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My Husband's Wife 

A Flowers Girls series Companion Story

(Companion to #7 of the Flower Girls series)

By Colin Ginn
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"A good wife is a part of our life and a bad wife is a double-edged knife."

—-Sivakumar Gowder, Cholera
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This Flower Girls series Companion Story picks up from the end of Choices. Following Amelia as she comes to terms with the new life being forced on her by her family.

I would recommend you read Book Seven of The Flower Girls series, which includes The Wedding Gift and Choices before you read this story.

This story gives you an insight to the newlyweds relationship and what happens when wedding vowels are broken.

––––––––
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Warning

This book contains storyline's with Sexual and Mature themes. 
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Chapter One

Amelia
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My husband hasn't stopped talking since we got into the car. I on the other hand stopped listening twenty minutes ago. Mainly because he was talking bullshit not only that this fucking barbaric chastity belt that my so called loving husband has locked me into is cutting right into my arse cheeks. And if that was not enough Mistress Rebecca my new prison guard has insisted I sit upright with my knees together with my hands in my lap. Which is not easy while I have also been forced to hold onto the birching rod my dear husband ripped half of my back off with not an hour ago.

My Father in law is sitting next to his son talking to him as I am intermittently reminded by Mistress Rebecca via a slap on my leg too answer my husband's questions. Which he is finding amusing, laughing in my face. What is pissing me off more than anything is he has finally found a way to stop me from doing the one thing that gets my blood pumping and gives me the drive to wake up each morning and conquer the world. And I think I am going to hate him for a very long time to come, just how much and how long I haven't decided yet. Maybe it will be enough for me to wake up in the middle of the night and slit his throat. As much as I hate him right now I don't hate anyone that much. But saying that it's early days yet.

We pull up outside the house of my father in law he looks towards Rebecca "Mistress Rebecca I bid you a fond farewell and a good evening". Rebecca goes in to her old world speak, some of which I get although I am still struggling with some of the things she says. "Master Slade it was with great joy I was able to converse with you after such an absence. I look forward to such a time we can resume our conversation. Good night good Sir". He has got out of the car leaning back in to kiss me on the cheek "good night my dear daughter take heed of your husband and hopefully I will see you again soon". What does he mean by that? "Good night father am I not going to see you tomorrow for our normal family dinner?" I get a slap from Mistress Rebecca "Mistress Slade you take liberties asking such a question, your husband will make all decisions on who you converse with". 

My look must say it all, my father in law smiles his soft voice explaining. "Mistress Rebecca is correct your husband does have the ultimate say in who you will be allowed to have contact with. Where you go, what you wear and any other situation that that arises during your day. But that is not the reason I will be absent tomorrow. I have a business meeting in Russia so I won't be back for a few days but I will be at our next family dinner". That has brought a smile to my face that is until I hear Bill.

"My wife I do believe you have said enough for this journey and for this evening you will remain silent until I am ready to hear your constant whining once more". Fuck! So it's going to be like this, is it? I just nod and sit back while Bill and his father say goodbye. The car door closes and we pull off and head out of the grounds and hopefully straight to our apartment. No, Bill is being an arse by telling our driver to take us on a tour to show off New York to  Rebecca. Bill is now sitting directly opposite me and giving a running cometary for Rebecca I turn to look out of the window only to be told. "My wife look ahead towards your husband you don't need to see the sights you already know them well". Turning back I look deep into his eyes they are laughing at me. With a nod and a glare I focus on getting out of the car and into my bed, although I don't see that happening anytime soon.

No enough I have held my tongue and now it's my time to tell him what I really think. "Bill why are you being such an arse?" Mistress Rebecca has put her hand over my mouth I struggle to break free Bill is smirking "no let her speak, let's hear what she has to say". Rebecca takes her hand away "why are you being a pig? You are treating me like your dog, no that's wrong, you treat your dogs better than me, I am your wife for fuck sake". Bill watches me for a few moments before calling to the driver "pull over". He then speaks to Rebecca "Mistress Rebecca you have my apologies my wife hasn't learned yet that discussions regarding our private life are that PRIVATE". 

"My wife I will tell you why I am as you put it being a pig, it's because you broke your marriage vows and gave your pussy to another man". Rebecca looks very uncomfortable listening to Bill talk about intimate body parts and he knows it but he goes on anyway. "You gave up your pussy quicker than a bitch on heat. And yes I do treat my dogs better than you because they are more loyal. Now I know you are coming to terms with how your life is changing. So for once and this is the only time this will happen". He looks out of the window before slowly turning his head back to me "your husband will give you a choice, for your sake I hope you make the right one".

His fingers are tapping on his knee "my wife you can apologise to Mistress Rebecca, then remain silent until you are told to speak. Or we can continue our conversation in public, but make no mistake it will be in public and everyone will hear about my wife being a cheating whore". He stops talking, fuck this man, going by what has happened so far tonight I know he will do what he says. Fuck! I have no choice I don't want our dirty laundry washed in public, fuck I don't think there is enough soap in the world for that. With a deep breath in and a tremble in my voice I turn my head slightly "Mistress Rebecca you have my sincere apologies for making you feel uncomfortable listening to our family disagreements". She remains silent acknowledging me with a nod. Turning towards Bill I am thinking if I don't say sorry to him I may get another beating "my husband I have spoken out of turn please forgive me".

He is looking at me I return to the way I was sitting upright, knees together and my hands in my lap holding this fucking barbaric wife beating device. Bill has a smile forming "drive on". We continue with the tour for another hour or so before heading to our apartment. My first task is to hang the birching rod on the hook by the door, personally I would rather put it in the hearth and set fire to it. My husband has instructed me to show Mistress Rebecca to her room I do this in silence. Thinking back to what Rose said I must play his game at least for the time being. Rebecca's meager possessions have been placed in one of the guest rooms, surprisingly the smallest of the two we have, our forth room is being used by Bill and myself as an office. Not knowing what to do for the best I wait until Rebecca basically kicks me out with a look I think my eyes are going to see many times too come.

On my return Bill is looking over some paperwork and drinking whiskey, nothing unusual. In fact a normal activity for this time of night, and as normal I go to snuggle up to him. This is where the normality ends "No my wife until a Doctor has told me you haven't caught something from your fuck buddy there will be no intimacy between us. Go take a shower in the family bathroom and use the carbolic soap on your entire body, head to toe, then go to bed there is a cot for you in my room together with your night clothes". He waves his hand and I turn with my head lowered in shame making my way to the shower.

Fuck this man I want to shout at him telling him he is wrong about me. But the truth is he is not I have broken our vows, I have fucked another man, a work colleague of his no less. As much as I want everything to go back the way they were. It's not going happen overnight so I will just have to learn to live with my mistake and for now this fucking chastity belt. What I want to do is ask Bill if he will let me take it off so I can shower properly, but is it worth another confrontation, the pain radiating from my back is telling me no it isn't.

The cool water flowing over my war torn body is relaxing. Although washing with carbolic soap is both painful on my back and my nostrils. With me spending a good forty minutes trying to wash the stench from my carbolic soap encrusted frame. Alas I think my nose will be taking in the clinical smell of the soap for a long time to come. Stepping out of the cubicle I dry myself and my chastity belt as best I can. Looking in the mirror I smile as I brush my hair and a wicked thought runs through my head as I see my bathrobe hanging on the hook. 

Turning I walk passed the robe and out of the bathroom in full view of my husband. Then with the reality that once again my attempt to get Bill back on my side has failed "WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU ARE DOING WOMAN? DON'T YOU HAVE ANY SHAME?" Quickly I cover my perked up nipples and hang my head, his voice cutting a deep second slice of me "wife it is time you learn that when you defy your husband it will always have consequences". He stands and walks towards the door and that fucking birching rod. Fuck not another beating so soon?

"Wife come here" fuck I walk slowly towards him, head lowered hiding the shame from my husband. "My wife once again you act like a whore, walking around naked. It shame's me to say you have no respect for your husband or your body". He is looking from me to the rod then to the door. Pulling a coin from his pocket I hear him say "heads or tails?" He has stunned me into silence then once again Bill shouts "HEADS OR TAILS, or do you want both punishments?" Fuck! Fuck! In desperation I call out "heads". Bill flips the coin and both watch as it spins into the air before falling heads up on to the carpet.

"My wife you get to choose your punishment" I smile and say "my husband I choose too lose the chastity belt". He is laughing, and laughing and he is still laughing until finally "you do, do you? My wife at this rate that may stop on your slut of a body until our fiftieth wedding anniversary". He is laughing again, the man is intolerable. "My wife your choices are" he points at the same time "twenty strokes of the birch or twenty minutes in the hallway contemplating your decision not to wear a robe". Fuck he is a bastard, a complete bastard, I don't think my back can take another beating from the rod tonight, and the thought of me being naked in the hallway is spine chilling. Weighing up the two options I plump for the non blood letting option. Looking into Bill's eyes I first plead with him to change his mind "Bill please don't do this".

He is getting angry "You will address me as your husband and you will make your decision or I will". Fuck! I have no choice "my husband a choose the less painful option. HALLWAY". Once again my bastard husband is laughing at me. He opens the door "out", I walk out of the door slowly looking in each direction down the hallway before taking the final step out. The door closes quickly behind me I am now on my own with no key to get back in. I suppose the one or should I say three saving grace's are my bottom half is covered by the chastity belt, so my pussy is hidden. It's late at night so there shouldn't be many or any people about. And we do have camera's fitted covering the door in both directions of the hallway. One of the condition's of my insurance company when my management company insured my body for ten Million Dollars. 

Getting myself into a position so I am standing with my bare tits up against our door and my hands are cupping my arse cheeks all I have to do now is to hope nobody comes up to our floor. Which is very unlikely as there is only one more penthouse apartment on this floor which is owned by an older couple. So now the only thing I am left to face is the remainder of the overly strong smelling carbolic soap that covered my body half an hour ago. Really I must try and stop winding Bill up or I might be standing out here every night from now on. Finally I hear the locks being turned from inside our apartment, I take a step back as the door glided open. "In" I walk passed my husband, he closes the door "bed and because my wife is still disobeying her husband when she wakes she will remain silent. She still hasn"t earned the right to invade my ear's with her worthless words".

With a nod I head to bed in silence, as I walk into our bedroom I am met by the smallest of cots I have every seen. And as for my nightwear my granny never wore as much as this. A full length cotton night gown with no frills and I am laughing trying to get into the undergarments that go with it. A white vest type top that covers below my bum. That's not the end of it the Knickerbockers again plain white cotton come down to my ankles. Next goes on the night gown itself, finished off with a cotton cap and cotton socks. Fuck this is hot I turn the heating in the bedroom to fifteen degrees. Climbing onto my cot I pull over the sheet but leave the rest of the bedding folded at the bottom. It takes me some time to find a comfortable position taking the pressure off my aching back before finally drifting off to sleep.
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Chapter Two

Amelia
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As I wake I am in a sweat all of the covers that I left at the bottom of my cot are now covering my ears. Fuck and he has turned the heating up as well I push the covers off me in an attempt to cool down. As for this fucking chastity belt you could fry an egg on it. It's so hot down there I think my pussy has turned into a hotdog. Although I hate him at the moment I really do need to get on Bill's good side today and start to get at least some of my life back to normal if that is ever going to be possible. Now I can see two obstacles one my loving husband and the second is his hired hit woman Rebecca who I think is the one I'm going have biggest problem convincing her I have changed my ways. Mainly because she hates me. My love for Bill and my jealously was why I wanted to find out what happened at his bachelor party and why I was foolish enough to except Jim's terms for him telling me what I had thought and as it turned out I already new.

My husband is stirring so gently I call to him "Bill, Bill" his eyes flash open and a faint smile sweeps over his face "good morning my wife". Smiling back at him gently blow him a kiss "good morning my husband how did you sleep?" He sits up in his bed, our bed, fuck I want to be in there with him, I want him to be inside me. He hasn't answered my question, all he has done is watch as I try and get into a comfortable position on the bed.

Then finally he speaks but I wish he hadn't. "My wife you need to understand I have been hurt by your deceit, hurt deep inside. My father wanted to keep your infidelity within the family, that is why you are still here and not sold to a whore house where you belong". Fuck would he really have sold me? Looking towards him my heart doesn't want to believe that but some how it does.

"Now my wife you are still coming to terms with the changes in our lives, that is why you have been given some leeway but as from today that ends. My instructions and wishes will be adhered too from now on or the consequences for you will be painful. And I still haven't completely ruled out the whore house option". The blood is physically draining from my face, fuck! I am beginning to think he would actually sell me. Taking a breath, just as the first word leaves my lips I get shouted at. "SHUT THE FUCK UP YOU WHERE TOLD NOT TO SPEAK. AND YOU WILL FROM NOW ON DO AS YOU HAVE BEEN FUCKING TOLD". 

Feeling the tears well up I remain silent, I really don't know what else to do, if I speak I will be wrong, if I get up I could be wrong for doing something that my lord and master hasn't told me too. My thoughts go back to the words of my dear friend Rose when she basically told me to play his game do as I am told and don't wind him up. Today I am going to do my very best to achieve this no matter how much this goes against every thing I live for.

At some point I need to discuss business matters with him, I have contractual obligations that need to be addressed. The one good thing is he does know and has recognised that. Ideally I would love to accompany Florence to her meeting with Ken this morning, but in all honesty that is not going to happen. At the very least I would like to wish her good luck maybe he will allow me to do that, or maybe not. At the moment I just don't know. I don't even know where my phones or laptop are. The phones where taken off me at the Blue Lotus Club, and the last time I saw my laptop was when I used it yesterday in our office.

Bill has got out of bed and is in our ensuite. The shower is running and so is my imagination thinking of him naked with the rain shower flowing over his muscle bound body. Fuck! My pussy has squirted all over the inside of this fucking chastity belt, I smile thinking at least that has cooled it down. My pussy is now sitting in a tin canned sticky mess. The water in the bathroom has stopped flowing and ten minutes later my fully dressed husband walks back into the bedroom.

Looking my way he is smiling "good my wife is finally taking notice, you may take a shower in the family bathroom then return to this room wearing your robe. For future reference each night until I say otherwise you will wear the night clothes as you are wearing now and the covers are to pulled up over your ears. We need to sweat some of these indecent thoughts from your body. One more thing do not alter any temperature controls". Fucking man I wait until he says "go use the bathroom and remember carbolic soap head to toe". 

Taking my wet sticking body to the family bathroom which is a downgrade from our double showered ensuite in our room. Finally I have managed to peel off the many layers of nightwear my husband has made me wear. The shower is running and the water temperature is set at a comfortable nineteen degrees which to me is on the warm side of cool, which after the sauna I had overnight is a God send. Apart from that bloody carbolic soap the shower experience was one of the best I have had since our honeymoon. Gently I dried my back and then the rest of my body. And although I may get told off for doing something I have not had approval for, I coat my back with the lotion that Rose gave Rebecca yesterday. This stuff is amazing they should bottle it and sell it, they would make a fortune.

I make my way in silence back to the bedroom this time in my fully done up robe, and believe me nothing is on show this time absolutely nothing. The bedroom is empty I go about changing the bedding on the cot and the main bed, again I hope I don't into trouble for doing what I would normally do anyway. Looking around I try to see if Bill has left me any clothes or instructions for that matter . The door opens Rebecca walks in, I nod but remain silent. Rebecca speaks "Good morning Mistress Slade I am here to help you get ready for the day ahead, first you need to get dressed in suitable clothing. We will then break fast with Master Slade before we will go over your schedule for today and the coming week.

She goes to my walk in wardrobe returning with a handful of clothing she places them on my cot "get dressed Mistress Slade and please make hast". I remove my robe, Rebecca turns away it takes about five minutes to get into my clothes, they are almost the same as yesterday apart from the length of the dress which is down to my ankles. The scarf has been replaced with a bonnet. Okay I am ready again in silence I move so Rebecca can see me. Well I really think she is smiling, now that's a first. "Mistress Slade please follow remain silent and behind me, you are to take the seat opposite your husband and sit as you did in the car last night". 

She starts walking and I follow her into our dinner room I walk around the table taking the seat opposite Bill I do the polite thing and allow Rebecca to sit first. She acknowledges my gesture with a nod I take my seat and place my knees together and my hands in my lap. Bill remains quiet as Mary places our breakfast on the table she is looking at me in a strange way I can see a smile forming . Rebecca speaks "Heavenly father bless this your bounty and give us the strength and the means to replay you ten fold, amen" Bill and myself reply with "amen". 

Bill speaks next "Mistress Rebecca please eat, Mistress Rebecca pray tell me how did you find my wife and has she spoken in your presence?" They go about placing food on their plates I do not, Rebecca looks my way then to Bill. "Master Slade I found Mistress Slade completing the task of bed making. It filled my heart to see her completing such a worthy task. Apart from giving thanks to our lord for this bountiful meal I have not heard her speak". He smiles "thank you Mistress Rebecca. My wife you may eat and respond to my questions, do you understand?" I look into his eyes as I silently say to myself "play the game, play the game" I smile "yes my husband and thank you" I place some food on my plate and begin to eat.

"My wife after breakfast we will start our working day, you will have two hours daily to fulfill your contract conditions with the agency, unless you have studio work then on those occasions your PA and Mistress Rebecca will attend with you. You have no studio work today so you will remain here until your Doctor's appointment. Your online diary has been compiled by myself, you can access this on your phone and laptop. Your number has been changed and the people I will allow you to have contact with have been given your new number, with the request not to disclose it to anyone. They have also been told you have had a kidnap attempt against you and I have put in some security measures including a change from your normal dress sense and close quarter security".

Wow! That's going to get me noticed, I want to ask so many questions but I don't think this is the time, so I will wait for the moment but there is one question I will need the answer too, sooner rather than later. "My husband if I may have a few moments with Mistress Rebecca after breakfast, I have some questions regarding sanitary requirements and my chastity belt". He is laughing, and when I say laughing he is pissing himself. Finally he says "my wife I have scheduled time each day with Mistress Rebecca for instructions on how I expect you to behave. On this occasion if Mistress Rebecca is available I will allow it". He turns to Rebecca, she places her knife and fork down to answer him "Master Slade I am at your wife's convenience". He is laughing yet again, Rebecca is looking at him sternly and continues "Mistress Slade you may attend my room at nine am". I smile at her "my thanks Mistress Rebecca". She nods and we continue mainly in silence eating our breakfast.

After Breakfast I am lead into our office, sitting at my desk I open my laptop and go through today's schedule. My PA will be here at nine so I make a note to phone Ken regarding Florence. Also Rose, but wait who am I allowed to phone I check my phone list six people, fuck I had over a hundred contacts now I just have six. Ken, Bill, father, Jenny, Rose and Mistress Rebecca. Fuck! That's not going to work I go to add contact. Shit! It is asking for a password I type in my password and nothing, shit now I hear Bills phone beep. He turns from his desk "my wife I have locked down all programs on your phone and laptop that you don't need. So you  are aware I am sent alerts when a wrong password is entered, so now you know so don't do it again".

Fuck I am being treated like a fucking child "my husband I am expecting a call from the photographer and client of the Paris assignment". He nods "yes my wife I am aware they have been told of the new security arrangements in place and Ken will be taking any calls from clients and photographers from now on and you can discuss any business with Ken". Nodding I turn back to my laptop. "My husband I would like to phone Ken later and speak to Florence, you know the waitress from the restaurant yesterday I would like to wish her good luck, she has an audition this morning at the agency. And I would also like to speak to Rose". He nods "yes okay my wife you have my permission". Smiling I say "thank you my husband".

Is it going to be like this forever? Having to ask permission to go about my daily business speaking of which, I pull up today's itinerary.

09:00 - 11:00.  Work in home office, PA in attendance

11:00 - 11:30.  Light lunch with husband, Mistress Rebecca, PA

11:30 - 13:00. Travel time and appointment with Doctor Foster 

Mistress Rebecca and PA in attendance

13:00 - 15:00. Instruction and reflection with Mistress Rebecca

15:00 - 15:30. Afternoon tea with Mistress Rebecca

15:30 - 17:00. Kitchen duty assist Mary 

17:00 - 17:30. Shower in family bathroom use Carbolic soap

dress in bathrobe and sit on your cot until the return of your

husband

Reading through what my husband has planned for my day, who the fuck is Doctor Foster? I have heard Rose mention someone with a name like that but not in a good light if I remember rightly. Then I have two hours of slave training with the head prison guard. Then slave labour in the kitchen. My final instruction is to sanitise my body before waiting for my master to return. Fuck and this is only day one.

I check the time it is coming up to nine we started the working day a little early than scheduled "my husband with your permission, I will go to speak with Mistress Rebecca, I would like if you are in agreement, to offer her the larger guest room as I would for any guest if it is available". He turns "of course my wife", I can hear him sniggering. With a filthy look in his direction I stand and make my way to Rebecca's room. Standing up straight looking at the white door in front of me, I take the deepest of breaths before my hand knocks once on her door.

With me not having to wait long I hear her voice "come in Mistress Slade". Opening her door I walk in closing the door behind me "hello Mistress Rebecca, thank you for sparing me your time". She is smiling "please sit Mistress Slade and tell me how I can be of assistance to you". Taking a seat opposite her "thank you it is a somewhat delicate matter" taking a breath I come straight out with it "how do I go to the toilet in this chastity belt?" She is laughing the first time I have seen her laugh. "Mistress Slade, your husband had forbidden me to tell you unless you asked. So now you have asked I can tell you. Liquid waste is easy as you have no doubt already notice the front part has like an inner cup the channels the liquid through the slot. Solid waste can be a bit more tricky. You can just go for it, the waste will pass through the mesh, but getting clean afterwards is extremely difficult. Master Slade has given me a key to allow the back panel to slide out of the way. So too answer your question you will need to ask me".

My next words are "Mistress Rebecca I need to use the toilet", with a smile she is on her feet "please use my lavatory and remove your under garment then I will be able to assist you". Well I almost run into the bathroom, pulling on my Knickerbockers as I go, I have been wanting for a shit since the early hours. Rebecca has followed me in and is unlocking the arse slide slit holding the dress out of the way then instant relief as the contents of my arse plop into the pan. Okay I am beginning to warm to Rebecca she isn't the hard cold bitch I first thought she was. After my long awaited shit I clean myself up before Rebecca locks me back in, she leaves me as I get dressed and wash my hands. Returning to her I say "thank you for your kindness Mistress Rebecca, I will leave you in peace now, thanks again". She smiles I remember room! "Mistress Rebecca I would like to offer you the larger of our guest bedrooms". She is smiling again "thank you Mistress Slade for your kind consideration, I am more than happy here, this room is already three times larger than I am accustomed too". With a smile "in that case I will trouble you no more Mistress Rebecca and bid you a good morning".

Returning to the office I am met by Jenny my PA, she immediately starts to laugh when she sees what I am wearing. Bill is not amused and speaks before I do "that is no way to behave when your employer walks in a room, after you have apologise to my wife, she will show you where you can change into your work clothes". Jenny has turned white and as she starts a stuttering out an apology I am hard pressed not to laugh at her. I break the tension "now shall we start again? Good morning Jenny". She looks into my eyes "good morning Amelia how are you?"

Now I don't know how much she knows or how much I can tell her, Bill and I haven't discussed this. So I think it's best if I wait until we are alone before I say any more. "Jen before we get down to business could you please sort out some coffees, you know where the kitchen is don't you?" With a smile she says "yes Amelia, would like your usual" I nod and Jen says "and for you Sir?" Bill looks up "the same please". She leaves the office "my husband how much does she know? And how much am I allowed to tell her?" He looks my way "my wife I have told her what I have said to your other contacts". Looking his way "my husband she is not like other contacts she is my PA and from looking at my schedule she will be expected to accompany me and act along side Mistress Rebecca as my chaperone she needs to know the truth". 

He stands "my wife on this occasion I believe you to be right, she has signed a nondisclosure agreement. On her return I will speak to her, and if she still wants to work in New York she will fall into line". Well I almost forgot his many contacts, one word from him and she would be black balled from ever working again. Jenny returns with a tray of coffee and cookies. Bill speaks "Jenny please sit I need to bring you up to speed on a few things". She puts the tray down "of course Mr Slade, have I done something wrong? Jenny takes a seat she is looking concerned I speak "no Jenny you haven't done anything wrong I have, my husband will explain all". 

She looks horrified as Bill gives me instructions "My wife go and sit on your cot, Mistress Jenny will come and fetch you when we are finished" I smile "yes my husband". Swiftly leaving them to it I go to our bedroom and sit on my cot. Now I am left wondering what the outcome is going to be. It has been some time since I left the office. My mind is wondering what Jenny is going to think of me when she is told what I have done and how my husband is punishing his wayward wife. Not only that if she decides to continue to work for me she will be overseeing parts of that punishment. Now I don't think I've been a bad employer to her so I'm hoping she won't be a bitch to me. But saying  that Bill may be giving her instructions to make my life even more difficult. Fuck! I'm overthinking this, let's just see if she still wants to work for me.

I am really getting nervous and anxious at what Jen is going to think of me. We have had a good working relationship where I have been the one in control, but now I am not in control my husband is. That will definitely put a different perspective on our working relationship. The door handle has moved and the door is open, I look towards it. Jen has poked her head around he door. She looks around before walking in closing the door behind her. Jenny hasn't said anything and I don't think I am allowed too. Walking over to me she takes up a position sitting next to me.

"Mistress Slade please stand". Okay I think she is staying and I'm hopefully she won't take her role in my rehabilitation too far. As requested I stand and face her with my hands together in front of me. She looks up and speaks with a confidence I have not seen from her before. "Mistress Slade it has been explained to me that you have cheated on your husband and why. You should know I would in the same circumstances have done the same as you. Mr Slade also told me about and shown me your prenuptial agreement. It is pretty comprehensive in what will happen if you break any of the conditions. Which brings us to this point". She looks me up and down "first I have out rightly refused to wear the Amish get up". Smiling back at her she continues "I have however agreed to cover up and wear clothes that cover most of my skin. Also I have reluctantly agreed to punish you if instructed to by your husband. But believe me that will be the only time I do that, and so you are aware I have told him I am in no way comfortable in doing that". Really at this point I want to tell her it's okay but she hasn't said I can speak.

After a few seconds I hear her say "oh yes you are to call me Mistress Jenny and I am to call you Mistress Slade except when we are with clients then it will be as we have been before". She is thinking after a few seconds she blurts out "Oh you are to allow me to wear some of your clothes today, so let's do that now so we can get back to work". With a I smile "of course Mistress Jenny". Turning I head for my walk in wardrobe. She is still sitting there fuck! What do I do? I need to tell I can't speak unless I am told too accept to answer questions. Fuck this is going to get me a beating. "Mistress Jenny please join me so we can find you something suitable. You should also know that unless my husband allows it I am not permitted to speak. With the exception that I have been given permission to speak in the office and I am allowed to answer your questions but that is it". 

She stands and is almost in tears "sorry, so sorry I forgot, if he asks I will tell him you didn't speak". Now I am shaking my head "no you will tell him the truth because I will, now let's get you dressed". She nods and we go about finding her some clothes she comes out wearing a black knee length pinafore dress with a grey button up blouse underneath thick grey tights and a grey cap, which she said she will wear when required. We head back to the office.

Bill turns his head "Mistress Jenny you look amazing and I am happy you managed to find some suitable clothing". Jenny has gone all giggly, Bill continues "my wife have you spoken to Mistress Jenny?" Quickly I respond "yes my husband to acknowledge Mistress Jenny and to explain I have not been given permission to speak outside of the office". He looks at Jenny "is that true Mistress Jenny" she looks sad when she says "yes, I forgot that bit and put her in a position that she had to explain". He almost has a smile "Mistress Jenny do you have a ruler I can borrow?" 

"Yes Mr Slade" Jenny goes to her bag and pulls out a 12inch wooden ruler she goes to hand it to him "no Mistress Jenny please hold onto it. My wife place your hands flat palms down on the desk and remain silent". Doing as he has instructed I wait "Mistress Jenny please strike my wife ten times on each hand". She is looking terrified I speak softly knowing I am again going against my husband's instructions "Mistress Jenny please carry out my husband's instructions, and Mistress Jenny anything you do to punish me I do not hold it against you. It will be easier on me if you follow his instructions". Jenny is still looking horrified which may get worst because now my speaking will come with an additional reward for me.

"Mistress Jenny please carry out my instructions, make no mistake if I have to do this it will be ten times worse for my wife". Jenny is still looking around, her eyes meet mind I nod and smile. She moves closer and with tears in her eyes the knuckles on my right hand feel intense pain as she strikes the ruler again and again. Jenny tears are rolling down her cheek as she walks the short distance to my left side repeating the process. Bill praises her "thank you Mistress Jenny, your skills with the ruler are quite good. Although my wife's skill at remaining silent is lacking somewhat. My wife turn over your hands". Fuck I can see where this is going "Mistress Jenny if you would be so kind, ten strokes on each hand". This time she doesn't wait to give me time to say anything completing the punishment as quickly as she can. Bill thanks her again and I am instructed to continue with my working day. My hands are shaking and pounding as I try and reply to emails. Jenny is doing her best to take as much of the work off me as possible, but there are some correspondence that must come from me.

Finally I have had a long phone discussion with Ken regarding existing contracts, he has also been trying his hardest to convince me to carry on with the modeling. But alas that is not my decision to make although he doesn't know that. Florence is buzzing with the thought of her photo shoot and by what I am hearing from Ken he has already lined her up some work. Florence said she was going to send me some of the pictures from her shoot. So I had to explain a little regarding the so called kidnap attempt so now Ken will be sending the photos over on her behalf. Although I have promised her my honest opinion and will offer her any tips and advice I can.

My next call was to Rose she was a bit more straight to the point regarding me fucking up my life. She has asked if we can meet up, this would be depending on Boris and Bill allowing it. I have asked Bill and he said he would consider it provided it's okay with Boris and I behave myself until then. After telling Rose what Bill said, I did say to Rose that I can't guarantee that will happen. After a lot of laughter I was told to end the call. With that we end with alot of swearing from Rose's end of the line. I reminded her our calls are monitored. She told me what Bill could do with the recording device. With a little laughter I hang up and return to going through the Paris photo set with Jenny marking some for my portfolio and some of Jenny and myself sightseeing for Jenny's album.

Bill has reminded us it's time for lunch, Jenny has also been reminded that I will not be speaking unless directed too by him. She is also about to meet Rebecca for the first time, this should be interesting. Bill mentioned that to honour Rebecca's beliefs we will be saying grace before the meal. We make our way to the dinning room and reach it just as Rebecca arrives. Bill does the introductions and we take our seats. Mary has laid out a very delicious looking light lunch. Rebecca says grace and we eat along with some light conversation which I have not been included in. Certainly I see that from now on I will be treated as my husband's wife and as such I am a nobody. With some hope in my heart I say goodbye to my husband as we head out to my Doctor's appointment.
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Chapter Three

Amelia
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The car has pulled into the long driveway of the Doctor Foster Medical Facility, as we travel down the drive we are all taking in the vastness of the Facility. Well it's a full blown private Hospital that some small towns would love to have access too. The car pulls along side the main entrance we are helped out of the car by the chauffer and met by a very nice young lady called Victoria who leads us to the office of Doctor Foster himself. His secretary stands as we approach Victoria says "Janet this is Mrs Slade". She smiles "good afternoon Mrs Slade, ladies Doctor Foster is expecting you please go straight in". Wow how the rich live. Don't get me wrong I am very wealthy in my own right, but I have never splashed out money when it's not been necessary.

My husband comes from old money, a world where if you have money then you are only wealthy if you can afford to spend it and make more of it. And his family now mine does just that and they do that extremely well. I think that is why Bill is not intimidated by the amount of personal money I have. Although that will start decreasing when I stop modeling. By my reckoning my existing contracts and any retainers will end in about three months. Then I give all my dreams and independence over to my husband, "FUCK". 

"Mrs Slade is everything alright?" Fuck did I say just say that out loud "yes sorry Victoria, I just remembered I should have done something this morning". Rebecca is looking at me with daggers "Mistress Rebecca my apologies for the indecent language it was a lapse on my part". Victoria knocks and opens the door to the Doctor's office "ladies this way if you please". We go in, I allow Rebecca to enter first I follow and Jenny brings up the rear closing the door behind us.

"Good afternoon Mrs Slade, Ladies. Your husband has filled me in on your prenuptial agreement and way you broke it". Fuck has my husband told every Tom, Dick and Harry? I can feel the blood raging to the surface of my body. He then says "Mistress Rebecca and Mistress Jenny please remove Mrs Slade's clothing and chastity belt, so I can examine her fully. Mrs Slade you are to remain silent, speaking only to answer my questions is that understood?" Fuck this man, Rose said he was a complete arsehole and she was not wrong. "MRS SLADE!" Fuck "yes sorry I understand, I don't like being dictated to by someone I don't know but yes I understand".

"Ladies if you would be so kind, I just need to make a phone call". Rebecca speaks softly "Mistress Slade I am not in agreement with the actions of Master Slade in this matter. You are bound by your commitments to your husband as I am. Master Slade will hear of your outburst, I believe Doctor Foster is already conversing with him as we speak. Time to get you ready, Mistress Jenny please assist me". Jenny is by my side helping me to get out of my clothes. The two of them are working well together. It doesn't take them long to get me down to the chastity belt. Rebecca unlocks it at key points releasing it from my body. "Thank you Mistress Rebecca you don't know what a relief it is to get out of that thing". As I gaze into her eyes I can see that knowing stare looking back at me, she has worn a chastity belt I can feel it. Jenny is showing concern about my back both Rebecca and myself try and put her at ease.

My body is more relaxed now that tin can is no longer encasing my pussy. Looking down I can see dried cum around most of my lower half, fuck that was when I was watching Bill this morning. Shit how embarrassing Rebecca has noticed it and is taking a pack of wet wipes from the Doctors desk. "No don't do that, I need to take swabs and the alcohol will contaminate the readings". Rebecca backs away and Doctor Foster hands me the phone I look at him waiting for him to tell me who is on the other end but no he just says in a loud voice "who"s been getting horny then?" This man is a complete bastard I don't answer him I say into the phone "hello". A familiar voice comes back "my wife do not disgrace our family name by disrespecting Doctor Foster. You will apologise to him and beg him for his forgiveness. And we will call that strike one, three strikes and I will reward you with a suitable punishment. Now my wife do you understand?". Fuck! "Yes my husband". He then says "hand the phone back to Doctor Foster, then apologise so I can hear".

There is some muffled discussions between my husband and the Doctor. The Doctor is getting excited "okay you stay on the line and we will see how it goes". The Doctor is holding the phone I get to knees in front of him and bow my head, mainly to hide some of my naked body. "Doctor Foster my apologies, please forgive me, I beg you please, please, please find it in your soul to forgive me". Now I can just about hear my husband on the other end of the phone "Doctor you can't have the slut this time, you will just have to make do with feeling her up a little". What a bastard not only has he called me a slut he was also willing to pimp out his wife. I suppose I should be thankful my husband has only given him free range to feel me up.

The Doctor says goodbye to my husband and instructs me to get on the scales. After typing in my height and weight onto his tablet I am told to lay on the bed. He puts my ankles into the stirrups spreading my pussy lips wide open. His next instructions are for me to put my hands on the back of my head forcing my tits to push up, and the pain in my back is almost unbearable. He is really enjoying asking awkward questions about when I last had sex. How many times, if I had anal, did I give my partner a blowjob, did they go down on me. And how many partners have I had in the past month and finally how many where men. The amount of detail he wanted I thought was going well and truly overboard.

The bastard has started his hands on an exploration of my body, my tits have had a good work out. His hands and fingers squeezing and pulling on my nipples. Against all of my will power my nipples have gone into hard buds and I am hating myself that I can't control my feelings, my pussy is tingling. He has a fucking grin on his face that I want to wipe off. After some time he finally moves from my tits to take swabs from my pussy. The arsehole has only gone and put three of his fingers inside my wet pussy and the way he is moving them is not like any examination I had from other Doctors.

He releases me from the stirrups before turning me over. Doctor Foster has checked the cuts on my back and has told me to continue with the lotion from the Blue Lotus Club. That was just before he stuck a swab up my arse closely followed by two of his fingers. He also took swabs from my mouth, ears and toes, why the toes I do not know. Doctor creepy has told me to roll over onto my back and to spread my legs, I haven't got a clue what he is up now.

He has placed all of the swabs into a tube on the wall and they have gone flying off somewhere. All the time he hasn't taken his eyes off my open pussy what a sleaze bag. His actions haven't gone unnoticed by Rebecca and Jenny. The way Rebecca is sounding I think she has had enough "Doctor I think we are finished here, we are required to go now". He is not happy "I still need to go over a few things with Mrs Slade, I also need a urine sample". Rebecca speaks again "Mistress Slade get dressed, Doctor turn your back and talk we will listen". Quickly I get off the bed and head towards my clothes. Rebecca and Jenny help me to get most of my clothes on in the shortest possible time. Doctor Foster is explaining that all of the tests are processed on site and I will have the results within three hours or I should say my husband will. After providing a pee sample Rebecca starts locking me back into the chastity belt. 

The Doctor has also said I need to let him know if my back becomes inflamed or infected. And he finally says something that I'm more than willing to listen too. "Mrs Slade I can see from the rash around you Virginal region you have been wearing the chastity belt for some time you need to take it off for at least one hour a day in that time I would advise you shower or bath and use a non perfume moisturising soap in that area and allow to dry fully before putting the belt back on". For the first time since I walked into this room I am smiling. "Thank you Doctor could you please advise my husband as it is his decision on when the belt is on or off". He turns to answer me "yes of course Mrs Slade your husband will get my full report and recommendations together with the test results within four hours". Wow! That's why we are paying the earth for his services. "Thank you Doctor, is that all?" He nods and says "yes we are all done, I will get Victoria to show you out and escort you to your car. Your driver has been told you are on your way and is bringing the car around".

Victoria has arrived we say goodbye to the Doctor and head for the car which is waiting our chauffer opens the doors and we get settled while again thanking Victoria. The car drives off and it's not to long before we are back at the apartment block, Jenny remains in the car, she is going to get dropped off at her place. Rebecca and myself return to the apartment in silence, Bill is not here. We are running a little behind so we go straight to Rebecca's room for my instruction and reflection.

Rebecca talks at length on what is expected of a wife and how to please and respect my husband. Also I am expected to help his standing in the community by being seen as his dutifully wife. She has constantly reminded me that I am his too command and his to love and punish as he sees fit. Also she talked at length about my role as wife and eventually mother before allowing me. No forcing me to reflect on my actions. Now I am the first to admit I don't find it easy telling a stranger step by step on how I cheated on my husband. She is now fully aware that I also sleep with women Rose in particular. She also now knows that my husband has known from the day we met I am bisexual. And that he openly encourages me to strike up friendships with women and sleep with them. Rebecca now also knows what goes on at the Blue Lotus Club. Surprisingly when I mentioned about Ladies night at the club she hinted in around about way that would like to see what happens. So I thought it only right to invite her to come with me the next time my husband allows me to go. Okay surprising I think she is up for it I just need Bill to agree to it. My thinking is if he knows Rebecca wants to go he would probably be straight on the phone booking us appointments. I find myself smiling but that doesn't last long once Rebecca notices.

After being made to lie on the floor prostrate for ten minutes reflecting on my sins of the flesh, we finish up our session and go to the dinning room for tea. Mary has laid out an amazing English style Afternoon tea. I haven't got the heart to tell Rebecca that the cakes and English biscuits come from The Valentina Baking Company which just happens to owned by Honeysuckle one of the Flower Girls working at the Blue Lotus Club. I don't know maybe she would be impressed, I know I was. Rebecca forced me to say grace. Really I am not a religious person so that didn't come easy. But I do love afternoon tea so to just be allowed to eat the cakes and finger sandwiches was worth it. Instantly I am transported back to my home in England, Rebecca was impressed with the spread and has asked who baked the cakes and biscuits. So for now I have told her which bakery but not who owns it, I think that can wait for another day. We finished up and Rebecca retires to her room not before going into the kitchen and thanking Mary for the wonderful tea. 

It is left to me to clear away the dishes taking them into the kitchen placing them in the dishwasher. Mary comes across as both empowered and humbled that I am here the Mistress of this house helping her in her meager tasks. "So what's next Mary?" She hands me piece of paper hand written in my husband's impeccable hand.

Mary

Thank you for agreeing to help in bringing my wife back into line.

First you should know you have my permission in the time she is 

is with you to use her in anyway you wish. She has been told to

remain silent unless you give her permission. I believe she will 

no doubt speak, when she does show her this note. Then ask her

to bend over the dinning table raising her skirts. You are to beat

her with a wooden spoon for a minimum of twenty strokes. And

my wife if you are reading this then you are at strike two.

Kind regards

WS jnr

Handing her back the note "Mistress Mary I will prepare myself in the dining room. You are to carry out my husband's wishes and my wish is you don't hold back. You should also know I will not hold this against you". She is smiling "so let me get this right during this time you are with me I can ask you to do anything and you will do it?" Okay I don't know where this is going but nevertheless I answer "yes Mistress Mary I am being punished so yes I will do anything you ask". Her smile, well more of a smirk comes shining through. "In that case take off your clothes".

Now it's me who is smiling I didn't know Mary was that way inclined. Then again I didn't interview her for her position. She has been with the family for years and she moved from my father in law's house when Bill moved in here. Slowly I start to strip under the watchful eye of my new Mistress. She is looking at me and I do mean looking. Taking in every part of my body she has even signalled for me to turn I smile and even say "like what you see Mistress Mary". She is quick to say "no, no I don't want you to waste your lips on talking get them on my lips". With our eye's locked on each other we move closer I peck at her not so soft lips I expect that comes with age. Slowly I push my tongue through her lips and engage in a little girl on girl action. Come to think about I have never made out with a woman as old as Mary. To be honest at the moment because all of my good bits are locked in a tin can that is not going to happen fully.

Mary has placed her hands on my shoulders gently moving down my arms and as one hand continues down to my butt the other has taken hold of my tender breast tempting the nipple into a bud as she is squeezing my arse pulling me closer. Hearing myself purring at the attention I am getting from my new lady friend, my hand starts moving towards Mary's pussy only to be pushed away. "Go and lean over the dinning table" I start walking and turn I softly say "is everything okay Mary? We can take this slower if you want". She is almost shouting her voice jerking as she speaks "I. I, we, we can't do this I promised I wouldn't. Now go and do as your husband and I have instructed you to do". 

Turning away from her I walk slowly to the dinning table folding my body over it and with my head leaning sideways on the cold wooden surface with tears running down my cheek I wait the shortest time before I feel the wooded spoon strike the bare cheeks and as she continues to administer my husband's commands occasionally catching the metal strip guarding my rear end from invaders. She places the spoon on the table. "Mrs Slade you can get dressed and carry on with your schedule I have no further requirement for your time, oh and you are to remain silent". With that the room falls into a deathly hush. When I get to my feet she is gone, even when I collect my clothes from the kitchen she is nowhere to be seen. 

Returning to my room I check the time and although a little early I go to the family bathroom and take my shower making use of the extra time to wash my hair and also running the water on full rain shower mode to try and wash away the smell of carbolic soap. My whole body is glowing red so reluctantly I leave the shower to get dry. The soft warm fluffy towel is a comfort I will take before having to inclose my body in the uncomfortable, unflattering multilayered dull outfit my husband has insisted his wife wears.

This time I am not rushing to get dressed, after all I am not scheduled to leave this bathroom until 5:30pm and that is not for another ten minutes. My clothes gets a spray with some deodorant again trying to disguise the stench of the carbolic soap, finally I take the decision to get dressed. At precisely 5:30pm I take the step through the bathroom door and walk slowly and silently to my husband's bedroom. Bill has made it clear too me that everything in this apartment belongs to him including me. 

With a sigh I plonk myself onto the bed, not what my husband has instructed. laying where he lays is as close as I am going to get to him, so for now I will take it. Laying on his side of the bed I breath in his scent as I gently stroke the bed. Tears slowly roll off my cheek to mix with body odour of my sweet husband. It's not long before I begin to still and my eyes become heavier. 

Shit I feel myself falling, Fuck! That's woken me up I am on the floor with the mattress almost completely on top of me, I must have fell asleep and Bill is now shouting at me "STILL NOT DOING AS YOU HAVE BEEN TOLD ARE YOU MY WIFE? THAT IS STRIKE THREE". Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I don't know if I can take much more of these punishments. Why oh why did I have to fall asleep? "Get off the floor, put my bed back together with clean bedding unfortunately my bedding has been contaminated with slut. Then get your arse to where it is supposed to be".

"I AM NOT A SLUT I AM YOUR WIFE" fuck he has hold of my ankle pulling me along the floor until he lets go screaming "ARHHHHHHH FUCKING WHORE". he has stormed out of the door slamming it behind him the whole apartment is feeling the aftershock. Rebecca has knocked the bedroom door and walked straight in. "Mistress Slade are you injured? Did your husband hurt you?" I can feel the tears flowing as I am helped to my feet. "Mistress Slade are you injured?" Finally with a shaky voice I
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