

The Feminization Correctional Facility

Book 2 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy Playthings

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, and many people are destined to live in virtual shanty-towns, on the outskirts of our biggest cities. Crime is rife and out of control. Prisons are full to overflowing and the courts cannot cope with the constant stream of offenders needing sentencing. The Government has enacted legislation to allow private corporations and wealthy individuals to open small, private, correctional facilities. 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, their methods will not be questioned.

In Book One, of the FCF trilogy, Governess Sharp’s New Girls, we were introduced to one such facility, Wilford Matthew’s Female Prison, set in the Lancashire countryside, North West England. As well as housing 12 regular, female, prisoners, it has a special wing, the Feminization Correctional Facility, where “special” guests are supervised by the sadistic Governess Sharp and her 8 specially trained Mistresses.

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.

We were introduced to two such “special guests”, Daisy-May and Candy, who were very close to leaving the facility, having almost served all of their 30-day sentences. Unfortunately, as a result of the fight they were involved in, their sentences have been extended by another 30 days. In this second adventure, we catch up with them, as they commence their extended sentences.

So, will Daisy and Candy, return to society, as changed girls? Will they survive a further 30 days of sissification, bondage and humiliation at the hands of their cruel Governess? 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 :-
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Misty PS – Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 1 and
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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.  

Prologue

The Governess spoke, “As I told you before, I do not entirely blame you for the incident that occurred yesterday. However, there were severe physical injuries sustained by three members of this establishment and a price must be paid. But, 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. But more of that later.

I like the idea of you two becoming such close friends, so I intend to continue that theme. In fact, let’s call this the beginning of my great 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, to spend some time contemplating your future, together. Ten hours for you to consider your past transgressions and how you may alter your 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 of the 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. That is a very substantial amount of money, money I can ill-afford to lose. However, there is a silver lining.

My 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 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 £35,000 in funding for minding you two 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,double bed be provided. I have also ordered a more diverse wardrobe to be supplied and I hope that you can become, together, a little more self-sufficient,shall we say, 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 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.

Chapter 1

Level 6 Punishment ended / Stage 2 Transformation begun

The next 6 hours passed slowly and Candy, especially, had begun to get very distressed. Daisy gripped her tightly as she felt little tremors running through her friend’s body and knew that she was finding this terrible ordeal both frightening and painful. Leg muscles had begun to hurt, arms had gone to sleep, and the mind was wandering. Daisy had the advantage of suffering a worse fate, three weeks previously, and she satisfied herself with the thought that however much they were both suffering, Bernard was, surely, suffering more. They had not heard a sound from the bed throughout the entire duration of their punishment. Their only relief had been the arrival of nourishing liquid delivered through the feeding tube in the same “drip-drip” fashion Daisy remembered from her previous stay in the Level 6 unit and the prolonged nourishment they received at two hours into their ordeal had managed to sustain them for the next two hours, as they got regular updates on their progress, wired through the embedded earbuds.

Now hours 5 and 6 were dragging terribly, and Daisy was seriously concerned about Candy’s state of health. Governess Sharp, too, was getting a little concerned as the monitor checks told her that, whilst Daisy was calm and coping, Candy was stressing. This was worrying and, for the second time in the day, a slight glimmer of humanity appeared in those tiny cracks in the Governess’s tough outer shell, and she ordered that the monitors be watched constantly, and that the punishment session be ended at least one hour, if not two, earlier than anticipated.

As it happened, Candy rallied a little and the bleep-bleep of the monitor registered a normalised breathing and heartbeat, so Governess Sharp made the decision to run the session till the 7th hour and then release her captives, an hour earlier than threatened. She ordered that no more hourly communications be made, so that, in their confused state, the two girls would probably not even realise they had been granted a small reprieve from their world. The Governess might have a soft centre but she wasn’t going to show her special charges any little sign of weakness. It would only lead to insurrection and rebellion, she reasoned.

And so, 7 hours after it had begun, the punishment was terminated. Strong hands supported the two slightly limp bodies, as their bonds were released and they both fell forward from the post, trying to regain the strength to remain upright. They were led to the edge of the bed, where an inert Bernard was only into the first third of his confinement, and they were propped up on the edge, just inches from his prone body.

The outer hoods were lifted away from the latex under-hoods and discarded, care being taken to unthread the three rubber tubes that still protruded from the girls’ mouths and nostrils. Then, in no time, the latex strapping was unbuckled and both half-face, hoods, and their life-giving tubing, were carefully extricated from the wearers and both girls’ red, and perspiring, faces were once more displayed in all their glory.

The Governess spoke, as both prisoners enjoyed lungfuls of fresh and plentiful air. “Well, welcome back to the land of the living.  Lesson learned, I trust. And I hope we won’t have any more, silly, escape attempts, or fighting, or any further shows of male aggression, from either of you. We have the next 30 days to think about and I’m really looking forward to what we have planned for you both, so, please, don’t spoil all my best laid schemes.”

This sounded ominous. Daisy knew this woman quite well by now and surmised her devious mind was already working overtime to think of ways to “enhance” their 30 days of additional captivity.

“Right,” continued the Governess, “As I promised you, we have your new home ready. I’ve had the workman in, they’ve been busy all the while you have been stood there doing absolutely nothing, and they have done a nice job. So, we’ll introduce you to your new suite and leave you to rest and to re-acquaint yourselves with each other. After all, you are going to be living in very close proximity for the next month. Evening meal will be served in your room tonight, approximately one hour from now. Then I shall come to see you and give you your busy schedule for the next two days. Then you will have free time till lights out at 9pm.  We will not restrain you tonight, so I suggest you get some sleep, together, you have a few new concepts to wrestle with, from tomorrow, when we begin your Stage 2 transformation. I shall see you after your meal.” And she was gone.

The two attendant wardens now raised each of their charges up from the bed. Daisy took a last, lingering, look at the inert figure lying there and gave a satisfied smile. Then she fixed her eyes firmly on Candy and winked a re-assuring wink that said, “We made it. I’m going to look after you.” Candy manged a weak smile back and then slumped against Mistress 5 as the two she-males were led off to see their new chambers.

They re-entered the familiar cell-block by way of the two security gates that Daisy, in her moment of utter madness, had thought she could foil. They went past Daisy’s old cell and she took a quick sideways glance to assure herself that all her precious clothes had been moved with her. The cell was completely empty, and the clothes rail stood bare. Candy hadn’t the strength to look at her old cell but a glance would have revealed that it, also, had been cleared completely.

They continued to the last of the five cell-blocks and stepped into a room probably almost twice the size of either of their previous homes. There they stood, and Candy visibly perked up, as they surveyed the scene in front of them. There was a smell of fresh paint and, indeed, two walls of the cell had been painted in a fresh pink colour whilst the white of the third shorter wall, where the door led to the en-suite, had a new coat of white paint on it.

Standing against one pink wall was a gleaming white wooden double bed. Although Daisy quickly took in the metallic attachments along the head and tail of the bed, which were clearly fixing points for rope or chain or strap, her attention was taken more by the pretty quilt bedding that covered the bed and the two plump pillows at its head. Beside the bed was a small bedside table with lamp, and, further along the same wall, was a dressing table with chair, mirror and full make and hair styling kits. This was, almost, hotel-grade luxury, she thought.

Then she looked to the other wall and her face lit up as she saw a second dressing table, similarly equipped with stool, mirror and the necessary, feminine, toolkits. And there, next to it, was a double dress rail, now half full, with all of Daisy’s satin frocks and clearly, also all of Candy’s, even down to the fully cleaned and restored pink satin dress she had worn on the day of the paint-splattering. Candy let out a little gasp of pleasure as she spotted her prized frock and realised that it had survived. Under the rail were several pairs of high-heeled shoes, two pairs of black leather, knee-high, boots and 3 pairs of thigh-length, leather, boots, in white, black and pink, to supplement the red and blue thigh boots that the girls still wore.

As she turned to admire the whole concept of a pink-painted, girly, cell, kitted out so fully, and so tastefully, Daisy even gasped as she saw that a long curtain had been installed along a rail above the open bars of the cell front. Mistress 5 saw her looking in wonder, and explained, “The Governess thought you might appreciate a little privacy. Even though this cell is the last in the block, and no-one should come up this far, except us, we’re expecting some new arrivals this week and she wants you two to have a degree of separation from the freshers. I think it’s a “thank you” for trying to tackle Bernard. We were all relieved to hear he’s being moved and I doubt it would have happened without that incident in the Art Room. You can draw it across in your free time, but it MUST remain open from 8 in the morning till 5 at night, that’s the only stipulation. She’s a tough cookie, our Governess, but, some-where, she’s got a heart, you know?” And both Mistresses gave a wry grin. Daisy murmured, “Well maybe she has, but I doubt we’re going to see too much of it.” The look from the two Mistresses affirmed that they didn’t think the two boy-girls would receive many other concessions, either.

And then they left, with a reminder that tea would be served in-room, in around one hour. Daisy felt she ought to get freshened up, but was just too damned tired and, instead, flopped on one half of the giant bed. Candy, likewise flopped down beside her, lay there sighing for a minute or two and then turned and snuggled her tired head into Daisy’s right shoulder. Daisy instinctively raised her arm up and put it protectively around Candy and pulled her in close and the two dozed off in the comfort of each other’s arms, still fully clothed in their satin frocks and gloves, and with their thigh-booted legs intertwined on the top of their shared bed.

Nothing disturbed them, until the clang of the iron door, sliding open, brought them from their slumber and they quickly separated. The warden entered, seemingly quite unperturbed at catching them in a sleepy embrace and just deposited the tray and told them, matter-of-factly, what was for tea and not to forget the Governess was visiting, after their meal.

They were both ravenous and would have eaten pretty much anything, but the Friday night special, coq au faux-vin, was surprisingly good, and they wolfed it down, and dessert too, with barely a word to each other. Then, slurping their 3rd cup of tea from the giant pot on the tray, they had their first proper conversation in almost 48 hours. This centred on the sleeping arrangements and co-habiting. Candy was clearly happy about the arrangement and Daisy constantly re-assured her that she too was glad of the company. They also voiced some trepidation at what the Governess was planning for them, but sat back on the bed and hugged each other for comfort as they awaited her arrival.

Arrive she did, and with a flourish, around 15 minutes later.

“I hope you’re happy with the living arrangements,” she started, “Any complaints?” And the two assured her they were very happy and grateful for her kindness. She liked that, and her manner softened slightly. “Well, I hope you’ll still be thanking me in two days’ time,” she cautioned, “Tomorrow, early, we take you for full body-hair elimination. It’s a requirement for any prisoner serving longer than 30 days’ sentence. After that, we have a professional hair-stylist coming with a selection of very expensive wigs. We’ll be keeping you dark Daisy and you blonde, Candy, but we’ll be advised by the professional as to which style is most flexible. You’ll keep this wig for at least 6 months, maybe a lot longer. We have to get it right and make sure you can style it a number of ways to change your appearance. These are quality wigs and will last you a year or more, washing every day, if you so choose. So, she’s going to give you some basic lessons tomorrow in hair-care and then another two-hour tutorial on the next day, when you return from the clinic.” The two, looked alarmed, on mention of the clinic, and the Governess obliged them with an explanation.

“Yes, the day after tomorrow, we will be sending you to a local private clinic where breast forms will be surgically implanted. Don’t worry, it’s now considered a minor op. You’ll be back here for lunch with barely a scar and a much more realistic bosom. There’ll be a slight discomfort for 24 hours or so and then you’ll forget you’ve even been under the knife. You’ll be pleased with the result and the op is fully reversible, at taxpayers’ expense, if you decide you want rid at the end of your confinement. In my experience, nearly 75% of our semi-permanent transformations, like you, choose to remain female. That’s an option that will be offered you. We can give you a full re-assignment, if you choose, and we get funding for that. You are two very lucky girls! Most men who decide to transgender, pay a fortune for the full treatment. You two are getting it all paid for, the make-up, the wigs, the clothes. Even the after-care, if you remain female.

And they say “Crime doesn’t pay! Tomorrow afternoon, we will introduce you to the first half of your new wardrobe, the rest will arrive over the next day or two. You have a full day to rest after the breast op and then I shall take great pleasure in setting out the details of your prison routine for the next 30 days. We have a few treats planned for you. But that can wait until we have you looking like the startling two females you are going to be for the next few months. Any questions?”

Both she-males sat there open-mouthed. But no words were coming out. They had been warned roughly what was going to happen when tied together to their post. Now, sitting here, it seemed all-too real, and the thought of undergoing a more complete transformation, both frightened and excited them.

“Alright, no questions, I shall leave you. Lights out in just under two hours. I suggest you rest. Enjoy your first night together, you have some challenges ahead. I think you need to conserve your energy for the days ahead.” And, with the same flourish as her arrival, she was gone. Candy turned and stared at Daisy. Daisy had no words to comfort her, so they flopped back on the bed and held each other tightly, both lying in thoughtful silence, for the next half hour.

Finally, with a gentle hug of her companion, Daisy said, “We’ll be alright. We need to get each other through this.” And Candy looked into her deep brown eyes with her intense blue eyes, highlighted so beautifully with the professional make-up, and a passion aroused in each, as Candy leant forward and planted a short kiss on Daisy’s lips. Daisy didn’t pull away, so Candy planted a more lingering kiss on her lips, before Daisy said, “I think we need to get out of these clothes . . .  and especially these boots. You look amazing in yours, but I don’t think it’s suitable sleeping attire . . . and we really need a shower, don’t you think?”

Candy nodded, and they helped each other out of the boots, which joined the three pairs standing erect under the dress rail, then they each unbuttoned the other from their frock and hung these carefully, before turning their attention to the gloves and finally the intricate lacing of the corsets. This was the first time either had been forced to deal with the intricacies of corset-dressing and undressing but they were going to get a lot of practice over the next months, so it was going to be a sharp learning curve. 

And both stood there naked, before it occurred to either to pull their cell curtain across and cut out the outside world, then they decided they may as well share a shower . . . after all, they were about to share every other aspect of their life. So that’s what they did, washed each other gently under the soothing warm waters, before dressing each other in their lovely new pink, and green, satin night gowns that had been lovingly laid out on the bed and then slipping between the soft cotton sheets and holding each other’s satin clad body close for comfort.

Chapter 2

New hair-do, new clothes, new start

The pair rose early the next day, as per instructions. Candy was quite excited, as she had all but decided that gender re-assignment was a very good way to go. Her previous life had been pretty crap, she reasoned, and this life was proving a whole lot more exciting and adventurous, and appealing and fulfilling. So, if she could cope with the next 3 months, AND get all the procedures on taxpayers’ money, AND get the after-surgery support in the security of sheltered accommodation, she figured she had absolutely nothing to lose.

Daisy was a little more circumspect. She had to admit that she too was now finding some fulfilment in studying Art and she was enjoying the Cookery classes and discovering she could actually create something worthwhile, instead of just being the destructive character she had been in her previous existence. She was also growing increasingly fond of Candy. And, if she were honest, she enjoyed the clothes. They seemed so much more exciting than the drab clothes boys were expected to wear, all greys and blacks, Daisy wanted colour in her life. This was her first experience of anything resembling a colourful life . . . and she wanted it to continue.  But could she actually live out in society, and pass as a woman? She wasn’t sure. She faced the day with some trepidation, but was cheered to see the beautiful, Candy, so positive.

The hair-elimination treatment was an experience! In all truth, the two were already virtually devoid of all bodily hair except for that under their wigs. But the wigs had been removed as soon as they had got to the treatment room and, apparently, this lotion they were about to experience, would kill any existing hair follicles and eliminate all future growth for a period of up to one year. A second and third treatment would, effectively, ensure they never grew body hair again, but that was only for those fully committed to leading a fully feminized life.

The pair had presented themselves unwashed and just in their gowns, as instructed, and a small breakfast had been served in the treatment room to save time. Then the old wigs were carefully peeled off their heads amidst much “oohing and aahing”, as the surprisingly resistant, strong, adhesive, was treated with some chemical to ease the removal. It still hurt and Candy, particularly, squealed at each pull and tug. The idea of transforming to a woman had suddenly become less appealing!

Eventually, the wigs were off and discarded, they were no further use. Then the pair dis-robed, and a foam was sprayed over their bodies and heads, before being rubbed in with sponges. The treating wardens were clearly very wary of this stuff and wore gloves and protective clothing to keep it off their bodies. Almost as soon as the liquid foam was rubbed in, their bodies felt the heat from the chemical reaction and their bodies and heads were soon tingling and irritated. For a full ten minutes they had to endure the sensation of warmth and irritation, before they were herded into the large shower compartment and soothing, warm, water was played onto their sensitized skin. Almost immediately, they felt the relief, and, as they massaged the water into their heads, both were aware that hair was already beginning to drop from their scalps. They were encouraged to remain in the soothing shower for another ten minutes, or more and, by the end of that time, each knew they had all but lost every hair on their head and the skin of their bodies felt smoother and more sensitive that they could ever remember.

With half an hour, the full treatment was over and two bizarre, hairless and scalp-less males stood wrapped in towels, shivering slightly with nervousness, and somewhat embarrassed by their hairless appearance, their bald bonces standing stark against their beautifully made-up faces.  They had no need to worry. The wig woman was already in the building and setting out her stall, ready to endow them both with a full new head of hair. 

A full hour and a half was spent with the hair expert. She had already received photos of the two subjects and seemed totally unabashed to meet the two she-males in the flesh. Candy was going to retain fair hair, to suit both her name and her deep blue bottomless eyes. Brown-eyed, Daisy, was getting a replacement dark wig but was the more difficult to match for colour and so laid out before them were 5 fair wigs for Candy’s selection and twice as many dark ones for Daisy to select from.

Eventually, the woman had settled on a medium length, dark auburn, wig for Daisy, longer than her previous bob, but matching her eyes and make-up perfectly and the extra length, down to rest on her shoulders, allowed much more flexibility, to wear the hair up or down, in a short ponytail or even in pigtails. Candy approved and the Governess, who kept popping in from time to time, to give her opinion, also gave her seal of approval. It was decided, this was the new Daisy-look, for the foreseeable future.

Candy was also soon sorted, her latter ringleted, curly hairdo, now replaced with a striking, long, straighter head of fair hair. Again, the wig lady showed her very quickly and easily how she could radically alter her appearance by taking the hair up or tying it into bunches. She could also curl it, if wanted, much more easily than she would be able to straighten a curly wig. She looked to Daisy for the last word and Daisy was entranced by the appearance the new, and much more expensive, wig, gave her co-habitant, and she nodded her head vigorously to show her approval. She thought Candy looked stunning, and now just needed some of their fanciful clothing on to make a remarkable woman.

The wigs were fixed to their heads carefully, a considerable time being taken to align them and to spread enough adhesive to hold them semi-permanently. These hair-dos were designed to last. They could be treated, coiffured, shampooed and brushed, every day for a year or more and they would not budge or degrade. Once on, they were on to stay. The girls looked delighted when, once adhered, the professional stylist gave them each a hint of the fabulous appearance they could achieve, by styling each head of hair into a stunning arrangement, before packing up her stall, taking her generous government payment, and promising to return at least twice to spend time with them and teach some rudimentary hair-styling techniques.

Daisy and Candy were then allowed back to their cell to dress and prepare for lunch. They couldn’t have been happier, as each slipped into one of their satin corsets and, with a considerable degree of experimentation, managed to secure each other in, before picking a satin frock to drop over their corsetted body and each buttoning the other into her outfit.

The afternoon held more surprises, as the Governess invited them to see the first of their new wardrobe of exotic, and erotic, attire, to which they would become accustomed over the coming weeks.

The Governess had explained that the surgical procedure tomorrow, would give them precisely the same upper body measurement. They were to drop a size from the false breast forms they wore now. The new implants would give them a very attractive 38B bust, to accompany their reduced waist sizes. Daisy had now dropped dramatically from 35 inches waist, at the start of her prison sentence to a very worthy, 29/30 inches, now, and this could easily be reduced to 27/28inches, with the aid of her strong corsets. Candy had always been slighter around the waist and was comfortably two inches less than Daisy but with less opportunity to pull her waist in too much more. So, effectively, once laced into corsets, the two were going to be virtually identical in height, exactly the same in bust, and just an inch or so adrift on the waistline.

So, reasoned the Governess, all clothes were to be shared from now on. Any item that was to be ordered would be sufficiently flexible through lacing or because of the material, for either girl to wear. So, one generous wardrobe was going to be sufficient for both to share. Neither girl had a problem with that and was even thrilled at the idea of warring over who got to wear what outfit.

The original dressing room was the venue for their meeting and there, on a temporary dress rail, were the first half dozen of the twelve, or more, new dresses and their accessories, which were to make up their new wardrobe. There was a noticeable lack of the familiar satin frocks to which each had become so accustomed and so fond. Instead, there were three dresses in leather, a black a white and a red. And there were three dresses or frocks, in a material to which the girls had also become accustomed. Three bright latex dresses, each in the same frivolous and fabulous design, were ranked there alongside the harsher leather numbers. Neither girl had worn a latex dress before or the latex corset which accompanied each frock, and they were thrilled as they ran their hands along the garments hanging so seductively.

They thought the Governess a very generous, benevolent lady. She did little to dissuade them from that thought, omitting to tell them that each girl received a clothing allowance as part of the penal scheme.

The three leather dresses were all short and needed no corset, as each was stiffly boned, and then laced down the back with strong cording, from bustline to hip, effectively a corset and dress, all in one. The red and white and black, all matched, precisely, the three pairs of thigh boots, that the she-males already had in their collection and it was easy for them to imagine how good it would look when each dress was laced firmly onto its wearer and twinned with its matching boots.

The latex dresses and their matching corsets were in blue, red and white and each had a little formation of two layers of ruffled, latex, under-skirting, under the short skirt to help it project out at a sexy 45-degree angle. The bodice had a high lace collar and, instead of buttons down the back, like their satin frocks, each of these latex dresses was secured by a zip running all the way up the front, from waist to high collar and supplemented with four short latex straps, that buckled across the zip in four equi-distant locations to give the front of each dress, the appearance of a secure, unable-to-remove, look about it. 

Accompanying each latex dress, was a matching latex corset with the familiar stiffening and the rear lacing. But beneath the rail, were the other accessories, there was a matching pair of shoulder length latex gloves, in each of the three colours, there was a pair of matching latex stockings, in each of the three colours and the suspender attachments to connect these to the corresponding corset, and, there were a pair of latex thigh boots in red and a pair in blue to complete the sets. Perhaps the white latex boots were in the next consignment? Perhaps the latex dress would look equally as good with the white, leather boots they already possessed? It didn’t matter. What they had seen, was thrilling enough.

The two were so excited, that they were overcome and couldn’t wait to try the outfits, but the Governess assured them, there would be time a-plenty for them to wear each outfit, once she had outlined their routines for the next 30 days, and she did not intend doing that until some more outfits had arrived and they had undergone their breast implant treatment. Until then, the girls had to make do with the frocks they already possessed, and these new outfits would be kept safe until the first day of their sentence began, in three days’ time.

Daisy was a bit unsettled when she heard this and questioned why their sentence hadn’t already begun. This was, surely, officially, the first of the next 30 days. The Governess explained that, clearly, the wig-fitting, the costuming and the surgical procedure was not counted as part of their sentence, plus they needed a full two days to recover before the prison schedule was initiated. So, she repeated firmly, expecting no further discussion, their 30-day sentence would begin in THREE DAYS’ TIME. Daisy knew better than to argue the point.     

“Now,” said the Governess, “I am going to show you something rather special, no-one else has been allowed in here other than the wardens and myself. It’s our storage room. I shall give you 15 minutes to have a good look around. Do not touch a thing. Everything has its place and there is a place for everything. I want you to know what resources are available to us to restrain, and to RE-TRAIN, our guests, here. You will understand the point of this much more when I explain your work schedule, the day after tomorrow. For today, I want you to look and to learn. I shall invite you to spend some time, again, in a couple of days’ time. It is important that you see what we have available. And she whisked them from the dressing area, to its adjacent store-room, via the door through which each had witnessed the various warden Mistresses, coming and going each time any new item was required.

The room was a veritable Aladdin’s Cave of everything kinky and bizarre. The room was sizeable, at least twice as big as the previous dressing room, and along all four walls of the enclosed space were hooks, rails, shelves and cupboards, holding the biggest collection of BDSM equipment that either girl imagined could possibly exist anywhere. They thought they’d seen everything, in their first 30 days in the establishment. Nothing prepared them for what was in this room.

Hoods? At least a hundred. Every size and shape of hood imaginable was displayed in surried ranks. There were the oh-so-familiar half face latex hoods, with and without adaptations. There were leather and latex full-face hoods, there were some with openings for mouths, some with integrated gags, some with additional external strapping, others with D-rings attached, atop, or to the side. There were hoods that seemed so bizarre, neither girl could imagine what their use was, and there were some which were even made from the same satin, and in the same colours, as the frocks they adored so much.

Below these were dozens of assorted gags and blindfolds. Along from these were collars and cuffs in leather, and in several colours, collars and cuffs in latex and in several colours, even, again, delicate bands of satin and lace collars and cuffs, all extremely feminine in appearance, but still kitted out with attachments for chains or leashes.

Next were armbinders in leather, armbinders in latex. Next to those was a small display of straight-jackets, for the more violent inmates, perhaps Bernard should have lived in one of those, thought Daisy!

Then came lengths of rope all coiled neatly and hung in order of length, chains, leashes both short and long, metal attachments and clasps to attach cuff to collar, cuff to cuff, or, even, collar to collar! Beyond that were rows and rows of neatly arranged outfits, some in leather and latex, the majority in cotton and satin.

The list was endless and all too much to take in on one visit. The Governess allowed them to walk up and down the arranged display for 15 minutes, open-mouthed at the array of items, before whisking them back to the outer dressing area.

Daisy and Candy looked non-plussed. And each wondered what the significance could be, of having shown them both into this interior, and secret, enclave and to see a collection that was, clearly, meant to be kept private. Perhaps, it had been shown them, to give them an added incentive to behave? Perhaps it was to impress them with the Governess’s power to control? They couldn’t figure it out and would talk endlessly about it, when back in their cell, but the reason was much more devious than they could imagine. The Governess would keep them guessing for another two days. Then all would become clear.

And so, the fascinating day was ended. It had started with the discomfort of having their body hair removed and eradicated. It had reached two highs, the first when they had received their new and flattering wigs, the second when they had been introduced to a part of their new, and enticing, wardrobe. And now it had finished with them both puzzling over why they, mere she-male prison inmates, had been allowed into the sacred inner sanctum, to see and understand the detailed workings of this bizarre punishment facility.

This worrying thought was going to pre-occupy them for the next 48 hours, whilst they underwent surgical procedure, and then recovery. And then they would begin their new 30-day sentence, a little afraid that all that equipment they had just seen, was going to be used, specifically, on them.

Chapter 3

New bodies, new schedule, new challenges

The big day dawned early for the girls. Their breast surgery was booked for 8.00am. with a promise that they would be back in the facility and resting by 11.00am. Neither had slept well, and they had been wide awake from around five in the morning, talking both nervously and excitedly about the implant procedure. Neither knew what to expect but had been assured that the surgery was commonplace since the trend for transgender procedures and gender-neutral upbringings etc. etc. had really come into vogue 20 years previously, or more. Round about 2010 to 2020 there had been a vast surge in the numbers of men swapping their bodies to female, and in the number of young women seeking the reverse procedures.

Now, in 2038, the once difficult, process of implanting false breasts had been simplified to the point where it was considered a straightforward, one hour, procedure. The surgical cuts were done with laser accuracy and barely left a scar. The   false breast implants were inserted through minute, almost keyhole, surgery and then cleverly filled with their chemical gel filling, once in situ. The wounds required 4 or 5 self-healing stitches to seal them and the whole procedure was done under a local anaesthetic. Men were going in, almost on a conveyor-belt system, and coming out the other end, 2 hours later, with amazing breast forms and virtually no pain, and a recovery period of 24 to 48 hours, after which, they couldn’t even feel they’d had surgery performed. And it was entirely reversible, in the same length of time.

In fact, it was so commonplace that it was simpler to perform than having a dental implant, and easier to reverse than having a tattoo.

So, with this in mind, the girls were nervous but excited in equal measure. The false breasts that were affixed to them, looked alright under clothing but, in moments of nakedness, in the shower, getting dressed, sometimes in bed, the appearance was, very definitely, false. Candy, in particular, longed to have the “real” thing and she also looked forward to seeing Daisy, endowed with the same.

At 6.30am., they were officially aroused, but only allowed a cup of hot tea, and no other liquids or solids, before they returned with their new bodies.

They showered and then were dressed in simple long cotton gowns, similar to those of their first day, bed socks and slippers, before being loosely hooded for the journey to the private clinic, approximately 6 miles away. The hooding was not done, as any kind of punishment. It was merely to avoid them knowing exactly where either the facility, or the private clinic, were. In fact, the Governess was going to personally accompany them and couldn’t have been more pleasant. They were certainly seeing another, kinder side to this woman. Though each knew how quickly her manner could change. Aware of this, they were sure to never get too familiar and wary of accepting too many “favours”. That said, this morning she was pleasant and, clearly, taking a keen interest in their welfare. She and Mistress #1, would accompany them in the private car and stay with them throughout the morning, to ensure their well-being.

And so, after a journey of approximately 30 minutes, through glorious, but barely awake, English countryside, the car and its four “female” occupants pulled into the grounds of a large manor house, which was now a state of the art, gender re-assignment centre, as well as general, private, clinic. The time was only 7.40am. The sun had barely risen and, quite literally, a new day was about to dawn for Daisy and Candy. Hoods were removed in the car. The one pair of handcuffs were discarded and the girls, with some trepidation, stepped out and mounted the steps leading to the front door.

They had no need to worry. All through the journey, the Governess, sitting in the front passenger seat, but turned to view her two hooded captives in the back, had been explaining how up to 20 male inmates had undergone this procedure in the past 12 months. Of those, she had said, 14 or 15 still retained the breasts and were considering the next stage of transformation. Only 5 had reverted to their former male lives and even two of those had done their best to get back into the facility because they regretted the decision. She certainly seemed to be keen to convince them to transform entirely. Daisy, under her leather hood, still couldn’t quite figure this woman out.

Anyway, she would worry about that another time. For now, her mind was fully concentrated on the next two hours, and the next two days.

They could not have received a warmer welcome from the receptionist who met them at the doors, to the nurses who attended them and were going to prepare them in the pre-op room, and to the middle-aged surgeon who would perform the procedure and came to put their minds at rest and to just check out their chest measurements and ribcage capacity. He seemed to think they were perfect specimens for the op and gave the go ahead for them to be prepared.

The rest of the morning was all a blur. It was over almost before they knew it. The two were rolled into the pre-op room on hospital beds, given a good, strong dose of local anaesthetic and their old breast forms were removed with some kind of chemical, but they felt nothing. Then Candy bid her companion farewell as she was the first to be wheeled off and into theatre.

Within 30 minutes, they were back for Daisy, and 40 minutes after that, the pair were re-united in the recovery room, where they were obliged to stay for one hour, until all effects of the anaesthetic had worn off. They were given a second cup of tea and left to talk quietly to each other. Their chests were bandaged over the dressings that had been applied, so neither could see the result. And, having got so accustomed to the false breastforms they had worn for the past 33 days, neither felt a difference. And, although they had a slight twinge of pain, they were each given a pack of 20 pain killers with instructions to take one every 4 hours, or as necessary, and, by 10.20am, the clinic staff were bidding them farewell and they were back in the car and being re-hooded for the return to the facility. Job done!

The Governess was clearly elated that the morning had gone without a hitch. Some men had fought bitterly to avoid the procedure and had to be restrained and knocked out completely. Few had ever been as compliant as Candy and Daisy. The Governess looked at them admiringly, she was really beginning to like these two, and had singled them out for her personal attention. Though, of course, under their hoods, they had no idea she was smiling at them with a degree of desire.

The rest of the day, the newly transformed girls were told to rest, remain in their cell and not to remove the dressing. The big reveal would come the next day. Meals would be served in their cell and they were to remain as still and as quiet as possible. Tomorrow, they were reminded, would be another rest day but they had an appointment with the hair lady to do some more styling with them, then there would be the Big Reveal, as they all saw the new breasts for the very first time. And, the Governess had said, with a glint in her eyes, she would be showing them some more new outfits and letting them loose in the main store room again, as they were to receive their prison schedules for the next 30 days. This was clearly exciting the Governess, but neither girl understood why.

So, a rest day it was. Both ate a late breakfast as soon as they got back to the facility. Lunch was delayed till after 2.00pm.

Apart from meals, the two spent the day lying on their backs and just chatting as though they had known each other all their lives. They talked about their hair, their clothes, their prospects for the next 30 days, and they talked mostly, about the change in attitude from the Governess . . . oh! and about their new boobs. Neither felt any real pain, a slight discomfort, but no pain. This surprised, but pleased, them, and they truly felt that they would be back to 100% by the next day.

Indeed, they were. The pair were left to sleep in until 9.00am. Neither could shower until the bandages and dressings were removed. This would be done after a light breakfast, served, again, in their cell.

And, again, it was the Governess who insisted on being there to “cut the tape” so to speak and welcome in the four new 38B arrivals. As the bandages and then the sterile dressings were taken off, both girls gasped with pleasure as their new upper body shape was revealed. The breasts were perfect. They jutted out pertly and even the sensitized, hairless, nipples had taken on a new female shape. There was no discolouring or bruising and only a close examination showed the little row of four or five stitches which were already diminishing. The Governess insisted on picking up each breast and studying it for weight and form before declaring that a perfect job had been performed and the girls could be very, very pleased with their new bodies.

“Now, we need to concentrate on shaping those waists even more and you will be perfect females,” she declared. “I am very proud of you, girls. We’ve come on quite a journey together. Now, if you would like to shower, you have a two-hour hair appointment from 10.45 this morning. Please put on just your nightgowns and robes. The meeting will be in a private room. Lunch will be taken here and then more rest and I shall see you both in the main dressing and reception area around 3pm.” She even stooped to peck each girl on the cheek, before leaving and deliberately leaving the cell door unlocked and wide open. That was how confident she was, that she now had these girls entirely at her mercy. Her plan to draw them even further into her devious web could now be hatched.

The hair appointment went well. Each got several pointers about styling their own, and each other’s, hair, and they were both given the opportunity to try out a couple of different styles, on each other. By the end of two hours, they came out not only with a nice new hairstyle, both with their hair taken up and held with pretty grips, but also with a pretty good idea of how to change their appearance very quickly and very simply. They were promised a last session, or possibly two further sessions, later in the week. Apparently, it was going to be worked into this “schedule” that the Governess had prepared.

Three o’clock could not come quick enough. The girls rested up and ate lunch in their cell. Then, feeling no discomfort, they helped each other get kitted into a satin corset and frock each, although they’d had no instructions to do so. Along with their new hairstyles, their fabulous new breasts, and the mint green satin frock and matching strappy shoes, Candy had chosen, and the bright blue set, that Daisy opted for, they felt more feminine than they’d ever felt and stood and admired each other for a few minutes, before Mistress 3 arrived to take them to the Governess.

As soon as they were seated in the two chairs specially brought in, the Governess ushered the Mistress away and then sat and looked long and hard at the girls sat before her, and, so long did she a stare at them from behind the desk, that first Daisy, and then Candy, coughed politely to hide their embarrassment.

“Well, my girls,” started the Governess, “I hope you don’t mind me calling you “my girls”? I feel a sort of motherly association with you two. I do hope you realise that. I have to tell you both, that you look stunning. Possibly my best achievement, to date. And we have a whole 30 days more to shape you up and to teach you the skills you will need to move on to the next stage of your education.

Now, I want to discuss this next phase with you both. You see, I am witnessing a transformation here that I rarely see. You both look amazing, after such a short time. Your attitude is perfect. You seem to be enjoying the Art course and the Cookery. I got a very good feedback this morning from the hair-stylist, who can’t speak highly enough of you both. And then, there is this “bond” you seem to have for each other. I find it astonishing and heart-warming, and, if being completely honest, I am a little envious of how close you have been able to become in a short space of time. I think you have a perfect relationship. I feel I’m a small part of it.

May I ask you both how you feel about your situation here, now that we have got over those first hurdles? And I know Bernard was a problem and that, because of him, you have ended up with an increased sentence, and I want to know how you feel about that, as well?”

Then she sat back and waited for the girls to respond. This was the Governess at her manipulative best. She wanted to first disarm the girls and then land a sucker punch. And her use of psychology, mixed with the healthy level of respect and fear she earned, for her power over people, meant she normally got what she wanted.

Candy let it be known she was grateful for having her sentence increased. She didn’t enjoy life out on the streets, before her imprisonment and this life was exciting. And being with Daisy was the best thing that had happened to her. And she liked the clothes and she liked the Governess.

Inwardly, the Governess smiled. No problem with Candy. She was hooked. She’d never been a problem, she was born to be a girl, and this next phase would cement her relationship, both with Daisy and with the Governess. Target achieved. Just give it time.

Daisy was less forthcoming and admitted reluctantly that she had accepted the new sentence, and their punishments. The one thing she was certain about was wanting to stay with Candy. And, she had to admit, she liked the clothes. She was looking forward to the new wardrobe. And she liked her new figure.

“Okay,” thought the Governess, “Daisy is a slightly harder nut to crack. But I can use her feelings for Candy to mould her. It’ll work out fine.”

That’s what she thought. What she said was, “Well, I’m glad you have come to terms with this new sentence. We have only 30 days together and I want to make these next 30 days, both exciting, and challenging, for you. So, I am prepared to continue this little social experiment of you co-habiting, if you will abide by my rules and keep to my schedule, for your re-education. If you do, I believe we can achieve great strides, in your personal progress. Together.

Now, tomorrow we have two new guests arriving. And then next week, we have a third young lady, joining us. That means we will be at full capacity, almost. In fact, we would be at full capacity, except you two are sharing one cell. Now that put’s a strain on my wardens, so I have a plan to make you two a little less dependent on us, and a great deal more dependent on each other.

From tomorrow, I have drawn up a schedule for you to follow. And I insist we follow it, to the letter. I have arranged your weeks into four-day lots. Tomorrow, Day 1, I am putting you, Daisy, in complete control of Candy. And I mean, complete control. From the moment you get up at 7.00am, until 7.00am of the next day, you will be her warden. And I expect you to be both firm and fair with your prisoner. We shall supply the tools. You will supply the creativity. I want to see you organise a full day of activity for Candy, and I insist she be kept in restraints, at all times. You will be responsible for her washing, her feeding and her toilet requirements. You will ensure she receives exercise, but also partakes of the activities available to her. In short, you will do our job, for us, and earn your keep here. At night, you will ensure she is securely bedded and remains so until her time under your charge ends at precisely 7.00am the following morning. Any questions?”

Daisy was trying to think of a sensible question to ask but no words came out. She looked stupefied.

The Governess took that as her signal to continue. She was clearly excited by this schedule and wanted to get it all out. “At 7.00am, the following day, the boot, will be very firmly, on the other foot, speaking both metaphorically, and literally. Candy will take charge of you, Daisy. She will bring down on your head, a reign of control, similar to that you have shown her. I expect to see Daisy in restraints and you in charge, Candy. You will then be responsible for Daisy for the next 24 hours. You will see to all her needs during the day and you will keep her secured in your bed for the night.

By encouraging you to take this level of responsibility for each other’s welfare, I hope you will learn to think of someone other than yourself. I hope you will show respect for that person’s needs and develop a sensitivity for their feelings.

That is the reason I showed you both the storage facility at the rear of this room and why I am going to allow you in there, again, in a few minutes, to see what resources we can offer you to facilitate you keeping your subject under tight control. You can ask to borrow any equipment you desire and this routine, along with your new wardrobe of clothes, should make for an entertaining and enlightening two days of activity.”

It was clear that Daisy now wanted to speak, and the Governess signalled for her to do so.

“So, are you saying I have to keep Candy tied up for 24 hours?”

“Absolutely!” was the stark reply, “And hooded. A prisoner is not really, totally, secure, unless hooded, I believe. This weakens their resolve to fight or to escape. I don’t mind what hood you choose, or how often it’s changed, and, clearly, eating is the one time when a hood may be dispensed with. But, yes, bound and hooded, in any way you please from 7.00am till 7.00am. on Day 1 and then you, the same on Day 2.”

“And what happens on Day 3 and 4?” enquired Daisy, as Candy’s eyes opened wide in a mix of disbelief and awe, at the prospect. “You said it was a four-day schedule, Governess. What happens on Day 3 and 4?”

“Well, Day 3 will be a rest day. You can partake of any activities you please. The only statutory duty will be a two-hour afternoon slot in the laundry. You may not need two full hours, but we allocate specific times for the Gym, the Exercise Yard and the Laundry, so you have privacy. I want you to feel you have the freedom to do as you please in these areas. At night, I shall take personal responsibility for making sure you are secured, together, in your bed. You see, I have virtually eliminated the need for wardens to supervise you. I shall take on most of that responsibility and every third night I shall secure you both.

Then, on the morning of Day 4, the wardens will take charge of you and put you through a proper exercise and work schedule, in case you have missed any necessary studies. At night, you will receive your equipment for the next two days. You will have complete freedom within your cell and at 7.00am., on Day 5, the schedule re-commences. Day 5 Daisy takes charge, Day 6 Candy is in control. And so on . . . . ”

The plan was clever. It would make the two girls almost entirely reliant on each other, and on the benevolence of the Governess. The wardens would be free to see to the more demanding novices. The Governess would delight in exercising her control over the pair on the evening of every third day. The Governess would also take great pleasure in manipulating the pair and seeing the creative way in which they managed their charge. It was, unknown to the girls, all part of her bigger plan to make the girls a more permanent feature in the prison and, more bizarrely, a more permanent feature in her life.

And the girls were getting sucked in. By the time they had seen the next six, fabulous, new, outfits, again in leather and latex, explored the massive storage room and been shown the workings of various bindings and hoods, the two were fully converted to the idea. And all the time, the Governess kept using the word “together” as she made it clear, she personally, would oversee their progress, and would be intimately involved in their “training”.

By the time the elated girls returned to their cells, shortly after 4.00pm, armed with paper to order any equipment they needed, the plan had been accepted and, in the mind of the Governess, was now set in stone. The contract was binding! The three had agreed this schedule would run till the end of Day 24, a full six days of Daisy controlling Candy, a full six days of her BEING controlled BY Candy. A full six nights of the Governess taking a personal interest in their sleeping arrangements.  Then a review would be held, in the final days before the girls moved on.

Little did they know, but the chances of them moving on to their open prison, had just become infinitely slimmer.

Chapter 4

Mistress Daisy Controls Latex Doll Candy

The next day could not come quick enough for either girl. They had settled down to sleep early, even before lights out and Candy had provocatively nestled into Daisy’s body and whispered seductively “I hope you’ll be kind to me, Mistress. I promise to be a good slave girl.” Daisy had got aroused as she considered her plan for the day and then had taken Candy in a passionate embrace and kissed her hard on her lush lips before replying, “You will be a good slave, or I shall be forced to punish you severely.”

This was enough to send Candy into a minor frenzy and she quickly disappeared beneath the bedclothes before raising Daisy’s long satin gown and planting her ruby red lips around Daisy’s slowly bulging staff. Daisy moaned softly as Candy’s lips locked tight around the tip and then working her full mouth slowly, up and down, until Daisy’s moans reached a crescendo, which she desperately tried to control, even though, as yet, there were no other prisoners on their block. Candy, employing both her hand and her mouth worked harder at the stiffened rod presented to her and, gradually, Daisy could hold her load no longer and she moaned one last long moan before she ejaculated, into Candy’s welcoming mouth.

Candy quickly ran from the bed to the bathroom and re-appeared a few moments later with her face freshly laundered and a smile across her lips. “Now you are going to have to be nice to me, tomorrow.” she grinned. Daisy laughed and took the proffered sponge and towel from her to do her own clean-up operation. Candy returned the cleaning materials back to the bathroom and silently crept back into bed and slithered over to hold her Mistress in a tight grip as they fell asleep that way, with Daisy just going through in her mind, the order in which she had planned to do things the next morning.

Earlier that night, as instructed, each had written their own list of any additional clothing or equipment that they may need for their “day in charge” and this had been submitted by the 5.30pm deadline. By 6.30pm, each had received a sealed plastic box, containing their requests, and each was marked with a handwritten note, “for MISTRESS DAISY and her MAID CANDY” on one, and “for MISTRESS CANDY and her MAID DAISY” marked on the other. These boxes they closely guarded, each slipping theirs under their side of the bed without revealing their contents to the other.

Daisy was first awake at a little after 6.30am.and immediately roused her companion. Candy was feeling less energetic and rolled over to return to her slumbers, but Daisy wouldn’t allow it. She hauled her out of the bed, slipped the gown from her own shoulders and eased Candy out of hers and then led her into the shower, entering with her and taking up the sponge and shower gel to gently wash down the beautiful naked body presented before her. She took a great deal of care around the newly installed boobs but laughed as they bobbed up and down with the motion of the water playing on them. Neither girl felt any pain from the procedure of two days ago, but had agreed they were going to be extra careful until they were certain all was well and fully healed.

Candy accepted her wash happily and this woke her up sufficiently so that she could respond and gently scrub down Daisy’s body. Then, both girls feeling refreshed and cleansed, they towelled each other down with the fluffy pink towels afforded them as a further special girly concession.

Now the dressing could begin, and Daisy instructed Candy to put on her satin robe whilst she would be the first to be dressed. Then Daisy went to the dress rail and took down the black leather corset dress she had received the previous day, she reached for the matching full-length shoulder gloves and then stooped to pick up the long black leather thigh boots to complete the outfit. Bringing these over to where Candy patiently waited, the two girls together examined the lacing of the dress and tried to work out how most efficiently to get her into it. They found they had to virtually loosen off every lace running the entire back of the strapless dress until Daisy could wriggle into it and hold it firmly to her naked body whilst Candy strained to tighten up the lacing, starting at the top to secure the dress around Daisy’s new and ample bosom, and alternating by moving to the bottom laces and pulling those in to hobble Daisy at the top of her thighs. The dress was short and only just covered Daisy’s manhood, which was reacting to the erotic dressing by bobbing wildly under its coating of heavy leather. Candy reached around the front and slapped it playfully a couple of times, telling it to calm down. Both girls laughed.

Eventually, after much pulling and adjustment and re-adjustment, Daisy’s form was cinched in by the firm leather corset and she admired herself in the mirror. She looked stunning and both she and Candy let out an audible gasp as they stared, in awe, at the reflection of a beautiful, hourglass, figure sheathed in the spectacular, glossy, leather.

Next came the boots, and Candy dutifully fell to her knees and slipped each of Daisy’s feet into the open shoe of the boot before extending each leather sheath up the full length of its respective, fair-skinned and silky, smooth, leg and then pulling the full length zip up the whole incredible length of leather until each limb was tightly enclosed in the gorgeous boots. 

Daisy took the gloves and decided she would cope much better at dressing Candy with her arms bare and so draped them, seductively, over the edge of the dressing table to wear later.

Now she revealed Candy’s costume for the day and retrieved, from the rail, the pure white latex dress, one of its two accompanying corsets, the underbust, waist cincher one, mindful of the fresh scars still visible under Candy’s boob job. Then she took the accompanying long, long, white, latex, gloves which would sheath Candy’s arms from fingertip to shoulder, where they met the short sleeves of the spectacular shiny dress. Finally, she hauled out the long, white, leather, thigh boots to complete the ensemble, and Candy swooned slightly as she approached with her arms full of the erotic attire.

She disrobed Candy and discarded the pink, satin, robe, throwing it over the seat of the other dressing table stool. Then she picked up the latex corset and moulded it slowly to Candy’s eager body, its smaller form being much easier to manipulate than the corset dress Candy had been required to deal with. Soon, Candy’s stunning figure was pulled in to a 26-inch waistline and the magnificent 38-inch breasts bobbed free of the corset, resting atop the cut away rim of the corset’s underbust. Daisy asserted that Candy was, definitely, in no discomfort, before turning her attention to the rest of the outfit. Candy assured her she was fine and begged her to continue the dressing. It was now Daisy’s turn to slap down the bobbing appendage that was clearly enjoying this dressing session.

Next came the ultra-long, white latex, gloves, and, learning a lesson from the previous day, Daisy had talced these, before presenting them to each of Candy’s outstretched arms. They slid on quite easily and only took a little persuading to rise right up to under Candy’s armpits and Daisy smoothed up each latex finger to make sure they were firmly and, for the next 12 hours at least, neatly in place.

Then, as though teasing Candy by keeping the dress till last, Daisy installed each long white boot until both were nestled into Candy’s groin area, literally pressing right to the very top of her white-skinned thighs.

Now Candy was left to stand and moan gently, as she was becoming so aroused, whilst Daisy went to lay out the contents of her plastic crate on the waiting bed. Candy watched with more than a little interest as all the contents spilled out, a complete mix of black and white, of steel and of leather, of rope and of thin cord, and several items she couldn’t identify.

But she identified the first of these as Daisy approached her with three metal components in her hand. It was the stainless steel, cock cage each had been subjected to on the day of their Level 6 punishment, when they had been joined together at hip and at neck and at mouth. Daisy wore no latex surgical gloves as she knelt down to take Candy’s bobbing cock in her hand. She gently teased the metal ring around the ball sac and then fed the penis, with some difficulty, as it was just a little too stiff, into the steel cage that was going to be its home for the next few hours. Candy moaned in frustration as she felt her manhood forced into its cold steel prison and realised that no erection was going to be possible after she heard the click of the tiny padlock, locking the cage to the fixing ring, and placing her penis firmly out of “harm’s way”.

Daisy looked satisfied as she rose, and grinned as she cupped Candy’s chin in her hand, “Now you really do belong to me,” she stated, as she made an exaggerated move of placing the key in a safe place and well out of Candy’s reach.

Finally, it was time for the dress and Candy swooned again as Daisy approached her with the fabulous, pristine, white latex, confection, bunched up slightly, to facilitate getting it over Candy’s upraised head. The latex rustled as it fell over her head and cascaded down Candy’s waiting, corseted, body. The feel of it against Candy’s sensitive skin sent a small shockwave of excitement tingling through her body. The latex skirt of the dress came to rest an inch or so below the caged penis and just hiding it, and the top of the white boots. The short sleeves met the latex of the long gloves and, once zipped and buckled into place, the dress would completely obliterate any sight of skin from Candy’s delicate neck right down to the very tips of her painted toenails. She would be completely enveloped in the glorious scent and feel of the latex, and, once her hood was in place, this is how she was to spend the day and most of the evening.

Daisy shook with excitement as she zipped up the front of the dress and hid the last vestige of skin from sight. She fumbled to buckle across each slender latex strap that ran down the front of the dress and buckled across the long zip, and, once each of those was done up securely, she shook visibly as she lovingly smoothed down the glossy fabric of the dress which clung so provocatively to Candy’s fabulous figure and she gasped a little as she bunched out the tiny skirt that floated on the three layers of white latex skirting, underneath it, making sure that everything was just perfect. Then she stepped back and smiled with deep satisfaction at the sight of her beautiful, latex, slave-doll stood before her and eagerly awaiting her restraints.

She went back to the bed and held up the two latex hoods that had arrived in her package. The first was one that Candy had not seen before and looked intriguing. She would experience that later. For now, Daisy approached with the familiar half-face hood that each had grown accustomed to over their first 30-day incarceration.

She unzipped the shiny white hood and raised it above Candy’s head, just pausing to plant a gentle, but heartfelt, kiss on Candy’s rich red, pouting, lips before they were to be covered. Then the hood came down and obliterated all but Candy’s small nose and her spectacularly made-up, deep blue, helpless, doe, eyes. Daisy loved the face presented to her and kissed each eye-lid delicately before moving to the back and first zipping the hood tightly around Candy’s head and then strapping it over the mouth and up from under the chin. Now, truly, Candy was a helpless, soundless, latex doll and was to be Daisy’s property for the whole day, to do with, whatever she chose.

What Daisy chose to do next was bring the steel handcuffs and the black, leather, armbinder from the bed and begin to secure Candy’s arms behind her. First cuffing each wrist together, then feeding the joined wrists into the sleeve of the leather binder. She made sure each hand extended to the bottom of the long leather sleeve and then zipped the binder from wrist up to almost shoulder level, hiding each beautifully gloved arm as the zip welded Candy’s arms into its tight grip. Candy winced ever so slightly as the zip reached it stopping point and her elbows and shoulders were forced closer together, so Daisy only loosely buckled the accompanying straps to ease the pressure on her lover’s arms.

Then Daisy cuffed her slave’s ankles with black leather cuffs joined by an 18-inch length of silver chain and then collared her slender, delicate, neck with a black latex collar that rested comfortably on the high latex collar of the dress and buckled in the back with two slim latex straps. The front held a ring to allow Daisy to secure a medium length leash of leather to the collar and this she did. Then, finally, she took one more leash, of a similar length, and, kneeling again, raised up Candy’s short skirt and clipped the second leash to the ring welded onto the end of the bobbing metal cock cage, that so effectively, but callously, held Candy’s frustrated penis in its steel grip.

Now, Candy was ready. She was a vision of submissiveness, adorned in head to toe white latex, and white leather, the whole effect augmented and enhanced by the black accoutrements that now held her so helplessly and would accompany her throughout the day and into the evening.

Daisy went to check the time. It was 8.20am. The full dressing of both girls had taken over an hour. But the finished effect was well worth it, and Daisy smoothed each long, black, leather glove carefully up her arm before picking up the two leashes attached to collar and cage, and leading her latex doll to stand and patiently wait for the warden to arrive and allow them to proceed for public display.

Chapter 5

Candy’s Day of Servitude Continues

In fact, spot on 8.30am., it was the Governess who appeared the other side of the cell door. She was keen to see her plan come to fruition and had risen from her slumbers early, in order to get to work early enough to be the first to witness the girls’ effort.

She gasped as she hastily opened the locked door and slid it back to reveal the leather-clad Mistress Daisy holding the servile, latex-encased, Candy, on her two leashes. Then the Governess applauded, spontaneously, and the congratulations spilled out, “That is amazing, Daisy. Candy looks absolutely, exquisite. She looks the picture of servitude. And you! Well, you look just gorgeous. That black leather really sets off your new stunning figure. I congratulate you, a woman after my own heart. If you carry on like this, I shall have to give you a job as one of our Mistresses. Perhaps dealing with all the submissive, sissified, males we get coming through here? What do you think?” Daisy laughed nervously, she was certain the Governess must be joking.

“Well, let us go and show this divine creature off to the rest of the prison,” she continued, “You can outline your plans for the day as we go.” And off trooped the Governess followed by the vision in tight, black, leather, pulling gently at her white latex dolly, who gamely, tried to keep her balance, as she hobbled along in her precarious, chained-together, boots, behind the other two.

Breakfast was a jolly affair. Candy was sat in the lower-backed of the two modified chairs so that her bound arms could sit over the backrest of the chair. Her hood was temporarily removed, and Daisy fed her small spoonfuls of fruit and yoghurt followed by manageable gulps of hot tea and little squares of buttered toast and marmalade, eating herself, in between each mouthful she fed to her charge.

She had waved and smiled through the mirror, in case they had an audience, and she had accepted graciously the praise heaped on her by the warden, in attendance in the dining room. In fact, a dozen gawping women were entranced at the magnificent sight before them and watched intently throughout the entire eating show, which lasted a full half-hour before the white latex hood was re-instated and Candy’s mouth was sealed shut.

The rest of the morning was to be spent in the exercise yard, which the girls had entirely to themselves, and then an hour in the gym. Candy was led around in Daisy’s version of Deportment Lessons in the yard. She led Candy first this way, then that, Daisy trying to duplicate that first experience she had undergone those 4 or more long weeks ago. Candy was already accomplished at walking in heels, but the armbinder did present a small challenge to her and she did her best to comply with all of Daisy’s firmly delivered instructions.

The Governess and two Mistresses were welcoming two new guests into the establishment and would be busy most of the day, so Candy and Daisy were entirely trusted to entertain themselves, only having to seek assistance when security doors and gates were needed to be accessed, as they took their play-time out of the exercise yard, and indoors, and continued in the gym.

Candy soon found herself hooked upon the treadmill and supported by two strong leather straps that held her upright and attached to the overhead frame. She spent a good twenty minutes, as Daisy tested her at different speeds and inclines, on the mechanised walking belt. The she was transferred to the cycle machine and here her boots were uncuffed before each foot was securely locked into the pedal restraint on the machine.

A further hour in the gym, on top of the hour they had spent outdoors and Candy, and Daisy, were both tired. Daisy called for assistance and requested that they be shown back to their cell to rest before lunch was due, in just over half an hour. Daisy, in any case, wanted to change Candy’s hood and her arm restraints.

Back in the cell, there had been no sign of any new inductees, and Daisy quickly removed the latex hood that had now covered her beautiful companion’s face for over two and a half hours and then Daisy rained down kisses onto Candy’s exposed mouth. Both girls were exhilarated that the costuming, the public demonstration and the exercise activities had all gone well. The afternoon was set to be much more relaxed with an Art Class to attend and some library time, before a further hair styling demo was planned with Candy as the bound and unresisting model. 

Then she sat Candy down and proceeded to unstrap the armbinder that had forced Candy’s arms together since 8am. that morning. Candy breathed a sigh of relief as the zip was unfastened and the leather sheath fell away from her tired arms. Her relief was short-lived, however. Daisy massaged her arms quickly, but kept them handcuffed, the rule being that, at no time, was the submissive to be unrestrained, from before 8am until 7am the next day. Daisy intended playing by the rules.  She quickly gathered up the next equipment and set to unfastening Candy’s latex collar and replacing it with a stiffer, leather one that had a strap dangling down Candy’s back. Attached to this strap, one below the other, were two leather cuffs to accommodate the wearer’s wrists in a folded fashion, behind the back, one arm resting above the other, as the already handcuffed wrists, were buckled in, before the steel handcuffs were removed and discarded. This was more comfortable than the armbinder but held Candy’s arms just as effectively. She was certain she could tolerate a few hours in this position.

Daisy retreated to the bed, one last time, and came back brandishing the alternative latex hood. This was a full-face hood in the same white latex, but the eyes and mouth were revealed through three oval cut-outs in the heavy rubber. There were also small breathing holes below each nostril. Once it was zipped on, it clung firmly to Candy’s features and Daisy kissed the protruding lips before holding up a broad panel of latex which was going to seal the lips in.  The clinging hood had 4 small silver buckles sewn onto the latex, two on each side of the face. One at eye level, either side, would take the white latex blindfold and one on each cheek would buckle to the mouth panel. Once locked on, these would effectively blind and silence the wearer and the face would become a featureless mask of shiny, white rubber, only the nostril holes allowing the victim, to breathe.

Candy was plunged into darkness as the blindfold and its two eye-pads were buckled into place, and, once again, she was entirely reliant on her Mistress to guide her and to tend to her. Daisy took her duties extremely seriously and steered her blinded, mute slave to the bathroom, and, raising her bouncy latex skirts, sat her on the toilet. Candy was relieved, she allowed pee to dribble through the open end of her cock cage and flush away. Daisy, thoughtfully, washed the end of the cage and its contents, before leading Candy back to the main cell.

Then they set off on their hazardous journey to the dining area. Candy, completely devoid of sight, was steered gently, by the use of the two re-attached leashes, down the corridor, they had a short wait whilst a warden unlocked the two security gates, and then the happy duo continued on, Daisy gently coaxing Candy each time she strayed from the straight and narrow, until they eventually reached the door of the dining room. As they entered, they sensed the presence of two others in the room, and, as they came fully into the room, they saw that there were indeed, two new inmates, seated and strapped into chairs 1 and 5 the one nearest the door and the one in the furthest corner. Daisy was a tad embarrassed, Candy blissfully unaware. But neither could have felt as awkward as the two new guests were feeling. They had already been informed as to their whereabouts, already stripped of clothing, and shaved, and given the standard issue cotton gown, and they were just getting accustomed to the new girly names they had just received, so seeing a pair like Daisy and Candy walk in, didn’t exactly strike them as unusual. Besides, each had been warned to keep their heads down and ignore any other comings and goings, but each found it difficult not to take a very quick glance at the erotic sight of these two leather and latex clad beauties as they marched, and hobbled, toward their specially adapted eating chairs, centre stage of the room. 

So, the couple were back in the dining room, and soon seated as before, Candy’s arms held firmly behind her, and she entirely dependent on her Mistress to receive any sustenance. This time, her hood remained intact, her latex mouthpiece was unbuckled and left to hang by the left side of the hood, her, now visible, mouth accepting each forkful of food and each sip of juice as it was offered.

Daisy paid her two uninvited guests no attention whatever, as she studiously saw to Candy’s needs, as well as her own. Mistress #3 hovered in the background, clearly in charge of the two new girls, but they were not causing any bother, they were far too absorbed in their own miserable situation to worry about Candy and Daisy’s affairs. So, the pair ate slowly and deliberately, Daisy pausing every so often to wipe Candy’s lips with a paper tissue.

Their dinner was over just as the two new she-males were getting re-hooded. Daisy re-fixed Candy’s mouthpiece and they headed for the door as the prisoner in Chair 1 was just getting released from the chair, and Daisy wondered what delights he/she had to look forward to that afternoon, at the hands of the ever creative, Governess, as the poor soul hung his/her head in shame.

Art Class was as enjoyable as ever, though Mrs. Murphy still seemed a little traumatized by the events of four, or was it five, days previously. Candy had her gag left on, but the blindfold removed, and one hand released to use for her artwork. She coped well.

The professional hair stylist who had fitted both wigs and had already given the girls two lessons in hair styling, batted not an eyelid as she entered the room to find a white latex clad, unhooded, Candy tied firmly to the wooden chair and presented as the hair model for the day. This woman must have seen some sights if she spent her days visiting institutions like this and fitting sissified males with hair pieces, figured Daisy, who, by now, was quite unabashed about their situation.

By 5pm, the day’s chores had been completed and both she-males now knew how to put Candy’s hair into a striking bun. The stylist left, promising one last lesson and enquiring if Daisy could please be the model tied to the chair, next time. Daisy re-fitted the latex hood and blindfold and, silently and slowly, they began the arduous journey back to the cell.

Once safely installed back “home”, Daisy waited for the warden to traipse off to her other duties before she pulled the curtain closed and the pair were safe in their own haven. Then she approached her captive and removed Candy’s mouth gag and teased her lips with her tongue. Candy opened her mouth to speak but Daisy immediately plugged it full, with a 5cm. cube of the mouth wadding that the Governess had been so fond of using, it was in her under-bed kit. Candy, still blinded, was confused as to what was happening and went to protest as Daisy re-buckled the latex panel over the stuffed mouth. Now, she steered Candy towards the bed and pressed her down to sit on the edge. Then, with a surprising deftness, Daisy untethered the two arms from the neck collar contraption and swung Candy fully onto the bed before swiftly tying one wrist to the left bedpost and one to the right, then doing the same, with the two booted ankles, to the bottom bed-post. In moments, Candy, poor, sightless, mute, latex encased Candy, was completely spread-eagled on the bed, and at her Mistress’s mercy.

Now Daisy rushed to get the small key to the cock cage padlock, as Candy writhed in excitement at this new instalment of the game. She ran back to Candy’s bed and fiddled to unlock the cage before Candy’s erection caused a serious issue. The ring fell away from the steel cage, as the padlock flipped out, and the whole metal cage exploded off Candy’s penis and fell to the floor with a clatter. Daisy tried not to laugh, as her companion now grunted and moaned as she felt her engorging cock, free of its prison. Daisy lay on the bed beside her bound playmate, and gently stroked the now proud man-rod with a firm and strong leather-gloved hand. Candy “oomphed” and “aargghed” through the mouth gagging, as Daisy’s strokes got more and more vigorous, until she climaxed with an almighty groan, that Daisy feared may have been heard in the next prison block, and a fountain of sticky white lava erupted, some hitting Daisy’s resilient leather-wear, the rest settling in a pool on the raised skirt of Candy’s latex dress. Candy’s whole body shook and convulsed for half a minute more and then settled. As soon as she had quietened, Daisy gently laid down the spent rod and disappeared to get some much-needed cleaning materials from the bathroom.

Within a few minutes, all damage had been repaired, all mess had been eliminated, all evidence washed down the plughole. Candy still lay bound to the four corners of the bed, but her head was now unhooded, and she was gently kissing the face of her tormentor, which was now hovering above hers. “That was fabulous. Thank you.” she said, with an obvious appreciation. “In fact, the whole day has been fabulous,” she continued, “I have a lot to live up to tomorrow. Thank you for looking after me, so well.” Daisy smiled down at her charge, she too had really enjoyed the game they had played and, inwardly, she thought, that Governess is really quite inventive, and quite the psychologist. She already felt more responsibility toward Candy than she had ever felt toward any other person in her entire life. Furthermore, she liked the feeling of being needed . . . and Candy had clearly liked the feeling of being reliant on her. It was one of those rare win-win situations, and this day wasn’t over yet, and tomorrow was still to come.

For evening meal, Daisy had reverted back to the half-face hood and had opted to strap Candy into the higher-backed of the two chairs, by way of the integral straps on the chair arms and legs.

After dinner, the Governess, who seemed to work a 16 hour day, but, unknown to the girls, actually lived on the premises and took several hours off at different periods in the day, came to the dining room, checked the state of her two new guests, who hadn’t livened up at all since lunch-time, and looked wholly sorry for themselves, and then suggested she walk back to the cell with Daisy and the re-cuffed, and re-hooded, Candy and have a little chat about the day.

Candy sat in enforced silence, as Daisy and the Governess went over the day and Daisy told her what an amazing feeling of empowerment, but, also, of responsibility, it had given her. The Governess had anticipated just such a reaction and smiled to hear that her plan was working. “And tomorrow, you will feel the boot, so to speak, is on the other foot. Though, I have to say, Candy, you have your work cut out, Daisy here has set the bar really quite high for a first-time Mistress.” Beneath her hood, Candy smiled and nodded, but she was quietly confident she had enough surprises to keep Daisy on her toes for the full day.

The Governess bid them a good night and reminded Daisy, unnecessarily, that Candy’s confinement lasted till the morning. She urged Daisy to consider the night-time restraints carefully, so that Candy would get some sleep, Daisy had already considered that and intended to be as careful and as loving in her attentions as possible, whilst still ensuring that Candy knew exactly who was in charge.

The girls passed the next two hours with Candy hooded but lightly cuffed and in the security and comfort of Daisy’s arms. Then the latex all came off, piece by piece, the cuffs went back on and with her hands cuffed in front of her, Candy did a valiant job at unlacing and unbooting her Mistress, before a stripped Daisy led the now naked Candy into the bathroom to gently wash her under the shower before preparing her for bed.

Once dried off, Candy was re-united with her long, pink, satin, gown. Then Daisy turned her around and tied her hands behind her back with a length of soft cotton cord, leaving two ends dangling free. She instructed her slave-girl to climb onto the bed and then threw back the bedclothes so that Candy could snuggle onto the deep mattress. Once lying prone, Daisy took another length of the soft cord and loosely but securely tied Candy’s ankles together. Then she urged Candy to bring her knees up and her ankles behind her and she took the two loose ends of cord from the wrist binding and tied them to the now bent legs, putting her bedmate into a, fairly relaxed, hogtie, her wrists and ankles connected behind her body. She remembered that Candy had to be hooded for the night, but was anxious to be able to see her face, so she fitted her with the pink, half-face, hood, that matched the night-dress and left Candy’s beautiful, made-up features, staring out from the cut-out mask, gazing at Daisy, in love and admiration for her Mistress. Then Daisy, in her mint green, satin, gown, climbed into bed beside her hogtied companion and held her bound body close, as she tenderly licked and kissed the portion of face that showed through the latex mask. And the pair fell into a deep and satisfying slumber.

Chapter 6

Candy in Control

Candy was up at the crack of dawn. She had a captive to prepare for her audience and she had an audience to captivate. But first, she had to be freed from her bonds. She had slept surprisingly well, considering the hog-tie position she’d been left in, and her last memory before falling into a deep, deep, contented, sleep, was of Daisy kissing her gently, through the latex covering over her mouth, and tenderly across her eyelids. Now she tried to rouse her sleeping lover. Daisy had grunted, turned as though to go back to sleep, and then realised her poor bed-mate needed freeing and saw to untying her loosely bound, ankles, and wrists, before grunting again and settling down for 10 more minutes’ nap.

Candy saw herself off to the bathroom and took off the satin nightgown. And she admired her figure in the mirror as she gently bobbed her new38B breasts up and down and thought how realistic, and how clever, they were. She had no discomfort at all, and was truly delighted with them. But, all this self-admiration had to stop. Today, she was in charge and had a lot to think about. She was excited both at the thought of the previous day and the day ahead. It was a fine idea, this “schedule” and she was deeply committed to co-operating fully in the Governess’s plans, however weird they may seem to others.

She showered herself to save time, knowing that Daisy probably deserved the little lie-in and would forgive her. It was the first time in the several days they had lived together, that they hadn’t shared the shower.

Then, as she wrapped herself in a lovely fluffed towel, and put her feet into her fluffy pink slippers, she started to sort the clothes she would wear, for her day in charge. She was going for the leather, just as Daisy had, but, whereas Daisy had quite conservatively picked Black and White, as her theme, Candy was definitely going for colour.

She was going to wear the blue leather corset dress and its accompanying boots and gloves. Daisy, would be put in latex. And, she really liked the look of the red outfit, she thought that would be dramatic, and, whilst, she secretly loved the idea of zipping her slave into the red, leather, thigh-highs, she thought a more, demure, look would be achieved if she kept to a slightly, more subtle, latex, theme, and matched the dress with the red latex stockings and a strappy pair of red heels. Of course, the long, latex, gloves were absolutely, obligatory. They looked so damned sexy, she thought.

So those were the outfits she prepared, as her slave-to-be, slumbered peacefully, seemingly oblivious to her fate.

She spent some little time fitting the 4 suspenders to the bottom of the red, rubber, over-bust, corset. Then she had a little peek at the contents of the plastic crate which she had kept, furtively, under the bed. She re-arranged them a bit to make it easier to reach the bits she wanted, first.

And then she was ready, and she gently shook Daisy to wake her, so that both could get prepared.

Daisy trotted off to the shower, after they had kissed once, to re-assure each that they were still a couple, if not a fully, wide-awake, enthusiastic couple, this early in the morning. But a shower soon worked wonders and Daisy came back looking refreshed and raring to go.

“Good, well you can help me into this first,” said Candy, as she held up the fabulous blue, leather, corset dress. She’d already learned from the previous day and had loosened off inches and inches of lacing, so that she could step into it. Already, by Day 2, they were learning fast and finding this corseting business was a piece of cake. They’d been born to be in corsets, obviously!

Daisy was a bit cautious, afraid of damaging any of the stitching under Candy’s heaving breasts, but Candy assured her, there was absolutely no problem, and, within 10 minutes, Candy’s sensational figure was bound into the startling, leather dress, and she looked as sexy as hell. Daisy thought it, Candy knew it. And she excitedly ran her hands up and down her leathered body.

She left the boots, and the gloves, till last. She figured it would be sexy, and appropriate, to have her latex doll put her into both, once she’d poured her into her red outfit. So, the latex corset, with the four dangling suspenders, went around Daisy’s equally stunning figure and she was soon laced in so tight that she gasped as the last lace was pulled taut and knotted off. Soon, the corset would warm and conform to her body, and, she knew, it would be soooo-soooo comfortable. This initial discomfort was not an issue. No pain, no gain, she mused. Then, a little disappointed she wasn’t getting the thigh-boot treatment, Daisy helped her Mistress pull up the pre-talced latex stockings and Candy smoothed each one right up Daisy’s leg until she was satisfied they were wrinkle free, and then she clipped them up to be held firmly in the grip of the two suspenders at each thigh.

Now she smoothed two long red latex gloves, one up each smooth arm, and snapped them against her upper arm, to seal Daisy from fingertip to shoulder. Soon the dress would rush to meet the tops of the stocking and the sleeves to meet the tops of the gloves and Daisy would be a vision of latex loveliness . . . and submissiveness. The dress fell easily down over Daisy’s shoulders and tumbled past her 38B chest. She immediately felt the clingy latex, grip her body, and the beautiful frock was soon zipped and buckled into place. She thrilled, as her gloved fingers fondled the latex dress and she swooned as she listened to the layered underskirts, rustle slightly and brush against her erecting penis. Candy tutted, as the penis swayed like a cobra reacting to an Indian fakir’s pipe music, and she told her slave the erection, simply, had to go. A cock cage was on its way.

But, first, now that Daisy was fully attired in her latex lingerie, she had to put Candy’s boots and gloves on for her. And Candy sat on the edge of the bed, as her willing latex slave, performed the honours. Each blue boot slid onto and up Candy’s slim, white, legs, as a highly excited Daisy, knelt at her Mistress’s feet. Then, when happy that each boot was in place, she teasingly raised the zip up, slowly, slowly, first the right leg, then the left, being as seductive as she could manage at 7.55 in the morning.

Finally, came the long, blue gloves and then the dressing was complete, and the stage was handed over to Mistress Candy, who would now present the next act of this full-day drama.

Candy stepped up to the mark, and immediately told her slave to stand and put her hands behind her back. Now, she circled, slinkily, around her compliant latex dolly, slowly caressing the folds of her red, latex, dress and the tops of her red, latex stockings, as she circled and quietly purred, in satisfaction. Then she abruptly stopped and smacked Daisy once, hard, on her rump and went to her cunning, box of tricks to bring out her tools of control.

Firstly, she snapped a pair of black metal handcuffs to Daisy’s behind-her-back wrists, securing them there temporarily whilst she moved to stage 2. Then she retrieved a pair of black, metal, ankle cuffs and snapped one around each stocking foot. Now a short, 12 or 15-inch leg spreader bar was brought out and snapped, one end to each ankle cuff so that Daisy’s legs were held rigidly apart by the distance of the bar. If she walked, her steps would be limited to that 12 to 15inch movement, there was no bringing her feet together, and splayed, was just how Candy wanted her. Now Candy approached her slave from behind, with a hidden object, one she had prepared earlier. It was a well-lubricated butt plug. And Candy was now teasing at Daisy’s rear end, to try and nuzzle the 5-inch long plug, into, and up, her butt. The task was not easy, but, as the lubricant smoothed the way, and Daisy relaxed, once it had begun its journey, the destination was a foregone conclusion, and, soon, Daisy’s butt had welcomed its official visitor.

Now, Candy brought out the lightweight, metal neck yoke that she had wanted to try on her captive. This was, basically, two shaped lengths of metal, aluminium, Candy guessed, which were hinged together, at one end. Along the length of the metal pieces, were three circular areas, a small one at each end, to slot the wearer’s wrists into, and a larger circle in the middle, which would accommodate the wearer’s neck. Once the hinged pieces were then drawn together and padlocked, the poor victim had their neck encircled and their arms raised, as their wrists were secured, one either side of the head, at shoulder level. It was a fiendish device and had attracted Candy’s attention on their first tour of the storage room. Now, as she took off the temporary handcuffs and raised Daisy’s arms up to her shoulders, and then fed first the right wrist, then the neck, then the left wrist, into the metal device, padlocked it off, and stood to admire the result, she was pleased with her choice. Daisy now stood, legs splayed from the rigidity of the leg-spreader, her neck and wrists, all linked together by the rigid metal yoke across her shoulders.

Daisy was ready! Candy was ready, bar the final two touches! Candy went, one final time, to her magic box and brought out one, medium, red, rubber, ball-gag, to be employed, after breakfast, and one, short, red, leather, leash, to be employed immediately. She clipped it to the neck collar of the metal yoke that encircled Daisy’s delicate neck, and which was cushioned, as it covered the high latex collar of her dress. It was 8.20am. and the duo were ready, bang on time, to start their day.

Candy looked magnificent. The choice of the blue leather was just perfect. It highlighted her fair hair and her dramatic blue eyes. She looked the best she had ever looked, and she felt she was on cloud nine. She had the Governess to thank, of course, for selecting all these amazing outfits, in the first place. Now, she gazed at her beloved Daisy and was, quite justifiably, delighted with the result. The red latex outfit suited her perfectly, too. It looked very feminine but, at the same time, the dramatic red, gave Daisy an edgy appearance. She stood there bound and yoked, ready to take the long walk to the dining room, looking like a vanquished warrior princess, led back to the victor’s camp, to be displayed as a war trophy.

At 8.28am., Candy heard the security doors opening and, quickly, whispered to Daisy, “Here we go. Make me proud.” And she kissed her lover on her exposed mouth, before standing to her side, to await the arrival of Chief Judge and Games-Master, the Governess.

The Governess was alone, she had no need for any warden to accompany her. She had absolute trust, now, in her two girls and knew they presented no threat to her. She wanted to savour this moment and take the opportunity to see her two proteges, before anyone else.

“OMG!” she muttered, as she arrived at the cell door. She repeated it, for good measure, as she unlocked the door and slid it back, “OMG! You look fabulous, Candy. Simply amazing. Just the way I pictured you. I am so glad you chose the blue. I had you in mind when I selected it.” And she took both of Candy’s hands in hers, and kissed her on her cheek.

Then her attention turned to the bound Daisy, to Daisy the vanquished Warrior Queen, to Daisy, the once-reluctant, but now compliant, sissified, man that most fascinated Governess Sharp. And the Governess drew a short breath, as she took in the sight before her. From her latex-hooded head, down to her latex-clad female body, down her slim feminine, latex-stockinged legs, Daisy was a picture of feminine beauty. And the cuffs and chains around her slender ankles and the metal yoke, shining in the early light, as it held her head erect and her arms and wrists up at shoulder level, gave her an air of someone, reluctantly dominated, though nothing could be further from the truth. Daisy was looking forward to her day under Candy’s control, just as much as she had enjoyed the feeling of power, that being in control had awarded her, the previous day.

The Governess circled around Daisy, like a general inspecting his troops. She raised the micro-skirt of the latex dress and examined the red cock-cage. She looked as though she approved and reached down with her bare hand to give it a little rattle and check it was firmly secured. Daisy gave a slight moan, as she felt her penis toyed with. She, then, circled round the back and raised the skirt again, to expose the very base of the long, black, butt plug, which was nestled so comfortably in Daisy’s rear passage. She was most impressed with that and whispered to Candy, enquiring if she had the remote control? Candy had it ready but was saving the surprise till later. The Governess nodded her approval.

Then she spoke, “Well, Candy, I have to give you nine and a half out of ten, for presentation. You have exceeded my expectations. You, and your slave here,  both look absolutely fabulous. Now, please tell me if I am interfering, but I do feel I can just offer you a couple of suggestions.”

Candy would NEVER tell THE GOVERNESS, she was interfering. But, of course, they both knew she was.

“I hope you’re going to gag her. This style of hood is okay, but it’s really calling out to add a gag.” Candy assured her that she had all that in hand, but was not using the ball-gag, till after feeding. “Oh, well that is splendid. I think that will look lovely. But, I would like you to bring Daisy to my room, after you’ve had your breakfast. I’m going to show you a couple of special things. One is a new gag, I’ve just ordered. I think it would look delicious with this particular outfit. And then I want to show you an alternative way of dealing with that thing between Daisy’s legs. Just a suggestion, if you wish to try it?”

What could Candy say? She depended on the Governess’s good-will entirely, and, at the moment, both she and Daisy seemed to be riding a tidal wave of good-will. She had never known the Governess as enthusiastic or as helpful, as she had been these past few days. So, of course, she said she’d be happy to come along, with a gagged Daisy, to the Governess’s main room, straight after breakfast.

Breakfast lasted only twenty minutes. Neither girl was particularly hungry, and Candy had regretted using the neck yoke. It was not conducive to Daisy sitting comfortably in her feeding chair, and she ended up perched on the edge, whilst Candy fed her small bites of fruit and of buttered toast. They agreed to call time on breakfast by 9.00am and Candy raised her prisoner from the edge of her seat, before instructing her to open her mouth and accept the red, rubber ball between her plump lips. The gag was only medium-sized, and fitted comfortably into Daisy’s ample mouth, without causing her to stretch her lips, too much, so keeping the shape of her mouth recognizable, not too distorted. Candy did not want to cause her lover any discomfort. That was not what this game was about.

Then she steered the blind and mute Warrior Queen, down the aisles, careful not to jar her upturned arms, or her yoked neck, by hitting any obstacles, and she walked her slowly and deliberately towards the main dressing room, where she knew the Governess would be waiting. The steps Daisy took were awkward and governed entirely by the length of the leg spreader. “Also,” thought Candy, “maybe not the best choice.” But it looked good!

The Governess welcomed her with another hug and then examined the delightful creature she was controlling, under the better light of this main room. She cooed and clucked like a mother-hen, to show her approval, and commented on how much the addition of a nice gag, enhanced the overall appearance. “But,” she added, “I want to show you a special little gag which I just adore. I think it would go perfectly with this arrangement. But, no pressure. Ultimately, I want you two to make the decisions. I can only advise. Now, leave Daisy stood here and you come with me.” And she took Candy firmly by her blue, leather-gloved, hand and led her off to the adjacent store, as Daisy stood, legs apart, and trying to figure out where exactly, she was, and where everyone else was.

The Governess held Candy’s hand tight, and she didn’t let go. She held firmly onto “her girl”, as they traversed the length of the room to some drawers against the far wall. She went first to one drawer and pulled out a strange object with two, short lengths of red leather strapping, dangling from it. This was, clearly, the special gag, she wanted to show. But then, still gripping Candy’s hand tight, she opened a couple more drawers before pouncing on the last items she required. She withdrew three strong, black, rubber, cock-rings, and an aerosol can of something-or-other. Then she walked her Candy back to the main room, where an oblivious Daisy still stood, in the middle of the floor.

“Now,” said the Governess, “I don’t want to disturb that lovely gag you’ve given Daisy, so, we’ll try this on you. Open your mouth.” She put the three black rings down, and the can of spray, and then approached an open-mouthed Candy, with the strange object, she held.

“I’ve never used this, it only arrived a day or two ago. It’s a virgin gag! I had you two in mind when I saw it. It’s a rubber, ring gag. It’s designed to keep your mouth wide open, whilst still not permitting any speech. You can gurgle a bit, but no real words are going to come out.” And she carefully forced the stiff, rubber ring, into Candy’s accepting mouth and under, and behind, her opened teeth. Once the small-ish ring had lodged behind her two sets of teeth, she could not dislodge it and the Governess, triumphantly, took the straps around the back of Candy’s fair head, and tightened them together, till her face was slightly distorted by the pressure on her jaws.

True enough, any thought of speech was useless, but Candy could move her tongue and could bite down onto the rubber ring and felt it was not too uncomfortable. However, she was aware that part of the gag was displayed outside her mouth and wondered what was actually going on, outside, now she had coped with the inner workings. The Governess led her to a mirror, to show her.

The ring of rubber was firmly entrenched in Candy’s mouth, keeping it open and, obviously vulnerable to the odd finger, or whatever else, someone would want to poke through it. But, now, she could see what was diverting her attention. Outside her mouth, and completely covering her own painted lips, was a pair of O-shaped, bright red, rubber lips, that followed the contours of her own O-shaped mouth. The rubber lips formed an outer covering to the mouth but still left a hole in the middle to access the tongue or to introduce a finger to play with the victim. They looked both bizarre, but also, strangely erotic, and Candy could see immediately, how well they would look with the existing hood that Daisy wore.

She turned her head this way and that to get the full effect of the gag, and, she had to agree, she liked it. So did the Governess, who held Candy tight, as she faced her to the mirror. Then she turned her around and kissed her, just once, but most unexpectedly, on her false rubber lips. Candy was both embarrassed and slightly turned on, as the Governess was, clearly, a tad aroused by the sight before her. But, normal order was immediately resumed. The Governess coughed, a slightly forced, nervous, cough, backed off, and then twirled Candy round to unstrap and remove the amazing gag, before any real harm was done.

“Right, I can see you like it . . . and I’m sure you see the potential, so I am making this a present to you for the rest of your stay. Please keep it in your cell. I would be delighted to see one, or each, of you, wearing it one day. I’ll see it’s in your room for you, when you return before lunch. Now, for my next trick.”

She had asked Candy to keep the key for Daisy’s cock cage on her, at all times, although she kept spares, as all the small padlocks used the same key, it was a safety thing to ensure that the Mistress in charge could immediately remove the cage, any cage, if needed. So, when asked to produce it, Candy retrieved it from inside her glove.

“I’m going to remove this for now,” explained the Governess, “We can put it back or you can adopt this alternative method for controlling your slave. I just want you to know that there is an alternative.”

Then, with a deft movement, The Governess had snapped on a surgical latex glove, one hand only, and had stooped down to unlock Daisy’s trapped penis. Of course, poor, blind and mute, Daisy had no idea what was going on and couldn’t complain, if she had wanted to.

Within moments, the three parts of the resin cock cage, lay discarded. Now, with alarming efficiency, the Governess was using her one gloved hand to encourage Daisy’s penis to do its favourite, joyful, dance. Daisy did not need encouragement. She had no idea who was playing with her, but she was crazy to demonstrate how much she was enjoying her confinement and her outfit and, the rhythmic stroking soon produced the desired result, Daisy had a full-blown erection.

As soon as the required result was achieved, the Governess stopped her very effective stroking, and retrieved the three strong rubber rings from her desk. She snapped the largest of these over the end of the engorged penis and took it all the way down the shaft, to the very base, where it held Daisy’s stiffened muscle in an iron grip. Daisy winced as it went on and whimpered as it contracted around her penis. She winced twice more, as the second and third bands, did their job and her stiffened man-rod was now gripped in a super-strong vice hold at three points, along its length.

“There, that will keep her nice and stiff for an hour or more, but, just to make sure, I recommend this.” And she took up the canister and, pointing it at Daisy’s ringed, manhood, shook it a gave a short squirt of its magic liquid, over the inflamed shaft. Daisy immediately gasped through her gag, as the heat, and the tingling sensation, shot through Daisy’s penis, like a mini-electric shock. Then the shaft, visibly, stiffened more, even though that had seemed impossible a second or two earlier, before it turned a slight purple, as the three bands held it rigid and stopped any further blood flow to it, or from it. Candy stared open-mouthed at the effect and she hoped that her poor Daisy was not suffering.

The Governess must have read her thoughts, she seemed quite accomplished at  doing that, and assured her Daisy would be in ecstasy, not in pain. But, she did warn her, this procedure had to be watched carefully. She mustn’t ever leave Daisy alone like this because she had to be ready to remove the rings, instantly, if any drastic discolouring appeared, or if Daisy seemed in distress. Mind you, she had to learn to distinguish distress from sheer frustration!

Candy liked what she had seen. Another valuable lesson learned from her new, favourite teacher. And so, she agreed that she’d dispense with the cock cage, this morning, at least, and see how they managed with this new arrangement. The Governess promised she would track Candy and Daisy around the prison, and would check the impressive erection personally, from time to time, to ensure that there was no problem. Then, unlike any proper, other, teacher, she kissed her pupil, Candy, one more time on her cheek, held her close for a moment, and then wished her a pleasant, and fruitful, morning, and held the door open for her, as the newly enrolled Mistress Candy, led a moaning Daisy from the room.

She waited until she was a very respectable distance from the Governess, and certain that no one was around, before stopping Daisy and asking her, quietly, if she was okay. Daisy, uttered something, that escaped, through the small-ish, ball-gag, which sounded like she was definitely okay, just cruelly frustrated, so Candy persevered on the difficult walking journey.

She waited until they were out in the fresh air and the warm, summer’s sun, hit them and refreshed them, before stopping again and making sure that all was good. She was in the business of pleasuring her companion, not of punishing her. Now, once she was certain that Daisy was deriving a perverse pleasure from the experience, she took the small remote from its concealed hiding place, down her boot top, and set it to a slow, and, she hoped, pleasurable, vibrate speed. Daisy nearly erupted as she felt the intruder in her butt, spring into life. She had almost forgotten it was there, absorbed as she was, in coping with the huge erection that had rocketed her underskirts to an alarming angle of levitation.

Now, she was only too aware that the butt plug was there . . . and it was active! And she moaned a great moan of pleasure, tinged with a warning signal, that said, “I don’t think I can take too much of this. I’m going to need to come!”

They walked, slowly, in the heat of the early morning sun, for a half hour, or so, before the Governess appeared and suggested she take a peek and see what was going on down below.  She handled Daisy’s purple member with some contempt, but then suggested to Candy, that she give her no more than another 15 minutes, then return to the cell and release the bands. “I think that will be sufficient for this first time. Oh, and I’ve sent the lip gag and the red cock-cage back to your cell. I suggest you replace this arrangement with the cock cage, once Daisy has calmed down, of course. Perhaps we could have another go with the bands, this afternoon?

“Yes, now I do think you are interfering a bit,” thought Candy, to herself, but she said nothing.

Twenty minutes later, she had Daisy back in her cell and she propped her up against the bed, as she released the first band from the tip of the penis, then the second came loose, as Daisy squealed in gratitude. Finally, she forced the third and fattest band up from the base of the cock and off, as Daisy groaned a low, long groan. Certain that no-one was around to witness it, she relieved Daisy, there and then. It took seconds, as blood flow and semen flow, were back on track. Daisy groaned again as she erupted, and Candy laughed, more with relief, than anything else, to see that no permanent damage had been inflicted on Daisy’s precious under-carriage. Now, where did they keep the floor mop???

She decided that Daisy had suffered enough for the time being, and she let her lay down, her arms still held in the grip of the metal neck yoke, but her legs only loosely chained now, she had got rid of the leg-spreader, too cumbersome. And Daisy’s recovered cock was carefree and happy again, generously cleaned up and the cleaning followed with a significant amount of gentle drying, and, free of any restraint. She may re-instate the cage later, for now Daisy had earned a rest.

Lunch came around quickly. The time in the Governess’s room, and the hour or so of yard exercise, had successfully passed a full and “interesting” morning. For lunch, Daisy was released from the neck yoke. Although Candy had liked the appearance of it, it wasn’t at all practical and she swore never to use it again. She only loosely handcuffed Daisy’s hands in front of her and led her, still hooded and gagged, to the dining room. This time it was much easier to feed her and, tired from their morning exertions, they both took a while to consume a full meal and plenty of juice and hot tea.

For the afternoon, Candy had planned to attend the Cookery class, and she was going to take Daisy along, as a silent witness. She had espied a normal wheelchair, just a lightweight collapsible thing, on her travels, and had asked if she could borrow that for the afternoon. Sure enough, there it was, after lunch, wheeled into their cell and standing by the bed. On the bedside table were the weird ring gag with its outer, rubber lips and the discarded cock-cage from this morning, alongside the three devilish rubber rings that had constricted Daisy so cruelly, earlier.

“Okay,” thought Candy, “I’ll meet The Governess half way but I’m not putting those rings back on Daisy today, not until I’ve tried them on me and seen just how much they do hurt. But I do like the gag. I’ll use that. That should keep the boss lady happy . . . and this submissive lady quiet.”

So, although everything else remained in place, the hood came off to be replaced with one that showed the whole of Daisy’s flushed face, from her forehead down to her chin. Her eyes were free, as were the mouth and the nose. A red, latex, blindfold would sort out her eyes, just until she was in situ, in the Cookery class, the special lips gag would keep her silent, so that she could follow what was going on but not disturb the rest of the class.

Candy then set about roping her, not too roughly, to the lightweight wheel chair. A simple rope around each wrist held each one, to the arms of the chair, two more short lengths went around her latex-stockinged ankles, above the shoe straps to hold her legs splayed to each of the foot rests. Then a fifth, longer, rope went around her body, above and below her 38Bs, to secure her upright to the soft, canvas, back of the seat. Now, Candy took the red, resin cock-cage and washed it thoroughly, before raising Daisy’s latex layers and cajoling the dormant beast that lay there below, to go back into its cage. It was fastened in, in minutes, without a murmur of complaint.

Next came the ring gag. She wanted Daisy to see it before blindfolding her. She teased it into position and persuaded it to go behind Daisy’s two rows of gnashers, just as it had slid comfortably behind hers, that morning. Then she buckled it off and pushed our wheelchair heroine, over to the mirror, to see the result. Daisy wanted to laugh when she saw the pouting lips forming a perfect “O” over her own open lips. But she couldn’t laugh, the ring gag did not allow for such frivolity. Nevertheless, she indicated that she thought it was funny and not at all uncomfortable, so that was how she would remain, for the next two hours, or so.

The appearance of the duo in the Cookery class, elicited some delighted howls from the half dozen, or so, female inmates there. Neither of the two male guests had progressed to attending classes yet. They were heaven-knows-where, in the prison. Still getting used to their new girly names, no doubt. That was a relief to both Candy and Daisy. The normal female inmates had now got so accustomed to seeing the bizarre couple around the place, it was just a minor diversion when they saw them both in the latest get-up. In any case, they’d seen the clothes this morning at breakfast and again at lunch. It was merely the sight of the outrageous lips, covering Daisy’s forced-open mouth, that brought a few howls of laughter. Everyone, took it in good spirit. No real malice was intended, or taken.

Daisy was wheeled into position, next to Candy’s cooking workstation, and then the blindfold was removed so she could, at least, gain something from the lesson. It was one of the two main activities she really enjoyed now, so it would have been cruel, to deprive her. And the class settled down, as though nothing had occurred, and the girls proceeded to make a very passable Spaghetti Bolognese. Candy did all the work, Daisy made appropriate noises of approval, wherever possible. Together, they produced something that certainly looked like Bolognese. The truth would be in the final tasting, which would be at teatime.

The rest of the afternoon, and early evening, passed quickly. The Governess looked in on them a couple of times and was delighted that the new gag had gone down so well with both her girls, but also the rest of the jail. She may have been disappointed that she didn’t get to play with Daisy’s penis again, that day, but she never said anything. She was a little too pre-occupied now with initiating the two new guests. They were proving a little troublesome, as, most inductees did, for a day or three, but nothing that the Governess and her wardens couldn’t manage. It just took her away from Candy and Daisy, her new, pet, project.

The Bolognese was delicious. The cook had kept every pair’s portion, separate, so that C + D knew it was Candy’s effort they were tasting. True, the cook prepared the spaghetti, and that was scrummy, but Candy had made the rich, meaty sauce, which was delicious, and they lapped it down. Well, they lapped it down just as fast as Candy could spoon it into Daisy’s eager mouth, though both had got big napkins tucked into their respective leather and latex dresses. Bolognese sauce has a habit of getting everywhere, and some gloriously red, tomato-sauce-splattered, napkins were sent to laundry, that night!

Finally, the audience part of the day was over. It had been a triumph. Candy was happy and, more importantly, Daisy was happy and contented. She had taken no responsibility throughout the entire day and it was, somehow, purging and comforting, to put all your trust in another person, and for them to care for you, so diligently. Now they could draw their curtain and relax in private. The floor-show was over for another day.

As per instructions, Candy took off the lip gag and the blindfold, once they were safely behind closed curtains, but she kept the half hood covering half of Daisy’s beautiful face. She released her from the ropes binding her to the wheelchair and gently coaxed her onto the bed. Then she re-applied the ropes with some slack, so that both arms were secured to the head-post and both legs to the foot-post, she had taken the high heels off, they had served their purpose. Daisy’s feet needed a rest. So did Candy’s, and she slipped the fabulous, blue, leather, boots from her tired feet.

Then she propped herself up beside her “slave-of-the-day” and gently rubbed her bound arms and legs to ease any muscle cramp from the day’s confinement. Daisy smiled up at her and thanked her for a lovely day, and they fell into a passionate kiss. Then they lay there, their two bodies as closely entwined together as they could get them, for an hour or more, before Candy decided it was really time for bed.

She had one last surprise for her lover. Although she, Candy, was going to be naked this night, she desperately wanted Daisy to remain in the red latex dress. It suited her so well and she looked so sexy, in it. It was a real turn-on for Candy. Besides, Candy figured, Daisy herself had not had any opportunity to really enjoy it. So, it was decreed, the dress stayed, until 7.00am., the next morning. Daisy was, quietly delighted. She loved the feel of the latex clinging to her body and, now her cock was free from its cage, and her lovely Candy was there to hold her, she wanted nothing more.

Within ten minutes of them washing faces and cleaning teeth and doing all the other necessaries, Candy had taken the stockings off her partner, left the dress on her, and then steered her back into their bed. She had replaced the red half-face hood, silencing Daisy for the night. Then, with care to tie them loosely, she had secured Daisy’s wrists with the soft cotton cord and tied them above her head, to the bed-head, allowing enough slack for Daisy to turn either way, in her sleep. She then did the same with her, now-bare, ankles. These were tied off, again with slack in the bindings, to the bottom of the bed. So, although roped and bound to the bed, as per the rules, Daisy had a good deal of side to side movement and was not, at all, uncomfortable. Candy kissed her bound bed companion lightly over her latex covered lips and gave her free-wheeling penis one last gentle, re-assuring, stroke. Within another five minutes, both girls had fallen into a deep, and satisfied, sleep, which would last till morning.

Chapter 7

Day 3 – A restful day, a restless night

Day 3 of the Governess’s enforced schedule, dawned early. Candy awoke first and turned to feel the still, slumbering, body of her bound bed-mate, in exactly the position that she had been in as the pair fell asleep, after the excitement of the previous day. Candy reached out to touch the warm body of her lover and drew the rousing Daisy in to her arms.

Candy knew it was still early as the light was, only just, beginning to create a line of light and shadow across the wall opposite the cell window. She guessed it was maybe 6.00am. and decided there was time to have a last play with her helpless playmate, before they had to get up and prepare for the relatively relaxed day they faced. Beneath her half-hooded enclosure, Daisy was murmuring softly, as she slowly regained consciousness.

Taking full advantage of her superior position, Candy disappeared below the bedclothes and, after a slight fumble, found the treasure she was seeking in the folds of latex skirting which she had forced Daisy to keep on and to sleep the entire night in. She first fondled the soft and unresponsive penis tenderly, until it, and Daisy, gradually came back to life. Daisy’s murmuring turned to a low groan, as she realised that she was back on slave duty, and a small electric shiver of excitement electrified her body, as she realised what was happening. In her half-asleep state, the feelings of arousal were magnified threefold and, as Daisy reacted to the tender stroking, Candy became, gradually, more and more vigorous in her attentions.

Now Daisy was fully awake and trying to roll herself into a more comfortable position to accept the attentions of her demanding partner. Despite her enjoying a surprisingly deep sleep and her now feeling fully rested, the position she was now in, was not too conducive to the situation and she rolled a bit, her bound arms stretched above her latex body, to turn and lie on her back. Candy immediately altered her position, accordingly, and now replaced her hand movements with her lush lips, which she wrapped firmly around Daisy’s thrashing, wide-awake, member.

The inevitable happened within minutes of this last action and, as Candy worked her magic, she sensed exactly when the volcano was about to erupt and she withdrew her mouth and reached for the bedside towel she had discarded from the similar activity of night before, just with seconds to spare. Daisy did not disappoint, and only grunted in some dissatisfaction that Candy had withdrawn like that, but, nevertheless, the eruption was now unstoppable, and Candy did a magnificent job of containing it all, neatly within the folds of the towel, so that “not a single bedsheet was hurt in the making of this movie”.

Candy quickly mopped up any cum that appeared to be escaping, in the soft clutches of the towel, as Daisy heaved and grunted, under the latex half-hood. Then, she calmly raised herself up from the bed, patted her still tied companion as if to say, “Well done.” And disappeared off to the sink to wash the now dampened towel.

She came back to the bed, herself cleaned off from any slight traces, and lay back with her friend’s latex body held close to her, as she kissed the approximate area around Daisy’s mouth, through its latex covering. Daisy responded as much as she could and found her tongue wetting the interior lining of the encompassing hood. Then both relaxed slightly from the kissing activity, and Candy held her beautiful, bound, latex doll, tight in her arms. They lay like that for a full 15 minutes, before Candy, reluctantly, decided her day in charge had now, formally terminated, and she must release Daisy, so that both could prepare for the less intense day they faced. She was disappointed, as she had much enjoyed the control she’d exercised over her, more assured, lover, and both had cemented their intense relationship even closer, through the intimacy of the past 48 hours.

But, as the saying goes, all good things . . . And, so it was, that half an hour later, both girls were stripped and in the shower, allowing the warm water to dribble down their lithe bodies, as they each sponged off the other girl’s glistening, naked form.

The latex dress, corset, and gloves, that Daisy had spent the entire day and night in, had all been carefully removed and the dress lovingly flattened out and hung back in its place of honour on the dress rail. It would all need a good, clean that afternoon, as Daisy had sweated quite profusely from wearing it for a full 23 hours. But, it had done its job wonderfully well, and now was displayed there, proudly, awaiting its next adventure.

The day planned was a very relaxed affair, after the exertions and excitements of the previous two days. Apart from meal-times, which were set for 8.30am, 1.00pm and 7.00pm, and were non-negotiable, the girls only had one obligatory event to attend. They had a set 2-hour block down in the laundry and cleaning rooms to see to their own outfits that needed washing and ironing, but also to thoroughly clean and return all the items of equipment they had requested from the stores for their two “in charge” days. The hoods, cuffs, collars, ropes would all be sorted by the girls and returned in exactly the same state, as they had arrived. Any more personal items, the gags, the butt plug, the penis cages, would be scrupulously cleaned but then kept for Daisy and Candy’s personal use only, until such time as they were finished with, when they would be disposed of, or sterilised entirely, ready for further employment. The Governess, as well as keeping a tight control of her inmates, kept a thorough control of the prison. She ruled it with an iron fist, and woe-betide anyone who didn’t play their part, satisfactorily. To her credit, it all ran like clockwork, and these two girls had learned to become part of the machinery. This afternoon, they would clean all the latex clothing, wash and iron their nightdresses and matching robes, scrub-a-dub-dub all the metalwork of the two cock cages, soak and disinfect the rubber ball gags, boil and clean the butt plug and re-arrange all borrowed items back in their plastic crate for their return to storage. Personal items to be set aside for their exclusive use, only until the end of their sentence.

The rest of the day was their own to do as they pleased, within obvious limits. The rest of the night was the Governess’s to do as she pleased with her two prisoners and the girls were a little afraid but a lot curious, as to what position they would find themselves in, by the time for lights out.

After showering, the day’s laundry was set to one side, nightdresses and robes, included. With an instruction to dress casually for this, the third day, the girls had been supplied with a couple of casual items which they could easily slip in and out of, so no leather or latex this morning. Instead, they opted to each wear the silky satin kaftan style dresses they had been given, Candy’s in a deep, rich, turquoise, colour, Daisy’s a lovely, regal looking, purple. The dresses just slipped over their heads and draped down elegantly over their naked bodies, stopping just above the ankle and substantially thick enough satin to not require any underclothing or any other items on top. It was still summery, and, if they decided to use the exercise yard, at their allotted, private time, the kaftans were warm enough for this late August day. 

So, at 8.15am precisely, the two were stood by the cell door, waiting patiently for their release, to go to the breakfast room. Now, enjoying Level 1 security status, the latex half-face hoods and the walking mobility restraints were left dangling, unused, on the hooks by the cell door.

The day passed slowly, as the girls took full advantage of their rare moment of complete freedom. They had no classes to attend and no enforced gym or exercise yard activity to undertake. They did spend their allotted morning hour in the yard, enjoying the sunshine and fresh air and strolling and talking, completely relaxed in each other’s company. Lunch was a lingering affair, they were seated before the two new girls were led in and strapped to their chairs, they stayed beyond the end of lunch and watched with interest, as the two “girls” in seats 1 and 5, were re-instated in their latex hoods and marched out again, neither having said a single word or even dared glance at the two hardened inmates, who, for reasons best known to themselves, were either taking it in turns to be in extreme bondage or, like today, enjoyed utter freedom. The two novices were too wrapped up in their own misfortunes to wonder too much about the subtle intricacies of this weird penal system they were incarcerated in. They were still to be fully inducted and introduced to the girly satin frocks that would get them either completely hooked on a femininity trip, or punished for showing any opposition to the ultimate in sissification. Daisy figured it could only be another day or two before she would see the pair displayed in their ultra-girly, satin, frocks and petticoats. She looked forward to seeing how they coped.

The afternoon was spent diligently cleaning up their own mess. Two robes and matching nightdresses were laundered, along with one satin frock for each girl. The latex wear was lovingly cleaned and re-shined to a perfect gloss, ready for action. The plastic crates were re-stocked with cleaned down hoods, neatly looped ropes, polished cuffs and collars and the few “intimate” items were given particular attention, before being put in a separate pile, to be stored in their personal storage drawers.

The rest of the day was spent in their cell, reading, occasional relaxed chatter, a game of cards, and a period of time, where each wrote out their secret requirement list for the toys they wanted for Days 5 and 6.

In the afternoon, their new nightdresses and robes arrived for wear for the next 4 days. These were hung carefully, but, unknown to the girls, would not be required for tonight’s slumber. The Governess had other plans.

At 730pm., the girls were about to leave the dining room, having enjoyed another, completely unfettered, eating experience, when they were warned to be washed, toiletted, and to be stood ready for the Governess, by 8.30pm. They wondered what devious plot, she was hatching this time.

At dead on the specified half hour, the girls were confident that they were presenting themselves properly. They had showered again, toiletted and then dressed in the fresh nightgowns they assumed they would be wearing.

The security doors were opened and down the corridor, to their very end cell, marched the Governess and Mistresses #6 and #8. Each warden was carrying a bundle of clothing and rope and who-knew-what.

“Good evening, my good little girls,” welcomed the Governess, in a breezy, cheerful voice, as she and her aides stepped into the cell. “I hope you are well and have enjoyed your day of freedom? Now, I think we need to remind you of your vulnerability. Please take off those nightgowns and hang them back on the rail.”

The girls did as instructed, they knew that any dissent would add to their ensuing problems. Now, was not the time to upset the Governess. They stood back, slightly embarrassed, before the Governess, who seemed particularly interested in examining their new breast implants and who glared disdainfully at their male parts, dangling loose from their entirely smooth, and hairless, groin area. Then each was handed a short nightdress, both a, rich, bright, pink glossy, satin affair, and they were told to don them. The satin rustled and glimmered as it cascaded down their sensitized bodies and stopped a half inch above the base of each girl’s swaying penis.

“Good,” announced the Governess, Mistresses, can you lay out the sleep bag, please. And then I would like you two to please stand in the centre of it, together, facing each other, hands by your sides.” The girls watched as the Mistresses unravelled, and then unzipped, a large “sleeping bag” sheath of bright, pink, latex, and laid its open form out on the floor.

Gingerly, the girls looked at each other and then, bare-footed and clad only in the clinging short satin mini-gowns, they stepped into the middle of this sea of pink latex.

Then, their wrists were encircled with black, leather, cuffs, with which they had become so familiar. Their ankles were encircled with the same, black, leather, cuffs and then the Governess came towards them with a glint of evil in her eyes, and calmly cuffed Daisy’s right wrist to Candy’s left, using the double clasp mechanism. And then she did the same with their opposite wrists, so that the girls were now held together, so close that their noses were virtually touching, their nipples each teasing the other’s, as their new-look boobs swayed gently back and forth.

Then the same was done with the ankle cuffs. Daisy was told to bring her feet in to meet Candy’s, and then her left ankle was attached to Candy’s right and Candy’s left leg was secured to Daisy’s right. Now the girls began to understand what the plan was and already feared that sleep, in this position, would be difficult, if not altogether impossible.

Now, with feet affixed and arms secured to each other, the two she-males felt the tips of their penises touching beneath the hem of the matching, short, satin nightdress, each wore.

Now, the Governess ordered them to hold hands and demonstrated exactly how they were to do this. She intertwined the fingers of her own two hands and displayed them out in their “prayer” position, for the two to follow suit. The two did as instructed and felt the tingle of nervousness each was trying to contain. After a little adjustment, until each pair of hands were tightly clasped, the Governess called for the bondage mitts.

Each girl was familiar with a bondage mitt. It was basically a globe of rubber, or leather, but these were of rubber, and it usually encircled one hand and was zipped and buckled on so that the wearer was rendered handless, effectively. The bunched-up fingers were useless and could barely move and certainly not perform any useful function. But the cunning and devious Governess, had especially commissioned two outsize rubber mitts, big enough to accommodate two clenched hands and was now introducing them to her two girly playthings.

As she approached the girls side on, she asked them first to raise up their entwined hands on that side. Daisy’s left, clutching Candy’s right. Checking once again, that the fingers were completely entwined, the Governess slipped the enlarged mitt over the two hands and, with some force, pulled it down to completely enclose the ten fingers it was intended to imprison for the next 10 or 11 hours. Once fully on, the mitt was zipped tightly closed and the wrist strap was buckled shut just below the two attached leather cuffs.

The girls immediately experimented to see what movement they had. The answer was, very little. Although they could flex their fingers to stop muscles from seizing, they could not extricate a single finger from the grip of the other girl’s hand. They were, quite literally, locked together, for the night.

By the time the second pair of hands were similarly encased, and strapped in, the girls realised that they were going to find this intimate coupling both incredibly arousing and incredibly difficult to deal with. But it was not over.

There they stood, wrists cuffed together, fingers entwined and held, uselessly, in their tight rubber prisons. Their legs were pressed together and cuffed at the ankles and each part of their body now pressed against the corresponding part of their co-hostage. It was fiendishly simple, but effective, and they each felt the other shiver in anticipation at spending their sleeping hours locked together in this fashion.

The hood came next and what was displayed looked like no hood either girl had seen before. It was a bright pink latex and matching both the pink of the nightdresses and of the latex “mat” upon which the two bound girls stood. Examining it as closely as was possible, Daisy could see that it resembled two full-face latex hoods welded together in some way. She could identify the separate dome of each hood above the nose line. She could clearly see two neck portions separated at the bottom. But, most curiously, the middle section, from nose to chin was conjoined. She could see two reasonably large, re-enforced holes, one on each cheek of the conjoined middle area and reasoned these were for breathing purposes, but, apart from that, the whole appearance of this central area was bizarre and unfamiliar. As she looked helplessly at Candy’s worried expression, the hood was raised over Candy’s head and slowly descended to gradually hide her crown, her beautiful, blue, pleading eyes and then her nose, chin and neck. As the rear zip was pulled down and the rubber moulded itself to Candy’s fabulous face and neck, Daisy realised that she too would soon be sharing the same fate and that, somewhere in that central mass of loose latex, her nose would meet Candy’s nose, her lips would meet Candy’s lips, her chin would meet, Candy’s chin, but their eyes and top of head and their necks, would occupy entirely separate rubber chambers.

She gulped as Candy’s head was jerked towards hers as they tried to get the hood down over Daisy’s face. Carefully, inch by inch they pulled at the forgiving rubber and it did their bidding, Mistress 6 now stepping in to add her strength to that of the Governess. As Daisy felt the hood coming over her eyes, she was pressed more and more into Candy’s face. Their noses were now pressing together and, eventually, their lips pressed hard against the other’s. There was no escape, and, as she heard and felt the zip make its slow progress down the entire back length of her head, she understood that her lips and her tongue were to be pressed into Candy’s receiving lips and tongue for the next several hours.

Eventually, the heaving, the tugging and the zipping were all completed and, in utter darkness under the thick latex covering, the girls adjusted their position as best they could to make the very best of a very intimate connection. They also adjusted their breathing, quickly realising that if they exhaled and inhaled in unison, the loose latex around their cheeks would bellow in and out as air wes expelled and then, fresh air, introduced back through the sizeable breathing holes, which made the devilish hood a little more tolerable.

Candy’s lips pressed hard against Daisy’s and tongue flicked in and out a couple of times to let Daisy know she was still aware of all that was happening. Daisy responded by pushing her tongue into Candy’s open mouth, and they both thought the same thought, that once they were fully alone, they could, at least, enjoy the intimacy of a passionate kiss, under their latex enclosure. And breathing was not a problem at all, so it was just the limits enforced on them by the bonds that was going to hold them back from a passionate, conjoined, night.

The process was now, almost finished. They could feel their position being adjusted slightly, as they heard the two Mistresses begin to wrestle with the latex sleep bag, on which they were stood. They felt the sides of the bag being raised and heard the unmistakeable sound of a hefty zip being pulled up each side. In fact, the sleep bag was a sleep sack. Soon the two bound figures disappeared altogether, from view, as the heavy rubber bag was zipped all the way up both sides, over the shoulders and hooded heads of the two poor girls, trapped within, and then both zips met at a point exactly above their hooded domes.

The two girls were now, not only inextricably bound together, but, also, completely encased within the pink rubber sack, which was to be their sleeping chamber till their scheduled release at 7.00am. the next morning, a full 10 hours from now.

They felt themselves, and their sack, being propelled slightly forward and then they were being urged to lower their bodies, as best they could, until 4 strong arms bodily lifted them and deposited them in the middle of the waiting mattress. A distant voice wished them a good night and they heard the light flick off, as well as sensing a further darkening, and they heard the heavy steel door close shut, as they desperately tried to alter position and find the most comfortable and efficient way of dealing with this diabolical bondage.

After some minutes of finding out what positions were simply impossible to cope with, they eventually decided for a side-on configuration which suited them the best and settled there until they would have, inevitably, to move and re-position again, to keep all their bones and muscles as comfortable as possible. It was certainly going to be a night of compromises, as, whichever position suited one, was highly likely to cause the other, some considerable discomfort.

Precarious as their situation was, the girls now concentrated on communicating through their lips and tongues and with the latex hood and sleep sack slowly billowing up and down, as they breathed in harmony, they went into the most passionate of all passionate kisses, they had shared together, over these past few days. Their bodies now pressed hard against each other by the force of the heavy rubber sleep-sack, their stiffening rods were having a bit of a cock fight below, and their lips, sealed together, as they were, were now locked in a ten-hour long kiss, which, for the time being, at least, the two were enjoying. They would probably feel differently by the time their release came at 7.00am. the next day.

Chapter 8

Would the real Governess Sharp, please stand up?

So, who was Helen Sharp? And what had turned her into the dominating and, sometimes, downright, sadistic, Governess Sharp, who now ruled the Wilford Private Prison for Female Offenders, with such a rod of iron? And where had her obsession for turning men into women, and her penchant for everything bizarre, and unconventional, originated?

Yes, Governess Sharp had a name, Helen. Though it was a name almost forgotten, as no-one in the prison used it, and, Helen had no friends outside of the secure fences of the prison, which was both her home, and her life.

Helen Sharp was, to a casual observer, a humourless, woman around mid-40s, who always wore a somewhat shapeless leather skirt, knee boots, and a leather suit-type jacket which was ever-so-slightly, too big for her. She never bothered with make-up, beyond the bare minimum. She never smiled and always looked as though she carried the worries of the world upon her slim shoulders. She never wore her hair, publicly, in any fashion, other than taken up in an untidy bun, giving her the appearance of a woman more severe, and older, than she actually was.

But Helen had a history. And still held on to some of her dimming memories. She was 42 and still in good shape. If she had bothered to make-up, dress up, and style her hair, she could still look really good. She had no-one to make the effort worthwhile for.

She had been involved in relationships, but, everyone, had ended tragically, and now, she was alone, friendless and completely dedicated to her job. And she loved the feeling of power and control that this job gave her. She hadn’t always been a prison officer, but she was certain that she had found her calling, in life. Now, running a very highly regarded women’s prison, and the one of the most successful, special facility units, in the country, had given Helen Sharp a new sense of purpose.

In her twenties, she had been a young teacher, just starting out in her career. She had met and fallen in love with a man, who promised her the world and left her high and dry. After two years in a passionate relationship, they had become engaged and were in the process of buying a house together. A month before the wedding, her husband-to-be, had declared his love for her best friend, and had packed his bags and moved in with his new love. She had lost a husband, a best friend and a house, all in one cruel day.

This experience would have been enough to put Helen off men for life, but she bounced back and was in a new relationship within 18 months. This man was more effeminate than her previous lover and she had often joked about dressing him up and controlling him. The relationship went awry the day after she had talked her man into putting a frilly, silky dress on, and she had tied him to the bed, they shared. Then, she had, what she believed, was the best sex session ever, her teasing and playing with him until he was driven crazy, and then her mounting him, and both enjoying an amazing climax. The next day, whilst she was in work, he had cleared out all his stuff, left the still-stained, silky, frock, laid out on the bed, and left, without a single word, or a last message. She never saw him again.

Two years had then gone by before she went near any other man. Her, almost pathological hatred for men and her sheer mis-trust of them, did not allow her to entertain the idea of a man in her life. That was until she met Richard. Richard was into some seriously kinky sex and introduced the quiet, retiring Helen, to all manner of sex games. He tied her and played her body with vibrators and anal beads and butt plugs. She got him into female clothes, sexy corsets and leather hoods and would play BDSM games with his feminized body. Here, was where Helen learned her skills and where her love for anything bizarre, was fermented.

It turned out that Richard was, actually, a Dick. After what Helen perceived as a fabulous year together, Richard declared he was gay and promptly dropped Helen to take up with a man he’d met at work. Once again, Helen was devastated and, now she had sacrificed all her friends and all her family for three men. She would never date another man, from then, at 29 years of age, until this day.

Now, Helen was 42 and completely married to her job. She had left teaching, after the collapse of that third relationship. She went into the prison service and was soon, assistant manager of a Government run prison in Manchester. Then she had entered into another relationship, but, this time, with a woman.

Abi, or Abigail, had been the love of her life. They had met, one night, when Helen was doing a tour of the Manchester bars, around its famous Gay District. Helen was not particularly looking for anyone, but curious to see what the fuss was about. Her second stop of the night and she had found herself sat next to Abigail, a statuesque female around the same age as Helen, now 33 years old.

Abi had been sat cross-legged on a high stool, at one end of a long bar. It was still early, around 7pm., and the place was quiet. Helen immediately took in the sight of a woman with endless legs, sheathed in tight leather trousers, tucked into over-the-knee black boots. On top she wore a simple, but sexy white satin blouse, and she constantly stirred her cocktail with the olive on the end of its stick. As she did, her eyes moved around the room.

As soon as she saw Helen, alone, she beckoned to her, to join her. Three hours, and six strong drinks, later, and the pair were in Abi’s massive double bed. After some foreplay, Abi had suggested a “game” and Helen was soon bound to the bed with her mouth stuffed with one silk scarf and her eyes blindfolded with another. She spent most of that first night tied up, and she loved it. She spent most of the next morning tying Abi up, and they both loved it. Within a week, Helen and Abi had moved in together. Helen was now a successful Deputy Manager of a large female prison, Abi, worked in one of the big finance institutions in Manchester. Life was blissful. The pair had a big income coming in and they spent it on high living, eating out three or four times a week. They also spent it on erotic clothing and all manner of sex toys and equipment, mostly purchased online and arriving, almost daily, in plain brown packaging.

Their life was idyllic, the worked hard and they lived hard. Weekends were almost always a case of them closeting themselves away and dressing in leather and latex as they constantly reversed their Mistress/Submissive roles. Helen could not be happier and they both talked of a future together.

That ended, when Abi died. The police said it was a drunk driver had caused the accident. He survived the horrific crash. Abi, whose vehicle he had smashed into, did not.

The tragedy was the very last nail in the old Helen’s coffin. She was beyond any kind of help and sank into a deep depression, surrounded by all her sex toys and the crazy outfits, she and Abi had so loved. And now, she hated men more than ever, for taking her one, true love, from her.

After a dark, unrelenting year of grieving, followed by another year where she slowly came to terms with her latest, and greatest, loss, she applied for a job in charge of a new, small, private prison. In Wilford. She didn’t even know where Wilford was, but it turned out it was in the middle of countryside, remote from the towns and cities, and she had a big house in which to deposit herself, her memories and her sex toys. And she had lived there, shut away from the real world, ever since.

Now, 7 years on, the female prison had undergone some dramatic changes. Originally, it had housed 16 full-time female inmates. With the inception of the New Criminal Justice Act of 2036, Helen, or Governess Sharp, had seen the potential to make a considerable amount of money by converting the more secure wing of the prison, into 5 cells, to be allocated for “special prisoners”. The funding for these special ladies, would be three times more than for a “normal” guest. She had no problem talking the private owners into investing in the new special facility and, gradually, the female prisoners in this block were released, or re-located, and replaced with male inmates, all repeat offenders who were incarcerated here in a bid to stop them re-offending.

The feminization thing, happened almost by chance. The first ever male inmate was sharing the wing with three female prisoners, and Governess Sharp had thought it a fun idea to dress him in exactly the same way as the women and for him to receive exactly the same treatment, as the women in the block.

When she realised how successful this was in re-educating the poor chap, she had her lightbulb moment and she put all her efforts into creating the full Feminization Correctional Facility, as it stood today. It was her complete brainchild and she was now obsessed with transforming men from the animals she so despised, into gracious, and gentle, females. Her kinky experiences in her earlier relationships, were now being played out, entirely legally, with the men she welcomed to her special establishment. And she revelled in selecting the equipment and the outfits that would be used to feminize, and punish, and, eventually, transform these dreadful, worthless, men, into credible and re-born, females.

But now, Helen Sharp had met someone. She had, in fact, met two someones, and was determined to enter into some kind of bizarre relationship with them, but it was a secret, only she knew. It was both highly unethical and professionally unwise, to get involved with the prisoners.

Governess Sharp had seen the potential in Candy, almost from Day 1. After the initial bawling had subsided, Candy had thrown herself, wholeheartedly, into the new regime. She would make a stunning female and she clearly loved the outrageous, ultra-feminine, clothes, that the Governess so lovingly picked for her to wear. Now, after only four and a half weeks, Candy had blossomed into a stunning, blonde doll, with a fabulous figure and the most appealing, wide, deep blue eyes, that Helen Sharp had seen. And, she was going to go through a full re-assignment. Soon she would be a fully-fledged female, who was firmly hooked on dressing erotically, loved to be tied up, and, had yesterday, shown herself to be equally inventive, when it came to controlling another female. Helen Sharp wanted Candy, the ultimate female Candy, very much, and was plotting to make that happen.

But she also wanted the less enthusiastic Daisy. She had warmed considerably to Daisy, after seeing the way she had handled that early Level 6 punishment. Virtually ever since that spell in confinement, Daisy had been a model, female prisoner. She had accepted the clothing. She had lost substantial weight and was now looking almost as good as Candy. She was very competent at Cooking and at handling herself in tricky circumstances. And she loved to be bound and hooded, almost as much as Candy. But she also retained the same male aggression she had entered the prison with . . .  and she was probably going to keep her male tackle, whilst, at the same time, embracing her femininity.

And now, Candy and Daisy were a couple. Before the Governess had punished them for the fight over Bernard, she had resigned herself to them both leaving her prison and taking up their places in an open prison. But, when she had perceived how easy it was to lengthen their sentence and, when she had tied them together and seen them sharing that double-gag, a new idea had begun to take root.

Now, with four more weeks to work at it, The Governess was determined that Daisy and Candy should remain under her care. She had introduced this new Mistress/Slave routine to see how far, in her kinky game-playing, they would go. All the signs were entirely positive and Governess Sharp’s, already overactive mind, was now working overtime to put her plans in place.

When the Governess got any free time, which was rare, and was always spent in the privacy of her own house, she would often shower, wash and style her hair, apply some make-up and then dress in her favourite tight leather skirt and silk top and caress her own body, as she sat alone, watching TV or listening to music.

Occasionally, but more of late, she would zip herself into a pair of long leather boots, lace herself into one of her front-lacing leather corsets, throw a long, loose satin robe on, place a leather hood over her head, zipped off in the back, and then lay on the bed and think sinful thoughts until she brought herself to a climax.

These latter days, she had done this, three or four times, but, instead of placing a hood on her head, she had, instead lain on the bed, and viewed the hours of secret film she had of Daisy and Candy. There was Daisy being punished. There was Candy thrilling at her first satin dress. There were the two of them conjoined and sharing the double ball-gag, and there they were in the cell, the past two days, entering fully into their respective roles as Mistress and Slave.

The Governess was now becoming completely obsessed with the pair and was feverishly plotting to draw them further and further into her bizarre, kinky world. She now fantasised about them moving in with her. She wanted to become an integral part of their game-playing and she pictured an evening where she had two satin or latex-clad girls, one fully feminized, the other with their intact cock cruelly caged, tied to their chairs as she fed them their evening meal, before hooding them and leading them off to share her giant bed. She pictured herself, still booted and corseted, as she slept with one bound, girl, either side of her. She would awaken and turn to kiss the female Candy, through her latex, head-covering. She would turn to the latex-skirted Daisy and play with her encaged penis until it hurt. And then she would go back to sleep, knowing that, in an hour or so, she would awaken again, and tease them further.

Another night, she would trust them entirely and they would dress her in the most extravagant of all the latex or leather outfits, at her disposal, they would bind and hood her, and she would have her body teased and punished until, the female Candy showered her body in kisses and the half-male Daisy would invade her body with her uncaged beast.

These wild thoughts now intruded on her mind all day long. And she knew, whatever it took, she was going to inveigle the two girls into her schemes.

And Governess Sharp was accustomed to getting what Governess Sharp wanted.

Chapter 9

A Mixed Day – Disappointments and Benefits

After the thrill of sleeping bound together, so damned erotically, nothing else was quite going to “deliver” for the two girls, and Day 4 was a mixed day of disappointments, old routines and boring exercise, tinged with a little mix of excitement.

For a start, they were hoping that the Governess would preside over their day. They had grown “fond” of her over these past few days when she had lavished so much attention on them both, and she was nowhere to be seen. Apparently, she had other duties to attend to. A little unrealistically, the pair believed they should be her priority and were annoyed that she’d found other things to do. Of course, they were behaving like two spoiled children who demanded their mother’s full attention and couldn’t always command it.

So, they were released from their latex sleep-bag and their combined latex hood and their bonds, by Mistress #7. Whose only instruction was, “You’ll find two new dresses on the chair, by the rail there. When you have showered, decide who is to wear which and wear appropriate gloves and either shoes or boots, your choice, and be stood by your cell door, at 8.15am. with a matching half-face hood and your walking restraints in your hand.” And then she left. Abrupt, or what?

What happened to the “You look gorgeous.”? Where was the re-assuring, “You’ll feel exquisite.”? There wasn’t even a “Well, did you enjoy your night together?”

No, this was definitely not the attention they were accustomed to. Perhaps they could complain?

A little deflated at the sheer indifference of Mistress #7, they examined the two dresses she had dumped, unceremoniously, on the chair by the dress rail. Each was in a lovely, thickish, latex but the two dresses were both in the same, tight, figure-hugging, mini-dress, design, which would clearly not accommodate any corset underneath it. It was going to be skin-tight and only just cover their “dignity”. The latex was sufficiently thick, they noted, that the dress itself would pull, them into shape and would cling to all their newly acquired curves. Obviously, if the Governess had ordered these to be worn, then she believed they both had the figure to carry the style off. They weren’t so sure.

One dress was a in a lovely shade of baby pink, similar to Candy’s favourite satin frock. The other was in a light powder blue. Both dresses seemed exactly the same size and each had a sturdy zip that ran the entire length of the front of the dress from its very high hem to its low scooped neck. As well as showing a great deal of leg, the wearers would be displaying a decent, or indecent, amount of boob. Two simple broad straps went over the shoulders, otherwise the dresses were virtually frontless and backless. Luckily, it seemed like a hot day, mused the girls, as they went to shower and discussed which would suit best.

Pink would have been the natural choice for Candy, she was definitely the more “pinkish” sissy of the two. But the blue was a beautiful shade and would complement her eye shading and her fair hair, far better. Besides, she wanted to wear shoes today and they had a blue satin pair that would match the dress perfectly. Daisy, as she usually did, would opt for high boots and they only had those in pink or in white or in darker blue. So, it was decided. Candy in blue with light blue satin shoes, and a pair of matching, satin, gloves, though she may change into white thigh-boots and white leather gloves, if it turned out to be colder than they anticipated, Daisy in pink latex dress and pink, leather, boots, with their matching leather gloves.

The girls had plenty of time. They had been roused unusually early, and they had not slept a full night’s sleep, nor had they slept particularly well, given the position they were in, so they took their time in the shower and soothed each other by massaging the soapy suds into each other’s naked body and gently rubbing the other’s intimate areas with their plump sponges.

Then, drying off and slipping into their satin robes, they sat and experimented with each other’s hair for twenty minutes before they turned their attention to the dresses. Though, as they were clearly going to be half-hooded with the Gwendoline hoods, they could only really style the hair down, keeping it straight and flat.

Dressing took no time. On previous occasions, the corseting had taken up to twenty minutes. Today, no corsets were required. The tight, latex, dress was an all-in-one-sucker-inner! They stuck their arms through the wide-ish shoulder straps and then sucked in as much excess fat as they could, as their companion fought with the sturdy zip and pulled it the entire length, which, truthfully was not THAT long, until the firm latex gripped the body and forced it into its constricted tube of rubber.

As they stood and looked in the mirror at the result, they were both pleased and a little disappointed. The dresses hugged their bodies perfectly and they looked pretty good. BUT there was no disguising the lump that was now protruding out front, just above the very high hemline. Even deaf, daft, and half-blind, old Art and Needlework teacher, Mrs. Murphy, might smell a rat, if she saw a perfectly outlined cock, sticking out in its pretty pink, or blue, rubber covering!

It was only then that the girls realised they had missed the panties that accompanied the dresses and were so small, they hadn’t spotted them under the latex outfits. In all their time in the facility, neither girl had ever worn panties. It wasn’t ever required of them and they hadn’t even considered that matching panties would be included today. As they picked their coloured pair up, they realised these were even stiffer rubber than the dresses and, as they eased them up their legs, they knew that the pants would compress and imprison their manhood, far more rigidly than any cock-cage had done. The hitherto embarrassing, encumbrance, would disappear almost completely under the pressure of its rubber casing, and, although not exactly the most comfortable “jock-strap” that either of them had ever worn, it did its job perfectly and disguised their manhoods, completely. Mrs. Murphy would not be having another melt-down.

Picking a matching hood was easy. They seemed to have a latex hood in every colour under the sun. And, at precisely 8.15am. they heard the security doors opening and Mistress 7 came to their cell door, as they heard another Mistress opening a door further up their block, presumably collecting a, slightly more conservatively dressed, new girl.

They remembered the old procedure, though, again, they were a little upset that the “old rules” applied to them. They had enjoyed their new status as prison celebrities. Today, it seemed, they were back to plain old prison inmates. So, they stood, backs to the door, when told to, and fastened their own waist belt around their waists and then cuffed their own ankles. Candy almost wished she’d opted for the boots, as she buckled the stiffened leather cuffs around her petite ankles and reminded herself how uncomfortable they were against bare flesh.

Once shackled at the waist and ankles, the Mistress finished them off by cuffing their wrists, in front. Then, she took the pink latex hood and brought it down over Daisy’s upturned head, before tightening the strap over the mouth and the one under the chin and up to the crown of the head. Soon, Candy was similarly silenced, and the two, mute, prissy, latex-clad, sissies were off and, hobbling along, headed to the breakfast room.

Even breakfast was delivered in the old boring fashion, that the girls thought they had shaken off, hoods off and over the backs of chairs, one arm strapped down, the other free to feed herself. Food tasted so much better when it was fed to you, they both mused, as they, unenthusiastically, ate small spoonfuls of fruit and  yoghurt.

Then, it was hood on, and wrists re-cuffed, and off to the gym. Admittedly, they hadn’t really “over-done” any gymnastic exercise over the past 7 or 8 days, preferring to spend most of their exercise time walking leisurely around the empty exercise yard. So, they probably were due a good work-out, but that didn’t make it any more enjoyable. A full hour, twenty minutes each, on three different pieces of equipment, in total silence and with their restraints on. The girls were glum. Maybe they were fitter, but they were glum . . . and weary.

They were then led back to their cell and allowed a twenty-minute break, presumably so that Mistress #7 could go and have a cuppa? Both girls flopped on the bed, but the hoods remained in place, so they could just hold each other and lie in silence. This was turning out to be a naff day, they thought. But they did like their new dresses. That was the only saving grace in an otherwise barren morning.

After break, they were out in the exercise yard. Today, the timings were all to pot, and they found themselves sharing the yard with the two new girls. It was the first time they had seen them in satin dresses, and, since it was now Day 4 or even 5 of their interment, Daisy figured that was about right. They seemed to have accepted their fate, she noted that neither was in excessive restraints, as each marched around and around, following the pace of the revolving platform and its centre apparatus to which they were attached.

The two girls, in their mini, latex, disco dresses, were wisely kept in the main exercise area and were marched in a rectangle around the perimeter, each time they passed the common fence between them and the enclosed yard occupied by the two freshers, they took a sideways glance to remind themselves of their first days here. How much had changed since then . . . until today, when they felt as though they had taken a giant step backward. They both yearned for a bit of Governess Sharp’s creative spirit to break the monotony of endlessly walking around a tarmacked yard. The curious spectacle of the two new girls trying to cope with their pretty, flouncy, satin dresses and their high heeled strappy shoes, was the only relief.

Things improved after lunch. They discovered they were going to have a private needlework session with Mrs. Murphy. However daft they thought she was, they liked the old girl and always tried to please her in their Art and Sewing workshops. Apparently, this was to be a special workshop put on especially for them and they needed to interact with the teacher, so their hoods were discarded after lunch, and, at least, they had the power of speech returned to them. Their restraints remained, although given the decent length of chain from waist-belt to wrist, they had virtually free movement. Accustomed as they were, to tight binding and almost complete immobility, on occasion, this was a real treat, and there was no operation that they’d be expected to do, in Sewing class, that they couldn’t cope with.

The pair had already done 5, or maybe 6, classes of sewing over their previous 30-day sentence and had learned the basics. Starting with threading a needle, which had taken both of them a fun-filled half hour to accomplish, they had progressed to sewing buttons, a simple hemline, with double stitches, and even using a sewing machine. But each lesson had been shared with at least 8 women from the normal wing, so they were intrigued as to why they were getting special treatment.

All became clear as Mrs. Murphy introduced them to their new project. The Governess had instructed that they were each to make their own evening gown. No reason as to why and no real guidance as to what form this “evening gown” was to take. It had to be full length, it had to be in a vibrant colour and it had to be in the slinkiest, glossiest satin silk fabric, that Mrs. Murphy could find. Oh! And it had to have an evening cape in the same fabric to slip over the shoulders and to come down to the waist. Preferably press-studded down the front, though the cape could have a hooked, or a buttoned closure. And that was their brief.

It seemed quite a difficult task to Mrs. Murphy, as she explained it to the girls. It seemed an altogether, impossible task to the girls.

Mrs. Murphy, bless her, had said she would do all she could to help the girls. She’d been given up to 5 two- or three-hour sessions, depending on the rest of the girls’ schedule. She didn’t think this enough time but, to simplify things, they would make exactly the same design, and create it twice. All three would design and cut out a pattern and then work on one gown and cape, and then it would, hopefully, make the second attempt much easier.

So, today, they had to draw out a design, choose material from some swatches, measure each other up in strategic areas, and begin to draw out a paper pattern to use as a template. Next time, she would bring the silk or satin fabrics they’d chosen, and the proper work could begin.

Candy proved herself, not just a good artist, but an absolute natural at fashion design. She had a sheet of A2 paper, filled with four or five passable designs, all coloured in, in pencil crayon, in the time it took Daisy to draw her first female figure, with arms which were too long and a bum that was way too fat! They decided, wisely, that they would adopt one of Candy’s designs, and the girls got really quite excited as they narrowed the choice down to two possibilities, and then turned to choosing some lush fabrics.

Of course, they went for, possibly, the sluttiest design of dress and they chose the silkiest of the most expensive silky, satins, that Mrs. Murphy showed them. Candy was going for a rich, purple colour. They had nothing in purple in their entire wardrobe. Daisy chose a beautiful, vibrant bottle green which, with her darker colouring, and her deep, deep, dark brown eyes, Mrs. Murphy had said, would make her look like a million dollars.

This one activity redeemed the entire day, as far as the girls were concerned. By the end of a two-hour session, they had adapted their chosen design, so it showed a bit less shoulder, a bit less bust, and a lot less thigh. Not one of the three of them knew what the purpose of the dresses was, that was only for the Governess to know, but Mrs. Murphy persuaded them to be a little more prudent in their choices and they reduced the extreme, thigh-high, split, to one that stopped just above the knee! They raised the bust line a little, to reduce the chance of them spilling out their 38Bs in public, and they covered up the shoulders with a lacy cap sleeve, to preserve a little female dignity. The finished design was almost chic and sophisticated, certainly compared to some of the clothes they presently sported!

The matching satin, evening, cape was going to be waist-length, high necked, faux fur-lined, down the open front, and this would close with three large, press-stud fastenings concealed amongst the length of faux-fur.

The girls were truly excited and thanked Mrs. Murphy as she gathered up their design and the beginnings of the paper, cut-out, pattern, promising she would see them as soon as she had ordered, and received, the material.

Once again, the Governess was back at the top of their list of all-time favourite people. A new latex dress and a very chic, but sexy evening gown, in one day. Magic! The girls would be talking about it all night and looked forward to their next sewing session.

For now, though, each had to fill in their Day 4 request form to get back to the supply room before 5.30pm. Tomorrow was Day 5, a new role-play day. Daisy would be in control. Candy was already shaking in anticipation of another erotic bondage session from her favoured Mistress and Daisy was determined to outdo her last effort, so had been quietly planning a new and stunning, leather and latex spectacular. Candy, meanwhile was confident she could match Daisy’s inspirations, outfit for outfit, hood for hood, gag for gag. So, they both retreated to their side of the bed and giggled to themselves as they listed their ever-more elaborate requirements.

Okay! Today hadn’t been the best day ever, but they did love these figure-hugging rubber tubes they were wearing, and they couldn’t wait to see each other dressed in their new and expensive, elegant satin gowns. And the next three days were going to be gloriously exotic and, they were sure, the Governess would return to add her touch of magic to the proceedings.

With those thoughts uppermost in their minds, they decided an early night was probably the best idea, they were both shattered after a previous night with little constructive sleep. So, they slipped into their newly supplied satin nightgowns, and held each other tight and fell into a deep, contented sleep, as Daisy just went over, again, in her mind, for the fifth time, the order in which she was going to tease and titillate her lover, the next day.

Chapter 10

Time Flies but Some Nights Go Ever-So-Slowly

The girls had become so deeply embroiled in their prison “schedule”, that, all too quickly, the month passed by. It was already Day 23 of their 30-day additional internment, when Daisy turned to Candy and said, “You realise, one week from now, we leave this place?” Candy seemed genuinely shocked.

“But I don’t want to leave,” she said simply, “What if the next place is not as exciting as this? What if we’re not allowed to sleep together? What if . . . “and the barrage of “What ifs . . . ??” kept on coming. Both girls were coming to the realization that their life here, for the past 3 weeks, and even the four or more before that, had entirely, and irrevocably, changed their personalities. Neither wanted this idyllic existence, to their minds, to cease, and the worry that it might all, abruptly, end, was too much for either to contemplate.

For 3 weeks they had persevered at the schedule imposed on them by the devious Governess, and they had become completely dependent on each other and on Governess Sharp for their every waking, as well as a lot of their sleeping, moments.

Their wardrobe had been finalized, and unaltered, since their last gift of the baby pink and baby blue, zip-front, tight, latex, mini-dresses, they had both loved so much, when presented with them on Day 4. The rail in their cell now was full to bursting with the exotic range of outfits, which their generous benefactor had bestowed upon them. To anyone else, it may have seemed a truly bizarre and strange collection, but to them, as they surveyed the lines of satin, leather and latex corsets, dresses, boots, gloves and hoods, they thrilled at the sight. It had all become so normalised, in their psyche, that nothing the Governess proposed or did over those weeks, seemed at all curious. They had fallen under her spell, as well as under each other’s.

The original satin dresses were still all there, although the earliest ones had disappeared for a while, as they had been taken away to be altered, to accommodate the newly, slimmed-down, bodies that both Candy and Daisy now proudly possessed. But, now, they were back on the rail and still held pride of place in their affections.

On their arrival at the facility, all those weeks ago, their original, natural waistlines had been out of proportion to the rest of their bodies, a result of too little activity, too much food and, certainly, too much alcohol. The daily routine of strenuous, exercise and sensible, healthy, eating, as well as a complete lack of any alcohol, for 7 weeks now, meant that both girls were now down to a very respectable stature.

Candy, always the slimmer of the two, sported an amazing 26-inch natural waist and that could be reduced even a little further by the corsets she still loved to wear. Along with her 38 bust and with careful dressing, she had a fabulous hour-glass figure, of which she was rightly proud. Daisy was not far behind and her waist had settled at just under 28 inches without constriction, maybe an inch or so less, was possible, if pulled in tight.

There on the dress rail, were the original satin, young, girly frocks, with their puffed up, layered skirts, in black, white, red, bright blue, baby pink and powder blue, bright yellow and bright green, with leather or satin shoes, or knee-high, leather, boots, to match, or co-ordinate, with each. Next to them came the more adult looking leather outfits, each dress with its own built-in, boning, and rear lacing detail making it a constricting corset and a very flattering, dress, in one. There were six of these, in black, of course, white leather, and Candy’s favourite blue leather, which she wore a lot, sat alongside Daisy’s favoured red leather. The pink and the light blue were also highly favoured. Below them were their accompanying gloves and thigh boots. And then the wondrous, latex, creations came last. Now, they had acquired a collection of eight latex dresses between them, six of the frilly skirted design that zipped and buckled up the front, and then the very sexy, clingy, two tight mini-dresses that had been their last present from the ever-giving Governess. Latex, shoulder-length gloves, in four colours, and latex stockings in four colours, along with a plethora of corsets in every colour and in all three materials, completed the line-up.

Each outfit was lovingly hung there and, every fourth day, the girls would launder or polish, or carefully wash, or iron or inspect, every outfit, to see that it was in perfect condition and ready to be called into service.

They also, diligently, ensured that each outfit got a wearing.  They had no particular favourite, they loved them all, and always tried to pick their dresses in rotation to ensure that each was used. If they wore a latex and a leather outfit for their role-playing days as Mistress and Slave, they ensured that on their free day, or in their free time, relaxing in the cell, that they now thought of as home, they reverted to the satin frocks that had got them started on their long and erotic journey into sissydom.

And, in their rather distorted, or blinkered, view of life, they believed they owed everything they had, to their Governess. They admired, respected and feared this woman, in equal measure. All that they were, they owed to her, all that they possessed, she had provided them with, and, to their mind, she was little short of a Goddess, albeit, a fearsome one, at times.

Their own role-play tie-ups had become much more assured and more intricate, as they became more proficient at knotting and lacing and buckling, and, of course, more familiar with the equipment available to them, and if they requested something that wasn’t readily available to them, the Governess was more than happy to sit down with them and suggest an alternative, or seek out a version of what they had asked, for the “next time”.

Throughout the 24 days of the schedule, the Governess made sure she was the first to inspect them on their role-play, days, always taking a keen interest in their outfits and their bondage, and making sure she was there, dead on 8.25am., each day to inspect her prodigies, always happy to help the dominant one, make the submissive one, of the pair, a little more secure and a little less comfortable, if she could.

He night-time tie ups became a thing of wonder. However busy the Governess might be at any other time, and there were odd days when her other duties had to take priority, she never missed the opportunity to bed the two down, together, on each third night of their routine.

She had ordered a bespoke set of rubber and leather hoods, which nearly always came into play on these “together” nights. That first night, that now seemed so long ago, featured a hood in strong latex that forced the two to join their lips in a night-long kiss. Other times they were tied back to back and the combined hood they wore sealed both heads in so tightly that their skulls felt as though virtually fused together, as the side lacing was tightened, and the integral pear-shaped gags were forced into their silenced mouths.

But, most nights, they were joined face to face, breast to breast and groin area to groin area. And these were the nights they enjoyed the most, when, in their helpless state, their penises were forced together, sometimes caged, other times left free, and the caged and flaccid, or liberated and stiffened, shafts pushed and prodded at each other as their open mouths were explored by the partner’s flicking tongue, and the highly excited pair, attempted to get some sleep whilst almost unable to move without alerting the other, and thereby, re-starting their joint sexual arousal.

One night, the Governess, alone as she usually now was, on these occasions, since she seemed to view this time as her special time with the pair and had, long since, banished the other Mistresses from these night -time activities, had descended on the cell equipped with an armful of leather and strapping and various unidentified objects.

She had ordered the two to strip from their relaxing satin nightwear and to select a latex dress each, for their other half to wear. Then she had sat, clearly excited by the spectacle, and watched as the two had gone through a long and slow dressing process, until Daisy was enveloped in her tight red, latex dress with the three layers of soft, latex, underskirting, her shoulder length, red, latex, gloves and the red leather thigh boots, and Candy was buckled and zipped into the same outfit, in bright blue.

Then the Governess had instructed Daisy to bind Candy’s wrists behind her, before forcing her bound arms into a black, leather arm-binder which, once zipped and buckled all the way up to her shoulders, prevented any arm movement at all. Then the Governess had ordered Candy to remain standing whilst Daisy was subjected to the same treatment. And then the two had each been hooded in a soft, black, leather, hood, which had open eye holes and were also open at the mouth. 

Now came the complex leather strapping, eight leather straps of varying lengths were all employed to hold their aroused bodies together, inescapably, at the upper body, the bustline, the waist and, clearly, these were planned to go down the length of their two bodies. But the Governess had spent some time making sure the tops of their bodies were tightly secured but, that below the waist, the bound pair remained apart. For the present! She had special plans for there.

She kept five of the eight leather straps to one side, as she disappeared down below and proceeded to “milk” each girl with strong and adept strokes of their penis. As each was forced so close together and was already alert to the fact that they were going to spend the night in this close association, and so erotically dressed, as they were, in their latex and leather, it took no time whatsoever, for the Governess to get the two firm erections she desired. As soon as it was “mission accomplished”, she took four small thin leather straps that neither girl had spotted and proceeded to strap one erect penis to the other. She did this in four places, base to tip, middle to middle, middle to middle, tip to base, along their entire length of shaft, and tightly, so that no strap would slip. The girls squealed with a mix of pleasure and pain, as they felt their proud rods, buckled so intensely together. Now, to make sure that the erections remained for a respectable length of time, she took her magic spray canister and gave each penis a thorough dousing. The girls squealed again as their erections got firmer still, and they fought against the tight leather straps that held them so strictly. When satisfied that the pair were afire and that their aroused penises would remain in play like this for at least a full hour, and, hopefully longer, the Governess then took her last wide leather straps and buckled these around her captives’ buttocks and again around the top of their thighs, to press their enraged bodies even closer together, then a strap above the knees, one below the knees, and, finally, the shortest strap, around their ankles.

The girls were gasping and moaning as their bodies were on fire with a passion for each other that they knew they would not be allowed to satisfy this night. But the Governess still had one last trick up her sleeve. She produced a large, black, rubber ball-gag. This was one ball, but it had been adapted to accept two thin leather straps through its core. The reason for this soon became blindingly obvious. The ball went first into Candy’s open mouth, through the opening in her leather hood. The first pair of straps were taken round the back of Candy’s leather-encased head and pulled tight before being buckled shut. Now Candy was completely silenced, her lips forced open by the cruel gag. But Daisy knew exactly what was going to happen next. Her mouth was forced onto the same ball and, very quickly now, before either girl could try to resist, Governess Sharp took the other straps behind Daisy’s hooded head and buckled these extra tight so that the girls’ lips were forced firmly together, as their teeth bit into their respective side of the shared rubber ball.

Daisy looked, helplessly, direct into Candy’s despairing eyes, as both realised, this might be the very most uncomfortable, but erotic night, they were to spend together, yet!

The Governess then struggled a little to get the two girls’ conjoined bodies to flop onto the bed, without injuring either one. She managed it through a series of small manoeuvres, followed by a display of sheer, brute, strength and finally, with much grunting and groaning from the Governess, as well as her two victims, she had them centred on the vast mattress, and inspected all the strapping to check that none had loosened off or slipped at all. Satisfied that she had done a good job, and neither girl was going to escape, she pulled the top sheet up over their intertwined bodies. The girls moaned again, as their joined penises jerked and twitched, trying to get some relief from the stimulant, that had set both of them alight.

The Governess stepped back with a smile across her lips, and lingered for a while to watch in fascination, as the two bodies writhed and moaned under the sheet. Her parting gift was a kiss on each girls’ cheek, as the pair fought and struggled to get some relief from their predicament. She wished them “Sweet Dreams”, kissed each again, for good measure, and then left them to their fate, switching off the cell light and locking the door of their cage, as she left. She knew she had the recording to watch, if she needed reminding of her latest conquest.

And so, another blissfully uncomfortable night was spent in close company. The girls did, finally, calm down and manage to get some little sleep, but sleep was not so important to them. Their days were now sufficiently relaxed that they could cope with just a few hours. And the benefits of spending nights like this, “a la Governess”, far outweighed the discomfort they experienced, so they were happy.

And this was their life. They knew nothing else but the make-up, the hair-styling, the decisions as to what to wear from their limited choices, and the dressing up and the “game-playing”. Their entire existence revolved around this, with the only “normal” activities being the Art, the Cookery and Needlework classes they attended.

The evening dresses, that each was making, were taking shape after around 5 long sessions, but it seemed unlikely, now, that they would be finished before their move, to open prison, in another week. So, dear, old, Mrs, Murphy, who still, apparently, had no idea that neither Candy, nor Daisy, were entirely what they seemed, had promised she would help them get the dresses finished before their departure. She had told them, that they were such sweet, dear girls, and her favourite students, that it was no problem for her to put in a few extra hours, helping them. And she was truly excited, as the dresses were going to be delightful, and very, very, flattering, (for flattering, read, sexy), she had declared.

And the Governess was happy, as she knew she was gradually tapping more and more into the pair’s desire to be sissified, to be controlled, to be dependent, both upon each other, but, even more importantly, upon her. That was what she wanted. And her plan was coming to fruition. It was now Day 23. Another day or two and she would be able to spring her latest surprise on the unfortunate couple.

Chapter 11

Bombshell Dropped, Solution Required

The days passed and the routine continued, and the relationship between Candy and her beloved Daisy, deepened. The girls had now served 24 days of their additional sentence. A full six of those days, Candy had spent as the willing submissive to Daisy’s ever-more confident Mistress. For another six days, their roles had reversed, and Candy had proved herself almost as creative as her, more confident, other half, in dreaming up ever more erotic scenarios. In between their game-playing, the Governess and her team of Mistress wardens had kept both girls on their toes with their superior expertise, at both control and at human psychology. Their six nights of forced, conjoined, sleeping had continued and the girls, strangely, looked forward to these with some trepidation but also a great deal of curious interest, as the Governess seemed to derive great pleasure from forcing the two into ever more intricate and bizarre displays of intimacy.

The two girls were blissfully happy in each other’s company, each entirely confident and trusting of the other. They were happier with their lives than they had ever been, and Candy confirmed openly now that she was definitely going to ask permission to re-assign and become fully female. Daisy was still reticent to commit to this, but had promised she wanted to commit fully to Candy and would support her through any procedures and stay with her, afterwards. So, it was all going so well, until Day 25 arrived and their hopes, once again, were dashed.

Day 25 had always been scheduled as a day to review their situation and to confirm their move to an open establishment, so they were not at all surprised to be called to the Governess’s office, immediately after their breakfast. They had been told to dress casually in their satin robes as no “events” were planned for the day and the Governess was happy to receive them    in this way. So, there they sat, Candy in a beautiful light blue, satin, full-length, robe, over her matching long nightdress and Daisy in identical fashion but dressed in a rich red, robe, and gown. Neither were prepared for the bombshell that the Governess was now about to drop.

“No!” screeched Candy, her voice displaying real anguish, “We can’t be separated. We can’t be.”

“I’m sorry for both of you, but, you must understand, I have no control over these decisions.” The Governess had just explained that Daisy was to move to an open establishment one hour north from here and Candy to a place, two hours south. “There will be some jobsworth sat in an office in the Department for Criminal Justice, who has seen your names and allocated any free spaces, nearby. They won’t understand how close you have become. It’s a simple logistical decision. And it’s one you have to live with.”

Candy was beside herself, Daisy was keeping stiff-lipped but was also devastated. “But we can’t go to different places. We love each other.” Candy declared. It was the first time she had vocalised it, but Daisy knew she was right and was flattered that she should speak it so forthrightly. Then Candy burst into tears, real tears of despair, as Daisy brought her arm around her to comfort her.

“Oh! And you cannot take your clothes with you, of course. You’ll be expected to wear normal female clothing. We can help you with choosing some of that before you leave us. We can order a couple of basic outfits to get you started. The rest will be arranged when you get to your respective establishments.”

That was the final blow and Candy wailed at the thought of leaving her beloved satins and latex frocks behind. She loved the dressing up more than anything, apart from Daisy’s company, of course. She was inconsolable to think this was all to be lost.

The Governess, for possibly only the third time in 2 months, seemingly allowed her shield to drop and came to take Candy’s hand, and to wipe the tears from her cheeks. She was genuinely pleased to hear her girls talk of each other this way and she too, was caught up in the emotion of the moment. But she was also an accomplished actress.

“Candy, Daisy, please believe me, this is the last thing I wanted. Seeing you like this, I have a suggestion. I can’t guarantee it will work but I am prepared to stick out my neck for you, if you agree to give it a go.”

“Anything,” said Daisy, quietly, “We’ll do anything to stay together. Please help us.”

“Well, I could risk losing my job unless you can do this thing convincingly,” warned the Governess, And I really, really don’t want to lose this job,” she added.

“Well, what would we have to do?” enquired Candy, through her tears.

“You need to get your sentence reviewed and revised.” was the simple reply.

The Governess then drew the girls close as she revealed a plan to keep them together, all delivered in stifled tones, as though the three were planning World Domination. She proposed that they started another fight, just between themselves. She would involve one Mistress, in fact, Mistress #1, the only warden she completely trusted, to get involved and then to fake injury. She reasoned that if, so close to parole, the girls were reported for yet another violent incident, the “Criminal Justice Review Board” would automatically increase their sentence at Wilford FCF and add another 30 days to the existing extension.

This all sounded okay and calmed Candy down considerably, but Daisy spotted the flaw in the plan. “Yes, we could do that, but in 30 days we will be back here and facing the same problem,” she stated, “There’s still no guarantee that we’d be moved to the same open establishment . . . and then there’s the routine here. We’ve just got used to it, and, well, we like it.”

The Governess smiled, they were taking her bait and now she could reel them in. She, secretly, had come to really like these two, both on a personal level, and she enjoyed the control over them, that they obviously got pleasure from. There was also the question of future funding. Each special inmate attracted an income of £15,000 per 30-day incarceration. Even at open prison, the tax-payer coughed up £5,000 per month for those held in there. This was a small price to pay for the results that this system yielded and, in fact, no more expensive than keeping an inmate in standard prison, where they were more than likely to re-commit, as soon as released.

“Well, I’ve thought about that,” whispered the Governess, as though in strict confidence. She had definitely “thought” about it! And her well-thought out masterplan was now about to be swallowed, hook, line and sinker. “At the end of the next 30 days here, I shall write you both a stunning report and reference. But I shall state that you are such sensitive, and, at the same time, volatile creatures, that I cannot recommend open prison. Instead, I shall recommend that you be moved across to our female wing here. I can be pretty convincing when I want, you know. I am 99% certain that I can get you a place here, it will only cost the same as sending you to an open prison, and I can argue that we know you intimately and can deliver the correct level of security and personal freedom, but in a more secure environment. What do you think.”

Candy’s tears had all but dissolved, she was ready to clutch at any straw. Daisy still had her thinking head on. “But that means living a normal routine with 12 normal women,” she said, “We couldn’t wear these clothes or do any of the things we can do here.”

But the Governess who had considered this plan very carefully, paused for a moment before showing her winning hand. “Well, let me think!” she said, “Oh, I don’t know if it could possibly work,” she continued after just enough pause to whet their curiosity.

“What? If what would work?” demanded Candy, who hadn’t thought about adjusting to normal, dull prison clothing and normal, female prison.

“Well, there is a house on the grounds here. I live there permanently, that’s why you see me around at such odd, unsociable, hours. If I come into work early and leave late, I usually have had four or five hours off, in my house, during the day. It’s really, quite big. It has four big bedrooms and, of course, I only use one. There is one made up with twin beds for any warden who does a late shift and needs to bunk up for the night or can’t get home for reasons of bad weather, or whatever. But that is very rare. Then there are two big bedrooms that are never used. One is an en-suite, with its own big bathroom and shower. The other could be converted into a little lounge with a kitchenette, maybe?”

Now she really had the girls’ interest and they both leaned in, in conspiratorial fashion to discuss the detail. “So, we come and live in the house?” asked Daisy, “But what’s in it for you?”

“Well, for one thing, I won’t lie, the funding is very important. We’re going through a bleak period. I’ve got 4 cells full now, but two guests leave in a week and there is no replacement so far. The 3rd is mid-sentence, and, if you two go, we’ll be back to one prisoner, and then no prisoners. It’s not really enough to sustain this place. If you stay one more month, I get an additional £30,000. Then the sentence in open prison is automatically extended to 90 days, to match the sentence here. If I can get you into the house for 3 months, we get another £5,000 per month for each of you. That’s another £30,000. I could even give you a small clothes allowance.” she added, to seal the deal, knowing full-well that the girls got a £1,500 allowance to buy “normal” clothes either online or from catalogues, once in the open establishment, in any case.

“So, could keep all our clothes we have now, and keep our prison routine, like we do now?” Daisy wanted to know.

“A definite yes, to keeping the clothes. And adding to them. The dorms you live in, at open prison, are equipped with kitchens. Food is provided but you prepare it yourself. There are no real security measures other than around the perimeters. There is absolutely no use of restraints, unless for very serious misdemeanours. They are, literally, open prisons. Inmates even get to go out, on occasion, to re-introduce them to society.

What I’m proposing is that you live the life you want, in the confines of this prison but in a much more open setting. No cell doors. Your own living room with TV, music, and computer and wi-fi. You cook your own meals. We provide money for clothing, we provide food for you to prepare and we can even give you a little spending money and allow you into town occasionally, but you will have to be tagged for any days out.”

The Governess was desperate to clinch the deal and would have paid them handsomely, from their monthly income of £5,000 each, if they had asked, but there was no need to add any further incentives. She had landed her catch.

“So, it’s as simple as that? We stage a fight, we get 30 days more here and then 90 days living in luxury? We keep our clothes and we look after ourselves? And that’s it?”

“Well, I had thought of several ways you could repay me. If I’m going to stick my job on the line, I thought you may show some little appreciation?”

“So, there’s a catch?” both girls exclaimed in unison.

“It’s not any kind of catch. Look, you two have shown yourselves to be very trustworthy, very creative in your role-playing and very competent in Art and in Cookery. I like you being here. You both add a touch of class to the place. This is strictly between you and me, but Mrs. Murphy is leaving us next month. She has just realised, after several years, that some of her pupils are men! I don’t know how she could have thought otherwise but, apparently, Bernard came as a complete shock too her. She still believes you two are the genuine article!  Anyway, she’s leaving on moral or religious grounds, or both. I’m without an Art and Needlework teacher. Then the nice lady who does cookery with you, is pregnant and going off on Maternity leave, shortly. It’s a nightmare. I can’t get replacements at the drop of a hat, but I’m expected to provide these classes. I want to ask you two to deliver Cooking and Art between you. I can find someone to cover Sewing, or drop it for a time. You’re both really keen on cooking now and Candy is a natural artist. I thought we could supplement your pocket money with a small wage.10 or 12 hours of work a week each, for a wage of £100 each? 

As for the house rules, I like to see you enjoying yourselves, so I have no worries about anything you do, or wear, in the house. I rather hope though, that you might keep it clean and do some cooking for me sometime. I get really tired of prison food and just don’t have time to prepare meals or to hoover and dust. I thought you might like to be my housemaids, at least part of the time. In return, I could do you a few favours. You know I like to be in control. I would enjoy keeping control over you both, once or twice a week.”

The pair looked at each other and, immediately, each could read exactly what the other was thinking, this devious little bitch wants to join in our kinky games, and introduce a few of her own, and that’s a price we’re willing to pay, to stay together. And they turned in unison to say, a unanimous, “Yes. We’ll do it.”

“Good. Good.” The Governess had thought it might be harder than this. In fact, she knew all along that she could have intervened and could have influenced their next stage of their imprisonment, earlier. But she had wanted this outcome. More money in the FCF coffers, a longer sentence, and then a more intimate threesome in the privacy of her own home. She was already ahead of the girls and had thought she could offer the house as the third, and final, period of 90 day sheltered accommodation, meaning the girls would then have been with her for a total of 9 months, by the time their sentence ended. Then, they would be so dependent on her, and so reliant on each other, who knows what new possibilities would open up, 7 months down the road?

The deal was done. The Governess told them she would speak to Mistress #1 in strict confidence, all they had to do, was start a realistic fight when Mistress 1 was on duty, anytime in the next 4 days but sooner, rather than later. Then she dismissed them, with an unnecessary warning to keep all details absolutely between the three of them.

As the excited girls got up to go, so happy that there seemed to be a clever solution to all their problems, the Governess stopped them.

“You know I shall have to punish you? Both girls looked uncertainly at their new best female friend. “If you injure a Mistress and use aggression, I have to punish you. It will be expected by everyone. There’s no way around it. But, I’ll be generous. If you keep the fracas to a minimum and don’t overdo it, I can make it sound worse on paper, but keep the punishment to a public Level 5, in the exercise yard, and just for a few hours. I think that will satisfy everyone, here. But, please, don’t involve any Mistress, other than Mistress#1. If they think it’s for real, my Mistresses can be quite tough, you could suffer.” And the meeting was ended.

Both girls were jubilant as they returned to their cell. Another 7 months together. A wage for working. A private house stuffed full of their outfits, to play in. And even their own, kinky, dominatrix, Governess, to submit to. And all for serving a Level 5 punishment. Ha! They laughed at a Level 5 punishment. They were seasoned Level Sixers! And life was looking good.

And the Governess was just as jubilant as her two little servants. She looked forward to sharing a house with her two play-things. There would certainly not be many dull moments!

Chapter 12

Plan into Action. Punishment and Reward.

And so, it was, 2 days later, at the lunchtime dinner table, that it all kicked off. For these last few days of their sentence, both Candy and Daisy had been considered lower than Low Risk, in fact, they were classified as No Risk. Indeed, they had become quite a feature around the place, sorting themselves out and making their own bizarre “splash” every couple of days with their outrageous leather and latex costumes and their own theatrical BDSM performances, keeping everyone both sides of the prison, entertained. No-one thought for a moment, that they would cause any trouble, and so they had been allowed to languish for these last few days, totally unrestrained, and able to go, pretty much, wherever they liked, with no attendant warden.

It was all-the-more surprising then, to everyone, for them to hear raised voices coming from D and C’s eating chairs, as the inmates were around 10 minutes into their lunch period. It was Daisy’s voice that was raised first, shouting that it was a lie and Candy shouldn’t listen to idle chitter-chatter, then Candy went into her well-rehearsed routine and responded that more than one person had told her the same story, so it must be Daisy that was the liar. Now they had got the attention of all 12 women, the other side of the mirror, plus the three special guests sharing their dining room, as well as Mistress #1, who had been thinking she was having a fairly easy day of it, till this row kicked off. Once assured that an audience was watching, Daisy jumped to her feet and, picking up her plate of food, tipped it over Candy’s head. Fortunately, it was only salad leaf and a spot of ham sandwich, so no permanent harm was done. But Candy responded by hurling her plastic plate straight at Daisy who ducked and allowed it, and its food, to hit poor Peaches Melba, or whatever the poor chap was called, who was sat immediately next to them, and minding nobody’s business but his own.

Once the food chucking had seemed to work successfully, the two girls rapidly gained in confidence and proceeded to put on a real show. They kicked back from their chairs and went at each other with fists flying and teeth bared. Now Mistress #1 timed her intervention almost perfectly and, as she burst into the fray, and tried to separate the fighting vixens, a loose arm appeared to send her reeling away to the corner of the room, where she fell in a heap. Immediately, alarms went off, initiated by the warden in the other wing, witnessing her 12 girls nearly rioting, as they all were up on their feet and shouting for their favourite she-male to scratch out the other she-male’s eyes.

Meanwhile, Mistress #1 was putting in an Oscar-winning performance in the far corner, writhing in apparent agony, on the floor, clutching her upper arm, as the prison went into lockdown. Two wardens came running to the normal dining area to herd the women back to their cells, the cook appeared, armed, once again, with her biggest, heaviest, deadliest, frying pan, and the Governess and Mistress #4, appeared, framed in the doorway as, whistle raised to lips, The Governess blew one long shrill note, with all the air she could expel from her significant lungs.

This was enough to stop Candy and Daisy in their tracks and Daisy looked around and saw the warden she had floored and immediately went over to help her, believing she may really have injured her badly. The Mistress, unseen by any of the three other diners, winked at Daisy to assure her she was okay, and the Governess and Mistress #4 stepped toward the two she-males, the Mistress with her rubber truncheon raised, the Governess with a threatening glare, tinged with a slight expression of admiration, for the performance the two had just given.

“How dare you? How dare you behave like animals in my prison? When we have put our faith in you both. This is the way you repay us? This is what always happens. You give you people an inch and they take the mile. Well, you’ll both return to your cell this instant. Mistress 4 will accompany you, whilst I see to that poor woman you have so, thoughtlessly and callously, thrown to the ground. I shall see you shortly. And then we will discuss your punishment. And to think, we thought you were ready to take your place back in society. Get out of my sight. Now.” And she pointed disdainfully toward the exit, stage right.

“Best supporting award, methinks!” said Daisy to herself. And she turned meekly to walk back to her cell, her head lowered in mock shame at her mock, outrageous behaviour. Candy followed behind and Mistress #4, kept a safe distance behind both, with her truncheon still raised.

Word got around quickly that the two special girls, once again, almost on the very eve of leaving the establishment, were in serious bother, with, possibly, another hospitalized warden to account for. The whole talk, in the “normal wing”, was that, surely, the “girls” would now have their release delayed and be remaining for at least another 30 days.

The ploy seemed to have worked and The Governess soon dropped in to their cell, into which they had been locked, still in her full “supporting actress” character.

“Well, you are very lucky,” she shouted, “Very lucky indeed. My Mistress #1 has not suffered any broken bones. But that’s no thanks to you two. I shall be reporting this incident and condemning your aggression, in the strongest possible terms. Meanwhile, you are confined here until further notice. You shall both be punished for this infringement. And I shall ensure that, if it’s in my power, neither of you will see the outside of this prison for at least another 30 days. I hope you are proud of yourselves.”

The shout down was done at such volume, there could have been very few people in the jail who didn’t hear the angry tone. Fortunately, nobody saw the wink and smile she gave each girl, before turning sharply on her heels, flouncing out and slamming the cell door, firmly shut, behind her. The Governess was back in control, and everyone would remain on best behaviour for the rest of the day.

Candy and Daisy waited a respectable period before turning and throwing their arms around each other, confident that they had carried the charade off sufficiently to warrant an extended sentence. Now they could relax, until they faced the Level 5 punishment tomorrow, or the next day, possibly?

In fact, it was the next day. Much was made at breakfast and at lunch, the following day, of the fact that the two were to be publicly admonished for their despicable behaviour and the whole prison would be allowed to watch from 2 pm, that afternoon, through a specially extended exercise period, to see how such behaviour was dealt with in Governess Sharp’s prison.

Nobody had seen either girl since the incident, they had been confined to quarters and had their evening meal served in their cell. So, everyone was in festive mood when, at 2.00pm., precisely, the doors from the special wing to the exercise yard flew open and out marched The Governess, followed, closely behind, by the two sheepish aggressors, flanked by two special wing wardens.

The girls had been dressed in the black and the white leather outfits that each had sported so elegantly on several of their role-playing days, over the previous three weeks. Daisy wore the black corset dress, with shoulder length, leather, gloves and thigh-high, black, boots. Candy wore the equally elegant, white, corset, matching mini skirt, long, white gloves and white thigh boots. Both were locked into the steel cock cages that the audience expected to see on such occasions, Daisy’s a black polycarbonate affair, whilst Candy’s was white. Neither was hooded or gagged, though this would soon be rectified. The Governess had said she wanted the culprits to witness the disappointment of the crowd and to suffer the slow “walk of shame”, to their fate.

The crowd were baying, as was usual on these occasions, and Candy and Daisy both put on a superb show of contrition for their sins. They walked slowly, with heads bowed low, as the small procession made its way past the gauntlet of fierce-some women, and into the smaller enclosed area at the back of the main exercise yard.

With another touch of the dramatic, The Governess stood the girls facing the crowd, as she operated the remote control and set the two metal pillars once more, into balletic motion, revolving and gyrating into the several different formations before one of the poles spread its top two posts out to form a Y and the other splayed out its bottom two posts to form an inverted Y. And then, the whole exotic contraption came to rest in this position, awaiting its two invited guests.

The display just needed a drum roll, and a hooded executioner, and it would have been perfect for a Hollywood, period costume, epic.

Now, the Governess stepped up on to the stilled platform, so she was raised above the heads of the two captive girls, who stood, facing out, in front of her, and she faced the crowd, like a high priestess about to sacrifice two virgins to some evil Devil-God, and, as she addressed the throngs, she spoke in a clear and commanding voice. She intended enjoying her moment in the spotlight.

“I am so disappointed that we all find ourselves here today. But I want the message to sound, loud and clear, any form of aggressive behaviour will not be tolerated in this establishment. Yesterday, you all witnessed the appalling behaviour of these two prisoners. I can tell you today, that I have submitted a full report to the Department of Criminal Justice and I have recommended that these two, who were on the verge of leaving us, be detained here for a further spell of 30 days.  I await that decision. In the meantime, I can report that no lasting damage has been sustained by Mistress #1, who was in attendance when this incident occurred. She is bruised, but well, and recovering at home. Had her injuries been more serious, my punishment would have been more severe. However, mindful that serving another 30-day sentence here, is probably sufficiently upsetting to these two prisoners, I intend to show that, outraged as I am by their behaviour, I can still show leniency. I have decreed that each prisoner will spend only 4 hours at this pillory. They will be hooded, gagged, un-fed and un-watered. Tonight, they will be released and welcomed back into our family here at Wilford. We will forgive them their transgression and endeavour to keep them, once more, on the straight and narrow road of righteousness. By showing them that we can be compassionate, I hope that they, in turn, eventually, will learn to show this same compassion to others. Let this be a warning to all who allow their animal aggression to take precedence over common, human, thoughtfulness. Let the punishment begin.” And the Governess stepped aside, with another dramatic flourish, to let her two wardens and the two minor, bit part players, take centre stage.

Daisy and Candy were impressed. This woman was good. She had held her audience throughout. They tried hard not to smile until their faces were hidden from view, though both wanted, desperately, to applaud the stellar performance.

As both accepted the black, and the white, leather, full-face, hoods, with the integral, ball-gag, and supplementary, leather, strapping over mouth and eyes, a close observer might have wondered why both girls looked so pleased with themselves. Surely, this was a punishment?

If anyone had studied The Governess’s face too closely, they may have wondered why she didn’t look a little more solemn, as such an occasion demanded. She, too, seemed very pleased about something.

But no-one was watching for these tell-tale signs. They were all too busy enjoying the spectacle, as white-clad, Candy, was led to the inverted Y and several lengths of black rope soon had her thigh-booted legs splayed out and bound securely to the bottom two posts, before her arms were taken behind the upper vertical posts and tied at wrist and elbow before a final rope wound around and around her upper corseted body and held her firm to the cold metal. Then, they all cheered, as the platform revolved a half-turn and Candy disappeared from their view temporarily, as the other Y appeared and beckoned for Daisy to join it.

Another cheer went up as the black-hooded Daisy, was led up to the platform and then turned to face the crowd before being forced back against the post and having her two arms lashed, with white cord, to the top splayed poles of the Y, and then her legs lashed firmly together to the bottom two vertical posts.

The binding took no more than 15 minutes for both to be secured and immobilised. As the two attendant wardens stepped back from their labours, the Governess set the platform in motion and the eager audience gave a final cheer as the revolving stage displayed first Candy in her whites and then Daisy in her blacks, and the whole human display revolved slowly, around and around, to give all the watchers the best view of the human marionettes, that were being so tastefully portrayed.

Beneath their hooded exterior, each girl smiled a self-satisfied smile. This punishment was a piece of cake and the humiliation would be over in no time. By the time they were sat down to evening meal, they would have gained the further admiration and respect of the watching females, secured their additional term in the prison, saved the Governess a fortune by stepping in to the breach left by Mrs. Murphy and the Cookery lady, reserved themselves a luxurious, new, home with the devious-minded Governess,  . . . and have all those wonderful days of outlandish dressing up and kinky role-playing to look forward to.

This was going to be a good year. Candy had her transgender procedure to look forward to and Daisy was going to stand by her, support her, care for her, love her, and, who knows, even marry her.

She wondered to herself, as her body slowly turned, and she allowed her mind to think fanciful thoughts, “Did the Governess do weddings?”

The End of Daisy and Candy’s adventures.

For now.

A third and very final “Daisy and Candy” adventure, “Governess Sharp’s Sissy House-mates” is planned for mid to late 2018. Watch out for it.

If you have any comments, thoughts or ideas that you wish to share with the author, (preferably pleasant ones!!), 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 the length and the 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, even just a few words, it would be much appreciated :-

The Perils of Paulette Book 1 – Paulette’s Initiation

The Perils of Paulette Book 2 – Paulette’s Continuing Education

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 1

Misty Vee - Personal Secretary, Private Sissy Part 2

All books are full-length reads and available in the Amazon Kindle Store.

Misty Vee is a complete story, told in two parts. Further titles in the “Perils of Paulette” series, will be available in 2018.
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