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Chapter 1: Naked Afternoon Tea
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The limousine glided to a halt at precisely 3:47pm, its black paint drinking the golden light of the late-autumn sun.

Katy’s pulse fluttered against the silk of her sundress; Chris’s hand, resting on her bare knee, trembled just enough for her to feel it.

They had rehearsed the moment a hundred times in their cramped London flat—signing the contract, wiring the deposit, deleting the browser history—but nothing had prepared them for the hush of Hargrove Manor.

The butler, a tall man with the stillness of a museum statue, opened the door.

“Mr. Hargrove awaits on the east terrace.”

His voice was clipped, deferential, and entirely uninterested in the fact that the couple wore no underwear beneath their clothes.

Katy stepped onto the gravel in strappy sandals, the stones sharp through the thin soles. Chris followed, loosening his collar.

The air smelled of cut boxwood and salt from the distant sea.

Reginald Hargrove rose from a wrought-iron table draped in starched linen. Seventy-five looked good on him: tall, lean, silver hair swept back like a 1940s film star.

His charcoal suit was bespoke, the pocket square crisp enough to slice bread. Only the faint tremor in his left hand betrayed age.

“Punctual. I approve.” He extended the hand to Katy first. His grip was cool, dry, surprisingly strong.

“Mrs. Katherine Ellis. And Mr. Christopher Ellis. Welcome to my little experiment.”

The table was set for three. Bone-china cups, silver cake-stands, a three-tiered tower of scones still warm from the oven.

A crystal decanter of single-malt caught the light like liquid topaz. Hargrove poured tea—Earl Grey, bergamot sharp—then gestured to the chairs opposite him.

“Before we begin, the formalities.”

He slid a leather folio across the cloth. Inside: the contract, already notarised, their signatures glowing in blue ink.

Beside it, a bank transfer confirmation—£50,000, the advance. “The balance on Sunday, provided you fulfil every clause. Which brings us to clause one.”

He sipped his tea. “Strip.”

The word landed softly, almost politely.

Katy’s fingers found the hem of her dress. The fabric whispered over her hips, pooled at her feet. No bra; her breasts—full, pale, nipples the colour of dusky roses—caught the breeze and tightened instantly.

Chris unbuttoned his shirt with deliberate calm, but the flush climbing his throat betrayed him. Trousers, briefs, socks—gone.

They stood naked on the terrace, the butler nowhere in sight.

Hargrove circled them slowly, the way a sommelier might assess a rare vintage. He stopped behind Katy, breath warm against her ear.

“Exquisite teardrops,” he murmured, cupping her large breasts from beneath. His thumbs brushed the nipples in slow, clinical circles until they stood like bullets. “Responsive. These will bruise beautifully by Sunday.”

He moved to Chris. One cool palm lifted the younger man’s cock—half-hard already, thick, the foreskin sliding back to reveal a glossy plum head.

“Eight inches when fully angry, I shouldn’t wonder. Veiny. A grower.”

He rolled the skin gently, watching Chris’s thighs tense. “And the scent—clean skin, faint soap, anticipation.”

Hargrove returned to his chair, poured more tea as though he had merely inspected the silverware. “Sit.”

The wrought-iron chairs were cold against bare skin.

Katy’s arse stuck slightly to the filigree; Chris’s balls adhered to the seat with a soft, embarrassing sound.

Hargrove lifted a scone, split it with a silver knife, slathered clotted cream thick as Devon sin, added a dollop of strawberry jam.

“Open,” he told Katy.

She parted her lips. He fed her the corner; jam smeared the bow of her mouth. Chris received the other half, Hargrove’s thumb brushing his lower lip as he withdrew.

While they chewed, Hargrove leaned forward. His tongue—long, wet, faintly yellowed from decades of cigars—emerged like a lizard tasting air.

It flicked across Katy’s left nipple, leaving a shining trail that cooled instantly. He lapped again, slower, sucking the bud into his mouth with a soft pop. Katy’s breath hitched; her thighs parted a fraction, unbidden.

Hargrove turned to Chris. The old man’s tongue dragged up the underside of the shaft from root to slit, gathering the bead of pre-cum already pearling there.

He savoured it, eyes half-lidded. “Salty. Virile. You’ll spill oceans before we’re done.”

Tea continued in surreal civility. Hargrove discoursed on the stock market, the superior jam from Fortnum & Mason, the unseasonably warm November, all while idly rolling Katy’s nipples between arthritic fingers and stroking Chris beneath the table until both were slick and aching.

When the pot was empty, he dabbed his lips with a linen napkin.

“Delightful. Now, the bathroom requires attention.”

He rose and fetched two collars for the couple. For this weekend they would be his two sex pets.

He then clipped leather leads to the O-rings on their collars and tugged.

The terrace stones scraped Katy’s bare feet as they followed him inside, the taste of bergamot and old man’s saliva still coating their tongues.
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Chapter 2: Tongues on Marble
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The corridor from the terrace to the master wing was lined with ancestral portraits—stern men in powdered wigs, women in whalebone corsets, all staring down at the naked couple crawling on hands and knees.

Hargrove’s loafers clicked ahead of them, the leads taut in his left hand. Katy’s big breasts swayed with every forward scramble; Chris’s cock, still half-hard from the terrace, bobbed and slapped his belly.

They passed through double doors into the en-suite bathroom: a cathedral of white Carrara marble veined with gold, heated floors, a sunken tub the size of a small car, and a glass wall overlooking the sea. The air smelled faintly of bleach and bergamot.

Hargrove released the leads. “Stand.”

They rose, knees already pink. He opened a mahogany cabinet and withdrew a spray bottle of talcum powder.

With theatrical flourish he dusted the floor in deliberate streaks and boot prints—his own Italian leather soles, size ten.

“On all fours again. Lick it spotless. Every grain, every scuff. I want to see my reflection in your spit.”

Katy lowered herself first. The marble was cool against her palms, colder against her nipples as they brushed the surface.

Chris followed, the talc already dusting his tongue the moment it touched the floor. It tasted chalky, faintly floral, like a baby’s bottom.

Hargrove perched on the tub’s edge, phone in one hand, a short riding crop in the other.

He filmed in portrait mode, zooming on Katy’s tongue
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