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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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Volumes 1-IV are very much from the perspective of our (former) Dom, Mark and the shock and awe that becoming part of the Manor scene did to him. His infatuation with the beautiful Stella might about to be the route into his ascent into submission, but that would be wrong. Rebecca is the engine driving the three of them on, from the moment she meets Mark through to meeting Stella before joining all her desires together. Our quiet little Rebecca, the woman dominated and whipped until she cried and begged was never what she seemed. Rebecca the little busty sub turns out not to be what Stella and Mark thought she was, she’d lived a lie, indeed she was not what she thought she was, the biggest victim of her lie was herself. 

Rebecca’s story takes us through her confused university years and all the risk taking and frustration that she had trying to fill the dark void in her soul before she found BDSM via the love of her life, Mark and then what she did to groom him and transform him and mould him into her slave. And like Mark, she is tormented by her own forbidden desires; she supresses her true nature and her struggle is with her own mind and her own self-imposed rules. This volume gives us insight into the contradictions, inner struggles and liberation of the BDSM practitioner.

The story of being drawn into the Manor and the crazy world of orgies and dungeons is a story of Rebecca’s will and drive to take what she wanted from those who appeared to dominate her. Pure chance and a sliding doors moment may have brought her into Stella’s orbit and the secret world of the rich, but she was the one to seize the opportunity and to turn fate to her advantage. Our little mouse turns out to be ruthless and in control, but underneath it all is all consuming love even if her journey is delivered through the pain of the whip.

––––––––
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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.
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2  Rebecca’s Story
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Authors note: Originally, I put this together as a Q&A style transcript as Rebecca was initially only involved to give Mark permission and even as I got to know her, she wasn't really up for interviewing the way that Mark was. He provided hours of material whereas she only sat with me a few times so it became more about fleshing out Mark' version of events and reviewing some of my early drafts. I would ask questions, and she would talk about those specific incidents or comment on the scenes in my manuscript. Ultimately, I felt that switching from talking in the first person’s voice to a transcript style in the same book just didn't fit so I edited to become a first-person story too.

Colliding Into Stella's Orbit

Mark or someone mentioned a Sliding Doors moment that changed all our lives, and I'd say it was more like several. The first link in the chain was the car going through that junction and smashing my car side-on, forcing my head to hit the window and the twisting motion pulled a load of muscles down my back. I'd joined one of the big four accountancy grad schemes a few years earlier so I was spending long hours hunched over a laptop out at client offices chasing billable hours and mixing that with stand-up presentations all over the place trying to 'build my brand' just to meet my targets and avoid the bench. Helping to win new business would promote me so that plate was spinning too, and that accident threw the brakes on as I was in pain and semi-immobile. I was fortunate, the firm's private health insurance kicked in and I was booked in for private physio once I made some calls.

The second moment of the planets aligning was I reckon that first visit to the physio. I lost my nerve with driving and wouldn't use the courtesy car they gave me, so Mark booked me a taxi for my first appointment, and when reception gave me that stack of forms, I realised that I had forgotten my glasses so ended up asking the woman sitting in the waiting area to help me as everything was so blurry. And that physio running so late resulted in us talking for ages and ages. It was like we were old friends.

Anyway, my helper went off to her appointment and I went for mine, so I didn't see her afterwards and I was a little sad about that as I was a bit lonely when it came to female friends, work hours sabotaged those. The following week I was sitting there waiting as they were late (as usual it seems) when this surfer babe just hobbled in and I swear the place went silent. I mean it was like a model turning up for an audition or some kind of blonde viking striding ashore and we all just stared at her, then she said my name and was waving and then hobbled into the chair next to me. I had no idea who she was for a second, honestly it was all a bit odd, and I could see people taking sneaky little sneaky glances at us. Of course it was the woman from the previous week, I just didn't recognise her as I had my glasses on this time. Honestly, she was intimidating, just the way she looked, she was striking you know, just striking so there's no way I would have sat next to her that first time. And we had a great time waiting, and this time she suggested coffee afterwards so whoever made it out first would wait (we were used to that believe me).

That was it, we just started making it a little routine after that. Mark was right, I did end up doing another eight weeks I didn't need as I loved meeting her, and the insurance was paying. She invited me to do Pilates at hers when her course of treatment ended so I was happy as I really liked her and was thinking about how to ask to be friends. I didn't think it odd that she had lessons at home as I assumed it was some kind of insurance thing like me. I drove out to the Surrey Hills in that silly little car they'd loaned me and when I arrived at the manor house, I knew she was in a different league to us, and after seeing the gym and pool I knew that she had personal trainers coming in and no insurance extra. At that point there was no shocking tour like Mark did on his first visit. It was millionaire's living casually like millionaires entertaining me, the young ‘poor’ professional. I only ever saw the gym, the public-safe pool house and her massive kitchen as we just hung out there. I did meet Rob sometime during one of our post workout coffees, and he was charming and stunning too. 
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