

Governess Sharp’s Sissy House-mates

Prologue

The door was flung open and in stepped the Governess, but not as either had ever seen her before. She had transformed into a vision of leathered loveliness. She was clothed in almost identical fashion to the pair of she-males, but, whilst they had carefully laced themselves, each dressing the other, into their leather corset dresses, it was clear that the Governess had been obliged to dress herself. Her leather dress, in black, was laced in the same way, as theirs, up the back, but a full-length silver metal zip ran from the mini-skirted hem, right up the front and to the low-cut bodice. She had obviously spent some time getting it laced to just the right size and then zipped herself into it. She’d estimated well. It glued itself to her body and framed her slim and enviable figure, beautifully. Her hair had been frizzed and then swept up into a wild bun with long strands of dark hair, tumbling down the sides of her cheeks, framing her excessively made-up face. Neither Daisy, nor Candy, had ever seen the Governess wearing make-up before. The difference was sensational. She had, suddenly, taken a good ten years off her age and looked like a 35-year-old. Not too much older than the girls themselves. A pair of thigh-high black, leather boots hugged each slim, endlessly long, leg. A pair of fine, black leather gloves encased her hands and arms right up to the shoulders. In her left palm was loosely held a length of black cord. She carried a black and red leather riding crop in her right hand, which she cracked against her left palm, as she made her dramatic entrance.

“Welcome to my home, my two, pretty, sissy-boys.” she declared, with a high sense of the dramatic, “I felt we should begin as we intend to proceed. So, please, stand, and allow me to inspect you, thoroughly.”

The two sissies did as they were instructed, each looking a little apprehensively at the other. Whatever they had expected, it was not this. The Governess looked stunning and she looked as though she meant business. Both she-males tottered in their thigh-high, boots, as they assumed a position in the middle of the carpeted floor.

The Governess, with a leery look on her dramatically made-up face, circled them, poking each with the end of her leather crop, as she viewed them from every perspective.

“Very nice,” she muttered, as she walked around and teased the short skirts of the corset dresses up with the end of her crop. “Nice panties, I see. But I don’t think there will be a need for those, tonight. Take them off each other, if you please.”

Candy looked at Daisy and Daisy returned the attention. Then, in turn, each slowly raised up their gloved hands and fished under the other’s skirt, Daisy slowly peeling off Candy’s blue satin panties, before Candy returned the favour and slid Daisy’s red satin briefs down her booted legs.

“Now, Daisy, please put Candy’s panties that you’re holding, into that delicious mouth of yours.” commanded the Governess, and, to drive the point home, she gave Daisy a sharp tap on the rump with the business end of the riding crop, as she circled behind her. Daisy, reluctantly, raised the blue satin panties to her lips, opened wide and then gradually teased the thin satin into her accepting mouth. “Every last bit, Daisy. I know you have room between those lush lips of yours.” demanded the Governess.

Daisy gagged a little on the panties, as she forced the very last remnant of satin into her mouth.

“Now close down on them, Daisy, there’s a good sissy. Close that mouth completely shut.”

And Daisy did, but her eyes looked pleadingly at Candy, as if to say, “Do something!” but, of course, there was nothing Candy could do. She feared she was about to receive the same treatment, and fidgeted nervously with the red satin panties she still grasped.

“Now, Candy, I want you to put those panties down, please, and place Daisy’s hands behind her and I want you to tie them tight, with this.” and she handed the short length of black cord to Candy, who twirled Daisy around, muttering “Sorry, my sweet,” as she did, and then brought her red, leather encased arms behind her and twisted the soft cord three times around the crossed over wrists, before tying a tight knot to secure the two sheathed arms, together.

“Good, now Daisy hold on tight to those panties, in your mouth. I don’t want to see the slightest hint of them spilling out. And Candy, please follow me, and bring your lover here, up to my bedroom.”

Candy could do nothing but obey and she gripped Daisy’s tethered arms, re-assuringly, to lead her up the stairs and into the Governess’s boudoir. The Governess held the door wide open to allow the two to pass into the room, then followed closely behind and shut the door, with a dramatic flourish, behind them, sealing all three inside the glorious, and decadently, opulent, room.

Both Daisy and Candy noted immediately, the lengths of coiled ropes on the deep, rich, purple and red, bedspread. Half the coils of rope were of the same black cord that now held Daisy secured, and half were in a soft, white, cotton. Neither sissy had any doubt as to the reason for them being there.



Our two she-males, Daisy and Candy, continue their stay in the Feminization Correctional Facility, under the strict supervision of the sadistic Governess, Helen Sharp and her eight Mistress wardens. But now their situation has changed. Governess Sharp has taken quite a shine to these new “girls” and she has big plans for the two sissies. Plans that involve them moving in with her and becoming her personal maids, her house-mates, and, possibly, her bed-mates too.

And Governess Sharp usually gets what she wants.

It’s a dangerous game for them all to be playing. The Governess is risking her job to get close to her new girls. The two sissies are risking everything to remain together. But with danger comes excitement, and all three have their own reasons for being excited about the planned move.

Read on, as the story of Governess Sharp and her two sissy she-male prisoners, concludes.

Chapter 1

The News You’ve Been Waiting For

“Well! The news you’ve been waiting for has arrived, my pretty things.” Daisy and Candy pricked up their ears, as Governess Sharp sat them down to tell them the news from The Department of Justice.

“They have approved my recommendation, that the pair of you continue your time here, once this period of 30 days has been served.” She continued, “However, they insist on a review after 45 days.

“A review! What does that mean?” asked an anxious Candy.

It simply means they’ll be checking to see that both you, and we, are happy to continue the arrangement, I guess it’ll mean someone coming to see you or taking a written statement from the pair of you. I don’t exactly know, this is all new to me, too. What it does mean, is that we can go ahead with the arrangement we agreed, if you both still consent?”  

Daisy and Candy had now served a period of 76 days in total, the last 45 of those sharing the same cell and the same bed. Now, they faced another 15 days of this extended sentence before taking up residence in the prison Governess’s house, sharing it with their new-found friend, Governess Helen Sharp. After their mock fight, arranged, in order to get their sentence extended to another 30 days, and following their Governess’s appeal to the Department of Justice to ensure they could stay together, this was the news they had waited for, and its arrival excited them greatly.

Governess Sharp was clearly quite influential. She had said she’d get the approval and now, that was confirmed. At least for the first 45 days. Otherwise, they had faced a 90-day spell separated in two open prison systems that were miles apart, and too much for either to contemplate

“I can tell you that I have already had the workmen in and half the conversion of those two rooms, I promised you, is now finished. I can show you the progress we’ve made, if you like?”

Daisy and Candy liked. They nodded vigorously. Their placement in this special wing was now telling on them and boredom was setting in for them and, frankly, for the Governess too. She was longing to get the pair in her house and under her direct control. This was now a reality and she intended hastening her little project as quickly as she could.

“So, we will be okay to move into the house, in another two weeks, once this 30-day sentence is completed?” asked Daisy, anxious as ever, to get all the facts completely straight.

“Yes, you will. Absolutely. Just as I promised you. Unless, of course, you’re having any doubts? I can always refer it back to the Justice Department.”

“No, no! We want to move from here and we don’t want to be separated,” confirmed Candy.

“Yes, we’ve talked about it a lot and we’re very happy.” agreed Daisy. And both girls nodded vigorously.

“Then, in that case, I suggest I take you to the house tonight, show you around and then you can make a final decision. But, quite honestly, after all the trouble I’ve gone to, to get you this opportunity, I’d be very upset if you changed your minds. And then, well there’s no saying how or where you’d find yourselves. It would be easy enough to send you off to your separate open prisons and have done with it. Or, I could move you into the normal female wing here, just where the department assume you to be?”

The threat was explicit. Do as we arranged, or you’re back on your own and fighting for yourselves. That was the stark choice facing the two . . . and neither felt like jeopardising their relationship with the Governess. Helen Sharp usually got her way and if not, she could be a formidable enemy! They wanted her on their side and so would agree to anything. And Helen Sharp knew it.

It was arranged that she, personally, would come for them at 6.00pm, at the end of her shift. They were to present themselves at their cell door, appropriate harnesses in hand and half-face hoods ready to be put on.

“I have to take you in your hoods and harnesses, for appearance sake. My wardens would be suspicious, if I were to lead you out of here without taking any security precautions. Mistress #1 is the only one I trust fully to involve in this scheme. So, the pair of you play along, nicely, or it just doesn’t happen.”

Daisy and Candy understood fully. They were determined to stay together, whatever the cost. Only the Governess could ensure that. They were prepared to put all their trust in her.

At the allotted time, 6.00pm precisely, Daisy was in one of her favourite outfits, her yellow and black satin frock and the black leather thigh boots, and Candy had chosen another satin dress, the bright green satin, one of her earliest Candy outfits, which she had teamed with the green corset and long, green, satin, gloves. She wore co-ordinated, green, strappy, shoes, on her feet, as a contrast to Daisy’s towering boots.

And they dutifully stood by their cell doorway, their wrist and ankle harnesses in hand and clutching a plain black Gwendoline hood each.

“Please face your bed and place the belt around your waist and then, you know what the procedure, cuff your own ankles, both of you,” instructed Governess Sharp. The girls knew the routine very well, and so they should, after 76 days in this place. They did as they had been instructed, and, within minutes, the Governess was around the front of them and securing their wrists into the cuffs, which were attached, by slender metal chains, to the leather belts they now wore.

Once securely cuffed and ankles hobbled, the Governess brought the rubber hood up to Candy’s face and Candy accepted it willingly, as the medium-firm rubber descended over her head. A hefty pull on the zip, a few deft movements to tighten and secure the laces, and Candy was good to go. Or she thought she was. But the Governess introduced a rubber blindfold which sat over the half-face cut out of the Gwendoline hood and, once buckled tightly in the back, took away every last vestige of sight from the helpless she-male.

A second black rubber blindfold buckled over Daisy’s newly installed hood, and the two stood there, wrists cuffed, ankles secured, heads hooded, and speech and sight, again, denied either of them.

“Sorry girls,” said the Governess, “I can’t have you seeing the exits to the prison, can I? Once we’ve agreed terms for you to stay in the house, IF THAT’S what you decide, we can relax the rules a little. At this moment you are still special facility guests, and, as such, I can’t allow you freedom of movement all over the prison and the spaces beyond. I’m sure you understand that?”

Yes, they understood. It just made them feel so damned helpless to be blinded and muted and the Governess, of course, knew this. But that was how she liked her men! And her pretty girls!

Next, the Governess buckled a slim collar around each of their necks and attached a double leather leash to each, then ran it down a little and clipped another part of it to the wrist cuffs each girl wore, before taking up the single end of the leash and gently pulling her charges, arms now out in front, attached both to the waist-belt and also to the neck collar, to guide them from their cell and out into the corridor.

The journey was a slow and treacherous one. The girls were each trying to assess where they were in the prison maze of corridors and security gates, each counting the number of left turns, right turns, doors and gateways, they passed through before feeling the fresh, cool, evening air against their bodies, as they finally made it outside. Their first taste of freedom in 76 days.

Now, a short walk ensued, across a yard or a garden or a driveway and the Governess brought them both to a halt, as she fumbled to find her keys. They heard the key go into the lock, they heard it turn and they sensed the door opening before the procession continued and the Governess warned them to step up slightly as they crossed over the threshold of the front door, or was it the back door? They would not know, because they would continue to the centre of the ground floor of the house, before either was freed of their leash, and then their blindfold.

“Welcome to your new home,” said the Governess, as their eyes got quickly accustomed to the light, once more, “I hope you like it. Remember, it’s either this, or who-knows-where, in an open jail. Or maybe, I should say, two open jails. Who knows? Let me show you around.” 

And the guided tour began in the room they were standing in. “This is my lounge,” explained Governess Sharp, though I spend precious little time here. Always working, or cooking, or sleeping. Never much time for myself. I really must do something about that. You’ll have your own lounge, but I’ll be happy for you to share this with me, on occasion. You might both want to snuggle up on this comfy sofa, with me, one night and catch a movie. That’d be fun.”

Daisy and Candy looked at each other, the thought of snuggling up to Governess Sharp was not high on their list of priorities but snuggling on a comfy sofa was very tempting, and something they’d not done in years, and never together.

They looked around the room. Yes, the sofa looked comfy. The TV was a novelty after nearly 3 months without. The real fire, they imagined, would be nice on a winter’s evening. The rest of the room was very simply but adequately furnished. The curtains looked thick and would keep the room warm, once a roaring fire was going. They could picture it.

“Okay, through here is the kitchen. Now, if you remember, I suggested you could cook a meal a couple of times a week, for us. I never really get to eat fresh cooked food, unless I cook for one, and that’s never fun. Maybe we could collaborate, rustle up a nice meal, over a bottle of red. How does that sound?”

She was really selling this. A bottle of red sounded just slightly worse than a pint of lager. And a pint of lager would be amazing. They were both forgetting that ladies don’t drink lager!

And, through the arch here, this is the dining room, where said meal would be consumed. Now, if you notice, I’ve had two of the dining chairs slightly modified. Indeed, they had noticed. It was one of the first things they’d noticed, as they’d entered this dining room, that two chairs stood out from the six that were scattered around the large oak dining table, that stood in the middle of the modest room. Four chairs were absolutely normal. Two had ominous leather strapping dangling from the arms of each chair, and others, attached by bolts, to the back and the legs of the chairs, and two more, long lengths of leather, which were obviously a bust and a lap strap dangled down to the floor.

“Now, I shan’t pretend that I won’t be securing you sometimes. That would be foolish. I may need to do so because you have under-performed in your duties around the house, or you may have caused problems in the prison that need to be addressed, or I may just feel like punishing you. Whatever. I shall be very fair in the use of any restraints, but I do like to see a well-run home, as well as an orderly prison, so it will be my prerogative to treat you as I see fit. If you have a problem with that, the tour can stop now, you can return to your cell and await your transfer to another establishment.”

The girls said nothing. They looked at each other to check what each may be thinking but neither spoke, just nodded as though in at least some degree of acceptance.

“Right, I’m glad that is understood. Let’s continue up the stairs. I can show you your rooms and then I’ll show you the bathroom, the spare bedroom which will, in future only be used by Mistress #1, if at all. And, if you’re very good, I’ll show you my boudoir.”

That was an honour. No-one, except Mistress #1, for some reason, had ever been inside Helen Sharp’s “boudoir”.

“Right, remember, this is still being finished. But we’re very nearly there. Another day or so, it will be done. Just a last coat of paint, then your bed will be brought up, when we’re ready to move you, and there’s plenty of room for all those lovely dresses and things, you adore so much.”

And then, with a flourish, she flung open the first door and led them into their very own “boudoir”. It was a lovely sunny room with a big window that looked out onto . . . the prison exercise yard. Though they had never noticed the house from the yard, the yard was clearly visible from the house, or, at least, from this one room. The room was in a very feminine shade of pink, with all white fittings, skirting boards, door, window frame, and furniture. Along one entire wall was a full range of built in wardrobes, all newly installed, and just perfect for housing every item of clothing they possessed.

There were doors that opened into extending rails for dresses, drawers for corsets and all manner of undies and gloves and such-like, as well as ample space to store all their footwear, boots of knee and thigh length and shoes and strappy heels in every colour they possessed. The girls were delighted with this alone. Then their eyes moved to the large dressing table with two side-by-side chairs for them to do their make-up and hair. And then the full-length mirror for them to preen in front of and finally the doorway into the en-suite bath and shower room, freshly tiled in pink and floral tiles. And then the one long wall where their own white bed would sit. It was a lovely room and they were thrilled at the idea that this could be home for three months.

The next-door room had been converted into a small, but adequate, lounge and kitchen diner. Three small kitchen units housed a small oven, a sink unit and a fridge. Three more wall units were storage cupboards and, on the worktop, there sat a microwave and a three-ring hob, a kettle and a toaster. And the drawers to the units held a small assortment of cutlery and utensils. It was just sufficient and neatly stowed away in the corner behind the small glass-topped dining table with three modern, metal and plastic, chairs around it. It did not go unnoticed that one of the dining chairs, although far less substantial than those heavy wooden ones downstairs, had a same arrangement of leather strapping at the arms and the feet.

“Yes, you’ve spotted the odd one out! I’ve had it installed just in case you feel like a little play upstairs, in your own time. I know how much you’ve enjoyed your role-play games with each other. I didn’t want to deprive you. I must say, I did get some odd looks from the workmen, when I told them what I wanted. But look at these chairs. Aren’t they just delightful. So useful for threading ropes through and such-like, if you don’t want to use the strappy one. I bet we could dream up umpteen ways of tying Candy to that, don’t you think, Daisy?”

Daisy could definitely see the possibilities.

“It’s all very nice,” she agreed, “And I can see the potential Governess. Certainly.”

And then in the small lounging area, the entire room being only around 12 foot by 16 foot, were two comfy looking armchairs and a small table between them and a unit holding a TV and a CD unit and a pile of music CDs. That was the clincher. The girls were excited as they shuffled through the CDs and the few DVDs that were there to see what selection the Governess had made. “Not bad!” was the conclusion they came to, “Perhaps she really is human, after all?”

Then it was out into the upper hallway and down to the main bathroom on the left and then two more doors further down the corridor. The first was a make-shift bedroom with just a bed, small cabinet of drawers and a bedside table and lamp. This was obviously the spare room for emergency use by the wardens, now exclusively for Mistress #1, who knew the Governess’s dirty little secrets, to use, only when absolutely necessary. Governess Sharp envisaged just three of them in this house, without any outside interference.

And then, the crowning glory. She must have decided they deserved a treat, as the Governess herded them into the final room at the end of the corridor. Her bedroom. And it was, by far, the largest of the five rooms upstairs. It was richly decorated and richly furnished in very expensive dark wood furniture and rich, thick, deep red, drapes, at the two large windows that afforded light into what was a very dark, but glamorous, room.

Both Candy and Daisy gasped as they entered and took in the scene, so out of character with the hitherto, dowdy Governess and her drab and austere looks. This was a room fit for a queen and the Governess had taken a profound pride in installing all her own choices in furniture and in furnishings.

And, in the centre of the longest, deep maroon-painted wall, and draped in velvet, was the biggest four-poster bed that either girl had ever seen. It looked as wide as it was long, and they guessed it was around 7-foot long. It was magnificent, and only the Governess could know how on earth they got it up here, when Queen Helen Sharp had taken up residence.

“Do you like it?” enquired the Governess, clearly proud to be showing it off to only the third and fourth person ever to be allowed insider this glorious room.

“Like it?” gasped Candy, “I love it. That bed is amazing. I bet you could sleep three in there?”

Not really realizing how she’d let herself in for it, Candy was surprised by the reply.

“Who knows, maybe we will, one day!” and the Governess smiled wryly, as Candy blushed red.

Daisy added her thoughts, “This really is a lovely room, Governess. You should be very proud. I like your taste. And our rooms are wonderful too. I think we could be really happy here.”

And the Governess grasped both her manacled hands, in hers, and said, “Oh, Daisy, I really do hope so. I think you two and I, could really be friends, eventually. I know you think I can be a monster, but all the while, I’ve only really been trying to improve your life, for the both of you. If you lived here, shared this house with me, made it your home too, it would be my pleasure and privilege to guide you and mentor you and help you both to realise your full potential, as young ladies of taste and of sophistication. I do hope you’ll agree to live here, if only for three months. I think it could be enlightening and exciting.”

By this point, there was no question. The girls, like two poor fish pulled from the waters, were finally, hooked, landed and now ready to be gutted and filleted.

“Oh, and by the way, can you imagine yourself tied to that big wooden bedpost, Candy? A whole melee of latex and leather, rope and more rope? Can you picture it? I could.”

Oh, yes. Candy could definitely picture it and the mere thought was enough to give her an instant erection. It did not go unnoticed by the Governess . . . or by Daisy.

And then, their little soiree was interrupted by a knock on the house’s main door, which surprised the two girls, but was clearly expected by the Governess.

“Ah, that will be dinner. I took the liberty of ordering three meals from the prison kitchens. I hoped you would join me for dinner and maybe share a bottle of wine? I think we need to discuss your futures.”

And, with, that, the Governess ushered them from her precious treasure room and they carefully made their way downstairs, still wearing their ankle hobble chains, clanking as they descended the stairs and made their way to the dining room, as the governess took receipt of the meals on wheels that had arrived. She headed off to the kitchen and they heard the microwave spring into action and the clinking of glasses and plates and cutlery as a make-shift meal, avec vino, was prepared.

Yes, the girls were definitely hooked, lined and sinkered.

Chapter 2

A Cosy Threesome

It was two days later, when the Governess next spoke to the two sissy, she-males, “My pretties, I have another surprise for you, tonight.  But I have to ask you to do something special, for me. I want you both in your leather corset dresses and your matching leather gloves and matching thigh boots. I don’t mind which colours you choose, and I don’t mind who wears which colour, any except black, let’s not be morbid! But, please, tonight’s activity needs, no, in fact, it demands, that you be in leather.

The girls were intrigued. Twice, in two days, they were getting this special treatment. Both had decided, without any question, that they were going to take up the offer to share the Governess’s house, and everything, they assumed, that decision entailed. The alternative, to risk being split up for 90 days, was too much for either to contemplate. Whatever surprises the Governess had in store, they could cope with, but to now lose each other after finding their true identity, and their true soul-mate, was simply too much to risk. So, Governess, “bring it on” they had agreed.

So, there both were at 6.00pm. again, exactly as instructed, each dressed to kill, in their leather corset dresses, Daisy in the red, Candy in blue, matching shoulder-length gloves and matching leather thigh-high boots, to boot!

The Governess, precise as ever, was dead on time. 5.58pm, they heard the security door opening. 5.59pm, she was stood outside their cell and admiring the imposing view.

“You both look absolutely delightful. Thank you for making the effort. I’m very pleased. And, I’m sure you will feel rewarded, by the end of the evening.”

She continued, “Now, tonight, no manacles, no cuffs, no hoods. I want to take you back to the house. I have some news to share with you. Please, let me ask you, one last time, if you have any doubts about spending your time in the house, and as my guests? I need to know now. There will be no going back after you have given your word.”

The girls were sure, and Daisy said, “Governess, we thank you for this opportunity. We have agreed there is no doubt. We wish to spend the time with you. We are grateful for the kindness you have shown us." Candy nodded her head vigorously to add strength to Daisy’s words.

“Good, I’m pleased, and I shall try and make your stay there as interesting as possible. Now, follow me, if you will.”

And off they trooped, the incongruous threesome, the Governess in her slightly ill-fitting and unglamorous uniform, the two she-males in their erotic leather creations, looking, and feeling, quite sensational. This time they followed the same well-trodden pathway they had passed for several weeks now but, just past the second security gate, they took a left turn, instead of the usual right. Another passageway, another security gate. Another turn. A final security double-gateway and they were out of the prison confines and in the fresh air and heading across a sort of internal courtyard for an imposing double-storey house set apart from the prison. So, they were free! Well, free-ish! And this was their new home, or soon to be?

Once inside, the Governess offered them a coffee and left them sitting in her lounge, downstairs, whilst she adjourned to her bedroom. “I shan’t be long, she told them, “I just have a few things I need to do, and I do want to get out of this dreadful prison uniform. I’ve been meaning to update these outfits, perhaps you two can offer some advice? Candy, I’ve noticed you’re really very artistic and the pair of you are becoming quite stylish. What about setting your mind to designing a new uniform? Something to make myself and the Mistresses really stand out. Some unique design to make us look both dominant and fierce-some, but also a little more chic? Maybe you could think on that, whilst you’re here?”

And she was gone.

Candy turned to Daisy, “I’m a bit nervous. She’s being very nice to us. What do you think she wants?”

“Us! That’s what I think she wants!” replied Daisy. “Don’t ask me what is going on, because I don’t know. But I think she fancies you and I think she’s a bit intrigued by me. I mean you are very fanciable, particularly looking like that. But I don’t think I’m that intriguing!”

Candy, of course, had to disagree! “I think it’s you she fancies. I’m too much like a girl now. You still have that edge. I think she likes men, but maybe men she can dominate. And that’s why she finds you interesting. Anyway, we need to look out for each other. And stick together. Whatever she’s planning, we can be stronger than her, as long as we stay together.”

So, that was agreed. Together, they stood strong. Divided, they fell!

The Governess was gone a full half-hour. The two had drained their coffee mugs and were still sitting, anxious to see what transpired. Neither had, in their wildest dreams, expected what happened next.

The door was flung open and in stepped the Governess, but not as either had ever seen her before. She had transformed into a vision of leathered loveliness. She was clothed in almost identical fashion to the pair of she-males, but, whilst they had carefully laced themselves, each dressing the other, into their leather corset dresses, it was clear that the Governess had dressed herself. Her leather dress, in black, laced in the same way up the back, but a full-length silver metal zip ran from the mini-skirted hem, right up the front and to the low-cut bodice. She had obviously spent some time getting it to just the right size and then zipped herself into it. She’d estimated well. It glued itself to her body and framed her slim and enviable figure, beautifully. Her hair had been frizzed and then swept up into a wild bun with long strands of dark hair, tumbling down the sides of her cheeks, framing her excessively made-up face. Neither Daisy, nor Candy, had ever seen the Governess wearing make-up before. The difference was sensational. She had, suddenly, taken a good ten years off her age and looked like a 35-year-old. Not too much older than the girls themselves. A pair of thigh-high black, leather boots hugged each slim, endlessly long, leg. A pair of fine, black leather gloves encased her hands and arms right up to the shoulders. In her left palm was loosely held a length of black cord. She carried a black and red leather riding crop in her right hand, which she cracked against her left palm, as she made her dramatic entrance.

“Welcome to my home, my two pretty sissy-boys.” she declared, with a high sense of the dramatic, “I felt we should begin as we intend to proceed. So, please, stand, and allow me to inspect you, thoroughly.”

The two sissies did as they were instructed, each looking a little apprehensively at the other. Whatever they had expected it was not this. The Governess looked stunning and she looked as though she meant business. Both she-males tottered in their thigh-high boots, as they assumed a position in the middle of the carpeted floor.

The Governess, with a leery look on her dramatically made-up face, circled them, poking each with the end of her leather crop, as she viewed them from every perspective.

“Very nice,” she muttered, as she walked around and teased the short skirts of the corset dresses up with the end of her crop. “Nice panties, I see. But I don’t think there will be a need for those, tonight. Take them off each other, if you please.”

Candy looked at Daisy and Daisy returned the attention. Then, in turn, each slowly raised up their gloved hands and fished under the other’s skirt, Daisy slowly peeling off Candy’s blue satin panties, before Candy returned the favour and slid Daisy’s red satin briefs down her booted legs.

“Now, Daisy, please put Candy’s panties that you’re holding, into that delicious mouth of yours.” commanded the Governess, and, to drive the point home, she gave Daisy a sharp tap on the rump with the business end of the riding crop, as she circled behind her. Daisy, reluctantly, raised the blue satin panties to her lips, opened wide and then gradually teased the thin satin into her accepting mouth. “Every last bit, Daisy. I know you have room between those lush lips of yours.” demanded the Governess.

Daisy gagged a little on the panties, as she forced the very last remnant of satin into her mouth.

“Now close down on them, Daisy, there’s a good sissy. Close that mouth completely shut.”

And Daisy did, but her eyes looked pleadingly at Candy, as if to say, “do something!” but, of course, there was nothing Candy could do. She feared she was about to receive the same treatment, and fidgeted nervously with the red satin panties she still grasped.

“Now, Candy, I want you to put those panties down, please, and place Daisy’s hands behind her and I want you to tie them tight with this.” and she handed the short length of black cord to Candy, who twirled Daisy around, muttering “Sorry, my sweet,” as she did, and then brought her red, leather encased arms behind her and twisted the soft cord three times around the crossed over wrists, before tying a tight knot to secure the two sheathed arms, together.

“Good, now Daisy hold on tight to those panties, in your mouth. I don’t want to see the slightest hint of them spilling out. And Candy, please follow me, and bring your lover here, up to my bedroom.”

Candy could do nothing but obey and she gripped Daisy’s tethered arm re-assuringly, to lead her up the stairs and into the Governess’s boudoir. The Governess held the door wide open to allow the two to pass into the room, then followed closely behind and shut the door, with a dramatic flourish, behind them, sealing all three inside the glorious, and decadently, opulent, room.

Both Daisy and Candy noted immediately, the lengths of coiled ropes on the deep, purple and red, bedspread. Half the coils of rope were of the same black cord that now held Daisy secured, and half were in a soft, white, cotton. Neither sissy had any doubt as to the reason for them being there.

“Good! Welcome to my bedroom, again! Twice in two days. You are honoured. So far, so very good,” declared the Governess, “Now, let’s make sure those lips of yours hold onto that pair of panties firmly, shall we, Daisy?” and she approached Daisy with a 6-inch length of adhesive tape which she pressed hard over Daisy’s lips and cheeks, smoothing it down and making certain it adhered, with her leather-gloved hand.

“Now, Daisy, Candy is going to hood you. I always say a girl is never fully controlled until she’s hooded. I think you know the procedure well enough, by now. Please don’t resist, or I shall have to help Candy. I think you’ll prefer her to administer to you, wouldn’t you?”  Daisy had to agree, and she nodded meekly, as the Governess handed Candy a soft, red, leather, full-face hood.

Candy had received much practise by now in the securing of a hood and made short work of zipping and lacing the hood all the way down from the crown of Daisy’s head to the very base of her skull, pulling tighter, as the Governess tutted her disapproval at her being too lenient on her lover. So, in no time, the tight hood encased Daisy’s head and fitted her snugly, her sharp features, and her puffed out, taped, lips, now clearly visible beneath the tight, soft leather, casing.

Raising her voice slightly to allow Daisy to hear her, the Governess voiced her approval and now instructed Candy to lead Daisy to the left-hand post of the massive four-poster bed, and turn her so that her back was pressed against the hard, cold, wooden post. What choice did she have? And, frankly, seeing her lover dressed as she was and now bound and hooded, was causing a stirring down below, and Candy’s freshly-exposed cock was slowly, but surely, pushing the stiff leather of her skirted corset dress, up and up, as her senses awakened to the excitement of yet another of the Governess’s kinky bondage games.

As she led Daisy to the post, she heard a low moan from the hood and she knew, instinctively, that Daisy herself was getting aroused at the prospect of being tied there.

She reached the post and gently turned Daisy around and then pressed her leathered body against the unforgiving structure. Daisy responded by standing right back, as far as she could, and as upright as she could, against the post, allowing it to act as support, taking her full weight.

The Governess was clearly pleased at the co-operation she was receiving from her new house-guests and indicated her approval, as she inspected Daisy’s form, pressed hard against the bed-post and eagerly awaiting its fate.

“That’s just how I want her, Candy. Now, I’m going to enjoy watching, as you take each of those coils of black cord and fasten our lovely Daisy, as tightly as you can to her post. Do you think you can do that, for me?”

There was no doubt that Candy was capable. The two sissies had been taught well, by the Governess, who was one of the best at the game, and both were now proficient at using ropes, straps and chains. But she was reluctant to comply with this request and hesitated. It was just sufficient hesitation for the Governess to react, and she did, by bringing the end of her crop down hard against Candy’s rump. The sound of leather cracking against leather, added to the small yelp of pain from Candy’s mouth, ensured that she hesitated no longer.

Rope after rope now coiled around Daisy’s willing body and fastened it ever tighter to the wooden pole from which there was to be no escape. Her thigh-booted legs were bound in three places, then further ropes secured her upper body firmly to its pole. Candy was sure she’d done a sufficient job, but the Governess wanted one last favour.

“Candy, you’ll need to get up on the bed for this, please take this last cord through the metal D-ring at the top of Daisy’s hood and then fasten it up to the very top of the post, would you? I want to make sure I have her full attention.”

Candy thought this was overkill, but didn’t want to incur another lash from the ever-ready crop, and so, did as she was commanded. The Governess handed her a last, short length of black cord and she shimmied onto the bed and threaded it through the D-ring and then took it vertically, to the top of the post and tied a neat bow around the wooden knobble, that represented a very convenient tying-off point. Daisy’s confinement was complete. She was fixed immovably and helplessly. And, in her head-to-toe, red leather, she looked ravishing. Candy wanted to ravish her there and then, but the Governess had other plans.

“Well done. That is just how I imagined she would look, Candy. Doesn’t she look completely helpless and so inviting?” Candy nodded, she was now fully turned on and wanted to relieve herself, but the Governess sensed this and said, “Now, Candy, calm down and show some self-restraint. Don’t go embarrassing yourself right now. You have to be patient. Come here, please, and turn around.”

Candy could not have moved quicker. It was her turn. She had wondered if she was to receive the same treatment . . . it seemed she was. Almost!

As she turned to face away from the Governess, she sensed her Mistress reach for something unseen, and then nodded approvingly, as the large rubber ring gag was brought up to her lips and she opened her mouth as wide as she could to receive the ring behind her teeth. The Governess was now wasting no time and secured the two leather straps in the back of Candy’s head, quickly, before reaching for a short length of white cord and roping Candy’s blue-gloved wrists together, in just the same fashion that Candy had employed to secure Daisy. Now she was being pressed against the right-hand base post of the giant four-poster and length after length of the soft white cord soon had her, just as firmly, and just as helplessly, roped to her pole. The Governess believed in neatness and copied precisely the same roping as Candy had used, so the pair looked like identical twins, by the time she’d finished. The only difference was that Daisy was hooded and was roped to the top of her post. Candy’s head was free, and deliberately so, to allow her to see, and to follow, what was about to ensue.

Not thirty minutes had passed, since they had entered this magical room, and now, both, were held and imprisoned to the base of the bed, looking like two very erotic book-ends.

The Governess now prowled around her captives and was obviously aroused at finally having the two of them all to herself. Her full plan had now come to fruition, they were her’s . . . and she was going to enjoy them. And there was little doubt that the two sissies were going to enjoy the attention they were to receive from their Mistress, as both moaned slightly through their different gags and Candy allowed a small trickle of drool to spill from her open lips.

“Now that I have your full and complete attention,” said the Governess, loudly enough for Daisy to hear through her muffling hood, “I want to give you this bit of news. I have decided to move you here, to the house, with immediate effect. I, like you, am slightly disappointed that this arrangement may only last 45 days, instead of the 90 days we had planned. Hopefully, their silly review will still decide this is the very best situation for the pair of you, but I didn’t want to take any chances. And, truthfully, I was getting impatient, so I have decided to move you here, two weeks earlier than you expected. Tomorrow, I shall arrange for your bed to be moved into the other room and for all your lovely clothes to come over, too. You can spend the day, arranging the bedroom the way you would like. And I am going to explain about the clothing allowance you are to receive. You will need to pick some slightly less obvious clothing to wear, if you are to be going out in public, anytime soon. I can help you choose some appropriate items and we can order a few online, but, then, I think a full day’s shopping trip for the three of us, is necessary. Don’t you?”

She wasn’t really expecting a response, but the girls did their very best to utter  their approval. The idea of a clothing allowance and a shopping trip and some public outings, thrilled them both. The Governess continued, “Tonight, I am going to make us all a meal. And we are going to share a nice bottle of wine, or two. We are going to sit down and have a very civilized conversation about what I expect from you two, and what you can expect from me. But, before that, I thought I would give you a taste of what, I hope, is to be a regular event. Of course, it depends how you respond. But this next activity is certainly going to impress me, if it doesn’t impress you. But, I think it might!”

Then she disappeared off and fussed in the en-suite bathroom, as the two girls waited in high anticipation, wondering just what she was up to. She soon returned and carried two small towels and a bowl of water and two sponges, which she laid to one side of the bed.

Then she approached the foot of the bed, for a further time and stood, flanked on each side by a tightly bound and highly excited sissy. She turned her attentions first to the hooded Daisy, who, of course, had no idea what was going on around her. Candy turned her head to watch, as the Governess, slowly raised the leather skirt, which was already raised at an alarming angle by the full and rigid penis it almost hid. As the Governess raised the hem of the skirt with her leather-gloved hand, the full, proud cock emerged into the daylight and waved at the two people who were now watching its acrobatic antics.

Then, the Governess raised her right hand, the one that held the deadly leather crop and brought it down once, but hard, onto the rigid length of man-flesh. Under her panty gagging and her leather hooding, Daisy reacted with a low whimper as the crop struck her cock. Candy winced at the thought of the sudden, and unexpected pain, her lover must have felt. But, the Governess immediately, dropped her crop on the bed and ministered to the injured member.

She leant down, brought her lips to it and licked it gently and then massaged it with her two leathered hands, as the penis leapt and jumped and bounced around, as if to say “I’m okay. I’m not hurt. Everything is just dandy!” and Daisy moaned and moaned through her sealed lips as she felt the soothing hands tighten their grip and increase their rate of massaging. The Governess had done this sort of thing before. She was very good at it. That was without doubt. And, she too was now moaning softly, as Daisy slowly, but surely came to the inevitable conclusion and fired a salvo, almost half way across the short width of bedroom, from the foot of the bed, to the units on the opposite wall.

Of course, this had been anticipated. The Governess was quickly on the job and towel, water and sponge all came into play, to clear up the inevitable debris. She swiftly mopped the carpet. And then she slowly and deliberately washed down her prisoner’s groin area and offending cannon, to make sure that no more rounds of ammo were to be released.

Daisy was in ecstasy. Her teeth gripped onto the satin panties that filled her mouth, her hands gripped onto the wooden post to which they were roped, and her body was rigid, against its solid support.

Candy, meanwhile, had followed this whole process, which had taken no more than 7 minutes, awestruck, and she closed her eyes and inhaled deeply as the Governess finished her washing rituals, dropped the sponge back into the bowl of warm water, picked her crop up from the bed and approached her second victim, with a deliberate and purposeful step, and a wicked grin on her face. It was clear that what was good for one sissy, was also good for the other!

Another strike with the crop, another whimper, and the whole process was repeated, as Candy understood the sheer pleasure that Daisy had just experienced.

The same punishing lash. The same healing treatment. The same inevitable blast from Candy’s fully-loaded weapon. The same clean-up operation. The same soft moaning from victim, as well as perpetrator. The same satisfied customer.

The Governess had accomplished her goal. Two fully un-frustrated sissies, squirming with pleasure against their bonds. She was well pleased.

“There,” she said, “A taste of what is to come if you obey my house rules. I hope that was as good for you, as it was for me? Now, I’m afraid, I must leave you to your thoughts. I have a meal to prepare . . . and I am a little out of practice. I think tomorrow night, you two can do the cooking!” And she was gone.

Candy looked across at Daisy who must have realised that both girls had enjoyed the same fate and who had, by now, come back down to earth. She so wanted to hold her bound body close to her, but, instead, the pair were destined to spend the next hour or so, in tight constriction, until the Governess-cum-chef had prepared their feast.

And so, began their next long spell of incarceration, as the house-mates, and bed-mates of, and under the complete spell of, the Governess. As each stood there, affixed to their respective posts and still languishing in the thrill of the experience they had both just endured, and enjoyed, the two were certain that this decision was going to turn out to be one of the best, they had made.

Chapter 3

A Few House Rules for My Esteemed Guests

Daisy and Candy remained roped to their bed-post stations, for a full hour, before the door to the bedroom opened and the familiar, leather-clad figure of the Governess re-appeared.

“Hello, my two lovely girls. Have you missed me? I am sorry I’ve been so long.”

Well, yes, actually, they had! And, despite the thrill it had given them to be so efficiently bound, the pair were ready for release. And ready for food. And for wine. So, they both breathed a sigh of relief, as the Governess first untied, unhooded, and ungagged, Daisy, and then the pair, at her bidding, saw to releasing Candy.

Both girls, aided by a seemingly contrite Governess, massaged their aching arms, as they got the blood circulating again through their unbound limbs. This kinky game-playing was fun, but it could also hurt! And these poor girls were delicate!

Five minutes later, and the threesome were sat around the large dining table that so dominated the compact dining room.

“I had seriously considered strapping you into your two special chairs,” laughed the Governess, “But, I think if we are going to have a sensible chat, it’s best that you have your hands free and see to your own eating arrangements. Perhaps, another night, I can feed you both?”

Maybe? Perhaps? That seemed to be a definite as far as the Governess was concerned. The girls had no doubts it would happen. And soon!

What followed was a half-decent meal, which surprised the two newcomers, after the way the Governess had put her own cooking skills down so much. Apparently, she was okay at following a recipe. And this was a good one. A quick hotpot. Everything cooked in one pot and a big helping of red-cabbage alongside the warming dish.

The girls ate hungrily and drank the proffered wine freely, as the Governess outlined her plans for the pair.

“Obviously, I won’t pretend I don’t enjoy doing what I just did,” explained their hostess, “And I hope to repeat the experience for you in several creative ways, if that meets with your approval. Well, frankly, even if it doesn’t! My house, my rules! Now, tonight you have no bed to sleep in. I’m sure that thought has already occurred to you both. So, we can either send you back to that horrible, cheerless, prison cell, OR, and I know this may cause you some consternation, I can offer you a place in my bed? Now, here, in the house, I can guarantee you’ll be wrapped up nice and warm and cosy. But, back in your cell? Well, I don’t know. I’ll give you time to think about that. I trust you’ll make the sensible decision.”

Every choice the Governess was about to propose seemed really like no choice at all. It was always edged, or finished off, with a “Well, obviously, you can please yourselves. But woe betide you if you don’t take my preferred option!”

But, no matter. These girls were hanging on to her every word and the Governess was looking more and more attractive to them, with every utterance. Fortunately, most of what the Governess proposed, also appealed to them. And they would never have imagined themselves saying that, prior to seeing her dressed, as she was tonight, in all her dominatrix finery.

Daisy, as always, the more suspicious, and less impulsive, of the pair, wanted to know what freedoms they’d have? when they’d get some normal clothes? when they could go out? where would they go out? when was the promised shopping trip? what money would they get? how often this? how many times that? and a million other questions.

The Governess was a bit more guarded about answering too many whys and wherefores all at once but assured them that life was going to be a hell of a lot better with her, than without her.

And, after an hour of drinking, eating and talk, the three seemed to have reached an arrangement. Yes, they would like to share the Governess’s bed. Yes, they did enjoy her kinky games and were happy to go along for the ride. Yes, they would like to share household duties. Yes, they would cook tomorrow night’s meal. Yes, they would like some time to themselves, at least 3 or 4, of the 7 nights a week. Yes, they would take over the cookery class, they had already spent 2 weeks poring over cookery books and memorising some recipes. And, yes, Candy would take art lessons and the pair would keep the house clean, and even dress as pretty little housemaids, if it made the Governess happy, and get paid a small wage for doing some of the prison classes, now that Mrs. Murphy had finally served her notice and left and now the cookery teacher had decided that child-birth was imminent and had gone off on her maternity leave. So, all three felt that progress had been made, and that the arrangements could work and looked forward to sharing more ideas the following night, over the lasagne the girls were going to collaborate on.

“Well, I suggest we have a cup of tea, and I shall get you ready for bed. I’ve a busy day at work tomorrow. And you have your entire room and wardrobe to arrange. We will get your bed and your clothes over here, just as soon as possible, but I don’t really want the other wardens seeing you going back and forth to the house, so I’ll arrange for everything to be transferred here. So, cheers!” and she clinked her half glass of red wine against theirs for the final time, that evening, “Here’s to our new partnership. Let’s all try to make it work.”

And Daisy and Candy offered to make the pot of tea.

Then, it was back up to the bedroom and it was clear that the Governess’s idea of the sleeping arrangements, was different to the two sissies.

She immediately set to with the same black and white cord, roping each girl’s wrists together behind their backs.  The girls had neither washed nor undressed, each still in their full leather outfits. The girls were about to protest but she shushed them, “Don’t fret, girls. This is for your own good, and for my own safety. I’m alone in a bedroom for the night with two hardened, time-served, criminals! You have every opportunity to overpower me, and to escape and then, where does that leave me? It would be very foolish of you to try, but it’s possible. And I don’t want to see you running around the country in leather corsets and thigh-length boots. You could get yourselves arrested! Then we’d probably all be in the clink. You for absconding, and me for dereliction of my duty, or something. No, this is best for tonight. When you’re in your own bed, I can lock you in. Tonight, I’ll be happier with you secured.”

After all the positive discussions of the previous hour or two, the girls thought it would be churlish to spoil things by complaining now. So, within minutes, both were bound, hand and foot, and lying one on either side of the massive bed, with ample space between them for the Governess to squeeze her slight frame. And so, she did, but not before changing from her leather gear and into a sexy full-length silk nightgown that accentuated her fine figure just as much as the tight leather had done. After washing and all her other essentials, which the girls had missed out on, she climbed over Candy’s still figure, and into the centre space left for her. Then she kissed each of her two prisoners, who were each turned, on their sides, to face her, full on their lips, before wishing them a very good night and a very happy future. Then the lights clicked off and the odd trio settled into a deep and assured sleep, content that the future seemed rosy.

The Governess had already, in her mind, planned to awake them both, early, with an early morning alarm! One that would satisfy them just as much as the alarming activity, earlier that evening!

Chapter 4

A First Full Day – Arranging Things

The Governess roused at just after 6.00am., the first rays of a new morning’s sunlight had just begun to show, in glints, through the slightest gap in the thick brocade curtaining. She knew immediately that her two charges were still sound asleep, as she listened to them breathing slowly and regularly, at peace, one either side of her.

She reached across to feel Candy’s warm body first, and, as she ran her hand down the silky soft leather body, Candy stirred slightly. She left her to sleep. She turned and felt for Daisy. Her body was turned away from her and she caressed the lovely leather-clad form that was breathing deeper than Candy and was clearly in a deep, deep, contented sleep pattern. The Governess moved in closer and brought her hands down the front of the unmoving body. She gripped the leather-clad figure tight and pulled her to her, now both bodies in close contact and the breathing changing slowly, signifying that Daisy was waking.

As Daisy began to stir, the Governess brought her right hand down and around Daisy’s face, then clamped her hand tight over Daisy’s mouth. Meanwhile, her left hand had found its target, nestling peacefully, but now waking up, under the short hem of the red, leather corset dress. She gripped tight onto Daisy’s manhood, as Daisy came to full consciousness and “humphed” behind the hand which was clamped tight over her mouth and made any more noise, other than an indistinct humph, impossible. The Governess worked quickly, as Daisy was now fully awake and aware of what was happening. As she felt the hand grip harder and rub her erecting penis, she submitted to it and made no effort to shout or to argue. Instead she pressed her body back harder against the Governess’s, in a meagre effort to rub her butt and her tied hands against the Governess and allow her some small degree of pleasuring.

It wasn’t necessary. The Governess was already getting her kicks from the position of dominance she had assumed. Her right hand was now all but cutting the breath from Daisy, as her left hand worked vigorously to bring the whole, short, procedure to a climax.

Daisy groaned and licked at the hand over her lips, as much as the pressure would allow. Her hands, still tied behind her attempted to feel for the Governess beneath the folds of the silk nightgown, but with little success. And then, it happened. Oddly, Daisy’s first thought was not, “how delicious, to be awoken this way”, no, instead, she was guilty at the inevitable mess that she was going to be making. She thought, “Oh no! Those lovely bedclothes!” But that thought only lasted fleetingly. The Governess seemed non-concerned and so Daisy just enjoyed the moment and came with full force. Wham! Bam! And thank you, ma’am!

The Governess purred softly behind Daisy’s ear, as the left hand fell away from the offending item and the right hand still held her face tight and close to the Governess’s own, red, flushed, face. She held that position for another full minute longer, as Daisy calmed down from her exertions, and then purred, “Good morning, my beautiful girl. I hope you enjoyed that. Oh! What a mess you have to clear up.”

And then she turned away from Daisy, releasing her grip on her lips. Daisy panted slightly then settled, still and quiet, enjoying the moment, as the Governess turned her attentions to Candy, who, by now, was stirring, at the commotion going on beside her.

This time, the Governess clamped her own lips tightly over Candy’s lush, red ones, pulled her bound body into hers with her left hand around her back and started to search, with her right, for something useful to play with And, lo and behold, right there, in fact, right in front of her, under the blue leather skirt, was a very handy thing! Just perfect! So, the Governess took a tight hold, as Candy’s amazing blue eyes opened wide, like two deep pools, and stared in shock, straight into the Governess’s deep brown ones.

Five minutes later and the Governess had scored another goal. This time she had released Candy, at just the right moment, and turned her aside to aim her weapon into the void between them, thus saving her lovely silk gown from receiving any of the shrapnel. Candy squealed with pleasure as she reached “that moment” and was only sorry that the Governess’s lips had not remained pressed to hers, right to the end. But, on the part of the Governess, it was perfect timing. She missed any splash-back!

Two perfect goals in 10 minutes. And she remained unharmed by any of the fall-out. Now, as the two girls lay breathing more heavily than before, and clearly having enjoyed the early morning alarm call, the Governess peeled herself out of the bed, being careful not to pick up any of the nasty, sticky stuff, on her way, and she made her exit, to the bathroom. She called back, “I’ll release you in a moment. Then you know what your first job of cleaning up has to be, this morning?”

Fifteen minutes later, both girls had been released and had burst into action, the bedclothes were doused down and rescued from any permanent damage. Then they were in the main bathroom, cleaning themselves up, and the Governess, was smiling to herself, as she showered and prepared for a day’s work. “Oh, yes!” she mused, “This is going to work out very well.” For the first morning in many, many, she was smiling as she prepared for work. This arrangement was the best idea she’d had, in years.

She warned the girls they were to stay in bed for another hour, avoiding any wet bits. She would personally see to it that all their clothes were delivered within the hour and then they could shower in their own bathroom and dress and spend the day sorting their room. The bed would be installed in the afternoon. She was welcoming a new guest to the facility and they would be having the girls’ old cell, so it was all working out perfectly.

She gave strict instructions, not forgetting she was the boss! They MUST NOT open any doors or drawers in her bedroom. They must leave the room spotless, when they retired to their own. They must leave a list of all the items they needed for the evening meal. It would all be delivered from the prison kitchens by 2pm. Unless they needed something “odd” which might have to be got from the shops? They could go into any other room in the house, except her bedroom, and the spare wardens’ bedroom. AND she expected the house to be spotless when she returned from work at 6.00pm. Oh, AND she liked to eat by 7.30pm!

Was there any part of those instructions the girls had not understood?

“Certainly not, Governess.” both girls assured her, as she left the house, locking the front door behind her.

Now the girls could enjoy at least some time to themselves, and they collapsed back on the massive, four-poster, each laughing deliriously at the curious, but thrilling, change in circumstance they now found themselves in.

Then they instinctively turned to each other and held each other tight, planting kisses on the face of their partner. They had vowed that, whatever games they played with the Governess, their partnership came first. And now was a very good time to re-affirm that.

They were aware that the Governess may return at any time with a fleet of wardens carrying their impressive stock of clothing, so they did not linger too long in their passionate clinch, but, long enough, to assure each other, they were still a team. The Governess could happily join their team, but it was their team. She was a player “on loan”. They’d certainly get the best out of her, take full advantage of her considerable skills, use her access to all the clothes and equipment she could provide, but one day they would be without her and “the team” would remain strong.

And so, they soon retired to their own room, making sure, one last time, that all evidence of them having spent the night in the Governess’s boudoir, was eliminated. They checked the sheets again and were satisfied that they’d done a good job of cleaning up. The room looked spotless and they shut the door on it, after one final longing look back into it, wondering when they would next see it.

After showering and wrapping themselves in fluffy towels, which was the only other “clothing” they had, they sat and waited and, sure enough, 50 minutes after leaving them, the Governess was back, this time with two wardens, each struggling under the weight of clothing which they had carried across. The girls heard the Governess tell them to leave it all in the lounge. Then they were to bring the next lot! As they heard the two wardens leave and the door close, they went to their bedroom door and shouted down, “Governess, can we come down?”

The Governess appeared at the foot of the stairs, “No, wait 15 minutes. They will be back, maybe two more times. My gosh, you do have a lot of very nice clothes. You are such lucky girls. I shall tell you when they have delivered it all. You can come down and collect it all. Then you have a lot to sort out. Is my room clean?”

“Yes, Governess. Sparkling!” shouted Daisy.

“Good. Wait for me to tell you all your clothes are here, and then I’ll be gone for the day. Remember your bed is coming this afternoon. It will take a half hour or so, to set up. You need to vacate that room to let them set it up. And all your clothes need to be stashed away by then. I don’t want them seeing any mess up there. And then I need a shopping list. All the food you need. On the kitchen top, down here. I’ll pop back around midday to pick it up. And remember, I like to eat by 7.30pm.” she disappeared again.

More instructions! She certainly was a bossy devil!

There followed a glorious day of arranging and re-arranging. The last of the clothes had been delivered before 9.45am. The girls brought them all up in 4 trips, All the dresses were still on hangers, but they inspected each one and lovingly smoothed them down before agreeing to arrange them in fabric order, satin followed by latex followed by leather, as well as in order of colour. And they would do a full inventory and by the inventory list they would mark some columns to check the date each item of clothing was used. Then they would know at a glance when they’d worn something and when it needed cleaning or pressing or wearing again!

They were impressed at the variety they had, all thanks to the generosity of their new Mistress, the Governess.

That’s when they decided, as they talked and arranged, they’d ask if they could call her My Mistress, rather than “Governess” from now on. It seemed too stuffy, now they were so intimately acquainted! They would ask her tonight. They also decided they would make the evening special to show their gratitude to Our Mistress, for her kindness. So, they planned a three-course meal. Daisy would make a mushroom soup and a fruit salad. Candy would do a special lasagne, one of the first recipes she was going to try out in her first cookery class. And as they talked, the evening got more and more elaborate. They wanted to show the Governess, My Mistress, that they were happy and so what started as a simple meal developed into an evening, they hoped, would be full of nice surprises.

Daisy wrote the food list and deposited it on the kitchen worktop. Candy prepared her make-up bag, and lipsticks and nail varnishes. Daisy and Candy together decided on the outfits they’d wear for the evening and they put the final lot of long evening gloves in one drawer unit and all their silky, satiny, underwear, in another drawer, and four items for washing, and, by 12.30pm. they were done. And they checked they hadn’t missed anything off their quickly written list, and they were happy. Now, where did My Mistress keep the hoover? And the knives and forks? And the pots and pans? They had so much to do, so little time.

The bed arrived, in bits, as scheduled. The girls busied themselves in the kitchen, getting out all the plates and bowls and cutlery they’d now discovered. The list had disappeared. The Governess must have come in and just taken it and gone. The girls were sort of disappointed they’d not seen her. Mind you, she looked nothing in her work outfit. Now they’d seen the real Helen Sharp, and she was special. And then Candy talked around some new ideas for a sexy new work uniform for The Governess and all the Mistresses and, as her ideas got more and more bizarre, the two girls laughed, and they laughed some more. They were genuinely happy.

At 4.00pm. they were making the soup and the lasagne. The fresh fruit salad was already prepared in the fridge. All the food had arrived, just like clockwork, at 2pm, on the dot, as the Governess had said it would.

When the basic preparations were done, they set to making each other up, styling their hair and getting into their finest satin frocks, ready to greet the Governess. Candy, particularly, was now ace at the hair and the make-up. Daisy was not too far behind, but Candy seemed to have a real flair for anything creative. And, by 5.45pm. they were ready and anxiously awaiting Governess Sharp’s return.

They looked stunning. They’d opted for satin and Daisy was in the bright blue girly frock, with matching long satin gloves and strappy, heeled shoes. Candy wore red. It was hard to say who looked the more glamorous, or the more feminine.

As they heard the key turn in the lock, and the door opening they shot from their seats in the lounge and spilled out into the hallway.

“Good evening, My Mistress!” they both spoke softly, in unison, and performed a naff curtsy. The Governess laughed to see them looking so welcoming . . . and utterly stunning. “May we ask you a favour, Governess?” they again spoke their rehearsed lines, together, “May we refer to you now as, My Mistress. We wish to show our devotion to you.”

Helen Sharp was not usually caught out by anything but, for a moment, she was choked and speechless. She said nothing.

The silence alerted the girls to the possibility that they had overstepped the mark and they nervously spoke again, “We are sorry, Governess. We did not intend any disrespect, Governess. We wish only to show our desire to serve you. And we hoped that calling you My Mistress might demonstrate that.”

“Of course, of course. I would be very happy for you to call me Your Mistress. Very happy indeed. Thank you.”

“Please let me take your coat, My Mistress.” said Daisy.

“Please, would you allow us to take you upstairs and undress you and bathe you, My Mistress?” asked Candy.

Again, the former Governess Sharp, aka My Mistress, was taken aback. “I would like that very much, Candy. Thank you.”

And so, the two girls led a very stunned and silent Helen Sharp up to her room, asking permission for them to enter, as Daisy opened the door for Her Mistress. They then peeled the unsightly uniform from her body and soon, Helen Sharp stood naked before them, a little self-consciously hiding her female parts. It was Daisy who broke the silence, “You have a beautiful body, My Mistress. Please, don’t hide it from us.” And she leant and kissed her Mistress on the cheek. Candy leant in and kissed her other cheek and Governess Sharp regained her composure and her status, as their Mistress. They led her into the en-suite, and Daisy ran a bath, as Candy fondled her hair and told her she would be honoured to do her make-up, that evening, her nails too, if My Mistress wished?

“Please, I would be very happy for you to do my make-up, Candy. Maybe my nails another time? Thank you.”

And then they bathed her gently in the warm waters and caressed her body as they washed her with the two sponges they had found. Soon, they were drying her and rubbing her body in the folds of the two, giant, fluffy, pink towels, they had prepared and then she was lightly robed and sat down whilst Daisy brushed her hair and Candy made her face up.

By now, their Mistress was completely relaxed, and the worry lines of the day’s work stresses had disappeared. When the girls had finished the hair and make-up, she looked a different woman and her natural beauty shone through. She looked stunning, and the two girls were suitably stunned. They left her to dress herself, she kissed each on the cheek as they left her.

The girls high-fived each other when they got to the kitchen. The first part of their evening masterplan had gone well, and they were pleased with themselves. Now, they busied themselves with preparing the feast they were to put before their Mistress.

Meanwhile, Helen Sharp was taking in all the attention she had just received from her two maids. She was flattered by their attentions and tonight had been most unexpected. So, for the second night running, she, Helen Sharp, did the most unexpected thing. She rooted amongst her stock of clothes, that ones from her earlier, more adventurous, days. Then she found the one item she was looking for. She felt it, rather than saw it, in the depths of her cavernous wardrobe and she pulled it out, excitedly.

Meanwhile, Daisy was seeing to her soup, it was on a low heat. Candy had got the prepared lasagne ingredients and was now layering everything with the cheese sauce and lasagne sheets, before putting it all in the oven for an hour.

The table was set, the wine was uncorked. The meal was almost ready. They were just missing their VIP guest. Then My Mistress arrived.

Helen Sharp was wearing a full-length, purple latex evening gown . . . and very little else. The dress had been one of her favourites and now here it was in all its glory, making a re-appearance after 5 years or more. It looked glorious and it hugged her fine figure tightly, showing every contour. She was bra-less. The dress did not allow for a bra. She was without panties . . . and it showed. And she was without a care. She had thrown that to the wind. Tonight, she looked and felt like the old Helen Sharp. The one from 6 or 7 or more years back. And she was looking forward to sitting in company and enjoying being waited on for the first time in a long, long time.

They hugged her, as she entered and curtsied again, awkwardly, saying, “My Mistress, you look gorgeous,” before whisking her into the dining room and sitting her down with a glass of red in her hand, before the first course arrived.

Candy insisted she wanted to feed her small spoon-fuls of the creamy mushroom soup, saying she had already eaten and wanted to serve her Mistress. Then the wonderful lasagne “test” recipe arrived and Mistress Helen ushered Candy to her seat and told her she was quite capable of feeding herself. And she lapped it down hungrily, making approving mutterings in between mouthfuls of the very nice food and glugs of the satisfying red wine.

Daisy then stepped up to the mark and waited on her with the fruit cocktail, spooning delicate mouthfuls into her accepting lips. The meal was a success!

Then the trio retired to the comfort of the sofa, each grasping a last glass of wine from the second bottle they had opened. Candy and Daisy sat their lovely Helen Sharp, aka, My Mistress, between them, as the three laughed and joked. Then, as the effects of the wine became more pronounced, they wanted to feel her lovely latex dress. And did she mind if they touched her here? And did she mind if they felt her there?  And, as no request to access, was denied them, the pair got more and more adventurous, until their four hands were everywhere over Mistress Helen’s gorgeous, latex-clad body.

Then, as Candy poured kiss upon kiss onto Mistress Helen’s eager lips, Daisy allowed her hand to go down to the base of the long latex dress and slowly lift the hem to expose first an ankle, then a knee, and, finally, a thigh. Now, she caressed and stroked the smooth skin of her mistress’s thigh before probing further, upwards, ever upwards, and, eventually, settling on a lovely verdant spot, which caused her Mistress to moan softly, when her hand landed there.

Candy took the glass from her Mistress’s shaking hand, as Daisy stroked and stroked her gently until the moans turned to soft groans. Then the soft groans turned more guttural, and the body went first rigid, then slightly limp, then rigid again. Helen, beautiful Mistress Helen, closed her eyes as Candy continued the lip treatment, and Daisy moved in for the kill. Then, a jolt of the body, a squeal of delight and a low groaning from the almost prone Mistress, told Daisy the game was almost over. It was check . . . and, then, it was check-mate. The away team had scored their first goal. Okay, in the overall run of things, Mistress Sharp, the “Home Team”, was ahead 4 goals to 1, but they, the “Visitors”, were staging a fight-back. And the game was in its very early stages!

Daisy continued her gentle stroking as Mistress Helen slumped back and slowly returned to earth. Her eyes were still shut, her lips were now free from Candy’s and she was licking them as she savoured the last, dying, embers of the fire within her.

Daisy looked across at Candy. They smiled. Job done. Mission accomplished. A new era had begun.

Mistress Helen was definitely the dominant one, they were mere submissives, but they had scored an important goal tonight. They had shown they’d got teeth too, and Candy murmured into Mistress Helen’s ear, “We hope we can serve you like this many times, My Mistress, over these coming weeks.”

The evening went quickly after that. At the girls’ own request, they spent a second night in Mistress Helen’s bed. They made no effort to resist, as she tied them loosely, at ankle and at wrist, this time in their long satin nightgowns. As she settled between the pair, again in her silk gown, which had suffered no damage from the morning’s nefarious activities, they nestled their bodies into hers. Then they each leant their heads into her head and both kissed her lightly on the cheek. She returned the favour by kissing each full on the lips, and, with two full bottles of wine consumed, and them happy that all had gone just the way that they had planned it, the pair of sissy-maids soon fell asleep, and a grateful and satisfied Helen Sharp lay there and contemplated the evening’s happenings.

And she felt genuine affection had been shown to her, for once, and she remembered, for the first time, in a very, very, long time, what it felt like to love and to be loved. And she liked the feeling. She liked it very much.

And so, with a grin on her face and a feeling of utter contentment, she too soon succumbed to sleep and placed one hand on the limp and lifeless body of each of her girls, and she closed her eyes and wished herself to sleep, perchance to dream pleasant dreams.

Chapter 5

A Night at the Theatre

It was just two weeks later when the girls got news of their first proper outing. The girls were settling in. Comfortably. Very comfortably.

The household had taken on a warm and inviting atmosphere and the three house-mates were getting on famously. Routines had been adopted and were working well. The first week they had slept with the Mistress on 3 occasions, by choice. And they had slept together the other 4 nights, once tied together by the Mistress, who had “wanted to keep her hand in”, and three times, with complete freedom.

They also ate together most nights, a meal cooked by the girls, and ready to serve when the Mistress came in, tired and stressed from work. Occasionally, the Mistress would be late and tell them to see to themselves. Occasionally, she wanted peace and quiet and took her meals by herself.

By the second week, the girls were spending 4 nights sleeping, as a threesome, in the massive four-poster, because they enjoyed it and they requested it. And it looked likely that by the third week, they’d be opting for 5 nights. But the Mistress was not greedy and insisted they spent time alone. And, more importantly, she spent some time alone.

The Governess, now firmly, “THEIR MISTRESS”, had surprised them and popped in from work, at midday.

“Daisy and Candy, come down, I have a surprise for you!” Governess Sharp shouted up the stairs, and Daisy and Candy came running,

“How would you like to go out for the evening? To celebrate your partial freedom?” asked Helen, “It’s today, that your official prison sentence ends and your follow-on, 90-day open prison begins. So, in a way, you’re no longer criminals! I thought you may want to celebrate. I hoped we could enjoy a meal and a night at the theatre? I have four tickets for a musical in The Palace, in the city, I thought you might enjoy it? Would you?”

Would they? Yes, they would. Definitely. Neither Candy, nor Daisy, had ever been to a theatre. That was not the sort of life they had come from.

Nor had they been counting the days. Their life had seemed so idyllic, they’d completely lost track of the days passing.

“To see what?” asked Daisy, but it didn’t really matter, it was a night out. A night away from this place, where they’d been incarcerated for three months, now. They didn’t care if it was “Pinocchio . . . On Ice.” It was a night out.

“Well, I shan’t tell you, I’ll keep you guessing,” said the mischievous Helen Sharp, “But I think you’ll like it. And, you have two special dresses to wear!”

Well, that sealed the deal!

“But I have to be able to trust you, absolutely. This will be your first time in public, for a very long time. Your first time ever, as Daisy and Candy. I said I had 4 tickets, Mistress #1 is coming with us. If you let either of us down, this will never happen again. And you won’t see the outside of this place for another three months. So, best behaviour.”

Suitably warned, the pair were not going to bite the hand that fed them. They would be on their very best behaviour. Promise!

And so, the special dresses were delivered to their rooms, that afternoon. They were the two evening gowns that Daisy and Candy had started work on a month previously. Dear, old, Mrs. Murphy, had finished them off, just as she had promised. And there they were, crisp, and glossy and glistening and slinky and new and delectable and every other sexy adjective that Daisy and Candy could muster, between them. They were fabulous, darling! Candy’s in the rich, deep purple, she had chosen. Daisy’s vibrant green standing out, proudly, against the other. And atop both of them, were the matching satin capes, waist length and full and designed to conceal!

So, the girls contemplated these, and looked at the clock. They weren’t leaving till five o’clock. They couldn’t possibly get dressed before 3pm. Could they? So, they waited, and they waited some more. But, in the end, the temptation was just too much, so they showered at 3.15, did their make-up at 3.30 and were sat fully robed and ready to go by just after 4pm.!

At 4.45pm. Governess Sharp and Mistress #1 were ready to go, also. Although not as formerly dressed up as the girls, they were both smart. In fact, The Governess had excelled herself. She’d clearly taken time with her hair and her make-up. Only the third time, that the girls could remember, that she’d ever taken some time for herself. Her hair was swept up but pinned back with a very nice hair pin. She was dressed in a silk, three-quarter-length, “gown”, what would have been called a cocktail dress, some years back. It was a bit dated, but still classy. She looked ten years younger than in her ill-fitting prison uniform and her face looked really, quite striking. As in her previous two surprise appearances, her figure was much slimmer than you might have imagined from her “day job”. The fitted gown clung to her contours and showed her off, really well.

Mistress #1 was also suitably stunning. Again, so different from her worktime persona. She was dressed in a silky blouse, cream in colour and a beautiful, full circle, dark chocolate brown, calf-length leather skirt, that had obviously cost a deal of money. She looked far more attractive in her social gear than in her Mistress #1 garb.

She was driving. The Mistress slid in beside her and the two over-dressed girls were in the back seat. Under the satin capes that matched their gowns, they each wore a pair of silvery-metal handcuffs. “Just a precaution,” the Governess had told them, “We’ll remove them for the meal, but you’ll wear them in the theatre. I hope it won’t spoil the experience? I’m sure you won’t be stupid enough to make any silly bid for freedom? But, I just have to be sure. Maybe, if this goes well, we could do this more often?”

There was no chance of them escaping. To what? Their old lives? This was a real treat and they were both so excited, nothing would make them miss the show, whatever it was.  And nothing would take them away from Wilford Prison. It was a heaven they didn’t know existed, before this adventure began.

The drive was quite long, hence the early start. But, by 6pm., they were parked up and had walked the short distance to the restaurant, still cuffed, but feeling as free as birds, each “guarded” by one of the escorts. Mistress #1 linked arms with Daisy, Governess Sharp with Candy, and the four stunning females, made their way, accompanied by some startled gazes, along the main pedestrian street to the eating place, just a few paces away from the theatre.

Outside the restaurant, the Governess was about to release them from their cuffs, she warned them, once again, to behave, or face the consequences. She had no need.

The meal was the best the girls could ever remember, mind you, their experience of meals out was, to say the least, limited! It was prawns in sauce followed by chicken in white wine and cream for Candy. Breaded mushrooms and a lasagne for Daisy. All washed down with a carafe of white wine, and all at tax-payers’ expense. And crime doesn’t pay? Pull the other one, thought Daisy.

At the end of the meal, the Governess paid, but no-one doubted this was on some kind of expense account. Anyway, the girls, a little giggly now, after two large glasses of wine, were suitably grateful. And, even as they were being handcuffed, were thanking their captors, very enthusiastically.

The show was going to be “Kinky Boots”, which made both girls giggle more. A very apt performance for their first ever theatre visit, they both thought. Perhaps the Governess had more of a sense of humour than they’d imagined? And, it was clear, the Governess knew someone at the theatre who was anticipating their arrival and ushered them through a side entrance, upstairs and into their own “theatre box”. They were in a little side “room” looking down at the stage but in relative privacy from the general public, the “plebs” below them. Daisy felt like she was the Queen, attending a Royal Variety performance. She told Candy, and then she told her, if Daisy was the Queen, she had to be either the Duke of Edinburgh or Camilla, Duchess of Cornwall. Candy nearly fell off her chair, in a fit of giggles.

What a show! It was great, and it was all about making thigh boots . . . for men. What could have been better? But just one thing marked the occasion and left an indelible memory. Part way through the second half, Mistress #1 had rested her hand on Daisy’s silken-clad knee. Unbeknown to Daisy, the Governess was also getting quite familiar, in a similar fashion, with Candy. Neither girl could communicate with the other, nor could they really resist, so they went with it. After 15 minutes or so, the hand had slowly elevated and was making its way, slowly, but very surely, up the dress and to the crotch. And, actually, each girl found it stimulating, perhaps aided by the fact that, being in a private box, they’d been plied with more white wine during the stunning performance, which was unravelling below them.

By half-way through the second half of the performance, Mistress #1 was kneading away at the pile of dough, hidden deep in the folds of the satin gown and tucked away in the satin undies. Daisy was trying very hard not to make a sound, and to concentrate on the show, but this was becoming increasingly impossible. She was submitting, and she was enjoying the sensation and the fact it was coming from a woman she had previously feared, made it all the more exciting. And Candy was not faring any better. She was slowly being seduced by Governess Sharp, a side of her that, until just a few days back, neither girl had seen, or even suspected, in the three months they had been under her control.

By the end of the show and as the audience were standing and applauding for “More! More!”, nobody was paying the four ladies in their private box, any attention. Fortunate! As two couples were now in a passionate kiss. Daisy was locking lips with Mistress #1, who had all but brought her to a climax, which would have been messy. Candy, against her better judgement, though, in her defence, she was tipsy, was allowing the Governess to explore her mouth with her tongue.

Neither of the aroused she-males could stop themselves, or, indeed, wanted to stop, after the intoxication of 3 or 4 glasses of wine, and the intoxication of having had their cocks pummelled for the best part of half an hour.

The show was finished. The lip and tongue show, was also finished. Suddenly both Daisy and Candy felt guilty. That shouldn’t have happened. What exactly did happen? What was going to happen now? All these, and several more, pertinent questions, were swirling around in their heads. And so, they kept their swirled heads down, as they trudged back to the car, feeling that, somehow, they were going to pay for this.

Fortunately, or otherwise, neither they, nor their two escorts, spoke a word. There were no further advances. The pair were still cuffed but, overall, they had enjoyed a wonderful night. Their little transgression, might never be brought up again. Possibly? Or was it part of a greater plan?

The journey home continued in silence. Daisy felt she’d been unfaithful to Candy. Candy felt the same. Both had enjoyed their little dalliance. Both were now frustrated. Daisy whispered to Candy, “I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking.” Candy told her not to be sorry. She’d done the same. And she’d enjoyed it.

Whether they’d heard this whispered conversation or not, this seemed to be the cue for the Governess to speak.

“Daisy, Candy, I hope you enjoyed this evening?” she said. They assured her they had.

“There could be plenty more like this, if you wanted,” she continued, “Of course, it’s really up to you, but we can be very generous, if we feel it’s appreciated.”

“It’s very much appreciated. Thank you.” replied Daisy.

“Well, the thing is, Mistress #1 here, is going to be very late back tonight. I’ve suggested she stay in the house tonight. It’s really too late for her to drive home. I thought you, Daisy, might like to share your bed with your Mistress? Or am I presuming too much?”

Daisy would dearly like to carry on where they had left off but looked to Candy for approval. “And what about Candy,” she asked, “Where will she sleep?”

“Well, I could allow her to share my bed. It’s plenty big enough for two. Or even for three, as you know.”

Candy was signalling that she was happy to take that option and so that was decided. And that was how this evening was going to pan out. Both girls held hands, their handcuffs rattling a little as the metal touched metal. Candy whispered, “I still love you. This is just for fun.”

Daisy nodded. She felt the same. No harm in one night. Was there?

And so, when they got back to the house, the pairs split off. Mistress #1 led an aroused, handcuffed and satin robed, Daisy, up to the girls’ room. The Governess led a slightly nervous, handcuffed and satin robed, Candy, off and into her boudoir. Both women locked their respective doors behind them.

Chapter 6

The Morning After the Night Before

The next morning, the Governess allowed Candy to remain in her bed, as she showered and got ready for a day at work. She was gone from the house by 8.00am., after tenderly kissing her overnight companion, who now luxuriated in the enormous bed. She thought, “Life is good. And that was a lovely evening, topped off with a very exciting liaison between her and the Governess.”

And the Governess, or “Candy’s Mistress” had been surprisingly tender in bed. They had both stripped completely and spent an hour or more exploring each other’s body, and kissing and talking, the first time ever that Candy had held any real conversation with Helen Sharp, who was proving to be a complete conundrum.

Helen Sharp had asked Candy about her transition to the lovely she-male she now represented and, at the same time, had given away just a little of her own history. Not too much, but sufficient for Candy to see that, Helen too had a life and feelings and had been both happy and saddened by events in her previous years. And Candy had felt good in her company and utterly relaxed. The evening’s quota of wine had helped, of course. And then, the Governess had insisted that both wore satin gowns, lending one of her own to her companion, but that Candy be free during the night, although she had said she was happy to be tied, and they had fallen into a deep sleep, around 1.00am., their satin bodies entwined together.

And at 7.00am., Helen Sharp had provided another tender alarm call, and Candy had responded in the best way possible and showed her appreciation for the attention her penis had just received, in the usual way. She had made a bit of a mess of the sheets, and quickly apologised, but was told not to worry, and she had got out of bed and cleaned her own mess, this time.

Now, her Mistress had left her, unbound, and she turned her thoughts to Daisy and wondered how she had fared with Mistress #1. She had heard some noises emanating from their bedroom, where Daisy had spent the night ensconced with the chief prison warden, but was too involved in her own romance to worry too much about her friend.

So, Candy got herself out of bed and slipped along the corridor, listening for any tell-tale sounds of movement coming from their shared bedroom. There was none.

She hesitated by the door, her ear pressed to it, to see if she could detect any give-away sounds. There was none. So, she knocked. Nothing. She knocked louder. Still, nothing. She knocked loudest. And she was happy that Mistress #1 had also departed, so she cautiously opened the door.

The room was in darkness. The curtains were still closed and the light off. There was a stirring from under the bedclothes, and Candy prayed that Daisy was under there alone. But, just in case, she left the light off and tip-toed toward the bed.

She pulled back the clothes and heard a moan. There was clearly, only one figure under the bedclothes, and so she reached for the table lamp at the side of the bed and switched it on. The light cast a glow across the room and Candy let out an audible gasp, as she saw the figure splayed out on the bed.

There was Daisy. She was coated, from head to toe in white leather. She was completely encased, and she was tied tight to the bed frame, and, from the low moaning that was emanating from somewhere amongst all that leather casing, she had been like this for some time.

Candy recognised the outfit. It was one of theirs, from their carefully planned wardrobe. The corset, the shoulder length gloves, the sky-high boots, all in beautiful soft, white leather. It was amongst Daisy’s and Candy’s favourite shared costumes, but it was a shock to find her lover dressed in it and left so cruelly bound.

And the hood was an item that she didn’t recognise, still in the same white leather but different and more stringent than the usual hood that accompanied that outfit. No wonder Daisy could only make low moaning noises and, no wonder, she’d made little noise during the night.

It was clear from the bulging around the mouth and cheeks that Daisy’s poor mouth was either stuffed with something or that the hood had an integral gag. In fact, it was the latter. There was a large rubber pear-shaped gag filling Daisy’s mouth, Candy was soon to discover.

Three additional straps, all in broad white leather, held the hood close to her lover’s face, the first, over the mouth pressed the pear home firmly. The second over the padded eye-pods of the hood, cut out every last shred of any possible, meagre ray of light that might have lessened the darkness. The third strap went under Daisy’s chin and up through side loops to above the crown of her head where it buckled tight, effectively keeping her jaws firmly shut on the awful rubber gag.

Candy leapt into action and raised her head sufficiently to release the three buckled straps, at least affording Daisy some relief, whilst she worked behind the raised head to loosen the lacing and feel for the hidden zip. A full 6 minutes later, the hood could begin to be eased from her head, and, slowly, slowly, Daisy’s head to each

“Are you alright?” Candy asked, anxious that Daisy had gone a bit crazy, a little dool-alley.

“I’m fine. I was enjoying that,” was the response. “She only left me in that about 50 minutes ago. I’m really okay. I asked Janet to do it. Don’t worry.”

Candy was worried, she didn’t know, nor would she for now, that Daisy had enjoyed the most passionate night of bondage and attention that she had ever experienced. And her name was Janet? Mistress #1 was called Janet?

Daisy continued to grin like the cat that had got the cream, whilst Candy worked at the ropes that held her. She’d been splayed out in the centre of the double bed, her arms spread above her and tied to each of the headposts, her booted legs spread to the foot of the bed-frame.

Soon, Daisy was sat up, and still looking very satisfied. Candy noted the redness around her cock, which was just showing below the tiny skirt of the white, leather corset and above the tops of the towering white leather boots.

“It looks like you’ve had a rough night?” quizzed Candy, now feeling a little jealous that Daisy wasn’t more disturbed by her experience.

“Yes, you could say that. She’s certainly very strong.” Daisy responded.

“That would be, Janet, who’s very strong?” probed Candy, wanting some description of what had happened.

But she wasn’t going to get any and nor was she, Candy, going to disclose to Daisy just how well she and Helen Sharp had got on. The two kissed each other tenderly but there was an unspoken agreement that neither would disclose too much information about the previous night’s liaisons.

Daisy undressed, with help from her friend. And they showered together, each bathing the other’s body down. It did not go unnoticed that there were several bite marks on areas of Daisy’s body, nor that she winced slightly, when Candy tried to wash her cock for her. The penis looked at peace now, but it had clearly received some rough treatment and Candy felt more pangs of jealousy.

They robed, and they got a light breakfast, eaten in almost complete silence. Neither wanted to tell their lover they had just spent the most amazing night with their respective “guest”. Each aware that the other might not react too well to a new lover being on the scene.

Daisy spent the day contemplating what had happened to her. The rough undressing, the biting and scratching, the constant talk of what she, Janet was wanting to do to her. The clothing in leather, the binding of the arms behind her and then several hours of talking about leather and rope and the mad passionate frenzy of the stroking of the engorged penis, until Daisy had come in one mighty explosion.

And then Janet, the slightly crazy, certainly sexy, prison warden, with a passion, even an obsession, for leather, had enjoyed her own ecstatic, climax moment, courtesy of an unbound Daisy. Then, Daisy had hugged Janet, and she’d been hugged by Janet, and held close, before the same had happened again. And a third, and maybe even a fourth time, she’d been brought to a climax. She’d lost count. All she knew was, she was completely spent and the pair had fallen asleep, her arms, once again, bound behind, but her legs and head free, Janet entwined around her.

And then, early, she’d been awoken and worked on, again. And then Janet had shown her the hood and Daisy had nodded that she was prepared to accept it. And then the hooding, the tying to the bed and one last, almighty climax. And then Janet had left, the sex-crazy, and versatile, but possibly slightly mad, Janet, had left, showering and dressing before disappearing without a word, leaving the poor hooded Daisy to concentrate on her throbbing and overworked cock.

And Daisy had loved every minute of it. The first time ever that Daisy had been alone with a woman and, what a woman. She wanted more. But she wasn’t going to tell Candy that she’d loved it so much.

Similarly, Candy was now confused. She’d entered the Mistress’s bedroom last night in some trepidation. Now, she saw the Governess, her Mistress, in a whole new light. She had been tender, caring and considerate. She had divulged enough to show her vulnerability but not so much as to relinquish her power. Candy wanted more of Helen Sharp.

They spent much of the day, apart. Daisy had done a shopping list for the kitchens, they were doing another meal. They both needed as much practise as they could get before cookery lessons started. And, they wanted to repay the Mistress for her treat, taking them out. Now the ingredients had arrived, and Daisy sorted them, then did some cleaning and household chores.

Candy had picked up her pad and was doodling. She was keen to design some new uniforms for the wardens and she particularly wanted to dress her beloved Helen in something more flattering than the ill-fitting skirt and jacket she wore.

So, she sketched out a few ideas but kept them to herself. When she’d drawn one out that she particularly liked, she ticked it, and vowed to spend time elaborating, until she had about 30 tiny drawings or rough sketches and 5 that were ticked. This was going to be her project for the next month or so, to prove how committed she was to Her Mistress and how committed she was to the whole establishment. Furthermore, she vowed, she wouldn’t share these images with Daisy, if Daisy wasn’t going to share any information on Mistress #1. You could say there was a slight tension between the two she-males. Each was uncertain where the other stood.

When the Mistress arrived home that night, she was greeted in the usual manner, and Candy, in particular fussed around her, until she told her to stop. Candy was hurt. She wanted to fuss her, she wanted to show her she had affection. She thought that was what Helen Sharp needed.

Human chemistry is a funny thing. Helen Sharp had felt genuine love for Candy  that night and wanted to tell her. But, to admit such a thing would be lunacy for a woman in her position. Her power over the girls would be destroyed, her vulnerability would come to the fore. She’d be hurt. Again. Like so many previous times.

So, the Mistress, Helen Sharp, went the other way. She would be hard on Candy. Then Candy would know who was boss and maintain respect.

When told that dinner would be on the table by 7.30pm, the Mistress asked Daisy if it was all in hand.

Oh, yes. We made it together. It just needs serving now. In around 15 minutes.” Daisy told her.

“Good!” said Helen Sharp, “I want you to do something for me.

“Anything Mistress. We wanted to thank you for the theatre trip last night. We hope we can do that again?”

“I’m certain we can, but I want you to take Candy to the dining room, and I want you to bind her tightly to her feeding chair. I also want her blindfolded. Can you do that for me?”

“But why?” asked Daisy, “She was so looking forward to you coming home from work today. And she’s been working on designing a new uniform. She’ll be wanting to talk to you about it.”

“Yes, and that is just what I wish to avoid. I want her blindfolded and strapped. Clear? And you must feed her and then I want her gagged and left at the table.” said the Mistress, “And, if you can’t do that for me, I’ll strap her myself. In fact, if you don’t do it now, I shall bind you both and feed you both.”

“I’ll see to it, straight away.” said a confused Daisy,

“Good, I shall be along soon.” The Mistress had to re-assert control. Control was everything.

Daisy approached Candy, who was working in the kitchen. She was looking a picture. She’d made a special effort with her touching up her semi-permanent make-up and she’d spent an hour doing her hair and the pink satin frock and the pink leather high boots set off the very picture of femininity, and of desire.

“You have to come with me,” said Daisy, “I need to do something.”

A few minutes later and she had sat Candy down at her feeding chair and had buckled the first arm behind the back of the chair.

“Why? What have I done?” pleaded Candy, a tear in the corner of her eye.

“I’m sorry, my sweet girl, I don’t know. I’m just doing as I’m told.” Daisy had said as she’d brought the other arm behind the chair and was locating it into one of the two rear leather cuffs.

Then she’d strapped a booted leg to each front leg of the chair. And then the lap strap had gone across and flattened down Candy’s beautiful, petticoated satin frock and the breast strap had held her bosom close to the padded back of the seat.

Finally, she had gone to fetch a pink satin, padded blindfold and had slipped this down over Candy’s immaculately made-up face until all sight had been obliterated, and a pleading Candy was still asking what she had done wrong.

Dinner was a quiet affair. Candy had stopped imploring and took her food, in silence. The Mistress said nothing and so Daisy just got on with the job of feeding herself and feeding poor Candy.

At the end of the meal, she cleared away all the plates and had started to wash up, but her Mistress called her. “What did I ask you to do, at the end of the meal?” she raged.

Daisy nodded and went to get a pink rubber ball-gag. She teased open Candy’s luscious lips and inserted the ball, then took the black leather straps behind her head and buckled them together.

“Thank you, acknowledged the Mistress. Now, bring me a pair of the pink, foam ear-plugs.

Daisy looked decidedly uncomfortable. So, Candy was to be deprived of her sight, her speech, her movement and now her hearing? What was going on?

But, Daisy sensed the Mistress was in no mood to debate and she hurried off and came back with a box with two sets of plugs. The Mistress herself squeezed one into each ear and rammed them firmly home so that poor, distraught Candy lost all sound, to add to her discomfort.

“Now, you and I need to talk, Daisy. Please sit down here, with me.” And she went to the sofa, taking a glass of wine and what remained in the bottle, with her.

Daisy brought her own glass across and the Mistress shared the remaining wine between them.

“How are you enjoying your stay here?” quizzed the Mistress.

“Very much. We think it’s wonderful. We think you are wonderful. Candy particularly, speaks about you a lot. We both want to serve you and please you, Mistress.”

“And I appreciate it. How do you feel about Candy? You two seem very close?” continued Helen, probing and probing.

“We are. We are very close, but we’ve had to be. We only had each other to look after in the prison. Now we have you to look after, and we want to serve you the best we can.”

“Good. Good. But you know this is a temporary arrangement? It can’t last for ever. What will you do when it’s time to leave? Three months will go very quickly.”

“We don’t want to think about that. We want to enjoy the time we have here. replied Daisy.

In fact, both girls did think about it constantly. They didn’t want this life, these surroundings, the clothes, the Mistress, any of it, to end. They’d both said that, and even, in the short time they’d been in the house, each had become very fond of their Mistress.

“Well, let me ask you about last night. How was the evening?”

“Oh! It was the best night ever. The meal, the theatre. It was just perfect. That’s why Candy worked so hard to please you today. We wanted to say thank you.”

I’m not talking about Candy now. How was the evening for you? Specifically, how was it when you got back here?”

Daisy blushed red. Back here, with sex-bomb Janet, had been the best part of the night. Did she admit that? Did she betray Candy?

“It was very nice.” She was as non-committal as she could be. “I like Janet. I’m sorry, Mistress. I like Mistress #1.”

“Yes, well I have to tell you that Janet, liked you. She has very peculiar, very specific, tastes, Janet. You seem to have satisfied them, last night. She wants to see more of you.”

Daisy was thrilled. It confirmed that what both had felt last night was real. Or real-ish. She also wanted more of Janet but was guarded.

“I’m glad I pleased her. I would be happy to see her again, if that is what Mistress #1 desires.”

“What she desires is no mystery, Daisy. She is completely focussed on her leather fetish. She’s asked me if she can come shopping with us and take you off to a couple of “special shops” she knows. I think she is fascinated by you. And I know she wants to see you again. For sure. So, may I invite her to choose some clothes for you? We have quite a big allowance to spend. And I would enjoy picking things for Candy. How do you feel?”

Daisy liked where this was going. She too had formed a very strong attachment to her leather clothes and her high boots and she would be thrilled to have Janet picking out some items for her, and them sharing it together.

“I think I would like that. And I know Candy would like that. I think she’s very fond of you, Mistress.”

“I don’t think we need to talk about Candy’s feelings. This is a job to me. You are part of my work. I appreciate the care you are both showing, and I am growing fond of both of you. But if you cross me, I shall not hesitate to send you both packing off to your open prisons. Understood?”

Daisy nodded. She didn’t really believe the Mistress. More importantly, Helen Sharp didn’t believe what she was saying, either. It was a defence. She knew she could fall in love with Candy . . . but she knew she couldn’t afford to be hurt. Again. It was that simple.

The Mistress fell silent. So, Daisy asked if she could leave to finish the dishes. As she got up, she took a look across at the immobile and silent figure of pretty Candy, bound to her chair, and she turned to Helen Sharp.

“Maybe, Mistress, you should think less of the job occasionally and more about what you want from life? There’s no harm in caring for someone, and in someone caring for you. You should start looking out for your own feelings, you know.” And she left. Helen Sharp said nothing but went across and stroked Candy’s head and then held it to her breast, in a tender caress.

The Mistress held Candy in that embrace for a full 5 minutes. Then she went to the kitchen and helped Daisy to dry and put away the dishes.

She really, really, wanted to say thank you for the sound advice Daisy had delivered, but she didn’t.

She really, really, wanted to ask how Daisy would feel about “sharing” Candy, but she didn’t.

Instead, the pair worked in silence and then she turned to Daisy and said, “Thank you for a lovely meal. And thank you for looking after Candy, tonight. I’m going to my room now. I have things to get ready for tomorrow, for work. Please release Candy and take her upstairs. And thank her for me. Tell her I’m sorry. And look after her. We’ll talk again about our shopping trip. Maybe next weekend would suit you both? I shall ask you again about Mistress #1 joining us, when you and Candy have had time to discuss matters, together. Please, look after her. You both make me feel very proud.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” replied Daisy, “And please don’t be offended. We care for you very much. Both Candy and I.” and she leant over and kissed her Mistress delicately on the cheek.

Helen Sharp acknowledged this, and she nodded. She left without another word and the three would not speak for the next two days. She left a note the next morning to say she would not be there to join them for dinner the next two nights. They were to amuse themselves.

And amuse themselves, they did. It was now less than a fortnight until the first cookery class that both were going to lead. It was even sooner when Candy was due to take her first Art class and, in between planning for both of these, she was busying herself, working on the new uniform designs. Two or three of the designs she had done were both striking, but also sexy. Powerful looking but also feminine. Authoritarian, but with soft edges. She liked them, and she had pictured Helen Sharp in the sassy purple leather outfit she had designed specifically for her.

The sissies each knew that the other had desires for the two women they had spent that weekday night with. But neither would broach the subject. And they still loved each other, so it was a difficult, difficult, situation. One that would not be easily resolved and one that both avoided discussing.

Chapter 7

Candy’s Self-Inflicted Punishment

“Are you mad? Have you gone absolutely bonkers?” it was Daisy raging at Candy, “The Mistress has told me what you’ve done. I can’t let you. Why would you want to do that?

Candy shuffled awkwardly, and then spoke softly, “I want some attention from her. I want to please her. I can’t stand her ignoring me, like this.”

“But you’ve had a Level 6 Punishment. You hated it. Why on earth would you actually ask to be punished?” Daisy was trying to get inside the mind of what she considered a very mixed-up Candy.

It was true, Saturday morning, after three days of being completely shut-out, Candy had gone to The Mistress and said she was sorry for whatever she had done wrong, and she asked to be punished.

The Mistress had said little, but had asked her why the unusual request.

“Because I wish to show my regret for anything I’ve done or said, that might have angered you. I want you to punish me because I want to show my devotion to you. Please, Mistress, allow me to do this.”

The Mistress had gazed at her in utter silence for several minutes. She had wanted to hold her and tell her that everything was fine, that she was loved and they’d be together. But the years of hate for all people and the years of regret for past times, lost, didn’t allow her to show the compassion she should. She was the Governess and she ruled. Candy was unimportant to her, the Governess told herself, just another she-male who happened to have been in this prison far too long.

And “the Governess” won this battle of wills, and she took over from the compassionate, Helen Sharp.

“Very well, if that’s what you want. Tomorrow. Be ready by 8.00am. You will be dressed in your red satin frock, over a black satin corset. The dress with the black underskirts. No underwear, no boots or gloves. Wear a light pair of shoes. You have requested it and I am happy to oblige. But do not expect me to show any mercy, Candy.”

“No, none is expected Mistress. I really want you to do this. Thank you.” And she had left, her head bowed . . . and her Mistress deeply troubled.

And now Daisy, who she thought would understand her thinking on this, was berating her for being an idiot.

“But you only did a few hours last time. And I was there with you and you were still anxious. This could be 12 hours or even 24. It’s utter madness.”

“But I want to show her I care,” said Candy, still resolute, and prepared to face Daisy down.

“She does. She really does care, you twit. That’s why she couldn’t face you on Wednesday night. That’s why I had to tie you up and blindfold you. That’s why she’s avoided us these three days. She can’t tell you that she feels something for you, in case she gets let down. I sense she’s been let down before and that’s why she puts up this strong front, but I think she’s quite soft, underneath the bitchy appearance. But she’s not going to let us know that.”

“But I wouldn’t let her down. I want to stay here forever. I love it here. But I want to stay with you as well. I still love you and I always will. We’ve been through so much. Now, I have to go through this, alone, to show her I’ll do whatever she wants of me.”

And no amount of talking would change Candy’s mind, so the two sat in silence at the meal that night, and after it, Daisy was called to the Mistress’s lounge.

“Ah, Daisy, thank you for coming to see me. I want you to assist me tomorrow. Candy is insistent that she be punished, I am happy to oblige. I want you to be there to help me.” The Mistress was emotionless, as she spoke, in such a matter-of-fact way, and this worried Daisy greatly.

“Do you have to do this, Mistress. I don’t think Candy is thinking straight. I really think . . .”

But Daisy was interrupted by an angry look from the Mistress, who, herself, was not thinking straight. “Are you questioning my authority, young lady?”

Daisy dropped her head, “No, Mistress. Not at all.”

“Good, Then I expect your help and I expect you to be ready, with Candy, at 8.00am. tomorrow. The black leather corset dress and gloves and boots would be appropriate. Now go.” And the Mistress ushered her out, with a degree of contempt in her voice, which shocked Daisy.

So, the next morning, the two girls were awake at 7.00 and ready by 7.55am. Candy looked nervous but controlled. Daisy was the more nervous, for both of them. She fussed over Candy’s red satin frock, smoothing it down and pulling at the lacy black petticoats. Then she had looked at herself in the mirror, more than once, and checked her black leather “uniform” was okay.

The mistress appeared at precisely 8.00am., just as they knew she would. She had dressed herself in her black leather corset dress, the one she’d worn a couple of weeks back, with the zip down the front. She had boots and gloves that almost matched Daisy’s, and the pair could pass for twins.

She held out a handful of objects and ordered Daisy, “Bind her hands behind her. Collar and leash her.”

And Daisy did, very reluctantly, as she’d been instructed.

She took the short length of black cord and secured Candy’s wrists behind her back. She buckled the black, leather, collar, around Candy’s neck, looking her companion straight in the eyes, as she fussed with the buckle under Candy’s chin.

And then she snapped the leash onto the collar and Candy was good to go.

“Good, now bring her along.” And the Governess, because she was definitely the Governess today, led the way, as the unlikely trio trooped out of the house and across to the prison doorway, in through the secure gates, down the corridors and to the door of the Level 6 punishment facility.

It was clear that the Governess, as ever, was prepared. When they entered the empty punishment suite, Daisy and Candy saw the equipment all set out ready. They took in their surroundings in one slow sweep of the room.

They saw the strange black boots standing, absolutely upright. They saw the strange black gloves with paddle ends, that lay stretching out and out, completely flat. They saw the rolls of clear adhesive tape and the variety of leather straps in various lengths. They saw the feeding bottle stand and the adapted hoods that were laid near to the gloves. And they saw the bed that was to be Candy’s prison.

It had been prepared with a web of black leather strapping. Seven or eight, strong, broad, leather, straps ran down the length of the bed. Starting at what was clearly the “head” end. Each strap had been stretched and attached across the bed from one side to the other, but each flat, stretched strap, had another loose strap riveted to the centre. So, where the head was going to lie, the one strap went across taut fixed, from one side of the bed to the other, but it held a short belt with two loose ends, a buckle and a strap, that was riveted fast to the centre of the fixed strap.

And this arrangement continued down the bed. Each riveted belt was of a different length, short at the head and foot of the bed, longer as they went down towards the waist and longer as they went up towards where the thighs would rest. It was clear that Candy was to be held in this cocoon of leather, and Daisy was alarmed, but Candy remained resolute.

“Candy, I shall give you one opportunity to change your mind. Look around you and tell me you want me to do this.” The Governess was expressionless, but inside she was regretting putting on this hard face. But she knew no other way.

Candy showed considerable courage, even if it was an entirely foolish act, “No, I shall not change my mind. I want to do this to show my devotion to you. You can do whatever you please to me, Mistress, I shall still be devoted to you.”

“Very well! Daisy unleash her and unbind her hands. And then help me with these gloves.”

The gloves were similar to the ones Daisy had been forced to wear for her confinement. But, as the Governess picked them up, they remained straight and rigid, and their paddle ends were also clearly inflexible.

“They have a steel flat band running the length of the glove, explained the Governess, like the steel bones in a corset. Once on, the arm is held straight and rigid and the hand is trapped inside the flat paddle. Now, please take the smallest roll of clear tape and bind Candy’s fingers.”

Little else was said, for several minutes, as Daisy looked pitiably on Candy and wrapped lengths and lengths of clear adhesive tape around her fingers and palms to keep the hand absolutely rigid, within its glove encasement.

Then they presented the first glove to the taped-up, right arm. It was unzipped, its full length, and Candy’s flattened hand was threaded into the rigid end paddle. Then, as the zip was brought up and up, it straightened Candy’s entire arm from hand to shoulder, in its steel boned grip.

The second glove went on just as easily and now Candy stood her rigid arms forming two straight and inflexible lines down the sides of her body.

Then came the weird boots. Daisy remembered her first day in Deportment lessons and the stiff leather boots she had worn then. But these were stiffer. They stood like two proud sentinels, over 30 inches high, like two sentries, stood to impeccable attention.

They were also steel boned, it was explained. The wearer would be unable to walk in them. It would be impossible. They could stand with difficulty, but the legs would be held, absolutely straight, with no flex whatsoever, so even standing, for long periods, was uncomfortable.

As they were brought towards Candy, she gulped, in some fear, and was advised to rest back, against the punishment bed. Then the first boot was unzipped down its entire length and the two sides flopped a little, but the boot lost none of its rigidity.

Candy’s left foot was rid of its shoe and was then raised up and the boot brought forward, as her foot slid into its accommodating “foot-bed”. Then, before zipping it up, The Governess presented the other boot and Candy’s right foot was fed into the second unzipped contraption.

“Right,” said the Governess, Candy stretch up and Daisy, you and I will zip one boot each, all the way to the top. Candy, you need to support yourself as best you can.”

And, with a strong and deliberate pull the zip came up and up and up until the two top ends of each boot met just under Candy’s loosely swinging cock.

Now, with Candy stood completely rigid, her taped hands immovable, her arms flat by her sides, her booted legs held straight and upright in the low-heeled, steel-lined boots, the strapping could begin. Under the Governess’s direction, Daisy took up each of the lengths of loose leather strapping that lay by the rolls of clear tape.

The shortest strap went around Candy’s ankles, pressing them firmly together, as Daisy buckled it, tight. Then a second around the knees, as Candy was supported by the Governess with a firm grip to her top body. Then one around the booted thighs. Another around the waist and to secure the gloved wrists, held by her sides. A last long strap, across her red satin bodice, pressing her upper arms, tight into her body. She was now completely bound in the unforgiving leather straps, and these bonds were inescapable.

Now, she was to be taped.

The Governess explained that the rolls of clear tape were to go from the ankles of the two boots, around and around, and up to the very top of the ultra-high leather. Daisy was to do that, and it was to be a neat job, instructed the Governess.

Meanwhile, Helen Sharp was attending to the top half and was already tightly cocooning Candy in the clear tape which was like a strong cling-film, but in narrower rolls. Each roll was about 6 to 8 inches wide and the tape clung to itself as it wrapped around its prey but did no harm to either the gloves, or the boots, or the red satin frock, which it now gradually covered in its shiny, see-through embrace.

Once or twice, Candy nearly lost her balance, and had to be caught and supported, but within ten minutes, she was almost covered entirely in the transparent tape. Her head had not been touched. Her groin area was free, just an inch or two of flesh showing, and her cock was still hanging limp, this was not a time to get excited about. But the rest of her upper and lower body was now in a mummifying cocoon of clear tape and her red satin dress and her black gloved arms and black booted legs, all held together with those cruel straps, still showed clearly through the covering.

“Right, we are putting her flat, her head up that end and her feet down here. This will be the hardest part,” said the Governess. And it was.

The two women took a few minutes of careful lifting, turning and manoeuvring to get Candy lined up and then raise her and drop her horizontally onto the bed and over the top of the web of leather strapping that waited to greet their guest.

Eventually, the Governess was satisfied that she was dead centre of the bed and the head and feet were correctly lined up for the straps that were to hold them. If they were correct, the rest were definitely okay, she had told Daisy. And she knew what she was doing. She was, definitely, back to being the precise and orderly Governess, today.

Daisy expected now to be buckling her friend and lover, into the straps that ran the length of Candy’s inert body, but the Governess told her to stand back.

She, then approached Candy with the plastic cock cage that would allow passage of urine but not allow any erection or any tampering. She spoke softly to Candy as she stood over her, at the head end of the bed.

“Not too long now, my dear. You are nearly done but I am going to fit this to you. You’re familiar with the cage. It does the same job as those you’ve worn before. But this one will allow you to go to the toilet. Only number 1s, of course. I’m not plugging your butt, but doing any other business for several hours, is completely out of the question. You understand that, don’t you?”

Candy nodded her head, the only part of her that she could move, except her penis, and soon, even that would have lost its freedom.

Now was the time for getting excited, as the Governess picked up Candy’s cock in her leather-gloved hands, and held it upright, as she tried to locate the fixing ring around the ball-sac. Candy wanted her to massage it. She craved the Governess’s attention but, Helen Sharp was in full, sadistic, work mode and she held the cock with a degree of contempt, or distaste, as she attempted, with one hand to locate the ring into its proper position.

Then she had to ask Daisy to take the cock, from her. She definitely needed two hands for this job. So, Daisy did, and she caressed it slightly, aware that she didn’t want Candy getting too excited, at this critical point.

And then it was done, once the ring was on, the penis slid easily into its plastic tube prison and the fixing rod held the lot together, as the Governess snapped a small brass padlock through the restraining holes and the contraption was secured.

“Good, now, the feeding tubes and the hood. Pass me the first latex hood, Daisy.”

Daisy picked up the adapted, latex, Gwendoline hood, that had the odd arrangement of rubber tubing for nostrils and for mouth. This was the bit Candy was not looking forward to and she showed fear in her eyes, for the first real time.

The Governess spoke to her and brushed her hair, with her gloved hand, “Sshhh! My sweet little girl. Don’t worry. Once this is on, you’ll soon adjust to it. You’ve had lots of practise now. Just remember, locate your tongue under the feeding tube. If it’s over the top of it, it makes it very difficult. But we’ll check you. And remember, someone will be monitoring you all the time.”

And it was true, there were little body monitors planted under the corset she wore and in the gloves and the boots. These would give a constant read-out of pulse, heart-rate, breathing etc. All the main bodily functions would be watched and checked, and help would be minutes away, she had been assured.

Candy nodded, and she closed her eyes, as the latex hood came down.

Daisy and the Governess then worked to implant the ear-buds so that they could speak to Candy during her ordeal, and they then hurriedly set to, to insert the breathing and feeding tubes. This done, they took up the plain black leather, full-face, hood, and brought this over the top of the latex open hood and fed the life-giving tubes through, before zipping, and lacing, it in place.

Now, Candy’s entire world had changed to black. Black, confined and motionless. She felt an eerie sense of loneliness, of complete abandonment, as the last light, and the last sounds, disappeared. And she wondered what it must be like for people who had no sight, or had no hearing? The thought made her shudder. If shudder she could, under her restraints.

The very last jobs for the two “captors” were to secure the several straps that ran the length of Candy’s body, and to check the monitors and the ear-buds.

Daisy started at the feet, and the Governess at the head, as each strap was buckled tight across the human cocoon and Candy’s head, then neck, then upper torso and waist were strapped tight. And Daisy did her ankles, her knees and her thighs.

Then the Governess went to the computer and checked all the readings. Candy was at peace, they told her expert eye. She was calm. She was under control. And the Governess looked across at her, and she felt guilt, for having done this to poor, innocent, Candy. She felt pity, for the completely motionless figure lying there. And she wondered what Candy must be thinking, now. And she felt an emotional stirring that said, “She’s doing this to prove a point to me. I shouldn’t be afraid to have someone care for me. And I shouldn’t be afraid to care for someone else.”

And she stood in silence for a moment before dismissing Daisy.

“Daisy, I’m sorry. You have to go. I thank you for your help. I’m sorry. I need to stay here. On my own. With Candy. I’ll send for you, if I need you. But, please, just go.”

Daisy understood. And she nodded and left, without a word. One of the duty wardens would let her out, through the secure gates. She had the key to the house.

And the Governess pulled up a chair, right to the bed, and sat, with her hands resting gently on Candy’s body, much like a relative keeping watch over a sick person, in a hospital bed. And she considered her past, and she considered her future.

And she never called for Daisy. All day, she sat there. This was something she had to do. She and Candy had to work this out together. So, she sat, and she whispered into Candy’s un-hearing ears. She set up the feeds and she checked the monitors. Half hourly, she relayed a comforting message through the ear-buds.

After the second feed, around 4 hours into the “punishment”, she checked the cock-cage and the receiving bucket under the bed. The bucket was empty. And then she took the key to the cock cage and tenderly, she took it off.

And then she gently held the man-flesh and massaged the erecting penis, as she heard some low sounds coming from under the double hooding. So, she spoke into the microphone and soothed Candy, and she went back to administering the healing massage.

She was the gentlest she’d ever been, and she was emotional, and she was sorry, and she was happy, all at the same time. It was weird, the effect this she-male was having on her. Strong, forceful, unapproachable, dominant, angry, resentful Governess Sharp, was falling in love. She was going to pieces, turning to mush. And she liked the feeling.

And then her magic massage worked, and as difficult as it was, given her restraints, Candy bucked and groaned and then released her lot. And her body, again became completely inert.

“She’d enjoyed that,” thought Helen Sharp, so, she vowed to herself to repeat it. In a couple of hours, or so.

Twelve whole hours, Governess Sharp remained there. Never taking her eyes or her thoughts, from Candy, and from the monitors.

At the end of the 12 hours, she had made several very important decisions and she decided enough was enough.

She slowly released Candy, after telling her via her implanted ear-buds, that the punishment had been served and that it was she, Governess Sharp, and not Candy, who had needed to be taught a lesson, and she had been taught a very important one, today.

She released the straps, she took off the hood. She took out the ear-buds, she eased out the feeding and the breathing tubes. She cut away all the tape holding the body, she unbuckled the inner straps, unzipped the rigid gloves and the rigid boots, and she rubbed the arms and legs that they had, so cruelly, trapped, and she kissed Candy’s lips and she massaged her body and got the blood circulating. And she said, “I’m sorry, Candy. I’m so sorry.”

A weakened Candy smiled up at her, and said, “Don’t be. I’d do anything for you, Mistress. I love you.”

Chapter 8

A Surprise for The Mistress

The weekend had arrived with some sadness and bad feeling, it had ended on a better note. Helen Sharp had made herself scarce for the past four days from Wednesday to Saturday, but, on the Sunday, the day of the punishment, everything had changed. On the Monday morning, after Candy had been given a good rest, she had called the girls together and made at least a start, to try and explain her feelings.

“I wonder if you would be good enough to include me for dinner tonight, girls. I really have missed you both and I have missed your cooking. May we sit and eat together? I think we need to talk. I have things I need to explain to both of you.”

Both girls were shocked at the approach. Of course, they would welcome her to the table. They had also missed her, and they wanted to share a meal with her. They wanted to share everything with her. So, that was decided.

Candy perked up visibly at the news that the three were to eat together. She knew that tonight, she wouldn’t be excluded from the conversation like she had been, four days previously.

As they prepared the meal together, Daisy suddenly turned, took Candy’s two hands in hers and re-assured her they would always be friends. And then she leant in and kissed her on her pink painted lips.

“But, she said, “I know that you have feelings for the Mistress. And I think you know I have feelings for Janet Porter. And this is a tricky situation. But, I want you to know, I wouldn’t be jealous if you were to become close to our Mistress.”

And, at that, Candy spilled it all out, as she’d been wanting to for days, “I think I love her. And I think she may love me. And I can’t cope with these feelings. And I don’t want to hurt you. I still love you and you mean so much to me. But this is different. And I don’t know what to do?”

“Okay. And I’ll always love you, but I’m telling you now, I won’t mind if you go with the Mistress. I’d understand. And you have to understand how I might feel about Mistress #1. We got on very well. And the sex was tremendous. And . . .” she could have said more, but she stopped herself. “Anyway, let’s sort your problem first. So here is what we’re going to do . . . .” 

. . . and then Daisy and Candy plotted and plotted for the rest of the day, as they set to work to work to plan the evening meal.

Then, after her early return from work, Daisy delivered a message to the Governess, who was in her lounge and keeping away from the kitchen and any common areas.

“Please Mistress, we have a request. We’d like you to join us for drinks, before we have tonight’s meal. In the dining room at 6.30pm., if that is convenient. And we would like you to wear your purple rubber dress for the meal, if that pleases you. Oh, and your black leather evening gloves. We thought we’d make it a sort of special celebration. I hope you don’t think me impertinent for making demands. But it’s been four days since we ate with you. And we wanted to make the evening special.”

Mistress Sharp nodded. “I’ll be there for 6.30pm. I can’t promise what I shall be wearing but thank you for the invitation.”

At 6.30, on the dot, Mistress Helen Sharp swept into the dining room. She had spent a long hour making up her saddened face and styling her locks of dark hair. And she had squeezed her slender frame, once more, into the stunning long purple latex gown and she had drawn the long, black, leather, opera, shoulder gloves, up her fair arms. She looked ravishing and Daisy, who was already there, told her so.

“And do I please you, Mistress?”, she asked, as she twirled in the red leather skirted corset and the long red leather thigh boots. Her arms were adorned in the long red leather gloves and her make-up was highlighted in dramatic reds and blacks.

“You look stunning Daisy, but then you both always look stunning, these days. Where is Candy?” enquired the Mistress.

“She’ll be here very soon. Please take a seat.” replied Daisy. But, as Mistress Helen went to sit at the table, Daisy steered her towards one of the two special feeding chairs. And then plonked her down with some force into it.

“This is your seat tonight, Mistress. Please forgive me, but I have to do this. She took Helen’s gloved right arm and took it behind the chair. And then she slipped it between the two short lengths of strapping bolted to the back of the chair and buckled the straps tight to secure the arm there. Then, without a word, she took the other gloved arm and took it to the back of the chair and secured that with the other pair of short, but strong, leather straps.

“Ah, here’s Candy now, Mistress. I’ll leave her to finish restraining you.” And Daisy went to see to the meal, as Candy entered.

She was dressed in head to toe latex. The red rubber corset was attached to a pair of red latex stockings. The briefest of red latex briefs covered her penis and her latex-stockinged legs were zipped into above the knee black latex boots. And, atop the corset, she wore the beautiful, full circle, latex dress with the soft, black, layers of latex, under-skirting, which fell to just above the knees and with the stunning, bodice, which gripped tight to her heaving chest. She wore a super-long pair of black, latex, fingerless gloves that reached right up to the short cap sleeves of the red latex dress and her hair was taken up and highlighted with red hair grips, to match her ensemble.

She looked stunning and Helen Sharp was certainly stunned.

Candy knelt at her legs and took first one ankle booted leg and strapped it to the front leg of the feeding chair. Then she tenderly took the other leg and secured that in its leather strapping, to the other chair leg. Then she got up and leant in to Mistress’s face and kissed her passionately on the lips, saying, “Tonight, I am in control Mistress. I want you to enjoy yourself. Do you have any complaints?”

“No. None.” mumbled Helen Sharp, intoxicated by the circumstance.

“Good, because if you do, I shall be obliged to gag you. Now, Daisy will take her meal in her room tonight. We are all alone and will be until I decide otherwise. Understood?”

“Oh, yes. I understand.” said the Mistress, as she reached her head up for another passionate kiss.

Candy obliged but then set to finishing buckling the restraints. She pulled the bust straps across Helen’s ample, latex-covered bosom and buckled them tight. She brought the lap straps across her latex-covered thighs and buckled them tight, before reaching for the black latex blindfold, and buckling that tight around a surprised, but, compliant, Helen Sharp’s head.

Helen Sharp spent the next hour being attended to by Candy. She sipped at the wine glass offered to her lips. She gratefully swallowed the small helpings of fresh mushroom soup that were offered and she delicately ate the small pieces of meat and vegetable that had been so carefully cut for her.

“Dessert can wait,” declared Candy, as the last little portion of steak disappeared from the plate. “Have another drink of wine and then we shall retire to the sofa.”

Soon, the two latex bodies were intertwined on the leather sofa. Candy had released Helen from her chair but left the latex blindfold on her. Then she had re-tied Helen’s wrists behind her and led her to the sofa. Now, she was intent on giving her Mistress the most memorable of orgasms and she held her latex body close, and pressed her lips to Helen’s, as she raised the skirt of the long, luscious latex gown, and headed for her target, with her probing fingers, extending out from her latex-gloved hand.

The build-up to this moment, had taken so long, the binding, the serving of the first course, and then the second, that Helen Sharp was already begging for physical release and so, it took no time at all, once Candy had found her target and had begun to gently stimulate the area, until Helen Sharp let out a gentle moaning sound from her pursed lips, before a short, sharp, gasp, as she threw her head back and up and reached her climax.

It felt so good and Candy, who wanted nothing more tonight, than to please her Mistress, held her tight as she swooned, and smiled as the shivers of excitement passed through her Mistress’s body.

She kissed her Mistress again on her lips, which were now curled in a silly sort of grin and Helen gradually responded, till soon, both tongues were fighting a fierce duel. The passion between the two was clear and it was Governess Sharp who eventually won the duel of the tongues. She now pressed hard against Candy’s face with her own and she pressed her latex-clad body against Candy’s. And then, the door opened . . .

And in flew Daisy, in a mock rage, still dressed in the red leather ensemble.

“What’s going on here?” she raged, “I left you two to eat a quiet meal together and I find you rampaging together like over-sexed rabbits. Candy, you’ve betrayed me. You said you were mine, and mine alone. Stand up the pair of you.”

Candy and the Mistress, who was still blindfolded, stood up at this point and Candy held onto Helen to help her balance in her blinded state.

Daisy stepped up and tugged at the latex blindfold. It stretched and pulled away from the Mistress’s face.

“Right. If this is the way it’s to be. I shall help you two get along even better. Mistress, Candy, please follow me.”

Candy knew this was part of their game. Helen Sharp thought it must be all planned, but wasn’t quite certain. She obediently followed Daisy out of the room, intrigued to see where this was going.

It was going upstairs to the Master bedroom. Once there, she demanded, still trying for an acting Oscar, that the two hot b*****s stand by the side of the giant four-poster.

“Now, Mistress Sharp, if you please, I want you to remove Candy’s boots.”

She did as commanded.

“Now, her latex panties.” The Mistress removed those too.

“And you, you two-faced, cheating, witch,” she blazed, directing her venom at Candy, “Please take off Mistress Helen’s ankle boots.”

Candy knelt down to oblige.

Mistress Helen, are you wearing any panties?”

The Mistress indicated she wasn’t.

“Good, then we may proceed. I want you both facing each other. Mistress Helen please put your arms over her shoulders and around Candy’s neck, as though dancing a nice slow smoochy dance, with her. And Candy, please put your arms around Mistress Helen’s waist, as though holding her in a gentle embrace.”

Both of them did as told and stood in their enforced embrace, their faces just inches apart. And Daisy came to them holding two lengths of black, soft, silky, cord. She twisted the first length around and around Helen’s leather covered wrists, holding them tightly together, at the back of Candy’s neck. Then, satisfied these were sufficiently restrained, she took the other cord and tied Candy’s latex covered wrists together behind Mistress Helen’s waist, until they, too, were inescapably bound.

“Now, do you recognise this?” Daisy enquired, as she held up the loose latex hood. “It’s the double hood, you had specially made for us, back in the prison, Mistress, do you remember how you enjoyed binding us together? Well, it’s my turn for revenge. You two are going to spend some time in this. I can tell you, from experience, there is no escaping from your lips and tongues colliding. Now, both of you, hold still, whilst I hood you together.”

And she pulled the hood, first over Candy’s accepting head and then over the Mistress’s. She gave the Mistress a little wink, as her eyes disappeared from sight, beneath the layer of black latex. And then Daisy zipped up both sides of the hood and the faces of the two bound women, were forced closer and closer together, as the last teeth of the super-strong zip, were molded together.

Now, it was a tricky operation to get the two conjoined figures, prone on the giant bed, but, with perseverance, Daisy managed it. And then she retrieved more of the black silky cord and brought Candy’s ankles together and up behind her back. She tied them tightly together and then took the ends of the cord and brought it up the length of Candy’s back to meet Mistress Helen’s leather encased wrists, which were still bound tight at the back of Candy’s neck.

Once this difficult manoeuvre was accomplished, she went behind Mistress Helen and brought her dainty ankles together, and up, behind her back, where she tied them and then joined them to the rope holding Candy’s latex encased wrists tight, around the Mistress’s waist. She tied the cords together so that Helen’s feet were now bound to, and supported by, Candy’s arms.

Then she took one final cord and brought it under the two prone bodies, then, hoisting up the long latex gown to expose Mistress Helen’s groin, she forced Candy’s groin area into Mistress Helen’s, and tied the last cord tight to hold their bodies, tightly together, in that compromising position.

Now, she allowed herself a minute or two to admire her work. She could see that the two were already getting excited and beginning to explore each other with their close-knit tongues. She could also see Candy pressing her penis, which was now in full flow, hard against Mistress Helen’s exposed nether regions, and she, Mistress Helen, was responding, by pressing back hard against Candy.

Satisfied that the two of them were going to derive a good deal of pleasure from their “ordeal”, she leant in and wished them a very good night, before retreating from the bed and switching off the main light, leaving a glow from the small bedside lamp, illuminating the two jerking and thrusting figures, bundled together, so effectively.

In fact, she fully intended to return in an hour, well, maybe two hours, and release the pair, so they could enjoy each other, freely.

But neither Candy, nor Mistress Helen, knew that. So, they settled down to enjoy each other now, prepared for a very long night.

Chapter 9

A Surprise Visitor

Candy and her Mistress spent the next 5 nights, sharing the main bedroom, and “getting to know each other”. Daisy was happy for her companion but missed her terribly. Of course, they shared the days together and took many opportunities, in between the household chores and the preparation for teaching and Candy’s near obsession with designing a new uniform for her beloved Mistress, to hold each other and re-assure each other that their friendship was unbreakable.

Then, on the Thursday morning, a surprising thing happened. The Governess announced she would not be back until late, work and a meeting, or something. She would not require dinner and she insisted the two she-males bedded together.

“I know you are missing Candy badly, Daisy, and I am going to remedy that. But tonight, I insist you share a bed. Enjoy yourselves. You have my full permission and you have my blessing. But, tomorrow, would you ensure that Candy is dressed in these clothes?” and she handed a hanger-ful of clothes and a bundle of underwear and shoes and stockings, to a quizzical Daisy. “She is coming into work with me tomorrow morning, and she must be ready to leave by 8.30am.”

And then the Mistress turned to Candy, “And Candy, would you help Daisy get dressed tomorrow morning. She is to remain here. I have a list of jobs that need doing and I want her in the black latex maid’s outfit, along with the black leather corset, black leather thigh boots and the matching shoulder length gloves. I shall give you your instructions tomorrow morning, Daisy, when I come to collect Candy. Is that all clearly understood?”

And the two girls nodded, Candy excited to be going into work for the first official  time, and Daisy somewhat miffed that she had drawn the short straw and was to face a day of toil in the house.

The next morning, on the dot of 8.30am, the Governess in her uniform, was at the door of the girls’ bedroom, to pick up an excited Candy.

Candy stepped out looking pristine and business-like. She wore a set of brand new clothes that her Mistress had ordered on-line, and they fitted her perfectly.

Daisy had helped her into her black satin corset and then attached the fine silk stockings, in near black, to the suspenders of the corset. Then she had pulled up the crisp white satin panties over the suspenders and slipped her feet into the brand new, pair of black, leather, medium heeled, court shoes. Then the slim, black, leather pencil skirt had been zipped into place and covered the stocking tops and the knickers, which now housed an aroused penis. And, finally, a beautifully cut and expensive, crisp, white, satin blouse, tumbled over the black satin corset and was left out, to hide the leather skirt’s waistline.

She looked and she felt incredible. Both because the girls had enjoyed a blissful night together, re-stoking their affections for each other but because she felt she was somebody important now, going into work, to do a job, of sorts!

And Daisy looked equally stunning, although she felt far less enthusiastic about her day ahead. Working alone, doing a list of household jobs seemed no match for the exciting day Candy was going to have.

Daisy had been dressed just as ordered. Her black latex maid’s dress glistened and swished, as she moved. Her arms were sheathed in long, long, leather gloves and her legs similarly encased in the extra-long, thigh boots. She looked like a million dollars, not someone facing a day’s hard labour.

Right, instructions for the day, Daisy. Firstly, I want you to change the two sets of bedding, my room and yours. Then I want you to put out three of your leather outfits. The blue the red and the black. Alongside those, lay out the matching gloves, boots and leather and latex hoods, if you please. I’m to see they go to the cleaners and I want to do a full inventory check. I need them out by 10.00am. I shall come over and collect them personally. It’s as well to do regular cleans, even of the leather clothing, it will freshen everything up. Then I’ll give you some further instructions. You are in for a very tough day, I’m afraid. See you at 10.00am., remember. Clothes out, bedding changed.”

Daisy nodded, “Yes, Mistress,” but was inwardly seething that she was now the lowly maid, Candy was the favoured personal secretary, or whatever role she had planned for her.

She set to work immediately the door had closed on the exiting duo. She changed the Mistress’s bedding first and replaced it with fresh crisp linen, cleaned in the prison laundry. Then she did their bed, or HER bed, as it seemed destined to be. Then, in a bit of a rage, she threw the leather corset dresses, in blue and red and black, onto the freshly made-up bed. She had just put out the last of the matching gloves, boots and two sets of hoods, in each colour, when there was a knock at the door. “That must be the Governess, forgotten her key.” she thought, and a look at the clock told her it was 9.59am. “Punctual as ever.”

As she opened the door, her bottom jaw dropped almost to hit the floor. There stood Janet Porter, Mistress #1. But she was not in her warden’s outfit.  She wore a remarkable red leather short dress, over red thigh boots and red elbow-length gloves. She held a wicked looking black leather riding crop in one gloved hand and a suspicious large, black, leather holdall, clearly stuffed to the top with “something”, in her other hand.

“The Governess has told me to come and check on you, Daisy. She says she gave you instructions that all your clothes were to be put away neatly. Nothing left out. She has instructed me to inspect your bedroom. And, if it is not in proper order, she tells me I am to punish you, in any way I see fit. Lead the way, please. I hope there is not a scrap of clothing to be seen.”

Daisy bid her enter, and, as she walked past her, Daisy turned to close the door, with a massive, knowing grin on her face. She thought of the unholy mess she’d just left on the bed. It looked very much as though she was going to have to be punished!

Of course, the Governess, their precious Mistress was a fixer. She had arranged the whole day, Candy to be out, the fresh bed clothes and the mess of leather, just so that Mistress #1 had a viable excuse for stripping Daisy of her latex and getting her fully into her favoured, leather-mode, for a day’s fun.

None of the passion from 10 or 11 days previously, had died. Janet Porter had longed to get back in the sack with her leather slave-girl and Daisy had thought of little else either, in the long hours she had spent without her precious Candy, those last few days.

Soon, Mistress #1 had the she-male just the way she had threatened to keep her forever. She was clothed fully in the black leather, the corset dress replacing the latex maid’s dress, the boots and gloves already installed. The black leather hood that cut off her sight and her squeals of pleasure, added to the amazing picture of pure eroticism, as Daisy struggled, ineffectually, against her rope bonds, and Janet Porter used every weapon at her disposal, crop, tongue and gloved hand, to give her luscious leather-lady, the climax of her life.

The day went too quickly. It involved three distinct bondage sessions, interspersed with a lot of chatter and a lot of laughter. The three leather outfits each took a turn at adorning Daisy’s stunning body and she was forced to emit three large volleys of gunfire, each time bound in a different position, and at the mercy of her prison warden.

In return, she prepared a reasonable lunch, provided plenty of liquid refreshment and returned the climactic favour twice.

All too soon, it was 5.30pm, and, as the pair lay up in bed in a firm but tender grip, they heard the front door opening. A voice shouted up, “I hope you’ve punished that slovenly girl sufficiently, Mistress #1. Let me know if you need a hand with anything? I like to keep my eye in, you know?” It was, of course, the Mistress. The collaborator, or probably, the instigator. Daisy had enjoyed a wonderful day with her new female lover, and, once again, it was all due to the Governess.  

Helen Sharp had had an equally nice day, but with different kinds of highs, to those that Daisy and Janet had experienced. She had been introducing Candy to some simple office tasks, and taking her to meet all the female prisoners and to introduce her as their new Art and Cookery Mistress, starting next week. Now, she and a jubilant Candy, who had been on a real high all day, had returned and Daisy was afraid that meant the end of her fun and games, with Janet.

But, no, there was more planned. “Whenever you are ready, you two, please join us for drinks. We are celebrating Candy’s first ever day of work. She’s done exceedingly well. I think she’ll fit in very well. And, I thought we would order in a take-away Thai meal, or Chinese if you prefer, and have a little party down here. You and I can tie these two up and feed them with chopsticks, if you like Janet? It’s Friday, tonight we celebrate! Tomorrow, we are going shopping, until we’re dropping.”

Chapter 10

The Shopping Trip

It transpired that Mistress #1 was moving in, for the weekend. This Friday “special” was Daisy’s “treat” for sacrificing her relationship with Candy. Saturday day-time was going to be a full shopping day. Apparently, Mistress Sharp and Mistress Porter had oodles of tax-payers’ money to spend and each had their own idea of how it was going to be spent. And Saturday night was scheduled as a modelling night. And Sunday? Well, who knows what might happen on Sunday? It was a day of rest. Right?

The two couples were travelling into the city together, but were then splitting off. Daisy was shopping almost exclusively for leather. Janet Porter had “contacts”, she knew three or four boutiques that specialised, she had said. Candy and her Mistress had a much broader spectrum of clothes they were hunting for.

The brief was simple; it has to be day and evening clothes that can be worn in public and without embarrassment. “If you insist on dressing Daisy in head-to-toe leather, Janet, at least make it sophisticated enough to be seen out, in!” The Governess had instructed Mistress #1. “We are planning a lot of public appearances for these two, I don’t want it looking like we’re all brothel-workers!” Janet, and Daisy and Candy had laughed.

And so, an excited gaggle of women had got up early to shower, dress and to take a light breakfast before hitting the shopping streets. Candy was dressed elegantly in a floral, summery, dress with a light beige leather jacket over the top and beige shoes with low heels for all the walking she was to do. This was yet another day-time outfit that the Mistress had chosen for her, online.

Janet Porter, true to her personal taste, had dressed Daisy in a lightweight corset and over it, she had given her a soft, supple, beige latex blouse that tucked into a pair of tight leather trousers. She wore black ankle boots and a black leather, biker jacket, which, at the moment, was slung over a chair, but soon would be gripped by the irresistible latex blouse that it would be covering.

The Governess was going to drive and Candy proudly sat up front and looked like an excited little girl, out in a car for the first time. She fiddled with the radio to get some music playing. Janet Porter sat in the back, with its smoked glass, blacked out windows. Her hand was resting firmly in the crotch of her companion, who was hooded and bound, at the side of her.

Now wearing the jacket, Daisy had been surprised at the preparations that had been made for her leaving the house. Mistress #1 wanted to make the day as exciting as possible, she’d said. “And I really can’t think of anything more exciting than travelling in a car with a bound companion. You’ll enjoy knowing that no-one would suspect that a tied up she-male is in the back of this fancy car, and I’ll enjoy looking at you the whole way into the city. I hope we hit some traffic hold-ups!” Daisy approved. She always approved of being tied up.

So, she had tied Daisy’s hands in front of her, and she had zipped and laced a lightweight leather “travel-hood” over her head. She had then seen her into the rear seat of the car and had spent 10 minutes intricately strapping her leather-covered legs with three different lengths of broad, black, leather strapping. Her ankles were neatly bound and together in the foot-well, her legs joined at the knees and again at the thighs. Then she’d taken a last strap and threaded it through Daisy’s bound wrists before buckling it to the strap which held her knees together. Then, she had slipped into the seat beside her tied and blinded passenger and had thrust her hand firmly into Daisy’s crotch, to press against her burgeoning cock.

And that, is how this odd assortment of women journeyed into the metropolis. Candy thrilled to be going out with her Mistress, Daisy equally thrilled to be held captive and man-handled by her warden. This was all set to be an exciting day.

And so, it was, on arrival at the underground car park, Janet Porter slowly and teasingly released her prisoner, from her bonds and from her hood. She discarded these on the back seat, ready for a repeat homeward journey.

And then, they were under starter’s orders, and they were off. They arranged to meet up again, at 12.30pm, in a little restaurant both Mistresses knew. And Candy waved enthusiastically, as she went one way, hand-in-hand, with Helen Sharp, and Daisy tripped along, a bit more hesitantly, with Janet Porter, their arms linked.

“Right,” stated Mistress #1, “I make no bones about it. I want you in leather each time we go out. Helen has told me, I’m invited to join you, at least once a week We’ll be re-visiting the theatre, going to restaurants and bars, and, hopefully, some more days’ out like this. So, I’m looking to get you at least three nice leather skirts, two showy leather dresses and a couple of pairs of trousers. If we can get most of that this morning, we’ll spend the afternoon getting accessories, tights, scarves, etc.”

“Panties, maybe?” enquired Daisy.

No! Leather. And we have access to plenty of those,” grinned Janet. “Everything that can be in leather, will be. Maybe a leather jacket or a cape will be good. We’ll see. I know exactly where I’m taking you. It’s to the three same places I buy all my stuff. Maybe a fourth one, if we can’t find everything we want. You haven’t seen my social wardrobe, have you? One day, I’ll have to show you. One day soon. I just love leather. But it’s pricey and it weighs a ton. My wardrobes creak every time I buy something new! One day, they’ll just fall apart. It’s what attracted me to this job. All the fancy clothes you lucky girls get to wear. I think the Governess has an amazing vision.”

The two girls laughed at that mental picture of a wardrobe splitting in two under the weight of its leathery contents. And then they spent the next three hours laughing, as Daisy tried on every leather item in each of the three “specialist” shops, that Janet took her. They purchased items in each and Janet paid with some card. Daisy guessed it wasn’t her money, though, to be fair, Janet had offered to subsidise the cost, given her particular taste in fashion. 

The Governess had given her a generous allowance to spend up to. “Anything beyond that, I’m afraid you’ll pay for yourself. Don’t put any more on the prison card, I may be able to reimburse you, depending on how much Candy and I spend, but don’t go over £2,000 on the card. That’s a definite limit.”

And £2,000 bought quite a lot of leather! They had left their purchases at each of the first two stores and then picked it all up on their return from the third. Now, their arms aching from the weight, they entered the restaurant to meet an anxious looking Governess Sharp and a beaming Candy. “I hope that came to less than £2,000?” was her first remark. Not “Hello, have you had fun?” or “So nice to see you both.”

“We’ve money left. Don’t worry. Enough for the odd pair of tights, anyway.” laughed Janet and Daisy. “And how did you two get on?” They didn’t really need to ask, little innocent, excitable Candy was giving it all away with her broad, beaming grin.

“We had a wonderful time. Oh, Daisy, you should see some of the clothes we got. I’ve got loads. But I also wanted Helen, sorry, My Mistress, to have some new ones. She’s got two beautiful skirts, with tops, and a couple of gorgeous evening dresses, for like the theatre, and going out. It’s amazing. You’ll see them all tonight.”

“I hope it came to less than £2,000?” quizzed Janet Porter, with a wry smile on her face.

Lunch was quite a hurried affair. Both girls were now in full-on shopping mode and strained to get going again, spending all this unseen cash.  They took the first bundles of shopping to the car, filling the boot. Then they set off again. Daisy wanted to go back for one item she’d seen in the first shop. It was only during the lunch she’d realised they had money spare and she could afford the mid-length, long-sleeved, leather shirt dress, that they’d seen. It would look stunning, denim blue in colour, loose fitting, baggy, press-stud fastenings down front and above the knee in style, soft, buttery leather in material. £200. Well, only £195. But fabulous.

And Janet, wanted her to have another jacket and when they shopped for that, they had both seen this waist-length, leather cape, and, remembering the cape the girls had worn with their evening dresses, on that trip to the theatre, they both had the same idea, at exactly the same time. “That would hide your hands, if I took you out with them tied,” vocalised, Janet, just as Daisy was about to suggest the same. So, they forgot about the jacket and bought the cape, instead. “We’ll get you another jacket some other time,” said Janet. “We really must have that cape.” And so, they did.

And then they spent their last meagre pounds on all the mundane stuff. A couple of pairs of tights. Three different tones of stockings. A couple of silky scarves. And some costume jewellery.

And, too soon, the exciting shopping trip was over, and an ever-compliant Daisy, was being re-zipped into her travel hood and re-located in her rear-car, bondage seat, all four leather straps, back in place, and Janet Porter’s probing, massaging, hand was back, firmly, in her crotch. Tonight was “show night” and the four of them were excited at the prospect of showing off all their purchases.

The car strained under the weight, “of all that leather” as it pulled away. A satisfied Candy fiddled with the radio. A very satisfied Daisy, smiled under her concealing hood. The day had been a success and now she looked forward to the evening.

Chapter 12

Sunday – the Day of Rest

Truthfully, it wasn’t too restful. The couples had settled into their respective bedrooms on the Saturday night, after the evening-long fashion-come-drinking show, and Janet Porter had proved herself such a sexual athlete, that Daisy was concerned she’d be unable to keep up with her.

Into the early hours, they had played. And then, untied and free for the first time since hitting the bedroom, Daisy had fallen asleep, her free arms gripping tightly to her new love.

And then, from just after 8.00am, the next day, the sexual athletics had resumed, and Daisy was completely drained dry by eleven.

A similar scenario had unfolded in the Governess’s bedroom. Candy had kept on her brand new, audience and public-friendly, latex dress, that she’d bought yesterday, as a special treat, and Helen had liked it so much, she’d insisted she wore it to bed, at least whilst the pair hugged and kissed for an hour. The one short hour extended to three long hours. The hugs and kisses became much more intimate and, soon, Helen could not resist her natural instinct to dominate, and she had Candy trussed up and pleading through her silk scarf gag, to be allowed to release her load.

And, the Sunday morning had brought a new assault, as Helen Sharp awoke at just after 8.00 and immediately felt for her companion, now sleeping peacefully, untrussed, and unlatexed. Lying there, too good to resist, in a stunning electric, blue, short, satin gown.

So, that was how the day proceeded. Both couples locked in physical battle, in their rooms, one or other surfacing occasionally to replenish the tea-cups or to fetch a snack to enjoy, in amongst the wreckage of the bed-clothes.

Then, it was dinner-time and all four convened in the kitchen to assault the poor, defenceless, super-sized free-range chicken which was going to be their meal.

As the four sat down to eat together, The Governess, My Mistress, Helen Sharp, replenished the four wine glasses from the second bottle of white wine and raised hers, as though to make a speech.

“Girls! Mistress! I want to say something. Well, to begin with, I want to ask something.” And she turned to daisy first, “Daisy, are you happy here?”

Daisy was taken aback by the need to ask the question, “Mistress, I’m happier than I can ever remember. In my entire life, I’ve never been so happy.”

“And Candy” the Mistress continued, “We’ve spoken a lot this past week. I know that I can say, with a good deal of certainty, that you are happy.”

Candy grinned, she was like a Cheshire Cat, “Daisy put it much better. But yes, I am. Thank you.”

“Well, I have to remind you that you only have 68 days of your sentence left and then you’ll both be free.”

Daisy smiled, and she said, “Perhaps we can get our sentences extended again. I can attack Janet with a saucepan, or a chicken leg, or something?” All four laughed at the suggestion.

“I’m afraid not, I think they may rumble us next time. I’m surprised we got away with it this far. But I have some suggestions. I need to know, would you like to continue living here?”

Both girls nodded vigorously, “Oh, yes. We must. We must stay.”

“Well, I’m given the go-ahead to expand the prison. The meeting I went to last week, the owners want to extend the special facility side of things. They’re adding a new wing with four additional cells. We should run at an absolute full capacity of 12 female prisoners, which we have all the time, and we can soon accommodate a total of 10 special inmates, if we double one pair up, each time, in the cell you two shared. And I want to experiment with that idea. It certainly seemed to work with you two!

So, I am promoting Mistress #1 here to Deputy Governess, more money and perks!”

This was as much a surprise to Janet Porter, as to the two girls, and she thanked the Governess.

“There’s only one catch,” said Governess Sharp, “I really must insist on you living on site. It’s a demanding role, much more money, and I think you need to live here, to give it your full attention.”

Daisy and Janet looked at each other. They both winked and smiled. “I think being on top of the job, here, would be very beneficial. Thank you, Governess.” replied Mistress #1, aka Deputy Governess Porter.

“Now, that brings me to you two. Obviously, I can’t do anything about reducing your sentences. God knows, we worked hard enough to get them extended, But, I am going to need more staff. “I need a full-time Art and full-time Cookery teacher, neither one is returning. Apparently, the Art teacher is enjoying motherhood too much. We already knew Mrs. Murphy wouldn’t be back. With, maybe, a little bit of office admin work thrown in. Of course, she would be under my direct supervision and command. And I might have to punish her if she falls short on the job. I don’t know if anyone can think of a person who could fill that position?”

Candy knew just the right person.

“And then, I am going to need a new Mistress#1. Now, I need someone who is strong, resourceful, willing to give and take. Able to empathise with the inmates but also to be creative in dealing with their various needs. It would have to be someone I can trust absolutely and someone who gets on with my Deputy, as she’ll be working in very close contact with Janet, here. I’m not looking at any of the existing Mistresses, I know the calibre of the person I’m after, and none of them fit the very specific bill. I need someone who can crack the whip but also crack a joke!”, she looked directly at Daisy, “And I need someone wise. Someone who might come up with advice like, “There’s no harm in caring for someone or in being cared for by someone.” I can’t remember who said that, but that’s just the sort of person I need. Daisy, would you. . .”

And Daisy’s face lit up.

“ . . . would you see if you can find someone like that, who may wish to be under Janet’s direct command, and who might like to live on-site with the Governess, and the Deputy Governess, and the Office Admin staff?”

“Daisy smiled, and she said, “I’m on that right away, Mistress. I’m sure I won’t have to look too far to find someone who wants to be under Deputy Governess Porter.”

“Oh! And there is one last thing. The Governess and the deputy Governess of this prison will be extremely important and busy people. Therefore, they will be needing their sleep, some nights. So, whilst you two might want to spread yourselves around the bedrooms, for 5 nights of the week, I absolutely insist that the pair of you bunk up, together, at least two nights. I think you have a very special friendship, and it’s one I want to see continue and to flourish. So, pick your two nights! Deputy Governor Porter, here, and I, will tell you where you’re sleeping the other five!”

The four girls laughed, and tears of joy ran down Candy’s face. She always was the excitable one. Daisy wiped them for her, as the two bosom buddies hugged.

And who was it that said, “Crime Doesn’t Pay” ??????????

The End

Epilogue

ONE YEAR LATER

Almost exactly one year after that fateful first trip to the theatre, a civil wedding took place in Wilford Prison, watched by all the staff and all the female inmates.

Governess Helen Sharp took the hand of her new wife, Candy, and the pair were pronounced woman and wife by the Registrar. Governess Sharp looked every inch the Governess in her new purple leather shirt, tucked into her black leather knee-length jodhpurs, and with her thigh-high purple leather boots over the top of the shortie jodhpur trousers, adding a “cavalier” touch to the uniform, she gripped her bride’s white satin-gloved hand tight in her short, purple, leather gloved, hand. Next to her stood an excited Candy, dressed head to toe in a beautiful ivory satin gown, with ivory satin flowers on the bodice and a full-length lace and lightweight satin petticoat making the heavy satin skirt of the extravagant gown, stand out, rigid. Her arms were sheathed in shoulder length ivory satin gloves and she wore ivory satin ankle boots on her silk-stockinged feet.

The bride had designed both outfits, of course.

Standing beside them, and similarly dressed, were the Deputy Governess, a deep wine-red leather shirt, tucked into her black leather jodhpurs and the same matching deep red thigh boots covering the knee-length trousers, almost up to the crotch. She held the hand of her bride-to-be, as Daisy fussed to straighten the hem of her wedding dress, the dress that matched exactly, the dress of her friend for life. Of course, she had to be different. Under the dress she wore a pair of soft leather panties, in beige, a pair of light beige, leather, thigh boots and a pair of long ivory coloured, leather gloves which stretched all the way to her shoulders.

Behind them were assembled the full staff of wardens in their mustard coloured satin shirts and their black leather jodhpurs and their knee length black leather boots. The new uniform had won universal approval, and Candy smiled as she saw all the 12 new wardens assembled behind the wedding group. Of course, the new Mistress #1, Daisy, was special, so she had to stand out from the crowd. Instead of a satin shirt, for work, she had a mustard-colour, leather, shirt and thigh-length black boots. Her new wife-to-be, who was also her very bossy, boss, had insisted on it!

The new wing had opened 4 months previously. It was full to capacity, from the very first day of opening and it was full now. The new Mistress #1, soon to be Mrs. Daisy Porter, exerted just the right degree of sympathy, and of dominance, over the ten lucky sissies who found themselves sent to the Wilford Feminization Correctional Facility, for spells of 30 days. There were no re-offenders!

Their re-offending rate had been 0% for a whole year, now. And only a very small 8% of their special inmates had reverted to their male personas at the end of their incarceration, the rest opting to continue to live as females, or, as was the case with Candy Sharp, to go for full gender re-assignment, at Government expense.

The prison was making quite a name for itself, not only for its high success rate, in convincing young men that there was a better approach to life, but also for the stylish new leather uniforms, and for the commitment and work ethic, and general good-naturedness and teamwork, of its senior management team.

And Daisy and Candy still spent each Tuesday and Thursday night, wrapped in each other’s arms and blessing the day they had met.

The other nights, they were generally wrapped up in other, more secure, ways!

Hope you enjoyed this story. 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 Feminization Correctional Facility Book 1 – Governess Sharp’s New Girls

The Feminization Correctional Facility Book 2 – Governess Sharp’s Sissy Playthings

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 these books are full-length reads and are available now, in the Amazon Kindle Store.

Misty Vee is a complete story, told in two parts. The third and final part of the FCF – Governess Sharp trilogy will be published in Spring 2018. Further titles in the “Perils of Paulette” series, will be available in 2018.

Paulette has also written three shorter stories. They are entitled :-

The Management Take-Over  

Colette Comes Out, Fighting

Altered Image – Mischa and Chloe make a movie
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