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The two women, one younger, blonde, and in her late-twenties, the other with darker hair but still attractive in her early forties, spoke with the intimacy of old friends; though they had only met a couple of months before and had met in the flesh only three times.

“Where have you arranged to meet him?” asked Fiona via the wonders of Skype at it connected Sussex with Surrey.

And free of charge.

Eight days had passed since Deanna had taken the keys from her husband’s key ring, effectively locking him out of the house and, after a succession of growingly desperate and unanswered messages, the two women had decided William – or ‘Billy’, as the older woman had instructed the younger to address her husband from now on – was ready for them to take the next step.

“In a Costa in Kings Road,” Deanna told her. “I thought the busier the better.”

Fiona nodded her approval. “Less likelihood of him creating a scene with people around.

“Yes, well,” said Deanna, sounding unconvinced, “it’s still a possibility. He’s not a complete pussy, you know?”

“I think you mean to say,” Fiona corrected: “that he’s not a complete pussy yet.”

As ever, the older woman’s total and unshakable confidence – not to mention that they had grown close to each other in the short time since they had first made contact with each other – shored up Deanna’s resolve and she laughed, breaking the small tension there had been between them.

“How did he sound when you finally picked up on his call?” Fiona asked.

“Pitiful,” Deanna told her. “And desperate.”

“Just the combination we want,” Fiona assured her. “Did he say where he’d been staying?”

“I didn’t ask. If he’d approached any of my friends they’d have told me and, knowing how little money he has in his account, If I had to guess I’d say he’s been sleeping in his Merc.”

“Unless he’s sold it?”

“Hardly. It’s in my name and the log-book’s locked away at home like you said. Remember.”

“Better and better,” Fiona positively gushed down the line. “Sounds as if he’s going to be a pretty demoralised boy by the time you meet him – older than you or not - so don’t start letting your feelings make you go all soft on him.”

“No danger of that.”

“I’m glad to hear it. Now’s the time to be absolutely firm with him. Show him sympathy and he’ll take it as a sign that your old feelings for him are still in place and see an opportunity to get things back to normal. Believe me, if I know nothing else I know the mindset of the soon-to-be cuckold-manservant. Even now, I guarantee he is still telling himself it’s some passing phase you’re going through and things will soon be back to normal. Probably blaming it on an early menopause.”

She sniffed:

“You’d be amazed at the excuses they make for themselves and their own weakness.”

Deanna’s laughter was derisive:

“If that’s what he’s telling himself then he’s in for even more of a shock.”

The contempt at the other end of the line was almost audible as Fiona slipped off a shoe and massaged a heel covered in black nylon as she went on:

[image: ]“I’m sure you already know this, Deanna, but the more control you take and the more he allows it the more the feelings you once had for him will recede.”

She paused for a moment. 

“The good news is – at least if my own experience and that of my other friends of a likemind, plays true – is that you will feel a different kind of affection for him.”

“What kind of affection?”

“Well, as unbelievable as it sounds, you’ll soon find yourself thinking of him not as a man but a well-trained and behaved pet. And a very obedient pet into the bargain. Only in this instance the pet in question is a man capable of being useful to you in a whole range of domestic and sexually subordinate ways.”

A wistful sigh came down the line to the older woman.

“Not only will you think of him in such a way but you will soon begin treating him exactly as you would a pet Labrador or Spaniel. And ask yourself: would you ask the opinion or take advice from a canine?”

“God,” Deanna breathed. “I can’t wait for it to happen. It’s only been a week since he left but it seems a lifetime.” 

“Just be patient,” Fiona advised. 

“All I’ve been able to think of is the power I’ll soon be exercising over him.”

There was a pause.

“It’s all I dwell on.”

“Yes,” Fiona agreed. “It’s a heady prospect. I did stress that to you. Utterly addictive, in fact.”

“To put it mildly,” Deanna felt herself nodding. “If the way I feel since you brought it up to me doesn’t lie.”

At the other end of the line, Fiona smiled:

“It doesn’t. I promise. Quite the opposite if I’m any proof.”

She paused before resuming:

“Compared to what I thought was good sex beforehand, what I had afterwards would have been comparing...”

She flailed a bit for a pertinent metaphor.

Until:

“Park Lane to downtown Hull.”

“Really?” quipped Deanna to her well-spoken and well-heeled friend. “Visited downtown Hull a lot, have you?”

“Haven’t we all?” Fiona came back on the instant with a question of her own. “And far too often.”

Their shared laughter was knowing.

“Anyway,” Fiona went on, getting them back on point, “training a husband to accept a female-led-marriage – and take it from one who has witnessed it at first-hand on a number of occasions  and truly knows – is not easy. But it is worth it. Believe me, the rewards are totally off the scale for the woman strong enough and patient enough to make it happen.”

“I hope you’re right. I’ll be crushed to have come this far for it not to become a reality.”

“Not a possibility,” the older woman bolstered what she sensed was her younger friend’s confidence. 

Deanna felt somewhat mollified but not entirely convinced – despite her avowed intention to see what they’d started through.

“It’s just... It’s just...”

“It’s just, what?”

“Look, Fiona. I’m on board. Okay? I want this so bad the scent of it is in my nostrils. But...”

“But, that said,” Fiona took it up, not exactly in unfamiliar territory, “you love your husband still – if somewhat contemptuously – and you have no wish to lose him.”

It hadn’t been voiced as a question but Deanna nodded anyway, her thoughts drifting to a scene from one of the books Fiona had recommended to her...
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......”That’s it, Sweetie. You’re doing so well and I’m really proud of you... 

“No!

“Don’t speak. I’m doing this for you and I don’t want to hear anything that might put me in a bad mood and spoil it.

“Yes, I know you’re disappointed not to be putting your cock in my lovely pussy but we tried that and you just got too excited, didn’t you?

“Now, now, there’s no need to give me that look. Just keep pleasing me the way you have and you’ll get another chance soon. I promise

“Oh, my! That cock of yours is in quite the state for his bossy wifey, isn’t it? You must really love the feel of your wife’s hand around it.

“You don’t look too enthusiastic to me though. Perhaps we should forget it and...

No!... No words... Just nod if you want me to continue. I need to know you really want this and appreciate me doing it for you. I’ll have no silly backchat.”

“Yes, that’s more like it. Mummy likes it when her little boy gives her a nice big smile.  Yes, I thought my dirty little boy would enjoy feeling his mummy’s hand wrap itself around his little hard cockle and start pleasing it. Especially as he’s been such a good obedient boy for his mummy lately... You are enjoying it, right?

“Good boy! I think you...

“No! 

“Stay on your knees with your hands clasped behind your back. This is about me pleasing you, not you pleasing yourself.

“There! That’s better. You can be such a good boy these days when you put your mind to it.

“Oooh, you like that, don’t you? Does it feel nice to have mummy squeeze your balls nice and gently while she strokes your cock between her forefinger and her thumb?

“Yes, of course it does. Do you see now how nice it can be when you just let mummy take charge and





[image: ]

























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
7. Or WiteYy OverkiN?






d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image006.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





