cockstem rose from his open breeches. Another strip of material was bound about Lalitha’s slender waist and this, too, was fastened firmly to the bed head.

Lalitha suddenly wanted him to touch her. Between her love lips she was very hot and sticky. Her swollen nubbin jutted from her trimmed love lips, angry and itchy for stimulation. She wanted Nick to rub that bud of pleasure, but he simply knelt, unmoving, between her open thighs. The thong about her waist seemed to make the tension greater. Her sex flesh was pulled taut by the tether, making her bud more swollen and tight.

‘Did Carlton beat you?’ Nick asked, stroking the tight belly.

Lalitha felt the drum of her stomach quiver at his touch. She hesitated before replying.

‘You may speak,’ he said.

Her gentle submissiveness seem to inflame him beyond all measure. He knelt between her splayed thighs, idly stroking his own thickness.

‘Only for my own good, sir,’ she answered slowly. Her lips still tasted of his salty issue and she licked them.

‘On the buttocks?’

‘Most often,’ she said shyly.

‘Where else?’
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