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Somewhere in between twilight and dawn under the purple skies,

a solitary Cuckoo groons his song of love and hope.

—Warm. Witty. Wise

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Authors Notes


[image: ]


Cuckoo in the Nest follows Mikayla as she takes up residence in the Seagull household amongst the opposition and disgust coming from the matriarch of the family. The main focus of this story is the Seagull family and Mikayla's induction into that family. Cuckoo in the Nest is the third story to be introduced to the Flower Girls Companion series.

The Flower Girls Companion stories are set away from the Blue Lotus Club and either like this one expands on some of the storyline's started in the Flower Girls series from the perspective of some of the non Flower Girl characters, or tells the background story of some of your favourite Flower Girls before they sign their contracts. 

This story is set after Snapdragon book eight of The Flower Girls series and is best read after reading that story.

Warning: All stories in the Flower Girls Companion series are written for the Adult Reader and contain bad language, violence and not forgetting scenes of a sexual nature. 
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Chapter One

Jackie 
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John has finally come to the conclusion I have learnt my lesson, well I have or should I say to him I have, and I am going to continue to let him think that at least until we all get home. My eagerness to get back home is so apparent especially to my beautiful daughter. "Ma'am! Mumma please calm down the driver is going fast enough, I have already got bruises from when you slammed the door on my thigh. At this rate we will all end up in hospital". Well I do believe my sweet Jane is telling me off "daughter I will have silence from you until dinner". She smiles my way before turning slightly to look out of the window. My thoughts reflect on what John has assured me, his mad obsession with the girl from the Blue Lotus Club has ended and he has paid off her debt so she no longer works there. His audacity to think I would except her as part of our family not forgetting his insistence in her becoming our paramour was beyond a joke and for once he has considered the family as a whole and changed his mind.

Now my main goal is to get back home ready to welcome my lover into my bed, well at least until he jets off early in the morning. Our beautiful home is finally coming into view, I have missed the comfort of my own surroundings and having staff to wait on me. Not forgetting the freedom to eat, do or say whatever I like, whenever I like, now that's something I have definitely missed. The car pulls up at the front door and our English butler opens the car door "Welcome home Madam, I have arranged afternoon tea in your day room at your convenience. There is mail and messages when you are ready for them". Taking his hand I get out of the car in a more than graceful way "thank you Jones are there any messages from my husband?" Releasing my hand he continues to speak in his very posh English accent "the Master mentioned he will be returning for dinner tonight the children and yourself are to join him at 8:30 and you are to dress formally". I smile and start walking towards the door Jane is walking beside me and Jones has stepped ahead to open the door for us. 

"Thank you Jones I will take tea now and Jane you will go to room until dinner". Jones is quick to say "of course Madam I will arrange for the tea to be brought into you. And can I get anything for you Miss Seagull?" Jane doesn't reply but I do "Miss Seagull will not require anything until dinner". He is giving me a look as he replies "yes Madam, Miss Seagull" he heads towards the kitchen and I head towards the comfort of my day room the one room in this house that John does not enter without an invitation. Jane has started the climb up the stairs towards her rooms, she has a sad look on her face but she knows I will forgive her, because I always do.

My day room is just as I left it six weeks ago, six weeks have I really been gone that long? I was supposed to get out of that torcher palace two weeks ago but as usual I said the wrong thing at the right time and John took offence at me bitching about his new girl toy. So he left me in the clutches of the Mistresses of the Blue Lotus Club to remind me who is the boss in our marriage, and didn't they remind me every minute of every day.

Anyway that is now in the pass and at last I am home in my domain and I love it. The knock at the door has me turning towards it "COME IN". The door opens and in comes Jones holding a silver tray of tea followed by Jody our youngest maid pushing a trolley full of sandwiches, cakes and sweet treats. Jones goes about setting up the afternoon tea and Jody try's to help although I don't think Jones see's it like that. He has just had his foot trodden on and the pair of them have sent some of the plates and dishes flying, Jones intern is given Jody the look of death. Normally I would leave Jones to sort out the staff who are not performing. Today will be different I have been away for some time and I want some fun. "Jody here". With a worried look on her face she hurries over to me, her voice timid "yes Mrs Seagull".

Looking directly in her eyes my voice unlike hers is loud and clear "pack your things you are fired". The girl is in tears and Jones is protesting. Myself, well let's just say I am enjoying the drama. Over the blubbering, Jones is reminding me that the staff are his responsibility and he will deal with this. After he had finished his rant I sort of half smile at him. "Yes you are right, so deal with it, bend her over that chair and slap that arse of hers". He has began protesting again, holding my hand up he goes silent. This time I address the girl "Jody it's your choice, pack your bags or bend over the chair". She is looking all around the tears still rolling down her cheeks she is not saying anything. "Come on girl make your mind up my tea is getting cold".

Reluctantly she looks at me then Jones before slowly moving towards the chair. The smile on my face has just got wider as she bends over. Her maid's outfit is covering most of her body she looks like a grandma. "Lift your skirt up, and Jones if she is staying get her an outfit more suitable for her age. You know short skirt and top that shows off that amazing body of hers". Jones commanding voice rings out "yes madam but I am not happy with this whole situation and not comfortable at all in punishing my staff in this manner". Okay he has a point "yes you are right, you go I will see to this matter myself". He turns away from the girl "yes of course madam, but so you are aware I will on his return be bringing this situation up with the Master". Of course he will "that is your provocative but be careful the household and it's staff are my domain, I could just replace all of you". He heads for the door "you could, but you won't. Miss Bluewater see me when you are done here". The girl nods and silence returns as the door closes.

Now for some fun "girl let's say ten slaps and let's also say you will not wear these grandma bloomers ever again, you will wear thongs to work from now on". "Yes Mrs Seagull", the last syllable of my name left her lips as my hand made contact with her arse, ten slaps and a lot of tears later we are done. "Okay, you can go now. Be in my room at 6:30am tomorrow you are now my personal maid and make certain you are wearing your new uniform". She rearranged her clothes before heading for the door. "Yes Mrs Seagull and thank you". The door closes and I settle down to enjoy my afternoon tea knowing I have once again made my mark on this household.
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Mikayla
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We have arrived at my new home in secret, well at this moment only the butler and my newly appointed personal maid know we are here. John wanted to see if Jackie was behaving herself. As we look into the screens of the latest in home security newly installed without Jackie knowing. We watch as John says "she is up to her old tricks, she is spanking one of the maids, the poor girl is in tears". John is already on the phone "Jones I want to see you and Jody in the security office immediately" I can't hear what Jones is saying but from John's response I can guess. "No my wife has finished with her so get her here now and Jones don't disclose anything to my wife". John as normal hangs up without another word.

John sounds pissed off "that bloody woman is completely out of control". He is fuming and I don't think this is going to end well for Jackie, although I should be sorry for her I am not. If anything I am looking forward to see how John is going to deal with her. It's difficult but I must hide my emotions from John or he will see I really want Jackie to pay big time for the way she has treated me. With a knock at the door my thoughts of revenge are put on hold. John calls out "IN" and if like magic the door opens and in comes Jones and the young maid.

"Jones what the fuck has happened to give reason for my wife to beat the crap out of one of the maids?" Jones is looking at the girl as he explains that the Mistress wasn't happy when Jody accidentally trod on Mr Jones's foot knocking over a few thing in the process. The girl keeps apologising to him. Then it comes out that the girl was told she had a choice, bend over the chair and get spanked or pack her bags. Jones has also said that the Mistress has instructed him to provide the girl with a new uniform more suitable for her age. Surprisingly he said he is more than happy to update the staff uniforms. If it was acceptable to the Master he would let the staff individually decide whether they stick with the older style or go for a more youthful option, John has agreed to this although he thinks his wife may have something to say about the decisions. And I must admit I think she will definitely have something to say.

The young maid has mentioned that the Mistress has also instructed her to be available to the Mistress as her personal maid starting at 6:30am tomorrow. At this point I asked her how she felt about that. Jody was tactful saying she wasn't really looking forward to the idea but nevertheless she would perform her role as maid to the best of her ability. My smile is wide as I tell her that is all anyone could ask. I want to ask John something so I have asked the two members of staff to give us a few minutes. They have left the room, so I go straight for it "I don't want Jackie getting her claws into Jody, so I was wondering if we could swap her with my maid". John is almost laughing "yes but let me speak to Jackie first". I can't help but kiss him smack on the lips.

John eventually breaks his hold and gets straight on the phone "Jones there will be some changes happening in the next few hours, I will inform you once I have arranged them in the meantime Jody can have the rest of the day and we will contact her regarding a new position we have in mind for her". As per normal John has hung up without warning, I still think this is rude on his part but I am definitely not going to be one to tell him that to his face.

"Ma'am I have some things to arrange and put in place before I speak to Jackie. Please remain here and out of site of the family until dinner when I will explain everything including what happened in Sri Lanka". My smile widens as I remember our short but very eventful time in Sri Lanka. "Of course my love but if we are dressing for dinner I will need something suitable to wear". He kisses me on the lips and heads for the door just as he leaves his smug voice rings out "Ma'am you have all you need and if you can't find anything to wear then you can undress for dinner". His laughter echoes around the room as the door closes, what the fuck! Does he really expect me to be naked infront of his family and staff at the dinner table.

It's still early so my thinking if I can't find something to wear I will have time to get Jones on the case. Looking around my rooms I notice the brass name plates on the doors, bathroom, toilet, bedroom and yes wardrobe. The nameplates are a bit hotel like so I think they need to go. But for now I head for the wardrobe to hopefully find a suitable outfit. My eyes light up as I open the door "WOW! I can definitely find something to wear from this lot". I find myself running my fingers across the many rails of beautiful and dare I say expensive designer clothes all laid out in dress type. So on this rail is what looks to be day wear, this one is nightwear and this one is most definitely evening wear. After a long session of holding up each gown I finally decide on a dark blue Ronald Mouret gown, with white bust and a single cap sleeve over the left shoulder leaving my right shoulder uncovered. It is absolutely stunning. 

After rummaging amongst the many drawers I have found suitable underwear, shoes and accessories to go with my lovely dress. Okay that has only taken about an hour of my time. It's still early so I take off the outfit and head naked for the bathroom for long hot soak. My body relaxes and I drift off in to a daydream where my man is taking all he wants from me and I am loving every moment. What can I say he is a Master at all things sexual and just thinking of him has aroused every inch of my body. "MADAM, MADAM ARE YOU OKAY?" What the fuck! Shit it's my maid, she must have heard me calling out his name. "Mary yes I'm okay, you can come in" the door opens and in comes a very worried looking middle aged maid. "Madam my apologies for the intrusion I was told to meet the Master here then I heard you screaming". 

My smile is trying to hide my blushing "No sorry I just stubbed my toe as I tried to get out then a managed to land on my butt, be a love and grab me a robe". She has sprung into action fetching not only a robe but also passing me a towel, "thank you Mary, I should be able to manage the rest on my own, please wait in the bedroom". With a nod and a "yes of course Madam" she leaves me to dry and cool off a little". 

After finally getting a grip of my senses I wrap myself up in my robe and head into the bedroom where I find John, Jones and Mary in conversation they all look my way and John smiles as he speaks "there you are I have heard you have injured yourself I suspect you where thinking of me at the time". Letting out a laugh I reply "you wish". The look on his face tells me I have said the wrong thing "Ma'am don't lie to me tell me the truth as you remove you robe and show us your injuries". Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! "Yes of course" I begin to undo the robe as Jones calls out "I will wait outside Madam". As I stop and smile his way John puts pay to saving me some embarrassment by saying "Jones you are staying and you Ma'am are taking too long". Fuck! I remove my robe and standing naked in front of the servant's I explain I was lying and I don't actually have any injuries. Again he is not happy with me and instructs Jones to check my body thoroughly for any injuries. The poor man looks more embarrassed than me as he asks if I would mind him doing as the Master asked. John has got in first telling him it was okay. I nod and he spends a lot more time than I thought he would examining every inch of me before saying I do have a small bruise on backside that looks like it had been there for some time.

Once John was satisfied I knew not to lie to him again I was allowed to cover up as he told us that as from tonight I will be the lady of the house and Jackie will have no say in how the household is run or any decisions regarding family matters. The staff are to pass on any requests from Jackie onto John or myself, wow! That is going to put the cat amongst the pigeons. Mary has also been told that she is going to be Jackie's maid and will get a pay rise for the inconvenience and abuse she will no doubt get from her. John goes on to say that the changes will take place during tonights evening meal until then everything remains as they are including not disclosing to Jackie that John and myself are at home. The staff have been sent on their way and I have been sent to have a cold shower. John remains sitting just inside the bathroom for half an hour as I freeze my tits off under the rainforest power shower gushing out extremely cold water.

After he finished up his latest phone call I am ushered over to him where he reminds me what I already know by grabbing my pussy, tits and arse proclaiming that they and the rest of my body and soul belong to him. With his fingers deep inside me I once again fall under his spell pledging myself to him. My reward for my loyalty is a demand from my Master, one I am going to find hard to comply with. He has forbidden me to pleasure myself for the next week. Fuck! That is a big ask and when I told him that he kissed me passionately before his words cut deep "Ma'am you are new to my family but you will learn the easy way or the hard way, THIS IS MY FAMILY, and I always have the last word". He leaves me to as he put it 'to digest his statement' and of all things write him a love letter. Okay that is not necessarily a bad thing but to be honest I'm not into writing love letters, never have been so what the bloody hell do I write? Because he wants it before we head into dinner.

Okay I have sat infront of this piece of paper for ages and all have wrote is 'Dearest John'. Dearest John really! Fuck! What can I write? Shit! I need a drink. I've walked around this room trying to find the words. Can't find the words that's it, this red wine is definitely helping. After returning to the writing desk, I have finally managed to put onto paper my feelings for this frustrating, terrifying, almost psychotic, most wonderful, sexiest man I have ever come to know. So with a newly applied coat of lipstick I seal the envelope with a kiss.

Time is moving at a fast pace towards the moment I have been anticipating and dreading at the same time, dinner with my new family, so time to get ready. John said he would come and escort me to dinner at 8:20 and knowing this man as I do he will walk through the door dead on 8:20. After getting dressed I go into my makeup routine, one I have recently learned from a real makeup artist John employed to help me when we were in Sri Lanka and with a couple of false starts I look in the mirror at the very made up woman I am becoming. Am I happy with the results? Well yes I am, I couldn't be more happier those lessons really paid off.

Moving over to the full length mirror I take a look wow! Is that really me? Fuck! I'm hot, "yes you are Ma'am". With a big smile on my face I turn around to see my man looking extremely handsome in his dinner suit. "Well thank you kind Sir". As I start to walk towards him he puts his hand up, stopping me in my tracks. He leaves me standing there while I see his eyes move over every inch of my body, which is heating up under his gaze. My man has even walked behind me, he is so close I can feel his breath on my neck, he is driving me insane I want to turn around and jump his bones. But I dare not provoke him or I may end up back at the Blue Lotus Club. "Ma'am time to give our family a little shock, bring my love letter". What? He doesn't want me to read out at dinner, does he? After I collect the letter I walk with my arm wrapped around his, through this amazing house to the dinning room.

The wall clock chimes the half hour and he opens the door and with three sets of eyes looking our way we walk in.
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Chapter Two

Mrs John Seagull
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"WHAT'S THAT TART DOING HERE? YOU TOLD ME YOU WERE FINISHED WITH HER". What the fuck! He has brought his tart into my house, I am fuming, but I fear not as much as he is. "YOU BITCH GET ON YOUR FUCKING FEET AND APOLOGISE TO MY WIFE". Wife? I'm his wife "John I'm your wife not this gold digging tar.....", "GET ON YOUR FUCKING FEET AND DO AS YOU ARE TOLD". Fuck! Has he actually married the tart? He hasn't taken his eyes off me as he waits I see the rage building within him so reluctantly I stand and face the bitch who has her arm wrapped around my husband. Now to sound convincing I must grovel a little "my apologies John you caught me off guard a little, please forgive me". He is still looking mad and deep into my eyes and I know why, so I look at the bitch. "My apologies Mikayla I was under the impression I was the only Mrs John Seagull". She is smiling as she looks towards the children and back to me. "Thank you Jackie I except your apology, what you didn't know until now John and myself were married at the same church as you where in Sri Lanka, so now there are two Mrs John Seagull's". 

"No! No! No! You can't be, it's not allowed in this country". John is in my face explaining that both marriage's took place in a country that allows a man to have multiple wives, and he also reminded me that all of the Seagull family including both his wives have duel nationalities so both marriage's are legit. Fuck! He told me we needed duel nationalities to run our businesses in Sri Lanka, not so he can marry every piece of skirt he fucks. He insisted we sit for dinner and to kick a girl when she is down I have been moved from my normal seat and replaced by the tart. During dinner John has been laying down the law and explaining that my position in the household has basically been replaced by his new tart and I will no longer have a say in the day to day running of the household. 

Yes I have told him exactly what I think of that suggestion, only to be told it was not a suggestion and for the rest of the meal I have been told to keep my thoughts to myself and remain silent. If he thinks he can bring in his slut to take over my home he has another thing coming. Although for now he has the upper hand I will remove this fucking cuckoo from my nest if this is the last thing I do. John has been doing the majority of the talking with his tart pitching in from time to time to clarify that she not here to upset the apple cart and she is deeply and truly in love with John. For fuck sake, give me a break, 'deeply and truly in love'. She is a fucking gold digger mark my words, she is only here for his money.

This is so fucking frustrating I want to say so much but if I do I know John will at the very least make life difficult for me and at worse get rid of me. Now I don't mean kill although I think he is more than capable of getting me killed. No I mean I would more than likely end up in one of the whore houses he has his toes in. So although I don't like this I must at least play his game for the time being until I get a plan together to get rid of his bitch.

Jane is the first of my children to literally stab me in the back sucking up to her new step mother and her doting father. She is going to be in for a shock because I am definitely not fucking happy with her and my dearest daughter will pay for her disloyalty towards her own mother. Little John apart from congratulating the couple has not said much else, which I will thank him for later. Little John is looking my way I'm thinking he wants to say something, I shake my head and he smiles at me picking up his glass of wine instead. 

Dinner is coming to an end and the children have as they always do asked the Ma'am if they can leave the table. The difference tonight being it's the bitch they are asking and not me. What surprised me more than anything was she said yes to them if it was acceptable to me. The first time this evening I have been recognised as a person who has some standing within this family. Also this is the one time tonight I have felt comfortable in talking without being chastised by my husband. Not only that my chance to get the tart on my side with a little sucking up. "Thank you for asking Mikayla, that is completely acceptable to me and children I will see you at breakfast". 

John's loud voice has once again put pay to me saying anything else. "Children we will see you at breakfast, now go I have need to speak to your mother". His look towards me is one of pure hate and when the children had left he verbally laid into me for a good half an hour before I was allowed to leave with the instruction to remain in my rooms. To be honest I couldn't wait to get out of there.

As I walked back to our rooms I thought alot about what John had said. Which was mainly about the way I constantly undermine his authority and the way I have treated the staff. That part was mainly focused on me spanking my maid. Okay yes that was a little over the top and I apologised to him, again he did shout out that it was Jody I should be apologising too. When I said I would tomorrow I was told his new wife has decided Jody would be her maid from now on and when it was convenient she would bring the girl to me so I can apologise and she can repay me for the spanking, my guess as always is John will be orchestrating that. He also reminded me I was his, my thoughts are his, my body is his. Fuck! What he demands from his women is more than most would put up with. But to keep this man you give him everything you have or you have none of him. 

My time here is not done yet, I am not ready to give him and my life style up. John bringing home a new bride has caught me off guard so I will need to think long and hard on how to tip the balance back in my favor. What is clear up until now is she seems eager to make this work. Which will make it easier for me to manipulate her into my way of thinking. Regaining my rightful place in this household is my only goal at the moment. For fuck sake even my daughter is a higher ranking than I am. Now as much as I love my daughter that can't be right can it? On the way to my rooms I decide to head to my day room so I can think more deeply on my strategies without being disturbed by John.

Just as I placed my hand on the door handle I hear my daughter. "Mumma!" As I turn I smile towards my loving daughter "hello my lovely girl, that was all a bit heavy. How do you feel about having that tart as a step mother?" That look on her face is new, not one I have seen before. "Mumma, I am coming to terms with daddy having two wives. What I am not getting my head around is your attitude towards her. She has always been fair and treated me, and I must say you with respect". Okay my baby has grown a set of balls. "That is all a ruse to get us on her side, she is a tart and always will be". My daughter's face is turning bright red "MUMMA YOU WILL NOT CALL MIKAYLA A TART". 

Calmly I say "first you will not shout at your mother, and secondly go to your room and stay there until breakfast". For the first time I see the fire that burns within her. "NO MUMMA, I will not but you will go to YOUR room and don't come out until breakfast". I can feel the laughter rising within me and here it comes. "In your dreams, now DAUGHTER, go to your FUCKING! Room". She is looking directly in my eyes putting her phone to her ear. As soon as she gets an answer she puts the phone on speaker "Daddy I out rank Mumma right?" His voice is loud and clear "yes you do, what has your Mother done?" Now how much is she going to tell him? "Mumma called Mikayla a tart and when I told her not to and go to her room until breakfast she laughed at me".

I can hear a little snigger coming down the phone it sounds like it's coming from a woman "thank you my sweet for defending me, I have been called much worse". John butts in "Jackie you have been told to do something by a female who is higher ranking in our family than you, so FUCKING DO IT". The phone has gone dead and I lay into my little brat of a daughter "YOU DARE TELL ME WHAT TO DO IN MY OWN FUCKING HOUSE, YOU JUMP UP LITTLE BRAT, NOW YOU GO TO YOUR FUCKING ROOM". My baby girl is definitely growing up fast "MUMMA THIS IS ALSO MY HOME AND I OUT RANK YOU SO YOU WILL DO AS I SAY. Mumma please don't make this anymore difficult than it already is". 

Is it worth pursuing my argument with her? Perhaps not, because John will make an example of me and that is never a good thing. Looking into her beautiful brown eyes I lean forward and kiss her on the cheek before heading for my room calling back to her. "I LOVE YOU MY DAUGHTER, YOU WIN THIS TIME, BUT DON'T GET USE TO IT". Then I hear her shouting "JONES" and like magic he appeared from one of the side rooms "how my I help you miss Seagull". She is looking at me with a slight grin on her face as she says "Jones please escort my mother straight to her rooms she is not to stray from the route and please make certain she remains in there until breakfast or on my father's say so". What the fuck my baby is getting too big for her britches. "No you won't Jones return to your duties". Jones has taken hold of my arm and is forcefully moving me. "Right away Miss Seagull I have been instructed by the Master to follow your instructions above that of Mrs Seagull", with a little smirk he said "well this Mrs Seagull anyway".

"Jones get off me or my husband will hear of it". Without him saying a word Jones has almost dragged me to my rooms. As he opened my door he said "Madam as per his instructions your husband will hear about this as soon as you close the door behind you". I let out an almighty scream and slam the door in his face. Outside my door I can hear Jones on the phone talking, I guess to my husband. This door is quite thick so trying to catch everything he is saying is not easy. What I do hear is much of what happened out side my day room plus the door being slammed in his face. 

Fuck! that went right through me, there is a loud knock at the door. Instead of calling out I open the door to find Jones holding out the phone. John is talking "you will apologise to Mr Jones then you are to go to bed". He has to be kidding, taking in a deep breath I suck in my pride. "My apologies to you Mr Jones, I have not had the best of days and you got in my firing line for that I can't say sorry enough". Jones looks stern "thank you Mrs Seagull, it's been a day of changes for all of us, I except your apology and bid you a good night". He closed the door the next thing I hear is the key being turned in the lock. Quickly I try the door and yes I am fucking locked in. I begin banging on the door and shouting at full volume, too no avail. 

My hands are red and the pain is shooting right up my arms, but nevertheless I will continue until this fucking door is unlocked. After about ten minutes the bedroom phone is ringing and ringing and ringing. Well let it ring I am not giving in, it's not what I do. Fuck! What's that noise, fuck! It's our fire alarm I try the door fuck! The locks should automatically release on the alarm so why am I still fucking locked in. Now I am fucking panicking, I mean this is fucking frightening. The phone is still ringing, quickly I run o the phone "hello, hello I'm locked in I can't get out". 

Suddenly the alarm stops and I hear John shouting down the phone "JACKIE WILL YOU FUCKING STOP WITH THE BANGING ON THE DOOR OR YOU WILL HAVE THAT ALARM GOING ON ALL NIGHT, NOW GO TO FUCKING BED". He is completely intolerable and has no compassion for anyone. He does not budge from his way of thinking, and I can't stop loving him. Within seconds the phone is dead and he as usual has had the last word. What I really want to do is tell him and his new tart exactly what I think of them, but I won't, well not just yet, but mark my words I will find someway to repay them especially the tart. 

It's been quite some time since my almost one way conversation from my husband and although I am not ready to go to bed I find myself with nothing else to do. So I take a shower and at two minutes past ten I actually go to bed. Would you believe it? I have been sent to bed like a naughty school girl. Is it my choice? Well no, well yes actually because I could defy my husband's wishes. Although that would not be wise on my part, so for now I will do as he asked if only to give me time to come up with a plan to get rid of his tart. I've been tossing and turning in this bed for ages, it's not normal for me to go to bed at this time of the day just to sleep but I must at least try after all I have nothing else to do until breakfast. 

"MY WIFE, WAKEY, WAKEY WE HAVEN'T GOT ALL DAY"....
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Chapter Three

The other Mrs John Seagull 
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Now that was an interesting evening Jackie finally gave in and actually did as she was told. To be honest I think she hasn't given in more like regrouping and planning her next move, I guess to get rid of me. John has already forewarned me of some of her tricks, and I have seen first hand some of them. She is a worthy opponent and one I am very weary of. John and myself had a very enjoyable time in bed, John mainly taking control of what is his, my mind, my body and of course my soul. During this time he discussed what we should do to put Jackie in her place. Well he called it a discussion I call it John taken full control. He has taken on board some of my suggestions which we will implement this morning starting by giving Jackie awake up call she won't forget in a hurry.

But first a shower with my husband. The water is warm and my man is way hotter than I could have imagined taking me in every way possible. He is definitely well versed in the art of sex and how to hold your breath underwater, something I am not so good at. Well the holding of my breath anyway, the sex well I am holding my own and his. My laughter rings out and I swallow a mouthful of water and begin to choke.

John has turned off the water and is laughing his fucking head off. "Ma'am time to put our plans into action, get on the phone and start the process remain as you are don't bother drying yourself. Just call it a payment for messing with my fun". With a big smile on my face I walk butt naked and dripping wet into the bedroom picking up the phone I turn around giving my husband full view of his new wife. Security has answered the phone "Hello this is Mrs Seagull" his reply is making me laugh he is saying I have to go through Mr Seagull if I want anything. John is also laughing when I put the phone on speaker and asked him to repeat what he said. 

John finally gets around to speaking "the lady you are speaking with is the other Mrs John Seagull, get use to her voice she has my full backing and you are to follow any and all of her instructions". With a big smile on my face I speak "hello this is Mikayla Seagull could you please ask Jones, Mary and Jody to come to my rooms in half an hour". This time his response was more favourable. "Right away Mrs Seagull". The phone goes dead, he must have had training from John on that. 

Now for a delicate matter, John is still looking at me with lust in his eyes, "my husband although I love being naked infront of you, I am not so keen being naked infront of the staff especially
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