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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". 
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