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Chapter 1: Arrival and the Trampoline Assessment
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The black town car purred to a stop on the sweeping gravel forecourt of Hargrove Manor at exactly four o’clock on a raw Friday afternoon in early December.

A thin frost still clung to the shadowed edges of the lawn; the winter sun hung low and pale, turning the manor’s stone façade the colour of old bone.

Lizzie and Tom stepped out, breath fogging in the cold air. She wore a long camel coat cinched tight at the waist; he a navy overcoat over a charcoal suit.

Both carried small overnight bags and the weight of a contract that had already transferred £150,000 into their joint account.

The balance—two million US dollars—waited at the far end of forty-eight hours of total surrender.

Reginald Hargrove awaited them beneath the classical portico, silver hair swept back, charcoal three-piece suit immaculate.

At seventy-five he remained tall and lean, posture erect, eyes sharp as winter steel. “Elizabeth. Thomas. Punctual. I approve.”

His voice was smooth, upper-crust, laced with amusement. He offered a gloved hand to each—dry, firm, lingering just long enough to remind them who held the leash, metaphorically for now.

Inside, the grand foyer soared two storeys, warmed by a massive fireplace where logs crackled and spat.

Portraits of stern Hargrove ancestors gazed down in silent judgement. A liveried butler appeared, took their coats without a word, and vanished. Hargrove wasted no time.

“Everything off. Fold neatly on the console table. Shoes aligned beneath.”

Lizzie’s pulse hammered in her throat. She unbuttoned the camel coat slowly, letting it slide from her shoulders.

Beneath she wore a fitted emerald dress that hugged her dramatic hourglass figure. The zip whispered down her spine; the dress pooled at her feet.

No bra—her full, heavy DD breasts spilled free, pale and perfect, wide pink areolae tightening instantly in the warm air, nipples already stiffening into thick rose peaks.

Matching lace knickers followed, revealing a neatly trimmed auburn landing strip above smooth, plump labia. She stepped out of her heels, folded each garment with deliberate care, aware of Hargrove’s gaze cataloguing every inch.

Tom stripped beside her with quiet efficiency—jacket, shirt, trousers, socks, boxer briefs.

His rugby-player frame was broad and powerful: thick chest dusted with dark hair, heavy thighs, and between them a substantial cock, even soft a thick five inches, resting over weighty balls. When he straightened, the organ swayed with natural heft.

Hargrove produced a traditional cloth measuring tape and a small leather notebook. “Stand straight. Arms out to the sides.”

He began with Lizzie. The tape encircled her ribcage just beneath the breasts—32 inches. Then over the fullest part: 38 inches. “DD cup, perhaps bordering E,” he murmured, jotting the figure. He lifted each breast in turn, testing the weight—substantial, soft yet firm, the flesh overflowing his palm.

Thumbs brushed across the wide areolae; the nipples hardened further, lengthening to three-quarters of an inch. He measured them precisely, pinching gently to gauge response. “Exquisitely sensitive.”

Waist: 25 inches. Hips: 37. He knelt briefly, tape circling each thigh—22 inches—then measured the length of her inner labia when gently parted, the diameter of her clitoral hood, the depth of her entrance with two cool fingers.

Numbers were dictated softly, clinically, as though ordering a bespoke gown.

Tom’s turn. Chest 45 inches, waist 34, biceps 18. Thighs 27 inches each. Hargrove lifted the heavy cock, measured flaccid length—five and a half inches—girth four and three-quarter inches around.

He rolled back the foreskin, inspected the glossy head, weighed the balls again. “Projected erect length nine to ten inches. Girth approaching six. Magnificent specimen.”

Satisfied, he produced two wide black leather collars, each with a polished steel O-ring. They locked around their necks with soft clicks. Short chrome chain leashes were clipped on.

“This way.”

He led them through the house—past panelled corridors, a library smelling of leather and cigar smoke, until they reached a soaring glass conservatory that opened onto a private walled garden.

In the centre of the flagged terrace stood two small fitness trampolines, black mats gleaming under the winter sun. A wicker armchair and side table had been placed at the perfect viewing angle; a crystal tumbler of single-malt already waited.

Hargrove settled into the chair, crossed his legs, and gestured with the glass. “Mount. One each. Begin with gentle bounces. I wish to observe natural motion.”

Lizzie climbed onto the nearest trampoline, the springs creaking softly under her bare feet.

She started small jumps, knees bent, arms loose. Her heavy breasts responded immediately—lifting together, then dropping with soft slaps against her ribcage, the momentum sending them into wide, hypnotic circles.

The cold air and motion tightened her nipples to aching points; each landing produced a visible ripple across the pale flesh.

Tom’s trampoline thundered under his greater weight. His thick cock and heavy balls swung forward and back like a pendulum, slapping audibly against his thighs on the down-bounce, lifting almost to his navel on the upstroke.

The foreskin slid rhythmically, exposing and covering the darkening head.

Hargrove sipped his whisky. “Higher, Elizabeth. Straight legs on the ascent—give me full extension.”

Lizzie obeyed, launching herself higher. Her breasts now bounced dramatically—up to chin level, then crashing down with fleshy thuds, side-slapping each other, nipples tracing wide pink arcs in the air.

Red hair flew in a wild halo; her breath came in soft gasps. The motion sent warm pulses straight to her clit; she felt herself growing slick.

“Thomas—tuck and extend. I want maximum swing.”

Tom leapt powerfully, knees to chest then kicking straight. His cock flailed wildly—left, right, up to slap his belly with a meaty smack, balls swinging in heavy counterpoint.

Pre-cum began to bead and flick in shining threads that caught the low sunlight.

Hargrove filmed discreetly on his phone, zooming alternately on Lizzie’s bouncing breasts—the way they lifted and separated, then collided on landing—and Tom’s pendulous cock, now fully erect at nine and a half thick inches, the head an angry plum, veins standing proud.

Twenty minutes passed. Sweat gleamed on Lizzie’s porcelain skin; her thighs burned, breasts aching deliciously from the constant motion.

Tom’s chest heaved, his erection bobbing rigid with each landing, a thin string of pre-cum stretching and breaking.

Hargrove finally raised a hand. “Enough. You both perform physics beautifully.”

He stood, tugged the leashes gently. “Tomorrow you will renew your vows in my chapel—naked, of course, and with certain... enhancements.

Tonight you will rest separately. Anticipation sharpens the blade.”

They followed him back through the house on trembling legs, breasts and cock still swaying with residual motion, the taste of cold air and exertion on their tongues, the promise of deeper degradation already tightening around their collared throats.
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