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“Men will do anything to cum, absolutely anything, and you should never underestimate what they will endure to get it. And seemingly the harsher and more uncompromising you are in what you demand of them to allow their release, the more they’ll crave you.”

Jamie Leigh
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"When a man truly loves a woman she becomes his weakness. When a woman truly loves a man he becomes her strength. 

Unknown
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“Why is discipline important? Discipline teaches us to operate by principle rather than desire. Saying no to our impulses (even the ones that are not inherently sinful) puts us in control of our appetites rather than vice versa. It deposes our lust and permits truth, virtue, and integrity to rule our minds instead.”


John MacArthur Jr.
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1  Introduction by the Author
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This is a story of two couples from very different echelons of society colliding and becoming one. The Manor is inside the clandestine world of where the wealthy and influential indulge their hedonistic appetites for sex and kink out of sight of us mere mortals and is home to a beautiful rich couple magnetic in personality and attraction who draw in a naïve young couple clawing their way up the London career ladder.

This memoir originates in pure chance, a sliding doors moment, so against all the odds our low-rank couple gain entry to this exclusive world finally freeing them from their shame. BDSM is the great liberator and sets them on the path to become their true selves. Fate bringing them together results in lives being changed forever rippling out far beyond the bedroom or dungeon into careers and families. 

What we discover is a tale of monumental personal growth, a tale of discovery as we see the gradual conversion of a Dom into servitude; we witness his turmoil and his struggles as he fights his mind and his body before succumbing.

Ultimately, whilst this is a story of extreme sexual desire, hard BDSM and magnetic attraction of course, I think that what drives and pushes them all to a degree I never experienced in my own life, is intense all-consuming love. It was from the start when they all met, and it was always about love and absolute devotion at every stage, and it remains so despite what happens to them in the end.

My own background is like that of Rebecca and Mark in their early kink exploration and careers, so their story touched me and became my white whale to investigate. Now there is no chance that I would ever experience what they did as I can never access their world or would have the courage to seek what they sought, but like them a chance conversation after years of frustrating research wading through online fantasists opened a door and one introduction led to another introduction where I found Mark. I would like to thank T for opening the door into a community that I could never access

.

I struggled in writing this memoir it must be said. I considered just concentrating on BDSM and sex scenes as their lives are truly magnificent, then I pondered doing a book about the spirituality (is that the right word?) of submission as the material from their experience is vast and rare to hear – you get kink scenes, but so little on the people I find. I’ve chosen to give you a taste of both so hopefully you understand both the ‘why’ and the challenges behind their choices. The timeline on this is going to jump around and for that I offer no apology. It just makes more sense to open with the Manor before then going back to explain how they got to it as the straining and tearing apart of the comfort zone of main protagonist, Mark (the Dom) who begins in total control. You can experience the emotional challenges he faced in dominating and conditioning the love of his life before we then witness the slow and gradual metamorphosis that changed him, and ultimately to his own ascent into total submission from both his own words and from his owner.

Finally, this could be a massive book of multiple volumes if I transcribed even a fraction of what they told me. Kink is detail I would say and maybe even obsession for detail makes kink, so I got a lot of almost poetic description about clothing, smells, textures, shoes, and most important of all; feelings, inner deep and (sometimes dark) thoughts and loads about sensations. Extreme BDSM is according to Mark and Rebecca like seeing the world in high-definition-colour after years of only seeing 1970s monotone as your senses, your body, and your mind are heightened. Plus, what I can only describe as philosophy and introspection about the human condition which BDSM seems to inspire, in fact requires perhaps. It struck me that the level and honestly required by BDSM couples is what marriages can only dream of and we'd all be better off adopting the honesty, total trust, and service it demands. But for brevity I have had to chop it all down to summarise into one book dipping in and out of moments. 

Disclaimer and warning

You must be aware that I removed most of the conversations and negotiations that couples do in this lifestyle, so whilst it might appear that they just leap in or that one-character pushes another that would be to misunderstand them. I've had to edit so much out that their journey appears to move fast, so the scenes appear far briefer than they ever were. Please don't try and replicate them – these people always consented and always checked in on each other constantly.

Also, this book is not for those of a sensitive disposition. Consensual non-consent (CNC) was the first kink this couple established so we will hear a lot about women being taken by force by a man who will overpower them (it is always with consent) and humiliate them, and you will read about women being whipped and pleading for mercy as their Dom ignores their cries, and you will read about a man forced to endure pain, cruelty, and spiralling into his own doubts and frankly, his own mental conflict over who is is. Everyone consented to what happened to them and chose their path, but in the retelling, it is harsh and emotionally challenging.

Finally (for obvious reasons) I have changed names, places and sowed confusion in the details all over the place to protect the identities of those involved. 

Nomenclature

I found that they changed terms when talking about their past so I had to work out what was meant by them sometimes as it hopped around – the internet will disagree.



	BDSM

	Bondage, Domination, Sado-Masochism




	SM

	Sado-Masochism, done on its own without domination




	bDSM

	Same meaning as BDSM, but it meant that bondage wasn’t done or was a minor bit part. Rebecca would say things like “small b” when talking to tease me.




	DSM

	no bondage, just the rest of BDSM




	CNC

	Consensual non-consent – roleplaying being taken sexually against your will.




	DD

	Domestic discipline. No sexual undercurrent like SM or scenes like the Dungeon, but actual punishments or motivating using pain.




	Bottom

	Person on the receiving end of a scene, but importantly they don’t have to be a sub. In fact it was very clear that to me that not being a sub yet receiving was key to this story for years.




	Carding

	
Shouting stop or begging won’t stop a thrashing. They used a traffic light 

system/referee card idea of colours to indicate if a sub could carry on.






	Cuckquean

	A female cuckhold.




	ASMR

	Tingling sensation over scalp and spine with some relaxation and mild trance.




	Domme

	Dominatrix or a woman who is the dominant in a BDSM partnership/scene




	Dom

	Male version of a Domme




	Sub

	The person who is the submissive




	Slave

	A sub, but they live it rather than it being a scene role that ends after a session.
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2  The Fork in the Road
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I'm lying in bed just waiting and peering around the room at little details. I've got a semi that wants to grow hard, but I'm trying to play it casual and at least appear like I've got patience. Rebecca is lying next to me propped up on some pillows and she's busy going through a work report, and I hear the scratch of her biro as she marks edits or whatever she does. 

She's biting her lip now and again in that hot girl 'look at me flirting at you nerd boy' way loved by Rom Coms, but it's not staged as she's unaware of it, it's merely absent-minded concentration although she's wearing her glasses. She wears glasses for reading sometimes, but she's winding me up, I know it, as these are her ‘Secretary glasses', her 'I'm looking deeply into your eyes as I suck your cock glasses' that I require her to wear so often, the bloody minx. I want to finger her or to perhaps suck at her breast to snare her in, but she'll push me away as she wants this report done and it'll only make her happy if I confirm my sexual frustration and she denies me. So, I glance up and down her body biding my time thinking naughty thoughts.

"You should have seen Stella today" Rebecca said out of the blue. "The people at Rossini's didn't know what to make of her when she glided in". 

Rebecca had met Stella about a nine months ago after her car accident when waiting in the reception for the always late physio centre and she did within minutes what she always did - shared her life story and pulled out the secrets of a new friend, which led to a first coffee that led to meeting up each week after their sessions. It usually drove me nuts as I don’t open-up to new people, in fact I never share secrets even with my oldest friends so her openness is a challenge to my sanity.

I once accused Rebecca of doing an extra eight weeks of that treatment just to keep seeing Stella. Stella of the ‘absolutely terrible’ skiing injury, Stella the 'very severely hurt, lucky to walk' yet somehow their treatment programmes were just as long. Still their time together seemed to be drawing to a close as appointments were no longer in the diary, well that was until Stella asked if Rebecca wanted to take Pilates tuition together as that would 'build her up for next season' and so she said yes. 

The twist came when it transpired that Stella had an instructor come to her home gym for one-to-one (no council leisure centre for her then) and she was rich with this 'big mansion’ with an indoor pool'. Honestly, I'd heard all about this house and about the travel that Stella and Rob had done a little too much. They were investment bankers or some such golden big-balls masters of the universe stuff, so they lived in a different world to us mortals in their Surrey Hills manor house. It was only by chance that Rebecca and her ever met as we simply weren’t in their orbit or league at all and were never supposed to be. Still, I enjoyed the odd weekend to myself when Rebecca went off on a spa weekend with Stella and some other new swanky friends who all sounded sexy and overly prosperous in different ways.

The biro carried on scratching and Rebecca then flicked back a page or two. My cock was getting impatient as was I, but wait, I must as it’s work so the usual rules don’t apply. 

"The dress she wore, it curved around her body like.......I don't know what. The men at the tables were staring you know. Her breasts and her hips......well she looked great". 

My cue to try and get Rebecca away from that report, I think. 

"So, she was looking a bit slutty then" I said in my cheeky come to bed voice, but Rebecca never even looked up. 

"Oh no, Stella never looks slutty. It was a summer dress, but the fit was to die for. It just went around her curves. Everything matched from the colour of the cloth to her jewellery and her shoes. Honestly, she’s just always so stylish, so perfect like a film star, her body and her way". And scratch scratch went her biro.

I said "it sounds like you've got a bit of a girl crush on her. Do you fancy her?" Rebecca laughed and replied 

"She is bloody attractive, and I suppose I do sort of, although women aren't my thing, you know that. She's just got this allure that draws you in and attracts you, you know?". Another chance to divert Rebecca back to servicing me and I took it. 

"oohh, was she wearing stilettos?" and Rebecca laughed and the report finally went to one side whilst her hand began to stroke me. 

"You'd like that wouldn't you, you pervert? You want me to tell you all about how strappy her heels were and how tall the stiletto was don't you". I didn't say anything as I was enjoying watching Rebecca's hand pump me a little faster now what I was rock hard and her talking about heels was helping, it was helping a lot. 

"Well, she had mule wedges on so you can cut that thought out of your mind, although saying that they were strappy and very high so the men enjoyed the view. Her calves looked very firm, and the men all stared, I saw them". Her hand pumped a little faster and I gave a little involuntary sigh as a segment of the day’s tension departed my mind. That's better I thought, now she's moving alongside me well away from that report and I groaned a little again as she pumped harder still.

"I was sitting there near the door as I was early, so I saw her arrive. She didn't like my table as it was out of the way so just gave a little wave, no voice, and two waiters fell each other to get to us, then just like that to the best spot we went, the one that they reserve, all with only her pointing a finger. She was like Jackie O with her dress and her gloves". My cock twitched and I decided to play 

"Gloves you say". Rebecca gave me a hard pump, stopped and wagged her finger at me like a teacher telling off her most naughty child 

"You are such a pervert, but they were leather, and you'd have loved them, and she did struggle to take them off because they were very tight and up her forearm. Now what is it you want me to do?". I didn't say anything, I just made a movement near my eyes like I was adjusting my imaginary glasses and pointed to her mouth and my cock. Rebecca needed no instruction and just took my cock in here mouth and went straight to working it. 

I came and Rebecca didn't react, she just carried on sucking until I was drained. When I first met her, she always flinched and pulled away, but now she took everything I had to give so I got through all my spurts fully before I tapped her as the signal for her to lick me clean, and then jumped up alongside me ready to grab that damned report again. 

"You didn't last long” she said and all I could say was that 

"You were really good, you are a very talented cock-sucker, my own little whore", but Rebecca wasn't having it. 

"No thinking about Stella made you cum fast, I just provided my dirty mouth and my glasses you naughty boy". That's a bit kinky I thought and decided to angle for trying to her into my arms 

"Does Stella ever help you cum?", but she just parried that away with a swift 

"That's for me to know". To be fair, Rebecca always refused to ever disclose or comment on her masturbation thoughts unless under interrogation, so it was probably nothing. But it turned me on anyway as perhaps this time she was fantasising about a woman.

"So, when am I going to meet this marvellous Stella then?" I declared with the tone of a child going ‘so there’ with some clever gotcha knowing that I wasn’t going to be invited. 

"Next Friday night" came back the riposte and the biro scratched away again. "Stella and Rob have invited us over for drinks and nibbles so you'll need to get a haircut and some new clothes. They always look fantastic, and well...............you......well you know..." as she passed her eyes up and down me. Insult and accurate statement about my poor style delivered unsaid, in one my love. You win this round, my girl, my beautiful girl!

Fast forward to Friday and we've driven through a wide set of iron gates into a massive gravel forecourt to park up. I've pulled the doorbell, this wrought iron dangling thing stolen from a gothic novel. I hear the bell's chime in the house, and I spot another camera as I look about increasingly feeling poor like Oliver Twist in what I had thought was an expensive outfit. Rebecca is next to me smiling and fussing a little with her hair, and she's gone to town, she really has. Black cocktail dress with very tall spikey strappy heels, the ones where the thin leather must be wrapped up the leg a little and tied into a bow, so nice hints of leather bondage, yummy. I was a right sex pest at home when I saw that outfit on her and insisted on fucking her once she was ready to go and all was perfect, which meant that I only just finished before the taxi arrived. I knew that my cum was leaking into her tiny knickers right at this moment, but more than that I liked the flushed redness in her face and the ruffled hair. She never stopped me when I did that despite all her careful make-up and hair prep, but always complained ‘that people will know’ and ‘I look like I've just been had’, it was a dance we did as I held her down whilst she fought and pleaded.

I can't say I was prepared for what came next, but let's just say my flapping gums would have made a guppy fish proud. The door opened and there she was. She was tall and just radiant, and she had this blonde hair like a mane, but styled to perfection like Grace Kelly. I saw a jewel hanging over her cleavage as it strained out from a leather dress. Wow, a leather dress, my Christmas has come early. But as Rebecca always said, 'Stella never looks slutty’. This was a very light tan, a gentle beige perhaps and fitted to perfection with ever so slight piping to emphasis the curves. It could have been a business dress worn to the office, yet at the same time it was a miniscule too low in the cleavage and a miniscule too short in the leg, so it whispered ‘provocative’ if you had my proclivities.

"Hi, you're here at last" came through the enthusiastic greeting from Stella as she threw her arms around Rebecca, and they hugged, and cheek kissed. 

"You look fantastic, and those heels are to die for, ooh-la-la, Rob is going to like those, I love them" and she beamed and showed her white teeth and her glossy lips. She turned to me 

"And you must be Mark, I have heard a lot about you, a lot" and as she leaned forward for a hug, I flapped my gums saying nothing whilst sticking out my hand. Stella didn't miss a beat 

"Formal, I like that. Rebecca said you were a no-nonsense old-fashioned British gentleman" She shook my hand and spoke 

"Hello, my name is Estelle and it is nice to meet you Mr Darcy" just like a foreign student must have practiced in their English class as she beamed and I wilted at her teasing me with her mock Royal accent. And I replied earnestly not in keeping with the joke, but because I was still in a flap.

"And nice to meet you Estelle, thank you for inviting us" in a faltering mumble.

And with that Estelle beckoned us into the cavernous entrance hall, closed the door behind us and then set out ahead of us into the house. I watched her intently. Her dress was tight and where her hips went out the leather was straining a little. Her waist was small, so her hips were emphasized as they rocked side to side, and this was accentuated by the seam down of the back of the skirt concealing the short zip jiggling as she glided down the hall. The click of her tan stilettos coming off the floor drew my eyes to the view of her long legs coming out from the split in the skirt leather and to a long stare at her shoes. Rebecca gave me a few rib bashing nudges that took me out of the hypnosis and mouthed 

"See, see" whilst nodding. She got back a thumbs up, but a geek out of his depth thumbs up and not the 'hey' cool of the Fonz. I was having a malfunction.

Rob was a good-looking tanned older guy and appeared like he'd just stepped out of Yachting Monthly magazine after advertising some luxury watch or sunglasses brand. I wanted to dislike him as he had this big house and a wife that I was embarrassing myself by gawping at, was overly attractive and clearly had lots of money, but he was just a really nice bloke. ‘Bastard’ I thought later when I had processed, he was charming too and he's got me. Introductions made and first drinks received the three of them settled in like old chums to chatter whilst I fidgeted about like a horny teenager in a strip club slash peasant meeting the lords of the local manor angst. Ants in your pants my friend, ants in your pants.

Estelle and Rebecca were fussing around pouring refills as Rob and I moved off to one side got into all sorts of chat about business news, sport results, and whilst I gave him a lot of attention, I was staring over his shoulder at Estelle whenever she bent down to the wine fridge and when she reached up on her heels to a higher shelf for something. I don't normally perv like that as it's just not what I do and Rob spotted me more than once I'm sure, but he never tried to deflect my attention. He was a great host. I mean he was a great host because of his conversation and interest in me, and not because he let me ogle his wife.

Throughout the evening, I spent time with Rob one to one and with Estelle one to one, and then we chatted as a group. In hindsight it was like a medieval dance with set moves around the floor, modernised to go around a very large kitchen island instead. My time with Estelle was hard as I was a little cotton mouthed and over thinking it for ages. Look at her face, look at her face I was telling myself as my eyes snuck another glance at her body, but I got focus and got into my stride with all sorts of questions about her fitness training when by chance she brought that up. That was my thing too, so she saved me with that topic, and I relaxed into being a functioning human instead of a starving dog staring at meat in the butcher’s window. We ended up just talking and talking and staring into each other with sparky silences as we really clicked whilst Rob and Rebecca sat together at the other end of the kitchen getting on famously too until their drinks ran dry and he moved off to refill them.

"Rebecca, shall I give Mark a tour of the house now?" asked Estelle in the lull. 

"I think you should, he’ll like that" said Rebecca, so Estelle locked her arm around mine and then off we set around the ground floor. I won't describe the rooms or the art, but it took a fair while and we settled into a little routine of her leaning into me as she clutched my arm explaining where things came from and telling me about some artist or other, and I then got a chance to dust down some of my second-rate knowledge in exchange, which she generously pretended to appreciate. And then we got to the grand stairs.

"We're a shoes-off house upstairs” said Estelle. 

"No problem, we do the same" and I swiftly moved to unlace my shoes and was ready to go. I hoped I impressed her with my precision balance trick of being able to stand on one foot without wobbling as she watched on, but then I found out why she waited.

"I'm just worked out that I have a problem. This dress is too tight so I cannot sit down to take my shoes off, would you mind doing it for me?". 

"Okay" is my limp reply and I move to kneel at her feet at the speed of a sloth as it feels odd. My face is both level and close to her skirt at this point and I can smell leather, yes, I can really smell leather, so I start getting a little tingly. 

I move first to her right shoe. They are closed toe, but in a slingback style so the centre of her foot is bare before her heel goes into a cup. Around that cup are two thin straps with buckles and I have butter fingers as I’m ASMR tingling, so I was down there a while, but they came undone. I asked her to lift her foot and as she did, so she appeared to fall a little off balance, and her crotch came right into my face. 

"I'm really sorry Mark, these heels are a bit high for me" she said. I'll admit, I enjoyed it, and it aroused me as the leather smell was right there in my nose and I can now feel it stroke my face with the material. I moved back a little and gently lowed the rear cup whilst at the same time sliding the shoe forward. Her little foot was free, and I could see the glisten of a little sweat on her skin and the fawn paint of her toenails as she placed it on the floor. I looked up and she seemed so tall up the length of her dress and her chest really bulged out at this angle 

"Was that okay?" I asked.

"That was so gentle, so precise, you must have practiced with a few women before me". It was electric and that only increased when she moved her hand from my shoulder, brushed up my face slightly and stroked my hair. I was fully erect at this point and my ASMR was buzzing. I moved to her other foot, and we did the same, but this time she didn't lift her foot for a while, she just waited as I rested against her crotch fumbling and breathing the scent in. Now was the tough part as I had to stand and adjust myself so that she wouldn't see me bulging out of my trousers, my cock was throbbing. This felt like we had crossed a line, the intimacy was off the charts, but all I had done was to take her shoes off for her I told myself. It was nothing, but despite that nothing I could just feel sparks between us like kissing a new woman for the first time.

"Thank you, Mark, I know that must have been a nuisance". 

"Happy to help" was all I could say. 

"Now bring the shoes with us as we'll need them later" she instructed and was off up the stairs, so I was left to gather mine and to take hers into my hands. I got the full view up the stairs as her hips sashayed left and right and the leather creased and strained. 

"I am sorry about that, I think I might have to return this dress as it might be too tight for me, and I don't know if it suits my body shape. What do you think, do you like it?". Come on now, she must be teasing me now; it's like she knows that I am a leather guy, like she is reading my mind as I perv at her and she's trying to torment me. Still a gentleman must endure

"Yes, I like it, and I think that you should keep it. It really suits you" thus ending the flirt with my firm (fake) confident tone. But she was no slouch and wasn't going to let me off that easy 

"Really, you don't think it's too much around the hips?" Estelle asked as she neared the top of the stairs and I just knew that she was trying to make me blush, I knew her game, and I knew that she knew that she intimidated me, so I bluffed her back 

"No, it definitely fits, and no account should you return it" now in my Dom tone. And that was that. 

"Well, I won't then" and the tour proceeded in silence for a moment.

The house had a staircase up the middle from the grand reception entrance as it was a manor house built to send a message to visitors unlike my pokey Victorian ‘villa’. The first floor was a sort of railed balcony above the grand reception entrance with doors coming off it. Once at the top Estelle pointed at the furthest door and told me that it was the master bedroom for her and Rob. Had its own wet room apparently and overlooked the drive and the gardens 

"but we won't bother with that as that is just for us, we don't share that space". Ummm OK, a little off I thought and frankly didn't care as a bedroom is a bedroom was my opinion and that's where I missed my first hint. The next room was Rob's study, and it was wall to wall books and wood panelling with like a Victorian gentlemen's club and even came with a wing-backed leather armchair, a very large desk and oddly enough a mini leather gym pommel in the corner that she didn’t mention. I loved that room and told her so but didn’t mention being disappointed by the absence of a globe shaped drinks cabinet sporting the pink of the British Empire.

We skipped various doors, just ‘standard’ guest rooms apparently. The room we finally entered was also a guest room apparently and it had a view of the garden and its own small wet room. The wardrobes were all mirrored and there was a large double bed with a solid oak headboard including gothic looking rings hanging from the posts plus the same at the foot of the bed. Estelle didn't wait to talk me through the provocative sketches on the walls, but she did surprise me by opening inner twin doors out into an adjoining room like you’d find in French apartments or a grand hotel suite. 

"Sometimes our friends like to spend time together, so we provide easy access" was all she said as she glided into an almost identical room. Slight difference in this one though as there were some of those bed rings on the wall and another one of those old-style leather gym pommel benches in there too, but with rings on the legs. 

"This room is for friends that like to exercise more" is all she said before opening the adjourning doors into the "master playroom".

Now to say this room kicked me out of my naive little bubble is a giant understatement. Is this a misunderstanding and is my kinky brain making up bullshit that isn’t what it seems like had been the thoughts racing through my fizzing mind earlier as I saw features that might have been what I thought they were. After all, perhaps the metal rings and mirrors were rich person design aesthetic that my perversions were twisting them into my kinks, but that kidology was gone now. Above both of the two massive beds on the ceiling were giant mirrors and I now knew what the rings on the furniture and walls were. Two pommel horses were there, and had metal rings attached to their legs, which no gymnast would ever require, but someone like me would. Along one wall was mirror panelling with a rail out in front like a dance studio and in several places leather cuff restraints dangling from the high ceiling or from the inner walls. The wet room was much larger and had multiple shower heads and was accessible by the connecting bedroom along with too many mirrors, too many handrails and wall rings. 

"You like?" she asked wryly, and I just only managed a 

"Yes I do, very much". 

"Do you like exercise?" she asked gesturing at the pommel, and I relied 

"Yes, I do, I like it a lot" and my face reddened. 

"Do you like to work out with others or on your own?" came the next question and I stuttered at this point 

"I've not worked out with others before, but I like working out". All rather cryptic, she smiled and set off to the edge of the room pausing only to tug on a couple of the rings to emphasise their solidity to me.

Rather than leave the by the door she pushed a switch and one of the mirrored panels opened like a door. She told me to leave the light on and stepped into the dark and so I followed. Now this was amazing, and this was way off the reservation now. Up the dark corridor I could see windows back into the room that we just came from. 

"Two-way mirrors and audio" she explained, and you could see everything in the playroom. "Come and have a look" said Estelle and beckoned me over. "See the handrail there?" as she pointed down "sometimes friends steam up this glass during their exercise, so it blocks the view from here". 

I'm back to my guppy fish impression. I need to assert myself here so I'm casual 

"Has Rebecca done the tour and seen this?". 

"Oh yes, and she asked a lot of questions. In fact, she's seen it a few times now. She really was very interested in it all". What the hell has Rebecca been doing, and who are these people is all I can think at this point.

Estelle doesn't wait, she turns on a light switch so now we cannot see into the playroom so easily anymore, but we can view down a small staircase and off she goes. Shoes in hand I follow, but this time I'm not watching her body or her dress, I am furtively glancing all around me trying to work out what is in store for me next - this ain't Kansas now my son. Well, no secret lair came, we got to a small, windowed door and stepped out through it to the outside. It was cool in the evening air, it opened into a secluded glass roofed courtyard with a little fountain, plants and benches and when it closed behind us you'd never even know it was an entrance as it was disguised as a framed mirror (albeit two-way like the top floor). 

"Some of our guests like secret passages" she said pausing where she stood "now I need you to kneel” and I slightly flinched as if she’s said something wrong “and put by shoes back on for me". It sounded innocent, but her eyes had a twinkle. It was a reverse of the previous removal, and I felt that spark again as I touched her feet and gently guiding them into her shoes whilst she pressed my face into her leather and caressed my hair, but I didn't give a fuck. I was buzzing and I wanted time to slow down.

"Right on to the pool house" she said and off she went down a long-curved path towards a low period building at the far end. This time I didn't get the leather view from behind as once I caught up; she linked arms with me and spent the time telling me about the stone wall builder and the plants, and where the fruit trees had come from like some kind of innocent National Trust tour guide. The ‘pool house’ was like a small sporting pavilion joined to a modern annex, which in turn connected to a substantial building. There was a raised stone terrace around the building with sets of teak chairs and tables like a little café scene, and the pavilion had large windows to maximise the garden view from whatever was inside. The stone building was concealed by a hedge and landscaping until you were very close. It had no windows anymore; they were closed off like those old Georgian townhouses did when avoiding the window tax; a stable once upon a time I speculated to myself.

"Welcome to the pool house, this is where I try to be". 

Once inside I saw that it was a full-sized gym and mini exercise studio also with mirrors, but they seemed to be for real training, and not my ‘hobby’. Her body suggested that she was in here a lot, an awful lot. 

"I'm afraid that we have do the shoe thing again" said Estelle and down I went without comment and did my duty and again she seemed to take it slower than it needed to be. We went to through a door on the right skipping the gym and there was a pool albeit small. The heat and chlorine hit me along with some disappointment as it was the one part of the house that was below parr as it was small.

"it's an endless pool" she proudly told me followed by "the Olympic squad use them" and now I must say I was impressed. I went off on one peppering her with my questions about it and got the full induction on using it and setting all the options, plus an offer to try it ‘any time’. I completely forgot for a moment about the earlier part of the tour and my cock, I was in geek mode about gear.

We stepped back out into the gym, and I asked a lot about the equipment and about the Pilates lessons that she and Rebecca had been doing. Estelle told me that she used personal trainers 

"As I liked to be pushed past my comfort zone". I sensed conspiracy returning with that remark even though it was innocent enough plus the tour was clearly at an end so there was no scope for additional surprises. My mind was already switching over to savouring one last go with her shoes, the glisten of her foot sweat, and the scent of her leather. 

"Okay, let's take a quick tour of the boiler room before we get back to the others, you go through there" and she indicated with her hand for me to open the door labelled boiler room, so in I went.

That sounds dull I’m thinking dull, but sure. Then my brain catches up with my eyes. Okay, really, surely not? Is the thought. This is way off just ‘okay’, it’s gone off the reservation now is the follow-up synapse signal. There are all sorts of mirrors and black painted stonework making up the room, but hanging from the walls are an array of whips and restraints and I can see different types of spanking bench and a giant wooden cross at the far end along with chains and swings dangling here and there. This is too much, and I need to leave as Rebecca will not like me doing this with another woman, so I turn to go. 

"What's wrong, are you alright?" asked Estelle as I bumped into her coming into the room behind me. 

"I need to go; I can't be getting into something like this, something with another woman" or such babble tumbled out.

"Easy" said Estelle. Her smile and her come to bed expression slowed me and her hands went up in mock surrender 

"Just wait a second and I will explain. Rebecca knows all about this place. In fact, the first time she saw it she said that you would love it. It was an accident her saying that of course, she just blurted it out so don't worry she's not told me anything". I must have looked sceptical as Rebecca, and I were both very private and our kinks were not the sort of thing we shared as they’d alarm people and result in a police interview. Estelle spoke further 

"No honestly, she has seen all this. In fact, she's talked to me a lot about this Dungeon and she's been through all the equipment, oh I don't know, perhaps five or size times now. I promise, I am not lying to you, and I won't try anything" followed by a trust me smile. I melted of course as I couldn’t turn her down, she’d ensnared me.

"OK, OK" was my meek reply and I backed off from trying to leave and turned back into the room. 

"This is my playroom, Rob isn't into this stuff so it's only me who uses this, so this is my domain, this is my kingdom" with a flourish of her arms like a circus ringmaster.

She pointed at a few implements and restraints hanging from the wall whilst telling me 

"Rebecca got me to go through a lot of the equipment here and my wardrobe, she was very interested you know. In fact, she told me to bring you down here, she was very clear that she wanted you to get the full tour. Believe me, she even said that you would say that it was inappropriate and that you'd try to leave. Please stay Mark, I would like to show you around". 

I nodded meekly resulting in the detailed tour. She had some fun insisting that I lay on the spanking benches and teased me with a dog lead asking if I would prefer to be led around (I joked with Rebbeca back home that I regretted not saying yes) and spent some time opening exploring her boot cupboards and examining her shoe drawers so I could have a really good close-up inspection of a massive array of pure kink, one that we dreamt off back home. I did have one quirky immersion-breaking thought though as she spoke and showed me things that ticked every kink desire I had - it was just like her talk through the art and collectibles back at the house - full of information, professional and business like. Her expertise shone through.

Tour completed and we set left the pool house and returned up the path after I got my last shoe fitting and skirt sniffing experience. Estelle didn't let me off the hook completely though on the walk back 

"Can I ask you something Mark, it's about how you did my shoes tonight?" Where's this going I wondered, and she pushed on without waiting for a response 

"You were so skilled and soft at taking my shoes off and placing my foot back into them, which men usually cannot do, and I got the impression that you enjoyed it. Are you into feet?". 

Bloody hell, that's some grand finale to the tour and I had almost made it to the back door of the manor house alive too. I could even see Rebecca and Rob laughing together through the French doors. 

"Don't be shy" she said, "you've just seen my deep dark secret" and for once I decided to share. No idea why, but I was just honest like she was my own wife 

"No, I'm not a foot fetish guy. I liked your feet, I really did believe me, but they aren't really my thing in that way. I liked your leather boots, shoes, your dungeon, that sort of thing". Estelle smiled and peered at me like it was the right answer. It was sparking between us.

"One last thing Mark. Oh here we go, what other tease is she going to torment me with crossed my reeling mind “you can call me Stella you know". 

"I prefer Estelle, I seem to be the only one who calls you that and I like it" I said with a little too much determination. She nodded and smiled again and back into the kitchen we went to join the party. Rebecca waved and shouted across 

"You two took your time, you must have enjoyed the tour?" before pulling me in for a cuddle and a discreet cock squeeze.

And that was it the evening returned to normal. Something like three weeks passed without much being said about the tour as we couldn't talk about it in the taxi home, then I grabbed Rebecca once in the front door forcing her over to the sofa as she pleaded and begged me to stop, but she wasn’t strong enough, so I railed her hard before finishing in her arse, and the dungeon just got shelved. Estelle was then away on business for a few weeks, so Rebecca was doing Pilates in the pool house without her, so they just didn't catch up for a bit, so my reaction wasn’t discussed. It was like a sort of dream and now only existed in my wank bank and there it stayed. I hoped that Rebecca would bring it up when it was time for her post workout whipping, but she left it unsaid. I got the usual begging and screaming before I told her to shut up, stuffed her stinking gym knickers in her mouth and carried on belting her as I called her a disgusting whore and worthless bitch. She choked on those knickers even though they were skimpy plus they were filthy with sweat so stunk, but never spat them out. She cried lots too so her mascara made a right mess, so I was happy with her compliance all in all.

Rebecca was in the shower talking through the door into the bedroom after returning from lunch out the following weekend.

"Stella really likes you. Mr Darcy she calls you. Apparently, you are very formal, very honourable or something". I was off the bed and leaning into the bathroom by now as this sounded like good praise from a seriously hot woman. 

"Well, I was on my best behaviour like you told me to" I replied with some cheek. 

"I saw how she stares at you, she likes you" Rebecca shouted out not realising that I was now inside the bathroom watching her soap up her pussy. 

"Don't worry, I am a happily married man" I told her and she jumped around 

"Not yet you aren’t, and I know that, but I saw how you looked at her. She's hot and you know it". Ummm danger zone here as only an idiot would deny that, but my future wife is my future wife. I was feeling a noose tighten and babbled something out 

"she's very striking, that's for sure, but I like brunettes and the Mediterranean look and not blonde beach babes". 

"I know you do so why don't you come in her and help me" said Rebecca. Yay disaster avoided and a chance for sex all in one move, genius my boy, so in I went to get ‘clean’.

Of course nothing was going to happen with Stella, but I was now firmly part of the gang, so we became a foursome. Whilst the two women were talking on the phone and spending their lives together even more, Rob and I were joining in loads too. I’m not even sure we saw many of our old friends after a while. To be fair they’d begun scattering off to the four winds as they moved rentals or went out of London to buy, so we unintentionally seized the chance to leave them behind to free up time to embrace this new life like we’d joined a cult - nobody was upset, London is like that. 

Our lives were consumed by being together. Drinks at theirs, dinners out, trips to see Estelle compete in show jumping, walks over the hills and lots of constantly being at theirs. We even met them after work in Central London a fair bit as Rob always had tickets to things and we each sat with each other’ wives. The unsaid thing was that sparks were flying and something seemed to be happening, and we all knew it when we were together, and I knew Rebecca thought the same without coming out and saying it. We had even began to talk about them during vanilla sex and during BDSM, so we both knew that we both knew that we were turned on by them and we both confessed to masturbating to them even though we earned a harder whipping for it.
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"Switzerland is just so, so, I don't know, just so scenic" Rececca said to no-one in particular as I stared out of the taxi window. 

"It looks unreal" I replied, but back to no-one in particular either. 

And we arrived, at ‘The Chalet'. ‘The Chalet' even had a grand inflection and accent in my mind as I thought it to myself. I had heard Estelle and Rob talk about it in the build up to this trip a lot and they used a slight tone due to their foreign living. It sounded like a brand that some wanky PR agency had renamed a bar to the way that they emphasised it with their inflection. Rebecca and I had fun saying 'The Chalet' with exaggeration one too many times when packing and we confused the Swiss taxi driver when Rebecca said it at the airport and started laughing. In-jokes are boring for those forced to watch never mind abroad with a language barrier. We'd had fun for two weeks before this day about ‘The Chalet” so this driver was going to get one last burst of stupidity whether he liked it or no. And here we were, we had arrived.

I had paid off the driver and was insisting on pulling the bags out of the boot myself as I don't like the sort of little show of feigned struggle as if lifting Olympic weights or excessive care like handling rare China that a keen tip seeking driver performs. I want to be on my way, so I do it myself, but things must be different in the land of cuckoo clocks as he was more than happy to sit in the car, so it was easy. Last one down, handle pulled up and ready to wheel into action whenever Rebecca stopped pointing out features and delivering a Lloyd Grossman tribute act commentary about architectural flourishes. Fortunately, I was saved by the bell, well the door, as it opened and out came Rob and Estelle.

Rob was now a Ralph Lauren model it seemed, standing there dressed ever so handsome. Everything casually appearing to be thrown together was styled to perfection, although I suspect he was not as downmarket and cheap as to actually own any of Mr Lauren's range. It was like seeing at a poster in the Duty-Free shop behind the fragrances counter, the tanned beautiful man of Monaco harbour. Estelle was in a tight summer dress with strappy heels and from our position at the bottom of the stairs appeared to us like a tanned goddess smiling and waving down to us mortals on earth. She was signalling us up with a come-hither gesture as Rob made start down to lend a hand before I gave the universal 'I've got this' hand signal so he only got two steps down before returning to Mount Olympus to stand alongside his chirpy Aphrodite.

We were here, and we were reunited with Rob and Estelle at their chalet, or should I say, ‘The Chalet'. It was a whirlwind really from a dinner party conversation at theirs and what I assumed to be classic polite dinner lie of 'Oh you must come over; we'd love to have you there, we really should book a date' blah blah that people come up with to make sure that their friends never ever visit. 

Not with these two though, oh no as they are doers and not talkers. Estelle was back and forth with Rebecca two days after dinner and by the end of their post-Pilates coffee, plans were firm and I was briefed the moment I arrived to chauffeur 'lady' Rebecca home. Rob had business in Geneva and Estelle could visit clients at the same time (expensing travel as a tax wheeze I reckon) so they were doing fourteen days there, and we jumped in with a day off work timed to use the bank holiday weekend so it was four days of cheese and cuckoo clocks booked before I'd even said yes or no. Of course I was never saying no, but hey I should have had the chance to veto was my unuttered theory.

We now got the tour of 'The Chalet'. It was brief and nothing kinky unlike the first time I went to their Surrey home so not much to say really. It was four bedrooms, and we were at the end of the corridor in a really large double room with a massive bed buffered by two unused guest rooms. No signs of kink even with close inspection this time, but there were perhaps too many mirrors around and I saw potential in the tasteful furniture. Rebecca unpacked like a normal person, and I made a show without making a show of placing her collar and chain on the bedside table and some belts and straps of different weights and widths over the back of a chair along with some restraints, and she made a pretence of not noticing it. And into the shower we went. Clean and thoroughly 'relieved' (so we could focus) we went downstairs and joined our hosts for the evening.

No point dwelling on the first two days and nights really as they were great hosts and we went out for dinner, had time as individual couples before reconvening for food and drinks each day. There was a constant electricity in the air though, that I do remember. I was spending a lot of time with Estelle drinking and viewing the scenery outside whilst Rebecca was going through a pitch deck about some work thing with Rob inside or just laughing at his stories. We went on several walks and every time I would often be arm in arm with Estelle talking and talking about life and the universe whilst Rob and Rebecca were doing the same further ahead. I don't know how to describe it, but we sort of bonded well past what friends do and it was like sharing secrets, forbidden, dangerous, and there was an intimacy enveloping us all – an emotional affair I’d call it. I think that's why time in our room was so intense, we kept reclaiming each other from whatever was happening with the other two and us two.
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