

Governess Sharp’s Feminization

Correctional Facility

The year is 2038. Britain’s population has reached a staggering 75 million. The roads are in permanent grid-lock. The cities and towns are full to bursting, city-centre property has risen to outrageous prices and out of the reach of Ms. Average and Mr. Normal. Many people are destined to live in virtual shanty-towns, on the outskirts of our biggest cities. Crime is rife and out of control. The police have virtually given up on petty criminals, as they try to hold back the epidemic of organised crime blighting society.

Prisons are full to overflowing and the courts cannot cope with the constant stream of offenders needing sentencing. Against this terrifying backdrop, the Government has enacted legislation to allow private corporations and wealthy individuals to open small, private, correctional facilities. They operate under a “3-strikes and you are out” rule. Any repeat offenders may side-step the normal court procedures and be sent immediately to a private correctional facility, where they will be “re-educated”.

These private facilities are everywhere, they are largely unregulated and operate by their own rule-book. The only things that matter, are the results. If they can return offenders to live as worthwhile members of society, and not back into the spiral of crime, their methods will not be questioned.

One such facility, is Wilford Matthew’s Female Prison, set in the Lancashire countryside, North West England. As well as housing 12 regular, female, prisoners, at a cost to the taxpayer of £5,000 per month, per inmate, it has a special wing, the Feminization Correctional Facility. Here, “special” guests are supervised by the sadistic Governess Sharp and her 8 specially trained Mistresses. The unit houses up to 5 repeat offenders, all male, who have summarily been consigned for specialist correction and re-education. Each male guest, is funded at between £15,000 to £20,000 per month and, generally, the methods employed ensure that no-one stays longer than the 30-day minimum sentence.

Here, the males quickly lose their clothes, their aggression and their freedom of movement, as Governess Sharp and her wardens, introduce a strict program of feminization and humiliation, of bondage and of sissification.

Into this boiling maelstrom, is catapulted Peter, soon to be a feisty Daisy-May Blue Belle, as he fights against the system and opposes the attempts to keep him in satin frocks and petticoats. But, as Governess Sharp tells Daisy, every man has a breaking point, and she has never failed to find it.

So, will Peter, or rather, will Daisy-May, return to society, a changed girl? Will Peter survive 30 days of sissification, bondage and humiliation at the hands of his captors? Read this full 41,000+ words, work of feminization and bondage fiction by Paulette Peril, to find out.

This book contains fantasy descriptions of forced feminization, role-play and bondage. It is a complete work of fiction and is intended as a purely fantasy tale for an audience of broad-minded adults only. Please do not read it, if likely to be offended by this material.

Also by Paulette Peril, and available now, in the Amazon Kindle Store :-

Misty PS – Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 1 and Part 2

These two parts form a complete story with an excess of 55,000 words and an average reading time of around 4 hours.

Feminine Traits Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

Feminine Traits Book 2 – Paulette’s Continuing Education

These are the first two books in the series “The Perils of Paulette” written by Paulette Peril. Together they contain over 75,000 words and, on average, will take around 5 to 6 hours to read both.

If you enjoy reading this book or any of the above titles, please write a review, however short, in the Kindle Store.  

The Feminization Correctional Facility

Prologue

Peter had no idea how long he had lain there, still and completely immobilised in his own dark, hellish, nightmare. The last thing he had seen was the two female wardens, Mistress 1 and Mistress 6, closing his right eye and taping it shut with two short lengths of microporous tape. Then they had closed his left eye, and all was blackness.

He had felt them introduce the leather discipline hood over his already hooded face. He had smelt the unmistakeable odour of leather, mixed with the smell of the adapted latex “Gwendoline” hood he had already been forced and locked into. He felt them ease the leather over the resistive surface of latex and he felt them fuss and fiddle to insert the open end of the feeding tube through the small hole in the mouthpiece of the punishment hood.

Then he had panicked as, in his black void, he had felt the leather straps go across his mono-booted legs and across his upper body and then two final straps, one over his neck pinning his twice-hooded head to the bed and the last over his twice-hooded forehead to take the very last possible opportunity for movement away from him. Now he lay back and thought, how hopeless his situation was and how he could possibly endure the next 24 hours in this ultimate of all confinements.

If he had been able to inspect himself, as the Governess was now doing, he would have been impressed by the mass of pink leather and satin confection, which was his feminized and encased body. The pink frothy satin frock they had put him in, to accent his femininity and helplessness, the pink leather mono-boot which encased both his bandaged and splinted legs, from the tips of his pointed down toes, to the heights of his white hairless thighs. He would have been impressed at the effectiveness of the two, pink, leather, mitten gloves which held his bandaged hands in their iron grip, right from the two, firm leather, paddle ends containing his hands and right up to his shoulders to meet the short puff satin sleeves of his girlie frock.

Literally, to top it all off, was the pink leather punishment hood, matching exactly the pink of his mono-boot and the pink of his mittens and slightly darker than the pink of his satin frock and its sea of petticoats now held down by the two pink leather straps which criss-crossed his body, accompanied by the two crossing his imprisoned legs, the one over his neck and the one over his head.

And Daisy Belle lay there and thought of the previous seven days in this hell-hole and her first encounter with The Governess.

Chapter 1

Peter’s Introduction to the Feminization Correctional Facility

“Hello, Peter, er, whatever your name is. No matter, you shall soon have a new name, so we can dispense with the old. Welcome to our facility. Do you have any idea where you are?”

Peter, who was both gagged and hooded, could only shake his head. He knew where he had been 2 hours ago, but then the rubber ball-gag had been thrust into his mouth and the loose, leather, hood secured around his head, before his transport had carried him, first along busy roads and then much quieter ones, for two long hours.

“You are in the Wilford FCF, which stands for the Wilford Feminization Correctional Facility, we are in the Wilford Matthew’s Private Prison and this is a very special wing set up to deal with persistent offenders like yourself. Now, before we release your hood, we are going to take some measurements. Please stand upright and still. These are necessary to prepare you for your treatment here.”

Peter felt hands around his body, as, unseen to him, two females measured, forehead, neck, chest, waist, thigh and feet dimensions before also finding out inside and outside leg measurements. These were being recorded as each was taken. “Fairly standard sizes,” said a voice, other than the one addressing Peter, “So, there should be no problems there.”

“Good, then please unhood him, Mistress 2.” Now Peter blinked at his first sight of bright light for two or more hours and took a little while to focus. He stood in a brightly lit, but window-less, square room which contained several fixed items of furniture of some kind, a door off to a further room, and three people, beside himself. He looked first left, than right, and saw that an attractive, but unsmiling, stern-faced, female dressed in black, leather, trousers tucked into black, leather, sturdy, low-heeled, knee boots and topped with a plain long-sleeved white blouse stood, one either side of him. Their leather trousers were held up by a thick leather belt from which hung a walkie talkie, some kind of weaponry, a gun maybe, and a pair of black handcuffs. In their leather gauntleted hands, they each held a short, rubber truncheon of some description. Then Peter turned to face the woman addressing him. He noted she was dressed in a formal buttoned jacket and slim skirt with a similar white blouse. The skirt and jacket also in leather and with epaulettes and some kind of official badge, on the jacket. She held a cruel looking riding crop of black leather with a vicious rectangular pad of leather on the end.

She talked directly to Peter. “So, you have been sent here because you have been arrested 4 times in this year alone, and you also show on your record that there were 3 similar offences last year. Prior to that, you have a clean record. But, under the Private Imprisonment Act of 2036, four offences, though relatively minor, such as yours, immediately flag you up to the court and that is why your arrival here has been expedited so quickly.

You are now in our care for a period of not less than 30 days. Following your rehabilitation here, you will be moved to a further establishment of a more open nature where you will continue your re-education. Here, for the first 30 days, you will receive corrective treatment to ensure that you cease this cycle of criminal activity. In your next placement, they will concentrate more on teaching you less manly and aggressive behaviour and more ladylike pursuits. You will be taught to cook and to bake, to iron and to sew. By the end of 30 days you’ll be able to make your own simple dress for the graduation party. Won’t that be lovely? I am about to remove your gag. Please do not speak unless spoken to. I trust that is clear. Mistress 5, if you please.”

And one of the females stepped forward to unbuckle the strap holding the black rubber ball-gag so firmly between Peter’s lips, as the main lady approached him. As soon as the gag was released, Peter started to blurt out, but whatever he was trying to say was cut short by a hard “thwack!” As the riding crop came down across his upper left arm.

“I distinctly instructed you to not speak unless asked to. Please obey my instructions or I shall ask Mistress 2 and 5 to explain them to you. Now, you are here to serve your term in this private establishment. We are a prison for ladies. We only take female prisoners and we only have female staff. My name is Governess Sharp, you will refer to me, at all times, as Governess, not Mrs. Miss, Ma’am, or anything other than Governess. By your side, are two of the 8 wardens who control this facility. If asked to address them, you will call them Mistress and a number. This is Mistress 2 to your left and this Mistress 5 to your right. They are not your friends and, therefore do not need to be addressed by name. Mistress 2 and Mistress 5 is all you need to know.

Now, as I have explained, this is a prison for women only. We have no more than 12 regular female prisoners at any time and they are housed in a secure wing behind you. You are in our special facility. It will only hold a maximum of 5 female prisoners at any one time and there are additional security measures in place to ensure that those five female prisoners do not cause us any trouble. You are lucky, you are the only female prisoner in our care, at this moment. We received you with just 48 hours, notice. We have a second female prisoner joining us here tomorrow and, although you will meet, you will not converse. I do . . . . ”

But she was interrupted by a confused Peter, who started to say that she had referred to him as female, but, again, he was cut short by a second hard strike of the riding crop against his upper right arm.

“As I was about to say, I do not know whether other females will join us over the next 30 days, but the funds we receive to train the two female prisoners we do have, will be sufficient. We get very handsomely rewarded for looking after you troublesome girls.

Now, I know you are confused but let me explain. You consider yourself a man. I consider you a piece of nothing, that I am to mould into anything I like. Shortly, you will undress, then your male clothes will be taken and destroyed. You will then be issued with our regulation clothing here and, as I have repeated, we are a women’s prison and you will be treated as one of our female prisoners. Now, you may ask one question.”

Peter had a dozen questions but asked incredulously, “You think I’m taking my clothes off in front of you? You’re crackers.”

“Mistresses, I’m tiring of this young lady, please show her how we enforce discipline here.”

Immediately, the warden to the left brought her rubber truncheon across and swiped the prisoner beside her across the stomach, only once, but hard. As Peter dropped forward, the other female struck his back equally hard, jerking him back upright.

“One more wrong word and you shall be re-gagged. In fact, Mistress 5, please bring me a 5mm cube of mouth sponge and a black 1mm, Gwendoline Hood. We may as well show this young lady what will happen to her if she does disobey.”

The Mistress disappeared off to the adjacent room and returned with a spongey cube of material in one hand and a black rubber hood in the other. The Governess took them from her and held them up for the prisoner before her to inspect.

“You have now interrupted me twice and you have been coarse-mouthed, a third time. Any further infraction and this sponge will fill that unladylike mouth of yours and this rubber hood will keep it in place. Understand?”

Peter, now sore on both arms and hurting from two firm blows to front and back, kept quiet and nodded.

“Good. Throughout your time here, you will be kept in restraints, similar to those you wear now. You will wear a collar, but of our choosing, you will wear the discipline belt but in a more ladylike colour and you will wear the wrist cuffs and the ankle cuffs to match. It will all be connected with a finer and more feminine chain than the ones you wear now and will match whichever female uniform we decide you are wearing. In your cell, you will be secured to your bed each night, normally between 9pm. and 7am. At 7am, you will be roused and released to perform your toilet functions, to shower and to clean yourself. You will be stood by your prison door at precisely 7.45am with your day chains and cuffs in one hand and your chosen Gwendoline Hood in the other. Your Mistress will then open the door, chain you and hood you, to be taken for breakfast. After breakfast, when your hood is removed again, it will be replaced with your uniform for the day and a matching hood, to ensure your silence and co-operation. Now, we are going to remove your chains and you will remove all your clothing and place it before me, in a pile. Any attempt to escape, or any refusal to do exactly as instructed, will be punished severely. Please remove this young lady’s chains and cuffs, Mistresses.”

The collar was unbuckled from Peter’s chafed neck and the belt around his waist was also unbuckled. As these fell away, one pair of wrist cuffs were taken off by one warden as the other warden knelt to release the ankle cuffs. Then Peter was free to rub his paining limbs before he was ordered to remove every shred of clothing. As the two wardens hovered threateningly either side and the Governess raised her crop, ready to strike a third blow, Peter thought better of resisting and slowly peeled off his sweat-top, shirt, trousers and stood in socks and underpants. “All clothing.” was the response, so he reluctantly shed his last vestiges of male clothing and left them in a pile before his Governess.

“Good. Now a gown for this young girl,” requested the Governess, “And take these dreadful things away to be burned.” Pointing to the pile of clothes just discarded. “The pink cotton for now, please.”

As the Mistress disappeared with his clothes and returned with a long, pink gown that was clearly intended to go over his body, Peter finally rebelled. “Okay, this has gone . . . ”  Thwack! The stinging blow from the crop struck his flaccid cock as it hung between his legs. Peter squealed in shock and pain.

“I told you to be quiet and to be respectful. Hold her ladies, please.” Then she stepped forward, roughly held his nose clamped in one hand, as she stuffed the cube of sponge into the now open lips and forced all the sponge in to fill every quarter of Peter’s mouth. She then swiftly pulled up the black latex hood and forced it down over his head to envelope his upper forehead, his ears, his mouth and chin but to leave the nose, and the pained eyes, free to look and smell through the half-face opening in the front of the latex hood. She pulled a zip roughly down the back of the hood and then took up, first a strap that ran under the chin and up each side of the open face and buckled it at the crown of Peter’s head. A second strap was brought over the rubber covered mouth and buckled in back, to form an effective gag, over the sponge-filled mouth.

“Gown, please, and replace her chains. Quickly.”

Within three minutes, Peter stood clad in a long-sleeved and floor-length cotton gown, coloured a bright pink, and his collar, belt and wrist and ankle cuffs were all re-installed with their mass of connecting chains meaning he could only walk with a hobbled step and his arms were held with only a few inches of movement from the waist belt they were connected to. They had placed some pink, and distinctly girly, fluffy slippers on his feet.

“Right. Now I shall continue in peace. This girl is going to be a troublemaker, Mistresses. Please note that on her records. From henceforth, you are my female prisoner. You will be treated with the same respect you show your captors. Shortly, you will be taken from here for your breakfast. Then you will be taken to be shaved and to have a haircut. Then you will return here to accept your wig. After that you will be uniformed for the day, put in appropriate bondage and taught some manners and some kind of ladylike behaviour. You will eat lunch alone and this afternoon, we will introduce you to a short spell of Level 4 or possibly Level 5 punishment. This will depend on your attitude beforehand. We have 6 levels of punishment available to us here. You will have a taste of a less severe punishment to ensure that you never, ever have to be punished at Level 6. That level of punishment is reserved for those girls who try to escape and those who ever dare to strike or attack a Mistress. I sincerely hope that I never have to introduce you to our Level 6 punishment suite.

Now, we need a name for our new girl inmate, Mistresses, and we have 7 available today, so please help me choose. I personally, would have liked Candy Floss, but I think Candy should have a blonde wig and I see this young lady with a darker one. What do you think?”

As she spoke she held up 7 painted names on a square of painted, framed wood; Candy Floss Delectable, Primrose Petal Delishus, Daisy-May Blue Belle, Peaches Ann Passionfruit, Pansy Buttercup Syrup, Marigold Angel D’Elyte and Angel Cherie Blossom. Peter’s eyes opened wide in horror. This was a bloody madhouse.

“These were all done by our previous inmates here in this facility,” explained the Governess, “Before you leave us, you’ll be thinking up a name yourself and doing your own nameplate like this to bestow on some fortunate girl down the line. Just think of that as your enduring tribute when you finally leave us.”

They decided on Daisy-May Blue Belle and the Governess was delighted to tell her new captive, “Right, from now and for the next 60 days, you are Miss Daisy-May Blue Belle. Let me see,” and she turned the back over and read, “Painted by Petunia Prissy, just last month. Your name will be displayed above your cell for all the inmates to see, and also in the exercise yard, when you take your exercise. I am afraid the other women inmates do like to rib our girls on this side of the facility. But I’m certain you will get used to it, Daisy. Now, please take Daisy-May to eat a small breakfast before we shower, her, shave her and fit her with her wig, and a few bits and bobs, and dress her in her nice new girly clothes.”

Two hours later and a freshly gagged and hooded Daisy-May stood back in the same room before the Governess. This time her slightly slumped body was supported by the two Mistresses. “Well, welcome back dear. I see she is gagged and re-hooded and feeling a little groggy. I assume she gave you some trouble?” The Governess asked the two female wardens.

“Nothing we couldn’t handle but we have padded her mouth and re-fitted the hood and sedated her to facilitate her shaving and this next part of the induction process. We don’t think she would co-operate fully without the sedation.”

“Right,” affirmed the Governess, “Well, please give a full report and we can decide what course of action to take.”

The first Mistress produced a clip-board and started to read from the pro-forma sheet attached to it. 1. Walk to breakfast, Good. Slow but co-operative. 2. Securing to chair, Reasonable. Some aggression. Calmed when ordered to.     3. Eating. Very good. Clearly hungry. No problems. 4. Showering. Good. No attempt to avoid re-cuffing. 5. Full body shave except for pubic region. Very poor. Aggressive, had to be restrained. It was then that we sedated her. And re-stuffed her mouth, temporarily taping it shut. 6. Application of hair-growth inhibitor, at first aggressive but drug taking effect and calmed quickly. 7. Haircut and shaving of fixing points for wig adhesion, completely calmed due to sedative. 8. Re-hooding. No problem.

“Very good. I knew she was going to cause trouble. I suggest we move quickly for the first part, whilst she’s still dopey. Daisy-May, I know you can hear me. Daisy-May, we’re going to add a few bits and bobs to you now, to facilitate your feminization. Now, we need you to co-operate or we shall have to strap you to our concentration chair. Understand?”

Daisy-May lifted her head slightly and nodded that she understood. All her fight was gone . . . for now.

“Right, well we’ll make up that part of her face we can see with the hood on. Then if we remove the hood, I’ll locate and glue the wig. Then we can do the breast forms, when we have her suspended.”

The three then guided the sedated Daisy-May to a chair and sat her in it and, whilst one Mistress held her head still, the other applied long-lasting make-up, eye-liner, mascara, eye-blush and a bit of cheek blusher to the oval of face which showed through the latex hood.

“We are making up your face with some long-life, make-up, Daisy-May, so that, when we see you with this pretty hood on, we will see the girl we are trying to create. Now, it’s not permanent, or even semi-permanent, this will only last 6 or 7 days with washing, so we will touch it up during the week and completely remove it and re-do it when necessary. We reserve the semi-permanent make-up for our longer-term and more violent, girl inmates. That stays on for months, up to a year. Now, we don’t do your lips, because, frankly, we hardly ever see them, but when you get to your cell later, or maybe tonight, you’ll find a little make-up set with lip-gloss and lipstick. We find most of our girls find a half-face of make-up too bizarre, and they can’t get ours off, so they usually put, at least some lips on, themselves. We hope you will. Now, for your wig.”

The three tormentors unstrapped the mouth and chin straps of the latex Gwendoline Hood and eased it up over Daisy-May’s freshly painted face and took it off to reveal her short haircut and 4 distinct bare patches where they had shaved the hair completely and added inhibitor to stop the natural hair from re-growing quickly, in those spots. The Governess took a long strip of tape from a roll and pressed it firmly over Daisy-May’s still padded mouth to ensure its stuffing did not spill out. She then brought up three separate wigs that had been selected, and she applied each one to Daisy-May’s head and brushed each gently before she and the watching wardens, deciding which suited best. They finally settled on a medium length, dark, almost black, bob-cut that was asymmetrical, slightly longer on one side of the bob than on the other. It reached almost to the shoulders, but floated clear of them when Daisy-May’s head was raised a little. The Governess took a pot with brush and smeared a thin, even layer of, some kind of strong adhesive, onto each of the four shaved points, on the top, the back and each side of Daisy’s hairline. Then, very carefully, she lowered the wig into position, checked it was exactly right, then lowered it fully, and firmly held it down at each of the fixing points, with some help from another pair of willing hands.

Standing back to admire their handiwork, the three females all agreed, it was absolutely the right choice. Then the boss lady spoke to a slowly, stirring, Daisy-May. I can see you are coming around a bit now, but we’ve almost finished this first part. Your half-face of make-up will last a week or so. It will be replaced when necessary. Your wig is there to stay. It can be washed and shampooed as normal, it won’t budge. However, we will remove it when your 30 days is up, cut your hair again and make certain there has been little growth in those shaved areas. If necessary, we’ll re-treat them and fix your wig back for your next 30 days in open prison. I hope you like your look!” and she forced Daisy-May’s head up so that she could see a funny made-up oval of face but mostly the shock of new hair cut into very feminine and flattering long bob-cut, that framed Daisy-May’s new face quite dramatically.

She instructed the Mistresses to remove Daisy-May’s bonds, whilst she was still subdued, and they would get her into the suspension frame for the next part of this induction process. Once these were removed, the collar, belt, ankle, wrist cuffs, all the pile of chain and leather was put to one side and the Governess had said those should go back to the authorities, they would use their own systems of restraint from now on.

“Right, please remove Daisy-May’s gown and slippers” This they did, and Daisy-May was still too weak to offer any resistance. She stood stark naked before the two Mistresses and the Governess, both embarrassed by her nakedness and shocked to catch a reflection of a figure with an almost perfect girl’s face but an imperfect male body.

“Yes! Quite bizarre isn’t it. Partly made-up and hair neatly coiffured, and yet a somewhat grotesque body. But that is why you are here. We are going to make the body fit the face. Ladies, if you please, bring little Miss Daisy-May to the bar.”

And, one either side they, marched a more alert Daisy-May over to a metal bar which was suspended from the ceiling in a corner of this strange room, by two lengths of strong chain. Hanging from the bar itself, were two black objects, dangling on two short lengths of chain, about two feet apart, and resembling smallish boxing gloves. As they reached the bar, Daisy-May realised these were there to receive her hands and she tried to shrug off her escorts but had little strength and was gripped more firmly.

“Place your arms on the bar in front of you and keep still. And, please allow your hands to be strapped to the bar without making any fuss.”

Daisy-May had no choice but to obey silently. She raised her hands to the bar that stood at chest height in front of her and, taking one arm each, the two maids quickly forced them into each of the dangling bondage mittens and utilised the straps that were attached to the wrists of the mitts to ensure that each one gripped her imprisoned hands completely.

Satisfied they had their prisoner secured adequately, one of the Mistresses pushed a button in the wall at the side of the area they were working in and a slight whirring noise was heard before the horizontal bar gradually began to rise and slowly take Daisy-May’s arms above her head. As they rose further, Daisy-May found herself shuffling forward to be underneath the bar and not until her arms stretched taut above her head, did the Mistress push the button a second time to stop the electric motor that was obviously installed in the ceiling above the bar.

“Right, Daisy, we are doing well for a first day, we have you made-up and wigged, now we are giving you some nice breast-forms to give you a lovely feminine shape,” and, turning to the Mistress to her right she said, “Remind me of the measures we took.”

“We agreed a 40AA bust. The waist is far too fat, its 35 inches, at the moment. We’ll get that to at least 32 today and eventually aim for 28-30 inches.”

“You hear that, Daisy? You are to have a lovely 40-28-40 body by the time we’ve got you trimmed a bit. Then you can show off all those nice frilly clothes that we are going to give you. Won’t that be delightful?”

Daisy-May thrashed about as much as the restraints over her hands and the strictness of her upstretched position allowed, but the Governess calmly raised the bar another 2 inches, so that Daisy-May now stood on tiptoe and struggled no more. “Tie her ankles to the floor rings, please.” And both Mistresses stretched Daisy-May’s legs out and brought up a concealed metal ring from each side, directly under the spread arms and, with a short length of white cord, they tied each ankle so that Daisy-May was now struggling to balance on the very tips of her bare toes.

“Now, I’m bringing the bar back down an inch or two, to make you more comfortable, but, any more nonsense and I shall suspend you completely. Understand?”

Daisy-May understood and groaned through her padded mouth to affirm her comprehension. Then the two Mistresses produced two very life-like silicon boobs, breast-forms, that matched the contours of Daisy-May’s now entirely hairless chest on the one side but gave her perky breasts with pert little nipples on the other. The Governess tried them for size and asked for a pair of 40B, seemed happier with these and smeared the inner surface of one with another adhesive from another pot. She then stood back, chose a spot immediately over the male nipple presented to her and then pressed the first breast-form hard against Daisy-May’s chest whilst the two wardens held her rigid to accept it. Satisfied that she had positioned the second form correctly, she repeated the process and was happy with the result. “There you are, my girl, a lovely 40B bust and some pretty nipples to show off to the other girls. They are there until we remove them. Do not attempt to get them off or I shall order that you are fitted with a permanent pair that requires special, surgical, treatment to remove. Now, in view of your insufferable behaviour earlier, I am raising your security level to Level 3. This means, you’ve gone up a level and you’ve only been here a few hours. It also means that you will be fitted with a cock cage every night before being secured to your bed. Some days you may have been required to wear one, and that will still be the case, but now it’s necessary to install one every night, meaning more work for us. So, I’m putting one on you now, so you know exactly what to expect when we sleep you. It’s not too unpleasant an experience but does mean you will not experience an erection and cannot handle yourself. You will be able to perform your urinary functions unless we punish you with a penile plug for any misconduct. So, excuse me whilst I handle your balls for a moment or three.”

With that, a Mistress handed her a pair of surgical gloves, which she snapped onto each hand and then a strange, white, object which she knelt down with, out of Daisy-May’s line of view. Then Daisy felt her balls clenched in a hand and something, hard and cold, coil around them before her penis was forced into some kind of plastic sleeve and, with some fumbling, this little plastic prison and the coil around her testicles were joined and locked together with a joining pin and padlocked with a tiny brass padlock on top of the very base of her penis.

The Governess, surfaced, smiling and, taking off the latex gloves, said, “There, we’ll leave that on you for today and tonight. If you’re a good girl, we’ll remove it tomorrow and you will just experience it each night. So,” tapping her on her nose, “Be a good girl, Daisy-May. Simple.”

All three women stood back to admire the suspended form before them and agreed that it was now ready for dressing. One Mistress went to get a whole bundle of clothing from the side room which obviously housed all the equipment and clothing that they required in their role as purveyors of suffering.

She dropped this back on the chair where Daisy-May had recently received her wig and selected the first item, a broad piece of leather. Daisy-May could see that all the clothing was in leather and it was all in white. She could not make out exactly what was what or, indeed, what the first item was as the Mistress approached her and stood before her brandishing a thicker, wide and stiff, white, leather collar which she quickly placed around Daisy-May’s neck. Her head was forced up and back as this collar was much wider in the front. The other Mistress quickly laced up the leather thong through the eyelets at the back until the collar was laced firmly in place and Daisy-May had very little head movement side to side and none up and down. Her head was held proudly erect by the stiff posture collar she now wore.

The Governess stepped up to her, carrying a further item of clothing, and explained, “You are wearing a posture collar. It will allow you very little head movement, I’m afraid, as it is designed to keep your head up and make you look proud. Now this garment is a posture corset and it will do the same for your body as the collar does for your head. It is made of stiff leather, boned, and designed to make your body shape up. Do you realise you have a 35-inch waist? That’s nearly as large as your chest! We will train that body to hold itself upright and give you some grace and elegance. I think a 3-inch reduction, at least, today ladies.”

And with that, she flung the leather garment against his body and it was eagerly taken up by the two Mistresses stood behind him. All three worked feverishly pulling and adjusting as the garment gradually attached itself to Daisy-May’s naked form. They heaved at the laces at the back and deftly took these in, gradually up and down the corset, until Daisy found himself gasping for breath. After just a few minutes, the corset was fitted and had cinched in Daisy-May’s waist by the promised three or more inches. The new breast forms, settled neatly into the corset’s breast cups and already, the new, female, Daisy-May, had begun to take shape.

Now the Governess went back to the chair and recovered the final two items and approached the suspension bar. Daisy struggled to see what was coming next but could not. Then the Governess separated the package into two parts and handed one to each, waiting, Mistress. They were boots. They were high-heeled and massively long, white, leather boots. They were the same grain leather as the corset that adorned his upper body. Each boot had open lacing down the front from the calf right up to the top of the boot. It was evident that these boots were more than thigh length. In fact, they seemed far too long to accommodate Daisy’s legs. But the height was slightly deceptive. Yes, they were very long, leather boots and would extend right up to the very top of Daisy’s thighs and brushing his aching cock, in its imprisoning cage, but they had a pair of very high heels, maybe 6 inches or more. 

The Governess had sensed the fear in Daisy’s face as she caught sight of the long, long boots. “Yes, they are very high. Today is all about holding yourself upright. The collar is to keep your head upright, the corset will ensure that your upper body adopts the correct posture, as well as hiding that unsightly paunch of yours . . . . and these boots will ensure your legs are straightened and strengthened so that your muscles can cope with high heels. The boots are made from a stiffer grade of leather. When we fit them, you will realise that there is not much give to the boots and bending the leg will not be easy. But they also have a decent 2 to 3inch, platform on them meaning that you are only expected to cope with a 3 to 4inch heel.

“We are going to fit these to you now and then give you some practice in deportment,” explained Monique. “I think you’ll be surprised how quickly you will adapt to them and, in combination with the corset and the collar, how much they will support you and keep your body erect. Then we will endeavour to teach you to walk, taking small steps and keeping both legs close together. After a couple of hours of hard practice this morning, we’ll allow you some refreshment. But then comes the harder part, this afternoon. Don’t let’s think about that now. Mistresses, you may fit the boots.”

Mistress 2 took the left foot and slipped it into the left boot until it passed all the loose lacing and settled into the foot of the boot. Daisy-May wrestled to take the weight on her right leg and her suspended arms whilst this operation was performed. Then the Mistress placed the booted foot on the ground and encouraged Daisy to move his foot around to make sure it was firmly planted in the shoe of the boot. Then this was repeated with the right foot. Only when both Mistresses were satisfied that both feet were comfortably sited in both boots did the complex lacing begin.

Each pulled and tugged at the lower laces just around the ankle level and gradually these tightened and they took up the slack further up each boot. By continuing this process eyelet by eyelet, the boots gradually began to conform to Daisy-May’s legs. As they tugged and pulled at the laces, each Mistress emitted a little groan. In turn, Daisy emitted a slightly louder groan, through the mouth padding and tape gag, as the boots began to tighten around her limbs and she realised how unforgiving a leather they were made of. As they reached her knee level, it was clear that bending either leg, more than a fraction, was going to be impossible once the lacing was complete. And already, she could feel the tops of the boots beginning to press into her groin and flap against her encaged cock. The only relief to Daisy, was, that as she was raised several inches by the height of the heel and platform on each boot, so it relieved the pressure on her up-stretched arms.

After around 10 to 15 minutes of this straining at the laces, each boot was finally, and fully, fitted. The victim, normally around 5ft 6 inches tall as Peter, was now raised to nearer 6-foot, as the booted and suited Daisy-May.

“Very good, now, we’ll re-fit a Gwendoline Hood, in white, please, Mistress, and then we can tell our little prisoner what is going to happen to her.” And she went back to the motor switch and brought the bar down so that Daisy-May, stepping back had her arms returned to bust level. The tape around her mouth was about to be removed when the Governess indicated she had a better idea and went to get a red lip-pen. She found the outline of Daisy’s mouth under the thin tape and drew a perfect outline of her two lips upon the tape and then coloured them a bright red from the pen. “Now, you may hood her.”

Once hooded, a very unsteady Daisy-May, supported by one warden either side of her, swayed back and forth as she tried to keep her balance on the skyscraper boots and cope with the discomfort of the stiff corset, enclosing her body, and the stiff posture collar, forcing her head to look upward to the far corner of the room.

“Right, this will be your uniform for today,” said a jubilant Governess, “You will wear it all day and into the evening, as uncomfortable as, I’m afraid, it is. This morning you will be given some lessons in deportment, how to walk in small steps and how to balance on heels. You will be served lunch standing, as the boots make it almost impossible to sit. This afternoon, I have another little lady arriving, I’ve just been informed she is coming a day earlier than we expected, to start a similar sentence to yours, so I cannot be disturbed. You will be introduced to a level 4 punishment, to satisfy yourself that it is not something you want to repeat. You will be displayed to the inmates on the other side of this facility.” She turned to the Mistress holding Daisy by her left arm, “Make sure the women in the dinner room are aware that Daisy-May Blue Belle will be on show in the inner exercise yard for 2 hours, this afternoon. We will take her there during the exercise break so that all the inmates can see her being prepared and that will serve to discourage them from any bad behaviour.”

Turning back to Daisy, “After that we will take you out of the boots, you may rest, dine and then we will prepare you for bed and explain all our cell procedures to you. If you have been good, we will give you the first of your more feminine, satin, nightclothes tonight and secure you lightly to your bed. If you have not, you will discover we have ways of giving you an uncomfortable night’s sleep. Lights out at 8.30pm tonight, as you will have had a long day and a lot to take on board. Tomorrow, we will be up bright and early and you will meet your companion prisoner. I do hope she can take a blonde wig, I want a Candy Floss to experiment with,” she said, as an aside to the smiling Mistresses. “And that is it. Welcome to your new life in our Feminisation Correctional Facility, Daisy-May Blue Belle. Happy holidays. I am certain we are going to get along famously.”

With that, the bound, rigid Daisy-May, was left to the mercy of the two warden fiends, who now brought her arms, released from their binding mittens, behind her and into a white, leather armbinder to match the rest of her restrictive ensemble.

Chapter 2

First Day - Part 2

The arm-binder, in white leather exactly matching the rest of the attire, pinned Daisy-May’s arms tightly together behind her back. They had zipped and then laced her two arms into it, as the Governess had bid her farewell. Now, the two mistresses were completing the job of fitting the binder by bringing strong straps over Daisy’s shoulders, back under her armpits and buckling them to the waiting buckle strap sewn into the binder. 

Daisy had now lost use of both arms and was aware of the pressure at her elbows and shoulders, as these were forced together so tightly. She was still struggling to remain upright and, for the next part of the process, they leant her sideways against the wall, a few steps away, to give her some much-needed, support.

Now, they connected a white leather belt around her constricted waist and attached two long white leather leashes to it, by way of two of the 4 large metal D-rings hanging, equi-distantly, around the belt. They attached two more leashes of slightly shorter length to the two metal D-rings in the posture collar, one either front-side. Then they got a length of chain and two ankle cuffs joined by a shorter length of chain and attached the bottom of the arm-binder, via its own D-ring, to the middle point of the chain between the ankle cuffs and then cuffed each white-booted, ankle, with the leather strap cuffing.

Now, Daisy-May was ready to go walkabout and they raised her to her feet, one either side again, guiding her towards the exit door of the room and out towards the exercise yard, which, until minutes ago, had been full of chattering female prisoners. The last of these was just vacating the yard as the strange trio appeared, a hobbled, corseted and booted Daisy, led by two Mistresses holding 4 leashes, and proceeding, ever so slowly, along the walkway to the exercise yard.

As the last of the women saw what was happening, an excited gabble of women came back to see what the fuss was about, until they were ordered back to the building, by the warden on guard at their side. It was going to be the talk of the dining room, there was a new “girl” on the block.

Using the leashes to both guide and to steady Daisy, as she nervously fumbled along on her sky-high, boots, the Mistresses got her into the open space that was the prison exercise year. It was about the size of a tennis court, but the bottom third of it was fenced off, as a separate area. Even with her restricted view, Daisy could see that she was entering two distinct areas and, very slowly, the Mistresses walked their captive the length of the first enclosed area and right up till her hooded face almost pressed against the fence separating her from the other area.

“Like to see where you’re spending your afternoon?” laughed one Mistress. “This place will be abuzz, when we tell the women they can come and watch you being bound to that.” and she indicated an 8-foot tall, metal post standing on a small raised platform, exactly central to the smaller area, the other side of this security fencing.

“This is the separate exercise yard for our very special guests, the ones undergoing feminising like you. That post is one of the locations where we introduce them to the idea of higher levels of punishment. Is she doing a Level 4 or a 5 this afternoon?” she asked, turning to the co-Mistress.

“Just a 4, I’m afraid, I would have liked to see a Level 5, but that’ll give her a good enough idea.” They both laughed as Daisy looked fearfully at the shiny metal post awaiting her.

Then for what seemed like an age, but was, in fact, less than an hour and a half, the two Mistresses walked Daisy up and down and up and down the larger area, delighting each time that they reached the far end and saw the dastardly pole glinting, and inviting Daisy to join it.

At first, her progress was painfully slow, but, with practice and constant harassing from the wardens, as they pulled and jerked on her waist and collar harnesses, to ensure she balanced herself correctly, the practice was paying off and, painful as it was, Daisy-May was carrying herself with grace and some feminine dignity as she took small, mincing steps up and down and up and down the yard in her towering, heeled, boots.

Eventually, they were satisfied she had mastered the basics of walking in heels and they changed pattern. One Mistress loosened off on her leashes and the other guided Daisy around and around in a circle. Then they swapped roles and the other took the lead as Daisy was encouraged to turn and circle in the opposite direction. Each step brought her more and more confidently to the point where they were satisfied, for one day of practising, she had made sufficient progress.

By now it was past 1.15pm. The women would be at lunch and the Mistresses needed to get Daisy in there so that she could eat and rest and be ready for the afternoon’s entertainment, which, even now, the women in the other facility were just being told about.

They took a position, either side of Daisy’s rigid form and guided her off the exercise yard, encouraging her to turn and take one last look at the metal post in the distant, fenced off arena, and then head down the passageways and to the small, separate dining area reserved for the five, very special, inmates. Daisy had been there for her breakfast, that morning, so knew the layout. Five sturdy chairs, each set off at a slight angle to the other, so they formed a small arc and faced a big, mirrored wall. She had eaten her breakfast at Chair 3, the middle one, which faced directly onto the mirror, chairs 2 and 4 were turned slightly out and chairs 1 and 5, next to them, pointed towards the far corners of the narrow room. Now, in front of Chair 3, there stood a large board, fixed, somehow, so it stood rigidly upright from the floor, and faced directly onto the mirror in front. They brought Daisy to this, pushed her back against the board, facing the mirror, unsnapped her leashes from her collar and her waist belt, removed the waist belt and then brought two, thick, heavy duty, black webbing, straps around the board to support her weight at her upper bust level and again at her thighs. This was how she was going to eat, as there was no possibility of her sitting in the rigid discipline boots that adorned her legs. Once in position, the Mistresses removed her hood and took off the tape with the painted lips and removed the padding from her grateful mouth. The latex hood was replaced with a white leather half-face, feeding, hood, that covered her eyes, this time, but left the nose and the mouth free. Then, a female prisoner from the other block, came with a small tray of food and fed Daisy, now unable to see, small slices of meat, small lumps of cheese and grapes and chunks of apple, and allowed her to sip from a straw at a glass of juice, as she stared sightlessly, straight ahead, at what should have been her reflection in the mirror before her.

What Daisy did not know, was that the female prisoners had all drawn lots to see who would have the honour of feeding this brand new, plaything, in the alternate wing. Nor did she know, that the female dining room was just the other side of the wall to this separate, special, accommodation and served by the same kitchen. And she definitely did not know, that the mirror before her was, in fact, a one-way glass window, mirrored her side but plain the other and behind it, in awed silence, sat 11 women prisoners, each watching and wishing they had been the one to win the draw to feed this exquisite creature in thigh boots, corset, collar and half-hood, arms encased in leather arm-binder and her body, strapped, for their entertainment, just a few feet from their gaping mouths.

After 20 minutes, the feeding was finished and the female who had graciously fed Daisy, excitedly went off to tell of her experience to her fellow prisoners. Daisy was re-united with the latex hood, but no mouth padding and taken down from her resting support. They led her back to a room Daisy had not seen before, it was actually a side-room to the small in-house infirmary, which served both wings of the private prison, and they lowered her rigid body down onto the one bed which occupied the small room, arm-binder still in place, so that she could rest for half an hour before they were to return and prepare her for the afternoon entertainment’s programme.

Daisy lay there remembering all that had happened, in a very short space of half a day, and contemplating all that was to happen to her, in this bizarre institution. “How the hell could people get away with this sort of thing?” she wondered. “State-sponsored bloody ghoulism, was what it amounted to,” she thought, as she tried to look down at her false bust and shook, as best she could, her hooded head, catching a glimpse of the wig, glued to her head, showing beneath the collar of the hood. “She’d write to her MP. That was it. When she got out of here, she’d sue someone, go to the European Court of Human Rights, write to the King.”

As Daisy-May lay there uncomfortably and considered her course of action, her two captors returned, wearing the same leery smiles they’d had on their faces all through the morning’s exercise yard, Deportment Lesson.

“I think we’re ready for you Miss Daisy-May Blue Belle.” said one, “I  know the women in the next door facility are. It’s all they could talk about during dinner. You’ll have a full audience when we take you out there at 3.00pm. Their guards are letting them out 5 minutes early so that they can welcome you.”

Beneath her hood and make-up, Daisy flushed bright red, at the thought of being the “main attraction” in these women’s otherwise boring existence, in this modern day, Stalag-bleeding-19.

They raised Daisy to her feet, her head held proud by the super strong posture collar, her legs almost rigid by the stiff boots, her body now aching from the restrictive lacing of the corset. Then, attaching two leashes back to her collar D-rings, they tugged at her reins to make her walk back down the hallway to the room where all her dressing and meetings with the Governess had taken place. As they passed a closed door, that Daisy remembered to be the showering room and shaving room, she heard a commotion behind the door, shouting, a sound of skin being hit, a cry and then a loud wailing sound. She had a good idea what was going on.

As she entered the dressing room, her thoughts were confirmed. The Governess was sat there ready to welcome Daisy back but looking annoyed, “What a day,” she complained, “first they send me this trouble-maker and now they’ve sent me a blubberer. Started crying as soon as I told her what her name was going to be. And then the fuss she made when I sent her off to be shaved. I’m sure you’ll meet her Daisy, and see what I mean. Anyway, I’ve an hour free now to see to you. Are the women assembling at 3.00pm?” she asked the Mistress 1, “Actually, they’ll be out by 2.55pm,” the warden asserted, “They’re very excited.”

“They do know it’s only a mock Level 4, don’t they? I don’t want them expecting wailing and bloody screaming. They’ll get enough of that when they meet this new girl.” Then she turned her attention to Daisy, “Well, this is just a little demonstration. I pride myself on running an efficient and well-disciplined establishment, Daisy-May. All the girls here, even the special girls in this block, are treated well, until they disobey commands, or show any aggressive streak. Then, and I’m sure you’ll agree with this, their behaviour just has to be modified. Now, as I mentioned we have 6 levels of punishment. You have already managed to elevate yourself from Level 2 to Level 3 security in just half a day. Of course, if you behave yourself, we can quickly adjust your status down. Now, listen to me very carefully. YOU DO NOT WANT TO BE PUNISHED AT LEVEL 6. That will only be incurred for direct acts of violence against property or person or any attempt to escape. You are our guest here and we want you, and us, to be happy. Play along, change your attitude and you will find us ready to welcome the new, and transformed, Daisy, into our midst. Act like the objectionable male you appear to represent and our treatment of you will not be pleasant.

This afternoon, you are to be displayed to the rest of the prison as an example of the disciplinary measures we can observe to keep order. If this was at Level 5, the punishment would last a minimum of six hours, you would be cruelly gagged and hooded, throughout, and food would only be administered if your period of restriction was over six hours.

As this is a demonstration, we will only restrain you for two hours. You have already eaten and been watered, so to speak. You will be half-hooded as you are, or you may opt for a full hood so as not to see the baying crowd who will turn out to watch. Your choice! The weather is neither too cold nor hot, it is perfectly acceptable and there will be no problem. I’ve had girls out there for 6 hours in the rain before now. Then it gets hard. We will release you after 2 hours and no more will be said about it. You will have experienced what may happen, and worse, if you break our rules. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes.” muttered an angry Daisy from under her rubber hood. “Thwack!” “Yes, Governess.” Screeched the she-devil in black. “Yes, Governess.” agreed a contrite Daisy.

“Good. Half-hood or full?”

Daisy considered her options and decided that she really didn’t want to suffer the humiliation of seeing the faces of 12 triumphal women watching a male, dressed in corset and thigh boots, for God’s sake, suffering at the hands of a female, so she quietly muttered, “Full hood,” “Thwack!”

“Full hood, please, Governess.”

“Very well, arrange that will you?” she asked Mistress 6, “we’ll use a hood that has eye-pieces so we can show Daisy our little box of tricks out there. Now, please take off this arm-binder and cuff her wrists behind and to a waist belt.”

Mistress 6 went to retrieve the hood that Daisy had requested. Mistress 2 was already prepared with the cuffs and chains and waist belt, so set to unlacing the arm-binder and unstrapping it from Daisy’s aching shoulders. It slipped off more easily than it went on, and, within minutes, Daisy was cuffed with black, leather wrist cuffs, attached together by a fine but strong silver chain and each cuff also attached to a D-ring in the back of the white belt, buckled around her corseted waist.

Now, the hood appeared and Daisy struggled to see what it was like but could not, so just accepted it as it came down over her wig, once the half-face hood had been removed. Once in place, she found it quite comfortable, no breathing problem, and nice and soft against her skin, and not overly tight. So, this was Level 4. Not too bad. She was just getting accustomed to being in blackout when, first one, and then the other eye-patch was snapped off and she could see the Governess leaning up to speak to her. “Okay, we’ll put these on to lead you out past the rabble, get you into the enclosure and then we can turn your back to the audience and just pop them off to show you our little merry-go-round. Sound OK to you?” It was a question, but she wasn’t really expecting an answer. “Now, give them a good show, Daisy. And you can go to bed happy tonight.”

Then the eye-pads went back on, each held with two press stud fastenings and Daisy wondered what was in store, as they pulled on her reins and guided her through the open door and down to the passageway that led to the exercise yard.

As they neared the yard, she and her escort, could already hear the muttering and laughing of the 12 assembled prisoners and their two female wardens, who were also looking forward to the show. And, as Daisy appeared, walking very tentatively, and led along by the two Mistresses, a great cheer went up and the women ran to form two lines, like a wedding party allowing Bride and Groom to process down the aisle. Daisy could hear and even feel this commotion and was glad she had opted for the full hood. She would have died if she’d had to look at all their mocking faces.

Despite the morning’s practice, the progress to the enclosed area was painfully slow. Daisy’s ankles were not hobbled but the boots still forced her to take small, mincing steps, as she “ran the gauntlet” of mocking female spectators. She heard cries of, “Oh, look at that little white piggy tail thing between her legs.” “Show us yer nick-nacks, Daisy.” “Oooh, doesn’t she look like a right tart in them boots.” “Daisy, Daisy give me your answer do!” was sung more than once. And each time, every comment was followed by loud and coarse laughter.

Daisy breathed a sigh of relief as they reached the doorway into the enclosure. She heard the door close behind her and was now distanced from the baying crowds.  She thought to herself, “It’s just like the burning of a witch, like you see in those old films, or the French Revolution, when they were shouting “off with her head!” Oh, the shame of it.”

Now they stood Daisy, facing onto her particular “stake”, as they removed her eye coverings. “Now, we just want to demonstrate our little toy, to you. I think you’ll be impressed,” said the Governess, as she indicated the metal post before them, and took a remote control from her jacket pocket.

Daisy looked now much more closely and saw what she had not seen before. Firstly, the post was actually standing on a round metal platform about 5 feet across. The metal post was not a single post of metal, in fact it looked more like it was two posts, back-to-back, connected in the middle by some kind of bulky, round, metal contraption which was rooted into the centre of the circular platform, by a strong and rigid metal pillar. And each post was actually standing free of the ground by a fraction and, was itself made up of 4 x four feet long, separate, pieces of metal that obviously all conjoined at this central point where it met the bulky metal contraption holding it all together. Two pieces reached down toward the ground and two reached up to the skies and Daisy had no idea what it all did.

Until the Governess said, “Watch this.” She pressed a button on the remote and the circular platform began to slowly rotate taking the two posts around with it. Then she pressed another button and one of the posts separated into its four composite parts. The four parts spread out and formed first a X, which gradually lowered itself to the ground to form a perfect cross, whilst the post behind it remained upright. Then another flick of the switch and the cross raised slightly, turned and then settled again into a +, an upright cross. Another whir, and it changed again to an inverted Y, with two legs spread at the bottom and a straight post from the centre point. Another whir and the two legs at the bottom moved in and those two at the top formed arms so it was now a right-way-up Y. And then all the four pieces joined back together, and the post came to rest upright in the position in which it started.

“But it gets better,” smiled the governess, “We can control both sides at once, so we can have one punishment on a X this side and another taking place on a Y the other.” And, as if to prove a point, she set both posts off in different combinations and, as the platform holding them revolved, it looked like a ballet of metal, as 8 different metal struts moved in and out, up and down, and round and round, to assume all the combinations of shapes that were possible. The crowd behind Daisy “Ooohhed!” and “Aaahhed!” and clapped, even though they’d seen it before, and Daisy herself had to admit this was a clever piece of modern-day torture equipment.

“Now, I thought for today we’d settle for this. I hope you agree.” And, as she played again with her remote, the platform stopped revolving and the two posts assumed their start position, both upright. Then the front one spread its arms at the top to form a strong and sturdy Y to which they now led the chained Daisy.

They replaced the eye-coverings before turning Daisy to face her audience. As she turned, a cheer went up and they started shouting again, where they had largely remained quiet during the ballet demonstration.

Now, Daisy felt her cuffs coming off and her arms were free, but not for long. Strong, black leather straps contrasted with the white of Daisy’s arms and the pure white of her attire as the Mistresses took one arm each and strapped first, the wrist, with a short matching pair of straps, then below the elbow, with a matching longer pair, and then above the elbow with a third longer matching pair of the sturdy leather binders. Each strap had been passed through an almost invisible, flat, fastening, point, on the outer edge of each of the arms of the Y so that there was no slip and Daisy’s two arms were stretched out taut and fast, to the two metal struts.

Then Daisy felt more leather strapping attacking her ankles, below her knees, just above her knees and a final one right at the top of her white thigh boots and close enough for her caged cock to use as a resting place to display itself to the jeering mob, who were working themselves into a frenzy, as the strapping became more severe, and Daisy’s position became more helpless. Now she was held to the Y frame by 10 different leather straps and her poor, aching body, prepared itself to endure two hours of this torment, almost the whole first hour, to be spent under the glare of the female inmates, who were enjoying the afternoon’s diversion from their drudgery.

As the Mistresses finished their work, the Governess allowed them to step off the platform and take a bow to their rapturous audience, then stood back and admired the spectacle herself, before putting the rotating platform on its slowest speed, and then leaving Daisy to turn and turn, very, very, slowly to show off her bound and leather enclosed frame to her appreciative watchers.

“Now to go and see if Candy Floss has stopped blubbering yet!” she sighed, as she left her two mistresses in charge of the remote and went to head back toward the main building, “Join me in twenty minutes, when everything is okay here, and we’ll get this new wretch into her boobies and some clothes. I don’t think that’s going to be pleasurable. You might want your ear-plugs.”

The two Mistresses laughed and looked forward to dealing with Candy Floss Delectable, later, first stopping to bathe in the glory of their living sculpture, slowly revolving beside them.

Daisy was not an advocate of Corporal Punishment, but, as punishments went, this one was not too bad, she thought. Apart from the humiliation of having the whole prison turning out to watch, she wasn’t too uncomfortable. The choice of hood was absolutely the right one. She imagined herself spinning round and round under the constant gaze of the watching crowd and seeing their faces pass, and pass, and pass, for the solid hour they stood watching her. Her body was now supported by all that strapping, and so she only had to think about standing atop those 6 inch heels and their 2 inch wedges. And it was a pleasant day, so she was neither too hot nor too cold. But she tried to imagine suffering this for six hours, with a cruel gag in her mouth and the rain or the snow falling on her. That would be entirely different and sufficient to make her shudder at the thought. “If that would be a Level 5 experience, what the hell did they do to raise it to Level 6?” she pondered, as her carousel took her round and round, endlessly.

She was aware of the noise receding, as the prison inmates were obliged to leave their front row seats and return to their prison drudgery, each proclaiming that it had been a very good show and they had particularly enjoyed watching an encaged little pink, piggy tail thing, in its white cage, bounce around on top of a black leather strap like a puppet on its stage.

Her Mistresses had left some time before, locking the enclosure entry gate to make sure there was no foul play from the ever-opportunistic, women prisoners, as they went to deal with a completely inconsolable Candy Floss.  Now, for an hour, Daisy revolved around and around on her own, lost in her thoughts, as she regretted that series of unfortunate incidents which had landed her in this kooky, and very kinky, institution. Could she endure 30 days of this? She doubted she’d be sane by the end of it.

Chapter 3

Day 1 – The Evening

Daisy-May was taken off her display stand at 5pm, precisely. No ceremony, no watching audience. She was aware that the platform had stopped moving before she even knew that anyone was around. She hadn’t heard a gate open, nor footsteps on the tarmac. But, next moment, she felt hands working at her tired legs, undoing one, two and then three straps. Not a word spoken. Next, two pairs of hands were working loose the straps at wrist, and at arm, until they too fell loose, and Daisy was back standing own her two own feet and with no bindings to support her.

She stepped tentatively forward, as hands helped her away from the still Y frame and off the, now stationary, revolving platform. She was guided forward and struggled for a minute or two until she got back confidently into her stride in the towering thigh boots.  Then she was led across the main exercise yard and back indoors, feeling the warmth hit her after two hours exposed outside.

Only when safely back in the main dressing room, as she was now calling it, did they take off her white leather hood and she blinked as the artificial light hit her eyes for the first time in over two hours.

“Welcome back, Daisy-May,” said a familiar voice, and, sure enough, as her eyes focussed, there was her nemesis, The Governess, sitting cross-legged, on the edge of the desk in front of her. “Now, that is a small example of the kind of punishment we deal out to anyone who disobeys our rules, or fails to improve their attitude. Now, your slate is wiped clean, as they say, and the next few days we will see if you settle properly and gracefully to your role here. I shall be watching you and I shall decide if and when it is appropriate to downgrade your security rating back to 2.

Now, we have decided to be generous. We are going to strip you of this outfit, but it will remain in your cell for future use, if it is needed. We have your cotton gown here to put on until we introduce you to your home for the next 30 nights. Once settled there, you will find a new satin gown to sleep in, you may shower and change into that and rest until dinner time. Straight after dinner, tonight, you will be returned to your cell, secured for the night and lights out, tonight, at 8.30pm. You need the extra rest. Tomorrow, your re-training continues in earnest. Until then, I leave you. Please be assured that I hear everything that happens in this establishment. If there is any misbehaviour tonight, I shall oversee an appropriate punishment tomorrow. Now, I really must try and calm down our new guest, I feel she needs more of my time than you warrant, at present. Goodnight.”

And she swept out to attend to Candy Floss and her needs, Daisy assumed, leaving the two Mistresses, now different to this morning’s, to peel off the collar, corset and thigh boots, that Daisy had now endured wearing for near on 7 hours.

They had her grip the bar in front of her and raised it slightly, but made no attempt to bind her to it, this time. Off came the hateful collar, first. The relief was instant, as Daisy moved her neck up, down and side to side to get the muscles warm and working again. Then, they peeled off the boots and Daisy was immediately re-assured to find herself back to normal height and back on her own two feet. Within minutes the corset joined the pile of clothing now sitting on the floor, and Daisy was given her pink cotton gown and her furry mule slippers to slip on her feet, before they handcuffed her hands behind her back and, one Mistress picking up the pile of white leather heaped before them, the trio set off to introduce Daisy to her new home.

They walked back down the familiar passageway that led out to the exercise yard but turned left before reaching the external doors. After passing through two sets of locking gates, they reached a passageway, with 5 cell fronts, opening out onto it. The first was Daisy’s. She knew instantly, because the name plate, she had seen that morning, now announced to the world that this inmate was named Daisy-May Blue Belle. The cell front was a standard sliding cage door, the steel bars offering very little privacy to the occupant of the cell. These were now slid open and Daisy was ushered in.

The cell was reasonably well-lit. It had a small high window that Daisy would just about be able to look down on the exercise yard, from. It had a big metal bed frame and Daisy immediately took in the numerous rings and rectangular fixing points welded along the frame and the head and tail of the bed. There was a single chair in the 10 by 10 cell, but it had a series of ominous looking leather straps at the arms and legs. There was a small sort of “dressing table” with a mirror above it and a few items of hair accessories, brush, comb and a small make-up set with just a couple of items in it. There was a dress rail, empty but for three items; a startling pink, silky satin, floor-length, gown, a matching pink latex half-face hood, the kind Daisy was now well-accustomed to, and a pink leather waist belt and cuff set, with its accompanying chains, similar to the one Peter had arrived in from his prison transport, but much lighter weight and in pink, instead of the custom black!

As they sat, a still cuffed, Daisy on the bed, the Mistresses spoke for the first time in half an hour, as they hung up the corset, hood, collar and placed the thigh boots under the dress rail. “This is your room for the next 30 days, said Mistress 4, according to her badge, “This rail will hold any outfits we require you to use during your stay.” “

“This is your attire for tonight and the next 3 thereafter,” said the other, Mistress 7, pointing to the satin nightgown. “You may soon shower and then wear this for dinner tonight. After 4 nights, you will be issued a new gown, it will be your responsibility to wash and iron this one, ready for future use.”

Then back to Mistress 4, “This hood and this harness and cuffs will be your normal attire for moving around the prison. When roused and released from your bed in the morning, you will present yourself showered and wearing this gown, before your cell door. In your right hand you will hold this hood, in your left, you will hold this harness. That informs us you are ready to be prepared and to be moved. Any deviation from this process will be punished. Understood?”

Daisy nodded weakly, it had been a long day, her power and her will to fight, was all spent.

“In there, you will find toilet, washbasin, shower and mirror. There are toiletries and towels. Sitting only is allowed for toileting. Any female caught standing at the toilet will be tied to it for the next 4 hours. Understood?” asked Mistress 7.

Again, Daisy understood and nodded.

“On the dressing table is a brush.” Yes, Daisy could see the pink-handled, girly brush, “and some make-up. If you wish to put lipstick on you will find some in the kit. Your hair must be looked after and neat, at all times. You may do as you please in this cell until 5 minutes before lights out, at that time, because you are Level 3, a Mistress will prepare you for the night. You will wear a similar device to that on your penis now. You will be secured to the bed so that you cannot play with yourself or pleasure yourself. There will be no toilet facility until the next morning, so make sure you have been to the toilet before the curfew begins.”

“Now have we forgotten anything?” Mistress 7 quizzed Mistress 4.

“Only to say that all clothing assigned to the prisoner, is her responsibility. If anything needs cleaning, she cleans it. If anything needs ironing, she irons it. And, if anything needs mending, she will learn to repair it.”

“Now, you have one hour to rest and to shower. Be stood at that door, with this gown on and the hood in your right hand and harness in your left, at 6.45pm. There is a clock on the wall outside your cell. At that time, one or both of us will move you to the Dining Room. Clear?”

It was all very clear, and Daisy would save any argument till tomorrow. Tonight, she wanted to rest, clean herself up and eat a decent meal. She had only taken fruit and a little meat at lunchtime and was now starving. They left her to it, un-cuffing her hands, and then, turning to go, shutting her sliding, cage door with a bang and a clink of keys and the turning of a lock. Now she was alone. And how terribly alone and desperate she felt.

The next hour passed quickly. There was no sound and no sight of Candy Floss, Daisy wondered if her fellow prisoner was suffering some dreadful punishment for making such a fuss. Daisy promised herself, she wouldn’t let them break her but neither would she go so far as to risk any Level 5 punishment. That thought, truly frightened her.

At 6.44pm precisely, she was showered, hair dried and brushed, as best she could, and stood, enjoying the feel of the satin gown against her freshly washed and now, completely, hairless, skin. She held the pink latex hood limply in her right hand, the waist belt and attached cuffs in her left.

The Mistress no. 4 came to the cell, saw her ready and ordered her to back up to the bed. Then entered the cell and instructed her to cuff each of her own ankles and then turn to face the bed. Daisy did and then the Mistress took the rest of the harness, putting the belt around Daisy’s satin-gowned waist and buckling it in the back with two lengths of chain dangling from the front and two from the back. She cuffed Daisy’s wrists and then ensured that all the cuffs and chains were connected so that her prisoner was hobbled by the chain between her ankle cuffs, this had a central chain, rising up, to meet one connecting her wrist cuffs and her wrists were attached to the front two lengths of chain on the leather belt, pink, of course, around her waist. There was no collar, with its connecting chain. Tonight. That was a relief.

The last job was to bring the thick latex hood down over Daisy’s head and face and zip it tightly to her, making sure that her unpadded, mouth was enclosed by the bottom half of the face-hood. Now Daisy was in mobility mode. This was the way she would move around the prison, at all times, until she was entirely trusted to be free. If warranted, her hands would be secured behind, and her neck collared, but they were taking it easy on her, after a full day of new experiences to cope with.

Five minutes later and they were entering the dining room and there, still sobbing like a child, strapped to the first chair as Daisy entered, was a short, slim, figure dressed in a cotton gown similar to Daisy’s initial one, but in a pastel blue shade. On her head was a matching blue latex hood, like Daisy’s. On her feet was a pair of fluffy blue slippers. And, from under the close-fitting hood, Daisy saw the unmistakeable curls of a golden blonde wig, falling in little ringlets, from the neck of the hood to the figure’s shoulders. This was Candy Floss, there was no doubt.

Candy Floss looked sheepishly at Daisy, as she hobbled past the chair to take the centre one of the five. Daisy was told to look straight ahead and did. Then she was seated, the lap strap was brought across before her hands were temporarily released from their cuffs and then fixed back to the arms of the chair with one simple, but tight, leather strap across each wrist. Her ankle cuffs were left on. Finally, the little wooden serving table was swung closed, trapping her like a baby caught in a high chair.

Then the Mistresses stepped back and the two prisoners, Daisy and Candy, sat in abject silence waiting for food.

When it arrived, each girl was asked which hand they ate with and that one was released and given a fork, the other was left bound. Then their hoods were removed and laid over the back of the chair, a reminder that they were there to be re-used. The meal that night was a tasty mix of braised beef in a rich onion gravy, with potatoes and carrots and peas. Daisy was so hungry she could have eaten anything. Her companion was so upset, she ate virtually nothing. And the pair, sat and ate, or otherwise played with their food, in absolute silence as an audience of 12 female prisoners the other side of the one-way glass, watched, chatted and laughed together, about this afternoon’s Exercise Yard spectacle and about this spectacle now before them. They loved it when there were really naughty, girly-boys in the establishment.

After a dessert of ice-cream and fruit salad, Daisy had a hot drink and was then re-hooded and re-cuffed and hobbled back to her cell. Candy was soon to follow, after having some food forced down her, to sustain her. And Daisy was sat and relaxing, cuffs off, hood off and toying with the make-up kit as the two Mistresses led a timorous Candy Floss to show her the cell, the dress rail, the satin nightgown and the other facilities, in her new home. Daisy heard more wailing and crying and a few sharp words. She really hoped Candy-bloody-Floss Delight, or whatever she was called, would seriously man-up, in the next 24 hours. She couldn’t stand this screaming and screeching for 30 days.

A signal told Daisy it would be lights out in ten minutes, last chance for toileting, and then a Mistress was at her door at 5 minutes to the designated time. She checked first Daisy’s cock cage, then re-hooded her for the night in her latex hood, which had been removed on returning from dinner and then, she ushered her to her bed.

Daisy realised, for the first time, that, as the bed cover and duvet were pulled back, there were already cuffs and chains affixed to two of the metal fixing points. As she lay down, the Mistress picked up those from the bed head. A two foot or so, length of chain was locked into a fixing point in the centre of the bed-head. This was connected to a 6-inch long, chain running from one wrist cuff to the other. Once the wrist cuffs were locked onto Daisy’s wrists and secured with small padlocks, she had sufficient movement to turn in bed and scratch her nose but could not get out of bed or reach more than a few inches below the pillow. Soon her legs were similarly fixed in joined ankle cuffs, but without the need for padlocks and, again, she could roll over from side to side but could not separate her ankles by more than six inches allowed by the ankle chain and could not bring her feet up more than a foot from the base of the bed. She was ready for the night, as her captor left her with a final warning not to disturb her hood, which she could manage to do with a little manoeuvring, or there would be consequences. Daisy-May knew about consequences, she would not try to take off her hood.

The cell door clanged to, as it slid across from its open, to its closed, position, and the turn of the key and the clunk as it locked, told Daisy she had a long night ahead before the trials and tribulations of the morrow. The lights were extinguished, and Daisy comforted herself thinking she was coping better than Candy Floss, who could still be heard sniffling, as voices in her cell attempted to calm her before bedding her down for the night.

“What she needs is some sedation,” thought Daisy, “Then maybe we can all get some bloody sleep.” And she turned awkwardly, to the accompaniment of her jangling chains, and closed her eyes, as she sighed a long, drawn out, sigh.

Chapter 4

Exercise is Good, for Body and for Soul

Daisy woke early. She had no idea what time it was, but it was still dark outside, the small window set high above her bed told her so. There was not a sound from any part of the prison. Even Candy Floss must, finally, have settled down in peace.

She lay there, wondering about this unique situation she found herself in, and her mind alternated between, wishing to rebel and fight and rail against the humiliation, and accepting her fate and just counting the 30 (plus the additional 30) days to freedom. Maybe it will all seem like a bad dream, 3 months from now, she thought.

Today, she made her mind up, she would acquiesce and accept anything they threw at her, and see if that scored her some “brownie points”. So, as she lay there and considered all options, the sun gradually came up and light slowly crept into the cell. She heard stirrings, as doors opened, locks were unlocked, pans and such like were rattled somewhere off in the distance, as the daily work of the prison, gradually came back to life.

Eventually, she heard her cell bars rattle, as one of the Mistresses came to release her from her cot, so that she could shower and present herself for her day’s activities. She wondered what they could be planning today, hopefully not another public display, she speculated.

The release from her chains was a relief and then the pink half-face rubber hood came off, which was an even greater relief. She rubbed her sore jaws and dry mouth and shook her arms to get the blood properly circulating, as the Mistress, number 4, ordered her to sit on the edge of the bed, and she jangled the small key to the padlock, holding her cock-cage shut.

“I’m to release you from your cage, this morning. Apparently, it’s coming off each day. You’ll need to wash it thoroughly under the hottest water and leave it to dry. It’s going back on tonight, and every night, till further notice. So, please co-operate, this is not a job I particularly enjoy,” as she knelt down to deal with the tiny padlock, her hands protected in their latex gloves.

As she rose, Daisy co-operating fully, glad to be rid of the awful device, the Mistress instructed, “It is around 7.20. You have 40 minutes to see to your necessaries and to wash the cage,” she pocketed the lock and key, as she spoke, “And then I want to see you standing by the bars, this hood in your right hand and the walking manacles hanging there, in your left. Is that clear?” Daisy nodded, and the Mistress turned and went off to see to her next charge. Daisy sat still for a moment, enjoying the luxury of being unrestrained, and could hear some movement from the cell three doors down, which Candy occupied. 

Daisy then went, cock-cage in hand, as instructed, to the small toilet and shower-room off from her cell. She spent a wonderful 30 minutes, free of all restraints, languishing on the toilet, remembering that sitting only was allowed, and then transferring to the shower.

She scrubbed at her strange facial make-up, in the shower, but examination in the mirror, later, told her she hadn’t budged it. She washed her hair and she soaped around her breast-forms with some degree of curiosity, as they bounced around under the pressure of the falling water. Then she rubbed herself dry and saw just how firmly both wig and boobs were fitted. Neither showed the slightest movement. Whatever they’d fixed them with, was doing its job superbly. They were there to stay, until the Governess decided otherwise.

After drying and re-dressing in the pink satin gown, which was all she had apart from the white, leather corset and thigh boots, hanging, threateningly, on the clothing rail, Daisy sat at the mirror and tried to make some sense of the hair. She had never coped with long hair before and did her best to tame it, so it, at least, looked presentable, if not exactly like something from one of those hair-care adverts.

By five to eight, she was as ready as she was going to be, to face the trials of the day, and she reluctantly picked up her matching pink hood and took down the belt and cuff arrangement that was her “walking shackle set”. She was stood, with some trepidation, as the Mistress #5, re-appeared.

“Good, I’m glad to see you can follow instructions. We’ve been warned that you were some trouble yesterday? Please stand by your bed, facing it, and put the belt around your own waist and the larger of the four cuffs around your ankles, I shall return in two minutes to see to the rest and to hood you.”  And she was gone again.

Daisy, the fully co-operating Daisy, to see where this got her, did as she was bid and, when the warden appeared for the third time, she had her ankles cuffed and the belt buckled around her waist. She heard the key turn in the lock and her cell door slide open as the Mistress approached her from behind and secured her two wrists into the waiting leather cuffs before bringing the hood down to re-cover her head and reveal her made-up features. And they were ready for the morning ritual, which was hardly ever altered from this first full morning and for all her time, till her final week of mornings, in the institution.

She was marched down to the dining hall, pinned to her chair, number 3 in the central position, one arm was released from its cuff, the hood was removed but left over the back of the chair, ready for re-installation, as soon as the last drop of juice and last morsel of the “healthy” breakfast had been consumed, and then she would be re-hooded and taken to discover what delights awaited her in the main dressing room.

She was aware that Candy was now also installed in her chair no. 5, but was warned to look straight ahead, as she stared at her reflection in the wall of mirror and, unknown to her, stared straight also, into the eyes of the ever-watchful women inmates in the main prison block, who were enjoying the same breakfast but in absolute freedom to talk, laugh and socialise, and enjoy the morning entertainment laid on by the Mistresses, and starring Daisy-May Blue Belle and Candy Floss Delectable.

It was exactly the same routine, in reverse, once feeding ended. The hood went back on, the cuff went back around the freed wrist, the little tray table was swung back and the lap strap, that secured her to the chair, was released, and she was, once more, on the move. To be welcomed back by a slightly less belligerent Governess, who was sat astride the desk edge, as Daisy hobbled into the dressing chamber and stood, humbled before her.

“Good morning, Daisy-May, and welcome to your first full day with us. I hear you co-operated well this morning, so I applaud you. So much easier for us and for you, if you co-operate. Now, shortly we are going to change you into your work clothes for the day. Today, we are introducing you to the exercise yard and to the gymnasium. If you do your exercises correctly and diligently, you will have a short lesson in make-up, this afternoon, in case you wish to add to your facial appearance, once back in your cell. You’ll also be visiting the laundry. There we will get you to hand wash a couple of things and to iron a nightgown or two, see how you cope with that. In a couple of days, you’ll have your own washing and ironing to do, that gown gets changed every four days, remember. So, it’s a busy day, lunch at one, evening meal at 7. Free time in your cell until lights out tonight at 9. Now, let’s get you dressed.” And she turned to pick up the first item of clothing.

Daisy took in the black leather corset that was held before her and she stood patiently, as Mistress 5, fumbled to undo the intricate belt, cuff and chain arrangement around her body, to allow the Daisy to disrobe and stand, naked apart from her latex hood, and ready to receive the constricting corset around her upper body.

No struggle today, just go with it, she kept telling herself, as she gasped each time the back lacing of the corset was pulled in, harder and harder, by the over-enthusiastic mistress.

Soon, she was, once again, encased within the confines of the restricting corset and was then instructed to sit, as each leg was fed into a long, black, leather boot, only knee-high today, but still equipped with a fairly fearsome 4 inch heel, and no platform sole to counter the height of the heel. She guessed that more “deportment” was planned.

Next came a short, black leather skirt that fastened, kilt-like, around her pulled in waist and sat below the matching corset, just long enough to offer some dignity, as it hid her bobbing penis, now swinging happily, free of its cage. The Governess and Mistress seemed delighted that it pulled across to the third popper-stud fastening, indicating that Daisy’s waist was around 30 inches, under the influence of the boned and firm corset.

After the skirt, Daisy was raised onto her feet and wobbled slightly as she tried to adjust her balance and stand, under her own steam.

Next, was a black, leather armbinder, and Daisy’s free hands were taken behind her back, and threaded into the sleeve, before it was first zipped and then laced up along its entire length from fingertip to shoulder.

She squirmed a little as the armbinder moulded itself to her arms, drawing them ever closer and closer together, as the laces were tightened. This was not going to be comfortable. she thought.

Finally, the two women seemed satisfied and the Governess turned her ward around to speak directly to her. “Thank you, Daisy. Much better and much quicker today. Keep this up and your security level will be dropped back to 2 before you know it. Then, like Candy, who is on her way here now, you won’t have to suffer that dreadful binder around your arms. It’ll be so much pleasanter just to be in cuffs, don’t you agree?” Daisy nodded, she was keeping up her pretence of co-operation just for that very reason.

“Now, we do have to replace that hood, with a black one. I like everything to co-ordinate. But then we want to put a head harness on you. It’s just for this morning’s exercise. Nothing to be alarmed about. Just an added precaution since you’ll be sharing the exercise yard with little Candy-Floss.”

In minutes, the pink hood had been discarded and replaced with an exact replica, in black latex. Now a neck collar with three D-rings, one central, one either side, was buckled around her neck, the collar of the black hood offering some protection, as it cushioned the neck against the softish leather which now encircled it. She noted that this was far less severe than the posture collar she had worn the previous day, and was relieved to find she had some head movement, albeit, limited.

And then came the leather head harness. It was a web of leather, strapping which sat down over the latex hood but had a thin strap which tightened around the forehead and held two large stiff flaps of leather that stuck out at right angles to her face and acted as blinkers, one either side of the head, to stop any sideways eye-detection. She could now only see straight ahead, without making a definite, and determined, effort to turn her head, which, given the restriction of the neck collar, was not easy. A further strap came down from the harness to buckle under her chin and a further buckle was tightened off at the back of her lower head to make the whole harness fit snugly on top of the hood.

“I think she’s ready to go,” affirmed the Governess, “Have fun the pair of you!” as the Mistress clipped a leash to the collar, gathered up two more long, leather, leashes and tugged at her charge, to lead her off toward the exercise yard, just as Candy-Floss was being led in to the dressing chamber by Mistress 6. Their eyes met briefly, as Candy got first sight of the outfit, she too, would soon be attired in.

Once they had made their way to the yard, the strange pair headed straight for the far enclosure where the post stood, gleaming and threatening, in the early morning sunshine. The yard was empty, thankfully, and Daisy hoped it remained so. She also hoped that she was not due to spend another session at the post, as it came fully into view and she remembered her previous day’s humiliation.

But, no, exercise was what was planned for today and the Mistress led Daisy up to the central dais, before releasing her hold on the short leash, unclipping that, and changing it to one of the two longer leashes she had brought. This was clipped first at Daisy’s collar and then the other end to the upper bar of the central, upright, post. Then the second leash was clipped to a ring built into the corset, just above the waistband of the leather mini-skirt, that Daisy sported so elegantly, and this was also affixed but to a point just below the centre of the gleaming, metal post.

Now, Daisy was urged to side-step away from the post and stretch the leashes to their full length, so she could see she was joined by collar, and by waist, by two 8-feet long leashes.

The Mistress stood well to one side, as she took the familiar remote from her pocket, and set the pole, and its platform, slowly rotating. Daisy understood, that if she did not keep pace with the rotating pole, she would be dragged along by it, so she set off, as though on a treadmill, walking in a circular fashion keeping the two long leashes just slack enough not to pull her over.

This was, indeed, a further lesson in deportment, but a motorized one! It meant the Mistress had complete control of her prisoner and with no effort, on her part. She could adjust the speed of walking and direction, at will. And, as Daisy stumbled along, she gradually increased the speed, till she sensed Daisy was just about at her limit and needed to gain confidence in the heels she wore, before taking it any faster.

After around 15 minutes, the revolving dais slowed and stopped, and Daisy caught her breath. The blinkers on her head harness, had prevented any sideways eye-vision, but Daisy, staring straight ahead, detected movement and realised they were now being joined by Candy, being led into the arena by her Mistress. She was dressed in exactly the same, outlandish, manner as Daisy, and wearing the same hood and harness affair that Daisy wore, except her hands were loosely cuffed and chained to a waist-belt in front of her.

Candy was taken to the direct opposite side of the post, and her short leading leash was, similarly, swapped for two longer ones which were affixed to the other twin post, in the exact same spot as Daisy was bound to hers. Once achieved by Mistress 6, the two stood back, as Candy side-stepped away from the post and the first Mistress set the machinery once more into motion, at first, only at its slowest speed, so that Candy could adjust to the circular walk, in her matching 4-inch heels.

And so, the two leather-bound captives walked around and around, struggling at first, as the speed was, again, gradually increased. Neither could look across to see how her twin was coping, as the eye-blinkers prevented it and it took all their concentration to keep pace with the revolving post. 

And the Mistresses, obviously amused by the plight of their two poor she-males, alternated the speed of the revolve to add to their captives’ frustration, as they struggled to master the task set them by their heeled footwear. 

A full hour of jerky stops, starts, fast and slow, forward and, occasional, backward, movements followed, as the Mistresses amused themselves at the expense of the two, captive sissies. Then they were led off back into the building and down the corridor to the small in-house gym, kitted out with a half dozen pieces of sturdy exercise equipment. Over the coming weeks, the pair would acquaint themselves intimately with each one, as they were to go through this specific regime of exercise, daily, in a bid to reduce the waist size of each “girl” to an acceptable 28/29 inches. Poor Daisy had a long way to go to lose her 6 inches of surplus. Candy, although almost the identical height and build as Daisy, had a much slighter waist and was already well on her way to attaining a flattering female shape.

Each girl was introduced to just two pieces of equipment, this first day. Daisy being harnessed first to the treadmill and then to the bicycle machine, spending 15 exhausting minutes at each. Tomorrow, she was warned, they would add a third exercise until she was doing a full hour of gym workout, added to the hour in the exercise yard, each day.

Lunch was consumed hungrily and in complete silence, as no talking was encouraged before, unhooded for once, the pair were introduced to the make-up teacher who spent an hour with them teaching them the rudiments of eye and lip make-up. Candy listened enthusiastically and was to become a model pupil. She almost seemed to be enjoying her predicament, after the horrendous sobbing, wailing and gnashing of teeth from the previous night. Daisy was far less enthused but played along and smiled and nodded in all the appropriate spots. By the end of the session, both had been encouraged to make up the other’s eyes and lips. Candy made a pretty valiant effort on Daisy’s face, and the finished result won the tutor’s approval. Even Daisy was quite pleased with the way she looked. Unfortunately, Daisy should have paid more attention. The tutor decided she couldn’t send Candy out looking like a Halloween ghoul and she re-did the whole caboodle, before declaring the short lesson ended and promising a further session in a couple of days’ time. “Oh! Whoopy-doo!” thought Daisy, but she said nothing. 

Then, after a short spell in the laundry and another failed attempt, this time at ironing, each girl was returned to their cell and left unrestrained to rest before an evening meal and free time before the 9.00pm lights out curfew.

And so, this was, pretty much, going to be their life for the 30 days. There would be changes in the exercise regime and there were promised to be classes in Art, and Cooking, and in Needlework, none of which particularly rocked Daisy’s boat. Candy appeared quite excited about Art classes and seemed destined to get more from this “re-education” than Daisy was going to achieve.

In fact, Candy was going to prove herself a very competent artist, an adequate cook and even quite a keen dressmaker.

Daisy was not!

Chapter 5

The Chair

“I am not letting you put me in that. It’s ridiculous.” Daisy-May exclaimed, “I’ve had enough of this. I don’t want to play your silly games any longer. I want to see a lawyer.”

“Please demonstrate, again, to Daisy here, exactly what happens if our orders are not obeyed.” commanded the Governess, of the waiting Mistresses.

And Mistress 3 brought her small rubber truncheon down across Daisy’s stomach, once and hard. Daisy reeled at the blow and let out a sharp gasp of air.

Now, Governess Sharp towered over the cowered Daisy-May and spoke very calmly, “You will wear exactly what we order you to wear. You will do exactly what we command you to do and you will play whatever game we ask you to play. There is no lawyer here for you to complain to. You have no rights, whatsoever, whilst you are our guest here. You lost all your rights when you decided to break the law. Now, you are going to wear this dress today and for the rest of your 3 weeks here, if I so demand it. Ladies, please, a temporary hood for our Daisy, to facilitate us dressing her.”

Daisy went to protest but a second blow across her barely protected stomach bent her over for a second time.

She had now been in the facility for 5 full days and had spent each one of those days in some level of restraint, usually just the collar and wrist and ankle cuffs, occasionally, something more severe. Today, for the first time she had been allowed to move from the dining room, where she had, once again, shared the room for breakfast with her only co-prisoner, Candy, without the restraints and without the usual latex open-faced hood, which she had become so accustomed to. And now here she was, she had walked, completely unrestrained, back to the dressing room. It had been the same routine each morning, though, every time, Daisy had been cuffed and put into the appropriate latex Gwendoline hood, as soon as breakfast was finished and brought to the main dressing room to discover what her “uniform” for the day was. Each day she had been kitted out in leather corset, boots, usually thigh length, and gloves. Then she had undergone exercise routines in the small prison gymnasium and, when weather permitted, out in the exercise yard.

Today was different, maybe the fact that she was not cuffed and hooded had emboldened her sufficiently to make this protest. Candy had been taken from the breakfast room first and was now half-dressed in a bright green satin corset, black stockings, matching green, satin, high heeled, open-toed, shoes, secured around her dainty ankles with a green satin ribbon tied in a fanciful bow, and long green satin gloves to match the corset. Her cock had been caged in a metal contraption and they were about to drop a fanciful, frilly, green satin frock over her head, like a young girl’s, party frock. Candy-Floss was putting up no protest and allowing herself to suffer yet mere humiliation at the hands of her perverse captors. Daisy guessed, correctly, that she was beginning to enjoy it, in fact. But not Daisy-May!

Daisy-May had spotted her costume for the day hanging on the opposite side of the room. Alike to Candy’s in every detail, though Daisy’s was a bright blue satin frock and all its matching accessories, blue long satin gloves, blue satin corset, stockings, blue satin shoes, were laid out ready for her to accept.

“We assumed you would like to adopt something to wear that was a little more feminine now that we’ve reached almost the end of your first week with us. It demonstrates to us a softening of your aggressive manner and we, in turn, are ready to soften our approach to you. But I’m afraid I’m disappointed in your manner, Daisy. So, let me tell you, we are still going to put you in this dress, whether you protest or not. But your morning here will take a completely different turn, if you do not co-operate with us. So, your choice. You decide.”

Daisy was having none of it and let out a tirade of abuse, before a temporary leather hood was forced down over her head by Mistress 3 and quickly zipped up the back by Mistress 5. It did not silence Daisy, who was still creating under the hood, but who was now seriously handicapped by her inability to see.

“I can see we are not going to get any co-operation from this one. Please take her to the dressing area there and secure her arms to the bar. We’ll have to force her into the dress today and then she can reflect in the chair for the rest of the morning. I’m not wasting any more time on her.”

The two female wardens manhandled the hooded Daisy over to the mechanical bar she had experienced on her first day and tethered her hands into the waiting bondage mitts. Then they raised the bar up above Daisy’s head until she was, once again, straining on tiptoe. Only then, did the muffled cursing from under the leather hood, cease, as Daisy tried to maintain her balance on the tips of her toes.

“Leave her there for 5 minutes whilst we finish Candy-Floss off and then we can come back to her. Give her time to calm down.” The Governess advised, as all attention went from the, now silent, Daisy, to the more docile Candy, who was patiently waiting to accept the satin frock as it was offered up above her head.

They raised the frock high above her gloved arms, which she had held up to afford the satin confection to flutter down and settle upon her shoulders as its petticoated skirt tumbled down below her small waist and came to rest, projecting out at around 45 degrees, on top of its own built in net skirting. It was then a simple job for one Mistress to button up the back of the dress, from Candy’s pulled in waistline, right up to the high satin and lace-frilled collar, that tickled her under the chin. The long row of lighter green pearl-like buttons, easily slotted into their respective buttonholes and, soon, Candy-Floss was a delightfully feminine picture of girlishness as she stood there calmly accepting her fate and allowing the Mistresses to smooth out the creases in the satin frock and ensure the short skirt was projecting in a full circle, and sitting neatly on top of the layers of netting that made the whole, frothy, appearance, so striking.

“Good,” murmured the Governess, “Almost perfect, now she’s ready to join the ladies in their needlework class this morning. But we don’t want you speaking to any of our other guests, Candy, so I’m afraid you’re going to be hooded. Can you fetch the matching hood for this outfit, please, Mistress?” and Mistress 3 went off to the Aladdin’s cave of a store room and returned two minutes later, with a matching green, latex, Gwendoline hood, with the additional mouth and chin straps, to ensure the wearer was unable to communicate.

Once this was over Candy’s head and just allowed her eyes and nose to peep through the opening, the mouth strap was buckled securely around the back so that her mouth was sealed and then the strong chin strap was brought up under her chin, up each side of the hood’s open face, through the retaining loops situated near to the ears, and then buckled tightly on top of the head to ensure no mouth movement at all.

Now, the usual arrangement of leather collar, ankle and wrist cuffs and their joining, delicate, silver, chains, was introduced, and a manacled and silenced Candy-Floss was good to go. She was now to be taken to join the regular female prisoners, in their first needlework class of the week, though they would be free to converse and to move around the small needlework room, whilst Candy, in her over-the-top, satin outfit would be secured to her seat to become, yet again, a prime target for the other prisoners’ amusement and mockery.

Candy, in her green satin confection, was led from the room by Mistress 3 whilst Mistress 5 and the Governess turned their attentions to the now, silent and humbled Daisy.

They took up the bright blue satin corset and the pair of fishnet, black, stockings and brought them over to where Daisy was straining against her bonds, and, given the energy Daisy was expending just to stay on her toes, it was a relatively easy job to get the corset around her now naked body and laced up extra tight to pull her waist in, to a very respectable, 28 inches. Then each began to pull a stocking up each of Daisy’s legs and were just securing them to the suspenders dangling from each side of the corset, when Mistress 3 returned to report that Candy-Floss, beautiful satin-frocked, blonde-haired, ringleted, Candy-Floss was now installed in her seat, and ready for her needlework lesson, amidst much laughter and shaming by the other inmates.

“Excellent, I’m sure the ladies will enjoy her company. Now, can you help us with Daisy-May here? We need the shoes, gloves and then, the tricky bit. I’m hoping she’s stopped fighting us now and will accept the dress, but, if she kicks off again, I’d like you standing by.”

They first lifted Daisy’s now fishnet-stockinged feet, first the left and then the right, and fed them into the super-sexy, bright blue, satin, peep-toe heels. Once her size 7s were firmly planted in the shoes, the two Mistresses stooped to tie the bright blue satin ribbon in an exaggerated bow at the front of Daisy’s ankle. Now, the strain was removed from her toes as her whole frame was raised around 4 inches by the super-high, 5inch heels, supplemented by the 2inch platform soles, and Daisy breathed a sigh of some relief under her loosely fitted “temporary” hood.

Her situation was further improved as the bar holding her arms way up above her head was slowly lowered and the Mistresses were about to unbind her hands from their mitts when the Governess stopped them and said, “I think I’d better put on the cock-cage first, you know she’s going to object to that. A nice blue, 4inch polycarbonate one please, you know her ring size now.”

And so, for the umpteenth time in a week, the poor she-male prisoner was subjected to the indignity of having a rubber-gloved Mistress, attaching a strong ring around her testicle sac, before the Governess herself, also now wearing surgical latex gloves, took delight in feeding Daisy’s flaccid penis into its bright blue, polycarbonate, prison, before attaching the whole lot together with its linking rod and locking it off with the now familiar brass padlock.

Satisfied that the penis was firmly entrapped for the foreseeable future, the Governess instructed the Mistresses to proceed and they lowered the bar further, before unbinding each hand and, almost immediately, each of Daisy’s arms was introduced to its pretty, blue, satin shoulder-length glove and each was smoothed right up the arm by the Mistresses.

“Now for the final delicious little number, and you are going to look an absolute delight, my gorgeous girl,” remarked the Governess, as she pinched Daisy’s flushed cheek, through the sleek leather of the all-encasing hood. And the Mistresses brought the dress up over Daisy’s hooded head, as each struggled with the frothy satin dress held in one hand and one each of Daisy’s arms held in the other. With the years of dressing experience behind them, the Mistresses coped well with their multi-tasking and soon had the beautiful confection of satin and integral lace netting, cascading down over the black leather-hooded, head and tumbling below Daisy’s constricted, corseted, waistline, till it stopped just short of her knees and bobbed back up to rest on its bed of lace, as the blue, hard plastic, cock cage momentarily disappeared from view, and then re-appeared, bobbing up and down with the same motion as the dress itself.

“Perfect. Absolutely perfect, ladies. Thank you,” declared the Governess as the full dress was buttoned all the way up Daisy-May’s back from her slimmed down waist to the high ruffle neck of the dress, which now enveloped the girly body, of this reluctant she-male, “Now, please secure her hands temporarily behind her and fetch me the blue latex Gwendoline hood with the integral ball and the extra wide mouth strap, please. We don’t want any of her foul-mouthed chatter, this morning, at least, do we?”

Whilst Mistress 3 went to fetch the required hood, Mistress 5 swiftly handcuffed Daisy’s gloved hands behind her, and then unzipped the hood which had effectively calmed Daisy for the past 25 minutes. Daisy was, once more, about to complain at her treatment, but given the precarious heels she was standing in, the weight of the cock-cage swinging just under the hem of the satin frock, the position of her hands, cuffed behind her and making her balance even more difficult, AND, mostly because Mistress 5 had now assumed a position behind and to the side of her, with rubber truncheon in hand, she decided that her situation was not favourable, and she wisely kept her mouth shut.

She kept it shut until the Governess commanded she open it to accept the medium-hard rubber ball, built into the blue latex hood which was now descending over her hair, to replace the leather one they had just removed. The open-face hood was slightly thicker latex than those Daisy had now become so accustomed to . . . and this was the first that she’d experienced, that had a gag built in. The small firm ball, popped easily into her wide-open mouth, there was no other place for it to go, and the thick latex of the hood snapped it into place, very effectively, even before the back of the hood had been zipped down, from the very top of Daisy’s encased head, to the nape of her neck, overlapping the high, ruffled, collar of the satin frock. The mouth strap on this hood was different too, both thicker and wider than normal and so, much more efficient at gagging her. Once this, and the identical chin strap were buckled tight, the ball was firmly held between Daisy’s teeth and no sound was going to escape from her pretty lips, until the wicked latex hood was removed.

“Okay, please introduce our pretty, little girly, here, to the Chair, would you?” asked the Governess, as Mistress 5 disappeared from the room, and was gone for several minutes.

Daisy wondered what fiendish plan had this sadistic Governess now designed, to punish Daisy for her earlier objection.  And Daisy wanted to cry, as The Governess faced her and mocked her again for her aggressive attitude, “You need to learn, Daisy, you cannot win here. Whatever you do to oppose us, we will repay you threefold. I have never had a prisoner that I haven’t eventually broken. It’s what we do here. It’s why we get so warmly rewarded with lots of taxpayers’ lovely, dosh. They don’t care how we do it. They just care about results. I sometimes take 3 months, but I always give them the result they desire, and they keep sending us new prisoners. So, I suggest you just be a good, little, girl and accept your fate. With you, I only have another 24 days, so I need to start seeing you submit to our will, very soon, or I shall have to order additional treatments to make you acquiesce. Your choice, girly. But my advice would be to accept the frocks and the frills and then we can move on to Stage 2 of your transformation. Just look at Candy Floss, you have a day’s start almost on her, but she is already miles ahead, in terms of her attitude. There she is now, in relative comfort, learning to sew and enjoying the company of the other girls here. She’s already made her mark in the Art Class and in Cookery. And here’s you, about to be confined to your chair for the next 3 hours. Ah! Here it comes now.” she concluded, as Daisy heard first the squeak of something hefty being wheeled down the corridor, and then, as the door was held wide open, in came Mistress 5 with The Chair.

The first impression Daisy had, was of a solid wooden box-like object set on four sturdy wheels. Closer inspection, convinced her she was looking at something that was a cross between a very substantial wooden wheelchair and the kind of old-fashioned electric chair that you see on old US movies.

“I see you are curious,” remarked the Governess, “We use this to quieten down any objectionable inmates who can’t quite come to terms with their situation here, just like you. But it’s main purpose is to transport our high-security, Category 5, prisoners. Once you’re in it, there is no escape and some of our more difficult guests find themselves spending several days in it. Eating, sleeping, even their toileting. We can arrange that, but it won’t be necessary today. I just want you to have a taste. I’m raising your security level to Level 4, just for today. Impress me that you have learned a lesson from this little exercise, and we’ll take you back to Level 3 before bed-time. Fair?”

None of this seemed fair to the subdued Daisy, whose eyes were firmly fixed, not on the mocking Governess, but on the wheeled contraption in front of her. It was very boxy, all square angles and made of tough, unforgiving wood, with no padding of any description to take away from the harshness of its angular lines. The other remarkable feature was the abundance of thick, harsh, leather strapping spilling out from each part of the frame.

On each of the flat wooden armrests, were two thick straps, clearly designed to hold the lower arm flat to the rest. But, added to this, at the broader hand end of the arm-rest, was a little web of 5 tiny, small loops of leather, obviously more straps, one for each satin-gloved finger that was about to sit there.

As Daisy’s eyes ran up the back of the chair, she saw a further strap to secure the upper arm at right angles to the armrest. Added to this were two broad straps that would go around the upper body and hold it rigid to the straight back of the chair. And there, in the middle of the high central backrest were three more straps, smaller, and, Daisy assumed from their positioning, designed to hold the prisoner’s head, equally rigid, against the unyielding wooden backrest.

From the seat of the chair, which held a further strap, rather like an aircraft lap-belt, the wooden frame dropped straight down a leg panel to a broad foot-rest, jutting out horizontally, just like the footrest on a standard wheelchair, but this one was, again, solid fixed wood. The perpendicular leg panel had an odd arrangement of strapping, two small straps hung from either side of the panel, but these were supplemented by two much longer straps, centrally bolted to the panel. Daisy correctly surmised that these were configured like this so that the legs could be splayed open and secured in the shorter straps set one to each side, or both legs could be brought together and strapped that way, by utilising the longer straps in the centre. And, finally, on the solid wooden footrest were three more straps, two separated to hold each foot in its firm grip and one longer one, again, in the centre of the footrest to hold both feet, if that position was required.

Daisy had thought “finally” but her eyes came back to the small hole almost central to the seat of the chair. She had no idea what that was for. In fact, it could be used for the aforesaid toileting of the prisoner who was condemned to spend several days in the confines of this dreadful, medieval punishment machine but, today, it had an entirely different purpose. Daisy did not know it, but an elevating, freshly sanitised, and fully lubricated, butt plug would soon be raised up through the hole, and stand proud and ready to invade the poor she-male’s, fully exposed, bare butt.

So, this was to be Daisy’s prison for, well, who knew how long? The Governess was the only one who held that answer and she had re-assured her that this was just a 3 hour “taster”. Daisy hoped she was true to her word and decided she did not want to be condemned to it for any longer than necessary, so she promised herself, she would behave.

They turned Daisy to face away from the chair, as Mistress 5 uncuffed her arms and held her tight, the other Mistress raised up, unseen to Daisy, the central phallus, a black rubber butt plug that now glistened for the whole of its 4inch length, that was now exposed . . . and, was beckoning and inviting Daisy to join it. There was another three inches in reserve under the seat, that could be raised mid-procedure, but the Governess had instructed that 4 inches, for a taster, was probably sufficient.

Now, with one Mistress at each side, Daisy was guided backwards and raised slightly, to be deposited, very slowly and carefully down on the waiting plug, with the Governess directing operations and raising Daisy’s satin and netting skirts to ensure clear entry for the impatient butt plug. Daisy squealed through her rubber ball and latex hood gagging, as she felt the intruder pressing on her butt spot. She had no idea what was happening, before it was too late, and the black, hard and thick rubber shaft had begun its now irreversible journey, up Daisy’s delicate and virgin butt. If she’d been able, she would have let out several prohibited expletives, fortunately, her gag prevented it and saved her from any additional punishments.

After just two or three minutes of careful lowering and adjustment of position the full 4 inches of plug had been consumed and Daisy and IT, had become one. Now the strapping could begin.

“Fingers here please, instructed the Governess, pointing to the five, small, leather loops at the end of each armrest. Daisy had little choice, and slipped each hand into position so that, with a little guidance from each Mistress, the fingers each threaded through one of the five loops presented to them. Now, from underneath the end of the armrests, each Mistress pulled down on the one strap that formed the five different loops, through a clever piece of engineering. This had the effect of tightening all five loops, each to its own finger, before the strap was buckled off either side and Daisy was now held captive just by this one device.

But this was insufficient restraint for the wardens and, particularly for the strict Governess, who had proclaimed this device inescapable, and so proceeded to make it so.

The next strap fixed Daisy’s wrist each side. The next held her arm just below the elbow. Now she had no movement in her lower arm and began to realise how harsh and uncomfortable this wooden monster could be after just a few minutes, let alone several days. Next, her upper arm became similarly affixed as the strap either side of the tall backrest was brought around the satin gloved arm and squeezed it tightly to be held against the outer edge of the back of the chair.

The three broader straps, one across her lap, one just above the waist of the extravagant froth of net underskirts and satin topping, one across her satin bustline, squeezing the gel inserts in the corset tight to her breast, almost completed the upper-body strapping. Of course, there were the three ominous softer straps that were still dangling loose, at head level. These were clearly being left till the very last to add to the ritual strapping that had now descended to the legs. Daisy’s legs were splayed out and each foot was inserted into one of the two side loops of leather that were then tightened to hold the sexy, open toe of the blue satin heels, in place, before two last straps on each side of the perpendicular leg panel, gripped her legs, one at each fish-netted, ankle, one at each fish-netted, lower leg, just below the knee joint.

Daisy was still wrestling to come to terms with the sheer discomfort of the angular nature of this awful contraption and, at the same time, attempt to squirm to escape the devilish intruder which was disturbing her butt. But there was no escape from either. The lap strap had brought her even closer into contact with her alien invader and she squirmed as much as the chair’s strapping would allow. Daisy appreciated that even an iron-man, which she was not, would not be able to break the grip of those stout straps which so completely held her to her new prison.

She was still distracted by the invasion of her backside, when the Governess assumed her usual “Masterful” position directly in front of her face and held her latex covered chin in her hand, as she enquired, “What do you think? Like or dislike? You’re here for 3 hours, Daisy. Enough to make a considered judgement, I think. We’ll wheel you off to solitary, in a moment, and then you can reflect on your behaviour, whilst you while away the time with that new friend of yours, the one that will soon start to drive you wild. Oh, but you can’t go wild, can you? Remember your cock-cage. Please don’t get yourself too excited, I have no idea what will happen if you try to have an erection. Not a problem, I’ve ever experienced, I’m afraid. Despite what many of our guests think, I have never actually been a bloke – just a very perverse bitch. I shall ask you about the experience, when we release you at 1.00pm, just in time for lunch. So, goodbye, Daisy, just these last three straps to go and you are, as they say, DONE.”

The Mistresses obliged. Taking the first of the straps, the lowest of the three, they brought that around Daisy’s latex and satin and lace be-frilled neck, and buckled it in front, directly over her Adam’s apple. The next came around her forehead, again buckled tight in the centre of her hooded forehead to secure her head back, hard, against the inflexible, wooden, backrest.

The last strap, the middle one, was the hardest of all to take, as it encircled her eyes, her beautifully made-up, feminine eyes, displayed up till this point, in the open face of the hood, but now completely obliterated by the wider, softer, leather strap, which was now depriving her of her sight, as she was plunged into a deep, deep, darkness, with nothing to concentrate on except the unrelenting pressure of the butt plug, which now took up her full attentions.

Daisy felt the chair move before the squeaking wheels also told her she, and her prison, were on the move. The Mistresses, accustomed as they were to wheeling all shape and size of “guest” around in the fiendish machine, made short shrift of Daisy’s relatively slight frame and she was soon down the full length of the corridor and entering the solitary confinement cell. This was separate to the rest of the five cells in this block and was completely enclosed, no open bars, no windows, just the one artificial light, a rough-hewn, wooden bed, a sink and a toilet housed in the furthest corner of the 8-feet by 8-feet cell, and the one solid wood and metal, door, which was soon to close shut behind her exiting captors, and leave Daisy to her futile struggle against her butt-mate.

She heard the switch flick off the solitary, overhead, light and she heard the heavy re-enforced door, swing shut, and then Daisy was all alone in the darkness, with plenty of time to reflect on whether her opposition to wearing the satin frock, that now adorned her body anyway, had been at all worth it.

She was still feeling feisty but, also so uncomfortable, she decided, maybe, she should resign herself to the remaining 24 days of this madness and, then the 30 days in “open-prison” and those thoughts filled her head, for the next, long and lonely three hours.

Chapter 6

Daisy’s Humiliation Continues

The three hours in solitary passed slowly. There was not a sound, anywhere around her, to be heard, and Daisy, even if she had been without the blinding strapping across her eyes, was in a pitch-black, space, and would have seen nothing.

Three hours of sensory deprivation, with no stimulation, nothing with which to make any sense of your world, is a very long time. By the end of it, Daisy was clawing at the arms of the chair, trying to free herself from the leather bonds that held her so tightly.

Fortunately, her ordeal was now nearly at an end, and she heard the key turning in the lock, and even sensed the light illuminating the cell, as she heard the switch flicked on. She welcomed the return of the two Mistresses, whose voices she was glad to hear, as they turned her, in her chair, and wheeled her away from her place of confinement.

Within three minutes, she was back to the familiarity of the dressing chamber and the three head straps were being loosened. She blinked as the last one fell away from her eyes and, as she adjusted back to being in the artificial brightness, she focussed once again, on the familiar figure of the establishment’s mother-hen, the Governess.

“So, you see Daisy, for all your non-compliance, where are you? You’re still dressed just as we planned, just the way we envisaged. All you’ve achieved, by your non-conformity, is to land yourself a three-hour punishment. Struggle here is futile. You must realise that now and you may as well resign yourself to your fate and stop fighting us. Now, it’s time for Daisy’s lunch,” she continued, as she turned to the two attendant Mistresses, “I think we’ll leave her in the chair for lunch purposes I’ve arranged for her to be fed by her friend, Candy. Let them do a bit of buddying-up, so to speak. But, perhaps, for the sake of decorum, we could retract the butt plug? Candy is of a very sensitive nature. I think if Daisy is squirming around all through lunch, it may have a detrimental effect on both girls. See to it, would you?”

And Mistress 5 saw to it. She went behind the seat and began to crank a handle. As she did, the butt plug shuddered and Daisy let out a little gasp, as she felt it stir within her. Then, slowly, slowly, it withdrew, as the Mistress worked harder at the handle, until it finally exited completely from Daisy’s sensitive butt, with a little, unladylike, “phhhhlopp” sound, as it emerged into the daylight and then steadily retracted into the seat of the chair.

The chair and its occupant were wheeled into dead centre of the narrow room, just to the side of Daisy’s usual, Chair 3, and facing the mirror, a tray of cold meats and a bit of salad, and a small bowl of mixed fruit, already waiting to be fed to the bright blue, satin-clad and seated figure, by the awkward looking and deeply embarrassed, bright green, satin, attired, Candy Floss, stood to attention and ready to greet her wheelchair-bound invalid.

Daisy could tell that Candy was hating her role and was embarrassed, both for her own sake, and for the sake of the poor she-male captive she was now, nervously, feeding forkfuls of meat and salad to. Daisy, for her part, was just glad to have some movement back to her head and neck and was garrumphing down the food, as fast as she could, and quicker than Candy could feed it to her. She was starving, as not ever one meal, in this place, had really been sufficient to assuage her male appetite. Soon the small plate of meats and salad was done and Candy, now started carefully shovelling tiny, spoons of fruit in the same direction until that, too, had all disappeared.  Now, a drink of juice and Daisy was finished. The small audience watching from the other side of the mirror, had started to lose interest in the daily feeding ritual after the first 4 days, but this one was different, perked up by the new sissy outfits these bad boy-girls were wearing and having one sissy feed the other sissy, made the whole spectacle of renewed interest to the dozen inmates, glued to the glass screen in front of them.

Up to this point. Neither Daisy nor Candy had an inkling that they were being watched like this. But, a slip of the tongue by a couple of the normal prison inmates, later this day, was to spill the beans and put in place the ultimate humiliation for Daisy. It would have a profound effect on her and one that would start an unfortunate chain of events that would, eventually, earn her a punishment in the Level 6 unit.

After the hastily consumed lunch, both Daisy and Candy were wheeled, and marched, back to the Governess and, finally, Daisy was free of her chair. Her static limbs ached from their immobility and she rubbed them hard to stimulate blood flow. Then the afternoon activities were unveiled. An hour in the exercise yard, it was a glorious day, and the Governess felt Daisy, particularly, needed the fresh air. Then there was to be a two-hour art class, with dear old, batty, Mrs. Murphy, the art and needlework teacher, who seemed not to have a clue who or what she was dealing with, before they could enjoy a short rest period, unfettered, in their own cells, followed by evening meal and free time, till lights out. Another full and humiliating afternoon, then, especially given the frilly dress that Daisy was constantly battling to keep under control as the net under-skirting kept springing up with every small body movement and opposed any attempts to control it.

It was during the art-class, shared with the other “normal” female inmates, that Daisy came to realise the significance of the large mirror in their dining area. The two she-males were now accustomed to being the focal point of attention when spotted by the other women in the prison. It was all pretty good-natured banter, but they came in for a lot of stick. Today, it was their new sissy outfits that were attracting so much joviality and the cutting and mocking remarks began just as soon as they were marched into the art room, continued as each of them was strapped into their seats and carried on mercilessly for the entire two-hour session. But it was one particular, conversation, that made Daisy realise they had been spied during lunch and the only possible explanation for that, was that the female inmates had some kind of eye onto the she-male side of the facility.

“Ooh, did you enjoy your morning, then, Daisy-May?” one prisoner asked.

“Did you like your little throne they sat you on, Daisy?” added a second. “I bet you and your friend, Mr. Butt Pluggy, got on well,” said a third, as all the females in the room laughed.

How the hell did they know about her being tied in the chair?

Then a fourth had said something about not being able to feed herself, and perhaps she only just been weaned off Candy’s breast-feeding, that made all the girls fall about with laughter. And, it absolutely confirmed, to Daisy, that they had been watched through the entire lunch.

There was no other way they could have been seen and Daisy was horrified to think that, perhaps all her mealtimes over the past six days, had been subject to this kind of scrutiny and mockery.

She flushed red at the thought and spent the whole two hours in the art class with her head down and trying to avoid the stares and the laughter and the coarse humour directed at her, as she still wrestled with her underskirts, which seemed to have taken on a life of their own.

She sat unhappily in her cell, after the art class and she dreaded going back to the dining room. She convinced herself that she was right, the women were the other side of that mirror and could see them . . . and the thought remained with her throughout dinner, where she barely glanced up, and right up to, and after, lights out.

It played on her mind through the night and it became so disproportionate in her thinking, that it led to only one conclusion that made any sense, she had to get out of this place. She could not remain here a day longer. It was a conclusion that made no sense at all, and one that was to have a disastrous outcome.

Chapter 7

The Escape Attempt

Daisy-May was feeling totally humiliated by the events of the day and, as she slept fitfully that night, chained, once again to her bed, she determined she was going to escape this place.

She didn’t know how, and she didn’t know when but, if the opportunity presented itself, she was going to take it. Enough was quite enough, she told herself. This is barbaric treatment, for what? Stealing a few quid’s worth of watches and rings? So, as she tossed and turned and clanked her chained wrists and ankles, she thought how she could put her plan into operation. The only times she was not fettered were first thing in the morning, after showering, and last thing at night, before curfew and she was secured to the bed.

So, it had to be morning. She’d be in her satin nightgown, but she’d be fresh and ready to flee, if she thought of an escape route.

In her 6 days in the establishment, she had only been up and down the cell passageway with two sets of locked doors and then the main passageway between the outside exercise yard and the main dressing room and the dining room and the gym. And then, yesterday, she’d seen the kitchens and the laundry area. She figured there must be an external door from the kitchen and the laundry area must connect to the outside, so that was probably the way to go.

Of course, if she had really thought about it, this was a prison, albeit a small and private one. Prisons were designed to be escape-proof, otherwise everyone would be escaping from them. But Daisy wasn’t thinking straight. Her mind was not focussed any longer on reality. She just wanted out. She had been humiliated enough. Now this move to getting her into petticoats and satin girly frocks and displaying her to all the “normal” women inmates, was really getting to her. She wouldn’t co-operate in their sick games any more, she told herself.

So, she tossed, and she turned, but mostly she convinced herself she could get away, just so long as they dropped their guard sufficiently.

The next day, they re-dressed her in the satin frock she had been introduced to the previous 24 hours. She hated it and she hated the menial work tasks she was expected to complete in the morning. She particularly hated lunch-time, now she knew, for almost certain, that a dozen pair of glinting eyes and a dozen, laughing faces were all pointed at her. She ate little and kept her head down low.

In the afternoon, she had another art class with “dear old” Ms. Murphy, who still seemed oblivious to the fact that she, Daisy, was a he, despite the fact that she, Daisy, was dressed in the most outlandish, out of place, frock, in a women’s prison. This lesson they were asked to start thinking about silly, flowery, girls’ names for a project they would be starting next week. Daisy knew exactly what that was all about, and it just made her more determined to put her escape no-plan into action.

And the opportunity that she was waiting for, presented itself sooner than she had hoped. News got around that one of the special facility wardens had taken ill and that a female warden from the other wing was being drafted in, to cover for the absent Mistress. She was on duty the next morning and was one of the two who came to prepare Daisy-May and Candy Floss for their breakfast and before their main dressing for the day.

As usual, the clock said 7.45am and Daisy was stood by her cell bars waiting with harness and hood in hand. It was the replacement warden who attended her and made her stand and face the bed. Then, the instruction, “Secure your ankles, please.” Well, Daisy did secure her right ankle but loosely. On her left, she didn’t buckle the cuff properly and, as the warden approached her, the cuff slipped from her ankle and dropped to the floor with a clank of chain.

An experienced Mistress would have immediately backed off and smelt a rat and forced Daisy to re-cuff herself. This one just “tutted” and bent down to cuff the ankle herself, properly.

Daisy immediately seized the hairbrush she’d placed on the bed and, turning swiftly to her left, brought the dainty brush crashing down on her captor’s exposed head. The poor warden was pole-axed and fell in a heap. Daisy had to act fast, she knew a blow like that would only put her out for minutes. She quickly uncuffed her right ankle and ran to the door, looking left down the corridor to see where Candy Floss and her Mistress were up to. They were just stepping out of Candy’s cell, two units down. Daisy ducked back in and stood as though cuffed, but not hooded, waiting for them to pass her cell door.

They walked past, as usual, Candy hobbling along and the Mistress giving all her attention to the feeble prisoner she was escorting, not even giving a sideways glance to Daisy and her warden.

Daisy waited until she heard the key turn in the lock before making her move. She rushed out and, with the element of surprise, soon had the Mistress in a headlock and threatening her with the stun gun she had taken from the replacement warden. The first door was unlocked so they passed through that easily, Candy Floss dropping back and, sensibly, not getting herself involved in the escape attempt, she stayed her cell side of the door.

Daisy forced the Mistress towards the second door, which was locked via key-pad entry/exit system. “Open it.” She ordered, but the Mistress struggled to regain the upper hand. Daisy, with all the force that her slight frame could manage, wrestled the Mistress’s hand to the key pad and again instructed her to key in the code. She did, but painfully slowly. And then the sirens started. Her original warden had recovered sufficiently to stagger from Daisy’s cell and hit the large, red, panic alarm, button, just outside. Before, again, falling to her knees, feeling dizzy from the blow to her head.

Alarms were sounding everywhere, and Daisy threw the other Mistress back toward the cell area, as she made her way through the now open second doorway. She panicked, as there were lights flashing and sirens hailing and obvious movement in both wings of the facility. Basically, in a well-rehearsed scenario, the whole building went into shutdown. Even at this point, there was no external escape for Daisy, but she didn’t know it.

She ran down the passageway towards the linking passageway toward the outside exercise area, which she knew was completely secured and cut off from the outside world, and, so, she turned left and headed for the Dining Room and the kitchen. She made it into the kitchen area connecting her small Dining Room for special guests, with the larger room for the main inmates. The cook was there in defence mode, backed up to her kitchen range, large frying pan held threateningly before her. Daisy ignored her and ran to the doorway off to the right. She opened it and stepped . . . straight into the large dining room, which was now just beginning to fill with the women inmates making their way to their breakfast, unfettered, unaccompanied, just wandering in, in their own time, wondering why all the alarms were going berserk.

It’s a toss-up as to who was more surprised, Daisy, in her pastel green satin nightgown, or the three or four women who had reached the dining room just as the alarms sounded and before they were confined to their cell block. The women screamed, and Daisy frantically looked for a way out, other than the way the women had entered. There was none. But what there was, was a great glass window, straight ahead of all the dining tables which looked into a narrow room, furnished with five chairs and nothing else. It confirmed Daisy’s suspicions. All the time the “special guests” were eating, they could be seen, watched even, by all the leering, laughing, ridiculing women on this side.

It was just a shock enough, to stop Daisy in her tracks for a few seconds. Those few seconds were just enough for the two special facility Mistresses to appear through the door from the kitchen, followed by cook, still brandishing her frying pan and for the Governess to appear through the door behind the stunned inmates. Daisy was cornered and, although she held a stun gun, had no idea how to use it. She waved it threateningly at the 4 officials, now surrounding her but was afraid to discharge it because she had no idea what it would do at close range, or even which part of which body she should be aiming it at.

The Mistresses and the Governess sensed her reluctance to use a weapon in a confined space and immediately went to pounce on their prey. Daisy was floored, and the stun weapon knocked from her hand as arms and legs flailed in a heap of three indistinct bodies, for a second or two.

The Governess remained clear of the fray and instead, took a hyperdermic syringe from a box in her jacket pocket.

Then Daisy was held. The two Mistresses had got the upper hand and were slowly dragging, first themselves up, then Daisy to her feet to face the wrath of the Governess.

All Daisy heard was, “You stupid, stupid, girl. You have no chance of escaping from here. Now you will be punished. Severely.” as she felt the sharp pain of a needle being expertly driven into her upper arm and her body immediately begin to react to the tranquillizing drug it contained.

She slumped forward slightly, supported now by the angry wardens. The Governess held her head up and looked into her eyes, as they glazed over, her vision blurred and then . . . blackness. Daisy was out for the count and her ill-conceived escape plot had failed miserably and within minutes.

Chapter 8

The Level 6 Punishment Unit

“Oh, Daisy! Daisy-May! Daisy, Maisy, Waisy! Hello Daisy. Welcome back to us.”

Daisy’s eyes fluttered open as she tried to take in what had happened to her, and where she was. She felt a strange sensation in her groin and her arms and legs didn’t seem to be working. As she focussed, she looked above her and saw a reflection in the full-length, mirror that was set in the ceiling, above the bed she was on. It surely was her, but she blinked as she took in the significance of the reflection she saw. There was a girl in a pink satin frock with a frothy mass of light pink and white petticoats, stretched out on a bed, spread-eagled because her arms were cuffed and chained, one to each head-post, and her ankles were cuffed and chained, one to each foot-post of the bed. In her mouth was a big, pink, rubber, ball-gag and her made-up eyes and lips complemented both the frock she wore and the gag she gripped in her mouth. Also complementing it was the broad leather strap, same pink, which stretched from one side of the bed frame to the other, keeping the girl’s waist pinned firmly to the mattress.

“Ah, there you are Daisy. So nice to have you back with us. We’re sorry we had to tranquilize you Daisy, but you really have been a very naughty girl, and you were getting quite out of control, so we knocked you out for your own safety, really. Well, here we are all back together,” and Daisy stared up into the face of the Governess hovering above her own face. She was aware that there were two others in the room, she took them to be the two Mistresses, “Now, we wanted to make it up to you, Daisy so we have put you in just the prettiest frock we could find. Do you like it? Underneath it you have a gorgeous corset keeping that little girly waist of yours in shape and giving a home to your two bouncy little globes there. And then we’ve chained you here so that you can enjoy seeing what a terribly pretty girl you are. Oh, and I’m afraid we’ve taken a few liberties with your funny little thingies down there. I hope you don’t mind?” and the Mistress stepped back and lifted the skirts of the amazingly, frivolous satin frock that Daisy wore, and Daisy stared at the reflection in the mirror.

“Yes, we had to shave all those horrible pubic hairs off, Daisy, it was the only way to make you truly feminine, and then we took a very strong cream, much stronger than the previous one, and rubbed it all around so that those nasty hairs won’t grow back, anytime soon. Maybe, never! And then, as you can see, we put your little manly thing there in a bright, little, pink, resin plastic, prison just to keep it nice and safe and a bit less manly. And you see the little rubber pipe at the end of the lovely, pink casing, there. Well, that is so Daisy can do a little piddle, if she wants. You see, Daisy is going to be here for a very long time and going to the toilet is not going to be an option, so we’ve fitted you with a cock cage, a nice one to match your outfit today, but one you can just leak a little dribble from when you need. It’ll go all the way down that pipe there and disappear under the bed and we don’t need to worry about it.

Now, you won’t be able to poo at all, I’m afraid. I do hope you don’t need to, but, just in case, we’ve done something to help you not poo. It would make such a terrible mess of this lovely dress and, I know, Daisy wouldn’t like that. So, if you wriggle your pretty bottom around, you might feel a funny sensation? We’ve rammed home there a nice big plug to stop any leakage and, once we get you sorted here, your buttocks will be clenched together so tight, poor lickle, Daisy won’t get the urge to do her number twos.”

Then the attitude of the Governess changed from the kind of silly baby talk to a deadly serious tone. All the while she spoke, Daisy was trying to make sense of all she was saying, and all the pieces were now coming together.

“We are in the Level 6 Punishment Suite, young lady. I told you, you really did not want to end up here. But you didn’t heed my advice and behave yourself. You’ve led us a merry dance, Daisy, and now we are going to ensure that all further thoughts of escape or attempts to attack my staff are put far away and out of mind. So, we are going to be spending some considerable time preparing you and I shall oversee the whole process myself. And, young lady, I shall enjoy seeing that we have your full attention for the whole of the next 24 hours.

If you look to the side of the bed here in your mirror, you’ll see the instruments which we will use to make you repent your actions. But don’t worry, dear, if you can’t see everything. It will soon become clear. Now, Mistresses, I really want Daisy to watch as we prepare her today, so would you be so good as to make sure she cannot close her eyes.”

With that, the two Mistresses came to the head of the bed and into Daisy’s line of sight. One held her head in a grip of iron whilst the other unwound some micro-porous tape from a roll and cut two small pieces off. Then she opened the top lid of Daisy’s right eye, wide, and taped the lid back so that it would not close. Then she repeated the process with the right eye’s bottom lid, until the eye was taped open with 4 pieces of adhesive tape and she turned her attention to the left. Soon, the left eye was similarly taped and the poor, prone, Daisy now was unable to close either eye or so much as blink, and could do nothing but stare at her reflection above.

“Good. Now I need two 24-inch, leg compression, pads, half inch thickness, and the 24-inch metal splint, please, and three leather straps say, 12inch, 15inch and 18inch.Now, let me explain, Daisy. We love you being here so much, we just don’t want you to leave. So, I’m just going to strap your legs to prevent you bending them and then we’re going to, erm, what’s that thing the Egyptians did, eh? Oh yes, mummify, that’s the word, we’re going to mummify them for you. Now, the Egyptians did it to dead people, you’re very lucky because we’re keeping you very much alive.”

And then she set to work with the equipment that had been put on the bed and Daisy watched, in equal part, both fascinated and fearful, as the diabolical Governess began to hatch her plan. She placed two lengths of half inch thick, foam, down the middle of the bed, extending from Daisy’s fiery groin area, down towards her feet. Then she got a long, metal rod and fed this through two retaining loops at the top and bottom of one of the long thin, foam pads, then brought the whole thing together to make a long foam and metal sandwich. Now she took the longest of the three black, leather, straps and spread it out under the top of the metal bar sandwich she had made with the rod and the foam strips, the second strap went under the centre of the foam strips and the shortest under the furthest end, nearest to Daisy’s ankles.

“Now, ladies, if you’d be good enough, one leg each, please, and I shall strap them.”

And Daisy’s legs were each released from the ankle cuff which chained it to the bed-post and lifted slightly and brought to the middle of the bed. Once both legs joined the strips of foam that now ran from above Daisy’s knees and down to her ankles, the Governess fumbled under her knees to find the middle leather strap and brought each end round to buckle together firmly, on top of this confection of leg, foam strip, metal bar, foam strip, leg. Now Daisy’s legs gripped the foam compression pads firmly at her knees and the Governess moved down to her ankles, made certain the bar and foam pads were aligned straight up the legs and then strapped her ankles together to hold the foam pads at two points. It was then an easy job to buckle up the third strap at Daisy’s thighs and fix the legs and the metal rod, protected from each other by the cushioning foam, so completely together, that no bending movement at all was now possible.

“You see, we don’t want any chafing, so we’ve put some cushioning there to protect those pretty ankle bones and knee bones. Now, we can fix your legs together properly. Ladies, you will need one roll of narrow bandage and three of the wider, from the table, please. And, pointing with her riding crop, which she had now picked up, again, she said “I want them bandaged from here,” indicating Daisy’s toes, “To here and no flesh showing,” slapping the crop down on Daisy’s thighs.

The two Mistresses went to work with the pink cohesive bandage, starting at Daisy’s feet with the narrower strip, and then proceeding up the legs with the wide strip, slowly turning and turning the bandage around Daisy’s already strapped and splinted legs until, as she watched them work, she saw her white flesh gradually disappear under a massive ravelling of pink bandage and her two limbs were slowly becoming joined as one.

The Governess inspected the work, seemed satisfied and ordered, “The pink, leather mono-boot, if you would. See, Daisy, we’re so keen for you to stay put, I’m just making triple-sure that you won’t be going anywhere. We’re going to sheathe your legs in a big, leather boot for you.”

And, sure enough, there was a big leather boot, which looked as though it would reach right the way up to Daisy’s burning, bare, hairless, crotch. The boot was bright pink leather and had a shoe part just like two boots sewn into one and a zip up the full length of each outside edge. It also had pink, leather lacing up the centre. As the Mistresses lifted Daisy’s one bandaged limb and slipped it into the foot of the boot and drew the leather both over and under her legs, she realised it would entirely hide the bandaging they had so carefully engineered around her limbs, and then it would disappear under the froth of net and lace petticoats of her satin frock.

Satisfied that they had got the boot absolutely central and the two bound feet located in the shoe, they each pulled a side zip, slowly, up the entire length of the thigh boot, then tightened the laces up the centre so Daisy felt her, already constricted, limbs, now crushed together even more, and rigidly held still, by the combined effect of the metal rod down the centre and the stiff leather of this bizarre boot now encompassing the whole of Daisy’s lower body.

Their last job, down this end of the bed, was to bring a broad, pink, leather strap across the lower leg section of the mono-boot and buckle it off at the other side of the bed frame so that the boot, like Daisy’s waist, was now held firm to the mattress.

“How do you like your outfit, so far?” enquired a leering Governess, who was obviously enjoying this overwhelming display of power. Now we need to see those hands and arms don’t do any damage. Keep watching.”

Daisy had no choice, and she saw more cohesive bandage wrapping her just-released right hand, connecting all the fingers, then down and enclosing the thumb and wrapped off a couple of times round the wrist. A pink, long sheath of leather was then offered up to the right arm and this slowly enveloped the arm until the bandaged, bound, hand was enclosed in a paddle-like, mitten of stiff leather at the end of the, more supple, shoulder-length, glove of soft, pink, leather. The glove was zipped closed and Daisy saw she had a solid mass of leather from fingertip to shoulder, where the glove met the satin cap sleeves of the pink frock.

The left hand was soon swathed in more of this fiendish bondage, bandage, stuff that stuck to itself and formed an unbreakable seal, and then the arm was similarly enclosed in the other glove of the pair.

Daisy could see that there was some kind of, metal, fixing at the end of each paddle-like, mitt, and soon realised their significance. Her arms were folded across her chest to form a square, from her shoulders, sitting parallel to her crossed arms. Then each Mistress threaded a short, pink, leather strap through the fitting at the end of the glove and one buckled her left mitt to the right side of the bed, whilst the other did the same to her left mitt and strapped that to the right side of the bed.

To finish this particular operation off, the Governess took two lengths of pink, leather strapping and strapped the lower arms together, in two places, where they crossed at Daisy’s chest. Finally, a third broad strap came across her conjoined arms, just like the one at her legs and at her waist, and was buckled tight so that Daisy’s arms and bust were compressed within its steel grip.

Any question of struggle was now entirely useless, Daisy knew it and had resigned herself to her fate, wondering what they could possibly do to make her more uncomfortable. She didn’t have to wait long to find out.

The face of the Governess appeared at eye level. “Now to see to this pretty face. You didn’t think we’d forgotten, did you, my dear? Remove her gag, please, Mistresses.”

As soon as her mouth was free of its gagging ball of rubber, Daisy exploded, “You bitch. You can’t do this. Let me go, you freaking, bitch.”

The Governess ran her hand across Daisy’s sweating brow and calmly told her to quieten down and accept her punishment. And that she had to listen hard because the next part was very, very important.

“We’re going to hood you in a moment and I want you to be aware of something that might help you later. You see this,” and she held up the all too familiar half-face, Gwendoline Hood, which had become such a torment to Daisy. But this one looked different.

“Sorry, it’s black but, hey, never mind. We’re giving you a nice pink one, over the top, to hide all that awful black away. Now I want you to look carefully and listen to me. You see this tube here, well it’s your connection to the outside world my dear. This is the tube through which we are going to feed you during your prolonged stay with us. It’s very important, when this end goes into that pretty mouth of yours, get your tongue under it. You’ll not be able to talk, of course, but, then, there’ll be nobody to talk to. If your tongue is in the right position, it will make swallowing so much easier. And we don’t want you to starve, so, please, this time, heed my advice. I do know what I’m talking about when it comes to feeding tubes. Now, these two little fellas here are your breathing tubes, we’ll be putting these up your nose, please, accept them, it’s for your own sake.”

Tears welled up in Daisy’s eyes, as she managed one more “Fuck you, bitch.”

The Governess calmly replied, “If you think I’m a bitch now, wait till we’ve finished you off and you’ve spent two hours like this. Then you’ll really think I’m a bitch. Let’s just say, I enjoy my job . . . and how many people can say that, eh? So, please, co-operate with me, it will be so much easier for both of us.” And she lifted up the hood to Daisy’s head, “Raise her head up, please ladies.”

As both her co-workers took Daisy’s head and raised it up to the waiting hood, the Governess pulled down hard to force the latex covering over her head, whilst holding out the mouthpiece which was looking for its home. “Now open wide, and remember the tongue,” and the Governess carefully fed the wide rubber tubing into Daisy’s full open mouth, until the latex hood snapped shut, tight around her face and framing the eyes and nose beautifully, but now hiding the lush lips which had been forced , by  their intruder.

“Soon, you will not hear me anymore, Daisy, we’re popping some ear-buds in under this lovely, latex, covering to keep you company. So, I just want to say, we’re very close to being done here. It’s been an absolute pleasure for me, and, I’m sure for you. Once we’ve sealed up those eyes of yours and sorted out your breathing, we’re going to leave you. It’s 11.00am almost. How time flies! You are due for release 24 hours from now. I do hope you think happy thoughts and, please don’t go anywhere! We’ve got another 10 minutes or so to finish you off. I hope you like your appearance.” And she was gone. No more words, just quick action from the two tormentors that did her dirty work.

They adjusted the breathing tubes and got them in a position, to suit the very last addition to this whole bizarre scenario. Then each mistress poked about under the enveloping latex hood and located an ear-bud headphone into each outer-ear canal before snapping the latex covering back over them. Then they untaped each open eye-lid and, using new micro-porous tape from the roll, now proceeded on the reverse operation and taped each eye firmly closed. Daisy could not move, see, talk or hear. Their job was almost done.

Once again, Daisy’s head was raised and she was aware that something, she knew not what, was now being brought down over the latex half-hood, with some difficulty, and then tightly laced up the back, before her head was lowered back to its resting position.

Still, they were not done. Now pink leather straps, broad and strong, were brought criss-crossing over Daisy’s inert, encased, form, the final two thick straps, one crossing her throat and one her forehead, were buckled off, before all activity ceased and Daisy, finally, was laid to rest. 

Peter had no idea how long he had lain there, still and completely immobilised in his own dark, hellish nightmare. The last thing he had seen was the two female wardens, Mistress 1 and Mistress 6, closing his right eye and taping it shut with two short lengths of micro-porous tape. Then they had closed his left eye, and all was blackness.

He had felt them introduce the leather discipline hood over his already hooded face. He had smelt the unmistakeable odour of leather mixed with the smell of the adapted latex “Gwendoline” hood he had already been forced, and locked, into. He felt them ease the leather over the resistive surface of latex and he felt them fuss and fiddle to insert the open end of the feeding tube through the small hole in the mouthpiece of the punishment hood. Then he was aware that they were having some difficulty aligning the two, narrow, rubber breathing tubes firstly up both of his nostrils and then threaded through the two small breathing holes in the leather. He had then tried to move his tongue around the end of the feeding tube now fitted firmly into his mouth, before they raised his head slightly and laced the leather hood into its 24-hour, position. He knew once that was tightened in place that any further movement of his tongue would be severely restricted. He wanted it to be in position to receive the promised food, when it came.

Then he had panicked as, in his black void, he had felt the leather straps go across his mono-booted legs and across his upper body and then two final straps, one over his neck pinning his twice-hooded head to the bed and the last over his twice-hooded forehead to take the very last possible opportunity for movement away from him. Now he lay back and thought, how hopeless his situation was and how he could possibly endure the next 24 hours in this ultimate of all confinements.

If he had been able to inspect himself, as the Governess was now doing, he would have been impressed by the mass of pink leather and satin confection which was his feminized and encased body. The pink frothy satin frock they had put him in to accent his femininity and helplessness, the pink leather mono-boot, which encased both his bandaged and splinted legs from the tips of his pointed down toes to the heights of his white hairless thighs. He would have been impressed at the effectiveness of the two leather mitten gloves which held his bandaged hands in their iron grip, right from the two, firm, leather, paddle ends containing his hands and then, softer leather, right up to his shoulders to meet the short puff satin sleeves of his girlie frock.

Literally, to top it all off, was the pink leather punishment hood,  matching, exactly, the pink of his mono-boot and the pink of his mittens and slightly darker than the pink of his satin frock and its sea of petticoats now held down by the three broad straps across his legs, waist and upper body, from left to right of the bed, the two pink leather straps which criss-crossed his upper body, accompanied by the two criss-crossing his imprisoned legs, the one over his neck and the one over his head.

The Governess had been satisfied that the prisoner had been well prepared and thanked the two wardens before announcing that the timer could be set going and the 24-hour, confinement period had begun. Then they had left Peter to his silent and dark prison. He was completely alone with his thoughts and his fears, as they checked, for a final time, that all readings were satisfactory on the monitors and the timed recordings were set to play into the ear-buds planted within the prisoner’s ears and under the stiff latex of the inner Gwendoline hood. Then they had left him.

Exactly one hour after their leaving, the recording played into the ear-buds. “Hello, Daisy-May Blue Belle. Are you comfortable? Daisy-May Blue Belle has been a naughty young lady and that is why she is suffering the way she is. Now, Daisy-May Blue Belle must learn from her mistakes and she will, never again, have to suffer like this. Think about why you deserve this punishment Daisy-May, and promise yourself that Daisy-May will be a good girl from now on. You have served one hour of your punishment.”

That last part of the message had devastated Peter. He was certain that two or three hours had passed in his lonely pitch-black, confinement. But ONE HOUR!  His heart beat rose steeply, and the monitors bleeped, both in the Level 6 unit, but also in the Governess’s office, to indicate the prisoner was stressing, but not enough to worry a smiling Governess, who had done this punishment many times before and knew how to read the signs. “Daisy-May has just found out she has 23 hours of her punishment to serve.” She thought to herself.

After 2 hours, which seemed like 5, the recording played again and with the same message, except to say that 2 hours had passed. Peter, or Daisy-May as he was now calling himself, in his confused state, moaned into his feeding tube and braced himself for 22 more hours of this living hell.

After 3 hours, the sound was a reassuring break in the endless monotony that was now Daisy-May Blue Belle’s existence. She was almost relieved to hear a sound, any sound, as the message ended with “Daisy-May has served 3 hours of her punishment.” And then there was an additional message, “Daisy-May, please prepare for your first feed. You must lap down the liquid we are to serve you in steady little tongue movements. The liquid will be delivered very slowly and over a 15 minute, period. Please take your time to swallow properly, Daisy. You will now feel some movement around your head and some release from the neck strap. This is deliberate and temporary. Please do not struggle, Daisy. And, Daisy-May, enjoy your meal.”

Sure enough, the strap around Daisy’s neck was released and she felt the feeding tube in her mouth disturbed as the protruding end had a feeding bag and tube screwed to it. Then, the relief, as a sweet, warm liquid, dribbled down the tube into the mouthpiece crossing the barrier from the real world into Daisy’s latex and leather-covered world, as her tongue gratefully accepted the first food she had experienced in over 18 hours. She slowly lapped at the liquid and felt it glide down her released throat. She sucked harder at the feeding tube in her mouth to speed up delivery but it had no effect. The intake was slow and regulated to avoid any possibility of choking and Daisy just had to allow the feeding to take its course and enjoy the sustenance she was receiving. All too soon, the drip, drip of warm and sustaining liquid nutrients slowed and stopped. Again, Daisy felt the mouth piece inserted into her mouth from the rubber Gwendoline hood, move, as the bag and tube were unscrewed from its protruding end by unseen forces and the neck strap was once again tightened across her throat.

A final message told her that the feeding session was over, and that Daisy-May Blue Belle must rest now. She would be spoken to in 45 minutes, after she had served 4 hours of her punishment.

And Daisy drifted between reality and surrealist fantasy as her body tried to cope with its inertness and her mind with the intricacy of its bondage. She tried to tell herself she was still a man but, maybe, just maybe, she needed to resign herself to this situation and accept her new role. Life under this freaky Governess might just be easier?

At hour four, the ear-buds burst back into life. “Hello, Daisy. How are things in your world? It’s now almost 3pm. If you remember, that’s exercise yard time for the ladies. We hope you don’t mind but they are so keen to see you, and we are so keen they do not find themselves confined in the same position, we’ve invited them to a visit. They have all watched a short educational film, explaining the process of your encasement this afternoon, with fifteen minutes of highlights, after their lunch. Did we forget to say we were filming you? They will be allowed 5 minutes each to view you. We’ve encouraged them to have a feel. Now don’t get too excited, because we know they will want to touch you all over. Definitely no erections! Enjoy!” You have only 20 hours of your sentence remaining.”

Daisy’s mind suddenly came alive. She was receiving visitors? OMG. How did she look? Probably, not that great! But, actually, that hour proved to be the most diverting of the 24 that Daisy was to spend glued to this bed. Each inmate was allowed five minutes to come and view the finished product, having, together, all watched a 15-minute, film showing the process that Daisy had undergone, and all having gasped at the sheer complexity of the binding and strapping, which this poor individual had endured.

Each was now very keen, to see at first hand, just how utterly and terribly, she was confined, and, under the watchful eye of one stern warden, each was allocated a 5-minute, slot, to stroke and touch the inert figure laid out before them. And each was very keen to make their presence felt.

Despite her aching, inert limbs, taking up most of Daisy’s thoughts, she was aware of the touch of a hand as it ran up the leather mono-boot. She was aware that hands were feeling her breast forms under the clinging satin frock and the accompanying leather straps. She was acutely aware, that every single one of the 12 visiting female inmates, had slowly lifted the skirts of the satin frock and wondered at the site of a swollen, imprisoned male thing in its unforgiving, pink, hard, prison. Every one of the ladies had tinkered with that part of Daisy’s anatomy for the majority of the 5-minute slot afforded them and each had laughed as it tried to react to their touch but was unable to show its gratitude. It was now uppermost in Daisy’s mind and took her thoughts off her dire predicament for just long enough to calm her slightly.

Then all too soon, this diverting hour was over, as the headphones planted in Daisy’s captive head, told her the last visitor was leaving. “We hope you enjoyed that little distraction, Daisy-May Blue Belle. We are informed that the prisoners did, and it will be all they talk about when they get together over their meal tonight. For now, you must rest. You think positive thoughts, Daisy-May. You have 19 hours of your sentence remaining.”

The thought of maintaining her composure and staying incarcerated like this for another 19 hours nearly sent Daisy-May into a complete frenzy. The next three hours were the worst of Daisy’s entire life as nothing, but nothing, apart from the hourly timekeeping, could be seen, heard, felt through her infinite depth of despairing confinement.

Somehow, she got to 7.00pm. and a voice said, “Daisy-May, it is time for your meal. Please remember what we told you last time. Tongue in the correct position and take your time. This is your main feed of the day and will take half an hour or more. We will slow it down to ensure you get all the nutrition you need, so, please, our lovely, little, lady, take your time and enjoy.”

Daisy felt the strap at her throat loosen. Daisy felt a tugging at the mouth piece inserted in her mouth, as a new bag of liquid feed was connected to the feeding tube, via a screw thread. Then she felt the first drop of moisture hit her tongue as the feeding began and she revelled in the sweet taste of whatever they were feeding her. It tasted so good after so long and Daisy now diverted all her thoughts to containing, and swallowing, every last drop of the life-giving sustenance that flowed into her dry and distorted mouth.

She did as she had been instructed, and slowed right down to try and make the feeding session last as long as possible. She did not, could not know, that the second bag of liquid heaven, dripping into her, contained something other than the mix of juices and nutrients that was sustaining her. Her captors had added a strong dose of a relaxant drug to help ease any muscle cramp and to aid sleep. Imperceptibly, to Daisy, they had also started the massaging feature on the bed to which she was held captive. The mattress beneath her prone body slowly rippled and rubbed to relax her and drive her into a deep, deep, sleep.

As she finished the last drop of food, a voice said, “Daisy-May, this is the end of your feeding session. Well done. You have just over 15 hours of your punishment remaining, try to sleep.” And gentle, soothing music now piped into her head, as Daisy gradually relaxed and fell into a long and deep, drug-induced sleep.

She slept soundly for over 10 hours. Of course, she had no idea of the time when she did awake but it was not long before monitors told her watchers that she was waking, and all the life signs were positive, she was coping well with the inertness, and the relaxant and bed massage had worked wonders. The headphones crackled into life and told her just 5 more hours to serve and she would be released, and she would be a new and changed person.

And Daisy-May now believed that. She had hated her first 7 days in this hell-hole prison, but they were like nothing compared to these last hours and Daisy, as she lay there and waited for breakfast to be delivered, resolved to behave like the good girl they wanted her to be. SHE WAS NEVER, EVER GOING THROUGH THIS HELL AGAIN.

Breakfast arrived at 8am. With just 3 hours left before her release. She steeled herself to the last 2 and a half hours of isolation as the feeding tube was disconnected and neck strap replaced. She had survived this ordeal and now looked forward to the release that was soon due.

At 10.00am. the headphones crackled again, and the familiar voice said, “One hour to go for our Daisy-May. We are looking forward to welcoming you back into our fold, Daisy-May and we know you will try to be a good girl from now on. Here are some thoughts to help you.” And then, for most of the next hour, an hypnotic voice, dubbed over some entrancing soundtrack, quietly urged Daisy-May to be a nice, little girl, to banish all thoughts of anger and aggression, to accept her new role and to enjoy the femininity of her clothes and the loving attentions of her captors. It promised her how fulfilling her life would be if she accepted her new identity as Daisy-May Blue Belle and put all past thoughts and crimes behind her. And it implored her to embrace the feminine side of her nature, to enjoy a life of satin, and frills and silky sensations, that being a female could offer, and to strive to be the best girl she could be.

After almost an hour of brainwashing, Daisy truly believed her future life lay in realising her dream and encompassing her female desires. Daisy-May was becoming a reality and not just some evil person’s devilishly, wicked, concept.

That hour went quickly, aided by the soothing and hypnotic voice, enticing Daisy to lead a better, more feminine, life. Then she felt hands attending to the strapping across her racked body and a final message announced, “Daisy-May Blue Belle has served her punishment and will be released immediately. We welcome her back to our world and promise that no grudges will be held, and all past misdemeanours will be forgotten. Daisy-May starts a new life today.”

Soon, the straps all released, Daisy felt the outer hood coming off and the boot being unzipped. She sensed as someone cut away at the bandaging around her legs and another released the straps holding the leather mitts to the bed-sides. Then gentle hands peeled off the tape from her eyelids and a voice said, “Keep your eyes closed until we have taken out your gag and breathing tubes. Then we’ll give you a soft covering to protect your eyes from the light. And put your gloved arms down by your side. We’ll remove the gloves shortly.”

Daisy-May, true to her resolution, did everything as she was instructed. The latex half-hood with its breathing and feeding tubes, was no more. The ear-buds were removed, and a silky satin night eye-shade was brought over her head and laid across her eyes to prevent the harsh light hurting them. Then another voice said, “Relax, Daisy, we are here to bring those tired muscles back to life. Rest and let us take care of you.”

Then they must have started the massage bed, as Daisy felt it ripple and roll up and down her back and down her legs and across her arms. She lay back and sensed her blood flowing into her aching limbs and the life returning to her tired bones and she told herself, “Well done, girl. You did okay.”

Chapter 9

Daisy-May - a Reformed Character

True to their word, Daisy-May was left completely alone that day to lick her wounds and restore her energy. She was left without restraints in her cell for the full day and was permitted to read a book from the lending library and even allowed to watch a film on the portable TV+DVD which was brought into her cell on a trolley, but which usually lived in the other prison wing.

Meals were served in her cell, on a tray, and she languished in, and on, her bed, for several hours, enjoying her new-found freedom and with a certain pride that she had gone through such a gruelling experience and come out of it, on the other side, with, seemingly, an enhanced reputation, especially amongst the women inmates on the other side of the facility, who had all witnessed her ultimate confinement, and had all made acquaintance with her male bits!

The next day, she had already been warned that her routine was going to return to normal. “Normal” meant breakfast, dressing, exercise, lunch, exercise, activity, dinner, bed. So, she was going to enjoy this one abnormal day of freedom, whilst it lasted. 

However, she had learned a harsh lesson and any further aggressive acts or attempts to escape, had been banished from her mind. She was determined now to play along, act the model prisoner, serve her time and bid farewell to this place and its weird inhabitants, especially to the Governess and her Mistresses #1 to #8.

Next morning, she was stood at her cell bars, green latex hood in her right hand, walking shackles set in her left hand, and she was smoothing down the fresh, dark green satin gown that had been laid out for her the previous day, and which she’d lounged in for the full time, after they had disrobed her from her frothy pink satin frock which had gone through the twenty-four-hour ordeal with her.

The, pink, cock-cage had also disappeared and, for the first time in a week, Daisy had spent almost a full 24 hours with her penis free, her face free of its latex enclosure and her arms and legs free. She had loved it and it convinced her that she needed to reform and leave this place and make some better life choices. For now, she was resigned to be put back in shackles and wear that hated hood, and she’d do it with a forced smile.

Candy had been taken out before her and, so, when she reached the dining room, Candy was already seated and served with her breakfast. She looked up, with some admiration, at Daisy, as she was filed past and Daisy took just a moment to acknowledge her and do her best, within the confines of the hood, to smile at her and give a re-assurance that she was okay and not suffering any permanent damage to her health or her pride. She also took the time to wave at the mirror before her, once she’d taken her seat and the latex hood was resting on the back of her chair. She blew kisses to the audience she imagined to be settling down for another 15 minutes of the “Daisy and Candy Show”, on the other side of the glass partition.

As she later confronted the Governess, for the first time in 24 hours, she bowed her head low and avoided eye contact, but did manage a “Sorry!” the moment her hood had been removed. She managed to get it in before the hood was to be replaced with the black one that now matched all the accessories to her frothy yellow satin dress, the dress she had accepted without complaint, as it hid the black satin corset, they had fitted to her naked body before the sheer black stockings, black, knee-high, boots with 4inch heels and long, black satin gloves had all been proffered and happily accepted.

“I’m very glad to hear it, Daisy-May. We do so much prefer it when we can all get along and get on with the job in hand. Today, we’re giving both you and Candy a light work-out in the gym before lunch, followed by a further make-up class this morning, and then a basic cookery lesson for both of you, followed by a return to your art class with the other inmates this afternoon. There will be a short rest and then an hour in the laundry for you both before evening meal, if you wish to speak, please do so now, before we re-hood you.” The Governess waited for a response, inspecting Daisy’s face for any sign of non-compliance.

There was none. Instead, she nodded and said, “I shall look forward to that. Thank you, Governess. And, again, I apologise to you and to the Mistresses that I attacked. I shall do my best to make amends for my unfortunate behaviour.”

And with that, the Governess nodded her acceptance of the apology and then Daisy lowered her head to accept the black Gwendoline hood as it effectively silenced her for the morning.

And so, the days passed, and, by the end of the second week, Daisy had gathered a collection of 5 new girly dresses, each hanging neatly in her cell and each with its own collection of accessories. Now, until she left, she was informed, these would constitute her only outfits and she would wear them in rotation and it would be her responsibility to keep them neat and clean and tidy.

There was the pink satin frock she had suffered her Category 6 punishment in. This was the item she had been made to wash, and then iron, in the two days after her confinement in the Level 6 unit. It had been supplemented with matching, long, baby pink, satin gloves and a deeper pink pair of heeled shoes.

There was the bright, blue, satin dress she had refused to wear on the day of her chair confinement along with the black boots and gloves.

There was a lovely, very feminine and frilly, mint green outfit and the yellow one she wore now, again, each in a glossy, silky, satin material. Each had matching satin gloves and, also, were to be mixed with the black, as she wore today.

Finally, and most spectacularly, there was the red ensemble which she had particularly taken to, when first shown it a few days previously. The red satin bodice gripped her bosom tightly and the short, red, satin skirt of the dress floated on its own black sea of netting underskirts and was accompanied by long red, leather, thigh-high, boots worn over black stockings which, in turn, were attached to the red and black satin corset that was to be worn with the frock. Her arms were adorned in long, red, leather shoulder gloves and she loved the feel of them as they gripped her arms in their buttery, soft, silken, leather encasement. She felt it the most dramatic of all her outfits and she smoothed it down lovingly every time she walked past her dress rail.

Her full compliance with all that was now offered to her, was accompanied by a new appreciation of the clothing and a much gentler acceptance of her situation, and, like Candy before her, Daisy was now starting to take an active interest in the clothes and looked forward to the daily dressing session. She had even begun to wear full make-up, which she applied, at all times, when alone in the cell, and all this change in behaviour and attitude was noted by the jubilant Governess and her cohorts, who could see that their methods, were beginning to bear fruit . . . as, of course, they always did.

Each week new measurements were taken, new weights recorded. By the end of week 3, Daisy had lost almost 25 pounds, not far short of her Governess’s 2-stone target. Her natural waist was down from a paunchy 35 inches to a much more acceptable, 30-31 inches, meaning, with a sturdy corset, this could be reduced to around 27/28 inches. Again, right on target.

As she admired her body each morning in her mirror, Daisy looked and felt better than she had done in years. The regime of daily exercise and of three small, but properly balanced, meals, each day, had paid dividends and, with her 40B breast forms enclosed within a corset, her waist cinched in, and her penis hidden out of sight, in a pair of silky panties, she now passed for a very, acceptable version of womanhood. And the image intrigued and fascinated her.

She had now attended several lessons in make-up, basic sewing, art and drawing, cookery, laundry care and, unfortunately, ironing, the one she hated the most. All activities she, as Peter, had never had either the time, or the inclination, to try. She found she “sort-of” liked it. Apart from ironing!

She had been allowed to borrow books from the prison’s lending library, as well as a small CD player and some music CDs from the video/DVD/CD lending stock. Now, most nights, from 7.30, after evening meal, till lights out at 9, she had got into the routine of undressing herself, hanging her clothes ever so, ever so, carefully, so as not to crease, showering, applying additional make-up in front of the mirror, lounging in satin nightgown and robe and reading, whilst soft, low-volume music played on her small player. And, she was enjoying it. Her security level had now been dropped to Level 2, meaning much more freedom of movement, no bed restraints. And no cock-cage!!

Life was good, and, as she entered her 4th week in the establishment, she began to look forward to the additional 30 days she would spend in “open prison”. Here, she’d been promised, the life was much less rigidly structured, she would be mixing with many more inmates who had found themselves in a similar situation to hers, and she would have a much wider choice of interest classes to join, whilst furthering her cooking, sewing and make-up skills.

With just 7 more days to go, Daisy saw an end to her internment and had begun to set her sights on a brighter future, out of prison. Now both her and Candy had been given much more freedom of movement, Candy having been at the lowest risk, Level 1, since almost her arrival, she, Daisy, now at Level 2.

They had much more opportunity to communicate and to work together and often helped each other in the prison kitchen’s cookery classes and in the laundry. They had struck up a friendship, born of a common suffering, and had promised to keep in touch once their sentences had been served and they were finally free.

Candy had confessed she was seriously considering living her future life as a female, on the outside. She had told Daisy, on the now frequent times when the dreaded hoods were not employed, that she had always found life hard as a bloke. And, she actually enjoyed doing all “the female stuff”, she had admitted.

Daisy was not so sure, though if she were honest, the same thought had struck her. She was certainly very calm about the whole dressing up thing now and she had to admit that the art and cookery lessons, had given her a renewed interest in life, a life that had been sadly lacking something, for so long.

So, all was going well, and it seemed that it was now a downhill, free-cycling ride to the end of this particular chapter, in both Daisy and Candy’s life, as well as there being a degree of excitement about the next 30 days, to follow, and the opportunities that situation may present.

Then, something happened to dash all of Daisy’s hopes and to crash all of Candy’s dreams. The relative peace and tranquillity that had reigned over the special facility for the two weeks since Daisy’s punishment, was cruelly interrupted, by the arrival of Bernard.

Bernard was a serial offender. And not the sort of petty crime that Peter and Michael, Candy’s former self, had been involved in. No, Bernard had been involved in a particularly unpleasant gang. A gang which had terrorised the neighbourhood they had lived in. A gang that had made dozens of peoples’ lives, a misery. A gang that used violence and intimidation as a way of life and who harmed peoples’ pets, damaged their vehicles, vandalised their property and stole to fuel their minor drug and alcohol habits.

Bernard was a nasty piece of work, and, finally, he and his fellow gang members, had been brought to book. They’d all been separated off to special facilities in the hope of achieving some reformation in character. Unfortunately for the Governess, for Daisy, and for Candy, and for all the Mistresses, Bernard had ended up here, at Wilford Feminization Correctional Facility, and life for all its inhabitants, was about to change.

Chapter 10

Sentence almost served . . . then Bernard makes his presence felt

And so it was, that Candy, and Daisy, began the countdown to their release from this institution, and, together, made plans for their time together in the open plan prison they were to be moved to in the next 8 days. They had been thrown into this situation with little regard for anyone else but themselves. Now, their friendship had blossomed because they shared this common experience . . . and out of a necessity to look out for each other. Daisy, still the stronger and more assured of the two, particularly, took a motherly sort of attitude to the far more nervous and sensitive, Candy and wanted to ensure that she coped with the remainder of her time under Governess Sharp’s custody.

For their part, the Governess and The Mistresses had all softened in their attitude to the two prisoners, who had conformed well to the system and the atmosphere in the block was calm and orderly. Even the women prisoners in the adjacent unit had accepted the two she-male prisoners by now and life generally, had become much more tolerable.

Until Bernard arrived.

As soon as the prison wagon drew up to the gates of the Correctional Facility and unloaded its cargo, the trouble began. Bernard was an entirely different kettle of fish to the two resident inmates. He had grown up in a tough district and without any effective parental or educational, control, and was not accustomed to accepting any kind of discipline. As soon as he met the Governess and realised where he’d been placed and what methods were to be employed to “reform” him, the insurrection began. The whole prison heard the commotion that first morning and knew that, even the all-knowing, all-seeing, almighty, omnipotent, Governess Sharp was going to have her hands full with this particular client.

Within a half hour of arrival, Bernard’s security status had been raised to Level 4. By the end of the first day, he had been assigned to the wheeled chair that Daisy had tasted those three weeks previously. By the second day, he was serving time in solitary, in the aforementioned chair, and a complete change in the attitude of the Governess and all her wardens had started to impact on the rest of the facility and everyone, suddenly, had become so much tenser and so much more stressed, as they were all more alert to the potential danger their new customer represented.

Bernard resisted all efforts to conform to any of the establishment’s rules and the Governess, very wisely, did not insist on introducing the aggressive prisoner to any female name, nor force him into any corsets and satin dresses. Yet!  His male clothes had been confiscated and destroyed. He had been provided with the regulation cotton gown and only wore it with the greatest reluctance, as there was no alternative. That was as far as his initiation had gone.

By Day 4, he was medicated heavily on tablets to calm him and sightings were rare, as he was, for the most part kept away from Daisy and Candy and away from the “normal” female inmates, eating alone in his cell and exercising, if at all, at different times, to the two she-males and the other female prisoners.

By Day 5, the sedation had begun to take effect and some normality returned to the prison. Unfortunately, this was the day when all the hard work done by Daisy and Candy, to conform and to ease their passage through the facility, came completely and abruptly to a disastrous end.

They were dressed in their choice of frocks and set to attend the last of their Art classes with dear old, but blissfully ignorant and unaware, Mrs. Murphy. They each had to put the finishing touches to the name signs they ,had created during the previous two weeks’ lessons. Moving from their original draft designs, on paper, where Daisy had corrected all of Candy’s terrible spellings so that “Prinses Pricila Preshous” now correctly spelt out Princess Priscilla Precious, Candy had proved to be a much better artist than she was at spelling and she was taking some pride in putting the finishing touches to her wooden name-plate, with a very artistic pattern of floral borders dramatically highlighting the boldly painted lettering.

Daisy, meanwhile, had turned to Candy, the artist, to help her illustrate her Prissy Pansy Sweetlips name-plate, with a less elaborate border of colour and both were looking forward to applying the last touches of acrylic paint to their designs and presenting them as their leaving gift.

Candy had put on her favourite, baby pink, satin dress, adorned with a subtle pattern of white flowers and supported on a triple layer of white and very pale pink netted underskirts, along with a pair of pink Mary Jane shoes. Daisy had opted to wear her dramatic yellow and black satin ensemble with the knee high, black leather, boots. For the past week they had been trusted to choose their own outfits and to dress themselves each day and they were now, at last, sufficiently trusted to be entirely free of their dreaded Gwendoline Hoods and all restraints, whilst moving around the prison. Three more days and their new life in the open establishment beckoned.

Both girls had enjoyed getting involved in the art classes and had started to enjoy the light-hearted banter with their female counterparts. Mistress 6 was in charge of both today, and she stood back at a respectable distance and allowed them their own space, as they set to work on completing their mini-project. Then an eerie silence descended on the room, as the door opened and a belligerent Bernard, strapped into his mobile chair and wearing the customary Gwendoline hood, was wheeled into the room. Even sedated as heavily as he obviously was, he still managed an ice cold and chilling stare at the two, satin-frocked, boy-girls, as he was whisked past them and down to the other end of the room by his escort, Mistress #8.

The Governess, quite unwisely as it was to turn out, had instructed that he must attend some kind of group activity to try and normalise his behaviour and, under strict medication, she had decided he was calm enough to attend the art class.

He remained hooded and strapped to the chair, except for his right arm which was released and with which, he was expected to paint “a picture of his choice” on the paper in front of him. He chose to paint absolutely nothing and, instead, sat and glared belligerently at the twelve women and the two she-males before him. Mistress 8 hovered nearby in case of any trouble.

It was as Candy Floss put her very final artistic flourish to the name plate she had designed, and was taking it up for Mrs. Murphy’s approval, that the events kicked off. On her way, she fully intended skirting around Bernard’s space, but had stopped to show her design to one of the friendlier female inmates. Bernard had spotted her coming and had quickly painted “U GR8 SISSY WUFFTA” in black watercolour across his paper, which he kindly displayed to Candy as she approached the top of the room. He then picked up his entire palette of paint and tools with his one, free, right hand and hurled it in her general direction, paints, water pot, brushes and all.

To be fair, handicapped as he was, Bernard’s shot was not very accurate and a poor female prisoner, sitting directly in front of him, took most of the hit. But sufficient paint and blackened water projected past the poor unfortunate, to hit Candy and splatter across her beloved dress. Since almost the first day of her incarceration, Candy had warmed to the idea of dressing in female clothes and she had particularly enjoyed the girly satin frocks that had made up her wardrobe for the past three weeks. She had cared lovingly for every one of the outfits and had taken great pride in her appearance, always presenting herself fully made up, each morning and night, and to be spattered from head to toe in mucky water and various tinges of watercolours, was more than she could bare. She stood transfixed for just a moment, surveying her beautiful, but now spoiled, pink satin frock, before letting out a blood-curdling scream, and hurling herself over the tables and straight for the throat of her aggressor. In the process, she sent the poor drenched woman, who had now stood to assess the flood damage, flying. With utter disregard for anyone or anything, she flew at the restrained Bernard and hit him hard across the head with her wooden board, before deciding that throttling him was her best plan.

As she proceeded to go for his throat, Mistress #8 stepped up and with rubber truncheon raised, began raining down blows on Candy’s exposed back. Daisy saw this happening and her first reaction was to leap to defend her only faithful companion. Meanwhile, friends of the poor female prisoner, who had firstly been drenched, and then rudely pushed aside and injured, were seeing to her and trying to get involved in the major fracas, that was now unravelling in the room.

Mrs. Murphy stood looking completely traumatised, like a rabbit caught in the glare of a car’s headlights, whilst Mistress 6 tried valiantly to catch up with Daisy who, by now, was wrestling the rubber truncheon from Mistress 8’s hand, in an effort to rescue her Candy Floss, from any further assault.

Then the whole situation got madly out of hand. Three female prisoners launched themselves onto Candy and Daisy, who, with arms and legs flailing, hit out at everyone and anyone they could reach, whilst Candy was still trying to strangle Bernard, who, by now, was turning blue and seriously regretting his original aggression.

Mistress 8, now devoid of weapon, went flying, taking out one of the female prisoners with her, who hit her head on the art table edge, as she fell to the floor. Mistress 6 attempted valiantly to extricate Daisy from the melee but was crushed by the in-rushing women trying to get themselves in on some of the action.

For a moment or three, the whole bar-room brawl, situation, seemed beyond control when, suddenly a piercing whistle blew long and very loud followed by a scream of “STOP! NOW!” The Governess, plus one other warden from the special facility and two wardens from the female side, flew into the room and their intervention immediately restored some peace. The whistle halted everyone in their tracks and this gained enough time for Mistress 6 to raise herself up and grab Daisy, whilst two other prisoners got their hands, on Candy, and hauled her away from a very purple-faced, and somewhat dazed, Bernard, just moments before he would have passed out.

And order was restored.

The Governess acted swiftly. She always carried a hyperdermic and sedation kit for just such an incident and, immediately identifying Candy as the biggest threat, injected her with a tranquillizer. Daisy struggled to free herself from the iron grip of the Mistress #6, but could not and watched, in horror, as Candy slowly fell to her knees. The Governess calmly and quickly re-filled her needle and approached Daisy, who soon followed suit and slumped to the ground. That was the last thing Daisy remembered. She didn’t even have the satisfaction of seeing Bernard also get his dose of the numbing drug, as her eyes glazed over and she lost all consciousness.

Chapter 11

Swift justice or long, drawn out, injustice?

“Well. That’s a fine mess you’ve got us all into!” The voice was calm and unthreatening, almost matter-of-fact. “You were both doing so well and now you have caused complete mayhem. What are we to do with you?”

Daisy raised her head to look into the eyes of the Governess. She felt unsteady on her legs and was aware that a warden was beside her, offering support. She had not a clue, at this point, that a full 24-hours had passed since the Art room incident and that both she and Candy had been kept tranquilized for that entire time.

As her eyes focussed on the woman standing before her, and she took in her immediate surroundings, she realised this was a room that was familiar to her, if not to Candy, who stood, similarly supported at her side. In her confused state, Daisy looked for signs of paint and blackened water on Candy’s costume. There was none. She had not only been cleaned up but her entire appearance had changed.

Candy was now dressed in a bright blue satin frock similar in design to all their other satin outfits, the same short capped sleeves, the same tight satin bodice hugging her full breasts, pulled in at her constricted waist to give her a very feminine figure and with the same short satin skirt jutting out at 45 degrees and floating on the pale blue underskirts that gave her such a girly look. On her arms was the same startling blue satin adornment, in the form of super-long, satin, shoulder-length, gloves. Her legs were booted all the way up to under the skirt line with a pair of stunning, dark blue, leather, thigh boots. She looked amazing, if not altogether fully awake and aware of her situation.

Daisy had a matching outfit of satin frock, long, long, gloves and thigh-high boots but it was her very favourite red set, taken from its hallowed position on Daisy’s dress rail. She also studied Candy’s full face of make-up and thought how expertly it had been applied, from the matching blue eye tint, to the lush, red, lip gloss. She wondered if her own face looked half as good? The look of awe on Candy’s face, as their eyes met, told her that she did. Both would have passed even the closest examination and represented very attractive, female, figures.

“Yes, we have changed you both. You were both in a bit of a mess yesterday. And we have re-done your make-up. I’ll explain all that to you later. Meanwhile, if you are both able, I’d like to see you standing unsupported. I need to speak to you alone for a minute or two.”

The Mistresses slowly let go of each of their charges and, when satisfied that they could both now stand unaided, the two wardens backed off and exited the room.

The Governess continued, “This is the only time you will ever hear me say this, but I want to apologise to you both. It was my mistake that, that monstrosity, of a male, was allowed into the Art room and I am sorry for the way my decision has impacted on you both. Unfortunately, there has been a serious incident and I am obliged to report it and to deal with it. We have ended up with Mistress #8 with a fractured arm, one prisoner spending the day in our own infirmary, suffering minor concussion, and another inmate still in hospital with a suspected fractured skull. Added to this, Mrs. Murphy is completely traumatised and threatening never to return here and, then, there is the question of what we do with Bernard. Once the strangle marks disappear from his throat, I fear that we will have no choice but to recommend him for secure Psychiatric treatment.

I have had to submit a full report to both the Criminal Justice System and to my own bosses, neither are very understanding of our unique situation here and I fear that their response will not be good. In addition to that, I am answerable to the 8 wardens in this section, the twelve female prisoners next door and the other twenty or so employees in the establishment, who all look to me for answers and for swift solutions, when something like this happens. They expect me to punish all transgressors of our rules and, especially, where personal injury has been sustained. I want you two to know that I do this with a heavy heart, on this occasion, as I fully understand the position I put both of you, and the other women, into, yesterday.

I shall have to call the other Mistresses back in now, but I want to express my sympathy to you and thank you, in a way, for almost managing to throttle that hateful Bernard thing, who will receive a far worse punishment than you two, I assure you. I am not given to explaining myself to the prisoners here. Please accept my apology for the decisions that are, now, out of my control. Mistresses 3 and 4, please come back in.” She shouted toward the closed door of the dreaded Level 6 Punishment Unit. The room Daisy had sworn she would never see again . . . and here she was.

As the Mistresses assumed their previous positions beside the two she-males, the Governess instructed them to each raise the skirt of their respective prisoner, as she inspected the male machinery sitting there entirely naked under the net skirting. Candy gasped as she looked down and saw a completely hair-less groin area, where once a veritable forest had sprouted. “Yes, I’m sorry Candy, it’s routine procedure. We had to remove all your pubic hair with that horrible body-hair eliminator. I’m afraid you won’t be seeing any down there for quite a while. But, at least you match your friend here. Two cock cages, if you please, Mistresses. The stainless-steel, ones, each with the ring attachment at the end to take a leash, please.” And Mistress 3 shuttled off to the store room to do her Governess’s bidding.

In moments, she was back and brandishing the two cruel steel devices that would soon encase the two proffered penises. These were just the same as standard order cages but with an added ring of steel welded onto the very end of each so that a leash could be attached to lead the poor wearer, as and when needed.

The Governess snapped on her latex gloves and then went down under and quickly fitted one cage to Daisy’s flaccid appendage and the other to Candy. She then surfaced and with no expression, ordered the two sissy prisoners to turn and face each other. This they did, with some little difficulty, as they shuffled around in their booted feet, with their tightly cuffed hands behind them, allowing little in the way of counterbalance. Reaching behind her, the Governess leant over to the desk and took a small shiny object from it, with which she again disappeared. Daisy, by now almost fully coherent again, with the effects of whatever drugs had been administered, now receding, realised what was happening. The two she-males were being clipped together by way of the steel rings on the ends of their respective cock-cages. The shiny object was a small padlock and, once threaded through the two cages ends and locked off, would keep the two prisoners locked together face-to-face.

“Good!” proclaimed the Governess as she surfaced again. “Now heads up, whilst I attach your two collars.” Daisy hadn’t even realised it, but now she could see that both of them were wearing a narrow leather collar above the high neck of the satin frock and each sported a central D-ring protruding from the black leather. Once clipped together with a double metal clasp, their two necks were joined inseparably and now their lush red lips almost touched as they strained to keep their heads apart. It was fortunate that both girls were almost identical in height.

“Even better!” declared the jubilant Governess who, by now, was warming to her task, and was looking forward to introducing her next bit of kit. She went around the desk and opened the top drawer and withdrew her “piece-de-resistance”, a double ball gag, which she waved in front of a startled Daisy and Candy, as she instructed Candy to bring her head back. Having no obvious choice but to do as told, Candy tilted her head back to accept the first, of the two, conjoined, hard, red, rubber, balls between her scarlet lips. The Governess pushed the gag home firmly and then went around the back to strap it tightly to her head. She then repeated the instruction to Daisy as the second ball found its home and soon the two pairs of lips touched as the strap was tightened in hard, and then finally buckled off behind Daisy’s head.

Now both she-males were joined in a very kinky fashion at the tip of their cock cages, at their collared necks and, most provocatively, very, very, firmly at the lips.

Both girls realised the significance of this and whilst Daisy was feeling a tad uncomfortable at being in such close proximity to her “friend”, Candy seemed to actually be getting more than a little turned on by the situation but, of course, could not even contemplate having an erection with her penis confined within its metal dungeon, as it was.

Now they felt their cuffs being released from behind, and, momentarily, their gloved arms were free. These were now brought around the front and each girl was ordered to put their arms around their companion and hug them tightly. This done, their hands were re-cuffed in front, each girl now effectively embracing the other in a tight waist hold. Daisy’s arms circled over and around the outside of Candy’s arms.

Then attention turned to their booted legs and Daisy’s right ankle was cuffed to Candy’s left ankle and Candy’s right was similarly cuffed to Daisy’s left. Now, the two satin-frocked, satin-gloved, thigh-booted, sissies were locked together inextricably and felt their lips and their male appendages touching the other’s. It would have been an incredibly erotic experience, if Daisy had been quite as keen on the circumstance as Candy appeared to be. As it was, she constantly strained to stop their lips from actually meeting, but with little success and, after a few minutes of struggle, she realised how fiendishly effective this latest bondage position was. She had to hand it to The Governess, she was certainly a creative thinker. This was a very effective punishment, indeed.

The Governess stepped back and admired the finished effect. She seemed delighted and all thoughts of her recent apology for her actions, had now dissipated.

“Right,” she declared, “You can remain locked together like that for an hour or so, whilst I deal with your friend, Bernard. It’s a good job you have become such good friends. I think this day will bring you even closer,” she remarked, with a wry grin spreading across her face. “Bring in the other prisoner, ladies, if you please.”

Bernard appeared five minutes later. He was supported either side by the forceful grip of the two Mistresses and was slumped forward and almost being dragged into the room. It was clear he was heavily sedated. The two wardens guided him to the edge of the bed, where Daisy had spent her gruelling 24hour prior punishment and, as they got him to the edge, with one almighty heave, they deposited his limp body, centrally, on the mattress.

Daisy could now see that he was dressed most incongruously, in a short frock similar to theirs, but in a powder blue colour. It looked all the more  incongruous, because he wore no make-up whatsoever, he wore no wig, and he was carrying at least two stone more than Daisy and at least three more than the slighter built Candy. Most of his excess weight being around his pot-belly.

It was clear that he was to suffer the same fate as Daisy had three weeks previously, although he seemed too drugged to even be aware that he was dressed in such girly attire and was due to have a very rude awakening when he realised how securely he was to be restrained.

With each of the two, conjoined, she-males jockeying for position, they watched fascinated as the whole procedure unfolded before them. Candy, of course, was a novice to this and was awestruck as each new part of the operation was expertly carried through by the Governess and her cohorts.

The legs were splinted and then wrapped around and around, but in blue cohesive bandage, rather than the pink Daisy had suffered. The mono-boot was paraded in and, once again, the blue leather of the giant boot matched the powder blue, girly outfit, perfectly.

There was no struggle from the sedated Bernard as his hands were similarly wrapped and then encased in leather. He seemed slightly more aware that something was afoot, as they introduced the black rubber half-face hood and the earphones were installed, and the breathing and feeding tubes were inserted into nostrils and mouth, but, by then, it was way too late for any salvation. Moments later, they caught the last anguished look of realisation, in Bernard’s eyes, as the blue leather full-face hood was brought down over its rubber undercovering and the life-giving tubes were wrangled through the holes in the leather, to provide air and nourishment throughout his ordeal. “Not quite so cocky now, are you, you bullying, prick?” thought Daisy, as his strained features, finally disappeared. She understood exactly what measure of an ordeal he was about to undergo.

And, within around 40 minutes, Bernard was no more. His completely immobilized form was a mass of blue satin frock, leather boot and glove, and taut leather strapping, and not the slightest bit of sound, or of movement, could be detected.

“Justice has been served,” thought Daisy, and Candy looked across the narrow gap that separated them, into her conjoined companion’s eyes and they both smiled inwardly, with a deep satisfaction that they had now been, somehow, completely vindicated.

Unfortunately, their satisfaction was short-lived, as the Governess re-appeared into their eye-line. “Well, I think we’ll leave you two here for another half hour or so, whilst we get a cup of coffee. Then we’ll see what we can do about your punishment. I think you’ll agree, this position is far too pleasurable to count as sufficient pay-back for the upset and injuries you’ve caused.” And, with that thought uppermost in their minds, Daisy and Candy looked again at each other and each gulped a silent gulp, as they awaited their own fate.

Chapter 12

Do you want the bad news or the really bad news?

The half hour passed quickly. The girls could do nothing but stare into each other’s eyes and chew on their respective rubber ball as their lips brushed again and again and their cock cages rattled and jerked them back together each time they tried to pull apart.

Eventually, they gave up all resistance and their bright red lips, locked open around their ball gag, locked together in a long, but passionless, sort-of kiss, at least on Daisy’s part, though a slight stirring below told her this was not the least erotic position she’d ever been in. They simply could not avoid the touch of lips and the tight embrace. The excessive eroticism of the outfits they both wore, supplemented this feeling of arousal, and painted a very seductive picture in both heads, as they held tight to each other to avoid any disastrous fall. And Daisy had to admit, Candy did look stunningly attractive, at this moment.

The Governess and her two co-vixens re-appeared. This time each Mistress carried a bundle of white cotton rope, and there was no mistaking where all that was going to end up.

“Right,” said the Governess, “ As I told you before, I do not entirely blame you for the incident that occurred yesterday. However, there was severe physical injury sustained by three members of this establishment and a price has to be paid. I shall be lenient. Whereas our friend on the bed there will remain here for at least the next 24 hours, and possibly longer, your punishment will only last 10 hours. Tonight, you will be released and tomorrow you may have time to recover, as I have some news for you both, which may shock. More of that later.

I like the idea of you two becoming such close friends, so I intend to continue that theme. In fact, lets call this the beginning of a social experiment. You’ve had a parallel journey here for the past 4 weeks, you have shared the same experiences in a rather unique way. I think we should continue that alliance, don’t you? So, we are going to lock you both together to that pole over there. Ten hours for you to contemplate your past transgressions and your future behaviours. I may even release you after only 8 hours, bearing in mind that you have served nearly two here already. It depends how well disposed toward you, I feel. Your full co-operation is required, once we release you from this position. Any resistance and your punishment will be lengthened. Understood?” Both did their best to nod. The Governess understood that they understood.

Rapidly, the gags were removed, the clip joining their collared necks was discarded and the cuffs were taken from wrists and ankles. A slightly more difficult operation, down below, finally separated their two cock cages and they stood free and apart for the time being.

Candy looked fearful at what was to come. Daisy tried to re-assure her with a smile and a quiet “You’ll be okay. I’ll look after you.” mouthed across to her trembling companion.

Then the pair were steered towards the evil, metal, post that extended from floor to ceiling and stood threateningly, in the corner of the room. Once there, they were stood back to back one either side of the pole and the myriad of ropes soon had their bodies lashed securely to the metal pillory.

This time, Candy hands were tied directly to the post behind her, the slightly broader Daisy had her arms brought around and then over Candy’s stretched arms, and her hands were tied off in front of Candy’s hipline, so that she, again, gripped a tight hold of Candy around her satin-skirted waist. Further ropes passed around ankles, knees and thighs until all eight limbs were fastened immovably together and to the cold metal of the post.

Two modified Gwendoline Hoods, both in black rubber, were introduced, and Daisy immediately recognised the tubing, that would soon be installed in mouth and nostrils, to allow for breathing and feeding. She gripped Candy’s waist tight, to try and re-assure her that it was alright. She felt Candy’s already taut body, tense even more, as the hood descended over her head and the tubes were worked into position. Then the wired earbuds were placed into each girl’s ears and the latex straps were buckled off, the mouth strap at the back of the head, and the under-chin strap at the crown of the head, to keep all appliances and tubes in place, and secure.

Finally, the red and blue leather hoods were displayed to match the satin and leather outfits that each wore before these were forced down over the corresponding latex hood, and all sight was taken from them and the sensory deprivation and isolation of each victim was final and complete.

So, this was to be their punishment. Daisy braced herself, knowing what to expect but feeling confident that she could endure an eight to ten-hour stint and hoping it was the shorter. Candy was trying to be brave but wanted to cry. The two restrictive hoods, pressing against her face, prevented any such reaction and she had to be re-assured by the tight grip she could feel around her waist, as her friend and companion squeezed her to say she was not alone.

The Governess did her usual test. First to check that all body monitors were working so that vital signs could be regularly reviewed and then a sound check to test the ear buds. “Thank you for your co-operation, girls.” Was the message, “I shall look kindly on your predicament and we shall release you in eight hours. Enjoy each other’s company.” And the sound clicked off, as both sissies descended into their silent and sightless worlds.

After an hour, the audio clicked back on and focussed the minds of each girl, as a long and complex message came through. They both recognised the voice of the Governess and both listened intently as their future fate was revealed to them.

“Daisy and Candy, I have some important news which has just come to me and I want to pass onto you both. Please listen carefully. I am afraid I have some bad, but also, I think, some good news for you both.  Firstly, our friend Bernard will be leaving us. On my recommendation, we feel this is not an appropriate establishment for him and he will be transferred almost as soon as he has completed his punishment, to a secure psychiatric unit. You will not see him again. I shall have to mark him down as my first ever failure. But, not to worry. I consider it a relief that he will be gone.

Unfortunately, this does mean we will lose almost £50,000 in funding which we were due to receive for his 3-month stay here.

The other news is that the Department of Criminal Justice have reviewed your cases and, in light of the seriousness of the injuries caused yesterday, have decided you are not ready to attend an open institution.” Daisy felt Candy’s body shaking, as they could both guess at the next bit of news.

“In their wisdom, the Department have extended your stay here by another 30 days. This means that this will also, automatically, extend your stay in open prison to a statutory, further 60 days. In addition, they have instructed that you are both to remain housed in sheltered accommodation for a period of a further 60 days, after that period in open prison has been concluded. I know this will come as a shock, when you were so close to release. That ultimate freedom, I’m afraid will now be a full 150 days, or five months, away.

You are to remain as your female personalities, Daisy and Candy, throughout this period. We had anticipated this would be the outcome and you may have spotted your make-up has been changed over the last 24 hours. I can now tell you that you are both wearing semi-permanent make-up. It is the usual procedure for our longer-term prisoners and it will last, without fading, at least for the next 6 months, and probably longer. In addition, tomorrow you will undergo a full body-hair removal procedure and that, also, will last at least 6 to 12 months. Tomorrow afternoon you will have a new, and more elaborate, semi-permanent wig, fitted.  The day after that you will both be surgically implanted with breast forms and these will remain until we, or eventually you, decide you wish them removed. To all intents and purposes, you will be fully transformed into a female form, which will require no further procedures for the full extent of your incarceration and sometime beyond. The only male part that will remain intact, is that bit between your legs. At present, you will be permitted to keep it. You may feel it easier to live your life as a female once released, as the make-up and hair loss can prove embarrassing. If that is the case, full gender re-assignment will be recommended. That will be your choice, UNLESS your attitude over the coming months is unreasonable and leads us to conclude that further surgical procedures are necessary and appropriate. I do not believe that will be the case.

Now, I know this is all a bit much to take in, but I feel it best to be honest with you now and you have the next few hours to come to terms with your situation.

I said I had some good news. I hope that Bernard being ejected softens the blow to you both. In addition, we will get a further £40,000 in funding for minding you for the next 30 days and I have decided to use a sum of this to make your stay with us, more tolerable. I plan to extend this “social experiment” and see if two heads can be reformed more easily than one.

To that end, as I speak, I have instructed that one of our larger cells be converted to house you both together. I feel this may help you both in your future re-education. I am instructing that a larger bed be provided to house you both. I have also ordered a more diverse wardrobe to be supplied and I hope that you can become, together, a little more self-sufficient, in regard to washing, dressing, feeding arrangements etc.

I have ordered an additional range of restraints to keep you comfortably together, so to speak. And our leather and latex suppliers have assured me that they can produce a range of double hoods that we can put you in for sleeping and any other necessary punishment options, so you are going to be locking heads frequently. I think once accustomed to living, in such close proximity, and able to dress and feed each other, you’ll come to a much fuller understanding of each other’s needs.

Now that is all a bit much to take in, I know. Though, I have to say, I rather suspected this outcome and I am entirely powerless to reverse any decision made by the higher authorities. All we can do is aim to turn out the best girls that we can, and I think, together, you will come to accept your position and live a fulfilled, and enriched, year.

So please, dwell on what I have said and let us all make the best of a truly difficult, and upsetting, situation. I’ll leave you now. You have now served over an hour of your punishment. Lunch will be served in one hour.”

With that, the audio link clicked off and both Daisy and Candy tried to take in the full extent of the news they had just heard. Daisy gripped Candy tight, in reassurance. Candy inwardly smiled at the thought of a more extensive girly wardrobe and someone to share it with. She’d enjoyed the locking of lips this morning. She tried hard to imagine what it would be like to sleep in their satin night gowns, tied together in a double bed and laced into a shared hood. The thought sent a shiver of excitement through her body, which Daisy detected immediately.

Daisy also smiled inwardly. “Hell,” she thought, “I’ve been a loner all my life. Never had anyone for me to care for or anyone to look out for me. It’s about time I shared it with someone. And Candy needs me. She actually seems to want me . . . and she did look abso-bloody-lutely amazing in that outfit and that make-up, this morning. So, it could be worse.”

And with those thoughts swirling around both their heads, the two settled down to enjoy, or rather to endure, their punishment  . . . . TOGETHER.

Reading, and correctly interpreting, the bleeps of the body monitors and detecting a slight spike in heart rate and blood pressure from both her girls, Governess Sharp was satisfied that this arrangement of togetherness, would definitely work. And she mentally began to count up all the excuses she could find to use to inflict further, deliciously bizarre, joint punishments, on her two sissy charges.

My gosh, she did enjoy her job.

The End

. . . . . . for now.

If you have any comments, thoughts or ideas that you wish to share with the author, (preferably pleasant thoughts!!), you may contact Paulette Peril via email at PaulettePeril@hotmail.com. Please keep it polite, even if you have a complaint to share, as I do, genuinely, attempt to entertain with my stories and to give my readers good value for money, in terms of length and content of my stories.

And be sure to read these other books by the same author, and, if you like them, please write a review, it would be much appreciated :-

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

The Perils of Paulette Book 2 – Paulette’s Continuing Education
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Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 2
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