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Chapter 1: Connecting The Throuple
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The chauffeured Bentley purred along the winding coastal road, tyres humming against frost-kissed asphalt.

Inside the leather cocoon, Natalie sat between Luke and Freddy, her hands clasped in theirs.

The throuple - Natalie, 28, with fiery auburn curls and voluptuous curves; Luke, 30, lean and athletic with a swimmer's build; Freddy, 29, stocky with a mechanic's rough hands - had debated this for months.

The discreet ad on the fetish site had promised an eye-watering £2m for a weekend of total submission to Reginald Hargrove, the reclusive tycoon.

They knew it was going to be an intense weekend but all three of them were intrigued about how it was going to play out.

Plus the huge amount involved had summoned dreams of a house bigger than either of them had ever lived in, amazing holidays, maybe a family eventually.

The money might be a small amount to their perverted host but it was going to absolutely transform their lives.

Yet now, as the manor came into view through the winter mist, doubt gnawed.

Natalie squeezed their hands tighter. Her full DD breasts strained against the thin blouse she'd chosen - deliberately provocative, as per the contract's dress code.

"We can still back out," she whispered, voice trembling. "I mean, the advance is already in the account, but..."

Luke leaned in, his clean-shaven jaw brushing her cheek. His free hand rested on her thigh, thumb circling reassuringly.

"We've talked this through, Nat. It's us three against the world - or at least one old rich guy. We'll watch each other's backs. And hey, the money means we can finally get an amazing house to live out our throuple dreams."

Freddy nodded, his callused fingers intertwining with hers.

"Luke's right. We're solid. If it gets too weird, we safeword out. But think about it: no more scraping by. And who knows? Might even be fun."

He winked, but his eyes held a flicker of nerves. His jeans already tented slightly; the fantasy had kept them up late last night, tangled in exploratory touches.

Their whole arrangement was something of a taboo – so this weekend of shared depravity would surely just be an extension of that...

The car slowed, gravel crunching under wheels. Hargrove Manor rose like a Gothic sentinel: grey stone towers, mullioned windows, chimneys trailing thin smoke into the pale sky.

The driver opened the door without a word, unloading their single shared bag.

Natalie stepped out first, breath fogging. Luke and Freddy flanked her, arms linked.

"Right let’s do this. Together," she murmured. They ascended the steps as one.

The massive oak door swung open. Reginald Hargrove stood framed in the archway - 76 now, but age had only sharpened his edges.

Silver hair, hawkish features, charcoal suit tailored to his lean frame. His eyes raked them appraisingly, lingering on Natalie's cleavage, Luke's lithe form, Freddy's bulk.

"Welcome, my dears. Natalie, Luke, Frederick. Contracts signed, advance paid. For 48 hours, you and your heavenly bodies are mine."

His voice was velvet over gravel, commanding without volume.

He led the trio into the grand foyer - marble floors, roaring fire, ancestral portraits glaring down. The butler vanished with their bag and coats.

"Time to strip please," Hargrove said simply. "Everything off. Fold neatly on the console."

Natalie's pulse raced. She glanced at Luke and Freddy; they nodded, united.

Her blouse unbuttoned slowly, revealing lace bra barely containing her heavy breasts.

Skirt next, then panties - already pretty damp from nerves and arousal. Bra last: her DD tits spilled free, pale and full, pink nipples thickening in the warm air.

She knew her big boobs would be at the heart of everything over the next couple of days – but then being in a relationship with two sex-mad guys meant she was well used to that.

Luke shed his shirt, revealing toned abs and a faint happy trail. Jeans and boxers followed; his cock - seven inches soft, circumcised - hung heavy between slim thighs.

Freddy stripped with deliberate slowness, shirt exposing his manly chest and arms, pants revealing thick legs and a girthy uncircumcised cock, already stirring at six inches flaccid.

Hargrove circled them slowly, like a collector appraising gems.

He cupped Natalie's breasts first - thumbs brushing nipples until they stood like bullets.

"Magnificent. Heavy, responsive. These will bounce beautifully." One hand slid lower, fingers parting her slick folds. "Wet already. Eager slut."

She gasped, thighs parting instinctively. Luke and Freddy watched, cocks twitching.

Hargrove turned to Luke, lifting his cock in one cool palm, rolling the smooth head. "Sleek, a grower. You'll edge well." He squeezed the balls gently, noting their tightness.

Freddy next: Hargrove tugged the foreskin back, exposing the glossy crown. "Thick, veiny. This will stretch her nice and wide."

A finger probed his arse briefly; Freddy grunted, cock thickening.

From a silver tray, Hargrove produced two blue pills. "Viagra, gentlemen. Swallow. I want you rigid for the afternoon's entertainment."

Luke and Freddy obeyed without question, washing them down with offered water.

Within minutes, their cocks began to swell - Luke's to eight rigid inches, Freddy's to nine girthy ones, veins pulsing.

Hargrove nodded approval. From a drawer he withdrew custom chains: thin silver links ending in adjustable clamps. "Kneel down now, all three of you."

They dropped. Hargrove clamped the first chain to Natalie's left nipple—the bite made her whimper, breast tugging downward.

The other end clipped around the base of Luke's cock, a cock ring snapping shut.

Right nipple to Freddy's base similarly. The chains were short—perhaps three feet each, forcing them close.

"Stand up now. You are now my three-headed sex machine. We're strolling the lawns. I want to film how you move together."

He clipped leashes to their collars - black leather for all - and led them outside.

The winter air bit; gooseflesh rippled across Natalie's skin, her clamped nipples aching in the cold.

Luke and Freddy's cocks stood proud, chains glinting, pulling gently at her breasts with every step.

The lawns stretched vast, manicured to perfection, bordered by bare hedges and distant cliffs.

Hargrove walked ahead, phone in hand, filming the perverted spectacle in 4K. "Walk naturally. Let the chains guide you."

They moved as a unit - Natalie in the centre, Luke and Freddy flanking.

Each stride tugged the chains: Luke's step pulled her left breast forward, stretching the nipple; Freddy's yanked the right.

Her tits bounced heavily, chains jingling like perverse bells. The clamps bit deeper with motion; pain mingled with the throb between her thighs.

Luke's Viagra-hard cock bobbed, the ring keeping him engorged, pre-cum beading at the slit. "Fuck, Nat, your tits look amazing like this," he murmured, voice husky.

Freddy grinned through the discomfort. "Yeah, babe. It’s kind of cool being chained to your finest assets."

Hargrove directed: "Faster. Trot."

They picked up pace. Natalie's breasts slapped her ribs, chains yanking nipples to points of fire.

Luke's cock slapped his belly; Freddy's thicker one swung like a club.

The cold air teased their exposed skin - Natalie's cunt lips slick and parting, clit peeking swollen.

"Stop. Natalie, bend and touch your toes."

She obeyed, arse high. The chains pulled her breasts downward, nipples stretched obscenely. Luke and Freddy's cocks angled up, tugged by the links.

Hargrove zoomed in. "Beautiful. Now, boys - stroke yourselves while she holds."

Luke's hand wrapped his shaft, pumping slowly. Freddy mirrored, foreskin sliding wetly.

The motion transferred through chains - each tug pulling Natalie's nipples rhythmically. She moaned, juices trickling down her thigh.

"Edge only. No cumming."

They obeyed for long minutes, cocks weeping pre-cum, Natalie's breasts reddening from the pull. Hargrove filmed every gasp, every sway.

"Walk again. Circle the fountain."

The central fountain burbled icy water. They looped it—chains clinking, bodies syncing in forced rhythm.

Natalie's clit throbbed with every tug; Luke whispered encouragements, "You're so hot like this, Nat."

Freddy added, "Our queen, chained and owned."

Hargrove halted them at a stone bench. "Natalie, sit. Spread."

She perched, legs wide, cunt exposed and glistening. Chains pulled her breasts apart slightly.

"Boys - kneel down and lick your girlfriend’s nipples. Gently."

Luke and Freddy dropped, mouths latching. Luke suckled softly, tongue circling the clamped bud; Freddy nibbled, teeth grazing.

The chains slackened slightly, but their cocks remained linked, bobbing against her thighs.

Natalie's head fell back, moans echoing. "Oh god... yes..."

Hargrove captured the scene: her heavy tits heaving, their tongues worshipping, cocks straining.

"Enough. Final lap – run!"

They jogged the perimeter. Chains yanked viciously - Natalie's nipples burning, breasts flopping wildly.

Luke's cock slapped painfully; Freddy's balls ached from the swing. Breath came in pants; arousal built to frenzy.

Back at the terrace, Hargrove stopped filming. "Exquisite. Inside for tea - and some rest ahead of your big weekend."

They followed, bodies linked, supporting each other with glances and touches. The weekend had begun; the throuple's bond, tested in chains, held firm – at least for now.
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Chapter 2: Perverts’ Matinee and The Gloryhole Boxes
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Saturday morning light filtered weakly through the tall windows of Hargrove Manor’s breakfast room.

Natalie, Luke, and Freddy entered naked, skin still marked from yesterday’s lawn walk: faint red rings around Natalie’s nipples where the clamps had bitten, Luke’s cock base slightly chafed from the Viagra ring, Freddy’s thicker shaft showing faint friction burns.

Their collars remained locked; the silver chains from yesterday had been removed overnight, leaving only the memory of their pull.

Hargrove sat at the head of the long oak table in a silk dressing gown, sipping black coffee.

Three plain wooden chairs waited for the trio. No cushions. They sat gingerly, the hard seats pressing against bruised arses.

“Breakfast,” he announced. A butler placed three identical plates: scrambled eggs, smoked salmon, fresh berries. No cutlery.

They ate with fingers, feeding each other bites while Hargrove watched.

Natalie’s heavy DD breasts rested on the table edge; every lean forward made them sway.

Luke and Freddy’s cocks - still semi-hard from residual Viagra - lay thick against their thighs.

Between mouthfuls, Hargrove spoke casually.

“Today you perform for an audience. Ten gentlemen - discreet, wealthy, appreciative - have been invited for a private matinée. You will give them a short sex show: 20 minutes of whatever depraved choreography pleases me. Then comes the main event.”

He sipped coffee. “Three custom boxes have been prepared in the east wing. Glory-hole style, but larger. You will be locked inside, arses and cunts presented
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