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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


[image: ]




Mark and Rebecca’s journey deep into BDSM continues at the Manor seemingly now all routine and matter of fact. Stella has successfully trained him to submit and he’s well on his way to becoming the slave that she desires with Rebecca eagerly pulling the strings behind the scenes, and he is feeling safe in his new life until the day comes when Rebecca makes a surprise visit to the Dungeon and witnesses and then joins in with his humiliation first hand, and the seed is planted in her mind.

And then comes the hammer blow, his Mistress leaves him and he’s adrift and bereft until a new Domina beats his melancholy out of him. Domina is no kink dispenser, she frightens Mark and the stories about her drawing blood and terrifying the most serious of players has him too scared to say no. Rebecaa watches on, mulling over whether to save him, but she’s mesmerised by Domina’s power over men and she wants it.

And learn all about the hottest fitness training in the land; Dungeon fitness, whipping you into shape whether you like it or not.
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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.





Dungeon Shame, the Unexpected Obstacle

I pulled the shoehorn out from my heel and began to tie the lace on my last Oxford shoe. I knew the shine was perfect and I can almost see my face, but I checked again and wiped away a speck of dust that probably wasn't there and began to stand. Yet another watch check even though I had more than enough time, but like an automaton I went straight into the usual shout up the stairs 

"Right, I'm heading off then" and waited for one of several standard replies, but it failed to come as I rose to my feet. ‘No see you later’ or ‘good luck’ or the pep talk come warning of ‘make sure you dig deep, and don't let me down’, the last of which had become quite rare of late as I was performing on target albeit sometimes it almost broke me to do so. Instead, the routine was shattered as I heard 

"Hang on, I'm coming with you" and thus began nothing but confusion and being half a pace behind my own mind. 

This wasn’t a review period, and Rebbeca hadn’t mentioned coming before, and this was going to be a big one. I’m thinking hard; I wasn't due to drop Rebecca off anywhere on my way, and at breakfast she hadn’t mentioned some last-minute errand requiring a lift as I would have allowed time for that. This just wasn't in my plan, and I was mulling over thoughts and queries as to why and what had I forgotten before crunching gears over into worry and glancing at my watch as I couldn't be late. 

Lateness meant no warm-up and that was bad, very bad as tardiness came with a punishment beating with no appeal and that was not something I wanted to repeat as it fucking hurt and frankly frightened me a little. More importantly I was in touching distance of the finish line for my obedience reward as I had avoided all serious discipline infractions and that would be instantly gone, the clock restarted and several days of applying balm to literally rub my failure in. Time seemed to slow down as my pacing the hallway and checking the standard of my appearance in the mirror sped up in frequency, before the sound from the click of a heel on the wood of top stair silenced my mind and I immediately looked up in relief as Rebecca was on time too. 

And that's where my day became more confusing and the tingle of electricity down my spine started that was to delight me, distract me, worry me, turn me on, and get me in a flap - Rebecca was slowly coming down the stairs with all the caution of a Victorian debutante coming down into the ballroom to an audience, but the click wasn't a dance shoe, it was the heel of her leather boots. The boots she wore in the bedroom when she wanted my full attention, the boots she wore when I was to take her by force for being the whore that she was, the boots she wore in bed that that I sniffed to inhale the strong leather smell when her legs were wrapped over my shoulders during an extra deep fucking and the boots that had the shine that caught my eye even in candlelight, and the boots she refused to ever wear on a night out as they'd ‘attract perverts’ and made her ‘look like a tart’. But that wasn't all, she had the tight black leather pencil skirt that I bought years earlier that had only seen her wear twice before going into the wardrobe. There it sat on a hanger mocking me, stimulating me into a frenzy when fantasizing and visualising during one of my authorised wanks or teasing me whenever I ventured into Rebecca's side to find something. 

Bloody hell was this was a wet dream on acid that I was going to wake up from crushed by reality of it being my imagination and to see the skirt just hanging there on its hanger once again to never come out and to never be used to please me. She had on a crisp white blouse that I recognised from her work rotation that she complained was a size too small and had left to one side, plus her secretary glasses that she wore on blowjob week and to her serious meetings when she had someone to admonish (or perhaps to turn on now that I think about it). Her black hair was up and held up by a shiny silver grip in that Hollywood 'just got out of bed’ cliché that hotties posing as plain girls use, but it was immaculate in that 'boss women in charge' style along with the silver of the jewellery bouncing slightly in her cleavage and on her wrists. I stood and gaped like a fish stranded after the tide went out.

"You like?" and whilst I'd like to say that I replied with the compliments of a seasoned debutante ball gentlemen, but all she got as a long stare and a 

"ehhhh, oh yes". I held the front door open for her and she swept through without missing a beat, so I locked up and jogged ahead to open the car door before she got there. The leather skirt was tight and she realised that she wasn't going to be able to just get into the car as this was more than even a naughty night out skirt, so she turned her back to the seat and sat down before then lifting both booted feet up and twisting her body into the car like an actress doe to avoid an upskirt photo getting out of the limo at a premier. 

I swear I heard the leather of her skirt creak, but that thought was cut off with a short sharp 

"I wonder what the neighbours will say" from her, before a long pause as she waited and then said "you can close the door you know, you don't want to be late" in her fun flirty way as I stood there like a fool. She knew how badly Mistress would punish me, she'd seen the consequences on my body in my early days of training, and she'd even tried to talk me out of going back more than once. She was enjoying this, and the concern was a bullshit tease.

The drive over to my Mistress was in silence apart from the radio. I started to speak to ask, but she simply put her fingers to her red lipstick and gave me a shhhsh. It wasn't an order or rude tone though, it was just gentle and quiet, sort of flirty in a way, thus only adding to my stimulation - my cock was throbbing, and I was just so discombobulated from this change. It was like waking up part way through a dream having overslept in an afternoon nap. Everything was out here; I was getting my fantasy outfit for real; I was seeing her wear it outside (sort of) in public and bizarrely to a session at Mistress’ too.
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